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FULL SERVICE NURSE

Ben has moved across the country for his dream job and the move has drained his bank account to the limit. The job pays well though so he’s not worried, only… when he arrives he discovers the clinic is closed permanently.

Stranded in a strange city with no friends and no money he’s in desperate need of work, but there’s none out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost perfect and that pays well. There’s just one problem. It’s for female nurses only...

When Ben moves city for his dream job he can’t wait to start his new life, only it’s all over before it’s even begun. When he arrives at his new place of employment he discovers the clinic closed… permanently.

In need of work to pay his rent and bills, his bank account drained from the move, he scours recruitment boards, but there’s no work out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost too good to be true. A prestigious clinic is looking for nurses, and they boast a high-paying benefits scheme too. Only… they’re only looking for female nurses.

Ben, desperate, makes up a brand new resume under the name of Bianca, certain that his application will be looked over anyway. Yet it isn’t, and when Bianca is asked for an interview he’s left with a decision. Can he really become a pretty, feminine nurse?

So begins a slow, sensual, seductive journey of feminization and self-discovery as Ben embraces his girly side. But when he learns how the benefits scheme works will he embrace the opportunity to make a little extra cash?

Is Bianca the kind of girl who’s willing to work as a Full Service Nurse?


One







"CLOSED PERMANENTLY."

I stood and stared at the sign barely able to believe it, my heart thundering in my chest, my breath short sharp sips of air. I could feel myself beginning to panic.

“Stay calm. It has to be a mistake.” I said to myself.

It was impossible to stay calm though. I’d staked so much on the move. I’d put myself in debt because this was my dream job.

“Maybe they’ve just moved, or they don’t really mean permanently. It’s probably just closed for fumigation or something, that’s all. They wouldn’t just close down like this and…”

I knew though that I was just grasping at straws. The notice on the door was pretty clear.

The clinic was closed, permanently, and I was out of a job before I’d even had a chance to start.

I’d moved halfway across the country, leaving behind everything, for nothing. I’d got myself into debt with travelling expenses and moving fees and deposits on a new apartment for nothing.

I’d moved all this way because it was my dream job, working at one of the best clinics for sports injury rehabilitation on the planet. I’d studied for years to qualify as a nurse in my field, had studied hard to get the grades needed, and had volunteered to gain experience, all for a chance at the perfect job, and then… I’d lucked out.

I’d been accepted to work at the Conneaut Institute, one of the leading centres for athletes coming back from serious injury. Not only would I be doing cutting-edge work in one of the best-equipped centres in the world, but I’d be working with some of the most famous sports stars on the planet, and I’d be paid well too. I’d be paid very well.

It was one of the reasons I’d been willing to take on all the debt. I knew I’d be able to pay it off without too much stress. Except… now I didn’t have a job.

Now I had no salary. There was no more Conneaut Institute. They’d had to file for bankruptcy after a recent court settlement when a famous football player had fallen during treatment and had experienced injuries that had worsened his condition. When he’d found out those new injuries had ended his sports career he’d claimed lost income, and the Conneaut Institute had been told to pay up.

Except… they didn’t have that kind of money. So they’d gone under. And everyone was out of a job. Including me.

I’d arrived for my first day of work to find the whole place shut down, the lights off, and the only notice was a piece of paper taped to the inside of the door telling me that if I wanted to claim unpaid debts or lost expenses I’d need to phone the creditors dealing with the bankruptcy.

I thought about it for a moment, but I knew it would be pointless. Not only would I have a hard time claiming the debts I took on voluntarily to start a new job, but I’d be behind a long list of more important claimants—big banks and large companies all wanting to recoup lost revenue.

I might be able to claim a month of lost wages, but that was little compared to what I owed, and even if the claim was successful, it’d be months, perhaps years before I saw any money. It wouldn’t help me now.

What I needed in the now was a job.

It was meant to be the start of my perfect life. I’d given up friends and family and security for it, but now I was stranded in a strange city, up to my ears in debt, and I was desperate for a job.

But… at least I was highly qualified. It’d be easy to find work as a general nurse to make ends meet while I looked for a job in my actual speciality. Right?
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I was very, very wrong. It was impossible to find work, and the more I looked and applied and struggled, the worse it seemed to get.

Maybe it was the Conneaut Institute going out of business, flooding the market with highly qualified nurses, or maybe it was just no one was hiring, but there were almost no jobs out there, and the ones I did apply to didn’t get back to me.

After the first week, I broadened my application beyond just nursing. I applied for any kind of care work, but still with no luck. After that, I started applying for shop work, bar work, cleaning work, but they all wanted experience and I had none. I’d only ever done nursing.

The situation was beginning to look bad.

I felt like giving up. I felt like packing up and going home, and I might have, except I couldn’t even afford a ticket and I certainly couldn’t afford to move all my things back across the country.

I was trapped, like a rat in a cage, and I was miserable.

This was supposed to have been a fresh start, the beginning of a new, brighter chapter in my life, but in the end, it had turned out like everything else. It was a disaster. Just like the rest of my life.

I felt like giving up.

High school had been a rough time for me, being an outsider. I’d never fitted in so I’d thrown myself into studies and books, convincing myself that life would get better at college.

High school was just a popularity contest I told myself, but college would be different. I wasn’t hot in high school, I wasn’t one of the popular kids or the rich kids or the sporty kids, so I’d been miserable, but at college it would be different.

Only… college had been more of the same. I’d been an outsider at high school, and I’d been an outsider at college. I’d again thrown myself into my studies. I’d kidded myself that life would get better afterwards, but again, I was wrong. I was dead wrong.

My life was just one miserable disaster after another. As I stared at my computer screen I saw the vague ghost of my reflection staring back at me.

The source of all my problems, all my trouble, all my issues. Me.

I felt a surge of rage and sadness and hopelessness.

“When did it all start going wrong?” I whispered to myself.

But I knew the answer. About the same time all the other boys in my class started changing.

Things had been fine when I was a child. I’d been like everyone else, and I’d fit in fine. It was only when puberty started to hit that it all went off the rails.

While the girls around us were becoming women, the boys began to become men. They all got taller, broader, stronger, hairier.

All of them except me. I’d stayed small. I’d stayed short and thin and, even in my mid-twenties, was still incapable of growing anything resembling a beard.

During high school, I’d kidded myself that I was just a late bloomer. I’d put my hope on college. There I’d blossom into a man. Girls would notice me. I’d have friends.

But… there was no bloom. All throughout college I’d stayed the same. Girls never noticed me, and I didn’t really make any friends.

I was awkward, shy, introverted, and very aware of my differences compared to the other men around me. But… that had been a benefit of sorts.

Since I was never out drinking I’d been able to study hard, to throw myself into learning, and I’d done well, scored top marks, which had enabled me to land my dream job.

Life after college was going to be better, except… reality had again slapped me hard in the face. It was never going to get any better, because I was never going to get to be anyone other than me, and being me sucked.

“A couple more hours of applications and then I’m going to bed.” I said, sighing.

That was all my life was. Get up, apply for jobs, get rejections, go to bed, repeat.

I had no money to go out. I had no friends in the city. I had no motivation. I could feel myself sinking. Things needed to change, I needed a break, but the universe seemed determined to break me instead.

And then my eye caught on a new posting in the nursing section of the recruitment site I was using. There was a new job up.

The salary was good, and experience in physical and massage therapy was considered a benefit. And even better there was a bonus scheme that from the looks of it might even make my take-home pay almost as much as I’d have been on at the Conneaut Institute.

I clicked on it, my heart started to race. Maybe things were starting to turn around. Maybe this was the universe paying me back.

And then I got to the last line. My heart sank.

Female staff only. Fuck.

One more slap in the face. Of course, the best job I’d seen since I’d started looking was for women only.
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Over the next week, I continued to apply for any job I could find, but I heard nothing back. I checked the nursing section daily, but there were no new postings, and each time I looked I saw the same listing again and again.

A job that was almost perfect. Almost. Except it was only accepting applications from women

It seemed to taunt me. The pay was good. The benefits were good. There was a bonus scheme that would boost my take home. And I was an almost perfect fit with my specialisation.

Yet there was nothing I could do.

So each day I did my best to skip over it, to ignore it, but as the days passed that became harder and harder to do. My situation was becoming more and more desperate.

My bank account was running empty, debt repayments were due, and I had rent I had to come up with. But with no job, and work lined up, I was beginning to think I might end up losing everything and returning home with nothing except my tail between my legs.

I needed to do something drastic. I needed a miracle.

And my attention returned to the posting for that vacancy. I was qualified for it. I could do it. I needed the work.

But it was for women only. There was nothing I could do. Was there?

Except… maybe…

Maybe being a late bloomer—or more accurately a never bloomer—was going to finally be a benefit.


Two

On a whim, I knocked up a new resume and I filled out the online application form. Everything was accurate and true, except my name.

I filled it all out as I would have for any other job, except where I would have put Ben, I put Bianca. It felt odd even typing it but… well, I was desperate.

And I figured that I was probably not going to hear anything back at all, just like all the other applications. I was wrong though.

Within hours I got a reply. They were keen. My resume was perfect they said and they’d love to have me in for an interview in the next couple of days.

My heart sank. They were the only place that had gotten back to me out of all the applications I’d made. Just my luck. The universe was mocking me again.

The only job that was keen to hire me was the one I’d never be accepted for once they saw me. Only…

I stared at myself in the mirror. I’d already thought about it, had considered it before even making the application.

I was small and thin, short, with a fairly androgynous face. I’d been mistaken for a girl enough times when out at bars or when shopping, people saying ‘excuse me miss’ when coming up from behind, a few times I’d even had a drunk guy even grope my butt—and those memories still made me blush with shame and embarrassment. So maybe with a little work…

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“It’s not like you’ve got any other options.” I said to my reflection. “And what’s the worst that can happen? They call you out on faking being a woman and tell you to leave?”

I blushed as I realised that wasn't the worst that could happen. The worse would be I’d go through with the mad idea in my head and I’d get the job.

I felt insecure enough about myself already, but if I went through with my plan, if I went to the interview as Bianca and got the job, if they gave me the job believing I was a woman, what would that say to me? How would that make me feel?

But at the same time, my situation was so desperate that I knew I couldn’t turn down the opportunity. I needed a job. I needed money. Even if it meant humiliating myself.

So in the end I did the only thing I could. I replied to the email and I told them I’d be available for an interview in a couple of days. That would give me long enough to get ready. Right?

A couple of days to go from Ben to Bianca.

I felt my cheeks turn pink. It was like I’d lost my mind. But… what choice did I have?
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The next day I headed out and with what little money I had left I hit the discount stores looking for everything I needed.

If I was going to head out to an interview as Bianca then I needed to look the part, and that meant an outfit, it meant make-up, it meant hair, it meant accessories. I thought about my sister and how she’d always got ready when going out. I thought about my female housemates back in college.

It was going to take effort and practice, but… I knew how powerful make-up and the right outfit were. Maybe I could pull it off. But that thought just made me feel worse.

I knew none of my male classmates at college could have made a convincing girl. They were all too manly. Me though… I had a chance.

So I hit the stores, and I tried to get everything I could as cheaply as possible. The first thing I picked out was clothes.

I chose a simple pair of tight-fitting stretchy trousers, and a white blouse, along with a jacket. Formal enough for an interview, but not revealing, and not too formal. Along with that, I picked out underwear, a set of panties, a bra, and pantyhose.

I’d done my research at home, had measured myself, and I knew what size I was. With my bra, I made sure to get one with enough room that I’d be able to pad out the cups to make it seem like I had breasts in order to sell my disguise—nothing too big, but not too small either.

Buying it all left me flustered and blushing, my heart racing, but I figured it’d probably look like I was just buying an outfit for my girlfriend—not that I’d ever had a girlfriend, as awkward and shy as I was I’d never had the courage to ask a girl out or even really flirt. Yet, as I paid, I was sure the young woman working at the checkout smiled at me in an almost knowing fashion.

Her smile was enough to send me dashing out of the store and to my next destination. I needed make-up, so I bought a cheap palette of eyeshadow, some mascara and some eyeliner, and then finally some blush and some lipstick. The combined cost was more than the outfit and I could barely believe how much make-up cost.

I needed it though, so I bought it. Yet, I could feel my already decrepit bank balance becoming even more depleted. I was really going to need a job after this shopping trip.

