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FULL SERVICE WAITRESS

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

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

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




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

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

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

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

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

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

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


One

The letter sat unread on my table for several hours before I dared open it. I knew what it was and I just didn’t want to face it, yet I knew in the end I had to. Either I opened the letter and took charge of the issue, or it would find a way to take charge of me, and I didn’t like what that might entail.

So, I took a deep breath, tore open the envelope, and pulled out the letter. The letter gave a complete breakdown of the debt I owed.

“Fuck.”

The single word was little more than an exhale, quiet, soft, defeated, but it seemed to echo around the apartment, weighing heavy on me. There was no way I could pay back what I owed.

The debt had been built up over the last few months, and it had all been my fault.

After being made unemployed I’d been given a reasonable payoff, enough to live on for a few months at least, but I’d been stupid and had decided to invest it all in a new cryptocurrency start-up one of my online friends had been talking about. Only the new currency had turned out to be a massive scam and I’d lost almost everything.

So, in a fit of desperation, I’d decided to try gambling with what little I had left to win it all back. I figured I wasn’t stupid, and I could study the odds, so maybe I could make it work, but… I’d been kidding myself.

I’d lost. I’d lost big, and then, panicking, I’d decided to try taking out money to win it back. It was only a small loan to start, and I’d actually won. I won enough to pay back the loan and win back some of my savings, enough to survive on for a few weeks if I was frugal.

It was probably that early win that really doomed me. That sense of achievement, the idea that I could do it, that I could win it all back.

That first win was such a rush, such a giddy thrill of hormones, a feeling like I was successful after so much recent failure, it was addictive, so… I kept going. And that’s when the debts really began to pile up.

It wasn’t until I was in deep that I stopped, But by then it was too late. I left without even looking at the final figure for what I owned, and it was only now I had the letter with my outstanding balance in front of me that I truly understood the desperate situation I was in.

I owed more than I would have earned in a year at my previous job to a shady credit agency and if I couldn’t begin making repayments soon—repayments that were outrageous given the interest rate on the loan—then they were going to start repossessing things I owned, and… maybe worse. In my head, I had images of broken legs and hands.

I had to do something. I had to get a job or find work, any kind of work, and fast, anything that would mean I could make payments to keep the credit agency off my back and to keep the interest from making the loan swell to ridiculous proportions.

I sat, hands shaking, and wondered what I could do. And then, as if a sign from the universe, my phone rang.
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The call turned out to be Tiff, a childhood friend from high school. We’d been close up until the time when we’d both moved away to different colleges, but she was phoning to tell me that she was moving to my city for work and she wanted to catch up.

We met for coffee the next day and the moment she saw me she asked what was wrong. I was looking pretty haggard and worn, exhausted from fretting over my problem, so it was almost impossible to pretend that I was fine. So… I told her. I told her everything.

She sat and listened, nodding, empathetic and sweet. As I talked to her I couldn’t help but admire her.

She’d always been pretty, one of the more popular girls in our school, and I was pretty sure she only really hung out with me because we’d grown up together as friends from an early age, because there was no way I was one of the popular kids. Yet, I didn’t complain. Hanging out with Tiff meant I became semi-popular just because I knew her, and because she liked it. Her friendship was enough to keep me from being left out of the usual school activities, and it was even enough that I’d been able to date a few girls who saw me as kind of cool because Tiff liked me.

She’d been cute as a teenager, perky and cheerful, with long dark hair that she wore straight down her back, and I’d not seen her in years, so my image of her was still that of a slightly awkward, nervous teenager heading off to their first year of college. But, she’d grown. She’d gone from girl to woman.

Her slender figure had filled out, giving her womanly curves, which were pretty obvious in the elegant black dress she’d worn to meet me, and her hair was cut short, to just below her chin, worn in her natural messy waves. It was a look that suited her, and I’d almost not recognised her at first.

Yet, it was her face that surprised me most. It was like she had changed but not changed. She was still the same person, but where she’d been pretty in high school she was now beautiful, her features strong, and her make-up just accentuated her big brown eyes and her full lips. She smiled at me as I talked and I couldn’t help but feel a pang of envy.

She’d been a pretty girl in high school and had grown into a beautiful woman, while I’d been an awkward, dorky boy in high school and not much had changed. I was still short and scrawny and dull looking as I’d always been. Seeing how amazing Tiff looked, and seeing how well she was doing for herself, I couldn’t help but feel bad about the state of my life.

Yet, she was never less than kind and sympathetic, and as I opened up and told her about my problem she listened, attentively. We’d not seen each other for years yet she was still turning up for me as a friend. And then, as I finished talking to her…

“You know, I think I might be able to help you out.” She said.

Tiff began to tell me all about why she was moving to the city. She’d got her degree in business and was now working for a small company that was opening up a high-class bar in the up-and-coming down-town area of the city.

“It’s a really cool place. I’ve worked for the company for a few years as I worked in one of their other venues through college to bring in extra cash and it was a pretty sweet gig. It’s not amazing money but… I’ve always liked you and I think this might be good for you. Plus we’d be working together so it’d be a nice way for us to see more of each other and reconnect now we live in the same city.”

I smiled. It was the first time I’d smiled in days.

“What… what kind of work is it? I’ve never worked in a bar before so I’m not sure…”

“You don’t need experience. It’s pretty easy work and I’m sure you’ll pick it up quickly. It doesn’t pay much but there are tips too and I can try to give you as many shifts as I can. It should help until you find something better.”

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh of relief. Maybe there was hope?

“Thank you.” I said. “When can I start?”

Tiff smiled.

“If you show up tomorrow, I can show you around and give you some basic training, then you can try your first evening shift.”

I nodded, smile widening.

“Thank you.” I said again. “Really. Thank you.”


Two

I turned up at the address Tiff gave me mid-afternoon the next day. The bar was in a pretty well gentrified area of the city, but in an out-of-the-way street and the only entrance was down an alleyway and down some steps.

I wondered how they were going to get much business when it was so hard to find even when you were looking for it, but I figured that was Tiff’s problem. I just hoped there’d be enough customers that I’d be able to earn good tips, but not so many that I’d be run off my feet.

I’d been to enough bars in college and after to know what they could be like and I’d seen how frantic it could get. I’d never worked in the service industry so I had no idea what it was going to be like, and by the time I arrived, I could feel my belly fluttering with nerves and anxiety.

Yet, the moment I saw Tiff I relaxed. Her big, bright, dazzling smile put me immediately at ease, reminding me of the girl I’d grown up with. Plus… she looked hot, dressed in a tight-fitting black skirt and a white blouse, the top few buttons undone to flash just a little hint of cleavage, her legs in tights, while on her feet she wore black high heels. She even had on a cute pair of black-rimmed glasses.

She looked almost stern, and very business-like and professional, but with a definite hint of sex appeal. I guessed that made sense given she worked in the bar industry, and being seen as sexy would help draw in customers and clients.

“I didn’t know you wore glasses.” I said as she showed me in.

She just smiled as I said that.

“I don’t. These are just for show. It’s plain glass, not lenses. I find people take me more seriously if I wear glasses, and it adds a certain… appeal to my look. A lot of what we do here is about presenting the right appearance, about looking the part. Does that make sense?”

I nodded. I’d been in enough bars to know that the staff always dressed a certain way depending on what kind of bar it was, their clothing and presentation helping to set the mood and atmosphere.

Looking at Tiff, I wondered what kind of mood and atmosphere she was going for, but I knew I’d find out soon enough. And I did…

The bar itself was plush and luxurious, recently refurnished, with booths running along the walls, a long, well-stocked bar, and a small dance floor surrounded by other tables. Clearly, it was meant to be more of a place to sit and talk rather than dance, but I figured that would mean it’s been less boisterous, and hopefully, a calmer place to work. Plus, given how well-furnished the place was, and how Tiff was dressed, I guess it was trying to be a high-class establishment, pulling in wealthy patrons, so I figured, and hoped, that the tips might be pretty good.

Maybe if I worked hard I could make some headway in paying off my debt while also keeping my head above water. I felt a small seed of hope beginning to blossom.

“Right, this is where you’ll be working.” Tiff said as she showed me to the bar. “I have a uniform for you, just a white shirt and black trousers, smart but not too formal, and we’ll keep you on restocking glasses and bottles and cans to start. It doesn’t pay as well as full bar duty but you do get a small percentage of tips. The other guys will serve the customers and if you do well we can get started on training you up over the next few weeks.”

I felt my heart sink a little. I wouldn’t even be getting a full barman’s salary? I was going to get paid as a busboy with only a small percentage of the tips? Still, it was better than nothing.

“Is there… is there no way I could work as a barman right away?” I asked.

Tiff smiled at me, and her expression was almost apologetic.

“I mean… if you had experience sure, but… do you know how to make a sex on the beach, or a Manhattan, or a zombie?”

I shook my head. I had no idea what kind of drinks they even were.

“I’m already doing you a pretty big favour by giving you this job without an interview and technically we don’t even need someone to restock glasses and bottles and stuff. I mean, I’m sure the barmen will love you making their lives easier but it’s meant to be part of their job. But don’t worry. We can train you up in the quiet bits and once you get good at cocktails you can make decent tips if you make a show of it. You always were pretty dextrous and smart so I reckon you can pick it up quickly.”

I smiled. I thanked her again, deeply. I knew she was doing me a massive favour when we’d not even seen each other for years and I really was very grateful.

“Now, how about we get you dressed in your uniform and I’ll introduce you and get you settled. Your first shift starts in a couple of hours.”

I could feel my nerves building. I had no idea what it was going to be like, but I knew I needed the job. I needed the money. I took a deep breath and fixed my smile.

“Sure.” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt.
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The uniform was exactly as Tiff had described it. White button-up shirt, black trousers. Smart but not too formal.

I found the whole thing stiff and starchy though, but then wearing shirts always made me feel uncomfortable. It was fine for most guys, since they had the physique for it, wide shoulders and broad chest, tall, muscular, bulky, but on me, shirts always looked kinda silly.

I just didn’t have the body for them. They hung off me, too baggy and loose, since I was scrawny and thin, too petite to fill them out in the way they were meant to be filled out.

Yet, I did my best to look neat, tucking the shirt into my trousers so it sort of fit me. As I stepped out of the changing room I caught Tiff looking me up and down, a subtle shake of her head.

“It’ll do for now.” She said. “But we’ll get you a uniform that fits better soon.”

I smiled, tried not to look like I was bothered, but the truth was my lack of masculinity had always been a sore spot. It was like I was always trying to fit a shape, a form, a persona, that I was never going to fit, and so I always just felt slightly wrong.

I did my best to seem confident though, and as Tiff introduced me to the other staff I’d be working with I smiled and put on my best charming smile. The other barmen were friendly enough, as as Tiff had said they seemed very glad to be getting someone who’d be taking over all their menial tasks so they could focus on the customers.

She left me with them, and they showed me what they needed me to do. It was simple enough. Load and unload the dishwasher at the back so there were always clean glasses, restock cans and bottles as they ran out, keep the bar maintained while they focussed on serving patrons. They agreed that I could have twenty per cent of their tips for helping out, since I’d not be getting any directly.

I knew it wasn’t much, but it was better than nothing, so I thanked them. Then I got settled as the first few customers began to arrive.

It was hard work. Harder than I’d been expecting, and watching the other barmen I was pretty sure I had the hardest job of all, since I was carrying all the heavy stuff back and forth, getting mucky, dirty, while all they had to do was make drinks and take payments, all while getting the bulk of the tips.

Yet, watching them I also realised there was no way I’d be able to do their jobs. Even the most basic drinks seemed difficult, but watching them make the more elaborate cocktails I was just overwhelmed by it all. I knew Tiff had said it’d probably only be a few weeks before I could tend bar, but watching the other guys around me I had a sinking feeling it was going to be a lot longer. So, I just had to hope I was making enough to pay off the minimum on my loan while I was trained up to work the bar.

