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FEMINIZED BY THE BABYSITTER

Jack’s excited for the summer. His parents are going to be away and he’s going to get their beach house all to himself. He’s already started planning the parties…

Only Jack’s summer plans are thrown into disarray when he finds out that his parents, worried about him, have decided to hire him a babysitter. How could things get any worse?

It’s summer break from college and Jack is looking forward to spending time by his parents’ pool, relaxing, soaking up the sun. Even better, his parents are going to be away on vacation for months so he’s going to have the whole house to himself.

With that in mind, Jack’s already begun planning parties for his new friends at college. He’s excited to spend time with them, and maybe even get to know a few of the girls better. After his lonely time at high school, he’s glad to finally have friends and a summer of fun at his parents’ house is just what he needs to make sure they don’t forget about him over the long break.

Only Jack’s plans are waylaid when he gets home to discover that his parents have booked him a babysitter…

They’re worried about him and they want someone there to look after him and the house while they’re on vacation. So they’ve hired Jack a babysitter to keep him company and to keep the house.

Jack is devastated, his whole summer is ruined. No parties, no friends, no hot girls. But then the babysitter arrives and Sara’s definitely not what Jack had been expecting. She’s hot, sweet, friendly, and she’s keen to get to know Jack.

Soon Jack’s summer takes a very different turn. So begins a journey of self-discovery and feminization that promises to change his life forever and Jack begins to accept that maybe having a babysitter for the whole of the summer isn’t so bad after all...

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


One

I was both dreading and excited for my summer. A chance to relax after my first year of college, kick back, unwind, and enjoy the good weather at my parent's summer house.

The year had been harder work than I was expecting, the difficult job of balancing my newly blossoming social life and my studies, and there’d been a few unexpected bumps along the way, so I was eager for a chance to take some time off before returning for my second year. Just thinking about the long days ahead sat by my parent's pool made me smile.

And I’d already told all my new friends at college about it too. I couldn’t wait to invite them over for parties and to hang out. I knew that my parent's summer house would earn me even more social currency, the ability to offer my friends a chance to stay in a luxury villa with a pool and ocean views almost certain to boost me up another few notches on the social ladder of our friend group.

Plus… my parents were going to be away for the entire summer, travelling around Europe, visiting all the places they’d wanted to go on their honeymoon but hadn’t been able to afford, finally taking that trip of a lifetime they’d always wanted now my father’s company had finally taken off. I’d have the whole place to myself. I was ecstatic about it, couldn’t stop raving about how amazing it was going to be to all of my friends, and I spent the entire trip home thinking about how fun it was going to be, all the misadventures I might get up to.

I even wondered if this might finally be the chance for me to lose my virginity. That thought made me smile and blush. I’d spent the last couple of semesters flirting with Laura, the cute, bookish blonde in our social circle. Maybe I could invite her out to stay for a few weeks before everyone else so we could get some time alone together.

I imagined raiding my parent's wine cellar, watching the sunset sat out by the pool, candles, soft music. That had to work, right? I hoped it would work.

Only when I arrived home for the summer, that’s not how things turned out.




***




“What do you mean a babysitter?” I said. “I’m a grown adult. I don’t need a babysitter.”

I’d been home for three days and my parents had said nothing about a babysitter. They’d talked about their trip, telling me how to look after the summerhouse, giving me spending money, handing me emergency contacts, had acted like I’d be given full run of the house while they were away.

And yet… now they were leaving, their suitcases by the front door, their cab due any minute, they were telling me about a babysitter. They were acting as though I was a child who needed to be looked after.

“It’s not a babysitter.” My mother said. “It’s a house sitter. She’s coming to make sure the house is taken care of and nothing happens, that’s all.”

I stared at her, feeling a sense of frustration and anger and… disappointment.

“This is because of those parties last semester, right? This is how you’ve decided to punish me.” I said.

My father took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh.

“We’re not punishing you. We just… we’re worried about you, and we’re worried about the house while we’re away, so we hired someone to come stay here over the summer with you to look after the house and you, that’s all.”

“You were such a good student in high school. You were so well behaved and now… well, since you went off to college you seem to have gone a little wild so we thought… we thought it might be good for you to have someone around to keep an eye on things so nothing happened. That way you could get your head together and go back to college for your second year with things all straightened out, feeling better.” My mother said.

“She really does come highly recommended. I think when you meet her you’ll…”

“I don’t want to meet her.” I snapped. “I thought I was going to have the summer house all to myself and now… now you tell me I’m going to have a babysitter like when I was a little kid? Just because… just because I enjoyed myself while at college. Isn’t that what college is for? Am I not meant to have fun?”

I could feel my frustration growing. I was almost… almost angry.

True, I’d been a good student at high school—it was one of the reasons I’d managed to get into such a prestigious college—but I’d been miserable. I’d been quiet and shy and withdrawn, and with no real social life to speak of, I’d had nothing else to do other than focus on my studies.

It didn’t help that I felt like an outsider, like a loser.

When I was younger it hadn’t been like that. I’d had some friends, not many, but a few, but as we’d grown older I’d begun to feel more and more isolated. As the boys around me all hit puberty they began to blossom, and around me the girls too began to change. All my friends, all my classmates, began to transform, going from children to young adults.

All of them except me. I was left behind. I was the odd one out. I was short and slim and child-like. While other boys grew taller, stronger, became hairier, I stayed… pretty much the same.

I hoped that eventually I’d blossom, a late bloomer, but as the years passed I began to accept that was never going to happen. I began to feel more and more self-conscious, hyper-aware of my body and how much I stood out. I felt uncomfortable around people, around my friends. I withdrew.

So, of course, I looked like a good student. All I had to keep me busy was my studies, the hopes that maybe at college I could have a fresh start. I’d graduated top of my class and I’d been delighted I’d gotten into my first choice of college.

I could have the fresh start I wanted, and… I got exactly that.

At college, things had been different. At college, I’d forced myself to do things I’d never have done at high school. I’d pushed myself out of my comfort zone and I’d made friends and I’d had fun. I’d gone to parties, I’d met people, I’d found people who liked hanging out with me.

True, I was still the odd one out, smaller and thinner than the other young men around me, but… no one seemed to care. We were all adults. We weren’t high school kids any more, and for that I was glad.

“You almost got kicked out.” My mother said.

“And you would have if… if your grades hadn’t been so high. But we know your marks at the end of the year weren’t as good as they could have been, we know your grades have been slipping. If you keep going like this you’ll likely not even get to finish your second year.” My father said.

“It wasn’t that big of a deal.” I said.

But… I knew it was. I could feel a sense of shame rising, but that just made me angrier.

I knew I wasn’t as impressive as the other boys around me, so… I’d done my best to compensate. I wanted people to like me, I wanted friends, wanted… wanted girls to notice me, so I’d begun throwing parties. I’d begun throwing big parties, and I’d gone, maybe, just a little wild.

But wasn’t that what college was about? The experience? Having fun? Making friends? It wasn’t all about studies.

“I’ll work harder next year. I promise. I just… please. Let her know she doesn’t need to turn up.” I said.

I could feel a sense of despair. I’d told all my new friends they’d be able to stay with me over the summer, that there’d be parties and we’d be able to do whatever we wanted without my parents around. I was even hoping Laura would come to stay early, like she said she might.

If there was a babysitter though I knew that could never happen. I imagined some cranky old lady pottering about the house, spying on me and reporting back to my parents, making sure I didn’t get into any trouble, and I felt all my hope and excitement and joy for the coming summer vanish.

“We can’t.” My mother said.

“And… even if we could, I really don’t think it’s a good idea. We both think… we talked about this and we decided this is the best thing for you. You still get the whole summer to yourself, to relax, unwind, but she’ll be here to make sure you stay out of trouble.”

“So she is a babysitter?” I said, the throbbing of my heart pounding in my skull. “You admit it?”

My parents sighed.

“She… she’s here for the house, to look after things, keep an eye on things for us, but… yes… we told her about you and she’s agreed to keep an eye on you too and report back to us.”

I blinked, stunned at my mother’s frankness. I was an adult, and they’d hired a babysitter to watch me during my summer vacation. My summer hadn’t even started and it was over.

I could feel all joy and hope drain out of me. All of my friends would have forgotten about me by the time summer was over.

“She’ll be here tomorrow morning.” My mother said.

“So… you get one night to yourself.” My father said

He was smiling, as though one night would make up for the weeks of missed opportunities, the weeks of some old busybody spying on me and reporting back to my parents. I’d really been looking forward to my summer break, but now I was dreading it.

I opened my mouth to say more but… I didn’t have the will. What was the point in arguing? My life was over. And then there was the noise of a car horn outside. My parents’ taxi had arrived.

They looked at me and smiled.

“She has excellent reviews.” My father said.

“And when we told her about you she seemed excited to meet you, said she was looking forward to spending the summer with you. I’m sure you’ll have fun and hopefully her company will be good for you, get you back on track.”

I sighed, shrugged.

“Yeah, whatever.” I said. “Have a nice trip.”




***




I had one night to myself. One night out of the whole summer before my babysitter arrived and it was all over, so I did what anyone in my situation would do. I threw a party.

True, it was only me, since there wasn’t time to invite anyone else, but I did my best to enjoy myself. I ordered pizza, raided my parent's liquor cabinet, and spent the night listening to loud music and watching bad horror movies until I fell into a deep sleep on the sofa.

I had nightmares about an old crone stalking me around the summer house, watching me at all times, the smell of lavender soap, rheumy eyes and quiet shuffling footsteps behind me. I had nightmares about going back to college and everyone ignoring me, shutting me out because I hadn’t been able to offer them the summer of parties I’d promised them.

I tossed and turned, a sense of dread, an old fear creeping out. I didn’t have anything to offer, not really. I wasn’t that smart—my grades were from working hard, not being naturally gifted—I wasn’t that funny or witty, and I certainly wasn’t handsome or charming or dashing. There was nothing I was good at, not sports or games or… or anything. I was the odd one out, the ugly duckling, only… I’d never grown into a swan. I’d remained the same ugly duckling.

The only thing that had meant I’d been able to make friends was me pushing myself, putting myself out there, being the one who organised things. I was the friend who made the plans, who organised parties and adventures. People had come to see me and the fun friend, and that meant people included me.

True, I’d maybe gone a little too far with some of the parties I’d organised towards the end of the last semester, but… it’s what I needed to do to keep my friends. My parents had been right. I almost had gotten kicked out, but I had managed to avoid it, so… they were worried about nothing.

It had just been a few dozen people and then it had all just gotten a little out of hand. And it had only happened twice. It wasn’t that bad, and the damages had been minimal. So what if I was partying more than I was studying.

I was having fun. People liked me. I had friends.

It felt amazing. People wanted me. Or at least… they wanted me around because I made sure fun things happened. If I couldn’t do that what good was I?

The thought that my entire summer’s plans were going to go up in lavender-scented smoke left me feeling despondent and hopeless. I’d have to let everyone know the plans we’d talked about couldn’t happen. I’d have to… I’d have to tell Laura she couldn’t come to stay.

I’d spent the last few weeks before the summer break flirting with her and I was sure she was flirting back. I’d shown her pictures of my parents’ summer house and she’d gotten excited, had seemed keen on the idea of spending time together. I’d been hoping I might finally get to make out with her, maybe even get to fool around, lose my virginity.

But no. My parents had made sure that would never happen. They’d hired some old busybody to come to interfere in my life and ruin everything. When I told people they couldn’t come to stay I knew they were going to be disappointed and I wouldn’t blame them if they decided to drop me as a friend. After all, what good was I?

I’d only just made friends, got a social life, and it was already over. I was cursed.

I dreamt of the cute bookish blonde, her smile vanishing as I told her I wouldn’t be able to have her to stay. I saw her face turn from a friendly smile to a look of disgust and she began to rant at me, insults, berating me. I felt small and worthless and…

There was a knock, loud, demanding, coming from nowhere and then I realised I was dreaming. The knocking came again and I roused, slowly, the dream, thankfully, fading.

The front door.

It was morning, late morning. I was still asleep on the sofa. My heart was racing from the dreams I’d been having, the nightmares. I could still hear Laura’s voice, tearing me down, her mocking laughter as others joined in with her.

My babysitter had arrived. My summer was over.

The knocking came again, louder. I rose to my feet and stumbled to answer the door.




***




As I moved to open the door I resigned myself to my fate, my doom, tried to put on a bright smile. Maybe if I was friendly and pleasant the old busybody would stay mostly out of my way and I could at least enjoy a peaceful summer on my own.

I ran my fingers through my tousled brown hair, grown a little too long since I’d not had it cut since before I went away to college, and smoothed out the worst creases from my clothes. I likely still smelt of my father’s bourbon, but there was little I could do about that in the moment. I was as presentable as I was going to be. I’d just have to hope my first impression wasn’t too shocking.

I opened the door.

“Hi. I’m the house-sitter.” The woman said, beaming.

I was still and silent for a moment, stunned. She was nothing like what I had been expecting.

The woman in front of me was not old, but young, perhaps only a few years older than me, and she was… she was pretty. She was really pretty.

She was slightly taller than me even though she was wearing only a pair of tatty sneakers, with long red hair falling in dense waves around her shoulders. Her eyes were green, sparkling in the morning sun, and her face was flecked with freckles, her lips plump and pink.

As she stood on the doorstep, her bags around her feet, she gave a small wiggle, waving at me, and my gaze wandered to her body. Her body was… perfect.