The final items were shoes, a pair of simple low heels that looked formal but feminine and would be perfect for work should I get the job, as I knew I’d not be able to afford a second pair, and then a wig—my hair was short, neat, cut only recently for my new job, but if I was to pass as a girl, a woman, a young female nurse, then I figured long hair was the easiest way to sell the charade.

So I spent more than I could really afford on getting a high-quality wig in a soft blonde. I did as several guides on the internet said and went for a hair colour close to my own, a blonde that was several shades lighter, as though it were my own hair only highlighted, so that it would match my complexion and look more natural, and I bought one that was simply styled, loose waves that wouldn’t take much maintenance and that would be easy to tie up while I was working.

That I was even considering I might get the job chilled me. There was no real chance, right? Yet part of me, the part panicking over rent and debt and my shrinking bank balance, hoped I’d get it. But… what would that even look like? I’d need to go to work every day as Bianca.

I’d need to pretend to be a girl, a woman, every day. My belly fluttered, tied in knots, and I pushed the thoughts and feelings crowding my head away. Up first was the interview. I’d need to attend the interview as Bianca and not only impress them with my qualifications and personality, but I’d need to convince them I really was a girl.

Part of me hoped I’d fail, that they’d be able to easily spot I was a boy, but another part knew I needed the job and the money. I felt stuck, trapped, but I also knew I was going to do my absolute best to be as feminine as possible
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On the day of the interview, I got up early and showered, then set to getting ready. I had hours to spare, but I knew I was going to need all that time there was.

I settled down to do my make-up first as I knew that would take the longest. I’d watched a few videos on how to achieve a minimal make-up look—something professional for the workplace, but that would make my androgynous face seem more feminine—and it looked easy enough, but I also knew that the women in the videos had years of practice doing their make-up.

There was a reason they were online making tutorial videos and it wasn’t because they were novices like me. But the guides were simple and easy to follow.

So, I settled down with the simplest of them and I set to work.

I layered on a simple palette of eyeshadow first, pastel shades that would work well with my blue eyes, and then I added eyeliner, a light brown so that it wasn’t too stark, and finally, I added mascara, a thick coat of black to make my eyelashes look longer and fuller.

I blinked as I stared at the finished product, my eyelashes feeling heavier, and I could barely believe what I was seeing. My eyes looked so… pretty.

They were big and bright and beautiful. I looked… cute.

“Blush and lipstick too.” I said to myself. “Then hair and accessories before getting dressed.”

I was aware time was short, so I wanted to keep up the momentum. I added a small amount of blush to my cheeks, then put on a coat of pink lipstick.

I was momentarily captivated by how utterly transformed I was already, but I knew I was far from done, so I turned my attention to my wig. I fitted it over my natural hair, clipping it into place with a set of pins I’d bought along with the wig, and once it was in place I took a moment to style it before I added the accessories I’d bought.

Clip-on earrings, a necklace, and several rings. I’d never worn jewellery before, not even masculine jewellery, and the items I’d chosen were far from masculine, so it felt odd to have bits of metal attached to my body, but I soon got used to it and I couldn’t deny that it added to the look.

With that done I slipped on my outfit. Panties first, then pantyhose over the top—the waist of the pantihose cinched and reinforced to help shape my figure, making my belly seem trimmer while giving me more hips and butt, at least according to the box—before finally slipping on the bra.

I padded the bra out with a spare pair of pantihose I’d filled with rice—a tip I’d read online. I had thought there was no way it would work or look natural, but once it was all in place I couldn’t help but feel a little stunned at how the extra weight filled out my bra naturally, giving me small but very obvious tits.

That the pantyhose were a natural shade to match my skin just made them look even more real. I looked down and I had… cleavage. I felt my belly flutter and my heart skip. It felt strange but not as unpleasant as I’d expected and I couldn’t help but smile.

Maybe my plan would work. The thought of having a job and steady income again thrilled me, but the idea that I’d need to live each day as a woman stirred a strange cocktail of feelings in me that I could not easily decipher.

Still, I was committed now. It was the first job that had gotten back to me and I’d bought the outfit and the make-up. I needed money more than ever.

And the fact that the job said it would pay almost as well as the Conneaut Institute was just the cherry on top. I needed the job. I needed the money. So… I was going to do my best to get the job. And that meant looking as feminine as possible.

And it was with that thought in mind that I set to getting dressed.


Three

With the outfit on I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

The girl in the mirror was… was me. I looked like a young woman, a professional young woman going out for a job interview.

My outfit was tight, fitted to my small, slim body, accentuating the extra curves given to me by the shaping pantihose, and I couldn’t help but give a wiggle as I looked at myself, blushing and grinning.

I had an ass.

In my heels and tight trousers, my legs looked long, shapely, and the way I stood and moved with the feminine shoes on was just subtly different to normal. A strut to each step, a wiggle and sway that was very feminine and girly, and my thighs, hips, and butt looked kinda…

“Sexy.”

I said.

My body throbbed as I stared at myself. I looked really good and I was beginning to think maybe my plan would work.

My blouse was fitted too, showing off my trim waist, and the fabric hung off the swell of my padded bra, my tits, making it seem like I had an ample chest for my small frame.

I’d aimed for small but perky, but I’d underestimated, and in the end, I’d ended up quite a lot more top-heavy than I’d expected so that my chest was too big to allow me to do up my jacket. But that just made me look even hotter, the buttons I was able to do up straining to stay closed as I breathed in and out.

Yet it wasn’t my outfit that really caught my attention. It was my face. My face and my hair.

With my make-up on my eyes looked big and bright and beautiful, and the blush and lipstick were just enough to shift my already androgynous face into pretty and feminine. My lips looked plump, inviting, and with my blonde wig on and my accessories, the old, boy me had vanished.

I really did look like a Bianca. I looked like a girl. I was beginning to think I might actually get the job, which terrified me. If I was offered it I knew I’d have to accept, but then… I’d need to Bianca every day. Could I do that?

How would it feel to look so pretty every day? What would it do to my head?

I could already feel a storm of emotions swelling up. If I were to do this every day, exist in the world as Bianca every day, what would it do to me? Yet… I didn’t have a choice. I needed the money. I needed the job. I knew that I would do whatever it took, even if it felt weird.
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Travelling to the interview was a fraught, anxious experience. It was bad enough having to dress up alone, at home, but stepping out into the wider world dressed up as a woman was terrifying.

Yet it was also a good test. If I could use public transport and travel through crowds without being spotted or called out then maybe there was hope.

In the beginning, I’d jumped at each look, each glance, but soon I began to realise that people weren’t staring at me because I was suspicious. They were staring at me in… admiration.

The people looking at me, staring at me, were looking at me with appreciation, like you might view a painting or a sculpture. Yet, I was so unused to such looks it at first left me unsettled. As Ben I was used to going unnoticed, but as Bianca I was the focus of quite a lot of attention.

Most of it was from men, glances lingering on my ass or my legs or my chest, and I knew those glances well enough—I’d looked at hot women the same way enough times—but some of it was from women, a few envious glares, but more than a few looks of interest too. It was enough to turn my cheeks scarlet, my chest tight and my belly fluttering.

No one had ever paid me attention. I’d spent my entire life feeling invisible. But I’d been out in the world as Bianca for less than an hour and already numerous men and more than a few women had eyed me up. Several had caught my eyes, making deliberate eye contact, smiling at me, but I was so overwhelmed I could only look away, timid and shy.

I really didn’t want anyone approaching me, though the thought that they might, that people might actually desire me enough to walk up to me and talk to me thrilled me. I’d never been hot in my life, but a little bit of make-up, a cute outfit, a padded bra, and a wig, and suddenly I was attractive.

True, they viewed me as a girl, a woman, but they viewed me as a sexy woman, and that fact filled me with a warmth and a joy that stirred feelings in me that were intoxicating and addictive. And it was with that feeling buoying me up that I arrived at my interview, full of confidence even if I was aware of just how strange the situation was.

As I arrived at reception I gave my name in the voice I’d been practising, and I handed over a copy of my resume, then I sat down to wait. I did not need to wait long before an older, very attractive woman arrived, stepping through large double doors to look around the foyer.

She was tall, with short dark hair, in a fitted black dress, wearing seamed stockings and black heels, with dark make-up. I felt my chest tighten when she looked at me. She was hot and intimidating. Would she know I was faking it?

“Bianca?” She said.

I nodded.

“Wonderful. I’m Ms Renoir. I’ll be conducting your interview. Now, if you’d follow me.”

With that, she pushed one of the doors open and held it for me. I felt a twinge of panic, and a glimmer of hope. She thought I really was Bianca. Maybe I could do it. Maybe I’d get the job. But then… what would come after that?
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“Well, I must say I’m impressed. Your resume was excellent but for us, it's about more than just qualifications. We’re quite a specialised clinic so our staff need to have a certain quality about them, a certain look and a certain type of personality, and I’m delighted to see you have both.”

Ms Renoir was grinning. I blushed.

The interview had gone well. She’d started by asking me technical questions, first on general practice, then on my speciality. I answered those easily and was delighted to see her nodding and smiling as she made notes.

After that, she asked me a few personal questions, about my family, my life. These were harder to answer. I tried to be as honest as possible, to keep any lies small, but I needed to twist the truth just a little to make sure my disguise didn’t slip.

So far she seemed utterly convinced that I was a girl, that I was a young woman, that I was Bianca, not Ben. I was almost starting to think I might be in with a chance at getting the job, though I couldn’t work out if that would be a good thing or a terrible thing.

If they offered me the job I knew there was no way I could turn it down. I needed the money. But at the same time, was I really willing or even able to continue to perform as Bianca on a daily basis?

“You’re skilled and pleasant and personable. I like you, and I think our patients will like you. In fact, I’m sure most of them will adore you, a cute, friendly, sweet, and talented girl like you could do very well here. So… I’d like to offer you the job. Well, a trial. Six weeks, to see if you like the work and so we can see how you fit in. How does that sound?”

My heart leapt. Maybe I was saved?

But at the same time, I knew I was going to have to become Bianca almost full-time if I accepted. Was that really something I was willing to do? Was it something I could do?

“I… yeah, sure, I’m interested. A trial is fine.” I said.

My thoughts and feelings were a jumbled mess. What was I going to do? Could I really just accept it? What if they found out? What if…

“Obviously, since it’s a trial, we’ll not be paying you a full salary, but you’ll have full access to our bonus scheme, and for most of our staff that’s how they earn the bulk of their take-home anyway, so you shouldn’t be too affected if you apply yourself and fit in and enjoy the work.”

Ms Renoir’s smile looked almost… guileful. She was grinning, grinning like the cat that had got the cream. I shifted in my seat, feeling slightly flustered.

Half salary wasn’t great, as I really needed the money, but anything was better than nothing, and if the bonus scheme was as good as the listing implied, as good as she said, then perhaps I’d be okay.

And it was only six weeks. If I applied myself and impressed then I’d be on full salary within two months, on top of any bonuses, and I could start to pay off the debt. I could work this job while I looked for another job where I wouldn’t need to disguise myself as Bianca.

“I… yeah. Sure.” I said, smiling.

Ms Renoir’s smile widened.

“Excellent. We can fill out the paperwork this afternoon and then get you your uniform. You’ll be required to wear it whenever on duty, but we have a full laundry service so you’ll be able to drop your clothes off at the end of each shift and pick up a clean uniform for the next day. We also have a stipend for personal care budgets. I can offer you a small initial allowance, for hair and make-up, as you’ll be encouraged to put in a little extra effort with your appearance while working here.”

I blinked. My make-up was comparable to the looks I’d seen other female nurses wear during my training at various hospitals. I looked good, without looking overly made-up, so I wondered what Ms Renoir meant.

“You want… more make-up?”

I could feel my cheeks blushing.

“Don’t worry about it right now. We’ll sort you out with a uniform and the allowance, then I’ll give you a tour and you can meet some of our staff. You’ll see what I mean soon enough, and remember, beyond your basic duties of care nothing here is compulsory, just encouraged, and rewarded. That’s why we have our bonus scheme. Looking your best is one of the things we offer a bonus for.” Ms Renoir said. “Once we’re done you can go home to get ready for your first shift tomorrow. Really, there’s nothing you need to fret about. Your resume and the interview have made it clear you’re a competent nurse so you’re going to fit right in.”

I tried to smile, but I could not deny how nervous I was. It was bad enough having to disguise myself as Bianca, but the idea that they’d want me to put extra effort into looking good, that extra make-up was rewarded with a bonus payment, made me wonder just what kind of job it was I’d accepted.

