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The Neighbours’ Sissy Maid


One

It was the first day of the summer holidays, a time to relax and enjoy, but Richard was up early and ready to start the day.  School was over and in just few months he’d be heading off to college—he needed to make the most of the time to earn and save what he could.  The day was bright and warm, a pleasant change to the stifling gloom of classrooms and exam halls, and Richard set out on foot to knock on doors. 

He’d been applying for part time jobs for months with no luck, and so far his “off to college fund” was at precisely zero, something he knew he desperately needed to change if he wanted to enjoy himself, and he had high hopes of enjoying himself.  College was to be his new start, his chance to remake himself, a clean break from the life he had lived at high school

Richard’s school career had been functional at best, providing him with an education that he’d made the most of.  He’d achieved good grades, but not much else.  Being smaller than most of the boys, both shorter and leaner, he’d never been good at sports.  He’d made few close friends, but even they’d left him in the last few months after finding success with girls, success that had left Richard feeling both envious and jealous.  Sure, they still hung out on occasion, but they had less and less time for him and the time they did spend together they were often either talking about their new girlfriends or accompanied by them.

There had been a few times where friends and their respective girlfriends had tried to set Richard up with a girl, and the girls had all been sweet and pretty, but he’d never been able to do more than mutter a few clumsy, weird jokes that no one had found funny before the girl made her excuses and left.  He was awkward, and self-conscious, but he was going to change, and finding work over the summer was the first step on his plan to achieving it.  Find a job, save money, go to college, and live the life of his dreams!

So far though, he was stuck at step one, and he was beginning to worry.
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Richard approached his neighbours’ house, made his way up to the front door, and stopped on the porch step.  He took a deep breath, gathered his confidence, painted on a smile, and raised a hand to knock—the noise was a dull hollow drum.

Going door to door was not Richard’s first choice, but he was rapidly running out of other options, and was pretty much willing to do anything for cash now in the hopes of saving enough to be able to have fun.  He figured his neighbours were good place to start—a friendly couple who’d always been happy to chat to Richard about school and had even let him borrow their wi-fi one weekend when his family’s internet went down—even though they did leave him feeling just a little nervous. 

Both of them were attractive, in good shape and well dressed, clearly obviously much in love with public displays of affection not uncommon.  Richard couldn’t blame them, David, the man of the house, was handsome, tall and broad, but for as long as Richard could remember he’d thought Clare, the woman of the house, was simply stunning—the kind of woman men crave and women crave to be like.  Richard had often watched them being playful with each other, laughing, touching, kissing, and had always felt a certain envy for what the relationship they had. 

As the door opened Richard stood a little straighter and looked up into Clare’s face, her beautiful blue eyes, her chin length black hair, her plump red lips.  Clare smiled, dressed in just a pair of worn, black jeans and a white t-shirt, both hugging her figure, her wide hips, narrow waist, the swell of her full breasts.  Her nipples poked against the thin cotton and it was clear she was not wearing a bra.  Richard’s mouth was suddenly dry and his mind was blank.

“Hi Richard.  You’re up early.  What can we do for you this morning?”  Clare said.

Her voice was soft and warm, alluring.  Richard shook his head in an attempt to clear his mind.

“Hi, yeah… I… um… I was just wondering… it’s the holidays and I was hoping to get a job but no one’s really hiring… so I’ve not been able to save… for college next year you see… so I was thinking you might?”

Richard’s words all came in a tumble, his voice quick and shrill and his cheeks were bright pink, flush with blood and embarrassment.  Clare frowned, still smiling, and laughed once, lightly, without mocking.

“I’m sorry Richie, but I don’t understand. Could you repeat that a little slower?”  She said.

“I think he was asking you if we might have any work we’d be willing to pay him for, so he can save for college next year.” 

David’s voice came from behind Clare.  Clare turned to look back over her shoulder and Richard looked up to see David, dressed in a smart shirt and black jeans, black boots, his auburn hair swept back out of his face, his beard trimmed short, making his way down the stairs with a small suitcase.  David dropped the suitcase at the foot of the stairs and made his way to stand beside Clare, wrapping his arm around her waist, his hand resting on her round, soft butt, squeezing gently. 

Clare was tall, taller than Richard, but David was even taller.  As he smiled his grey eyes sparkled and a cobweb of faint lines formed at the corners.

“Is that about right Richard?  You looking for work?”  David asked.

Richard could only nod, mute, his face blazing.  His heart was racing.  Something about the couple in front of him always made him nervous, though they were never less than kind and sweet.  They were both so confident and attractive that Richard couldn’t help but get flustered around them.

“Well I think you might be in luck then Richard.  What do you say darling?” 

David turned to speak to Clare.  Clare looked up at him and her smile was adoring, beautiful as she snuggled into him.  Richard felt a pang of envy and jealousy and something more as he watched them.  Part of him wondered what it would be like to be held, to be wanted.  Clare nodded.

“I think so.”  Clare said.

David grinned, leant down and pressed his lips to hers, a lingering kiss that made Richard bite his bottom lip as he watched, his cheeks turning a deeper shade of pink as Clare kissed David back with longing and passion.  As David pulled away Richard did his best not to seem like he’d been staring.

David turned to Richard, still smiling.

“Excellent.  I’m just heading out of town for a few days and the garden is a bit of a mess.  If you could clear it up a bit we’d both be really grateful.  You think you can manage yard work Richard?”  David asked.

Richard nodded without even thinking about it.  David frowned.

“You sure?  It’s a big job if you can but I don’t want to put too much on you.”  David said.

Richard understood why David was sceptical.  He was more of a reader than a heavy lifter and even dressed in his usual outfit of baggy t-shirt and baggy jeans, dark colours and poorly fitted to hide his body, it was obvious he lacked muscle, but Richard was not about to let the opportunity slip through his fingers.

“Absolutely.  And if you’re worried it’ll take me too long just pay me a flat rate rather than by the hour.”

David studied Richard for a moment, his eyes narrow, gaze intense.  Richard shivered, a tingle running up his spine as the older, ruggedly handsome man examined him.  Out of the corner of his eye he could see Clare watching him, smiling.  Finally David nodded.

“Okay then.  I’ll let you discuss payment with Clare.  We have tools and stuff in the shed out back so feel free to use those.  I’ll look forward to seeing how you get on when I get back!”  David said.

“Thank you.  Really.  I won’t let you down!”  Richard said.

Both David and Clare smiled at him.  Richard grinned, a swell of pride.  He’d found work.  He’d be able to earn some cash to begin saving.  His plan was working.

“Oh, I’m certain you won’t.”  Clare said, her smile beguiling.


Two

The sun was higher, the day warmer, and Richard was sweating, the back of his t-shirt damp.  His pale arms and neck and face were prickled by the sun’s heat and he pushed the old lawn mower through the long grass, breathing heavily.  At the far end of the garden Clare stepped out onto the small paved patio, a basket of washing in her arms.  She looked at Richard and smiled and her smile was radiant, dazzling, beautiful.

“You okay there Richie?”  She asked.

Richard stopped and shut off the electric motor of the mower.  He nodded as he caught his breath.

“Fine, just warm is all.”  He said.

Clare bent to put the basket of washing down by the washing line, her tight jeans snug around her ass and hips, her shapely legs, and Richard could not stop himself from staring, a flush of emotions, his cheeks blushing a deeper pink.

David was gone now, out of town for two days, and Richard was alone with his beautiful, sexy older neighbour.  His mind raced with possibilities, all of them terrifying and exciting.  As Clare put the basket of down, bending at the waist, legs strait with feet together, her butt facing Richard, her snug jeans slipped down slightly.  There was a subtle wiggle and Richard caught a flash of colour, bright pink, lace and silk, Clare’s panties riding up above the waistband of her trousers, a thin strip of fabric that would never have been able to cover her round backside.

Richard’s cock throbbed suddenly and an image of Clare in her underwear flashed across his mind, pink bra and panties, her full curves and pretty face.  It was not the first time he’d pictured his sexy neighbour—more than once Richard had thought about the pair of them together, kissing, touching, fucking, as he’d masturbated, Clare’s soft body, her feminine curves, David’s strong muscles, his big cock—but having such thoughts in front of Clare, while she exposed even just a glimpse of her panties, was almost too much. 

Clare stood up.  Her pink panties slipped back beneath her jeans.  She turned to face Richard who stood frozen now, the image of his beautiful, sexy female neighbour blazing in the back of his mind—he wondered what her body felt like, how soft it was, how silky and smooth her underwear might be.

“You need a drink or anything to cool off?”  Clare asked.

Richard smiled, shook his head.  His face was hot, a well spring of shame and embarrassment, and he hoped that Clare could not tell what he was thinking, what he was wondering, what he was imagining.

“Maybe.  Yeah… that’d be nice… but… I should finish the grass first really.”  He said, stammering, awkward.

“Well, how about you come help me put out the washing then I’ll get us both a cold soft drink and you can take a break.  We can chat.  No harm in catching your breath and cooling off.  You really don’t want to overdo it.”

Richard forced his smile wider, nodded.  One of the reasons he was so fond of his neighbours was their kindness.  They’d both always been so thoughtful that Richard had grown to feel that they genuinely cared for him,

“Yeah.  Okay.  That’d be nice.”  He said.

Clare smiled, nodded.  Her blue eyes sparkled in the bright sun.

“Come on then.  It won’t take long for the both of us to get this all put out to dry.”  She said. 

Clare turned and bent and picked a piece of washing from the basket, a pair of jeans, another flash of her skimpy pink panties, and straightened to peg them out onto the line.  Richard watched for a moment, memorising the sight of her butt, the pert roundness, the shape and colour of her underwear, then set off across the lawn to help.
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Richard pulled jeans, shorts, t-shirts from the basket as Clare did the same, pegging the damp items of washing out in the sun to dry.  Clare stood close, the scent of her perfume a soft musk that mixed pleasantly with the smell of fresh cut grass and summer blossoms. 

She was slightly taller than Richard, but about his size, a fact that made him uncomfortable and self-conscious.  She was pretty, beautiful, her tight clothes, sexy body, a stark contrast to him, his scrawny frame in his baggy clothes, and he kept his focus on the washing and the washing line, his cheeks still pink, heart racing, a nervous fluttering in his belly.  At times he saw Clare watching him out of the corner of his eye but he said nothing.

As the basket emptied they were left with only underwear to be pegged out—socks, pants, panties.  Richard paled and a cold shiver ran up his spine as he looked in the basked.  There were David’s briefs and Clare’s panties, her stockings, pantyhose, bras.  The thought of touching them, feeling the soft, silky, lacy fabric, examining the bright coloured pieces of lingerie, made his balls tense and his belly knot.

“There’s not much left to put out.  Are you okay to finish if I head in to get us both something to drink?”  Clare asked.

Richard froze.  She was going to leave him alone to handle her sexy underwear.  He paled, a rush of fear and excitement and something more that he dared not name.  Clare watched him, waiting for an answer

“Sure.”  Richard said, nodding.

Clare smiled.

“Thanks.”  She said.

Clare turned and headed off towards the house.  Richard turned and watched her go, the sway of her hips and butt in her snug jeans, an alluring wiggle, a tiny flash of colour above the waistband, and he bit his bottom lip, admiring his pretty neighbour.  As Clare slipped into the house he turned back to washing basket, bent down, picked out a pair of socks, rose to peg them on the line.

Richard pegged out the socks and briefs first, then was left with only Clare’s lingerie.  He paused for a moment, took a deep breath.  Part of him longed to touch his sexy neighbour’s panties, bras, stockings, keen to know how they felt, but another part of him was almost afraid.  He waited for a moment but when Clare still had not returned he bent and picked up a pair of stockings.

They were damp, but soft, the tops lacy, seams running up the back.  He ran the fabric through his hands, delighting in the feel of them, so soft, and he imagined how it might feel to slip them up his legs, how it might feel to wear them, rubbing his calves and thighs together.  His cock twitched and he bit his bottom lip harder, squirming.  He forced himself to turn and peg them out, almost relieved when he was no longer holding them.

Richard turned and picked a pair of light pink panties out of the basket, held them up.  They were cute, and almost innocent, soft with ribbons and lace, the colour obviously girly.  He ran the cloth between his fingers, so delicate, so much nicer than the bland underwear he wore every day.  He wondered what Clare looked like when she wore them, wondered what he would look like in them, how they would feel on his butt and cock and balls.  He wondered if he would be pretty, sexy.  Richard bit his bottom lip harder and shook his head but the image of him in the light pink panties would not shift

“Virgin cocktails for two hard workers!”  Clare said.

Richard jumped at the sound of his beautiful neighbour’s voice.  Her panties were still in his hands.  The thought of what she would say if she caught him terrified him and he stuffed one hand quickly into his pocket to hide them.

Richard pulled his hand out of his pocket, the light pink panties now hidden, and turned to face Clare.  In her hands she carried a tray with two glasses with a jug, the jug filled with sparkling water, mint and cucumber and lime and ice.

Richard’s face was hot, cheeks blazing, and he was sweating.  Clare frowned.

“Are you okay Richie?”  She asked.

Richard nodded, hoping she could not tell.

“Yeah, just warm out here.”

Clare smiled.

“Well, I’ve got just the thing to help you feel better.”  She said.  “Take a glass and pour yourself a drink.  You deserve it.”  She said.

Richard suffered a well spring of guilt and shame at what he had done, at the secret in his pocket, but still, undeniable, was the thrill of excitement that ran through him.  His heart raced and the memory of how the soft, silky pink fabric felt in his fingers made his cock ache and throb.  He could barely wait to get back to his room to feel them again.


Three

The time that it took to finish his drink and finish the lawn felt like years.  In his pocket the crumbled ball of cloth remained stuffed, incriminating him, a constant reminder, leaving him flustered, ashamed, humiliated, excited, exhilarated.  Richard’s mind and heart raced, images of Clare in her underwear, the memory of how her stockings felt, how her panties felt as he touched them, the niggling curiosity of how they might feel and look on him.

After putting away the lawn mower and tidying up the last of the grass clippings Richard stopped and surveyed his work.  There was still much to do but he wanted to head home, back to the privacy of his room.

“I think I’m going to call it a day.  Are you okay if I come back tomorrow to carry on?”  Richard asked.

Clare, sat out on the patio reading a book, dressed in denim shorts and a vest top, bare legs and feet, looked up from her paperback.  She smiled, nodded.

“Sure.  I don’t want you overdoing it, but… are you okay Richie?  You seem a little… jumpy.”  Clare said.

Richard smiled.  He nodded even as his cheeks flushed with blood, pink from more than the sun.

“Yeah, just not used to working out in the sun is all.”  He said.

Clare nodded.  She watched him carefully, her eyes narrowed.  Her vest top was low cut exposing an ample amount of cleavage and a flash of her bright pink bra.  Her jean shorts were low waisted and high cut, exposing her belly and a flash of her bright pink panties, a lot of leg and thigh, tight around her hips and butt.  Her fingernails and toenails were painted the same pink as her panties.  The image of her in sexy bright pink lingerie rose in Richard’s mind and he bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“Well you get home them.  And make sure you moisturise your skin tonight.  You don’t want to burn that lovely pale complexion.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded.  His skin was pricking from a day in the sun despite the high factor sunblock he’d worn and he made a note of Clare’s advice.

“Thanks.  I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.  Do you have any time you’d like me to come round?”  He asked.

Clare shrugged, grinning.

“I suppose as early as possible would be best.  Avoid the worst of the day’s heat and get as much done as possible before David gets back.  I really want to surprise him!”  Clare said.

Richard nodded.  There was a note in Clare’s voice, almost teasing.

“That’s fine with me.  I’ll see you tomorrow then.”  Richard said.

Richard turned to head towards the garden gate, his pocket still stuffed with Clare’s light pink panties.  He took careful steps so as not to seem guilty or suspicious.

“See you tomorrow Richie… and you have fun tonight.”  Clare said—there was the same note of teasing in her voice, a playful, almost flirtatious mischief.
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Richard stepped out of the shower and headed through to his bedroom, shut the door and locked it.  He dried off and followed Clare’s advice, taking a bottle of moisturiser and applying the lotion to his arms, neck, face.  His skin felt softer, smoother, a tingling sensation that sent a shiver along his spine.  Before he could stop himself Richard applied more, to his legs, chest, stomach, butt, so that his entire body was left feeling delicate and supple, a throbbing in his cock as he caressed his body.

He looked at himself in his full-length mirror.  He was shorter than all of his friends, and thinner, his shoulders narrow, body svelte, and while his friends had grown muscular and tall and broad during puberty, he had been left behind.  Where they had sprouted body hair he had remained almost entirely smooth, only a few light hairs on his legs and around his cock and under his arms.  His butt had remained almost entirely smooth and he had precisely zero chance of ever growing a beard, but at least his face was symmetrical, with strong features, though it was far from the classical image of masculine handsomeness.

He sighed, shook his head, the sight of his bland boyish reflection as ever leaving him feeling miserable and almost hopeless.  He turned away, looked to his bed and the pile of his work clothes left in a heap at the foot.

Richard stepped over to his jeans, bent and picked them up, rummaged in the pocket and pulled out Clare’s light pink panties.  The fabric was soft and delicate, silky, the ribbons and lace decorating them pretty.  He smiled, a tingle, a nervous fluttering in his belly.

“I suppose once couldn’t hurt.  I can put them back tomorrow.”  Richard said. 

He chewed on his bottom lip as he rubbed the cloth between his fingers, unable to deny the niggling curiosity.  He couldn’t help but picture Clare in them, so sexy and pretty and feminine, couldn’t help but wonder how he might look, how they might feel.

He took a deep breath and bent to slip the panties on, slipping one foot in then the other, sliding them up his legs, the cloth caressing, tugging them into place around his butt and cock and balls, pulling the waist band into place around his hips.

The material was soft and delicate, cupping his cock and balls tightly, fitting the curve of his butt, the fabric not enough to cover each cheek so that the lower outer portion of his ass was left sexily exposed.

Richard looked down and could not help but smile at how he looked, his legs seemed longer, sexy, and his cock was held neatly in place, a small, cute bulge in the pink cloth, the ribbons and lace pretty.  He stepped back to look at himself in the mirror and his smile became a broad grin.

“I look kind of good…”  He whispered.

Richard turned to look over his shoulder at himself in the mirror, posing so that his butt stuck out.  Standing as he was in the tight, pretty panties his butt seemed rounder, fuller, his hips wider, legs curvy.  For the first time in a long, long time he didn’t hate his reflection.

He rose up onto his toes, curving his back to poke his butt out.  He bit his bottom lip, cheeks flush, eyes bright as he stared at his body, his legs looked good and the soft pink panties made his waist and chest and narrow shoulders seem cute, almost feminine.  He wiggled his butt, struck several poses, imaging how Clare would look posing as he did, watching himself, wondering if anyone else would think he looked good, if he looked sexy.

As he moved, studying his reflection, his soft body in the pretty panties, he couldn’t help but grin, almost giddy, a rising sense of euphoria.  His cock twitched, stiffening, throbbing, his reflection and the feeling of wearing the panties exciting him.

Richard let his hands roam his body, running down from his chest, his skin smooth now after the moisturiser, over his belly to his hips.  One ran down to his butt, squeezing a cheek hard.  He whimpered, closed his eyes, his smooth ass and the soft panties exotic, enticing, and the other hand ran down to his panty clad cock and balls, a gentle caress that send a shiver up his spine.

“Fuck… that feels… good…”  Richard whispered, his voice husky.

He opened his eyes and looked at himself, at his pretty reflection.  He reached up with one hand and tussled his hair, his light brown locks long on top but shorter at the sides, so that it seemed cuter, flopping to one side, a fringe swept across his forehead and over one eye.  He smiled, blushing.

“… and I look good.”  He said—his words were quiet, pleading, almost feminine.
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Richard left the panties on and moved to his bed, lay down on his back, delighting in the way the soft fabric cupped his hard cock and his round butt.  Even his sheets felt softer, his skin moisturised, panties silky.  He squirmed, his hands roaming his body, fingers teasing his nipples, gripping his butt cheeks, caressing over his stiff, panty clad cock, a damp spot forming on the front as his dick throbbed, oozing precum.

Richard’s breathing became heavier, faster, his heart beat quick.  His head was fuzzy, light, giddy, a tingling that filled his body, a nervous, excited fluttering in his belly.  The panties were snug and smooth and pink and pretty and he felt happy, eager, bright and full of joy.

His hands ran down, over his narrow chest and flat belly, his pale skin smooth and soft.  His hands ran down to his cock, snug in the light pink panties, hard and throbbing.  He moaned, whimpered, squirming, his thighs rubbing together as he rubbed his aching shaft through the delicate fabric.

His fingers wrapped around his length, wrapping his cock in the soft material of his sexy neighbour’s panties.  He closed his eyes and pictured Clare, dressed in the panties he now wore, beautiful and feminine, then David standing admiring her, kissing her, fondling her, his hands roaming her curvy, sexy body, her breasts, hips, butt, legs, fingers teasing over the front of her panties, teasing the folds of her pussy.

Richard moaned, the mental image bright and bold and hot.  He stroked his cock harder, still contained within the pretty pink panties, the cloth a delicate caress.  He imagined himself in Clare’s place, dressed in panties, bra, stockings, a beautiful body, smooth and soft and sexy, feminine curves, desirable, alluring, seductive, arousing.  He moaned louder, bit his bottom lip, squirmed on his bed, thighs pressed tight, stroking his panty clad cock with slow, firm caresses, the panties growing wet with his precum, his dick throbbing, aching.

As Richard touched himself he imaged being touched, being admired, being wanted, pretty, sexy, hands caressing him, pleasuring him, their touch full of desire and lust.  He imaged David standing over him, touching him as he might touch his sexy wife, kissing him as he might kiss his wife, wanting him as he must want his wife. 

His moans became louder, more urgent, and he bit his bottom lip harder to keep from crying out.  He was hot, flesh smooth and tingling, balls aching, cock like steel in the soft pink panties.  Richard stroked harder, imaging himself as a beautiful girl, sexy, in lingerie, how it might feel to wear stockings and a bra, to be glamourous.  He imaged David watching him, eyes full of lust for him as he stood beautiful and pretty, dressed in sexy underwear.

Richard thrust into his hand, gripped his cock harder.  His belly fluttered and he was grinning as he squirmed on his bed.  His cock swelled, throbbed, balls tensing and, as he imaged himself looking girly, feminine, sexy, he erupted, cumming hard, harder than he could ever remember cumming.  His cock filled the pretty pink panties and he whimpered, squeezing his legs together, whining in pleasure, his mind hazy with a rush of euphoria.

Richard opened his eyes, short of breath, and looked down at the panties he wore.  He could not help but grin at the sight of his body, dressed in the girly underwear.

“Fuck…”  He whispered.  “How am I meant to return these now?”


Four

Richard rose early and dressed in denim shorts and a t-shirt, light sneakers, aware that the day was going to be hotter than the one before.  He ate breakfast quickly, a knot in his stomach, and then headed out to begin his day of yard work.  As he crossed to Clare and David’s house he walked with a light step, almost a wiggle, his butt and hips swaying.  Beneath his shorts, snug and soft, he wore the light pink panties, faint traces of his cum from the night before, so that each time he stepped, each time he wiggled or swayed, the delicate fabric caressed his cock and balls and butt, the material slipping just barely into his crack to tickle him, making him grin.

The day was cool, the scent of dew, but Richard’s cheeks were flush pink, excitement, shame, humiliation, but still he could not help but smile.  He stopped at his neighbours’ front door, took a moment to catch his breath, and knocked.  After only a moment there was the soft pad of footsteps.  The door opened and Clare, dressed in a short summer dress—pale yellow patterned with pretty flowers, a low cut in the front to expose her cleavage, a flash of a white bra—stood smiling.  Richard stalled, frozen.  The panties he wore under his shorts were suddenly too tight, too snug.

“Morning Richie!  How are you feeling today?”  Clare asked.

Richard smiled.  Nodded.

“Good.  Thank you.”  His voice was strained, quiet, his cheeks suddenly hot.

Clare frowned, eyes narrowing, and Richard was sure she could tell, that she knew.  He thought of confessing, turning to run, but remained pinned to the spot.

“You sure?”

Richard could only nod.  Clare stared at him for a moment, as though examining him, before shrugging.

“Well, if you say so.  Tell you what, why don’t you come in and I’ll make us some tea before we get started for the day.  It’ll give us a chance to chat.”  Clare said.

“That’d be great.”  Richard said—his voice was hoarse, his heart sank.

Clare stepped back and gestured for Richard to enter.  He stepped across the threshold and into the house.  Behind him Clare closed the front door, the click of the lock loud.

“Head through to the kitchen and grab a seat.”  She said.

Clare stood close behind him.  Even barefoot she was taller than him, but not by much, and the scent of her perfume was almost intoxicating.  Richard nodded, his heard racing, swallowed the lump in his throat and stepped off.  Behind him Clare followed, her eyes roaming down to his butt in his tight shorts.  She watched as he stepped, his subtle wiggle and sway and, just above the waist band, barely visible, a flash of soft pink that she recognised.  Clare’s smiled spread, became a wide knowing grin, full of mischief.
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“There you go Richie.  Now, have you had breakfast?  It’s going to be a long day so you don’t want to start out on an empty stomach.”  Clare said.

She sat opposite Richard at the kitchen table, putting a mug of steaming tea down in front of him.  Richard nodded.  As Clare sat he caught a glimpse of her thigh, the briefest flash of her panties, white to match her bra.

“I’ve eaten yeah.  Thank you.”  He muttered.

He tried to look Clare in the eye but, sat as he was in her panties, the traces of his cum from last night still staining them, he could not hold her gaze.  She was beautiful, glamourous, sexy, and he could not help but feel envious, his fantasies from the night before rising.  He wondered what she looked like in her white lingerie, could not help imagining what he would look like in white, with matching stockings, and the thought made him press his thighs together and bite his bottom lip.  The thought of being pretty, sexy, excited him in a way that left him confused and bewildered, humiliated and ashamed, yet still be could not deny how much the urge excited him, how much the thought of looking feminine filled him with joy.

Richard’s gaze drifted down to Clare’s chest, her cleavage, the white lace trim of her bra.  His cock twitched in the pink panties and his face became warmer.  Clare lifted her mug, took a sip of tea, put the mug carefully back down, her eyes fixed on Richard, smiling. 

She took a deep breath, her breasts rising and falling.  Richard could not help but admire her, envy her.

“So, Richie, tell me… how do you like wearing my panties?”  Clare said.

Richard froze, his breath caught, his heart stalled.  He blinked, glanced up at Clare, her eyes fixed on him, the corners of her full red lips raised in a wry, knowing grin.  He frowned, shook his head as though confused.

“I’m sorry… what… I… what did you say?”  Richard stammered.

Clare laughed, lightly, softly.  Her smiled became brighter.

“There’s no need to panic Richie, it’s just a simple question.  I was just wondering how you like wearing my panties.”

Richard stared at Clare for a moment, his face turning bright red, then looked down at the table, his mug of tea.  He could not speak, the room spinning.  She knew.  His sexy, beautiful neighbour knew he had stolen her underwear, knew that he was wearing them now.

She must think him a pervert or a deviant, and she was obviously going to tell David, perhaps even his parents.  Richard felt a rush of shame and embarrassment, his head crowded with thoughts and emotions, spinning, his belly fluttering in fear.  He wished for a moment that the ground would open up and swallow him whole.

“I… I didn’t mean to… I just… I… yesterday when I was in the garden and…. I’m so sorry, it won’t happen again… please… just, don’t tell anyone.  I’m sorry.”  He stumbled over his words, flustered and nervous. 

Clare smiled at him, waited a moment.  Richard shifted in his seat as though eager to escape and the panties he wore beneath his shorts caressed him, even now soft against his skin, as though attempting to comfort him, and he could not deny that the sensation was a pleasure.

“Come now Richie… you took them, and you’re wearing them now, so you must like them even just a little.  Why not admit it.  It’s just the two of us.”

Richard looked up and saw Clare watching him, smiling at him.  She was clam, absent of anger or judgement, her face beautiful, radiant.  She nodded as thought to encourage him.

“I…”

“Do you like wearing my pretty pink panties Richie?  Yes or no.”  Clare’s voice was suddenly sterner, commanding and authoritative.

She stared at him, waiting for an answer.  Richard knew he did not want to lie.  He wanted to admit the truth, to confess, to beg for forgiveness and put the whole ordeal behind him, pretend it had never happened.

He nodded, slowly.  Clare’s smile spread and she seemed pleased with his answer.

“Good.  Now, isn’t that better admitting the truth?”

Richard nodded again.  He smiled, nervous but also relieved, glad to have shared the truth.  He did like wearing them.  They made him feel good, right, pretty and sexy.

“And is that why you took them yesterday?”  Clare asked.

Richard nodded again.

“Yes, but… I didn’t plan on it.  I was looking at them when I was hanging your washing out, they were so soft and pretty, and then you came out and I panicked.  I put them in my pocket without thinking but then I just… I took them home and I was curious… I’m so sorry.  Please.  I didn’t mean to.”

Clare’s smile remained, calm, enigmatic.  Richard’s head was racing.

“I’ll wash them, and give them back, if you want.  Or I can throw them away, now, in front of you.  Whatever you want me to do.  I’m just so sorry.”  Richard said.

“Do you want to give them back to me or throw them away Richie?”  Clare asked.

Her question was pointed, a deliberate shocked tone, as though hurt.  Richard stalled, struggling for words.  He sighed, looked down, shook his head.

“No.  I don’t.  I’m just… I’m sorry.  Please, you can’t tell anyone.  I’m sorry.  Really.  I need this job.  I need to save money for college and if people found out about… this… I’ll do anything… please.”  Richard’s voice was strained and quiet, fretful and timid.

Clare laughed, softly, lightly, a gentle sound that was more soothing than mocking, friendly.  Richard looked up and she was smiling.

“Anything?”  She asked.
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Richard nodded.  His heart sank.

“Well… with an offer like that I’m sure we can come to some sort of arrangement.”  Clare’s voice was sweet and gentle, but there was a note of almost menace to it.

Richard looked up and saw his pretty neighbour grinning at him, her eyes bright.  He shifted in his seat, self-conscious, the pink panties snug and soft against his butt and hips.

“What… what do you mean?”  He asked.

Clare’s smile spread.  She watched him for a moment as he squirmed, as though delighting in his discomfort.

“Well, I was thinking that maybe, since you’ve taken such a liking to my panties, that we could have a little fun today.  The choice is yours though.  You can stay with me today and obey every instruction I give you, having lots of fun and getting paid as you would have been for the yard work, or you can hand over my panties and leave.”

Richard stared at her, blinked.  The room spun as he considered her offer.

“And… if I leave… I don’t get paid…”

Clare shook her head.

“Will you tell anyone?”

Clare smiled.  She shook her head again.

“Unless you give me a reason, I will keep your secret safe.”  Clare said.

Richard needed the money if he were to save enough for college, but Clare’s offer terrified him.  Obeying her, without question, when he had no idea what her idea of fun was.  He bit his bottom lips, squirming.

Part of him wanted to refuse, to turn down the offer, take off the panties and hand them over, leave and turn his back on the whole episode, forget that he’d even put them on, but another part, a part that was growing bolder, louder, resisted.  This new part of him enjoyed the way the panties made him feel, enjoy how he looked in them, and it wanted more.  It wanted to know what Clare had in mind, what she might tell him to do, what she might make him do, what she meant by fun.

Richard took a deep breath.  He was dizzy, his belly fluttering, excited, eager, nervous, almost terrified.  He nodded, slowly.

“I’ll stay.”  He said—his voice quiet and unsure, almost girly.

Clare grinned.  She seemed glad, excited, almost effervescent.

“I’m so glad.  I just know that you and I are going to have so much fun today Richie and I promise, you won’t regret your decision.”  She said, bubbling with enthusiasm.

Richard smiled, his sense of unease drowned by a wave of excitement.  He did not know what was to come, but he was looking forward to finding out.


Five

Clare led Richard out of the kitchen and along the hall and stopped at the foot of the stairs, stepping back.  She gestured up, smiling.

“You first Richie.  Head up to the bathroom.”  Clare said—her voice was quiet and calm, a note of command that sent shivers up Richard’s spine.

Richard nodded, stepped past Clare and climbed up the steps.  Behind him Clare followed, her eyes on his back, his legs, his butt, the way he wiggled as he walked, the subtle sway of his hips.  She grinned, blue eyes bright and eager.

“I must say, the way you walk in my panties is quite something.  You’ve got a nice little sexy strut going on, but I think we can improve on it.”  Clare said.

Richard glanced back over his shoulder, saw Clare watching him.  His cheeks became hot, flushing, and he turned away, embarrassed, humiliated, yet, above it, excited, flattered by her words as though they were a compliment.  As he walked the sway of his ass and hips became a little more exaggerated, sexual.  Richard grinned at the thought of Clare watching him, at the thought of others watching him, admiring him, and his cock twitched.

Clare laughed, a brief giggle that was kind and affectionate.  As Richard stepped up onto the upper floor he paused briefly to look for the bathroom.  Clare stepped in close behind him and, before he could react, she lifted her hand and slapped his butt, not soft not but hard, the impact loud, a lingering sting as she squeezed briefly before letting go.  Richard’s breath caught, his mind giddy.

“Second door on the left Richie.  Now come on, we’ve got a lot to get through.”  Clare said.

She nudged Richard in the direction of the bathroom and the pair crossed the landing and stepped into the bright, white tiled room.  The room was not large but was certainly not small, ample space for the two of them.  As Clare stepped in behind Richard she pushed the door closed, locked it.  Richard turned to face her, gnawing on his bottom lip, eyes wide, nervous, excited.  Clare’s smile was almost menacing, a predator that had finally cornered its prey.

“What… why have you locked the door?”  Richard asked.

Clare just smiled.  She was silent for a moment, surveying Richard, studying his face, his body, his clothes.  She was nodding.

“I think we can do wonderful things with you, but, as you agreed, you’re going to need to obey my every command.  Can you do that for me Richie?”

Richard thought of the alternative, leaving, not getting paid.  He needed the money for his new life at college and it was only for a day or two, then he could put it all behind him, his stupid mistake in taking the panties, the even stupider mistake in putting them on.  He took a deep breath, unable to deny that part of him was almost eager to see what Clare had in mind, almost eager to see what she would make him do—would there be more panties, or perhaps worse.

Richard nodded, his belly fluttering, heart racing, cock aching.  Clare’s smile became a grin.

“Excellent.  Now, first command Richie, and it’s a simple one.  Strip down to your panties.”
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Richard stalled, paled.  He shook his head as though he had not properly heard Clare’s command.  Clare’s smile fell and she frowned.

“Strip down to your panties Richie.  Now.  Don’t make me regret offering you this second chance.”  Clare said—her voice was suddenly stern, authoritative, cold.

Richard shuddered.  He nodded without thinking, lifted his hands to tug off his t-shirt, obeying despite the shame and humiliation, despite the trepidation.  His belly tied into a knot, a lead ball in his gut, and his heart raced, but he could not deny the way obeying made him feel, the exhilaration, the aching in his balls and dick, the tingle over his skin.

Richard dropped his t-shirt onto the floor, stood topless, Clare eyeing him, smiling again, nodding, silent.  He blushed pink, lifted his feet, pulled off his shoes, socks, paused.

“Shorts please Richie.  I want to see you in just those pretty pink panties you stole from me.”  Clare said—her words were brusque.

Richard nodded.  His lifted his hands to the buttons on his denim shorts, undid them, let them fall to the ground, stepped out of them so that he stood in just the soft pink panties.  He felt small, weak, but, worse, something about his situation excited him, his cock hardening in his panties, a small but prominent bulge forming. 

Clare stood silent, examining him, nodding.  Richard’s blush worsened.  He had never liked his body, bland and scrawny and unappealing, and he did not want to imagine what Clare might be thinking, how ugly she might think him now she could see him dressed in only her panties, how much of a pervert she might think him.  He looked down at the floor to avoid her gaze.

“My, you are quite lovely aren’t you, dressed in just your panties.  You have quite the sexy body, and I always thought your face was pretty.  Still a lot of room for improvement but as a starting point you have so much potential.”  Clare spoke slowly, her voice warmer now, meant to comfort and compliment.

Richard’s cheeks grew warmer and his heart thundered, his belly flipped, as though excited by her words.  He shifted, biting his bottom lip.  He knew he should have been embarrassed by what she said, he shouldn’t like being told he had a pretty face, shouldn’t like being told he looked sexy in girly panties, but he could not deny the blossoming sense of euphoria his sexy neighbour’s words filled him with.

Richard lifted his head, looked at Clare, his eyes wide, hopeful.  He tried to smile but failed, too nervous.

“Do… did… you mean that?  You really think… am I really pretty?  Sexy?  You’re not mocking me?”  Richard asked.

Clare’s smile was suddenly bright and genuine and affectionate.  She nodded, enthusiastic.  “Absolutely.  I’ve always thought you were naturally pretty, and you have such a lovely figure in those panties that I’m going to insist you keep them.”

“Keep them?” 

Clare smiled.  She nodded.  Richard smiled despite himself, unable to contain the sudden bright joy he felt.  They were his panties now, his sexy pink panties, and he was pretty.

“A gift, but you’re going to need more than just a single pair of panties if you’re going to make the most of your potential.  First, we’re going to have to make you soft and smooth, like a proper girl.  All that yucky hair of yours is spoiling your pretty figure.”

Richard blinked, stared at Clare.  He shook his head.  Clare wanted him to get rid of what little body hair he had—the thought appalled and excited him.

“I… it’s summer though.  What if I want to wear shorts… I can’t… people will… I just can’t…”

Clare laughed, shook her head.  She stepped towards Richard, reached out to put a hand on his shoulder, stroking his upper arm.  Her touch was gentle and kind.

“You’re already mostly hairless Richie so I doubt anyone will even notice, but so what if they do?  You’re not doing this for them.  You’re doing this for me, and for you.  Don’t you want to be pretty as you can for me?  Don’t you want to see just how sexy you can be if you try?”  Clare spoke softly, her voice seductive.

Richard’s head spun.  He knew he should resist, that he should protest more, but he could not.  Clare’s words had him hooked.  He wanted to please her but, more than that, he wanted to be sexy, pretty.  He took a deep breath and nodded.  Clare grinned.

“Good.  I knew you’d come around.  Now, how about we get started.  We can do hair removal cream first, then get you into the shower to rinse off and shave your delicate areas.”

Richard’s head was fuzzy, giddy.  The thought of becoming smooth, hairless, like a proper girl made his cock, already hard in his panties, ache and throb.
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Clare applied the hair removal cream to Richard’s legs, arms, chest, armpits, even his feet and butt cheeks, being careful to find any area where there was even the faintest hint of masculine hair.  The reek of the cream was strong, astringent, and it made Richard’s skin tingle, but he did not complain or resist.

“You need to learn to do this yourself at some point, but for now I’m happy to help you learn.  Waxing can be better, but shaving is fine too.  You just want to make sure to keep your body soft and pretty and smooth.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded, watching as his neighbour applied the last bit of cream to his left arm.  He had always been relatively hairless but he could not wait to see how he’d look with all trace of hair removed.

“You’ll need to moisturise after too, all over, to keep your skin silky and smelling lovely, but that comes later.  For now just jump in the shower to rinse off.  Then be sure to shave those last areas around your cute little cock and balls, as well as the crack of your cute little ass.  No hair anywhere below eyebrows.  Is that understood?”

Richard nodded without thinking.  He was committed now, to pleasing Clare, to seeing how be might look, to discovering how it might feel—he wanted to be pretty, just once, to be sexy and glamourous.

Richard turned and crossed to the shower cubicle, stepped in, set the water running.  Steam rose and he stood under the flow, let the water rinse the cream off his body, his hands rubbing the last traces off his flesh.  He shivered, tingling, delighting in the sensation of his hands roaming his body.  His skin was like silk now, smooth and soft and feminine, and he could not help but smile.  Clare stood watching him, admiring him, grinning.

“No getting carried away Richie.  Shave next.  We still have a lot to do.”  Clare said.

Richard blushed at being caught.  He pulled his hands away from his soft legs, smooth butt, reluctantly, and picked up the pink razor and shaving foam that sat on the shelf of the shower.  He foamed his cock and balls, ran the razor carefully over his skin, stripping all hair from him until he was smooth and pristine, his cock throbbing with need and arousal.  Finally he foamed his crack, his fingers teasing over his hole, a shudder of pleasure at the brief touch, then shaved there too, taking extra caution to remove all hair.  Finally finished he rinsed himself and shut off the water, stepped out of the shower.

Clare stood to the side and looked him over, nodding.  She smiled.

“Very nice.  Now, let’s get you dry and moisturised, then we can see about your make-up and some pretty underwear and clothes.”

Richard froze again.

“Make-up?  Clothes?  But…”

Clare held up a hand to silence Richard.  He cut himself off, cheeks pink, knowing he could not resist her.

“Of course make-up and clothes Richie.  You look so lovely now already, don’t you want to see how you might look all dressed up and made up?  You looked so good in just those panties, just think how you might look in something sexier and more daring.”

Richard could not argue.  The thought of wearing more panties, perhaps even more lingerie, and make-up, excited him, filled him with an undeniable joy.  He smiled, gnawed on his bottom lip.  Clare, grinning, picked up a towel and offered it to him.

“Now, dry off so we can begin.”
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Richard’s skin felt amazing after the moisturiser, soft and silky, flawless, the smell of it dense, flowers and musk, a feminine perfume that made his head spin.  He could not stop smiling.

“Now, underwear first, then make-up, then we can dress you.”  Clare said.

Richard did not argue, could not argue.  He nodded, grinning.

Clare pulled out a small bag that she had stashed by the bathroom door and opened it.  She handed Richard a pair of black silk panties, a pair of silk seamed stocking with lace tops, a suspender belt, and a bra.  Richard examined them for a moment.  The material was soft, little decorations of ribbon and lace.  The bra was small, too small to fit Clare’s ample chest.

“Consider those a gift for you, your first set of sexy lingerie, but I doubt your last.  Put the stockings and suspenders on first.  Then the panties and bra.”  Clare said.

Richard’s body was alive with a nervous, excited energy, tingling, his heart racing.  He nodded, put all but the stockings down on the side, and lifted one foot to slip on the first stocking, bundling it up, slipping his foot in, rolling the silk up his legs. 

The caress of the material was electric, soft against his smooth skin, silk on silk, and it made his balls tense and ache, a shudder of pleasure.  The stocking hugged his calf, thigh, made his leg seem longer, curvier, the black seam running up the back.  As he pulled the second stocking on he felt almost overcome with a sense of pleasure he had never know.  He looked down at his legs, pretty, sexy, and could not stop smiling.

“Very nice.  Suspenders next Richie.”  Clare said.

Richard did not argue.  He pulled the suspender belt on and, with only some minor fumbling, attached the straps to the tops of his stockings.  The combination of stocking and suspender belt framed his hips and butt and cock and legs in a way that made his waist seem narrower, his butt rounder, hips wider.  He wiggled, delighting in how he looked, how feminine he seemed, smooth and curvy.  Without being told he pulled his panties on, eager to see how he would look.

His panties slipped up his stocking clad legs effortlessly, smooth, soft, and he tugged them up around his waist, the fabric hugging his hips, cock, balls, butt.  There was less material than the pink pair, leaving almost all of his butt exposed, the lace and silk shaping and lifting his cheeks to make his ass seem rounder, fuller, a pert little bubble butt, and Richard felt his cheeks flush with a rush of humiliation as his cock, even hard, fit snugly into the thin slip of fabric.

“Now the bra Richie.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded, picked up the bra.  He followed Clare’s instruction, fastening it around his waist, clasp in front, before spinning it round and slipping the straps up over his shoulders.  The lace and silk was a caress on his hairless, smooth skin, the moisturiser’s perfume heady.  With the bra on he looked down at his body and his smile became a wide, beaming grin, an uncontainable joy, a blossoming sense of euphoria at what he saw.  He looked pretty, feminine, sexy, his narrow waist and shoulders complimenting his wide hips, round butt, long legs.

“My… someone does look pretty.  Now, I think we should do your make-up before letting you see.  So you get the full effect all at once.  What do you say?”

Richard turned to Clare and nodded, still smiling.

“Yes.  Please.”  He said, his voice soft, feminine, quiet.
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Clare sat Richard facing away from the mirror and stood in front of him.  Richard sat still, face lifted up, and stared into Clare’s dazzling eyes as she worked, listening to the instructions and tips she gave him.

She did his eyes first, eyeshadows—pink and purple and black—then applied eyeliner and mascara.  Next she added foundation and blush to specific areas, blending to make his face softer, a subtle glow.  Finally she added lipstick, a deep, bright pink, finishing his lips with a sparkling gloss.

Clare sat back and looked over her work before nodding, grinning.  She put the lip-gloss she was holding down and lifted her hands to Richard’s head.

“Just a little adjustment to your hair.  It’s already quite cute but I think if we just do….”

Claire’s fingers ran through Richard’s hair, caressing his scalp, sending shivers down his spine.  She ruffled and teased, styling his hair in a particular way, sweeping it to one side, a fringe swept partially over one eye.

“Yes!  Perfect!  Now stand up and turn around and take a look.”

Richard could barely contain himself.  He rose slowly to his feet, his belly fluttering, heart racing.  He turned to face the mirror and his reflection and as he caught sight of himself he stalled, freezing.

Around him the room seemed to spin, his head light.  He smiled, beaming.  He was stunning, pretty and sexy and beautiful—his reflection literally taking his breath away.

Behind him Clare stepped in close behind, pressing her body into his back to look at his reflection over his shoulder.  The swell of her breast pressed into his shoulders, her body warm and soft.

“Pleased with how you look?”  Clare asked.

Richard nodded, unable to deny the truth.  He was overcome with a bright euphoria, giddy, delirious.  He grinned.  His face was pretty, wide dazzling eyes, full plump wet lips, a soft glow.  His hair was cute.  Dressed in the sexy black lingerie, stockings and suspenders, panties and bra, his body was no longer bland and unappealing—he was dainty, slim and petite with gentle curves, his butt round, girlish hips and waist, his legs long and smooth and curvaceous.

He shifted slightly, wiggling, striking subtle poses to look at his round sexy ass, his long legs, his lithe torso, unable to stop smiling.  His heart was racing and his belly fluttered, excited, happy, his cock aching in his pants, aroused at the sight of himself, barely able to believe that the sexy, beautiful woman in the mirror was him, a maelstrom of conflicting emotions, shame and joy, humiliation and delight, all of them combining into a potent cocktail that left him almost mesmerised by his stunning reflection.  He was transformed into a pretty girl and he was happy in a way he could not remember being.

“I look amazing.”  Richard looked at Clare in the mirror.  “Thank you.”

Clare smiled.

“You’re welcome Richie.  Now, how about we get you into your uniform and shoes.”

Richard frowned, puzzled.  Clare looked into the mirror, gaze roving Richard’s body, face, her grin almost lascivious.

“Uniform?”  He asked.

Clare laughed, lightly, pleasantly.  She nodded.

“Of course silly.  You can’t clean the house in just your underwear, can you?”

Richard smiled, a sense of dread and delight at the implication of Clare’s words.  He shook his head, an uncertain smile.

“I suppose not.”  He said.


Six

Richard tottered precariously in his heels, glossy black high heeled platforms, a simple strap with a silver buckle that went around his ankle.  His uniform was a short black dress with white petticoats, decorated with white lace around the hem and short sleeves and collar, the top low cut to expose just a hint of his bra.  He stood straight, his hands by his side—the dress and petticoats were so short that even while standing still and straight the tops of his stockings and thighs were clearly exposed, a glimpse of his butt and cute black panties.

“Now, try walking as I showed you.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded, took a deep breath.  He tried again, following Clare’s instructions.  He put one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, let his hips roll and lock, his butt swaying, wiggling, the sensation of it snug in his panties, the silk caressing him, slipping just into his crack, stocking clad thighs rubbing together, the hem of his dress, the pretty lace, brushing against his legs and butt, made his cock ache and his cheeks blush.  He smiled, his strut sexual, comfortable, a tingle running up his spine.  Clare grinned as she watched him, nodding.

“You’re a natural Richie.  I might almost suspect you’d been practicing this at home in secret given how quickly you’ve picked this up and how confident you look.”  She said.

Richard stopped on the far side of the bedroom, turned back to face Clare, unable to hide his smile, a sense of joy at her compliment.  He bit his bottom lip, unable to deny how much he was enjoying himself, how right the underwear, the make-up, the dress, the shoes all felt.

“Thank you.”  Richard said, his voice soft and quiet.

“Now, you think you can keep that sexy wiggle up all day?  While you’re here working you’ll be in your uniform and heels, so I expect you behave accordingly.”

Richard nodded.  His balls tightened at the thought of spending the whole day as Clare’s pretty, sexy maid, of walking around the house wiggling his butt, flaunting his ass and legs.

“Wonderful, but you should note that I’ll be keeping an eye on you.  If you disappoint me there’ll be consequences.  Is that clear Richie?”  Clare asked—her voice was harder, almost threatening.

Richard paled, his mouth suddenly dry.  He nodded, a tingle at the thought of what the consequences might be, how much worse his situation might get.  He did not want to disappoint his sexy neighbour but he could not deny that he was curious.  Clare smiled.

“Good.  Now, you can help me change the bed, then you can clean up downstairs while I get on with a few chores.  Seeing as you’re not going to be doing the gardening anymore I want the house to be spotless by the time David gets home, so I expect you to focus and work hard.”

Richard nodded.  He felt suddenly small and helpless yet, still, he was thrilled at his situation, excited, eager, happy to be pretty, sexy.  He could not deny the sense of freedom he found in submitting to Clare’s authority.
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Richard made a point to focus on his steps as he carried the bed sheets down to the laundry room, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, butt wiggling.  He stared ahead, back straight, the hem of his short dress brushing his ass and thighs, and did not notice the pillowcase that fell from the basket until too late.

His heel clad feet became tangled in the cloth and he tripped, stumbled, fell, scattering the sheets across the floor, bumping into a side table and knocking a lamp and a bundle of mail to the ground.  Behind him Clare stood watching, her smile suddenly gone.  As Richard struggled back to his feet, clumsy, awkward, he saw his pretty neighbours stood glaring at him, her eyes narrow, arms crossed across her chest.

“Are you hurt Richie?”  Clare asked.

Richard shook his head.  He was blushing as he rose to his feet.

“I warned you to be careful Richie.  Now look at the mess you made.”  Clare’s voice was cold and hard and cruel.

“I’m sorry.”  Richard mumbled—he stared down at the ground, down at his sexy heels.

Clare was silent for a moment.  Richard did not move, seemed to shrink.

“And look at your uniform.  All dishevelled already after all the efforts I went through to make you pretty.  I showed you how to walk properly in heels, told you to go slow, pay attention, and look, already forgetting everything I said.  I cannot have you going around making more mess.  You are meant to be tidying, not creating chaos.”

Richard swallowed the lump in his throat.  His cock twitched despite his embarrassment, as though he were aroused by the berating he was receiving and that thought only served to make his humiliation worse, his arousal growing, fed by it.

“I’m sorry.”  Richard said again.

Clare scowled, stared at the mess, looked to Richard.  She shook her head as though she were disappointed, frustrated by Richard’s failures.

“You’ll need to do better Richie.  Now, get down on your knees and clean up.  And be quick.”

Richard nodded, did not argue.  He dropped to his hands and knees and began crawling about the floor, picking up sheets and covers and pillowcases, putting them in a pile, moving to pick up the lamp and scattered letters.  Clare stood watching, arms still crossed.

As Richard crawled his skirt rose up, exposing his panty clad butt, round and firm and pert, his thighs, lacey stocking tops and suspender straps, the cute bulge of his aching cock and balls.  Clare smiled, staring at the round swell of his arse, the way it wiggled as he crawled, he curve of his back lifting it higher, as though flaunting it.  She shook her head.

“I tell you to clear up and the first thing you do is crawl around like a little slut showing off that sexy body of yours.  You think just because you’re pretty you can get away with not paying attention?  Is that it?”  Clare said.

Richard stopped, looked back over his shoulder at Clare.  Her eyes were fixed on his butt and there was a rush of emotions, shame and pride, excitement, fear.  He smiled, nervously, bit his bottom lips and, without thinking, wiggled his butt slightly as though to tease, watching Clare closely for a reaction.  He was barely able to believe what he was doing, acting like a sexy girl out of a porn film, but he could not deny how it thrilled him, how right it felt, how happy it made him, and his cock swelled, stiffening at the thought out how naughty he was being.

Clare’s smile rose, became almost barbed.  She shook her head again, her gaze shifting from Richard’s butt to his face.

“My, someone is feeling frisky.  However, you’re supposed to be working, not showing off.  I’m afraid I’m going to have to punish you.”

Richard froze.  The word rang in his ears.  Punish.
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“Stand up, legs shoulder width apart, hands on the wall just above your head, also shoulder width apart.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded.  He rose slowly to his feet, unsteady in his pretty, sexy heels, turned to face the wall beside him.  He put his feet apart, lifted his hands, put them against the wall, leant forward slightly.  He turned to look over his shoulder at Clare, waiting to see if he had done well, if she approved.  Clare nodded, subtle movements.  Richard smiled, relieved.

“Now, be sure to keep your butt lifted up, nice and high.  It helps if you curve your back.”

Richard tried to raise his ass higher, curving his back.  His hips shifted slightly, arching his butt up and out to make it seem bigger, more inviting.  He smiled, wiggled it slightly, delighting in the sensation.

“My someone is an eager little slut.  I thought the threat of punishment might make you shy but it seems I underestimated you.”  Clare’s voice was almost mocking, a slight cruelty, but without malice.

Richard blushed, smiled, bit his bottom lip.  He did not stop wiggling his ass, offering it to his pretty neighbour, eager to see what she was going to do, an invitation.  Clare stepped towards him, moved in close behind.  She reached out and ran one hand down his back to his butt, slipping it under his skirt and petticoats, squeezing, first gently then hard.  Richard gasped.

Clare’s other hand roamed up, fingers tangling into Richard’s hair.  She gripped, tight, tugged his head back.

“Since this is your first punishment, I’m going to be gentle.  Just a little light spanking, like any naughty girl would get, but if you keep disappointing me the punishments will get worse.  Is that clear Richie?”  Clare whispered.

Richard’s head spun.  He had never in his life been spanked and now, to be spanked by his pretty neighbour, dressed like a sexy maid, to be punished like a naughty girl, it seemed almost impossible.  He shivered, almost trembling, nervous, excited, his cock swelling.  Clare grinned.

“I think twenty strokes should do for now, ten on each cheek.  I expect you to keep count.”  Clare whispered.

Richard nodded.  He took shallow breaths, tried to remain calm.

Clare released her grip on Richard’s hair, moved her hand down to his skirt, lifted it up to expose his butt.  Using both hands she tugged his panties down, letting them sit around Richard’s upper thighs.

She took a step back, lifted her right hand, paused for a moment.  Richard closed his eyes, heart racing, trembling.  Clare’s hand fell, her palm striking Richard’s butt hard, the impact loud, a sharp sting against his soft flesh, pain radiating out from the site of the blow.

“One.”  Richard said.

Clare grinned.

“Good girl.”  She whispered.

Richard blushed but could not help but smile.  His butt hurt but, beneath it, fired by the shame and the humiliation, the excitement of being pretty, being punished by his sexy female neighbour, the thrill of submitting, there was pleasure.  His cock throbbed, growing hard.

Clare raised her hand again, striking Richard’s other butt cheek harder.  The slap echoed; the sting blazed across smooth, hairless skin.  Richard cried out, breath catching at the shock.

“Two.”  Richard whispered—his voice faltering, ragged.

Clare lifted her hand, slapped Richard again, softer this time but still with force.  The sting was different, his skin sensitive, flush, a subtle tingle running up his spine, head dizzy, thoughts jumbled so that Richard was almost floating.

“Three.”

Clare was grinning now, delighting in Richard’s reaction, in the thrill of punishing him, hurting him, admiring his pretty, sexy body dressed in lingerie and the sexy maid’s uniform.  She lifted her hand, let it fall, the slap loud, hard.

“Four.”

Richard’s voice was horse, his mind floating away on a sea of endorphins, heady, the pain changing to become a novel form of pleasure.  He was pretty, a sexy maid, and he had been naughty.  He needed to be punished, to be made into a better girl, a good girl.  He was grinning, happy, allowed the sensations to wash over him, his cock throbbing, hard and aching.

Clare’s hand fell again and again and again.  Striking each cheek in turn, Richard’s soft flesh turned pink then red from the repeated strike.  He shook, his breathing becoming short and ragged, a light sheen of perspiration, eyes closed as he floated on the tide of pleasure and pain, his skin sensitive and raw.

“Eight.” 

“Nine.”

“Ten”

Richard counted each strike, some harder, some softer, but all painful.  Sometimes Clare waited longer between blows, while sometimes they came quickly, so that Richard was never sure what was coming next, a constant unease, a tingle of fear that excited him.  The sound of each slap was a sharp crack, the shiver they sent along his spine exhilarating.

“Seventeen.”

“Eighteen.”

“Nineteen.”

Clare paused.  She stepped closer to Richard, leant close to his ear.  His butt was red now, the many imprint of her strikes visible on his soft, smooth skin.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me from now on Richie?”  Clare asked

Richard nodded, gnawing on his bottom lip.  He wanted to be good, to please her, and the thrill of admitting that to himself made his cock swell further, becoming like steel beneath his pretty maid’s skirt.  He wanted to be sexy, to obey.

“Just one more then, and hopefully you’ll be better behaved, though I have so enjoyed hurting you.”  Clare said.

Her voice was cruel and joyous and cheerful.  She was beaming, her smile wide.

“I’ll be looking forward to another chance to punish you.”  She said.

Richard gasped.  The thought that there was to be more left him excited and humiliated, but he could not deny he too wanted it.

Clare lifted her hand.  It fell.  The blow was hard, harder than any other, and Richard cried out.

“Twenty.”

Clare left her hand on Richard’s butt, squeezed his sensitive cheek, mauling his flesh.  He whimpered but did not protest or resist.  Clare’s hand eased down caressing along Richard’s crack, ran round to cup his balls, slid up to his hard, aching cock.  Richard moaned in delight as his pretty neighbour squeezed, stroked.

“I think someone enjoy me punishing them.”  Clare whispered.

She stroked Richard’s cock gently, teasing, caressing.  Richard shuddered, desperate for release, his body alive, burning from within.

“Yes… please…”  He whimpered.

Clare laughed, the sound almost threatening.  She squeezed harder, a little too hard.

“Well, we can’t have my sexy maid walking round like this.  You’ll never be able to concentrate on your work.  I think we’ll have to do something to fix it.  Don’t you?”

Richard nodded, biting his bottom lip to keep from crying out in delight as Clare stroked his cock, slow up and down.  Her hand was soft, his cock hard, hot, smooth and velvety.

“Please…”  He whimpered.

“Upstairs then, to the bedroom.  I have just the thing in mind.”

Richard felt a surge of emotions that he could not begin to describe.  He did not dare image what Clare had in store for him, but could not wait to find out.


Seven

Clare shut the bedroom door and the click of the lock was loud, almost ominous.  Richard stood in his sexy neighbour’s bedroom, facing the bed against the far wall.  His heart was racing, head fuzzy, thoughts and emotions a mess.  He chewed on his bottom lip, nervous, excited.  Beneath his maid’s skirt his cock was still hard, aching.

“Now, why don’t you go take that pretty dress off while I go get ready.  I won’t be long.”  Clare said.

Clare moved up behind Richard, placed a hand on his shoulder, squeezed gently.  Her touch was almost electric. 

“And don’t be nervous.  I just know you’re going to enjoy what I have in mind.”  Clare whispered, her voice husky, seductive.

Richard shivered, nodded.  Clare released her grip on Richard’s shoulder, moved around him, headed off to the door on the side of the room that led off to the en-suite bathroom.  She glanced back of her shoulder as she closed to the door.

“Leave your underwear and heels on though.  You look so pretty and sexy.”  Clare said—a subtle, almost gleeful smile.

Richard grinned, nodded, flattered by the compliment.  Clare shut the bathroom door and left Richard alone.  He stepped off, moved across to the bed and stopped.

He slipped off his dress, carefully, folded it and placed it on the foot of the bed.  Undressed as instructed he turned to look around the room and his attention caught on the mirror on the dressing table in the corner.

His smile spread, became wide.  He was pretty, sexy, glamourous, dressed in feminine underwear, face made up, beautiful.  He moved, turned to examine himself.  With his heels on he was forced to stand in a way that made his butt seem rounder, fuller, softer, his legs long and curvy, hips wide, waist and shoulders narrow. 

Richard struck a pose, sticking his ass out, winking, pouting, one hand on his hip, the other on a butt cheek.  He looked flirtatious, teasing, girly, and he felt a rush of euphoria.  Stood in his neighbours’ bedroom, dressed as sexily and outrageously as he was, he could not help but imagine what David might think were he to walk in and see him.  Would he recognise him as the boy next door?  Would he think him sexy, pretty, beautiful?  Would the sight of him make his cock hard?

Richard bit his bottom lip as he thought of how David might punish him, what he might do to him, what he might make him do, how he might treat him as the sexy, slutty girl he appeared as.  He shuddered, cock growing harder at the thought.

Behind him the bathroom door clicked opened and Richard turned, saw Clare, stalled.  Clare stood in the door way, naked except for heels, panties, stockings and suspenders.  Her full breasts hung free, magnificent, almost mesmerising, nipples pink and stiff, but it was not Clare’s breasts Richard was staring at.

Around Clare’s waist were a series of black leather straps, arranged to hold a large, pink dildo in place over her crotch where a cock might have been—the dildo was realistic, sculpted with balls, veins, the head swollen and prominent.  Richard’s heart skipped, his belly fluttered.  Clare grinned.

“Like what you see Richie?”  Clare asked.

Richard was frozen for only a moment.  He bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.  He knew he could not lie and so he nodded.
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“Then why don’t you bring your sexy body over here to get a better look.”  Clare said.

Her voice was commanding, her words an instruction.  Richard nodded again, stepped off towards Clare, his gaze fixed on the large, realistic dildo strapped over her crotch.

Clare stepped out from the bathroom and approached Richard so that they both met in the middle of the bedroom, to the side of the double bed.

Richard stood, staring down at the bright pink cock that jutted out from between his beautiful neighbour’s thighs, long and thick, its presence foreboding and exhilarating.

“Why don’t you get on your knees to get a better look Richie.”  Clare said.

Richard paled, suddenly terrified, the implication in Clare’s words clear but still, he could not take his eyes off her cock.  He nodded, mute, timid, submitting to the older woman’s will.

Richard fell to his knees, dressed in pretty silk and lace underwear, stockings, heels, face made-up, beautiful, sexy, and stared with wide eyes at the bright pink strap-on in front of him.  His lips tingled and his mouth watered.

“You make such a pretty girl Richie.  So sexy, so beautiful.  It’d be a shame for that natural talent to go to waste, don’t you think?”  Clare asked.

Her voice was low, husky, a seductive whisper.  Richard swallowed the lump in his throat, his racing pulse loud.  His head spun, too many emotions, light and giddy, eager, excited, an overwhelming sense of joy at Clare’s words.  He nodded.

Clare laughed, lightly, kindly, without teasing or mockery.  Richard looked up, saw Clare looking down at him, smiling, her bared breasts full and inviting, the pink cock still visible at the edge of his vision, calling to him.  Richard smiled, feeling suddenly free even as he knelt on his knees, submitting to his sexy neighbour’s will.

“Well, why don’t we take full advantage of your pretty body then?  We can start with your mouth and those luscious lips of yours.  Suck my cock Richie.  Show me you can be a good pretty cock sucker.”  Clare said.

Her words stung, branding him.  Cocksucker.  Richard smiled, nodded again, looked back to the bright pink strap-on.  He reached out with one hand to grasp it, leant forward, opening his lips, his tongue poking just out of his mouth.

Richard pressed his lips to the swollen head of Clare’s cock, let his mouth open, pushed forward.  Clare thrust and her cock slipped into Richard’s mouth, his lips wrapping round the soft shaft even as he gripped the base.  It was larger than his, thicker, cool and heavy on his tongue.

Richard wrapped his lips tight, let his spit lube the shaft, tonguing it as he had seen sexy women do in porn videos.  He imagined himself as a sexy porn starlet, sucking cock, and the image fired him on.  He wanted to be sexy, slutty, pretty, and he took more of Clare’s cock into his mouth.  He worked his lips up and down, taking the cock almost entirely out of his mouth, holding his lips wide, tonguing the head, sucking on the tip, kissing up and down the length.  He was giddy, eager and excited, his cock straining hard and swollen and almost painful in his panties, the silk damp with precum.

“You are an eager slut aren’t you.  And watching you I’m beginning to think you’ve done this before.”

Richard shook his head but did not speak, did not want to take his mouth off the cock in front of him.  He felt free and wild, as though uncaged, unleashed for the first time in his life.  He wanted to show Clare he could be a good slut, a pretty, sexy, willing slut.  Clare laughed.

“Well, you have a natural talent.  I have a feeling you’re going to make a lot of men very happy.”  Clare said.

Her words drove Richard wild.  The thought of kneeling, pretty and sexy, in front of men, their cocks hard for him, eager for him, sucking them, pleasing them, their lust for him, making them cum, sent shivers of delight down his spine.

He took Clare’s cock back into his mouth, took as much as he could, and wrapped his lips tight around her shaft as he pressed the head to the back of his throat.  Richard subdued the urge to gag, felt Clare’s cock slipping deeper.

As Clare pulled away, pulling her cock from Richard’s mouth, he whined.  As Clare pulled her cock free of his lips, the shaft slick with his spit, Richard looked up, wide eyed, pleading, desperate for more.  Clare smiled.

“Perhaps more later.  Right now though I want to take care of that unsightly bulge in those pretty panties of yours.  We can’t have a sexy girl like you going around looking like that can we?”  Clare asked.

Richard bit his bottom lip.  In his panties his cock was hard and aching.  He shook his head.  Clare’s smiled spread.

“Good.  Now stand up Richie and take your panties off, then get on the bed and bend over on all fours.  I’m going to show you the joy of being a pretty, sexy, slutty girl.” 

Richard smiled, his head spinning.  He knew what Clare wanted to do and he wanted her to do it.  He nodded, beaming, and stood up to slip his panties off.
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Richard knelt on the bed on all fours, his butt bare, his cock hanging hard and swollen between his stocking clad thighs, his heels still on.  Behind him Clare climbed onto the bed and moved up to kneel between his feet.

Richard looked back over his shoulder, nervous, eager, and smiled.  Clare reached out and ran one hand over the cute, smooth, round swell of Richard’s butt, grinning, her pink strap-on still glistening with Richard’s spit. 

“Curve your back to lift your butt up higher for me Richie, and keep your head down low.  Ass up, face down, as they say.  It’ll make it more fun for the both of us.”  Clare said.

Her hand ran over Richard’s soft flesh, fingers caressing, slipping along the crack between his cheeks, a fingertip just barely caressing his puckered rosebud.  Richard shivered, lowered his head, stretched his arms out in front of him, curved his back to raise his butt higher in offering, thrusting his hips back, eager for more of Clare’s touch.

“That’s it.  Such a good girl for me.  Now, I want you to relax and breath slowly.  It might hurt a little but I’ll be gentle and soon it’ll feel just wonderful.  Trust me.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded, smiling.  He spread his legs slightly and he shuddered in delight as something slick and cool and wet trickled over his butt, running down his crack.  Clare spread the lube with her fingers, running up and down his smooth, soft skin.  Her fingers ran over his entrance, teasing, circling, then pressed, slipping just barely into him.  Richard moaned, pushed back, wanting more.  Clare’s finger slipped deeper, stretching him wider, lubricating his inner walls.

As her finger curved round Richard gasped, the pleasure intense, unlike anything he had ever experienced.  Clare’s fingers slipped out and Richard whined, wanting more.  Clare laughed.

“Just be patient you little slut.”  Clare said.

Her words made Richard smile.  He wiggled his butt provocatively, inviting her, pleading with her.  Behind him Clare shifted forward, holding her lube slicked cock in one hand.  She placed her other hand on Richard’s hip, ran the head of her strap-on along his crack, pressing the head at his hole.  Richard shivered in delight and pressed back, spreading his legs, lifting his ass.

Clare held the head of her cock in place and pressed, gently but firmly.  Richard’s hole spread, a tingle that was part pleasure part pain.  He pressed back, eager for his pretty neighbour to enter him, desperate now.  The head of the strap-on slipped deeper, split him wider and Clare pressed forward.  Richard gasped as the prominent crown eased past his entrance, slipped deep, Clare’s cock gliding into him, filling him.  He moaned and pressed back even as Clare pressed forward, slowly.

“Fuck… yes…”  Richard’s words were quiet, whispered, feminine and needy, his mind fogged by lust and pleasure.

Clare move both hands to Richard’s hips and held him tight, letting her hands roams his sides and butt, caressing.  She pulled back, pulled her cock almost entirely out of Richard’s hole so that the crown tugged at his opening.  Richard whined, wanting more, tried to press back, but Clare held him in place, grinning.

“Do you want me to fuck you Richie?  Do you want me to fuck you like the slutty, sexy, pretty girl you are?”  Clare asked.

Richard nodded, breathing heavy now, unable to speak or think clearly.  He wanted to be fucked, more than anything, to submit to be pretty and sexy and slutty.

“Say it.”  Clare said—her tone was cold and demanding, almost cruel.

She lifted one hand, slapped Richard’s ass, hard, the crack loud, the sting and humiliation melding with the pleasure of Clare’s cock teasing his entrance.  He nodded again, desperate.

“Please… fuck me… fuck me like a slut… like a pretty, sexy, dirty slutty girl.  Fuck me.  Use me… please.”  Richard whispered, begged, whining, girly, feminine, aching.

Clare grinned.  She gripped Richard’s hips and thrust forward, thrust deep, filling him suddenly, knocking the breath from his lungs.  Richard moaned, loud, the pleasure overwhelming.  He thrust back, arching his back, wiggling his hips, eager for more.

Clare’s cock slipped out, back in, slow, deep, sensual movements.  The prominent ridge of the crown caressed Richard’s inner walls, rubbing over a bright spot of pleasure deep within him, his cock swelling, becoming harder, throbbing, dribbling precum.

“Yes… more… please…”  Richard moaned.

Clare’s breath was ragged as she thrust in and out, working hard, fucking the pretty, sexy slut beneath her, her bright pink cock spreading him open, stretching him, filling him.  She pulled him back onto her cock, thrust into him, her hips slapping against his ass.

“Take it slut… take my cock… show me you can be a pretty little whore for me… show me how much you want to be a sexy, nasty, dirty girl for me.”  Clare said—her voice was hard and husky with lust.

Richard nodded, obeyed, submitting.  He thrust back, fucking himself onto Clare’s cock, his body alive, aching, his hole split wide, the pleasure numbing.  He was pretty, beautiful, sexy.  He wanted to be a slut for his sexy neighbour, wanted to please her, to be used by her.

Richard lifted his butt, wiggling his hips, thrust back into Clare as she thrust into him, filling him, splitting his hole wide, her cock caressing his slick inner walls.  His heart was racing, body on fire, his cock throbbing and aching between his legs.

Clare fucked him, harder, faster, deeper, her hands gripping his hips tight, claiming his pretty, sexy body.  She smiled as she fucked him, her strap-on slipping in and out, over and over, his hole gaping, stretched wide, filled by her cock.

