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FEMINIZED BY THE TRAINER

Kenny is feeling lost. His girlfriend has left him for another man and his confidence is at an all-time low. When he comes across an advert for a personal trainer though he feels a sense of hope for the first time in a long time.

Maybe that’s what he needs? A personal trainer to help him get into shape, someone to motivate him out of his slump, someone to get his perfect body, someone to finally make a man out of him.

But when Kenny meets Jamie, his new trainer, he’s stunned. He was not expecting anyone quite so stunning.

Jamie though wastes no time. She gets to know Kenny, gets to know why he wants a personal trainer, gets to know why he wants to change, gets to know his motivation and his desires. With a better understanding of him, she sets out a full regime of exercise, diet, and more to help transform him.

Only the transformation isn’t quite what Kenny had been expecting. Yet as he begins to notice changes he also finds he likes them, and slowly he comes to realise he’s being feminized by his personal trainer.

As the transformation progresses, there’s just one question that needs answering. Is he going to let her complete the process?

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


One

As I read through the advert I felt almost a sense of hope. I clung to that.

It was the first time I’d felt hope since Sophie had left two months ago. I’d come home from work one day to just find the apartment empty, her clothes gone, her furniture gone, her various kitchen appliances and her toiletries, all of it was gone. She’d even taken the lampshades, lightbulbs, and the shower curtain.

I’d come home and not know what had happened. I’d thought we'd been okay. Sure we’d been having a rough patch but we’d had them before and we’d made it through.

I’d been so caught off guard by it that at first, I’d thought we’d been robbed, and it was only the absence of lightbulbs that made me pause. What kind of thief took lightbulbs?

And then I’d found Sophie’s note, left taped to the bedroom door at head height with the words READ ME written in bold letters. I’d had to read it using the torch on my phone.

My heart had shattered and it was like the very ground beneath me was threatening to open up and swallow me. Part of me wanted the ground to open up and swallow me.

Sophie was… she was my life. We’d met in our first year of university and we’d hit it off almost immediately. It had taken a few months of awkward flirting, both of us timid and shy and clumsy, before we’d finally admitted we’d liked each other, but after that we were pretty inseparable.

Meeting her was, to my mind, the best thing that had ever happened to me and I’d always thought she felt the same. She was my first real girlfriend, hell she was my first girlfriend of any kind since I’d been too shy and introverted in high school to even talk to girls.

While others around us had thrown themselves into parties and dating, having wild adventures, we’d bonded, grown close, and after both graduating we’d decided to move in together. We’d found a small apartment that we could afford with our joint income and we’d settled down. Or at least I’d thought we’d settled down. I’d thought we were forever.

Clearly, Sophie hadn’t felt the same. I’d never known, she’d never told me, but clearly she’d been unhappy. Why hadn’t she talked to me?

After reading her note I tried calling but she’d blocked my number, had blocked me everywhere. I called her friends, people who I’d considered our friends, but they wouldn’t tell me anything other than she was safe and she didn’t want to see or talk to me. I felt crushed, abandoned. I realised how alone I was. The friends I’d considered ours were hers.

I realised that I didn’t really have any friends. Or at least not close ones.

That first night was the hardest, having to try to piece my life back together, late-night shopping for basic supplies like lightbulbs, shower curtains, cutlery, but I’d survived. I’d continued to survive.

That’s all I did for the first few weeks. Survive. I’d survived and hoped that maybe one day Sophie would get back in touch, that she’d realised she’d made a mistake. I hoped she would reach out and we could rebuild, mend, but then a friend of mine sent me a screenshot of her social media and my hope had died.

She’d found someone else. She was with another man, on a beach, in a tiny bikini, and… it was obvious they were together. The way she was looking at him, her smile, the way his hands were on her body. I felt my heart break. I felt my hope dashed.

She’d left me for another man. How had I not seen it coming? How long had it been going on for? What had I done wrong? There were so many questions and I knew I’d never get answers.

I had to move on, but… it was hard.

It didn’t help but seeing the man Sophie had chosen poked at every insecurity I’d ever had, every insecurity I’d ever shared with her, every insecurity she’d ever reassured me about. The man she’d chosen over me was tall, handsome, muscular. He was the epitome of masculinity, hairy and dashing, and the way she looked at him as he held her, his hands on her like she was his…

It was the worst I’d ever felt, and I just couldn’t stop looking at the picture. I couldn’t stop comparing myself to this unknown man.

I knew I could never compete with him. After all the kind words Sophie had offered me, the way she’d reassured me, even complimented me… was any of that real?

I knew I was lacking but I’d genuinely believed she’d loved me, that she wanted me, that she found me attractive. I’d really thought we were going to be together forever.

I was wrong about so much. I was… a failure. I collapsed in on myself.

Compared to the man she’d run off with what could I offer? I was short and slim and just… lacking. I’d clearly always been lacking. I was always going to be lacking.

I gave up. I went to work during the day, scraping by on the bare minimum, then at night I drank away my misery. I fell into a deep depression. A few friends tried to console me but even they gave up after a while. I spent almost two months trying to process my emotions through drinking.

I felt myself slipping away. I had nothing. I was a fiasco, a complete disaster of a human being, an utter failure of a man. What was the point? There were always going to be men out there like him, and women were always going to prefer them over me. They were always going to be better than me.

I was nothing. What was the point in trying? What was the point of any of it?

But then I saw the advert on social media and something in the wording caught my attention. ‘Ever dream of having your perfect body? Sign up now and we can help you reach your full potential.’

What if there was a way? What if instead of wallowing in self-pity I did something to improve myself?

I thought back over the years together with Sophie and I realised maybe… maybe I hadn’t really helped myself. I’d always lacked confidence, had been insecure and self-conscious. I’d always felt like I wasn’t enough, that there was something missing.

I knew I’d lost Sophie, that she’d moved on, but maybe I could improve myself? Maybe I could work on myself, work on achieving my potential?

Maybe a personal trainer was just what I needed, someone to encourage me to work out and eat right, to motivate me. I’d never been in the best shape, had always been more bookish, quiet, shy, but in the months since Sophie had left, I’d fallen in on myself. I’d let myself go, had eaten nothing but junk food, had drunk heavily. I was beginning to feel it. It was beginning to show.

I needed to dig myself out of the hole I’d fallen into.

I clicked on the advert and it took me through to the sign-up page. I read through the terms and conditions, found a gym nearby that offered the service, and then… I entered my credit card.

My start date was the following morning. Six a.m..
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I’d never been to a gym before and I had no idea what to expect, had no idea what to wear. I picked out the comfiest pair of sweatpants I had along with an old band t-shirt, a pair of scruffy trainers, and headed out. The sun hadn’t even started to rise.

The gym wasn’t far so I decided to walk. The chill air was good to clear my head.

I couldn’t help but imagine the potential future. What would I look like in a couple of months? I imagined more muscle, a broader, stronger body. I imagined myself more masculine and rugged.

I glanced at myself in shop windows as I passed and I felt a pang of hope. Was it possible?

I’d always been short and thin, on the slimmer, more petite size. I was less than average height for a man by quite a margin, and was probably only just above average height for a woman. I’d always been skinny, had never really blossomed into masculinity, but Sophie had always told me she liked my body.

Seeing her new man though, tall, toned, handsome, hairy, I knew that was just her being kind. Maybe in a few months though…

I knew I couldn’t get taller, but I could add muscle, right? With the right workout and diet I could get the body I wanted, my perfect body. I smiled, feeling nervously optimistic.

I’d need to work on myself in other ways too. I’d let my hair grow out in the months since Sophie left and it had become a tangled mess of loose waves, falling down to just past my ears. I’d never been the most handsome man but the past few months had made my face look almost sunken in places. There were dark rings around my eyes, and the usual pale green looked almost grey. Even my freckles looked faded.

I forced myself to smile though. I was young and I knew I could turn things around. After a few months of working on myself, I’d be better than ever. I’d show Sophie what she’d lost.

Part of me ached at that thought, another part of me hoped I could meet someone better, someone who would show her that she’d missed out, while a third part just hoped that maybe she’d see me in better shape and decide she’d made a mistake and want me back. I laughed at that, without humour, the heaviness in my head and heart a difficult burden to carry.

I looked away from the shop window, away from my scraggy reflection, the skinny, awkward young man in baggy sweatpants and an old t-shirt, and I carried on to the gym. Maybe in a few months, I’d be able to look at my reflection and not get that pit of self-loathing I always got, the pit of self-loathing I’d had ever since I’d reached my early teens.

It’d be nice, I thought, to be able to look in the mirror and not want to run screaming from what I saw.
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I stepped into the gym and was almost dazzled by the harsh, bright lights after the heavy gloom of the early morning streets. I looked around for a moment before seeing a young, pretty woman at the front desk, her gaze was focused on a screen and she was tapping away on a keyboard.

As I approached she looked up and smiled at me. Her smile was dazzling, charming. I felt almost embarrassed. She was dressed in well-fitted gym wear, slim and curvy at the same time, toned body, with perfect makeup, long blonde hair. She was beautiful and way out of my league.

Was that what all the women in the gym were going to look like? I hadn’t considered that. I felt uncomfortable at first, but then realised it would be motivation. I’d be surrounded by hot women who were taking care of themselves, who were motivated to be their best selves.

Maybe… maybe I’d even meet someone? Maybe even the hot receptionist? Maybe they’d see me working hard, making progress, and they’d be curious about me?

I smiled at that thought, walked up to the desk, and introduced myself.

“Kenneth.” I said. “I’ve got an appointment with a personal trainer at six. It’s a consultation. I signed up online last night.”

The pretty receptionist nodded, smiling, and looked back to her screen, tapping at her keyboard for a moment before looking back to me.

“You’re in the system and everything looks in order. If you sit down Jamie will be with you in a moment.” She said.

I smiled back and did as she said. I sat and waited, scrolling on my phone. I did not have to wait long.

“Kenneth?” A voice called out.

I looked up from my phone and turned and… I felt my eyes go wide.

A woman was standing by the reception desk, tall, lean, but with a very full figure, clad in just tiny shorts and a vest that clung to her chest. I felt my mouth go dry and my heart raced.

She was gorgeous. More than gorgeous, she was utterly stunning. Her legs were thick, toned, and the shorts showed off plenty of thigh, while also being so tight that they prominently displayed how pert and full her ass was. Her midriff was bared, waist slim, belly toned, and her chest… her chest rose and fell with each breath, tits straining at the fabric of her vest, just a hint of her vast cleavage exposed.

“I’m Jamie, your PT. Or at least I will be your PT if we decide to work together. You want to follow me and we can have a chat to see if we’re a good fit?” Her voice was cheery and soft.

I just nodded. I’d figured my personal trainer would be a man. I didn’t think it would be a woman, and certainly not a woman so hot.

As I looked at her I felt myself blush. Her body was one thing, and I might have been able to cope if she’d just had a good body, but her face was… her face was beautiful. Her eyes were bright blue, like a summer sky, and her hair was black, tied up into a messy bun on top of her head.

She wore only a little makeup, and it just accentuated her natural charms, her eyes big, lashes thick and dark, her features refined, and her lips… her lips were full, pouty, glistening. Her lips were almost succulent.

It was all I could do to nod and follow.

Jamie chatted, friendly and cheerful, and all I managed was timid one-word answers. I was pretty sure she could tell how nervous and flustered I was and I was convinced she figured I was an awkward loser, but she was never less than polite and engaged.

As we walked I couldn’t help but admire the sway of her hips and ass, the subtle jiggle of her tits. She had an amazing body and clearly, she took excellent care of herself. She was perhaps only a few years older than me and she carried herself with confidence as she gave me a tour of the facilities, and I began almost to feel at ease.

Maybe I could work with her? If she kept herself in such amazing shape what could she help me achieve? Just thinking about it excited me, plus… working with her would help boost my confidence, right? Spending so much time with a beautiful woman would help me learn how to chat to women, and maybe… maybe we’d hit it off.

I caught myself as my imagination ran away with me. The receptionist was one thing, but Jamie… Jamie was way out of my league. I didn’t stand a chance. I figured I was lucky if she even took me on as a client.

As she showed me around we talked, chatting about ourselves, and she asked me what my goals were, what I wanted, why I’d signed up. I found myself opening up to her in a way I’d not really opened up to anyone since the breakup.

I talked about how I’d felt in the relationship, how I’d felt after the breakup. I talked about why I’d clicked on the advert, what I wanted to get out of having a personal trainer, my goals and aspirations. I did my best to be honest, and I could tell Jamie was interested.