It wasn’t all bad though. Sure, the work was hard, and the pay was likely lower than I’d hoped, but there was one unexpected perk.

The waitresses. The many hot waitresses.

There were seven in total, all of them young women. Young pretty women dressed in skimpy black dresses that showed off their figures, strutting about in heels, long legs clad in stockings. Though none of them were dressed alike they were all dressed similarly, in tight-fitting skimpy dresses that showed off lots of skin.

As I watched them I wondered if Tiff had worn a dress like that when she’d worked for the company during college, and I realised she’d have looked just as stunning as any of the waitresses working around me.

I’d not realised the bar was full service. The fact that it was meant that while I and a few other men were stuck behind the bar making up customers' drinks, the drinks themselves were served by waitresses, and having them come up to the bar regularly to fill their trays and drop off empty glasses meant I could not only watch them but also chat to them.

To start I was pretty nervous, since I wasn’t used to being around such attractive women, but they were so friendly and sweet that I was soon at ease around them. And… I really couldn’t help but stare at times at them, every curve of their bodies emphasised by how tight their dresses were, their bodies all so different but so stunning, some short, some tall, some thin, some curvy, all of them incredibly pretty.

But there was one who really caught my eye. Her name was Cerys, taller than me in her heels, and probably out of them too, lean, but with a peachy ass and good hips, her tits just a little more than a handful, but it was her face, her big green eyes, her freckles, that really captivated me. Watching her walk in her heels, the wiggle of her butt and the sway of her tits, the subtle bounce of her breasts, was enough to distract me from my work more than a few times.

And more than once she caught me staring. But… she just smiled at me, and winked, which made me blush.
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By the end of my shift, I was exhausted, mentally and physically. Tiff came down to see how I’d done and told me everyone had positive things to say about me. I smiled at that, glad at least I’d made a good impression.

“Time for pay too.” She said, grinning.

The end of the shift meant sharing tips, and because it was the end of the week we were all getting paid, which I was glad for.

I knew it was only one day for me, a single shift, but any money in my pocket was a start. So, as Tiff began portioning the tips up and counting out wages I waited. I couldn’t wait to collapse into bed.

“You have a good first day?” A voice said.

I jumped, having drifted off into a daze. I turned and saw…

I blushed as I realised it was Cerys talking to me. I opened my mouth to answer but I was suddenly too shy to talk, so I just nodded.

“You looked like you did well.” She said. “And the guys said you were a great help.”

I muttered my thanks.

“Cerys.” Tiff said.

I watched as Tiff handed Cerys an envelope and a share of the cash tips. It looked like a large sum of money. I knew I’d not be getting that much but I felt a small swell of hope rekindled. She called a few more names, all of the waitresses receiving the about same amount of cash as Cerys, while the barmen got what seemed like quite a lot less. And then…

“Eric?”

I smiled. I stepped up

“Sorry it’s not much.” Tiff whispered, an apologetic smile.

She handed me a thin envelope and my share of the tips. My pitifully small share of the tips. As I stepped back Cerys caught sight of my expression.

“Is everything okay?” She asked.

I nodded, but my face gave it away.

“You were hoping for more?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“I have… I know Tiff is doing me a favour, but… I have this problem and… when I saw what you got I think I just got my hopes up.”

Cerys’ smile was soft, almost apologetic.

“I can maybe empathise. When I took this job I was in a tricky spot too. It's rough. Our wages are about the same but the tips… you just get a lot more in tips waiting tables.”

I nodded and then something clicked.

“Waiting tables?” I asked.

Cerys nodded.

“Yeah.”

“And… do you need much experience for that?” I asked.

Cerys shook her head.

“None really. When I started I had zero experience and within a couple of days, I had the hang of it. Honestly, you guys behind the bar have a way harder job but… I guess being hands-on with the customers pays off.”

She giggled as she said that, a twinkle in her eye. Already my mind was beginning to spin.

I needed cash, fast, to pay off my debt. Maybe Tiff would be willing to do me one more small favour?


Three

“So I was wondering, maybe, could you… maybe you could do me just a tiny extra favour and let me try working the tables instead of the bar?”

I looked imploringly at Tiff, eyes big and hopeful. I’d explained my conversation with Cerys, my idea. Waiting tables paid a lot better than working the bar, due to the extra tips, and I really needed the extra money. Plus, Cerys had told me that waiting tables needed almost no experience or training, compared to working the bar, which would need weeks, if not months of training before I was able to earn a full wage and a larger share of tips.

I’d told Tiff all of this. I’d told her I really needed the money. I’d asked her, hopeful for one last favour, if I might be able to try working the table instead of the bar.

She stared at me, wearing a thin, thoughtful smile.

“I see.” She said. “I… I do understand, but… it’s not that simple.”

“I’ll do anything. I’ll owe you. I just… I really need the extra money. Like, really need it.” I said.

Tiff chuckled.

“Well, when you put it like that, I might just be able to help you. But… there’s just a small question I have for you. Have you not noticed what kind of bar we run? Have you not noticed what the table staff all have in common?”

I was still for a moment. I’d only worked one shift and I’d been too focused on doing a good job to pay much attention to anything other than what I was supposed to be doing. Plus… the hot waitresses kept me plenty distracted.

And then it clicked. The table staff were all women. They were all hot women in skimpy dresses, with heels, bold make-up. Waitresses that were eye-catching and alluring and exciting. I suddenly understood exactly what kind of bar it was, and what kind of clients it wanted to attract and I knew then that I was never going to be able to work the tables.

“Fuck.” I whispered. “I… I hadn’t noticed. I just… yeah I can see now why you put me behind the bar. Just forget I asked.”

I turned to leave, feeling despondent. I’d allowed myself to hope that Tiff might be able to help, that I might be able to easily increase my earnings so I could pay off my debt faster and also be able to afford to eat and not go homeless. I supposed I was just going to have to find a second job, maybe a third too. I mean… who needed sleep.

“Eric?” Tiff called my name.

I stopped, turned to face her. She was still smiling.

“I never said no.” She said.

I stared at her, confused.

“But… the table staff are all…”

“You said you’d do anything right? Well, if you meant it I think we might be able to work something out.”

I had meant it.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

Tiff just smiled.

“How about I just show you?” She said.
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Tiff invited me back to her apartment for dinner so she could better show me her plan. It was only a short walk from the bar and given the lack of food at home I was glad to accept her offer.

The thought of someone feeding me was motivation enough, let alone the prospect of being able to work the better-paying job of waiting tables. Yet, I was still not sure how it could be possible.

I’d meant it when I said I’d owe her one, that I’d do anything for the chance, but if the table staff needed to be waitresses, needed to be pretty young women, then how could I compete? There was no way…

“How about we eat first, then I can go over my plan?” Tiff said.

I nodded. I hadn’t eaten properly in days.

So, Tiff made us food, a simple pasta dish with a side salad, as we caught up about all that had gone on in our lives since we’d last properly hung out. We talked about life at college, dating, our work, our dreams, the failures and the triumphs we’d been through.

For the first time in weeks, I began to relax, and I knew some of that was due to Tiff’s company, but some of it was also due to the wine she kept pouring for me. Since I’d not eaten properly in a while it went straight to my head, giving me a warm, cosy, pleasant buzz.

After food, I helped her clean up, and then she turned to face me, grinning from ear to ear.

“Ready?” She said.

“For what?” I asked.

I’d gotten so comfortable and relaxed that I’d practically forgotten why I was in her apartment in the first place. Then I remembered. The job, waiting tables, her plan.

“Oh, yeah.” I said, giggling. “Sure.”

Tiff’s smile widened.

“You wait there. I just need to go grab a few things.”

And then… she was gone.

I waited, the quiet sound of her moving around her apartment, and minutes passed. I began to feel almost nervous, but the few glasses of wine I’d had kept the edge off any anxiety.

Time passed and I amused myself by examining all the books on her bookshelf, and then…

“Hey. Sorry, it took me a while to find anything.” Tiff said.

I turned to the door, to face her, and I stalled.

“How up for anything are you?” She asked, beaming.

In her arms was a pile of clothes, a pile of feminine clothes, a black dress like the waitresses had worn on their shifts, a set of underwear, a make-up bag, and, in one hand, a wig. I felt a chill run up my spine.

“I…”

“Just try it. See how it feels. If you hate it no harm done, but… I think this could work. And the tips the waitresses get can be really good. If you need the money then what’s the harm in trying it?”

I was still. If I hadn’t been desperate, if I hadn’t been tipsy, I’d have refused. But… I was desperate, and I was tipsy, so I said…

“Okay.”
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It wasn’t just as easy as putting the clothes on though. First I had to get ready.

“If this is going to work you need to really look the part, and really feel the part.” Tiff had said.

I’d not known what she’d meant until she'd handed me a small bag with a razor and shaving foam in. I’d stared at it almost in horror.

“You go shave and take a shower. I’ll wait here.” She’d said. “Just be sure to shave everywhere. It’s important you’re completely smooth. Trust me.”

The thought of shaving my body, making myself completely hairless and smooth, making myself like a girl, made my head spin. I knew I wasn’t particularly masculine, that I wasn’t that hairy, but the body hair I did have was one of the few overt signs of my maleness. If I got rid of it then…

But then I realised that was the point. If I wanted to wait tables I needed to pass as a waitress, a hot young woman, and hot young women were smooth and soft and hairless.

I felt myself blush. There was no way Tiff’s plan was going to work I knew, but… I was desperate and tipsy enough to try. After all, what was the harm in trying just once?

So, I took the bag and headed off to the bathroom to shave. The whole thing took me longer than I had thought it would, but I was being careful not to cut myself and I wanted to do a good job.

After locking the door and stripping off I started with my legs, smearing them with shaving foam, then running the razor up over my calves and knees and thighs, the foam and hair scraped away to reveal smooth, flawless skin. As I worked I couldn’t help but remark on how different I looked without body hair, and how exciting it felt—the soft sensual caress of the razor, the slickness of the foam, sending a shiver up my spine.

I worked to shave my legs, my belly, my chest, even my arms and armpits, before finally turning my attention to my cock, balls, butt. Tiff has said I was to shave everywhere so I did.

I was extra careful with my cock and balls, working slowly, and it was tricky to shave behind myself, but I managed it without too much effort. To finish I even shaved my butt-crack, working the razor over every inch of my crevice, even over my hole. The slippery caress of the razor sent a sensation through me unlike anything I’d felt before and my cock throbbed in response.

I didn’t have time to dwell on that though. I had things to do. So, once I was shaved, I showered, rinsing the foam off. As I washed I couldn’t help but remark on how different I looked.

Without hair, it was like my body had been subtly transformed. It seemed softer, more delicate, more feminine. Maybe Tiff’s plan could work? I’d never been the most masculine man after all.

But then I shook my head. There was a big difference between being a poor excuse for a man and being a hot woman. And all the waitresses at the bar were hot.

Yet, I couldn’t dwell on that too much. As I washed I was distracted by the way my hands felt on my body, the slippery soap foam and my hands making me shudder. Without hair, freshly shaved, I felt a lot more sensitive than usual.

My mind raced with thoughts of what the underwear and clothes Tiff had picked out for me might feel like. My cock throbbed and my heart raced.
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“All done?” Tiff asked as I stepped out from the bathroom.

I was wearing a towel wrapped around my waist, yet I felt oddly naked. Shaved as I was, with a smooth chest, I felt exposed in a way I never had before and I felt a strange urge to cover my nipples.

I nodded.

“All done.” I said.

“Good. That means we can get onto the fun bit. Dressing you up. This is an old dress of mine so it won’t be a perfect fit, but I think we can work with it. If you decide you want to go ahead with this after tonight we can get you a proper dress for work, something that will fit you perfectly and help sell you as a cute, hot girl.”