“That’s it slut… take my cock… show me you love my cock… show me how much you love me fucking you… show me how much you love my cock inside of you… show me what a good girl you want to be for me.”  Clare said.

Her words fired Richard on and he fucked back hard, breathing heavily, sweating.  As Clare’s cock fucked in and out of him, caressing his inner walls, rubbing over the bright spot inside of him, he felt a swell of pleasure in his belly expanding.  His cock swelled, becoming harder, balls tensing.  Richard gripped the bed sheets with both hands, lifting his ass higher, spreading his legs, wanting more, needing more, his dick swaying in time with Clare’s thrusts.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m going to cum…”  Richard whimpered, his voice quiet and feminine and desperate.

Clare grinned, fucked deep, hard, pressing her cock all the way into Richard’s tight hole.  She ground her hips into him and beneath her Richard bucked, riding her cock, grinding it against the bright spot of his pleasure.

His cock swelled, balls tensed and, without even touching himself, Richard came, his cute cock drippling a stream of cum as his body shook.

“My, what a pretty harlot you are. Cumming from just getting fucked in your ass.  You’re a natural at this.  A perfect little butt-slut.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded, grinning, head spinning, his body still spasming, still cumming, grinding his ass back into Clare’s cock as he continued to cum even as his cock softened.  Clare leant forward, ran one hand round to caress Richard’s cock, stroking it as it shrank, his orgasm finally subsiding, her touch a delight.

“Now, it seems we sorted that little problem out, but I think we need a more permanent solution.  One to keep it from happening again.  Don’t you Richie?”  Clare said.

Richard, his mind foggy, could only nod, Clare’s cock still buried deep within him, his submission to her complete.  Clare ran her other hand round to Richard’s cock and he felt something hard and cold and heavy wrap around his soft dick.  There was a pinching, then a click, and Clare’s hands withdrew.

“There.  All done.”  Clare said.

Clare shifted, pulling her cock out of Richard’s well fucked hole, a stark sense of loss at its absence.  Richard looked down between his stocking clad legs, saw his cock, caged in metal, resting just below his lacey suspender belt.  He smiled, the sense of humiliation and emasculation almost pleasurable, and he bit his bottom lip.

“Now, that should help you look more like a pretty girl in your panties.  Do you think with that on you’ll be better able to control yourself and focus on work?”  Clare said.

Richard lifted his head and looked back over his shoulder to his sexy neighbour, her bare breasts glistening with sweat, her cheeks flush.  He nodded, grinning, blushing.

“Yes.”  Richard said.  “And thank you.”

Clare smiled, laughed.

“Oh, you’re very welcome Richie.”  Clare said.  “Of course, I’ll be expecting you back tomorrow to make up for all the work you missed today.  No girl of mine is going to slack off of her chores.”


Eight

Richard woke early, before the sun had risen, the sky pale purple and dusky orange and he lay in bed, savouring that moment between sleep and waking, he thought back to the day before.  He had been wanting a new start, a new beginning, had been looking for work to save money so that he could reinvent himself when he began college, but now it seemed like that reinvention, that way of starting afresh, had found him. 

He remembered the way it had felt to kneel in front of Clare on his knees, to bend down on all fours beneath her, remembered the way it had felt to have her use him, fuck him, the way the things she had called him—slut, sexy, whore, pretty—had stirred something inside of him. 

Richard squirmed as he remembered taking Clare’s strap-on in his mouth, his ass, the way he had cum as she fucked him.  His cock twitched, attempted to harden but his cage, heavy, metal, constrained him, a dull ache that was itself a form of pleasure, the shame and humiliation at being so emasculated filling him with joy, his submission setting him free.  Richard squeezed his legs together, so smooth and soft, hairless, and the silk panties he wore were snug, caressing him delicately.

He reached down to tug on his cage, attempting to pleasure himself, but in vain.  The metal device kept his cock small and limp, useless, and his balls ached in frustration, yet Richard grinned, bit on his bottom lip to keep from moaning in delight and despair.  He laughed, lightly, quietly, and could not help but wonder with anticipation what else Clare had in store for him.  He could not deny that he wanted to be pretty, sexy, that she had uncovered a side of him he had not known before but that he now savoured.

Richard took a deep breath and wondered if perhaps these new desires had always been a part of him, just newly uncovered by his neighbour.  Had she known, had she seen something in him?

His smile spread.  It did not matter.  He was just glad, happy, content for the first time in a long time.  He thought of dressing again in lingerie and heels, wearing make-up, perhaps painting his nails, all the clothes he could buy and wear.  He wondered how pretty he could be, how feminine.  He imagined men eyeing him with lust, admiring his body, his butt and hips and legs, staring at him with longing and desire, and again his cock twitched, trapped in its cage, a dull pain.  Richard laughed again.

“I guess it’s time to get up and get ready then.”  He said—quietly, voice girly, feminine.

His belly fluttered.  He was nervous, excited, fretful, but knew he could not disappoint Clare, not after all she had done for him, all she had shown him.
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Richard could not help but feel self-conscious as he approached Clare’s front door.  He was clean shaven, showered, as he had been instructed, and dressed in shorts.  Though he could not deny that his smooth, hairless legs felt more pleasant, a delightful tingle running up his spine as the summer breeze caressed them, he worried that perhaps he was observed—though the thought of someone seeing him, seeing his legs in his short shorts, eyeing his ass, made his caged cock throb.

He stopped at the front door, took a deep breath, raised his hand to knock.  There was silence for a moment, then the approach of footsteps.  The door opened and Clare stood inside, grinning.

“Richie!  I was almost worried you weren’t going to show.  Come in… come in…”

Clare stepped back from the door and gestured for Richard to enter.  Richard smiled, a nervous grin, cheeks flush pink, and stepped in.  Clare shut the door behind him, the lock clicking shut.

“I… I did everything you asked.”  Richard said.

Clare smiled, nodded.

“Shaved and moisturised and wearing those panties I gave you?”  Clare asked.

Richard nodded, the pink in his cheeks deepening.  Clare stared at him, as though examining him. 

“And you slept well?  No problems with that little cage of yours?  I’m trusting it helped you control yourself and behave like a good girl?”  Clare asked.

Richard bit his bottom lip hard.  Clare’s words stung but stirred something in him.  He nodded meekly.

“Excellent.  Now, how about we head upstairs to get you ready for your day.  We can go over what I’ll be expecting of you while I prepare you.”

Richard nodded again.  Clare gestured to the stairs and Richard stepped off, headed up.  Clare followed close behind and Richard made a deliberate attempt to walk one foot in front of the other, heel to toe, wiggling his hips and butt provocatively.  Clare watched his firm, round ass, grinning.

“Such a tease Richie, such a little slut.  You’ll have to watch that today or there’ll be consequences.”  Clare said.

Richard smiled at the thought, a light, nervous, joyful laugh.  Clare raised a hand and spanked his butt, once, playfully.

“Now, head through to the bedroom.  I have everything laid out ready for you.”
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“Sit.”  Clare said.

Richard obeyed, crossed to sit in the chair in front of Clare’s dressing table, the chair facing away from the mirror.  Clare moved to stand in front of him, looked down at him, smiling.  Richard felt small, vulnerable, a subtle thrill at what unknown lay in store for him.

“Today I have a few special jobs in mind for you so I think we’ll spend a little more time getting you ready, so you look perfect.  I have some false nails and false eyelashes for you to wear, and we’ll paint your toenails and fingernails to match your make-up.  I even have a small surprise that I think you’ll love.  A finishing touch that’ll complete your transformation.”  Clare spoke slowly, commanding.

Richard smiled, nodded, sitting meekly, knees together, smooth thighs pressed close.  His cock, small and shaved and caged, ached at the thought of what was to be done to him.

“First though I think I’ll have you undress down to your panties, so we don’t get any make-up on your clothes.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded again, rose without speaking to his feet and, while his sexy neighbour watched, he stripped down to just the pretty pink panties Clare had given him.  Clare watched smiling, smirking.

“My, don’t you look lovely.  We’ll have to change those of course to something more befitting your uniform, but that will come later.  First we need to do you make-up.  Sit again, and pay attention to what I do.  I won’t always be around to do this for you.”  Clare said.

Richard obeyed, sat.  He was grinning, the thought that he might one day do his make-up alone both excited and terrified him.  He had no idea how far down this hole he was going to fall, but he was eager to find out.

Clare stepped round Richard and picked up a few items from the table, moved back to stand in front of him, looked down into his face.  She was beaming.

“Make-up first, then lashes, then we can move onto nails I think…”  Clare said, speaking quietly, as though to herself.

Richard did not move, remained sat still.  Clare lent forward towards Richard face, lifted a small palette of bright coloured eye shadows, a brush in one hand.

“Now, close your eyes for me Richie, and don’t open them until I say.”
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Brushes worked over Richard face, his eyes and cheeks and lips, his eyebrows, eye lashes, eyeliner applied to his lower and upper lids, a small flick at the outer corner of each.  Next Clare applied the false lashes, his eyes suddenly heavier, a fluttering as he blinked that seemed glamourous and sexy and feminine.

Clare then applied the fake nails to his hands, long and rounded, the nails making his hands seem thinner, smaller, girly and pretty.  She painted his fingernails and toenails bright pink, adding a topcoat of glitter to finish them.  Richard looked down and smiled, his hands and feet suddenly prettier, sexier.

“Now, get dressed into your underwear.  It’s on the bed.  No peeking in the mirror though.  I don’t want you seeing until I’m finished.”  Clare said.

Richard nodded.  He rose to his feet and moved to the bed.  Clare sat in the chair in front of the dressing table, blocking the mirror, watching Richard.

He pulled his panties off first. Exposing his round, smooth, shaved butt and his pretty caged cock.  He pulled on the stockings Clare had laid out, black with lacy tops, seams running up the back, and the caresses of them as he pulled them up his legs was a delight.  Next he slipped on his suspender belt, attaching it to his stockings, then he slipped on his panties, a small slip of silk and lace and ribbon, black and snug over his cock and ass.

Finally he slipped on his matching bra, padded and black, though the cups seemed too big, sitting loose over his narrow, flat chest so that he wondered how it might feel to fill them.  As he looked up Clare smiled.

“Now, for your first surprise.  Stand there.  I have something to fill that out for you.”  Clare said.

Clare rose from her seat and moved to the bed, picking up a small box from the foot of the bed.  She stood in front of Richard and opened the box, pulled out a pair of soft, oddly shaped flesh coloured items about the size of her hand.

“Let me put the first one in and you watch.  You can do the second.”  Clare said.

Clare lifted one of the pair to Richard’s bra, she pulled the bra out and rotated the mass of soft fleshy material, slipped it into the cup so that it sat flat against Richard’s skin, filling out his bra, melding almost seamlessly with his flesh.

Richard stared down at himself in almost wonder, one half of his chest flat, the other full and round, as though he had a large, full breast.  His head spun and he could not help but smile at the sight, a sense of euphoria and joy.

“Now, you put the next one in.”  Clare said.

She handed him the other mass of soft fleshy material and Richard tried to copy what Clare had done.  He was more awkward, but, eventually, managed to slip it into place so that both cups of his bra were filled, the material blending with his skin, snug and almost adhesive so that their weight was felt, heavy and full and round.  He looked down and could only smile at the sight of his full bra, his breasts small but ample, pert, inviting, his slight cleavage enticing, sexy.

“You like them Richie?”  Clare asked.

Richard could only nod.

“Yes, I really do.”  He whispered.

The admission made him blush pink, embarrassed but happy.

“I thought you would.  And they look lovely on you.  I just know you’re going to make a wonderfully sexy, pretty girl.”

Richard bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning.  Clare’s words stirred something in him he could not describe, a longing, a need, a hunger.

“But first heels and uniform.  Then the finishing touches.  Then I can let you see and I can tell you what you’ll be doing today.”

Richard could not help but wonder what Clare had in mind, what surprises she had in store that required the amount of effort she had gone to, but he was eager to find out, excited to discover more about himself and the pleasure that being pretty and sexy gave him.  He slipped on his heels, polished black, and then tugged on his maid’s uniform.  The skirt seemed a little shorter than the day before and now, with his padded bra, his heavy, full chest, the top sat lower, stretched by his tits so that his cleavage and a hint of his bra showed—his appearance was beyond pretty and sexy, beyond even slutty.  He was pure sex, brazen and wanton.

“Now, the last little piece.”  Clare said.

Clare picked up a bag on the floor, reached inside and pulled out a wig, platinum blond, long and wavy with a cute, swept fringe, and a pair of silver hoop earrings.  Richard stared at them and blushed.

Clare did not wait for him or object or approve.  She stepped forward, slipped the wig onto his head, adjusting it and clipping it in place, and attached the earrings onto his ears.

“You’ll be able to get your ears pierced properly at some point, but for now clip-ons will do.”

Clare stepped back, looked Richard over, smiled, nodding.  Richard’s head spun.  The thought of piecing his ears both appalled and delighted him, but now that the idea was there though he knew there’d be no way he could resist and he wondered what else he might be willing to do, what other transformations he might undergo.  As he shifted, posing for Clare without even thinking, he felt his bra and his false breasts sway, heavy and full, and he wondered how it might feel if they were real.

“Perfect.  Now, go take a look.”

Richard stepped off, moved around Clare, and walked to stand in front of the mirror.  As his reflection stepped into view he froze.  He was prepared for an impressive transformation after yesterday but what had been done to him was something beyond.

The maid in the mirror appeared to have stepped straight out of some lurid fantasy, her face made-up with bright colours, pinks and purples, and dusky shadows, lips full and plump and glistening—sexual yet innocent, alluring, pretty, beautiful.  Her face was framed perfectly by her bright blonde hair, the waves falling around narrow shoulders, her breasts, small but pert and round, stretched the top of her dress, exposing cleavage and bra, and her long nails, pink and glittery, seemed at odds with her maid’s uniform, fragile and delicate, for looking pretty and sexy as opposed to working and cleaning.  As Richard moved the stunning girl in the mirror moved, and he struck poses, like girls from porn movies, sticking his butt out, wiggling his hips and tits, pouting, winking, and the sight made his cock stir, aching in its cage, the frustration a dull pleasure.  His skirt swayed as he tottered in his heels, so short it constantly showed off the lacey tops of his stockings, every movement flashing his panty clad butt. 

Richard grinned, unable to believe that it was him, that the gorgeous, sexual, stunning girl in the mirror was him.  He felt overjoyed, glowing, his cheek pink and rosy.

“You like?”  Clare asked.

Richard nodded.  Clare laughed, friendly and kind.

“There’s only one problem though.”

Richard spun to face Clare, raising his eyebrows, suddenly worried that his adventures were over already.  He knew he did not want to stop, not now.  He wanted to be pretty, sexy, more than anything.

“Richie is no name for a girl as pretty and cute as you.  I was thinking Rachel would be a better fit.  What do you think?”  Clare said.

Richard stared at Clare then broke into a wide, eager smile.  Rachel nodded.

“I love it.  I love all of it.”  She said—her voice happy and glad and cheerful, feminine and quiet and seductive.

“Good.  Now, about today…”  Clare said.

Rachel stood still, a pretty, sexy maid, waiting for her instructions, eager to serve.  In her panties her caged, pretty cock throbbed, her belly fluttering.


Nine

“Now, David is due back today, and I wanted to give him a nice relaxing evening, to make up for the fact that the garden is only half done, and I was hoping you could help me.  I want you to be our maid for the day and the evening, serve us drinks and snacks and dinner, look after us, but especially David.  Is that something you think you can manage?”  Clare said.

Rachel stared at her beautiful neighbour, pale, in shock, suddenly more nervous.  David was due home, he would see her dressed as she was, make-up, lingerie, maid’s uniform.  What would he think, what would he say?  Would he even recognise her?

Rachel could not help imagining David coming home to find her waiting to greet him at the door, tending to him as he watched her.  Would be find her pretty, sexy?  Would he be aroused by her?  Would the sight of her excite him, make his cock hard?

The thoughts made her head spin but she could not deny that, even as nervous as she was at the prospect of him seeing her as the sexy, slutty maid she was dressed as, she was excited by the thought of arousing her handsome neighbour.  The thought of flirting with him, teasing him, made her body tingle and her caged cock throb.

“But what if he…”

Clare held up a hand to cut Rachel off, silencing her.  Clare smiled, reassuring, kind, warm, and Rachel felt herself relax.

“You don’t need to worry.  I’ll be around to look after you.  You just need to be Rachel, our pretty maid, that’s all.  Serve drinks, look after us, help me welcome my husband home.  Do you think you can manage that?”  Clare asked.

Rachel smiled, calmer for her pretty neighbour’s encouraging words.  Rachel nodded.

“I can do that.”  She said.

Clare’s smile widened and her eyes sparkled with something close to mischief.  She looked over her sexy, pretty maid, nodding.

“Good girl.  Just remember everything I’ve taught you.  How to act, how to walk, and be sure to remember that you are Rachel.  For the rest of the day you are only Rachel.  Do you understand?”  Clare asked.

Rachel nodded, almost eager.  The thought thrilled her, filled her with a euphoria that was intoxicating, addictive.  She wanted to remain as Rachel, the pretty, sexy, beautiful maid and would do so happily.

“Good girl.”  Clare said.

Rachel shuddered at the compliment.  The phrase was beginning bring her joy, the idea that she was a good girl, obedient, pretty, feminine, excited and delighted her.

“Now, you’ll have to behave like a good maid, be polite, do as you’re told, follow instructions.  Can you do that for me?  You know I’d hate to have to punish you in front of David.”  Clare said.

Rachel nodded, blushed.  The thought of being punished, spanked and worse, by Clare in front of her husband, her skirt lifted up, butt exposed as she slapped her, sent a thrill of humiliation and shame and pleasure through her.

“Wonderful, and one last thing.  For the rest of the evening you are to refer to me as Miss, and you are to refer to David as Sir.  Is that clear?”  Clare asked—Clare spoke the words Miss and Sir with weight, a pointed emphasis.

The thought of using such formal titles made Rachel smile, a shudder of subtle glee at the thought of submitting to the pair of them in word as well as deed.  She nodded again.

“Yes Miss.”  Rachel said.

Clare ginned.

“Good girl.”  She whispered, and Rachel whimpered.
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The sound of an engine, tires on the driveway, reverberated through the house, a quiet rumble that grew louder as it approached then cut off to an almost ominous silence.  Rachel stood still, nervously waiting behind the front door.  At the clunk of a car door opening she readied herself, standing straight with shoulders back, head up, feet together—as she had been told, even though the pose left her feeling distinctly exposed and uncomfortable, her chest pushed out so that it seemed larger, her panty butt just visible beneath the hem of her skirt, her posture deliberate, as though she were displaying herself, exposing herself.  The thought of David seeing her like this, dressed so brazenly, sexily, made her blush, cheeks pink, and the flush of shame and arousal made her almost giddy.

There was the sound of feet, loud heavy steps, and as they stopped Rachel stepped forward to open the door, a big wide smile, wide eyes, a warm, eager welcome.  Her heart fluttered, racing.

David stopped with his hand half raised, keys ready to unlock his door, and blinked, a momentary look of confusion as he stared at Rachel.  He looked her up and down and he smiled, his eyes widening.

“Good afternoon Sir.  Miss is waiting for you in the sitting room.  May I get your bags for you?”  Rachel asked—her voice was soft and feminine, a nervous, innocent whisper.

Rachel was still for a moment before remembering herself and her instructions.  She crossed her legs and bent her knees, her waist, using both hands to lift the hem of her skirt slightly, curtseying in the manner she had been shown.

David was quiet for a moment as he stared at Rachel.  As she stood back up he looked at her, looked at her smooth, hairless legs, in stockings, feet in black high heels.  His gaze ran up, over her stocking tops, pausing at her ass and hips briefly, the black maids skirt with white trim and white apron and white petticoats, then continued up over her narrow waist to the top of her dress where her cleavage was exposed along with a hint of her bra. 

Rachel shifted, her skirt caressing her thighs, and she bit her bottom lip, momentarily terrified, blushing crimson, a knot in her belly.  Did David recognise her, did he know what she and Clare had he done, did he suspect her secret?  The thought of being exposed, berated, cast out from the house terrified her, and the thought of no longer being free to be Rachel, to be pretty, sexy, was a pain that tore at her heart.

Finally David looked up into Rachel’s face, smiling, a wide almost lecherous grin.  Rachel did not speak, still chewing on her bottom lip.

“Clare told me that she had help for the evening but she didn’t tell me that the help was quite so beautiful.  Rachel, isn’t it?”

Rachel giggled, her heart fluttering, a well spring of relief.  David thought she was beautiful.  She relaxed, though the compliment only made her blush worse.  She nodded.

“Yes Sir, and thank you.”  Rachel said, barely a whisper.

“Well Rachel why don’t you go tell Clare, or Miss, that I’m home.  I’ll bring my bags in.  No need for a pretty little girl you to strain yourself when there’s a big strong man around.”

Rachel couldn’t help but giggle again.  She nodded and looked up at David.  He was taller than her, broader, handsome, and his grey eyes sparkled as he grinned at her.  She wondered how it might feel to have those strong arms and strong hands hold her, pin her down, how it might feel if he were to kiss her.  The way he looked at her made her feel weak and small and sexy.

“Of course, Sir.  And would you like me to get you a drink ready?  Or anything to eat?”

David’s grin spread.  He looked Rachel up and down.

“I don’t suppose you’re on the menu are you.”  He said.

Rachel giggled again, involuntarily, flush and excited by David’s flirtatious teasing.  Her face was warm.

“But no, I’m fine for now, though if you’ll hold the door I’ll bring these in and take them upstairs.”

David hefted his bags in one hand, lifting them as though they weighed nothing, and Rachel could not help wondering if he could lift her as easily.  Her caged cock twitched at the thought of what he might do to her, what he might make her do.

As David stepped up Rachel stepped back and held the door.  He slipped past, close, and as he passed his free hand brushed against her upper leg, caressing over her stocking tops and running up to just below her butt.  The touch made Rachel shudder, a jolt of pleasure.  As David pulled his hand away he looked at her and grinned.

“Now, I’m going to go shower.  You go keep Miss company.  Tell her I won’t be long.”  He said.
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David emerged from his shower wearing black jeans and a white shirt, and smelling of sandalwood and musk.  He stepped into the sitting room and looked over to Clare who sat reading, Rachel standing beside her waiting for instructions as she had been told.

“Hello beautiful.”  David said.

Clare looked up from her book and broke into a wide smile.  She rose to her feet and crossed quickly to David and the pair embraced, kissed.  Rachel watched, envious, as the couple greeted each other with affection.

Rachel waited as Clare leant back and look up at her husband.  She was still smiling, beautiful, though her cheeks were now pink.  She glanced over at Rachel briefly.

“You couldn’t be a darling and get us both something to drink and eat could you Rachel, honey?  Something light.  We don’t want to spoil our appetites.”  Clare said.

Rachel nodded, smiled.

“Yes Miss.”  She said.

She crossed the room and headed out to the kitchen to prepare drinks and snacks.  Behind her Clare and David chatted, their voices just audible.

“You could have warned me she was quite so stunning.  I almost had a heart attack when she answered the door.”  David said.

Clare laughed.  The noise was sweet and carefree and it made Rachel smile.

“And spoil the surprise?  Not a chance mister.  I didn’t think you’d mind either, having a pretty, sexy maid serving you all evening.  I thought it might be a nice way to relax and unwind.”

“I’m not so sure about relaxing.  Given how she looks and how she’s dressed I have a feeling I’m going to be more wound up than relaxed.”

Rachel blushed as she prepared two glasses, a bowl of nuts, following Clare’s instruction on how to make drinks according to the couple’s tastes.  David’s words and tone made her grin.  He like how she looked.  She excited him.  She could not help but imagine him in the shower, thinking about her, touching himself.  Did she make him hard?  Did he cum thinking about or was he saving that for Clare?

“Well, you know I’m never one to complain about you being a little wound up.” 

David laughed, then Clare squealed.  Rachel put the glasses she had prepared and the bowl onto a tray and lifted it and headed through to the sitting room, grinning, taking careful steps, following Clare’s instructions, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, her hips swaying, butt wiggling.  The way her strut made her ass move, her skirt brushing her thighs, and her tits wobble, excited her, her cock throbbing painfully and uselessly in its cage.  She was pretty, sexy, and David had noticed.

As Rachel stepped into the sitting room she stopped.  Clare and David were kissing, passionately, and the sight made her body ache, humiliation and longing.  Holding the tray in one hand she lifted the other to brush a strand of her bright blonde hair out of her eyes.

“Your drinks Sir, Miss.”  She said.

The couple broke apart, clearly flustered.  Rachel glanced down without thinking to David’s crotch, saw the clear bulge there, large and heavy, his cock.  She wondered for a moment what it might look like, feel like, taste like.  As she caught herself she looked back up and caught David’s eye.  He grinned, winked, obviously noticing where she had been looking.

Rachel blushed.  Her heart skipped and she bit her bottom lip hard as she turned away.

“Now, why don’t we sit down and let Rachel serve us.  After all, that is one of the reasons she’s here.”  Clare said.
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Rachel found an almost comfort in serving, caring and tending to the loving couple as they chatted and cuddled, standing to one side looking pretty as she waited for instructions and orders, at times glancing at the mirror on one wall to look at herself, the pretty, sexy, slutty maid who looked so glamourous and beautiful.  She brought more drinks, more snacks, each time walking carefully, wiggling her butt and hips, her movements sexual, alluring, and each time she saw David watching her, his gaze on her ass, her breasts, her legs, studying her lips, her eyes, her delicate pink painted fingernails.

His attention stirred something in her, pleasure at being pretty and sexy and desirable, a gentle buzzing euphoria.  A man wanted her, his gaze hungry, greedy, and she couldn’t help but move in a way to encourage it, strutting and swaying, wiggling, posing as she stood, smiling, fluttering her thick, long dark eyelashes, playing with her hair.

At times Rachel caught Clare too watching her but her gaze was just as greedy, and the looks brought back memories of the strap-on, of being on her knees, on all fours, and she could barely keep from whimpering.  Rachel felt happy, content, almost dizzy, and beneath her skirt, in her panties, her caged cocked throbbed almost constantly, aching, twitching, the cage only feeding the feeling of frustration and desire, the humiliation and submission a delight, and she yearned for more.

“I’m just going to the little girls’ room.”  Clare said, untangling herself from her husband’s arm.

She rose to her feet as David sat up, turned to face Rachel.  Rachel smiled, a subtle bow of her head.

“You look after him for me.”  Clare said.

Rachel nodded.  Clare turned and headed out of the room, leaving Rachel alone with David who sat watching her now.  The noise of footsteps heading up the stairs grew quiet, then a door closed.

“Just the two of us then.”  David said.

David rose slowly to his feet.  He moved towards Rachel who felt suddenly frightened and small.  The scent of David’s aftershave was rich and tempting.

“I’ve been admiring you all night you know.”  David said.  “The way you stand there looking so pretty, dressed in that sexy little maid’s outfit.  The way you wiggle your cute little butt as you walk past me, the way you bend over to flash me your panties, the way you pout and smile at me, the way you play with your hair, the way you bite your bottom lip.  You’re just so delicious.”

Rachel stepped back as David approached her, biting her bottom lip to keep from whimpering even as he moved towards her.  Her back hit the wall and David stepped in close, standing between her and the door, tall and broad and strong.  Rachel’s heart raced, her belly in knots, fear and excitement. 

The way he looked at her, as though starving, a predator hunting prey, made her squirm.  He wanted her, desired her.  Knowing that he found her sexy, pretty, made her heart soar but the thought of what he might do to her sent her head into a spin—terrifying her as much as it excited her, wanting it though scared to admit it, fearful to act.

“And I saw the way you looked at me, and at my wife.  I think someone wants a little attention.  Don’t you?”

Rachel could not move, frozen.  David leant forward, almost pinning Rachel against the wall, his body close and warm.  He lifted one hand, ran his finger up Rachels body from the tops her thighs to her neck, the gentle caress making her shiver.

“You like me looking at you don’t you?”  David asked.

Without thinking Rachel nodded.  Her head was spinning, her caged cock throbbing.  Her body yearned to be touched, held, taken.

“You want me to look at you, touch you, don’t you?”

Rachel nodded again, gnawing on her bottom lip, looking up into David’s handsome grey eyes, her body small and pretty, dressed so sexily.  She blushed, trapped, giddy.

David reached out with his hand, ran it round Rachel’s waist, down her back to her butt, lifting her skirt to squeeze her panty clad cheek, hard, making her whimper.  Before she could speak he leant forward, kissing her, his kiss harsh, urgent, masculine.

Rachel melted, leaning into the tall, handsome man.  His hand groped her ass as his other ran up to grip her upper arm, pulling her into him.  His kiss became harder and Rachel let him take what he wanted from her, surrendering.  She was pretty, sexy, girly.  She wanted him to use her, claim her.  Her lips opened and David’s tongue slipped into her mouth and she moaned in delight.

“I said look after him, not let him molest you Rachel.”

Clare’s voice was harsh, but not cold.  David broke the kiss and stood up, turned to look over his shoulder.  His hand did not leave Rachel’s butt, still squeezing.  Rachel looked down at the floor, squirming, unable to escape.

“You leave me alone with a pretty, sexy girl like this, dressed like this, you can’t expect me to behave.”  David said.

Clare laughed, shook her head—her laughter was warm and full of humour.  Rachel tried to move away from David but he held her tight, pulling her into him, groping her ass, fingers slipping in towards her crack.

“I didn’t expect you to behave, I expected Rachel to behave.  I know what you’re like, but I expected better of her.  I thought she was a good girl.”

Rachel felt her heart sink.  She looked up to Clare and opened her mouth to apologise but Clare silenced her with only a look.

“Instead I come back to find you acting like naughty, dirty slut.  Don’t think I haven’t noticed the way you’ve been leading him on.  Showing of your pretty little body, smiling at him, and now this, just offering yourself up to him the moment my back is turned, letting him do whatever he wants to you.”

Clare was grinning, as though happy.  David’s hand still squeezed Rachel’s ass, his touch harsh and greedy, exciting her, her caged cock throbbing.

“Well, if you’re going to act like a naughty slut then we’re going to treat you like one.”  Clare said.

She turned to David and smiled, winked.  David laughed, nodding.

“David, bring our dirty little maid upstairs.  I think it’s time we punished her and showed her how we treat sexy little sluts like her.”  Clare said.

Rachel shuddered, her mind racing.  She could not help but smile, terrified but excited, eager, desperate to see what was to be done to her.


Ten

Clare led Rachel up the stairs and David followed, grinning, watching her long, stocking clad legs, the pretty lacey tops, the sway and wiggle of Rachel’s round ass, her tiny maid’s skirt swishing, each movement causing the petticoats to flip up and expose her panties, her butt cheeks.  Rachel glanced back over her shoulder and saw David watching her, his eyes glued to her legs and ass and she couldn’t help but smile despite the fear that had settled in her belly.  He still wanted her, still desired her, still thought her sexy, and she put a more deliberate emphasis into her walk, her wiggle, to tease and entice the man behind her.

“In.”  Clare said, gesturing to the bedroom.

Rachel nodded, walked in front of Clare, headed into the bedroom and Clare and David followed behind.  Rachel stopped by the foot of the bed and turned around the face the couple, her hands clasped together in front of her, nervous, timid, unsure, and she waited.  The couple, stood together, faced her, both eyeing her, grinning, like hunters stalking a doe.

Rachel squirmed, her caged cock aching, her body hot and cold, face flush.  Her heart was racing but she had no desire to escape or flee, wanted desperately to see what the pair had in store for her.  She wanted to be punished, to be treated like a sexy, dirty, naughty little slut.

“I think you should punish her darling, since you were the one she was teasing with that sexy little body it seems only fair.”  Clare said.

David’s smile spread, hungry, dangerous, and Rachel paled, shuddered, whimpering.  The way he looked at her, his gaze almost molesting, made her feel trapped and wanted in a way that made her whole body thrill with a strange, submissive joy.

“Will you hold her still for me then?  I wouldn’t want her squirming or trying to escape.”  David said.

“Of course.  Is bent over the bed okay?”  Clare asked.

David nodded.  Clare grinned, looked to Rachel and stepped off to move towards her.  She moved slowly, gracefully.  Rachel dared not move, barely dared blink and breath.  She gnawed her bottom lip, eyes wide, trembling with excitement and nervousness.

“Hands up Rachel.  And don’t worry.  I know he’ll be gentle with you, at least to start, and by the end of this you’ll no longer be a dirty, naughty little slut.  You’ll be a good girl.  And isn’t that what you want?  To be a good girl for us?”  Clare said.

Rachel nodded, unable to lie.  She was dirty, slutty, sexy, but she wanted so badly in that moment to be a good girl.  She wanted to be punished, to be made into the perfect girl for David and Clare.

“Yes Miss.”  Rachel said.  “I want to be a good girl.”

Clare smiled.  Rachel lifted her hands and Clare took them, holding each by the wrist, gripping them tight.  Clare moved round to climb up onto the bed, pulling Rachel after her, pulling her over the bed so that she was bent over at the waist, her arms held, trapping her, her butt lifted high, her skirt raised up to expose her smooth, round, panty clad ass.

Rachel was vulnerable, exposed.  She thought of the secret that was locked in her panties, her cute, useless cock in its metal cage and she blushed.

“But… Miss… I… Sir might…”  Rachel whispered, mumbling, timid and girly and meek.

“You’re worried Sir might discover the secret you’ve got hidden?”  Clare asked, voice low.

Rachel felt a sudden spring of relief.  Clare understood, her Miss had understood.  She would keep her safe.  Rachel nodded, and Clare smiled.

“You don’t need to worry Rachel.  David knows all about that.  He knows all about you.”  Clare said.

Rachel was suddenly cold, her head spun, her heart raced. David knew.  He had known all along.  Yet still, from the moment he had seen her at the door… the way he had looked at her, the way he had touched her.  Rachel felt her heart skip, a joy of euphoria and relief.  He knew and he still thought her pretty, sexy, desirable.  He knew and he still thought her a beautiful, slutty maid.

“This wasn’t just my idea Rachel.”  Clare said.  “When I told him, about what happened, we came up with the little plan together.”

“I’ve always thought you were special Rachel.  But when I heard… well it just confirmed some of my suspicions, and I couldn’t help myself.  You always were so pretty.  We both thought this might help you.  We thought you might enjoy it.  Were we wrong?”  David said.

Rachel’s head spun, giddy, and the room seemed to heave.  They knew, they understood, even more than she had understood herself.  This was a gift, a wonderful, glorious gift, and she could only smile as she shook her head.

“No.  You weren’t wrong.  I love it.  I love all of it.  Thank you.  Thank you Sir, Miss.”  Rachel said.

Both Clare and David smiled, mischievous, happy.  Clare gripped Rachel’s wrists just a little tighter.  She looked up over Rachel to her husband.

“Well, now that’s covered, why don’t you come over here and punish out dirty little maid, make her into a good girl so we can show her how we treat sexy sluts like her.”

Clare’s words hung like a promise.  David laughed, happy, eager.  There were heavy bootsteps approaching the bed and then Rachels skirt and petticoats were lifted to expose her panties. Rachel rose up on her heels, bending her stocking clad legs and arching her back to lift her butt higher.

“Please Sir, punish me.  Make me a good girl.  Show me how you treat slutty girls like me.”  Rachel said—grinning, excited and full of joy.
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“Can you count for me Rachel?”  David asked—his voice was low and soft and authoritative.

Rachel nodded.  She lifted her head and looked up to Clare, her beautiful neighbour, her friend, her Miss, and smiled.  Clare smiled back, gripping Rachel’s wrists, pinning her, holding her.

“Yes Sir.”  Rachel said.

“There’ll be twenty first.”  David said.

First… Rachel wondered what was to come after but did not ask.  As she stared up at Clare, her eyes wide, timid, eager, her platinum blonde hair falling across her face, her chest rising and falling, she spread her legs, curving her back to offer her ass up.  Her butt, in her silk and lace panties, the material barely covering her round backside, was an invitation that could not be declined and David smiled, reached out to squeeze it, caress it, his touch making Rachel whimper.

He lifted his hand, raised it, and it fell.  The crack was loud, a slap that made Rachel jump and squeal, so much harder and more forceful than Miss.  David’s hand her larger, stronger, and the sting it left was an agony and a delight.

“One.  Thank you.”  Rachel said—her voice was breathy, quiet, pained, but she was smiling.

“Good girl.  I know you can do this.”  Clare whispered.

Rachel beamed, her heart racing.  Her ass cheek ached, the pain hot and spreading out, her caged cock throbbing, pulsing, useless and limp.  Her whole body tingled, a vibrant, eager energy spreading out from her butt.

David lifted his hand and it fell again.  The blow was on the other cheek, hard, the crack loud, the impact stinging, pain and pleasure.

“Two.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel whispered.

Her head was light, almost dizzy, her body almost floating.  David stroked her ass, gently, and the touch was electric and made her whimper and moan.  His hand lifted, struck again.

“Three.  Thank you.”  Rachel said.

David lifted his hand again and again, some blows harder, some softer.  There was no rhythm so that Rachel was never sure when the next blow was coming.  He paused often, sometimes for longer and sometimes for shorter periods, caressing her, stroking her, groping her, squeezing her—her ass ached, sore, but her body was alive, hot and sensitive, eager for more, eager for pleasure.  Rachel’s panties quickly became damp from the drool of precum leaking from her locked cock.  Clare held her writs tight, encouraging her, teasing her, her smile a delight.

“Twenty.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.

Her voice was almost broken, breath ragged.  She was shaking, shivering, grinning.  David reached out and stroked her butt, gently, caressing.

“Such a pretty backside, and such a good girl for me.  I’m very proud of you Rachel.”  David said.

Rachel grinned.  She wiggled her butt, glad for his touch, the gentleness so raw and pleasurable after than harshness of his spanking.

“Now, you think you can count ten more for me?”  David asked.

Rachel paused, looked up to Clare.  Clare nodded.

“You can do it.  I know you can.  You should know that this will be harder than the first twenty, but I know that afterwards you’ll feel like such a good girl, all that naughtiness spanked out of you, for now at least.”  Clare said.

Rachel smiled.  Her wrists were still pinned.  She squirmed, readjusting her position rather than attempting to escape, and arched her back again to lift her butt, offering it, wiggling it.  David squeezed it gently.

“I can count Sir.”  Rachel said.

David smiled.  He tapped her butt playfully and Rachel wiggled.  David lifted his hand, lowered if to his belt buckle and undid his belt, pulling it from the loops of his jeans, the noise of leather running over cloth a quiet, ominous whisper.

David doubled his belt over, holding the end and the buckle at the same time in the same hand, and tested the looped end on his other palm.  The slap of it was a loud crack that made Rachel shiver.

“Ready Rachel?”  David asked.

Rachel nodded.  David lifted his arm, raising the belt, he swung and the end of the belt slapped across Rachel’s raised ass, pain blazing, the impact a thunder strike that echoed, the blow knocking the air from her lungs.

Rachel was silent, unable to breathe or think or speak for a moment.  She blinked, her heart racing, and the heat from the strike spread out, body tingling, cock aching.  She smiled, lifted her ass higher.

“One, thank you Sir.”  She said.

David grinned, raised his arm again, the belt fell, struck Rachel’s other ass cheek.  The pain was intoxicating, her body floating on a tide of endorphins, head giddy.  She felt free, liberated, pretty, sexy.  She was a good girl.  A slutty girl.  And she wanted more.

“Two, thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.
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“Ten.  Thank you Sir.”  Rachel said.

Her breath was gasped, her body shivering, the pleasure and pain becoming one sensation that overwhelmed her and she could not stop smiling.

“Good girl Rachel.  You’ve made me so proud.”  David said.

“I knew you could do it beautiful.  Now, how does it feel to be a good girl?”  Clare said.

Clare released her grip on Rachels wrists, lifted her hand to stroke Rachel’s flush cheek, brushing strands of hair out of her eyes.  David reached out to stroke her butt, gently, tenderly.

“Wonderful Miss.  Thank you.”  Rachel said.

Clare grinned.  David stepped in closer to the bed, dropping his belt.  Both hands roamed over Rachel’s butt, her hips, stroking her, teasing her, her body hot and sensitive, and she moaned in delight.

“Now, would you like to see how we treat good, slutty, dirty girls like you?”  Clare asked.

Rachel nodded without hesitation.  Her grin was wide, eager, her heart fluttering with excitement.

“Yes Miss.  Please.”

Clare’s grin widened, almost wicked.  Rachel felt a knot form in her belly.

“Well then, get on your knees in front of my husband.”


Eleven

Rachel stared up at David, on her knees, her maids skirt and petticoats resting on her stocking clad thighs, her tits rising and falling.  David smiled down at her, handsome and strong and tall and the bulge in his jeans was large, and the sight of it made Rachel squirm with uncertainty and excitement.  Clare stood behind Rachel, stroking her hair. 

“Now, why don’t you show Sir what a good little eager cocksucker you are.  I told him all about how well you did for me and he’s been dying to experience your natural talents.”  Clare said.

The brazenness of Clare’s words stung, but Rachel could not deny the effect they had on her, how they excited her, thrilled her.  David wanted her, wanted her to serve him.  He wanted to use her, wanted her to pleasure him.  The handsome man in front of her was hard for her.  She nodded, lifted her hands to David’s trousers and undid them, tugged them open and down, her hands shaking.

David’s cock popped free, hung in front of her, and Rachel’s eyes went wide, her cock twitching in her cage, her mouth watering.  It was massive, thick and long and hard, the head prominent, almost bulbous, the shaft ribbed with veins that throbbed.  The sight of it made Rachel feel small and feminine, her caged cock aching in humiliation and delight.

Before she could think she reached out, reached up, and grasped David’s cock with one hand, gently, his skin warm and soft, like velvet.  She ran her hand down, and up, wanking David’s shaft slowly, her fingers barely able to close around his thickness.  He moaned, thrust into her hand.

“She certainly is an eager little thing.  And so pretty, so utterly sexy knelt there with my cock in her hand.  It’s like she was made for this.”  David said.

His words thrilled Rachel and she smiled as she stared at his cock, her belly fluttering, her fingers squeezing his cock.  She ran her hand up and shifted her thumb to rub David’s crown, teasing his slit.

“I told you.  But just you wait till you try her mouth.”  Clare said.

Clare leant forward, close to Rachel’s ear.

“Show him beautiful.  Show him what an eager, desperate, slutty, perfect little cocksucker you are.  Show him how much you want his cock inside that pretty mouth of yours.  Wrap those painted lips of yours around my husband’s cock and let him experience how talented you are.”

Rachel’s head was spinning, her thoughts and emotions a mess.  She wanted it, needed it.  She nodded, leant forward, opened her mouth, poked her tongue out slightly.

Rachel’s lips parted, touched the head of David’s cock, and she pushed forward.  Her mouth opened, stretched around his thickness, and the ridge of his crown popped between her painted lips, rubbed over her tongue.  Rachel moaned, the sound muffled.

“Such a pretty, wet, tight little mouth.”  David said.

His words fired Rachel’s lust.  Behind her Clare moved, stepped back, the noise of her footsteps retreating.  Rachel did not care, was focussed on the cock in her hands and mouth.  She pressed on, lapping her tongue over the slit, along the underside, taking more of David’s dick into her mouth.  Her lips were wrapped tight, slick with her spit, her tongue lashing, lapping, massaging as she sucked, her hand working up and down at the base.

David lifted a hand to Rachel’s head, his fingers entangling with her platinum blonde waves, gripping her head to direct her motions.  The gesture delighted her, thrilled her, and she submitted willing, let David control the pace, thrusting into her mouth, the head of his cock brushing against the back of her throat, lips tight, her mouth hot and wet and eager.

Rachel began to bob her head up and down David’s cock, sucking, lapping with her tongue.  The taste of David’s precum was bitter and sweet, a salty tang that lingered on Rachel’s tongue and at the back of her throat, a pleasure that she savoured, sucking for more.  Rachel pulled back, taking almost the entire length of David’s cock out of her mouth, lapping at the head, sucking hard, lips locked around his girth.  She thrust back down, taking more of his cock, suppressing the urge to gag, letting his cock stretch her throat, slip deep, taking as much as she could.  She pressed on, taking his thick, long, hard cock into her mouth, throat, sucking, lapping, moaning in delight as she let him fuck her mouth, let him use her.

She was pretty, sexy, slutty, beautiful.  She was a divine cock sucker, a dirty girl, a cum slut.  David wanted her, was hard for her, and she wanted to show him how much that aroused her.  She wanted his cum, wanted to taste it, swallow it, needed it.
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“Enjoying yourself?”  Clare’s voice was close again.

Rachel nodded, eager, enthusiastic, unwilling to release the cock from her lips, sucking hard, working her spit slicked hand up and down, her lips up and down, head bobbing, David’s cock slipping in and out of her tight throat, her tongue working to milk him so she could taste him.  David laughed, gripped Rachel hair tight.

“I think that’s a yes… from… oh god… both of us… she’s really… something else… so willing and… eager… such a… good little slut.”  David said.

“You won’t mind if I join in then will you?”  Clare asked.

“No.  Not at all.  You can… get her… ready… for me.”

Rachel was not listening, focussed only on the cock in her mouth, pleasuring it, savouring it, worshipping it.  She sucked hard, deep, head bobbing, tongue lapping, lips tight.

Behind her Clare put her hands on Rachel’s hips, moving her so that she lifted her ass higher.  Rachel complied, still sucking, moaning, her noises of pleasure muffled by the cock in her mouth.

Clare lifted Rachel’s skirt and petticoats, pulled down her panties, tugging them off her feet and over her heels.  Rachel kept sucking, her mouth slipping up and down David’s cock, lips slick, slippery, tongue wet and hot, throat tight.  David’s cock was hard, throbbing, thick and long, hot in her mouth, silky on her lips and tongue, his precum like nectar.

Clare’s hands ran over Rachel’s butt, caressing, then something wet, cold, slick ran down her crack, fingers slipping, teasing over her hole, her entrance twitching, aching.  Rachel moaned in delight, drunk on pleasure.  She arched her back as she sucked harder, lifting her ass as she forced David’s cock deeper in to her throat.  Clare’s fingers pressed, slipping into Rachel, teasing her hole.  Rachel whined, pressed back, wanting more, but Clare only withdrew her fingers, slapping Rachel’s butt softly.  David’s grip in Rachel’s hair tightened and he thrust deep, slipping into Rachel’s throat, fucking her mouth, her lips tight, eyes glazed, body shuddering, her caged cock pulsing, drooling precum.

“I think she wants more.”  David said, grinning.

“Then she’s in luck.”  Clare said.

Something hard and large and cool ran up Rachel’s crack, the sensation familiar, and then it stopped at her puckered rosebud, pressing lightly.  David fucked in and out of her mouth, using her, claiming her, and Rachel submitted, lifting her ass, spreading her legs, sucking eagerly on the thick, hard cock in her mouth.

Clare pressed forward and Rachel’s hole stretched, opened, and the head of Clare’s strap-on popped in, slipped deep, sliding into the slick, hot, tight confines of her ass.  Rachel moaned in delight, joy, submission, pleasure, her mouth and her ass both full.  She wiggled her butt, her hips, and thrust back onto Clare’s cock before shifting forward to take more of David’s cock into her throat, pinned between the married couple, claimed by both of them, a pretty, sexy girl.

“Such a willing slut.  She’s quite the treasure.”  Clare said.

David’ mumbled his agreement, staring down at Rachel as she took his hard shaft into her mouth, between her lips, sucking him deep, drunk on the pleasure she offered him, mesmerized by the erotic beauty beneath him.

Clare thrust forward, fucking Rachel hard, filling her, her hips slapping against Rachels butt.  Rachel moaned, squirmed, the sensation of being fucked as she sucked on the cock in front of her more than she could have ever imagined, a pleasure unlike any she had ever know.  She let Clare slide out, thrust deep, fucking in and out, her cock rubbing over the walls of her slick, tight hole, sucking, lapping with her tongue.  Clare thrust in and out as David let Rachel suck and worship his cock and Rachel rode the tide of sensations, almost drowning.
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Clare thrust deep and Rachel ground her hips and ass back, taking all of her beautiful neighbour’s cock into her tight, slick hole, the thick, ribbed shaft rubbing against her inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of her pleasure.  David thrust forward between her lips, into her mouth, Rachel’s tongue lapping at the underside of his shaft, tasting and swallowing his precum even as the prominent head of his cock slipped into her throat, almost easily now, Rachel swallowing, her throat massaging.  There were no thoughts.  She was a willing, pretty, sexy girl submitting to the older couple, their plaything, their toy, their slut, her body full of pleasure beyond description.  Both Clare and David were breathing heavily, working hard, fucking hard.

“I think she’s ready for you.”  Clare said, her voice ragged, as though drunk on lust.

“You’ve stretched her enough for me to fit?”  David asked.

Clare nodded.  Rachel barely heard the words though some small part of their meaning filtered through her haze of lust and pleasure.  David was going to fuck her.  He was going to bury his massive, hard, thick cock inside her ass.  She was going to be made into a proper girl, a proper slut—Rachel murmured in pleasure at the thought.  David and Clare both laughed.

“I think someone is keen on the idea of you fucking her pretty butt.”  Clare said.

David grinned, nodding.

“I’d say so.  If her mouth was a delight before it’s heaven now.  Such an eager little fuck doll.”

Rachel blushed, pleased that her oral ministrations pleased David.  She sucked harder, her lips tight, took more of his cock into her throat even as she ground down onto the cock in her ass, wanting more.

“I look forward to sampling the pleasures of her tongue then.”  Clare said.

Clare pulled back, pulled her strap-on cock out of Rachel’s hole, the head stretching her entrance, tugging slightly then popping free.  Rachel moaned at the loss, pining, and as David pulled his cock from her mouth she chased after it without thinking, not wanting it to leave her mouth, her lips.

David’s grip on her hair tightened and he held her, withdrew his cock, his shaft leaving the suction of her lips with an audible pop, slick and wet with Rachel’s spit.  Rachel held her mouth open, inviting David to sheath his dick in her throat.

“You can have more later Rachel, but for now I want to fuck you.  Show you the joy of being a pretty girl for me.  And my wife wants to see how wonderful your mouth is.  Now behave.”  David said, his tone firm.

Rachel looked up, stopped struggling, submitted.  She nodded.

David smiled.  The couple moved around her, swapping places.  David put his hands on Rachels hips, ass, caressing her, her butt cheeks pink and still painful, his fingers running down her crack.  Clare sat down in front of Rachel, her strap-on gone now, her pussy bare, shaved smooth, and she spread her legs.  Rachel stared in wide eyed wonder at the wet, glistening lips of Clare’s folds.

“I want you to use your tongue to make me cum.  Understand?”  Clare said.

Rachel, her eyes glued to Clare’s pussy, nodded, grinning, mouth watering.  Clare spread her legs a little wider, leant back, lifting her butt up to offer herself up for worship.

“Yes Miss.”  She said.

Clare smiled.  She shifted forward, moving her pussy towards Rachel.  Behind her David ran his fingers over her puckered entrance, teasing her opening.  Rachel moaned, lowered her face, arching her back to lift her butt, pressing it back to take the tip of David’s fingers inside of her.  The scent of Clare’s pussy was musk and sweat, rich and heavy, intoxicating.  Rachel extended her tongue and pressed it to Clare’s folds, tasting her.

Clare moaned and pushed her pussy up and forwards, pressing it hard into Rachel’s face, forcing her tongue and lips into her, smothering her.  Her hand gripped Rachel’s hair, holding her face against her groin, grinding.

“Lick me like the slut you are.”  Clare said.

Rachel did her best to nod, moaning, forcing her tongue into Clare’s folds, lapping, tonguing, licking.  Behind her David’s finger withdrew, was replaced with a hot, hard, massive pressure at her opening, the head of David’s cock pressing, gently but firmly, stretching her.  Rachel pressed back even as David pressed forward, still licking, lapping, Clare grinding her pussy into her face.  David’s cock was massive, thicker and longer than Clare’s strap-on, and it stretched Rachel’s hole wider, almost painful, but she wanted, needed to feel him inside of her.

David pressed and then, suddenly, his cock popped past Rachel’s outer ring, her entrance stretching wide, his cock slipping deep into her hole.  Rachel gasped, her whimper muffled by the folds of Clare’s pussy, Clare pressing her wetness into Rachel’s face, hard, grinding, forcing her tongue into her, working Rachel’s tongue against her clit.

“Now fuck her.  Fuck her hard.  I want her to whimper into my pussy as she makes me cum.”  Clare said.

David ginned.  He worked his cock deeper into Rachel’s ass, her hole already slick and wet and stretched.  He worked it slowly, gently, pulling it out, teasing the head at the entrance before pressing back in.

“Say please.”  David said.

Clare laughed.  Her smile was broad and she held Rachel’s face against her pussy.

“Please… fuck her hard, make her whimper and moan and whine, show her the pleasure of being a pretty little slut.”  Clare said.

“Of course.”  David said.

He pulled his cock almost entirely out of Rachel.  Her tongue worked over the bud of Clare’s clit, her quiet, breathy moans encouraging her, the way she bucked her hips against her tongue.  Rachel lapped and licked and sucked, the taste of Clare addictive, slick and hot and wet.

David ran his hands over Rachel’s ass, gripped her hips then, suddenly, forced his entire length inside of her, fucking her deep.  She gasped, moaned, the breath knocked from her, and David began to fuck her hard, deep, the power and force of his thrusts something new and amazing, his grip hard and masculine, his lust overpowering.

“Make me cum Rachel.  Make me cum while my husband fucks you, while he makes you his slut, while he makes you his pretty, sexy girl, while he fills you with his cum.  Make me cum and maybe we’ll do this again.”  Clare said.

Rachel responded with eagerness and force, lapping, licking, sucking, her tongue flicking and circling Clare’s clit, running down to tease at her slick opening, running back up to work for Clare’s pleasure.  Clare thrust her hips and groin into Rachel’s face, Rachel’s chin and lips soaked with her juices, her hand gripping Rachel’s hair tight.

David gripped Rachel’s hips, thrust in and out, his cock working over her inner walls, massive and thick and long and hot, pressing on the bright spot of Rachel’s pleasure, Rachel’s caged cock aching, leaking precum as it throbbed painfully, limp and small and cute.  David’s cock pulsed, throbbing inside Rachel’s hole, slipping in and out, his hips slapping against her round, pert ass.  Rachel spread her legs, lifted her ass, pressed back, fucking herself onto David’s cock, moaning, mewing, whimpering, the sounds muffled as Clare pressed her pussy into Rachel’s face.

David’s cock slipped in and out, pressing deep, withdrawing, tugging at Rachel’s entrance.  Rachel’s tongue circled and flicked Clare’s clit as she held Rachel’s face against her pussy.  The three were all panting, sweating, flush.  As David fucked Rachel hard his cock swelled, growing larger, harder.  Rachel’s small caged cock responded by twitching, the way David’s cock rubbed over the spot of her pleasure sending ripples of delight through her, an intense joy flowering in her belly and her balls.

“I’m close… don’t you… dare… stop…”  Clare spoke almost breathlessly, husky.

Rachel obeyed, submitted, continued her pleasuring.  David thrust deep, making Rachel moan and gasp.  Clare’s head rolled back and she thrust her pussy into Rachel’s face.

“Fuck… yes… you nasty, perfect little slut… such a pretty, sexy girl for me… so tight…”  David muttered.

Rachel thrust herself down onto David’s cock, grinding, working her hips, desperate to pleasure him, eager to make the bright spot of joy in her belly grow, blossom.  Her caged cock was an agony of delight.  David’s cock swelled, pulsing, throbbing inside of Rachel.

“Make me cum Rachel… make me cum while my husband breeds you like the pretty slutty girl you are.”  Clare said.

Rachel obeyed, moaning, no thoughts, emotions a mess, a pretty, slutty, sexy girl submitting to the maelstrom of sensations.  David thrust deep, his cock hard, hot, thick, fucking Rachel.

“Yes… my pretty little girl… so sexy… so perfect… such a tight, hot little hole… such an eager willing slut…”

David’s words stung, branding Rachel.  She was a slut, so sexy, pretty and she was happy, free, delighting in the pleasure, in the submission.  She wanted to be pretty, sexy, wanted to be desired, to be wanted, to be lusted after.  She wanted to be fucked, used, to pleasure others and be pleasured.  Her tongue worked over Clare’s clit as she thrust back onto David’s cock, face down, ass lifted high.

“Fuck… yes…. that’s…”

Clare’s words cut off, became a loud, desperate moan as she thrust hard into Rachel’s face, her legs coming together to press tight around Rachel’s head, squeezing, her grip in Rachel’s hair holding her face in place as she came, hard, juices flowing to coat Rachel’s face and tongue, sweet and thick and musky.  David thrust hard, deep, and the sight of his wife’s pleasure pushed him over the edge, the way Rachel’s hole gripped him, tight, massaging, squeezing as she worked her hips, begging him to fuck her.

His cock throbbed, pulsed, and he came, hard, cumming over and over, a flood of semen filling Rachel’s ass, hot and thick, breeding her.  The sensation of David pushing into her, pressing into her hard, forcing his cock and his cum into her, filling her with his spunk, so hot, made Rachel’s bright spot of pleasure pulse.  Her belly fluttered, her balls tensed, and her caged cock spasmed, cumming from just being fucked, used, taken.  Rachel came and David came inside of her, fucking his cock deep into her hole, Clare’s thighs pressed tight around her head as she too came, Rachel’s caged cock leaking a stream of cum as David filled her ass.

David collapsed, his orgasm subsiding, Rachel’s hole full of his semen, his weight pressing Rachel down onto the bed, her caged cock trapped a pool of her cum.  Clare relaxed, her thighs opening, her hand releasing Rachel’s hair.  She smiled, looked down at Rachel as David kissed the back of Rachel’s neck, the three all bright eyed, gasping, buzzing.  David squirmed as his softening cock slipped out of Rachel’s gaping, tingling hole, his cum oozing out, running down over her balls and caged cock, hot and slick.  Rachel sighed, grinning, as content and happy as she could ever remember being.

“Did you enjoy that Rachel?  Did you enjoy being a pretty, sexy, slutty girl for us?  Did you enjoy being our naughty maid, our good girl?”  Clare asked.

Rachel, head buzzing, hole aching in hunger and need, nodded, smile widening.

“Yes Miss.  It was… it was amazing.  Thank you.”

“You were amazing too.”  David said. 

He laughed, pressed his softening cock into Rachel ass, teasing, his grip squeezing her hips.  He leant down and kissed her cheek.

“Thank you Sir.  You were… you were both just… wow… that was more than I ever thought possible.”  Rachel said.

“Then you won’t say no to continuing on as our maid for the summer?”  Clare asked.

Rachel shook her head.  She was grinning.  David moved his lips up to her ear, kissed her earlobe once, gently, teeth nipping.

“I think we could probably even offer you a raise, if you agree to do the housework as well perform as our little slut.”  David whispered.

Rachel laughed.

“I’d be willing to do it all for free if you keep doing that to me, but if you’re willing to pay… well, it’s not my place as a pretty, sexy maid to refuse my Sir and Miss.”  Rachel said.

The three laughed, basking in the afterglow of their orgasms.  Rachel had the whole summer ahead of her, so many more opportunities for adventure and discovery, and she could not wait to learn more about herself.  She felt reborn, happy and content in a way that was new and wonderful, full of euphoria, giddy, almost drunk.  She had found her new beginning, her reinvention, and though it was not what she had expected, it was more than she could have ever hoped for. 

THE END


Sissy Camgirl for Rent


One 


I step off the bus, pushing through the crowd, and stop on the pavement for a moment to catch my breath.  The doors to the bus behind me close and the bus drives off, leaving me alone, the day hot, bright, the sky a brilliant deep blue. 


I take a deep breath, sigh, flick my hair out of my eyes, and heft the cardboard box I am carrying a little higher, redistributing its weight—the remnants of my work locker and desk, more of a mental burden than a physical one.  I turn in the direction of home and step off, a down trodden figure amongst the smart suits and skirts worn by the office workers, dressed as I am in worn skinny jeans, sneakers, and a faded t-shirt. 

Closed due to restructuring, difficult economic climate, unfortunate but necessary decision, sad to see you go.  The words still ring in my ears.  I hadn't even liked the job but I'd still needed it, had still needed the salary, and now it was gone and with it my chance of making rent. 

As I make my way through the early crowd of other commuters, people who still had jobs to go to the next morning, I try to find a positive in my situation, but there are none.  Had Claire still been around I'd at least have had more time to spend with her rather than at my dead end drone job, but she'd been gone almost two weeks and the memory still stung.  Apparently I wasn't enough for her, a lack of aspiration and drive.  She needed a real man, a man who knew what he wanted and took it, a man who was motivated, confident, bold.  I was too meek, quiet, apathetic. 

I hadn't even bothered to argue.  She was right.  I was drifting, aimless, and I was deeply unhappy.  It hadn't helped that within days Claire was already seeing someone new.  I'd seen the photos of him and I couldn't even find it in myself to blame her for upgrading.  Her new man was everything I wasn't—tall, muscular, classically handsome, mature, well employed, and an obvious ladies man.  How was I, a short, thin, androgynous young man barely out of his teens with no real skills or qualifications supposed to compete with a man like that?  And now, to top it all off, I was unemployed. 

I consider how I'm going to make ends meets as I drift with the bustle of people.  The reek of engine fumes and dust and pollen is heavy, a cloying fog that hangs in the late summer evening air and I am sweating.  I list off the debts that I have that are urgent, and those that are less so.  My redundancy is enough to keep the wolves from the door, but only just, and there'll be little left to pay rent and buy food.  I just hope Sean is willing to give me an extension on my rent, again, or I'll be going very hungry. 

I'm so lost in thought that I barely notice the tall, glamorous red head walking towards me, her dark grey dress tight, barely long enough to reach her upper thighs, her legs bare, her feet wrapped in black high heels that cause her hips and butt to wiggle.  She's talking to the man next to her, a taller, handsome, older gentleman in a charcoal suit, white shirt.  Neither of them see me. 

I collide with the woman and stumble, am knocked over, drop my box onto the pavement as I fall.  The woman tumbles but is caught by the man beside her.  I land hard on my butt, the impact painful. 

"I'm so sorry."  I say as I struggle back to my feet. 

"Oh that's quite alright.  I didn't see you either so we're both at fault."  The woman says. 

"Are you okay Cynthia?"  The man speaks to the red haired woman he is holding. 

She smiles at him, nods. 

"Thanks to you yes."  She says, giggling, flirtatious. 

The man lifts her to her feet and I turn to pick up my box. 

"And what about you miss?" 

The man's voice comes from behind me.  He moves in close, leans over to help me pick up my box.  Lifting it off the ground for me. 

"You took quite a fall, are you okay?"  He asks me. 

I stand up at the same time as him and I look up at him.  I realise he meant me when he said miss and blush furiously.  

"I'm fine, just a bump."  I say, mumbling awkwardly. 

The man stares at me for a moment, smiling, does not correct himself.  I try to smile but my cheeks are blazing.  

"Here, I believe this is yours."  He says, handing me my box. 

"Thanks."  I manage to say—my voice is quiet, strained. 

"You just be more careful.  We don't want you getting hurt now do we?"  He says still smiling at me. 

I shake my head. 


"Will you stop flirting Tim!  The poor girl clearly has somewhere to go."  The red haired woman says. 

Tim just grins at me, winks. 

"Sorry, I suppose I just can't help myself.  You have a lovely day and try not to get into any more accidents."  He says. 

I can only nod as he turns back to the red haired woman and the two of them head of.  I stand as the crowd of commuters moves around me, still flush, my butt throbbing from my fall.  They thought I was a girl... I suppose at least my day can't get any worse. 
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I try to hold my box in one hand as I fish in my pocket for my key but it's too heavy and awkward.  I turn to put it down and as I bend I hear the lock click behind me, the door opening, my butt in the air, and I groan in embarrassment.  There is a moment of silence. 

"Need a hand there?"  Sean says. 

I take a deep breath. 

"Yeah, you could put me out of my misery."  I say. 

I lift my cardboard box and stand up, turn to face Sean, my landlord for the last three years and an old friend, fixing my smile.  He stands in the door to the building, grinning, his grey-blue eyes bright, webs of smile lines forming around his mouth and the corners of his eyes.  As he looks at me his smile fades and he frowns. 

"What's up Adam?  You seem down."  Sean says. 

My smile wilts. 

"I got made redundant today, and then on the way home I was mistaken for a girl.  Like... seriously... even after the last few weeks with Claire today is the worst!" 

I can feel my eyes misting as emotions swell.  I just want to collapse into bed and sleep forever.  

Sean stares at me.  He is a clear head and shoulders taller than me, his wavy, greying dirty blonde hair is swept back, his chin and cheeks and neck covered by several days growth, salt and pepper stubble, and he smiles—the same smile Claire always said was dashing, charming, handsome, yet another reminder of how inadequate I am as a man... though still, as he smiles at me, his warm, handsome eyes fixed on me, I cannot help but feel a little soothed. 

I've known Sean for close to ten years, a close friend of my older brothers, and we've been friends for the last five—bonding over a mutual love of old comics and obscure manga.  It was Sean's offer of letting me rent the upstairs apartment in the building he'd just bought that'd finally allowed me to move out of home.  My rent was cheaper than it otherwise would have been, and it helped him pay the mortgage.  We both benefitted, at least, that was the plan, but he'd generously overlooked my late and missed payments due to my poor employment history more than once and I felt awful about it, like I was scamming him. 

"Shit Adam, I'm sorry to hear it.  You okay?" 

I shake my head.  Even now Sean's worried about me more than the rent. 


I open my mouth to speak but fail to find words.  His kindness is too much for me to take. 

"Why don't you come in.  I was just about to start dinner when I saw you struggling at the door.  You look like you need a hot meal and someone to look after you."  Sean says. 

His voice is soft, warm, tender, full of care.  I blink back the tears that threaten to spill. 

"... the rent..."  I choke on my words, voice quiet.  

Sean just grins.  He reaches out and takes the box out of my hands, lifting it easily under one arm.  He puts the other around my shoulders, pulling me into him, his strong embrace irresistible, the hug comforting. 

"We can worry about rent later, but right now we need to look after you.  And I'm not taking no for an answer." 

I do not argue, allow Sean to pull me after him, almost carrying me, comfortable and comforted by his warm, reassuring presence.  I relax for the first time in days.


Two 


"You just sit there and relax while I cook.  You can tell me all about it and I'll listen."  I say. 


Adam just smiles at me, a forced grin that is little more than painted on.  His green eyes are sad, like a lost puppy.  He hovers at the door to the kitchen as I put the box of his things down on the table. 

"Really, I'm fine.  I just want to go to bed and sleep.  You don't need to worry and you already do too much for me.  I don't want to be a bother."  He says, his voice quiet and faint. 

I turn to stare at him, his expression worn and fretful and I struggle to resist the urge to hug him again.  He looks tired, exhausted, his full lips downturned.  He doesn't look at me, his slim arms folded across his narrow chest, his full hips tilted so that most of his weight is on one leg.  I force myself to be stern. 

"Look at me Adam."  I say—my voice quiet but firm. 

Adam tries to resist but I know him too well, know he cannot.  He lifts his head so that his gaze meets mine, his eyes as dazzling as ever, and I feel that familiar momentary elation at how easily he gives in.  I smile and the corners of Adam's mouth lift, hints of a grin, a rosy glow to his cheeks. 

"I don't want you hanging out in your flat alone and moping so you're staying for dinner.  I'm looking after you tonight.  You've had a shit day but it's just one day.  Tomorrow will be better.  Do you understand me?" 

I keep my voice slow, even, quiet, the tone heavy and authoritative.  Adam stares at me for a moment, the flush on his cheeks darkening, and he nods. 

"Yes." 

I smile, buoyed by his agreement, glad that he has given in.  I lift a hand and gesture to a seat at the table. 

"Now, I want you to sit and get comfortable.  Dinner won't be too long.  How does pasta sound?" 

Adam smiles.  His smile, as ever, is charming.  He nods again. 

"Pasta sounds good.  Thank you."  He says. 

He shifts, moves off towards the table, his steps dainty, deliberate, and I find myself watching him, almost mesmerised.  I wait until he has pulled out a chair and sat. 

"Now, your job is to talk to me while I cook.  I want to know how you are, how you're coping.  And don't even think about mentioning the rent, okay?"  I say. 

Adam nods, his expression brighter, almost cheerful now.  He sits with his small hands resting in his lap, the fringe of his chin length black hair fallen in front of his eyes.  Across his cheeks and the bridge of his nose and chin there is a faint pattern of freckles that, stark on his pale skin. 

"Okay."  He says. 

I smile, wait for him to begin talking. 
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"And then, to make it even worse, the guy mistook me for a girl, and didn't even correct himself when he saw my face!"  Adam says. 

I watch Adam as he talks, sat opposite me at the dining table, his plate half empty.  He is more relaxed, but still obviously unhappy.  I smile, laugh, shake my head in sympathy at his exasperation. 

"Well, maybe he wears glasses but didn't have them on, so was just going on the hair?"  I say in attempt to reassure him. 

Adam shakes his head.  His cheeks are still pink, but more from the heat of the kitchen than anything else, his face rosy, green eyes bright and sparkling, his hair swept to one side out of his face.  I try not to stare at his lips as he talks, plush and full. 

"So I have a girl's haircut?  Loads of men have longer hair now, and it's not like its cut or style is particularly feminine." 

I laugh. 

"Well, from a distance maybe?" 

Adam shakes his head again, frustrated but content, but I am glad that he is no longer wallowing in gloom and misery.  I know Claire leaving him has been hard and I can't imagine losing his job has made it easier, so I'm just glad to see him animated, even if it is with annoyance. 

For as long as I've known Adam I've felt close to him, seeing him as a mix of close friend and the younger brother I never had, but recently, watching him grow up, seeing him unhappy in his job, unhappy with himself, struggling with his relationships and debt, I've felt something more, an odd mix of emotions stirring every time I'm around him, every time we talk.  There's something in the way he moves, in the way he smiles at me, in the way he reacts to me, that conjures strong feelings—I want him to be happy, to be comfortable, I want to care for him and help him and... something else, something darker that I try to ignore. 

"Is that supposed to make me feel better?  Telling me from a distance that I have a girls haircut?"  Adam says. 

"Well, if it helps, I think it's a pretty good girls haircut."  I say. 

I grin and Adam stares at me, feigns shock, then laughs.  I laugh with him and I am glad to see him smiling, happy, even if just for a moment. 

I don't tell him that I can see why someone might mistake him for a girl, why even seeing his face someone might call him miss.  As a teenager, when we'd first met, Adam had been at best androgynous, but growing up he's changed so little, that, compared to other man his age, he seems genuinely feminine at times.  His height doesn't help, but he's remained slim too, small shoulders and a narrow chest.  Even from the back there's something girly about him.  Working on his feet all day has given him muscle and tone and bulk in all the wrong places so that his butt and hips, already shapely, have become curvy, full, almost voluptuous.  With the skinny jeans he always wears at times it's been all I can do to not stare him as he walks by, his backside swaying slightly with each step. 

However, it's his face that seals the deal.  His big, beautiful green eyes, long lashes, are almost mesmerising, his nose dainty, upturned slightly, his cheeks thin with high cheek bones.  His jaw is narrow, so that his face is almost heart shaped, and his lips remain full and plump even when he frowns, becoming almost inviting when he pouts. 