She listened, nodding, watching me closely, and she nodded her head as I talked, attentive and focused on me. With each question, she seemed to pick at the threads of who I was, who I wanted to be, and I found myself opening up in ways I never really had before.

I talked about how I’d never really felt comfortable in my body, about how self-conscious I was, about how I’d always lacked confidence and hidden, about how when I was in a relationship with Sophie I’d never really been able to believe her compliments or her kind words. No matter what I’d always felt my body was just… wrong.

Jamie listened. She really listened, and I got the sense she understood too. There was compassion and empathy in the way she looked at me, but then I figured that made sense. It was her job to be able to understand what people wanted, to really understand their goals, their aims, so she could help them achieve it.

By the time the conversation was coming to an end, I felt lighter, relieved of a heavy burden, and also optimistic. Still, I was nervous. What if after all that Jamie decided not to work with me? What if she didn’t want to be my personal trainer? I found myself suddenly panicked.

I’d enjoyed talking to her and I was already beginning to look forward to working with her, to seeing the results, to transforming myself. I’d been feeling almost… optimistic.

As our chat ended I found myself hoping, anxious. I tried to read Jamie’s face for any hint of what she was thinking.

“That was really helpful Kenneth. Do you prefer Kenneth or Kenny?” She asked.

I smiled.

“Kenny. I just… I use Kenneth on forms out of habit.” I said.

“Cool. Kenneth just feels… formal, and I feel like if we’re going to be working together I’d rather not be all stiff and formal.”

Working together. Then…

“You mean… you… you’re happy to be my personal trainer?” I said.

Jamie’s smile widened as she detected my enthusiasm.

“Yeah, absolutely. I think… I think after chatting with you today we’d be a really good fit. I’d be very happy to be your PT and I’m already looking forward to helping you get the body you deserve.”

I smiled.

“I… thanks.” I said.

Jamie winked at me. I felt overjoyed.

“So… six a.m. again tomorrow work for you?” She said.

It was early but I’d made it work. I had to make it work.

“Absolutely.” I said. “And… I’m looking forward to it too.”


Two

I arrived at the gym early to find Jamie waiting for me at reception. She was clad in tiny shorts again, her legs bare, with a tight vest on her chest, a zip-up hoodie left open so that I could see her exposed midriff. She smiled as she saw me and waved and I couldn’t help but smile back, wave at her in return.

“Have you eaten?” She asked.

I shook my head. I struggled with early mornings as it was I explained. Eating that early just made me feel heavy and sluggish.

“Well, you need to make a habit of eating properly. Getting your perfect body is only partly down to exercise. The rest is lifestyle and diet, and I don’t mean diet as it just watching calories either. Nothing faddy, just sensible meals at sensible times. Your body is an engine and it needs fuel. You’ll need to start watching your macros if this is going to work.” Jamie said.

“Macros?” I asked.

She chuckled at that and shook her head.

“Seriously? Wow… you really are new to all of this. Well, in some ways that’s good, no bad learning to undo, but you’re going to have to listen to my advice. Macros are major nutrient groups. Carbs, fat, protein. You want to increase protein and maybe fat too, drop carbs. You also want to eat proper food. Lots of fresh vegetables and fruits, no more junk food or unhealthy snacks.”

I nodded. I knew some of what she was saying and the rest made sense. I felt a thrill, the thought of getting the body I deserved, fulfilling my potential, making me smile.

“Plus you’re going to need to factor in things like watching stress and sleeping enough. Hormone levels play a role in how your body works. You need a good night's sleep and I want you to make sure you make time to do things like meditate so you can keep your stress down, understand?”

I nodded.

“Perfect. Now, this morning I’ve got a simple workout planned for you and afterwards, we can have breakfast and I’ll go over the meal plan I’ve got worked out for you. You need to follow it to the letter, okay?”

I nodded again. Jamie smiled at me, her blue eyes brilliant and bold. I felt myself blush slightly. She was hot and her attention, her focus, her charm, was making me flustered.

“Absolutely. You’re the boss and I really do want to change. I want… I want to feel better about myself. I want to be better.”

Jamie smiled at me, nodded.

“Yeah, I get that. I really get that, and I can sense that in you too. It’s why I decided to work with you and why I’m so excited to see the progress we make together. I think if you stick to my plan and work with me then you’ll make some amazing changes. I think you could be really happy.”

I felt the kernel of hope in me swell. I’d been so down since Sophie had left but talking to Jamie and having her take me on as her client was giving me a sense of optimism I’d not felt in ages. As she led me through to the gym area I walked with a spring in my step, and I couldn’t help but notice the sway of Jamie’s hips and the jiggle of her ass and tits.
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The workout was hard. Harder than I’d been expecting. For the first day, and for Jamie telling me she was going to go easy on me, it felt really hard.

We worked with free-weights, Jamie taking a moment to work out the appropriate amount for me to work with. I assumed I’d be lifting like the other guys in the gym, working on chest and arms and shoulders, but Jamie instead had me focus on legs, glutes, core.

“The key to a healthy body is a good foundation. We need to get that right first before anything else. Too many people ignore the foundation and that just sets them up for failure, plus I really think this will pay off quickly in terms of giving you a body I think you’ll love.” Jamie said.

I accepted her wisdom. She was the expert and I was, to be honest, eager for change. I’d been wallowing in misery for long enough and even before the breakup I’d been feeling something pressing down on me.

This was my chance to get myself into shape, to become a new, better version of me, and as good as Jamie looked I figured she knew more than most people how to get a body looking as good as it could.

We worked on a range of squats, lifts, and various exercises that made every part of my lower body and my core ache, yet my ass and my thighs ached the most. By the time we were done my legs were feeling wobbly and my stomach and back felt like they were about to give out.

“Not bad for a first day. We can improve though, and I expect you to improve. Tomorrow we’ll work on cardio a bit to give you a rest and after that, we’ll see how you’re holding up. We’ll be working out together five days a week, with two individual rest days between the set, so you should start to notice progress within the first couple of weeks if you stick with it.”

I nodded, too exhausted to speak. Even as bad as I felt in that moment I knew I wanted to stick with it.

I was tired of being me. Meeting Sophie, dating her, it had been like a band-aid. She’d been enough to distract me from how uncomfortable I felt, how down and generally heavy, but even that hadn’t been enough.

I realised now why she’d left. I was… lacking. I was miserable and sullen and I didn’t have any confidence. How could I with how I looked, how I felt? Even as hurt as I was by her leaving me I was almost surprised she’d stayed with me for as long as she had.

Given there were men out there like her new boyfriend, handsome, dashing, confident, successful, masculine men, then why would she ever pick me? I should have considered myself lucky she’d stuck with me as long as she had. I was determined to take her leaving me as a wake-up call.

I was going to change. I was going to improve, I was going to get better, and the start of that was working with Jamie.

“I’m going to stick with it. All of it.” I said. “Back again here for six tomorrow morning?”

Jamie nodded.

“But you need to eat well and look after yourself between now and then too. You’re going to be working out hard so you need fuel and nutrients. Which is where your food plan comes in. Want me to show you and explain?”

I nodded. I felt my stomach rumble. I saw Jamie smile.

“That’s probably a sign you’re ready for breakfast.” She said, chuckling. “I have a protein shake if you want one? In fact… I think you should.”

Jamie rummaged in her bag and pulled out a large plastic container with a clip-down top. She handed it to me.

“You take that, I can sort me out with another.” She said, grinning. “You’ll need the protein and… I think I can sort you out with some supplement powder too so you can make sure you get in a shake even on your rest days. Just, you need to make sure you get at least one a day and no more than two, okay?”

I nodded.

“I can buy my own if it means…”

“No, you can use mine. It’s a brand I trust and I think… yeah, I know it’ll be good for you. I can just add it to your bill and it’ll be way cheaper than buying from a store as I get it in bulk and at a discount as I’m a trainer.”

I smiled, thanked Jamie for the generosity.

“You can keep the shaker too. I have loads.” She said. “Now, shall we go over your food plan? I’ve got it all written down and there’s a breakdown sheet of nutrients included too if you want a deep dive, but if you’re feeling lazy you can just follow my list. Three meals a day, two snacks, and a protein shake counts as one snack.”

I nodded. As she talked I opened the protein shaker and took a swig. It was sweet, thick, and tasted of strawberries. It was… good. One of those a day sounded like a pretty good start. I looked down at the meal plan Jamie had laid out for me and saw that it wasn’t too bad.

Lots of lean meats, fish, salads, green veg, fruits, whole grains, nuts. No junk food, no simple carbs, no sugary snacks, and absolutely no alcohol. I took a deep breath. It was going to be hard but I knew it would be worth it.

“Think you can follow it?” Jamie asked, looking at me. “And remember, this is more than just exercise and diet. You need to live healthy, look after yourself. If you’re going to reach your potential then you need to take proper care of yourself.”

I nodded. I was beginning to realise I’d never really taken proper care of myself. I’d never looked after myself. I… I’d never considered myself worthy of proper self-care. I’d never thought I was important enough. I’d always felt I was not important enough.

I was beginning to realise that it was that mentality that had probably led, in part at least, to Sophie leaving me. I’d always been my own worst enemy, had always been my own worst critic. But I was going to change that. With Jamie’s help, I was confident I could change that.

It was going to be hard work but I was going to improve, get better, get myself the body I deserved. I was, with Jamie’s help, going to reach my potential.

It was going to be really hard work, but it was all going to be worth it once I got my perfect body.
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I followed Jamie’s food plan as best as I could on the first day. It wasn’t easy as I wasn’t sure where to buy some of the items on the list, certain supplements and various whole grains, a few of the more interesting fruits and vegetables, but in the end, I managed to eat what I considered to be reasonably healthy meals.

I was used to Sophie doing all the shopping and cooking. She was better at it than me, and the few meals I could cook were all quick and easy and heavy in carbs. They were comfort food.

The meals Jamie had listed out for me though were very different to my usual fare. Lots of vegetables, lean meats, whole grains. Thankfully none of them were too difficult to cook, and they tasted surprisingly good and were surprisingly filling. Though I’d left the gym the morning aching and sore, by the evening I was feeling pleasantly rejuvenated.

Jamie had given me several large bags of protein supplement before I left the morning session so, as I settled down that evening, I made myself a second shake of the day. As I drank it I found the thick sweetness of it filling, settling heavy in my stomach. I felt tiredness settling, exhausted after getting up early and working out before a full day of work in the office, so I decided for an early night, forgoing the urge to stay up late doom scrolling social media while watching crappy television.

I fell into a deep sleep almost as soon as my head hit the pillow, and before I knew it my alarm was going off, buzzing to get me up for another morning at the gym. I felt heavy with slumber and dreams, but I was also… looking forward to seeing Jamie, to working out, to getting my life on track. I realised I was excited to get down to the gym and start working out.

Each workout was one workout closer to my perfect body after all, right?

And that was how it went for the first week. Working out hard at the gym early, taking a protein shake for breakfast, focusing on eating well, getting a good night’s sleep. It was a lot of work, but in many ways that was a positive. It meant my brain was so busy, that I didn’t have much time or energy to think about Sophie, the breakup, how bad I felt.

Though my body was often sore, heavy, the food, the supplements, and the protein shakes, along with all the high-quality sleep I was getting, meant that I felt overall pretty positive. After just a few days I began to notice a shift in my energy levels. I felt better physically, my mind was sharper, and my heart didn’t feel quite so tumultuous.

The two rest days helped, and I almost felt like I was already starting to see progress after a week. I was beginning to feel optimistic about it, was beginning to feel almost good about myself.

And I was beginning to really enjoy the workouts with Jamie. Sure they were hard, and she was demanding and pushed me, but she was engaged and pleasant, kind and encouraging. Not only was she hot, but she was sweet and friendly and I felt like she might actually like me, maybe. I felt like maybe she wanted to see me improve and that she really wanted to help me.

I knew she was doing it because it was her job but I got the sense that she might actually like her job, like she might actually enjoy helping people, that she might have chosen to work with me because she wanted me to grow and improve, like she was invested in helping me reach my potential, get my perfect body. That in turn only motivated me even more. She was putting so much effort into me that I didn’t want to let her down. I wanted to repay her for that effort. I wanted to show her I was grateful. I… I wanted to impress her.

So, I pushed myself hard.
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“Your form’s a little off. Try again.” Jamie said.

I nodded, did as she said. We were in the middle of my second week and we were working again on weighted squats, focussing on core and legs, glutes. I was lifting heavier, but I knew I could have lifted more and part of me wanted to, wanted to really push myself so my progress was faster, but Jamie was adamant that I couldn’t go heavier until my form was perfect otherwise I’d risk injury.