Tiff was grinning, sounded almost excited. I was blushing, a pinkness in my cheeks, spreading down my neck and over my chest.

“I… yeah, sure.”

I still wasn’t convinced by Tiff’s plan but in the back of my head, I kept thinking about the tips Cerys and the other waitresses had received. It was worth trying at least. And… I’d done the hardest part by shaving, so I’d be a fool not to at least try, right?

“Where do I start?” I said.

“With the basics.” Tiff said. “Panties first, then bra and pantyhose. After that we get you dressed and made up.”

As I watched her, listened to her, I couldn’t help but feel she was almost… excited. Why was her grin so... smug.

“Guess I’ll need my panties then.” I said, trying to sound cheerful.

Tiff handed me the small pair of lacy black panties. The garment was tiny, and the fabric was incredibly soft. As I held them up I felt my blush deepen as I realised how skimpy they were.

I was used to baggy, ugly boxers. The panties Tiff had given me were pretty, sexy, and very revealing. My heart skipped.

I was still for a moment as Tiff stood, watching me. I realised she was waiting for me so… I slipped the panties on, pulling them up under my towel to preserve some small amount of modesty.

The feel of the lace on my freshly shaved skin was almost electric, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck prickle as I shimmied the panties up my legs, pulling them up into place around my butt, my cock.

My cock barely fit in the tiny amount of material, but it did fit, a fact that filled me with a confusing mix of emotions. I wiggled my hips, the thin string at the back of my panties slipping into my ass crack, tickling at my hole, teasing me, leaving my legs, my hips, and my entire ass exposed.

It felt… exhilarating. I couldn’t help but smile, flustered and fuzzy-headed.

“Pantyhose next.” Tiff said, handing me the silky slip of fabric.

I’d touched pantyhose on women before, but I’d never really handled them. The material was so light and silky and sensual and I… I was going to be wearing them.

As I examined them Tiff explained how I was supposed to put them on, told me to put them on one leg at a time, bunching them up like socks and pulling them only partially up my leg before pulling them up the full way. It made sense, and it made it easier to slip them on.

I bundled the right leg up first, slipping my foot in, pulling the silken material up my calf to just over my knee, before repeating with my left leg. With both legs on I began to work the pantyhose up my thighs, the material clinging, hugging my thighs, making my heart race and my cock throb in an odd way.

It was difficult to pull them up under the towel I was wearing but I managed it. The way the pantyhose were tight over my hips, ass, squashing the bulge of my cock in my panties, made my blush deepen.

“Bra next.” Tiff said, handing it to me. “This one had a little padding so should help fill out the dress I got you.”

The bra matched the panties. I had seen women put on bras in movies so I knew roughly how to wear it, fastening it around the waist, backwards so the clasp was in front, then spinning it around and working it up until the straps were over my shoulders. It felt odd, hugging my chest, the padding squeezing what little muscle I had to make small, perky tits.

Looking down at myself I couldn’t get over how I looked. Though the towel around my waist was masculine, the rest of me looked… almost girly.

“Now, drop the towel so we can get a proper look and then we can get the dress on.” Tiff said.

I knew this was coming but still I was unprepared for it. I was going to have to drop my towel and let Tiff see me in my underwear, my lingerie. Under different circumstances, I’d have refused, but under different circumstances, I’d never have even got into the situation I was in, would never have shaved or even put on the panties.

As it was I wanted the money, wanted the tips from serving tables, and I was tipsy, so I was willing to at least see if her plan might work. So… I dropped the towel.

“Oh… wow.” Tiff said.

Her voice was soft. I stared down at myself and… I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I looked… cute. I looked soft, feminine, girly.

My body was utterly smooth, in pantyhose, panties, a bra. I had… I had curves, long legs and a perky butt. I had a trim waist and I even had small little tits.

“You’re going to look amazing.” Tiff said. “Are you ready for the next stage?”

I hadn’t stopped staring at myself. Next was the dress, make-up, the wig. Was I ready?

Yet, I’d already come this far so…

“Sure.” I said.


Four

Tiff helped me into my dress, showing me how to step into it and slip it up, even showing me how to zip up the back on my own, reasoning that if I decided to take the job I’d need to dress myself before my shifts. That made sense, but still, the thought of dressing myself in such an outfit, of dressing up to work as a waitress, made my head spin.

The dress itself fit better than I expected it to. It was tight around the waist, the material there thick and reinforced to pull in my belly and middle, making my hips and ass and tits look fuller, wider, bigger, and it clung to my body all over, with only a little too much room in the chest and hips, since Tiff was curvier than I was.

With the dress on I felt both more and less exposed than with my lingerie on, oddly. It was low cut, flashing off a lot of my chest, my subtle cleavage, even a little of my bra, and the dress was short too.

It was in fact far shorter than I’d expected it to be, coming to barely below my ass so that any wrong move, like simply bending over to pick up a glass, would flash my panties and ass. Tiff just smiled at me as she caught me trying to pull the hem down to cover myself more.

“It’s meant to be that short. That’s the dress I used to wear when waiting tables and trust me when I say it’s a good earner. With that on you’ll be earning lots of tips provided you make the most of it. That means lots of wiggling your hips and ass when you walk around and finding any excuse to bend over to flash a good view of your assets.” She laughed at that. “Of course, that does mean some of our clients might get a little handsy, but it comes with the job, and letting them grope you a little will earn you extra. The kind of clients we attract come to spend time around beautiful girls, and they’re willing to pay well with tips if you’re willing to let them flirt a little and if you’re willing to flirt back.”

Groping me sounded like more than flirting if you asked me, but… I’d not said yes to the job, yet.

As I stood there I stared down at my body. It was like… I was no longer myself. I looked, and felt, good. There was a warm feeling of joy in my chest, a sense of feeling almost… comfortable. Is this what it was like to feel attractive? Is this what it felt like to be a woman?

I felt a swell of envy for all the women I’d ever known.

“Now, make-up and hair, then heels.” Tiff said.

I looked up at her and saw she was still smiling. It was the same friendly, comforting smile she’d always had back in high school whenever she had a plan or had her mind set on something. I knew there was no malice in it, no menace or ulterior motive. She just… she wanted to see if her idea would work. She wanted to see if she could make me into a hot waitress.

The sparkle in her eye and the glee in her expression also told me she was confident she could, and almost excited by the prospect. I smiled back and nodded.

“Do your worst.” I said, giggling.

“Oh, I’m going to do worse than that. I’m going to do my best.”
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And Tiff did.

She led me to her bedroom and sat me in a chair by her dressing table, in front of her mirror, the reflective glass surrounded by bright lights. I stared at my reflection for a moment, not quite able to believe how good my body looked. Even my face, still without make-up, looked softer and prettier, just because of what I was wearing.

Yet, Tiff did not want me to see what she was doing. She wanted it to be a surprise she said. So, she covered the mirror before getting to work.

“I’ll chat to you as I work, so you know what I’m doing, but… if you like this, and want to go for the job, you’ll have to spend some time learning to do this yourself, okay?” She said.

I nodded, but the thought of learning to do my own make-up to make myself look pretty and feminine so I’d pass as a cute, hot waitress made my body flutter and my head spin. I just hoped Tiff couldn’t tell how oddly flustered and excited I was.

“Eyes first.” She said, almost to herself, as she set to work.

The first thing she applied was eyeliner, black, heavy, to make my eyes look bigger and bolder and brighter, then she applied eyeshadow, a blend of blacks and golds to give me an elegant, high-class look.

“The fun thing about make-up is you can do so much. You can do subtle, refined, elegant, sexy, even bimbo pornstar whore, but if you take this job you need to aim more for high-class and sophisticated, with a touch of sexy, rather than just straight-up porn star. I mean… a dash of porn star is fine, but don’t go too far.”

I smiled, nodded, but then Tiff jokingly told me to stop moving my head or I was going to look like a clown, so I stopped nodding. After eyeshadow came mascara, then blush, shadow, highlights, before finally lipstick and a glossy coat of gloss to make my lips look wet and willing as Tiff put it.

Willing for what was the question that sat in my mind.

“It’s worth thinking about fake nails too if you want to really make the most from your tips. Our customers love long painted nails and I can send to you a place where you’ll get a good deal and their nails last for weeks, and maybe some earrings, something big and hoopy in gold or silver. You can get your ears pierced of course, but clips-ons will work too if you’re not ready to go that far yet.”

My body throbbed, my head spun, and my cock, twitched. It sounded wild. I wasn’t going to go as far as that was I? Getting fake nails stuck on, getting my ears pierced, was too far, right?

Plus, I hadn’t even decided if I wanted the job, if I was willing to dress up as a waitress. I mean, I knew I was going to look silly, that it would never work. This was… this was just to prove a point, to kill the idea. It was just because Tiff had suggested it.

“Now, hair next, then heels.” Tiff said.

I sat still, and I tried not to dwell too much on how excited I was getting by the thought of how I might look when she was finished.
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Fitting the wig did not take long. Tiff slicked my real hair back then fitted the wig in place before using a series of clips to attach it to my real hair, the click making it feel like the wig was my real hair.

Once it was in place she took a while to style it, shaping the long waves into a cascade of silvery blonde that fell down around my shoulders. The wig was a similar shade to my hair, only lighter, and Tiff said that would suit me best as it’d match my eyes and complexion.

“But if you want to try a different colour that’s the great thing about wigs. You can, easily.”

I smiled at that. I’d had the same boring haircut for years, despite not really loving it. Though I wasn’t sold on the idea of working as a waitress, wearing a wig, the thought of being able to easily change my hair on a whim made me smile. Maybe even if I didn’t go through with this I could look into a few cheap wigs to try out different hair styles to see what might suit me. Men’s wigs, obviously, but… the thought of longer hair had always appealed to me, but I’d never had the resolve before to grow it out.

Maybe being able to try it with a wig would help?

“There. Now, last thing…”

Tiff vanished for a moment, running off to her wardrobe to rummage before pulling out a pair of black high heels, the heels slightly chunkier than stilettos, but still very precarious and very high, with just black straps on the front and around the ankle, meaning my toes and my feet would be mostly exposed.

“You’ll need to practise wearing these but they’re easier to get the hang of than they look. I can give you tips, and to be honest, so long as you’re careful working in them will give you lots of practice. Sure you’ll not look as elegant as the other girls to start and your feet might be sore, but you’ll still get more tips than behind the bar.”

I nodded at her as she carried the heels towards me. I’d always loved women in heels, loved the way they walked, the way they looked, the click of them, and now… I was going to be wearing them.

Tiff handed them over to me and I slipped them on, fastening the straps around my ankles. Then… I stood up.

I wobbled for a moment, not even daring to take a step, but they weren’t as bad as I thought.

“I’ve given you ones with a slightly chunkier heel. Not as sexy, but more stable.” Tiff said. “When you get the hang of these we can move you up a level.”

She chuckled as she said. I’d never even considered that heels had difficulty levels.

“Now, do you want to see?” She asked.

I wasn’t sure. Part of me didn’t. I didn’t want to see how stupid and foolish I looked. I was used to being an unattractive man and felt little about it anymore, but for some reason, the thought that I’d make an unattractive woman was almost enough to make me cry.

Yet, I wanted to see too. Part of me was almost excited. I knew I wasn’t going to take Tiff up on the offer, that I wasn’t really going to work as a sexy waitress, but… she’d put in so much effort I should at least take her seriously and take a look at myself.

So, I took a deep breath and I nodded.

“I do. I’m ready.” I said.

Tiff smiled at me, moved to the sheet covering the mirror, and then… pulled it off. What I saw made my heart stall.

I was silent, stunned, unable to believe what I was seeing. In the mirror was…

I was expecting me, in a dress, with make-up and a wig, a man dressed like a woman, but what I was was…

“You look stunning, right? I knew you would.” Tiff said.

She was right. I did look stunning. The woman in the mirror looked stunning.