Yet, I needed the money. I really needed the money.

“Now, if you’ll follow me, I can get you what you need and give you a little tour.” Ms Renoir said.

She rose to her feet and moved the door. I could feel my head spinning, my heart racing. I could just walk out of there and turn the job offer down, but…

I didn’t. I needed the work. I needed the money.

So, I rose to my feet and I followed her.


Four

My belly fizzed and fluttered as I stared at myself in the mirror, stared at Bianca in the mirror, dressed in my uniform. There was a sense of dread and fear and anxiety, but also… excitement and joy.

I giggled, cheeks blushing, not quite sure what I’d let myself in for.

The tour of the clinic had been quick and cursory but had made it clear what Ms Renoir had meant by making more of an effort with my look. My outfit and make-up had been subtle and modest, but as I was shown around it became clear that every woman working there—and there were only women working there—was made up perfectly to appear as stunningly beautiful as possible.

When I’d seen Ms Renoir I’d been struck by her look, her heavy dark make-up, the intimidating aura of authority and her dazzling appearance, like a woman from a fashion magazine, but it was obvious to me that every woman working in the clinic made a similar effort.

Though each woman’s look was tailored to her complexion, her eye colour and her hair, they each looked more like they were headed out for a night of partying or a hot date rather than heading to work at a healthcare facility. If that was how I’d need to look I’d need more make-up and more practice—I was glad that Ms Renoir had made it clear there’d be a stipend offered upfront as there was no way I’d be able to afford that much make-up without it.

And then I’d seen the uniform. The uniform I was now wearing.

The previous day on my way home from the interview I’d made sure to stop off and pick up all the things I knew I’d need for my new job. It was odd, shopping as a woman for women’s items, but though I’d been nervous and worried about being called out, no-one seemed to realise I was actually a man, which caused an odd surge of emotions in me.

I was annoyed, sure, since I was a man, and being so easily able to pass as a woman definitely played on my already substantial insecurities, but at the same time, I was glad since it meant I felt more confident in my new job, being able to play the part of Bianca every day. And there was another feeling too, a light, tight, fluttery feeling that got worse the more I noticed people looking at me, staring at me.

I pushed that feeling away though, ignored it. I had other things to focus on.

I picked up the make-up I figured I’d need, heavier, bolder colours, some nail polish, and a few extra accessories to make me look even prettier for work—if there was a bonus for looking my best I should at least try I figured, since I was doing it all for the money, so I should try to make as much as possible, right?

Then I picked up a few toiletries and some perfume. The scent of the perfume was intoxicating and exciting, musk and jasmine, feminine and almost… sexy.

After that, I headed home. I’d need all the time I had before work the next day.

I’d spent the evening practising my make-up skills, working on heavier, bolder looks, the kind of make-up a woman would wear on a big night out instead of to work, and though it took a few goes to get right, in the end, I managed something I was happy with—heavy eyeshadows with black eyeliner and thick fake lashes, pink painted nails, and heavy dark pink glossy lipstick. I restyled my wig too, to give my look a little bit extra, and then, satisfied I’d be able to look my best, I headed off to shower before bed.

The shower was the bit I’d been dreading. I’d seen my new uniform, and I knew what I needed to do.

The uniform was a dress. A short, tight-fitting dress, which meant my legs would be out in shear seamed stockings—Ms Renoir had made it very clear that only certain types of lingerie and underwear were permitted under the uniform policy—and if my legs were going to be out I was going to have to shave them.

I was going to have to shave my body. So… I did.

I’d never been hairy by any standards, but if I was going to have to look my best as a pretty female nurse surrounded by hot nurses, then I was going to need to look flawless, which meant getting rid of all of my body hair.

The process was crushing. Even though I’d never been hairy I still had some body hair. I still looked like a man when naked, but shaving it off was like I was shedding my last pretence or vestige of masculinity. I was becoming more Bianca and less Ben, and yet at the same time, the entire process was oddly thrilling.

The way the razor slid over skin slick with shaving foam. The sensation sent a shiver along my spine, making my body throb. I had intended to just shave my legs but once I was done the rest of my body looked just… strange.

Even though it wasn’t particularly hairy, the contrast seemed almost wrong. So, I ended up shaving everywhere, just for the sake of keeping things even. I shaved my crotch, my butt, my belly and chest and under my arms. It took a little over an hour, but by the time I was done, I felt oddly light and giddy.

Washing afterwards was a rush of new sensations. My entire body so much more sensitive and tingly, and soon my cock was throbbing, hard. My head was full of thoughts and feelings, the memory of how men and women had looked at me, how the pantihose had felt, how I’d looked with make-up and a wig on.

Before I knew it I was touching myself, playing with my cock. The image of Bianca was at the front of my mind, bright and hot. In an odd way, it was almost nice to be her for a while, to feel attractive and cute, to feel wanted. Emotions flared.

I stroked my cock harder, my body smooth and wet. Pleasure surged.

I whimpered, moaned, and soon… I was cumming, cumming hard, head spinning. As my climax subsided I felt giddy, overcome with emotions and feeling, exhausted from a draining day.

I had work in the morning. The first day of my new job, the job I needed to do well at in order to pay rent and bills. I needed sleep so I could get up early to get ready, do my make-up, put on my uniform.

So, I pushed all the conflicting thoughts and feelings and emotions out of my head. I could sort them out later when I had time. In that moment I needed sleep so that I could rise early and get ready.

And I had slept, heavily. I had risen early, spent time doing my make-up, working to get it as perfect as I could, fitting my wig, slipping on the sheer, seamed stockings and suspenders I’d bought the day before, a matching bra, adding my home-made breasts to fill the cups out, then, finally, I slipped my uniform on. Then I turned to face the mirror and I could barely believe what I saw.
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It was like no other uniform I’d ever seen a nurse wear before, and looked more like a fancy dress costume or the nurses outfits models wore in adult videos or magazines, but it was compulsory, so if I wanted the job and I wanted to get paid I needed to wear it. And wear it I did.

The uniform was white and red, with short sleeves and a folding collar, stretchy, a sensual cotton blend that was soft against my shaved skin. The way it hugged me was almost… provocative.

It was tight and short, the dress coming to just above mid-thigh, and I knew that bending over or moving or sitting would flash my lacy stocking tops. As tight as it was it showed off every inch of my curves—my ass looked perky and round in it, and my waist was cinched in my the tight fabric to give me hips, yet it was my breasts that really stood out, my bra and padding looking massive on my small frame so that I seemed stacked. The way it hugged my tits, barely able to stay zipped up, made me look brazen and sexy, almost slutty.

I giggled, blushing.

“I look like a pornstar, not a nurse.” I said.

And I did. With the heavy make-up, painted nails, and the higher heels I’d been given as part of my uniform, my wig styled just a little extra, I looked like I was about to go fuck someone on camera rather than work in a clinic, and that thought stirred feelings in me, made my cock throb.

I needed to stay level-headed though, needed to focus. I put on the accessories I’d bought—large hoop earrings and a necklace—and slipped on a jacket to cover up my uniform.

I knew my heels and seamed stocking would still be on display as I travelled to work, but at least my body would be covered. Working at the clinic and being surrounded by other women wearing the same uniform would be bad enough, but being seen out in public in it, even disguised as Bianca, would be too much.

I took one final look at myself. I was as ready as I was ever going to be. I needed the money.

So… I headed out to my first day on the job.
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“You’re Bianca, right?”

A young, very pretty redhead approached me as I slipped my jacket off, putting it in the locker I’d been given. I turned to face her and I felt myself blush as I nodded.

She was dressed like me, in the same uniform, nurse's dress, heels, seamed stockings, but her uniform looked even smaller, so I could see her suspender straps, and it was left partially undone so I could see her cleavage. Her ample cleavage.

I thought I’d looked slutty and curvy in my uniform, but she looked… hot. I had to take slow, deep breaths to keep my cool. Even her make-up was beyond brazen and would put some pornstars to shame.

“I… yeah, Bianca.” I said.

I was nervous beyond belief but I knew I could do the job. The part I was less sure about was doing the job as Bianca while dressed like a slutty adult-themed nurse.

“Cool. I’m Mae. I’ll be the one showing you around and settling you in. You ready to get started?” She asked.

I nodded. And with that, I was off to begin my first day.

I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but in the end, the work was quite ordinary. I changed dressings, gave out medication, took scheduled measurements and readings, and I was even able to help a few patients with sports massages for aching joints.

It was all… very normal. The only abnormal part was the nurses. The hot pornstar nurses. But as I got to know my co-workers I realised they too were all very ordinary. They were all very qualified, and all specialists in their fields.

None of them had been employed for looks alone given how capable they all were, yet all of them were stunning—and it felt oddly flattering that I’d been employed to work alongside them, the thought that I was considered equally capable, but also equally hot, even if it was hot as a woman.

I was beginning to wonder why we even needed to make an effort with how we looked at all, why the bonuses for make-up and putting in an extra effort. However, given the fact that all the patients were wealthy, powerful men, I wondered if perhaps it was just the clinic's way of differentiating itself from competitors to keep their customers happy. Something nice to look at while you were ill.

And if looking good meant I got paid extra then I could do that, right? But then I realised I really didn’t know how much the bonus scheme paid, or how we could claim it. If I were to make rent, pay bills, and pay off my debt I needed at least a few bonus payments.

As the day drew to an end I realised that I should probably ask. So I asked Mae.

“How… how does the bonus scheme work then? We make ourselves look pretty and we get paid more? Is that it?”

She smiled at me and giggled.

“Oh, the bonus scheme. Yeah, that’s always a tricky one with newbies, but… yeah, in essence. The more extra effort you put in the more you get paid. You have to do a good job though. You have to be an excellent nurse to keep working here. You can’t coast on extra effort alone, but… the bonus scheme is pretty fun, and you can easily double your take home or more if you get into the spirit of things.” She said. “I mean… take you for instance. Just the fact you make an effort with how you look will have been noticed. Our patients like something pretty to look at so they’ll feed that back at the end of the day and you’ll get a nice bonus for just looking cute and making their day brighter.”

“So it’s based on patient feedback?” I said.

That made sense I supposed, and it explained why Mae was always so flirty and friendly with the patients. As I thought about it it also made sense why her uniform was so short.

She’d probably adjusted it herself to show just a little extra flesh so she got even better feedback. If flashing suspender straps, thigh, ass, and maybe even a little cleavage got me paid extra I could probably do that. And I could probably even bring myself to flirt too.

Money was money after all, and I needed money.

“Yeah, pretty much. It’s all about patient satisfaction. We satisfy our patients and the more satisfied they are the more we get paid. It’s not for everyone and a fair few girls quit because they can’t get into the scheme but for girls like me, it’s almost a perk. It’s getting paid extra for doing a job I love.”

She was grinning, but there was something in her voice that put me on edge. But… looking pretty and flirting seemed fairly harmless, and it had been kind of fun to have the male patients compliment me all day.

As the new girl in the clinic, I’d got a lot of attention and a lot of compliments, and though they were all about how pretty and cute and hot I was, they’d still felt good. As Ben I’d never got compliments, but as Bianca people thought I was attractive and they wanted to flirt with me, wanted me to flirt with them.

I knew it was just a disguise for work, for money, but at the same time, I could not deny how good it felt to get paid all that attention after living a life almost invisible. I knew I shouldn’t have been enjoying being complimented as a girl, for how cute and pretty I was, but… I was. I’d lived a life starved of attention and now, getting flirted with, getting told I was beautiful or sexy, flirting with attractive older men, it was… kind of fun.

The thought that I could get paid more for doing more of it, for having even more fun, wasn’t so bad. I could do that. Right?

“Why do some girls quit? It doesn’t sound that bad, it’s… kind of fun in a way… and the money’s good.”

Mae smiled, giggling.

“Exactly! With an attitude like that, I think you’ll fit right in. But… it’s more complicated than that. If you want I could show you. It’s easier than just explaining.”

I nodded. I was keen to learn as much as I could about the bonus scheme so I could earn as much as possible.

“Sure.” I said.

Mae’s smile widened.

“Just come with me then. But remember, it’s about patient satisfaction. That’s our priority.” She said.

“Patient satisfaction. Understood.” I said, smiling.

Yet at the same time, something about her tone of voice made me nervous.
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“Mae! I was beginning to think I’d not see you today and you were too busy.”

We arrived at the room of an older man, in his forties or perhaps early fifties, handsome in a way, grizzled but dashing, and the way he looked at me with a big, happy, eager smile was oddly charming.