I tried again, focusing on getting the form just right, but out of the corner of my eye, I could see Jamie shaking her head.

“Still not quite right. I’m not sure what it is. There’s just something… you’re not quite getting it. Maybe… I think your clothes aren’t helping. Those sweatpants are too baggy and they’re not helping your flexibility, plus that t-shirt is getting caught up as you move. You need something more fitted and with more stretch.” She said.

I nodded, accepting her advice. I’d been wearing the same old sweatpants and a collection of old band t-shirts to the gym to workout in, but I guessed if I was going to get serious about it then it was time for me to buy some specific workout clothes.

“I can go by the store later.” I said. “Pick out something better. If you have any advice then…”

“No need to go shopping. I have enough spare kit from brands wanting me to try their kit out that I can give you a few clothes to get you started. It’ll mean we can see if the new clothes help your form before you have to spend anything.”

I smiled.

“That’s really generous.” I said.

Jamie smiled back, the same charming grin as always. Her eyes were dazzling and bright. She might have had an incredible body but if anything, it was her eyes and her smile that captivated me most.

“Not at all.” Jamie said. “I get them for free all the time from people wanting me to promote their brand on social media so I have plenty. Just give me a moment and I’ll be back.”

With that, she vanished. I sat down on a bench and waited, looking around the gym.

It was mostly empty except for a few regulars that I’d begun to recognise. Seeing them working out, their bodies in magnificent shape, gave me a sense of hope. There was a guy in the far corner, tall and broad, with the kind of muscles I was used to seeing on models and movie stars, working on his arms and shoulders, biceps rippling. On the other side of the room was a woman working out with weighted squats, performing exercises I was now pretty familiar with, her thighs and ass magnificent in her tight yoga pants.

I stared for only a moment, not wanting to be a creep.

“Back!” Jamie said.

I turned to see her approaching with a small black holdall. She handed it to me.

“Go change. Then we can try again, see if a change of clothes helps.” She said.

I took the bag and headed off to the changing rooms.


Three

I thought it was some kind of mistake at first. So much so that I didn’t even bother getting changed and I took the bag back to Jamie. She frowned as she saw me approach.

“Something wrong?” She asked.

I paused, blushing.

“The… the clothes. I think… I think you gave me some of your clothes maybe.” I said.

Jamie chuckled, shaking her head.

“No. They’re all new. I know they’re maybe a bit… different to what you were expecting, but they’re all new. Just try them on for me, please? See if they make a difference.”

I blushed harder. The way Jamie said ‘please’ made it hard for me to refuse. Yet the clothes… wearing them…

Finally I nodded.

“Sure… I’ll try them on, see if they work.” I said.

And with that, I took the bag back to the changing room to try them on.

In the bag, there were several items of clothing, enough for a few workout outfits, but they were all similar. Two pairs of what looked like yoga pants, and a pair of shorts, three vests, four pairs of socks. They all struck me as distinctly feminine, the kind of clothes I saw women working out in, not men.

But the worst item was the underwear. I was used to wearing shorts under my trousers and sweatpants, but the underwear in the bag was small and tight, almost… almost like panties. That had to be a mistake, right?

I decided I could wear all of it and just keep my usual underwear on, so stripped off everything except my boxer shorts. Yet, when I slipped on the leggings, I realised why the smaller panties had been included.

My shorts were too baggy and loose, too much fabric. The tight-fitting leggings caused them to bunch up and look ridiculous, and they were also very uncomfortable. Not wanting to give in I tried not wearing any underwear but that was almost worse. The yoga pants were so tight that without underwear everything was visible. The thought of working out with Jamie with the outline of my cock showing made me so flustered I felt physically dizzy.

So… it was going to have to be panties. I took a deep breath, slipped them on, and then got dressed.

In the end, it wasn’t as bad as I’d been fearing. They were, at least comfortable.

The yoga pants were tight, but with the panties on they weren’t too bad, and the way they fitted showed off my thighs and ass nicely, how toned my legs and butt were becoming. They were almost… flattering. The vest was loose enough to move in, but not as baggy as the old t-shirts I’d been wearing, and my arms were left free to move as I needed. I definitely wasn’t as confined by loose fabric and I had a greater range of motion. Plus the clothes felt a lot softer on my skin, the cloth breathable and light compared to what I had been working out in.

I checked myself in the mirror and smiled awkwardly, blushing slightly. I still couldn’t get over how feminine the clothes were, but they were free, and they were just to see how they helped my form before I spent money.

The gym was pretty empty so no one would really see and… I did look kinda good in them. The way the yoga pants fitted me, hugging my legs, ass, was flattering, and the vest was comfy and loose enough that I didn’t feel too exposed.

I took a deep breath and stepped out to go face Jamie and continue my workout.
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“Oh, you look amazing!” Jamie said, breaking into a wide smile when she saw me.

Her smile reassured me a little, her tone genuine, but I still felt awkward and exposed. I wasn’t used to wearing anything so fitted. I preferred loose clothing, baggy items that hid my body. Going from my old sweatpants and band t-shirts to tight-fitting yoga pants and a slim-flitted vest meant I was suddenly very aware of my body and how I looked.

Thankfully it was still just me, Jamie, and the two others in the gym, and both of them were focused on their workouts. The thought of more people being around, of people noticing me, made me want to flee back to the changing rooms.

“Thanks.” I managed to whisper.

“How do they feel? Different I bet, but can you tell the difference, see what I mean?”

I nodded, slowly. I could tell the difference. Even though the clothes were tighter, I felt freer in them. I could move more easily and I had a greater range of motion.

“Yeah, I… they definitely feel different.” I said.

“Wonderful, now, how about we see if they make a difference to your form? Get back into position and give it another go.” Jamie said.

I did as she suggested, took my place, picked the weights up, and repeated the movements, trying to get my form perfect. As I moved I realised… the clothes were making a difference. I wasn’t caught up in folds of loose cloth and I could bend and shift far more easily. I did several reps, finding it much easier to get into the flow, and then I put the weights down before turning to face Jamie. Her smile made me smile.

“That’s it!” She said. “That was almost perfect! Your old clothes were clearly just getting in the way of your movements. With those clothes on you were able to get the form almost spot on. A bit more practice and I think you’ll have it then we can really start going up in weights and then you’ll really start to see progress.”

I smiled, feeling proud.

“It felt good. I’ll definitely go by the store later to pick up some new clothes.” I said.

Jamie stared at me blankly for a moment then shook her head. She looked almost confused.

“But… why?” She said. “I mean… the bag I gave you had a few things in, right?”

I nodded.

“And they fit you?”

I nodded again. I could feel an odd sensation in my gut, in the back of my head.

“And they helped you get the form right?”

I nodded for a third time.

“Then why not just keep wearing them for our workouts? I mean… I’m happy to give them to you for free. You’d just be wasting money if you went out and bought new stuff. I don’t need them.” Jamie said.

I wanted to argue but I wasn’t sure how. I didn’t want to offend her by rejecting her gift and everything she was saying was true. Buying new clothes would be expensive and my form in the clothes she’d given me was good.

“Don’t they feel good?” She asked.

I was still, then… I nodded. They did feel good. I wasn’t used to snug clothes but it felt oddly comforting and sensual, the cloth smooth and soft.

“It’s just… how I look.” I said, blushing as I admitted the truth.

“What about it?” Jamie said, shrugging, speaking as if there was nothing wrong with how I looked. “I think you look good in them. The leggings show off all the hard work you’ve been putting in and the vest shows off how slim you are. You should be proud of your body. You’ve got a decent figure already and the more work you put in the better your body is going to get. Don’t you want to show off your hard-earned progress?”

I was silent for a moment.

“Look at yourself.” Jamie said. “Really look at yourself.”

Jamie pointed to one of the wall-mounted mirrors. I turned, looked. I saw myself, awkward and blushing but… I smiled. Sure the clothes weren’t what I’d usually wear, were kind of feminine, but they were in dark colours and weren’t that outlandish. And the way they fit me… they really did show off my legs and butt, the work I’d been putting in, my trimmer stomach. I was slim. I did have an okay figure.

Part of working out was to look better. Why shouldn’t I show that off? My smile widened and, staring at myself, I found I liked what I saw for the first time in a very long time. I was only going to get better as I kept working out too.

“You look good, right?” Jamie said.

I nodded.

“I… yeah.” I said. “But… it’s a bit… unconventional, right?”

Jamie shrugged.

“You’re here to work out and get fit. So is everyone else. No one really cares what you wear here. Hell, most people don’t even care what you wear generally. They notice if you look good, sure, but they’re not that bothered by what you wear. Just wear what makes you feel good and what works for you. Those clothes clearly work for you, I think you look cute, and you think you look good, so… why not just wear them? Who cares about unconventional so long as you’re happy.”

Her words hit me hard. What did it matter what others thought, so long as I was happy?

I looked good in the clothes she’d gifted me, and they’d helped me get my form just right. They were free, would save me quite a lot of money. There was no real reason not to wear them except for a bunch of silly ideas about what other people might think.

I just needed to care less about what other people thought about me and care more about how I felt. I took a deep breath and focused on my reflection. Then… I nodded.

“I’ll wear them.” I said.

Seeing Jamie’s smile made me sure I’d made the right decision.

“Bright and early tomorrow as usual?” She said.

“Absolutely.” I replied.
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I arrived the next day as usual. My legs were a little sore after yesterday’s workout, since after getting the form perfect Jamie had finally upped the weights I’d been lifting until by the end I was ready to collapse, but an extra protein shake in the evening and a good night’s sleep had mostly sorted me out.

I was dressed in the clothes Jamie had given me, black yoga pants, a slim fitted vest, though over the top I wore a baggy sweatshirt to keep warm, the hood up over my head. I was walking slowly, enjoying the morning calm, the period between night and sunrise, but the quiet was broken suddenly by the sound of a car horn and a loud whistle, coming from behind.

I turned and saw a flash-looking car drive by, the windows down, loud music playing. The driver was looking right at me.

“Nice ass gorgeous.” He shouted as he drove by.

I blinked, stunned, and watched as the car sped off. He’d just told me I had a nice ass, had called me gorgeous. Given what I was wearing then…

Had he assumed I was a woman? I was dressed in tight-fitting yoga pants and a baggy hoodie. It was dark and he was driving fast. Still…

I looked down at my legs, butt. I felt a heat rise in my cheeks. My figure was pretty good, with toned legs and a perky, full ass thanks to the workouts. I’d noticed the changes, and the diet too had helped, letting me bulk up where I was working out while trimming down overall fat, but to have some random man mistake me for a woman…

It was embarrassing, right?

Only I didn’t feel embarrassed. I felt… good. In an odd way, it felt nice.

Sure he’d made a mistake, but the core of it was he’d still told me I was hot. I’d been focusing my workouts on my legs and butt, my core, and I’d thought I’d noticed a change, but to hear someone else comment, to have some random man shout a compliment at me, it reassured me that the workouts were working, and told me I looked good.

It was just the clothes that had fooled him, right? And they were just for the gym. No one else was going to see. They saved me money and helped my form.

If not for the dark and the hooded sweatshirt he’d not have made that mistake, right? I smiled, heart racing. I’d been objectified. I knew his behaviour was gross and inappropriate, but at the same time, no one had ever really noticed or complimented me before. I’d certainly never been objectified.

My smile widened. I’d only been working out and dieting for a couple of weeks. Who knew what I’d look like in a month or two, or even six? I felt like things were finally looking up, improving. I was getting the body I’d always wanted. With that thought, I started off again towards the gym, this time with an even lighter skip in my step and… I couldn’t help but add a slight, subtle wiggle to my nice ass.
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That morning’s workout was hard, a mix of intense yoga and cardio, making my core and legs ache, but it felt almost like a whole body workout, which I was glad for, since it felt like we’d been focussing a lot on my foundation, and it was good to get my heart pumping. By the end I was sweating, and itchy. I wasn’t quite used to how my new clothes clung to my body.

“Are you okay there?” Jamie asked.

I nodded, but kept scratching at my legs, my thighs and calves itching even as I tried to soothe the irritation.

“Just sweaty. I need a shower is all. Not used to how tight these leggings are I suppose.”

Jamie stared at me.

“They shouldn’t itch like that. If anything they should be wicking away sweat so you feel more comfortable. Unless… maybe it's not the sweat causing it? I know how comfortable that brand is even during a really hard workout.” Jamie said. “You mind pulling them up so I can see your calf?”

I did as she said, pulled my trousers up, baring my leg. The pink looked pink where I’d been scratching. Jamie smiled and nodded.

“I see the problem.” She said. “Lucky for you I think I can help you fix it. You got anywhere you need to be after this session?”