If he had a definitively masculine haircut it might help, but he doesn't.  Instead he's worn his hair long for years, straight and black with a long fringe that he keeps swept to one side but that sometimes falls enticingly in front of his eyes.  Sure, it wasn't technically a girls cut, and he did little to style it so that it mostly hung limp and drab, but it wasn't doing him any favours, or at least, any favours in the way he wanted. 

"You're an arsehole."  Adam says, still laughing 

I grin.  I feel better for having cheered Adam up, taking his mind off his job and Claire even if just for a moment, but I can't help wishing I could do more, that I could just make him happy, make him see just how special I think he is. 

"Yes I am, but I'm also the guy who cooked you dinner, so it's your job to do the dishes."   I say—I keep my voice low and flat, a subtle tone. 

Adam stares at me for a moment, an odd look in his eye, before nodding. 

"Okay, I guess that seems fair."  He says. 

At his easy agreement I feel a familiar flush of excitement, the same small thrill I experience whenever he does as I say, and I resist the urge to demand more.  Adam stares at me for a moment, his smile faltering. 

"But seriously Sean... about the rent..." 


I raise my hand to silence Adam. 

"No, not another word.  I know you'll pay me back when you can.  We're friends and friends look after each other." 

Adam smiles again, nods. 

"Thank you.  Really.  You're always there for me and honestly I don't know what I'd do if not for you.  I will pay you back, I promise, for everything.  I just need to find a way to earn some money."  Adam says. 

I just grin, an odd idea beginning to form after everything Adam has said. 

"Try not to worry about it, I'm sure something will come up."  I say.


Three 


I wake up late, taking advantage of one small benefit of being unemployed.  The sun is bright and the noise of traffic and people outside is a dull static that reverberates through my tiny bedroom.  I drag myself out of bed and head through to the bathroom to shower. 


The spray of hot water does little to sooth me, my mood sour and miserable.  My first day of unemployment and I'm already sick of it, sick of feeling like a failure, like a burden, so as I wash I resolve to do my best to try to find work, any work, that'll pay.  I don't care what I have to do, if it'll help me make rent then I'll do it.  

I stand under the flow of water with my eyes closed, reach to the side to grab my bottle of shower gel.  I squeeze a generous dollop into my palm and begin to wash, working up a slick lather of foam.  Within moments the shower is filled with a sweet, floral smell, hints of musk, that I recognise.  I've picked up Claire's soap by mistake and for a moment I pause.  I think about finding my shower gel and washing again to remove the scent of perfume but do not.  Something in the smell, the memory of Claire perhaps, or just the pleasant lingering notes of blossoms, stops me.  It's not like I need to head out today and the smell is nice, so I leave it, finish washing.  

As I rinse off and towel myself dry I cannot help but remark at how soft my skin is, so much silkier than normal, almost more sensitive, and that, combined by the pleasing feminine smell, sends a shiver through me, as though I am caressing Claire or some other woman, my balls tensing.  I run my hand over my arm, shoulder, chest, slipping it down over my belly, shifting it slowly lower as my cock stiffens. 

The clatter of the letterbox from below snaps me from my reverie.  I pull my hand away and sigh. 

"Time enough for that later."  I say.  "First things first... I need money." 
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I pick up the mail from the front step and drop Sean's at his door before carrying mine up to my small flat, a one bedroom apartment occupying the converted second floor of Sean's house.  I flick through the envelopes, not sure what I'm hoping to find, a sudden unexpected windfall from a relative I never knew I had perhaps, but there is nothing except overdue bills and demands. 

I drop them onto the side in the kitchen, resolving to sort through them later, pay the most urgent and park the rest, and head through to my bedroom.  I drop myself onto the bed and pull out my laptop, power it on, and set to work looking for a way to earn. 

The usual job boards prove fruitless, offering only a handful of dreary minimum wage drone positions, but I fire off application, not holding out hope.  I click onto my email, thinking about contacting friends to see if they know of any suitable vacancies that are available, and stop when I notice a new mail at the top of my inbox. 

Subject: Need Cash? Work From Home to Earn Easy Money, Apply Now! 

For a moment I consider deleting it without even reading it but I figure just having a look can't hurt and maybe, just maybe, its genuine.  I click on the email to open it and read. 

Adam, 

Need cash? We're looking for young, attractive unknowns to expand our portfolio of entertainers and models.  We specialise in the unusual and exotic, with a diverse range of clients all looking for something unique—so don't feel intimidated it you're not a classical "model" type... we still want to hear from you! 

If you're interested in the  potential to earn by just taking a few pictures and videos in the comfort of your own home then apply now! We only need a clear headshot and a full body shot (underwear only) to see it you meet our requirements. 

If you would like to know more please reply to this email including your contact details and the photographs as requested.  If you have any queries please don't hesitate to contact us.  Please find a sample of the rates we pay attached. 

We look forward to hearing from you! 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 


 I shake my head, laughing, wondering how gullible they think I am.  I copy the text of the email and search it to confirm my suspicions about it being a scam but I'm surprised when the search comes back with nothing. 

I read the email again.  The photos they're requesting are nothing people couldn't see on my social media pages—photos of me at the swimming pool on holiday, or at the beach, almost naked except for my shorts—so it's not like they've requested anything incriminating they could blackmail me with. 

I click on the attached document and scan through the rates they say they offer.  My eyes widen.  Just for a few photos they pay some serious cash, enough so that just a few assignments would sort me out for rent for the next month, and the videos pay even more.  

I read over the email one last time, shake my head at my own stupidity, barely believing I'm even considering it.  I look back at the potential rates. 

"What's the worst that could happen?  It's just an underwear photo."   I say. 

I sigh.  I close my laptop and make up my mind, climb off the bed and head through to the living room to find my digital camera. 

"I'm an idiot."  I say to myself. 
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I take dozens of photos, standing against the drawn curtains in my bedroom so that they form a backdrop, trying to make the photos as professional as I can.  If I'm going to send pictures I want to at least try to sell myself, in the hope that the offer is real. 


I set the camera to timer and position it on various pieces of furniture to try to get a variety of angles, standing facing, turned away, hoping to capture a flattering picture of my body and my face, that some trick of the light will make me seem handsome, attractive. 

When I stop to look through the photos my heart sinks.  In all of the body shots I look small, scrawny, my upper body slight and my lower body, my butt and hips and legs, too full and curvy for my frame.  I feel my heart sink.  It's no wonder Claire left me.  Still, I cling to the words "unique" and "unusual", hoping I might fit that description.  

The photos of my face are a little better, my hair tucked back to show my features clearly.  I know I'm not classically handsome, but my face is symmetrical, almost striking, and in the right light I think it's not unattractive. 

I choose four pictures, trying not to get too disheartened about how I look, trying not to pin too much hope on this almost certainly scam offer, and attach them to a reply containing a few contact details.  I take a deep breath and, before I can change my mind, I click send.  The open email client works for a split second and then it's done, the email sent, and I hope I've not made a massive mistake.


Four 


I trudge up the stairs and unlock my front door, head through to the living room, dropping my bag and kicking off my shoes as I go, and I throw myself onto the couch, face down.  I lie there for a time, sweltering in the warm room, perspiring, exhausted physically and emotionally. 


I've tried shops, cafes, restaurants, recruitment agents, offices and none of them even bothered to take my details.  No vacancies for someone with my skills, no vacancies for someone with my experience, no vacancies no vacancies no vacancies.  There's only so much rejection a man can take before he starts to crack, and I was well past just cracking.  I was tired of trying, and failing, struggling on only to get nowhere, no job, no love life, no prospects—I was a failure. 

I roll over, onto my back, and stare at the ceiling for a time before turning to stare out the window, the blue sky, a few thin wisps of cloud.  I take a deep breath and gird myself, resolve to forge on. 

"Never surrender."  I say, my voice weak and meek, barely a whisper. 

I sit up and rise to my feet, walk through to kitchen to grab a glass of water, then head through to my bedroom to grab my laptop.  There's still plenty of time to fire off a few dozen applications online.  Maybe I'd get lucky. 

I sit back on the bed, the bedroom cooler than the living room, and powered on my computer, sipping my water as I wait for it to boot.  


When it finally starts up I click open my browser and my email and stall.  At the top of my inbox is a new email from the same sender as before. 

Subject: Congratulations! You're just what we've been looking for, OFFER inside! 

I stare at the email for a moment then, before I change my mind, I click it open. 

Adam, 

Your photos were very well received. We'd love to have you work for us and have several up-coming jobs that we think you'd be perfect for. 

As I read I feel a sudden thrill, the rates from the previous email spring to mind and I wonder quite how many jobs they might be able to offer me.  Maybe there's a chance I can make rent after all, finally pay Sean back for all his kindness. 

However, there is one small issue to deal with first. Since these jobs are all of a particular type, we will need you to do a test shoot for us first (for which you will of course be paid in full). These test photos will then be used to market you to clients looking for models. If you are happy to do a test shoot for us, please acknowledge by accepting the payment by clicking on the link included below.  Once payment has been accepted we will ship you a package containing the instructions for your test shoot, as well as any materials you will need. 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

I dither for only a moment before clicking the link included in the email, wondering if they're really offering me payment for a few test photos.  Maybe there's hope for me after all. 

A web page loads asking for confirmation that I accept a pending transfer.  The amount listed it not insubstantial.  All I need to do is take a few photos at home according to their instructions, and the money is already there, waiting for me to accept it, with the potential for more.  I pause for a moment, my cursor hovering over the accept payment button.  Fantasies of me as a successful model, money and women, rise unbidden.  I cannot help but smile and I click the button. 

Transfer successful 

I click over to my bank to check and sure enough the money is already there.  I guess now I just need to wait for the package.  I exhale a sigh of relief, a heavy weight lifted suddenly off my shoulders. 

"Guess I have time for a shower."  I say, grinning. 
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The water is hot, pleasant.  I let it rinse away the day's grime and sweat, my muscles relaxing.  I reach out for my shower gel and notice, next to it, Claire's bottle of moisturising soap.  My skin has been feeling soft, delicate, almost more sensitive after using it and the smell is so much nicer than the blunt, dull fragrance of mine. 

I pick up the bottle of Claire's soap and squeeze out a generous dollop.  I work the soap into a thick lather over my arms, chest, neck, taking my time, my back tingling.  The scent of it is heady, almost intoxicating, and I can feel my body relaxing, my skin so soft and smooth.  I close my eyes and think of the look on Sean's face as I pay him back with all the money I'm going to earn, finally able to repay him for all the times he's been kind or generous. 

My hands slip lower, over my belly, round to my butt, the soap foam slick and comforting.  I imagine Sean's smile, his eyes, and there is almost a knot in my stomach.  I squeeze my butt cheeks as a I wash them, the flesh full and pillowy.  I squeeze harder, letting out a little gasp, the pain almost pleasant, and the knot in my stomach grows tighter, an odd surge of emotions.  My cock stiffens. 

A knock at my door snaps me from my day dream.  The image of Sean vanishes and my cheeks are flush, my cock throbbing.  I rinse off quickly, flustered and confused by the mental images that still linger, and grab a towel.  There is a second knock 

"Just coming."  I yell. 


There is not a third knock and I hurry from the bathroom to the front door, still dripping, the scent of Claire's soap following me.  I reach the front door and pull it open, holding the towel around my waist with one hand. 

Sean stands outside my door holding a small cardboard box.  He is smiling, his eyes bright and kind and I feel my cheeks flush bright red as the emotions of the shower resurface.  I bite my bottom lip, try to seem calm. 

"Hey Adam, sorry, I didn't know you were in the shower.  This was just delivered for you."  Sean says. 

He offers me the box and I take it with one hand, the other still gripping the towel around my waist.  The box is light. 

"New soap?  You smell... really good."  Sean says, smiling. 

There is no trace of sarcasm or mockery in his tone and I feel my face grow hotter.  I nod, mumble.  My heart is racing, a quiet thunder in the cavern of my skull. 

"You okay?  You look a little frazzled."  Sean says—his tone is caring, gentle but strong. 

I stare up into his kind, grey-blue eyes.  He watches me, clearly worried.  I force a smile. 

"I'm fine, really.  Just, you know, in the middle of a shower." 

Sean nods. 

"Sorry, yeah, of course.  Well, just wanted to drop your package off.  You have fun."  Sean says. 

"Thanks.  See you later."  I say. 


I watch as Sean turns to head back down the stairs, watching him go for only a moment before closing the door. 

I look down at the box, labelled with my name on a printed tag, but nothing else.  Hand delivered then, and far faster than I was expecting. 

"Well, I suppose I better get started.  The sooner I do this the sooner I can be paid again."  I say to myself. 
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"You have got to be kidding me!"  I whisper is disbelief. 

I stare at the contents of the box in almost horror.  It is full of lacy, silky lingerie, stockings and suspenders and panties, string like thongs and slinky briefs, black and red and pink. 

"They've got to have sent me the wrong box.  How am I mean to clear this up?" 

I reach into the box and rummage amongst the underwear for a note, a letter, anything.  The underwear is all soft, almost enticing, and I cannot help but imagine what it would look like on a sexy girl.  My hand claps around a piece of paper and I tug it out, unfold it.  My heart sinks.  It is addressed to me. 

Adam, 

I'm sure by now you've seen the wonderful variety of pretty underwear we've sent you.  We assumed you didn't own any of your own yet, so consider this our signing on gift.  You'll be needing them! 

For your test shoot we'd like you to wear a pair of panties, and stockings, matching colours, and take a few photographs that we can show to prospective clients.  Try your best to be alluring and sexy, as this will make you stand out, but having seen your application photographs I'm certain you'll look amazing! Below are a few suggested poses to try, though feel free to go a little wild! About twenty full body images should suffice. 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

 They want me to wear women's underwear for the photos, want me to be sexy.  I feel giddy, faint, and slightly nauseous.  I should have know the offer was too good to be true, that I was never going to be model material. 

I look through the list of poses, the descriptions bringing to mind the sexy, slutty women I've seen in top-shelf magazines.  I look back to the underwear in the box, cannot help but imagine how I might look in them.  Are they serious?  Do they really think I'd look amazing? 

For a moment I feel almost complimented, a rush of emotions that is hard to process.  A small smile flickers.  I've already been paid and the underwear in the box can't have been cheap.  Clearly they see something in me, in the photos I sent them, and the money is good, really, really good. 

I reach over to tip the box up, emptying the contents onto my bed, and pick through the panties and suspenders and stocking to find a black set that seems to match.  The panties are relatively full, with a high waist and cut high around the butt cheeks.  The fabric lacy and patterned with fine filigree, so much softer than the underwear I'm used to wearing.  The stocking are black gossamer, seamed, with lacy tops, the material wonderfully smooth.  The suspender belt is decorated with lace like the panties and the stocking tops, with four straps running down to hold up the stockings.  

"I suppose these aren't too bad."  I say. 

My cheeks are warm, my heart beats quickly.  There is a tingle in my balls, an excitement, that I try to ignore. 

"And I have already been paid." 
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I pull the panties on first, the glossy, silky material gliding up my legs easily, so smooth compared to the coarse cotton of my usual, saggy boxers.  I pull them sung, taught.  For a moment I worry that the small crotch will be unable to contain me but it does, easily, my small cock and balls fitting snugly, humiliatingly, into the tiny feminine underwear.  As I adjust them the fabric at the back slips tantalisingly between my arse cheeks, a caress that makes me shiver, the high cut seat cupping and lifting my butt cheeks. 

They feel disturbingly pleasant, almost right, and even though my cock has hardened at the feel of them, the silky confines wrapped around my butt and hips and balls, they still cover me completely.  I shudder, blushing, burning with a strange longing I have never known before. 

Next I pull on the stockings, slipping them up my legs.  I have never been particularly hairy, so there is little to ruin the look of them.  The way they conform to the shape of my legs, my calves and thighs, the way the fabric feels on my skin, smooth and so wonderfully gentle, makes my balls tighten and cock harden even further.  Finally I put on the suspender belt, fastening it around my waist, struggling for a moment to fasten the straps to the tops of my stockings before finally getting the hand of it.  I look down at myself, almost mesmerised by the way the lingerie feels, the feminine embrace, the way the stockings make my legs seem longer, the way the suspender belt makes my hips and thighs seem curvy, the way the panties make my butt look cute and round and full.  The bulge in the panties is small but impossible to hide. 


"I guess it's time to take the photos then."  I say. 

I set the camera onto timer and stand in front of my bedroom curtains again.  I try to pose, look hot, imagine I am a sexy woman posing for the camera, posing to excite unseen men. 

The thought sends a new surge of arousal through me and I reach down to run both hands over my body, caressing my hips, butt, crotch.  I bite my bottom lip, moaning—a whimper that is soft, quiet, desperate, and that does not sound like me, too feminine, too sexy.   I squeeze my legs together and wiggle my butt.  The camera goes off.

I set it to timer again, and again, and again.  Each time I take a new pose, at first following the instructions, but then, as I become more comfortable, finding new, more exciting poses, flirting with the camera, teasing it, grinning and giggling.  My hands roam over my body, my cock strains in the panties, and I grow flush, excited, enjoy myself.  For the first time in a long time I feel desirable, sexy, happy.

The camera clicks for the last time and I am left feeling almost euphoric.  My heart is racing, my face flush, and I am breathing in quick, shallow gasps.

I pick up a bath robe and slip it on, still wearing the underwear, and pick up the camera.  As I walk the panties slide deeper into my crack, caressing me, snug around my stiff cock, and I can’t help but wiggle, my hips swaying with each step, savouring the sensation.

I plug in my camera and open up the image folder to look through the photos.  As I look through them I almost cannot believe my eyes.  I stare at images of myself, striking sultry, sexy, outlandish poses, my hands roaming my body. 

I look... hot, almost beautiful.  My butt and thighs are round, soft, curvy, while my upper body is slender, narrow shoulders and thin arms, a flat chest and stomach.  With my long black hair and my feminine features I looked almost girly, pretty, with the one exception of the small but prominent bulge in my panties.

My panties.  Already they are my panties.  I cannot deny that I like the way they fit me, that I like the way they make me look, the way they make me feel.  I imagine for second the way a man might look at me, the way Sean might look at me, imagine the look of lust in his eyes if he were to see me dressed and posing like I was in the  photos and I moan, a whimpered girly sigh, bite my bottom lip harder, squeeze my legs together.

I choose twenty five images from among the many I took.  The hottest, sexiest, hoping this is what they want.  I attach them to an email and, acting before I have a chance to begin doubting myself, I click send.  There is a small pit of fear and doubt in my stomach but, stronger, bolder, overpowering it, is a bright spark of arousal and elation.  I click back to the images of me, posing, dressed in underwear, and my cock again begins to harden. 

I reach down to caress the bulge in my panties then stop myself.  I shake my head to clear away the lurid thoughts but they are not easily dismissed. 


"God, what am I doing.  I just need the money."   I say. 

I pull my hand off my cock and shut off my laptop, head through to the kitchen to get myself a drink, still wearing my panties, stockings, suspenders.  My butt and my hips sway as I walk and the sensation sends a shiver of excitement and pleasure along my spine and I cannot help but smile, still blushing.


Five 


Adam's scent follows me downstairs, a subtle, sweet floral perfume, and I take a deep breath.  I cannot help but smile as I remember his face, flush from embarrassment, still damp from the shower.  He looked so cute and uncomfortable, flustered, his bright green eyes wide as he stared up at me, almost fearful. 


I jump down the last few steps and land in the hall, turn to my door and open it, slip into my flat, my rooms occupying the entire down stairs of the building.  I head through to the living room to wait.  I flop down onto my sofa, grab my laptop and try to remain patient, try not to think about the box, about Adam, about what I am doing, but I fail.  I try to feel even a little guilty, but cannot.  I am too excited, too eager to see if I am right about my suspicions.   The thought of Adam, dressed in the panties and the stocking and the suspenders I put in the box has my cock already aching in my pants. 

I click open my email and I settle in to wait.  I picture Adam, posing, looking sexy, pretty, obeying my instructions, dressed for me, and I feel a delightful warm glow spread through me, more powerful than arousal, more intoxicating and overwhelming than sex.  I grin and my cock begins to stir in my pants at just the thought. 
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The small alert of new mail snaps me out of my daze.  I look at the newest email in the almost empty inbox  of the false account I set up and break into a wide, eager smile. 


Subject: Test shoot photos, as requested. 

I cannot open the email fast enough, click the unread mail icon, and after a few moments a series of images load, each more breathtaking than the last.  My cock, already half hard, stiffens further, aching.  My heart races. 

"Fuck!"  I whisper. 

The images, of Adam, dressed in black panties, seamed stockings, suspender belt, are all stunning.  He has obeyed me and that alone excites me, but seeing him, in the lingerie I sent him, is almost overwhelming.  He is gorgeous—a beautiful, sexual creature conjured from my wildest dreams.  

In each photo he strikes a pose, as detailed in my instructions, obeying me like a good girl.  I grin, scroll slowly through the images.  There are more than I requested, the last few original poses of Adam's creation.  Adam's body is breathtaking, svelte and almost curvaceous, his thighs and hips and butt round and full, his shoulders narrow, his chest and stomach flat.  It is his heart-shaped face though, freckled cheeks, his big green eyes, full lips, dark hair, that mesmerises me.  Though it is clear he is nervous, a slight timidity in his eyes, he is smiling—the grin is subtle, uncertain, but genuine, as though some small part of him is enjoying dressing, posing, obeying, and the small bulge in his panties only confirms that. 

"I was right, you make a very pretty girl." 


My words are an understatement.  He is more than pretty.  

I'd always thought Adam was attractive but had tried to put it down to confusion, to our close bond forged over common interests, trying over the years to bury the feelings.  I had, for the most part, succeeded, until recently. 

Drunk one night, horny, I settled in to watch some porn, but found none of my usual favourites exciting, so I set to browsing.  It wasn't long until I'd discovered a new world of femme-bois, sissies, and pretty traps, and I don't think my dick has ever gotten harder quicker. 

Watching those videos had brought all my old feelings for Adam back, and more.  I saw him in the place of those pretty boys, dressed in feminine clothes and underwear, performing for strong, dominant men.  I imaged him performing for me, obeying me, looking perfect as a dolled up play thing, pretty and sexy and alluring. 

I'd woken up the next day hung over and full of regret, but the door had been opened and I've been unable to stop thinking about him, to stop imaging him, to stop fantasising about him.  Every time I see him, am near him, I feel it, the strange powerful attraction, the need to take control of him, to desire to see him pretty, and obedient.  The urge to possess him.  So, weak to his charms, drawn to him, I'd taken advantage of an opportunity 

I was right though.  All along I was right.  The pictures are proof.  He is beautiful, pretty, stunning.  He makes an incredibly sexy girl and the rock hard bulge in my pants was testimony to that. 
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I put my lap top to the side and open up my favourite picture, a photo of Adam with his back to the camera, turned to look back over his shoulder into the lens, smiling.  His green eyes sparkled, one leg lifted slightly so that only his toes were still on the floor.  He stood with his hands on his hips, back bent to raise his butt so that it seemed almost swollen, round and pert, begging to be slapped. 

I reach down to my belt and undo my trousers, reach into my pants to fish out my cock, my girthy length swollen and aching, throbbing with the beating of my heart.  My dick is already drooling precum, slick, lubricating. 

I run my fingers and palm over the crown, moaning at the sensation, a tingle running up my spine.  I stare at Adam's picture, imagine that his fingers are caressing me.  I run my hand lower, close my fist around my shaft, and begin to stroke.  I stare into Adam's eyes, picture him, dressed as he is, beautiful, submissive, knelt before me, begging me.  I stroke harder. 

"Fuck yes!"  I moan. 

I imagine Adam with his mouth open, whining, pleading.  I stare at the image of him, pert and alluring, inviting, his plump lips grinning, his eyes full of some secret promise of pleasure.  He seems shy, unsure, but, more than that, happy, comfortable in a way I've never seen him before.  I imagine comforting him, reassuring him, caring for him, claiming him. 

I stroke faster, harder.  My balls tense, a flutter in my stomach, my pleasure close, my cock like steel, aching, almost painful, drooling. 


"You dirty girl."  I whisper. 

My balls spasm, my cock twitches, and I cum, spewing my load across the screen of my laptop, across the image of Adam.  I cum hard, over and over, the intensity of my orgasm almost overpowering, my mind going blank for a second.  I stare at Adam's photo, grinning, breathing heavily, my heart thundering. 

Already my mind is racing with the possibilities of Adam's next assignment. 

"Well, I guess I need to go shopping.  Get my pretty toy a few more accessories."  I say.


Six 


I check my email first thing, nervous, half dread, half excitement.  When I see the now familiar sender I break into a smile, heart skipping at the possibilities of what the email might contain. 


Subject: First Assignment! 

My first assignment.  Clearly my photos were good enough and already there's a chance to earn more.  There is a fluttering in my gut at the thought of what I'll be asked to wear this time, how I'll be told to pose.  The thought of dressing again in my panties and stockings thrills me despite my trepidation, my nervousness about again exposing myself in front of the camera.  I wonder what colour panties I'll be made to wear, how they might feel, how I'll look. 

I click on the email to open it. 

Adam, 

Your test photographs were exceptional! I knew you'd do a wonderful job and I'm delighted with how they turned out. You are exactly what we've been looking for. 

It seems that others also agree.  You've had your first offer of work from a client.  The works should be no more demanding than the test photo-shoot you've already done, though there is the additional request for video along with photographs for this session (your rate has been adjusted to reflect this). 


As before, simply clink below to accept payment if you agree to this assignment. Once you have accepted payment we will deliver you instructions and any further materials you might need.  I look forward to seeing your work, and remember... have fun! 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

A video.  My head spins.  What am I expected to do on a video? 

Before I can over think the assignment I click on the accept payment link.  I see the rate I am being offered and my head reels.  It is almost double the previous rate. 

If I accept then I am agreeing to perform on video, fulfilling a request I've yet to see.  Still, the photo-shoot wasn't too bad, and in the end had been kind of fun, giving me a certain thrill, a boost of confidence that at least to some people I was desirable.  I look at the figure on screen, thinking about another chance to dress up in my new lingerie, a excuse to be pretty, a chance to be wanted.  The email says "no more demanding" than what I've already done. 

I click to accept payment and I smile, grinning.  There is a flutter of excitement in my belly, my small cock twitching at the thought of wearing panties again. 


"It's just for the money, and until I have enough to pay Sean back."  I say—my voice less than sure. 
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I carry the package upstairs, hurrying.  It is heavier than the first, the weight shifting as I race up the steps to my flat.  Again it is labelled with only my name, hand delivered, though there had been no one at the front door when I had answered it. 

I try not to think too hard about it, glad that at least the deliveries are quick, that I can get my assignment done soon, and perhaps get onto the next one sooner, earn more.  I'm doing this for the money after all.  That I'm having fun, that I'm excited to see what it is I'll have to do, is just a pleasant bonus. 

I slip into my flat and lock the front door, head through to my bedroom and drop the box onto my bed.  I sit down beside it, tear it open, and tip the contents out.  There is a single sheet of folded paper amongst tubs and pots and palettes of makeup, lipsticks, mascaras, eye shadows, nail varnish, creams and blushes, a set of brushes.  My face flushes, suddenly too hot. 

In amongst the makeup is a razor, a pink handle, shaving foam, a tub of hair removal cream, and a tub of moisturiser.  Finally, as though to emphasise what is expected of me, there is a pair of bright pink high heels, in my size. 

"Shit."  I whisper. 

My heart is racing, thundering.  I can already imagine what the instructions say.  I reach out and pick up the sheet of paper, unfold it. 


Adam, 

As part of your assignment, the client has requested that you are hairless and smooth from the eyebrows down.  This is not an uncommon request in your line of work, and should ensure you are looking your absolute best in your pretty lingerie!  The moisturiser we have provided will help soothe any irritation following shaving around your more intimate areas. 

They have also requested you be made up to accentuate your natural beauty with make-up, though you should NOT cover up your freckles.  Before the photo-shoot and video please make use of the included supplies. Below are a list of useful tutorials that should help you achieve the look you should be aiming for, and please take a moment before beginning to style your hair, again using the tutorial included below. 

Finally, the heels are to worn for the photo-shoot, along with your black stockings, pink suspender belt, and pink panties.  You should include photographs of the poses we have listed, and for the video, you are to dance (NOT strip!) in an enticing manner to the song you will find at the link listed.  Do your best to be sexual and erotic, and be sure to enjoy yourself... your previous photographs showed you were a natural performer and the energy you projected was delicious! 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

I have to shave my body smooth?  Make-up?  Style my hair?  And dance erotically? 


My head is spinning, my heart racing.  I look down at the razor and the shaving creams, the hair removal lotion and the moisturiser.  I imagine how the stockings will feel on smooth legs, a subtle tingle in my crotch at the thought. 

"I suppose I have to now I've already accepted payment."  I say. 
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I apply the hair removal cream to my legs and arms and chest.  As it sits I shave my face and under my armpits, removing any trace of hair, as though erasing my old identity.  I stare at my reflection, head spinning, barely able to believe what I am doing, unable to deny the sense of subtle anticipation or excitement, eager to see how I will look.  Once the cream has sat I turn on the shower, let the water heat, step into the water to rinse it off.  I am amazed at how soft and creamy my legs and body are, smooth and delicate.  Next I shave around my little cock and balls, shave my butt and my crack, careful to rid myself of any remaining hairs.  As I stare down at my body I am taken aback but how feminine it suddenly seems, my flesh flawless, soft and inviting, my legs and butt and hips girly.  I run my hands over my skin, my cock throbbing as I caress myself.

When I am finally finished and satisfied I step out of the shower and shut off the water, dry myself with a towel then apply the moisturiser to my entire body, the scent floral and sweet, obviously feminine, and it leaves my skin tingly and even softer.  The sensation of my hands rubbing the lotion into my skin, my body so soft and smooth, causes my cock to swell slightly.

Next I settle down to apply my make-up, remembering the details from the videos I watched.  I work first to paint my nails, fingers and toes.  I work slowly, methodically, and as I wait for the last coat to dry I look down at my hands and feet, suddenly so much more delicate, my nails a bright, vibrant pink that screams sexy girl.

I focus next on my eyes.  It takes a little practice to get right, but again with the guidance of the internet I achieve the look I am going for.  I stare at the mirror when finished almost hypnotised by my reflection—I am beautiful, my lids shadowed with dark pinks and purples that makes my green eyes even greener, my eyes outlined with dark eye-liner that makes them seem even larger, and my lashes heavy with mascara that makes them seem unnaturally long and full.  After my eyes I apply my lipstick with a brush, a vibrant pink to match my nails and that sets off the dark pink of my eye-shadow.  I finish my lips with layer of gloss that makes them look lush and full and wet, plump and inviting.

I take a moment to style my hair, adding product to tease out a subtle wave, giving it a ruffled, dishevelled look that adds body.  I sweep my fringe over my eyes.

Finally I dress.  I pull on my pink panties and my suspender belt.  Next I draw my stockings up my legs, my skin smooth now so that they glide over my calves and thighs, a gentle whispered caress, silky, a tingle running up my spine from my balls to the base of my neck.  I clip my stockings into my suspender belt before pulling on my heels.  The heels are high, precarious, forcing me to stand in a way that pushes my butt out behind me.

Finished, I step back, unsteady in my heels, my hips and butt wiggling as I take small steps, to take in the full picture for the first time.  I stare at my reflection in shock, confronted with an image of raw, sexual, feminine beauty.  I am breathtaking, beautiful.  My cock throbs, swelling at the sight.  I cannot help but smile, content, happy with the way I look in a way I have never been before, a sense of deep satisfaction and completeness.

"I guess it's for me to perform."  I say—my voice seems unnatural, softer, quieter, a raw female eroticism.

My smile widens and I giggle, wiggling where I stand.  I lift my arms, my hips and butt moving to some imaginary beat, my dance alluring, sexual, provocative.  My cock stiffens as I watch myself, giddy with excitement and nerves.

"I suppose I could learn to enjoy this."  I whisper to myself.

My words thrill me, fill me with a surge of emotions.  I bite my bottom lip gently.  Already I know that there is no going back.
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Taking the photos is easy enough, easier than the first two times, and the poses are simple and straight forward.  I place the camera on timer and position it on various pieces of furniture, standing again in front of my curtains as a backdrop. 

As I pose, contorting my body into the shapes and configurations requested, I cannot help but flush, my cheeks warm.  I imagine watching myself, seeing a pretty girl posing as I am posing, offering herself to the camera as I am offering myself.  My cock is stiff in my panties and I am breathing heavily.  As the timer counts down I take my pose, hold it, smile for the camera, my smile bright and genuine, full of excitement.

I look through the images as I take them, reviewing them on the small screen of the camera, I frown, not entirely happy with them.  The shadows are off and I can't quite get the angles I want, the photos failing to show off my butt or my hips or my face in quite the way I want them too.  If I'm going to keep doing this I should probably invest in some better equipment, a tripod, flash, reflectors, perhaps a proper backdrop, make sure I really look my best—a part of me rails at the idea of making more effort to look good as a girl, in lingerie and heels and make-up, but a louder part, and growing louder, wants to look good, pretty, sexy, and wants to make every effort to look as glamorous as possible, to be as stunning as I can be.

Finally, with the pictures taken, I turn my attention to the video and the dance.  My stomach flutters with nerves even though I am alone, my hands shaking slightly.  I find the song requested in the video, a slow, heavy, grinding beat that almost demands I writhe and gyrate to it, my hips and butt almost moving on their own as it plays, and I listen to it twice, imagining how I might move, how I might want to see a sexy girl dance to it, if she were dressed as I am dressed.  As I listen my smile returns, brighter, and the nervous flutter in my stomach becomes anticipation, excitement.

Ready, a routine of sorts in mind, I rise to my feet and prime the song, set the camera in a good spot and ready myself.  I hit play on the camera and then set the song to start.  The song begins, the beat thrumming, and I strut on my heels, wiggling my butt and hips in time with the music, into shot.  As the music builds I stop, begin to dance.  My heart is thundering, almost louder than the music, but I am grinning, flush, almost giddy.

I move my hips, raise my hands slowly, running them over my shoulders and arms as I turn, slowly, hips and butt gyrating.  My smile is wide, my cheeks aching, and I almost laugh, my small cock aching in my panties.  The thought of a man watching me dance, finding my pretty, sexy, being excited by me, perhaps even masturbating and cumming to me, fills me with joy and arousal.  I feel desirable, wanted, powerful even as I perform to please others.

The music continues, drumming, and I move with it, swaying in time, allowing the beat to guide my actions, forcing as much sex appeal into my movements as I can, stepping carefully in my heels, wiggling in my panties and stockings and suspender belt.  I tussle my hair, flick my head, look back at the camera, smiling, biting my bottom lip, licking my lips, making eye contact with the viewer who will watch me, enticing him.

I run my hands down, crossing my arms to caress my shoulders, chest, sides, uncrossing them and caressing my hips, butt, my panties soft, silky, my skin sensitive and tingling, hairless and smooth.  I bend at my knees as I gyrate, caressing my legs, the stockings silken, my skin flawless now, my legs magnificent, sexual, sensual.  I shiver, a tingle running up my spine, moan at the caress, a quiet whimper.

The music thunders and I rise back to standing, running my hands back up my legs.  As I shift I run one hands over my small, swollen cock, and I shudder at the contact.  My hand lingers there, a soft squeeze as I dance, lifting my other hand to my chest, to my nipples, squeezing.  My eyes close and my hands closes around my panty clad cock, grasping, rubbing.  My panties are damp with precum, my small cock as hard as it has ever been.

I bite my bottom lip as I moan, whimpering, the sound quiet and girly, and I picture myself being watched as I dance and fondle myself.  I imagine making others hard, my body arousing them, enticing them, pleasing them.  I am giddy, euphoric, powerful and confident and happy.

My balls tense, the fluttering in my belly growing more intense.  My cock swells, my orgasm rapidly approaching.  I grip my small cock harder, rubbing as I dance.  I open my eyes stare at the camera, at my viewers, those watching, suddenly daring, bold.  I lick my lips as I grind into my hand.  The music stops and I am suddenly back in my room, staring at the glass lens.  I pull my hand away quickly, flustered, barely able to believe what I was doing.  I stand for a moment, dizzy, my arousal subsiding, then step off towards the camera to switch it off.

My heart is racing and I am breathing heavy, sweating, my cock still hard.  My head is spinning.

"What the hell is happening to me?"  I whisper.

I am still dizzy, still flustered.  I upload the images and videos from my camera to my laptop and attach them to an email, and click send.  Exhausted, drained emotionally and physically, confused, I kick off my heels and flop down onto my bed to rest.


Seven

I wake well rested, roll onto my back, open my eyes, and stretch.  My body feels strangle, tingly, soft.  I look down and see that I am still wearing my panties, stockings, suspender belt, and I smile.  My body looks strange, almost alien, still unfamiliar, but I cannot deny that the sight is pleasing.

Hairless, smooth, the lingerie hugs my hips and butt, the stockings shaping my legs so that they seem longer, sexier.  They feel slinky, and I rub my feet together, savouring the gentle friction, the tingle that runs up my spine, and for a moment I dwell happily in that moment between sleep and full waking, my little cock swelling as I delight in the feel of my girly underwear.

My mind drifts back to yesterday and I remember taking the photos, the video, the dance.  There is a tingle of arousal, but also a moment of dread.

"What am I doing?"  I say to myself.

I force myself to sit up and I roll over to grab my laptop, open it, and open my email.  There is already a reply.

Subject: Great work Adam! And you have a new assignment!

My heart soars and sinks at the same time.  They liked the photos and the videos, and they have more work for me, but at same time, a small part of me recoils that they're pleased with how I perform as a sexy girl in pretty lingerie.

I take a deep a deep breath an open the email.

Adam,

Well done on your assignment.  Your photos were excellent and the dance... wow!  You really outdid yourself. I've already heard from your client and he is very, very happy with what you produced and has already contacted us about further work for you.

I cannot help but grin.  I was good, better than good.  People liked my photos and video.  My heart skips and I am giddy at the thought that I am desirable, wanted, lusted after.  The feeling is intoxicating and I wonder just how much my client enjoyed my dance and there is a small flutter of excitement at the thought of him getting off to watching me, a rush of power and confidence that thrills me.

My small cock stiffens and I squirm.  I am still horny from yesterday, still craving relief.  My mind races with images of people watching me, aroused by me, by my body and my pretty, made-up face.  I bite my bottom lip, squeezing my legs together, a fluttering in my belly.  I reach down to rub the bulge in my panties but stop myself.

Our client has requested you for a private, live show, with sound and interactive text chat.  The rates for these are quite impressive (see our enclosed offer linked below) and I am absolutely certain that you'll impress.  However, these can be quite demanding, and, since you're new, I would understand if you felt you weren't quite ready for this.

Obviously you would be expected to be fully made up again, and they have requested the same outfit as you wore for your dance with a few additions that we will send to you should you accept the offer.  I do hope you accept, and I know you will exceed all expectations, as always.  You're quickly becoming one of our most sought after models!

I look forward to hearing from you and seeing more of your work.

Regards,

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

My heart flutters.  Before I can even process the request I click on the link to see what sort of rate they are offering.

When I see the amount pending I wish I hadn't.  A live show, performing while someone watches, perhaps even makes requests, demands, listening to me is too much.  Who knows what I'll be asked to do.  Yet, the amount they're offering me is not trivial.  I could finally pay off my outstanding bills and pay Sean back at least some of the rent I owe him, maybe even buy myself a few nice things, like food.

My mouth is dry, mind foggy.  I think back to my dance, my cock aching.  I remember how much I enjoyed it, performing, thinking of those watching me, being excited by me, my hands on my body, smooth and slinky, sexy.  I remember how close I came to cumming.

I have no other plans today and I can't pretend like yesterday wasn't at least a little fun.  The money would be nice and it's not like I'd be at risk.  It's only a cam show, one viewer.

The uncertainty of what I will be asked to do unnerves me, but also excites me.  I wonder what new "additions" I might be sent, how I might do my make-up this time to improve upon yesterday.  I wonder how quickly I might be able to satisfy my client and I am grinning, beaming.  I squirm on my bed, my little cock now rock hard.

It would give me another excuse to dress up, a reason to be pretty.  I look across my bedroom to my normal clothes that lay heaped on the floor, the alternative to my panties and stockings and heels.

I turn back to my laptop and click accept.

"I suppose I probably have time for a shower."  I say to myself—my smile is wide and eager and almost giddy.


Eight 
I listen as Adam carries the package I left by the front door up to his flat, the quick beat of his footsteps as he hurries, hopeful not to be discovered.  My heart is racing, excited, and I settle down on my sofa to wait. 


I open my laptop, imaging Adam getting opening the box, his reaction to the contents, the instructions, and picture his wavering uncertainty, his fretfulness, nervousness, finding pleasure in the mental image of his almost frightened expression as he struggles to obey.  I picture him getting ready, doing his make-up, hair, getting dressed in the underwear and outfit I have chosen for him, and my cock swells. 

I click on my desktop, open the folder containing his photos and his video, click open his video, for what feels like the hundredth time, and wait for the player to open.  The music starts and I watch as Adam, dressed in panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, his face breathtaking, green eyes and freckles, begins his dance.  His movements are hypnotic and my cock engorges, becoming massive, almost painful.  I consider pulling it out and masturbating, again, to the video of Adam dancing, but decide against it, choosing to save my pleasure for what I hope is to come. 

I watch as Adam wiggles, his butt and hips swaying in time with the music.  His smile is bright, his pleasure obvious not just in the bugle in his panties.  He is everything I hoped for and more and I am overwhelmed again by the desire to have him, claim him. 

As Adam's dance progresses, his hands roaming his body, I am snapped from my focus by the ping of the alert I set up.  Adam has logged onto the private chat I set up.  He is ready.  My heart swells and I feel a rush of exhilaration unlike anything else.  He is waiting for me. 
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The video window shows Adam, sat on his bed.  The camera is focussed on his face so I cannot see his body, but his face is stunning, truly beautiful, his make-up subtly different to yesterday, the colours and style changed to make him seem more innocent, flirtatious and coy instead of sultry.  The look pleases me and I smile.  He seems slightly awkward—his expression is fretful, almost fearful, and I feel a pang of guilt.  My heart goes out to him and I want more than anything to hold him, comfort him. 

"You look amazing."  I type. 

Adam's expression shifts, still nervous, but pleased by my compliment.  He smiles. 

"Thanks.  I tried my best to look pretty for you."  He says. 

His voice seems softer, quieter, and I realise that he is doing his best to sound girly, seductive.  It was not in the instructions but I find myself delighted that he has taken the initiative, that he is allowing himself to feel comfortable in his new persona. 

My smile widens and my guilt is drowned by a feeling close to euphoria.  I am giddy, the rush of pleasure I feel at knowing he wants to please me, that he has done all this for me, is almost suffocating. 

"Can I see the rest of you?  I'd like to see how you look in what I picked out for you." 

Adam nods, shifts on his bed.  He moves the laptop and rises to his feet, steps back to show his face and body in the same shot.  He is pure sex, pretty and feminine and sensual, his panties snug around his butt and cock, his stocking clad legs long and shapely.  It is the corset though that catches my attention, the way the black silk and lace bodice confines his waist, making his hips seem fuller, rounder.  He turns slowly, tottering in his pink high heels, his butt inviting, legs so smooth.  As he turns back to face the camera I can see that he is blushing, his freckled cheeks pink.  There is now a small but prominent bulge in his panties. 

"Very nice.  You look even better than I hoped.  But what am I to call you?  You're far too pretty to be called Adam..." 

Adam stares at his screen for a moment, shifting nervously.  I can see that the blush in his cheeks is deeper, his green eyes stunning. 

"How about Amy?"  I type. 

Amy nods. 

"I like that."  She says—her voice is soft, quiet, a soothing whisper. 

Her smile tells me that her words are genuine. 

"Now, how are you feeling Amy?"  I ask. 

Amy stands for a moment, chews at her bottom lip. 

"Nervous, this is my first time doing anything like this, but I'm a little excited, though you probably noticed."  Amy says—she laughs, giggling, blushing. 


"Yes, that cute bulge in your panties does give it away a little.  Now, how about we get started?  I have so many wonderful little things in mind for our time together and I know you're going to be just wonderful."  I type. 

Amy nods.  She stares at the camera, as though making eye contact. 

"I think I'd like that."  She says. 

"Then kneel for me Amy, knees shoulder width apart, facing the camera, your hands behind your head.  Keep your mouth open."  I type. 

"Of course."  She whispers—the subtle submissive femininity of her voice thrills me. 

Amy kneels, as I have instructed, and faces the camera.  I take a moment to study her body, the fullness of her thighs, hips, her flat chest and narrow shoulders, her perfectly beautiful face, the enticing bugle in her silk panties. 

"Poke your tongue out."  I type. 

Amy obeys and though it is a simple act, that she has done as I instructed without hesitation thrills me.  Her mouth is wide, inviting, her tongue wet, lips full. 

"Now, do you have the toy I sent you?"  I type. 

Amy nods. 
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"It's on the bed."  I say. 


My voice again comes out husky, girly, and it feels almost natural now, a part of this new identity, Amy's voice.  That I am now Amy, a sexy girl, excites me, and my small cock throbs. 

"I want you to get it and return to where you are now, on your knees as you are now."  He writes. 

I nod, rise to my feet and move to the bed, still unsteady in my heels but more stable than yesterday.  A little more practice and I'm sure I'll have the knack of it. 

My cheeks flush, hot, as I look down onto the bed where the toy I was sent lies next to the bottle of lubricant.  Though it is not massive, the dildo is still, humiliatingly, larger than my cock, the thick, long fake dick ribbed with veins, the crown prominent, swollen.  It is quite lifelike, except for its bright pink colour, right down to the heavy balls at the base. 

I lean forward to pick it up, my hands shaking, and grasp it.  It is heavy, almost threatening.  I return with it to where I was before, kneel in front of the camera still holding it. 

"I have it."  I say—I lift the dildo up to the camera. 

"Good girl.  Now, tell me, have you ever sucked a cock before?"  He types. 

I shake my head as my stomach flips.  My heart is racing.  I had know when I opened the box and seen the dildo what I'd likely be asked to do, but still I am not prepared for it.  My cheeks blaze and my tongue feels heavy in my mouth. 

"No, never."  I say. 

There is a pause and I imagine the man behind the screen smiling, delighting in my nervousness, in my inexperience.  I wonder what he looks like, wonder if he is already hard, if me sucking on the dildo will get him hard.  A part of me hopes that sucking it will be enough but another part, the new part that delights in the feeling of smooth legs and panties and stockings, that has found pleasure in looking pretty, sexy, wants more. 


"And have you ever wondered about it, how it might feel, to be on your knees with a big fat cock in your mouth." 

I am frozen for a moment, consider lying, but I do not want to.  I want to be honest, free, even if just for this moment.  I nod. 

"Sometime, not often.  I wonder what it be like, what it might taste like.  How it might feel to make cock cum with my mouth." 

"Is that all you wonder?"  He types. 

I shake my head. 

"Sometimes I wonder what it might be like to be fucked, like a girl." 

"Would you like to be fucked?" 

I consider the question, staring at the camera, shrug. 

"Would you like to be fucked like a girl while you're dressed as you are, all pretty and sexy?  I know lots of men would like to fuck you, looking like you are.  I know I'd like to fuck you.  I think you're very sexy." 

The words brand me, burn into my mind.  He thinks I'm sexy, pretty.  I cannot help but smile.  I squirm slightly, my cock straining at the fabric of my panties.  In my hands the dido is heavy, and almost inviting, and I wrap my fingers around it, squeezing it.  I cannot remember the last time someone called me sexy and meant it, but in this lingerie I know I am. 

"Thank you."  I say, blushing. 

"You're very welcome Amy.  Now, why don't we make a start.  Why don't you bring that dildo up to your mouth and start playing with it.  Explore it, do what feels natural, have fun.  If I have any suggestions I'll say, otherwise I want you to see what feels good." 

I am shaking as I read the text on the screen.  I nod, bite my bottom lip, terrified by what I am about to do, exhilarated by it.  I am going to suck off a dildo, while dressed like a girl, while on cam for a man I don't know.  Part of me is horrified but a bolder, stronger part, feels almost liberated. 

I lift the dildo to my mouth and look from the camera to it, focus on it.  Apart from its bright pink colour it is incredibly life like, warm now from being held in my hand.  The core is hard, solid, and the outer layer is soft, like skin.  I take a deep breath, bring it up to my painted lips, and kiss the tip. 

My heart skips.  I close my eyes and open my mouth, extend my tongue, and run it around the crown.  It is tasteless and the texture is smooth, almost silky.  I imagine myself knelt before a faceless man, tall, broad, strong, his cock massive and throbbing, exited by the sight of me dressed as I am, pretty, sexy. 

I move my head, take the very tip of the cock between my lips.  It is wide but it slips in easily and I glide my tongue along the base, lubricating it with my spit.  My little dick throbs, drooling precum into my panties, and I move my head, pushing the dildo further into my mouth, wanting more.  I moan, my whine muffled by the cock that stuffs my mouth, the noise needy and girly, sexual.  There is a fluttering in my belly, my face warm, a pleasant tingle running along my spine.  I begin to bob my head up and down, pushing the dildo a little further each time until the tip begins to brush against the back of my throat.  I press it in as far as it will go, hold it, fighting the urge to choke as I press it gently but insistently.  I want to take all of it, to prove that I can, to impress the man that is watching me. 

I imagine the man standing above me grabbing my hair, pulling me onto his cock, forcing it into my throat.  I am breathless, giddy, and the faceless man I am picturing is suddenly no longer faceless.  Sean, my handsome landlord, my kind, generous friend is standing over me, holding my hair, his hard cock in my mouth.  The mental image is jarring, shocking, but makes the fluttering in my belly worse, more intense, and my small cock swells until it is painfully hard. 

I force my head down and open my throat and I take the tip deeper, almost choking, forcing it down until the balls at the base are almost at my chin.  I moan out loud, my cry loud despite the cock in my mouth, and I imagine Sean, his dirty blonde hair, grey-blue eyes, forcing his hard cock down my throat, admiring my pretty, sexy body as he uses me. 
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The image of Adam, of Amy, on her knees, fucking her face with the dildo I sent her is perfect, a blessing.  She is beyond beautiful, her painted lips wrapped around the shaft, her painted eyes closed, full lashes.  The way her body squirms makes my cock swell, the bulge in her pretty panties so inviting, alluring. 

I reach down and fish my dick out from my pants, my length hard and thick, beating with the drumming of my heart.  I wrap my fingers around it, work my hand slowly up and down as I watch Amy sucking on the dildo, wishing she were sucking on me, were on her knees in front of me. 


I stare at her as she pushes the dildo into her throat, gagging slightly but powering on, forcing more and more of it down her throat.  That this is her first time with dick in her mouth is almost unbelievable.  The way she squirms, moans, the way her lips and tongue move, the way her head bobs up and down as she take more and more, is exquisite.  She is a natural cocksucker, a natural slut.  The bulge in her panties and the expression on her face tells me she is enjoying herself. 

I reach out with my free hands to the laptop, still stroking my cock with the other, my eyes glued to Amy's beautiful face, her dick-sucking lips, full of promises of pleasure. 

"I think that's enough of that for now Amy."  I type. 

It takes a moment for the new message to register, lost as she is in the pleasure of fucking her face.  Amy's eyes flutter and she glances at the screen.  Her cheeks turn a deeper shade of pink as she realises she how much she has been enjoying herself. 

I moan as she pulls the dildo slowly from her mouth, a strand of saliva dripping to run down her chin.  She licks her lips, smiles. 

"Did you enjoy that?" 

Amy nods. 

"Yes, very much.  More than I thought I would."  She says. 

I grin. 

"And what were you thinking about while you fucked your face with that dildo?"  I type. 


Amy's blush worsens.  She glance down at the floor, bites her bottom lip.  She is adorable and I feel my heart swell with desire, with the need to protect her, claim her, take her as mine. 

"My landlord."  She says. 

My heart almost stops.  Me?  She was thinking about me?  She was thinking about sucking my dick?  That's what had her so excited, moaning, fucking her throat, squirming, her cute little cock hard in her panties?  I moan and I stroke my dick, the knowledge that Amy was thinking about me driving me wild. 

"You have a thing for your landlord?"  I ask—my hand is almost shaking as I type. 

Amy is quiet for a moment. 

"No... or not really... he's a friend, one of my best friends, and I'd never thought about him like that really, until this, until I started wearing panties for these photos, and until you made me... perform.  I couldn't help it.  I just ended up thinking about him and then..." 

Amy's words tail off.  I am grinning. 

"Well, I'm sure if he could see you now he'd be happy to offer you his cock." 

Amy's blush worsens.  She bites her bottom lip, whimpering, her moan intoxicating. 

"Now, why don't we move onto the next part of your performance.  Perhaps you can imagine your landlord while you do this too." 

"Next part?"  Amy says. 


"Of course.  We're not done just yet.  I want to see you fuck yourself.  Now, fetch the lube and slip off your panties.  I want you bent over with your cute little butt facing the camera, though you should try to look back at the camera so I can see your face too." 

Amy stares at the screen for a moment.  There is fear in her eyes, a nervous fretfulness, but also excitement.  She chews at her bottom lip.  Finally, she nods. 

"Okay."  She says—smiling. 

I feel my cock pulse at the thought of what I am about to watch.  My dream, finally, so close. 
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I lower myself back onto my knees, my back now facing the camera.  My panties are on the bed, the dildo is on the floor beside me, the bottle of lube in my hand.  My little cock is hard and hangs free.  My heart is racing. 

I glance back over my shoulder to the screen, but there are no new instruction.  I glance at the camera, as though making eye contact with my viewer.  I wonder if he is touching himself at the sight of me, readying myself to fuck my virgin hole for him.  For a moment I wish it were Sean watching me, in person rather than behind a screen, and my dick pulses at the thought. 

I look down and pick up the dildo, the fake pink cock, and lift it, my hand shaking.  I pour a generous dollop of lube onto it, rub it along the shaft, as though wanking it, and the thought of jerking on Sean's cock makes my stomach flutter and I smile.  I reach back, smear lube between my cheeks, pressing one finger gently against my puckered rosebud, my finger slipping just inside, teasing me.  I gasp at the sensation, moan, the intrusion surprisingly pleasant. 

I shift the pink cock back behind me and run the tip between my butt cheeks, rubbing it over my hole, teasing.  The sensation makes my balls tense.  I am about to fuck myself.  My heart is racing and a thrill runs through me.  I want it, badly, surprising myself with the depth of my longing, my lust.  I want to feel the cock inside of me, I want fuck myself like a sexy, slutty girl.  I look back over my shoulder, bite my bottom lip as I tease my hole with the head of the dildo, pressing it just slightly into me. 

"You want me to fuck myself now?  You want me to fill my hole with this cock?  You want me to be a slut for you?" 

My voice is husky, low and girly, and full of sex.  I moan as the cock runs over my pucker, and I flutter my eyelashes. 

"Yes.  I want you to fuck yourself.  I want you to fuck yourself and think of your handsome landlord fucking you.  Imagine you're his slut, dressed like a pretty girl to please him, arouse him." 

The words make me whine with need.  My cheeks blush.  It is as though the man behind the screen can read my mind, knows what I want, what I need. 

I position the cock against my hole and press, staring at the camera.  My rosebud stretches, opens, and the cock slips deeper, the pressure building. 

"Fuck!"  I whisper. 


There is a mild pain but, more overwhelming, pleasure, need, hunger.  I press harder, my eyes closing.  I picture Sean pressing his thick, hard cock against my hole and I push back against the dildo.  The pressure builds and then it pops, slipping past my sphincter, slipping deep, filling me. 

"Oh fuck... yes..."  

I moan as I pull the cock out slightly then press back into it, taking more, repeating the motion to take more and more each time.  I am shaking, the fluttering in my belly building, a warm euphoria filling me, my mind growing blank.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning too loud but I cannot keep from whining, small whimpers of pure ecstasy.  I push back onto the pink dick to take more, wanting to fill myself completely with it.  I imagine Sean filling me, claiming my hole as his, claiming me as his slut. 

My whimpers grow more urgent as I rut back onto the cock, my hole gaping.  The veins and prominent head rub over my walls again and again as it slips in and out, over and over.  A small spot of brilliant pleasure grows in my belly, becoming hotter, brighter, expanding to consume me. 

I pull the dick almost all of the way out, tugging at my entrance, then ram it back in, force myself onto it, taking it all, the balls at the base slapping against me.  I imagine Sean, his hands on my hips, fucking me hard. 

"Fuck me... fuck me harder..."  I whisper. 

I fuck myself and my balls tighten.  My small cock drools a constant stream of precum onto the floor.  The brightness in my belly become blinding, building to inferno as the cock rubs against my sensitive inner spot over and over. 

"Fuck me like a slut..."  I whisper 

I know I am close, that I am about to cum on camera for a stranger as I fuck my arse.  I do not care.  I need it, want it.  I fuck myself back onto the dildo, picking up my pace, chasing the pleasure it brings. 
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I almost cannot believe my eyes.  Amy is fucking herself, fucking her perfect, cute, round arse for me as I watch, filling her hole with the pick dildo I chose for her. 

I grip my cock tight, imagine it is her hole clenched around my shaft, and run my hand up and down, matching her pace as she rides the fake cock.  Her expression is one of pure pleasure and lust.  I want her more than I have ever wanted anything. 

"Fuck yourself for me slut.  Fuck yourself for me because you're mine."  I whisper. 

I watch as the dildo slips in and out of her perfect hole.  Her moans of pleasure, her whimpers, whines, the way her cute little dick dribble as it flops around beneath her as she rides the cock.  Her face is beautiful, her body perfect.  She is a creature from my wildest fantasies. 

"Fuck me harder..."  Amy whispers, her voice pure lust. 

I wank my cock harder, faster.  My balls tighten and my cock is slick with precum. 

I slide my palm over the tip of my cock, rubbing it, teasing myself, watch as Amy pulls her dildo almost all the way out, bouncing on her knees as she presses her body back down, forcing the entire length back into her body.  Her cock twitches, drooling more precum.  I run my hand up and down my shaft, imagine what it would be like to be inside of her, to be fucking her. 


"Fuck me Sean, fuck me like a pretty girl, fuck me like your slut..." 

Amy's words are so quiet I almost miss them, only my name catching my attention.  She is thinking about me as she fucks herself.  She is imagining me fucking her.  I run my hand up and down my shaft, grunting, staring at the image of Amy on my screen. 

"Such a dirty girl."  I whisper. 

"Fuck... yes... cum in me... please... cum in my arse... fill me up... I need it..." 

Amy's words drive me closer to my climax, the thought of cumming inside her, filling her arse with my spunk thrilling me. 

"Make me your pretty slut Sean... please..." 

Her moans are heavenly, whimpering, whining, needy and feminine.  I watch as her balls tense, and she fucks down onto her dildo, grinding on it, suddenly still. 

I stare at the screen as she cums, having not once touched her cock, her dick spasming as she ruts onto the dildo that fills her hole.  The sight pushes me over the edge and I cum, my balls tightening as my cock spasms, pulsing as I cover my hand and belly with my load. 

"Oh fuck..."  I whisper. 


"Yes... yes... fuck yes..."  Amy whines. 

I am ginning.  I watch as Amy collapses, the cock slipping from her hole.  I reach out to the keyboard with my free hand to type. 

"Such a dirty girl Amy.  You're a natural slut.  I enjoyed that a lot, watching you fuck yourself, watching you cum on a cock.  I'll be in touch soon.  I'm sure Sean would be flattered." 

Amy lies half dazed, still recovering from her orgasm.  I watch her for a moment before signing off.  I rise to my feet, still buzzing, my mind already racing with plans.


Nine 
I step out from the shower still flustered and buzzing from earlier, my body still tingling and sensitive.  My skin is smooth, hairless, and after I towel off I apply the moisturiser again so that I remain soft.  The scent of it makes me smile and I feel a flutter in my belly as I remember how the dildo felt inside me, as I remember that last message my viewer sent me. 


I'd been calling Sean's name as I fucked myself.  As I'd performed it had been him I'm been fantasising about, his cock I'd imagined taking me, fucking me.  I blush crimson and my cock throbs. 

I head through to my bedroom and pull out my laptop to distract myself, click open my email client.  There is one new email. 

Subject: New Request! 

I click on the email and settle down to read, glad for the distraction. 

Adam (or is it Amy now?), 

I hear your show was amazing! Congratulations!  I knew you'd impress. 

We have already been contacted with an offer for future work, though this request is a little unorthodox. 


The client has requested a personal meeting with you, to talk, nothing more.  You'd meet in a public place, but dressed according to his instructions, as Amy. 

The meeting would be coffee only, with anything else up to your discretion, and the offer of payment is contingent only on you having a short chat.  The offer is VERY generous, so I would recommend looking it over before deciding. 

As ever, once you accept payment we will deliver you instructions and any additional materials.  Try to enjoy yourself, and I look forward to hearing from you. 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

I stare at the email in shock, my pulse thundering, my skin cold.  I am flustered, confused, overwhelmed.  He wants to meet me, as Amy. 

I move my cursor down to the payment link to look at what kind of offer has been made, click it.  I pale.  The figure is more than even for the live show, and it's just for coffee, that's all. 

"I wouldn't need to do anything other than talk for thirty minutes."  I say, staring at the figure on the screen. 

I'd need to go as Amy though, leave the house as Amy, sit in a cafe with a man as Amy.  The amount on offer would clear all my debts and back rent.  For thirty minutes work, and all I'd need to do was talk to someone. 

I cannot pretend I didn't enjoy the show, that I didn't enjoy performing.  Every time I think about it, recalling how it felt to ride that dildo, I feel a flush of excitement, and every time I glimpse a pair of panties or stockings lying around my flat my cock twitches, but to leave the house dressed up. 

I take a deep breath, bite my bottom lip and close my eyes.  I click.  When I open my eyes I see a message confirming the transfer of payment was successful. 

"Shit."  I say. 
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The box is larger than the others, but not heavy.  I carry it in a hurry up to my flat, hopeful not to be caught by Sean.  The thought of seeing him after what I imagined earlier, the thought of his cock, of him fucking my mouth, my hole, still vivid, makes be blush.  I push open the front door, lock it, and rush through to the bed room. 

I open the box and tip it out onto the to see what I've let myself in for.  My heart sinks. 

On my bed there is a slip of folded paper, a floral print summer dress, yellow with white flowers, strappy, the skirt pleated, that I assume I am expected to wear, a pair of black heeled sandals, open toes, strappy, a small purse, a bottle of perfume, a padded bra and matching panties, both black with red accents, and a necklace.  It is the necklace that I am focussed on. 

It is relatively simple, a solid looking silver band that fits close to the throat, undecorated and unadorned, a solid ribbon of metal hinged at the front to allow it to open.  It is the back though that fills me with dread, the fastening.  The necklace is held together by a small silver padlock, heart shaped, locking the necklace in place.  It is a collar, a subtle collar that can pass for jewellery, but the padlock makes it purpose obvious.  I scan the bed, look through the box, but see no key, and I whimper, fearful and almost excited by the prospect of wearing it with no means of escape, marking myself as an object to be owned, claimed.  I chew my bottom lip as I stare at it. 


Finally, almost reluctantly, I reach out to take up the slip of paper on the bed, unfold it and begin to read. 

Amy, 

You are to wear the clothes provided, and the day collar (you will note the absence of a key, this will be gifted to you once you have finished your "date" with your client).  You are to meet your client at the time and address below for coffee.  Once the date is over you are free to do as you want. 

As a point of advice, since you will be out in public, I would recommend practicing your "girly" voice, see the links below for advice on this.  Try to relax and have fun.  I'm sure you'll be amazing, as always. 

Regards, 

Lisa-Marie, Head of Recruitment 

I look from the note to the collar.  My hands are shaking and my heart is racing, my skin flush, a cold chill running up my spine.  Going out in public as a girl is one thing, but to do so in a collar, with no way of escape, willingly marking myself as someone's property, seems almost unthinkable.  


I drop the note onto the bed and lean forward to pick up the collar.  It is cool, smooth, and heavier than it looks, sturdy.  I weight it in my hand, feeling the bulk of it.  I open it, lift it to my throat, slip it around my neck and test the size.  It is tight but not too tight, a perfect fit.  I chew my bottom lip as I hold it in place, savouring the feeling. 

I close my eyes, imagine it is Sean slipping the collar around my neck and I feel suddenly more calm.  I moan, quietly, picture his large, strong hands fitting the metal band to me, claiming me.  The collar seems suddenly almost comforting and a small part of me welcomes it.  The metal against my skin is constricting, a constant reminder of my place, of my new purpose—I am pretty, desirable, sexy, a thing to be lusted over.  I smile. 

I take a deep breath and close the collar, click the padlock into place, shiver.  My small cock throbs and my hole tenses.  My mind feels blissfully free. 

"It's just coffee."  I say to myself.


Ten
I listen at the front door for a moment, alert for sounds from below, but there are none.  Sean must me out, thankfully.  I take one last look in the mirror in the hallway. 


I almost do not recognise my reflection, stare at the stunning girl in front of me.  With my hair styled, make-up done, my face is almost beautiful.  The summer dress hangs from shoelace straps from my narrow shoulders, exposing my upper chest, my neck, the silver metal collar that is locked around my throat.  The padded bar has given my chest a subtle swell and curve to suggest breasts, filling out my dress so that it hangs naturally. 

The hem of the skirt hangs just below my butt, flaring slightly, billowing as I move, to make my hips and butt seem even fuller than they already are, and I know I will have to be careful not to expose my panties to the world. 

My legs and arms are smooth, hairless, and my legs seem long, my thighs curvy and pleasingly plump.  On my feet I am weaning the sandals, cute black strappy heels that accentuate my calves and butt.  I have painted my toenails and fingernails a bright shimmery pink.  I have sprayed my neck and chest and wrists with the perfume from the box and a sweet fog of it hangs in the air, intoxicating. 

"Not bad."  I say—my voice is soft and quiet, nervous, almost giggly, girly. 

I cannot help but wince at how I sound.  It is better than it was but I'm still not certain it's convincing, despite practicing and listening to recordings over and over to get it right. 


I take a deep breath, stiffen my resolve.  I pick up my purse from the table in the hall, my phone and keys and wallet inside, and I turn to the front door, pull it open, and head out into the world for the first time as Amy. 
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The day is warm and bright, the sky blue, the sun high.  The skirt of the summer dress flaps around my legs, caught by gentle, cooling breezes.  Each movement is a soft caress, brushing lightly against my smooth, hairless thighs. 

I am almost glad to be wearing the dress as warm as it is, my bare arms and shoulders and legs freeing so that I can enjoy the warm weather rather than feel stifled in jeans and baggy shorts.  I savour the gusts of air that blow over my arms and chest, between my thighs, tickling my crotch and butt in my panties, so that at times I smile despite how nervous I am.  Only the collar is confining, a constant weight and presence around my neck, a constant reminder that I have been bought, that I have sold myself. 

I walk to the cafe, not wanting to be trapped on public transport, happy to enjoy the pleasant weather and the unique sensations of the summer dress.  My cheeks are flush and I walk slowly, perspiring, a faint shimmer on my chest, arms, neck.  The scent of my perfume follows me, sweet, musky, rich, the sort of smell I've always enjoyed on women, the sort of smell that has always made me want to move closer to them, touch them.  Knowing that I now smell like that to others make my spine tingle and my balls tighten. 

As I near my destination I slow, dawdle.  I am early and do not want to spend longer there than necessary.  The streets are busier, men and women, and I try to keep my face down, to remain hidden, but cannot help but glance up occasionally to scan the faces around me, fretful that I have been noticed, that I have been discovered, searching the crowd for someone staring, pointing, whispering, laughing.  I wince at every loud sound, worried that I am being shouted at, called out.  My heart is racing and I am constantly on the verge of turning and fleeing home.  Only the locked collar on my neck, my need for the key that will release me, stops me. 

No one stops or stares or points at me though.  I am just another face in the crowd, another pretty girl out enjoying summer, and I feel a flux of emotions—joy that I am not discovered, that I am able to pass as a pretty girl even amongst other pretty women, defeat that I am so effeminate, so small and girly, that my masculinity can be so easily hidden.  Still, I cannot help but smile, my secret filling me with a mixture of shame and humiliation and arousal that is a potent cocktail. 

As I look between faces, I notice more than once people looking at me, staring, mostly men but sometimes women.  At first I worry that they are suspicious, that they suspect the truth, but they say nothing, remain quiet.  The women seem to glare, narrowed eyes, as though judging me, as though jealous.  The men either look away quickly, blushing as I make eye contact with them, or smile at me, openly, sometimes lecherously, and I realise they are attracted to me.  They want me.  I feel buoyed, suddenly more confident, and my smile grows, brightening, a swelling of pride that I am so pretty, so attractive.  It is a novel feeling, addictive, powerful 

I pay more attention to the crowd, to the men and women around me.  I notice more men watching me, their eyes travelling up my legs, lingering on my butt, on the subtle swell of my padded bra.  I flush, exhilarated by their attention, the way they stare at my body, the way I make them think of sex.  I catch their eyes and smile, coyly, grinning, pleased at the power I have over them.  I feel my little cock throb in my panties at the thought of what they want to do to me, at the thought of how they might use me.  As a young couple walks past, a man and women, the man glances at me, eyes lingering on the curves of my body, my legs.  He turns his head to watch me as he passes and I stifle a laugh as the woman with him pulls on his arm in a fit of jealous rage. 

I stop as I spot the cafe ahead.  I look amongst the tables outside, there are a few women on their own but no men.  I take a deep breath, look along the street.  I catch a man's eye and he smiles at me.  He is young, not unattractive, tall and muscular, and I wonder if he is the one who is paying me. 

He does not look away and I smile nervously.  I freeze as he approaches.  My heart is racing, my mouth dry. 

"Hi there.  I'm sure you must hear lines like this all the time but I just wanted to say you have the most beautiful eyes I think I've ever seen."  He says. 

My cheeks are suddenly burning as I blush furiously.  I bite on my bottom lip, unsure what to say.  It is the first time anyone has ever complimented me like that and I want to hear more. 

"You out all on your own today?  Maybe you'd like to get coffee with me?  I'd love to get to know you better." 


My blush deepens as I realise this is not him, that this man is a stranger chatting me up because he's attracted to me.  For the first time in my life someone is working to win my affection, my attention.  I am wanted, my heart flutters, and I almost say yes I am so excited and flattered by his attention. 

"Sorry, I can't.  I'm meeting someone."  I say. 

My voice is shaky, nervous, but definitely feminine.  The man does not flinch and I know my practice before I left has paid off.  His face falls and I feel sorry for him, remembering the familiar feeling of rejection well. 

"Can I maybe get your number then?"  He asks. 

I smile, shake my head. 

"Sorry, but I really can't.  And I've got to go.  You have a lovely day."  I say. 

For the first time in my life I am rejecting someone.  I am almost skipping as I move off, head through the crowd towards the cafe to find a seat to wait, suddenly more positive, emboldened and full of a newfound joy.


Eleven 
I watch from my vantage point inside a clothes store as Amy finds a seat in the cafe and settles in to wait, her expression nervous but her smile bright, still unaware that she is meeting me.  I feel a knot of uncertainty in my gut, aware that this could ruin everything, but knowing that I cannot back out now.  This is my chance to finally attain what I have for so long only been able to dream of. 