“And who’s your friend? She new? I don’t think I’ve seen her before.”

“This is Bianca. She’s new, yes. I’m just showing her around and she wanted to learn about the bonus scheme we run for staff.”

The two of them smiled at that and the older man chuckled.

“Well it’s lovely to see you Bianca, you’re quite the pretty face. I’m normally only really interested in Mae’s attention but I think if you wanted to help out today, to learn of course, I’d be happy to help, and I’d be willing to pay extra.”

I frowned at that, confused.

“You’re free just to watch Bianca, but… if you want to join in it’s a good chance to learn and you’d get paid for it. Liam here is a very generous tipper and also lots of fun. He’s one of my favourite patients.”

“Oh, you’re just saying that so I tip extra.” He said, chuckling.

Mae giggled, and then moved to the bed. Liam shifted, sitting up, and as he did I realised… he was hard. I could see the outline of his cock beneath his bed sheets. His cock was hard, and it was… massive.

“You are keen to see me.” Mae said, apparently unphased.

As she moved to the bed she wiggled, provocative, and then… she sat on the side of the bed and reached under the bed sheets. I watched as she slipped her hand down and gripped the older man’s cock. I watched as she began to stroke.

“Oh fuck… your hands always feel so good.” Liam said.

My eyes went wide. Things started to click.

The hot, sexy, redheaded nurse was wanking the older man’s cock under his bedsheet. That was what she meant by satisfying the customers. It explained everything. The sexy make-up, the heels, the uniforms, why all the staff were so hot.

The nurses were expected to… the bonus scheme paid us for… for pleasuring the patients. Not only were we to be there to nurse their injuries, but we were expected to satisfy their lusts. We were… we were full-service nurses…

Mae looked at me, making eye contact, and she smiled. She looked almost content.

“So, as you can see, the bonus scheme is a little more demanding than just looking pretty and flirting. You’ll get paid for that of course, if that’s all you want to do, but if you want to make the most of the scheme you need to get your hands dirty, so to speak.” Mae chuckled as she said that.

I was blushing, head spinning. I watched as the stunning redhead wiggled on the side of the bed, working her body to tease the older man as she stroked his cock. I could see her hand working up and down his massive prick under the covers.

It was one thing to dress as a girl, to pretend to be a sexy female nurse, and to flirt with patients, but to be expected to… to pleasure them was something else. I couldn’t do it. I needed the money but there was no way I could do that. Was there?

“So you never need to do more than you’re comfortable with, and no one is going to pressure you, but our patients will gladly pay for satisfaction, and they pay very well. We get to keep ninety percent of what they pay and you get more or less depending on what you’re willing to do or what they ask for. A hand job pays the least, then oral, but anal pays the most. Most girls won’t do anal either, me included, so if you like it up the ass you’ll make a fortune not only in bonus payments but also in tips because there are a lot of patients who are into it.”

I felt dizzy and my head was spinning. There was no way I could do that. No matter how much I needed the money.

“If you want you can come help me out with Liam. We can split the bonus payment and I’m sure he’d be willing to tip extra for the two of us at once.”

“Definitely.” He said. “Seeing you two beautiful women stroking my cock at the same time would be worth a small fortune. And if you wanted… I’d pay even more if you wanted to both suck my cock.”

Mae giggled. She was watching me.

I stood there, frozen in place, struck dumb. I couldn’t take my eyes off the bulge of his cock, the shape of Mae’s hand moving under the covers.

“I’m game if you are.” Mae said.

And with that, she pulled back the cover to reveal Liam’s fat, long, throbbing cock. It was… kind of hot, watching her stroking it, watching it throb.

I’d only ever seen my own cock, and cocks in porn. I had assumed they were all vastly oversized, and mine was normal, but compared to Liam my cock was tiny. I felt humiliated, shamed, that I was in a situation where I was having to pretend to be a woman to make ends meet, that the older man thought I was a hot woman, that I was sexy.

That he wanted me to touch his cock, suck his cock, made my heart race, a storm of emotions. I’d never even kissed a girl really, and here I was dressed as a slutty female nurse being offered money to touch another man’s cock, to suck another man’s cock at the same time as a hot redhead.

I could feel my mouth growing wet. Part of me was horrified, but another part was almost… flattered, flustered and excited by the attention.

“I know I’d have fun messing about with you Bianca. You’re kinda cute, and I always have a thing for corrupting the shy newbies.” Mae said.

She fluttered her eyelashes at me.

“Come make out with me over his cock. We’ll both earn a fat bonus and a big tip, and we’ll have satisfied our patient. And isn’t that the most important thing at the end of the day for us as nurses. Patient satisfaction? And if we earn extra, and have fun in the process, isn’t that just a nice bonus?”

I needed the money. I really needed the money. I just needed to touch it. I didn’t need to suck it.

But I could see Mae’s lips. I could feel my resolve crumbling. The part of me that was starting to enjoy being Bianca was getting stronger.

“I can’t. I… I need to think about this.” I said.

And then, before I could change my mind, I turned and left.

“Well, more for me then.” Mae said.

As I left I heard wet, soft, slurping sounds. I didn’t dare look back, though I was tempted.


Five

Over the next few days, I pushed myself hard into my normal duties as a nurse. I did my best to provide excellent care, and I worked hard to always look my best, heavy make-up, tight, short dress on, even going so far as to shorten my dress like Mae’s to show off my suspender straps.

I laboured to prove I could do the job, wanting to prove a point, that I was an excellent nurse, but I also knew I needed to earn at least some of the bonus scheme, so I pushed myself to flirt with my patients, and to act flattered when they flirted with me, but… that was all.

Though more than a few began to ask for extra services, requesting I visit them at the end of my shift or making passes at me while I treated them, I refused. I remained professional. Or at least as professional as I was able to given the situation—I still looked like a porn nurse, and still acted like a brazen flirt, so I wasn’t that professional.

It was odd, how flattered I was by the requests from older, handsome, well-off men to pleasure them, quite charming, well-mannered, dashing men asking me to touch their cocks, to suck them, a few even asking to fuck me, but it was also humiliating. That I had to pretend to be a woman was bad enough. That I had to have horny men lusting after me was worse.

And… it was beginning to get to me. Part of me was beginning to enjoy the attention. Sure, I would have rather had attention from hot women, but… having such handsome men lust after me felt nice, felt flattering. After a life of being ignored, being lusted after felt good.

Ben might have been boring and easily overlooked, but Bianca was stunning, and men wanted her. Men wanted me. They were willing to pay to fuck me.

Yet I kept refusing. I needed the money, sure, but I didn’t need it that badly. Only… I did.

My rent was due, bills needed to be paid, and the interest on my debt was piling up. The reduced salary from the trial period wasn’t enough, and though I was getting generous bonus payments from looking my best and flirting, teasing my patients while I treated them, I was still short.

Worse, I was beginning to suspect that if I ended my trial period without fully embracing the bonus scheme I might lose the job. I’d be spending my free time out of work applying for more positions, more jobs, but there was still no response. I needed to keep the job I had, and I needed to earn more.

It was all too much. I was beginning to feel myself weakening.

And really… was it that bad. I just needed to touch them, use my hands. That would be enough, right? Just a couple of hand jobs, for the money, and to show I was embracing the job.

The thought made my head spin, but it also made my belly flutter. Something about the thought of playing the part of a hot, slutty nurse touching her patient’s cocks actually excited me. That I was getting so much attention as Bianca wasn’t helping either.

“Just a couple wouldn’t be so bad.” I said to myself as I looked in the mirror on a morning towards the end of my first week. “Just one, to see how it feels. If I hate it I don’t need to do it again. But… the money would be useful.”

What I didn’t say, what I daren’t admit, was that I was also becoming curious. I’d seen more than a few other nurses doing it, had seen many of them giving out handjobs, a few sucking cock, and a couple even getting fucked, and there was something intoxicating about the sight of a sexy nurse pleasuring her patient.

The idea that I could play the part of a nurse like that made my heart skip. Maybe I could just embrace Bianca, channel my inner slut, and see what it was like for once to be desired. Flirting felt kind of nice, so maybe teasing an attractive, well-off, older man would be kind of fun? Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad?

And I needed the money. That was the main thing. The money. Or so I kept telling myself.

But… there was a thought at the back of my head, niggling, that maybe it would be fun. Maybe being a slutty nurse, pretending, playing the role, would be fun. Maybe touching a cock, making it cum, wouldn’t be so bad.

I smiled as I looked in the mirror before work, blushing. There was only one way to find out.
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“You mean it?” He said.

I smiled, battling my long fake lashes, doing my best to look sultry and sexy and confident. Inside I was terrified.

“Sure, why not. You keep asking so sweetly and you always say such sweet things about me, telling me I’m cute and pretty, so… why not. But I should let you know, you’ll be the first patient I take care of so I expect a generous tip.” I said.

I couldn’t believe what I was saying, or how I was acting. Inside I was a nervous wreck, but outwardly I was acting like a brazen, confident, sexy, slutty nurse.

The patient I was seeing smiled so widely I thought for a second his cheeks might split. He looked happier than I’d ever seen anyone look.

All that joy just because I’d agreed to touch his cock, to give him a handjob. All that happiness just because I’d said I’d make him cum. It was… flattering, and it made me feel powerful, sexy, and very wanted—which turned out to be quite a potent cocktail of emotions and feelings.

His name was Jared, and he was in his late thirties, a wealthy tech developer with his own company who was in for a routine surgery and it was his first time at the clinic. He’d only just arrived on the ward and so far he’d been quite specific in that he wanted my attention or no one's attention.

That fact, and the fact that he was quite cute for a man, was why I’d chosen to offer him my services. If I was going to give my first time touching a cock to someone, I wanted it to be with someone who would appreciate it.

As I moved towards the bed he shifted and sat up, and I could see his cock already getting hard beneath the covers. The way it swelled, throbbing, engorging, getting longer and thicker and harder made my belly flutter.

I’d always considered myself straight, a man who was attracted to women, but recently I was finding myself confused. Maybe it was all the time I was spending as Bianca, the fact that I was becoming more and more comfortable as a hot, sexy female nurse, or maybe it was all the attention I was getting, attention that felt good, flattering, exciting after years of being starved for affection and attention, or maybe it was working at the clinic, seeing so many hot women pleasuring cocks, having so many men request my attention. But, in the end, the cause didn’t matter.

What mattered was the effect. And the truth was I was kind of curious. Some of the men were oddly charming and handsome in a way, older dashing wealthy men who took good care of themselves, and the way their cocks would twitch as I flirted with them was a giddy high, a thrill knowing I turned them on.

I knew I needed the money, and I should prove myself willing to keep the job, but it was more than that too. I was curious. As Bianca men wanted me, wanted me to pleasure them, wanted my attention and my body. How would it feel to engage with that feeling, that lust, that want?

As I sat on the bed next to Jared, I knew I was about to find out.

“How do we do this?” He asked. “I mean… I’ve been with women, but not like this, and I…”

“Just sit still and let me take charge. I’m your nurse and I’m here to take care of you.” I said.

I did my best to sound confident, sultry, seductive, and to hide my nervous anxiety from my patient. From the way he reacted, the way he blushed, squirmed, and the way his cock throbbed, I figured I was successful.

I’d never touched a cock other than my own before. I’d never even really touched a girl, and now I was playing the role of a sexy female nurse who pleasured patients for bonus payments. But it was just acting. It was all just acting.

That was what I kept telling myself. It was just like acting, and I was getting paid. I was getting paid for it and I really needed the money. That was all.

But, as I slipped my hand under the bed sheets I couldn’t help but feel a thrill, a sense of nervous excitement, and then… my hand found Jared's hard cock. His hard, thick, long cock.

It was so much bigger than mine. It was so hard. Hard because of me. My fingers could barely close around it and I began to stroke.

Jared moaned, hips gently thrusting into my grip. I worked my hand up and down, softly, slowly, teasing. I’d read guides online on how to do a good job, had done research, and I’d pleasure myself enough times, so I knew what to do.

I worked my hand up and down, wanking my patient’s fat cock, and I could feel his lust rising, his cock getting even harder. My heart beat hard, and my belly fluttered.

“You like that? You like how soft and warm my hand feels?” I said.

I could feel my cheeks turning pink. I was flustered, head spinning, but I wanted to do a good job. I wanted to make sure Jared was satisfied, maybe then I’d even earn a tip. And I was just doing it for the money, right?