She was in a slim, fitted, white vest, cropped high so her belly was on show, low cut to show off a hint of cleavage, her breasts not quite large but definitely not small either, and from the two small bumps pressing through the thin cloth of her vest it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra. But even still it wasn’t her tits I was captivated by.

It was her hips, her legs, her ass. On her lower half, she wore only a tiny, tight, pair of cut-off, black denim shorts, the legs frayed, the fabric worn through in places to show off skin. Her ass was perfect, round and pert and full, and her legs… her legs were long, toned, with thick thighs, as pale as the rest of her.

I could feel my heart skip, and I wished I’d woken earlier to shower and make more of an effort. Why had my parents not told me? I’d have made myself presentable if I’d known my babysitter was going to be so hot.

“I’m Sara. I’m here to watch the house for the summer.” She said, with a soft giggle.

The sound of her laughter was like spring rain. She was talking to me again. I’d been staring at her in silence, mute, for who knew how long. I felt a blush cover my face, cheeks turning pink.

“Hi, sorry. I’m Jack.” I said.

Her smile widened.

“Ah Jack, yeah your parents told me you’d be around for the summer too and said I should keep an eye on you as well. Don’t worry though, I’m pretty chill. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.”

Her voice sent shivers along my spine. I was still staring at her. My mind was racing.

I’d not be able to have parties, have friends over, but I’d be spending the whole summer with Sara, a stunningly hot redhead. I’d get to see her every day, hang out, watch her basking in the sun by the pool. I felt a flutter at the back of my head.

Maybe it wouldn’t be such an awful summer after all? I smiled.

“You want me to help you with your bags?” I asked.

Sara smiled at me, nodded.

“Please, that’d be amazing.”

The way she smiled at me just made my blush worse. As far as babysitters went, I figured I’d hit the jackpot.


Two

After showing Sara to her room I offered to make us both coffee.

“Tell you what, why don’t you show me where the coffee stuff is and I can make us coffee. I figure you could use a shower and a change of clothes.” She smiled as she said it.

I laughed, but understood the point. I was still wearing the clothes I’d slept in, and my breath still stunk of bourbon and pizza.

“Sure.” I said.

I really hadn’t made the best first impression. She might be hot, but she was still, technically, my babysitter, hired by my parents to spy on me, so I needed to do better.

I figured I was already several marks down, and I wondered if she was going to tell my parents in what state she’d found me. If she’d been some old busybody I’d have been less bothered, but she was hot, cute, and I wanted her to like me—plus I really didn’t want her telling my parents about everything I got up to over the summer—so I figured I needed to make an effort.

After showing her the kitchen, and where everything to make coffee was kept, I slunk off to get showered and changed while she made herself at home.

I went to the bathroom first, and when I saw my reflection I grimaced. I really did look like a mess.

I was never the best-looking man, but today I looked exceptionally rough. I’d fallen asleep late, had slept on the sofa, sleeping off too much of my father’s best bourbon, and it showed. My eyes were ringed with dark circles, bloodshot, and my face looked simultaneously saggy and puffy. 

“Fuck.” I grumbled.

I really had made the worst first impression possible. I resigned myself to it, since I couldn’t change it, but I figured I would do better with my second impression, so, I stripped off and showered, washing myself thoroughly, even washing my hair, before slipping into clean clothes.

I checked myself in the mirror before stepping out.

I looked… okay.

I was in baggy jeans and a loose sweater, a combination I often wore because it helped hide my body, how skinny and scrawny I was, and my hair was still damp, slicked back, so it hadn’t quite gone to the fizzy, wild stage yet.

I smiled. Sure, I wasn’t much, but I was about as presentable as I was going to get. As I headed out of my room I was greeted by the scent of freshly brewed coffee and…toast. My stomach rumbled and I realised how hungry I was.




***




I sat down in the kitchen and Sara poured me a coffee and put a plate of toast in front of me, smiling.

“You looked like you needed a little pick me up this morning. You like anything on your toast?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Peanut butter.” I said. “It’s in the…”

“Yeah, I got it. I had a look around while you were in the shower to familiarise myself with everything. I figure if this is going to be my home for the summer I should know where stuff is, right?”

That made sense, but… it was strange to hear. My parent’s summer house was going to be her home for the summer. She was going to be living with me, watching the house, watching me. I still hadn’t got my head around the idea, and that was when I thought it was going to be an elderly busybody watching me.

To hear Sara, a young, cute woman say it was even stranger. But… if I had to spend the summer being spied on by someone, I figured there were a lot worse options out there.

As I sat Sara moved to get me the peanut butter, fetching it from the cupboard where it was stored. I took the chance to watch her, her back to me as she crossed the kitchen. In her tiny shorts, tight, snug, her ass looked round and full and… I could just see the barest hint of her ass cheeks peeking out, a wiggle and sway with each step. I felt my eyes almost bulge out of my head.

Fuck… she was really hot. I completely forgot what it was I was thinking about.

As she turned back to face me, the jar of peanut butter in hand, she caught me staring, and she just… smiled, laughed. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

“Here.” She said, giving me the jar and a knife.

She sat down opposite me, her coffee in hand. She leaned forward slightly and the way she sat caused her arms to press at her breasts, squeezing them together, making them seem larger, straining at the fabric of her vest and… I was suddenly certain she wasn’t wearing her bra given how prominent her nipples seemed.

“So… we should probably talk.” She said.

She was smiling, a big, bright, beautiful, charming smile. It was disarming.

“I… what…”

“About why your parents hired me. I figure I should be open if we’re going to be living together.” She said. “I mean… I am a house sitter. Mostly. I’m here to watch the place, make sure it’s kept clean and tidy and repaired and stuff, but I’m definitely not your maid or your cook. I’m more like… your flatmate… I’m happy to cook extra for you if I’m cooking, but I’ll only do that if I feel you’re chipping in too, sometimes cooking for me, make sense?”

I nodded. She was being frank, and blunt, but her manner was so charming I couldn’t help but squirm.

“Good. And I won’t clean up after you either. You do your own washing and stuff, and I do mine. You clean up messes you make, I clean up messes I make, but… general maintenance is down to me, so you don’t need to worry too much. I’m not your mother though, and I won’t appreciate it if you make me have to keep telling you to clean up after yourself.”

“Yeah, I get it.” I said.

The way she spoke to me chafed slightly, like I was a naughty child. I was only slightly younger than her. I was an adult. I was…

“And, for the sake of complete clarity, I should tell you that your parents are also paying me to keep an eye on you.” Sara said.

I sighed at that. I’d known it was the case, but hearing her say it so bluntly still stung a little. A hot girl only slightly older than me was being paid to be my babysitter for the summer. It was… humiliating.

“Part of my job is… I help look after people who need a little looking after. Your parents have told me about you, about your last semester at college, the trouble you got into, and I told them I thought I could help. I figure a long summer together is a good chance to get to know each other and maybe we can become friends. I’d like to help, if I can. And just so you know, they are paying me to report back to them what goes on around her, how you are, because they said they worry a lot, but… I’m not going to be telling them everything. I’ll respect your privacy and I absolutely intend to treat you like an adult, not a kid. I just… I figure maybe you could use a relaxing summer and a friend, and I’m happy to help provide that. I went through some stuff of my own in high school and at college so I think… I think maybe I can empathise.”

I stared at her for a moment. The way she spoke was soothing, kind, full of empathy and understanding. She was sweet, gentle, soft. She was also distractingly hot.

“I… okay. I… yeah, thanks for being so honest.” I said. “I… it’s a bit awkward but I figure we just do our best to make the most of it right? Try to enjoy the summer the best we can. But I’d be happy to hang out with you.”

Sara smiled at me. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I tried not to stare at her cleavage. I’d enjoy hanging out with her, spending time with her, and who knew… maybe if I was lucky we could be more than friends?

“I really am looking forward to spending the summer here, and getting to know you.” She said.

And I got the impression she meant it.




***




The rest of the day was, surprisingly, chill and comfortable. Sara was absolutely as good as her word. As soon as she was settled, unpacking her stuff in the large guest room, she went around the house making herself familiar with everything, working off the various lists my parents had sent her.

At times she’d ask for my help, asking me to explain how things worked, or where things were, telling me my parents’ directions were not quite clear, but I got the impression she was just asking me as an excuse to talk with me, spend with me, get to know me, work out if we were going to get along.

When my parents had told me I was going to have a babysitter I’d been furious, humiliated, but I’d been imagining an old busybody poking her nose into my business constantly, spying on me, telling me what to do, acting like I was a child while telling my parents about everything I got up to. I had not been imagining a hot redhead who was only a few years older than me. I had not been expecting someone who was so charming and pleasant, someone so friendly and relaxed, someone so honest and chill.

So… I really didn’t mind that she was making excuses to talk to me, that she was trying to work me out, trying to work out if we’d get along. I, for my part, did my best to answer her questions, but I also did my best to make up for the terrible first impression I’d made, answering the door dressed in the clothes I’d slept in smelling of bourbon.

I was pleased to find that Sara was actually really easy to get along with. She was sweet and charming, as well as hot, and I figured that if we were going to be forced to spend the summer together we might as well try to get along. I might as well do my best to make friends with her.

So, we fell into an easy rhythm, each of us trying to work out the other, but both of us made the effort to get along. That first day I offered to make us dinner, a simple pasta dish, and the next day she made pancakes for breakfast.

We spent our time mostly just hanging out. I was on holiday after all and I intended to make the most of it, so I did little other than sleep in, read, chill on my phone, and lounge out by the pool in the sun in between swims.

Having someone else around the house actually turned out to be quite pleasant. I’m sure had my babysitter been an old nosey busybody like I’d feared I’d have felt different, but Sara was easy to get along with and since we were both close in age it was easy to find things to talk about, things we had in common or things we were both interested in.

Plus, at least once a day she’d take advantage of the pool, going for a swim before lounging in the shade to read a book or listen to music, and though I was doing my best not to be a creep, I couldn’t resist hanging out with her in those moments since the bikini she chose to wear was tiny and very fitted, giving me the perfect opportunity to admire her gorgeous body.

She was slim, tall, but with full curves that made it hard not to stare at her, and as she swam or lounged or even walked to and from the house—always with that same, seductive wiggle in her hips and ass—I could feel my internal temperature rising. I might not have been able to invite Laura over to stay, just the two of us, but I couldn’t help but hope that Sara and I might become more than just friends or ‘room-mates’.

As we chatted, became more comfortable with each other, I almost began to forget that Sara was staying as a house sitter, as my babysitter. I was almost able to forget that she was being paid. Almost, but not quite. There was still that thought constantly at the back of my head.

Yet… she really was very chill, very easy to be around, and she was more than happy to just let me exist and relax and enjoy my summer. Plus, the times when we hung out together, over meals, cleaning up together, watching a movie in the evening, or just by the pool, I found I was more relaxed around her than I had been with anyone in a long time.

There was just something about her, the way she put me at ease. It was like… I didn’t have to pretend to be someone I wasn’t.

In high school, I’d been lonely and isolated. The odd one out, had only my studies and my books to keep me company. I’d not had any friends and no real social life. I’d been putting it all off until college, in the hopes things would get better there. And they had, in a way.

I’d spent the last year at college forcing myself to act like the party king, the planner, the one always coming up with something fun to do, some scheme, some adventure, that I’d been burning myself out, forcing myself to wear a mask just to make and keep friends. But… it was draining, and there was always the fear that if I let the mask slip, even if just for a moment, that people would abandon me.

With Sara, I felt none of that. For a start, she couldn’t abandon me. She was being paid to live in my parents’ summer house, but also… the way she acted, the way she talked to me, asking me questions, it was like she saw me, or like she wanted to see me, the real me.

My parents had already told her a lot about me, about how I’d been isolated and introverted in high school, how I’d gone ‘off the rails’ as they put it in college, and while at first I’d been annoyed that they’d been talking to her about me, it made it easier to be honest with her. I didn’t need to pretend to be someone I wasn’t because she already had a pretty good idea of who I was.

And, she seemed to want to get a better idea too. We spent a lot of our time together just chatting, and over the first few days of her stay we talked a lot, and I found myself opening up to her as I really hadn’t before. Not to anyone.

She listened, really listened. She paid attention to what I said, asked me questions that made me really pause and think about what I wanted to say, what it was I thought or felt. I opened up to her.

In the beginning, I’d been annoyed my parents had got me a babysitter, but then I’d met Sara and I’d been curious about spending the summer hanging out with such an attractive woman, getting to spend time with her, but then… I’d begun to feel like we were really, properly, becoming friends.




***




“So, I was thinking…”

It was breakfast almost a week after Sara had come to stay. She looked up from her toast and the book she was reading and raised an eyebrow. I’d been thinking about talking to her for a few days, figured now was as good a chance as any.

“I… I was thinking… how would you feel if I invited some of my friends from college over to stay for a while, so we could all hang out and enjoy the summer and the pool together?”

Part of me was dreading asking the question, but part of me was hopeful. When Sara had first arrived I’d never have thought to even ask. I’d assumed my summer was over, but over the last few days we’d become pretty close, and I’d come to appreciate how chill she really was.

I was hoping that would extend to me having some friends over, maybe not as many as I’d originally planned, but a few, for a long weekend of a week, just to make sure they didn’t forget me.