“Just work, but… I’m in no rush.” I said.

“Perfect. Let me get a few things then I’ll see if I can help you out.”

And with that, she headed off towards the locker rooms.
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Jamie led me towards the showers without explaining her solution. She’d grabbed a small bag from her locker and just winked at me when I asked her what she had in mind.

“You’ll see.” Was all she said. “You trust me, right? I’m just doing all this to help you and you know that, right?”

I nodded. I realised I did trust her. She’d been working hard to help me and I could feel the difference it was making in me.

Once in the showers, Jamie led me to one of the private booths. It was large enough for both of us with a little room for us to move around. When she locked the door I found myself blushing, squirming, as I realised we were now very alone in very confined spaces.

It was hard for me not to notice how hot she was in her shorts and her tight vest, her thick thigh, pert ass, and her large chest. I tried not to notice her but she was close enough I could practically feel the heat coming off of her body. I felt my pulse quicken.

“Now, you need to strip.” She said, grinning.

At first, I thought she was joking, but the look in her eyes told me she was serious. I opened my mouth to protest but she was already ahead of me.

“I know it seems weird but trust me. I’m a trainer, I know bodies, and you’ve got nothing I haven’t seen before. Think of this like a sports massage.” She said.

I stalled. If I were getting a massage I’d be on a table under a towel, so maybe this was similar.

“Come on. We’ve not got all morning.” Jamie said.

Her tone was soft but encouraging. Part of me wanted to refuse and make my excuses but I didn’t want to disappoint her or let her down. She’d been working so hard with me that I wanted to show her I was willing to work hard with her. Plus… there was something about her cheerful, persistent, optimistic commanding that made it hard to say no. So… I stripped off.

“Perfect.” She said, once I was finally naked. “Now we can begin.”

I was covering myself with my hands, flustered, and I had no idea what her plan even was. She didn’t explain though. She just got started.

She rummaged in the bag and pulled out a small container then… pressed a small amount of foam into her palm. It looked like shaving foam.

“Now, stay still or I might cut you.” Jamie said. “We’ll need to get everywhere to make sure the itching doesn’t bother you, but after today you can just stay on top of it yourself at home. Plus, I think you’ll find being smooth really shows off your body.”

With that, she began to foam my legs.

Her hands were warm and soft, worked quickly, foaming my entire legs up to my upper thigh. Her touch made my heart skip.

The only woman, the only person, to ever touch me really was Sophie, and no one had touched me since she’d left. I’d always been pretty dissociated from my body, but something about how Jamie was, her manner, how engaged she was, how she seemed to get me, made it easier to be present. That and the fact she was so hot, on her knees in front of me, touching me.

It was hard not to get turned on.

Once she was done foaming me up she began to shave me. She used a small pink razor she’d got out from her bag and moved carefully, efficiently, clearly practised.

“I’ll let you take these supplies home with you.” Jamie said. “Then you can just keep the hair down by shaving every few days. It’ll help you really notice the changes to your body and will also help you feel more comfortable in your clothes.”

I just nodded. She kept working. Her touch was electric. She shaved one leg, then the other, then moved on to the rest of my body.

“And you’ll need to moisturise too, so you don’t get irritation, and to help keep your skin smooth and soft.”

I nodded again. Jamie kept working. After my legs she shaved my chest, arms, even my armpits, then she moved on to my butt. I stiffened at that.

“Oh relax. I’m going to be careful.” She said.

She spoke as though it was fear that made me squirm, not the fact that my really hot personal trainer was groping my ass with slippery hands. I did my best to stop squirming, not wanting to be cut. She shaved everywhere.

Everywhere except my cock. Jamie paused, stared at me, and smiled.

“Hands off.” She said. “We need to finish.”

She spoke in almost a stern tone of voice, but kindly. It was hard to resist her, and she’d already shaved everywhere else. I had no idea why but… I wanted to obey her. So I did.

Her smile widened and without another word she turned her attention to my cock, foaming it slowly, her hands soft and delicate. I was hard within seconds, but she didn’t say anything.

Then she set to shaving.

I didn’t dare move, didn’t dare look at her, didn’t dare really breathe. The blade felt like a threat against my cock, the only comfort was the warmth of Jamie’s soft hands. My cock got harder, throbbing. I had to close my eyes and slow my breathing to stop myself from getting overwhelmed by the sensations. I could feel Jamie’s breath on my cock.

And then…

“There. All done. That should be much more comfortable. Plus… you look way cuter like this.” Jamie said.

I took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh. It was over. It was done. I could shower and get dressed. Only…

Her hand was still on my cock, slippery with foam, stroking over smooth skin. She worked it slick up and down and I opened my eyes, looked at her. She was looking up at me.

“But seems you’re in a bit of a state. Do I excite you?” She asked.

I just nodded.

“Would you want me to help you out, do something about this?” She asked.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I nodded again. Jamie beamed at me.

“One condition. You promise to obey me. I’m your personal trainer and… I think I could really help you reach your potential, but you keep resisting me. I don’t want to have to keep arguing with you. If I make you cum then from now on you need to do as I say, okay?”

Her hand felt amazing. It had been so long since someone had touched me like that, and she was so hot. I nodded, accepting her terms.

“Good girl.” Jamie said.

The words sent a shiver down my spine. Good girl? What did she mean?

But I didn’t have the capacity to question because the moment I nodded she began to work her hand faster, harder. If her touch had felt good before, then I had no idea how to describe what she was doing. Sophie had never touched me like that. It was like… like Jamie knew every single weak spot my cock had. Her hands worked slick and wet with foam, wanking me.

I watched, impossibly hot, kneeling in front of me, teasing me. She was trying to make me cum and… she was succeeding. I didn’t last long. Her touch was so good, it had been so long, and she was so hot.

“Fuck… I’m close…”

My cock throbbed, getting harder. Jamie didn’t stop.

“Cum.” She said. “Cum as hard as you want.”

Her words tipped me over the edge. My cock swelled and then… I was cumming.

As I began to cum Jamie shifted, moving one hand under the tip of my cock to catch my spunk, the other still stroking, milking me. She kept eye contact with me as she made me cum. It was the hottest experience of my life.

I came, hard, cumming over and over, Jamie milking me of every last drop. I filled her hand and it was only as my cock stopped throbbing that she slowed her stroking, her hand squeezing all the cum out from the tip of my dick.

“Impressive.” She said. “And I bet that feels better, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, fuzzy-headed.

“Now, you remember our deal, right?” Jamie said.

I nodded. She smiled and rose slowly to her feet.

“Now, prove you meant it.” She said.

She lifted her hand to my face, her palm full of my cum. She lifted it to my lips.

“Clean up your mess.”

She stared at me. Her words were hard, commanding. I paused. There was no doubt in my mind she meant it.

I knew I could refuse, leave, but I’d be breaking the deal and I knew Jamie wouldn’t work with me any more. It’d all be over. I didn’t want that. But… if I wanted to continue then I needed to obey her, needed to clean up my mess, needed to eat my own cum.

I did the only thing I could think of. I began to lick and slurp my mess up.

“Good girl.” Jamie said again.

My head felt warm, fuzzy. My cum didn’t taste so bad. It was warm, sharp, slightly salty, a mind aftertaste of soap from the lingering traces of shaving foam. Only when I was done did I lift my face up, giving Jamie’s palm one last lick and a soft kiss.

“I like how obedient you are.” She said.

Her smile was wider than ever and the twinkle in her eyes, the way she looked at me, made me squirm.

“Now, I want to make sure you keep obeying me, and then you can shower.”

And then, before I could say anything else, Jamie returned to the bag she’d brought into the shower.


Four

Jamie’s solution to make sure I kept obeying her was simple, but very effective.

A cage. A chastity cage. After shaving me, making me cum, making me clean up my mess, she caged me, put a cage on my cock and locked it.

She fitted a small metal device over my cock, squashing my dick flat, and then locked it. The key she fitted to a long chain she wore around her neck.

I was too stunned to argue, too fuzzy-headed after she’d shaved me, touched me, made me cum, to argue, and at the same time I… I didn’t want to argue. Part of me did, wanted to tell her no, wanted to refuse and leave, quit, but another part was almost drawn to the cage.

And it was more than the idea of getting to keep working with Jamie. Sure she was a good personal trainer and we were a good fit, I had fun with her and she was hot, but it wasn’t that. I knew I could find other personal trainers. There was something about the way she’d taken charge, something about the way she was telling me what to do.

It was like… I could shut my brain down and trust her. I knew she was looking after me. She was trying to help me, help make me better, give me the body I deserved, my perfect body. She was trying to help me achieve my potential.

She wasn’t forceful or threatening, she was soft and gentle, encouraging, with just enough command that I felt myself wanting to give in, wanting to submit.

So, I stood there as Jamie fitted my cage, locked it, and I smiled, blushing, as she slipped the key around her neck. My cock was caged and she was wearing the key like a favourite piece of jewellery. It sent a shiver up my spine.

It was like… like she’d captured me, like she owned me. I was completely in her power, had to do everything she said. She was going to remake me, make me better, and I had to obey her. I blushed, dizzy, head spinning.

Once I was caged Jamie left me to shower, giving me specific instructions on how to wash and moisturise. She made it clear she expected me to stay on top of my shaving too, that she expected me to keep myself smooth.

“I’ll make your clothes comfier.” She said. “And… I prefer it. You look better like this. You look prettier.”

That word made me shiver. Pretty. It was an odd compliment, feminine, but from her, it felt amazing. I wasn’t used to getting compliments from hot women so even though it wasn’t a word I expected, I still enjoyed it. If Jamie wanted me to be pretty, if that was what she liked, then… maybe I could be pretty.

“And if you keep making an effort for me, keep trying your best, keep looking your best, then, maybe, there’ll be a reward for you.” She added before leaving.

A reward? My cock throbbed in its cage. Would she touch me again, make me cum again? The thought excited me.

If there were rewards then maybe I could try a little harder. I could push myself the extra mile in working out, could even… could even try to look a little better when turning up for the gym.

I’d not really been making any effort beyond slipping on my workout clothes, but if Jamie wanted me to be pretty then maybe… maybe I could go the extra mile for her. I wanted to please her, make her proud of me. I wanted her to think I looked good.

She’d called me a good girl, had told me I was pretty with a shaved body. She’d even complimented me in the yoga pants and vest. Maybe… maybe I could just lean into that, give her more of what she liked?

As I left the gym with my cage on, the awareness that my personal trainer now effectively owned me, I couldn’t help but wonder what I could do to impress her. I made my way to work and tried to focus, but I couldn’t focus.

My body, smooth, soft, shaved, was far more sensitive than I was used to and I couldn’t stop thinking about Jamie, her hands, touching me, making me clean up my mess. The cage on my cock was a constant reminder of my predicament.

In the end, I spent the day thinking of ways I could impress Jamie the next day. My mind lingered over the morning, over various training sessions, the subtle things she’d said to me.

It was like… like I could feel something in the back of my head, tickling, like a seedling germinating, putting down roots, growing. I made an excuse to leave work early and I headed out to the shops with a plan in mind.
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I spent a few hours shopping for the few things I needed. I’d made a list but I didn’t really know much about what I was buying so a fair amount of time was spent on research too. I didn’t want to go too far, and didn’t want to spend too much money, but I wanted to make an effort and wanted to impress Jamie.

The first thing I bought was some new shower gel and a body moisturiser. If I was going to be shaving regularly, to keep myself smooth and soft for Jamie, then I wanted to make sure I avoided irritation, ingrown hairs, and I wanted to make sure my skin was as smooth as possible.

Just that was embarrassing. I could feel my heart racing as I bought soap and lotion meant for women. Did the cashier know I was smooth, did she know I was buying it for me? I tried not to look her in the eye too much, and as soon as I’d paid I fled.

After that, I bought a few hair products. I’d been letting myself go and hadn’t been making any effort with my appearance. It had been the same when I’d been with Sophie, and even before that. I’d never really bothered about how I looked. I didn’t care.

It wasn’t that I hated how I looked, but I just… there was a numbness there. I knew I was never going to be handsome or masculine, rugged, dashing, like other men, so why bother? I was boring and unexceptional. Seeing myself in the mirror left me feeling dissociated and cold.

I’d always figured… what’s the point in trying? Even as a teenager. I’d gotten used to dressing without paying much attention to it. Wearing baggy clothes to hide, and even with Sophie I’d hidden beneath covers, kept the light off. I didn’t feel comfortable in my own body so I’d never really been able to accept that she might find my body interesting.