“Fuck… yes… your hands are so small and soft and delicate and you’re so pretty.”

His words stirred emotions in me. The compliments felt nice, his desire warming me, but at the same time, in the back of my head, I knew I shouldn’t like them. I was a boy, a young man, and… I shouldn’t be pretty, I shouldn’t have small delicate hands.

But I did. And… the part of me that was enjoying being Bianca felt thrilled by his words.

I worked my hand faster, teasing up and down, wanking, and I could feel his cock throbbing. It was nowhere near as awful as I’d feared, and in some ways, it was almost pleasant.

Seeing how much he desired me, feeling that lust and want, was thrilling. There was a sense of power in teasing his cock with my hand, and as he stared at me, maintaining eye contact, I couldn’t help but get flustered, almost excited.

His face was a mask of pleasure and desire, and I fluttered my eyelashes, pouting, teasing him by wiggling my body as I worked my hand up and down his fat prick. I felt his reaction, and it stirred something in me.

I worked my hand faster, teasing, grip tight.

“Fuck… don’t stop. That feels so good. Please… tell me you’ll keep taking care of me. You’re so pretty, so sexy, and your hand feels so good. You’re so hot and… don’t stop. I’m close. I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum…”

I smiled. Knowing I was the cause and the focus of so much pleasure and lust and desire was a powerful feeling. My heart thundered in my chest.

I worked my hand, teasing, twisting my grip. Jared’s cock was slick with precum and I worked my palm over the tip, stimulating his most sensitive spots. I felt his cock swelling, throbbing, getting thicker, longer, harder.

“Fuck…”

He thrust into my grip and then… he was cumming. My patient was cumming into my hand. I worked my grip harder, faster, breathing heavily. I could feel the heat in my face.

I wanked his cock, wanting to make him cum, watching his face, the pleasure I had curated. I giggled. My head was spinning and I was almost enjoying it.

“That fun?” I asked as his climax subsided.

Jared nodded. He looked exhausted but satisfied.

“Very much.” He said. “You’re going to get a big tip for that. I… I don’t think I’ve ever cum so hard from just a handjob.”

“Good. And just remember, there’s more where that came from if you need it.”

I said the words without thinking, then blushed, realising I’d offered him more handjobs. What was I doing?

“I’d like that.” He said.

I smiled. I needed the money, and if I’d done it with him once, what did more matter?

As I pulled my hand out from under the sheets I picked up a towel by the side of the bed. My hand was covered with thick, creamy, sticky, hot cum. I wiped it off as best I could, but I would have to remember to wash my hands as soon as I was out of the room.

“Tomorrow?” Jared asked.

I smiled.

“Maybe.” I said.

With that I winked at him, rose to my feet, and moved to leave the room, only… I had to move carefully, because to my surprise I realised I was hard.


Six

The next day I returned to Jared’s room. He was excited to see me again and had made it clear he wanted to see me.

“You called for my services?” I said, blushing.

My heart was in my throat, and my belly was tight. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, returning for a second time. I was returning to touch his cock again, was returning so I could service him, pleasure him, satisfy him.

And, worse… I was almost excited about it.

Jared nodded. I could see his hard cock under the sheets.

“Please… I can’t stop thinking about you.” He said. “Would you… would you make me cum again?”

I smiled, nervous, but also feeling bold and sexy. I nodded.

“Of course.” I said.

And I did.
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The night before, as I arrived home, I’d decided I would stop. I wouldn’t do any more, no matter how much I needed the money, but over the course of the evening and the next morning my resolve had softened. When I got to work and saw how much the bonus and tip came to, and how complimentary Jared had been, my resolve had crumbled.

“Once more wouldn’t hurt, right?” I said to myself, grinning, blushing.

And the thought of doing it again made my heart flutter, a sense of excitement, a thrill. I couldn’t deny it had been kind of fun to turn another human on like that, to tease them and make them cum. Jared was so kind and sweet to me. His desire felt so flattering. His cock had been so hard.

Would it really be so bad to do it again? I’d gotten paid and… I’d had fun, kind of. Plus, Jared was quite sweet. Just once more.

So I made him cum with my hand again, stroking him, teasing him, and it was fun, the power and the thrill, the sense of feeling desired, wanted, lusted after, the sweet words he said to me.

I’d never been sexually intimate with anyone before, but making my patient cum with my hand was both intimate and rewarding, financially and emotionally. It was just my hand, and I’d already done it with him once so once more didn’t hurt, right?

But it wasn’t once more. Two times turned into three, then four, then five and six and seven. Each day I would return to see Jared and I would agree to touch his cock, stoke it, tease it while he said sweet things about me.

I began to enjoy it. I began to admit to myself that I was enjoying it. And why shouldn’t I? I was doing it for the money and to keep the job, but if I got a small thrill out of it too why shouldn’t I embrace that?

I threw myself into the role of Bianca, the hot, sexy, slutty nurse who would make her patient cum with her hands. I began to use dirty words to excite him, fluttering my lashes, pouting, telling him how much I liked his cock, how excited I got that he was hard for me, how much I wanted him to cum for me.

And I meant the words too. Realising that was a watershed moment. As I said all those filthy, flirty things to my patient I realised I meant them. I really did want him to cum for me.

Feeling him cum, seeing his face contort with pleasure, feeling his cock swell and throb and ejaculate, knowing he thought I was hot, that I was the fixed point of his focus, that I was the source of his pleasure, was… hot. It was hot touching him, wanking him, making him cum. It made me feel hot.
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When Jared left I was almost sad to see him go. It had been fun, teasing him, flirting with him, making him cum, and he offered me his number, asked me to call, but I turned him down. He was just a patient, I was just doing it for the money, just once. No more.

But then, a few days after he left, I realised I was missing it, the daily thrill of making him cum had become a high point of my day, a small joy in the rigmarole of my routine work. I missed feeling his cock. I missed the thrill of making him cum. I missed flirting with him.

And I missed the money too. The money had been really good.

“Maybe… maybe I could do it again, with someone else?”

I was talking to myself one evening at home, pondering my situation, trying to work out how I felt, what I wanted. I’d been thinking a lot about my situation.

I knew if I could find a better job I’d quit being Bianca, but I also had come to accept that it was kind of fun, and thrilling. So much so that I was spending more and more time outside of work as her. I’d even gone so far as to spend some of my bonus payments on extra clothes and underwear so that I could feel more comfortable at home, and a few extra toiletries to help me stay soft and smooth.

I figured I wasn’t hurting anyone, and I should just embrace the experience. It was only going to be this once, until I found a better job, and all the practice at home, being Bianca, moving around in heels, feeling pretty and feminine, trying out new make-up looks, was paying off in the fact I was getting more bonus payouts at work.

It was all just until I got another job.

Only… I hadn’t applied for any other jobs for several days. The process was draining, soul-crushing, and the job I had was pretty easy actually, and fun. I was getting used to being Bianca and the patients were just so nice to me.

The only problem was now I couldn’t get the thought of Jared’s cock out of my head. How good it had felt, how hard, throbbing, cumming. And I missed the regular bonus payments. Without him around I wasn’t satisfying any more patients either, and I knew that wouldn’t look good given I was still on my trial.

I’d done it once though, with one patient. So maybe one more wouldn’t hurt. Just one more.

So I satisfied one more. A young man by the name of Leon. He was cute and sweet and his cock was massive. He wanted me to stroke his cock with both hands, wanted me to see his cock while I stroked it, wanted me to stare at his cock.

So I did. With Jared, it had always been under the sheets. But with Leon… it was hotter. Seeing my hands on his massive prick, stroking, watching it throb and respond to my touch, my flirty words, hearing his moans as I watched his cock erupt, it was all so much hotter.

I was more than happy after that first time to satisfy him again and again and again, attending to him every time he asked for me.

But then I realised, if I’d pleasured two cocks, why not more. They were just patients. And it was just till I got another job. Plus, all the bonus payments would mean I’d be able to pay off my debt faster.

And… I was getting even more curious. The other patients had all heard that I’d pleasured Jared and Leon, so they were becoming more persistent, offering more flattery and compliments, becoming more demanding.

I was beginning to feel almost cruel, pleasuring some but not others. I was a nurse after all. It was my duty to take care of all of my patients. And… I couldn’t help but wonder what it might be like.

Jared and Leon had both reacted so differently to my touch. Were all men so varied in their reactions? Would they all feel so different to touch?

In the end, my curiosity got the better of me. I agreed to make a third patient cum, and after that, it was only inevitable until three become four became five and six and seven and…

Eight was where it all changed.
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His name was Jim. He was an older man, late forties, stout with greying hair and a neat beard. He’d made his fortune in recycling so he was an earthy, rough around the edges man, but charming and sweet and very into me.

The way he’d flirt with me, the dirty things he’d say, always made my belly flutter and my heart skip. It felt dirty and degrading in a way to flirt with him, but at the same time empowering, allowing myself to be even sluttier than normal. I fluttered my lashes and pouted, wiggled, and I knew it was only a matter of time before he requested my attention.

I said yes immediately, and I was glad I did.

His cock was shorter than many, but thick and handsome, like him.

“Just my hands though. I only use my hands. I’ve been told they’re amazing though.” I said, giggling.

“I’d rather have more of you, but if hands is all you’re offering I’ll take it. Some of you is better than none.”

He winked as he spoke and his confidence was almost charming. I giggled and blushed, flustered, then turned my attention to his cock.

I was quite proud of my skill at handjobs now, and I enjoyed watching my patient's reactions as I pleasured them, their looks of lust and desire and delight. I wrapped my fingers around Jim’s shaft, my fingers not able to fully enclose around the girth, and began to stroke. My attention flicked between his cock and his face.

He thrust his hips into my grip.

“Ah… your hands are so small and soft. You’ll need to be firmer. Don’t worry, a pretty little thing like you won’t hurt me.” He said.

I was beginning to like the way all the men called me little, and pretty, the way they treated me like a cute girl, like a small delicate sexy nurse, like a beautiful woman, like a slut. I did as he said though, tightening my grip, stroking harder.

His cock throbbed. I worked my hand, putting all my newfound skills to the task. I stroked, teasing, working my hand up and down.

And up and down and up and down and up and down. Jim’s cock throbbed, but he hadn’t cum yet. My wrist began to ache.

“Are you close? Are you going to cum for me? Cum for me. I want to see you cum.” I said, voice husky, flirting.

“I’m close but… I need more.” He said.

My hand was sore, and I could feel the ache affecting my grip strength. I was slowing down, and I’d not made my patient cum yet. All that effort for nothing.

“Use your mouth. It’ll go quicker if you use your mouth.” Jim said.

I was already excited, flustered, horny, my cock hard in my panties from the thrill of stroking his cock, and his words hit me hard so that for a moment I hesitated. Yet… I couldn’t. That was too far.

I shook my head.

“Hand only. I… I only do hands.” I said, trying to act coy.

Yet I was staring at his cock. His thick, throbbing cock. I’d never even really been kissed and now a patient was asking me to use my mouth to make him cum.

“Please… I’m so desperate to cum. I’m close. Just a little bit. Your mouth will make it quicker. I’m close already and I just need a little more. Just lick it a little, kiss it, suck the tip. I’ll be quick.”

His words were making my head spin. I could feel my lips tingling, my body throbbing. The part of me that was Bianca was curious how it would feel, but the part of me that was still Ben knew it was wrong. I couldn’t. That was too far. Right?

Yet I was still staring at Jim’s cock, stroking slower and slower.

“Please… it’ll take only a moment. I’ll pay the full bonus and… I’ll tip you double that too. Just put your mouth on my cock. Please. You’re so fucking hot and I want to cum so bad. I want you to make me cum. Use your mouth. Please.”

I could hear how desperate he was to cum. That the big, burly, tough man was pleading with me thrilled me. The power of it all.

His lust for me, his need to cum, was infectious. I wavered. I had never done anything like that before. What would it be like? Maybe just the once…

And then he’d said he’d pay the full bonus, even if it took only a moment, and he’d tip double. That would be a big bonus, for just a minute, maybe two. I just… I just needed to suck his cock for a moment.

I shifted, squirming, flustered, hot. And then I decided. Slowly I began to lean down, lowering my mouth to his cock.
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The contact of Jim’s cock with my lips sent a thrill along my spine and I was stunned to find myself moaning, only softly, quietly, but still, it was a moan of pleasure. I felt a surge of want, of curiosity.

I was getting paid, I wanted to do a good job, and it would be my only chance. I was only doing it the once, so I might as well embrace the opportunity, right?