As I watch her my heart skip.  She is beautiful beyond even my wildest imaginings, so much more stunning than the photos and videos.  Her face, her body, the way she moves, strutting in her heels, her butt wiggling, swaying, even her coy, uncertain smile as she sits.  Around her neck rests the collar I sent her, locked in place, the key in my pocket.  That she wore it gives me optimism that she will not run out as soon as she sees me.  She needs that key to free herself and I know I will offer her the key, but I cannot help but hope that she might let me keep it. 

I take a deep breath, run through the mental list of what I want to say, knowing that as soon as I'm front of her all words will escape me, and move towards the door.  I step out and head across the street towards the cafe.  Amy is staring away from me, is yet to see me, and I close the distance between us quickly. 
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"Amy?"  I say—I try to keep my voice confident, terrified that she will turn to face me and hate me. 

Amy freezes, staring along the street, clearly recognising my voice.  She turns slowly to face me, looks up at me with wide eyes, her face pale.  Her eyes are incredible, deep pools of green that I want to drown in.  Her lips tremble and I have to resist the urge to kiss her. 


"Sean?"  She whispers my name, her voice soft, feminine, alluring. 

I smile, struggling to remain calm.  The collar around her neck fills me with a joy that I cannot even begin to describe. 

"Can I sit?  I think we need to talk."  I say. 

Amy stares at me, a mixture of terror and shock and something else that if difficult to read.  The corners of her mouth flicker, as though she is trying to smile, and her cheeks turn from pale to rosy. 

"You're... you're my date?"  She asks—her voice is trembling. 

I nod. 

"Yes.  I hope that doesn't disappoint you?"  I say. 

Amy's smile flickers.  She shake her head. 

"No.  Not at all.  But then... there is no Lisa-Marie is there?" 

I shake my head. 

"Sorry.  I... can I sit... I just want to explain."  I say. 

Amy stares at me for a moment then a full smile forms and she seems suddenly happy to see me.  The tightness in my chest that has been preventing me from breathing easily relaxes and I feel a weight lift of my shoulders. 

"Yes, of course.  Sit.  This is a date after all."  She says—her voice is calmer, more sure, and the soft lilting tones sooth me, draw me in like a siren song. 

I pull out a chair and sit opposite her.  She swatches me with big, wide eyes, and I am mesmerised by her, and I cannot help but stare.  

"You're really very beautiful."  I say. 

Her blush deepens and she looks away.  She shifts in her chair, looking out over the street and the crowd of shoppers and pedestrians.  One of her hands shifts slowly to her neck, toying with the metal band of her collar. 

"Thank you."  She whispers.  "So... it was always you?"  She asks. 

"If you're asking if it was me who paid you for the pictures and the video and the live... thing... then yes.  I was always me.  And just me.  No one else has seen.  No one else will ever see."  I say. 

Amy nods, slowly, but does not face me.  She traces the metal band around her neck with her finger tips, chewing on her bottom lip.  The way she has styled her hair, her make-up, is breathtaking.  Her flushed freckled cheeks, full lips, her bare arms and exposed section of her chest, just a hint of her bra—I cannot keep my eyes off her. 

"Can I ask why?" 

I knew this question was inevitable, have rehearsed numerous answers, but still I am left speechless, worried about saying the wrong thing, about ruining not only what little chance I have to claim what I crave, but also one of my closest, dearest friendships. 

"Is it all just some kind of sick joke?"  Amy says, her voice choked.  "So you can laugh at me, laugh at how pathetic I am?" 

Amy turns to look at me and her beautiful green eyes are blurred by a film of tears.  I shake my head, appalled that she could even think that. 

"No.  No absolutely not.  Of course not.  You're not pathetic, you're gorgeous." 

Amy stares at me, waiting for me to continue. 

"You're one of my best friends.  You should know I'd never do that to you.  I just... I wanted to help you.  After you lost your job I knew you needed money and knew you wouldn't take it and then this idea came into my head.  I couldn't help myself.  I just wanted to see what you'd look like... I was curious... have been for a long time... and then when I saw I just couldn't stop.  I wanted more.  So I carried on.  I just wanted to see more of you."  I say. 

Amy stares at me.  She blinks away her tears and her expression shifts slightly. 

"Why all this though?"  She asks. 

I take a deep breath, ready myself to confess. 

"I've wanted to see you like this for a long time.  I've been obsessed with you.  You're just so... sexy.  You do things to me.  And then when I finally saw those pictures... I knew I had to have more.  You're just so perfect.  The way you look, the way you move, and knowing that it's you... I want you.  I've wanted you for a long time." 

Amy stares at me, smiles, curious. 

"And you want me like this?" 

I nod. 

"How did you know I'd like it?"  She asks. 

I smile, relaxing.  She likes it, enjoyed it.  Hearing her say it lifts a small part of the weight I am carrying. 

"I didn't know, but I suspected.  Seeing you though, the way you were smiling, the way you looked... you're amazing." 

Amy looks at me, looks into my eyes and she smiles.  Her cheeks are rosy now. 

"So you really think I'm pretty and sexy?"  Amy asks. 

Her eyes are locked on mine and I feel my chest swell.  I want to reach out, cup her face, pull her to me, kiss her.  I struggle to control myself.  The sight of the collar she wears around her neck, the collar to which only I hold the key, marking her as mine, fills me with pride and joy, an arousal unlike any I have ever know.  I nod. 

"Absolutely.  I think your ravishing."  I say—my voice is low, confident now. 

"And you liked the pictures I sent you?"  She asks. 

I nod again.  My smile grows.  My cock twitches.  Amy's grin is flirtatious, playful, and her green eyes are sparking with a vibrant energy. 

"Very much." 

"Did you enjoy them?"  The way Amy emphasises the word enjoy makes her meaning clear. 


I nod. 

"And my dance?  Did you enjoy that too?" 

Amy giggles.  Under the table I feel something tap my leg, then move, stroking, Amy's foot rubbing my calf.  I cannot help but grin. 

"I loved your dance."  I say. 

Amy giggles again.  Her eyes are dazzling, her flushed freckled cheeks rosy.  She stares at me as she bites her bottom lip, her foot rubbing my leg.  My cock pulses, hardening. 

"And when you watched me... performing..." 

Amy is suddenly again shy but I wait, wanting to hear what she has to say. 

"You heard me?  You heard me whisper your name while I was..." 

I nod.  My smile widens. 

"I heard.  It was amazing.  I can't tell you how happy that made me." 

Amy's smile returns.  She is grinning, seductive.  My gaze is glued to her.  I have eyes only for her. 

"Did my... performance... excite you?"  She asks. 

"Very much." 

Amy giggles again.  She leans forward, across the table.  I catch a glimpse down the front of her summer dress, her padded bra, a brief flash of her perfect nipples and my cock hardens further.  I resist the urge to grab her, hold her, kiss her.  The scent of the perfume she is wearing, the perfume I chose for her, is a heady miasma that infects me. 

"Did you cum while watching me fuck myself for you, while I was thinking about you, cumming to the thought of you fucking me?"  She asks. 

Her voice is a low whisper but to hear her speak so brazenly, boldly, makes my heart race and my mind spin.  I nod. 

"Yes."  I say. 

Amy beams at me. 

"I suppose maybe I can stay then.  After all you did pay me for a date." 

From the doors to the cafe steps a waiter.  Amy sits up as he approaches, still flush, but calmer, more relaxed.  I am overjoyed. 

"Can I get you anything?  Sir?  Miss?" 

"Coffee?"  I ask Amy. 

She stares at me with her big, beautiful green eyes.  She shakes her head. 

"How about wine?  I could use it, after your surprise, and, well... this is a first date after all."  She says. 

First date?  The implication makes me almost dizzy.  I turn to the waiter, grinning from ear to ear.  He is staring at Amy, clearly enamoured, tears his attention away only reluctantly. 

"A bottle of white wine please, two glasses."  I say.


Twelve 
I drink most of the bottle of wine, sipping small mouthfuls often, while Sean sits across from me, watching me, taking to me, explaining.  I say little, content to listen, smiling at him, flush from the heat of the day and the effects of the alcohol.   I stare into his eyes, study his face, as though seeing it for the first time, seeing how charming he is, how handsome, how broad and tall and strong he is. 


As my shock at seeing him fades I am left with a tempest of conflicting emotions.  I know I should be angry, outraged, but these are only minor pangs.  As he talks to me, explaining, apologising, detailing his reasons, his voice slow, firm, deep, resonating through me almost as though hypnotising me, I feel drawn to him.  The collar around my neck, the collar to which only he holds the key, is a constant reminder that I am his, that he has bought me, paid for me, made me into the object of his fantasy.  The thought thrills me, a constant tingle at the base of my neck where the padlock sits, sealing the metal band around my throat. 

It is clear he cannot take his eyes off me, his gaze hungry, greedy, lascivious, wandering at times from my face to my body, my arms, chest, the small trace of lace shown of my padded bra.  I shift at times to flash more, less, sometimes leaning forward to listen so that he can glance down my dress and see my nipples.  The way he stalls as he speaks, the way his eyes fixate on my body, the way his breath catches, his obvious excitement, excites me and I offer him more frequent glances, eager to see again how attractive he finds me. 

"So... you're not angry then?"  Sean asks. 


I sip my wine, keep my eyes on him.  My fear and nervousness are gone, replaced with confidence, surety, a playful energy that almost effervesces, bubbling, my mind bright and sparkly.  I grin, lick the trace of wine of my bottom lip, enjoying how Sean stares at me like a wolf stalking a lamb.  I am his prey and I am glad. 

"I little, but I can't pretend I haven't had fun... I mean, you saw the video."  I say, my voice husky. 

Sean's smile widens and he nods.  I shift my leg under the table to run my foot along the underside of his leg, my foot caressing his calf.  The way he shifts as I make contact makes it clear that my touch arouses him.  The power I have over him, even as I am collared, as though owned by him, is intoxicating.  He is aroused by me, drawn to me.  He wants me, has gone to extraordinary lengths to have me, to make me his.  I grin, blushing at the thought of what I am doing to him, the image of his hard cock, of what he wants to do to me—my little cock swells slightly in my pretty panties.  

I bite my bottom lip and look away, my foot still caressing his leg.  At a table on the far side of the cafe a young couple sit having coffee.  The man glances in my direction and I smile at him, he flushes, looking away quickly, and I cannot help but feel a little elated. 

I look back to Sean and he is staring at me as though in shock as how easily I have taken the change.  I am comfortable, at ease for the first time in a long time, and confident, elevated by the way that men look at me.  I am beautiful and sexy and pretty, desirable for the first time in my life and I cannot say that I am not happy.  I grin, lift my glass of wine, drink the last of it. 

"Is there any wine left?"  I ask, holding my glass out. 


Sean looks to the bottle on the table, lifts it, shakes it, but it is empty. 

"All gone."  He says. 

I force a pout, a deliberate gesture, my lips more full, inviting, and I study Sean's reaction, the way his eyes widen slightly, the way he fidgets.  I feel my little cock twitch in my panties. 

"Well, maybe it's time you took me home then?"  I say—surprising even myself with my brazenness. 
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I walk beside Sean, close to him.  I have always been self-conscious next to him, aware of how slight and short I am, but now, dressed as I am, glamorous and pretty and feminine, I am glad for the difference.  He is tall, broad, strong, a reassuring presence, drawing me to him, his proximity a comfort. 

I walk slowly, still unsure in my heels, each step careful, a deliberate swaying of my hips.  I am enjoying the pleasant weather, the sun sinking slowly, the breeze on my thighs and butt a pleasing caress, and am happy in Sean's company, both of us quiet as we walk.  On a whim I loop my arm through his, my arm so much smaller than his, and I cannot help but smile as he tugs me towards him so that I walk closer, a small act of dominance and ownership that sends a shiver up my spine as he displays to the world that I am his. 

As other pedestrians look at us, women eyeing Sean, glaring at me with jealousy, men staring openly at me with lust in their eyes, watching the sway of my hips and ass, watching my bare thighs, I grin.  My cheeks are flush and I feel giddy, tipsy after the wine and dunk on the experience.  My balls are tight, my little cock a constant ache beneath my summer dress. 


As we near home I find myself slowing, reluctant to arrive, unsure what will happen.  As we turn the corner onto our road Sean stops, turns to face me. 

"So, I'm guessing you want the key now, seeing that the date is over?"  Sean says. 

I look up at him.  The collar around my neck is not heavy and the metal is warm now, but it remains snug, a close fit to be a constant reminder. 

"Is the date over?"  I ask. 

Sean stares at me for a moment.  He grins, eyeing me with obvious greed.  I know he wants more and the thought makes me shiver. 

"I suppose that's up to you, but I don't want it to end."  He says. 

I am grinning.  I do not move, stand facing Sean, close to him but not touching him, looking up into his grey-blue eyes.  I am quiet for a moment, stand on a precipice about to leap off into the unknown, terrified and excited. 

"Then don't let it end."  I whisper. 

I bite my bottom lip, blushing, desperate for Sean to act.  He stares at me for a moment, uncertain, then moves.  He steps forward, close to me, his body pressing against mine, and reaches out with one hand to hold my chin, the side of my face. 

I stare up into his eyes and he leans forward, down, toward me.  His lips meet mine and he kisses me and I stiffen for a moment before relaxing.  His kiss is soft, tender, but unlike any kiss I've ever experienced, more insistent, demanding, urgent, with a barely subdued force behind it, masculine, dominant.  I melt into him, press my lips to him, kiss back, allow his lips to lead mine.  His tongue runs along my bottom lip, his teeth nip me, and I open my mouth slightly, allow his tongue entry and he kisses me deeply. 

My legs go weak and I fall into Sean, allow him to hold me.  His hand on my face runs round to hold the back of my head and his other runs round my waist, slipping down to my butt, fondling, squeezing.  I gasp, moaning as he kisses me harder, demanding more of me—I offer myself to him, surrendering willingly.  My cock hardens and as I press against him I can feel the bulge in his jeans growing, its length and girth almost ominous. 

Sean pulls me into him, almost lifting me off my feet and he cups my butt, squeezing hard.  I let him, allow him to take what he wants for me, the act of giving myself over exhilarating in a way I never expected.  I want him to take me and, as he pulls back from me, ending the kiss, I whine, wanting more. 

"We should probably head in then, if you want?" 

I nod, still grinning.  I am buzzing, awash in a sea of endorphins.  My face is flush and there is a nervous fluttering in my belly, my cock aching in my panties.  I feel small and weak and beautiful, wanted, desired, and I never want the feeling to end. 

"Well, seeing as it was you who paid me for the photos and the videos, it seems unfair to use that money to repay what I owe, so... I still need to find a way to pay the rent."  I whisper, grinning. 


Sean smiles at me, his smile handsome, and I want him to kiss me again. 

"Well, why don't we go in and see if I we can't think up a way for you to make it up to me."  He says. 

My smile widens, the fluttering in my belly worsening. 

"I'd like that."  I say.


Thirteen
I open the front door to my flat and let Amy through first, watching her as she walks, my eyes fixed on her perfect, full, round butt as it sways in her summer dress.  She glances back over her shoulder as she squeezes past me, grinning.  Her face is flush, her freckled cheeks pink, rosy, her green eyes bright and sparkling, her beauty almost enough to take my breath away. 


As she steps in I follow, close the door behind us, the click of the lock loud.  We are sealed in, together, alone.  Though Adam has been in my flat many times before, to relax, eat, chat, drink, play games, the situation feels new, unfamiliar, and I play to it. 

"Would you like a tour?"  I ask. 

Amy turns to face me, her smile widening, understanding my meaning, and she follows my lead. 

"That'd be nice."  She says. 

I step off, lead her through my flat, showing her the living room, the kitchen, the bathroom, all rooms she has seen before, but now it is different, and we both know it.  Amy lets me lead her, my arm on her shoulder, her upper back, her lower back, brushing her butt.  She stays close to me, brushing against me, her body against mine, a dance we both engage in, each teasing the other, and my heart beats fast, a knot in my stomach as I struggle to remain calm, composed. 

I push open the door to my room and stand to the side, let Amy go first.  She brushes against me, deliberate, lingering on the threshold to press herself into me, a taunt, an invitation. 


"And this is my bedroom."  I say. 

Amy stops and turns back to face me.  She is smiling widely now, breathing quickly, small shallow sips of air.  The rise and fall of her chest is rapid, her hands shaking slightly.  My eyes flick to the collar on her neck.  My collar that she wears for me. 

"Do you bring every girl into your room on the first date?"  She asks, giggling, flirting with me. 

My smile widens and I step towards her.  She retreats, stepping back, moving closer to my bed. 

"Not every girl, just the naughty ones who owe me rent."  I say.  "Now, I think it's about time you paid up." 

Amy takes another step back, her legs colliding with the bed.  She falls back, sitting on my mattress, her eyes locked on mine.  She is smiling, breathing heavily.  She shifts, parting her legs slightly to flash her panties, the bulge of her small cock prominent, her thighs soft and smooth. 

"Well... why don't you come and collect."  She says, whispering. 
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The look on Sean's face as I spread my legs is exhilarating, the way his eyes widen, staring at my crotch.  I bite my bottom lip, struggling to believe what I am doing, but unable to stop myself. 

As he takes a step towards me, standing tall over me, almost looming, the size of him almost intimidating, I shudder.  I have never really considered how much larger than me he is, how much taller, stronger he is.  I am small and meek in comparison to him but now, instead of being humiliating, it is merely exciting. 

"What are you offering?"  Sean asks. 

I grin. 

"I'm wearing your collar.  Only you have the key.  I'd say it was up to you to take what you were owed, make me earn my release.  Or if you were feeling generous and kind you could just let me go now." 

Sean smiles, beaming.  It is clear he is flustered, breathing hard, the large bulge in his jeans a clear testament to how much I excite him. 

"I'm not letting you go, not now, not ever.  Not now I have you."  He says. 

His tone is firm, commanding, and I feel suddenly small and vulnerable as I sit beneath him, dressed in only thin silky lingerie, a summer dress and heels, the collar around my neck locked in place—prepared as I am, shaved smooth, made-up with lipstick, dusky eyes, nail varnish, I feel exposed as I have never felt before.  Still, I cannot deny how excited I am and I spread my legs wider. 

Sean steps in close, stands over me.  I look up at him, suddenly unsure what he is going to do to me, what he is going to make me do, and the fear only feeds my desire.  His smile is predatory and I bite my bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering. 

"I'm going to make you beg."  He says, grinning. 

I open my mouth to speak but before I can Sean moves, sinking slowly to his knees in front of me.  I watch wide eyed, wondering what he is going to do. 

"I'm going to make you beg me to claim you, take you, make you my slut."  He says. 

I shiver, heart racing, full of desire.  I moan, his words provoking some unknown need in me.  I am frozen as Sean reaches out, his hands running up my legs, over my knees, up my thighs, under my dress, to my panties, his eyes locked on mine. 

His hands grip my panties, tug them, pull them down and I lift myself slightly to allow him to slip my silk underwear down my smooth legs, my little cock suddenly free under my summer dress, but Sean stares only up at my face. 

I watch as Sean pulls my panties over my feet, still clad in my heeled sandals.  I chew my bottom lip, wide eyed as Sean kneels in front of me, his hands moving again back up to my thighs, gripping them firmly, pressing them further apart.  I do not resist him. 

"I'm going to make you pay with your body and your soul."  He whispers. 

I whimper, in awe of him.  I stare at him as he smiles, looks down from my face to my crotch, staring up my skirt.  He grins, leans forward, his mouth opening, lips parting, and I do not dare move. 
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Amy's expression, her fear, anticipation, uncertainty all empower me, feed me, make me bold, powerful.  I grip her thighs, tight, firm, holding her in place even as she squirms, fidgeting, as though struggling to get away though with no real desire to escape, simply testing me, checking my strength, my desire. 

I smile and look down under her skirt, her to naked crotch, her cute little cock and balls, shaved hairless, smooth, hard and throbbing, a clear indication of the effect I have on her.  Beneath her, just visible between her butt cheeks, I see her puckered rosebud.  I lean forward, sliding my hands along her smooth thighs, up, caressing he delicate flesh.  She shivers, shudders, and her cock twitches as I move towards it.  Amy whimpers as my hands run higher, higher, up to her hips, my lips opening. 

I know she is watching and I thrill at the power I have over her, giddy with it.  She is completely in my thrall in this moment, as though spellbound.  I exhale and my breath washes over Amy's cute little cock.  I lean over it, inhale the scent of her, the smell of the lotion, her perfume, her flesh, all mingled to form one intoxicating blend.  I bend down and extend my tongue and take her dick into my mouth, my lips wide so that only the tip of my tongue caresses her crown. 

"Oh fuck!"  Amy whimpers. 

She attempts to buck her hips, wanting me to take more of her in my mouth, but my grip on her hips is too strong, holding her in place, frustrating her.  She whines, shifts, but I am in control of her, lift my head slightly, lapping my tongue over the head of her dick. 

"Please..."  She whispers. 

I ignore her pleas, delight in teasing her.  I lower my head, my lips still open so that they do not make contact with her shaft.  I glide down, my tongue running along the base of her cock, tasting her, the sweet saltiness of her precum.  I take the entirety of her length into my moth, the tip only barely touching the back of my throat, and I hold it there, breathing. 

"Please... please... just... fuck..." 

Amy is muttering, lost in the sensations I offer her.  I grin as I close my lips around her girth, slide my head up, sucking her into my mouth as I lift my head.  She is breathing heavy, shuddering.  I can feel the racing beat of her heart in her dick, throbbing against my tongue. 

I pull off her cock with a pop.  My hands still grip her hips as she attempts find my mouth, the source of her pleasure.  Her frustrated whine are like music. 

I look up into her face, smiling. 

"What do you want Amy?"  I ask. 

She stares at me with wide blank eyes, almost lost in the heat of her passion, her painted lips parted, chest rising and falling. 

"I want... you... please..." 

I shake my head, still smiling. 

"The only way you get satisfied is if you beg me.  All you have to do is beg me to make you my pretty girly slut, beg me to claim you, take you, and I'll make sure you're satisfied." 


Amy blinks, still staring at me. 

"You... want to fuck me?"  She asks—her voice is shaking. 

I nod. 

"That and more... and you're going to beg me."  I say  

Amy just stares at me.  Blinks.  My smile widens. 

"It's the only way you're getting any release.  And you owe me remember.  I want your body and soul in payment." 

Amy inhales, a slow breath, bites her bottom lip.  I look back to her cock and lower my head back to her dick, slip my mouth around her rigid length, my lips and tongue barely brushing her taught skin.  She whimpers, tries to fuck my mouth, but I hold her in place, controlling her, frustrating her.  I move my head slowly down, then up, tasting her sweet, soft flesh. 
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I want to scream, to fight, but I cannot.  I am frozen, pinned by Sean's grip on my hips, his fingers pressing into me, holding me in place.  I can only watch as he takes my cock back into his mouth, swallowing it all with ease as though mocking me, my skirt bunched up around my waist as his head bobs.  

"Please... I need it..." 

I am desperate for release, the pleasure intense, growing, but Sean's ministrations are so subtle, teasing, as to never be enough to take me over the edge.  The fluttering in my stomach grows, becomes overwhelming.  His mouth works up and down my cock, tongue and lips barely brushing my dick, my balls taught, my mind growing blank. 


He wants me, all of me.  A large part of me longs to surrender, to beg, plead for him to take him, satisfy me, claim me, yet still some small but vocal part of me struggles, resists.  I whimper and whine, biting my bottom lip hard as I moan, trying to buck my hips but in vain—I am not in control, I am a toy, an instrument played with for Sean's pleasure. 

"Please..."  I moan. 

Sean does not listen, continues his oral assault on my last vestiges of resistance.  The fluttering in my stomach grows, expands, fills me.  Sean's tongue laps at the head of my cock as he pulls up, the back of his throat brushing the tip of my dick as he slides down, lips a constant slight tickling, wearing me down.  I want more, need more, even it if it means surrendering myself to him, allowing him to do with me as he pleases. 

I take a deep breath and revel in the control Sean has over me, the tightness of the metal collar around my neck.  I am his, I only need to admit it. 

"Please Sean... please... I give in.  I'm yours..."  The words fall from my lips and I feel suddenly free. 

"I'm begging you... whatever you want... take it... take me... make me pretty... make me your slut... make me pay with my body, my soul... please... whatever you want... use me however you want... I'm yours... all yours..." 

Sean pauses, slides his lips up my cock and look up into my eyes.  My cheeks are blazing, flush, and my thoughts are dull, head dizzy with euphoria, the bliss of submitting to him.  My cock is hard, like steel, and wet with Sean's saliva.  He rises slow to his feet, towering over me. 


"Good girl."  He says, grinning.  "I knew you'd give in, but those words were just perfect.  Now, why don't you get down onto your knees and show me you mean them." 
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I shift off the bed, fall to my knees in front of Sean.  I look up at him, into his grey-blue eyes.  I feel small beneath him, vulnerable, weak—I have surrendered to him, offered myself to him and the mixture of fear and excitement makes my head swim. 

"Undo my jeans and take my cock out.  Show me you meant what you said."  He says. 

His voice is firm, quiet, commanding.  My mouth is suddenly full of saliva at the thought of what is expected of me and I swallow, unable to speak, nod.  I turn my attention to Sean's crotch, the bulge there prominent, massive, almost foreboding but also alluring, drawing me in.  I undo Sean's belt, buttons, pull his jeans and pants down, tugging them slowly, revealing his massive swollen cock.  My face is suddenly too hot, the fluttering in my belly worse, and my dick twitches. 

Sean's cock sways as it is freed from his pants, hanging in front of me, threatening and inviting.  I stare at it, eager and nervous.  As I watch it hardens, growing, engorging. 

"Use your mouth and your hands Amy.  Show me you really want to be my slut."  Sean says. 


His words are a command and I cannot resist, do not want to resist.  My eyes are fixed on his cock, the impressive length and thickness of it, his prominent crown, the veins that beat in time with his pulse, his heavy, full balls.  I lick my lips, open my mouth, lean forward.  I inhale the manly scent of Sean and reach out to take his cock in my hands.  It is heavy, thick, warm, almost hot.  His skin is like velvet and I begin to slide my hands up and down. 

I move closer, open my mouth wider.  I look up into Sean's eyes as I bring my mouth to his cock, extended my tongue to run around the bulbous head.  His smile grows and he moans in pleasure.  My heart skips and I take a deep breath, slide my painted lips around his cock, take his dick into my mouth. 

It is hot, soft, and I whine as I take more, suddenly hungry for him.  I wrap my lips tight, run my tongue along the underside of his shaft as I force as much of his cock into my mouth as I can.  Sean lifts his hand to place it on the back of my head, entangling his fingers in my hair. 

"Good girl."  He moans. 

I murmur in pleasure as I let him force more of his cock between my lips.  He holds my head tight, thrusts his hips forward, fucking my mouth. 

I hold his shaft between my lips, my jaw aching.  I can taste his precum on my tongue, bitter, pleasant, his pleasure a gift to me.  I let him control the pace, forcing his cock between my tight lips, lapping with my tongue.  I glide my hand up and down his shaft, lubricated with my saliva, move one hand to caress his balls, feeling the weight of them.  The head of his cock brushes again and again at the back of my throat and I have to subdue the urge to gag, offering my throat up to Sean, gifting it to him for his use.  I am his slut.  His toy.  I let him take me. 

"Fuck yes... such a natural little pretty cock sucker.  So sexy."  He moans. 

His words blaze, scalding me, a joy buzzing through me.  I am his cock sucker, pretty, sexy, desired.  I force my head down even as he thrusts into my mouth and his cock goes deep, meeting momentary resistance before slipping into my throat and I cannot breath and do not care.  I want more, need more. 
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The sudden tightness of Amy's throat around my cock is almost enough to send me over the edge but I resist.  The sight of her, face made-up, her pretty summer dress bunched around her waist to reveal her hard cock, the noise of her slurping and lapping, moaning with her mouth full of my cock, is a delight. 

I guide her movements with my hand in her hair, let her bob her head up and down along my cock, her perfect plump lips wrapped tight around my shaft, her tongue undulating, caressing, milking.  Her hand on my balls teases me, urging me to cum.  I fuck her mouth, thrusting, holding her head, and as she shifts forward, taking me deep, I fuck into her mouth, pulling her head into me.  My cock slips deep into her throat.  I pull it out, let her tongue caress me, then fuck back into her throat, letting the tightness wrap around me, embracing my dick as it throbs. 

"Such a perfectly pretty cocksucker.  My little slut.  So talented."  I moan. 


Amy stares up at me as I talk dirty to her, staring at me, her bright green eyes pleading for more, her freckled cheeks flushed pink.  My words obviously delight her and she whines, her cries muffled by my dick.  I slip my cock in and out of her mouth, thrusting in and out of her lips, the tight embrace of them, her gentle suction, her tongue urging me on. 

"You want me to cum?"  I ask. 

Amy nods even as she takes more of my cock into her throat, forcing herself to take more and more each time she slides down, her hand massaging the last few inches of my shaft.  I smile. 

"You want to taste my cum, swallow it?  You want me to make you my cumslut?"  I ask. 

Amy nods, whimpering, desperate.  It is clear she is begging, on her knees, her meaning evident even though her mouth is full and she cannot speak.  I let her fuck me with her mouth for a moment, feeling my pleasure build, her lips, tongue, throat all caressing my hard, swollen dick, sucking me, milking me as she plays with my balls. 

I take a deep breath, resisting the urge to cum, and pull back as I pull Amy off my cock with my hand.  My dick pops free of her suction and her mouth hangs open, painted lips parted as though inviting me to re-sheath myself, her tongue chasing my shaft.  She whines as she looks up at me, hungry for more. 

"Please... I want you... I want you to cum... in my mouth... please..."  

She pleads with me and I smile, look down into her green eyes. 


"Later, if you're very good, but not now.  Now I want you on your knees on the bed, bent over, legs apart and arse up.  Now I'm going to fuck you, claim you, make you my pretty slutty girl."  I say. 

Amy's eyes go wide.  She stares at me, her mouth forming words that she does not speak. 

"You want that don't you?  Want me to fuck you, slip my cock into your tight hole, make my mine." 

Amy nods. 

"Yes.  Please... please fuck me... make me your slut..."  She says. 

My smile widens. 

"On the bed then, on your knees, face down, arse up, and spread yourself wide for me"  I say.


Fourteen 
I am shaking as I climb onto the bed, scared of what Sean is going to do to me, but needing it more than I have ever needed anything before.  I obey him, desperate to please him, to satisfy him.  I am his, to take and use as he wants and the thought fills me with a joy beyond any I have ever known. 


I rest on my knees, falling forward onto my forearms so that I am on all fours with my butt high.  The collar around my neck is a close fit, a constant reminder of my place, a constant reminder that I am owned.  I keep my head low but turned so I can look back to Sean, see him standing behind me.  I curve my back to raise my butt higher, offering it to him, offering him my hole to take.  I want him to fuck me, make me his girl, his slut.  I need him.  The skirt of my dress barely covers me, offering him a glimpse of my cock and balls and hole. 

"My what a perfectly fuckable ass."  Sean says. 

His word bless me and I moan, eager for him to take me.  I wiggle my butt, teasing him, enticing him.  I watch as Sean slips out of his jeans and pants, his cock swaying free, magnificent and massive, throbbing, ready to fill me.  I bite at my bottom lip. 

"Are you ready for me to fuck you Amy?"  He asks. 

I nod but do not speak.  I am incapable of words.  Sean steps forward, lifts my skirt, gathering it around my waist.  The bed shifts as he climbs up to kneel behind me.  His hands roam over my butt, squeezing, caressing.  One hand lifts, then falls, suddenly, and I cry and Sean spanks me, hard.  The pain sends a tingle along my spine. 

"Tell me what you want."  He says. 

I bite my bottom lip, unwilling to confess. 

He lifts his hand again, spanking me again, on the other cheek, harder. 

"I'm going to keep spanking you until you tell me you want me to fuck you like a slut."  He says, his voice a low growl. 

His hand lifts, falls, over and over, striking the plump flesh of my butt.  The pain sends shivers along my spine, my cock hard and throbbing, the humiliation and submission and agony a delight.  I let him spank me, let him force me to admit what I want. 

"Please..."  I cry out, finally admitting defeat, allowing him to break me. " Please fuck me, fuck me like your slutty girl."  I say—my voice is low and hush and feminine. 

I feel free.  Admitting the truth, that I want him to fuck me, that I want him to bury his cock in my hole, that I want to be his pretty slut, has liberated me.  Sean grins and leans to the side to pick up the bottle of lube that he left on the bed. 

"Good girl.  Now, take a deep breath, and relax.  I'll be gentle... to start."  He says. 

I watch as he pour a generous amount of lube into his palm, greasing his massive cock, then running his slick hand along my crack, over my hole, his finger brushing over my entrance, pressing, slipping barely into me.  I moan, push back into his finger, wanting more, but he pulls away. 

"Naughty girl.  Be patient."  He whispers. 

I smile, mischievous, wiggle my butt again, wanting Sean inside of me.  He stares down at my raised, offered butt and he shifts forward.  He reaches down, grips his cock, aims it at my hole, running the head along my crack and over my entrance, pressing just into me, teasing me. 


"Please..."  I whine. 

"Well, since you asked so nicely."  Sean says. 

He slides his cock down, presses it into me, the head at my opening, and pushes.  I moan as he stretches me, forcing me open, wider, easing in slowly.  I moan, pleasure and pain running up my spine from my hole to the base of my neck.  My skin tingles and my balls tighten and I push back, wanting him inside of me. 

Sean's cock stretches me and then, suddenly, pops past my opening, past my sphincter, and is inside of me, deep, slipping deeper. 

"Fuck yes!"  I cry out, mind numbed by the rush of bliss. 

I push into him, arching my back as Sean eases more and more of his massive cock into me.  I take it, needing it, hungry for it.  I take all of him, feel his balls and hips slap against me and he is buried entirely in me.  His hands grip my hips, holding me, and as he eases out I feel my inner walls vibrate with some unknown pleasure, his swollen crown tugging at my entrance as he threatens to withdraw.  His cock is hot inside of me, throbbing, pulsing, and I wiggle to encourage him to fuck me. 

Sean obliges, thrusts deep, suddenly, and the rush of sensations makes me gasp.  I grip the bed sheets tight, barely able to breath, by body his plaything.  I open my legs wider. 

"I'm your slut... fuck me..."  I whisper. 


Sean grips my hips tight.  He pulls out, thrusts in, working his cock in and out of my tight hole and the fluttering in my belly shifts, begins to metamorphose into something new, something wonderful. 
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I thrust hard into Amy, burying the entire length of my swollen cock inside of her, filling her tight hole with my engorged dick.  I stare down at her arse, her perfect, round, pert butt, watching the slight wobble of her flesh as I fuck her.  Beneath her the sway of her small, erect dick is almost hypnotic, the thin trickle of precum leaking from her a sign of how much she delights in the way I fuck her, the way I claim her. 

I stare at her puckered entrance, the way it stretches around my girth, the way it grips me as I withdraw, clinging to my cock, begging to me remain, the way it flexes as I thrust in, filling Amy over and over.  I feel a tingle in the base of my skull, more than sexual pleasure, Amy's submission, on her knees, collared, begging me to take her, make her mine, make her my slut, an ambrosia. 

"You like my cock Amy?"  I ask, my voice low, deep. 

I am breathing heaving, my hands gripping her hips as I fuck in and out of her tight, perfect arse.  My blood pounds and I pull Amy back into me and I thrust deep, knocking the air from her lungs, making her gasp and moan in agony and delight as I use her. 

She nods, unable to speak, lost in the pleasure I offer her.  I grin, run my hands up along her sides, under her summer dress.  Her body is lithe, slim, smooth, flawless.  Her black hair has fallen over her face, her green eyes unfocussed, half closed. 


I pull my cock almost entirely out of Amy, hold just the tip inside of her.  She shifts, wiggles, pushes back, wanting more, wanting me to fuck into her, fill her.  She whines. 

"Tell me or I stop."  I am barely able to speak, barely in control, but I need to hear it. 

"Please..."  She whines. 

Amy wiggles, enticing me, bouncing her butt, pushing back in an effort to fill her hole with my cock.  My dick throbs, pulsing in time with my drumming heart, and I can feel the tight ring of her entrance squeezing me, constricting, as though milking me, almost painful.  I hold her in place, refuse to let her seduce me, refuse to let her have more of my cock. 

"Please... I need it... I need it so bad..."  She whines. 

"Do you like my cock in your arse Amy?  Do you like me fucking you like a slut?" 

Amy nods.  Her cheeks are flush, bright pink.  I do not move, hold her still even as she writhes, attempting to take more of me inside her.  I wait. 

I... I want you to fuck me... like a slut.  I love it.  I love your cock inside of me.  Just please... put it back... fuck me... hard..." 

Amy wiggles, teasing me with her hole and I grip her tight, smiling.  I pull back, slip my cock out of her entirely.  Her hole gapes, as though desperate to be filled.  She stares back at me in shock and loss, eyes wide. 

"You said..." 


"Get your dress and bra off and get on your back, now."  I say, cutting Amy off before she can voice her protest. 

My tone is stern, hard.  Amy stares at me for a moment before shifting.  She moves quickly, hurrying, eager to obey.  I watch as she slips her dress off, sliding it up over her torso, off her head.  She rests on her knees, staring at me, grinning as she unclasps her bra, dropping it onto the floor.  She flops onto her back beneath me, stares up at me, gnawing on her bottom lip.  Her body is breathtaking, hairless and smooth, pale and freckled, her flat chest, narrow shoulders, cute nipples.  Her small, cute cock is hard, rigid, leaking precum. 

"Open your legs for me."  I say. 

Amy obeys, moving quickly, eager.  She smiles, green eyes sparkling with lust.  Between her butt cheeks I can see her slick, gaping hole, an invitation for me to enter her, fuck her. 

"Good girl."  I whisper. 

I shift forward, lean over Amy, lower my face to her chest, bite one nipple, gently, then hard.  She gasps, wiggles.  My swollen throbbing cock rubs against her smooth thigh, creeping higher, seeking her hole. 

I slide up the bed, ease my cock closer to Amy's entrance.  I move to her other nipple, bite it, and her moan is one of delight. 

"Please... Sean... I need it... please fuck me... fill me..." 

I lift my head and look into Amy's eyes and I see my friend, beautiful, sexy, pretty, the creature of my widest fantasies. 

"As you wish."  I whisper. 


I shift, moving my hips.  My cock is slick with lube and Amy's arse is still well oiled.  My shaft glides between her cheers, finds her hole, and I push.  There is barely any resistance.  Amy ruts back onto me, hard, thrusting herself down as I push in.  My cock pops past her outer ring and slides deep, filling her, and we moan together, press out bodies tight as I press down on her, press into her. 
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I look up at Sean as he fills me, his cock buried deep within me.  The sensation is mind numbing, the way my inner walls cling to him, his girth stretching me, his prominent crown rubbing against my inner, sensitive spot. 

His weight, almost crushing me, makes me feel safe, taken, small and vulnerable beneath him.  His belly presses against my cock, hard and throbbing, sandwiched between us.  I grind my hips, wanting more of him, fuck back against him as he pushes deeper into me. 

"More... I want more..."  I whisper. 

Sean smiles. 

"You are a greedy girl aren't you?" 

I grin, nodding. 

"You made me this way.  Isn't this what you wanted?  Me as your slutty, desperate plaything?" 

Sean laughs, joyfully, even as he continues to pound into me.  I can feel his cock, hard, throbbing, hot inside of me, filling me, stretching me.  He leans down towards me and his lips meet mine.  He kisses me, deeply, passionately, melting me.  I fuck back as he fucks me, harder and harder, pounding me, calming me, making me his.  His tongue presses into my mouth and I welcome it.  The fluttering in my belly grows, becoming bright and hot as Sean's cock slips in and out, over and over. 


I am gasping, moaning, whining.  I need him, want him, more than anything I've ever wanted.  I want him to own me. 

Sean pulls back, shifts his arms to grasp my wrists, pulling my arms up above my head, pinning me as he fucks me.  I am at his mercy. 

"You really are utterly perfect."  He whispers. 

I smile, blushing, breathing heavy.  I grind myself down onto his hard, throbbing dick, delighting in the way it fills me. 

"Then show me... show me you think I'm perfect..."  I say, almost breathless. 

My mind is a haze of pleasure.  The fluttering in my belly has almost filled me, a euphoria unlike anything I've ever felt and I want more of it, need more of it.  I need to be fucked, filled, claimed.  I need to be Sean's pretty, perfect, feminine slut. 

"Cum in me... cum inside of me... make me your slutty girl..."  I say. 

Sean laughs again, clearly delighted by my words.  He fucks me harder, his passion fired to new heights.  He is handsome, strong, and I am his. 

"Cum inside of me and mark me as yours..."  I moan. 

Sean fucks me harder, deeper, faster, rutting into me, pounding me.  I gasp, barely able to believe what I am saying, what  am doing, but happy, for the first time in a long time.  I feel safe, wanted, desirable. 


The fluttering inside of me grows hot, bright.  I can feel Sean's cock swelling, growing harder than I thought possible and he fucks deeper and harder than he has before, pressing me down into the bed, holding me down as he pushes his swollen cock deep. 

"Fuck... I'm cumming..."  He moans. 

His cock twitches, spasms, and I can feel him cumming inside of me, filling me with his spunk.  The thought and the sensation pushes me over the edge and my balls tighten and my cock spasms and I cum all over myself, all over Sean as he fills me, the warm pulsing throb of his cock as he empties his balls into me an utter thrill that makes me shudder. 

"My god... that was..."  Sean is out of breath. 

His grip on my wrists, pinning me onto the bed beneath him, is still tight.  I do not struggle, content to be held.  I am smiling, buzzing, aglow, basking in the warmth of my climax, the warm stickiness in my hole a pleasant reminder of what I have done, of what I have had done to me. 

"Amazing?"  I ask. 

Sean nods, grinning. 

"Yes, amazing." 

I smile, glad, saddened slightly as Sean's cock begins to soften inside of me, leaving me feeling empty.  I wiggle beneath him, wanting to savour the last moments of him on top of me, inside of me. 

"You know, it's almost the end of the month."  I whisper.  "I'd be happy to deliver the rent early, if you wanted." 

I laugh as Sean smiles down at me.  He leans forward and kisses me, once, gently, on the lips. 

"And how do you intend to pay?"  He asks. 

I smile, flutter my eyelashes.  I wiggle my butt, saddened as Sean's cock slips out of me, his warm cum drooling from my stretched, gaping hole. 

"Oh, I'm sure I can think of a few things you might want."  I giggle, grinning, basking. 

Sean stares down at me, fixes me with his grey-blue eyes. 

"You're everything I want."  He says. 

My heart skips.  Sean smiles, leans in and kisses me again, firmly, hungrily.  I kiss him back, desperate to show him how happy he has made me, desperate to show him how much I want to be his. 

THE END



Seduced by Sissy Hypnosis


One

“So, since we’ll be getting a new car, we won’t be needing the old one.  We know it’s not fancy, but it’s still in good condition, and it’s better than nothing.”  My dad says.

I am almost shouting with joy at the news.  My own car!  Finally I’ll have freedom and like he said, any car is better than no car.  A set of wheels is just what I need to improve my luck with the girls at my college and the thought makes me smile. 

College was meant to be better than high-school, the girls more mature, able to see me for who I am, my personality, not just how I look, but so far it’s just been more of the same.  I’m too small, too thin, too plain to catch their eye next to most of the other boys and so I seem only ever a friend, doomed to hear about how handsome and charming the tall, muscular, square jawed football players were, while I was seen as cute at best.

A car could change that.  I’d be immediately more mature, a more attractive prospect versus other boys without cars.  It’d help me stand out and, let’s face it, I needed all the help I could get.

“That’s amazing.”  I say.  “When can I have it?”

My dad laughs, shakes his head.

“It’s not quite that simple Ben.  Your mother is just saying the same things right now to your sister.  Our preference is for you to share the car, but I understand that, given how you two are at times, that it might not be possible, in which case it’ll be up to the two of you to decide who gets it.”

My step-mother was telling my step-sister, Lianne, that she could have the car?  Typical.  Just my luck.  Lianne always got what she wanted, was a spoilt brat who could never do anything wrong as far as her mum was concerned, and my dad always just went along with it.  If she was being told she could have the car then it was only a matter of time before she got it.

I couldn’t let that happen.  I had to have it or college was just going to be yet another handful of wasted years, me the short, skinny guy watching all the pretty girls be scooped up and seduced by the better-looking guys around me.  Other people always got to have more fun than me, but this time I was going to make sure it would be different.
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“Please!  Just let me have it.  You can borrow it any time and I’ll do all your chores for a month, two months, just let me have this one thing!  Please!”

Lianne stared at me, her arms crossed across her chest just beneath her breasts, lifting them slightly and squeezing them together so that the cleavage revealed by her low cut-top is even more pronounced.  That she is so hot is just one more frustration in my life.  We’ve lived together for almost a year now and I had hoped that eventually I’d get used to seeing her everyday, that she’d become less attractive over time and as I got to know her better, but if anything the opposite was true.

Lianne was only a year older than me but she was confident and brash and smart and absolutely drop dead gorgeous—her short black hair, cut to chin length with a short fringe, framed her heart shaped face, her brilliant blue eyes and full lips, her wide hips, round, luscious ass, narrow waist, heavy breasts.  She was stunning, and the fact that she stood several inches taller than me so that she could always look down at me, made even worse by the heels she often wore, just rubbed salt into the wound.

Lianne shook her head, laughing.  Her expression was as stern and cold and sneering as ever and it just made me squirm, my belly fluttering.  My only small consolation with having such a ridiculously hot step-sister was that she had, as yet, never shown any interest in dating, so at least at home I wasn’t faced with the same handsome, muscular boys demonstrating my lack of masculinity.

“Why would I let you have it, just so I could borrow it, when I could just keep it all to myself.  You know if I want it mummy and daddy will let me have it.”

Her tone was condescending, reproachful, and her smile was mocking.  She made me feel even more ineffectual than normal.  Not even the pretty girls at college had the effect on me she did, the way she constantly talked down to me, making me do whatever she wanted, gloating over how I always ended up bending to her whims, just made me feel so small and weak and yet… somehow it was almost pleasant.

“Please!  Just take pity on me!  If I had a car the girls at college might notice me finally.  You don’t need a car to get dates.  You’re beautiful.  Boys would cut off their right arm to go out with you, but I need something to help me stand out!  Please!”  I say—I am almost willing to beg, and the thought sends an odd chill through me.

Lianne’s smile shifts slightly and she stares at me blankly for a moment.  She blinks, and her smile becomes genuine, almost warm.

“You really think I’m beautiful?”  She asks.

I nod, perhaps a little too enthusiastically.  She is more than beautiful—having her as my sister is a constant agonising reminder of the kind of woman I could never have—smart, beautiful, sexy, confident.

“Absolutely!”

“And you really think boys want to date me?  You don’t think I’m too… harsh, or mean?”  She asks.

I shake my head.  Yes, Lianne can be stern and demanding and particular, she’s smart and confident, and she likes to take charge, but that’s just part of her charm.  Anyone that thinks otherwise is an idiot as far as I’m concerned.

“Who wouldn’t!”  I say.

Lianne’s smile widens and she seems almost relieved by what I’ve said.  She is quiet for a moment, arms still crossed, and I try not to look at her tits, the fullness of her cleavage.  Her make-up is dark and austere, as it normally is, and she is quite intimidating as she considers my offer and I desperately hope she’ll accept it.

“Please!  Just this one thing.  Let me have the car and I’ll do anything!”  I say.

Lianne’s expression shifts again and she hums.

“Anything?”  She asks.

I nod.

“Anything.”

Lianne laughs.

“Tell you what, how about we make a bet, if you win, you get the car, if I win, I get the car.”

I think about this for only a moment.  It is more than I was expecting to be offered.  I nod, smiling.

“Okay.  But… what’s the bet?”

Lianne laughs.

“Come up to my room and I’ll explain, and we can see if you’re still willing.”
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“So… I don’t get it…”  I say.

Lianne laughs, shaking her head.  I cannot help but admire her graceful poise and confidence, her dazzling blue eyes, jet black hair.  She makes me feel inadequate but also strangely safe and though we’ve not always got along as well as we could I am glad to have her around.

“It’s simple, you just need to watch all three of these videos, and if you make it through you can have the car.  If you quit without watching all three all the way through then I win, and I get the car.”

I frown.  It seems too simple and, knowing my cunning, beautiful step-sister as well as I do, I know that it is too simple.

“Yeah, but… what’s so hard about watching three videos?  Are they really gruesome or gross or scary or something?”

Lianne laughs again, tutting, shaking her head at my lack of imagination.  She is grinning, clearly enjoying herself, confident.  My heart is racing.

“No.  Not scary or gross.  They’re just not something most boys would be willing to watch.  I guess they’re just not confident enough or strong willed enough to take it, but, well, you said you’d do anything, so I thought you might be willing to.  If you’re not…”

“Just tell me what they are.”  I say, sighing.

Lianne shakes her head.

“Nope.  Not that simple.  You just have to watch.  And trust me I’ll know if you don’t watch all of them in their entirety.  Just sit in front of your computer screen, headphones on.  One a night and it’ll be over in no time.”  She says.

I take a deep breath, sigh.  I don’t trust her, but I’m also desperate for that car, and I’m grateful she’s given me even this chance to earn it.

“Fine, but you can at least tell me where you got them so I have some idea what I’m getting myself into?”  I say.

Lianne is quiet and she considers it for a moment.  Finally, she sighs, nods.

“Fine.  If it’ll get you to agree then I’ll give you a small clue.  I found it on a message-board online that I visit a lot.”

“What kind of message-board?”  I ask.

Lianne laughs again, shakes her head.

“Just a board for people who have a common interest.  Like a hobby.  And that’s all you’re going to get out of me.  You can either watch the video or not.  But it’s your only chance of getting that car.  Don’t tell me you’re not man enough…”  Lianne says.

She is goading me, provoking me into the gamble.  I do not like not knowing but I won’t back down, not now, I want the car, and I’m going to show her just how much of a man I am.

“Fine.”  I say.

I put out my hand, Lianne grins.  She offers me a memory stick, containing the three videos, and I take it.

“Watch the first one tonight.  I’ll be looking forward to hearing what you think of it.”  She says.

Her grin is mischievous and knowing.  I can’t help but wonder if I’ve made a terrible mistake in agreeing to her deal.
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I put the stick into my computer and open it, find three files, numbered from one to three so that it is obvious what order they’re meant to be played.  There is no other information.  Resigned, I close my door, sit, put on my headphones, and open the file numbered one.

A video starts playing, full screen, and a slow black and pink spiral turns slowly, drawing my gaze to the centre, calming me almost immediately.  There is a quiet, soft ticking and I watch, adamant that I’m going to get through all three, prove I can handle whatever it is Lianne has set me, and get the car.  Then I’ll finally be able to get myself a girlfriend.

I watch the spiral and my mind begins to drift.  I sink into my seat, relaxing, not realising how tense I was until I unwind.  I had been nervous, uptight over watching the videos, but the way the spiral turns, calming, mesmerising, relaxing, soothing, I realise I was wrong to worry. 

The soft ticking continues and then a voice begins, soft, quiet, feminine, barely audible.  I listen as I watch the spiral turn, round and round, the slow black and pink spinning.

You can relax now.  Take a deep breath, and exhale.  As you exhale let all the tension, worry, and stress leave you.  In and out.  With each inhale feeling more and more calm, sinking deeper, and with each exhale letting more and more stress and worry and tension leave so that you become calmer, emptier.

I listen to the voice and obey.  I breath in, sinking deeper into rest, exhale, letting stress and worry and tension leave me.  With each breath I sink deeper, feel myself emptying, the sensation calming, soothing, pleasant so that I give in willingly.

As you sink deeper, as you feel your mind drift, you know you can give in.  You are safe.  You have nothing to do, nowhere to be, you do not need to move, or worry, or think.  You do not even need to listen.  Just relax, let me sooth you, calm you, take you into a deep, blissful state of rest.

I settle, sinking.  I am no longer thinking, or even listening, the words just floating into my empty mind.  I am calm, and I surrender willingly, happy to drift into the calm state of relaxation the video offers me.  The spiral turns.

You feel happy, calm, content.  It feels good to give in, to surrender.  Breathe in and out.  Relax.  Sink deeper, deeper, deeper.

The spiral turns, round and around, and I breath in and out, happy, calm, content.  I am smiling.

Now, I want you image the most beautiful girl you can, sexy, pretty, cute, playful.  She doesn’t have to worry, or stress, because she’s so pretty and playful.  Always laughing, always happy, giggling.  She’s so pretty, so sexy, so happy.

I imagine the girl and smile at the thought of her.  She is so cute and playful and happy, so pretty, so sexy.

Imagine now how it feels to be her, to be so pretty, sexy, to be so carefree and playful, never having to worry, or stress, because you’re so cute and giggly.  Imagine how soft you would feel, how nice it would be to look like her, sexy, pretty, cute, how nice it would feel to be like her, carefree and happy and playful, giggly.  You want to be like her, don’t you?

The spiral turns and I nod, sinking deeper with each breath.  She is so pretty, so cute, so sexy, so happy, so carefree.  I want to be like her.  I giggle as my mind empties, smiling as I sink deeper.


Two

I wake up slowly, feeling well rested and content.  I am in bed but as I rouse I realise I have no memory of coming to bed, no memory of getting undressed.  I remember sitting at my computer, putting my headphones on, pressing play on the first video file my sister gave me and then… I strain my memory but there is nothing.

I remember nothing about the video, what I watched or heard.  I frown, certain that I watched it but also certain that there is no memory of what I watched.  I shake my head, worried that perhaps my sister will ask me about what I was supposed to watch.  I slip out of bed, feeling more refreshed and happier than I have for a long time, smiling, light-hearted, but unable to explain why, and cross to my computer.  It is still on and I find the folder for the memory stick, open it.

“What…”  I whisper.

The back of my neck prickles.  There are only two videos, numbered two and three.  The file I watched yesterday is gone and there is no way to re-watch it.  I check the recycle bin on my desktop to be sure but it is gone from there too.

“Well, I’ll just have to hope she believes me when I say I watched it.  And I know I’m not lying.  Just wish I could remember what it was about…”  I say.

I laugh, giggling.  I know I should be worried but I am not.  I am eager to start the day, see Lianne.  I wear a constant slight grin.

I shake my head and giggle again, amused by the mystery, but I do not let it bother me.  I don’t need to worry about it.  I need to get dressed and so I head over to my wardrobe, choose my outfit for the day, ignoring the pile of yesterday’s clothes at the foot of my bed that I would normally pull on.  I want to make an effort, feel good about myself.  I want to look nice, to I feel nice.
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I sit on my own as I eat my breakfast of toast and jam, still grinning.  I feel amazing, well rested and calm, content.  I don’t know what I was worried about.  Whatever the video Lianne gave me to watch it clearly wasn’t that bad if I could forget it so easily.  If the other two are similar to the first then the car is as good as mine!  I imagine myself driving into college, smiling at the girls, being noticed for the first time.  As I picture the scene I can clearly see what they are wearing, their pretty dresses, cute skirts and tops, their amazing shoes.  They all look so pretty, so cute, so sexy, smiling, carefree and happy and I wonder what it would be like to wear a skirt or dress, to be so happy, so carefree.

“Morning!  You look cheerful.  Sleep well?”  Lianne’s voice snaps be from my day dream.

I turn to face her, smile, nod.  She is grinning at me, blue eyes sparkling with mischief. 

“Very.  And I watched that video.”

Lianne nods.

“I know.  I told you I’d know if you watched it.  Only two more to go.”  Lianne says.  “Unless you’re having second thoughts.”

I laugh, giggle, shifting in my seat.  Lianne always makes me feel like an animal being stalked on a wildlife documentary, the way she watches me, but today I realise I quite like it, and I blush.

“No.  No second thoughts.  The first was easy.  That car is mine, and you can’t back out of our deal now.”  I say.

Lianne’s smile is undimmed, the same self-assured confidence.  She shakes her head.

“I wouldn’t dream of it.  But I should warn you, the next two videos are more… intense.”  She says, grinning.

I giggle.  I can take it, am looking forward to it in fact.  The thought of sitting down with my headphones on makes me feel calm, happy, squirmy in a pleasant way I can’t describe, and I’m almost eager to watch the second video.

“I can take it.”  I say.

Lianne nods.

“I’m hoping you can.  I’m excited to see what you make of them all.”

The way she speaks, the subtle edge to her voice, suggests she knows more than she is letting on and a small, quiet voice at the back of my head tells me to stop, to be careful, but I ignore it.  I feel good, carefree.  I don’t need to worry.

Lianne stands in the kitchen door, watching me, dressed in a simple black skirt and grey sweater, hair slightly ruffled, and I can’t help but notice her make-up, how well she applied it to make the most of her natural beauty.  I wonder for a moment how she got so good at it and I think about asking her, complimenting her.  A knock at the front door interrupts my train of thought though.

“I’ll get it.  You finish.”  Lianne says.

She turns and walks away and not for the first time my gaze travels to her butt, the way she wiggles as she walks, strutting.  She is hot and I giggle, blushing and squirming in my seat.

The door clicks and Lianne opens it and there are voices.  The door clicks shut and Lianne returns with a box.

“It’s for you.”  Lianne says, dropping a package on the table next to me.

I stare at the cardboard box.  I’m not expecting anything, haven’t ordered anything.  I frown, think about opening it but something, some tiny voice at the back of my head, stops me.

“What is it?”  Lianne asks, grinning at me.

“I… I don’t know…”  I say.

I have a vague memory but it vanishes before I can grasp it.  I want to open the box, eager to see what’s inside, excited, but I know I should wait.

“Well, aren’t you going to open it then?  See what’s inside?”  There is an edge to Lianne’s voice, mischief and mayhem.

I shake my head.  I take the box and pull it towards me, away from Lianne, as though protecting it and its contents, its secrets.  Lianne only smiles.

“No, I’ll open it later.”  I say.

Lianne giggles, her eyes sparkling.

“Spoil sport.”  She says.
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I shut my bedroom door and prop a chair next to it to try to keep it barred.  I drop the box onto my bed and fetch my penknife, flipping out the blade and running it carefully over the box to open it.  The box is light and small and my hands are shaking though I do not know why, my heart racing, as though I am nervous.

I fold my blade away and put the knife to the side and open the box and I freeze as I see what it contains.  I reach inside, barely able to believe my eyes, grinning, heart thundering, belly fluttering.

“What…”  I whisper.

I pull out the panties, stockings, suspenders, bra, several sets, all black, lacey, decorated with pretty ribbons.  They are all undeniably sexy, pretty, the kind of thing I’d love to see on a girl, but the box was addressed to me.

I cannot help but feel the fabric, so soft and delicate, so pleasant to touch, and my mind drifts.  What would it be like to wear them, how would I look, would I be pretty, sexy?  I imagine for a moment wearing the items in the box, after all it was addressed to me, and the thought makes me giggle, a swell of joy.  I want to be pretty, sexy… I want to….

I shake my head and focus, drop the items I am holding, rummage through the box for a receipt.  I find it, and check it.  My head spins.  I ordered the items, on my card, last night, after I blacked out, when I should have been in bed.  I paid extra for express delivery.  Why?

I turn my attention back to the stockings with their lacey tops, the pretty panties, the padded bra, the sexy suspenders.  I bite my bottom lip, blushing.  They are so cute, so pretty, so sexy.  For some reasons I am certain they are my size.  I’d look good in them, pretty, sexy, and that would make me happy.  I want to be cute, pretty, happy.  I cannot deny how curious I am about how they’d feel against my skin.

“Just once, before I send them back.”  I say, as though trying to convince myself.

I gnaw on my bottom lip as I get undressed, stripping until I am naked.  I am shaking, so nervous and excited, my heart thundering.  I am grinning, giggling quietly as I pull the stockings out of the box.  I hold them up, take one from the pair, and lift my left foot. 

I pull the stocking on, slowly, carefully, not wanting to snag and ruin my new underwear.  I want to be pretty, sexy.  There is a seam at the back and I am careful to keep it straight.  I pull the first one on then the second, delighting in the way the soft fabric caresses my legs, silky, smooth, shaping my calves and thighs.  I feel a swell of joy and cannot stop grinning, blushing.  My cock stirs, twitching, aching.

I put the suspenders on next, aware for some reason that panties go on over the top, realising that it makes more sense if you need to remove them for the bathroom or other reasons, but I cannot say how I know this.  I adjust them, clasp the straps to the lacey tops of my stockings, holding them up.  The suspender belt is cute, decorated with little ribbons, and I wiggle as I finish putting them on, enjoying the way they make my hips look wider.

I pull my panties on next, moaning, delighted by how they glide up my stocking clad legs, delighting at how they fabric wraps around my cock and ass, the panties cut to show off my butt, making it seem rounder, fuller, plush and pert.  I wiggle it, giggling, head spinning, carefree and cute.

Finally I put on my bra, fastening it around the front then spinning it round and slipping the straps over my shoulders.  I bite my lip, the sensation of it cupping my chest, the way it makes my waist seem narrower, a delight.  I turn, fully dressed in my lingerie, and look at myself in my mirror.  I cannot stop smiling, a sensation of blossoming euphoria at how I look.

I am cute, sexy, pretty, and I feel better than I can remember feeling in a long time.  My body, normally so drab and plain, is lithe and lean with subtle curves, my hips and butt, narrow waist, the padding in my bra, even my normally thin shoulders adding to my feminine sex appeal.  I am happy, as pretty as I am I have nothing to worry about.  I can have fun.  I am cute and sexy.  I wiggle my hips, watching myself, so hot and feminine, my cock stirring in my panties.

“I suppose I could keep them.”  I whisper, knowing that having seen myself I could never bring myself to send them back.

I look… right.  This is how I should be.  I am pretty.  I want to be pretty.  I want to be feminine, sexy, cute.  I bite my bottom lip and moan in delight.

I jump as there is a knock at my door, the handle rattling, but the chair holds.

“What is it?”  I squeak.

I grab my clothes and begin to hurriedly dress, my lingerie still on, the sensation of pulling clothes on over the top of them exotic and pleasant despite the terror I feel.  There is a pause.

“I just need a hand with something.”  Lianne says.  “Are you okay?  You sound funny.”

“I’m fine.  Just need a moment.”  I say.

I pull on my t-shirt and socks, hiding all trace of the pretty lingerie I am wearing under my normal clothes.  I feel sad I cannot see them but knowing they are under my clothes makes me feel good, warm and cosy, safe, sexy and pretty and I know I do not need to worry.  I wiggle my hips and butt as I cross to the door and open it.

Lianne stands in my doorway, smirking, a subtle look in her eye.  She looks me up and down, her gaze lingering for a moment on my chest and my heart freezes.  What if she notices?

Her eyes come back up to my face and her smile is the same.  I exhale a sigh of relief.  I don’t need to worry.  I am pretty in my new underwear and pretty girls don’t need to worry, they should be happy and giggly and so I smile.

“Can you come help me?”  Lianne says.  “Should only take a few hours.”

I nod.  I am happy to help her.  My panties and stockings and bra feel so good under my clothes.

“Sure.”  I say, giggling for no reason.

Lianne’s smile widens.
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I return to my room exhausted but happy, glad to have helped my sister.  I still feel pretty, sexy, the day spent with my naughty secret under my clothes leaving me feeling hot and horny, but happy and light, right in a way I can’t explain.

It is late, and I consider what to do when my gaze drifts to my computer.  I have been squirming all day in my new underwear, wiggling as I move in new and exciting ways, and I feel amazing, happy and content, carefree knowing that beneath my normal clothes I am pretty and sexy, no longer drab and boring and dull.  I still have two more videos to watch and then the car is mine—things are definitely looking up.

“I guess I could watch the video first then think about what to do next.”  I say.

I move to my chair and sit and put on my headphones, open the folder with the two remaining files.  I click on the one labelled two and the video loads.

A pink and white spiral begins playing, full screen, and my gaze drifts automatically and without hesitation to the centre and I relax without thinking.  My cock stiffens slightly in my panties and I breath in and out, immediately calmed.  I watch the spiral as a quiet ticking plays through my headphones.

Welcome back beautiful.  I knew you would come back.  You can’t resist, you can’t help yourself, can you?

I shake my head without thinking.  I can’t resist, I can’t help myself.  I watch the spiral turn, breathe in, sinking deeper, breathe out, letting go of all my stress, all my worries, all my thoughts.  My head empties.  I am pretty.  I do not need to think.

Now, be a good girl for me, breath in and out, deep breaths, nice and slow.  Relax.  Sink deeper with each breath, your mind emptying.  You can’t fight it.  You don’t want to fight it.  You want to sink deeper for me.  You want to drift, empty and mindless and happy.  You want to be a pretty girl for me.  A good girl for me.  Deeper.

I breath in, and out, sink deeper, my mind emptying.  I am pretty in my new lingerie, my panties and stockings, suspenders and bra.  I am sexy, giggly, happy.  I relax.  I do not need to think.  I am a good girl.  My cock stiffens, straining in my panties, a pleasant agony that fills me with joy.

Deeper, sinking, falling, relaxing.  Down you go, deeper and deeper with each breath, my words filling your empty, pretty head.  Relax, deeper with each breath, calm and relaxed.  Deeper.

I let the words fill my head.  My empty pretty head.  I am pretty.

Now, I want you to imagine that sexy, pretty girl from before, in the pretty, sexy underwear you bought for her.

I image a girl, dressed in the black, sexy, lacey lingerie I am wearing.  She is so cute, so sexy, so hot and feminine.  I bite my bottom lip, moaning as I sink deeper, watching the spiral turn.

Now, imagine you are that girl, wearing the underwear, how does it feel?

“Good.”  I whisper—it feels good to wear my new lingerie, right, as though I have just found the part of me that’s always been missing.

I am sexy now, cute and pretty.  I like wearing it.  I like being a good girl, a sexy girl.

You like it don’t you.  You like being a pretty girl, a sexy girl, a brainless girl that giggles and feels good, always happy, always playful, always carefree.

I nod.  I do like it.  I like it.  I like being a pretty girl, a sexy girl.  I sink deeper and the spiral turns.

Now, I want you to imagine what you enjoy, now that you are a pretty, sexy, brainless, playful girl.  What is it you enjoy doing with that hot, sexy body of yours?  How do you like to be touched, licked, caressed, fucked?  Your skin so sensitive, your body aching, so aroused all the time, craving touch, desperate to be played with like a good girl, desperate to be touched, teased, fucked.

I am a sexy girl and my body is so hot, so sensitive.  I moan, aching, cock so hard.  I need to be touched, caressed, I need to be played with.

And if you’re going to be played with, to be fucked, you need to be as pretty as you can be, don’t you?

I nod, my mind drifting.  I sink deeper, deeper, deeper.  If I’m to be played with I need to be as pretty as I can be.


Three

I am again strangely refreshed, happy and almost giddy, as though excited for something I cannot remember.  Again there is no memory.  I know for certain that I watched the video and when I check the drive I find only one remaining, number three, the second vanished along with the first.  I strain myself as I attempt to recall what I watched, but I cannot. 

There is a minor twinge of worry but the moment it begins I feel myself calm.  I do not need to worry.  I do not need to panic.  I am happy and pretty and I do not need to think.

The worry vanishes and I know that there is nothing to stress about.  Everything is fine.  So long as I am pretty I do not need to worry, and I really, really want to be pretty and so I head off to the bathroom to shower and get ready for my day.

I turn the hot water on and strip off my pyjamas, realising for the first time that morning that I am still wearing the lingerie I bought, my new lingerie.  I smile as I look down at my body, my stockings, suspenders, my snug lacy panties, my padded bra.  My body looks so much prettier, so much more feminine, and I wiggle my hips, giggling, studying my reflection in the mirror.  I am a good girl.

My belly flutters, a blossoming sense of euphoria as I see my new self, so pretty, sexy, feminine.  I study my face in the mirror, my hair, my butt, hips, legs, wait, chest, shoulders.  I look good but I know I could look better.  I need to be as pretty as I can be, so that I am sexy, so that people will think me sexy, so that they will want me, want to play with me, touch me.

I resolve to do better and strip off my underwear, sad to be taking it off, already excited to put it back on again after the shower.  The thought of putting on my old boy underwear briefly occurs to me but just imagining it makes me feel nauseous and ill, and I know instinctively that it would be wrong.  I need to be pretty and feminine.

I step into the shower and allow the water to wash over me.  It is hot, steamy, and as I reach out to take my shower gel I pause.  Lianne’s is just next to mine.  The bottle is pink.  I pick it up and smell it.  It smells of flowers and musk, so much sweeter and prettier and more feminine than the dull, bland smell of my soap.  Beside where it sat I notice a pink razor and I pause, almost frozen as the water beats against my back.  A thought bubbles up.  Pretty girls are smooth, and sexy, and feminine.  I need to be smooth and sexy and feminine. 

I put Lianne’s shower gel down and pick up the razor.  My hand is shaking.  I know I cannot resist the sudden compulsion.  I need to be smooth and sexy and feminine.  I need to be a pretty girl, a good girl.

I hold the razor in one hand and pick up the tub of Lianne’s shaving soap, a smell of strawberries erupting as I open it.  I look down at my legs, my cock, my ass.  I’ve never been particularly hairy but now it is as though I see the truth for the first time.  The hair is ugly, dirty, only men and boys have hairy bodies, and I need to get rid of it.  I need to be smooth and pretty and feminine.
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I lather my legs first, standing out of the flow of water to foam my shins and thighs, even my feet.  I take the razor, trembling slightly, knowing that doing this is taking things just one step further, that being smooth and hairless will be even harder to hide.  I know I must though, I have to.  It is a compulsion I cannot resist.  I need to be smooth and pretty and feminine.

I put the razor to my skin and run it up, shaving myself smooth, soft.  I smile, giggling, my cock throbbing softly at the thought of how I’m going to look, of how good I am being.

I run the razor across my flesh, shaving my calves, thighs, shins.  I shudder at the sensation, the pleasure of it, knowing I am becoming prettier, more feminine.  There is a fluttering in my belly and a fizzing joy in the back of my head.  I shave my legs so that they are smooth, hairless, then turn my attention to my armpits, my chest, my butt, lathering them with the shaving soap, the smell of strawberries, stripping myself of my yucky boy hair.

As I rinse the last traces of soap off I check my body, running my hands over myself.  I am smooth, soft, feminine.  I am hairless, pretty, sexy.  My cock swells, a pleasant ache, and my belly flutters with joy.  I am completely hairless now, feminine, but for one final area.

I take a dollop of soap and foam my cock, rubbing gently, the sensations amazing, my dick hard and swollen and throbbing.  Without thinking I reach back and run my soaped hand along my crack.  A pretty girl is smooth everywhere, soft and feminine, ready to be played with, ready to be fucked.

My fingertip brushes over my entrance and the sensation is a delight, sending a pulse of pleasure up my spine.  My finger lingers there for just a moment, teasing, pressing just slightly in, before I move my hand away.  I need to be smooth and pretty first.

I shave carefully, running the razor over my shaft, my balls.  Shaved and smooth my cock looks pretty, feminine, and for the first time I am glad for how small it is, so dainty and cute.  I reach back and run the razor along my crack.  Finished, I rinse off then take my sister’s shower gel and wash myself, the sweet-smelling soap leaving my skin soft, moisturised, so much more sensitive and delicate than normal.  I am a pretty, smooth, sexy, feminine girl.

I shut off the water, step out of the shower, and dry off.  My lingerie is in a pile to the side.  Once dry I set to putting it back on, delighting in how it feels now against my smooth, flawless skin, so much more sensitive, my body so much prettier.  My stockings and panties and bra hug my body.