Yet working out, feeling the changes, and getting attention for Jamie, it was like… I could feel something in me unfurling. I felt almost attractive. I figured if I could do things to please her, get more compliments, maybe earn more a reward, more touch, then why not? Even if it was unconventional.

With the words good girl and pretty floating around in my head, I headed out to get some hair styling supplies. My hair was the longest it had ever been and I knew I should get it cut, maybe a new style, but for now I could at least try to do something with it rather than just letting it turn into a wild tangled frizz after showering.

So I bought new shampoo, conditioner, which I’d never used before, and a range of styling products that I’d read about. I figured with that I could make my hair look kinda cute.

Then, after hair products, I headed through to the makeup department. It was there that I truly felt out of my depth.

I wanted to turn and flee but I didn’t. It was like… like having the cage on was armour, like Jamie was with me. I wasn’t even sure why I was doing all this. It felt like a mad plan, a crazy idea, but it was one that was stuck in my head. Part of me was doing it to impress her but another part was doing it… for me.

I was curious. There was something about the idea in my head that seemed almost to call to me.

Maybe it was the yoga pants and how I looked and felt in them, maybe it was the way the man in the car had cat-called me, complimenting my ass, or maybe it was being smooth, soft, seeing how I looked in the mirror, the feelings it stirred in me. Or maybe it was how Jamie was treating me, telling me what to do, taking charge, calling me a good girl and pretty. I wasn’t sure, but I could feel something in me getting stronger, bolder, more insistent, and I wanted to listen to it.

I wanted to listen to it because it felt… good. It felt warm and comfortable, right, even if it did scare me a little.

I wanted to keep things simple so I only bought a few items. Mascara, eyeliner, lip gloss. I hoped the woman at the checkout would think I was shopping for a girlfriend, but the way she looked at me made me wonder if she suspected something. There was a glint in her eye, a smile, but if she did suspect anything she was nothing but pleasant and professional.

“I hope you enjoy your purchases.”

It was those words that stuck with me. I could feel my heart racing as I left the store but… I hoped I did too. I also hoped Jamie would enjoy my purchases too.
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I got up early the next morning to get ready. I slipped on my workout clothes, the tiny underwear that was almost like panties and the yoga pants, the slim fitted vest. I checked myself in the mirror and I couldn’t help but smile.

The combination of exercise, diet, and protein shakes was definitely having an effect. My body was changing. All the work on my thighs and core and glutes meant that my legs looked fuller, thicker, and my waist was trim. I’d always been skinny, but I’d always felt awkward in that skinniness. Working out in the gym had changed that. It had given my body tone and definition, had given me shape, had given me a… a figure.

My legs looked strong, my upper body slender, but it was my ass that was the most visibly changed. After several weeks of regularly working out my butt was not only more toned, but it was also larger. The swell and curve of it was quite prominent in my tight yoga pants, almost feminine, a cute, peachy bubble-butt, and the sight of it made me blush.

I realised now why the man in the car had called out at me. I did have a good ass. Turning with my back to the mirror, looking over my shoulder, I could see why he’d mistaken me for a woman. My figure was… girly.

I should have hated that but I didn’t. It just made me smile. For the first time in a long time, I kinda liked my reflection, how I looked, how I felt. I remembered Jamie calling me a good girl and pretty and that made my smile wider.

I wanted to be pretty for her. Which was why I’d got my supplies.

I took a moment before leaving to do my hair, using a moisturising cream to control the frizz and give it curl, scrunching it in with my hand.

Then I did my makeup. Just a little. Some eyeliner, black, and mascara, then a hint of lip gloss. As I looked at myself I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing. It had only taken me twenty minutes, hadn’t been any effort at all really, yet the result was… stunning.

Normally I looked scruffy and awkward, but with my hair done, a little makeup, my face looked bright, softer, more… feminine. I looked pretty and I felt pretty too. I smiled, blushing, wondering if Jamie would notice. I wondered what she might say.

There was only one way to find out. I gave a little wiggle as I looked at myself in the mirror, feeling more attractive than I could ever remember feeling, then headed out to meet Jamie for my morning workout.

[image: ]

“Well, don’t you look stunning!” Jamie said, smiling at me.

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, feeling awkward. The way Jamie looked at me though I could tell she meant it.

I enjoyed the way she looked at me, the way she complimented me. I gave a subtle wiggle, showing off a little, as I walked towards her. Her smile widened and then… I noticed over her shoulder a man I recognised, the man I often saw working out in the mornings.

The only reason I’d worn the little bit of makeup was because I knew Jamie and I would be pretty much alone. I knew a few others worked out in the early hours before work, but I was used to them paying little to no attention. Yet, today, one of them was looking at me.

He smiled, winked, and then looked away, turned back to his workout. He’d never smiled at me before. He’d never even looked at me. And… the wink was almost flirtatious.

I felt my blush deepen. Was he flirting with me? I’d seen how I looked in the mirror when leaving. There was something undeniably feminine about me, something pretty, and I… I knew I looked good. I looked way better than I did when Jamie and I started working out together.

Part of me wondered… did he know I was the same person? Did he realise I was the same guy who’d been coming to the gym at the same time as him every morning?

I was in different clothes, had done my hair, even had a little makeup on, and… my body had changed. I couldn’t help but see how my body had changed. My legs were thicker, my thighs strong, with a plush, perky butt. My upper body was slimmer too, especially around the waist, my core strong while my arms and chest hadn’t been worked out at all.

Maybe… maybe he thought I was someone new. Maybe he thought Jamie had a new client she was working with. Maybe… maybe he thought I was a girl, a woman.

The thought was like a bolt of electricity through my brain, a bright shock. Once there it wouldn’t leave and I was surprised to find I liked the thought, that I clung to it. The idea that he thought I was a cute girl made my heart skip and my belly flutter.

I… part of me wanted him to think of me as a girl, a woman, wanted him to think of me as pretty, cute, maybe even… maybe even sexy. I felt giddy as I admitted it all bubbled up.

It was the same feeling I’d had when the car had driven past, the man catcalling me. Part of me felt flattered. I felt admired and wanted. I felt attractive.

I’d never really felt attractive before. Even when Sophie had complimented me I’d not felt it. I hadn’t felt it because I didn’t see myself as attractive, couldn’t believe it was possible. Now though… now I felt it, saw it.

I was cute. I was, as Jamie said, stunning.

“Thanks.” I said. “I… I wanted to make a bit of an effort.”

I wasn’t sure what else to say. I knew it was weird, unconventional, and part of me had been worried that Jamie would laugh at me, but I was willing to be brave, was willing to step into the unknown, because after all she’d given me, offered me, after all she’d done for me, I… trusted her. I trusted her and that trust was allowing me to open myself up and explore feelings and thoughts that I’d never let myself explore before.

“Well, the effort is very appreciated. The hair and the makeup suit you. You’re really pretty. You should keep wearing them.” She said.

The way she smiled at me made me warm and flustered.

“I… I might.”

Jamie’s smile widened, but she didn’t talk any more on the subject, didn’t force it. It was clear she was leaving the choice up to me. I realised… part of me wanted her to encourage me, force me. I was caged. I had to obey her. She could make me if she wanted to, but instead, she was leaving the choice up to me.

Were I to keep wearing makeup, styling my hair, it would be because I wanted to. Yet, hadn’t I been the one to choose to do it in the first place?

I felt messy and chaotic, tumultuous. I could feel myself still blushing. I didn’t have much time to dwell on it all though, as soon Jamie had whisked me off and we set about beginning the day's workout.


Five

We focussed on core, which was always my least favourite. Soon I was aching, sweating, and shaking, Jamie refusing to let me slack off.

Yet, I did my best, eager to please her. There was something about being shaved under my clothes, being caged, seeing the key around her neck, and being pretty for her that made me want to work harder for her.

I felt small and almost… submissive. When Jamie told me to work I worked. Every instruction she gave me I obeyed. I threw myself into the workout and just the simple act of completing her orders made me feel good.

I worked hard, eager to earn praise, to see her smile. I pushed myself harder than I had before and I was glad to do it too. I wanted to show Jamie that I was grateful for the effort she was putting in, wanted to show her that I appreciated her attention, and I wanted her attention.

She encouraged me, putting me through various exercises, and I could feel the muscles in my stomach, back, and ass aching from the intensity of the workout.

“Keep going. You can do it.” Jamie said, again pushing me.

But… it was near the end of my workout. I was exhausted and I wasn’t sure I had enough left to be able to do what she wanted. I wasn’t sure I could complete the exercise.

“Come on… just finish this then you’re done.”

I tried, body aching, sore, shaking. I was breathing hard and my heart was drumming. I wanted to. I desperately wanted to, but…

I fell backwards, exhausted.

“I can’t.” I said. “I’m too tired.”

Jamie moved to crouch by my head, looking down at me. She was smiling but she was shaking her head.

“I think you can. You just need a little extra motivation. That’s what I think.” She said, grinning.

Her words took a moment to filter and then I realised…

“What kind of motivation?” I asked.

Jamie looked down at me and winked. I felt my body throb. I hadn’t cum since she’d made me cum. I’d been kept locked away, my cock useless. Was the motivation that she’d make me cum again?

Just the thought was enough to make me want to work even harder, to push my body beyond what I thought it could do. I moved as though to try again but Jamie put a hand on me to stop me.

“No, you catch your breath. Once you’ve had a moment we can go grab one of the smaller training rooms. They’re normally free now and… for the motivation I have in mind we’re going to need privacy.”

I felt my cock throb, a pulsing, a sharp dull ache reminding me of my predicament. I bit my bottom lip and nodded.

All I could think about was Jamie’s hands on my body. I ached, yearned, but did my best to catch my breath, trying to give myself the best chance of finishing whatever task she had in mind so her motivation would work. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. The key dangling from her neck hung like a carrot in front of me.

“Feeling better?” She asked after I’d had a few minutes.

I nodded. My heart rate had slowed and my breathing had calmed. I still ached, was still exhausted, but… I stood a more than zero chance of doing whatever Jamie wanted to motivate me to do.

“Come with me then.” She said, smirking.

Jamie led me across the gym towards the private studio rooms that were used for things like yoga or dance or massage. None of them had the same equipment that the main gym had but they all had the benefit that the door could be locked.

As we walked I couldn’t help but stare at her ass, her hips, her long smooth legs. She was wearing the same style of shorts that she always wore, the same style of cropped vest, exposing lots of skin. Her legs were long, full, but it was the jiggle of her butt and the sway of her hips that really captivated me.

From the way she moved, I wondered if maybe she was being deliberately provocative. I was sure she hadn’t walked with such a wiggle when I’d first met her. It seemed impossible that she was trying to seduce me but then… she had touched my cock, had caged me. Maybe… maybe there was something there? Maybe the motivation she was going to offer me was more than just letting me cum.

The thought of what it might be made me squirm.
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Once in the room, Jamie got me into position.

“Lie down on your back. We’re going to do simple crunches to finish. If you can do fifty then I’ll be satisfied.” She said, grinning.

I paused. Fifty crunches wasn’t a lot but as tired as I was I knew it’d be a struggle. Still, I was going to try my best.

“And… I… you said… you…”

“You’re curious about the motivation?” Jamie asked, grinning at me.

I felt my cheeks almost burning. I nodded.

“Just lie down and get ready to start. I’ll show you once you begin. If you don’t like it we can stop but… I think you’re going to enjoy it. I expect it’ll prove to be an excellent motivator for a good girl like you.”

Those words, ‘good girl’, sent a shiver down my spine. I felt my cock throb in its cage.

I smiled, and laid down, ready to get started. Jamie moved down to my feet and then… she moved to stand over me, her feet on either side of my hips.

I felt small beneath her, and I could see the curves of her body. Lying by her feet was oddly exciting.

“Now, I want you to get started and go slow. I’m going to walk you through your motivation.” Jamie said.

I was too flustered and nervous to speak. I nodded, got started. Jamie counted my crunches, calling out one, two, three. As she counted I felt my muscles quiver. My mind was racing, wondering about the motivation, and then…

“Keep count for me.” Jamie said.

I nodded, taking over from her, counting in my head.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, your motivation…”

As she spoke she lifted her hands to the waist of her shorts. Slowly she began to tug them down.

“I want you to keep working. For each crunch you successfully complete you get a small reward. If you get to fifty you get the full reward.” Jamie said.

My gaze was on her shorts, her crotch. She pulled them down further, pulling her panties down to reveal bare skin, shaved. I felt my mouth grow wet.

“Now, are you going to be a good girl for me?” Jamie asked.

I nodded. She smiled.

I completed a crunch, bringing my face right up to Jamie’s crotch, inches from her, then lay back down. While I was on the floor she finally pulled her shorts all the way down and… she pulled her cock out.