I shifted and the woman I was staring at shifted in time. It really was my reflection. I was a sexy, beautiful woman. I was hot.

Maybe I really could take the job as a waitress and earn better tips? Maybe it wasn’t such a stupid idea?

Yet, in that moment, my mind wasn’t on the job or my debt, it was on my reflection.

I’d never liked what I saw when I looked in the mirror, had never liked how I looked, how it felt to see myself, but in that moment I was smiling. I was really smiling. I was happy, a bright, euphoric joy bubbling up. I felt… amazing. Like I was filled with a bright inner light. My whole body throbbed.

“I really do. I… it's incredible.” I said.

“So you think you want the job? Maybe give it a trial to see if it's for you? I think if you dress like that you’ll definitely be suitable for waiting tables and our customers will love you. You’ll earn more tips than you can imagine if you play your cards right.”

I shifted, posing, watching myself. The woman in the mirror wiggled her hips, pouted, big, wet, blowjob lips. My face was dazzling, with big bright alluring eyes, long platinum-blonde hair, and my body was stunning.

“I’d even be willing to lend you that dress if you want? It fits you better than I thought it would, but… we might need to add some padding in places to fill it out, but I think that’ll just make you look even better.”

I stared at my reflection. I knew I needed the money, and seeing myself I realised it wasn’t as crazy a plan as it had seemed, but was I really willing to go out in front of other people, customers and the other waitresses, dressed like this, like a hot, sexy woman? Was I really brave enough to take that step?

And… why did thinking about it excite me, fill me with joy and light. The thought of dressing up again, having to dress up every day, delighted me. The thought of getting to look pretty and hot and sexy again made me smile.

It was about the money though, the tips. That was all. Right?

I turned away from the mirror, the pretty girl that stared back at me, a tugging at my heartstrings. I longed to just stare at myself, wanting to drink in the moment, the sense of liking how I looked, but I knew Tiff was waiting for an answer.

I turned to face her and smiled. I couldn’t resist the urge to give a little wiggle of my hips and butt. The way Tiff smiled at me made me feel like I was cute and hot and like she approved.

“I’ll… I’ll do it. But a trial first, just to see what it’s like.” I said.

Tiff’s smile widened. I was already excited, my heart racing. This would help me solve my debt problem and also, maybe, it would be fun.

“Oh, I have a feeling you’ll love it.” She said. “There’s just one problem with how you look.”

I felt a sense of dread and anxiety swell up.

“Your cock. It’s hard. Pretty waitresses don’t walk around with their cocks hard.”

I felt my cheeks flare pink. I looked down and saw… the bulge of my cock, hard, prominent in my dress. I hadn’t even realised. What was wrong with me?

“But luckily for you, I know just how to fix it.”

And with that Tiff moved towards me.
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I was frozen in place, not sure what was happening, but couldn’t help but appreciate the sway of Tiff’s hips and the bounce of her tits. She’d always been gorgeous, and I’d always kinda had a thing for her, yet… nothing had ever happened between us.

Now though, things felt different. The way she was looking at me felt different. It was almost like she was a hungry wolf and I was a piece of steak.

“Just stay still, let me fix everything.” She said.

I just nodded, body hot, heart skipping. Tiff moved in close, her body inches from mine, and I could feel her breath on my face, could smell her perfume. She was radiant, beautiful, and the way she was looking at me sent a shiver up my spine.

And then… she reached out and put a hand on my cock. Her hand gripped my cock through the fabric of the dress, the pantyhose, my panties, her fingers encircling, squeezing, and she began to stroke.

I whimpered, my hips thrusting on their own. The sensation was bright and intense, more intense than anything I’d felt before. Being shaved made me more sensitive and the panties and the pantyhose caressed my body in a way that seemed to spark pleasure through me.

“Just relax. Let me make you cum.” Tiff whispered.

She was looking into my eyes, into my soul. I nodded, biting my bottom lip. I felt fuzzy, hot, sexy.

On a whim I turned slightly to look back to the mirror and what I saw made my body throb, my cock hardening. Tiff was… Tiff was molesting a hot girl, feeling her up, while the hot girl squirmed and whimpered, her pretty face a sexy mask of pleasure and lust. Only I was that girl.

Tiff was feeling me up. She was playing with my cock through my dress, my pantyhose, my panties. I could feel the warmth of her hand and the sensual caress of the feminine fabric.

I felt hot, sexy, wanted in a way I’d never felt before. Tiff’s hand felt amazing, her grip tight, working up and down my girth.

I was giddy, head clouded with lust, feelings of pleasure, the confusing emotions surging in me as I looked at the pretty, hot girl in the mirror, at me. I thrust into Tiff’s grip, fucking her hand, and she stroked faster.

“Cum for me. Show me you’re a good girl and cum for me.” She whispered.

Her words sank into my head. I was a… I was a good girl.

My cock throbbed, getting harder, thicker, pulsing. Tiff squeezed, stroking, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming hard, harder than I’d ever come before, filling my panties with my spunk as she teased me, stroked me.

I fucked my hips, hard, and I stared at the pretty girl in the mirror, the hot waitress, as she came, hard, face flushed, and the sight thrilled me and excited me more than I had ever known possible.

“That’s a very good girl.” Tiff said as she released my slowly softening cock.

I turned from the mirror to look at her, smiling, blushing, shy and flustered and giddy.

“I… thank you.” I said.

She just smiled at me.

“Don’t thank me yet.” She said. “I still need to fix that problem. And after that, we can talk about your first shift tomorrow.”

I was blushing, still giddy from cumming so hard. My first shift as a waitress. I was nervous, anxious, and unsure, but… I was also excited.


Five

I arrived for my shift early, wanting to get settled and ready, not wanting to rush. After Tiff had properly fixed my problem she’d given me the clothes she’d let me wear, and the lingerie, along with the heels, the wig, and a small bag of make-up.

“Practise with the heels. Practise with make-up. Try learning how to fit the wig. You’ll need to look good tomorrow.” She’d told me.

I blushed, nodded, and headed home to spend the rest of my evening and the next day before my shift washing and drying my dress, lingerie, and pantyhose, to remove any trace of my cum, and then practised as Tiff had told me. I was going to be wearing heels all night so knew I needed to get the hang of them, and I was going to have to do my own make-up and hair, so I spent the day wearing heels around my apartment while watching make-up and hair tutorials, doing my make-up over and over and over until I got the hang of it.

As I worked I began to feel more confident, my skill at moving in heels improving and my ability with make-up and hair growing by leaps and bounds thanks to the videos I’d found, but… I was beginning to feel unsure about my decision to work as a waitress. I was committed though. I’d gone too far to back out.

Not only had I shaved my body, not only had I let Tiff dress me up like a woman, but… I was now caged. My cock was caged, locked away, so I wouldn’t get hard again and ruin the shape of my dress by getting hard.

I’d been too flustered to realise what Tiff was doing at the time, my head fuzzy post-climax, and she’d fitted the small metal device almost effortlessly, the lock clicking into place before I really knew what was happening.

The cold weight of it caused the reality of my situation to sink in. I’d been locked away and Tiff held the only key.

“You can keep that on until you settle into the job. It’ll stop you getting hard on the job and… it’ll help motivate you.” She said, smirking. “Consider a part of your trial period as a waitress. Something to help you slip into the role.”

I’d not argued, since I needed the money, the tips, but it was more than that too. The thought of being a waitress, being hot, pretty, dressing up again, all while having my cock locked away, was…exciting me. I was almost looking forward to it.

Yet, as I entered the club I felt a swell of nerves and anxiety. Tiff had reassured me it was fine, and that the other waitresses would accept me and look after me, that she’d explain the situation to them, but still, I couldn’t help but wonder what people might think.

Thankfully I had arrived so early that only Tiff was there. She smiled as she saw me and just seeing her strut towards me, hips and ass wiggling, tits jiggling, was enough to make my caged cock ache.

“You ready?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Did you practise like I said?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“Good girl.” She said, smirking.

I felt my head swim at the use of those words.

“Now, I got you an extra gift, to help the dress.”

She handed me a bag, I checked inside and blushed. It was underwear, but of a special kind. Underwear that was less sexy—though it was still very sexy—and more intentional in its design.

The panties were padded on the outside of the thighs, and in the butt, to give me more hip and ass, and the bra was filled with flesh-coloured inserts that would give me tits. Big, perky, tits.

My head spun.

“With these, the dress will fit you perfectly, and you’ll look stunning. You’ll be rolling in tips if you flirt a little, trust me.”

I blushed. I still remembered what Tiff had said about flirting, bending over to flash my panties, and the customers being handsy. I was beginning to wonder if I’d gotten in over my head, but… I needed the money, and part of me was looking forward to dressing up again.

I was looking forward to being pretty and beautiful, hot, sexy. I was looking forward to feeling attractive again. I was looking forward to…

“I had a thought.” I said to Tiff.

She looked at me, raising one eyebrow.

“I mean… I was thinking… I need a name, right? The other waitresses can’t call me Eric while I’m working. I need… I need a girl's name, right?”

She smiled, nodded.

“I supposed you do.” She was smirking. “Did you have one in mind?”

I blushed.

“Erin.” I said.

I spent hours thinking about it, going over names before picking one I wanted. Erin. When I was all dressed up feminine, cute, pretty, I was Erin.

I was looking forward to being Erin again.
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I spent almost an hour getting ready for my first shift, getting changed, slipping on my padded underwear and then my pantyhose, my bra, before finally pulling on my dress—and I couldn’t help but smile at how my new padded underwear filled out my dress, giving me wide hips, a juicy butt and… tits. I had tits. They looked large, perky, and the flesh-toned inserts blended with my chest perfectly, giving me cleavage.

As I looked down at myself I smiled, unable to believe how good I looked, how amazing I felt. I was hot. Erin was hot.

But I needed more than just underwear and a dress, so I sat down and pressed on, focussing on my make-up and hair. My make-up took a while, but I’d practised numerous times over the evening and day, repeating the same look over and over and over until I had it perfect, so it didn’t take me too long. I added eyeliner, mascara, and a blend of purple and black eye-shadows.

To that, I added lipstick, and a hint of shadow and highlight to refine my features, make my cheekbones pop and give me a more glamorous delicate look. As I stared at myself in the mirror I was, for the first time, glad that my face wasn’t overly masculine, that my features were small, refined, almost feminine. It was making the whole process easier, and I looked… beautiful.

I really did look, and feel, beautiful, and it was addictive.

After make-up I did my hair, fitting my wig the same way Tiff had, then styling it to give me long flowing platinum waves. I’d already spent some of the day looking at other wigs, wondering if I might want to change the colour or the style, but I liked blonde, like how bright and glamorous it was, how pretty it made me look.

Finally, I fitted my heels. Immediately I felt my posture shift, the way I stood and moved in them meaning my ass stuck out and my tits looked bigger, shoulders back, head up, and walking in them gave me a very provocative wiggle in my hips and ass. Worse, with my padded bra, I could feel the soft inserts jiggling with each step. My tits were jiggling…

I couldn’t resist staring at myself in the mirror, watching how I moved, how my body wiggled and jiggled, and my smile was bright and stunning. I really was hot, and I knew that in the dress, as short as it was, the customers were going to get an eye-full of my ass and panties as I served them.

Yet, that thought excited me. I felt my heart skip and my cock throb. For the first time, I was glad for the cage as I knew that without it I’d have been hard and my cock would have ruined the way the dress hugged my body.

“Oh my god!”

A voice snapped me from my daze.

“You look A-mazing.”

I turned, saw Cerys in the doorway, staring at me. I blushed. I had thought I had more time to get ready.

“Tiff told me you were going to be trialling out waitressing today, and she warned me that you were cute, but I was not expecting you to look so hot. I can see why she agreed to give you a trial shift. I can imagine more than a few of our customers are going to appreciate having you serving them, just don’t take all the tips okay.”