Dressed, I turn to look at myself in the mirror.  I break into a wide smile, heart fluttering, racing.  I am… I am beautiful.  I am a pretty, feminine girl and I want people to play with me.  My cock twitches and I giggle, my mind empty and free, not a worry or stress to bother me.
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Lianne looks up at me as I enter the kitchen.  She stares at me for a moment, examining me, almost as though she suspects or knows, and I cannot help but squirm, wiggling, blushing.  She smiles.

“You watched the second video.  Good.  Only one more to go.  Think you can manage it or are you going to chicken out?”  She says.

I frown, uncertain how she knows that I watched but glad at least that I do not have to argue or prove it.  The lack of memory is odd, but it does not trouble me or bother me.  I don’t need to worry or stress or even think.  I am pretty and feminine.  I just have to have fun.  I giggle without meaning to.  Lianne’s smile becomes a smirk.

“No, I’ll watch it.  I was going to watch this afternoon in fact.  The sooner I watch it sooner I get my car.”  I say, teasing. 

I giggle again, wiggle my hips as I poke my tongue out.  I am playful, flirty, pretty.  Lianne laughs but says nothing.  She looks… happy.  My cock throbs at the sensation of my stocking clad thighs rubbing together, the way my panties hug my butt as I move.

I move across the kitchen to make myself some food.  Lianne watches me, her eyes tracking me, and without thinking I put an extra wiggle into my hips, my ass swaying.  I want her to watch me, want her to notice, to think me sexy.  I am a pretty, sexy girl and I want people to notice me, to think me sexy.

“So, you have any plans for the day?”  Lianne asks.

I glance at her as I shake my head.  I stare at her for a moment.  Her make-up is amazing and for the first time I realise how talented she is at it, the way she blends colours to emphasise her natural charms, her eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, her blush, the way she styles her hair.  A pretty girl knows how to make herself beautiful.  I think about asking her how she got so good but I stop myself.  Maybe later I can watch some videos, just so I know, in case I ever need to make myself as pretty as possible.  A good girl knows how to make herself as sexy and feminine and pretty as possible so that people want to play with her. 

Lianne stares at me, grinning, and my cock aches.  I wonder what she’d say if she could see me in my pretty, sexy underwear.  Would she think I was hot?

“Just hanging out.  Not much really.”  I say.

Plenty of time to learn how to do make-up, in case it’s ever needed.  Lianne does not speak, continues to stare at me, her expression curious, as though reading my soul, and I look away, look down. 

She is wearing a mid-length skirt today, pleated, dark red, with a black jumper and black thigh-high socks.  Her shoes are high-heels and red to match her skirt.  She’s always dressed nicely, always looks pretty, sexy, and I wonder where she buys her clothes from.  She looks about my size and I wonder if she’d let me borrow some, or if I could sneak some out without her noticing.  Just to try, just to see how I’d look.  A pretty girl needs pretty clothes so that people notice her, so that people will want to fuck her. 

It would be nice to have a few outfits to wear, just for me, so that I could look nice.  All my boy clothes are so boring, so drab.  I need to look pretty and sexy, I need sexy make-up and clothes and slutty shoes so that people notice me, so that I look feminine and sexy.

“Well, just don’t bother me too much.  And remember, if you don’t watch that third video the car is mine.”  Lianne says.

Her words snap me out of my daze and I shake my head, giggling at how silly I was being.  I don’t need to think, I just need to look pretty.

“Sure.  But I’m going to watch it, and the car is going to be mine.  Maybe if you’re nice to me I’ll let you borrow it.”  I say, teasing my sister.

“That’s very sweet of you.”  Lianne says.  “Maybe if you’re nice to me I’ll let you borrow a few things of mine.”

I blush immediately and Lianne laughs.  It is almost… almost as thought she knows.  I do not need to worry, I only need to be pretty.
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I spend the afternoon watching videos online, make-up tutorials and guides on how to style hair my length to make the most of it.  I learn a lot.  I had never realised before how much effort girls put into looking nice, pretty, how much of a difference just a little make-up and hair product could make.  I am buzzing by the time I finish watching the last video.  There is so much I want to try, so much I know I could do, so many looks to try—cute and innocent, sexy and sultry, brazen porn-star.  I can’t wait to get some make-up so that I can practice what I’ve learnt.

“The moment I get my car I’m going shopping!”  I say, giggling.

Thinking of my new car I realise I still need to watch the third and final video, so I open the drive.  There is a moment of hesitation, the lack of memory about what I watched, and… something else… but the worry vanishes almost immediately.  I do not need to worry, I do not need to think, I just need to look pretty, to have fun.  I smile, giggle again.

I pull on my headphones, take a deep, calming breath, in and out, settling, sinking, and press play on the third and final file.  The screen loads and a spiral begins to turn, many shades of glittery pink spinning, drawing my eye in to the centre, drifting, sinking, so calm and relaxed, no need to think or resist.  There is a soft ticking.  I breath in, settling, sinking, and breath out, my mind emptying, quieting, no need to worry or think.

Welcome back precious.  You are an eager girl aren’t you?  Unable to resist me, unable help yourself.  You want to be pretty, don’t you, want to be a sexy, slutty girl, don’t you?

I nod.  I am an eager girl.  I want to be a sexy, slutty, pretty girl. 

Now, breathe in and out, calm, slow.  With each inhale you sink deeper, watching the spiral turn, and with each exhale your mind empties, no thoughts or worries, just pink fluffy emptiness.  Good, pretty, sexy, slutty girls don’t need to think.

I breathe in, sinking, and out, mind emptying.  The spiral turns and I watch it.

You want to be a pretty, sexy, slutty girl.  You want to be a good girl.

I nod, sinking deeper with each breath, my mind empty, hollow, no thoughts.  I do not need to think.  I giggle.

Good girls like you don’t need to think.  Their minds are empty, just full of pink, sparkly fluff.  Your mind is just full of pink sparkly fluff.  You don’t need to think.  You don’t need to resist.  You don’t need to struggle.  You only need to be pretty.

I want to be pretty.  My panties and stockings and bra feel so good against my smooth skin.  I am pretty.  I am feminine.  I am sexy.

Now, I want you to imagine the sexiest, sluttiest, prettiest girl you can.  Imagine how she looks, her smooth pretty body.  Smooth like yours, dressed up in slutty underwear, just like yours. 

I moan in delight.  My cock swells, throbbing.  The spiral turns.

You are so like her now aren’t you?  There’s just one final step.  I want you to picture her face.  Her make-up, her hair.  She looks so slutty doesn’t she.  Like the sexiest porn star you’ve ever seen.  You want to be her.  You need to be her.

I bite my bottom lip, squirming.  I am so pretty, so sexy, but I can be more.  I can be even prettier, even sexier, even sluttier.

Picture her now on a bed, in her sexy underwear, so smooth and pretty.  A slutty girl like that, on her knees, on all fours, what does she need?  What does she crave?

My mouth feels empty and my belly flutters. 

Cock.  Pussy.  Cum.  A girl like that needs to be played with.  Needs to be fucked.  Her body aches for it, desperate.  She can’t think, can’t do anything, except fuck.  Every touch so sensitive, so much pleasure, her mouth and lips yearning, her body needing to be touched.

My body tingles, cheeks blushed.  My lips are so sensitive, my ass, my hole, clenching, empty.

She needs to be fucked, she aches for it.  A girl like that will do anything to be fucked.  She’ll beg, serve, a good slut.  She’s addicted to the pleasure, to cock and cum and pussy.  She needs it more than she needs air, her mouth, her hole, they need to be filled.

I nod, lick my lips, salivating.

Now, imagine you are that girl.  So slutty, sexy, body so hot with desire and arousal. 

I am sexy, slutty.  My cock swells suddenly, aching, hard, my body burning.

You need it, don’t you?

I nod.

You need to be fucked, need to be filled, you can’t think, can’t resist.  Your body aches with desire, with lust, so aroused, so hot, so sensitive, so much pleasure.  No thoughts.  Just pleasure.  Addicted to all that pleasure so that without it you are nothing.  You need it.  You have to have it.

I nod, squirming.  I need it, crave it.  I am addicted.

All you need to do is serve, beg, be a good girl, and you will be rewarded.  You will be fucked, you will be pleasured.  All you need to do is obey, like a good slut, and all that pleasure you need will be yours.  Your aching body needs it, you need it.  Obey.  Serve.  A good slut.

My mind sinks deeper.  I am a good slut.  I must obey.  I must serve.  I need the pleasure.  I crave it.  I am addicted.  Without it I am nothing.  My body tingles, shivering, cock aching, lips wet, yearning, hole clenching.

Be a good girl.  Be a good slut.  Obey.  Serve.

I sink deeper.  No thoughts, no resistance, only obedience.  I am a good girl, a good slut.


Four

There is still no memory of what I watched, though I remember sitting down, headphones on, pressing play then… nothing.  Nothing until I woke up late this morning feeling amazing, refreshed and carefree and happy.  As I squirm under my covers I grin, giggling, my smooth legs and butt so much more sensitive and delicate against my sheets.  I am naked, my skin smooth, soft, hairless.  I am pretty.  I am a pretty, sexy girl.  I let my hands run over my body, delighting in the sensation.

My cock strains, swells, throbbing, but I do not touch it.  I know I shouldn’t.  A good girl NEVER plays with herself.  Frustrated and aching in the most wonderful way I get out of bed and, pulling on a pair of yucky boy pants, hurry to the bathroom to get ready for the day. 

“I really need to get myself something nicer to wear.  I don’t have any pretty clothes.”  I say quietly to myself.

Once in the bathroom I shower, again using Lianne’s scented moisturising soap, the way it leaves my skin soft and delicate and sensitive, the gentle perfume, wonderful.  I allow my hands to trace my subtle curves, glad for the first time for my slight figure, my narrow shoulders and wide hips, my round ass.  I make a much better girl.

I rinse off and step out of the shower, dry myself, and examine my body in the mirror.  I pose and wiggle and even my cute little cock seems more feminine.  I bite my bottom lip and blush, a swell of euphoria, my body so soft and smooth and pretty… yet, I know I can do more.

“Lianne won’t be back until later…”  I whisper.

I make up my mind before I have a chance to doubt myself.  I slip through to my room, running naked, glad that the house is empty.  I grab my underwear, my panties and stockings and suspenders and bra—my only set, I’m going to need to buy more, and then I can throw away all my old yucky underwear.  A pretty girl wears sexy underwear all the time, so she is always ready to play.  I then head through to my sister’s room.

I slip on my underwear first, so I am properly dressed, feel better with the silk and lace and ribbon on, more feminine, more like the real me.  I then turn my attention to my sister’s wardrobes.  She has so many clothes.  She won’t miss one outfit, and they’re all so cute, so sexy, so pretty.  The contents of her wardrobe are so much more enticing and exciting than the yucky contents of mine.

I take my time, choose a pink mini skirt and a cute pink blouse.  I decide on a whim to borrow some of my sister’s underwear too, take a pair of white thigh high socks, pink panties, and a pink padded bra.  Finally I select a pair of pink heels that I’ve never seen my sister wear but that look like something a stripper or porn star might own.

My hands are shaking as I take off my underwear and slip on the outfit I’ve chosen and even as I slip on the pink panties and bra, the white socks, the pink skirt and blouse, the pink heels, I know that I’ll never willingly return them.  They feel right, as though as I was meant to wear them, and I wiggle and sway and pose as I look down at myself, giggling, blushing.  My head feels pink and sparkly and I am happy, my skin flush and sensitive, lips tingling, hole clenching, cock throbbing.

I turn to look at myself in the mirror and I adore what I see—I am a sexy, slutty, pretty girl!  I look amazing, so cute all pink, my sexy white socks and slutty pink heels.  I wiggle, turn, tottering, the heels making me stand in a way that makes my legs seem longer and my butt rounder, sticking out.  The skirt hugs my butt ass and hips, so short my panties flash as I move, and my blouse is short so my flat belly and narrow waist are on show, unbuttoned to flash my bra. 

“I can do more though.”  I say.

A pretty girl knows how to look her best, how to look like a good slut in make-up.  I look to my sister’s dressing table, see all her make-up, and I grin, giggling.  I step over towards it, strutting in my heels, my hips swaying, ass wiggling, my cute little cock throbbing.
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I use my sister’s palette of eye shadows first, working with glittery pinks and blacks to dust my eye lids as I saw in the videos.  It is not as easy as they made it seem but I go slowly, carefully, and manage to do an acceptable job, the make-up heavy and sultry and brazen.  I am a pretty, sexy slut and I want people to notice me, to want me, to play with me, so I need to look my best.  There is a fizzing in my head, pink sparks, my cock throbbing, my belly fluttering.

Next I use mascara and eye liner to make my eyes look larger, brighter, heavy blacks, my lashes long and fluttering like butterfly wings.  I cannot stop smiling as I stare at myself in the mirror, my face transformed.  Finally I add a touch of blush and highlight to my cheeks to make my face glow, my features already soft and feminine, then paint my lips, a deep pink topped with a glittery gloss to make them sparkly and plump and wet. 

I tussle my hair with product, a messy feminine style, cute and girly, then paint my nails, glittery pink to match my make-up.  Finished I stare at myself and I feel carefree and happy, joyous, fluttery and light, pink sparkles.  I am a sexy girl, a pretty girl.  I am feminine and sensitive and aching.  I am so pretty I need to be played with.

My heart races and my belly flutters.  My cock throbs.  I am stunning.  I grin and giggle, aware that I am never going back to the old me.  I am a pretty, sexy, slutty girl!

“Having fun there are we Ben?  Or should I just call you Becky?”

Lianne’s voice is mocking, quiet.  I turn, blushing, panicking for only a moment.  I do no need to worry.  I am a pretty, feminine girl.  I do not need to think.  I smile and giggle, suddenly calmer.

“I like the name Becky.”  I say.  “But… well, I just wanted to borrow a few things.  I hope you don’t mind.”

Lianne stares at me, her smile full of mischief and guile.  She looks me up and down, appraising me, seems almost pleased, nodding.  The way she looks at me makes me flutter.

“You look… pretty.”  She says.  “You make a better girl than you do boy.”

My heart soars.  She thinks I am pretty.  I am a good girl, feminine and sexy.  I giggle.

“Thanks.”  I say—my mind is full of pink sparkles.

“I… I watched that final video too, so… I guess I won the bet!”  I say—my voice is fluttering and soft, feminine.

I flutter my eye lashes.  I’m excited to get my new car, so I can go out to places, so I can go shopping, get more shoes, more lingerie, more cute outfits.  I need to dress like the pretty, slutty, sexy girl I am.

“You did win the bet.  You watched all three of those videos.  How did you like them?”  Lianne asks.

I try to think but I cannot, it is too hard.  Pretty girls don’t need to think, I don’t need to think.  I need to obey, serve, be played with, look pretty.  I do not need to worry.  I know that the videos were fun though, and I want to watch more.

“I liked them!  I’d be happy to watch them again but they all disappeared!  Do you have any more like them?”  I ask—my voice is carefree and giggly.

Lianne nods.  Her smile widens.

“I think I can probably find a few more videos for you since you enjoyed them so much.”  She says.

I clap my hands and bounce up and down, excited, eager to see more of the fun videos—even though I cannot remember what they were about I know instinctively that they were good for me, that they help make me a better, prettier, sluttier girl, which is a good thing.  I need to be the prettiest, sluttiest, sexiest girl I can be.

“What’ll you do for me though?”  Lianne asks.

I frown, pouting.  I think for a moment but thinking is too hard.  I shrug.

“What do you want me to do?”

My body feels hot and sensitive and needy, aching, craving something I cannot name.  My lips tingle and my cock throbs.  I hope that Lianne wants me to do something naughty and sexy.

“Hmmm… how about you let me keep the car, and I’ll give you more videos.”

I shake my head, still pouting.  I need my car to buy pretty things.  I need to look pretty.

“No!  I won!  That’s not fair.”  I say.

Lianne laughs.  She stares at me.

“How about you just let me keep the car anyway.  I’ll let you borrow it when you need it, and I’ll give you lots more fun videos.”

“No.”  I say.

Lianne’s smile does not lessen.

“Just say yes Becky.  You know you want to.  Just be a good girl for me.”  Lianne says—there is a buzzing at the back of my head as she says those words, pink sparks, bolts of pleasure, and I feel weak.

“Be my pretty, submissive, sissy princess.”

The way Lianne says those last two words… I… I cannot resist.  I cannot think.  My head is full of pink glitter.  I am a submissive sissy princess.  I do not need to think, or resist.  I need only to be pretty, sexy, feminine, slutty.  I need only to be fun and playful and giggly.  I need to obey. 

I break into a wide smile, giggle, no thoughts.  I am blushing, pretty, sexy, my body hot and sensitive, craving play, craving fun.  I nod.

“Okay Mistress.”  I say—my voice soft and feminine and obedient.

Lianne smiles at me. 

“Good princess!”  She says.  “And do you know how I reward good princesses?”

I shake my head.  I do not, but I don’t worry.  I bounce in my seat, eager and excited, glad I am a good princess.

“Would you like me to show you?”  Lianne asks.

I nod, excited and happy, head full of pink glitter and sparks.  My cock is throbbing, my lips tingling, hole aching.  I want so badly to know how a good princess is rewarded.  I hope it is dirty and fun!

“Yes please Mistress!”  I say.


Five

“Go to my wardrobe on the left.  In the bottom is a box with a combination padlock.  Take it out and bring it to me princess.”  Lianne says.

I smile, giggle, nod.  I am a good sissy princess, obedient and pretty, submissive and sexy, slutty, eager to please.  I head to the wardrobe, walking carefully in my heels.  Heel to toe like a good slut, one foot in front of the other, be sure to wiggle my hips and ass so people notice how sexy I am.  I want people to notice me, want people to want to fuck me.

I rummage in the bottom of the wardrobe, pull out a wooden box with a combination padlock and carry it over to Lianne, my Mistress.  I wiggle my hips, my ass, the way my skirt and panties feel is amazing, my smooth sock clad thighs rubbing together, my cock aching. 

“Such a good princess.  I love watching you walk, such a sexy little slut.  You’re going to get all the boys very excited.” 

I grin, blush, giggle.  The thought of boys getting excited watching me, of men wanting to fuck me, makes me hot and fluttery.  I need hard cock.  I crave it.  I am addicted to cum.

“Now, how about you close your eyes.  I want this to be a surprise.”  My Mistress says.

I nod.

“Yes Mistress.”

I close my eyes, excited, eager, glad to obey.  My lips are tingling and my hole is aching.  I feel dizzy and fluttery and my heart is racing, skin so sensitive.  My mind is full of pink sparkles.  I am a good girl, a pretty girl.

There is a rustle of clothes as I stand with my eyes closed.  I imagine my mistress getting undressed, the thought of her naked, the thought of her voluptuous body.  I need to serve her, worship her, pleasure her. 

There is then the sound of the padlock opening, more rustling, the noise of metal buckles.  I can hear Lianne shifting around just in front of me, her body exposed, but I do not dare open my eyes, do not dare disobey.

“Open your eyes now princess.”  My Mistress says.

I do as I am told, open my eyes, and my smile is a wide beam.  Lianne is naked, breasts bared, beautiful, her wide hips, smooth legs, taught stomach, except for the straps around her waist—black leather with silver metal fastenings.  My gaze is drawn to the middle of the web of straps, over her crotch, a fleshy pink cock, massive and hard, a life like dildo sculpted with a prominent head and veins.  My mouth waters and my hole clenches.  I am weak at the sight of it.

“You like your reward princess?”  My Mistress asks.

I nod, giggling.  I crave cock, need it.  I need to suck it, fuck it.  I need to be fucked, used.  I am a pretty sissy fuck-toy.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”  I say—my voice quiet and feminine.

My Mistress smiles.  Wiggles her hips to make her cock sway from side to side.

“Then drop to your knees.”

I obey without thinking.
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“Wrap your hand around it princess.”  My mistress says. 

My eyes are wide, my mouth wet, empty, lips tingling, sensitive.  I shift forward, shuffling in my pink heels, white socks, pink skirt and pretty panties.  My cock is hard, throbbing.  I need to suck cock.  I need to be fucked.  I am a dirty slut who needs to be used.

I reach up and wrap my hand around my Mistress’s cock, the feel of it in my hand, cool, hard and yet soft, makes me moan, whimper, my cheeks hot.  I want to serve it.  I want it inside of me.

“You like it don’t you?  You like cock.  You want it.  You need it.  Well, if you ask nicely I’ll let you have it, but you need to beg like the dirty, sexy, pretty sissy slut you are.”

There is a lump in my throat.  I need it.  I have to have it.  I know I cannot resist.  My mind is full of hunger, pink sparkles. 

“Please Mistress… please… I need your cock… I’ll do anything… I’ll be your slave, your toy…. Just let me have it… let me worship you… use me like your pretty fuck-toy…”  I whisper.

My Mistress smiles, nodding.

“Very good.  I think you’ve found your rightful place haven’t you princess.  A little pretty slut on her knees.  Sissy Becky.  My toy.”

I nod.  I am where I belong.  At my Mistress’s feet, begging for cock.

“I’m your pretty slut Mistress.  Your toy.”

My Mistress smiles.

“Yes, you are.  Now, since you are a good girl, why don’t you open your mouth and take my cock between those pretty lips.  I want to watch you suck cock like the slut I’ve always known you are.”

I nod, flush, blushing, eager.  I turn my attention to my Mistress’s cock.  I open my mouth, lean forward, press my lips to the head of her dick.  I wrap them tight and press forward, let the cock slip into my mouth.  I work my tongue, bob my head down, up, slipping my lips up and down my Mistress’s shaft, wetting it with my spit.  My head is filled with bright pink bubbles, an overwhelming joy.  I am a pretty, slutty cock sucker.  I need to suck cock.  I need to be a good girl.

“So pretty.  Such a tight, sexy mouth.  The boys are going to enjoy you.”  My mistress says.

I am overjoyed she thinks me pretty.  The thought of sucking other cocks for her, pleasing men, tasting cum, drives me on.  I am addicted to cock, to cum.

I suck harder, lips soft, tingling with pleasure.  I work my tongue.  I take as much of my Mistress’s cock as I can, the tip brushing the back of my throat.  I suppress the urge to gag and take more, feel it slip into my throat, tight, so good, so hot.  I suck harder, needing to please, full of pleasure, my cock aching, head spinning.  I need more.  I need cock.  I need to suck, fuck.  I need to be used like a pretty sissy fuck-toy.

I work my lips and tongue like a porn star.  My Mistress’s cock pressed into the tight confines of my throat and I choke on it, milk it.  Bolts of pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever felt spread out from my mouth.  I cannot think, mind a pink cloud of sparkles and bubbles and pleasure.  I am addicted to this.  I am a slut now, a pretty, sexy slut.

“Good girl.  But there’s more.  You want more, don’t you?”

I know what my Mistress is offering and I want it.  I need it.  I need cock inside of me, inside my ass.  I need to be fucked like the slut I am, like a pretty, sexy girl.

I pull my pretty, sensitive lips off my Mistress’s cock, the prominent head leaving my mouth with an audible pop, my tongue tingling with pleasure, wet and hot, and I look up at her, nodding, blushing, giggling.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.  “I want you to fuck me… please… fuck me like your slutty, sissy toy.”

My Mistress smiles at me.

“Of course princess.”  She says.
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“On the bed, on your back.”  My Mistress says.  “Panties off and spread your legs.”

I obey without thinking.  I move to the bed and lie down on my back.  I slip my panties down my smooth, sock clad legs, my cute little cock hard and oozing precum, and then spread my legs. 

I am still in my heels, like a good slut, dressed sexy, ready for cock.  A good girl always looks pretty, sexy, is always ready to be a good fuck-toy.

With my legs spread wide I feel like the pretty, sexy slut I know I am.  I watch as my Mistress crosses to stand between my legs, her cock still wet with my spit.

“Such a cute little dick!  Yes, you definitely make a better girl.  You’d never satisfy anyone with that.  You’ll do much better as a pair of tight holes to fuck and fill with cum.”

I blush at the words, giggling, but the thought fills me with hot pleasure, my body burning, craving it, so sensitive.

“Now, beg me to fuck you, or you’ll get nothing.”  My Mistress says.

“Please… no… you can’t leave me like this… I need it… I need you inside me… I need to be fucked… I need you to make me into a slutty, sexy girl… a fuck-toy… if you don’t I might start to think I’m a boy again but I know that once you fuck me… once you fill me with cock… I’ll never be able to go back to being a boy… I’ll be a sissy girl forever and I need that.”

I need to be fucked to finally become the girl I want to be, to be have that silly, yucky boy fucked out of me so that I can be the carefree, playful, flirty, sexy, slutty girl I was always meant to me.

“Please Mistress…”  I beg.

My Mistress smiles. She looks down at me, takes a small bottle of clear liquid from somewhere in her straps and fills her palm with it.  She runs her hand over her cock, slickening it, lubricating it so that it can slip inside me, inside my ass, and I quiver with pleasure and anticipation.  My hole aches, hungry, needing to be filled. 

My Mistress steps forward, aims the head of her cock at my entrance, runs it up and down my crack, lubricating me.  The sensation is sheer bliss and I moan, biting my bottom lip, squirming.  My head is full of sparkling pink bubbles.

The head of my Mistress’s cock pauses at my entrance, presses gently, teasing me open.  The sensation is more than any pleasure I have ever known and I lift my legs to raise my butt higher, offering it.  I hold my thighs, hold my legs open wide, my pretty pink heels in the air.

“Please… fuck me… fill me…”  I whisper.

My Mistress presses firmly, into me, spreading me wider and wider, opening my hole so that she can fill me.  Her lubed cock works into me, the pressure building, pleasure and pain.  I press into her, wanting her inside me.  My hole stretches and then, suddenly, the head pops past my outer ring and her cock sinks into my pretty, sissy ass. 

I moan, loud, my head blank, drunk on bliss.

“Fuck… yesss…”  I whimper

“You like that slut?”  My Mistress asks.

I can only nod.  There are no more words, just the pleasure of being fucked.  I want more.  My Mistress presses into me, deep, her cock sinking into my ass, my tight virgin hole being used, stretched, trained as a fuck-hole.  I am a nasty, dirty, sexy sissy slut and I am addicted to cock.

My Mistress runs her hands down my legs and under my skirt, grips my hips.  She thrusts into me, fast, hard, filling me, fucking me, claiming me.  I can feel the last traces of my old self slipping away and I do not care.  I am a pretty, sexy girl, a sissy slut.  I am Becky.  I am a sissy princess.

I fuck back, taking more and more of my Mistress’s cock, letting her use me, whimpering, moaning.  The way her cock stretches me, the prominent head rubbing against my inner walls, rubbing over the bright knot of pleasure in my belly, makes my cock throb, drooling precum.

“Yes… fuck… harder…”

“You’re a slut, aren’t you?”  My Mistress says.

I nod.

“You’re a dirty, cock addicted sissy girl.  A sexy pretty fuck-toy.  You need cock.  Need to be fucked like a slut, to be used.  Don’t you?”

I nod, moaning.  It’s all true and I am happier than I have ever been.  The knot of pleasure in my belly expands, throbbing, hot, cock aching.  I thrust back as my Mistress claims me, stretching my hole, making me into a brainless sissy fuck-toy.

My balls tighten, my cock throbs.  I moan, thrusting, grinding my hips.

“Cum for me then.  Cum and admit you are a dirty sissy princess.  Cum for me while I fuck you and become the sissy slut you are meant to be.”  My Mistress says.

I know instinctively that cumming like this, now, will change everything and I want it more than I have ever wanted anything.  I grind on her cock, chasing the pleasure, her shaft filling me, stretching me, slipping in and out, over and over. 

“Yes… that’s… I’m… I’m going to…”

I moan and my cock swell, throbs, balls spasming.  I cum as my Mistress fucks me, thrusting into me, filling me.  I cum harder than I have ever cum, my cock drooling, the pleasure intense, addictive, and I know I can never go back.  I am a sexy, pretty girl, a sissy princess, and I can’t live without cock, without cum.

“Good girl.”  My mistress says.

Her cock is still buried in my ass and I squirm, delighting in the sensation.  She reaches out and scoops a generous dollop of my cum from where it has pooled on my belly.  She brings her hands to my lips and I open my mouth without even being told.

I take her cum covered fingers between my lips and suck and lick them clean, eager to taste cum, my cum, aching for it.  The first taste is like heaven and I know I will never be able to get enough.

“Good girl!”  My Mistress says.

I smile, beaming, blushing.

“Now, I promised you more videos, didn’t I?”  She says.

I nod.  I want to watch more, to be a better slut for my Mistress.

“Well, how about I send you a new batch, and you share them with some of your friends.  I’m sure you can convince them to watch them.  I was thinking Lee and Aaron would make excellent playmates for you.  Don’t you think?”

The thought of Lee and Aaron becoming pretty, sexy girls like me makes my hole clench and my cock twitch.  We could serve my Mistress together and I bet they have pretty cocks, all full of delicious cum.  I nod, grinning, blushing.  My head is a haze of pink sparkly fog.

“That sounds like the bestest idea ever Mistress.”  I say. 

THE END.


Confessions – Caught by my Step-Brother


One

I stopped outside the modern apartment building and looked up at the walls of glossy steel and glass and concrete, far sleeker and fancier than our dull suburban family home, then double checked the address. It was right.  This was the right place.  This was where my brother, my step-brother, lived, and I felt a twinge of pride to see he was living somewhere so beautiful, that he’d done so well for himself—I’d always known he was going to make something of himself, he was too special, too smart and charming to waste away in our small, dead-end home town.

My phone said it was still early, too early for him to be home from work yet, so I rummaged in my rucksack for the keys he’d sent me, and found them in a side pocket.  I slipped the rucksack up across my shoulders, then climbed up the pristine front steps to the large glass front doors.  It took me a second to find the right key, my hands fumbling for a moment, suddenly nervous and excited at the thought of seeing Warren again after the long summer. 

It had been too long since we’d seen each other, since we’d spent time properly together, years in fact, and I’d missed him more than I’d thought possible.  Sure, we’d seen each other on holidays, but it just wasn’t the same. 

As I pushed open the front door to the apartment building and stepped inside, making my way along the hallway to the elevator, I reminisced about the last time we lived together, when Warren was 18 and I was almost 17.  Our parents had only been married for a few years, but we’d already grown close, as close as real brothers, quickly bonding over shared interests, our personalities complimenting each other, like pieces of a jigsaw puzzle, and we’d quickly put our parents fears of a fractious, rebellious, hostile household to rest.

In the weeks after he’d gone I’d moped, not really knowing what to do with myself, but it had soon enough become the new normal, even if the new normal was a bit less cheerful, colourful, and fun.  I mean, sure, we’d had online games and voice chat, often playing into the early hours together, chatting about our days, laughing, neither of us wanting to have to give in and go to bed, but, well… it just wasn’t the same as having him around in person.

A year later I’d gone off to college too, at the other end of the country.  We’d still chatted often, gaming together or just talking while studying or doing chores and other stuff, but it was less often, less regular.  We both had our own lives. 

It had changed when Warren met Emily.  She’d wanted more of his time, more of his attention, so we’d only managed to game together once every week or so, though we’d still send emails and messages throughout the day, telling each other about our day, sharing gossip and jokes, funny things we’d seen online.  It had been hard for me, not having Warren to chat to most nights, but I’d tried not to be a burden.

Where he’d fit in easily at college, as I knew he would, the charming, handsome, tall, funny, smart guy, people eager to spend time with him, I’d found it harder.  I was almost his opposite, shy and awkward, the small slim nerd with long hair wearing oversized t-shirts and baggy hoodies to try to hide.  It hadn’t been the worst time.  I’d made a few friends, but I had been far from the life of parties and girls that popular culture made college out to be—I’d not even kissed a girl yet, though that didn’t really bother me.  I’d never really been that bothered about chasing girls, preferring to talk and laugh and get to know them, rather than engaging in chat-up lines and attempting to pick them up, and I’d made a few close female friends who I enjoyed flirting with, but nothing more.

It was when Warren stopped coming home for the holidays that I really started to miss him.  Emily, his girlfriend, had wanted them to spend time together over the holidays, but she’d also wanted to see her family, so Warren had gone with her, to see her family, only seeing us for a few days every few holidays at most.  It had hurt, but… he’d been happy.  And I wanted him to be happy. 

As the elevator arrived I stepped in and pressed the button for Warren’s floor.  The doors closed and the elevator began to rise.  I smiled, wistfully, remembering how he’d been happy, telling me all about his life and his plans.

I’d not seen him in person for over a year, and he’d been getting on with his life.  He’d graduated from college and landed a good job.  He’d got a new apartment in the city, and had even been thinking of proposing to Emily.  Seeing him so happy had filled me with joy, though there’d always been that small, core of… almost dread, knowing that things would never go back to how they’d been.  It was normal though.  Brothers grow up and grow apart, though that didn’t stop me missing him, and there was still that part of me that longed to spend time with him, that tiny voice jealous and envious of Emily, almost resentful… but if she made him happy…

As the doors to the elevator opened I stepped out, made my way along the hallway, counting door numbers until I found Warren’s apartment.  I fumbled with the keys, grinning, excited, and it took me a moment to open the lock.

In the end it had all collapsed.  He found out she’d been cheating on him with her boss, sleeping with an older, wealthier, married man.  It had broken him, devastated him.  I’d been there for him immediately, listening to him, letting him cry to me over the phone into the early hours, and I’d been happy to help, been happy to support him.  He was my brother and I wanted to help him, tried to cheer him up.

As I slipped in through the door, shutting it behind me, I paused.  Warren’s apartment was small but stunning, modern and clean and sleek, with large windows looking out over the city.  He was doing well for himself, he was mending, and I was finally here to help him, in person.

“Warren?” 

I called out, but there was no answer.  He was still at work, just as I’d suspected, but he’d be home within hours.  I felt a warm glow at the thought of him coming home to find me waiting for him, finally getting to give him the hug I’d been saving up for him, finally getting to see and talk with my big brother.

There’d been a small kernel of joy when Warren had told me that he’d broken up with Emily, and I still felt guilty about it, his misery bringing me happiness, but… I just wanted my brother back, and for too long it’d felt like she’d stolen him from me.  I’d never even met her but I’d never liked her.  She’d moaned when he spent too many nights talking with me, playing new games or running through old favourites together, and soon he’d stopped almost entirely, only able to find time while she was out of town with friends or off at a ‘business conference’ with her boss.

When they’d broken up he’d been able to spend more time with me and I loved it, loved having my brother back, my best friend, chatting, listening to him, hearing him laugh in those odd moments he forgot about the hurt she’d caused him. 

I dropped my rucksack and set off to explore the apartment, a spring in my step, a fluttering in my belly, excitement and happiness fizzing.  I’d graduated only a few weeks ago and, with Warren single again, without Emily demanding he dote on her, he’d invited me to come and stay, to see the city, to spend time together, just the two of us.  We’d be living together again, for a few weeks at least.  It would be like old times, and I couldn’t wait.  We’d even talked about me finding a job in the city, so we could be closer, so we could be back in each other’s lives.  I wanted to be there for him, to help him mend and cheer him up and now, finally, I was here, and I couldn’t wait to see him.

The apartment was clearly Warren’s, with several posters of his favourite movies and bands on the wall, but framed instead of just hung up, making the space seem more mature, adult, sophisticated.  I laughed, shaking my head.  My brother was an adult now.  He had a job, a home, a whole life, and then I giggled as I realised I too was an adult now, just setting off on my journey after college, and I remembered an odd phrase my mother had used, salad days, and I chuckled again, wondering what that even really meant.

We were no longer the silly teenage boys we’d been, but were both young men now.  Warren had even been almost about to get engaged, married.  The thought made my heart twang in the odd way it had when he’d first told me about his planned proposal, though less severe.  It hadn’t happened, yet, but I knew it was only a matter of time before he found someone who would appreciate how special he was.  He was too amazing to be single and unclaimed for long, and whoever it ended up being they were lucky, and I suffered another pang, jealousy, envy, but suppressed it.

Now I was out of college and in the city maybe I’d get to meet someone too, though I felt no real emotions about the idea of dating, finding a nice girl—rather I felt almost cold.  Still, the thought of going out to bars with Warren, hanging out, spending time together excited me and I was looking forward to that, and if we happened to meet girls then I’d not argue, even if I was hoping to have some time alone with him.

As I moved through the apartment my gaze caught on the side table, a folded scrap of paper with my name, Nathan, written on the front in my brother’s familiar scrawl.  I lifted the paper up, unfolded it, and read.   It was a note for me, from Warren, telling me he was sorry he couldn’t be here to meet me, but he’d try to get out early to come home.  He was excited to see me, glad that I was finally coming to stay, see his apartment and his new life, and he’d call to let me know when he was heading back.  I should make myself comfortable while I waited, treat it like my own home.  I put the note down, smiling.

Beside it were several framed photographs, one of our blended family, my mother and stepfather standing in front of a Christmas tree taken years ago, Warren and me standing in front of them, two dorky teenagers grinning in cheesy Christmas jumpers.  I felt a twang at my heartstrings as I recalled the pleasant memory.  There was another, of me and Warren at the beach on a family holiday before he met Emily, both of us returned from college for the summer.  We were laughing, splashing in the sea.  He was taller than me, broader, his short mop of curly auburn hair wet, bright grey eyes, his face wearing that same, easy, confident, handsome smile, wearing just shorts, slim and toned from his irregular sessions at his college gym.  Beside him I seemed smaller, my blonde hair long even then, grown down just past my shoulders, and I was in a baggy t-shirt and shorts.  I blushed, shook my head.  I’d still not gotten over my embarrassment at my petite frame, still favoured loose clothes, still swam with a t-shirt on.  I was smiling though, obviously laughing, enjoying myself, my green eyes sparkling.  I was happy then, really happy.

My gaze shifted, fell to a third photograph, the frame lying face down.  I lifted it to see Warren and… me?  No… that wasn’t right.  We were standing on a terrace looking out over a sunset, Warren looking older, with a short beard.  I had no memory of that.

It clicked suddenly and my blush deepened.  That wasn’t me.  That was… that was Emily?  The girl I’d never men, the girl Warren was going to marry, looked… she looked almost like me—slim and short, with big green eyes, long blonde hair.  She was obviously pretty though, and clearly feminine, where I wasn’t.  She was even wearing make-up, dressed in a thick jumper, grinning as Warren hugged her, beaming.  Bitch.

I shook my head.  She didn’t look anything like me really.  It was just at a glance, before I really thought about it.  Yet… her hair was styled, loose curls, where I never did anything really with mine, leaving it to frizz and grow wild, and she was wearing make-up, dark lashes and mascara, purple and black eyeshadow to make her green eyes brighter, with pink lipstick, and highlights and shadows on her cheek, but… there was something there, like… maybe a similarity?

Warren had never mentioned it.  He’d never even really described her now I thought about it.  None of us had ever seen her, not even a photo of her, and she’d never once even entertained the suggestion of visiting our family during the holidays.  Had he even noticed how alike his step-brother and his girlfriend were?

I laughed again, an odd, novel feeling, my blush deepening but not as though I was embarrassed, more… nervous, but also kind of flattered.  I supposed it was kind of a compliment. 

I stared at the photo for a moment longer, staring at the woman that broke my big brother’s heart, glaring daggers at her image.  She was definitely pretty, her petite frame and almost boyish features making her seem cute, but I knew too much about her.

“You had your chance, and you blew it.  He was too good for you anyway.  He’ll get over you and find someone better, someone who deserves him.”  I whispered, almost bitterly.

My heart skipped, an odd twang.  He really would find someone, eventually, and then… I pushed the thoughts out of my mind.  I was here for a few weeks at least, and I had him to myself again, at least for now.  It’d be like old time, back before he left.  It was going to be amazing and I’d been looking forward to if for ages.

If he did meet someone down the road then… so long as they made him happy, so long as they treated him well, then… I’d be happy for him, for them.  I just wanted him to be happy.

I turned away from the photographs and headed off to further explore Warren’s apartment, eager to learn more about this mysterious adult man my brother had become, yet, there was that odd niggling in the back of my mind, gnawing at my heart.  He was going to meet someone else eventually, someone who’d make him happy, and I’d lose him all over again.  My smile faltered and I felt a familiar sense of loneliness and sadness for just a moment before I forced myself to think about today, and tomorrow.  I forced myself to smile.  I wasn’t going to let anything ruin this time we had together.


Two

The sound of a key slipping into the lock and the door opening snapped me from the trashy film I was watching.  I sat up and turned towards the front door, sat at the end of the small hallway connecting to the living room. 

“Hi honey, I’m home!”  A voice called.

Warren’s voice.  I could even hear his smile. 

I jumped up and leaped over the back of the sofa, scrambling into a dash, running to greet him.

“You’re back!  You said you’d call.”  I said.

The door swung open and I saw Warren, my step-brother, by big brother, in the flesh for the first time in over a year.  I threw my arms open and leapt at him, embracing him in a ferocious hug, my feet off the floor.

“Whoa… someone miss me?”  He chuckled.

I just nodded, holding him tight, hugging him for a long moment.  He laughed again, lightly, then wrapped his arms around me, holding me, softly at first, then squeezing, hard.  He was stronger now, his arms thicker—he’d obviously been spending more time at the gym since he broke things off with Emily.

“I’ve missed you too.”  Warren said, voice quiet, sincere.

There was a moment of silence, both of us enjoying the closeness, and I could feel my big brother’s vulnerability, his emotions still raw and injured after his ordeal with the bitch.  As I hugged him I realised just how much I’d missed him, just how much I enjoyed being around him, just how much I appreciated him for the wonderful person he was.

Finally, eventually, reluctantly, I relaxed my grip on him, and he did the same.  He put me down, my feet back on the floor, my legs wobbling slightly.  I swallowed the lump in my throat and as Warren straightened back up I stared up at him.

He was a good four or five inches taller than me, just a hairs breadth above six foot tall, and was even broader now.  His grey eyes seemed blurred, and he blinked twice to clear them, his smile timid.  He looked vulnerable, the same kind, sweet brother I’d always known, but grown up now. 

“You grew a proper beard?”  I asked.

Warren nodded.  Reaching up to stroke it.  He looked more in control now, the vulnerability I’d glimpsed slipping below the surface, but his eyes always gave him away and I knew him too well.  There was pain there, and sadness.  I was going to fix that though, or I was going to break myself trying.  He was too good to be left suffering for what that bitch did to him.

“You like it?  I kind of think it suits me.”  He said—and overly formal and stiff note to his voice.

He stood up tall, shoulders back, deliberately poised, almost regal.  I knew he was joking about but it really did suit him and he looked… good!  He was handsome and charming and Emily was an idiot for not appreciating him.

“Yeah I do, I really do.  Makes you look older and more mature, but in a good way.”

Warren turned to look at me, grinning.  The beard really did look good on him, thick and deep auburn, emphasising his rugged, handsome features, matching his hair, grown a little long and wild, though still short compared to my long tangle of dirty blonde locks.  He was almost the opposite of me.  My face almost still smooth as a baby’s, and my features almost elfin, androgynous, almost cute, and I thought again about the photo I’d seen of Emily, her face not dissimilar to mine.  Warren stared at me for a moment, an odd look, his eyes sparkling, and for some reason I blushed, looking away.

“And your apartment is amazing.  It’s really nice.  I was expecting it to be a messy bachelor pad but this place is just so… cosy, chic and stunning, kinda like you.”

I glanced back at Warren and his smile had widened, my compliment clearly hitting home. 

“Thanks.  That… that means a lot.  I’ve really tried to keep myself functioning.  Don’t want to be a useless kid forever, and don’t want to be one of those stereotypes of men you see on TV that can’t clean or cook.  Plus… well it’s a bit tidier today than it’s been recently.  Wanted to impress my little brother.”

He chuckled and I smiled.  Did he really want to impress me?  The thought sent a tingle down my spine.

“You can cook too?”  I said, trying to sound shocked.

Warren laughed, nodding.  His smile was coy and mischievous.

“I’ve been watching videos and reading blogs.  Trying to eat better, and I’ve found I actually really like it.  Cooking is fun, its tactile and keeps my hands and mind occupied, plus it’s nice seeing people enjoy what you’ve made.”

“Well look at you, all grown up!  And there was me thinking it was going to be all pizza and sandwiches and cereal like at home.”  I teased.

Warren shook his head, laughing.  I felt a warmth in my belly, glad to see him smiling, see him happy.

He slipped off his jacket and dropped his work bag.  He was in dressed in smart jeans and a smart shirt, dark leather boots and a matching belt.  His sleeves were rolled up, exposing his forearms, and the top two buttons of his shirt were undone.  The shirt was almost tight, and he was looking… toned.  I felt a sudden flush and had to look away, almost dizzy, my cheeks hot, flustered and confused.

“Nah, there’ll be plenty of that too, but not tonight.  I wanted to make you something special on your first night here, really welcome you to the city, celebrate you finally coming to stay.  You okay with that?”  He asked.

I looked back at him, looking into his eyes.  I nodded, flattered he was making such an effort for me.

“You don’t have to you know, just… just letting me stay here and hang out with you is enough, you know that right?”  I said.

Warren laughed, lightly.

“I want to.  Get it?  I want to make a big deal out it.  It’s been too long since we hung out, just the two of us.  Now, come on.  I’ve got food to prepare and there’s wine and beer in the fridge.  Your job is to keep me company and entertain me while I cook.  Got it?”  He said, grinning.

I smiled back, a flush of happiness.  I’d really, really missed him.

“Sure, I can do that.”  I said.

We chatted as Warren cooked, drinking beer, then ate dinner at his small table in the kitchen, drinking wine with a simple meal of pasta and sauce, sides of steamed vegetables and a salad, bread.  The food was good, though not amazing, but it was still probably the best meal I’d ever eaten, and I could not stop grinning as I sat opposite my big big brother, eating, drinking wine, listening to him, laughing with him, talking.

It felt… it felt nothing like old times actually.  It felt better, the meal and conversation and the company almost perfect, and I realised again just how much I’d missed him, missed having him there, with me, missed having him to myself.  I smiled as I reminded myself I had at least a few weeks of this… then a twinge of sadness as I reminded myself that, eventually, it’d end, but I pushed that thought away, eager to embrace the moment, trying my best to savour the now.

We talked about college, Warren’s new job, how well it was going, and the possibility of an upcoming promotion to a new, more exciting position that he was trying not to get his hopes up about.  We discussed my job prospects, the possibility of me finding a job in the city, and the idea of living close to Warren excited me more than I let on—though I was pleased to see how he eager he was to talk about the idea, even suggesting I could live with him for a few months, rent free, while I looked for work.  We talked about Emily briefly, but I could see the freshness of the pain, how the betrayal had hurt him, left him wounded, and neither of us wanted to spoil the happy mood of finally being able to hang out together, just us.  We talked about plans for the coming few days, things Warren thought I might like to see or do, places we could go, friends he was dying to introduce me to.

I smiled, content to listen, watching him, obviously excited, animated, laughing at his stories about the various characters he worked with, things he’d been up to.  He listened to me talk about college, my final exams, what I was planning to do now.  He asked, gently, about my dating life, and I just blushed, laughed, but shook my head. 

“You know me, happily single.  Maybe one day though I’ll meet the right girl.”  I said.

Warren smiled, an odd look in his eye.  Almost pleased, but then I realised maybe he was just glad I’d been saved from the hurt he’d just gone through.

“If you want I could arrange to meet up with some girl friends of mine.  There’s a few that’d love to meet you, proper weirdo nerds like you.  You’d get on great with them.”

I nodded, said sure.  I was happy to meet new people, especially if we had things in common we could talk about, but I assured him that I wasn’t looking to meet anyone, especially now.  I just wanted to spend time with him after being apart for so long.  He looked almost flustered as I said that, a slight pinkness to his cheeks, but he understood, saying that he still wanted me to meet his weirdo friends, and that they were looking forward to meeting the mysterious little brother he’d talked so much about, but that he’d not put any pressure on me.

After dinner I made Warren sit and keep me entertained as I cleared up, refusing to let him help, and there was more wine.  By the time I was finished my head was more than a little fuzzy, and there was a slight glaze to Warren’s eyes, but we were both having fun so we switched back to the beers, deciding to settle down and watch a cheesy old comedy we’d both like when we were teens, one of the first movies we’d watched after we moved in together and bonded over, annoying both our parents by quoting various scenes from it constantly.

We sat on Warren’s only sofa, watching the movie on his massive TV that was far too large for the small room, but that also looked amazing.  The movie had not aged well, but we still laughed, a lot, and we got through a few more beers each during the opening thirty minutes or so.

I was feeling sleepy and foggy by the time the movie got into the final act, the comedy becoming more ridiculous, and, wanting to just curl up and relax, I shifted to stretch out on the sofa, tugging a blanket off the back to wrap around me, feeling more comfortable and at home in Warren’s strange apartment than I had anywhere else in years.  As I leaned back Warren shifted without taking his eyes off the TV, lifting his arm and draping it around my shoulder, pulling me closer, in an odd gesture, but I was too drunk and comfortable to resist.

I leaned into him, cuddling with him, happy and content as we watched the silliness continue.  Warren’s arm tightened his grip, holding me firm, and I felt oddly small, vulnerable, but safe next to him.  I caught the scent of his aftershave I was so close, a dense, musky spice, like sweet wood, and I breathed deep, exhaling a sigh, snuggling closer into the strong warmth of my big brother.

As the movie continued I felt Warren’s hand move, slowly, almost idly, fingers tracing up and down my upper arm and shoulder.  It tickled slightly but not unpleasantly, the hairs on the back of my neck rising, a fluttering in my belly—it was strange, but also… pleasant, tingling.  I smiled and turned my head to look up at him. 

His gaze was focussed on the TV but he was smiling, his eyes glazed, foggy, head nodding slightly.  He was as tipsy as me, and I giggled, lightly, then turned back to watch the end of the film.

Warren squeezed again, holding me close, fingers wrapping easily around my thin upper arm, holding me.  I savoured the hug.  It was the first time we’d ever watched a movie like this, snuggled up together, but… we’d missed each other, and it had been too long since we’d just been able to relax in each other’s company, that was all.

As Warren’s fingers relaxed and again began to trace lightly up my arm, over my shoulder, I felt a heat rush to my cheeks.  His touch was gentle, playful, and made my skin prickle.  I squirmed, but did not pull away, not wanting to break the spell, my heart racing, breath short.  It felt… wrong, a little too intimate and close, but also wonderful, and I was happier and more relaxed than I had been in far too long.

Warren’s fingers ran up my shoulder, over the back of my neck, tickling, teasing, playful, and I shifted, squirming, not sure what he was doing, or why, but not wanting him to stop, not willing to speak for fear of shattering the moment.  I pressed in closer to him and as his fingers ran up into my hair, running through the messy tangle, pulling on it lightly, I moaned, quietly, without even meaning to, a soft whimper, my eyes half closing, head fuzzy, clouded by alcohol and the sensation of being so close to him.

Warren shifted, fingers in my hair.  I squirmed and my hand brushed against his leg.  I felt dizzy, giddy, my mind blank.  His arm around me pulled me close and he turned my face so I was looking up at him through heavy lidded eyes, breathing hard.  He turned to look down at me, his face handsome, smiling, and he leaned in towards me, closer, and I froze, unable to move or think, unable to resist him.

His lips met mine, a quick, brief kiss, and I felt something blossom inside me, a small seed that had been dormant for years sprouting and taking root.  I kissed him back, gently, drunk on alcohol and the moment, the sensation of being so close.  Then I felt Warren stiffen, pull away

“Shit… I… I’m so sorry.”  He muttered, clearly flustered.  “I just… for a moment I forgot it was you… I kinda thought you were… that…”

He was blushing, bright pink, but he did not let go of me.  I blinked, shifting, realising that the spell was gone, the moment broken, but the seed had taken root now and I felt something growing in me that had not been there before.  I bit my bottom lip and sat up, blinking to clear my head.

“Yeah, I… sorry… I was just so comfortable.”  I said. 

I laughed, blushing, flustered, my heart racing, the memory of that brief kiss lingering.

“You just… not meaning to be funny or rude, I mean, its dark and I’m drunk… but… I just… it was like you were Emily for a moment and I just felt so comfortable with you that I forgot and… I didn’t mean to kiss you like that.  Sorry.”

I just smiled.  The lingering memory of his touch, his lips.  I felt giddy from more than just too much wine and beer.  Warren’s arm was still around my shoulder and he had not pulled away.  His blush was kind of… cute.

“It’s fine.  Really.  I mean… yeah, it was weird, but we’re both drunk, right?”

Warren nodded, mute.

“Do I really look like her?  Like Emily?”  I asked.

The idea intrigued me.  The woman he’d almost married, the girl he gushed about over the phone to me, telling me how beautiful she was, how stunning and sexy she was, how perfect he thought she was.  Did I really look like her?  Why did that feel like a compliment, and why did it make me happy?

Warren nodded, his smile still nervous, still blushing.  He shifted, finally pulling his arm from around my shoulder.  I missed it almost immediately, the closeness, but I said nothing. 

The seed flourished, nourished by Warren’s words, the thought that I looked like the woman he’d been so attracted to.  I felt confused, but happy, a lightness, a blossoming joy, the idea that he’d held me close, even kissed me because… he’d thought me pretty. 

Behind Warren the end credits of the movie began to roll.  He looked flustered and hazy, but not that drunk, and I knew I wasn’t drunk enough that I could dismiss what I was feeling, what had happened.  But what had happened?

“Yeah, I guess, I mean, you’re not, like… I don’t think you’re any less or anything and I’m not trying to insult you but, maybe.  I mean, she’s a girl and you’re a boy, right, but, yeah, you’re both definitely attractive, right?  She’s cute, and you’re totally cute, or good looking, handsome I mean, I’ve always told you that.  You look similar, but not the same, if that makes sense?”

Warren’s blush deepened.  I smiled at his words, the word cute.  He thought I was cute.  Why did that make me happy?

“I’m sorry.  Just drunk and babbling.  I’m just… I’m really glad you’re here.  You won’t leave because of that will you?  I didn’t mean anything.  I just… I forgot for a moment where I was and guess I just got caught up in the moment.”

I nodded.  I understood completely.  I had after all kissed him back, and I had definitely not mistaken him for anyone else.  Why had I done that?

“Yeah, I get it.  Don’t worry about it.  No offence taken.  I mean, like you said, Emily was cute, and I’m cute.” 

I winked at Warren and he turned deep crimson, and looked for a moment like he wanted the to curl up and hide.  I could not help but giggle.

“You’re not going to let me forget this are you?”  He said, defeated but smiling.

I shook my head.

“Nope.”

Warren laughed.

“Well, I guess with that we should head off to bed.  I’ve got to be up for work tomorrow, but after that I have a few days off we can spend together.  Feel free to lie in though, and just… just make yourself at home, and, I’m sorry again, okay?”

I nodded.

“No need to apologise.”  I said.  “You mind if I stay up for a bit and watch TV?” 

Warren shook his head, rising to his feet.

“Go ahead, but I need sleep.  Catch you tomorrow, and… sweet dreams.”

He looked at me for a moment, his eyes hazy, still blushing, an odd look on his face before turning away and heading into the bedroom.  I looked back to the TV and began flicking through programmes, trying to find something to watch to distract myself, but finding nothing. 

My mind kept returning to the way he had held me, snuggling up against him, how right it had felt, and that kiss, brief, but… real.  Did I really look like her, like Emily?  Sure, she had broken his heart, but he had also fallen for her, had told me how beautiful and sexy he thought she was.  The thought made me flutter, a tingling along my spine.  I was drunk and my head was spinning, emotions jumbled, but I knew one thing for certain though.  I’d never break his heart like she did.


Three

My head was throbbing as I dozed, aching and stiff, and the living room was bright, sunlight falling through the thin blinds to dazzle me.  I shifted, rolling over, then woke with a start as I almost fell off the sofa where I’d spent the night.

I caught myself, and shifted to sit up, thoughts a jumbled mess, swimming in the dregs of my hangover.  It took me a moment to remember where I was and then the rest of my memories hit me, last night, on the sofa, Warren, his touch, the kiss, his words.  I felt a heat rising in my cheeks but for some reason I was smiling, grinning, my cheeks aching. 

I sat for a moment, not willing to move, not willing to make a sound.  The apartment was silent except for the distant rumble of traffic below and the thunder of my heart drumming in my skull.  Warren had held me, stroked me, kissed me.  He’d had an excuse, had mistaken me in his tipsy, sleepy state for Emily, his pretty ex-girlfriend.  What excuse did I have.  Why had I snuggled up, let him hold me like that, let him stroke my arm, relishing his gentle, affectionate touch?  Why had I enjoyed being so close to him?  Why had I kissed him back?

My head felt fuzzy, and I tried hard not to dwell on those thoughts, not willing to go where they’d lead, and puzzled instead on what he’d said when he’d compared me to Emily. 

She’s cute, and you’re totally cute...

Did he really think I was cute?  I remembered all the things he’d told me about Emily, how pretty, beautiful, sexy he thought she was, and he’d mistaken me for her. 

I’d seen her picture for the first time, yesterday, and even I had to acknowledge there was more than a passing resemblance, but… shouldn’t he have found that weird?  Instead he’d found her hot, thought her sexy, had been drawn to her.  The thought that my older brother might look at me like that, even in passing, when drunk, made me shiver, my grin spreading, my blush deepening.  I bit my bottom lip, giggling to myself, confused but happy.

The idea that Warren thought I was pretty, cute, maybe even sexy made me feel warm and excited, happy, the emotions new but also… familiar, as though I was seeing a part of myself that I’d always subconsciously known, but had never really acknowledged.  The idea that he’d found me cute, snuggling up to me, touching me gently, affectionately, in a way he never had before, made me happy.  The idea that he’d thought me pretty, maybe even beautiful or sexy, in that moment, tipsy, that he’d wanted to kiss me, made something in me flutter and I savoured that feeling, that I was cute, feminine, desired.

I sat for a moment, basking, feeling safe and warm and happy, even if I was a little hungover, and the apartment was quiet, still.  When I finally glanced at my phone to check the time I saw that Warren must have left for work hours ago.  I had the place to myself.

I rose slowly to my feet, a little unsteady, and made my way through to the kitchen, grabbing a glass of water and standing for a moment, letting my head settle.  I had not stopped smiling, and my thoughts still lingered on last night, wondering what it all meant. 

Unable to decipher events I poured another glass and set about wandering the apartment, stretching my legs, clearing up the beer bottles and wine glasses that were still out from the night before—it was the least I could to to help my big brother out.

I’d known Warren since I was a teenager, meeting him shortly after I met my step-father, and though our first introduction had been a bit awkward, both of us that clumsy stage between childhood and adulthood, him tall and handsome, me short and dorky, we’d almost immediately got along, much to both out parents surprise and delight.  It had taken only a few more months for us all to move in together, and then our parents had got married, making our family official. 

We were brothers.  Not by blood, sure, but… it still made last night odd, maybe even awkward, and it made the tempest of emotions I was feeling even more confusing. 

I missed Warren when he’d left, and had relished the small ways we’d found to stay in touch.  Coming to see him, stay with him, spend time with him alone, had been a point of singular future delight that had kept me going through all the stress of my exams.  I’d always known he was attractive, tall and handsome, smart, funny, and he’d never struggled for attention from girls though he’d never really reciprocated, until that bitch Emily.

My imagination ran wild as I cleaned the apartment, sipping water, moving slow.  Had he been attracted to her because she reminded him of me?  The thought was flattering, and made me smile, heart skipping.  Did he really think I was as pretty as Emily?  I’d seen her photo and, while sure, she was a bitch, she was also definitely hot.  As I wandered about the apartment, unable to stop smiling, the memory of my big brother’s touch, the way his eyes had looked at me, I looked over the floors, surveying the scattered crumbs from the snacks we’d devoured.

“I’ll need a broom or a vacuum.”  I said.

I wandered off to look for a cupboard where Warren might store his cleaning supplies, found a likely door, and opened it.  The closet contained a hoover, a broom, and a few other items, but also several large plastic bags.  I stared at them for a moment before kicking one of the bags, testing it, and the plastic rustled but the bag did not move, heavy and solid.  Curious, I opened the top and saw a pile of clothes, women’s clothes, and underwear.  Panties, stockings, bras, items I didn’t even know the name for, skirts, tops, heels.  I frowned.

I looked in the second, then the third, all of them containing similar items, cloths, soaps, lotions, even some make-up and accessories, costume jewellery, bags.  I was puzzled for a moment before it clicked.  Emily had been practically living with Warren before they broke up.  These must be her things, the stuff she’d not yet collected.

There was just so much of it, and all so varied, colourful, and… feminine, girly.  I stood frozen for a moment, grinning, unable to move.  Intrigued, I reached out and plucked a pair of pink panties from the top bag, a tiny slip of silk and lace, soft and delicate, sexy, and undeniably feminine.

I’d never really felt or seen a girl’s underwear before so for a moment I was almost mesmerized, the fabric so smooth, a trim of pretty lace, the silk smooth and wonderful, so much less material than the underwear I’d always worn.

My mind wandered back to the photos of Emily, her likeness to me.  These were hers, and she’d worn them for Warren.  Had he liked seeing her in them?  Had he thought her sexy, pretty, beautiful?

I felt warm and dizzy, head fuzzy.  From the photo Emily had looked similar in size and shape to me, and… she had obviously not missed the clothes.  The seed that had taken root in me yesterday seemed to grow, further blossoming, and I blushed.  How would I look in the panties?  Would I be… pretty?

I was almost compelled, and I struggled for only a moment before giving in, unable to resist.  Warren wouldn’t be home for hours and I had nothing else to do.  There was a new, overwhelming fascination in me, almost a need, and I had to know, just once.  Was I really pretty?

I needed a shower anyway, to freshen up from last night, and, with my belly fizzing, heart racing, breathing hard, I formed a plan, almost trembling with excitement.  I grabbed the pink panties, rummaged until I found a matching bra, the cup size surprisingly small, but with a little padding, selected a pair of black stockings, and put together a range of toiletries.  It was just going to be the once, just to see, to satisfy my curiosity, so I wanted to at least try to do it properly.

With my borrowed items in hand I hurried through to the bathroom and locked the door.  My heart was thundering, even though I was alone, and I was grinning, blushing bright pink, giggling.  I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror and for the first time I saw something I’d never seen before.

I was kind of cute.

I’d never really liked my face or body, never feeling quite right, but in that moment I couldn’t help but smile, falteringly.  Maybe I wasn’t unattractive…

I shook my head, unwilling to waste time daydreaming, and set about doing what I was determined to do.  I lay the underwear out on the floor in a neat pile out of the way, then lay the toiletries out on the side, choosing the shaving cream and the women’s razor first.  If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right.

Taking a deep breath I stripped off and set to work, lathering my legs with shaving foam, hands shaking.  I’d never been particularly hairy, and for that I was suddenly glad—it was going to make this a lot easier.

I worked slowly, shaving my legs first, ankles, calves, thighs, working carefully around my knees, managing to nick myself only twice, and I was stunned by how it felt, my legs becoming so much softer, smoother, more sensitive, a tingling running up my spine.  Satisfied I worked on shaving the rest of my body, under my arms, around my cock, balls, making sure I was completely hairless, then, delicately, shaving my butt, making sure it was soft, smooth, feminine, making sure to get even the few traces of hair in my crack.

Finished I set the shower running and waited for it to heat before jumping into the flow of warm water, basking in the blessing of modern plumbing.  The water soaked me, washing away the last traces of my hangover and the shaving foam, and then I set to washing my hair first.

I used the shampoo and conditioner I’d found in the bags, intrigued by the promises of fuller curls and softer hair—I’d never taken particularly good care of my hair and I knew that if I wanted to look my best I should at least make a little effort.  My hair felt immediately softer as I rinsed the conditioner off, and I wondered if the difference would be visible when it dried.

With my hair done I washed my body, using the moisturising soap, a feminine scent, and though I was in a hurry to be done, to try on the underwear, to see if I really could look pretty, feminine, if I really did bear any resemblance to the girl Warren hard fallen for, I couldn’t help but savour the moment, delighting in how soft my body felt now, my skin smooth, flawless, sensitive and feminine.  I ran my hands over my hairless legs, my butt, squeezing, washing everywhere, the scent of musk and flowers and sweet fruits distinctly girly, and I blushed, head spinning, grinning, a bright sense of joy in my belly, a fluttering excitement.

Once washed I shut the water off and stepped out of the shower, patting myself dry before looking down to the pile of underwear.  I took a deep breath then bent to pick it up, savouring the softness of it, hands shaking.  Was I really going to… there was only one answer.  I knew I couldn’t resist, just this once, seeing how I looked, how it felt.

I took the panties first, and, trembling heart racing, slipped them on, the silk slipping easily over my smooth legs, a caress, pulling them up over my butt, the material fitting snug and tight, cupping me, slipping just barely into my crack.  The sensation made me blush and smile, and I pushed on.  I put the bra on next, fastening it around my waist, the clasp in front, then spinning it round, slipping my arms into the straps, and I was amazed at how well it fit me.  Emily really had been similar in shape and size to me, her chest obviously small though still more than my flatness, and the odd sense of sadness I felt at not filling the cups left me flustered.

I wiggled for a moment, savouring the way the underwear felt, then slipped on the stockings.  I rolled them up, slipped my foot in, then ran the black, sheer silk up and over my smooth calf, knee, thigh, dressing first my left leg, then my right.  The sensation was a pure delight and I blushed as I realised my cock was hardening, twitching at the pleasure of having my legs clad in such pretty, sexy stockings.

With both legs clad in the soft, delicate stockings, I took a moment to make sure they were even, the slightly sticky material at the tops holding them in place on my smooth skin, a neat trick I’d never noticed about women’s underwear, and I finally understood what hold-ups were, and how they worked.

Finished, dressed in the sexy underwear, I took a moment to look over myself, head spinning, heart racing.  I felt, and looked… cute, feminine and pretty.  I smiled, gnawing on my bottom lip, blushing.  I wiggled my hips, admiring the subtle swell of my ass, my slim waist and shoulders, narrow chest, finally feeling right.  As I lifted my gaze to the mirror, to my reflection, I felt a swell of bright, overwhelming joy, a wash of euphoria, and it was like seeing myself, my true self, for the first time.

My hair was still wet, but the shampoo and conditioner had made a difference, and it seemed fuller, curlier.  I tussled it, trying to get a more feminine style, then struck a pose, sticking my butt out, pouting.  In the pink underwear, panties and bra, and the stockings, I looked… pretty, cute, like a hot girl. 

“I look even better than Emily.”  I said, my voice soft.

I hadn’t meant it, not really, and was mostly being mean to the bitch, but then, as I stared at myself, watching my hot reflection in skimpy underwear, I realised that maybe it was true.  I did look good, surprisingly good, and I really, really liked how it felt.

My body was slim, and toned, the new smoothness adding to the overall femininity, and the underwear just seemed to emphasise the curves of my body, my butt looking rounder, pert and sexy, like an alluring handful, and the padding in the bra gave me just a hint of a womanly chest and I wondered what it would be like to a have breasts to fill the cups, the kind of breasts Warren found attractive.  My mind wandered and I blushed.

The sound of my phone ringing snapped me from my day dream.  Suddenly flustered I answered it, almost panicking.

“Hello?”  I squeaked.

“Hey, Nathan, I’m stuck at work for a bit… going to be late.  Hope you don’t mind.”

I knew Warren couldn’t see me, didn’t know what I was doing, but still I felt suddenly embarrassed.  We chatted for a brief moment, neither of us mentioning last night, and I struggled to keep my voice neutral, though I couldn’t help but wonder how Warren might react to seeing me dressed the way I was.  Would he think I was pretty?  Would he want to… I shook my head to dismiss the thoughts, my body hot, tingling.

When Warren finally said goodbye, telling me he’d be at least a few more hours, I put my phone down and stared back at the mirror.  I knew I should probably get changed, take the underwear off but… I didn’t want to, not yet, and I had a few more hours.  I might as well make the most of it.

My mind drifted to the bags, the clothes, the hair products, the heels, the make-up.  I had a few hours, and I’d already shaved and put on the underwear.  I wondered how cute I’d look in a pretty dress, with make-up, hair done, and in heels.

“I guess it wouldn’t hurt to find out.”  I whispered, giggling.

It took longer than I was expecting to get the make-up right, the videos I’d watched helpful but still, it was obvious I lacked the skill.  Practice would make perfect though—was I really thinking about doing this again, practising so I could do it better, look prettier?  Why did that make me happy?  Why did the idea of looking pretty, people thinking me cute and feminine, make me excited and fluttery?

I styled my hair next, adding body and curl, then slipped on a cute pink summer dress I found in one of the bags, matching it with a pair of bright pink, utterly sexual heels.  It was difficult to walk in them at first but I soon managed to find my balance, and although I wasn’t exactly graceful moving around the apartment, I felt confident I could move with a sexy, alluring wiggle.

Finished, grinning, feeling light and almost dizzy, happy, I strutted along the short hall to the full length mirror and stopped, stunned.  My make-up wasn’t perfect, the black and pink eye shadow a little too heavy, and the mascara and eyeliner applied a little unsteadily, but I looked… beautiful.  My green eyes were bright and dazzling, seemed larger, brighter, girly and cute, and my lips, painted with pink gloss, were plump and wet looking.  The bra under my dress gave me subtle breasts, and the way the skirt swayed out made my hips and butt look curvaceous, sexy.  In the heels my stocking clad legs were long, full, and they made my ass look round and delicious, tempting someone to grab it.  Even my hair looked good, subtle dirty blonde curls falling around my shoulders.

I felt like I was finally seeing myself, my true self that had been hiding for my whole life, for the first time.  My cheeks ached from smiling so hard.

“I’m actually… I’m actually pretty.”  I whispered.

The thought of Warren seeing me like this made me blush.  Would he think I looked like Emily?  Would he be attracted to me?  Would he think me hot?

Just imagining it made me hot, flustered, an ache, an excitement.  The thought of him thinking me pretty, holding me, looking at me like he had for that split moment last night made my heart leap.  The seed in my belly flourished, and I could not stop grinning.  I felt better than I could remember, right, as though this was how I was always supposed to be—a pretty, feminine, cute girl.  I stared at my reflection, lost in daydreams, and failed to notice the sound of a key in the lock and the door opening.

“Hi honey I’m… holy crap.”  A voice whispered.

Warren’s voice.

I snapped back to reality, panicking.  He was home early.  He had caught me.


Four

A jumble of thoughts and emotions paralysed me, and there were no words.  I could not even find the energy to turn to face him, could only picture his expression, disgust, disappointment, anger, repulsion.  I could almost hear him screaming at me, telling me to get out, to never talk to him again, that I was no longer his brother, and I wanted to cry.  My shoulders slumped, cheeks burning, and I looked at the ground, willing it to open up and swallow me.

The noise of the front door swinging shut was like a tolling bell sounding my doom.  I wanted to run and hide, to try to explain, to offer excuses, but there was nothing—I could feel my heart in my throat, thundering.

“Sorry… I… you just surprised me.  That was a stupid reaction.”  Warren said.

His voice was soft, apologetic.  I felt my paralysis lifting, slightly, and I looked up, into the mirror, the pale terrified pretty girl, and behind her Warren, tall and handsome in his work clothes.  His face was a mix of emotions, but none of them stung—there was no hate, no anger, no disgust, instead he looked mostly confused, and embarrassed, and maybe a little…

“Really, I’m sorry.  I just wasn’t expecting to see you like that, and… it took me a moment to realise it was you at first, and then I was just surprised, shocked, but like, not in a bad way.  I mean, you… you look good, great even, and, I just, I don’t want you to think… I just… I was just surprised and shocked.  That’s all.  Okay?”  Warren’s words almost tumbled from his mouth.