Her semi-hard, shaved cock. I blinked, stunned. Jamie had a cock. It was the first time I’d ever considered a cock as feminine and beautiful but in that moment it… was.

“Think this will motivate you?” Jamie asked.

I could hear a note of trepidation in her voice. I stared at her cock, seeing it throb, getting harder, then nodded again. My mouth was watering.

Jamie was gorgeous. She was one of the most beautiful women I had ever met and… I liked her, trusted her. She’d encouraged me, challenged me, pushed me, helped me change. She was helping me achieve my potential.

And she owned me, had me caged. She wore my key around her neck. She had tied me to her and now… now she was going to let me worship her cock. She was going to reward me for pushing myself. It was an act of care. She wanted me to be better and I wanted to be better. I wanted to be better for her, wanted to be better for myself. I wanted to be… wanted to be the best version of me I could be.

Only I didn’t know who that was. I was confused, had been confused and lost for most of my life, but part of me knew that Jamie could help me. She could see the potential in me, could help me reach it.

All I needed to do was keep working, and she was even willing to reward me. She was willing to reward me with her cock.

I smiled up at her and… I rose up, lifted my face up towards her crotch, her semi-hard cock, performing a crunch. Jamie shifted, working her hips forward, and my lips touched the tip.

I held myself there for just a moment then lay back down. I’d kissed a cock. I’d kissed a woman’s cock. I’d kissed Jamie’s cock.

My head was spinning.

“Keep going.” Jamie said. “Each crunch you get to feel my cock again. If you can manage fifty you’ll get to feel everything. You’ll get the full reward.”

I felt my head spin. I knew it was going to be difficult but… I was determined to try.

[image: ]

Each time I crunched up I got to feel Jamie’s cock against my lips, smooth, throbbing. I began to kiss, lingering, and as I became more aroused I even began to lick.

I lost count of the crunches, became focused on the sensation of her cock against my lips and tongue. Jamie would thrust, gently, pressing just the tip into my mouth.

I’d never done anything like it before. I’d only ever been sexually intimate with Sophie and she didn’t have a cock. I’d only ever touched my own cock, yet feeling Jamie’s on my lips was exciting, arousing, and… I wanted more.

I pushed myself, the motivation working, pushed myself hard, and I could feel the tremble in my muscles. I kissed, licked, even sucked, gently and I was rewarded by seeing Jamie’s cock getting harder, throbbing, looming over me.

“Such a good girl.” She said. “You’re close. Just a few more, then you get the full reward.”

I felt my head spin, my heart skip. I wanted my reward. I kept going, kissing, licking, lips and tongue working over her smooth, hard prick and then…

“Fifty!” Jamie said. “Well done. I’m impressed.”

I lay back, tired, gasping, aching.

“I was worried you might not get there. I’m glad my planned motivation worked.”

I smiled, breathing heavily.

“Now, do you want your full reward?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Then get on your knees and be a good girl for me.” Jamie said.

I felt fuzzy, aroused, excited. I was tired, but not too tired to get my reward. I shifted, got up onto my knees in front of Jamie, and stared at her cock as she stepped closer. I saw it twitch. She was aroused, excited, and… I was the one doing that to her. I could feel her lust, her desire for me, her want for my mouth on her cock, and it felt… amazing.

“Go ahead.” Jamie said. “Claim your reward. Take my cock into that pretty mouth of yours and enjoy yourself.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I moved, reached out to wrap my fingers around her thickness, and I opened my lips to take her cock into my mouth.

I moaned as I swallowed her length, my mouth full of spit. I’d never sucked cock before but I knew what I liked and I’d watched enough porn to have some idea.

I slurped, licked, and worked my hand and lips up and down Jamie’s cock, letting my spit act as lube. From the way she thrust, moaned, I could tell that she too was enjoying it.

I sucked harder, deeper, letting go of the hesitation I could feel. It was my reward and I wanted to enjoy it.

Sucking cock was fun. It was more fun than I’d ever imagined. I could feel Jamie’s prick throbbing, hard, pulsing. I could feel her desire for me in my mouth, a sign of how pretty she found me, what a good girl I was.

I was on my knees with my personal trainer’s cock in my mouth, caged, with the key around her neck. She owned me and… I felt happy. I felt good. I felt sexy. And I knew it was a reward to be allowed to pleasure her, to feel her cock.

I sucked harder, faster, deeper, spit pooling in my mouth. I worked my hand up and down, slick, eager for the proof that I was hot, that I was sexy, that I was a good girl. I wanted all of my reward.

I heard Jamie moaning, her noises and the way she moved, the way her prick throbbed, telling me what she liked. I gave her more of what she liked. I could feel her getting close. I worked even harder.

“Fuck I’m going to cum. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.” She said.

I wouldn’t have dreamt of stopping. I sucked, licked, lips a tight seal around her girth, mouth hot and wet.

I felt her thrust, felt her cock throb, swell, pulse, and then she was cumming. Jamie was cumming. My hot personal trainer was cumming. She was cumming into my mouth as I sucked her cock and I felt myself tremble in delight, my dick aching uselessly in my cage.

I swallowed as a jet of cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed on instinct, swallowed to keep from drowning, shot after shot of cum filling my mouth.

Jamie thrust, fucking my mouth, fucking her cock deep, and the pulse of it on my tongue, felt in my lips, made me dizzy. I could taste her, feel her, thick, warm, sticky, clinging to my throat, a heat radiating out from my belly.

I’d made Jamie cum. I’d made my hot personal trainer cum. I was on my knees, sucking her cock, having earned a reward by pleasing her, and I’d made her cum. My caged dick was delicious agony.

It felt… good. A bright joy. The cum in my mouth was proof of how hot I was, how pretty Jamie thought I was. It was proof I was a good girl, that I’d pleased her. I swallowed all of it, sucking hard to capture every last drop, milking her prick of pleasure and cum.

It was only as her cock stopped pulsing and began to soften that she pulled back, eased her prick from my mouth. It glistened with a mixture of spit and seed. I looked up at her and licked my lips.

“You a natural.” Jamie said. “And I take it from your enthusiasm that your motivation and your reward was fun for you too?”

I nodded. I could feel my cheeks blushing. I felt a wave of emotions and feelings I’d never experienced before.

“I… yes.” I said, voice soft.

Jamie smiled.

“Good. Because now I have a way to keep motivating you.”

I felt giddy. She’d caged me, was wearing my key like a charm, and now… now she had a metaphorical carrot to dangle in front of me to make me work hard for her.
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Something in me had changed. Something in me had come undone. I had no idea when or how it had happened.

Had it been sudden? Had it unravelled when Jamie made me cum, or when I’d made her cum? Was it shaving my body, being caged, or was it when I made my decision to wear makeup and style my hair?

Or maybe it had been gradual? Maybe the slow progression of everything combined was to blame? All the little things, the training, the change in my body, the compliments Jamie gave me, the shift in the way my body felt, the slow blossoming joy I felt when I looked in the mirror now. Maybe it was the compliments and the looks, the culmination of everything building up, gradually wearing down my resistance?

I didn’t know. I couldn’t work it out. Yet, at the same time, I knew it didn’t matter. Why it was happening didn’t matter, what had caused it didn’t matter. What mattered was what was happening to me.

I was changing. I could see it. My body was looking better than it ever had, my legs toned, core tight, and my butt perky and peachy, and I liked my body, which was very new. When I looked in the mirror I liked what I saw, enjoyed staring at my reflection, liked how I looked in my tight, feminine gym clothes, even liked how I looked naked, body smooth, cock caged.

Yet, not all of the changes could be seen. Others could only be felt.

I felt lighter, happier, and yet at the same time I was confused, fuzzy-headed over what was happening to me. When I put on my gym clothes, did my hair, put on makeup, I felt more comfortable and happier than I could ever remember. When Jamie called me a good girl, complimented me, told me I was pretty, I felt my heart skip.

I liked how she had taken control of me, had caged me, wore my key around her neck. Sure, it was frustrating and I was becoming desperate to cum, but at the same time, the fact that my hot personal trainer had complete control over me made me squirm, made me flustered, made me giddy.

I had thought by signing up with a trainer I’d get muscular, buff, become more masculine, that I’d become more assertive, yet… the opposite was true. I could feel myself softening, my body was becoming almost curvy, and with my hair and makeup on there was no other way to describe me than feminine.

I liked it though. I really liked it. I might not have been becoming more assertive, but I was definitely becoming more confident, happier. So… I embraced it all. I embraced what was happening to me. I accepted whatever Jamie was doing to me and I submitted to her. She was going to help me reach my full potential and I wanted to make her proud of me.

It helped too that Jamie had a way to motivate me. I had never realised how much fun it was to suck cock but now I knew it was hard not to think about it.

Each time I saw Jamie all I could think about was how it had felt to suck her cock, feeling her fuck her girth between my lips, feeling her cum in my mouth. I could clearly remember how it felt to be on my knees, pleasuring her.

That I was caged, horny, only made it worse. It was like I’d become addicted to her cock, her cum. After the first time I was obsessed, but Jamie only reinforced that obsession.

She used her newfound tool of motivation to push me harder in each and every training session. She encouraged me with the offer of a reward if I did well. She would praise me, compliment me, would tease me, flirt with me, and then, at the end, she would give me special training exercises with her cock as the motivation to work hard, to really push myself.

And it worked. I wanted her cock, wanted to worship her, pleasure her, make her cum. I would do whatever she asked, working hard to kiss and lick and fawn over her prick, and then, when I’d satisfied her that I’d done my best, she would let me kneel in front of her and worship her cock.

The feel of it in my hot, wet mouth was heaven. I would kiss, lick, suck. I loved how she would grip my hand, hold the back of my head, fuck into my mouth. I loved the noises of pleasure she made, her heavy breathing, her thrusting. I loved the words she used, the dirty language, the compliments.

I delighted in how she called me her good girl as she came in my mouth. I delighted in how her cock throbbed, pulsed, came. Every time I swallowed her cum it was like proof she was happy with my performance, that I’d pleased her, that she found me hot.

I began to crave her cock, her cum, and Jamie used that against me, training me harder, pushing me that just increased the rate of my transformation. I didn’t know who I was becoming, but I was keen to find out.


Six

It had been almost two months of training. I’d been working hard, pushing myself. I’d been eating healthy, sticking to the meal plan Jamie had given me, making sure to have one or two protein shakes a day. I’d been keeping myself smooth, had remained caged, and I’d been getting lots of motivation and reward from Jamie.

I’d even bought myself some new clothes for the gym. After doing my hair, putting on a little makeup, seeing how it felt, I decided to try being even braver. I bought myself shorts, cut to the top of my thighs, tight like my yoga pants, several more vests, slightly more fitted. In them I looked even more feminine, the tight shorts showing off my long, smooth, full legs, shaping my ass.

There was no denying the changes to my body. I had thick thighs and a full ass, my stomach and waist trim, and… my upper body was slimmer, slender and trim.

The lack of any upper body workouts meant that I’d actually lost bulk from my arms and shoulder and chest so, with my shorts and vest on, I looked almost like a woman.

It also didn’t help that I was wearing more makeup to the gym and that I’d been putting more effort into my hair. Or maybe it did help, depending on how I looked at it. I was trying to look cute, pretty, to get compliments from Jamie. It was all intentional, deliberate, and though it confused me it was something I wanted, deep down.

I’d bought a little more makeup, had added some simple eyeshadow and lipstick, and I’d even had a haircut to give my hair more texture and body, which meant when I styled it that it looked prettier. Jamie noticed all of it, praising me, complimenting me, and it was those compliments, that praise, that encouraged me. That and the rewards she gave me.

But… Jamie was not the only one who complimented me. I noticed several times that the regulars at the gym, the early morning exercisers, were paying me more attention, key among them two men. They’d never even looked at me before, but now they looked at me, saw when I arrived, smiling, nodding, even winking. I noticed them watching me workout several times and… a few times they even complimented me, telling me my progress was good, that I was looking cute.

It made me flustered, nervous, but I liked it. I liked being seen as attractive, but even more than that I liked feeling attractive. And I really did feel attractive. I started out with Jamie in the hopes of getting buff, fit, masculine, becoming handsome, but I’d ended up with the opposite, and the amazing thing was that I was happy. I was really happy.

I liked the results. It wasn’t the body I thought I wanted, but it was the body I needed. And it was all thanks to Jamie. She’d seen something in me and brought it out. She’d seen my potential and helped me achieve it. She’d seen something in me and had helped me access it, unlock it, without me even realising what she was doing.

She was the reason for my blossoming, my transformation, and I knew I could never thank her enough, but I wanted to try, which is why… I wanted to do something for her.