Though I found Sara’s company fun, and I really was enjoying hanging out with her, I was being realistic. She was being paid to spend time with me. There was no chance she’d want to spend time with an ugly duckling like me unless she was being paid. If I wanted to enjoy my second year at college I needed to try to maintain the friendships I’d built up, needed to prove to my friends that I was still fun and worth hanging around with.

Sara though just stared at me. Slowly she put her coffee down and sighed.

“Are these the same friends who were more than happy to let you take all the blame for those parties, let you do all the work of organising and hosting, let you get kicked out when you were caught and who never came to your defence?” She said.

Her words stung. They stung because they were true.

I’d told her all about my first year at college, I’d told her how I felt my friends only really liked me because of the things I did, the things I planned, the parties I’d made happen, and I’d told her how hurt I’d been when, getting caught, they’d all abandoned me.

Yet… I was willing to look past that. I needed to look past that. I wanted college to be fun, to be different from high school. I wanted people to like me and… being fun and useful was the only thing I had.

“Look, I really don’t think it’s a good idea. For a start, your parents have left me here to look after the house and I don’t really want a bunch of college kids messing up the place and maybe breaking things, and you know I’d have to tell them if you did, that they expect me to look after you and keep them informed about what you’re up to.”

“Please…” I said. “I… I just don’t want people to forget me. It’ll just be for a few days at a time, and just a couple of friends. I just want to make sure people still like me and…”

Sara sighed again, sounding almost disappointed.

“You can’t buy friends like that. These people… if they need you to throw them parties, let them come and stay and abuse your hospitality, to stay friends with you, then they’re not friends. But… I think you know that already don’t you? You knew they weren’t really your friends when they abandoned you when you got into trouble. So… why are you bothering with them?”

I felt a surge of emotions, feelings. Fear, anger, shame, humiliation, worthlessness, and more. I felt a blush spread across my face.

She didn’t need to be so cruel about it all. It was alright for her. She was hot, beautiful. People must have loved her, probably begged for her attention and did everything they could to be her friend. It was different for me. I was… I was a loser, a perpetual ugly duckling.

“I need them.” I said, forcing the words out. “I… I don’t want college to be like high school.”

Sara looked at me with kindness and empathy and… maybe pity? I hated the idea that she was pitying me. I didn’t want pity.

“Look I… I get it. I get it a lot more than you know, but… things do get better.” She said. “You’re better off without friends like that. You really are. I know your parents hired me to look after the house and keep an eye on you so you think I’m just saying what I need to but… getting to know you has been fun. After speaking to your parents about you I was looking forward to the summer, maybe helping you sort yourself out a bit, but… I didn’t expect us to get on so well. I didn’t expect to like your company as much as I do. I… I didn’t expect us to have as much in common as we seem to.”

“If you like me then you’ll let me do it. Please. I… I need friends. I can’t go back to how things were in high school.”

Sara shook her head.

“You don’t need them. You’re better than people like that.” She said.

I could feel my emotions getting the better of me.

“That’s okay for you to say. You’re hot and people like you. I’m just… you don’t know what it’s like. If I want friends I have to do something to earn them.”

Sara looked… sad.

“I have an idea.” She said. “How about… you give me the chance to show you why you don’t need friends. I told your parents I’d help you and I think I can. I really like you so I… I have an offer. How about you give me the chance to show you why you don’t need friends like that and if I’m wrong I’ll let you have friends around and I won’t tell your parents.”

I felt a swell of hope.

“I… yes. Absolutely.”

“Ah… there’s one condition.” Sara said. “You need to give me a week, and in that week you need to do everything I say, okay?”

I was still for a moment. A week.

A week wasn’t so bad. And really, what was the worst she could tell me to do?

“Agreed.” I said.


Three

Sara had a week to prove to me that I didn’t need friends like the ones I had, and she was intent on not wasting a moment of it. Part of me was almost hoping that she would succeed. Part of me wanted her to show me that I could do without my new friends.

I knew the friends I had at college were using me, deep down I knew and I understood that they weren’t true friends, that they’d drop me the moment I wasn’t fun or useful, but that was the problem, and that was why I needed to have them to stay over the holidays. I knew they were bad for me when, after I’d been caught hosting parties, parties I’d thrown for them, they’d abandoned me, left me to face punishment alone rather than sticking by me.

I knew all of it, but… what was I supposed to do? I didn’t want to be alone. I didn’t want to spend the entirety of college with no friends and no social life, didn’t want it to be like a repeat of high school, so what else was I supposed to do?

It was easy for Sara to say that I should just leave them, that they weren’t true friends, because she probably had loads of friends, and she probably had loads of people who wanted to be her friend. She was charming and funny and intelligent and she was… she was hot, and confident and outgoing. She wasn’t like me. She wasn’t the odd one out. She wasn’t a loser, and I was.

But… maybe she could help me? Maybe she could show me how I was better off without them?

If she could show me how to find real friends I’d be delighted. And… if she couldn’t, I’d be free to invite the friends I did have over to stay and she wouldn’t say anything to my parents, so I wouldn’t be returning to college a friendless loser. I knew that having them to stay was a lot like buying their friendship, having to work to earn it, but… it was better than being alone and miserable, right?

All I had to do was do everything she told me to do for a week. It wasn’t going to be that bad, was it?

Yet, I was beginning to have my doubts. I was beginning to think that maybe I’d bitten off more than I could chew. The moment I agreed to Sara’s plan she began to move, to hustle, to plan, and she refused to tell me what she was up to.

“I’m off out for a little while.” She said to me as she grabbed her things.

I frowned. She’d been a little off since our chat earlier in the day when I’d asked her about having friends to stay, and she’d been very busy with… something.

“Where are you going?” I asked. “If you’d like some company then…”

“No.” Sara said, too quickly.

She chuckled.

“I’m fine, really. I just have a few things to buy and I don’t want to spoil the surprise I have planned for later. But just to check… you’re still on with our deal, right? One week, you do anything and everything I say. If I can prove you don’t need those friends of yours then you won’t have them to stay, but if I can’t prove it then you’re free to have them over and I won’t tell your parents.”

I nodded. We’d only made the deal a few hours earlier, and though the way she’d been acting since had me on edge, I wasn’t ready to back out yet. For a start, I was curious how she intended to prove that I could do without my friends, and more time with the hot redhead would be very welcome, plus… she’d not asked or told me to do anything yet, so really the deal was, so far, pretty easy.

“No, no plans to back out yet.” I said.

“Good.” She smiled. “Just… remember you can. You can quit at any time, no one is forcing you to do this. But if you do quit I win the deal and you’ll not ask about your friends staying again. I really don’t want to get into trouble with your parents and… I’d rather not have people who’d use you and turn their back on you around me, spoiling my summer. Plus… I really do think you’re better off without them and I plan on proving it.”

I had no idea how she was planning on proving it, but I was almost excited to find out.




***




Sara arrived back at the summer house late afternoon laden with bags.

“Need a hand with that?” I asked.

She laughed and shook her head.

“Not a chance. I know you just want to peek, but I’m not having you spoil the surprise. Let me put these away and then maybe we can have dinner. I bought ingredients for burgers. I thought we could try them on the grill out by the pool and, if you want, I got some beers too.”

I smiled. I’d been planning on making a simple pasta dish for dinner, but burgers by the pool with beers sounded way better. And having dinner with Sara sounded… cute. Almost, but not quite, like a date.

I knew I wasn’t that lucky.

“Yeah, sounds good.” I said. “If you want I can get started while you put stuff away?”

Sara gave me a sceptical look, then put one bag on the floor and pushed it towards me with her foot. She really didn’t want me peeking.

“Thanks.” She said, smiling. “I won’t be long.”

And then she headed off, leaving me to begin preparing food for dinner.

And she really wasn’t very long. I’d only just begun firing up the grill to cook the burgers when she returned.

As I looked up I stalled. She’d changed, slipped out of the shorts and top she had been wearing, slipped into a short, light summer dress that came to barely below her ass, low cut with thin straps, her hair tied up in a messy bun. I had a perfect view of her legs, long and toned, smooth, soft, and as she walked towards me the dress swayed around her hips and I was almost certain that I caught a glimpse of her panties and her ass.

I looked up, blushing, but that was worse. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were hard, straining at the cloth of her dress, and with each step her tits bounced. She was so distractingly hot. My blush got worse, and I could feel my cock twitch.

I looked up, to her face, refusing to stare at her body but… my blush only got worse as she smiled at me as though she knew I’d be eyeing her up. She giggled, batting her eyelashes, almost…teasing me.

“I figured I’d change into something a bit more comfortable. Shopping got me all hot and sweaty and the weather is nice so why not make the most of it. Plus… I figured it’d be nice to make the effort for you, for the first day of our deal. Do you like it? I bought it today.”

As she spoke she stopped to wiggle her hips and pose, spinning on the spot to let me see the dress from all sides. As she spun the skirts lifted and I definitely got to see her panties, skimpy, white, gossamer, and… I caught sight of her ass, her smooth, peachy, pert ass, her panties little more than string at the back so that both cheeks were partially exposed.

I felt my head swim, my cock hardening. My face felt like it was on fire.

“Well?” Sara said, smirking.

I realised I really was staring, watching her. She was so hot it was impossible not to stare.

“Yeah, you… you look incredible.” I managed to mutter.

She smiled at me, gave another small wiggle, swaying her hips, making her tits jiggle. I was having trouble focusing, trying to keep my eyes up and off her magnificent body. Was this her plan? Make me focus on her instead of my friends?

If so it was working. But… how far was she willing to take it? The thought that she might be trying to seduce me was enough to make my whole body burn with desire and anxiety and nervousness.

“So, shall we get on with making dinner then?” She said.

I snapped back to reality, nodded.

“Yeah. It’s… it’s mostly done. They just need cooking.” I said.

She smiled at me.

“Cool. Well, since you did all the prep, why don’t you sit down and relax, get a beer and keep me company while I cook for us both and we can just enjoy the evening.”

I watched her as she moved to take over the grill. I let her take over, but there was something about her, the way she was eyeing me, the subtle smirk of her smile, that made a shiver run up my spine. There was something going on that I wasn’t aware of. She had a plan…

I realised then she’d not told me to do anything yet. I had to do everything she said, but she’d not really told me to do anything. It was like waiting for my impending doom, only… it was a doom I was intrigued by.

Aware that my only options were to go along with whatever Sara had planned or refuse, and lose on the deal we’d made, I did the only sensible thing. I let her take over, fetched myself a beer, and I sat down to talk to my babysitter.




***




We drank and talked as Sara cooked, then sat and ate and drank before clearing up, after that we both sat out by the pool and finished the few beers Sara had bought while we watched the sun go down. It was…perfect. As a moment it was perfect.

I knew she was still, technically, my babysitter, but she felt like a friend. Like an old friend, someone I’d known for far longer than I’d actually known her.

It was just so easy to be around her. She was comfortable and friendly, but in a way that was like… it was like she wanted to know me, and wasn’t just spending time with me because I was useful. I knew in the back of my head that she was only there because my parents were paying her, paying her to keep an eye on me and watch the house, but still, somehow she felt like more of a real friend than any of the friends I’d had before.

As I drank, my head getting just a slight buzz off the light beers, I began to feel more and more relaxed. I opened up to her as I’d not really opened up to anyone before, and she listened. She really listened. I smiled, laughing, and having fun like I’d really not expected to when my parents had told me I was going to have a babysitter watch me for my summer.

Plus… she was hot. We both relaxed after eating and clearing up we drank, slowly easing into the evening, and I got to see her relax, leaning back in her tiny, flimsy summer dress, exposing her legs, her cleavage rising and falling, beads of moisture on her lips, the way she’d bit her bottom lip when she was focussing on what I was saying, the way she’d stare at me, listening, while I talked. I couldn’t get over how beautiful she was.

And then…

“That’s the last beer.” Sara said, putting her empty bottle down. “And it’s getting kind of chilly. Want to head in?”

She smiled as she spoke, a grin that had mischief and something…more in it.

“I’m almost finished.” I said, sipping the last of my beer.

Her smile widened.

“Well, why don’t you just take your time and when you’re finished you can come and find me. I have… something for you.”

I opened my mouth to speak, to ask what, but before I could Sara shifted, rising to her feet, walking back towards the house. I couldn’t help but watch her, the sway of her hips, her ass wiggling, the skirts of her dress lifting just slightly to flash her butt and panties. I felt my cock throb. She was too hot, and as fuzzy-headed as I was my brain couldn’t help but hope she might have something fun in mind for me. I knew that was impossible though. She was too hot and…

“And don’t take too long.” Sara said, looking back over her shoulder.

As she stepped through the door she reached back with one hand and… she gripped the hem of her dress, lifting it slowly, watching me, flashing me her ass. She wiggled her panty-clad ass at me.

“I’ll be waiting.” She said.

And then she vanished, skipping out of sight, giggling. I didn’t know what was happening, but I wasted no time in drinking the last of my beer.




***




I knocked on Sara’s bedroom door, waited. I’d looked around the rest of the house for her but hadn't found her so had at last gone to her room. The thought of her waiting in her bedroom for me made my heart skip and my cock twitch.

“Come in Jack.” She said.

Her voice was soft. I reached up and turned the door handle, pushed it open, and… saw Sara sitting on the edge of her bed, still in her summer dress, watching the door, watching me.

Her legs were crossed, showing lots of thigh, and she was leant back slightly to make her tits seem larger. I felt my body grow hot.