As I watched him in the mirror I could not help but smile.  He was blushing, bright pink, flustered and obviously embarrassed by his outburst, not knowing where to look, eyes darting—several times though I was sure he glanced at my legs, gaze running up over my heels, stockings, lingering for just a fraction of a second on my ass, pert and round in the cute pink summer dress.  Just the thought made me tingle and I couldn’t resist giving a little wiggle, and I was delighted to see Warren’s eyes practically bulge for a moment before he looked away.

“You’re not… you’re not angry, or disgusted?”  I whispered, my voice soft, quiet, timid, and almost feminine.  “You don’t want me to leave?”

Warren shook his head, emphatic, expression suddenly serious, almost stern, a vehement refusal.  The tension in my shoulders relaxed slightly and I exhaled a quiet sigh as I realised he had not reacted how I feared he had.  His expression softened and he looked at me with a kind, gentle sweetness, a loving acceptance, and I wanted to cry again, barely managing to hold my emotions in check, but for entirely different reasons this time.

“Of course not.  I mean, yeah, its a shock, but it’s more surprise than anything.  I just, I had no idea, and you just look so… but that’s beside the point.”  Warren said.

I looked so… what?  What was he going to say?  Was he going to say cute, pretty, maybe even sexy, or beautiful.  The thought make me flutter, a light tingling along my spine and I bit my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“What I’m trying to say is that I just had no idea.  I mean, you never said, but, I guess I should have been paying more attention to you.  I mean you are my bro… my sibling, and I love you, and I’m here for you, and I’ll support you no matter what.  I’m here for you, just like you’ve been there for me, and… well I still want you to stay so we can have some time together and hang out, but if you want to leave because you feel awkward I’m not going to stop you.  I’m not going to make you stay if you feel uncomfortable or anything, but I still want you here, and I still want to spend time with you.”

My heart skipped.  Watching him in the mirror, seeing my reflection out of the corner of my eye, pretty, cute, feminine, I felt happier than I could remember.  He was being so sweet, so kind, so accepting.  I wondered how I could ever have doubted him, doubted his kindness, his sweetness, his love and acceptance.  He was my big brother, how could I have ever thought he would have rejected me, hated me, even for this silly… experiment?

“I… thank you.”  I whispered.

I was blushing, emotions in turmoil, but brighter than the others was a sense of peace and warmth that I had not known before.  I felt almost free.

“Those are Emily’s things, right?”  He asked.

I nodded, blushing again.

“Yeah, I… I found them while looking for the vacuum.  I… I’m sorry.  I can put them back.”

“No it’s not that I just… I recognised the dress, but… you definitely look way better in it than she did.”  Warren said, laughing, his eyes sparkling.

I blushed, cheeks burning, and his words made my heart skip.  Was he really complimenting me, and why was that thought making me feel so hot and giggly and happy?

“Anyway, I just… I want you to be comfortable.  I know I told you I was going to be late but I sort of lied, I wanted to surprise you with your favourite pizza and some beers, but I realise now you were using the time alone to… well, all that matters is you know I’m supportive of you.  You look amazing, and if you want you should feel free to look through the bags.  It’s not like Emily is coming back for them after all this time.”

I turned around, finally looking away from the mirror, reluctantly tearing my gaze away from my pretty reflection, the image of the cute girl that made me feel so happy.  I looked at Warren, smiling, and noticed for the first time the pizza box he was holding in one hand and the bag he had in the other.

“And if you want… I mean… if that’s how you’re comfortable then you should feel free to be yourself here, and around me, so if you’d like I’d be honoured if you wanted to stay dressed as you were.  I mean, you look amazing so you don’t need to worry, and I really don’t mind.  It was just a shock, but I’ll get used to it and I’d love to get to know the real you, but obviously you don’t have to, not if you’re not ready, but… I’d like you to.  If that makes sense?”

I blushed.  Warren was waffling, talking to much to cover his flustered emotions, but the well spring of support and compliments made me feel good, warm and safe.  The thought of staying dressed like this made my head spin.

It was just curiosity, just this once, but I couldn’t deny that the idea of spending the evening being pretty, being feminine, intrigued me.  More than that though, I liked how Warren was looking at me, treating me.  It left a warm glow in my belly, an excited fluttering.

“I mean, you don’t have to, but… if this is who you are then I’m here for you, and even if its just one side of you, or whatever, I mean you don’t need to label it for me, like, I’m not prying, or trying to intrude or anything, I just… I want you to be comfortable and you do look really cute, so, you don’t need to worry.”  Warren fumbled.  “Does that make sense?”

He was blushing now, grinning, his awkwardness familiar and adorable.  I grinned, giggling, enjoying the way he looked at me, shy but maybe also…

“Yeah, that makes perfect sense.”

“Cool.  I’ll serve the pizza and beers then.  You just, you just get yourself ready, or whatever, then come in and join me.”

Warren stepped off, walked along the hall, past me, smiling.  I grinned, blushing, and as he passed I could not help but notice the way his gaze lingered on me, caressing me, and the thought that he found me attractive, pretty and cute, made me feel hot, excited and happy.

It was just one night, and the way he’d reacted was sweet.  If I got changed now he’d think I was rejecting him, or hiding from him, and I didn’t want to hurt him or think that I was shutting him out, plus, it did feel nice, being around him looking cute and pretty, and the way he’d looked at me… my mind drifted to last night, the way he’d held me, the brief kiss.  Would he… if I looked like this maybe… I shook my head trying to not let my thoughts wander.

I made my decision.  I was going to stay dressed as I was, cute and feminine.  I didn’t want to change back just yet.  I liked how I looked and Warren had said he liked it too and it wasn’t like I was hurting anyone.  The thought of being around him for the whole night as a pretty girl, being treated sweetly, gently, his subtle glances, made my belly flutter and by body tingle.  I took a moment to adjust myself, the subtle bulge of my aching cock, before I wandered along the hall, tottering in my heels, to join Warren.

We ate the pizza on the sofa, sat next to each other again, drinking beer, watching bad TV shows, talking.  It felt different to the night before, a subtle tension, both of us aware that things had changed.

It took me a moment to work out how to sit in a dress and heels so that I wasn’t flashing my panties, but I still could not help flashing my legs, my calves and thighs smooth now, clad in stockings, the stocking tops flashing, and more than once I caught Warren staring at my legs and each time I smiled, blushing, shifting slightly to give him a better view.

I had no idea what I was doing, or why, but I couldn’t help myself.  I felt like I was finally free, finally myself, and the way he spoke to me, looked at me, made me blush and smile and giggle. 

We drank the beer as we ate our way through the pizza, quieter than last night, both of us awkward, drinking quickly in an attempt to ease the tension.  My heart thundered, beating quick, and my skin prickled, tingling, every time I shifted my dress lifting up and threatening to expose my panties, the sensation of my stockings rubbing against each other making me bite my bottom lip.

I kept my gaze fixed on the TV, but could not help but notice the way Warren was shifting in his seat, fidgeting more than normal, adjusting himself, and I blushed as I realised he was excited by me.  The thought made me blush, a hot rush of pride and excitement.  I shifted, sitting in a way that deliberately flashed my legs and ass in Warren’s direction, leaning over to grab two more beers off the table. 

As I turned back to offer him one I was delighted to see him staring at my butt, becoming suddenly flustered when I caught him.  He blushed and I smiled, fluttering my thick, dark lashes, feeling emboldened, a little tipsy, and happier than I could remember.

“You like what you see?”  I asked, my voice feminine and flirty.

Warren’s blush turned to a deep crimson and I could not remember a time when he looked this flustered and unsure.  I relished the moment, the thrill of it, the power I seemed to have over him.  I wiggled in my seat, swaying my hips, and shifted closer.

“Yeah, I mean… like I said, you look really good.  You…”

“Take your beer.”  I said, teasing.

Warren took his drink and laughed, still blushing.  We both took a sip.

“Its just a lot to process and it’ll take me a while to get used to.  I mean, I’m used to seeing you as my cute little brother, but now you’re… you’re like a hot little sister.”

I blushed, bright pink, and giggled, his words thrilling and embarrassing me.  He thought I was… hot?

“You think I’m like a hot sister?”  I said, my voice almost a purr.

“Oh, yeah, I mean… you just look really good, like, you make a really pretty girl, that’s all.  I don’t mean to be weird.”

I grinned, tipsy after drinking so many beers so quickly.  The way Warren was looking at me, the memory of last night, feeling so pretty and feminine, it was all too much, like something new and exciting had come over me and I couldn’t help myself.

“Am I prettier then Emily?”  I asked.

Warren froze for a moment, staring at me.  Slowly I rose to my feet, clumsy for a moment before finding my balance in my heels.  I stood in front of him and wiggled my hips.  I felt so free and happy.  I’d never felt this confident or comfortable before, but something about being smooth, dressed as I was, with my hair pretty and with make-up on, in heels and panties and stockings, the slight padding of my bra, it just made me feel so good about myself.

Warren nodded, slowly, staring up at me.  His gaze ran over my body, running from my heels, over my smooth legs, my hips and ass, up to my face, staring into my eyes, and I felt pretty, attractive, desired for the first time in my life, and I wanted more of it.

“Yeah, you… you’re way hotter than Emily, but… you should probably sit down before this gets weird or anything.”

I smiled, stepped forward, closer to Warren.  I loved the way he was looking at me, and the memory of his gentle caresses the night before, his lips, the accidental kiss, the feeling of being wanted, urged me on.

“Why would it be weird.  I’m just a pretty girl looking for some attention.  Don’t you think I’m cute, don’t you think I’m hot.  Didn’t you mean those words?”

Warren stared at me, struck dumb, mute for a moment, eyes wide and I wiggled in front of him.  My heart was racing, my cock aching.  What was I doing?  Why couldn’t I stop myself?

“I… yeah, you are… you’re totally cute and hot, but… you’re my bro… my sister… or whatever.  It’s wrong.  We shouldn’t...”  Warren said.

That words, wrong, seemed to light a fire in me.  Being told we shouldn’t just made me want it more, and I already wanted it, wanted him.  In an instant it all clicked.  The envy, the jealousy, the way I’d missed him, the way I just wanted to be around him all the time, the way I felt so comfortable and happy around him, my big step-brother, the way I’d never really been bothered by dating, by girls at college.  It was him.  I wanted HIM.  I wanted my big brother.  I didn’t want anyone else to have him.  I wanted him, all of him, wanted to make him happy, wanted to be HIS.

I smiled, the realisation making my belly flutter.  I looked down at him, his gaze making me ache.  Could I really do this?

“It’s not wrong.  We’re not really related silly.  We’re just two people.  You said you thought I was cute…”

I stepped closer, shifted to kneel on the sofa, one leg on either side of Warren’s, straddling his lap.  I eased forward and wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning in close.

“Why don’t you just treat me like a pretty girl.”  I said.

“Nath…”

“No.”  I said, interrupting Warren before he could speak my name.  “Call me Natalie, or Nat.  I’m just your hot step-sister remember.  I’m cute, and pretty, and you’re my big, strong, sexy step brother.  It’s not wrong.  Not really.”  I said.

Warren just stared at me.  I grinned and, unable to resist any longer, leaned forward.  Sitting on his lap, dressed pretty, my arms around his neck, I kissed him, really kissed him, and there was only a moments hesitation before he kissed me back.  I gasped as I felt two strong hands suddenly grasp my ass, hard, squeezing, holding me, then one ran up my hip, up my back to tangle in my hair, gripping me.

Neither of us were as drunk as the night before.  There were no excuses this time, no mistakes.  I was kissing my big brother and he was kissing me back, matching my passion and my hunger for him equally, both of us finally admitting what we wanted.

It was as though a damn had burst and all the years of denial, want, desire, love and lust, came pouring out.  I pressed my body against Warren’s as I kissed him, lips parting, my tongue caressing, exploring, meeting his.  The way he kissed me was utter heaven, wanton, hungry, passionate, his hands exploring my slim, petite body as I ground down on his lap, feeling pretty and cute and sexy, his hot sister—if this was wrong then I didn’t care what right was.

As I squirmed I could feel Warren’s excitement growing, the hardness of his cock pressing against my ass and I ground on his lap, wiggling my hips and butt.  The thought that it was me making him that hot, that excited, that he was getting hard for me, made me weak with arousal and desire.

His hands squeezed me, griping, strong and firm but tender, caring, and I felt weak but safe with him.  I kissed him hard, my cock hard in my panties and I squirmed on his hardening cock, my tongue meeting his, and I wanted, needed, more.

I pulled back, and shifted, easing away from him, looking down at him as he looked up at me, panting, flush, both of us struggling to process the sudden change in our relationship, but I wasn’t about to stop, not now.  I could not let this moment get away from me.  I wanted to show him just how much he meant to me.  I wanted to show just how much I needed him.

“Nath… Natalie… you have to stop this.”

I shook my head, biting my bottom lip, a teasing look, flush and aching.

“No.  Not unless you tell me you don’t want it.”  I said.

I shifted, slipping off Warren’s lap, easing back until I was knelt on the floor at his feet looking up at him, my knees between his feet so that he was forced to spread his legs and I almost crawled up into his lap.  I could see the thick, hard swell of his cock in his trousers and I reached out with one hand to caress him, delighting in his breathy gasp of pleasure.

“You’re drunk.  You need to stop.”

I shook my head.

“I’m not that drunk.  Are you?”  I asked.

Warren froze, aware what I was asking him.  This was his chance to excuse his behaviour, the way he’d kissed me back, the way he’d touched me, the way he’d groped me.  He could stop this right now, if he wanted.

He shook his head.

“No, I’m not.”

“Good.  Because I want you to remember this.”  I said.

I looked down, tearing my eyes away from his handsome face, his dazzling grey eyes, and looked down to the swell of his cock, his hard, aching cock that was hard for me.  I was hot, pretty, sexy, and I felt amazing.

I stroked his cock through his trousers with one hand, gently, teasing, loving how it throbbed and pulsed for me, and with the other began to undo Warren’s trousers, tugging them down to free his hard prick.  As it popped free I gasped.  It was… stunning, thick and long, perfect, and I shivered in delight at the sight of it, grasping it in one shaking hand to stroke it gently, teasing it.

“Natalie… are you… are you sure this is what you want?”  He asked.

I looked up at him, nodded.

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything.”  I said.

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes at my big brother, my fingers still wrapped around his thick, pulsing cock, stroking.  I looked back down, leaned forward, and kissed the head of his beautiful dick softly.

Warren gasped, shifted, and the noise of his pleasure was like music.  I opened my mouth, extended my tongue, and licked, softly, teasing him, delighting in how he squirmed, his prick pulsing, throbbing in my hand, hard, aching for me.  I was pretty, cute, sexy, hot.

I licked down, caressing his shaft with my tongue, his cock hot, the skin like velvet, and the smell of him drove me crazy.  I smiled as he began to thrust his hips, working his cock in my grip, moaning, aching for the pleasure I was giving him.  I licked up and, as I reached the head, I opened my mouth wide, lips stretched, and I took his hard cock into my mouth.

“Oh god yes!”  Warren moaned.

I whimpered as I wrapped my lips around his cock, sucking it deep, tongue lapping at his head, tasting the trickle of precum oozing from his slit.  My cock was throbbing in my panties, but I did not care about my pleasure, wanted only to please my big brother, to show him how happy I could make him, to show him how I wanted him, how much I yearned for him.

I sucked hard, working my mouth up and down, trying to work my hand in time, wetting his cock with my spit so that it became slippery, fucking in and out of my mouth easily, lips and tongue buzzing, heart thundering, body tingling.  I’d never even really kissed a girl before and yet here I was, on my knees, sucking my big brother’s cock, eager for it, my mind a tempest of emotions and sensations, aching for more.  This is what what I’d always wanted, but never been willing to admit.  I wanted to be his, his pretty girl, his beautiful, sexy sister.

Warren’s hands ran up my back, caressing me, and I squirmed under his touch as I sucked, mouth working up and down, taking more each time until I hit my limit, the head of his cock brushing against the back of my throat, so I used my hand to control the depth, my hand slick with spit, working up and down. 

Warren thrust his hips, his hand reaching up, fingers tangling with my hair, gripping me gently.  I relaxed, let him fuck my mouth, a fluttering in my chest, knowing how much he wanted me, how sexy he thought I was, his moans of pleasure making me ache.

Using my hand to limit the depth of his thrusts I let him use my mouth, sucking, licking, his cock fucking in and out, his hips thrusting, my eyes watering, hot, head spinning.

“Oh god… Natalie… that’s so good… don’t stop, please… just… you’re so hot, so sexy, don’t stop, I’m so close...”

His words drove me wild.  I sucked harder, lapping, lips tight, let his prick fuck in and out of my mouth, stroking with my slippery hand.  His cock throbbed, his grip in my hair tightened, hips thrusting, cock slipping deep, and I moaned, drunk on the bliss of his pleasure.

I felt Warren’s cock swell, engorging, then throb, hard.

“Yes… fuck… yes… Natalie… my god you’re… I’m cumming… you’re making me cum…”

Warren’s cock erupted in my mouth, spurting jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky cum into my mouth.  With his grip in my hair and his hips thrusting there was no way to slip my mouth off his cock and he kept cumming.  Struggling to cope I swallowed on instinct, swallowing my big brother’s cum, sucking his cock, letting him fuck my mouth, swallowing his seed, feeling it warm and thick in my belly.  My cock was hard, throbbing, and my whole body shuddered in pleasure, the delight of pleasing him, and I felt Warren shudder with the last of his climax, the eruption of cum subsiding.

I sucked gently, milking the last traces of his cum from his cock, and I felt Warren relax, his grip in my hair releasing.  I slipped my mouth up and eased my lips from his cock with an audible pop, not willing to let a drop escape my lips.  I glanced at his softening cock, pleased and satisfied by the traces of pink lipstick I’d left on his shaft, the idea that I’d marked him as mine.

I looked up at him, flush, and licked my lips with relish, delighting in how his eyes went wide.  I smiled and winked at him.

“So, how did I do for a first attempt?”  I said, teasing.

I had no idea where this new, brazen, flirty side of me had come from, but I was enjoying it and I embraced it eagerly, feeling pretty and daring.  Warren just stared at me, wide eyes, breathing hard.

“Just… wow… really.  Wow!”

“So you enjoyed it?  I was a good girl?”  I asked.

He nodded, grinning.

“Good, that means you won’t mind snuggling with me then.”  I said.

I rose to my feet and then plopped myself down on the sofa next to him, leaning against him as he struggled to pull his pants on.  I leaned in close and kissed him once on the cheek.

“I…”

I pressed a finger to Warren’s lips to silence him.

“No words, just snuggles.  I enjoyed it and so did you.  That’s all that matters right now.”

He looked at me, smiled, and nodded.  He leaned in and wrapped his arms around me and held me, hugging me.  I relished the moment, the satisfaction, knowing I’d pleased him, that he thought I was cute, sexy, pretty.  I sighed, relaxing into his arms, the taste of his cum still on my lips and the pair of us settled back, savouring the closeness, the intimacy.  I knew we’d crossed a boundary, that our relationship had changed, and could never go back to before, but I trusted him, utterly, and I felt safe and excited for the future, for tomorrow, my eyes closing as I imaged the possibilities, content in his embrace.


Five

A sweet smell and a rattling sound roused me from dreams, a feeling of happiness, warmth, safety, comfort.  Memories of last night burst in my head like fireworks.  We had… I grinned despite myself, the memory still bold and beautiful, special, seeing Warren look at me, feeling pretty and cute, knowing I had given him such pleasure, and I felt my cock throb in my panties as I remembered taking his cock in my hands, my mouth.  I shifted, rolling over, and went to hug Warren but found myself alone, on the sofa, still dressed in my pink summer dress, under a soft woollen blanket.  He’d gone?

He was supposed to have a several days off work.  We were going to spend them together, or that was the plan before the events of last night.  Did he regret what had happened, was he avoiding me now?  The thought that I had ruined everything by being so forward, by showing him how I felt, what I wanted, crushed me, the idea that he was rejecting this side of me, a side I had only just discovered, that made me so happy, left me feeling broken.  I wanted to cry.

The noise of a pan clattering startled me from my maudlin wallowing though, and I sat up, a little too quickly, and looked over the back of the sofa to the small kitchen.  Warren was stood in jeans and t-shirt, an apron on, cooking breakfast.  I felt immediately stupid for doubting him.  Last night might not ever happen again, but he’d never just abandon me.

“Morning sleepy.”  He was, grinning, an awkward smile, blushing.  “Sorry about that.  Didn’t mean to wake you.  I was going to surprise you with breakfast and coffee in bed, or, well, on the sofa with blankets.”

He chuckled.  He looked clearly nervous, and quite frankly adorable, his gaze darting around, but returning to me often, lingering before slipping away, his blush handsome.  My heart fluttered and I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“I was already awake, sort of, but that’s really sweet of you.  Thank you.”  I said.

He smiled at me, then turned back to the stove, fiddling with a pan.  I watched him work, confident and competent, thoughtful, kind, his broad shoulders and tight ass, and I felt something inside me growing, warm and greedy and joyful—how deep did my feelings for him go?

“I’ve already showered, and breakfast is not quite ready yet, so if you want to shower feel free.”  He said.

He looked back over his shoulder at me, a playful grin.

“But don’t feel you need to.  You look pretty cute this morning, all dishevelled and… pretty.  If you want though… I mean, you’re free to do whatever you want, no pressure.”

He was still clearly struggling to process what had happened, this new side of me, as was I, but he was trying his best to be supportive and that meant the world to me.  I nodded, and accepted his offer, rose and slipped off towards the bathroom, doing my best to sway my hips and wiggle my ass as I went, glancing back over my shoulder, delighted to see Warren watching my legs and butt, pleased by his blush at being caught ogling me.  His gaze, the look in his eyes, made my belly fizz, and encouraged me to put an extra emphasis in my strutting.

The shower took longer than I expected, my make-up harder to remove than I had imagined—my mascara and eye-liner were both smeared, lipstick almost entirely gone after my oral ministrations, and my eye-shadow spread to form a glittering dust around my eyes.  I’d have to spend more time researching how to better apply and remove make-up, I thought to myself, then giggled.  Was I really already planning to wear it again?

I smiled.  I was, I really was, and I realised that the thought of never being able to be pretty or cute again left me sad.  I wasn’t sure what last night had been, what labels applied to this new side of me, or what what happening to me, but I knew it was not going to be a one time thing—I was already thinking about other things I wanted to wear, other dresses, cute tops and skirts, outfits I’d look good in, shoes, other ways to style my hair, lingerie, make-up styles.  I savoured the water, washing with the same soap I’d used the day before, loving the gentle, feminine scent and the way it made my now smooth skin tingle.

As I caressed my body, legs and arms, my cock tingling, aching for release, my soft, pert butt, my mind wandered, drifting back to what had happened.  I searched for any hint of regret, or embarrassment, but found none.  I loved Warren, in more ways than I had previously understood, and he was handsome and smart, funny, kind.  That he was a boy and I was… well, I wasn’t sure what I was any more, but that didn’t matter.  None of it mattered.  The only thing I cared about was making him happy, was showing him I cared about him, and if I could give him pleasure, if we’d both enjoyed ourselves, then really, what was the harm in that?

I smiled, giggling, the memory of his touch, his cock, throbbing in my mouth as I swallowed his cum.  The memory made me feel warn and horny.  Even if it was just the once, I was grateful for the chance to be that close to him, to learn about this side of myself.  I’d enjoyed it, pleasing him, feeling wanted, desired, pretty and sexy and feminine.

I stepped out of the shower, patted myself dry, and moisturised, doing my best to keep myself smooth and soft, relishing the feeling.  I glanced down at the pink summer dress, the stockings, bra, panties.  They’d felt good, and I’d loved being pretty, but I decided against wearing the full outfit again, not sure quite how I felt, or how Warren was processing things, not wanting to push. 

Instead I slipped on a pair of my skinny jeans and a plain t-shirt, the outfit still surprisingly androgynous as I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing myself in a new light.  Maybe it was my curlier hair, or the memory of seeing my face with make-up, or my smooth body… whatever it was I liked it, and I found myself admiring my reflection for a moment.  I gave a little wiggle, giggling—I was still wearing the pink panties beneath my jeans, a tiny little shiver of naughtiness, a little secret scrap of girlishness that felt… right—and then I stepped out of the bathroom and strutted, still wiggling my hips, across to the kitchen.

“That smells divine.”  I said.

Warren looked up from the pancakes he was cooking, looked at me, and his gaze slipped up and down for just a moment, a subtle blush to his cheeks—was he checking me out, and was he… smiling?  I blushed, suddenly shy, almost timid. 

“Thanks.  Just sit and I’ll bring it over.  You still take milk no sugar in your coffee right?”

I nodded, told him yes.  I moved to the table, wiggling my butt subtly, enjoying the way it caught his attention, then sat and waited for Warren to bring me breakfast over.  It did not take long.

The pancakes were delicious, and the coffee was strong.  There was a moment at the beginning of breakfast that was awkward silent, but Warren broke it, complimenting my hair, telling it it looked good, curly, and that he liked it.

Even as he said it he blushed, as though suddenly embarrassed.  I thanked him, trying to hide the pinkness in my cheeks.  I told him the food was delicious, did not mention that I thought he was looking handsome, almost dashing in just his old jeans and t-shirt, the simple gesture of caring for me, the inherent kindness he had, making him easily the most attractive man I knew.

“Last night…”  Warren said, staring at his plate.  “I… I don’t regret it, but… if you do, I’m sorry.  If you want we can talk about it now, if you want?  But… I kind of had plans for the day and thought we could talk this evening?”

His words lifted a weight from around my heart that I had not been aware of.  I laughed, lightly, shook my head, barely able to look at him for fear of crying.

“No, I mean, I don’t regret it either.  Not at all. It was… amazing, and I’m glad you said that, but… yeah, maybe we can talk later?  Plans today sound good.”  I said.

I looked up from my plate, saw Warren sat opposite me, smiling, and I knew that no matter what happened, no matter the outcome, it’d be okay.  Warren shifted in his seat, took a deep breath.

“Just… I wanted to ask… you’re, you look like the old you today.  So do I call you Nathan or… I mean, I don’t want to upset you, and whatever is going on I’ll support you, I just… I wanted to ask.”

My heart swelled, the reminder of how sweet and thoughtful and kind Warren was making me smile.  I sat quiet for a moment, not wanting to answer in a hurry, not knowing how to answer.

“Nathan is fine today.  I… I mean, I don’t know all the answers yet, and I’m not sure about anything, not really.  I’m not not a boy, maybe, if that’s what you’re asking, but I think maybe I’m not not a girl either, if that makes sense, or maybe it’s something else.  Maybe I’m both, or neither, or… maybe it’s just, maybe I’m… I don’t know.  Not yet.”

Warren reached out across the table, sensing my uncertainty, and took my hand, holding my hand in his, a gesture of support and comfort.  He was still there for me, he was still my big brother, the same person who had always been there to support me and care for me.

“It’s cool.  Don’t worry.  I don’t need elaborate answers, and maybe you don’t yet, I just wanted to make sure I wasn’t… that I was treating you in a way that supported you and showed you I accepted you.  Whatever it is, I’m here, and I accept you, all of you, no matter what.  You’re amazing, and… cute.”  Warren said that last word in a deliberate, teasing tone.

That word again, cute.  I made my heart flutter and made me feel safe.  Was he flirting with me?  I blushed, smiling, cheeks aching.

“Now, if you’re all finished with the pancakes and coffee, how about we get ready to head out.  I’ve got loads I wanted to show you.”  Warren said.

He wasn’t lying.

The day was a whirlwind, visiting Warren’s favourite coffee shops, museums, walking along the waterfront, visiting the busy shops, the market of small traders, a range of beautiful handmade items for sale.

When my eyes caught on a set of cute leather accessories we stopped, and I looked over the bracelets and necklaces, black and brown leather matched with various beads, wood and stone, silver, copper.  They were all amazing, funky and quirky, not quite masculine, not quite feminine. 

Two caught my eye, a bracelet and a necklace, matching, black leather with small silver charms, the design soft and soothing, but abstract, swirls and curves.  After staring for too long we moved off.

The sun was out but the day was cool, and we walked for hours, talking, laughing, though there was something… almost stiff.  It was different to our usual, easy, comfortable exchange, more formal at times, at at others more daring, a slight edge that made me feel both nervous and excited, though Warren was never less than sweet or charming.  It was only when we stopped to sit and watch and rest for a moment that it clicked.

We sat on a bench, watching the water, the sun dipping low, watching pedestrians pass, and Warren sat beside me, close, his body pressing against mine.  I stiffened, a prickling sense of anticipation, belly fluttering.  As I turned to look up at him, puzzling at the subtly different atmosphere.  He smiled, reached out with his hand, held mine, squeezing it, and I bit my bottom lip as I blushed, suddenly flustered.

“You look really cute today.”  Warren said.

My heart fluttered, belly fizzing, a tingle running up my spine.

I’d only been on a handful of dates with girls before, none of them going well, a lack of chemistry and me feeling awkward, never really connecting or understanding how I was supposed to act, how I was supposed to charm or entertain, with the endings, that moment where she would wait for the kiss that never came, especially excruciating.  All of them had felt similar though, that nervous excitement, wondering if this one would be different, that hopeful, anxious energy at the start that always faded out.

The atmosphere today was the same, only… magnified, and better, building instead of fading.  The fluttering in my belly, the sudden nervousness around Warren, the mix of feeling timid and bold, shy and daring, the excitement, the anticipation, it all suddenly made sense.  This was… a date?  Did Warren know, had he planned it?  Or what this accidental, last night transforming his plans for the day into something more?

In the end I didn’t care.  I didn’t need to know.  I just wanted to enjoy the moment, the day, our date.

“And you look really handsome.”  I said.

He blushed, laughed, but squeezed my hand.  A couple walking along the pavement by the water glanced at us and I felt suddenly awkward, and tried to pull my hand away.  Warren gripped it tight, holding me, turned to look at the passers-by, and smiled.  When they smiled back, friendly, kind, I relaxed.

“Don’t worry about anyone else.”  Warren said.  “I don’t care what they think.  I just… you’re the one that matters.  Most people don’t care, or are just happy to see other people happy, and those that do, well, fuck ‘em.”  He said.

I laughed.  Nodded.  I knew it wouldn’t be that easy, but I appreciated the sentiment, his support, the open display of affection.  I wasn’t sure what was happening, what the future held for me, him, us, but I felt safe with him.

“And I just want to say, I’m really glad you came to stay, finally, and I’m really glad you’re here, now.  I… I really missed you.”  He said.

“I missed you too.”  I replied.

Warren blushed, leaned forward, slowly, watching me.  I didn’t move, frozen, and Warren leaned closer, pressed his lips to mine, a slow, gentle, tender kiss.  I kissed him back for a second before he pulled away, smiling at me.  I was blushing, aware that people were passing by, had seen, but no longer caring.

“You fancy getting dinner before heading back to… well, I suppose we need to talk, right?  I know a great place for spicy food.”

I nodded, coy, flattered by his attention—he’d spent the whole day showing me how much he cared before the talk so I knew, not matter what, that he was there for me, that he cared deeply for me, in ways neither of us fully understood yet.  This was a date, the whole day made into some special just for me, for us, and the attention, the way he made me feel wanted, cute, left me feeling warm and desired.  I wanted to do something for him, too, to show him how much he meant to me, and I had the most perfect idea.

“Yeah, but, how about you give me the address and I’ll meet you there in about an hour.  There’s… something I want to do first.”

I was grinning.  To my surprise Warren too smiled.  Did he suspect?

“Sure.  An hour.  I can wait for you.”  He said.  “I know you’re worth it.”


Six

Dinner was delicious, and the company was even better.  We ate, drank wine, laughed, talked, and I could not remember a time when I had been happier, felt more at ease. 

Warren sat opposite me, watching me, and I could not take my eyes off him.  He was so engaging, so attentive, so sweet and funny and kind.  It was strange, he was the same boy, same man I’d known for years, but he was different too, and I was seeing a new side of him, his new awareness of me changing him in subtle ways, as I too was aware I had changed.  I was giggling more, flirting, blushing, my heart skipping as we sat and talked, I felt nervous around Warren for the first time but in a good way, excited, almost trembling.

Warren insisting on paying for our meal, telling me it was always his plan to look after me while I was visiting, though I wondered if that were the case—it was obvious something had changed in his plans, the day more of a date, more meaningful, than his original plans must have been.  Afterwards we took a slow walk back to his apartment, the sun setting, the pair of us strolling along the water front in the dusk, and he surprised me again by walking close to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulder, leaning in and kissing me on my cheek.

I froze, stiffening, suddenly terrified and unsure of how to react.  Warren just smiled at me, laughing softly.  The look of confidence in his eye put me at ease.  I was safe with him, happy with him, and he guided me home, his body warm in the closing chill.

The sound of the door clicking closed as we entered Warren’s apartment sent a thrill down my spine.  It had been such a perfect day I didn't want it to end, but I was eager for the evening, the night, privacy—my chance to finally be alone with my big brother. 

As Warren slipped off his jacket I stepped in close to him.  The door was shut now.  We were alone.  The scent of his aftershave, his sweat, made my head spin.  I pressed my body to his and looked up at him.

“Hey.  Did you have a nice…”

Before he could finish speaking I rose up on my toes and pressed my lips to his, kissing him, hard, passionately.  He stiffened in surprise for just a second before relaxing, his arms wrapping around me, holding me, hands slipping down to squeeze my ass. 

I moaned, my lips parting, tongue teasing into Warren’s mouth, tasting the wine he had drunk, his breath hot.  I felt his cock swelling in his trousers, his grip on my ass tightening, lifting me, pulling me into him as he kissed me back.  I wanted more, ached for more, but… not yet.

I pulled back and blinked, head spinning, and grinned at the sight of him, gaze fuzzy with lust and desire—knowing I’d caused that, that he wanted me, made my belly flutter.  I giggled.

“Thank you, for today, tonight, it was… it’s been amazing.”  I said.

He smiled, nodding.

“I could say the same to you.”  He said.  “You know, when I asked you to stay I never thought… well, you know, but… I’m glad.  I’ve had the most amazing day.  It all just feels so… right, you know?”

I nodded.  I knew, and knowing that he felt the same way made me smile. 

“I… I want to say thank you, properly.”  I said, almost purring, running a hand down, over Warren’s body, my hand cupping his hard cock in his trousers.

“You don’t have to…”

“I want to.”  I said.  “But you need to go into your room while I… while I get ready.”  I said.

Warren smiled, nodding.

“If you’re sure?”

It was my turn to nod.  I was sure.  I’d never been more sure.

As Warren moved off to the bedroom I slipped into the bathroom to get ready, almost buzzing with excitement.  I couldn’t wait to show him my surprise.

I slipped out of my clothes, then unwrapped the items I’d bought.  It had taken me a while to find the right outfit, and I’d not been able to hide my blush as the sales assistant had helped me—I was sure she suspected something, but I didn’t care, the thought of surprising Warren, his smile, his desire for me, pushing me to be more daring than I’d ever been, and I’d found I’d enjoyed this new, wild side.

It was simple, but had been expensive.  Warren was worth it though.  Seeing his reaction, experiencing his reaction, was going to be worth it.  I took a deep breath, steadying my nerves.  It was one final step, the final leap, admitting to myself who I really was.  Was I really ready?  Was I really going to…

I laughed.  There were no doubts.  When it came to him there had never been any doubts, just a stubborn refusal to admit the truth about how I felt, about what I wanted.

The black stockings were seamed, with lacy tops, silk, and I’d bought matching panties and bra, black, with small, cute, bright pink bows, as well as a suspender belt, and, finally, black heels.  It was perfect, sexual and brazen and wanton, feminine, cute.  Like me.  The side of me I wanted to gift to Warren.

Once naked, I settled down to get ready.  I slipped on the stockings first, the fabric a gentle caress on my soft legs, then the suspender belt, taking a moment to attach the straps, then I slipped on the panties and the bra.  Finally I slipped on the heels, wobbling slightly before finding my balance, wiggling my butt and hips.

Not wanting to take too long I took only a moment to style my hair, then fixed a tiny hint of make-up, a dash of eye-shadow, lining my eyes with black eye-liner, filling my lashes in with mascara, then, finally, painting my lips a deep pink, glittery and wet to make my lips full and plump, inviting.

The outfit felt sensual, soft against my smooth body, and utterly decadent, deviant, sexual.  I felt happy, belly fluttering, a sense of giddy euphoria at how I looked, at the thought of seeing Warren’s excited reaction.  I looked at myself in the mirror and paused.  I could not help but smile.

I looked… beautiful.  I was pretty, sexy, feminine.  The stockings and suspenders made my legs seem long, and my hips wide, a narrow waist.  The panties made my ass  seem pert, round, plump, and the bra gave me the slighted hint of a chest, low cut to expose my nipples.  With my face and hair done I looked coy, bashful, and seductive.  I felt like myself, free, and my heart was thundering, a nervous, excited fizzing in my belly at the thought of what I was about to do—I was about to seduce my big brother, about to show him how much I wanted him, about how much I needed him.

Pleased with how I looked, I turned to the bathroom door, unlocked it, and slipped out.  With my head spinning, heart thundering, I walked slowly towards the bedroom. 

The click of my heels was loud in the quiet, each step careful, heel to toe, my hips swaying, butt wiggling.  I kept my shoulders back and stood as tall as I could, poised, elegant, sexy.  As I stepped into the bedroom Warren looked up, and his eyes went wide.  He sat, staring at me, silent, grinning, and from his reaction I knew he liked his surprise.

“You don’t like it?”  I said, teasing.  “I bought it especially for you, but if you want I can go and take it all off?”

Warren shook his head.  His eyes roamed by body, and I could clearly see the hardness of his cock in his jeans.  I wiggled my hips and struck a pose, lifting one foot off the floor as I leaned against the doorway, kicking my heel up behind me, one hand on my hip, pouting, like a pin-up girl.

“No.  No… I mean… you look amazing.  Wow.”  Warren said, struggling for words.

I giggled, pleased at the effect I had on him.  He stared at me with wide eyes, fidgeting, flustered, blushing.

“I mean… you can if you want… you don’t have to… I mean… you don’t need to wear that to look amazing but… yeah, you look hot.”  He said.  “But, if you’re not ready to… or whatever… I understand.  There’s no pressure, and you don’t need to… you don’t need to do anything you don’t want to, and you don’t need to wear anything you don’t want to, but what you’re wearing makes you look… shit, sorry.  I’m guess I’m just a bit of a mess.  You seem to have that affect on me.”

I giggled, blushing, flattered.

“You like it then?”  I asked.

Warren nodded, smiling.

“Yes.  I really like it.”

“So that means you want me to keep it on?”

He nodded again.  He smiled.

“Good.  Because I want to wear it for you, and I want this.  Understand?”

He nodded again.

“Now, you want to get a closer look at what I’m wearing?”  I asked.

“Definitely.”  Warren said  “If you don’t get over here soon, well, I’m not sure I’ll be able to control myself much longer.  I might just have to come over there and drag you to bed.”

I giggled.

“That’s a tempting offer.”  I said.  “But right now, I want you to stay there so I can tease you a little bit.”

“Tease me?”  Warren said.

I just nodded.  I shifted my pose, both feet back on the floor, and began to strut towards him, heels clicking.  My poise and gait weren’t perfect, my steps wobbly, but I made sure to wiggle, my hips and ass swaying, and the way he watched me, gaze roaming my body, my face, grinning, told me I was doing a mesmerizing job. 

Warren watched as I reached the foot of the bed and began to crawl up and over the covers towards him, like a cat, hunting, prowling, hungry for its meal.  He was my meal, and I was ravenous for him.

I crawled up and over him, hands and knees on either side of his body, looming over him, and he stared up and me, blushing, clearly aroused, aching for me, but not moving.  He was taller than me, stronger, and I knew he could easily overpower me if he wanted, take what he wanted from me, and the thought sent a thrill through me—still, he remained motionless, watching me, and the feeling of power, being so wanted, so desired, knowing how much he ached for me, made my cock throb.

I leaned in, slowly, listening to the drum of my heart, the slow inhale and exhale of Warren’s breath, and pressed my lips to his.  The kiss seemed to bring him to life and he moved, suddenly, grasping me, hands rising to grip my hips, holding me, pulling me down so that I was on top of him pressing down on him.  Warren’s lips parted and I felt the tip of his tongue slip into my mouth, teasing me, and I whimpered, grinding my body against his.

I could feel his cock, hard, thick, hot, pressing into me, throbbing as I squirmed against it, and my cock seemed to throb in response, pulsing with the beat of my heart.  We kissed, his hands roaming my body, one slipping up, over my back, into my hair, gripping it, tugging gently, making me gasp, the other slipping down, over my waist, hips, to my ass, cupping, squeezing, pulling me into him while he squirmed beneath me, thrusting, hips grinding his hardness against me.

I almost lost myself in the moment, but I wanted more.  Grinning, I shifted, squirming out of Warren’s grasp, lifting myself up, hot and flush, looking down, pleased to see him equally excited.

“You just… just lie there, okay?”  I said, teasingly.

Warren smiled, nodded.  I bit my bottom lip, whimpering at the thought of what I was about to do.  I shifted, began to crawl down, slipping down the bed, letting my hands roam over my big brother’s body, firm and broad and strong. 

As I reached his waist, his belt, the thick hardness of his cock, I stopped.  With shaking hands I began to unbuckle his belt, undoing his trousers, tugging them open.  As I pulled his trousers and pants down his cock popped free and I could not help but smile.  Unable to resist, unable to restrain myself, I reached out and gripped it, began to stroke, and Warren thrust his hips, working his cock into my hand, moaning, breathy with pleasure.

“Fuck yes…”  He whispered.

I worked my hand slowly, gently, teasing him, grinning.  The way the thrust into my grip, his cock throbbing, his pleasured moans, made me tingle.  Unable to resist any longer, desperate to please him, aching for him, I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and wrapped my pink lips around my big brother’s fat cock.

His gasp was a delight, but his dick, hard, hot, throbbing, felt even better.  I sucked, gently at first, mouth wet and tight, then began to work more of his cock into my mouth.  Warren’s hips thrust, his cock sinking deeper, and I used my hand to regulate his thrusts, allowing him to fuck my mouth without risk of choking, focussing on his pleasure.

His cock became quickly wet with my spit, my hand slippery, and I sucked, tongue lapping, teasing the head, taking more, letting it brush just barely at the back of my throat.  I wanted to take more but did not want to spoil the moment—there would be other times, and if I practised maybe, eventually, I could take all of him, let him fuck my throat, use me, but not yet.

I bobbed my head up and down, Warren’s cock slipping in and out of my tight lips, slippery, hot, thick, throbbing.  I barely heard his words, his compliments, his pleasured moans, gasps, his praise and flattery, too focussed on the pleasure of sucking him, having him in my mouth, the tang of his precum, the sense of power, knowing he wanted me, lusted after me, that he ached for me, desired me just as I desired him.  He was mine, in this moment, mine and no one else's, and I was his.

Warren’s cock throbbed, pulsing, hard, and I could taste him, working my hand and mouth in time.  I felt his hand entangle in my hair, a light pressure, the sense that he could take control at any moment but not, restraining himself, letting me enjoy him, savour him.  I was in control.  I was seducing him.  He was mine, and I was his—his wanton, brazen, beautiful, sexy little brother, his irresistible little sister, his slut.  The thought sent a thrill down my spine and I whimpered as Warren thrust his cock into my mouth.

His cock pulsed, hard, swelling.  He was close, and I wanted it, wanted him in my mouth, wanted to taste his cum, swallow it, feel his cum in my mouth, hot, coating my throat, but at the same time I wanted more.  I pulled my mouth up and off, the head leaving my tight lips with a pop—I ached for more, and from the way Warren whined, working his hips, I knew he did too, but maybe later.  I grinned.

“Were you enjoying that?”  I asked, fluttering my eye lashes.

Warren nodded, grinning, drunk on lust and pleasure.

“Well… how about I make it up to you for stopping with something better?”

Warren’s eyes went wide.  I blushed as he stared at me, hungry, like a starving predator.

“You mean…”

I nodded.  I put one finger to his lips, silencing him.

“Just say yes.”  I whispered.

Warren blushed, nodding. 

“Yes Natalie.  Please… yes…”

That was all I needed to hear.

I fumbled with Warren’s trousers for a moment, tugging them off, and he shifted to help me.  I pulled off his shirt, then pushed him down onto his back.  He reached out with one hand, rummaging under his pillow, then handed me a small bottle of clear, viscous liquid.  I smiled, flattered by his thoughtfulness—had be been expecting, or hoping, for this?

I sat over him on my knees, looking down at him, naked while I was dressed in only lingerie, smooth and pretty for him, the way he looked at me making me shudder, grin.  I bit my bottom lip as I held the small bottle of lube in one hand, nervous and excited.  I was really about to… I was going to lose my virginity to my step-brother, my sexy big brother, and I could think of nothing more perfect.  I was about to show him just how much I wanted him, needed him, just how I could please him, how I wanted to pleasure him, how I wanted him to pleasure me.  I wanted to be his, and wanted him to be mine—I didn’t know what I was, what I had discovered about myself, not caring about labels or definitions, but I knew that I wanted him more than I had ever wanted anything.

I squirmed, sitting down gently so that Warren’s hard cock was nestled in the crack of my ass, and I ground my hips, wiggling, teasing him, delighting in the heat of him, the soft skin of his prick pressing into the smooth flesh of my butt.  I worked up and down, watching him, his glazed expression of pleasure, both of us breathing hard, moaning softly—my cock was hard in my panties, aching, the feeling of my big brother’s cock making me whimper.

With shaking hands I opened the bottle of lube and poured a generous dollop into one palm before closing the bottle and dropping it to the side.  As I watched Warren’s face, grinding my ass along his cock, I reached back, worked my palm along my crack and over his thick, long hardness.  He gasped and thrust into my hand but I only teased, gently, making his cock slippery and slick, letting it work to spread the lube along my crack, working it deeper.  I pulled the thin back of my panties to the side, unwilling to waste time getting undressed and then teased my fingers deep, caressing my entrance, pressing slippery fingers just in, stretching myself, making myself slick and slippery for Warren—the thought alone was almost enough to send me over the edge, his cock thrusting beneath me, fingers teasing at my hole, the sensations bright and wonderful.

I couldn’t wait any longer.  With my hole and Warren’s cock lubricated, wonderfully slick, I shifted, lifting myself up slightly, gripping Warren’s cock and shifting it, aiming it, letting the head run along my slippery crack.  I gasped, jumping as his thick head pressed against my hole, and I felt him thrust his hips, eager for me, slipping away.  I bit my bottom lip, giggling, blushing at his eagerness.

“You’ll need to go slow, just to begin.  I… this is the first time I’ve done anything like this.”  I said.

Warren’s eyes went wide.  He stared at me, calmed by my words.  He reached out, ran his hands over my thighs, hips, caressing me, gripping my by my waist.

“This is you first time?”  He asked.

I nodded. 

“My absolute first.  But… I can’t think of anyone I’d rather give it to.”

Warren smiled.

“You are too perfect.”  He said, quiet and sweet.  “I’ll try to stay calm, to begin with at least.”

He grinned, and I smiled.

“Good.  But just to to start, because once I’m used to you I’m going to want you to fuck me hard and fast.”

I giggled, and the look of delight on Warren’s face was a blessing.  I shifted my hips, worked his cock back along my crack, and pressed the head at my slick hole.  I shifted, easing back, holding his cock in place, feeling it press into me, stretching my entrance, splitting me open, filling me.

I moaned, loudly, the pleasure numbing thought.  There was just the barest hint of pain so I paused, forcing myself to relax, a deep breath.  I could feel Warren still beneath me, struggling to contain his lust and desire for me, his hands on my hips, holding me, looking up at me with hunger. 

I wanted him.  I wanted him inside of me, needed to feel him, please him, have him fill me, fuck me.  I exhaled, gripping his cock, and sank down.  Warren’s cock pressed into me, easing my ass open, pressure building, stretching my slippery hole.  I relaxed, sitting my weight down on his cock and then, suddenly, wonderfully, his cock slipped past my outer ring, my hole opening, and his cock slipped deep.

“Fuck… oh god…”  I whimpered, the sensation a bliss I had never even imagined.

Warren’s grip on my hips tightened and I felt his hips shift, barely, slipping his cock deeper, easing it barely out, a slow, gentle fucking.  I smiled, his cock hot and hard and throbbing in my hole, teasing me.  I looked down at him, grinning, blushing, heart racing, breathing hard, and sank down further, slowly, taking the entire length of his cock into my ass.

“Shit you’re… you’re so tight…”  He whispered.

“You like it though?”  I asked.

My big brother nodded, gripping me tight, rocking his hips, working his cock inside my ass.  I could feel his cock rubbing my inner walls, teasing a bright spot of pleasure inside me.  I never wanted his moment to end but… I wanted more, wanted to fuck him, hard, ride him, wanted him to fuck me, claim me, breed me.

I sat down, taking the entire length of my big brother’s cock into my ass, then settled, wiggling my hips, smiling, grinning, blushing, feeling hot and bright and wonderful.  I was pretty, sexy, beautiful, and desired, wanted, lusted after.

Warren gripped me tight, and worked his hips slowly, his cock stretching me open, my hole tight and slippery, the throb of his prick inside me making my cock ache, drooling precum into my panties.  I looked down at him, smiling, blushing, and began, slowly, to rise up.

I lifted myself up, feeling Warren’s cock slipping out, the head just inside me, tugging at my tight entrance, a fluttering in my belly, then sank back down, curving my back, grinding my hips, delighting in how my big brother’s cock teased my hole, the bright spot inside me blossoming.  I worked myself up and down, slowly at first, long, deep, languorous motions, letting Warren stretch me, becoming accustomed to his size, his gentle thrusts, gasping in delight as he filled, me, fucking me softly, then rising up, the momentary emptiness before that wonderful moment of being filled again, each time the knot of joy inside my belly growing hotter, brighter, my cock aching in my panties, then began to work faster.

I wiggled my a hips, my ass, and Warren, encouraged by my teasing, my hole milking his cock, my ass tight and slick and stretched around his thick prick, began to thrust harder, gripping me tight, slamming his cock into me.  I gasped, in delight and shock, smiling, looking down into his eyes.

“More.”  I whispered, teasing.  “Harder.  Fuck me harder.”

He did not need to be told twice.  Suddenly Warren began to move and I realised for the first time how restrained he’d been with his small, subtle motions. 

He gripped me, hands slipping round from my hips to my ass, squeezing, and slammed his cock into me, his hips thrusting so hard he lifted me up.  He fucked hard, deep, fast, hips working with power, claiming me.

Each thrust knocked the air from my lungs, my big brother’s cock filling my ass, then slipping out, leaving me empty, aching to be filled.  As Warren thrust again, lifting me up with the force of his thrust, I tumbled forward, falling on top of him.  He did not stop, gripping my ass, squeezing, hard, fucking me deep and fast, with force, need, hunger, each thrust urgent, eager to claim me.  I let him, working my hips in time with his thrusts, wiggling my butt in his grip, the cocktail of emotions and sensations driving all thought from me. 

I was his, in that moment.  His slut, his toy, his bitch, his lover, his doll, his bride, his brother, his sister, his mate, and he was my world.

I leaned down, kissed him, our lips meeting, and his grip on my ass tightened, almost painful, his need and hunger and lust for me a force that wrapped around me and enveloped me, binding me to him.  My lips opened and I pressed my tongue into his mouth, nibbling at his bottom lip, grinding my hips down as he thrust, cock pumping in and out of my tight, slippery ass.  The knot of joy in my belly was hot, urgent, and my twitching cock was pressed hard against Warren’s belly, leaking precum, sandwiched between us.

“God… yes… you feel so good… I can’t… I’m so close…”  Warren whispered. 

I smiled.  My body, my hole, my ass was going to make my big brother cum.  He was going to cum for me, and I wanted to feel it, needed to feel it.

“Yes.  Cum, cum in me, fuck me hard and breed me, claim me.  Fuck me hard and don’t hold back.”  I whispered, urging him on.

Warren obliged, thrust harder, faster, deeper, and I matched him, grinding my hips, squeezing my hole, chasing the delight inside my ass, my hole stretched and slippery, hot, full of his thick cock, riding him, so pretty and sexy and beautiful.

His cock swelled, throbbing hard, and he thrust, deep, hard, gripping my ass, holding me against him as he held his cock deep inside my ass, and then I felt it, Warren’s cock throbbing, pulsing, cumming—my big brother was cumming inside my ass, filling me with his seed, and I wiggled my hips to milk the last drops of pleasure from him, the sensation a bliss that drove me over the edge.  As Warren came, cumming inside my tight hole, I came too, cumming in my panties, my cock throbbing, sandwiched between the two of us, coating Warren and me with my cum.

We gasped, moaned, staring into each others’ eyes, smiling, both wracked with bliss at our shared climax.  I leaned in and kissed him again, softly, loving the sensation of his cock inside me, throbbing, his cum hot and thick, filling me, his hands gripping my ass, his hips thrusting as his cock was buried deep.

As our orgasms subsided I looked at him, and giggled, blushing, feeling suddenly shy, joyful, bashful.  He grinned at me, the throbbing of his cock subsiding, my ass full of his cum, his belly coated with mine.

“That was… wow.”  He said.

“You like it?  Like using you little sister’s tight ass, liked fucking your little brother like a slut?”  I said, blushing.

Warren laughed, shaking his head.  He was smiling.  His cock was softening slowly, and I wiggled my hips to savour the last moments of it inside me, both of us sticky with my cum, my stocking clad legs straddling him, his hands cupping my ass.

“I think this new, sexy, naughty side of you might be more than I can handle.”

I laughed, grinning.

“There’s only one way to find out.”  I said.  “Either you fuck me until I learn to behave, or I fuck you until you admit defeat.”

“Sounds fun.”  He said.

Warren was smiling, his eyes soft, kind, sweet.

“You know this changes things, right?”  He said.

I nodded, smiling.

“Yeah, and I mean… whatever you want, I’m okay with that.  This is amazing but… I don’t want to lose you, so if it’s too much…”

Warren kissed me, hard, silencing me.  As he pulled back I could see his reassuring smile and I almost cried.

“After this… well… I don’t know how we’re going to explain this to people but, well we’ll deal with it when we have to.  For now you’re just staying with me and everything else, well, that’s between us two, and we can keep it as private as you want, okay?  We’ll go at a pace you’re comfortable with.”

“You mean… you… this…”  I could barely speak.

“After all this you think I’m ever letting you go?”  Warren said, laughing, shaking his head.  “Not a chance.  I love you stupid, more than anything, and now, well, I always thought you were hot, but now I know you feel the same… and, well, that was amazing, so I definitely want to do it again… and more.”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip, blushing.  I nodded.

“Me too.”  I said, giggling.  “All of it.”

Warrens eyes widened, and he shifted, squirming to reach out to his bedside table, picking up a small box.  He offered it to me.

“I almost forgot.  I bought you this, while you went off before dinner.”  He said.

I stared at the box for a moment before opening it.  As I lifted the lid back I could not help but smile.  Inside ware a set of leather cords, each a small silver pendant attached, the matching necklace and bracelet I had seen in the market that I had been staring at.  Warren had noticed me looking and had bought it, for me.  My heart swelled.  He had given me so much, and here was was, still giving, the same wonderful, kind, gentle boy I’d fallen for without even realising.

I looked down at him, blinking back tears.  He reached out, took the box, and slipped the necklace out, then slipped it around my neck, fastening it.

“There.”  He said, staring at me for a moment.  “You look lovely.  It really suits you.”

I blinked, smiling, heart racing.  I couldn’t wait to wear it out in public with him, wear it for him.  A constant reminder that I was his, and that he was mine.

“Thank you.”  I whispered.  “For everything.”

And I meant it.  More than I had ever meant anything, I meant it.

THE END



Becoming My Step-Sister’s Sissy


One

“So, this is your room.”  Mum says.

I poke my head through the door and look around.  The room is massive, much larger than my old room at our old house, and well furnished with a double bed, desk, computer, wardrobe and much more, but I groan and grumble, as though the idea of sleeping in such a pleasant, clean, and tidy room repulses me.  My mum looks at me for a moment with sad eyes and sighs.  I frown and try not to stare at the brand new desktop PC that sits there waiting for me.

“Can you not just try to pretend to be happy?  Even just for a bit, to see what it’s like?”  Mum says.

“Why?  So you and Philip can play happy families?”  I say—I force a note of resentment into my voice.

My mum sags, deflating.  She shakes her head, looking at me with big, sad eyes.

“After everything we’ve been through I thought you’d appreciate what Philip is doing for us.  And after everything I went through with your… well I just thought you’d be happy for me.”  Mum says.

I do not look at her.  I turn and look around the house.  It is large, well decorated.  Philip bought it recently, a wedding gift to himself and my mum, a house they could both form happy memories in together, though he’d made sure to get a house with spare rooms for me and Sarah, the step-sister I’d heard so much about but never met—she was away at college, studying something I couldn’t remember.

“You know, if you really hate it you could move out.  You’re an adult now, in college.  I’m sure Philip and I could find a little cash to help you out it you…”

“I don’t want your charity.  I… I was just happy in our old house, that’s all.”

My mum smiles.  She reaches out and puts a gentle hand on my shoulder.

“I know you were, but we both need a new start.  Just… give it a chance here, for me, please?”  She says.

I take a deep breath, exhale a loud, slow sigh, and force a smile.

“Fine, but only for you.”  I say.

My mum smiles.

“Thank you.  I know this is difficult, but I really do appreciate you making an effort to fit in and settle down.  You… after all that trouble you just need to settle down and work hard, show people you can follow the rules.  I know that if you just tried you’d be able to make something of yourself.  You have so much to offer.”  Mum says.

“Yeah, I know.  You keep saying.”  I say.

My mum stares at me, forces a smile, squeezing my shoulder.

“I mean it.  After that last incident, if you get into any more trouble… Philip and I won’t keep supporting you unless you behave, unless you try your best.  You have to understand that.”

I nod.  The threat of being thrown out on my own stings.  I know that on my own there’s no way I’d be able to pay for college.  I’d have to get a dead end job and then what… just watch my future spiral away, all those dreams of graduating and getting a good job just vanishing.

“I know.  I’ll stay out of trouble.  I swear.”  I say.

My mum smiles at me, relieved to hear me promise to behave.

“Thank you.  You’re a good boy Trey, and I know that things are going to get better from here, on, for both of us.”  Mum says.  “Now, I’m going to head down to make dinner.  You look around your room and settle in.”
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I have to admit, however reluctantly, that the room is wonderful.  It is spacious and clean and the view from the windows of the garden behind the house is amazing.  It’s a lovely house and it’s the least my mum deserves after everything.

I move to investigate the furniture, opening drawers and cupboards to find all my clothes already unpacked and put away, my possessions moved in yesterday while I refused to help or be part of the process, too stubborn and miserable to help.  My mum has done her best to make the room feel like home and I find myself smiling, relaxing, despite my reservations.  I move to the door on the far side of the room, another wardrobe I presume, and I open it and laugh out loud.

“My own bathroom?”  I say.

My voice echoes off the white tiles.  There is a toilet, sink unit with mirror, a shower cubicle.  I step in to look around and as I move I catch my reflection in the mirror above the sink, stare at myself.

“You need to pull yourself together.  Like mum says.  You need to get your act together and be a better son for her, make something of yourself, show all of them what you’re capable of.”  I say.

My voice sounds hollow, reverberating off the hard walls and floor.  I stare at my reflection, take a deep breath, exhale a sigh.

I want to try harder, I want to be better, I want to make mum proud but… it’s like there’s something missing, like some part of me that I need to be happy is missing.  I stare at myself, as though searching for a sign.

I’m not unattractive, a little short and thin, but my face is symmetrical, with big blue eyes and a thick head of longish black hair.  I could do with going to the gym, building muscle maybe, to make me look a little more masculine, but I’d never really struggled with girls, my sense of humour and easy charm making up for my lack of size, but there was always something… awkward.

I’d dated girls but I’d never been happy, never been able to commit.  I had friends but when we hung out there was always the sense that I was only partially there, as though the major part of me was somewhere else, hiding just out of sight, hiding from even me.  There was always a gnawing sense of unhappiness, of not being right, and it ate away at me.

Maybe that was why I’d always acted out, why I found it so difficult to accept Philip into my life.  He made mum happy, he was nice to me, accepted me despite my rocky, troubled history.  Maybe I just need to take this as a fresh start, put the past behind me and push on, do my best to work hard, make something of myself.  I just need to accept the way I feel and do my best anyway.

“I’ll make this work.”  I say to myself.

My reflection stares back at me, eyes glazed, face with the same vacant, unhappy expression.  I wasn’t going to let the boy in the mirror ruin this though.  I force a smile and turn away from my reflection.

“Trey!  Dinner’s ready!”

My mum’s voice comes from downstairs.  Philip was obviously back and I hadn’t heard him.  It was time for the first family dinner in our new house.  I take a deep breath and brace myself, fix my resolve.  This is the start of a new beginning.

“Coming!”  I say.
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“So, how do you like the house?”  Philip asks me.

I smile, remind myself that I am on my best behaviour.  This is a new start.

“It’s lovely.  Really lovely.”  I say.  “I think you’re both going to be really happy here.”

My mum smiles at me, her eyes bright.  Philip grins, reaches out to take my mum’s hand, squeezes it.  They make a cute couple and it’s clear they love each other, that he cares for my mum and I’m glad she found him.

“Well, I was hoping we’d all be happy here.  That his would be a family home, even if just for a little while.  I know you and Sarah are getting older but I was hoping we could make this our family home for a few more years and that we’d all be happy here.”

It is clear from the way Philip talks that he means what he says.  He really does want me to be happy here, to think of this as my home now.  He wants all of us to be happy.  He is a good man and he’s good for my mum and I don’t want to disappoint him, don’t want to disappoint my mum.  I want to make them proud.

“You think you’ll be able to call this home?”  Philip asks me.

I glance at my mum, smiling nervously, still holding Philip’s hand.  I look back to Philip and nod.

“Yeah, I think I can do that.”

Philip and my mum both break into wide, happy smiles.

“Good.  Then we’ve got something to tell you.  We’re both going away, just for two weeks.  To celebrate.  We were hoping you’d stay behind and look after the house for us.”  Philip says

“We’ve both talked about it and we both think we can trust you.”  My mum says.  “We don’t mind you having a few friends over of course, provided you keep the place nice, but no parties or anything… crazy.”

My mum’s voice is strained.  This is a big deal for her, for Philip.  It is a big show of trust, an opportunity to make both of them proud, to show them what I’m capable of.

“Yeah, of course.  I can look after the place.”

“I knew you’d come through for us.  Thank you Trey, it means a lot to me, to both of us, that you’re happy here and that you see this as not just our new house, but your new home.”  Philip says.

I smile, nod.  There is still that same gnawing sense of something missing, but I dismiss it.  I’m going to make them both proud, and some time to myself to relax and enjoy is never a bad thing.

“And just so you know, Sarah said she might pop round to see the place while we’re away, and to meet you.  She’d not checking up on you though.  We both trust you.  But… I thought it might be nice for the two of you to meet without us both around hovering over you, get to know each other without your boring old parents around to clutter the place up.”  Philip says.

I smile, nodding.

“Yeah, that’d be lovely.”  I say.  “I look forward to meeting her.”


Two

The house feels odd with mum and Philip gone, too big and too quiet.  I do my best to keep to a routine though, washing up after myself, cooking sensible, healthy meals, doing my washing and putting it away when it’s dry.  It feels good, like I am a productive, responsible adult taking care of the important things, instead of just indulging in childish habits.  I smile as I complete my chores and look after the house and myself, aware that if mum could see me she’d be proud.

“I got this.”

I talk to myself as I put the last of the dishes from my dinner away.

The radio is playing quietly on the kitchen counter, a cheesy, jazzy pop song and I dance along to it as I finish tidying up, wiggling my hips, spinning on my toes.  I’d never dare dance like this in front of anyone, but in private there’s something about wiggling, strutting, swaying in time with the drumming beat that makes my heart race and I can’t help but smile.

My hips sway from side to side, my butt wiggling in a deliberately provocative manner, and my smile spreads, the sensation a guilty pleasure.  As I wipe the sides down I imagine a pretty, sexy girl dancing on a pop video moving as I move and the thought makes me laugh and giggle.  I put a little more emphasis in my wiggling, a final flourish, and I finished tidying the kitchen just as the song ends.

“Done!”  I say.

I look over the kitchen, tidy and neat and clean now, and I take a deep breath.  I feel good about myself, a tight knot in my belly, my heart still beating fast after my energetic, sexy dancing.

“Now, time to spoil myself.”
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I head up to my room and don’t bother to close the door.  I am alone so there’s no need to shut it for privacy.  I sit at my desk and power on my new computer.  It boots quickly, the hum quiet, almost silent, and as the screen comes on I browse my desktop for a distraction.

I click on the icon for my favourite game and load it up but, even as I settle down to play, setting off to kill my way to the quest’s ending, I feel dissatisfied, an itch at the back of my head that is not being scratched.  I continue for a few more minutes then shut the game down without even reaching a check point. 

I load another game with much the same result, shutting it down after only a short while, my mind distracted, unable to focus.  I try several more games, including a couple of old favourites, but nothing holds my attention.  In the back of my head the cheesy pop song is going over and over and I’m tapping my foot to the beat, wiggling my butt in my seat.  I take a deep breath and exhale a sigh—I am unable to dislodge the images of pretty, sexy girls dancing, wiggling, strutting to cheesy, happy, jazzy pop songs.

“Fine.  I guess it’ll help me concentrate.”  I say, laughing at myself.

I shut down the latest game and open my internet browser and navigate through to my favourite adult website, looking back to the door just to check, but the house is still empty.  I turn back to the screen and begin browsing through categories at random, unsure what I’m in the mood for.

I skip from page to page, nothing grabbing my attention, but as I look over the thumbnails, so many tiny images of hot women dressed in costumes and lingerie, caught in the middle of graphic acts, I feel my body flush.  I squirm in my seat as I look from image to image, hoping to find just what I’m in the mood for, my cock swelling, aching, growing hard in my pants.  I reach down to adjust myself and cannot help but rub for just a moment, moaning in pleasure.

I scroll to another random page and on the second row I notice a thumbnail image that captures my attention.  Two girls, both dressed in outlandishly sexual outfits, bright neon pinks and black, high heels and big hoopy earrings, bright coloured hair and faces with bold sexy make-up.  They look almost unreal, like a perfectly rendered hyper-sexual fantasy, their faces staring out at me with wide eyes and pouty lips.  The image calls to me and, curious, I click on it.

The page changes and the video begins to load and then, suddenly, a much larger image of the two girls comes up, the two of them standing next to each other, arms around each other’s waist looking down at the camera that hovers at waist level, grinning.  They step off, strut together, high heels clicking, hips wiggling, their panties just visible under their tiny mini-skirts.
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The two girls, each as sexy, feminine, pretty as the other, so that I am unable to say which one arouses me more, enter a room and turn to face a man reclining on a sofa.  There is no story, but one of the girls, the smaller one with larger breasts, dressed mostly in black, grabs the taller, prettier girl, the one dressed in mostly pinks, by the ring on the collar that sits around her neck, leading her over to the man on the sofa. 

The two kneel, the one girl dragging the other down by her collar, and they both crawl to stop and kneel in front of the man—he is muscular and handsome in a generic way, but it is the bulge in his pants that catches my eye, massive and thick and not for the first time I feel suddenly awkward.  I know porn is not representative, but still, I am aware that my cock is smaller than most, a fact that I’ve never quite come to terms with.

“Take it out and show him what a good little slut you are then.”  The smaller, bustier girl in black says.

The prettier girl in pink nods, smiling, nervous.  She looks between the girl and the man.

“Yes Mistress.”  She says.

The word makes my skin tingle.  Mistress.  This is a kinky video then?  I consider stopping it and finding something more conventional but something stops me, something about the girl in pink, her nervousness, something about the girl in black, her commanding harsh tone, the control she has over the other girl, makes my cock even harder.

The girl in pink reaches up and undoes the man’s belt, jeans.  She reaches in and, fumbling for a moment, takes out his cock.  I almost gasp at the sight of it, massive and thick and smooth, hard and almost visibly throbbing.  The girl in pink’s reaction is one of delight and terror.

“But Mistress… it… it’s so big…”  She says.

Looking at it as I stroke my small, rock hard cock I know what she means.  I can’t imagine how she’s going to fit that inside her mouth or her…

“I know, but doesn’t that make you want it more… a slut like you, desperate to fill yourself up, to stretch yourself on it…”

The woman in black’s tone is almost mocking, arrogant and commanding, authoritative, and something in it makes me squirm, my cock swelling, aching.  I fumble with my trousers, pull out my small cock and begin to stroke it as I watch the video.

The woman in black, still gripping the girl in pink’s collar, leads her to lean over the man’s lap.  The girl in pink takes hold of his cock and begins to stroke it, leans forward, opens her mouth, wraps her lips around his shaft. 

I stroke my cock slowly, a gentle grip, teasing.  With the door open the sense of naughtiness only adds to the pleasure.  I moan, watching the girl in pink take the massive cock into her mouth. 

Her lips, painted bright pink to match her outfit, plump and glossy, stretch wide but she wraps them tight, works her mouth down, taking more of his cock than I’d have thought possible.  The woman in black tugs on her collar, urging her to take more and more, her head bobbing, the man’s shaft slick with spit.

The girl in pink gags but her expression is one of pure delight.  She sucks, tongue lapping, lips tight around the massive, thick, smooth cock.  She moans in pleasure and submission and I cannot help but wonder how it might feel to be her, sucking a cock like that, if it is pleasurable as she is making it seem.  I wonder how liberating it might be to submit as she is, handing over control to a pretty woman, serving someone who so desires you, knowing you are giving them such pleasure, filling them with such lust.

I stroke my cock faster, grip is tighter.  I lick my lips, a tingle running down my spine, my mouth watering.

The man reaches up, grips the girl in pink’s hair, controlling her movements, thrusts up into her mouth, her throat, his cock slipping between her lips.  The girl in pink moans, whimpers, and I moan with her and I stroke my cock, my balls tight, head giddy.

“Good girl.”  The woman in black says.  “Now, why don’t you show him what a tight hole you have.”

The girl in pink pulls her head up, off the man’s massive cock, gasping for breath, chin wet with spit.  She is wide eyed and is obviously enjoying herself, enjoying serving, being wanted, being pretty, sexy, and I almost envy her and the attention she is receiving.

“Really?”  The girl in pink asks.

The woman I black nods.  She rises to her feet and drags the girl in pink with her, tugging her collar.  The girl in pink is a little unsteady in her feels, wiggling, her butt swaying as she turns around.  She reaches down to lift up her mini skirt, tug down her panties, and I gasp as she exposes herself.

“She…”

I can barely believe what I’m seeing.  The beautiful, sexy, pretty girl in pink has a cock, small and cute, not unlike mine.

“I bet you can’t wait to fill your tight hole up with his massive cock, can you, slut?”  The woman in black says.

“No Mistress… I need it… I want it so bad… I need to be fucked…”  The girl in pink says.

“Then sit down.  Take his big fat cock inside your sexy ass.  Ride him like the slut you are.”  The woman in black says.