I giggled at that thought. I was a slutty nurse sucking her patient's cock. It seemed so strange an opportunity to embrace. But… I wanted to.

I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted to feel the power that came from pleasuring a man with my mouth, being so in control, being lusted after. And so… I parted my lips and I took the tip of Jim’s cock into my mouth.

He thrust, suddenly, roughly, and I felt his cock sink deep, wetted by my spit. I sucked, suctioning, lips tight, and I kept using my hand to stroke the base of his fat shaft. His cock was so wide it was making my jaw ache, but at the same time, I could feel my body responding. I could feel my heart racing.

“Fuck… your mouth is so hot and tight and wet. Suck harder. Suck hard. I’m close.”

I did as Jim said. I sucked hard, lips a tight seal, and I began to work my head up and down as my tongue teased the tip, slurping and sucking and lapping. I felt his cock throbbing, getting harder and fatter.

I worked my head in the way I’d seen in porn videos. I had no idea what felt good as no one had ever sucked my cock, and I’d never done anything like this before, but I listened to my patient’s moans of pleasure and I let his reactions teach me.

From the way he was responding, I was either naturally gifted or a very quick study, or maybe both. I could feel his heartbeat through the meat of his prick pressed against my tongue, my lips wrapped tight as I sucked and slobbered.

I let spit escape to lube my hand, wanking harder, sucking in time. I worked my head up and down.

“Fuck, more… don’t stop.”

His voice was hoarse with lust and pleasure. To know that I was the source, the cause, excited me. In that moment I was utterly Bianca, a hot slutty nurse, powerful and brazen. Men wanted me, desired me, lusted after me. I felt my body shudder.

Sucking cock was kind of… fun.

And then I felt it. I felt Jim’s cock swell, throbbing.

“So close… don’t stop.”

I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to do a good job, and more… I wanted to experience it all.

I felt Jim thrust, throb, hard, cock straining in my mouth, and then… he was cumming, cumming hard, cumming into my mouth, jet after jet hitting the back of my throat, hot, thick, sticky cum.

I shuddered, moaned, and I swallowed on instinct, not wanting to choke or drown. It was thicker than I had expected, but the taste wasn’t as bad, almost fruity—maybe because of all the fruit the patients ate as part of their meals, and I wondered if maybe that was why the clinic fed them so much fruit.

I swallowed over and over, sucking hard, determined to experience and savour all of it. It was just the once, right.

“Fuck… so good… fuck…”

Jim’s pleasure spurred me on, and it was only as his climax faded that I eased my lips back, sucking hard, working my tongue to capture every last drop. I swallowed the last of his cum that pulled my mouth off his softening prick with a pop.

I looked up at him, smiled, then… opened my mouth and showed him my tongue. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I was enjoying it.

“Fuck that was amazing.”

I giggled, blushing.

“Glad you had fun. I enjoyed it too.” I said.

Why had I said that? Why had I admitted the truth? What was happening to me?

It was like… being Bianca, working at the clinic, having men lust after me, pleasuring their cocks day after day, was beginning to corrupt me. I needed to stop. I needed to get another job.

“So I can see you again tomorrow for more?” Jim asked, voice hopeful.

I had to say no. I knew I had to say no. I had to…

“Maybe…” I said, fluttering my eyelashes. “But for now I have to get back to work. More patients to satisfy.”

I stood up, blushing, grinning, and I felt my belly gurgle, heavy with cum. I had swallowed a patient’s cum. I had sucked his cock, made him cum with my mouth, my lips and my tongue, and I had swallowed it.

As I left the room I could feel my hips rolling, my ass swaying. It was a movement that came naturally now, my strut in heels graceful and provocative, but there was something else to it. My cock was hard. My cock was really hard. I’d enjoyed it, all of it.

I could no longer deny how much I enjoyed being Bianca the slutty nurse. But what did that mean?


Seven

With such a big, existential question looming over my head I did what any sane, sensible person would do. I avoided thinking about it.

The realisation that being Bianca was fun, that I was happy, that I liked flirting with men for money, playing with men’s cocks for money, sucking their cocks for money, swallowing their cum for money, hit me hard. What was happening to me? And… what was I supposed to do about it?

I had far too many questions and no answers, so I avoided thinking about it all by throwing myself into my work. I worked hard, long hours, taking all the overtime I could to avoid being alone with my thoughts. I worked hard treating my patients, and I knew I had to avoid satisfying them.

And I did. I refused all their requests. I refused to touch their cocks, and I definitely refused to suck their cocks. I had to. I had to refuse. I had to stop the wild ride that had taken over my life. I needed to get control back.

I needed to wrest back control from Bianca. I had to remember that I was Ben. I was a boy pretending to be a girl. I wasn’t actually a slutty nurse who liked flirting with men. I wasn’t a brazen woman who liked stroking cocks, making them cum, feeling the thrill of power, the empowerment of being called sexy and pretty and beautiful.

I was Ben, not Bianca. I wasn’t supposed to like the way it felt to have men lust after me, desire me, want to fuck me… but I did. I really did.

And yet ignoring the problem did not make it go away. Throwing myself into my work to distract myself didn’t help.

Working harder didn’t help because work was the problem. My job, as a hot female nurse, was the problem. The patients didn’t suddenly go away. The men lusting after me, desiring me, flirting with me didn’t suddenly go away.

They were still asking for me, requesting my services, and now some of them had heard I would use my mouth if they offered more money, that I’d swallow, I was getting even more requests, and the requests were even lewder and even more tempting and confusing.

I refused though. It needed to stop. I needed a new job. I did my best to cope, but it was hard. My head was full of thoughts and feelings and emotions that were new.

I felt trapped, caged, and on edge. I did my best to ignore the voices and the images in my head, but as the days passed and I focussed only on work it got harder and harder.

It had been days. I’d work until I was exhausted and then go home and crash, only to rise again and repeat. I wasn’t eating properly, and I hadn’t dared masturbate, terrified that if I did I’d come face to face with the memory of what I’d done and that it would turn me on again.

I couldn’t face that. Not as fragile as I was feeling. Facing memories of cock, stroking, sucking, swallowing cum, getting turned on by it, would break me. I needed to ignore it all, let the memory fade.

Yet… I was getting hornier and hornier. I’d not cum in days. Each day I had to go to work as a sexy nurse, have men flirt with me, lust after me, make lewd, sexual propositions, propositions I wanted to accept, and I had to see the other, hot nurses doing all kinds of sexual things.

I could feel it eating away at me. I needed to get away, escape, but I needed the money. Yet I knew if I stayed something was going to snap, and I was afraid to find out what.

And that was when Damien arrived.
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Damien was young, younger than the other patients, only a few years older than me, and he was shy and awkward and easily flustered. At first, I found him easier to be around because he wouldn’t stare at me the way the other patients would, and he never made a pass at me, but over the course of a few days, I began to find him oddly charming.

He was cute. Way cuter than any boy or man had any right to be, and his shyness made me feel something I’d not felt before. He never looked at me, never noticed me, and… I wanted him to notice me. I wanted him to look at me and think me pretty, think me sexy. I wanted him to lust after me the way the other patients did.

I felt like I was going wild after days and days of not cumming. I felt like I was going feral. I did my best to resist, but Bianca was just too strong, and Ben was just too weak.

Being Ben was boring and droll. Being Bianca was fun. And I wanted to have fun. I needed to have fun.

At first, it was subtle and I barely even noticed I was doing it. I’d flirt softly with Damian, would giggle at his jokes, even if they weren’t funny, and I’d put extra effort into my make-up, even checking it was perfectly applied before heading to his room. I’d do my best to wiggle when entering, rolling my hips and shaking my ass, walking with a strut, grinning as he watched me, stared at me, growing excited as I saw his cheeks blush.

I’d even made an effort to make my dress a little shorter before entering his room, raising the hem to show more leg, a window of bare thigh above my lacy stocking tops. Would find excuses to bend over in front of him, my ass facing him, bending at my waist, legs straight and together, knowing my dress was lifting even higher, giving Damian a view of my thighs, my ass, my panties.

I couldn’t help myself. It was fun, and the thrill I got from doing it was addictive. I’d reduced my flirting with the other patients to a minimum, trying to get my life back on track, but that meant all the urges had just been bottled up. I’d got used to the attention, the flirting, the compliments and the lascivious comments. I’d grown to enjoy them and now… they were so much less.

I was being almost cold with the other patients. I wanted to be wary. I wanted to stay safe, to avoid temptation, so I was doing only my job. I was trying not to think about touching their cocks, making them cum while they got all hot and excited and squirmy for me. I was trying to focus on my job, being a nurse.

But… that was having side effects.

I’d gotten used to the attention, the compliments, the feelings. I’d grown to enjoy feeling sexy, being lusted after, the way they all looked at me, the way they squirmed and moaned as I stroked their cocks. I’d become slightly addicted to the heady high of making them cum.

And now I was going cold turkey. I was cutting myself from my fix. And I was beginning to get cravings. I wanted attention, desire, lust, and Damien was becoming the sole focus of my attention.

I figured with him I was safe. I’d never pleasured him before so I couldn’t think about this cock, and as far as I knew he’d not requested any nurses. He was new to the clinic, and he was, so far, sweet and polite and almost innocent. So I could flirt and tease and giggle and strut and flash my panties at him to get a small dose of my fix, to satisfy my cravings, without risking it going too far.

And I couldn’t risk it going too far. It had been meant to be just hands, but in the heat of the moment I’d caved and given in and I’d sucked a man’s cock. I’d sucked a man’s cock and made him cum and I’d swallowed and, worse, I’d enjoyed it. I couldn’t let it happen again. So Damien became my favourite patient.

I could be playful with him. I could tease him. I could flirt and giggle and I could flash my thighs and stocking top and panties and I was safe.

Or so I thought.
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It was my third day teasing Damien. My seventh day since I’d sucked a patient’s cock and made it cum and swallowed.

I’d been so focused on working to exhaust myself, to distract myself, that it had been six days since I’d played with myself and cum. I was beginning to think that was a mistake. It was hard to concentrate.

And that was made worse by the fact that so many of my old patients were becoming quite demanding and flattering. They missed my hands they said. I was always their favourite, and I seemed to know just how to make their cocks feel good—which made me blush and giggle—and they just wanted a little attention. They promised tips, extra money, anything, just to feel my hands again.

A few of them, who had heard that my mouth was now available if the price was right, were even asking for more. My lips were so pretty, they said, so could they feel them? What about my tongue? Just for a moment. They’d pay the full price and they didn’t have to cum in my mouth. I didn’t have to swallow.

They’d tip too. They just needed to feel my mouth, my pretty mouth.

They were all so flattering and complimentary. I made them so hard. I turned them on. I was so sexy. It made my head spin.

But I daren’t say yes. They might be telling me that it could only be a moment, just one suck, just the chance to feel my mouth for a moment, but I knew that if I gave in it would be more than that.

I could already feel my cravings getting the better of me. Their words were only making it worse. The thought of cocks in my hands, throbbing, was making me dizzy. If I were to get one between my lips I knew what would happen.

I’d give in. I’d give in to my lust, my cravings, my hunger and my need. I’d give in and I’d suck. I’d do what I did last time. I’d suck cock until I made it cum, and I’d swallow, because that was what I wanted. I was craving it, the thrill and the power and the pleasure. And I knew I’d enjoy it.

Therein lay the danger. If I did it again I knew I’d enjoy it, and I’d want more. I couldn’t deny it any longer. Being Bianca was fun. Being a hot, sexy, pretty nurse was fun. Being desired, being lusted after, was fun.

Stroking cocks and making them cum was fun. And sucking cock, feeling it throb between my lips, swallowing, feeling like a sexy slut, was hot. I craved it, the thrill and the pleasure and the sense of freedom. There was something addictive about being Bianca that I’d never counted on, which was why I needed to resist.

But it was getting harder. In more ways than one.
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I entered Damien’s room with a big smile on my lips, excited to see him, excited for a chance to get a small fix of flirting and teasing somewhere safe. I was frazzled after seeing my other patients, horny and distracted and frustrated, so I wanted to make the most of the only place where I felt secure enough to really let Bianca free.

Or at least let Bianca a little free—I daren’t let her loose completely since I didn’t know what she, what I, might go given how pent up and squirmy I was. She was free enough to wiggle and giggle and flirt and tease, but nothing more than that. Flashing panties was as far as she, as I, was allowed to go. I wasn’t giving in anymore. I had to resist.