“You took your time.” She said.

It had only been a few minutes. Less than ten for sure.

“I was getting impatient.” She said. “I’ve been thinking about this since we made our deal this morning.”

I stared at her, blinking, breathing hard, heart racing. I wasn’t quite sure what was happening. My head was fuzzy with alcohol, but I was far from drunk, just the edge taken off, my nerves lessened and my inhibitions lowered. Is that why she’d bought beer? Was she… was she really seducing me.

“You… I’m not sure…”

“You said you’d do whatever I said, right?” She asked.

I nodded. Her smile widened.

“Good. And… I want you to remember that I really am doing this to help you. I want to show you why you don’t need friends like that. Talking to you, getting to know you, I… I really like you. I think I can help you. You just… you need to trust me, even if things seem a little weird. Just do what I say, and trust me, okay? Trust that I’m doing this for a reason and that I’m doing it because I care about you. I think we’ve become close, right?”

I nodded. There was a slight blush in Sara’s cheeks.

“Then I hope you can trust me. I… I think this will be fun, in fact I know it’ll be fun for me, and I hope, I think it’ll be fun for you. But you’ve got to trust the process. Trust all of it. Okay?”

“What…”

“Do you trust me?” Sara asked, cutting me off.

I paused for a moment, really thinking about her question. I smiled. Having spent the last few days with her I’d grown close, had felt safe, seen. She made me feel comfortable in a way I’d never really felt before, in a way I couldn’t describe, and I realised I really did trust her.

If her plan worked, if she could show me I didn’t need my friends, then I’d be spending the whole summer alone with her and that thought excited me. Part of me, a big part, wanted her to show me why I didn’t need them. So… I nodded.

Sara’s smile became bright and wide and joyful.

“Good.” She said. “Because I’m going to say next might seem a little odd. But just… trust me.”

“I trust you.” I said. “What do you want me to do?”

That was the deal, right? Do whatever she said. I wondered what she was going to ask me to do.

My head was full of thoughts that made my body hot. I couldn’t stop staring at her thighs, her cleavage, her lips. She was so hot. It really did feel like she was flirting with me. It seemed impossible but maybe she really was into me. Maybe…

“First… I want you to put this on.” Sara said.

As she spoke she lifted up a hanger that had been lying out of sight behind her. As I saw it my eyes went wide, a sense of shock, almost horror.

“And after that… well, let’s get this first step done first, shall we?”

I was silent. I had to do what I said. She’d said to trust her, and… I did, but…

On the hanger in her hand was a set of underwear. A set of feminine underwear. A set of sexy, girly, black lingerie. A set of panties, bralette, stockings, and suspenders.

She wanted me to wear it, and if I wanted to stick to our deal I had to do what she said. So… I didn’t really have much choice.


Four

At least Sara let me get changed in the bathroom. For that I was thankful.

“Just be quick.” She had said. “I’ve been waiting for this all day.”

The tone of her voice was serious, with no hint of mockery, almost like… almost like she meant it. Had she really been looking forward to making me dress up in lingerie?

But… why? Was it some sort of sick joke, some prank to humiliate me?

She’d told me to trust her, and I did, but still, I could not help but fret and worry. Why else would she want me to dress up like a girl other than to humiliate me, mock me, make fun of the fact that as a man I was… lacking. As the thoughts settled, the bathroom door locked behind me, I felt the sting of it all.

I was never going to be a traditionally attractive man, was never going to be tall and broad, muscular, handsome, so the thought of being made to wear pretty, sexy lingerie cut at me. Was she trying to tell me I was never going to be a man? Was she mocking me, telling me I was too girly and slim and short to be a man?

Yet… I hadn’t felt any trace of coldness or cruelty. If anything she’d taken pains to set me at ease. Maybe there was more to it. Maybe… maybe she just had a thing for men in lingerie?

I’d heard about that, seen videos on porn sites, knew it was a thing, but I’d never thought I’d meet anyone who was into it, had always assumed it was more fantasy than reality. The thought that I’d met someone into it, that Sara was into men in lingerie, and that she was into the thought of me in lingerie did something to me.

I’d never have worn it normally, but there was something about her, and how she spoke to me, that put me at ease. Plus, she was hot. If the only way I could get with her was to dress up in sexy, feminine underwear then I’d do it.

The thought that I might be about to lose my virginity, and to a woman as hot as Sara, made my head spin. If she wanted to see me in lingerie because she was into that kind of thing then… I’d be a fool to refuse her, right?

Plus… I had agreed to do everything she said. I smiled as I imagined what else she might get me to do, and as my head spun with possibilities I set about getting changed.

I stripped off naked, then turned to the lingerie. It was black, silk and lace, decorated with pretty ribbons, and it was very delicate. It was the kind of thing I’d have loved to see Sara in, but… I was going to be the one wearing it for her. My cock throbbed, swelling, as though the thought turned me on.

But it didn’t. Did it?

“Panties first.” I said, trying to keep my cool.

I pulled the panties off the hanger and slipped them up my leg. They were so delicate and soft compared to my normal underwear, and they were tiny too, a small pouch at the front to fit my cock and balls, with the waist and the butt high-cut and skimpy, showing off a lot of leg and hip and butt-cheek.

Once they were pulled up and into place, snug, I couldn’t help but squirm a little. They felt… sensual, exciting, in a way that was new and almost dangerous. Plus, as I looked down at myself, I couldn’t help but admire how I looked in them.

My usual underwear was baggy boxer shorts, coarse cotton, but these were the stark opposite. I’d always hated how I looked, but in such skimpy clothing, designed to hug the body, shape it, emphasise curves, I looked… almost good.

I felt my cheeks getting hot. My cock throbbed in my panties. What was I thinking?

I forced myself to focus. I needed to get dressed for Sara, not get distracted.

After the panties I pulled on the bralette, the lacy silk snug over my chest with just a tiny hint of padding, more for decoration and a slight feminine lift than anything drastic, since I didn’t have any breasts that needed support. Yet, still, it felt almost… comforting, and since it matched the panties it only added to the appeal, how good I looked, how good I felt.

After the bralette came the stockings, silk, sheer, black, with lacy tops and seams up the back. I rolled one up like a sock and pulled it on over my foot, pulled it up over my calf. It was snug, tight, hugging my leg, making it seem almost shapely.

I’d never really been that hairy, and I hated that because men were supposed to be hairy, but now I was almost thankful. The lack of body hair made it easier to pull the stockings up, and they looked better too, with only a few thin wispy hairs trapped underneath, so fine they were almost invisible. Still, part of my brain wondered how the stockings would look and feel over smooth legs.

My cock throbbed, getting hard. I could feel my heart racing. Something about putting the lingerie on was doing something to my body, to my head. It was almost… intoxicating.

I put that down to the alcohol though, the slight buzz lowering my inhibitions. I’d never have done this normally, would I? And I’d definitely not have been turned on by it…

“I’m just excited by Sara.” I said to myself. “Not the lingerie.”

It was like I hoped saying the words out loud, even if quietly, could make them true. It didn’t though. There was just something so exciting and sensual about the lingerie.

After the first stocking was on—pulled up around my thigh, the silk top tight around my upper leg—I pulled on the second. With both stockings on I looked… my legs looked long, firm, pump, and sexy.

I looked sexy.

“Suspenders.” I said to myself, refusing to get distracted.

I turned and grabbed the last piece of my lingerie set, the suspender belt. I puzzled over it for a moment before fitting it, wrapping it around my waist, fastening it, then adjusting the straps to the right length. Finally, I worked on fastening them to the stocking tops, to hold the stockings in place. It was fiddly, but after only a short moment I got the knack of it.

“There.” I said, smiling.

I was done. My heart was racing and my face was flush. I was smiling.

I looked down at myself and… my heart skipped.

I turned to look at the bathroom mirror, to check that what I was seeing was real, and… my eyes went wide. I looked…

I looked hot. I’d always been slim, small, slight, but I’d always hated it, had always hidden in baggy clothes, but now I was revealed and yet I looked… cute.

The way the lingerie fit me made the most of my petite figure, my svelte body, showing off how lean and trim I was, my ass, legs, hips, chest, belly. Even my face looked kind of… pretty.

I felt my cock throb, aching in my panties. I felt a glimmer of hope. Maybe Sara would think I was hot too? Maybe she really wasn’t playing a joke on me? Maybe… maybe it was safe to trust her?

Yet, I knew there was only one way to find out for sure.




***




I knocked again on Sara’s door.

“Come in.” She said, her voice soft, alluring.

I took a deep breath to calm my nerves then pushed the door open. I stepped in, head down, not daring to look at her, awaiting the inevitable laughter. Yet… no laughter came.

There was silence. A chasm of silence. I stood for a moment, my heart drumming thunder.

I looked up, finally brave enough to face Sara, to face what was to come, dreading it, but aware I had to and what I saw was… Sara, sat, staring at me, her smile wide, her eyes bright and captivated.

“You look amazing.” She said. “You’re so pretty.”

I blushed a deeper shade of crimson, squirming, shifting on the spot, wiggling. The way she said it was almost like she meant it. Was it possible that she really did mean it?

“I always thought you were kind of cute, but it was hard to tell. I mean, you always wear such baggy clothes, and even when you swim you’re always in big shorts and a t-shirt, always covering up, but seeing you like this you look… you’re hot. You’re really hot.” She said.

I stared at her. Her eyes roamed my body, her glance almost a physical caress that made me shiver. No one had ever looked at me like that before.

I’d never felt so wanted, so desired, so attractive. I’d never felt so turned on.

I felt my cock throb, getting hard.

“I… thank you.” I said.

My voice was soft, almost… almost flirtatious. I giggled, fluttering my eyelashes. There was something about being dressed in pretty, feminine lingerie while the hot redhead eyed me up that made me feel coy and bashful and shy.

“How do you like it?” Sara asked. “I mean… do you like how it feels, how it looks? I know I think you look incredible, but… what do you think?”

She stared at me, smiling, waiting for a reply. I knew what I should say.

I should have said that I thought I looked silly, that it was uncomfortable. Men were not supposed to look good in lingerie, feminine underwear, and they definitely weren’t supposed to enjoy wearing pretty, feminine lingerie, weren’t supposed to think they looked hot in it, were they?

I knew I had to do whatever Sara said to stick to our deal, but there was nothing in there about telling her the truth, and she hadn’t told me to. Yet… I didn’t want to lie. In that moment I felt vulnerable and fragile and exposed, but I also felt brave, and, in a way, confident. So… I told her the truth.

I told her exactly how it felt, and what I thought.

“I… I like it.” I said. “I didn’t think I would, and it scared me at first. I was worried you were playing a prank on me, or mocking me, but then… when I put it on it felt… it felt nice, and the way I looked. I’m not used to feeling attractive, to feeling sexy, but in this I… in this I do. I like how I look. I think… I think I look kind of cute, and hot, and I began to wonder if maybe it wasn’t a joke? If maybe… if maybe you wanted to see me in this because… because you were into it, the idea of seeing me like this, if maybe… maybe you thought I was cute, and you were… you were into me?”

I felt foolish saying it. I braced myself for her laughter, her rejection. No way could a woman as hot as Sara be into me.

Yet, no laughter came. Instead, she just smiled.

“I am into you, but that’s not the only reason I got you that lingerie and made you wear it. I… I thought you’d enjoy it too. I thought it might help you feel attractive, feel… feel less awkward, help you feel more confident about yourself. Does it?”

I was still for a moment.

I’d always felt like an outsider, awkward and clumsy and ugly, ever since I’d hit puberty. I’d never felt confident. Yet in that moment I… I almost did. I was still nervous, unsure, but I was also feeling bold and playful and flirtatious. I felt almost… almost hot.

I nodded. I smiled.

“I… I do. A little.” I said.

Sara smiled, clearly happy with my answer.

“Good. That’s a good start, but I have more planned. This is just the start.”

My head spun. Just the start?

“What…”

“Ah… no spoilers.” She said. “But… if you enjoy this then I’m confident you’ll enjoy the rest. For now though I think I’ve been patient enough. Like I said, some of me getting you to dress up like this was for you, to help you feel attractive, but some of it was for me. I wanted to see you like this because I thought you’d look cute, would look hot and you do. I bought you this lingerie because I wanted to see you in it. You look really hot. So… I think it’s about time I got to enjoy the benefits of my purchases, beyond just looking that is.”

I stared at Sara, blinking, head spinning.

“What…”

“I can see that cute little bulge in your pants. I know you’re excited too. Now, I want you to walk over here and let me play with you. And remember… you agreed to do everything I told you to.”

I was still for just a moment. That instruction at least was easy to obey.




***




The way Sara looked at me made me shiver. It was like I was a prime-cut steak and she was a starving wolf.

“Such a pretty little thing.” She said. “I could gobble you all up.”

I shivered, my cock throbbing, getting harder in my panties. She was watching it throb.

“And I just might, but… not now. I want to take things slow. I want to tease you. I have a plan and I intend on sticking to it.”

She smiled as she reached out with her hands, one hand touching each leg, caressing me. Her touch was soft, delicate, and the feel of her palms caressing my thighs through the sheer silk of my stockings made my whole body thrum with pleasure.

“You’re going to do everything I say, right?” She said.

I nodded. In that moment I knew there was no way I could resist her. There was no way I could resist the desire, the pleasure, the lust. She was too hot, and… she wanted me.