I blushed, giggled. I giggled, biting my bottom lip, feeling nervous and shy. The way Cerys spoke it was like she meant it.

“Thank you.” I said. “I’m pretty nervous though so I don’t think I’ll do that well, at least not yet.”

Cerys just smiled at me.

“Oh, trust me, a nervous new girl as hot as you, the clients are going to love you. You can expect to get a lot of attention tonight. Our customers always flock to the new girls and if they’re as cute and as shy and as bashful as you all the better. I just hope you’re prepared to be rushed off your feet because everyone is going to want you serving them.”

My head spun. I hadn’t considered that being the new girl, the fresh meat, would make me more attractive to the customers. Was I really going to get that much attention, and… was I ready for it.

“But don’t worry. Tiff’s told me to look after you tonight and show you the ropes. I’ll make sure you’re not too harassed. Just stick close okay.”

I nodded.

“Oh, and what do I call you? How do I introduce you.”

I felt my blush deepen, and my smile widen.

“Erin.” I said, beaming.

Cerys smiled at me.

“It’s lovely to meet you, Erin.”
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After that, it was all quite a whirlwind.

Cerys took charge of me, led me around, introduced me to the other waitresses—all of them knew about my trial run and all of them were very sweet and encouraging, though some of their comments about how hot I was and how I was going to get a lot of attention left me feeling flustered and anxious and nervous. She even introduced me to the barmen, the two men I’d worked with before the previous evening, but they seemed not to recognise me, instead, they both flirted with me.

It was my first time interacting with men as Erin and it made my head spin, a moment of revelation. The way they looked at me, the way they openly admired me and looked me up and down like I was a delicious dessert they wanted to devour, made my body throb and my heart skip.

I felt… wanted. I felt hot and attractive and sexy.

I’d never felt so empowered before, but at the same time, I felt oddly timid. I was short, slim, and they were clearly bigger and stronger than me. There was an odd thrilling tension in knowing how much they wanted me, feeling so desired, feeling like I had a power over them while they were so much stronger than me.

Thoughts of being ravaged rushed through my head and I found them almost exhilarating, the idea that I was so hot, so sexy, that the two men couldn’t resist me. On a whim, almost on an instinct, I gave a wiggle, moving my body in a way that was sensual and exciting, and fluttered my eyelashes, wanting to practise my flirting.

The two men both blushed and became almost flustered. I couldn’t help but smile.

I’d never had that effect on anyone before. As a man, I was boring and drab, easily overlooked, and it took a lot of effort for me to get any kind of attention. Eric was boring, but Erin was hot, and I had an almost niggling worry that I could get used to the joyful freedom of being her.

But I had little time to worry about that. All too soon my shift started, and Cerys really hadn’t been exaggerating. I was run off my heels.

As the new girl, the fresh meat, I got a lot of attention, and many of the clients would ask for me specifically, waiting to be served by me even if it meant waiting a little longer. Cerys, working with me, helped, but even with the two of us, it was a lot of work.

Yet… it was fun in a way too. A lot more fun than working behind the bar restocking cans and washing glasses.

Not only did I get to spend more time with the hot redhead, and the other waitresses, flirting with them in a way that was new and interesting, like girls flirting with girls, being playful, but the customers were all very complimentary.

At the beginning of my shift, it was polite enough, kind words, flattery, compliments, lingering looks, yet I found myself oddly shy and nervous, blushing often. Yet, I did my best, and I remembered all the tips Cerys and Tiff and the other waitresses had given me.

I walked with a strut, back straight, shoulders back, ass and hips wiggling, tits jiggling, and I could feel the customers, the men, staring at me. They all watched me, watched the new hot blonde waitress serving. At first, I was shy, blushing often, flustered, but soon I began to embrace it.

Once I realised the men found me hot I began to really embrace it. It was just for the money, the tips, to pay off my debt, but if I had to do it I might as well enjoy it, right?

So… I did.

I began to flirt, to tease, even going so far as to bend over while serving drinks, legs together, straight, bending at the waist over the table to place glasses down so anyone behind me could get a good view up my skirt while anyone behind me would get a good view down my top.

The men all noticed, and as they began to drink they became more lascivious, flirtatious, more gregarious, and they also became more handsy.

The first time was a shock. I hadn’t been expecting it.

I was bending over to put a glass down, serving a table of middle-aged men in expensive suits, men who’d been flirting with and complimenting me all night, men I’d been flirting with, giggling and fluttering my eyelashes, men who I’d been making an extra effort to wiggle and strut and perform for, men who’d gotten a little tipsy, when I felt it. My skirt had ridden up, flashing my pantyhose-clad ass, my panties, and I was wiggling a little to show off, and I knew the effect I was having on the men around me, enjoying it.

Cerys had been encouraging me, giving me tips, and the other waitresses had been urging me to be more flirtatious, to tease the customers more. That was how you got to earn the big tips they told me. I’d been throwing myself into it, embracing the thrill of the job, the opportunity of it. I’d been enjoying it.

But then I felt it. A hand. A hand on the back of my upper thigh. A firm, strong hand caressing my leg through my pantyhose.

Around me, the men were acting as if this was nothing out of the ordinary, and Cerys too seemed nonplussed. I’d been warned, had been encouraged to let clients feel me a little to earn the big tips, so… I took a deep breath and calmed myself.

So what if a man was groping my leg? So what if a hot, older, rich man was feeling me up because he thought I was a hot girl?

Surely that was a good thing? It meant they liked me, thought I was sexy, and it meant I was likely to get a much larger tip.

So I put the glass on the table, said nothing, and continued to put out the drinks from my tray. I even went so far as to press back a little, wiggling my butt. Only then the hand crept higher, over my leg, under my dress, to my ass, squeezing once, gently.

The grip was firm, a hand under my dress, groping me while I worked. I blushed, shifted, and remained still for just a moment to let the man have a good feel of my body. I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage and I was glad to have it on.

I stood still for a moment, pressing my ass back, not quite sure why I was being so compliant and willing. I knew I wanted to get a good tip, but… it was more than that. I was having fun.

But then the hand left, slipping away, and I remained still, bent over for only a moment, before standing up, pulling my skirt down. Cerys was grinning at me as were the men around the table. I blushed, thanked them, then moved away.

“Good job!” Cerys said. “You flirted well. You keep that up and you’ll be earning a lot of tips in no time.”

I smiled, flustered, giddy. I knew I needed the money so I knew I was going to do my best to flirt, but there was just something about being felt up by a powerful, wealthy, older man while dressed as a hot waitress that felt… wrong and right at the same time. It was like I was doing it for more than just the tips. It was like I was doing it for me, because it was fun, because Erin wanted to have fun, and because I wanted to feel hot and sexy and lusted after for once.


Six

After the first man had groped me, openly, for everyone to see, and I hadn’t complained, it was like everyone else in the room realised I was willing. After that first time getting felt up things just got worse.

As I moved around the room serving drinks the men just became more flirtatious, more direct, more lascivious, and they became a lot more hands-on.

It started with men feeling up my thighs, the backs and the inner parts of my legs, but hands would inevitably roam upwards, to my ass, squeezing. I pretended not to notice or care, and none of the other waitresses made comment—in fact, as I worked I realised they too were often getting felt up, getting groped or molested. Yet, I always gave a small encouragement, wiggling my butt as hands felt me up, pressing back, even going so far as to whimper and moan a few times.

I could barely believe what I was doing. How slutty I was being, but I needed the tips and I was having fun, so who was I hurting? Plus I had Cerys with me. Mostly.

A few times she left me alone, having to go off to attend to another client, and in those moments I felt exposed, yet I coped. I flirted, pouting and fluttering my eyelashes, giggling, bending over, letting men touch me as I served them.

My heart raced and by the end of the evening, I was pretty sure that every man in the bar had touched me at one point or another, a few of them molesting me so often that I could still almost feel their greedy fingers on my smooth legs and ass.

I was breathing hard, head fuzzy, as the bar cleared and we all cleaned up ready to go home. I was hornier than I had realised, but I put that down to the cage, not being able to cum, and the thrill of being Erin, the thrill of being pretty and hot and sexy. It wasn’t anything to do with men lusting after me and feeling me up, was it?

“Tips have been split up.” Tiff said as she finished clearing tables.

I felt my heart skip and I wondered just how much I’d earned. As we all made our way to get our share of the night’s tips I felt a swell of hope. Maybe now I could pay off some of my debt and get some proper food.

We all lined up, and Tiff called us up. I couldn’t stop staring at just how much the other waitresses had made. I felt hope and then…

“Erin?” Tiff called out.

I went up and she handed me my tips. It was a lot more than I’d earned the night before, more than triple, and that was without my week's wages, just in tips, yet…

“Is this all of it? I thought… the other waitresses looked like they got more?” I asked.

Tiff nodded.

“They did.”

She was smiling.

I remembered just how much the clients had groped me, flirted with me, teased me, and I thought I’d done a good job of flirting back, teasing them, encouraging them. I thought I was going to get tipped well, maybe even better because I was the new girl. But still, the other waitresses had earned more. From the looks of it a lot more.

“Why?” I asked.

Tiff’s smile widened.

“Go talk to Cerys. She’ll explain.”

I nodded, took my tips, and headed over to the hot redhead to talk to her. I explained my query and she, like Tiff, just smiled.

“Well… if you want to earn tips like the rest of us you need to be willing to give a little extra. There’s only so much you can earn by serving drinks and letting the clients grope your ass. If you want I can go into more detail? You fancy coming back to my apartment for coffee and we can talk? It's more comfortable there. I’m just a short walk from here.”

I nodded. My head was spinning and my body was exhausted, but more time with Cerys sounded pleasant, plus I really was interested in earning more.
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Cerys’ apartment was pretty lavish for a waitress and she showed me through to the open-plan kitchen and sitting room before heading off to make coffee. I sat down on her sofa, still in my heels, and contented myself to watch as the hot waitress bustled about.

She really was sexy. I’d not been able to get a good look at her before, because I’d been working, and the lights in the bar were dim, but now, in the brighter, quiet confines of her apartment I couldn’t help but admire her.

Her dress was tight fitting, black like might, but longer, though with a slit up either leg that meant her stocking tops and her panties were glimpsed and she walked, and given how low cut it was I couldn’t help but catch an eye-full of her cleavage as she made us coffee.

She was way out of my league. Or rather… she was way out of Eric’s league. As Erin, I felt almost equal to her. She was hot, really hot, but I knew I was hot too.

I might have been an unexceptional man, but as a woman I was stunning. All the men groping me over the course of the evening, flirting with me, vying for my attention, was proof of that.

“So, I need to know… how serious are you about wanting to earn extra tips?” Cerys asked.

As she spoke she walked towards me, carrying two cups of coffee. She put them down on her rather expensive-looking coffee table and sat beside me.

“Just… well, you can just wait tables and do what you did tonight and you’ll earn plenty, but if you want to earn as much as possible you’ll need to give a little extra.”

She was grinning at me. The way she looked at me made me squirm. As close as she was I could smell her body, her perfume, could feel the heat of her. Her leg was pressed against my leg.

She was so hot.

“I… I need the money. Like, I really need the money.”

“Mmm… Tiff told me. But… need is only so much motivation. I wonder… did you have fun tonight?” Cerys asked.

I was still for a moment. She was staring at me intently. I considered her question and the implications of it.

“I… yeah. I suppose I did. I mean, I’ve never done anything like this before, dressing up like this I mean…”

“It suits you.” She said. “Really suits you. You make a really hot girl.”

Something in Cerys' voice told me she meant it as more than an idle compliment between women. I blushed, cock throbbing in its cage.

“Thanks…” I said. “But… yeah, I had fun. It’s nice to feel attractive, to feel wanted, desired.”

She nodded.