I knew I was going to keep working with her, that I wanted to keep training, but after all the progress I’d made with her, after finding a version of myself I was happy with, I wanted to thank Jamie for all she’d done.

The problem was I didn’t know what to buy her, how to thank her. I thought about it long and hard but in the end, nothing seemed right. So, I resolved to ask her.

It was the end of a hard training session, another leg day, and I could feel the ache in my thighs and glutes. Jamie had just rewarded me for working hard, having motivated me in her usual fashion, and I could still taste her cum on my lips.

As we made ready to leave I took a deep breath and…

“Jamie?” I said.

She turned to face me.

“I… you’ve done so much for me. All this, training me, helping me, I… I know I couldn’t have done this without you. I know that if not for you I’d not be here, not be this version of me, and I want… I want to thank you.”

Jamie smiled.

“Seeing you blossom is thanks enough. I do this work to help people and when you came to see me I knew you needed help, and I knew I could help you. I’m just glad to see you happy, glad to see you blossoming. Plus, given all the time you spend on your knees, I think you’ve thanked me plenty.”

I blushed at that. I knew she enjoyed rewarding me but… it was my reward. Sucking her cock was something I wanted. Even if she wanted it too, I wanted it, craved it. It was my source of motivation.

I wanted to give her something special. To show her how grateful I was, to show her how much she meant to me. I’d come so far and it was all thanks to her. I knew I wasn’t done, that I had further to go, and I wasn’t sure where I was headed, but I knew none of what I had experienced would have been possible without Jamie, so I wanted to show her how grateful I was.

“Please. I… I want to give you something, do something for you. You’ve… you’ve given me so much. I was so miserable when I met you and I… I had a whole plan, thought I had it all figured out. I was looking for a personal trainer to help me get buff, help me build muscle and become a big, strong, masculine man. I wanted to get handsome. Yet, I know now that would have just made things worse. I’ve always felt wrong in my body, always felt self-conscious and unattractive, and I thought I could fix that. I know now that what I wanted would have been worse. You saw what I needed and you showed it to me. I… I want to thank you. Please.”

Jamie stared at me, then smiled. Slowly she nodded.

“Fine. I think there’s something you can do for me. Something I’ve been thinking about. Something I think we’ll both enjoy.”

“What?” I asked.

Her smile widened. Then she gave me an address and a time.
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I arrived five minutes early. The address was for an apartment building. I entered and found the apartment number Jamie had given me. I waited until I was exactly on time, then I knocked. I had no idea whose apartment it was, what Jamie had in mind, and I was feeling nervous, but… I was also excited.

I heard footsteps, the sound of the door unlocking, and then it opened. Jamie stood inside, smiling. I realised I’d never seen her outside of the gym.

She looked stunning, as always, in a black dress, knee length, with fishnets on. The dress was low cut, with thin straps, and it showed off her chest in a way I’d never got to appreciate before—at the gym she always wore sports tops—so for the first time I got to see just how large her tits were, just how jiggly they were. It was hard not to stare.

It was made easier though because her face looked so bright and beautiful. I’d never seen her wear makeup before. Her eyes were bold, bright eyeshadow, dark mascara and eyeliner, soft red lipstick. Even her hair was styled. She looked like she was ready for a date.

“Come in.” She said. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

I felt my heart skip. Jamie stepped out of the way, allowing me to enter, then closed the door behind me.

“Come on.” She said. “Let’s get you settled and we can get started. Would you like wine?”

I nodded, said ‘please’. Wine would be good, would help me settle my nerves.

“What… what is it we’re getting started with?” I asked.

Jamie just smiled at me.

“I’d rather show you than tell you.” She said.

She led me through to a room that seemed to double as an office and a dressing room. She sat me on a stool and fetched me a glass of wine, white. I drank a deep draught.

“So, are you sure you want to thank me?” She asked.

I nodded.

“And you’re willing to do whatever I ask?” She said. “You can say no at any point of course, but… I want to know upfront that you’re serious about this. I want to know you meant it about thanking me.”

I nodded again. Around her neck was the chain with the key to my cage on it. I was hers to command. I felt myself blush, giddy with nervous excitement.

“Then let’s begin.” Jamie said. “First… strip.”

She stared at me, smiling softly. I blinked, not sure she meant it at first, but her quiet sternness made it clear she was serious. I did as I was told. I stripped.

Once stripped naked, my smooth body exposed, clad in only my cage, Jamie looked me over. She nodded, examining me.

“Your body really is coming along. All that work, dieting, the protein shakes… are you happy with it?”

I smiled, nodded.

“I’m really happy.” I said.

“Good. We should always strive to be whatever version of us we need to be to make ourselves happy first, but… I’d like to add that I also like your body. All soft, smooth, thick thighs, that perky ass… it’s pretty, sexy. You make a cute girl.” She said.

I blushed, squirming. My cock throbbed in its cage.

“And I like how you’ve been staying on top of shaving too. You look better smooth.” Jamie said. “Now, let’s start with underwear.”

With that Jamie moved to the set of drawers on one side of the room and she pulled out various items. I stared, wide-eyed, a sense of joy and dread as I realised what she was pulling out. Stockings, black, seamed, with lacy tops, suspenders, panties, a bra, heels. She was getting out a lingerie set. She was getting out a lingerie set for…

“This is for you.” Jamie said, offering me the lingerie. “Put it on.”

The most feminine thing I’d ever worn was the exercise wear, the tight pants, the shorts, the gym underwear, but now… now Jamie wanted me to wear actual lingerie. Sexy lingerie. She wanted me to dress like a girl.

And… I wanted it. I wanted to please her, thank her, but it was more than that. Seeing the underwear, her telling me to wear it, offering it to me, it made my body yearn. Part of me knew I should say no, but there was no resistance left. I did as she said.

I took the underwear off Jamie and slipped it on. Stockings went on first, smooth and sensual over skin, caressing, and then suspenders—the clasps were awkward, and I struggled to get the knack of it, but Jamie showed me how to fasten the straps to my stocking tops and adjust them. My panties went over the suspenders, and I was informed by Jamie that this was to make it easier to remove them.

“In case you need the bathroom, or… for other reasons.” She said, winking.

I loved how the panties felt, looked. They were little more than a thin strip of black fabric, soft and silky. They hugged my body, high cut, showing off my hips, butt, and the panties along with the stockings, and the suspender straps, framed my thighs, making my legs look long, full, making my subtle curves look even more feminine.

The last detail was the bra. I fitted that easily enough, but it wasn’t until I had it on that I realised there was padding in the cups, just enough to give me small, barely there tits. I felt my belly flutter, my heart skipped, and I blushed pink.

Why did I like the idea of having tits?

I looked down at myself once dressed and I liked what I saw. I’d grown to enjoy my body under Jamie’s training, but in the lingerie, I felt even more confident. I liked feeling sexy, pretty, hot. I liked being feminine, girly.

That combined with the background feelings that wearing a bra stirred in me had me wondering… what if…

“Before you put your heels on I have some finishing touches to make. Sit.”

Jamie directed me to a chair. I did as she said, sat while I watched her gather what she needed.

“I’ve loved seeing you start to wear makeup. You’re naturally pretty, but with makeup on you look just adorable. I think we can really do more though and that’s what I want to do. I want to show you just how hot you can be if you really push it.”

Jamie carried over a range of makeup supplies. Eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick, blush, foundation, a selection of brushes and tools.

She set them down and then went to work. I sat still, letting her focus on what she was doing, and there was something serene about letting her make me over. I was like a doll, a work of art, and she was the artist.

It didn’t take long. Jamie was efficient and kept it relatively simple, but still, she had put more makeup on me than I’d ever worn before.

I’d always held back, been unsure, but alone, with her in control, there was something nice about feeling like I was fully dolled up. The last thing she did was style my hair, ruffling it to add texture, and then she slipped my heels on. I felt giddy, sexy, and the way Jamie looked at me made my heart skip.

It was like… like she found me hot. There was a sparkle in her eyes that made my caged cock throb in its cage.

“You look delicious.” She said, grinning. “Want to see?”

I nodded.

Jamie held out her hand and I took it. She pulled me to my feet and led me to a mirror, standing me in front of it. What I saw made me pause, not quite able to believe it.

I was gone. Kenny was gone. There was just Jamie and… a cute girl, dressed in sexy lingerie, looking shy and flustered.

I was that girl.

All the workouts, the diet plan, the shaving, it had changed me, and in the lingerie, those changes were simply highlighted. My legs were full, hips wide, waist trim, and my ass looked… plush. Plus, with my bra on, I had a chest. I had a slight cleavage. I had the barest hint of tits.

My body was sexy, feminine, cute. Yet, it was my face that caught me off guard. With the makeup Jamie had put on me there was only one word that I could use to describe myself. I was…

“You’re beautiful.” Jamie said.

I nodded, agreeing.

She’d given me pink and black eyeshadow, black mascara and eyeliner, and had added foundation, shadow, highlights, to shape my face. The final touch was the lipstick. The makeup along with my styled hair made me look like a cute girl on a hot date. With Jamie standing beside me in her sexy dress, fishnets, I felt… almost wanton, almost slutty. I liked how that felt.

Even the heels added something, making me stand and move in a way that was provocative, making my legs look longer, making my ass stick out, making me stand with my shoulders back so my tits stuck out. We looked like two hot girls and I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage.

How long had it been since I’d cum?

“I… I look amazing.” I said.

I turned to face Jamie.

“But… this was meant to be me thanking you. You’ve just done even more for me.”

Jamie smiled, chuckled, softly, kindly.

“This isn’t you thanking me. This is just me getting you ready for my thanks.”

I stared at her for a moment, confused.

“Then… what is it you want if not this?” I asked.

My head felt fuzzy and my heart was racing. Jamie smiled.

“I want to fuck you.” She said. “I want to fuck that peachy ass of yours. Watching you get in shape, seeing you blossom, having your mouth on my cock, I… I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you. Do you want to thank me? Let me fuck you. Spread your legs for me and let me breed you.”

Her words hit hard, like a wave of heat and lust and desire. I felt weak, flustered, aroused.

I stared at Jamie. She wanted to fuck me. She’d dressed me up in sexy lingerie, like a girl, like a slut, and now she wanted to fuck my ass.

Could I say yes? I’d sucked her cock and enjoyed it but my ass…

Just thinking about it sent a shiver along my spine. I wanted to thank her, wanted to show Jamie how much what she’d done for me meant to me. She’d helped me learn so much about myself, had helped transform me, and now… she wanted me, wanted to fuck me.

I thought of her cock, felt my caged dick throb, and I smiled. I nodded.

“Please… fuck me.” I said. “Let me thank you.”

Jamie looked almost flustered. Her blush made her even hotter. And then… she kissed me.
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Jamie kissed me hard, her lips on mine, and for a moment I was too surprised to do anything. She was so hot, way out of my league, but then I realised… that was the old me, the male me. I was becoming someone else and I’d seen myself in the mirror, I’d seen how pretty I looked.

I’d seen how dazzling I was, how sexy. I wasn’t the old me. I was in the process of becoming the new me, and the new me was attractive. I felt attractive.

There was a reason Jamie was kissing me, wanted to fuck me. She thought I was hot.

I kissed back, hard, embracing the moment, embracing my new self. I didn’t want to be boring any more. I didn’t want to be trapped. I didn’t want to feel miserable in my own skin.

I let my heart open and I accepted that Jamie, my hot personal trainer, wanted me, wanted to fuck me, wanted to fuck me because she thought I was beautiful. I accepted all of it and it felt amazing.

I moaned into the kiss, lips, tongue, Jamie nipping at my bottom lip with her teeth. I felt her hands on my body, roaming, smooth and soft and warm, reaching down to grope my ass. Her grip was firm and she squeezed. I squirmed.

I loved how she groped me, her heat for me, her hunger and desire.

Jamie pulled back, breaking the kiss, stood close to me. I could feel the warmth of her body, the racing of my heart, the ache of my dick in my cage.

Her eyes were bright and full of fire.

“Come with me.” She said, her voice a command.

She grabbed my hand and practically dragged me to her bedroom. I had little time to even look around before she pushed me back onto the bed. I collapsed onto my back and she stood looking down at me.

Slowly she began to strip. She teased her dress off, unzipping it, peeling it down. She wiggled her hips as she undressed, movements sensual, erotic, enticing. Everything about her in that moment was perfect.

Under her dress she was wearing lingerie much like mine, fishnet stockings, suspenders, only… she wasn’t wearing a bra, and she wasn’t wearing panties. I felt my caged dick throbbing, body hot.