She really wanted me. It seemed impossible, but Sara, my babysitter, the hot redhead, wanted me. She had dressed me up in lingerie and she wanted me.

“Good.” She said, grinning. “Now, hands behind your back, and stay very still.” She said.

I did as she instructed.

Once my hands were behind my back she let her hands begin to roam. They caressed my legs, teasing up over my thighs, teasing over the lacy stocking tops to my smooth, bare skin. I shivered, moaned, and my cock throbbed, getting harder.

The bulge of it now in my panties was obvious, and Sara was watching it, amused by its throbbing. Seeing her stare at it, at me, made me blush, a thrill of shame and excitement and desire.

One hand roamed around, behind me, up, to squeeze my butt, while the other roamed upwards, to the bulge of my cock, fingertips caressing over my hardness, wrapped in silk.

“Fuck… oh god…” I moaned.

The touch was electric. No one had ever touched me there before. My hips worked on instinct, chasing more.

“Stay still now. I’m in charge.” Sara said, looking up at me, grinning.

I nodded. I did as she told me, even though it was difficult.

Her hands teased, one groping my ass, the other caressing over the silk-clad hardness of my cock. My mind was fuzzy, heart racing.

I watched as my cock got harder and harder, her hand squeezing gently, and then… she pulled my panties down slightly, pulled them to the side so my cock popped free.

“Next time panties on last, so they’re easier to remove. Okay?” She said.

I nodded. I made a mental note, but it was hard to focus. My cock was out, hard, and I could feel her breath on my prick.

“Yes…” I whispered.

“Good girl.” She said.

And then she wrapped her fingers around my cock, and she began to stroke.

It was like nothing I’d felt before. It took all my willpower to keep still.

Sara worked her hand up and down, slowly, wanking my cock as I stood in front of her in her in lingerie. Slowly she leaned in close and she let spit drool out of her mouth, wetting my cock, wanking me harder.

I moaned.

“Fuck…”

“Your cock is so hard for me.” She said. “I can feel you throbbing. Why don’t you cum for me? Why don’t you let it all out and cum for your babysitter? Give in and let me make you feel good.”

Her words sunk deep. Her hand worked harder, faster, pleasure swelling. I was close. I was really close. I was…

I felt it rise up, my cock throbbing, getting harder, and then… I was cumming.

Sara felt it at the same time I did, and she moved quickly to cup her free hand under my cock to stop me from making a mess. I came, hand, as she stroked my cock, throbbing, jet after jet of spunk filling her free hand as she milked me.

“Oh fuck… fuck…” I was almost incoherent.

“Cum for me.” She said. “Be a good girl and cum for me, cum hard for me.”

She stroked, harder, faster, and I came harder than I’d ever cum before. My babysitter milked every drop of pleasure and cum from me she could.

“Fuck… I’m… sensitive… fuck…”

Slowly Sara stopped, letting go of my slowly softening prick. The combination of the beer, the lingerie, and cumming so hard had made me fuzzy-headed and weak-willed.

I smiled at her, giggled.

“That was… fun.” I said.

“Oh, it’s not over yet.” She said. “First you need to clean up your mess, and then I have another surprise for you.”

I blinked.

“Mess…”

Before I could finish Sara rose to her feet and she lifted her hand to my face, the hand full of my cum. She looked into my eyes, standing slightly taller than me, intimidating and hot.

“Be a good girl for me and lick my hand clean.” She said. “It’d make me very happy.”

I was dizzy from cumming so hard. I had to do everything she said.

I knew I should have resisted but… I didn’t. As Sara lifted her hand to my mouth I obeyed, opening my lips and extending my tongue.

I licked and… my cum was still warm, tasted better than I expected, a salty tang on my tongue, a shiver running along my spine, the thrill of it, the shame, the excitement, the joy of obeying my babysitter. I liked, slurped, and swallowed, over and over, until Sara’s palm was clean.

I looked up into her eyes and showed her my mouth was empty.

“Am I… am I a good girl?” I said.

I have no idea where the words came from but they excited me, a bright spark of joy. Sara smiled, nodded.

“You’re a very good girl. So good in fact that I have another gift for you, if you want it?”

I nodded.

“Say please.” She said, teasing.

“Please.” I whispered.

Sara smiled.

“Good girl.” She said.

Her words made me shudder.

“Now, just close your eyes and stand very still for me.”

My head spinning from the thrill of what had happened, what I’d done, what it meant, I did exactly as she said. I had no idea what gift she had for me, but I was excited to find out. If only I’d known, I might not have been so eager to obey. But… maybe I would have?


Five

The next morning I woke up with a tight ache in my gut, a dull pain, and for a moment I wondered what it was before memory came crashing down around me. The memory of last night crashed down around me like dread weight. I felt the room spin.

Sara had made me dress up in lingerie. She’d given me a set of sexy, black, feminine underwear and she’d made me put it on. She’d made me put on panties and a bralette, stocking and suspenders, and…

I’d liked it. I’d liked how it felt, how I’d looked. For the first time, I couldn’t remember how long I’d felt… attractive, hot and sexy and cute. I felt good about myself.

And the way Sara had looked at me. The way the hot, stunning, beautiful redhead had stared at me, the way my babysitter had stared at me, it was like… it was like she found me hot too, like she was into me, like she was into me in lingerie.

She’d told me I was cute. She’d made me stand still while she touched me, while she made me cum. She’d made me eat my own cum.

I whimpered as the taste seemed to linger in my mouth, salty, tangy, but not unpleasant, thick and sticky and warm. Why had I done it?

I knew as part of our deal I had to do everything she wanted me to, but… she wasn’t forcing me. The only consequence for backing out was not having my friends over and though I really wanted to host my friends for the summer, to maintain the relationships I’d built in my first year of college, was it really worth eating my own cum?

But… it was more than just the deal. There was something about Sara, about wearing the lingerie, the way she’d touched me, the way she’d looked at me, the way she’d spoken to me, that had made me want to do it.

It must have been the beers, right? Though… I’d only had a few, and they’d been light beers. I knew deep down that I’d been far from drunk. Slightly tipsy perhaps, my inhibitions lowered but still intact.

So why had I just gone along with what Sara had told me to do? Why had I dressed up in lingerie for her, let her feed me my own cum. True, she was hot, hotter than any of the girls at my college, and she was sweet and nice and she was… she was into me, but was that an excuse? Was I just horny?

Maybe… and that might have been excuse enough for most of what I’d let her make me do, what I’d let her do to me, but the dull ache in my gut, the pain in my crotch, was a stark reminder that I’d gone too far.

My cock throbbed with the memory of it all, trying and failing to harden because of the last surprise Sara had for me. I whimpered, trying to be as quiet as possible, as the pain throbbed in time with the throbbing of my cock.

She’d had me stand there, eyes closed, staying still, and then… she’d fitted me with a cage. A cold, hard, metal cage for my cock. She’d fitted me with a cage and she had locked it on me.

She’d locked my cock away.

“Just for the rest of the week.” She’d said. “Consider it motivation to keep doing what I tell you, and… I really do think it’s going to help you understand just what it is I’m trying to show you.”

I’d not understood, but I’d been too tired and fuzzy-headed to resist or argue. So, I’d just accepted it. I’d let Sara tuck my caged cock back into my panties and I’d left, heading to bed.

I’d slipped the lingerie off and had stowed it in a drawer out of sight so I wasn’t constantly reminded about what I’d done, and then I’d slipped into bed, hoping to put it all behind me.

But I couldn’t. Waking up with the dull ache centred on my cock as it tried to get hard but couldn’t, because the hard, metal device locked on me, was proof I couldn’t put it behind me. I had six more days.

Six more days and no idea what else Sara might have in store for me. I knew I could back out, but I still wanted to host my friends, to tend to the relationships I’d managed to form in my first year of college, and, more than that, I was curious about just what it was my babysitter was trying to show me.




***




The morning was awkward at first. I rose and dressed as normal, found Sara in the kitchen making coffee. She smiled as I came in and told me to sit while she finished making breakfast.

She made no mention of the night before, but as I sat and watched her cooking I couldn’t help but notice her moving with just a little extra wiggle, shaking her butt in time to the music that was playing, her tits bouncing.

It was hard not to stare at her given what she was wearing—a tiny pair of short shorts, cut high around the leg and butt to flash lots of thigh and even a little of her butt-cheeks, and a thin cropped vest, again with no bra, her nipples perky in the morning chill—and I couldn’t help but wonder if she was doing it deliberately. Normally I’d have dismissed such a thought. No way would a woman as hot as Sara flirt with someone as dull and unattractive as me, but after the night before there was no way I could deny it.

She was, in some way at least, into me. So… why wouldn’t she want to tease me? Plus, she’d caged me, caged my cock. She’d done that for a reason. Maybe the thought of teasing me, making me horny, when I could do nothing about it, excited her.

The idea that I excited her made my heart skip, and made my cock throb, causing the dull ache in my belly to swell. I groaned, quietly, but apparently not quietly enough because Sara turned to look at me, caught me staring, then…smiled.

“You a little uncomfortable over there?” She asked, grinning.

I felt my cheeks grow hot, a blush creeping over my face. As she watched me she shifted, wiggling her hips, and she pressed her arms inwards, making her tits seem to swell, almost threatening to pop out of her top, and then… she bounced up and down.

She bounced and her tits jiggled, nipples hard.

My eyes almost popped out of my head and my cock throbbed. I whined, the pain in my crotch swelling, throbbing in time with the pulsing of my cock. It was agony.

Sara’s smile widened and she giggled. I felt my blush spread down my throat.

“Well, at least now I know you’re still wearing your surprise. Good girl.” She said.

My head spun. Those words… she’d used them last night. Good girl. Why did they make me feel so… there were so many thoughts and feelings I couldn’t make sense of them.

“Now, just so you know, that cage is staying on until the end of our deal, but… if things get too much for you I want you to come and see me. I have a way for you to earn release, but… I warn you now, it’s going to be even more extreme than last night, so just make sure you’re willing to be obedient before you come knocking on my door. Okay?”

There was something about the way she spoke, her tone of voice, that sent a shiver down my spine. It was like a promise and a threat all in one, but about what I wasn’t sure.

Still, I took her warning seriously. Yet, the fact that she was warning me just made me even more intrigued.

But whatever it was Sara was hinting at she made no further comment, instead, she chose to continue on almost as though nothing had happened. She finished cooking breakfast, sat down, and then asked me what my plans for the day were.

My head spun at how nonplussed she seemed by everything. I was caged. She’d dressed me up in lingerie, had made me cum, and then… she’d made me eat it. Yet, she was acting like nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

It was like she was playing a game of cat and mouse and for a moment I felt a twinge of panic. Maybe this was all part of some elaborate prank. Maybe she really was trying to make a fool out of me, and to get the most out of it she wanted to earn my trust first?

That suddenly made sense to me. There was no way a woman as hot as Sara could be into a dullard like me. She was a… a princess, and I was an ugly duckling who’d never found his flock. People like me and Sara didn’t mix, and we certainly didn’t get to do the kinds of things I was hoping we might get to do.

I realised suddenly how stupid I’d been. It was all clearly part of some elaborate plan.

Maybe it was a prank, a joke, to make fun of me or… then it clicked. Sara didn’t actually like me. The deal was just to get me to stop asking about having friends over. She just wanted to make sure that she had an easy summer looking after the house and babysitting me, and me inviting my friends over would complicate things for her.

She didn’t actually want to help me. She was, in the end, like everyone, even my friends. They were just using me. Well, I wasn’t going to let her win. I wasn’t going to give in.

Clearly, she’d done all she could last night to get me to quit, but I hadn’t. Now she was going to use the cage to make me quit. Either it was going be too much and I’d demand release by quitting on our deal, or I’d come to her for release and what she’d ask me to do would be too much so I’d have to quit. Well… I wasn’t going to play her game.

I was tougher than she figured. It was only six more days. I could last six more days without cumming, couldn’t I? Then I’d have won and I could invite my friends over and she’d not be able to go informing on me to my parents.

I smiled, taking a deep breath, exhaling a slow sigh.

“You okay there?” Sara asked.

Her voice snapped me back to the moment. I smiled back, nodded.

“Fine. I just… I think I need to take today easy. I’m sleepy. Maybe a slow one by the pool reading and swimming.” I said.

“Sounds like a plan.” Sara said, smiling. “I think I’ll join you.”

I smiled back, acting as though I had no idea what she was up to, but I was on my guard now. I wasn’t going to let her win.




***




For the rest of the day I waited for Sara to make a move, to try something, to push me, but… she didn’t do anything. She acted as though nothing had changed.

We talked and hung out, and at times it was almost easy to forget what was going on, except… the cage on my cock was a constant reminder of my situation. And even if I had been able to forget about it, Sara seemed determined to keep reminding me.

Sara seemed to take great pleasure in teasing me, keeping me on edge. She put a lot of effort into appearing to flirt with me.

Around the house, she wore tiny, skimpy outfits, and by the pool, she wore the skimpiest bikini known to man. She took great pains to move in ways that were sure to get my attention, strutting, wiggling her hips and ass, making her tits bounce and jiggle, even finding numerous reasons to bend down in front of me.

I did my best not to watch, not to pay attention to her, but… it was impossible. She was too hot. Each time I ended up glancing, and then it was like the gravity well of her hotness caught me, and my cock would throb, the memory of how good her hands had felt on my cock and then… all the memories would come crashing back, dressing up in the lingerie, how good it had felt, how hot I’d looked, what my cum had tasted like.