“And what about the way the customers treated you? How did you like the way they looked at you, the way they flirted with you, the way they touched you. You flirted well but it can be hard to tell if it’s an act or not. It looked sort of genuine, like you were enjoying all the attention, but I want to know if you were really enjoying it.”

I thought about that, not wanting to rush an answer. I nodded. I had enjoyed it.

“Yeah.” I said, my blush deepening. “It was… it was fun, in an odd way. It was nice to feel their attention on me. There was a thrill in teasing them, turning them on, then feeling their attention and their hands on me. Plus… it helps with tips.”

I giggled. Cerys smiled.

“Well, if you enjoyed that, and want more tips, I can explain how me and the other waitresses were able to earn more than you if you like?”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

Cerys moved closer.

“Well, it's one thing to tease and flirt, to excite, but if you want to earn what I earn, you need to be willing to give a little more than just the basic service experience.” She said.

I blinked, head fuzzy. Did she mean…

“Imagine I’m a client.” She said. “I’m wealthy and powerful. I’ve come to the bar to relax with friends, and you flirt with me. I enjoy it because you’re young and pretty and sexy. You encourage me when I flirt back, giggling and fluttering your eyelashes, wiggling your ass and hips, bending over to flash me your panties. You let me touch you, feel you up, but that just makes me want more. I have money, and I’m willing to be generous, but are you willing to do what it takes to earn it?”

I stared at the hot redhead, blinking.

“I’m not sure what you…”

“You know what I mean. You understand. I know you’re not dumb and you don’t need to feel ashamed either. It’s a perk of the job. All of us waitresses do it. We do it because we get to have fun, we get to flirt with customers we like, and we get paid too. Now, are you willing to be a good girl? Do you want to earn the big tips?”

I was still for a moment. Cerys shifted, moved in close, almost as though she were going to kiss me, but then she stood up, stood towering over me in her heels as I sat on the sofa in front of her.

“Tell you what. Instead of answering with your words, why don’t you answer with action? I’ve been enjoying watching you all night and you’ve got me more than a little flustered. Why don’t you imagine I’m a client, and you’ve been teasing me all night, working me up into a frenzy and now I want release? I’m willing to pay. All you need to do is get on your knees in front of me and do what I say.”

I looked up at her. She was hot.

I got what she was saying, understood now how Cerys and the other waitresses were able to earn so much. It would be one thing to do that kind of thing with a client, a man, but this was Cerys, the hot redheaded waitress.

I wondered for a moment if she was being serious, if she really did want me to fall to my knees and offer her release. I knew though that there was only really one way to find out.

I looked up at her, smiled, and dropped to my knees in front of her.
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Cerys smiled at me.

“Good girl. Obey like that and you’ll be earning the big tips in no time.” She said. “Now, come closer, and lift my dress up, then take my panties off. I’ve been thinking about this all night, ever since I saw you all dressed up and made-up. You are hot.”

I blushed. The stunning redhead really did think I was hot, really did want me.

My cock throbbed in its cage. Tiff had the key, so I knew some things were out, but still… I could offer her my tongue, I could worship her cunt, maybe then she might be interested in letting me fuck her once I was released from my cage.

I shifted, moved forward, and as Cerys watched I reached out to begin peeling her dress up. As I lifted the material she wiggled her hips to help me. She was wearing stockings, suspenders, her legs smooth and warm, plush thick thighs. I let my hands caress over her body, nervous but excited.

“Don’t be shy.” She said.

I was blushing. In my head thoughts raced. Was this really what the customers at the bar wanted from me? Is this what all the other waitresses did? Was that why Cerys had vanished at different points over the evening? Was I expected to provide extra service?

Yet, I couldn’t give such thoughts my attention. I was too focused on Cerys.

My hands roamed up her thighs, raising her dress, lifting it over her stocking tops, exposing her suspender straps, her bare skin, her panties.

She was stood with her legs together, wiggling her hips and ass. She was stunningly beautiful.

“Pull my panties down next.” She said, voice soft, flirtatious.

I did as she said, peeled her panties down, the skimpy, silky undergarments slipping down her legs. Her crotch was shaved smooth except for a small thatch of red hair just above her crotch, her pussy hidden by the way her thighs were pressed together.

“You ready to earn your tip?” She said. “Ready to show me you’re a good girl, and make up for being such a tease all night, getting me all excited? Are you ready to learn how to earn big tips?”

I nodded. Slowly Cerys shifted, parting her thighs. I could feel my caged cock throbbing, agony, my belly fluttering. I was waiting for the sight of her pussy, her cunt.

Her thighs shifted, Cerys working her hips, and then… her cock popped free from where it had been hidden between her legs. Her cock.

Cerys had a cock. The hot redheaded waitress had a cock, a thick, long, beautiful cock. My head buzzed.

“Consider this a good chance to practise the skills you’re going to need to get the big tips, and don’t worry, I and the other waitresses will all be very happy to help you get all the practice you might possibly need.”

With that, she reached out and put a hand on the back of my head. With gentle pressure, she guided me forwards, towards her hard, throbbing cock. I couldn’t help but stare at it.

It was just as beautiful as the rest of her, yet… I’d never touched another cock before.

As Eric the thought had never even occurred to me, but as Erin it felt almost right, natural. I was hot and sexy, a pretty girl, a sensual woman. Men were obviously going to desire me, and some women too. It was only natural that the men I flirted with while I was working would want more from me.

I didn’t have to do anything if I didn’t want to. But the thought of more tips appealed, helping me pay off my debt faster, and, more than that, I was curious. What was it like to be a hot girl, a sexy woman, to be so desired that rich, handsome, older men would pay for pleasure from me.

“Well… it’s not going to pleasure itself. Aren’t you going to be a good girl for me?”

I stared at Cerys’ cock as she pressed my face closer, closer. It was hard, throbbing, thick.

I really did want the big tips, and as Erin maybe serving customers with extra attention wasn’t so bad? Maybe…

It wasn’t like I had to make my mind up on the spot, but maybe… maybe experimenting with the hot redhead would be a good way to find out if I even wanted to offer extra service. Maybe…

As my mouth got closer to Cerys’ cock my thoughts began to go fuzzy. My caged cock throbbed, hard, a fluttering in my belly. I could feel a deep yearning, a hot core of desire.

On instinct, I reached up, wrapped my fingers around her girth, aiming her prick at my lips, and moved forward to lick. Just the once, to find out if I even liked it, wouldn’t hurt, would it?


Seven

As my lips touched the tip of Cerys’ cock I kissed, the head of her prick hard, thick, throbbing, the skin soft like velvet, and there was a tang, salty-sweet. It took me a moment to realise it was precum.

My head spun. I was tasting the hot redhead’s precum. I was kissing her cock. It felt wild and dangerous and… exciting. On a whim I extended my tongue, licking, tasting more. I moaned, lost on the tide of sensations, and Cerys moaned, thrust, her cock sinking into my mouth. I let her, relaxing my jaw, sucking.

With my lips wrapped tight around her girth Cerys pressed her cock deeper into my mouth. I felt her hand on the back of my head, pressing me down, gripping my hair. I was sucking her cock. I was a pretty girl on my knees, sucking a hot waitress's cock. It was… it was amazing. There was a buzzing joy deep inside my belly.

“Fuck that feels good. You’re a natural at this Erin. As hot as you are, and as talented as you are with your mouth, you’re going to make a lot of tips.”

I giggled, but the sound was muffled by cock. A mouthful of hot, thick, throbbing cock.

I sucked, hard, working my tongue, doing all the things women had done to me that I’d enjoyed, all the things I’d seen in porn that turned me on. It was like a switch had been flipped and a new instinct had awoken in me, a new need, a new craving.

I sucked and began to work my head up and down, lips tight, sealed around Cerys’ girth, her cock wet with my spit. I began to work my hand in time with my mouth, using my saliva as lube, her cock too big to fit all of it into my mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down, sucking, lapping, teasing, and Cerys thrust, fucking my head, forcing me to take more with each thrust, pressing my head down. The girth throbbed, hard, and I was moaning, whimpering, my caged cock a delicious agony of frustration.

I felt so hot, so sexy, so pretty and so wanted. I felt lusted after in a way I’d never felt before and I wanted more of it. I looked up, at Cerys, her perfect body, her pretty face, and she smiled at me.

“You are so cute with my cock in your mouth.” She said.

I giggled again, sucking, working my hand. Cerys thrust deeper and deeper until the head of her cock pressed at the back of my throat. I suppressed the urge to gag.

“You want to try taking all of me?” She said. “You want to show me what a talented slut you are?”

Her words lit a fire in me. I was a slut, sucking cock, and I wanted to impress her, wanted her to want me. I wanted to pleasure her. I wanted her cock. I wanted to be her slut.

I began to suck harder, more eagerly, and Cerys pressed her cock in.

“I’ll take your enthusiasm as a yes.” She said, giggling.

Cerys pressed the tip of her cock at the back of my throat and eased it in. There was pain, the urge to gag, but I tried my best to stay calm despite the fact I couldn’t breathe.

“So fucking tight…” Cerys moaned, pleasure, delight, lust.

I couldn’t believe how hot it was to suck cock, to suck a hot redhead’s fat cock. I’d never felt pleasure like it before. I was cute, pretty, sexy. I was Erin, a hot waitress, on my knees, deep-throating a fat cock, and I wanted more.

I wanted more of Erin, more of feeling sexy, pretty, lusted after. I felt attractive like I’d never felt before and it was a powerful, addictive sensation, a corrupting joy burning in me. I needed more.

So… I sucked harder, pressed my head down, and forced more of Cerys cock into my throat. I gagged, struggled, pressed down, choking myself, drooling. I could feel Cerys prick throbbing, getting thicker. My caged dick pulsed, agony.

“Fuck… that’s… so fucking hot.” Cerys said.

I wanted all of it. I forced my head down, swallowing as though milking her prick, and then… my nose pressed against her belly. Her whole cock was in my throat.

I’d taken all of it. I felt a swell of pride, pleasure, joy. I was a good slut. I swallowed over and over, milking Cerys’ prick as I held it in my throat, unable to breathe, feeling it swell, pulse.

She was close. I could feel it. I wanted her to cum. I wanted her to cum down my throat, fill my belly with her spunk. I wanted her to mark me as a slut. I wanted…

Cerys gripped my hair tight and pulled her cock back, slipped it out of my throat, left me gasping for air, pining for her cock.

“Please… more…” I whimpered.

She smiled at me.

“Oh, you’re going to get more.” She said. “Now, bend over and show me that cute ass of yours.”

I stared at her for a moment, dizzy from lack of oxygen and excitement. Then, I giggled, realising what she meant, what she wanted.

Slowly I nodded, and did as I was told.
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I shifted, turning to crawl towards the sofa, and I leaned forward to bend over, my chest and face pressing down into the cushions, my spine curved to lift my ass high. I spread my legs, feeling my dress ride up to show off my ass.

“Such a perfect sight. You show off like that for the customers and you’ll be earning more tips than you know what to do with.” Cerys said.

I giggled, blushing with a rush of shame and excitement. It was one thing to do what I was doing with Cerys, and another to do it with the customers at the bar, for money. Was I really willing to go that far?

Flirting, teasing, showing off, letting them grope me had been fun, but was I really willing to offer extra service in exchange for bigger tips? Was I really willing to let them use me? Was I really willing to pleasure men who would pay for my services?

My mind was racing. Part of me was horrified by the idea, but another part, the part that was becoming louder and bolder, the part that was Erin, was thrilled by it. What better proof was there of how sexy I was, how alluring and hot, than having men pay for my attention, the pleasure of my touch, my body.

And flirting had been fun, feeling their hands, their lust, had been a joy. Just remembering it made my caged dick throb, a burning desire I’d never known before, the pleasure of being pretty and sexy and wanted.

As I thought about it the idea appealed more and more. Maybe it was because I was still dressed as Erin, maybe it was because I was so turned on, so flustered after having just sucked Cerys’ cock, being bent over waiting for her, or maybe it was because I was caged. It didn’t matter.