The girl in pink obeys.  She moves, sitting, letting the man guide her down onto his cock, gripping his shaft as he aims it at her tight, round, perfect sexy ass.

I do not stop stroking my cock, mesmerized, glued to the scene I am watching.  My cock is harder than it has even been and as the girl in pink sits on the thick, hard cock, her ass opening, stretching around the man’s girth, I feel my cock throb, an aching in my belly as I wonder how it would feel to be fucked like her.

The girl in pink moans out loud.  Her hole stretches wider as she takes more of the massive, magnificent cock into her ass.  She sits down, letting the man’s cock fill her, her expression one of pure delight and ecstasy—I cannot help but wonder it feels as good as she makes it seem, if being fucked, riding a massive cock, might feel that amazing.

The girl in pink begins to ride, sliding up and down the cock, her cute cock bouncing in time with her fucking, and I stroke my cock in time, watching her hole stretch, filled with cock.  The girl in pink moans, loudly, and I moan with her, stroking my cock over and over, fidgeting in my seat, craving more.

“Fuck yes… it feels… so good… to be fucked… like a good girl… a dirty slut…”  The girl in pink says.

I envy her, the pleasure she is experiencing, how pretty she is, how desired she is, the power she wields even in her submission, letting the massive cock fill her, allowing the man to use her, the woman in black to command her.  As I watch her my cock swells, throbs, and before I know it I am cumming, cumming as I watch the girl in pink ride the thick cock, taking it deep in her ass.

“Well, I certainly didn’t expect my new step-brother to be such a pervert!”

The voice is unfamiliar, feminine, and comes from my door.  I shut the video as I try to put my cock away, floundering.  I turn in my seat to see a girl, only slightly older than me, with her phone in her hand pointed at me.  I recognise her immediately from photographs.  Sarah, my step sister.

“What are mum and dad going to say?”  She says smirking.

I pale at the thought.  I can’t disappoint them.

“Please… you can’t… I… I didn’t know you were back… I’ll do anything.  Just… just don’t say anything to them about this.”  I say, stammering.

Sarah slips her phone into her pocket and her grin spreads.  She stares at me for a moment then giggles.  In person she is even prettier than her pictures, and quite intimidating.

“Anything?”  She asks.


Three

“You can’t be serious?”  I say to Sarah, my voice cracking.

Sarah smiles at me, a smug grin, her hand still holding the bag she wants me to take.  She waits for a moment in silence, making me squirm, uncomfortable, my cheeks blushed bright pink from the demand she had made—just the thought alone filing me with shame and humiliations, but, also, exciting me, my cock twitching.

“You do what I say, and I mean everything I say, or mummy and daddy dearest see that recording of you wanking to that nasty, dirty video I caught you watching, and they’ll get to see just what a filthy, degenerate pervert you are.”  Sarah says, her voice sweet and innocent, her words cruel and barbed.

“Please...”  I begin.

“Do what I say or the video gets sent.”  Sarah says, suddenly more firm, her voice forceful, demanding.

My cock stirs at her tone, the way she is commanding me.  I bite my bottom lip and bow my head to hide my face, nod.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say without thinking.

Sarah laughs.

“Mistress?  I like that.  You are such a filthy little brother… I think we’re going to have a lot of fun!”  She says.

I reach out and take the bag from her hand, the supplies she has told me I will need to get ready for what she has planned.  I am dreading it, but, undeniable now, excited too.  My heart is racing and my skin is tingling, a strange new joy at submitting to her, at the power she has over me.

“And remember, don’t rush, but you need to be quick.  We have a lot to go over today if we’re to get you ready.”  Sarah says.  “I want you smooth from your nose down, no hair and spotlessly clean… or at least your body spotlessly clean, there’s not much we can do about your filthy mind, at least right now.”

Sarah laughs.  My heart skips, my cock twitching.  She wants me to shave my body, to be smooth, like a girl, or a porcelain doll.  The thought thrills and appals me.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.

[image: ]

I smear the hair removal cream over my body, my legs, arms, armpits, chest, even my butt cheeks, following Sarah’s careful instructions.  I glance at the door as I work, knowing she is on the other side, waiting, so though I do not rush I try not to be too slow.  The cream smells unpleasant, and my skin tingles, the sensation almost pleasing.

I wait for a few minutes before turning on the shower and stepping into the warm spray.  The cream sloughs off under the flow of hot water, revealing my new form, smooth, hairless, and almost pretty.  I foam my hands with the moisturising shower gel Sarah gave me, the scent feminine, sweet blossoms and musk, alluring, and I wash myself, my hands slipping easily over my slick, soft, graceful smooth skin.

I tingle, shiver, my cock twitching, hardening.  My body feels good, sexy, so soft and smooth, and the way the lather of foam runs over my legs and arms and ass is a delight, the scent and the moisturiser leaving me softer and prettier than I have ever felt and my heart skips, my belly fluttering in a swell of euphoria.  I bite my bottom lip to keep from moaning, flush.

Next I turn and pick up the shaving foam and razor and turn my attention to the last traces of hair, around my cock and balls, in the crack of my ass.  I foam myself and, carefully, begin to run the razor blade over my skin, stripping myself of the last of my ugly male body hair.

The razor is a caress on my cock, balls, and as it runs along the crack of my ass I whimper, the sensation of slick foam at my sensitive entrance sending bolts of surprising pleasure through me.  As I finish, completely hairless now, completely smooth, I run my hands over my body to check for any spots I might have missed.  I run a finger along my crack, over my hole, slow, tender motions.  I moan in delight at the sensation, pressing slightly, remembering the girl from the video, riding the massive cock, her face the definition of erotic bliss.  My cock swells and I slip the tip of my finger into my ass, gasping at the amazing sensation—I wonder how it might feel to be fucked like a pretty, sexy girl, like the girl from the video.

There is a knock on the door that drags me from my day dream and I pull my finger out of my hole, the loss leaving me almost bereft.  My cheeks blaze pink at the shame of what I was doing.

“Finished yet?”  Sarah calls through the door.

“Ye… yes… just… I just need to rinse and dry off.”  My voice is shaking.

There is a moment of silence.

“Well, hurry up.  And no playing with yourself.  I can imagine being all pretty and smooth for the first time in your life has got you quite excited, but you’ll need to learn to cope with distractions like that.”

She knows.  My cheeks burn hotter, my shame feeding my arousal.  I take a deep breath and swallow.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.
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I stand in Sarah’s room in just a towel, keep still while she circles me, eyeing me as though examining me.  The smell of my new shower gel is an intoxicating perfume, sweet and girly, my skin so soft now.

“Very good, very good.  And I’m pleased you used the new soap.  Your skin looks much better and you smell much nicer.  It’s a much more fitting scent.”  Sarah says.

I do not move, stay quiet.  Sarah stops in front of me and nods, slowly, grinning.

“Good so far, but I need to see all of you before we can move on.  Drop the towel.”  Sarah says.

I pale suddenly, open my mouth to protest, but Sarah’s look silences me.

“Now.”  She says.

I take a deep breath, nod.  Reach down.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.

I unfasten my towel and let it drop to the floor, stand naked in front of Sarah, shaved smooth.  I am filled with shame and embarrassment, but, still, the sensation, the situation, is arousing me.  My cock stiffens.

“Awww… so cute!  That’s such a pretty little cock.”  Sarah says.

My cheeks flush pink.  My cock swells.

“But you did a good job.  Very smooth, very feminine.  Just right for what I have planned next.” 

Sarah turns, steps over to her bed, and picks up a pile of clothes.  She turns back to me and I realise for the first time that they are not clothes, it is lingerie.  My heart thunders and my belly flutters at the thought of what Sarah has in mind.

“I want you to put these on.  I want to see how pretty you can be.”  Sarah says—her tone cold, commanding.

I shake my head, barely able to believe.  My cock strains, hard, aching.  Sarah holds out the panties, stockings, suspenders, heels, bra. 

“You see, all the while I was growing up I always wanted a sister, and then I found out I was getting a new brother… I was most disappointed.  Now though, I’m thinking I can have that sister after-all.  A sexy, pretty, slutty sister I can make do anything I want.  Now, get dressed like a good toy, and show me you can be a pretty, sexy plaything for your big sister, or I’ll tell mummy and daddy just what a nasty pervert you are.

I can only nod.  I reach out and take the lingerie.  I cannot deny how excited I am, how aroused I am.  Sarah’s words, her domineering nature, the sexy underwear, the idea of being a pretty, slutty girl… my head is spinning, by body flush with a buzzing eager euphoria.
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I pull the stockings on first, as Sarah instructs, then attach them to the suspenders.  I pull on the panties next, then the bra, and finally the heels.  I look down at myself, unable to believe what I see, unable to deny how it feels.

The silk and lace are snug against my smooth, hairless, flawless skin, my legs long and glamorous in the black seamed stockings, my calves shaped by the cute black high heels.  The lacy tops wrap around my thighs and the black suspender belt exaggerates my hips, the snug black lace panties make my butt seem round and full and pert, sexy, squeezable.  The matching black bra gives me the illusion of small breasts, my trim waist and narrow shoulders only adding to the overall feminine appearance.

“Impressive.  Why not look in the mirror.”  Sarah says.

I turn to face Sarah’s full-length mirror and I almost can’t believe my eyes.  I look… amazing.

My body is transformed, now smooth, in sexy lingerie, I am no longer small and drab and dull.  I am no longer a boring, bland boy, but am instead a pretty, sexy, beautiful girl.

I stand and stare at myself, blinking, grinning, cheeks blushed pink.  Even my face, normally meek and slender, but never handsome, is made prettier, my full lips, fine jaw, big eyes and high cheekbones classically graceful and beautiful.

I grin, overcome with emotion, pose as I watch myself, look at my long legs, round ass, hips, my flat belly.  I look good but I cannot help thinking that with my hair styled differently, or with a wig, and with some make-up, I could look even better.

“You make quite the lovely girl.”  Sarah says.  “So much so that I can’t possibly call you Trey any more.  I think from now on I’ll call you Traci.”

My smile widens.

“Now, I have one more surprise for you.  To help you appreciate what it means to be a pretty girl.  Turn around Traci.”

I obey, turn around to face Sarah, and my jaw drops.  While I was staring into the mirror Sarah stripped down to her underwear.  Her body is full figured, sexy, in pink lingerie, but it is the thing strapped between her legs that has my attention—a long, thick, very realistic dildo.

“Now, on the bed on all fours, like a good little sister.  I want to see what a dirty slut you really are.”  Sarah says.

I grin, my cock twitching.  I am terrified, excited, but I know I cannot disobey.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.

[image: ]

I am shivering in anticipation as Sarah climbs up onto the bed behind me.  I am on all fours, legs spread, head down, back curved to lift my ass high.

“Look at you, posing like a natural slut, exposing yourself.  You want this, don’t you?”  Sarah says—her tone is mocking.

I can only nod.  My heart is racing, belly fluttering.  I am a sexy, pretty, slutty girl and I want to be fucked.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.

Sarah grins, stares down at my round, firm, pert, panty clad ass, my smooth legs.  She raises one hand then spanks my ass hard, suddenly.

“Then ask nicely.  Ask nicely for your big sister to fuck you like the slutty, dirty, nasty girl you are.”

I gasp, head spinning.  I know I cannot resist though.  Sarah runs her hands over my ass, hips, tugs down my panties, her fingers running along my crack.

“Please… I… I want my big sister, my Mistress, to fuck me.  I want you to make me into a dirty, sexy, slutty, pretty girl.”  I whisper.

Sarah giggles.  There is a sudden cold wetness in my ass crack and her fingers move slick, spreading lube.  Her fingers press at my hole, teasing, spreading me, opening me, slipping just barely inside.  The sensation is heaven but I want more, need more.

“That was good but I think you can do better.  If you want my cock inside that tight, sexy ass, you have to do better.”

I whimper as Sarah begins to slip her fingers deeper, pressing two into me, splitting me open.  There is a bright, hot, boiling pleasure in my belly, my cock hard like steel, and I know I have to have her cock inside me, I have to have her fuck me.

“Please… I’ll do anything… I’ll be your toy, your slut, your slave… anything you want… I’ll be your dirty, sexy, slutty little sister… just… please… fuck me...”

Sarah laughs.  Her fingers slip out of me, leaving me feeling empty.

“That’s much better.”  Sarah says.  “Now, relax, and brace yourself.”

Sarah runs one hand over my ass, gripping my hip, and I feel her move.  I glance back, see her holding her dildo in her hand, aiming it for my hole.  I grin, knowing what is about to happen.  I’m about to be fucked like the dirty, slutty girl I want to be.

The head of Sarah’s strap-on cock runs along my crack, slick, smooth, and then pauses at my entrance.  She presses, gently, firmly, and my hole stretches.  The pressure builds and I push back, lifting my ass, desperate to be filled, fucked.  I whimper, the head of Sarah’s cock massive and then, suddenly, it pops past my outer ring and slips deep, filling me, the sensation one of bliss and joy and wonder.

I moan in delight and press into Sarah, working more of her cock into my ass, my hole clamping tight, squeezing around her thick shaft.  Sarah runs both hands up to my hips and grips me, works her cock out of me, teasing me.  I moan, craving more.

“My, such a slutty girl.  And there was me sad I was getting a boring old yucky brother, but now I find out I’m actually getting a slutty, nasty, deviant sister.”

I nod.  I am grinning, head buzzing, a bright pleasure building in my belly as Sarah’s cock works in and out of me, fucking my tight ass.  The head rubs against my inner walls and my hole clamps tight around her shaft.

“Yes… yes… I’m your sexy… dirty… nasty… slutty sister… just… fuck me!”  I whimper.

I grind back, craving more of Sara’s cock.  The sensation is a delight, more than anything I’ve ever experienced before.  Sarah grips my hips and fucks into me hard.  I spread my legs, let my head fall onto her bed, and I lift my ass higher, offering it up for her to use, fuck, claim.  I want to be her sexy, slutty toy.

Sarah fucks deep, hard, her cock splitting me wide.  My cock swells, aching, throbbing, drooling precum as the pressure of pleasure in my belly builds.  I grind back, working Sarah’s cock inside me, wanting more.

“Yes… and you are such a pretty, nasty slut.  So sexy… such a tight, sexy hole… so willing… desperate...”

I nod.  I can no longer speak.  I fuck back and the sensation of being filled, used, fucked, is ecstasy.  I fuck back onto Sarah’s cock and something in me snaps.  I am a slut, a toy, a nasty sexy pretty girl and as Sarah rams her cock into me the pressure in my belly erupts.

My cock swells and throbs and I am cumming, cumming from being fucked in the ass.  I moan, quivering, body weak, shaking, cumming all over Sarah’s bed as she fucks me in the ass like her dirty, nasty, sexy, slutty sister.

“Cumming already, from just being fucked in your ass?  You are a dirty girl.”  Sarah says.  “And I think I know just what I’m going to do with you.”

I am smiling, grinning.

“But first, you need to clean up the mess you made, with your tongue.”  Sarah says.

My head is floating, buzzing.  I nod.  I can only obey.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say.


Four

The knock on my bedroom door wakes me from dreams of panties and stockings and shoes, make-up and painted nails.  I grin as I shift under the covers, the sheets soft against my smooth skin, half remembering my dreams, how it felt to be pretty, half remembering yesterday and the things I was made to do, the things I did willingly.

“Traci?”  Sarah calls through the door.  “Are you awake?”

“Yeah, just.”  I reply.

My bedroom door opens and Sarah steps in carrying a small canvas bag.  She stops just inside my room and looks around before turning to me.

“You know, we really will have to redecorate in here.  It’s really not suitable for a pretty girl like you.  My slutty sister needs a proper girl’s bedroom.”

I squirm under my covers at what she says.  Being called her slutty, pretty sister excites, reminds me I am her toy, reminds me of what she did to me, how she dressed me, fucked me, how I enjoyed it all, but the thought of redecorating my room, of my mum, of Philip, knowing about this, scares me but, strangely, excites me.  I could be free to be pretty, to be beautiful.

“And don’t you look all cute snuggled up under the covers.  But there’s no time for you to just be lying around.  You need to be up and showered and dressed.  We have a visitor coming over.”

My heart skips and I am suddenly cold.  Someone is coming over.  What does Sarah want me to wear?

“A visitor?”  My voice is small and frail.

Sarah just nods.  She is grinning, clearly enjoying herself.

“Yes.  And they expect to meet my sister, Traci, so you need to get showered and ready.  When you’re dressed I’ll help you with make-up.  Just remember to use the moisturising shower gel I gave you to keep your skin soft.  There’s underwear and clothes in the bag.  Wear those.”

I can only nod.  I already know I will obey—I have no choice, and I want to.
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I emerge from the shower soft and smelling sweet, feminine musk, and as I make my way back to my room I cannot help but smile, wiggling my butt as I walk.  I feel pretty, sexy, and my heart is racing, a fluttering in my belly.

I shut my bedroom door and empty the bag Sarah left onto the bed—there is a matching set of white panties and bra, with padding, and thigh high white socks, along with a short pink and grey pleated skirt, and a white blouse.  Finally there is a pair of patent black Mary Jane heels.  The thought of wearing them, of dressing like a sexy school girl, excites me, but the thought of wearing them in front of an unknown visitor terrifies me.

I put the thoughts aside though and set to dressing, pull the panties and bra on, then the socks, relishing how they feel running up my smooth legs, how the panties feel snug around my butt.  I cannot help but smile, blushing, feeling pretty.

I pull the skirt on next, then slip on the blouse, the cotton soft, and the cut designed to flatter my slight bust in the padded bra, while showing of my slim waist and flat belly.  In the skirt my legs seem longer and my hips and butt shapely, wide and round.  Finally I put on the heels and I am forced to stand and move in a way that shows off my legs and ass, my hips swaying as I move so that I strut in a sexual, enticing manner that makes my cock twitch.  Dressed I head along the hall Sarah’s room, felling pretty, sexy, like her slutty sister.

“I’m all dressed.”  I say as stop in Sarah’s door—I use my best girly voice, soft and quiet and meek.

Sarah looks up from her book and examines me for a moment, nodding, smiling.  Her attention and her obviously pleasure makes me squirm in a delightful way.

“Very good, you look lovely.  I knew that outfit would suit you.  Like a sexy, slutty school girl.  Now, final touches to really make you look the part.  We need to sort your make-up, hair, and nails.  Come sit.”

Sarah gestures to the chair by her dressing table and I move, carefully in the heels, my ass wiggling with each step, over to the seat, sitting as instructed.  Sarah gets up from the bed and moves over to stand in front of me.  She takes my chin in her hand and lifts my face so I look up at her.

“I have just the perfect look for you in mind.”  She says.

The thought of being made even prettier, even sexier, of my older sister making me into the perfect slut for her, thrills me.  My cheeks blush and I smile.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I say.

Sarah grins.

“You can thank me after.”  She says.

Sarah turns to her dressing table, picks up a palette of eye shadows and a brush, and sets to work.  She dusts my eyes, then adds fake lashes, eye-liner, mascara.  She adds foundation and blush, lip-stick, lip-gloss, and finally a set of fake nails, bright pink, long and rounded—they make my hands seem small and dainty and feminine and I grin at the sight of them.  Finally she takes a wig from a drawer in her dressing table, long blonde curls, and she places it carefully on my head.

“There, now take a look.”

Sarah steps out of the way so that I can look into the mirror.  I blink, stare in stunned silence.  My reflection… I am… beautiful.  A pretty girl stares back at me, her face made up with pinks and blacks, dusky eyes, full pink glossy lips, blushed cheeks.  My face, glamourous, is framed by gorgeous, full platinum blonde curls falling down to my shoulders.

“I’m… I’m beautiful.”  I say—my voice strained with emotion.

Sarah nods.

“You are.  You’re my beautiful, sexy, slutty sister.”

I smile as I look at her in the mirror.  I am grateful beyond words for what she has done for me and I want to tell her but, before I can speak, there is a knock on the door and the bell rings.

“Oh, he’s here.  We’re done just in time.  Come on Traci, there’s someone I want you to meet.”  Sarah says.
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Sarah leads me down stairs by my hand, dragging me after her, and I stumble more than once in my heels.  I want to run and hide but I know she would not allow it.  We reach the door and, before I can argue, she opens it.  A boy, the same age as my sister, or perhaps a year or two older, tall and handsome and broad, stands in the door.

“Liam!”  Sarah says.

She releases my hand and throws herself at the boy, Liam.  Liam catches her effortlessly and lifts her off the ground, hugs her in his big, strong arms.

I stand quietly, awkwardly, self-conscious and aware of how exposed I am, watching the two hug, jealous, envious.  Finally Liam puts Sarah down and Sarah turns to me.

“Liam, this is my lovely little sister, Traci.”  She says.

Liam smiles at me, his eyes sparkling, and my heart flutters for a moment as his gaze roves my body.  There are butterflies in my belly and my cheeks are suddenly too hot.

“Wow… hi.  You’re every bit as pretty as Sarah said.”  Liam says.

My head spins.  He thinks I am pretty.  I open my mouth to speak but no words come.  I bite my bottom lip and my blush worsens.  Sarah slaps Liam on his arm and laughs.

“Don’t embarrass her!”  She says.  “Now, come on, both of you, we can settle into the living room and I’ll get us all something to eat and drink.”

Sarah moves off, heading down the hall, and I follow her, with Liam following me.  Without thinking I let my hips sway, my butt wiggling.  As I glance back over my shoulder I catch Liam staring at my ass, his eyes greedy, and I grin, blushing, giggling.

“Now, in you two go, I’ll be back in a second.”  Sarah says.

I nod, too shy suddenly to speak, and move in to the living room.  Liam follows me, still watching me.  Sarah smiles at me.

“You two be sure to behave while I’m gone.”  She says.

Liam turns to me and smiles and I bite my bottom lip, shy, nervous.  Liam smiles.

“I’m sorry, if I embarrassed you, but I meant what I said.  Sarah said her little sister was really pretty but you’re just… wow.  Really.”

I look away, belly fluttering, heart racing.  I take a deep breath to try to calm myself but it is no good.  Next to Liam I am small, dainty, petite.  I feel pretty, sexy, and my cock stirs in my panties.

“Thanks.”  I say, my voice nervous and quiet, a girly feminine whisper.

Liam steps closer to me, almost looming.  I step back but I bump into the wall and Liam moves to stand in front of me.

“Not just pretty either.”  He says.  “But sexy.  Dressed like that you’re just so delicious.  So tempting.  Did Sarah tell you I have a thing for naughty school girls?”

I look up into Liam’s eyes, suddenly weak, melting under his intense, hungry, lustful gaze.  I shake my head.

“She suggested I wear this.”  I say, meek, timid, but undeniably aroused.

Liam is so much taller, broader, stronger than me.  The way he looks at me.  I gnaw on my bottom lip, almost shaking.

“I think maybe she wanted me to notice you then.  What do you think?”  Liam says.

I can only nod.

“And you don’t mind if I look?”

I shake my head, staring up into Liam’s eyes.  I want him to look, I like it, how it makes me feel, knowing he thinks I’m pretty, sexy.

“And would you mind if I did more than look?”  He asks.

I shake my head again.  Liam grins.

He reaches out with one hand, his fingers grazing my outer thigh, running up, slipping round, under my skirt, reaching up to cup my ass.  He grips my cheek, squeezes, and I whimper, moan, press my ass back into his big strong hand, unable to control myself.

Liam grins, leans forward, kisses me.  My mind goes blank.  I kiss back, floating as Liam kisses me, pulling me into him, his kiss urgent, demanding, hungry, almost savage.  I moan, whimper, press my soft, pretty body into his, his hands, both of them now, groping my ass under my skirt.  His tongue presses into my mouth and I want more, want everything.

“I leave you two alone for just a second and this is what you do?”  Sarah’s tone is flat, emotionless.  I pull back but Liam does not release me, his hands still groping my ass.

Sarah stares at me.

“I knew you were a slut Traci, but I didn’t know you were this much of a slut.” 

Sarah smiles.

“I think I’m going to have to show you how dirty, slutty girls get treated.”  She says.


Five

“Follow me.”  Sarah says.

She turns and heads off, heads up the stairs.  I am frozen for a moment, part of me eager to obey my Mistress, part of me terrified.

“I’d do what she says.  I promise you, you’ll enjoy it.”  Liam says

Something in his voice reassures me.  There is a note of eagerness, and playfulness.  I blush, smile, head off after my Mistress, head up the stairs after her.

Liam follows behind me.  I glance back briefly at him and notice his gaze fixed on my legs and ass.  There is a fluttering in my belly and I put an extra wiggle into my step, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe.  The sensation of my ass swaying, my hips rolling from side to side, my little cock snug in my panties throbbing, is delightful.  Liam grins and I cannot deny the sense of pleasure I find in knowing that he thinks I’m sexy, pretty, the power my body has to arouse him.

“In here.”  Sarah says as I reach the top of the stairs.

She stands outside her bedroom, holding the door open.

“Both of you, in.”

I nod, keep my head low in a gesture of submission and contrition.  Liam follows behind and last comes Sarah, shutting the door behind her.

“Now, Traci, we’re going to show you how we treat naughty, nasty, dirty little sluts like you.  You need to learn what happens to pretty girls when they flaunt their bodies to horny boys and men.

My heart is racing, my belly fluttering.  I keep my gaze on the floor.  Sarah and Liam move to stand close, loom over me.  Even in my heels Liam towers over me and my Mistress in her heels stands a good two inches taller than me—I am small and powerless and pretty.

“Now, bend over my desk like a good slut.”  Sarah says.

My mind is racing with thoughts of what they are going to do, and I am eager and reluctant in equal measure, full of anticipation and fear, but no part of me is unwilling.  I do not even consider disobeying my Mistress.  I want more than anything to obey, to please her, to submit to her.
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I bend over the desk as instructed, leaning on my forearms, my legs slightly parted, straight, my back curved with my butt raised high, offered up.  I am aware that my panties are visible and the thought of Liam staring at my ass, my smooth legs, makes my cock twitch.

I smile and, without thinking, wiggle my butt slightly, as though to tempt.  Sarah laughs.  I blush, my cheeks hot with shame and lust.

“My, even now acting like such a filthy slut.  Well, we’ll just have to treat you like one.”

My belly flutters and my cock strains at the soft fabric of my panties.  Sarah moves in behind me and her hands run up my smooth legs, her touch electric.  She lifts my skirt up, folding it over my back, exposing my panties, my round, firm, sexy ass.

“Have you ever been spanked before Traci?  Spanked like a dirty, naughty girl who needs to be punished?”  Sarah asks.

Spanked?  My mind is racing and my whole body tingles, suddenly hot.

“No Mistress.”  My voice is frail and meek and feminine.

“Well, this will be a new experience for you then, but I won’t be gentle.  Now, count for me.”

Sarah’s hands lift off my ass and then, before my mind can focus, before I can prepare myself, her hand falls, slapping me, hard, spanking me.  The sensation radiates through my whole body—pain and shame and submission and pleasure.  I gasp, aching.

“One, Mistress.”  I say—barely a whisper.

“Good girl.”  Sarah says.

Her hand rises, falls again, harder this time.

“Two, Mistress.”

Her hand rises, falls, again and again, sometimes harder, sometimes softer, at times pausing so I am frozen in that moment of anticipation, waiting for her strike, waiting to be spanked like a dirty, naughty, slutty girl.

My ass is hot, my body aching, tingling.  My mind floats on a cloud of endorphins, belly fluttering.  My cock is hard, the shame at being aroused by being spanked a new kind of dizzying high.

Mistress strokes my ass, gently, then spanks me again, teasing me, pleasure and pain blurring into one.

“Eighteen, Mistress.  Nineteen, Mistress.  Twenty Mistress.”

Sarah stops, and I am panting, shaking, a cold, hot tingle shivering through me.  I am grinning, buzzing.  Mistress caresses me, my butt tender and sore, but I feel free.

“Now, do you think you’ve learnt your lesson?”  Mistress asks.

I nod, grinning.

“Yes Mistress.”  I say, eager to please her.

“Good girl.  Now, you’ll need to show us you can behave.  Can you follow instructions?”

I nod again.

“Yes Mistress.”

My Mistress squeezes my ass, tight, the pain making me gasp.

“Good.  I want to show you just what rewards naughty, slutty, dirty, sexy girls like you get when they behave.  Now, turn around and kneel.  I have something I know you’re going to love.”
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I kneel as Mistress tells me, on the floor in front of her and Liam.  I look up at them with big, desperate eyes as they loom over me.

“Since you were such a cock tease earlier, and since you are a good girl now, I was thinking you might like a reward.  Would you, Traci?”

I bite my bottom lip, mind racing at what my Mistress might have in mind.  I look to Liam, eyes drifting to his crotch, the large, firm bulge there.  Watching me get spanked has made him hard.  My body made him hard.  The thought makes me smile.  I nod.

“Good girl, now, take out Liam’s cock, and stroke it.  Show him you know how to be a good little slut.”

My cheeks blaze but I can only obey.  I must obey, but, more than that, I want to see, want to touch, want to know how it feels in my hands.

I reach up and undo Liam’s belt, his buttons, tug his trousers and pants down, freeing his cock so that it pops loose, and I gasp.  It is huge, thick and long, magnificent, smooth and throbbing and the thought that I made him this hard, that I arouse him, fills me with euphoria.

“Now be a good girl and stroke it.  Make him feel good, and I’m sure you’re eager to experience how wonderful a real cock feels.”

I do not answer, am mesmerized, my mouth watering, body tingling, lips buzzing with a subtle pleasure.  I reach up, almost nervous at how enticing the cock it—I know I should resist, I should struggle, before it is too late, but I cannot.  I want it.  I want to feel it.  I want to make Liam feel good, I want him to think of me as a sexy, dirty, slutty girl.

I wrap my fingers around Liam’s cock and stroke softly, slowly.  His moan is quiet, hush, full of lust, and it makes me shiver.  His cock is hot and hard, but soft, his skin like velvet, and I tease him running my hands up and down, tracing my fingers gently, squeezing.  He thrusts into my hand, the slit of his cock oozing precum, his cock throbbing in my grip.

Before I can think, before I can react, I lean forward, opening my mouth.  I press my lips to the head of Liam’s cock and my mind goes blank, a swell of pure joy, the pressure of his cock on my lips as I press forward, lips tight, and take his cock into my mouth.

Liam moans and his pleasure is my bliss.  I work my tongue over his cock, slick, wet, take more of it into my tight, hot, wet, pretty mouth.  Liam’s cock throbs against my tongue and I suck harder, desperate.  I want to be a good slut, a pretty slut, a dirty, naughty girl.

Liam reaches up, grips the back of my head, begins to thrust into my mouth.  I let him take control, let him use me, use my pretty mouth, my lips tight, tongue caressing him, his cock hot and hard and slick and silky.

“Such an eager slut!”  Mistress says.

Her words inspire me and I suck harder, take more of the cock into my mouth, struggling not to gag.  I want to make him cum, want to taste it, want to know I am sexy, pretty, dirty.

“But that’s enough for now.”

My mistress grips the back of my head and pulls my lips off Liam’s cock, his dick leaving my lips with an audible pop, my mouth tingling, body aching.  I need more.

“Now, up on the bed slut, panties off, on all fours.  It’s time we showed you how boys treat dirty sluts like you.”
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I cannot move fast enough.  I know what is to come and I want it more than I have ever wanted anything.  I stand, tugging down my panties and slipping them off my feet—freeing my small, cute, smooth, hard cock—and clamber up onto the bed.  The way my Mistress and Liam watch me, their smiles, the lust in their eyes, knowing I am pleasing them, that they think me pretty, delights me.  I move with a wiggle, wanting them to want me, desperate to entice and arouse them.

“Good girl.”  My Mistress says as I fall down onto all fours.  “Now, eyes closed.  I expect you know what’s coming but I want you focussed on how it feels to become a pretty girl.”

I obey, close my eyes.  There is a rustling of clothes behind me, the sound of movement.  My body is shaking, aching, tingling with anticipation.  I curve my back to lift my ass higher, spread my legs, inviting.

The bed shifts and a body moves in behind me.  Another moves onto the bed to the side of me.

“Now, just relax.  You’re going to enjoy this.  All slutty girls like you enjoy this.”  My Mistress says.

I nod, gnawing on my bottom lip, eye shut tight.  A hand moves to my ass, caressing me.  The touch is wet, slick, moves in towards my crack, brushing lightly.  I moan, press back, and a finger pauses at my entrance.

“You want this, don’t you, slut?”  My Mistress says.

I nod.  I press back, aching to be filled, the finger teasing at my hole, taunting me.  My cute little cock twitches.

“Then say it.”  My Mistress says.

I take a breath.

“I… I want to be a slut, a pretty girl, a naughty toy… I… I want you to fuck me… I want both of you to fuck me.”  I say.

I mean every word.

“Good girl.”  My Mistress says.

Her finger presses into me and my entrance opens, her fingers slips in, slick and lubricated, opening me.  I moan in delight and work my hips to take more of her.  A second finger slips into me, opening me, lubricating me, and my Mistress’s fingers fuck in and out of my ass as I grind my hips—a knot of pleasure grows in my belly and my cute little cock swells, throbbing.

“Do you think she’s ready?”  Sarah asks.

Liam murmurs his agreement.  With my eyes closed I picture him watching me, hard for me, watching as my Mistress fingers my hole, lubricating it and stretching it for his cock so he can fuck me.  I moan in delight at the thought, biting my bottom lip.  I want to be a pretty, sexy, dirty slut.

My Mistress pulls her fingers out of me, the loss almost painful, and my hole twitches.  I spread my legs as far as I can, desperate to be filled again, wanting to be fucked.

“Now, your turn.  Show her the pleasures of being a good slut.”  My Mistress says.

“That’ll be my pleasure.”  Liam says.

A weight moves on the bed behind me and a hand runs over my ass.  Something hard and hot and large runs down the crack of my ass, slick, pressing gently at my entrance, teasing me.  It feels enormous, thick and throbbing, and my heart skips as I realise what is about to happen.  There is a slight increase in pressure, Liam’s cock pressing at my hole, easing in, stretching me, wider and wider.  There is a subtle pain as his cock forces me open, the tip just barely entering me.

My mind reels as I accept what is happening.  I am about to be fucked, to be made a dirty, sexy, pretty slut.  I am about to be fucked in my ass by my Mistress’s boyfriend and I want it.  I breathe out and relax, push back, desperate to be filled.  My hole stretches, wide, and I force myself on to Liam’s fat, hard cock and then, suddenly, it is inside me, slipping past my entrance with a satisfying pop and gliding deep into me.

I moan, Liam moans, and my Mistress laughs. 

“My such an eager slut, so desperate to be filled with cock.”

I moan, gasping, my body alive with pleasure.  Liam grasps my hips, firmly, fucks into me, slipping his cock deep, splitting me open.  I grind my hips, pressing my ass into him, delighting in how he fills me, stretches me, the knot of pleasure in my belly expanding.

Liam slips his cock out, gripping my hips tight, and I mourn the loss of fullness.  His head teases at my entrance, almost slipping out of me, then thrusts back in, deep and hard, fucking me.  I moan as I thrust back, taking all of him and wanting more, my hole stretched wide, my ass full of his wonderful, fat, hard, throbbing cock.

“I think she wants you to really fuck her.”  My Mistress says.  “Don’t you slut?”

I nod.

“Yes… please… fuck me hard… fuck me like your pretty little slut.”  I say, desperate.

Liam does not argue, obliges me.  He pulls his cock almost entirely out of me then thrusts back in.  He fucks me hard, his cock slipping in and out of me, over and over, rubbing against my sensitive inner walls, rubbing against the bright spot of my pleasure.  I grind back, wiggling my hips to rub Liam’s cock against my most pleasurable spots, fucking back, encouraging him.

I am moaning, loud, eager, desperate, a slutty dirty girl eager to be fucked.  Liam grips my hips tight, controlling me, taking me, using me for his pleasure, his thick, throbbing cock slipping in and out of my tight, slick hole.  I want more, I need more.

“Fuck her harder!”  My Mistress says.

Liam obeys.  He fucks me hard, fast, rutting.  I thrust back, taking him, wanting him, wanting to be filled with cock, the hot throbbing hardness inside me, stretching me, rubbing over my inner walls, the knot of pleasure in my belly filling me now so that I cannot think of anything other than how it feels to be fucked.

“Fuck… she’s so… tight… so hot… I’m close… I’m going to cum…”

“Cum in her.  Show my sister what a pretty, slutty girl she is.  Fill her up like the slut she is.”  My Mistress says.

My head is spinning.  That I am driving him so wild with lust, that I am so pleasurable, that he is so close, drives me on.  I squeeze my hole around Liam’s cock, milking him, wanting his cum inside of me, wanting him to breed me.  I fuck him, fuck back, hungry, a filthy, naughty, dirty, slutty girl.

His grip on my hips tightens and he thrusts deep.  His cock swells, expanding, throbbing, stretching me, filling me, and then he erupts inside of me, his hot, sticky cum filling my ass.  The sensation drives me over the edge, the knot of pleasure in my belly exploding into a joy unlike any other. 

As Liam cums inside of me, filling me with his hot, thick jizz, I cum, my cute little cock twitching, a stream of cum leaking, drooling, and I whimper and moan in delight.  I grind my hips, wanting to experience as much as I can, my entrance stretched, hole full of hot, sticky cum, a thick throbbing cock, my balls tight as I cum from being fucked.  I am smiling, grinning, giddy.

“Such a dirty girl.  Cumming from just getting fucked in that pretty ass.”

My smile widens.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I say.

My Mistress strokes my back softly.

“Slip out now, slowly.  I have a final present for our slut.”  My Mistress says.

Liam does as he is told, slips his cock out from my stretched, well fucked ass.  I moan at the loss, still full of his cum, aching for more.  As his cock pops free and before any of his cum can escape my gaping hole I feel something cold and hard and heavy replace the warmth of his meaty cock.  There is a pressure and something massive, wider even than Liam’s cock, presses at my hole.  I am forced open, my hole stretched, and then the weight pops past my entrance and slips in, nestling in my tight hole, snug, held firm.  I wiggle my hips and it moves inside of my, lubricated by Liam’s hot cum.

“There.  That plug will keep Liam’s lovely cum inside you for the day.  Help you learn your place as our pretty slut.”  My Mistress says.

I flop onto my belly, exhausted, my cum sticky against my skin, and the plug is a massive weight in my ass, pressing on my sensitive spot, holding Liam’s cum inside of me so I know my place as naughty, pretty fuck-toy.  I grin.

“Thank you Mistress.”  I whisper.

I open my eyes and look back over my shoulder at the pair behind me, beaming, cheeks flush, happy and euphoric.  I am well fucked and pretty, a sexy toy for their pleasure.

“Now, how about we all get cleaned up.  I have some plans for the three of us today, and later, how about Liam and I fill that pretty ass of yours again?”

I nod, eager.

“I’d really like that Mistress.”  I say, giggling.

“Good girl.”  She says.

My Mistress slaps my ass and I wiggle it, giggling, happier than I can remember being, eager to see what plans she has in store for me, eager to obey, and submit, eager to be her pretty, sexy toy.

THE END



Brainwashed – Her Sissy Maid


One

Keiran sat in the reception area outside Ms Cwen’s office, waiting, nervous.  He was the last one, as always, and he couldn’t help but wonder if being kept until last was a bad omen.

He’d been at his new job for almost a year now, along with the other new graduates, working through the company’s extensive training programme, spending time in several departments, learning new skills.  It had been an amazing opportunity, and he’d been lucky to get in—he’d been surprised when, after what he’d thought had been a pretty dismal interview, he’d got a call from Ms Cwen telling him he’d been accepted.  Now though, the training period was over.  This was the last review, the final appraisal.  Most of the other graduates had been seen already, had emerged from Ms Cwen’s office grinning, happy with their final rating, their new placements, and Keiran was happy for them, but he couldn't help but worry.

It had been a hard year for him.  Though everyone he worked with was nice enough something wasn’t quite right.  He’d had to move to a new city for the job, leaving his old friends behind, and his relationship with the only girl he’d ever dated had ended only recently.  He’d tried his best, but his performance had never quite been enough, or so he felt.  Today, finally, he’d find out for sure.

As the door to Ms Cwen’s office opened Kieran sat up.  Lee, his closest friend in the programme, stepped out, a wide, happy smile on his handsome face.

“You get it?”  Kieran asked.

Lee nodded.

“Got it!  Promotion to the data analytics team!  It’s going to be great.”  Lee said.

It was clear he was happy.  Data analytics had been his dream since starting the programme—all the others had goals on starting, had drive, all of them motivated to achieve something, except Kieran. 

“Congrats.”  Kieran said.

He smiled, genuinely happy for his friend, but still full of a sense of dread.  He’d been drifting for the entire year, never really finding his place, never really clicking.  He just hoped that the work he had done had been enough to get him through. 

“Kieran?”

The voice was cool, stern, soft but with a hint of steel.  Kieran looked up to see Ms Cwen standing in the doorway, as tall and beautiful and intimidating as ever, her short black hair pulled back, crystal blue eyes glinting behind her glasses.  She was wearing a dark grey skirt, cut to just above her knee, tight, and a form fitting white blouse, black stockings and black heels—her full figure, wide hips, round ass, large breasts, was almost distracting, but Kieran found her too frightening to be easily distracted by her ample, womanly charms.

“Good luck”  Lee whispered.

Kieran muttered his thanks and rose to his feet, smiled at Ms Cwen.  She nodded, but her expression remained stoic, almost unimpressed.

“In here please.”  She said.

Ms Cwen turned and slipped into her office.  Kieran took a deep breath, his belly in knots, and followed after her to face his fate.
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“Sit.”  Ms Cwen said, indicating the chair opposite her.

She was sat behind her desk in a large leather chair, watching Kieran carefully.  Her expression was, as ever, inscrutable, bright intelligent eyes that seemed almost to pierce Kieran’s soul, but for a moment there was a flicker of a grin, as though she were excited, or eager, or enjoying herself.

Kieran did as he was told, sitting in the chair, trying not to fidget.  Ms Cwen was silent for a moment, she looked down to an open folder on her desk, a sheaf of papers.

“So, Kieran, how have you found your trial year with us?”

Kieran took a deep breath.

“It’s been… a wonderful experience.  I’ve met some amazing people, and learnt a lot.  I’m very grateful for the opportunities I’ve had and I… I… I’m looking forward to new opportunities.”  He said.

Ms Cwen grinned, looked up, stared at Kieran.

“So you think you’ve impressed me enough to warrant future opportunities?”

Kieran felt the icy tone in her voice like the blade of a knife along his spine.  He froze, not knowing how to respond.  Ms Cwen took a slow, deep breath, and her tight blouse stretched as her chest expanded.  Her full, wet, dark red lips twitched, a hunter’s grin as it closed on its prey.

“Well, Kieran, I’m sorry to say that, after reviewing your performance this year, you’ve been judged as… lacking.”

Kieran’s heart sank.  He knew this job had been too good to be true.  He’d messed up, failed, and now he’d have to go home with nothing, a failure, a disappointment.

“However…”  Ms Cwen said.  “When I first recruited you I thought you had... potential.  I’m willing to go with my gut instinct here and make you a rather unusual offer.  If you’re interested.”

Kiera froze.  He didn’t want to lose this job.  He nodded.

“Please… I… I’ll do anything… just, please, if I could have another chance to show you I can do it.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, a light, devious laugh.

“Anything?  Well, that’s quite the offer, but I have something quite specific in mind, and relatively simple.  You see I’ve recently learnt of a new… teaching aid, to help correct unwanted behaviours and train those who are performing below expectations.  I think you are the prefect candidate to help me test it.  If it works you’ll be kept on, and if it fails, if you fail… well, we’ll be back here, with nothing lost.  So, Kieran, what do you say?”

Kieran shifted in his seat.  The way Ms Cwen watched him left him feeling uncertain and vulnerable but also… excited.

“I… I suppose, but… what do I have to do?”

“First, if you’re interested in this opportunity, it would be prudent of you to show a little more gratitude.  I’m putting my reputation on the line for you here Kieran, because I think there’s something… special about you.  So, an ‘I suppose’ isn’t really the answer I was hoping for.”

Kieran took a deep breath, sat up straight.

“Yes Ms.  I… thank you for this opportunity.  I’d be glad to accept.  But… may I ask what I have to do?”

Ms Cwen grinned.  Clearly Kieran had dome something to please her and he felt something… hot and squirmy inside him, and his cheeks burned as he blushed.

“It’s quite simple really.  You just need to watch a few videos.  You see, it’s come my attention recently that hypnosis can be quite effective in correcting poor behaviour and I’m really very curious about just how… effective it is.”

Hypnosis?  The word sent a cold chill along Kieran’s spine, but really, at the end of the day, what choice did he have?

“Yes Ms.  I… I think I can do that.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen smiled. 

“Yes, I’m sure you can.  However, it’s not quite that simple.  First, we need to find out if you’re… susceptible.”

Something in Ms Cwen’s tone made Kieran shiver, his heart skipping.  He could only nod.
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“Just sit there and relax.”  Ms Cwen said.

She rose, slowly, calmly, confidently, to her feet, and moved around her desk to stand beside Kieran.  He found it hard to relax with his stern, beautiful, domineering boss so close, but he did his best.

“Take a slow breath in, and exhale.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He breathed in, deep, exhaled slowly.  He felt himself calming, something in Ms Cwen’s tone commanding, authoritative, soothing.

“Good.  Very good.  Keep breathing, and every time you inhale you will notice yourself becoming more and more relaxed, and every time you exhale you will notice eyes getting heavier.  This is okay.  You have nowhere you need to be, nothing you need to be doing.  You can relax, just listen to my voice, and drift.”

Kieran did as he was told, inhaling, relaxing his body, every muscle uncoiling, the sense of tension evaporating.  It felt good, calming, obeying the simple, easy commands, letting go of his stress and nervousness, relaxing, becoming heavier, settling. 

With each exhale he felt his eyes become heavier, almost leaden, stiff, becoming harder and harder to move, to open, until it became easier to just leave them closed, to rest with his eyes closed and listen to Ms Cwen.  He just needed to listen, just needed to obey.  This was easy and… pleasant.

“Good… very good.  You’re doing wonderfully.  I think there’s hope for you yet.  If you keep doing this well maybe I can find you a place and use for you yet.”

Ms Cwen’s praise felt good and Kieran felt a warm ember flickering in his belly as he relaxed, eyes heavy.  He smiled, blushing.

“Keep breathing, in and out.  Relaxing, eyes heavier and heavier.  At some point you will realize that your eyes are so heavy that you can no longer open them.  They are sealed shut.  This does not worry you.  This is nothing to worry about.  You are safe here, relaxed.”

Ms Cwen’s words settled and suddenly Kieran realised it was true.  His eyes had grown so heavy that it was impossible to open them but… it did not bother him.  He was so relaxed, and he was safe.

“Now, imagine an empty balloon, tied to your left wrist.  Picture it clearly, the colour, the string, the knot, how it feels, how it looks.”

Kieran could see it, a deflated pink balloon in his lap, a pink ribbon tying it to his left wrist.  He could feel the ribbon knotted around his skin.

“I want you to inflate that balloon for me Kieran.  You are going to fill it with all your worries, all your stresses, all your inhibitions, all your insecurities, all your fears and negative emotions.  Every time you exhale you will fill the balloon with all those unwanted parts of yourself, liberating yourself, allowing yourself to be free.”

Kieran heard and understood.  He breathed in, exhaled, and as he breathed out he saw the balloon swelling, growing.  His anger, fear, stress left him, his worries, his inhibitions.  With each exhale the balloon inflated, filled with his tensions, inhibitions, nervousness, shyness.  The balloon grew larger, larger, all his mental baggage leaving him, leaving him free, releasing him, and it felt good.  Kieran embraced the sensation, filling the balloon more eagerly, letting go of all of his worries and stresses, his tensions, his insecurities.

“Good.  Very good.  That feels better now doesn’t it?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Kieran nodded on instinct.  It did.  It felt good to do as he was told, to let go, to obey, to free himself from the stress and worry.

“Now, as the balloon fills you will notice it getting lighter and lighter, rising up, pulling on the string tied to your arm.”

As Ms Cwen spoke the pink balloon, still swelling, inflating, began to lift, rising up, pulling on the pink ribbon, tugging gently as Kieran’s wrist.  It expanded, still filling, leaving Kieran free, calm, happy, and he could not help but smile.

“Sooner or later the balloon will begin to pull your arm up, lifting it, higher and higher, tugging it up as the balloon tries to drift away, as the balloon floats up and away with your worries, stresses, inhibitions, tensions.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran felt a tugging on his wrist even as she spoke, and his arm began to lift, rising up, pulled by the pink balloon.  His arm began to rise up without any effort.

“Good.  Very, very good.  You have so much potential!  This is perfect!” 

Ms Cwen sounded happy, excited and Kieran felt good for pleasing her.

“Now, in my hand I have a pair of scissors, and on the count of three I’m going to cut the string tying the balloon to your wrist.  When I do the balloon will float away, carrying all your worries, inhibitions, stresses, fears, all your insecurities with it, leaving you free.  With the ribbon cut your arm will fall without hesitation, dropping, and you will drop with it, falling into a deep, deep sleep, and when you wake you will be free, reborn, liberated from the chains that have been holding you back.  Understand?”

Kieran nodded without thinking.  He understood and he felt almost… excited.

“One.”

Kieran saw the scissors, Ms Cwen holding them up.

“Two.”

Ms Cwen put the scissors to the ribbon, the blades open, ready to snap closed.  The balloon tugged at the ribbon, eager to float away with his worries, stresses, fears, inhibitions, insecurities.  He would be free.

“Three.”

The scissors snapped shut, cutting the ribbons.  The balloon rose up and away, drifting off, and Kieran’s arm fell, and he fell with it, falling into a deep, peaceful, restful sleep, free, ready to be reborn.
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“Wake up Kieran.” 

The voice was soft and warm and reassuring.  Kieran’s eyes fluttered and he opened them slowly.  He felt happy, warm, content in a way he hadn’t for… he couldn’t remember the last time he felt so free.

“How are you?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Kieran’s mind floated for a moment, fuzzy thoughts and images lurking just out of reach.  He wondered how long he had been in trance for, and what Ms Cwen had said to him.

“I’m… I’m good.  Really good.”  He said, grinning.

He felt amazing, as though released from invisible chains that had been binding him without him even being aware of them.  He took a deep breath and caught a waft of Ms Cwen’s scent, her perfume sweet, musky, rich and intoxicating.

“Good.  Excellent.  Well, I have to say, you passed that initial test with flying colours.  You are just perfect for what I have in mind.  So, if you’re still interested in my offer, you need only to sign here.”

The offer.  Kieran’s head spun.  If he wanted to keep working at the company he had to accept Ms Cwen’s offer, watch a series of hypnosis videos that would improve his performance.  He took a deep breath.  If his recent experience was anything to go by it wouldn’t hurt to at least try.

Ms Cwen offered Kieran a pen and a sheet of paper, a contract.

“Standard legal terms.  Confidentiality, so you can’t go telling anyone about our deal, and agreeing to see it through to the end.  There’s the formal offer of a permanent position if you do well.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran scanned over the contract.  The language was formal legalese, otherwise known as incomprehensible gibberish.  He was sure it was legally binding but he knew he had no chance at understanding it.

Kieran took a deep breath and took the pen, signed his name to the binding document, sealing his fate.  Ms Cwen grinned, snatched back the paper as though eager to have it safe in her possession now it was signed.

“Wonderful.  Now, how about I get you the drive with your first file.  You should watch and listen to this as you settle down in bed and let it play as you sleep.  Understood?”

Kieran nodded.  He blushed.  He wondered just what he was signed himself up for.


Two

Kieran settled into bed and set his laptop up on the bedside table, screen facing him, speakers turned to a volume that he’d be able to hear clearly but that wouldn’t be over heard by his neighbours during the night—he’d checked the length and it was several hours long, obviously he was intended to fall asleep while watching it, and that it would keep playing as he slept during the night.  He wondered what the file was about, what it was intended to do, how it was intended to help improve him.

He had skipped ahead through the video, watching and listening to snippets, but he had learnt nothing.  There was only a pink and white spiral, spinning slowly, drawing the eye, soothing, alluring, and in the background a soft lulling static, a series of voices talking, low, seductive, too many and too quiet to be heard clearly. 

“I suppose I just need to listen then and see what happens.”  Kieran said.

He knew he should have been warier, hypnosis was… scary, but for some reason he was not.  He felt free, calm, without his usual hang ups, as though the walls of some unseen cage that had been holding him in, trapping him for years, had suddenly vanished.  He giggled without even meaning to.

As he slipped into his pyjamas he felt a slight tingling at the back of his head, as thought something were bothering him, a small voice that he had not known before whispering at the back of his mind just beyond his perception, unable to quite hear what it was saying.  Something felt… wrong, off, his pyjamas not quite right, but he couldn’t quite place it, and he tried to put it out of his head. 

Kieran slipped into bed, almost eager to begin the video, and, as he snuggled down, he hit play, ready to watch the video that he hoped would change his life for the better.

The spiral began to turn.

[image: ]

The pink and white spun, round and round and round, drawing Kieran’s gaze in towards the centre, his head becoming lighter, thoughts fuzzy.  The quiet static played, numbing his brain, and in the distance soft, soothing, seductive whispers called to him, too many and too quiet to be heard by his conscious mind, the words slipping into his subconscious without resistance, tendrils penetrating his mind as his gaze lingered on the spinning spiral.

There were many phrases, repeated over and over, simple concepts, mantras that looped, imprinting themselves on Kieran’s open, vulnerable, susceptible mind, reprogramming him as he watched the spiral turn.

Obey.

All he needed to do was do as he was told, to follow instruction, to obey.

Obey your Mistress.  Your Mistress’s word is law.  She is to be worshipped and obeyed.

He needed to obey Ms Cwen, to do as She told him.  If he did as he was told everything would be okay.

Submit to your Mistress.  Serve Her.  It is your place to serve Her.

Ms Cwen, his Mistress.  He needed to do as She told him, to serve Her.

Obeying Her is your path to freedom, to pleasure.  Serving Her is a pleasure. Obeying Her is a special bliss, a blessing.

Kieran shifted in bed, squirming.  He felt hot, good, tingling at the thought of obeying his Mistress, Ms Cwen.  Just the thought of doing as She told him made him buzz with joy, the thought of serving Her making him moan, his cock swelling, stiffening.

You want to serve Her, want to please Her.  You need to serve Her, need to please Her. 

Kieran whimpered, moaning.  There was a need growing in him, a desire he could not contain.  He needed to serve Ms Cwen, to obey Her, to submit to Her.  It was his place.

The spiral turned, and the words sank deep into his subconscious, drilling into his mind, reprogramming him, corrupting him to Ms Cwen’s will.  There was no resistance, no defence, and Kieran remained oblivious to the video’s effects.

Your Mistress deserves only the best.

Ms Cwen deserved only the best.  Kieran needed to work hard to be worthy of serving Her.

To serve your Mistress you must look your best.  You must be pretty, sexy, submissive.  You must prepare yourself to serve Her, your mind and body both presented according to Her desires.  You exist only to please Her.

As Kieran looked now was not enough.  If he wanted to serve Ms Cwen, and he did, he really, really did—he ached to serve Her, needed to serve Her—then he had to look his best.

You need to be pretty, soft, cute, and feminine.  Your Mistress is pleased by pretty submissive, obedient toys.  You need to be a pretty, submissive, obedient toy for Her.

Keiran needed to be a pretty, submissive, obedient toy for Ms Cwen.  He needed to be pretty, feminine, cute.  He needed to be better than he was.

As the spiral turned and the voices spoke to him, Kieran, blissed out and unaware of what was being done to him, of how he was being reprogrammed, corrupted, fell into a deep, restful sleep.  The whispers slipped easily into his mind, his subconscious, tendrils penetrating his thoughts, leaving subtle commands and compulsions, new needs and desires, new impulses, new yearnings, remaking Kieran according to Ms Cwen’s likings.
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The alarm sounded and Kieran woke from dreams he could not remember, but that had left him hot and aching, aroused, his body tingling, cock hard.  His laptop had stopped playing the video during the night and the screen was blank.

He rolled over onto his side and clicked off his alarm, lazing for a moment in bed.  As he squirmed his cock throbbed, demanding attention.  Kieran, still half asleep, slipped his hand down, towards his crotch, and dipped his hand into his pants, wrapping his fingers around his aching, hard,  pulsing cock—what had he been dreaming about to leave him so aroused, so hard, so desperate?

He stroked, slowly, and then… his skin crawled, a buzzing wrongness at the back of his scalp that caused him to jerk his hand suddenly off his cock.

It felt… wrong.  He tried again, reaching down to grip and stroke his cock, desperate for pleasure, for release, but there was the same result and he pulled his hand away. 

I shouldn’t touch myself.

A quiet voice whispered in the back of his mind.

I haven’t earned pleasure.  I need to earn my pleasure.

The voice was quiet, but insistent.  Kieran’s cock throbbed harder at the thought of earning pleasure, of earning release.  He squirmed and something seemed to click.  He shouldn’t, couldn’t, touch himself.  Not without earning it.

Kieran smiled, happy with his realisation, safe in the knowledge that earning his pleasure would make it feel so much better.  He squirmed in bed for a moment, basking in the glow of his arousal, cock throbbing with need, the lingering, elusive memory of dreams, pink and glittering, pretty, cute… images that were just out of reach.  Finally, deciding it was best to start the day, he slipped out of bed, and headed through to the bathroom to shower.
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The water ran for a moment, heating up, then Kieran stepped in, naked, body still aching, cock aching, but no longer hard—he knew better than to touch it by now, knew it would feel… wrong.

As he began to wash he looked down at his body and felt the now familiar sense of wrongness.  He frowned, wondering what it was for a moment before it clicked.

His body was not pretty enough, not cute enough.  The way he was now was just… not suitable for work. 

“No wonder I’ve not been performing at my best… looking like this it’s just… wrong!”  Kieran whispered, grinning, amused that he had only just realised

He giggled, amused by how dumb and silly he’d been not to realise it sooner.  If he’d been making sure he was as pretty and cute as possible then maybe he wouldn’t even need to be watching the video… he’d probably have passed his appraisal with flying colours and would have been promoted by now.  It was an easy fix though, and it was better late than never. 

Kieran looked around and saw his razor and shaving cream.  He picked them up and began the job of lathering his body, his legs, under his arms, around his cock and balls, even his butt.  He knew that if he was going to be as pretty and cute as possible, if he was going to do better at his job, then he needed to get rid of all his yucky body hair.

Kieran worked slowly and methodically, taking his time though trying not to take too long—he didn’t want to be late for work, not given the thin ice he was already on.  He ran the razor up and over his shins, around his knees, over his thighs, the razor caressing, smooth and soft, exciting.  Slowly his flesh was revealed, smooth, flawless, soft, so much prettier without his yucky body hair.  As he finished his legs Kieran looked down, biting his bottom lip as he blushed, grinning, giggling.

He looked so… feminine.  His legs were long and full, curvy, shapely, and he felt oddly sexy now, his cock throbbing.  Satisfied with his work on his legs, Kieran moved on to his hips, belly, shaving under his arms.  He had never been particularly hairy, always on the smaller, thinner side, and for the first time in his life he was glad—it made the shaving easier, less yucky hair to get rid of, and the results were… better.

Kieran set to shaving around his cock and balls, carefully, moving gradually on to his butt—the butt he had always thought of as a little too large and fat.  It was awkward but he managed it, shaving each cheek carefully, leaving his butt round, smooth, soft, perky, and he then worked carefully along his crack, wanting to make sure he was as pretty and cute as possible.  He wanted to make sure he did his best to improve, to please his Mistress.

Finally finished Kieran set to washing, rinsing off the last traces of shaving foam, leaving his body soft, slippery, smooth.  He wiggled under the stream of water, delighting in how it tickled his skin, his body so much more sensitive now.  He wished he had longer to enjoy his new soft body, more time to linger in the shower, but he needed to get to work.

Shutting off the flow of water he stepped out, began to dry himself.  His skin felt raw and sensitive and as he shivered he noticed a bottle of moisturiser that his ex-girlfriend had left behind.  He picked it up, pondering for a moment, then opened it.  It had to be good for skin… right?

As Kieran poured a dollop out into one hand he was hit with a waft of perfume, soft, floral, sweet, definitely feminine and girly but that felt almost… fitting.  As he rubbed the lotion into his skin, his body smooth, soft, sensitive, he shivered, delighting in the slippery caresses, the new pleasure, the scent of flowers and sweet fruits.

Kieran blushed, grinning.  He felt… right, and he knew that this was just the beginning.  He was going to do his best, was going to work hard, was going to make sure to impress Ms Cwen, to please Her.  He was going to show his Mistress that he was a good girl.


Three

The knock was loud and hollow, knuckles on wood, and Kieran stood outside Ms Cwen’s office, waiting for Her reply, waiting for Her instruction.  He bit his bottom lip and squirmed.  He was still so horny and he was having trouble concentrating.

“Enter.”  Ms Cwen said, Her voice soft, but commanding.

Kieran reached out, turned the handle, opened the door, and stepped into his Mistress’s office.  Ms Cwen was sat behind Her desk, grinning, obviously pleased to see him.  Kieran blushed, suddenly uncertain and timid in Her presence.  He stood meekly, demure, almost coy.

“Shut the door behind you Kieran.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He stood, waiting for Her next command.

“Now, tell me Kieran, how was your first night with your… training videos?”

Kieran blushed.  He tried to think, to remember, but there was no recollection of the video other than an absolute certainty that he had watched it.

“I… I know I slept well, and I woke up well rested but… I definitely watched the video, I know that for sure, but I… I can’t remember it.”  Kieran’s voice was nervous, fretful.

“I’m sorry, really.  I… I’ll try to do better next time.  I’ll do my best for you.”  He said.

Ms Cwen simply smiled, grinning, as though pleased.  She nodded, apparently satisfied.

“Please Kieran, don’t worry your pretty little head over not remembering.  You really don’t need to fret.  Not remembering simply means that they were effective… at least in part.  We’ll need to see about the other effects in due time.”

Kieran shivered, blushed.  Something in Ms Cwen’s tone, in Her smile, made him nervous, shy, but also… excited, the sense of entrapment, powerlessness, exhilarating.  He smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, voice soft and obedient.

Ms Cwen’s smile became a wide, broad grin.  Keiran felt trapped, powerless, but also giddy, excited to have pleased Her.

“Mistress?”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran’s blush deepened, and he realised what he had said… he had called Ms Cwen Mistress to Her face, without even thinking about it.  Why?

“Say it again.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran squirmed, suddenly embarrassed, humiliated.  His cock twitched, aching.  Why was he so horny?  He knew though that he could not disobey.  He could disappoint Her.

“Yes… Mistress.”

Ms Cwen laughed, happy, joyful.  Kieran felt a swell of pleasure at having pleased Her.

“Oh my, that’s simply wonderful.  Unprompted and so soon!  I really did do well picking you didn’t I?”  Ms Cwen was grinning.  “Now I suppose that leads us wonderfully onto the next issue.  I need to make sure you are ready and suitable to begin your new… routine.  Are you?”

Kieran stiffened.  He would do whatever it took.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, trying to keep his voice calm, level.

“Good.  Well, first things first.  I need to check.”

Ms Cwen rose to Her feet and moved around the desk, walked towards Kieran, heels clicking, hips wiggling.  The sight of Her, so beautiful, so intimidating, was almost enough to make Kieran whimper.

She moved around him, circling him, studying him.  Kieran remained frozen.

“Hmmm… you seem well turned out but really, it’s impossible to tell if you’re… suitable, dressed as you are.  Strip!”

The last word was barked, harsh and commanding, and it made Kieran jump.  His mind fumbled.  His Mistress wanted him to… to… strip… here and now?

“I’m waiting Kieran.  Don’t make me punish you.  Clothes off, Now!  I need to see if you’re up to my quite specific standards.”

There was no way be could resist, no way he could argue.  It was his place to submit, to serve.  It was his job to please Her.  Kieran nodded, took a deep breath to calm his nerves.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said.

He began, slowly, hands shaking, to undress.
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Kieran stripped off his shoes, socks, shirt, unbuckled his belt, slipped off his trousers.  He was blushing, embarrassed, shamed and humiliated, but oddly, excited.  He stood finally in just his boxers, timid and unsure, squirming as his cock throbbed and swelled, trying to cover himself with his hands.

Ms Cwen circled him, slowly, inspecting him, tracing a single finger over his body, over his shoulders, neck, arms, chest, grazing his nipples, making him shudder—Kieran bit his bottom lip to keep from moaning in fear and pleasure.  Ms Cwen moved around him, finger slipping lower, over his belly, his lower back, She nodded, smiling.

“Smooth and pretty.  Very good.  Tell me Kieran, have you always kept your body looking so… feminine?”

Kieran shook his head.

“No Mistress.  I… I did it this morning.  I don’t know why… I… I just realised when I was showering that I hadn’t been doing it before.  I know I should have been.  That I should have been trying to look my best, and that’s why I’ve not been doing well… but I’m going to try harder, I’m going to be better.  I… I want to please you.  Really I do.” 

The words came tumbling out and Kieran felt almost freed by his confession, not really understanding where it was coming from.  It was almost as though he were becoming someone new, someone… different.  Someone better.

“Very interesting.”  Ms Cwen said, grinning.  “Still, as you are now is very good.  And I assume you are smooth everywhere?”

Kieran nodded, blushing as he admitted the truth.

“Perfect.  And I should note that the perfume, or whatever it is that’s giving you that sweet, feminine scent, is a lovely touch.  I expect you to be turned out like this every day from now on.  Smooth and smelling like a pretty girl.  Understand?”

Kieran nodded again.

“Yes Mistress.”  He said, blushing, cock throbbing.

“However…”

Kieran stiffened, terrified he had disappointed his Mistress.

“You are not quite as I would like, but I think we can fix that easily enough.”

Ms Cwen moved to stand in front of Kieran, looming over him in Her heels, smiling, beautiful and authoritative.  Kieran shivered, exited, aroused, terrified.

“Now, be a good girl and slip your pants off while I fetch you something more… fitting to wear.”

Kieran knew he had no choice but to obey.
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“Slip these on first.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran stared at what his Mistress held out.  A pair of black, silk, seamed stocking, the tops frilly and lacy.  He paled, head spinning.

“I said put them on Kieran!  They’ll help you look pretty for me, and you want to be pretty for me, don’t you?”

Kieran nodded, slowly.  He wanted to please Her, needed to please Her.  He knew he should look pretty for his Mistress, for Ms Cwen.

He reached out, slowly, with trembling hands, and took the stockings.  Ms Cwen smiled.

“Good.  Now remember, your stockings always go on first.”  She said.

Kieran nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

He made a mental note to remember this small detail as he slipped the first stocking on.  It slipped up and over his foot and he slipped it up over his ankle, calf, the silk tight, caressing, and he shivered, a thrill of pleasure running up his spine as he pulled it up around his thigh, skin tingling, body smooth and soft and… pretty.

Kieran tugged the first stocking into place, then moved onto the second, pulling it on like the first, the silk snug, caressing, shaping his legs, making them seem sexier, prettier, and he blushed, shamed by how much he enjoyed the way they felt, the way they looked.  His cock twitched, throbbed, and the thought of his Mistress seeing how much he was enjoying himself filled him with a sense of humiliation that only fed his arousal, the sensation intoxicating.

“Suspenders next.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, took the stocking belt Ms Cwen was holding.  It was black, made to match the stockings, and Kieran took a moment to figure out how to put it on, fastening around his waist so that the straps hung down his legs.

“Adjust them to that your stockings are held in place, not so short that your stockings are stretched, and not so long that they fall down.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, blushing, wondering why he was so… excited.  He fiddled with the straps, fingers shaking, and it took him some time before he had the straps adjusted and fastened to his stockings, the knack of them tricky, but soon enough he was finished.

“Now panties.”  Ms Cwen said.

That word… panties.  It made Kieran run both hot and cold, terrified and excited.  He was going to wear panties.  He knew the thought should have appalled him yet… it left him almost breathless, giddy, eager—he was going to be pretty.

Ms Cwen held out a pair of black panties that matched the stockings and suspender belt.  Kieran took them and slipped them on, pulled them up his stocking clad legs, and over his butt, his slowly swelling cock.

They fit perfectly, high cut to expose his thighs, hips, ass, snug around his cock and balls, soft, silky, tight, showing off the swell of his ass, the curve of his hips.  Looking at himself he blushed—the whole ensemble together made him look unmistakably feminine, long smooth legs, wide hips, round ass, the shape and cut emphasising his feminine qualities, making him prettier, cuter, sexier. 

Kieran’s cock twitched, aching, and he wiggled without even thinking, shaking his hips and butt.  Ms Cwen smiled, laughed.

“My, it looks like someone is enjoying themselves.  You like being pretty and sexy for me Kieran?  You like dressing like a sexy girl?”  She asked.

Kieran’s blush deepened.  He knew he could not lie to Her.  He nodded.

“Y...yes Mistress.  It… it feels… nice.”

Ms Cwen grinned.

“Good.  Very good.  That bodes very well for your future.  But for now, get dressed, though leave your shoes off.  Once you’re done I’ll give you your… task for the day.”
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Kieran did a he was told, finding a special kind of pleasure in mindlessly obeying, a special peace in allowing Ms Cwen to command him, letting Her do the thinking for him.  He just had to obey, to do as he was told—it was almost serene.

Once he had his clothes back on he stood, waiting, and watched as Ms Cwen returned to Her desk to take a box out from the bottom drawer.  She handed it to him.

“These are yours.  Spare underwear so you can wear a clean set everyday.  I expect you to arrive just as you are now from now on.  That means stocking, suspenders, panties.  No more yucky, ugly boy underwear.  You are to be pretty for me.  Is that clear?”

Kieran blushed deep pink.  He nodded.

“Now, open the box.  There is an… extra little gift.”

Kieran did as he was told.  He opened the box and, inside, on a bed of pink tissue paper, surrounded but folded sets of lingerie. Was a pair of bright pink high heels.  Kieran froze, paled.

“Don’t you like them Kieran?  Aren’t you going to say thank you for the nice gift I’ve given you?”

Ms Cwen was smiling, clearly enjoying Herself.  Keiran took a deep breath, looked up into Ms Cwen’s eyes.

“T...thank you, Mistress.”  He whispered, voice soft, almost girly.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen said.  “Now, why don’t you put them on.  You’ll need to get used to them.  From now on whenever you’re working with me in my office I’ll be expecting you to wear them.  They’ll help you feel pretty, and being pretty is good for you, isn’t it?”

The question hung in the air.  Kieran’s head felt fuzzy, light, as though it were full of cotton wool.  Being pretty was good for him.  If he was pretty he would be better, and he wanted to be better for his Mistress.  He nodded.

Kieran turned his attention back to the shoes.  The heels were high, and thin, sexy stripper heels, and Kieran knew it would be very difficult to walk in them.  They were bright, hot pink, with open toes, and thick straps around the ankle, pink cuffs that were fastened with small padlocks.  They would be locked on.  The thought made Kieran whimper.

“Now, put them on and lock them.  I hold the key so you don’t need to worry your pretty head over taking them off.  I’ll let you out at the end of the day, and you’ll be working in my office today so there’s no need for you to fret.  I’ll be here to keep an eye on you, help you get the hang of walking in high heels, and no one other than me will see you in them… just yet.”

The way Ms Cwen spoke sent a chill up Kieran’s spine.  He nodded.  Took a deep breath.