It was like I was constantly adrift in a sea of confusing emotions and feelings, head spinning, my cock throbbing in my cage, a dull ache in my gut. I tried to fight it, but… Sara was insistent and really, really hot.

By the end of the day, I was a mess. I was an absolute mess, and Sara knew it. She knew it and she seemed pleased.

“You okay there?” She asked as I whimpered in pain for what must have been the hundredth time.

She’d just been stretching in front of me, arms up high over her head to make her tits seem to swell, and I’d been unable to resist staring, causing my cock to try, and fail, to harden. She was very good at flirting and teasing.

I was beginning to think I was doomed, but… I wasn’t going to give in yet.

“Yeah, fine… I think. I think I’ll just head to bed.” I said. “I’m tired, after… after last night.”

I felt my blush cover my face. Sara looked almost… disappointed?

“Already? But it's still early. I thought we could hang out and maybe… maybe you might need some release?”

I kept my face as neutral as possible, but I felt a sense of vindication. She’d been teasing me all day so I’d come to her for release, so she could continue on with her plan, but I wasn’t going to let her win.

“I… I’m okay.” I said, lying.

I was desperate for release, but I wasn’t about to let her know that.

“I’m just tired. I think sleep will be good for me.”

Sara nodded, and I thought for a moment she might argue, try to persuade me, or command me and give me the choice of obeying or quitting, but… she didn’t. Instead, she softened.

“Yeah, sure. I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want. You need to look after yourself and I guess last night was a late one. Just… know I’m about if you need anything. Okay? Maybe… maybe we can hang out more tomorrow? I had fun today, with you, and… maybe we could have dinner again together?” She said.

She spoke almost as though she meant it, almost as though she really did like me, care about me, but I wasn’t falling for it. I was wise to her now and I was going to beat her… or at least I was going to try my hardest.

“Thanks.” I said. “I… yeah. Maybe.”

I felt a pang, my heart almost sore. I’d been a fool to think someone as hot and as smart and as funny as Sara could be into me. I had to remember she was just being paid by my parents, she was here because she was getting paid. She didn’t really like me. She just wanted an easy life. She was just… she was just my babysitter. Nothing more.

She would never be anything more, and I was a fool to hope.


Six

The next day was the same as the day before, only… worse. And the day after was worse still.

Sara seemed determined to break me, and was doing her best to keep me distracted and horny and on edge. The pain in my crotch, my gut, got worse and worse as I became more pent up.

The teasing was bad enough, the way Sara flirted with me, smiling, the skimpy clothes she wore, her tiny bikini, but the fact that I couldn’t do anything about it just made it worse. I was caged. My cock was caged.

I couldn’t cum. I had to endure all of her torture without any way to relieve myself.

She was torturing me in the hopes that I would break and give in and she would win. I was determined, fixated on the idea of beating her at her own game, but as the days passed I began to feel my resolve weakening. I could feel my desire and my lust eroding my will to resist.

Would it really be so bad to give in?

Sara was so hot, so pretty, so sexy, and she was so kind and sweet and funny. She was so easy to be around. She was… she was perfect.

But that just made it worse. It made me more determined. She had no idea what it was like for me, what it was like to be trapped as a useless, pathetic ugly ducking. It was easy for her. She was a pretty girl. Everyone must like her. She’d never struggle for friends or dates. She’d never have to earn friendship.

It was different for me. I had nothing to offer beyond the things I did for people. I was plain and boring and awkward. If I didn’t work to keep my friends, to earn my friends, then I’d be alone, forever. She could never understand that, so her entire game felt almost cruel and mocking. I was going to beat her.

Except… I could feel myself weakening. It was too difficult. Being around her was too hard.

So, I began to avoid her. As much as I enjoyed her company—and I still enjoyed her company despite the cruel game she was playing—I did my best to never be around her. I did my best to keep out of her way and to hide from her since she couldn’t tease me if she wasn’t around me.

That made things easier.

I hid in my room, only venturing out for food or a shower, and when I got tired of being indoors I took long walks alone, slipping out without telling Sara so she couldn’t invite herself along.

I felt almost bad at first, since she noticed, and seemed almost hurt by my sudden change of behaviour, my evasiveness, but I figured that was all just part of her act. She wanted me to weaken, wanted me to break, so of course she didn’t want me to avoid her. But… she did a really convincing job of seeming to be hurt.

It was almost enough to get me to break, the way she looked at me with big, soulful, worried eyes, but I knew what she was up to. There was no way a woman as hot and as funny and as smart as her could be into someone as pathetic as me. It was just a game, a prank, a way to beat me so she could have an easy job of it, but… I wasn’t going to let her beat me.

She might be hot, and funny, and smart, and just generally amazing, but… I wasn’t going to let her beat me.

I was going to do everything I could to make sure Sara wouldn’t defeat me.




***




It was late when I arrived home, the sun just setting, and the day was just beginning to cool.

I’d walked further than I’d intended, but I needed it, needed to exhaust myself. I’d walked miles in an attempt to calm the storm of emotions and feelings, but… it hadn’t worked.

Sure I was physically tired, but my brain was still bustling, a storm. As I neared the house I slowed my walk. When I went inside I was going to have to face Sara again.

It was getting harder and harder to resist her. She was doing her absolute best to get my attention, to turn me on and frustrate me, wearing skimpy outfits, bending over in front of me, flirting with me, and when I avoided her, unable to cope with the teasing, she looked almost… crushed. I felt bad, thinking that I might be hurting her, but I knew it was just a game to her, that she was playing with me, so… I knew I had to be strong.

So, I stiffened my resolve, and approached the front door, opening it slowly, listening in case Sara was about. I couldn’t see or hear her, and I was relieved. Maybe I could sneak into my room and…

“Oh, hey.”

I stalled as I stepped through the door. Shit.

I turned to see Sara and my eyes went wide. She was clad in just her bikini, two tiny triangles held over her nipples by thin string, her bottoms snug and tight, showing more all of her legs and all of her ass, just a thin string slipping into the crack, only a triangle of fabric covering her pussy.

I stared at her for a moment, unable to look away. She’d been wearing that bikini for the last few days and she looked amazing in it. Just seeing her in it was almost enough to break me, but the way she moved in it, the way she stood there wiggling her hips, making her tits bounce, her ass shake, was enough to make me want to fall to my knees and beg her for relief. 

The thought of her hands on my cock made my body throb, a familiar dull ache. In that moment I’d have gladly swallowed my pride, and my cum, if it meant her making me cum.

I shook my head, derailing my train of thought. That was exactly what she wanted.

“Hi.” I said.

I tried to be strong, but… it was hard.

Sara smiled, looking almost nervous. She walked towards me, hips swaying, and her tits jiggled, bouncing up and down. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“I’ve missed you.” She said. “You… it feels like you’ve been avoiding me.”

I shook my head.

“No. Of course not. I mean… why would I be avoiding you?”

Sara moved closer. Her body, her face, her smile… everything about her was so perfect, so beautiful and hot and hard to resist.

“I just thought… since that night you’ve been avoiding me. Since I… since I made you dress up, and I made you cum. You’ve been… you’ve been acting strange. I thought maybe… I’m worried that maybe I’d gone too far. I’m worried I’ve ruined things or that I’ve upset you, or hurt you.”

She sounded… her voice was strained and fraught, and I’d never seen her so nervous. If she was acting she was doing a really good job.

“No I… I just… I…”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I wasn’t sure what to believe.

For the first time in days, I wondered if maybe I’d been wrong. What if Sara wasn’t playing a game? What if she wasn’t trying to beat me or just break me so she could have an easy life. What if… what if she meant it about wanting to help me, if she really had liked seeing me in the lingerie?

What if she really had enjoyed it and really was into me?

It seemed impossible but the way she was acting I began to wonder. Maybe I’d got it all wrong?”

“Did I do something wrong?” Sara asked.

Her voice was soft, strained, pained. I shook my head.

“No, I just.”

I could feel it. I could feel it rising up in me, like bile. I’d got it wrong. I’d got it all wrong.

I was so used to people using me, feeling worthless, that the first time someone had actually treated me like they wanted me I’d assumed the worst. I’d assumed Sara was just like everyone else.

I’d let my lack of self-worth, my feelings of being boring and unattractive taint my opinion of her and her motivations. I’d thought she was just like the friends I had at college. I’d figured she was just using me. But…

What if she wasn’t. What if it had all been real.

What if… I felt my head spin, a surge of emotions and feelings that came too thick and fast to process.

“You didn’t do anything. I just… I’ve been avoiding you because I figured you were just playing a prank on me, that it was all just… it was just you, playing games, wanting to make me shut up about having my friend over so your summer was easy, wanting to beat me. I figured… I thought there was no way it could be real. A woman like you and a guy like me and… I got up in my own head. I thought…”

“You thought I was too good to be true?” She said, smiling, though a watery softness remained in her eyes.

I nodded.

“Yeah, in a way. I… I figured there was no way I could be lucky enough that a girl like you would be into me, would want to help me. I figured it was all just a game, was you fucking with me, messing with me, so I… I was avoiding you.”

Sara was quiet for a moment.

“What changed your mind?” She asked.

I smiled.

“You did. Just now. The way you spoke to me, the way you looked at me, it was like… I could see I hurt you and I didn’t like it. I realised that if you were hurting then it must have meant something, must have been more than just a game. If you were hurt then… it must have meant something.”

I watched as Sara seemed to crumple, almost collapsing, sagging.

“I’m sorry.” She said. “I didn’t think. I should have… I just… I wanted to help, I still want to help, and I got carried away. I should have…”

“I should be the one apologising to you. I shouldn’t have ignored you or shut you out. I let my own shit taint my opinion of you rather than seeing you as who you are. I just… I never figured a woman as hot as you could ever view someone like me as anything more than a… a nuisance.”

Sara smiled.

“You’re not a nuisance. I… I really do want to help you and I really am kinda into you. I… I’ve been waiting and hoping you’ve come to find me for the next step of my plan. I was doing my best to tease you and seduce you and I wondered why it wasn’t working.”

She giggled. My cheeks went pink.

“It was working. That’s why I’ve been avoiding you. Seeing you, being around you, it was driving me crazy.”

“So… seeing me like this, given you’re caged, and you haven’t cum in days, it’s hard for you?”

As Sara spoke she wiggled, shaking her hips and ass and tits. I felt my body throb, the familiar ache in my gut. I nodded.

“Really fucking hard. You are… fuck you are so hot.”

Sara’s smile widened. She looked nervous and almost timid.

“I was… I was hoping you’d come to see me about getting that relief, since I had a lot more planned for you, to… to maybe help you. I was looking forward to it. I was looking forward to spending more time with you. If you wanted we could maybe still…”

“I want.” I said, cutting her off.

I smiled. Why had I been so dumb as to doubt her?

“Well… why don’t you follow me then. We have a lot of catching up to do. Are you still willing to do everything I say?”

I nodded.




***




I let Sara lead me, dropping my caution, my resistance. I could feel hope swelling.

She was into me. She wanted to help me.

I offered myself up to her. I would do whatever she wanted. And what she wanted made my head spin.

First came the shower.

I was sweaty and stiff after a long walk, so I was glad for the shower, but it wasn’t just to help me clean up and relax. There was also the very specific instruction that I was to make myself smooth.

“I want you hairless.” Sara said. “I… you look so hot in that lingerie, but I know you’d look better, and I think you’d feel better if you were smooth and soft like me. Just think of our bodies tangled together, both of us soft and delicate.”

Her words made my head spin and my heart skip. I would do it for her, because she asked, willingly, but the thought of my body against hers was only additional motivation.

At first, I was not sure about how easy it would be. I knew girls shaved their legs, but I was a man, I was hairier, right?

Only… I’d never been that hairy, and for once I was glad for that. My lack of body hair made it almost easy for me to make myself smooth. Almost easy… it was still tricky since I’d never shaved my body before.

Sara gave me shaving gel, a razor, and plenty of tips though, and I worked efficiently, methodically, hands shaking, wanting it to be done quickly, but also wanting to do a good job to impress her.

I shaved my legs, my body, my armpits, chest, even my butt and my crack, taking special efforts around my caged cock to get all the hair I could, until I was…smooth. It felt strange and I looked so different.

As I rinsed off a shiver ran along my spine, a tingle of pleasure. My body was so much more sensitive. I looked… kinda cute.

I smiled as I wondered what it was going to feel like to put my lingerie on, how I was going to look. Would my smooth body make much of a difference?

There was only one way to find out.

Stepping out of the shower I dried off, patting myself down, then began to get changed. Sara had told me to wear the same lingerie set as before, but to make sure panties went on last.

“So they’re easier to take off.” She’d said, winking.

The implication made me shudder, made my caged cock throb. She was going to take my panties off?

I slipped my stockings on first, and I immediately noticed the difference. With my legs smooth the fabric was so much more sensual, sliding up my legs easily, a soft caress, and pulling them on left me very excited.

After that I fitted my suspender belt, then my bralette. Finally, I pulled on my panties.

I’d looked and felt good in the lingerie before, but now, smooth, soft, delicate I felt even better. As I checked myself in the mirror I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. For the first time in my life, I felt like I was actually kinda… kinda hot.

And the fact that I was now confident that Sara wanted to see me like this, that she was into me all dressed up in sexy, feminine lingerie, made me feel even better. My hot red-headed babysitter was into me.