What mattered was how I felt, and I was excited by the thought of providing extra service. I needed the money, true, but it was more than that. I could flirt and tease and entertain the customers, and, if I wanted, if I chose, I could offer extra service to any customer I wanted.

Some of them had been quite charming and attractive, attentive and flirtatious, almost lecherous but in a way that made me feel good, hunted and lusted after. They were all clearly rich and powerful, older than me, sophisticated. They could have anyone, but… they wanted me, and they were willing to tip me for my attention. Why shouldn’t I embrace that? Why shouldn’t I make some money?

Why shouldn’t I have fun? Why shouldn’t I embrace the slut inside? Why shouldn’t I enjoy being pretty?

As Eric I was boring, overlooked, but as Erin I was hot, lusted after, wanted, so… why shouldn’t I embrace that? Why shouldn’t I embrace the joy I was feeling.

Why…

My racing mind went blank as I felt Cerys' hands, stroking up my inner thighs. I’d forgotten where I was, what was happening, had gotten lost in my imagination, but her touch had brought me back to reality with a crash.

I was in the hot redhead’s apartment, bent over her sofa, ass up, and her cock was still wet with my spit. I felt my body ache with longing. She was going to fuck me.

I’d never even thought about sucking a cock before, let alone getting fucked by one, but as Erin, as hot as I was, it felt almost natural, and the idea that the sexy waitress was going to be my first just made me float on a cloud of bliss and arousal.

Her hands crept up, roaming, caressing, squeezing, groping. They were so much softer than the hands of the men at the bar, her touch more delicate, but just as greedy for me. I pressed back, wiggling my ass, and her fingers crept under my dress to the waist of my pantyhose and my panties. Then… Cerys tugged.

She tugged hard, pulling my pantyhose and my panties down, exposing my bare ass, my crack. I felt the cool breeze and then the warmth of her hands. I shivered.

“Such a pretty sight.” She said. “So inviting.”

I giggled, wiggled my ass again. Fingers teased, caressing along my crack, over my entrance, making my body quiver. My caged cock pulsed, hard, pain and delight. I’d never felt anything like it before.

“You want my cock Erin?” Cerys asked. “Because if you do you’re going to have to beg.”

I felt a surge of emotion. Words swelled up almost without thinking. I yearned for Cerys’ cock like I’d never yearned for anything before.

“Please…” I whimpered. “Please fuck me. I want to feel you. I want your cock inside me. I want your cock in my ass. Use me. Treat me like your slut. Fuck me. Please…”

Cerys groped harder, her grip communicating her lust, her desire, and then… I felt something wet, hard, throbbing pressing along my crack, teasing at my entrance. Cerys shifted her hips forward and the head of her cock sank ever so slightly into my ass.
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I moaned in pleasure, lust, desire, giddy. My ass lit up with delight, joy, bliss, as Cerys’ fat cock sank deep into my ass, spreading my hole wide.

There was an ache, pain, but the pleasure overwrote it. I pressed back, wiggling my hips, and the tip of Cerys’ cock sank deeper. Her hand groped my ass, roamed up under my dress to grip my hips.

“Fuck you are so tight.” She said. “I’m not sure I’ll fit.”

I felt a pang, a want. I wanted her to fit. I wanted all of Cerys cock inside me.

“Please… you have to. I need it. I need all of you.” I said.

I wiggled my hips, spreading my legs wide as I lifted my ass back, clenching down with my tight hole as though to tempt Cerys to fuck her cock deep.

Her grip tightened and then… she thrust.

“As you wish.” She said, her smile audible.

Her cock sank into my tight, virgin hole, slipping into my ass. I felt my hole stretching, gaping, forced open. There was pressure, a moment of resistance and then… her cock popped past it, sinking deep into me. She thrust in, burying her entire cock in my ass in one smooth stroke.

I felt the throbbing girth of it press on my inner walls, a knot of pleasure inside my belly pulsing. I felt joy spreading through me, heat, want, lust.

I fucked back, grinding down on Ceryss cock. I worked my hips, my ass, and as I did Cerys pulled back, slipping her cock out of my hole, easing it out until just the tip was inside me. I squeezed down, whimpering for more.

“Ready for me to fuck you?” Cerys said. “Ready to learn how to earn the big tips?”

I nodded. I had lost the ability to speak. I just needed to get fucked.

There was a moment where all I could feel was the very tip of Cerys’ cock, and then… she fucked in. She fucked her cock into my ass, and she began to pound me.

I moaned loudly as she fucked me, working her cock in and out. My hole stretched to fit her, gaped, used, and I worked my hips and ass back in time with her to offer her as much pleasure as possible. I fucked back, riding her prick.

Pleasure pulsed through me, bright, hot, addictive. I wanted more. I wanted all of it.

Was this what it would be like to offer extra services to the clients at the bar? If it felt this good maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. I could have fun, could enjoy pleasure, feel sexy, wanted, lusted after, and I could earn good money, generous tips so I could pay off my debt.

I couldn’t focus on that though. All I could focus on was the feeling of Cerys gripping my hips and fucking me. She was fucking me hard.

Her cock fucked in and out, using me, breeding me, and my caged cock throbbed, agony, bright pleasure, drool precum. I could feel the pleasure in my gut swelling, each thrust of Cerys’ fat cock pressing on a knot of bliss inside my ass that radiated out an intense pulse of delight.

I wanted more, wanted all of it. I fucked her as hard as she fucked me, face down, ass up, legs spread, a pretty, slutty waitress getting used, getting bred.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Fuck me, use me, cum in me. Please. Cum in my ass. Use me and fuck me and cum inside me.”

I was lost in the pleasure, the words coming on their own, unwilled, bubbling up from the depths of my soul. I meant them utterly. I needed her cock, her cum. I needed to get fucked.

Cerys’ was only too happy to oblige me, giving me exactly what I wanted. She fucked me hard, fast, deep, using me, claiming my ass, my hole, my virginity. She fucked me deep, rough, and I felt her cock swelling, throbbing, and I squeezed my ass tight.

Her cock was getting fatter, longer, harder, and I knew what that meant. She was close. She was close to cumming. She was going to cum inside me.

I worked my ass harder, faster, riding her, wanting her cum inside me, wanting to feel it, wanting to be her slut. I wanted the hot, sticky proof of how sexy I was, how pretty I was deep inside me.

My mind raced with images, men tipping me, Cerys using me, me as the pretty slut offering her body up, being desired and wanted in ways I’d never imagined before. I wanted it. I wanted all of it. I… I wanted to be Erin.

“Cum in me.” I said.

I felt Cerys thrust, deep, fucking me hard, and she slammed her cock in and held it there as I felt her throb, pulse, swelling. I felt her and then… she was cumming, cumming hard, baptising the inner walls of my ass with her spunk, christening me as a slut.

“FUCK!” She roared, hoarse with pleasure.

I pressed back, squeezed my ass tight, and felt her cum filling me, her cock throbbing. She was cumming inside me and that fact along with the pleasure of her cock buried deep in my ass was enough to push me over the edge.

I felt the knot of pleasure in my gut unravel and then… I was cumming. I was cumming hard, my caged dick throbbing as it drooled cum, Cerys filling me, and my body was wracked with a climax more intense than anything I’d felt before.

My cock had never even got hard, trapped in its cage, and I’d cum from just getting fucked in my ass. I really was a slut.

I giggled, wiggling my hips, grinding my ass back, wanting to feel every last drop of pleasure possible. I moaned, softly, drunk on the bliss and the joy of it all.

Slowly I felt Cerys’ climax subside, her cum warm and sticky inside my ass, her cock still hard. She began to slip out, and I clenched down to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible.

As her cock popped free I felt a thin trickle of cum leave my well fucked hole, warm and gooey. A hand stroked my back.

“Fuck that was good. I’ve been hoping I’d get a chance to fuck you since I met you yesterday, but I had no idea you’d be so good, or so pretty.” Cery said.

I was basking in the afterglow of my climax. I looked back over my shoulder and smiled, a warm glow radiating through me.

“Thank you.” I said. “That was… that was amazing.”

“So, you think you’re interested in earning the big tips.” Cerys said, chuckling.

I smiled, blushing.

“If they’re as big as yours, maybe.” I said. “But… yeah, I’ll think about it. Just so you know though, you don’t need to tip me if you want to do that again.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying, how flirty I was being. Cerys grinned at me.

“Is that so? In that case, how about we have some food, maybe you can stay the night, as we can go again before you go home.”

I nodded, beaming. My ass was sore, well fucked, and full of cum, but…

“I can definitely take more.” I said.

And I meant it.

Epilogue

After my night with Cerys, I decided to be brave, to embrace my newly uncovered slut, to embrace Erin. I took some of the money I’d earned and I went shopping with her and I bought myself some new outfits and some more make-up and even took myself to get my ears pierced and my nails done. Cerys was very supportive in helping me pick out clothes that she thought I’d look good in, helping me select lingerie and heels, make-up colours, even choosing my earrings—big golden hoops and a matching necklace—and choosing my nails, long and talon-like, in dark red.

That first evening after my night with her it was like everything had changed. Maybe it was something about me, something I’d unlocked, or maybe I was just more open-minded. Whatever it was it meant people treated me differently.

As I arrived for that first shift after my night with Cerys, after losing my oral and anal virginity, I could feel the change in me, and it was exciting. I was Erin, more fully Erin than I had been before. It was like Eric was becoming more and more of a distant memory.

I moved with grace and poise, and even Tiff made a comment about how good I looked, how happy, how well I moved. Something about how she smirked at me and Cerys told me she had her suspicions about what we’d got up to.

The customers too seemed to notice the change. Or maybe it was just that after my first shift rumours had spread about the new, pretty, hot waitress and more customers wanted to come and meet me, flirt with me, try to get my attention.

It was pleasant, being the centre of all that attention, having men vying for the privilege of me serving them, and though I was nervous in the beginning I all too quickly overcame that, throwing myself back into the game of flirting, being flirted with, teasing, letting them grope me.

I felt their hands on my legs, ass, teasing under my skirt, fondling my thighs and butt, and I would wiggle and giggle and act coy and shy. In my head I was wondering… am I really brave enough to go further? Am I really brave enough to offer more than just flirtation? Am I that much of a slut that I’m willing to offer my hands, my mouth, my ass to get extra tips?

But then I realised… it wasn’t just about the tips, the money. Sure, the money was why I was there, but I was forgetting that it was fun. It was fun to flirt, to tease, and I’d had fun with Cerys. It was fun to have the men lust after me, to feel hot and sexy, to be the centre of all their lascivious attention, so… why not embrace Erin?

So, when a cute man in his late thirties entered, well-dressed, charming, I couldn’t help but feel my caged cock twitch. When he looked at me, winked, and called for my attention I felt my belly flutter. When he flirted with me, teased me, groped me as I served him and his friends their drink I felt my hole quiver.

When he asked if I was willing to offer him extra service I felt myself pause. Could I? Dare I?

But… it was just the once. If I didn’t like it I wouldn’t have to do it again. I could stop at one, just for the experience, to sate my blossoming curiosity.

I said yes. I offered him my hands, my mouth, and I let him cum deep in my throat. I was better than I ever could have imagined. I felt so slutty and sexy, I had so much fun, and the tip was… incredible.

After that first time, it was easier. I felt more relaxed, more free, and word got around. The clients were all desperate for my attention. I felt more wanted, more desired, than I’d ever thought possible.

Plus, with so much attention, I got to pick the customers I wanted to spend time with, the ones who I wanted to give extra service to. I picked only the ones who were hot, who made my belly flutter, the ones who were charming and complimentary. I picked the men who excited me.

I pleasured five men with my mouth that night, earned more in tips than I’d earned in a month at my previous job.