But as I wiggled across the room I could feel something off. Something felt different.

My heels clicked and I felt a shiver run up my spine, a thrill of delight as I put an extra shake into my ass. I felt sexy, powerful, and the way Damien looked at me made my heart skip a beat and made my belly flutter with excitement at what I was about to do.

“How’s my favourite patient doing today?” I asked, putting an extra purr into my voice.

Damien looked strained, awkward, his cheeks blushing pink.

“I… I’m fine. Good, but… I’m not really in the mood for visitors so could you just be quick?” He said.

He sounded almost in pain. I paused and looked at him and… he wasn’t looking at me. He was looking in my direction, but his eyes were looking past me. I felt a pang in my chest, upset and worried and hurt.

Why didn’t he want to see me? Had I upset him? Had I offended him? Had he found out I was a slut from the other patients and decided he didn’t like me? But then he knew what kind of clinic it was.

Maybe he just didn’t think I was attractive anymore? Maybe one of the other nurses had caught his eye? Maybe one of the other nurses had been in to see him, satisfy him, and he was no longer interested in me.

That thought hurt. He really was my favourite patient, not only because he was safe to tease and flirt with, but also because he was cute and sweet and nice. I liked him. I liked seeing him. That he wouldn’t even look at me upset me.

Yet… I’d not heard anything about another nurse pleasuring him. There were no rumours, no talk, and I’d not seen anything on the bonus sheets. So…

“What’s wrong?” I asked, pouting. “Why won't you look at me? Don’t you like me anymore? Am I not cute enough today? I thought I looked pretty. I made a special effort just for you.”

I spoke as though I was teasing, but there was truth in my words. I had put special effort into looking my best, my cutest. I’d put on bright pink panties under my dress, small and revealing, almost see-through so that when I flashed my butt when bending over Damien would get a special treat, and I’d worn my favourite stockings. I’d even tried a new make-up look, both cute and sexy at the same time, more innocent than normal, but I had hoped it would be alluring.

“You… you look lovely. I just want to be alone. That’s all.” Damien said.

I pouted, then frowned.

“Are you hurt? Is there something wrong? I’m your nurse Damien, and you’re here to rest and recover. You need to tell me if…”

“I’m fine. Just… just leave. Please.”

He sounded almost worried, panicked. I felt suddenly calm. If something were wrong with him then it was my duty to help. I might be horny, pent-up, frustrated, and I might have been looking forward to teasing him, but I was still his nurse, and if he was uncomfortable then it was my duty to help him.

“Damien, look at me. What’s wrong?”

I saw Damien stiffen, grimace, and then… he finally looked at me. As he did he shifted in his bed, as though fidgeting.

“There’s nothing wrong. I just… I just can’t look at you or see you today. Normally it’s fine, and I enjoy your company and… and seeing you, but not today. I can’t take it. I just… please… go before…”

And then I realised what it was. Suddenly it all clicked. And I knew I was in trouble.


Eight

As Damien looked at me I could see the problem. I wondered why I’d been so stupid, so cruel, but I knew the answer. I’d been so caught up in getting what I needed, I’d neglected my patient’s needs.

I felt terrible.

I’d been so eager to use Damien as a safe space to get attention and compliments, to tease and flirt, to let Bianca have fun, be the pretty, sexy, slutty nurse I enjoyed being, that I’d not considered Damien and his needs, or why he was in the clinic. After days of teasing and flirting, days of me being playful and cute around him he’d had enough. He couldn’t take any more. He was in agony and it was my fault.

“I’m so sorry. I… I didn’t think.” I said.

Damien blushed, looked away, avoided seeing me, yet it was too late. He’d looked at me, seen me, and his cock was hard beneath the sheet. Just looking at me briefly had made him hard. I was so hot that I’d made him hard just by standing there.

The thought thrilled me, but I knew I was hurting him too, hurting my patient. In all my excitement and pent-up frustration, I’d not considered why he was in the clinic.

The injury wasn’t life-threatening, but Damien did need caring for. He’d had an accident while skiing and had fallen, had broken a leg, several ribs, and, most relevant, both arms. Both his arms were broken, which meant he couldn’t do anything for himself really beyond the most basic and simple of tasks.

Which meant… he’d not been able to touch himself, play with himself. He’d not been able to make himself cum, had not been able to relieve himself after all my teasing and flirting. I couldn’t imagine how awkward and frustrated he must feel.

“It’s fine. You shouldn’t have to put up with this or see this. If you leave it’ll calm down and I’ll be fine. I just… I can’t look at you or be around you.”

My heart skipped as I heard the strain in his voice. He was struggling, pained, so turned on by me it hurt.

“Why not?” I asked, feeling suddenly playful, an idea bubbling at the back of my mind. “Am I too hot? Is being around me too much? Do I turn you on? Do you think I’m so sexy you can’t control yourself? Does watching me strut around your room in my tight dress excite you? Does seeing me bend over and flash my panties at you make you hard?”

“Please… I… I can’t control myself and it hurts…” Damien said.

I could hear the pained tone in his voice, the pent-up need that he could do nothing about. My heart was racing and my belly was fluttering and the idea at the back of my head got bolder. I could feel Bianca taking more and more control and I was giving in. I had needs too.

“I even wore pretty pink panties today to flash you. Just for you. Do you want to see?” I said.

I knew I was making it worse for him. I could see his cock throbbing, twitching, and I knew it must be agony to be so hard but to have no way to do anything about it.

But… I knew I could help. I’d hurt my patient, and it was my duty as a nurse to take care of him. If I got to have fun in the process then that was just a bonus, right?

“Please… you have to stop, it’s too much… you can’t or…”

“How about I help then?” I said, grinning. “I mean… if I caused the problem then it’s only fair I help solve it. I’m your nurse after all and it’s my duty to make sure you’re satisfied and taken care of. That all of your needs are taken care of.”

The way Damien looked both shocked and turned on excited me. I could do it with just him, right? Just hands. It would mean he was comfortable and taken care of and I’d get to have fun and enjoy myself too.

“I… I can’t ask you to do that.” Damien said.

He looked so cute, so shy, so awkward and timid. Flirting with him was so different to flirting with the other patients.

“You’re not asking me. I’m offering. I want to help you. You just need to say yes.” I said. “Will you say yes to me helping you feel better?”

I couldn’t help but smile as Damien shifted. His cock was so hard. Just my hand wouldn’t be so bad. I could help him be more comfortable and I could get what I wanted too. But… just my hand.

I repeated it to myself, over and over.

“I… I’ve never done anything like this before. I… I’ve never been with a woman before.” Damien said.

I blushed as he said that. He was innocent? The thought of being his first sexual experience was a thrill. I could corrupt him, I could…

Just the hand. I repeated to myself.

“Well, how about you let me offer you just a little assistance then, and if you don’t like it I’ll stop. I can take care of everything. Just say yes. Say yes and I’ll make you feel soooo much better.”

My voice was soft, seductive, alluring. I couldn’t believe what a flirt I’d become, how brazen and slutty. I was begging a cute young man to let me wank his cock, and I wanted it, ached for it, but… it was also my duty as his nurse.

Damien stared at me. I could see the pink in his cheeks, the hardness of his cock. He was cute, really cute, and the lust in his eyes for me was making me hot.

“Please…” He said.

I smiled.

“Of course.” I replied. “It’s my duty and my pleasure.
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I took my time approaching the bed, moving with a sway and a strut wiggling my hips and ass to tease Damien as much as possible. I loved watching him squirm, knowing he was powerless. His pleasure was in my hands, and I knew that I could make it worse for him just as I could make it better.

But first I wanted to make it worse. I wanted to tease him, wanted him to be a horny, squirmy mess for me. I was Bianca in that moment, fully Bianca, the sexy slutty nurse, and I wanted to have fun.

As I reached the side of the bed I smiled, and then, pretending to be clumsy, I knocked the clipboard off the end of Damien’s bed, letting it crash to the floor.

“Oops. I’m such a clumsy ditz. I suppose I better bend over to pick it up. Try not to stare at my tiny pink panties Damien.”

And with that, I turned so my ass faced my patient and I bent to pick up the clipboard I’d knocked to the floor. I bent at my waist, legs straight and together, and I felt my dress rising up, baring my stockings, my thighs, and finally my panties. My bright pink, tiny, almost see-through panties. My panties and my ass.

As I picked up the clipboard I wiggled, then stood up and turned around to face Damien. He looked very flush and very distracted.

“Weren’t staring were you?” I said, teasing.

Damien nodded.

“You’re so hot. You’re so pretty and so sexy and… you don’t have to do this.” He said.

“So cute.” I said. “But… what if I want to?”

With that I moved to the bed, sitting on the side by Damien’s legs. I reached out and let my hands rest on his thigh, started to tease up. I felt Damien tense, a shiver. I could see how hard his cock was.

“Do you?” He asked.

The question hit me hard. No one else had ever asked if I wanted to pleasure them. It had all been about their pleasure, and even though I’d enjoyed every encounter, there was something… touching about being asked if I wanted to. That Damien wanted me to want him too, not just as part of the job, stirred emotions in me.

He was cute, and pleasant, and sweet and… I did not hesitate to answer.

“How about this… to prove I want this, it’s all free. No paying me. No charging for me satisfying you, no tips, just a cute nurse helping out her favourite patient. That way you know I’m only doing it because I want to. Not because it’s my job or because I’m getting paid. Because… I really do want to help you. You’re cute, and fun, and… you look like you’ve got a nice, big, hard cock.”

As I was talking my hand was creeping up, higher and higher. With the last word, my hand moved the last inch and my fingers wrapped around the girth of Damien’s cock, teasing him through the cloth of the sheet and his underwear. I stroked, squeezed, and he gasped out loud, thrusting his hips into my grip.

His cock was fat, and long, hard, throbbing. It made my belly flutter and my mouth water. My whole body was aching. I was so horny and pent up and being Bianca, being lusted after by the cute young man, knowing he was hard for me, felt so good. I really did want to pleasure him. I wanted…

Hands only. Hands only. HANDS ONLY. I kept repeating to myself. I couldn’t give in or I didn’t know what would happen.

“Want to feel my hand on your cock properly? Skin on the skin?” I asked.

Damien nodded. His face was a mask of pleasure, lust, desire, and I loved how he looked at me.

“Please…” He whimpered.

“Time to get your pants off then and get your hard cock out for me. Let your nurse take care of you.”

With that I moved, stripping the sheet back and peeling Damien’s underwear off, carefully. He watched, shifting as best as he could to help me but unable to undress himself due to his injuries. He’d been in the clinic for days.

All that time, all that teasing, flirting, so many sexy nurses taking care of him, and he’d not even been able to pleasure himself. It must have been agony. And then there was me, using him for my pleasure.

Well… it was time I paid him back. As I pulled his pants down I felt them snag on his erection. I eased them down, tugging, and his cock popped free, swaying. It was… beautiful. Long and thick, but not too long, and not too thick. It was perfect. Hard. The slit oozing precum.

All of that pent-up cum for me.

“Now let me take care of you. I’ll make you cum as often as you want. Your private pleasure nurse here for your needs.”

Damien was blushing, eyes wide. He nodded. And with that, I wrapped my fingers around his girth.

“Fuck…”

Damien moaned. His cock was throbbing, rock hard, oozing precum. He thrust his hips and I stroked, teasing up and down his cock, making it throb harder and harder. My whole body lit up from the pleasure of teasing him.

I could feel him watching me, watching his slutty, sexy nurse wanking his cock, but I was focused on his prick, the thick length of it. It was beautiful and mesmerising and it looked so hot in my hand, wanking, throbbing, teasing.

“Your hand is so pretty and small, and so soft.” Damien said.

Wrapped around his cock my hand really did look pretty. I knew I should have chafed at that, since I was a boy, a man, but in that moment I liked feeling small and pretty, cute, hot, sexy.

I’d started at the clinic because I had no other choice, and I’d taken on the disguise of Bianca against my better judgement, but since that first day so much had happened. I’d done so much, experienced so much, and I’d come to realise that being Bianca, the hot, sexy nurse was kind of fun.

I’d touched cocks, made them cum, had sucked a cock, let it cum in my mouth, had swallowed, and I’d enjoyed it. I like feeling sexy, being lusted after. I liked how attractive and free I felt as Bianca. It was so much better than my old life as Ben.

And that thought hit me hard. When had Ben become my old life?