I felt… amazing.

“Now, just one more detail.” I said to myself.

The lingerie wasn’t the only thing Sara had told me to wear. There was one more thing. A pair of heels. A pair of black high heels.

I slipped them on and immediately I noticed the difference. The way they made me stand, the way they made me pose and move, I felt… glamorous, seductive, sexy. I’d never felt sexy before.

I took a few steps, careful, getting the knack of them. It was going to be tricky but I could do it, and… I was hoping I’d not be on my feet for too long.

Smiling, feeling confident and bold, I stepped out of the bathroom and headed towards Sara’s room. The click of the heels sent a shiver down my spine, and the way I walked in them made my caged cock throb, my butt wiggling, hips swaying. I couldn’t wait to see Sara’s expression.


Seven

“Fuck.”

Sara’s exclamation was a quiet exhale, a tone of awe and reverence. I was the reason she made that sound. She was making that sound because she thought I looked good.

“You like?” I said.

As I spoke I gave a small wiggle, shaking my hips and ass. The way Sara looked at me made me feel bold and playful, though I was still nervous. Sara nodded.

“I really like. I just… I think we could do one more thing. A tiny thing before… before I give you your surprise.”

I stared at her, blinked.

“A surprise?”

The last surprise she’d given me had been a cage for my cock. Sara nodded.

“I’m not telling you what, but… I’ve been looking forward to giving it to you. I think… I think it’ll really help you trust me, and maybe help you too. I really did mean it you know about showing you that you don’t need friends like the ones you’ve got. I think you’re better than them and I intend to show you.”

I smiled.

“But first… are you okay if I add just a little make-up? I think it’d really make you look stunning.”

Make-up? My head was fuzzy. Wasn’t that going too far? But then… I’d already come this far. If Sara wanted to see me in make-up then who was I to argue. She was so hot, and she was into me. I should count myself lucky.

Plus… I was curious about how I might look, how it might feel.

“Sure.” I said.

Sara beamed.

“Good girl.” She said.

And again those words made my chest flutter.




***




The make-up in the end was simple enough. Eyeliner, mascara, a dash of eye-shadow, and a little bit of lip-gloss. It took Sara only a few minutes, her movements deft and efficient, and as she worked she reassured me that she thought I looked hot, that she really did like seeing me dressed up, that it was turning her on.

Her words excited me. I’d never turned a girl on before.

It was strange that my first time connecting with a girl, hopefully losing my virginity to a girl, was going to feature me dressed in lingerie, heels, with make-up on and my body smooth, but… it felt good, and I looked cute, and Sara was into me, so it had to be a good thing, right? Nothing that felt this good could be bad.

“There.” She said, finishing. “Want to look?”

I smiled, nodded. Sara spun me in the chair to face the mirror behind me and I stalled. I looked… I looked hot. In the lingerie, smooth, with make-up on, I looked undeniably hot, but I also looked… girly.

There was no other word for it. I looked feminine, sexy, pretty.

“You look so hot.” Sara said, leaning in close.

I could feel her breasts pressing into my back, warm and soft. Her lips were close to my ear.

“I figured you’d look cute, but you look… so much cuter than I could have imagined. Seeing you like this is getting me really hot.” She said.

I felt my caged cock throb. She thought I was hot. I was getting her hot. I was making my hot, red-headed babysitter hot. It didn’t matter in that moment that I was dressed up like a girl, that I looked pretty, feminine. What mattered was that Sara was into me.

And… what mattered was that what I saw in the mirror made my heart swell. I looked…

“I look amazing.” I said.

“How do you feel?” She asked.

I was quiet for a moment. I thought about her question.

“I… I feel good. I feel… comfortable, and… happy.”

It was the truth. Normally I felt uncomfortable and self-conscious, even wearing baggy clothes and hiding in a corner, but in that moment, despite the fact that I was almost naked, caged, wearing sexy lingerie in front of a hot girl, I felt good.

“You like it, don’t you? It feels… right?” She asked.

I nodded. Sara smiled.

“Normally you feel wrong, don’t you? Like you’re all wrong, and like you’re fighting against yourself, never fitting in, always awkward and uncomfortable?”

I nodded again. Her smile widened.

“That’s why you can’t make proper connections. How can you connect to others when you can’t connect to yourself? It all feels so much harder for you because it is. You’re stuck playing the wrong game, with rules that don’t make sense. Like this though… this is easier, isn’t it?”

I nodded, turning to face her.

“How do you know so much?” I asked her.

She laughed, softly.

“I know because I was in the same place only a few years ago. I was a little younger than you when I worked it out but… I know because I understand. It's why I wanted to help you, why I thought I could help you. I’ve been through it. Maybe not the same, but similar enough. I felt like you felt, but… it gets better. It can get better.”

“You…”

“Let me show you your surprise first. I think that’ll help everything make sense.” Sara said.

And then… she kissed me.




***




The kiss was my first proper kiss and it was perfect. It was deep, wet, hot, hungry, and I kissed back with a passion equal to Sara’s. She kissed me with lips, tongues, small bites, and I felt my cock throbbing hard in my cage.

I’d never been so turned on. I’d never felt so good.

I squirmed, and then I felt Sara’s hands on my body, stroking me, caressing me. I reached out, nervous, to touch her, and as my hand closed on her chest, her tits, I squeezed, and she whimpered into the kiss, a sound of pleasure and surprise.

Then… she broke the kiss.

“Handsy are we?” She said.

“Sorry. I…”

“No, I like it. You can touch me. I want you to touch me. But… you’re getting me really horny. Are you still willing to do what I tell you?”

I nodded. I was willing to do anything she said if it meant more of her.

She smiled, biting her bottom lip, a nervous, mischievous glint in her eyes.

“Then… get on your knees in front of me.” She said, grinning.

I paused for only a moment, head spinning with what she’d said, what she’d told me to do. I smiled at her and then… I obeyed. I slipped out of my chair and dropped to my knees in front of her, looking up. Sara smiled down at me.

She was still in just her bikini, almost naked, and she looked incredible, her slim, toned figure, the curve of her hips, the swell of her ass, the rise and fall of her tits, and the… I felt my belly flutter and my mouth get wet as I saw the growing bulge in her bikini bottoms.

“Pull my bottoms down.” She said. “And get my cock out. I want to find out just what kind of good girl you are.”

I smiled, blushing. Slowly I reached up and grabbed Sara’s bikini bottoms, pulled them down. For a moment they snagged on the swell of her cock, her hard cock. I pulled them harder, wiggling the flimsy fabric, and then… her cock popped free, swaying in front of me.

It wasn’t massive, but it wasn’t small either. Thick and long and smooth, it was… it was as beautiful as the rest of her. I watched as it throbbed with the pulsing of her heart.

“It’s not going to pleasure itself you know.” Sara said.

There was humour in her voice, and lust. There was lust, for me. She wanted me. She wanted me to touch her cock, to pleasure her.

The hot redhead wanted me. I blushed and… reached out to wrap my fingers around her girth. She moaned and thrust her hips into my grip.

“Fuck you feel good.” She said.

I stroked, watching her cock. I felt pretty, sexy, hot, and I glanced to the side, to the mirror, the reflection of me on my knees, a sexy… a sexy good girl dressed in black lingerie, smooth body, in heels, with make-up on, stroking the cock of a sexy, busty redhead. It was like something out of a porn movie only it was real. It was all real, and I was the good girl in black lingerie.

I was the one stroking the redhead’s cock. My babysitter’s cock. I giggled, blushing, a swell of arousal and excitement, and without thinking, acting on instinct I turned to face Sara, looked up, and leaned forward to wrap my lips around the head of her beautiful prick.

“Oh god… fuck…”

My lips wrapped around her cock, wet, hot, aching, and she thrust, forcing her cock into my mouth. I let her fuck it deeper, tongue working to wet it. My head was spinning, my caged cock throbbing, dull ache.

I stared up at the sexy redhead, her tits bouncing as she fucked her cock into my mouth, pulling it back until just the tip was between my lips, then thrusting it back in. I sucked, hard, working my tongue, and I felt Sara’s cock throbbing in my mouth. I watched her working her hips, her tits jiggling, and then… I felt a hand on the back of my head.

“Just a little more.” She said. “Show me you’re a good girl and take all of it.”

I wanted to be a good girl for her. I wanted to pleasure her. I wanted to impress her.

Slowly she pressed my head down, forcing more and more of her cock into my mouth. I sucked, working, bobbing my head up and down, keeping as much in my mouth as I could, taking it deeper with each attempt.

With her free hand, Sara reached back to tug at the knot holding her bikini top up. She pulled, the knot came undone, and then she pulled the top off. Her tits were free, full and perky, nipples hard, puffy, and she was stunning.

I pressed my head down further, wanting to impress my sexy, red-headed babysitter, wanting to show her I was a good girl. I felt joy, lust, desire, happiness. I felt… free.

“Fuck… so close. Just a little more.”

The head of her cock was pressing at the back of my throat, choking me. I took a deep breath, suppressing my gag reflex, and then pressed my head down. I pressed my head down and Sara’s cock slipped into the tightness of my throat.

I felt it throbbing, stretching me out, suppressing the urge to gag. Sara thrust the final inch in and then… all of her cock was in my mouth and throat. Her whole cock was in my mouth. I was deep-throating my hot babysitter. The sexy redhead who’d dressed me in lingerie, feminized me, was fucking my throat.

It was enough to make me shudder in pleasure, a swell of joy, my caged cock aching. I swallowed over and over, my throat clenching, milking Sara’s cock.

I felt it throb, swelling, felt her thrust deeper, pressing my head down. She was close. She was going to cum. I was going to make her cum. I…

Sara pulled her hips back, pulled her cock out of my throat, and it left the seal of my lips with an audible pop. I looked up at her, gasping, wide-eyed, wanting more.

“Please…” I whispered.

Sara just smiled.

“Please what?” She asked.

“Please… your cock… I need it. I… I want to be your good girl.”

“You see what I was trying to show you now? Why you don’t need those friends? You don’t fit because you were never going to fit. If you want to find people who love you for you, then you need to be the version of yourself that you can love. You need to be your true self first, before you can make true friends.”

Her words hit hard. My true self.

I… I’d never been comfortable, not since I’d hit adolescence. I felt wrong, off, but like this, with Sara, it was like things clicked.

The friends I made weren’t my real friends, but… they were never going to be. They could never love me because I couldn’t love myself. If I wanted to connect with people I needed to connect to myself first. I needed to work out who I really was.

And… for the first time, I had an idea. I wasn’t the person I’d thought I was, the person I’d been told I was. I didn’t know exactly who I was, but… I realised Sara was there to help me figure it out.

“I get it.” I said. “I… thank you.”

She smiled at me.

“You really are beautiful.”

I blushed. I batted my eyelashes.

“There’s just one thing…” I said.

“What?” Sara asked.

“Your cock. I need it. Are you going to let me have it?”

I felt nervous, flustered, but also… eager, excited, and very horny.

“Are you willing to do as you’re told and be my good girl?”

I was very willing. I nodded.

“Then bend over, and let me show you just how much fun it is to be your authentic self.”

“Are you going to fuck me?” I asked.

Sara nodded.

“I’m going to make you my good girl.”

I giggled. My babysitter was going to fuck me. My hot, red-headed babysitter was going to fuck me in the ass and make me her good girl.

In that moment I forgot all about my friends, the people at college who’d abandoned me when I’d gotten into trouble. I forgot all about them because I didn’t need them any more. I had something better.

I had Sara.

I shifted, turning to face away from the redhead, and then I bent over, lifting my ass, and I wiggled it at her in invitation.
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“And this is why I told you to put panties on last.” Sara said.

I blushed, giggled, wiggling my hips. Sara reached out, grabbed my panties, and began to slowly work them down over my ass, my legs, and she didn’t need to fiddle with my stockings or my suspenders at all to get them off. That was why they went on last. For easy access.

The thought thrilled me. I bit my bottom lip, nervous and excited, head spinning, drunk on lust. It had been days since I’d cum and I was so horny I couldn’t think clearly.

All I could think about was Sara’s hands, her cock, being her good girl. I was pretty, smooth, in lingerie, with make-up on.

The image of me in the mirror, on my knees, touching her cock, the feel of it between my lips, in my throat, was still bright in my mind. And now… now I was on all fours, bent over, with my hot babysitter taking my panties off so she could fuck me. So she could fuck me in the ass. So she could take my virginity and make me her good girl.

I’d never even imagined my first time would be like this. I’d always assumed it’d be me and a girl, me fucking her, but… it had never happened. I’d never been able to connect with girls as a boy or as a man, because… I wasn’t one.

I was something else. I needed something else. I needed the freedom to be pretty, to feel sexy.

Sara had shown me that. In the lingerie, almost naked, in heels, with make-up on, I felt… hot, sexy, powerful. I felt so much more attractive. More attractive than I’d ever felt as a boy or as a man.

I didn’t know what I was, but I knew what I wasn’t. I wasn’t a man. I wasn’t… I wasn’t the person I’d always thought I was. For the first time, I was excited about the future, about the idea of working out who I really was.

I wanted to discover who I really was.

I also really wanted to get fucked. As Sara pulled my panties off my feet I looked back over my shoulder to see her, naked, cock hard, staring at my ass. Her cock throbbed, bobbing. It was hard for me. It was hard because she wanted me. She thought I was sexy. The hot redhead thought I was sexy, and that turned me on more than I could have ever imagined.