As she wiggled I saw her tits jiggle, the weight and heft of them exciting me. What would it be like to have a body like hers? Not only did I lust after her, but… I wanted to be like her.

With no panties on her cock was free, not quite hard but getting there. I watched it throb, swelling, smiling at the thought that I was the one responsible for that. She was getting hard because of me. I wiggled on the bed, putting on a show for her, trying my best to be sexy, cute, feminine, and the way she looked at me delighted me.

“Sexy little slut, teasing me.” Jamie said.

I smiled, giggled.

“What are you going to do about it?”

I felt hotter, sexier than I’d ever felt before. I was flirting and… I’d never flirted before. I’d always been too afraid, too locked up, but the new me was someone different, someone bright and playful and fun. I couldn’t wait to discover more about who I really was.

“I’m going to fuck you.” Jamie said.

Her cock swelled, getting harder.

“Now, panties off and legs spread.”

I did as she said, wiggling, slipping my panties down and off. I’d left my heels on, wanting to feel and look sexy.

As I stripped, obeying, Jamie moved to the side of the bed, rummaged in a drawer. I saw her pull out a small bottle of clear liquid, put a small amount into her hand and then… she began to work it over her cock.

Her prick grew harder, glistening, wet, slick with lube. I stared at her as she walked slowly towards me, hips swaying, ass wiggling, her tits bouncing. In the valley of her cleavage, my key hung, reminding me that I was hers. Why did I like that thought so much?

Are you ready for me?” Jamie asked.

I nodded, too nervous to speak. Jamie climbed up onto the bed, climbed over me, knelt between her legs. My legs were spread, exposing my hole. I couldn’t stop staring at her cock, watching it throb, hard, and thick and long.

Jamie reached forwards and ran her still lube-slicked hand along my ass crack, fingers teasing over my hole. The sensation made me jump.

“Relax.” She said. “I’m going to be gentle, but you need to relax.

I did as she said. Fingers teased at my entrance, pressing in, working the lube into my tight, virgin ass, preparing me for her cock.

I moaned as sensations washed over me, bright and hot. I could feel the dull ache of my cock throbbing in its cage, a fluttering in my belly. Her fingers worked deeper, slipping just barely into me. I felt the wetness of the lube, slippery, my hole stretching. I felt pulses of pleasure run up and down my spine.

Jamie worked her fingers in and out and I began to breathe heavily, the pleasure washing over me. I felt my ass relax, become almost eager, and my hips began to move on their own. I wanted more yet, just as it began to feel good, Jamie pulled her fingers out.

“I think you’re ready.” She said.

She shifted forward, moving up the bed, kneeling between my knees. She gripped her cock in one hand, like a spear, ready to enter me.

“Are you?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered.

And that was all she needed to hear.
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Jamie pressed the head of her cock at my virgin entrance and eased her hips forward. I felt my hole forced open.

Her cock was so much thicker than her fingers, yet I wanted her, desperately. I spread my legs wider, forcing myself to relax, and she sank deeper, the head of her cock just barely entering me.

“Fuck you’re tight.” She said. “And hot. Really fucking hot.”

I smiled, blushing. Her cock felt too good. I had no words. I wanted more.

She held her cock just barely inside me and I, unable to control myself, began to work my hips, wanting more of her cock inside me. Jamie, sensing my need, my hunger, fucked her hips forward.

I felt pressure, the last of my ass’s resistance, but I was not to be denied and Jamie was not to be denied. We both moved in unison, eager for each other. I fucked my ass down as Jamie fucked her hips forward and then… her lube-slick cock forced its way deep into my virgin ass.

I felt myself split open, hot, tight, slippery, Jamie’s cock throbbing. I was getting fucked. I was getting fucked by my hot personal trainer. I was getting fucked in the ass by her magnificent cock. I was her toy, her slut, I was offering her my body as thanks for the way she’d transformed me, made me pretty, sexy, cute, and… I loved it.

Jamie eased back slightly, pulling her cock out, then fucked into me again, her cock slipping deeper. She fucked me, over and over, each time thrusting deeper until her entire length was buried inside me.

Jamie held it there, throbbing, and I could feel the girth of her pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside me, teasing over a sensitive spot in my ass. I’d never imagined getting fucked by a cock could feel so good. I was drunk on it all, the sensation addictive. I felt pretty, sexy, feminine, legs spread, and I was getting fucked by my sexy personal trainer. It was… bliss.

“Are you ready to thank me?” Jamie asked, grinning.

I smiled, nodded, and then she began to really fuck me. Jamie pulled her cock almost entirely out and then slammed it in, her girth splitting me open. I felt my ass tremble, tight, slippery, and I wrapped my legs around her to pull her deep.

As she fucked me I fucked back, her cock filling me, my hips and ass grinding down on her prick, riding her. I clenched, ass getting tighter, milking her cock, feeling it throb and swell, fucking in and out, and I could feel her thickness teasing over the knot of pleasure inside me, the sensation becoming more and more intense, a knot in my belly unravelling.

My caged dick was agony, throbbing, drooling precum, and I couldn’t speak, could barely breathe. My heart was racing and with each thrust I moaned, loudly, drunk on the delight of it all.

I reached my hand up to wrap them around Jamie’s neck, pulled her down. She kissed me, hard, fucking me, and I kissed back. With my legs wrapped around her, I pulled her deep, forcing her cock into my tight ass.

It was unlike anything I’d experienced before.

I’d been intimate with Sophie before but it had never been like this. I’d been timid, unsure, self-conscious, but now I felt free. I felt wild, bestial. I felt like an animal, full of lust, desire, a creature that was beautiful and brazen.

I felt… amazing.

I fucked back as Jamie fucked me, her cock slamming in and out of my tight, slippery ass. I worked my hips, clenching down, milking Jamie’s cock. The throbbing pulse and thrust of it teased over the knot of pleasure inside me, hot sparks of joy. My caged dick throbbed, agony, my brain made dumb by the tide of sensations, feelings, emotions.

Lips, tongue, teeth, hands, body, cock, ass… so much more than I had ever known, and it was all happening at once. I felt like the door to my cage had finally been opened and I was free to soar.

Jamie and I fucked, hard, and then I felt her thrust deep. She broke the kiss.

“Fuck I’m close. I can’t hold it.” She said.

“Don’t.” I said. “Cum in me. Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

She didn’t need to be told twice. She fucked deep, cock swelling, throbbing, and then came, hard, filling my tight hole with her cum.

I could feel it, the heat of it, each pulse, each jet, filling me, creaming me, breeding me. My hot personal trainer was cumming inside me and, as she thrust, I felt my pleasure unlock.

The sensation, the knowledge that she found me hot, pretty, that I was a good girl, the fact that she was cumming inside me, my body smooth, soft, pretty, feminine… it all combined, a tidal wave of euphoria. I came, hard, came as Jamie came inside me.

We came together, bodies thrumming, and we kissed.

As Jamie collapsed, exhausted, I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her close, feeling the warmth of her, the sweat, our hearts drumming. I could feel her cock softening inside me, her cum leaking out. I tensed my hole to keep as much of her seed inside me as possible.

Only once we had caught our breath, let the high of our shared climax subside, did we disentangle our limbs. Jamie, smiling, looked down at me.

“That was fun.” She said.

I smiled, fuzzy, warm, full of cum. I nodded.

“I… I enjoyed it too. I liked thanking you.”

“I enjoyed your thanks.” Jamie said. “But… you do know that it’s not over, right? We’ve still got a lot of work to do. That is if you want to keep going? If you want to keep working with me?”

I smiled, blushing.

“I think I want to do more than just work with you. I… everything you’ve done for me so far has been amazing, and I’ll never be able to thank you enough for helping me realise who I really am, for helping me access this part of myself, but… I want more.”

Jamie stared at me.

“What do you mean, more?” She asked.

I took a deep breath. I could feel it all inside but the thought of putting it into words terrified me. Yet, I knew I had to say it. I couldn’t go backwards. I couldn’t keep hiding from the truth, not if I wanted to be free.

“I think… to start, maybe… maybe you could call me Kenzie?” I said.

Jamie looked at me, her smile widening.

“I understand.” She said.

I knew she did. I knew she saw me, understood me, in a way I didn’t even see and understand myself. I was more grateful for her than I could ever express.

“It’s nice to meet you Kenzie.” Jamie said. “And I’m looking forward to seeing who you become.”

“I am too.” I said.

And… I was. For the first time in my life I was truly excited to see who I was going to become.

THE END
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King Nikolai is coming. The great darkness, the beast, the Sire of all vampyres is coming and there is little anyone can do to stop him.

For generations, Prince Nathaniel’s kingdom has stood as the bulwark against the encroaching darkness. Countless lives have been lost, much blood has been spilt, and his kingdom has grown weary while King Nikolai’s forces have grown stronger.

Now King Nikolai is coming, in person, to talk to King Harden of peace. On the verge of his great victory, the defeat of the enemy that has thwarted his plans for generations, King Nikolai comes to talk of peace. Prince Nathaniel does not trust him. He had heard too many tales of the monster’s treachery and savagery.

Yet when King Nikolai arrives he is not what Prince Nathaniel expected. He is surprisingly charming and handsome, and his offer of peace takes the entire kingdom by surprise.

He will gift peace, but only if King Harden offers him a princess to make his queen. The only problem is King Harden has only one child, Prince Nathaniel…

King Harden moves to object, but Prince Nathaniel, wanting to prevent needless suffering, agrees to become the beast’s bride.

So begins Prince Nathaniel’s transformation. As he becomes a princess he starts to understand more about King Nikolai’s motives, and about the powers of fate that have woven their lives together.

What is he to believe though? The stories he’s been told his entire life or the call of his heart?


Freeuse Femboy
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Rich’s wife, Claire, is acting strange. She’s making odd requests and peculiar hints about his upcoming birthday. As Rich begins to notice things, subtle clues, he begins to wonder what she’s up to, and he begins to get excited.

Claire is pretty much perfect in every way imaginable except one. There’s just one thing Rich is really into in the bedroom that Claire does not enjoy. Rich though is beginning to suspect that maybe she has a treat in store for him, something special.

By the time his birthday arrives, Rich can’t contain his excitement. He can’t wait to get home to receive the surprise gift Claire’s been hinting at. Only when he gets home he discovers that his surprise is not what he’d been expecting.

Claire has arranged for Alex, their old neighbour to visit for the weekend. Rich is slightly disappointed. Though he loves spending time with the boy next door, he’d been hoping for something a little more exciting.

But then Claire reveals the secret surprise she’s been planning for months, and Alex, dressed pretty, can’t wait for Rich to unwrap his femboy gift...


Three's Company
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When Pete’s best friend, Lisa, heads out for the night for a date with her boyfriend, Harry, he’s excited to have some time on his own, so when Lisa tries to get him to go out with her to have some fun he declines. He explains that he’s had a hard day at work and he just needs rest.

That’s not the truth though. Pete just wants the apartment to himself so he can indulge in his secret. Within moments of Lisa heading out, Pete is moving, barely able to contain his excitement for the night he’s got planned.

Soon Pete is transformed, becoming Paige, but then the unthinkable happens. Lisa returns home early, unexpectedly, and she catches Pete dressed in a way she’s never seen before.

To Pete’s relief, Lisa is understanding and sweet, kind. She wants to reassure him, understand him, and soon Pete is able to relax.

But Lisa has some questions, is curious, and soon Pete is caught up in a whirlwind adventure that he’d never expected. As the two friends grow closer, Pete begins to spend more and more time as Paige until the lines between the two identities begin to blur.

There remains the problem of Harry though. Lisa’s boyfriend.

Pete was always told three was a crowd… when it comes to Paige though, three’s not a crowd. It’s company.


Undercover Assistant
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Sam has returned from college to help take over his father’s business. It’s a responsibility he’s keen to take on—for years his father looked after the family, building up his company from nothing, and now it’s Sam’s turn to take the reins. Only when he takes charge he realises things are not going quite as he expected.

His father’s company is struggling. Worse than that, its deep in debt and if Sam doesn’t fix things soon it could go under completely, leaving his father’s legacy in ruins and his family with no means of supporting itself.

Sam is desperate to get to the bottom of what’s gone wrong when he discovers a rival business has been stealing customers away. Clearly Sam needs to work out how this rival company is able to lure away long standing customers, he needs to work out what their secret is.

Then Sam comes across the perfect opportunity, an advert for a Personal Assistant to the man who owns and runs the company. Only Sam is going to have to go in disguise. He’s going to have to go undercover, as a woman.

In the end, Sam gets a lot more than he bargained for… and what he discovers will change the course of his life forever.
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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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