The next night I felt emboldened, and when my first client came back, eager to spend more time with me, I decided to take that final leap. I let him use my ass, let him cum inside me, let him breed me. I came, hard, as he fucked me, and I knew there was no going back. At that moment I felt Eric lose the battle. Erin had won, and Erin was a slut.
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It wasn’t long before I’d paid off my debt. Just over two months of working in the bar, just over two months of providing extra service to the clients who wanted me. And it turned out that pretty much everyone wanted me.

I got to be as picky as I wanted, only choosing the clients that I wanted to let use my mouth or my ass, and still, there were more than I could handle. Over the weeks that followed I gained regular customers, men would come back three or four or five times a week just to talk to me, spend time with me, feel the pleasure of my mouth or my ass, and as I got more experience, as I got more skilled at giving pleasure, at offering extra service, the tips went up.

I was in demand. I was in demand in a way I’d never been in demand before. People wanted me. Men wanted me. Cerys wanted it. And it turned out Tiff wanted me too.

It was a wild adventure.

I spent the following weeks either working, serving my customers, earning more tips than I could spend, even with my debt to pay off, flirting and teasing, giving pleasure with my mouth and ass, or with Cerys, and sometimes with Tiff.

Yet through it all, I remained caged. I remained caged for so long that I stopped noticing or caring. It began to feel right, and it wasn’t like I needed to take it off for release. If I needed to cum I could just get fucked, and I was getting fucked a lot.

My clients used me, Cerys used me, even Tiff used me—taking me with a girthy strap-on that was bigger than any real flesh and blood cock, stretching me wide, training my hole. It was amazing. There was more pleasure than I ever knew possible.

More than once I spent the night with Cerys and Tiff together, the pair of them using me, and sometimes Cerys and I would service clients together, the two of us pleasuring one lucky customer, or the two of us pleasuring a group of three or four or even more men, offering our mouths and asses up to cock.

Erin’s life was better than Eric's. I knew I could never go back. After I paid off my debt I knew there was no going back.

So… I just needed to decide where I was going. Cerys helped with that too.

She helped me learn about my options, helped me figure out what I wanted, what suited me. With the tips I was earning, there was no limit to what I could do, but I started simply, with a visit to the doctors to get onto hormones so I could begin my medical transition to Erin.

As my body began to change I began a full social transition, letting Eric fade away, becoming Erin full time. I was happier than I’d ever figured I could be. I was pretty, sexy, wanted, and life was good.

After my debt was paid off I began to spend money on myself. I spent money on hair removal, permanent hair removal so I wouldn’t need to shave ever again, and I got myself new clothes, more make-up, a collection of high-quality wigs, and I discovered the joy of shoes, buying more heels than any human could possibly ever wear in one lifetime.

I bought lingerie too. So much lingerie, and I bought jewellery and accessories and handbags and I began to let my hair grow out, getting it cut at an expensive hairdresser. I even spent money on dates, going out with Cerys often, sometimes going out with Tiff, occasionally going out with both of them.

And sometimes I even let clients take me out, letting them take me away for luxurious weekends to exotic places, getting paid very well just to enjoy myself and get fucked, a lot, which was rapidly becoming my favourite thing in the world.

Sex as Eric had been a chore, the pressure to perform, the anxiety, but as Erin I felt free. I offered up my mouth, my ass, and I let someone else do all the work while I got all the pleasure—though sometimes I did have to do some of the work, riding, grinding, working up a sweat, but even on those occasions it was still less stressful and more pleasurable than any experience I’d ever had as Eric.

It was all like a dream come true. I was finally living my best life. I was happy.
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“Ready?” I called out.

“Ready.” The voices came back.

Two voices. Tiff and Cerys. They were outside, waiting for me. I took one last moment to check myself out in the mirror, examining how I looked, wanting to make the perfect impression.

I was wearing the short pink dress I’d picked out for just this occasion, the fabric clinging to the curve of my body perfectly.

Just over two weeks ago it hadn’t fit me, but today it fit perfectly. It clung to my hips, my ass—my ass that was even bigger and peachier, fuller, and my hips were wider, all thanks to the hormones and the extra workouts I’d been doing—and it squeezed my tits, low cut, revealing my ample cleavage.

I smiled as I looked at myself. My tits. My cleavage.

My brand new tits. My brand new cleavage.

With my loan paid off and the tips still coming in I’d been able to save money to spend on things I wanted for me, for Erin, and the first thing I’d bought was new tits.

I’d grown in small tits on the hormones, and my nipples had gotten larger, perkier, but I wanted big tits. I wanted massive, perky, slutty tits.

And I’d got them. I’d bought them. I’d had surgery and now I had the most stunning pair of tits I’d ever seen. Big, heavy, jiggly tits. I lifted my hands up to feel the swell of them, the weight of them, the curve of them. Even through my bra and my dress my nipples tingled, so sensitive to pleasure now.

I pulled my shoulders back, stood up straight. The way my new bra, my new dress, fit me, the curves of my body, sent a shiver along my spine, my cock throbbing in its cage—the smaller, prettier cage that I wore all the time now. I was beautiful. I was pretty. I was sexy.

I gave a wiggle, watching my reflection. My hair, my natural hair, bleached blonde, cascaded around my shoulders. My make-up was perfect, long fake lashes, long fake nails, plump lips. I turned to the door, reached out to the handle, gripping it. I turned it, ready to face my friend and my girlfriend, ready to face my future.

As the door opened I stepped out, heels clicking, and I felt better than I could ever have imagined. I was happy. I was truly, utterly, happy.

I wondered what came next. I couldn’t wait to find out.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


HONEYMOON SURPRISE
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It was the happiest day of my life. I was marrying the love of my life, Emily, the gorgeous woman who’d given me more than I’d ever dreamed possible and… tonight was our wedding night.

Emily had insisted we save ourselves until we were married. I’d agreed because I loved her, and because I would do anything to make her happy. She’d planned the honeymoon, had kept it a secret, had wanted to make it special, had wanted to surprise me.

She succeed. I was definitely surprised…

Emily was the love of my life, the perfect woman, and she’d given me everything. Not only was she the most beautiful woman I’d ever met, but she was kind, smart, funny and sweet too. She was way out of my league yet she’d picked me.

She picked me, had asked me out, and made it clear she thought I was cute. Me! Scrawny, short, unexceptional me. Out of all the men she could have had she’d picked me!

It had been magical. Not only had I fallen head over heels in love with her, but she’d fallen madly in love with me too and soon we were making plans to get married, plans that were perhaps a little hurried because Emily was insisting we save ourselves until after we were wed.

Yet, I didn’t mind. How could I when she’d given me so much? Not only her love, her heart, but also my career and a home, since Emily wasn’t just beautiful and hot and cute and smart and funny and kind, she was also rich and from a very successful family.

I was given everything I’d ever wanted.

All too soon it’s the day of my wedding, and after that it’s our honeymoon, the surprise Emily has been planning for months. Only… it’s far more of a surprise than I was expecting.

Emily has a lot more planned that I was expecting and it’s up to me if I want to accept or not. I can embrace what she’s offering me, or I can leave and lose everything. For the woman I love I’d do anything…

So begins my transformation. I’d imagined our wedding night so many times, our first time together, but I’d never thought it’d be me in panties, stockings, and suspenders. I never imagined that in the end, I’d be the wife…


FEMINIZED BY THE LIBRARIAN
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Nathan is in trouble. He’s at risk of losing his place on the team and thus losing his scholarship. Coach Winters, the hot, domineering soccer coach, demands he keeps his grades up or he’s out, and he’s not been keeping his grades up.

He’s given an ultimatum, either improve or get off the team. Luckily for Nathan Coach Winters has scheduled him an appointment with one of the college’s librarians to get him some extra tuition. Only the librarian’s methods are rather… unorthodox.

Nathan has worked long and hard to land his place on the college soccer team and earn his scholarship, only now he can feel it all slipping away. Having graduated from his high-school team he’s discovered that he just can’t measure up to the other young men around him.

He’s not as strong or as fast as the other players and it’s getting to him. Worse, his hopes of enjoying the college lifestyle are rapidly deflating since he’s just too awkward and nervous to be able to talk to girls and they’re all more interested in the more masculine players anyway.

With his morale at an all-time low, he’s started to let things slip and his grades are going down, which means he’s at risk of losing his place on the team and losing his scholarship. His Coach, Coach Winters, the hot, intimidating older woman who demands her players keep their grades up, has given Nathan one last chance.

He can either work with a tutor, one of the college’s librarians, or he can get off the team. Knowing that to lose his place on the team would mean having to leave college, Nathan agrees to work with the tutor.

Only the Librarian is nothing like Nathan had been expecting. She’s young, hot, and her methods are… unconventional to say the least. Nathan is out of options though, so when the librarian begins to lead him down a path of gradual feminization and self-discovery what can Nathan do?

Only what Nathan discovers is more than he expected. Who knew panties felt so good, so right, and soon he finds that it’s not just his grades that are improving...


FEMBOY CAFE
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Aaron and his best friend Owen have headed off to college together, hoping to enjoy the newfound freedom. Only… they’re struggling for money. Or rather Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has plenty of free cash.

Curious, and worried about his best friend, Aaron enquires about Owen’s new job, wondering out loud if maybe there are any vacancies. When Owen finally shows Aaron where he works Aaron is shocked. And he’s even more shocked when he lands a job… at the femboy cafe.

Aaron and Owen have long dreamed of heading off to college together, starting their adult life together. They saved for it all through high school, working part-time jobs, rarely going out, spending as little as possible, but… they soon discovered that their savings are not quite enough.

The pair are struggling for cash. Or rather, Aaron is. Owen, thanks to his new part-time job, has cash to spare, despite only working a few shifts each week.

That surplus of cash, plus how secretive Owen is about the job, piques Aaron’s interest. He’s worried about his best friend getting caught up in something unsavoury. He wants to make sure his friend is safe. Plus… maybe they’d let him work there too.

Only, when Aaron finally convinces Owen to show him where he works, it’s nothing like he expected.

Owen works a members-only cafe, pretty maids serving tea and coffee and cake. Aaron is slightly confused by it all, but when Owen introduces him to the owner he’s delighted when he’s offered a job—though given his lack of experience she makes Owen responsible for his performance.

It’s only then that Aaron discovers what Owen does, and what he’s expected to do.

Owen is a femboy maid. All the maids in the cafe are femboys and if Aaron is going to work there he’ll need to become a femboy too. Aaron is left bewildered and unsure, but Owen is confident his friend has it in him to become an incredible femboy.

And thus begins a journey of feminization, self-discovery, romance, and desire that binds the friends closer than ever before...


PANTIES FOR SALE
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Pete and Dale, best friends since high school, have just started college and are aspiring photographers trying to build a reputation for themselves, only… they’re short on cash.

But then Dale has an idea. With all their photography equipment maybe there’s a way to make fast cash. Only it’s a little unconventional, and it involves panties...

Pete and Dale dream of being artists, fine art photographers. Their hope was to start a photography studio while studying at college to get started early, only… its more expensive than they had thought and now they’re struggling for rent.

But then Dale has an idea. He knows a girl who makes good money selling her used panties. Maybe they could try that. Only… the market for a boy’s worn underwear is a lot less lucrative.

So, the pair come up with a wild scheme. Maybe they can fake it? All they need are some panties. Right? But when they do their market research they realise there’s a problem.

To get a good price for worn panties they need photographic proof that they were worn, they need images of the owner wearing them, and there’s no easy way to fake that...

Or is there? The best friends have a lot of photography equipment, and they know how to take excellent photos and how to edit them. They can wear panties for a simple photoshoot, right?

Yet, when the boys start getting fans things quickly get out of hand. They get offers of even more money in exchange for more panties, more photos. So begins a journey of self-discovery, feminization, and romance that changes everything, and that promises to solve the pair’s cash problem for good.


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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