“Ready for me?” She asked. “Ready to be my good girl?”

I nodded.

“Please… I need you. I… fuck me. I’m so fucking horny.”

She smiled at me.

“You’re not the only one who’s horny. Seeing you like this… I don’t think my cock’s ever been so fucking hard.”

I smiled at that, the idea that I made her cock harder than it had ever been. I was so hot, so sexy, that I was turning her on more than she’d ever been turned on before. She was really into me.

To make it worse, I wiggled my hips, my ass, spreading my legs wider, and I saw her cock sway, pulsing with blood as it got harder, thicker and longer.

“Fuck you are such a tease.” She said.

And then… she moved forward, shifted close, and I felt her hands on my ass. Her caress was light, tender, and sent a shiver up my spine.

She shifted forwards, closer, and then… something hot and wet pressed at my crack, slipping along, teasing over my hole. Her cock. Her cock, wet with my spit.

I shivered, moaned, my body moving on instinct, pressing back. I felt the barest tip of her cock enter me and then slip away.

“Someone is keen.” Sara said.

I giggled.

“So fucking keen.” I said. “I… I never knew I could be so turned on.”

My body was on fire, belly fluttering, caged cock throbbing, dull ache. I wanted her. I wanted her inside me. I wanted her cock inside my ass. I wanted her to fuck me, cum in me, and make me her good girl.

Her cock slipped up and down my crack, teasing over my virgin entrance, and I whimpered. As it slipped down again Sara paused, her cock head pressing just barely into me, stretching me, wet, hot, throbbing. I pressed back, spreading my legs as wide as they would go.

Her cock sank deeper, pressing, a tight seal of resistance. I took a deep breath, relaxed, and as Sara pressed forwards I pressed back.
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I felt it. I felt it and I moaned, a shudder of pleasure running up my spine.

As Sara pressed forwards, as I pressed back, the last resistance of my ass gave way to the insistence of her cock. My ass stretched wide, opened, and Sara claimed me, claimed my virginity.

Her cock was inside me. Her cock was inside my ass, throbbing, filling me, and with one last thrust, she buried all of it inside my tight hole.

I felt her hips slap against my butt, her hands gripping my waist, and I pressed back, clenching my ass to feel as much of her as possible. It was a pleasure brighter and hotter than anything I could have imagined.

My caged cock was agony, throbbing, drooling precum. My belly was fluttering, a knot of pleasure deep inside.

Slowly Sara pulled back, pulling her cock out until just the head was inside me. I wiggled, trying to get more of her back inside my ass, but she held me firm, teasing me, barely fucking her cock in and out, my entrance tight, gripping her.

I moaned, lowering my head down—face down, ass up, just like girls in porn, a thought that made me blush and whimper. In that moment I felt sexier than I’d ever thought possible. I felt powerful, slutty, wanted, desired. I was… I was a pretty good girl and I was getting fucked by my hot, sexy, red-headed babysitter.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Please, fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Sara said.

And then… she slammed her hips forward. She slammed her cock into me, hard, and I felt my whole body light up with a pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

Sara fucked me, slamming her cock in, slipping it out, fucking me, and I began to move in time with her rhythm, riding her cock, feeling my ass stretch, each thrust of her cock pressing on a knot of pleasure inside me that was unravelling faster and faster and faster.

Sara fucked me, hard. I looked back to watch her, her body glistening with sweat, her breath ragged, and the sight of her perfect tits swaying in time with her thrusts, twinned with the pleasure of her cock, was a delight brighter than I could have ever imagined. It was the most erotic and sensual thing I had ever seen.

“Fuck I’m close. You’re so fucking hot and I’ve been so fucking horny for you… you feel so good.”

“Don’t hold back. Use me. Fuck me. Cum in me.” I said.

I wanted her. I wanted all of her. I wanted her cum inside me. I wanted my babysitter to breed me, claim me, cum in me, make me her good girl.

I felt Sara’s cock throbbing, hard, swelling. She fucked me deep, pressing on the knot inside me, a sense of pleasure deep, unfurling, filling me, my caged cock agony. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. I just… I needed to get fucked, needed to be bred, needed to cum.

“FUCK!”

Sara slammed her cock in deep, gripping me, and I felt it pulsing. I knew she was close. I clenched my hole down, milking her prick, and then…

I felt her cock erupt, hot, warm, thick, sticky cum filling me, filling my ass. My babysitter was breeding me. Sara was cumming inside me. She was cumming and…

That was enough. That knowledge, combined with the pent-up need, the sensations of her cock in my ass, was enough to push me over the edge.

My cock, still soft, caged, unable to get hard, pulsed, and… I was cumming too. I was cumming as Sara fucked my ass, cumming inside me, both of us cumming together, cumming hard.

Her cock throbbed, jet after jet of cum filling me as my caged, throbbing dick oozed cum, my climax filling my entire body as Sara filled my ass. I worked my hips, my ass, clenching, trying to feel as much as possible. It was a pleasure greater than anything I’d ever known before.

“Fuck… fuck fuck fuck…”

Sara was incoherent. She worked her hips as she kept her cock deep inside my ass, teasing me, and slowly I felt the throbbing of her cock subside as my climax began to ease.

I was breathing hard, heart racing, and I shivered as Sara slipped her slowly softening cock out of my ass. My gaping hole oozed cum, a trickle running down and pooling on the floor beneath me, blending with my cum. The sight made me blush.

“That was amazing.” Sara said.

I looked back at her.

“I… I never felt anything like that before.” I said.

“That mean you want more?”

I nodded, grinning.

“Maybe give me a minute though to catch my breath.”

Sara chuckled.

“I can do that. How about we get a drink and a snack and then… we can see about round two?”

I nodded.

“I’d like that.”

Sara stared at me, smiling.

“You think… do you think you still want to invite your friends over, or have I proved my point? Do you get now why you don’t need people like that when there are people out there who’ll love you for who you are?”

I nodded.

“I just… I just need to work out who I really am though.” I said. “Could you… could you help me?”

Sara nodded.

“Of course. I’d love to.”

I felt my heart skip. The thought of spending the entire summer with Sara filled me with more joy and hope than I had thought it was possible to feel.

I knew that when I returned to college my old friends would have forgotten me, but… I suddenly didn’t mind. They’d never really been my friends anyway, and I had a good feeling they wouldn’t even recognise me by the time I returned for my second year.

And if Sara had taught me anything, it was that being my authentic self made making connections, real connections, much easier than it had ever been for Jack. I was looking forward to my future, finding out who I was, finding my people, growing from ugly duckling to swan.

“Just one question.” Sara asked.

I looked up at her, her naked tits rising and falling as she caught her breath. She was magnificent.

“What?”

She smiled.

“How about next time I… I remove that cage though. Watching you get fucked, seeing how much you enjoyed it, it's got me in the mood to get railed.”

I blushed. She… she wanted me to fuck her. My hot red-headed babysitter wanted me to fuck her in the ass.

“I’m happy to take turns.” I said. “But… at some point, I’m going to need you to let me suck your cock again. I want to feel you cum down my throat.”

It was Sara’s turn to blush.

“We can do that, and a lot more. After all, we’ve got the whole summer to explore each other.”

I felt my heart swell, a bright joy, excitement. When I’d heard I was going to have a babysitter taking care of me for the whole summer this definitely hadn’t been what I was expecting…

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
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Michael is eager to meet his bride-to-be, Annabella, for the first time, but he’s nervous too. He’s been keeping secrets and he’s not been entirely honest with her.

When Annabella finds out she isn’t quite as understanding as Michael had hoped. She threatens to leave him and return home, so Michael, desperate, promises he’ll do anything for her. Annabella decides to take Michael up on his offer and sets about transforming him into someone more to her liking.

And in the end, it turns out Michael wasn’t the only one keeping secrets...

Michael is lonely. He’s quit his dead-end city job and moved back home to renovate the house he inherited from his mother when she passed, and though his quality of life has improved significantly he’s still missing one important thing. Someone to share his life with.

But then Michael decides to try internet dating and he stumbles across Annabella on a very expensive website. She’s gorgeous. The only problem is the website is for rich men looking for women to marry. Michael is wealthy thanks to his inheritance, but he’s not sure he’s the kind of rich man Annabella is looking for.

As Michael waits for Annabella’s flight to land he’s left wondering how she’s going to react when she meets the real him. He’s just hoping that she’ll be able to look past the surface and see his heart, feel how much he cares for her.

Annabella’s reaction is not what Michael hoped for. She’s frustrated, annoyed, and, worse, she threatens to leave and go home before they’ve even had a chance to get to know each other. Michael, desperate, promises to do anything if she gives him a chance.

Annabella accepts Michael’s offer and soon begins transforming him into her perfect partner. Michael had worried he wasn’t manly enough for a woman like Annabella, but what Annabella desires is someone soft, pretty, and obedient.

As Annabella takes Michael on a journey of feminization and self-discovery he begins realise Annabella might just be the best thing that ever happened to him. And then he finds out he’s not the only one with a secret...


PARTY FAVOUR
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When Sam is sent off to military school he figures his life as he knows it is over. But a year spent trapped in an all-boys school beats prison, right?

The school isn’t as bad as he feared though, and he even finds there’s a secret underground party every week, a party with girls.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? But then Sam finds out that he’s in charge of hosting a party, and he learns that hosting means being soft, pretty, and feminine…

Sam is despondent. While all his friends from high school are heading off to college, he’s been sent off to military school. He expects the worst from his new school, yet what he finds is something different. He finds a group of young men like him, and soon he finds himself making friends.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? The only real downside is how boring it is. But then he’s told all about the secret private parties the students hold every Friday night and Sam wonders if maybe it’s not so boring.

But what fun is a party if it’s just boys? Only… it’s not just boys. To Sam’s surprise, the party features girls, and entertainment. He begins to think that maybe military school won’t be so bad.

Only there’s one small snag. Part of the agreement in attending the parties is taking turns hosting them. Sam wants to do his best, doesn’t want to let his new friends down, but he doesn’t realise what he’s let himself in for.

All too soon Sam finds himself being transformed by a fellow classmate, made softer, pretty, more feminine, and then… he learns just how much fun it can be to be the centre of attention.


PAVLOV'S STUDENT




[image: ]

Damien is at risk of losing his scholarship. He needs to boost his grades and he’s hoping psychology 101 is just what he’s looking for... an easy A.

Desperate, he plans to charm his psychology professor, the handsome, charismatic Professor Wickes. Professor Wickes offers Damien a way to earn extra credit.

Professor Wickes has been looking for someone to help him research the effects of classical conditioning, and he thinks Damien is the perfect guinea pig.

Only the research project has some very interesting methods, and even more interesting results, and Damien ends up with a lot more than an easy A.

Damien is loving college. He’s finally got friends, going to parties, having fun but… his grades are suffering and he’s at risk of losing his scholarship. What he needs is an easy A, but when he signs up to Psychology 101 having heard it’s just what he’s looking for he discovers that the truth is very different.

His teacher, the smart, charming, and handsome Professor Wickes, expects his students to earn their grades. Damien thinks he has a solution. Maybe he can flirt his way to an easy A? But his plan doesn’t go the way Damien is expecting.

Instead, Professor Wickes offers Damien the chance to earn extra credit, and a guaranteed A, by helping him with his private research. Damien figures that while it’s not as easy as flirting his way to an A, it’s still easier than studying, so he agrees.

And then he discovers what the research project entails…

Professor Wickes wants to investigate the effects of positive reinforcement and classical conditioning and he thinks Damien is the perfect subject. Damien soon finds himself on a journey of feminization, self-discovery, and transformation that rewards him not only with the extra credit and A grade he needs, but so much more.

Only what’s to come of Damien once the research ends? Given how interesting the results of the project are maybe there’s the possibility of a follow-up study?


FULL SERVICE WAITRESS
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Eric is in debt, he’s unemployed, and he owes some dangerous people money. He needs cash, fast. Luckily for him his childhood friend, Tiff, thinks she can get him a job at the bar where she works.

Only the barmen don’t earn that much, at least compared to the waitresses. Eric, desperate, is willing to go to some extreme lengths to pay off his debts, including becoming a cute waitress, but then he learns that most of what the waitresses earn comes from the tips they earn.

How far is Eric willing to go to pay off his debt?

Eric’s life has spun out of control. He’s lost his job and he’s spent all this redundancy payout. Worse, he gambled away his payout and he’s accumulated some debts with some pretty unsavoury people.

When his close friend from childhood, Tiff, tells him she might be able to get him work at the bar she runs Eric is hopeful his luck is changing. Only he has no experience, so he’s starting at the bottom, washing glasses and stacking shelves behind the bar.

Still, he’s getting paid and he’s getting to hang around with a lot of very attractive waitresses, including the incredibly cute Cerys.

But when it comes to getting paid Eric realises working behind the bar isn’t going to be enough to pay off his debts and pay his bills. He needs more, and he realises the waitresses earn a lot more that he does working behind the bar. Tiff, ever the generous friend, offers Eric a solution.

He can work as a waitress. Eric, desperate but reluctant, agrees, and he’s astonished by the results. Erin discovers she quite likes working as a waitress, being friendly with customers for tips, getting compliments, getting attention.

But still, she’s not earning enough. Then her co-worker, Cerys, offers to show Erin how to earn more in tips, and Erin’s lesson in how to provide the full service promises to change the course of her life forever...


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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