As I stroked Damien's cock, my belly fluttering, my cute little dick hard in my panties, so turned on I could barely focus, I realised that Ben was my old life. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d worn boy clothes, and I’d stopped looking for other jobs, even after I’d sucked a patient's cock.

I’d given up going back to Ben, but… I’d not fully accepted I’d given up going back to Ben. At least I hadn’t accepted that until that moment. But in that moment it hit me, hard.

Ben was my old life. Ben was behind me. I… I was Bianca. Being Bianca made me happy. Being hot and sexy and slutty made me happy.

Stroking Damien’s cock, teasing him, was fun. And… why shouldn’t I enjoy myself. Why shouldn’t I have fun?

With that thought, I smiled and I gave in to my cravings.
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“If you think my hands are good, wait until you try my mouth.” I said.

I giggled and blushed even as I spoke the words, delighting in how wide Damien’s eyes went. I felt his cock throb, growing even larger, harder, and I licked my lips to lurid, dramatic effect.

Then… I shifted. I moved forward, leaned over, and poked my tongue out. I looked up, looked into Damien’s eyes, held eye contact, delighting in how he was looking at me with lust and desire and want and hunger and desperation and then…

I licked the tip of his cock. I licked long, slow, sensual, wet, hot, and teased my tongue down until my lips kissed. I felt his thrust, wanting more, so I gave it to him. I let the head of his perfect cock penetrate my mouth and slip in, slip deep, sucking, working my tongue.

“Fuck…”

His pleasured moans excited me. I wanted more. I wanted everything.

I wanted to be Bianca.

My head spun as the realisation hit me. I wanted to be Bianca, wanted to be sexy, slutty, pretty, hot. I wanted to be cute and feminine, wanted to be desired, I wanted…

“More… please… don’t stop…”

Damien was moaning, thrusting, fucking my mouth. I let spit escape, drooling down, lubricating his shaft so I could work my hands, wet and slippery. I sucked, hard, teasing with my tongue, lapping, delighting in how Damien’s cock was throbbing, responding to my touch, my teasing.

I could feel him getting closer. I could taste the tang of his precum. I wanted his cum in my mouth, wanted to swallow, but… I wanted more than that too.

My head spun as I worked my lips up and down, wet, slippery, bobbing. I wanted to embrace Bianca, the slut, the sexy nurse, and I knew what I needed to do, what I wanted to do. I giggled as I sucked harder, pulling my head back up, the head of Damien’s cock leaving the suction of my mouth with an audible pop.

“Fuck… please… don’t stop. I was so close…”

“I know.” I said. “Which is why I stopped, because I want more.”

And with that, I slipped off the bed. Damien watched me as I wiggled my hips, reached up under my dress to slip off my panties.

I could feel the intensity of Damien’s stare. I was so nervous, blushing, shy and timid. I knew the bulge of my cute little dick was obvious under my dress, but I knew this was what I wanted, what I needed.

“I was hoping you’d be interested in more too.” I said, voice teasing. “I was hoping you’d let me be your first.”

I could feel my heart drumming in my chest. I peeled up my dress, slowly, stocking tops, suspender straps. I wanted Damien to know exactly what he was saying yes to. I needed him to know all that Bianca was, all that I was.

I lifted my dress up, exposing myself, baring myself to my cute, innocent, sweet, hard patient. I wiggled my ass, shaking my hips. I saw his cock throb.

“Please… yes.” He said.

And that was enough.
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I couldn’t move quickly enough. I climbed back up onto the bed and moved to straddle Damien’s legs, one knee on either side of him, facing him. His cock was hard beneath me, slick and wet with my spit. I could feel my hunger within me, my ass aching.

I knew what I needed. I needed to be bred, fucked. I needed to embrace my truth. I needed to become Bianca fully, to become who I was always meant to be.

I smiled at my patient then reached down to grip his cock, holding it up, aiming it. I was nervous, my dick was so small and cute compared to Damien’s. The lust in his eyes soothed me though, told me I was beautiful, told me that he wanted me.

“You are so hot.” He said.

I blushed, smiled.

“You just wait till you’re inside me.” I said. “I’m sure you’ll think I’m even hotter.”

And with that, I sank down, lowering myself until the head of Damien’s cock pressed at my tight entrance. I had no idea if he would fit, but I knew I would make him fit. I needed him inside me. I needed his cock inside me.

His cock was wet with spit, slippery, hot, hard. The tip eased me open. I wiggled my hips as I sank down, tight, hot, feeling the tip just barely enter me. Pleasure burst through me, bright hot sparks.

If the tip felt that good, then what would the rest feel like?

I needed to know. I sank down further, taking more, pressure, tightness. I spread my legs wider and forced my weight down. There was a moment when I thought it wouldn’t fit, panic, need, hunger, and I worked my hips, my ass, my hole, and then… I felt Damien’s cock sink deep into me, into my hole, into my ass, fucking me.

I was getting fucked. I had a man’s cock inside my ass. I was a pretty, slutty nurse and I was getting fucked, and I’d never felt anything so amazing before in my life.

“Fuck… oh my god you feel so good.”

I thought for a moment it was Damien speaking, but it was me, my soft, husky, seductive voice. I spoke without thinking, the words coming from someplace deep within me, a primal truth.

“I want more. Fuck me. Fuck me hard.” I said.

Damien, as injured as he was, could only rut his hips, fucking up. I sank down, taking more and more, clenching my tight hole, milking his cock, feeling a knot of pleasure inside me unfurling, growing larger, brighter, hotter.

“Fuck… you are so hot. You feel so good.”

I could hear Damien’s pleasure, his lust, his need. His cock was so hard and thick and good, throbbing inside me.

After days and days of teasing with no release I knew he wouldn’t last long, but I didn’t care. It felt too good and I was not slowing down.

I lifted myself up until just the tip was inside me, then sank down, taking more, taking his whole massive prick inside my ass. It stretched me wide, filled me, throbbing, and I began to ride it.

I spread my legs wide, worked my hips, and began to fuck up and down, Damien’s cock slipping in and out, fucking me deep, hard. I worked faster, my ass tight at hot, gripping his prick. Each time it filled me I felt the head press on the knot of pleasure inside me, a core of pleasure more intense than anything I’d known before.

I chased that pleasure, felt the cock inside me throbbing, hot, hard, getting thicker. I could feel my cute little dick throbbing. I was so close.

“Fuck… fuck me… so close…” I was moaning.

“Don’t stop. Fuck… you feel so good. You’re so fucking hot.” Damien sounded hoarse with pleasure.

I was close. He was close. Just a little more…

I worked my hips, my ass, fucking. Damien worked his hips. We were both breathing hard. It had been days since either of us had cum and there’d been so much teasing, flirting, so much tension, and I could feel it all pouring out, the pleasure, lust, desire, need.

I felt my heart crack open and Bianca emerged, fully formed and realised. I felt the joy of accepting myself, truly accepting myself.

“FUCK!”

The pleasure became a wave, hitting me hard. It crashed over me, drowning me. Damien thrust, deep, and I felt his cock swell, throb and then…

He was cumming. He was cumming inside of me, filling me with cum, hot thick, sticky cum. I could feel it flooding into my ass and that was enough to push me over the edge.

I was cumming, hard, cumming as Damien came inside me, cumming over and over, the pleasure focussed on my ass instead of my cock, cumming hard, squeezing, clenching, milking.

I sat my weight down, taking all of Damien’s cock inside me, and I felt him fill me and I came harder than I ever had before, aware that there was no going back and… I never wanted to go back. Life as Bianca was just too much fun.

“That was amazing.” Damien said.

I could feel my ass warm and sticky with his cum. I wiggled my hips, savouring the feel of his cock slowly softening inside of me.

“Thank you.” I said, blushing.

And then I realised… we’d fucked, but I’d not even kissed him. I’d lost my virginity, but I’d never even really been kissed.

He was cute and sweet, and he’d made me cum, but I’d never even kissed him. I looked into Damien’s eyes and saw him smile, nervous, unsure. I felt a tightness in my chest, my heart beating hard.

I smiled, and then leaned forward, putting my lips to his, and we kissed.


Epilogue

I arrived at work with a big smile and a sense of joy and satisfaction at the unknown day ahead. I never really knew what work would involve now, but I always looked forward to finding out.

In the months since I’d started my new job at the clinic, taking it only because I’d needed the money, so much had changed. So much about me had changed.

In the beginning, Bianca had been a disguise, a way to get the job, but in the end, I’d come to realise that she was more me than the person I’d been living as before. I’d come to realise that Ben was the disguise, and Bianca was the real me.

I liked being pretty. I liked being cute and sexy and hot. I liked being flirted with and being desired. I liked being a woman, being feminine and soft. I liked… being Bianca.

And I’d embraced that. Ben was gone, and I was more Bianca now than I’d ever been before. I’d changed. My body had changed, and I knew there was still more to come, but I was excited for it all, excited for the adventure that lay ahead of me.

It was like I was living a dream.

I had a boyfriend, a cute, handsome, rich prince charming who’d swept me off my feet—and once his injuries had healed Damien had literally swept me off my feet and also thrown me onto the bed—and I had a job I loved. I was popular with patients and management, and life was going… perfectly. It was the fairy tale I’d never known I wanted.

“Morning Bee.” Mary, one of my co-workers said as I stepped out of the changing room.

I smiled, a big, bright, honest smile that was easier and more authentic than any smile I’d ever worn as Ben. I was happier now. I was brighter and lighter and I was happy.

“Morning Mary.”

I looked at her and saw… I paused, her expression catching my attention. She looked both exhausted, flustered, and very content—her make-up smeared, her hair dishevelled, and her clothes a mess.

“You look fried. Busy shift?” I asked.

She nodded. She looked almost drunk, grinning from ear to ear.

“Yeah, you could say that. We got a bunch of new patients in last night and it’s been… interesting.” She said. “You’re the resident sports therapist right?”

I nodded. Mary giggled.

“Well, I think you’re going to have a wild shift ahead of you then. I hope you’re ready for it.”

“What happened. What is it?”

I could feel my belly fluttering, nerves and excitement. I loved my job, loved caring for people, getting to be a nurse in a cutting-edge facility, getting to use my skills, my training, and I loved getting to flirt and tease and satisfy my patients.

“There was an accident at the football game last night and several players got hurt. They’re resting up here, but… they’re going to need a lot of therapy to get back on form.”

I could tell from her smirk and her grin what she was hinting at. I felt my belly flutter.

“How… how many players?” I asked.

Mary chuckled.

“Eight. And they’re all waiting for you in the therapy room. They’ve been looking forward to meeting you.”

“Eight?” I said, feeling suddenly nervous.

Mary nodded, grinning.

“Eight. And… I’ve been telling them all about you.”

She giggled at that. I blushed, belly fluttering.

“Well… I guess I better get to work then. A nurse’s duty is never done, right?”

Mary smiled at me and winked.

“Have fun.” She said.

And I knew I would.

THE END
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THE SUCCUBUS CURSE
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It was Mitchel and Jacob’s last summer at bible camp, and the best friends were dreading it. But then they found the Grimoire.

Bored, the pair decide to mess about with the rituals inside. After all, it’s just harmless fun, right? Demons aren’t really, are they? But when the pair summon a succubus their lives are forever transformed...

Bible camp was how Mitchel and Jacob met. It was how they’d spent every summer of their teenage years, and now… it was almost over. This was their last summer.

They'd grown from boys to young men, and after this, they were off to college to start their adult lives. The best friends just needed to get through one last summer.

That was easier said than done though. Bible camp had always been hard for the pair, neither of them ever really fitting in with the other boys, but this year it was worse.

Everyone around them had blossomed into whole wholesome young men, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not really changed. While the other boys wanted to play sports or attend prayer meetings, the two friends were more content to hide in the old basement and read the collection of old confiscated comics and books they’d found down there.

They just wanted to get through the summer any way they could. They just wanted to stay out of the way.

Then they discovered the Grimoire. A book dedicated to demonology and magic, and one section leaps out at them. A ritual to summon a succubus.

Bored, the pair decide to conduct the ritual for fun. After all, magic isn’t real, is it? But when they summon Her they realise they’re in trouble. Especially once it becomes clear that their binding circle is flawed and the ritual is imperfect.

Soon the pair find themselves the targets of Her magic, and the consequences see their lives forever changed and transformed as they fall deeper under the influence of THE SUCCUBUS CURSE...


BECOMING BAMBI




[image: ]

Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS
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Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…

Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...


POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE
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Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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