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”  He said.
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Kieran slipped the heels onto his stocking clad feet.  They were snug, but the perfect size.  The straps over his toes held them in place and the cuff around his ankle locked them on, the ominous click of the padlock as it closed making him whimper, his cock throbbing. 

The arch of them forced his feet into a new, novel configuration, making his calves and shins ache.  Once the shoes were on he rose, tentatively, to his feet.  He wobbled, almost tumbling.

“Now you’ll need to move slowly at first, but you’ll soon get used to them, and it’s an important skill to learn.  You’ll have to master walking in heels with the proper strut and wiggle if you’re to do well in your new job.”

Kieran nodded.  He understood.  It was his place to look pretty.  He wanted to do better, to be better, and that meant being pretty for Ms Cwen, following Her instructions, obeying Her, being pretty and feminine for Her.  That he was… enjoying it, just made it more fun.

“Heel to toe, one foot in front of the other.  Let your hips roll and your butt sway.  You want to walk in a way that’ll make people stare at that pert, round backside of yours, that’ll make men, and some women, notice you.”

Kieran’s blush deepened.  Ms Cwen’s words shamed him, left him feeling breathless, humiliated, excited.  He did as She instructed, one foot in front of the other, heel to toe.

His first few steps were wobbly, uncertain, but as he practised he became more confident, finding his balance, and as Ms Cwen offered more tips and advice, he began to walk with an obvious strut and sway, the roll and wiggle of his hips and butt pleasant, making his cock ache, a shiver of delight running up his spine.  He smiled.  He felt… good, sexy, pretty.

“Perfect.  Now, I want you to spend the day sorting through those old files for me.”

Ms Cwen gestured to the corner.  There were dozens of old, dusty boxes, swollen with old paper work.  Kieran felt his heart sink.

“And I’ll be inspecting your work at the end of the day so do your best not to disappoint me.”  Ms Cwen said.
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It was hard, sweaty work, the boxes heavy, and the piles of papers covered in a fine dust that made Kieran wheeze.  He spent the entire day sorting through the old papers as best he could, shifting boxes around the room, sweating and panting, trying not to fall over as he moved about in his locked heels, his legs distractingly soft and silky in his stockings, the panties rubbing him in a way that kept him always on edge.

Ms Cwen offered numerous criticisms and instructions as he worked, telling him how to file the papers, where to put them, telling Kieran how to bend, demanding that he do it in a way that made his ass stick out, legs together and as straight as he could manage, bending at the waist, demanding that he strut as he walked, that he sway and roll his hips and wiggle his ass.  Kieran’s blush burned, his heart racing, cock aching, always on edge as the silk of his panties caressed his smooth, soft, sensitive ass cheeks and dick.

He did not need to think, needed only to do as he was told, to follow the instructions his Mistress gave him.  It was liberating, and he felt hot and buzzing, mind floating as Ms Cwen commented on his work, on the way he moved, on the way he wiggled.

Her compliments, Her praise, made him tingle, made his cock throb, and when She told him he was pretty, that he was a good girl for moving in a certain way, for wiggling, for bending, for strutting in a cute, sexy, pretty manner, it made him flush—and he remembered.  Every time She praised him, rewarding him with Her attention, he was left tingling, grinning.

Slowly Kieran began to repeat the gestures, movements, developing habits without even thinking, bending in the way Mistress liked, wiggling and strutting in heels in the way She liked, his mannerisms changing subtly as he was trained according to Ms Cwen’s tastes, becoming prettier, more feminine, sexier, his movements more provocative, more flirty, more brazen.

Kieran, following instruction, did what he was told, moving and behaving in the way that earned him more praise, more attention, more reward, blushing, grinning, tingling, cock aching.  By the end of the day he was tired, sweaty, dusty, and… changed.  The way he walked, the way he moved, bent, the way he sat, all subtly different, mannerisms more feminine, sexier, cuter, prettier.

As he finished putting away the last of the files he was working on, the pile of boxes barely touched, the day growing late, Ms Cwen rose to Her feet and moved around Her desk, approached Kieran.  She took a deep breath and surveyed his work.

“Well, you’ve not done nearly as well as I was hoping.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran balked, pale, timid.  He bit his bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“You’ve sorted through not nearly enough of these files.  You’ll have to be back here tomorrow to continue.  And I expect you to get more done tomorrow.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Kieran whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned.

“Normally I’d have to punish you harshly for disappointing me like this.”  She said.  “However…”

There was a moment of silence.  Kieran stood frozen, terrified… punished.

“I think today I’ll be lenient.  Just a small punishment.  And of course you’ll need to watch another one of your training videos tonight.”

Kieran smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered, blushing.  “Of course.

Ms Cwen grinned, laughing, mischievous and almost gleeful.

“So… first your punishment.  Don’t think I didn’t notice how excited you were walking around all day in your panties and heels.  That tiny little bulge in your trousers might be pathetic, but it’s still unacceptable.  We need to fix that so… trousers down.  Now!”

Kieran froze.  What did She mean… his head spun and he felt a tide of shame, fear, humiliation, yet… that only made his cock throb harder.

“I said NOW Kieran.”  Ms Cwen’s voice was firm, cold, authoritative.

Keiran took a deep breath, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.
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Kieran undid his trousers and let them slip down his stocking clad legs, exposing his panties, the prominent bulge of his cock, aching.  Ms Cwen smirked.

“My… it really is quite tiny.  Still, a bulge like that is so unsightly and I really don’t think it’s helping you focus on work.  Luckily for you you I know just how we can fix your little problem.”

Kieran shivered.  He blushed, moaning, his Mistress’s mocking only making cock harder, the throbbing, aching, becoming an agony.

“Pull your panties aside.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran shuddered.  She wanted to see… while he was hard.  The thought left him breathless and giddy but he obeyed.  Her will was law and he was powerless to resist.

Kieran reached down, slowly, and pulled his panties to the side, letting his small, smooth, hard cock pop free.  Ms Cwen giggled, mockingly.

“My, it really is quite… cute.”

Cute… the word made Kieran’s blush deepen, his face and neck and chest burning.

“But being hard really does not suit you, and you clearly can’t focus, so… I’m going to fix that.  Hands behind your back.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran obeyed, slipping his hands behind his back.

“And KEEP them there.”  Her voice was stern, commanding.

Kieran knew he must obey.  Ms Cwen smiled, looked down to Kieran’s pathetic little cock, and reached out slowly with one hand.

Kieran gasped as his Mistress grasped his cock, wrapping Her fingers easily around his girth.  As She began to stroke he moaned, and his hips moved.

“Someone is an eager little slut.  Wearing panties and stockings and heels has you excited does it?”  Mistress asked.

Kieran could only nod.  The sensation of Her hand slipping up and down his cute little cock was amazing, his head light and fuzzy, heart racing, Her cruel and mocking tone, the sense of shame and humiliation, only making his cock harder, his pleasure brighter, Her touch and words corrupting him.

“Such a filthy little pervert.  Nasty little slut.”  Ms Cwen hissed.

Her words were like a slap, hard, cruel, but laced with pleasure.  Kieran moaned, whimpering, body on fire.

“Admit it.  Admit you’re a nasty, perverted little slut.”

“I… I’m a slut Mistress, a nasty, filthy little pervert.”  Kieran whispered—voice hoarse with pleasure and lust.

The words felt… good.  Saying them, admitting the truth, it set him free, and he felt the pleasure swelling, hot, bright, brilliant as Ms Cwen stroked up and down his smooth, sensitive little dick, teasing him, dressed in stockings and panties and suspenders, shaved, pretty, locked in heels.  He was a nasty little pervert, a filthy little slut, and he loved it.

“Admit the truth, show me what you are, cum for me, cum like the nasty little pervert you are.  Show me you can be a good girl and cum for me.”  Ms Cwen whispered.

Kieran nodded.  He was so close, so close.  Ms Cwen’s hand worked up and down, his cock throbbing, swelling and… She let go, releasing his cock just as he reached his peak.

Kieran moaned, left bereft at the loss of Her touch, but he was too close to stop now.  He came, cumming, but it was… feeble, and his hips thrust into the air, into nothing, no stimulation as he came, cum spilling from his throbbing cock as he chased the climax that eluded him.  He whimpered, his climax ruined, and Ms Cwen laughed.

“Such a good girl.”  She said.

Kieran could only moan, breathless, head spinning at the sensations wracking his body, mind floating, still horny, left without the release he had craved, the pleasure he had wanted, but… exhausted, empty, disappointed.

“Now, clean up like the good slut you are.”  Ms Cwen said.

Before Kieran could react or question Ms Cwen raised Her hand to his mouth, his cum in Her palm, caught, and She pressed Her hand to his mouth.  It was his purpose to obey Her, his head still spinning, and he opened his mouth, extended his tongue.

Before he could even think he was licking, sucking, slurping up his cum as Ms Cwen praised him.  His lips and tongue and throat coated with his cum, and he swallowed it, burning with shame and humiliation and desire.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen whispered.

Keiran moaned.  Ms Cwen lowered Her hand, Her palm licked clean, a spot of cum still on Kieran’s lips.  His tongue slipped out and licked it, tasting it, swallowing it.

“Now, for the final part of your punishment.”

Ms Cwen reached round behind Her back and pulled out a small silver metal device.  She moved quickly, efficiently, with practised movements. 

There was a cold pinching around Kieran’s softening cock, and then a click.  Ms Cwen stepped back, smiling.

“Perfect.”  She said.

Kieran looked down, saw the device fitted around his cock, a small metal cage, locked with a cute heart shaped padlock, locking away his dick, rendering it useless.  He blushed, squirmed, and yet… the sight made him happy.

“Now, cum slut, why don’t you get dressed while I get you the video for tonight, then you can get home.  I expect you bright and early tomorrow.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran blushed, nodded, biting his bottom lip.  He was a cum slut.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.  “And… thank you Mistress.”

Ms Cwen smiled at him.

“Oh, it’s my pleasure Kieran.”  She said.  “I’m just here to help you become the good girl you were always meant to be.”


Four

Kieran arrived home tingling, aching, blushing.  His journey had been humiliating, embarrassing, having to travel on public transport while dressed in pretty, sexy, feminine lingerie under his normal clothes, his body smooth and soft, shaved, his worthless little cock caged and locked away, the taste of his cum still lingering on his tongue, lips.

More than once he was sure he caught a man staring at him, curious, watching him—could other people tell, did they know his secret, what did they think?  What would people say or do if they knew?  Would the sight of him dressed in lingerie, heels, shaved and smooth disgust them, or… excite them? 

The thought of making men hard, their cock engorging at the sight of him looking pretty, sexy, feminine, made him squirm in ways that were new but also… oddly familiar.  It felt exciting, thrilling, naughty, and he giggled more than once as he caught the eye of some tall, handsome businessman on his bus, looking away coyly, shyly, cheeks burning, almost as though… flirting.

As he shut and locked the front door, sealing himself in alone, the memory of his journey made him giggle again.  It had been so exciting, exhilarating, and he felt more alive than he had in years and also safe, secure, knowing that Mistress had control of him, protected by Her constant presence.

He remembered the last man he had noticed just before his stop, a tall, broad, handsome man perhaps ten or fifteen years older than him.  Kieran had always been slim, small, almost petite, and had never been happy with it, but now, secretly wearing lingerie, caged, smooth and pretty, it felt perfect.  Being smaller, daintier, prettier than other men, the way they looked at him as he blushed and squirmed and giggled, it made him feel cute, and pretty—and it was his job to be be pretty, being pretty made him happy, and knowing that other people, other men, found him pretty, sexy, made his heart skip and his belly flutter. 

He slipped his shoes off and moved from the door towards the bathroom to shower.  He smiled as he felt his butt wiggle and hips hips sway, rising up onto his tip-toes to emulate walking in heels, exaggerating the roll of his hips and ass as Ms Cwen had shown him.  His caged cock throbbed and he felt a pang of regret that he didn’t own any heels so he could practice walking in them to impress his Mistress.

“Maybe I could order some to be delivered tomorrow?  I mean… I need more practice.”  He whispered.

He blushed, giggling again.  The thought of owning his own pair of sexy, slutty, pretty high heels made him squirm.  He could wear them all the time, to practice and also… he bit his bottom lip, face hot at the thought of how good they made his legs look, at how they shaped his ass, making it rounder, fuller, a cute little bubble butt.  He liked wearing heels and he looked good in them so was it really wrong to want to own a pair?

Kieran wondered what colour he would pick.  Pink, like the heels Ms Cwen had for him to practice in, or maybe black, classy and elegant, then there was red, or white, and should the colour be soft or bright, open toe or closed, and how strappy they should be, how high should the heel be, and how chunky?  Faced with all the possible options Kieran understood for the first time the stereotype of a woman obsessed with shoes.  He had only just realised how much fun they were and already he wanted all of them.

“Maybe I should just buy a few pairs.”  He said giggling.  “And maybe… I cold buy a few other things too.”

Kieran bit his bottom lip as he pictured all the other cute, feminine, pretty things he could buy.  He wanted to look pretty for his Mistress, needed to look pretty for Her.  It felt good to look pretty, and it felt good to please Her.

“First a shower though.”  He said.  “Make sure I’m all smooth and smelling nice.”
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Kieran settled down in comfortable, soft clothes, smooth and cosy after his shower, caged cock aching after washing his pretty, feminine body, tingling.  He had applied more of the moisturiser to keep his body smelling sweet and girly, keep it soft, and had even on a whim applied a spray of perfume that his ex had left behind—the smell musky and heavy, sexy, womanly.  Smelling it on him made him blush, his belly fluttering.  He wondered is Ms Cwen would like it and he made a note to wear some tomorrow to work.

As he booted up his laptop to begin shopping, still set on buying himself some heels and some other pretty things, he attached the drive with today’s file on.  It was another video, like the first, several hours long.  Kieran clicked play to see what it featured and immediately his screen was filled with another pink and white swirling spiral, the speakers humming with a soft, soothing drone, a chorus of whispered voices.  He felt heavy, sleepy, and calm.

Without thinking Kieran took a deep breath in, exhaling, letting go of his stresses, worries, fears, inhibitions.  With each breath his eyes became less focussed, fixating on the spiral, turning slowly, his mind becoming foggy, cloudy, filled with pink bubbles.  He giggled, and the whispers slipped into his mind, into his subconscious, words and phrases and mantras penetrating deep into his mind, corrupting him, reprogramming him, making him feel… good…
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You are a good girl, a pretty girl, a sexy girl.  You obey your Mistress, you need to obey your Mistress.  She controls you, owns you, and you belong to Her.  It feels good to belong to Her, right.  Without Her you are nothing, lost, alone.  She completes you, Her control makes you whole.

Kieran nodded as he listened, watching the spiral, watching it turn around and around, the words and phrases slipping deep into his mind, filling him with a buzzing, bright, pink joy.  His heart drummed and his cute little caged cock, smooth and worthless, ached.

You are a good girl for you Mistress.  It feels so hot to be a good girl for your Mistress.  You need to be a good girl for your Mistress.

The phrases, the mantras, repeated, over and over.  As they drilled into Kieran’s mind he began to repeat them, watching the spiral turn, his voice softening, a quiet, coy, feminine whisper.  The was no resistance, no denying it—obeying Her, obeying Ms Cwen, it was his purpose, it was his pleasure, it was his desire.  He wanted, needed, to be a good girl for Her.

The more you obey the more pleasure you feel.  Every time you obey the pleasure grows.  Each act of submission, of obedience bringing you more and more pleasure, until sooner or later you’ll be addicted, hooked to just the act of obeying.  You’ll need to be controlled, need to obey, because otherwise you will be unable to experience that bright, hot, blissful pleasure that comes from obeying Her.

Kieran imaged obeying Ms Cwen, kneeling for Her, walking in heels for Her, wearing pretty outfits for Her, cleaning and serving Her according to Her desire.  He whimpered, squirming, caged cock an agony of delight.  Just picturing it felt so good, and he knew that next time he obeyed Her he would become hooked on the pleasure that submitting to Her brought.

The more you obey, the more submissive you become.  The more you submit the more pleasure you can experience.  Your pleasure no longer belongs to you.  It belongs to Her, your Mistress, and it is only by pleasing Her that you can experience pleasure.  Obeying Her is your pleasure, displeasing Her is your pain.

Kieran nodded, eyes fixed on the spiral, watching it turn.  He ached for that pleasure now, the pleasure that only his Mistress could give him.  She owned him, controlled him, and he needed to please Her.

It is your job to be pretty for Her, to be delicate and feminine and sexy.  You are Her toy, Her doll, and you must always look your best.  You must be smooth, soft.  You must move with grace and charm.  You are sexy, slutty, obedient.  You are a willing, eager toy aching to be played with.  Just imagine what it would be like to be a pretty, sexy, feminine doll, dressed nicely for your Mistress, waiting for Her to play with you.

Kieran’s mind was fuzzy, pink, floating.  Images rose up, pretty girls in pretty pink dresses, heels, stockings, pink underwear, long blonde hair with pretty make-up, blank eyes, vacant, waiting passively for Her to play with them, for the pleasure of being told what to do, how to act, how to submit.

Imagine being a sexy, slutty doll, waiting to be used, waiting to submit, waiting to show your Mistress what an obedient, filthy, whore you are.  Your body soft, delicate, so sensitive to pleasure. Every time you are touched the pleasure growing, every time you obey the pleasure growing, becoming addicted to submitting, becoming addicted to being touched, played with, used.  You want it, need it.

More images came to mind, sexy lingerie, black heels, provocative short skirts, outrageous outfits, school-girls and sexy maids, naughty nurses and nuns, fetish outfits, like the sexy, cute women in porn.  Kieran squirmed.  He wanted, needed to look like them, to dress like them to show Mistress he could be a good girl, a good doll.  His caged cock ached, trying to harden but locked away.  It belonged to Mistress, his pleasure belonged to Mistress.  She owned him and it felt right, good, and he ached to obey Her, to submit to Her.

Every time you dress pretty, every time you dress sexy, every time you wear panties or stockings or heels, every time you wear perfume or make-up, you become more and more feminine, softer, more sensitive to pleasure, changing, transforming, becoming a sexy, pretty girl, a cute little femboy owned by your Mistress.  She only likes pretty toys, so you need to be pretty for Her.  You need to obey, to submit, to be a good, sexy, pretty sissy doll for Her.

The word blazed in Kieran’s mind.  Sissy.  It made him whimper.  A sexy, pretty, sissy doll.

It is your purpose to submit, to serve, to pleasure others.  It is your purpose to become the pretty, sexy, sissy doll your Mistress wants.  You need to be pretty for Her, sexy for Her, submissive for Her.  You need to be a good girl for Her.

Kieran nodded.  It was true.  It was all true.  He understood now why his life had been so empty, why he was so unhappy.  He had needed Her, his Mistress, had needed to serve Her as Her sexy, submissive, slutty sissy doll.

He smiled, realizing that this was what he wanted, needed.  He belonged to Her, to Ms Cwen, Her sissy toy, and he would do everything he could to please Her, to serve Her, to obey Her. 

As the spiral turned and the whispers burrowed into Kieran’s mind, tendrils penetrating his subconscious, reprogramming him, corrupting him, he submitted, willingly, happily, eagerly.  He wanted to serve, so submit.  He wanted the pleasure that could only come from being his Mistress’s sissy doll.


Five

Kieran woke early, eager and excited to start to the day, to get to work to begin serving Ms Cwen.  He slipped out of bed, not remembering how he had gotten there, not remembering the video, or his evening, but not caring.  He was too excited, a buzzing in his body at the thought of getting to work and seeing his Mistress.

He showered quickly, washing as best as he could around his cage, cleaning his pretty, soft, sensitive body, being careful not to play with himself—he knew that was forbidden, that it was not his place, that it his pleasure belonged to Her, and he liked it, was glad for Her lingering control over him—then dried off and used more moisturising lotion, adding a spritz of musky perfume.

He chose a pair of white stockings with a matching white suspender belt and matching white panties, and sipped them on.  His caged cock throbbed, aching, the way the stockings caressed and hugged his legs a special pleasure, delighting in the way the suspenders shaped his hips and ass, the way the panties cupped his cage, his butt, showing off his round cheeks, his wide hips.  He looked down and smiled, blushing, gave a small wiggle.

“I guess I make a pretty sissy girl.”  He said, voice soft, feminine.

Finally he slipped on his work clothes and headed out, and more than once he was sure that a man on his bus stared at him, as though they could tell, as though they could see his pretty, sexy underwear.  Kieran blushed at the thought, but smiled, and without thinking, each time, he fluttered his eye lashes, coy, shy, flirty, knowing that it’s what his Mistress would have wanted.
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“Good morning Mistress.”  Kieran said as he entered Ms Cwen’s office.

Ms Cwen watched Kieran closely.  He made an effort to roll his hips, swaying and wiggling his butt in the way She had taught him, his walk making him tingle, brazen and sexual and feminine.  As he saw Her smile he felt a swell of joy, knowing he had pleased Her.

“Such a nice way to be greeted in a morning.  And your walk is coming along nicely.  Now, shall we get on with the morning inspection so you can get to work?”

Kieran nodded.  He was excited and eager to begin the day, to set about following Ms Cwen’s instructions, knowing how good it would feel, desperate to serve Her.

“Good girl.  Now, strip for me.”

Kieran did not hesitate.  There was no reservation, though the sense of hot, burning shame still lingered, serving only to fuel his pleasure and arousal.

He slipped off his shoes, shirt, trousers, stripping down until he was just in his stockings, suspender belt, panties.  Ms Cwen rose up from Her chair and moved around the desk to inspect him, circling him, nodding as She appraised him. 

“Good.  Very good.  Smooth and clean, and your panties are over your suspender belt.  I’m pleased to see you’re making an effort to remember my lessons.”

Kieran smiled, blushing, squirming.  Her praise was like warm sun, and he basked in it, the pleasure it gave him addictive, making him crave more.

Ms Cwen moved closed, caressing his body softly, stroking.  She took a deep breath.

“Mmm… and you smell nice too.  Very pretty and sexy.  You’re becoming quite the sexy little sissy for me, aren’t you Kieran?”  Ms Cwen asked.

Her words sending bolts of buzzing joy coursing through Kieran, and he nodded, almost breathless, his face burning.  He giggled, coy and happy.

“Yes Mistress… I… I want to be the best sissy doll I can be for you.”

Ms Cwen stopped in front of Kieran, stared at him, and She smiled.

“I’m very pleased to hear that.  I think you’re going to make a wonderful toy, but for now we need to work.”

Kieran sighed, but understood.  He was so eager to obey, to be played with, but the most important thing was to serve as his Mistress needed.

“However… yesterday you did not quite work as well as I was hoping you would.  Today you will need to do better and, to help you, I have a new… improved uniform for you to wear.”

Ms Cwen’s tone made Kieran shiver in anticipation and fear.  He smiled, blushing eager, nervous.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen moved around Her desk and look a box, black, wrapped in pink ribbon, carried it over to Kieran.  She offered it to him and, with shaking hands, he took it.

“This is yours, a gift.”

Kieran broke into a wide smile.  He felt a swell of joy at his Mistress’s kindness and generosity.

“Thank you Mistress.”

“Now, open it.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran obeyed.  Her pulled at the ribbons, pulled the lid off the box.  He froze as he looked down at the outfit laid out on a bed of pink tissue paper—it was a maid’s outfit, in bright pink latex with white latex trim, small and glossy and sexy.  Kieran’s heart skipped.  It was so pretty, so beautiful, so feminine, and it was his, a gift from his Mistress.

He looked up at Ms Cwen, blushing, heart racing, hot and flush.  He giggled.

“Thank you.  Thank you Mistress.  It’s… it’s beautiful.”

Ms Cwen smiled.

“It is, but I’m sure it’ll look even better on you.  Now, put it on, then you can get to work.” 

Kieran froze.  She wanted him to wear it here, now.  He was terrified but, also… beyond thrilled.
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Kieran took the uniform out of the box and, while Ms Cwen stood watching, began to dress.  He pulled the main dress up and over his stocking clad legs, the latex tight, confining, snug around his thin, curvy, smooth body.  The skirt slipped up over his hips, several layers of latex, white petticoats so the skirt flared out, short so that his legs and stocking tops were on display, his butt clearly visible whenever he moved, wiggling, rolling his hips, flashing his panties and suspenders when he bent over. 

The top was tight, with the waist boned, like a corset, making Kieran’s already slim waist trimmer, waspish, forcing him to stand up straight, shoulder back, ass out, head high.  As Ms Cwen fastened up the back of his uniform, a complicated system of straps and buckles that effectively locked Kieran in the pink latex maid’s outfit, unable to undress without help, he felt his body enclosed, encased, wrapped tight. 

The uniform had short sleeves that ended just below Kieran’s shoulders, and a low neck that showed off his throat and collar bones, a hint of his flat, smooth, pretty chest.  The front was decorated with a white latex apron, and the whole thing was trimmed with more white latex, the combination of bright pink and white shocking and pretty, brazen, sexual, the latex making quiet creaks as Kieran moved, the material so sensual, confining, so utterly slutty.

“Just the finishing touches.”  Ms Cwen said.

She helped Kieran slip on a pair of long white latex gloves, a white latex head piece, and then, finally, his heels, pink, high heels, locking them to his feet with an ominous click.

Ms Cwen stepped back, surveyed Kieran, nodding.  She smiled. 

Kieran looked down at himself and blushed, whimpered.  He looked… so pretty, so sexy, so girly, the perfect fetish maid, the perfect sissy toy.  He wiggled his hips, feeling alive, giddy, a rising sense of euphoria and joy, and the skirt swayed, so short it flashed his white panties.

“My don’t you look like the perfect pretty cock tease.  Such a filthy slut.  I’m sure anyone who saw you like that would struggle to keep their hands off you, would struggle not to bend you over, rip your panties off, and fuck you.”

Kieran’s bush deepened.  Ms Cwen’s words scorched, shame and humiliation only feeding his arousal, his caged cock agony, his body hot and sensitive, aching for pleasure.

“Yes Mistress… and thank you.”  He said.

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, obviously pleased with Her pretty sissy maid.

“I’m sure you’d like that, wouldn’t you?  A good girl like you, a pretty little slut bent over, used, fucked, a toy for other’s pleasure.”

Kieran blushed.  He could not lie to his Mistress.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” 

Ms Cwen’s teasing left him almost breathless.  He ached for it, needed to be used, a toy for others.

“Well, maybe soon enough.  Right now however you have work to do.  Get on with tidying my office.  Do a good enough job and I’ll help you out of those heels and that uniform at the end of the day, disappoint me and… well… I’ll save that as a surprise.”
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Kieran worked hard, eager to show his Mistress he could be a good girl, a good maid, an obedient sissy toy.  The latex felt confining, tight, but comforting, sensual, and the way the skirt swayed as he worked, kneeling, bending, wiggling his hips and ass as he moved around, made him feel sexy, pretty, flirty, his stockings, suspenders, and panties flashing, enticing.  He felt so cute, so pretty, so sexy, so free—he was happier than he could remember being.

He had purpose now, a reason to work had.  He needed to please Her, his Mistress.  He was pretty now, pleasing to Her, smooth and delicate, feminine, soft, body sensitive, hot and aching.  His caged cock throbbed, a constant reminder of his predicament, the fact he was owned, but it was right, and he was able to focus now, focus on pleasing Her, on obeying Her.

It was almost meditative, working to tidy Her office, watched by Her, words to correct his movements, to correct the way he bent, walked, wiggled.  Her praise made him hot, a buzz of pleasure, and he did everything he could to earn more, eager to please.  His movements became more sexual, flirtatious, move brazen, his mannerisms more feminine, cute and soft and sexy in his pink latex maid’s uniform, trained by Ms Cwen, corrupted by Her.

Soon Kieran was wiggling and strutting in his heels like a porn star, smiling, grinning, blushing, obviously happy, buzzing, each time he bent to pick something up or kneeling to clean making sure to do it in a way that would flash his ass and panties, his stocking clad legs, his suspenders, curving his back so that his ass was high, offering it up, his head down low, almost crawling, as though using his body to beg, as though begging to be used, fucked.

Ms Cwen grinned as She watched Kieran, pleased with how he was progressing, his transformation so rapid and perfect.  Clearly She had been right in choosing him—the way the files had effected him, the way he was responding to Her training, Her corruption, becoming so pretty, so cute and sexy, such a brazen little slut, flirty, giggly, obedient, submissive.  She shifted in Her seat, excited for all the adventures She had in store for Her new sissy toy.

As Kieran worked he became more and more aroused, Mistress’s praise and attention making him squirm, the pleasure of serving Her, obeying Her, submitting to Her intoxicating, addictive.  He wanted more, needed more.  His caged cock throbbed, panties damp, aching for release, but glad for the constant reminder that he was owned, his pleasure no longer his own—he belonged to Her.

Working hard to get as much done as possible, distracted by his latex maid’s outfit, hot, horny, tired, Kieran wiggled as he moved around Ms Cwen’s desk, shaking his ass and hips, heels clicking, hoping She would notice him, praise him.  As he stepped, the latex petticoats of his dress caught on a cup of pens and pencils on Ms Cwen’s desk.  Before Kieran could react the cup tumbled, scattering pencils and pens, rolling off the desk and onto the floor.  He froze, pale, timid.

“I’m so sorry Mistress!”  He said, his whisper quiet, feminine, shamed.

Ms Cwen looked up from the papers on Her desk and stared at the scattered pencils and pens, looked up at Kieran.  She frowned, gaze hard.

“You were not paying attention were you?”  She said.

Kieran blushed.  He shook his head.

“No Mistress.  I’m… I’m so sorry.”  He said.

Ms Cwen rose slowly to Her feet, circled the desk.  She stopped and loomed over Kieran, taller than him even in his heels, powerful and domineering.

“Pick it up.” 

Kieran obeyed, picking up the cup and scattered stationery, putting it back where it had been, trying to right his wrong.  He made sure to move carefully, and in away that would make Ms Cwen happy, sexy wiggles and bending to flash his panties.

“Don’t think flaunting that sexy, pretty body of yours is going to earn you forgiveness.”  Ms Cwen said.  “You weren’t focussing on your task, and you made a mistake.  What if that had been something fragile, or valuable?  You need to learn to be better Kieran.  You need to learn how to be a good sissy for me.”

Kieran blushed, nodded.  He tidied Her desk, doing his best to arrange it how it was before.

“I think you need to learn what happens to bad girls.  What happens to naughty sissies who forget their place.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Keiran said.

His heart was racing, body hot, aching, desperate, quivering.  He stood, coy, bashful.  Ms Cwen grinned.

“I think you need to be punished.”  She said.
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“Bend over the desk.  Hands palm down on either side of your shoulders, nose touching my desk.  Get comfortable because once you’re in place you are not to move.”

Kieran nodded, shaking, timid but also… excited.  He was about to be punished by his Mistress for being a bad girl.  The thought made his belly flutter and his caged cock throb—why was he reacting to the idea of being punished like this?

He shifted towards Ms Cwen’s desk, pretty in his maid’s uniform, bending over, exposing his stocking tops, suspenders, panties.

“Such a slut.  Just look at you offering yourself up like some common whore.”

Kieran blushed.

“Yes Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen giggled, patted his butt, squeezing each cheek lightly.

“Now, heels shoulder width apart.  Remember to curve you back so your ass is nice and high.  You need to get used to this position because I have a feeling you’re going to be spending a lot of time like this.”

Kieran moaned.  The though of exposing himself like this more often, ass up, face down, the things people might do to him, the ways they might use him, sending a thrill of pleasure along his spine.  Ms Cwen stepped in close behind him, Her feet between his heels.

Kieran shivered as his Mistress ran Her hands over his ass and hip, cupping his ass, squeezing.  He pressed back, eager for Her touch, whimpering, moaning.

“Calm down Kieran.  This is a punishment, not a reward, though I like how slutty and eager you are becoming.”

Kieran smiled, his hands pressed to the desk, nose touching the smooth surface, aching, caged cock agony.  He made sure to lift his butt up, offering it to Mistress.

“Now, first things first.  Panties off.”

Before Kieran could react Ms Cwen had gripped the waist of his panties and She pulled, tugging them down in one swift, efficient motion.  She stepped back, pulling them down his legs, forcing him to shift his heels, tugging them off his feet, exposing his ass, his crack, his cage, leaving him bare and defenceless.

“Feet back in place.”  She said.

Kieran obeyed.

“Now… I think a little something extra to enhance the punishment.  Make it something memorable, as the first of many.”

Kieran shivered.  There was a rustle behind him as Ms Cwen, unseen, shifted. 

Kieran jumped as something cool and wet and slick dribbled down the crack of his ass, then something warm, soft, caressing, Ms Cwen’s hand stroking, fingers slipping along his crack, slick now, wet, slippery, brushing over his entrance, his hole.  The contact was electric, bolts of bright, hot, intense, addictive pleasure.  Kieran whimpered, biting his bottom lip, struggling to contain himself as his caged cock dribbled precum.

“Such an eager little sissy slut,  I’m sure you’re aching to be fucked aren’t you, desperate to be fucked like the slut you are.”

Kieran could only nod.  Mistress’s fingers felt so good, teasing up and down his crack, pressing at his hole, pushing just into him before slipping away, the thought of being fucked by Her, filled by Her, made him weak and hot in ways he had never experienced before.

Her fingers slipped deeper, pressing, stretching his hole, just barely entering him.  It was so… good.  Kieran couldn’t think, his mind a blank fog of pink.  He submitted, eager for more, eager to be filled, entrance opening.

“Well… maybe soon.  For now you need to suffer though.”

Ms Cwen pulled Her fingers out, away, leaving Kieran pining for more, but the loss was quickly replaced with something else, something harder, colder, wider.  The pressure built, slowly, and Kieran’s hole was stretched wider, slick, tight.  He moaned, in pleasure and pain, submitting to Her desires, Her will.

“Relax Kieran.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran did as he was told.  He relaxed, pressed back, opening himself, eager to be filled like the slut he was.  The cool, hard mass slipped deeper, deeper, splitting him wider and wider, slick, tight, hot.  The pressure built, wider, slippery, and then, as Kieran pressed back, aching to experience a sense of fullness, to embrace his slutty nature, it slipped deep, popping past his outer ring and filling him utterly.

Kieran froze, gasping, his ass full, the heavy, thick, cool weight massive, pressing on his sensitive inner walls, shuddering in pleasure, a knot of bright, intense joy swelling, unfurling, beyond anything he had ever known before.

“You like that do you slut?”  Ms Cwen asked.  “Wearing a pretty pink butt plug for me like a filthy sissy slut?”

Kieran could only nod, admitting the truth.  He was a slut.  A filthy, brazen, sexy butt slut.

“Well, I’m glad, but now it’s time for me to hurt you.  Remember, don’t move until I say.  And keep count for me.”

Kieran froze.  The pleasure was too much.  Pain on top of that would drive him crazy.  He stiffened, waiting, then it happened.

Mistress’s hand fell, hard, striking his ass, spanking him, a loud, hard, painful slap, knocking the breath from his lungs, causing the plug to shift inside him, sparks of pleasure combining with the pain to drown him in new, wonderful sensations.

“One Mistress, thank you.”  Kieran said.

Ms Cwen pause.

“Good girl.”  She whispered.  “But there are a lot more to come.”

Her hand fell again, on his other cheek, more pain, causing the plug in his ass to shift again, more bolts of bliss.  A hot stinging radiated out, throbbing, body suddenly hot, heart throbbing.

“Two Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen’s hand fell again and again, raining slaps on Kieran’s smooth, soft, pert ass.  The plug shifted with each blow, jolts of pleasure, addictive, wonderful, causing Kieran to whimper and moan, head foggy, floating on a cloud of endorphins.

He was breathless, giddy, counting.  Mistress spanked him, harder, softer, at intervals stroking gently, squeezing, making him jump and whimper, wobbly in his heels, sweating in his pink latex maid’s uniform, skirt flipped up to expose his ass and caged cock.

“Ten Mistress, thank you.”

More spanks, more blows, more slaps.  Kieran gasping, pain and pleasure flooding him, intoxicating.  He wanted more, wanted to show Her that he could be a good sissy doll, a good girl.

“Eighteen Mistress, Thank you.  Nineteen Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen paused, a long stretched moment, then Her hand fell, hard, harder than any previous strike.  Kieran’s legs wobbled but he held his position, obedient, subservient, submissive.

“Twenty Mistress, thank you.”

Ms Cwen smiled.  She looked down at Kieran, pleased with him.  Watched him squirm, wiggling his hips to try to feel more of the plug inside him.

“Well done Kieran.”  She said.  “We’re finished.  You can relax.”

Kieran took a deep breath then collapsed down onto Ms Cwen’s desk, legs weak, body heavy, giddy, happy, floating on pain and pleasure, bliss.

“Now, rest a moment, then we can get you dressed.  I want you to have an early night tonight.”

“Yes Mistress.”  Kieran whispered.

“And tomorrow… you’re going to show me you’ve learnt your lesson.  It might be Saturday, but I’ll be expecting you bright and early at my house.  I have something special in mind.”

Kieran could barely focus, but Ms Cwen’s words, Her tone, the implication, filtered through to him and he smiled. 

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”  He whispered.


Six

The sun was still low when Kieran arrived as Ms Cwen’s home, the day still young—he was arriving earlier than instructed, but only by a few minutes.  He stopped outside Her garden gate, looked up at Her home, a large, simple, but well designed building surrounded by well kept garden that offered substantial privacy.  The house itself was two story, with large windows that offered no glimpse of the inside from the street, their surface mirrored to block prying eyes.

Kieran took a deep breath, trying to remain calm, then headed up the path to the front door.  He raised his hand and knocked, waited.  From within there was the click of heels, then the sound of several locks being undone.

The door opened and Ms Cwen stood smiling, dressed in a simple black trousers with a black t-shirt, a black shawl wrapped around Her shoulders, barefoot, yet still taller than Kieran.  She paused for a moment, took a sip from the mug of coffee She was holding, then stepped to the side, gesturing for Kieran to enter, silent.

Keiran obeyed, stepped over the threshold and in.  Ms Cwen shut the door behind him and there was several slicks as the numerous locks were slipped back into place.  Kieran shivered, timid, excited, nervous.

“You’re early.  Good.  I like a toy that values my time.  Had you been late you would have suffered for wasting my time.”

Kieran smiled up at his Mistress, blushing, glad to have pleased Her.  He nodded.

“Thank you Mistress.”

Ms Cwen nodded once, a small curt gesture.  She looked over Kieran, sniffed the air.

“More perfume?  I assume that means you’re freshly showered and shaved?”

Kieran blushed, nodded.  He had woken especially early to prepare, showering and shaving, making sure he was as smooth as possible everywhere.  He had used the moisturiser too, loving how soft if made him, and had added a liberal spray of the perfume, delighting in its musky, sexual scent.

“Good girl.”  Ms Cwen said.  “And you’re wearing your underwear?  Panties and stockings and suspenders?  And your plug?”

Kieran nodded again.  He had chosen a light pink set today, fond memories of the pink latex maid’s uniform he had been made to wear yesterday.

“Then show me.  Strip.”  Ms Cwen barked Her command.

Kieran’s blush deepened, but he did not hesitate.  He stripped off his shoes, his jeans, his t-shirt, stripped down to just his lingerie, smiling, standing tall, proud.  His body was soft, pretty, feminine, smooth, the soft swell of his butt, the long fullness of his legs, his hips, smooth belly, flat chest.  Ms Cwen circled him once, inspecting him.

She ran a finger down his back, cupping his ass, tracing a line down his crack, feeling the head of the plug.  She pressed slightly on it, causing it to shift inside Kieran, making him moan, a knot of pleasure swelling inside him, his caged cock agony.  She pulled Her hand away quickly, leaving him pining for more.

“That’s good enough.  Now, I suppose we should get you ready for your day.  You’re going to be quite busy so there really is no time to waste.  Follow me.”

His Mistress stepped off, moved quickly, giving Kieran no time to dress.  He followed after, padding in his bare feet on tip-toe, walking as though he were wearing heels, wiggling his ass, swaying his hips, his plug shifting inside him, stimulating him with each step, his caged cock throbbing.  Ms Cwen led him through Her home without looking back, led him down the hall, and up the stairs towards the bedrooms.
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“In here.”  Ms Cwen said.

She directed Kieran into a bedroom, a small pink room with a double bed, a dressing table, a wardrobe.  It was all pink.  The bed, the furniture, the walls and ceiling and carpet, the curtains.  It was the very epitome of girly and feminine.

“While you are here, while you are my toy, this is your room, your little sissy palace.  Your outfits and clothes and toys can be stored here, along with any beauty products you need.  You can sleep here and serve me.  You are to keep the room neat and clean.  Understand?”

Kieran’s head was spinning.  This was… his room?  The thought made him squirm, a knot of joy swelling in his belly.  He nodded.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.  Really… it’s… it’s amazing.”

He meant it.  The room was beyond perfect.  So utterly pink and girly.  The perfect room for a filthy, submissive, sissy doll.

“Now, first things first.  We need to update your… training.  Sit down on the bed.”

Kieran did as he was told, moving to sit on the end of the bed.  Ms Cwen moved to the dressing table that sat facing him, pressed a panel beside the large mirror that sat over the table.

The mirror shifted, sank down below the back of the table, and a large television emerged from behind it, the screen full of a large pink and white spiral.

“Just sit there Kieran and watch.  I’ll be back when it’s done to help get you ready.”

Ms Cwen’s smile was mischievous and enigmatic.  Kieran nodded, gaze fixed on the spiral.  As Mistress turned and left music began to play, a soft soothing droning, whispers, many voices.  Kieran took a deep breath and relaxed.  Ms Cwen stepped out of the room and the door swung closed, the lock clicking into place.

Relax, breathe in, and out.  You are safe, calm.  You have no worries, no stress, nowhere to be and nothing to do.  You can relax, listen… and watch.

As the voice spoke from unseen speakers, words penetrating into Kieran’s subconscious, slipping deep into his mind.  As the spiral turned an image flicked up on the screen, a pretty girl dressed as a maid, sexy, cute, coy, long hair with pretty make-up, heels, stockings, suspenders.

You want to be her.  You need to be her.  Pretty, sexy, submissive, dressed to serve.

Another image flicked up, the same girl, another pose, smiling.  She was slim, with a flat chest, wide hips, a large, round butt, long sexy legs.  Another image flicked up, another pose, more provocative this time, teasing.  She was so cute, so pretty.

Kieran ached, whimpering, squirming, his caged cock throbbing, aching, desperate.

You need to be pretty, sexy, submissive.  You need to serve, to submit, to obey.  You need to be like her, sexy, flirty, obedient, a willing sexy slut.

There were more images, the same girl, each more provocative than the last, bending, flashing her panties, posing to tease, flirting with the camera, pouting, enticing.  The images flashed faster and faster so that she seemed to move and then, suddenly, she was.

The girl in the maid’s outfit was moving, a video, strutting in heels, wiggling her ass, her hips, moving with sensual, sexual, brazen grace.  She smiled, and the camera followed her, focussing on her pretty face, her sexy legs and ass, peeking up her cute little maid’s dress.

Kieran whimpered.  He wanted to be her, needed to be her.  She was so cute and sexy, so pretty, a willing, submissive maid, flirty and naughty and teasing.

Every time you think about being a willing toy for your Mistress, every time you dress in sexy, feminine underwear, in sexy outfits, you feel yourself becoming more feminine, more submissive, sexy and willing and obedient.  Every time you think about how it would feel to be a good girl for Her, to be an eager, filthy slut for Her, you fall more under Her control.  There is no resisting Her.  Every time you submit to Her, every time you obey Her you become more willing, more submissive, more feminine, more of the sissy toy you were born to be.

The words slipped deep into Kieran’s mind, reprogramming him, corrupting him.  He watched the video, the sexy maid, aching, plug shifting inside him as he squirmed.  He wanted to be like her, needed to be like her.  He needed to please Mistress.

The more you submit the more pleasure you feel.  The sexier you are, the more feminine, the more willing and flirty and girly you are, the more pleasure you feel.  The pleasure is addictive, and you need it, are unable to think if you go too long without it.  You crave it, will do anything for it, becoming more feminine, transforming into the sissy doll your Mistress desires.  Becoming Her sissy toy.

The girl in the video climbed up onto a bed, and began to sway, like dancing, but more erotic, teasing.  She smiled, flirting, fluttering her long dark lashes.  As the words slipped in Kieran’s mind, eroding his will, changing him, he watched the screen, watched the maid lift her skirt, no panties, her cock caged, like his.

Kieran moaned as he watched.  The sexy maid was like him.  He was like her.  He could be just like her.  He needed to be just like her.

You need to serve, need to submit.  You are a toy that needs to be used, played with.  You obey, submit, will do anything to be played with, to please your Mistress.  You need to please others, to serve them.  That is your pleasure, your addiction, your purpose.

Kieran watched as the words filtered into his mind, watched as the maid ran her hands up her legs, over her caged cock, slipping them back between her thighs, squeezing her ass, wiggling, so sexy, so provocative, begging to be played with, begging to be touched.

You need to be like her.  Sexy, feminine, pretty, brazen.  You need to be played with, used, fucked.

The last word hung in the air.  It was true.  Kieran needed to be fucked.  Fucked like the dirty, sexy, submissive sissy toy he was.  He whimpered, moaned.

You need to be fucked, hard, deep, your mouth and ass filled.  It is all you are good for.  It is what you were made for.  You need to serve your Mistress as a sexy, pretty sissy doll.

Kieran nodded, aching, caged cock throbbing, hole clenching on his plug.  It was true.  It was all true.  He felt free now that he could finally admit it, finally admit who he was, a filthy, sexy, submissive, slutty, sissy toy.

The maid in the video wiggled, touching herself, sexy and brazen.  Kieran watched, the words slipping deep into his mind, corrupting him, reprogramming him.  He wanted to perform, to serve, to obey and submit.  He wanted, needed, to be played with, used, fucked.
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The door opened and Ms Cwen stepped in.  Kieran was sat on the bed, calm, waiting, dressed in just his lingerie, grinning, staring at the blank screen.

“Kieran.”  Ms Cwen spoke quietly but firmly.

Kieran turned and smiled at Her, eyes glazed.  He blushed, squirming, flushed and excited.

“Yes Mistress?”  He whispered—voice soft, feminine, submissive.

Ms Cwen grinned.  He was going to be perfect.

“Did you enjoy your video?  Your training?”

Kieran nodded again.  His smile was wide, eyes unfocussed, chest rising and falling slowly, face pink.

“I did Mistress.  Thank you.”

“Good.  Very good.  I’m pleased to hear it, and I’m pleased to see how well you’re coming along.  Now, how about we finish getting you ready for your big day.”

Kieran nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

Ms Cwen grinned.  She moved into the room, across to the wardrobe, opened the doors. 

“Sit at your dressing table then.  I’m going to chose your outfit, but before you get dressed we’ll need to do your hair and make-up so you look… pretty.”

Kieran rose to his feet, moved to the seat in front of the dressing table, the pleasure of obeying making him moan, plug moving inside his ass as he walked, swaying his hips.  He bit his bottom lip and sat, waited.

Ms Cwen picked his outfit from the wardrobe, another maid’s uniform, much like the one he had worn yesterday, bright pink latex, but different—shorter, so that the skirt would completely fail to cover his ass or his his cage, with small heart shaped cut-outs around his nipples—more brazen, indecent, an outfit made for teasing, flirting, an outfit made for sex.

“I think for now we can stick with the maid theme since you look so good in it, but perhaps later we can try something different.”  Ms Cwen said.

She moved to lay the outfit on the bed, putting a pair of ludicrously high heels, glossy patent pink leather, locking ankle cuffs, beside it, then turned to face Kieran, studying his face.  She frowned for a moment.

“I think… blonde for today, with bright pink make-up.  Something suitable for a submissive sissy.  What do you say doll?”

Kieran smiled, nodded.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”  He whispered.
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Ms Cwen worked quietly and efficiently, but did not hurry.  She instructed Kieran on what She was doing, the why and how, telling him it was important he learnt to do this on his own eventually, but that She would help him, teach him, train him.

She did Kieran’s eye-shadow first, a palette of pinks and black, dusky, heavy colours dusted across his eyelids.  Next She added fake eyelashes, then mascara, adding eyeliner, more heavy blacks, the false eyelashes making Kieran’s eyes feel heavy and feminine and fluttery.

She added blush, highlighting creams, working to give Kieran a soft, feminine glow.  She painted his fingernails and toenails bright pink, adding a glittery top coat, then did his lips, bright pink, adding a sparkly glossy wet look top coat.

Finally She took a wig from the top shelf of the wardrobe and, clipping it to Kieran’s head, She styled it carefully, teasing out the long curls and fixing them with spray.  Once finished She stepped back and surveyed Her work.

“Perfect.  Now, before you get to see I think we should get you dressed, so you can get the full impact of how… sexy you look.”

Kieran nodded.  He was Her toy, and it was his privilege to do as his Mistress willed.

Kieran rose to his feet and followed as Ms Cwen moved to the bed.  She picked up the maid’s uniform, the pink latex shiny and tight, and moved to help Kieran dress.

The uniform was snug and it took some effort to slip it on, tight around Kieran’s waist, the tiny little skirt too short to cover his panties, the petticoats leaving his ass exposed, his stocking clad legs and suspenders on display.  The heart shaped cut-outs fit neatly, cutely, around his nipples, lewd and brazen, humiliating, and Kieran blushed as Ms Cwen fastened the back, strapping him in so that he was bound by the uniform—he loved it, loved the way the outfit felt, the way it fit, exposing him, sexy and slutty, tight and constricting, his nipples hard and exposed.  He blushed, excited and ashamed, squirming, his caged cock throbbing.

“Now, heels, then you can see just how sexy you are.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran nodded, biting his bottom lip.

“Yes Mistress.  Thank you.”

Ms Cwen helped him with his shoes, fitting them to his feet, the tall, bright pink heels so sexy and slutty, and they felt almost natural now, as though not wearing them were wrong.  Mistress locked them to his feet, trapping him in the sexy pink heels, and She stood back, slipping the key around Her neck on a long chain.  She studied him for a moment, nodding.

“Very cute.  Now, why don’t you turn around and have a look at my sissy doll.”  Mistress said.

Kieran blushed, turned around to face the mirror.  As he saw his reflection he paled and froze.  His heart skipped and his ass clenched around his plug.  His cheeks and throat and chest burned hot.  He was… beautiful.

With the make-up his face was stunning, eyes bright and wide, large, dark lashes with dusky pink lids, outlined with black mascara, his lips plump and glittery—wet, fat, dick sucking lips.  His hair was long, blonde, curly, pretty bimbo hair, porn star hair.

In his skimpy, fetish maid’s outfit he looked like something from an erotic dream—his nipples exposed by the heart shaped cut-outs, the tight waist almost like a corset, giving him an hourglass, waspish figure, slim chest, wide hips.  The short skirt flared around his waist, leaving his hips and butt exposed, his panties, ass, the tiny bulge of his caged cock clearly on display, his stockings and suspenders making his legs seem longer, more feminine, so smooth and soft.

His pink fingernails made him seem even more doll like, even more feminine, so girly and pretty, and he stood straight in his heels, long legs, ass sticking out, inviting, plump, round, shoulders back, head up, but still smaller than Ms Cwen.

“You make quite the stunning, sexy sissy doll.  Don’t you?”

Kieran nodded.

“I’m sure any man who saw you like that would want to play with you, use you, fuck you.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kieran blushed, Her words hot, exciting, shaming and humiliating and arousing him.  He felt giddy, happy, buzzing, glowing, such a pretty sissy doll making his Mistress happy, obeying Her, submitting to Her.

“Thank you Mistress.”  He whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, nodding.  She moved in close behind him, placing Her hands on his shoulders, holding him, possessive of Her pretty, sexy toy.

“There is just one problem.”

Kieran froze.

“Kieran is no name for a sissy doll as pretty as you.”

Kieran blushed, flattered, confused.  He smiled, nodded.  He was pretty, and he was happy, his Mistress’s toy.

“How about… Kimberly.”  Ms Cwen said.

Kimberly smiled, nodded.  The name was perfect, even more so because her Mistress had chosen it for her.

“I love it.”  Kimberly said.

Ms Cwen smiled.

“Good, now, the party is about to start, so how about we take you downstairs and I show you what you’ll be expected to do.”

Party?  Kimberly flushed.  There would be other people… she giggled, nervous and excited for what Mistress had in store for her.


Seven

Kimberly moved through the party with her tray of drinks and nibbles, serving Mistress’s guests, making sure to move gracefully, carefully, in just the way Mistress had shown her.  Her heart was racing, body hot, caged cock aching, hole clenching around her plug.

She felt so exposed, so humiliated, ashamed, but so hot, buzzing with joy.  The way the party guests looked at her, grinning, lecherous, men and women eyeing her with obvious lust and desire—she had to bite her bottom lip constantly to keep from moaning.  Her heels clicked and she moved through the small crowd, offering drinks and food, serving, and she often caught sight of her Mistress watching her, smiling, nodding, obviously pleased.  Kimberly blushed, happy to know that her obedience and submission was noticed, was amusing Her.

Kimberly stopped in front of a tall man in a suit, stood with a woman in a long, clinging black dress.  They were dressed so formally, both very attractive, tall, their gazes wandering over Kimberly’s curves.  Kimberly shuddered in pleasure as though their looks were caresses.

The man smiled at her, looked into her eyes.  She felt small, weak, pretty, sexy, and happy.

“So, you are Ms Cwen’s new toy are you?  She always manages to find the most stunning playthings.  I’ll have to ask Her if She might be willing to share you.  I’d love to play with you sometime… would you like that?”

Kimberly froze.  She smiled, the man’s words making her head spin.  Did he want… did he want to fuck her?  She giggled, flattered, nervous, timid, coy, but submissive.

“I do as my Mistress tells me.  Her pleasure is my pleasure.”  Kimberly said.

The man and the woman both laughed, happy, clearly impressed and amused.

“You really are perfect!  I do wish she’d tell me how She finds such perfect pretty little sissy dolls.”  The man said.

Kimberly, blushed, thrilled and excited and humiliated by his praise.  She trembled, then, without thinking, moved, curtseying in an exaggerated manner.

“Thank you Sir.”  She whispered.

The man and the woman took a drink each and thanked Kimberly, more flattery, and she moved off, moved through the crowd, serving, on obedient, pretty, submissive maid, dressed in pink latex, body on display.

She was not alone.  Other people at the party were wearing similar outfits, young men and women dressed in leather, latex, lace, or almost naked, collared, on leashes, kneeling, dressed as maids or dolls, with one young man dressed as a puppy, a complex leather hood, hands gloved and useless, kneeling on all fours at the feet of his Mistress.

Kimberly’s head was spinning, the whole scene unreal but also… perfect.  She felt at home, free to be herself, a pretty, sexy, sissy doll, a fetish maid, her Mistress’s toy.  The people understood her, accepted her, desired her.

“So, how are you finding my little… gathering?”

Kimberly jumped, startled, almost dropping the tray she was carrying.  Ms Cwen caught her, helped steady her, laughing.

“Careful.  If you spill anything I’ll have to punish you in front of everyone.”

Kimberly flushed, the thought thrilling her, a sense of shame and excitement that made her cock ache.  What would it be like to be spanked in front of all these people, punished while they watched her, saw her sexy body on display?

“It’s… it’s all so new Mistress.  But it’s… nice.  The people are very sweet and kind and polite.  And… it’s nice… the way they look at me.  It makes me feel…”

“Like a filthy, sexy, pretty slut?”  Ms Cwen said, laughing.

Kimberly blushed.  She nodded.

“Yes Mistress.”

“And you like that, don’t you?”

Kimberly nodded again.

“And has anyone touched you?”

Kimberly shook her head.  Everyone had been respectful, polite, staring openly but never touching her—for some reason this left her feeling almost.. empty.

“Good.  That is as it should be.  No one here will touch you until they know for certain they are allowed.  You are my toy, and are under my protection.  Until I give permission for them to play with you they will not do anything too… forward.  Though I’m sure a girl like you is just aching for someone to molest her.”

Kimberly’s blush deepened.  How did Mistress know her so well when she barely even knew herself?  Kimberly nodded.

“Mmm… and on that subject I have one last… surprise in store for you.  You are after all here to show me you are sorry, and that you will try harder.  I think a public declaration of your submission to me in the most absolute terms would be very, very fitting.  Don’t you?”

Kimberly froze, pale and afraid.  She did not know what Ms Cwen was hinting at, what her Mistress had in mind, but she knew no matter what it was she would obey, submit.  She was, after all, Her sissy toy.

“Yes Mistress.”  Kimberly whispered—aching, eager to find out what Mistress was going to do to her in front of all these people.
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Ms Cwen cleared a space in the middle of the room, and Kimberly laid out chairs in a circle.  Her heart was racing and she was almost trembling, still not sure what lay in store for her.  As she worked she saw her Mistress carry a plastic sheet to the space she had cleared, placing it down over the carpet, then place a wooden bench in the middle of the space.

As Kimberly placed the last chair Ms Cwen stopped and clapped Her hands.  The chatter of the party fell quiet and they turned to face Ms Cwen, obviously interested.  Mistress gestured for Kimberly to join Her in the middle of the room and Kimberly, meekly, obeyed, moving to stand beside her Mistress.

“Thank you for your attention.  I wanted to say it was a pleasure to see all of you here today, and introduce you all formally to my new toy, Kimberly.  Now, if you’d all like to take a seat.”

Kimberly blushed, meek and coy, her caged cock throbbing, she felt exposed, so many eyes on her in her latex maid’s uniform, dressed in heels and stockings, body smooth, pretty with make-up and her wig, caged and plugged, her nipples and panties on display.  They way the crowd watched her as they sat, a circle forming to watch her and Mistress.

Kimberly squirmed, fidgeting, nervous but excited.  She trembled, coy, shy, but eager to serve, aching to please Mistress, to show Her she was a good sissy doll, a good girl.

“Now, I would like to invite you all to watch as I invite Kimberly to formally declare her submission to me, as I invite her to publicly offer herself to me as a pretty, sissy toy.”

Kimberly froze, pale.  She shivered, biting her bottom lip, whimpering. 

The crowd sat, gathered, watching, eyes on Kimberly and her Mistress.  Ms Cwen turned to look at Kimberly, looming over her, domineering, beautiful.  Kimberly melted and the room seemed to fade away so that there was only her Mistress.  The shame and humiliation of being watched, seen, only made her hornier.

Without being asked Kimberly knelt at Ms Cwen’s feet.  She looked up, smiling, at peace.

“Please Mistress… please… let me serve you, let me worship you… let me be your pretty, sexy, slutty sissy toy.  Let me be your submissive, obedient, filthy maid.”

Ms Cwen smiled.

“And all that without prompting.  You really are a natural Kimberly.  I think you and I are going to be very, very happy together.”  Ms Cwen said.  “Very well, I accept your request.  You can serve me.  You may submit to me.  Please me and you will be rewarded, disappoint me and you will be punished.  Understand?”

Kimberly blushed, happy, giddy, full of joy.  Mistress had accepted her, wanted her.  She was owned, and others had seen it, had seen what a good girl she was, had seen how she had pleased Ms Cwen.  Her heart swelled until it was almost ready to burst.

“Thank you Mistress.”  She whispered.

Ms Cwen grinned, staring down at Her toy.

“Now, since you’ve pleased me how about I reward you, publicly.  I want you to lift my skirt up, slowly.”

Kimberly obeyed without hesitation, eager to submit, to do as she was instructed.  She ran her hands up her Mistress's legs, slipping them higher, over Her stockings, lifting Her dress slowly.  The crowd were quiet, watching, and their attention made Kimberly squirm, hole clenching around her plug. 

She lifted Mistress’s skirt and, as it rose, she noticed an odd bulge forming then, as the hem rose higher, Ms Cwen’s cock popped free, almost slapping Kimberly in the face.

Kimberly gasped, the sight of it stunning, so… beautiful.  It was long, thick, heavy, pulsing and throbbing, clearly aroused, growing harder as she stroked her Mistress’s thighs.

“Well, it’s no good just staring at it.  It’s my gift to you after all so why don’t you enjoy my cock.”

Kimberly’s head was buzzing.  Mistress’s cock was so beautiful, thick and heavy and throbbing.  She moved on instinct, aching, craving, eager to pleasure, desperate to serve.  She opened her mouth and wrapped her pink, glossy, wet lips around Ms Cwen’s fat, pulsing cock.
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Kimberly moaned as she began to suck, sucking hard, reaching up with one hand to stroke the thick, long, perfect prick.  She lapped with her tongue, licking around the prominent head, the skin like warm velvet, tasting the trickle of precum.

“Good girl!  You really are a natural.”  Mistress said.

Her praise was a blessing and Kimberly began to suck harder, more eagerly.  She worked her pink lips up and down, working her hand in time, tongue lapping, lips tight, sucking.

Kimberly’s head was buzzing.  She was sucking cock, her Mistress’s cock, dressed as a latex fetish maid, watched by a crowd, and she was happier than she could remember being.

Ms Cwen reached up, gripped Kimberly’s hair, and began to thrust Her hips, working Her cock deeper and deeper into the tight, wet, hot mouth.  Kimberly’s caged cock ached, throbbing, her plug shifting inside her, stimulating her sensitive inner walls, a knot of bliss forming in her belly.

“Such a perfect slut mouth.”  Mistress whispered—she moaned in delight, enjoying the hot, wet, tight confines of Kimberly mouth.

Kimberly blushed, aware that she was being watched.  They could all see what an eager, willing, submissive slut she was, what a filthy sissy doll she was.  She was a pink, latex, fetish maid, on display, performing, pleasing her Mistress as a good fuck toy and she was happy. 

Kimberly moaned as she took more of her Mistress’s cock between her lips, deep into her mouth, the head brushing the back of her throat.  She submitted, willingly, eagerly, gladly, a tide of bliss and joy washing over her, caged cock throbbing.  She suppressed the urge to gag and opened her throat, pressed forward, taking more and more of Ms Cwen’s fat, long, perfect cock between her lips, into her mouth, into her throat.

Mistress gripped Kimberly’s hair, thrust deeper, cock throbbing, fucking Her cock into the pretty maid’s throat.  She thrust deep, holding it, choking Kimberly.  Kimberly swallowed, throat milking Mistress’s fat prick, her lips tingling, brain floating on a pink fog.

“Fuck… that’s… so good.  I think later I’m going to have to cum down that tight, pretty throat of yours.”  Mistress said.

She pulled back, slipped Her cock out of Kimerly’s tight throat, slipped it out from her lips, pulling it from her mouth with an audible pop.  Kimberly pined, wanting more, desperate for more, addicted now, an eager cock slut.

“But right now… I want to claim you.  In front of all these people I want to claim you as my pretty, sexy, filthy sissy toy.”

Kimberly grinned, blushing.  Mistress’s tone made it clear what She wanted, what She was going to do, and Kimberly could barely contain her joy.

“Now, up, panties off, and bend over the bench.  Assume the proper position of a pretty fuck doll.”

Kimberly did not even hesitate.
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Kimberly slipped her panties off, exposing her ass, her plug, her caged cock, aware that she was watched, ashamed, humiliated, excited, aroused.  With all eyes on her, her Mistress watching, she crawled up onto the bench onto all fours, arms flat, hands and elbows and knees, her head down, her ass up, knees shoulder width apart.

“Now, tell me what you want.”  Mistress whispered.

Kimberly took a deep breath.

“I… I want you Mistress… I want you to own me, to use me for your pleasure.  I want you to play with me, own me, claim me as your sissy slut.  I want you to fuck me with your perfect, beautiful cock.”

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, clearly pleased.  The act of confessing, in front of so many, of being seen as a pretty, sexy fetish maid, of admitting what as slut she was, was liberating, and Kimberly felt free, happy, glad to be owned, a submissive toy.

Mistress stepped behind Kimberly, ran Her hands up over her stockings, over her bare, smooth ass, squeezing, gripping her hips, pulling her back.

Kimberly jumped, moaning in delight as Mistress’s cock ran up and down her crack, the head pressing at her plugged hole, teasing her.

“Please Mistress… I need… I need to serve you.  I need you to use me.  I need to be your toy.”

“Such a wiling slut.  So pretty and submissive.  How could I resist.”  Ms Cwen said.

A hand roamed down over Kimberly’s ass, to her crack, gripped her plug.  As the crowd watched Mistress pulled, teasing the plug out, slowly, stretching her entrance, her hole widening.  Kimberly moaned in delight and humiliation, the tide of emotions only making her arousal worse, the sensations intoxicating, addictive.  She wanted more!

The plug slipped out, stretching her, pressure building, then, suddenly, popped free, leaving Kimberly empty, gaping, desperate to be filled.  She wiggled her hips and lifted her ass in invitation.

“Please…”  Kimberly whined.

Ms Cwen laughed, kindly, slapping Kimberly’s ass playfully.  There was something cold, wet, slick running down her crack, then the warm hardness of Mistress’s throbbing cock.  Ms Cwen ran Her cock up and down, teasing, the head slipping over Kimberly’s entrance, pressing at her hole before slipping away, over and over.

Kimberly ground her hips, whining, begging with her body, desperate to be filled, offering herself up as a toy, as a sissy doll.  Ms Cwen ran Her cock up and down, the heat and thickness and hardness of it beyond bliss.

The head ran around Kimberly’s entrance, paused, pressed.  Kimberly’s hole stretched, wider, wider, stretching, opening as Mistress pressed Her cock in.

“Fuck… yes… please Mistress… use me… claim me… breed me.”  Kimberly moaned.

Around her the crowd watched, silent, smiling, the air alive with arousal, men and women excited by watching the fetish maid submit to her Mistress’s perfect cock.  Kimberly pressed back, desperate to be filled, fucked.

Her hole stretched, Ms Cwen’s cock pressing hard, slipping just barely in.  Kimberly wiggled her hips, pressed back as Mistress pressed Her cock into her tight, slick sissy hole and then, suddenly, her hole opened, stretching, and Mistress’s cock popped in, slipped deep, entering her with a blissful suddenness that made Kimberly gasp and moan.  Ms Cwen eased back slowly, slipping Her cock out before pressing it in deeper, slipping it further into Kimberly ass, stretching her, filling her, fucking her, claiming her.

“Oh… oh gods… that’s… that feels so good.”

Mistress ran Her hands up to Kimberly's hips, gripping her, the sexy pink latex maid so smooth and pretty.  She thrust Her hips forward, fucking Her cock deeper, deeper, stretching Kimberly’s hole wider with each thrust, filling her.  The crowd watched, enjoying the show, more than one man with his cock out now, stroking them, encouraging their partners to service their cock, women slipping their fingers into their cunts, men and women on their knees licking like good submissive toys.

The room reeked of sex and arousal and Kimberly was at the very centre, her ass stretched, filled, fucked.  Mistress thrust hard, deeper, pulling Her cock out, thrusting it deep, the head caressing her inner walls, the knot of pleasure in her belly welling, unfurling.

“Such a perfect tight sissy hole.  The way you move as I fuck you… you like this, don’t you slut?”  Mistress said.

Kimberly nodded, moaning, head floating on a cloud of pink.  She loved it, loved being used, bred, fucked, claimed, her Mistress’s toy.  She spread her knees wider, curved her back to lift her ass up, offering her hole up to be used, her caged cock throbbing in agony, drooling precum, a slutty pink fetish maid.

“Yes… yes please… I love it… love serving you, submitting to you.  Use me, please… claim me, breed me, fuck me, cum in me… please Mistress.  I am… I am yours.”

Ms Cwen smiled.  Kimberly's words urged Her on and She thrust deep, Her belly slapping Kimberly’s ass, Kimberly’s caged cock drooling, swaying.

Kimberly thrust back, hard, desperate for more, eager to please, to submit.  The way Mistress’s cock slipped in and out, deeper and deeper, the head caressing the knot of pleasure inside her, swelling, throbbing, hard and thick, stretching her, a tide of new sensations and pleasures.

The crowd watched, lost in their own erotic bliss, captivated by seeing Kimberly submit, seeing her bred and claimed by her Mistress, her public declaration of her new life as a sissy toy.  Kimberly felt something swelling inside her, pleasure, bliss.  Mistress’s cock fucked deep, hard, pulsing, throbbing.  Ms Cwen gripped her hips tight as She fucked hard and fast now.

“Yes… fuck you are so good.  I’m going to enjoy training those slut holes of yours.”  She whispered.  “You’re mine now.  My pretty, sexy, sissy slut, my fuck toy.”

Kimberly nodded, moaned.  There were no words, just mind numbing, addictive pleasure.  She loved the way her Mistress’s cock felt inside her ass, slipping in and out, stretching her hole, training her, corrupting her, fucking her, filling her.

Ms Cwen fucked deep, hard, and Her cock engorged.  She pulled Kimberly back onto Her cock and then, suddenly, Her fat, thick, long prick erupted, cumming, filling Kimberly’s tight, perfect hole with hot, thick spurts of cum as the crowd watched, watching her be bred by her Mistress, watching Ms Cwen claim her ass, her hole, her body, her soul.

Kimberly moaned out loud, the pleasure beyond anything she had ever known or imagined.  As Ms Cwen filled her ass with cum, Mistress’s cock throbbing, pulsing, buried deep, cumming over and over, claiming her, breeding her, Kimberly came, hard.  Her cage cock, limp, useless, locked away, pulsed, a thin trickle of cum leaking as her whole body was wracked with pleasure beyond words.  Her mind went blank and she knew that this was her purpose, her reason for being.  Her Mistress’s toy, Her sissy slut.  Without her Mistress, without cock, without serving, she was nothing.

As Mistress fucked deep, cumming, Kimberly shuddered in bliss, cumming, hole clenching around the massive cock inside her ass, milking it, squeezing every last drop of cum from it. The pair came together as the crowd watched and, as their shared climax subsided, there was, suddenly, quietly, politely, applause.

Kimberly’s head was spinning, body hot, aching, hole tingling.  She’d been fucked, claimed, bred by her Mistress, and she had loved every moment.  Ms Cwen, Her cock still buried inside Kimberly’s ass, still throbbing, the very last trickles of cum milked by Kimberly’s clenching hole, leaned forward, kissed Kimberly’s neck.

“You did wonderfully toy.”  She whispered.  “I’m so very, very proud of you.”

Kimberly blushed, buzzing with a joy she had never known before, still humming from her climax, giddy at having pleased her Mistress.

“Thank you Mistress.  For everything.”  She said.

Ms Cwen stroked Kimberly round, smooth, perfect sissy ass, Her cock slowly softening, cum leaking out.

“You’re very welcome toy.  Now, how about you come and enjoy the party for a while, before I decide to cum down that wonderful, tight, throat of yours.”

Kimberly moaned, wiggling her hips, savouring sensation of being full of cock and cum.  She giggled, blushing.

“I’d like that very much Mistress and… I suppose I belong to you now.  You did claim me after all, in front of all these people, so you’re free to use me anyway you like.”

Kimberly giggled and squirmed, feeling free, happy, buzzing with joy.  Ms Cwen spanked her ass lightly, playfully.

“Oh, I’m going to remember that young lady.  I’m going to show you just how I treat filthy, slutty, pretty, sexy good girls like you.

Kimberly sighed.  Her heart was still racing as she looked forward to the next opportunity she would have to serve, to submit, to the next time her Mistress would use her as Her pretty, slutty, sissy maid.

THE END
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DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS
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Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…

Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...


POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE




[image: ]

Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


BECOMING BAMBI
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Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


SIZE QUEEN
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Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


About the Author

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

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

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

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