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MAID SERVICE

Kieran only wanted adventure, a few months of travel before settling into adult life. But when his bag is stolen along with all his money and passport, he’s left stranded and desperate in a foreign country. Then he sees the ad... Room, board, wages. Apply within.

The hotel is nothing like he imagined. The “interview” takes him not to an office but to a luxury spa, where his body is pampered, reshaped, and revealed as something wholly new. Kieran is transformed into a maid, a girl in silk stockings and short skirts, and is then trained to serve the guests with more than just fresh sheets.

What begins as humiliation becomes heady, intoxicating bliss. Each new task awakens cravings he never knew he had, until he can no longer deny the truth, he loves being a pretty, obedient maid, desired and adored. And under tender yet commanding guidance, Kieran’s shame melts into joy, his service into love.

Now, with his contract nearly over, Kieran faces the choice of a lifetime. Should he return to the boy he once was, or surrender fully to the girl he has become, a shameless, devoted maid, ready to give her heart and body forever.

A decadent tale of feminization, service, and unexpected romance, perfect for readers who crave transformation, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of becoming.

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


One

The sound of the sea lapping at the white sandy beach was almost enough to soothe me. Almost, but not quite.

“What the fuck am I supposed to do now?” I muttered to myself.

I was sitting on the beach watching the sun drift across the sky. Around me holiday makers were relaxing, basking in the sun, enjoying their holidays, all of them oblivious to my plight. How had I been so stupid?

I chuckled to myself, shaking my head. I knew exactly how I’d been so stupid. I’d gotten confident. I’d relaxed. I’d let my guard down.

When I’d started on my six-month backpacking trip two months ago, fresh from graduating college, I’d been cautious and alert. I’d read all the guides about how to stay safe, what precautions to take, what to look out for, and I’d been prepared.

Yet, when I’d started travelling it had been nowhere near as bad as I’d been led to believe. People had been friendly, welcoming, warm, even kind. I’d met people, other travellers, locals, had made friends, and it had been a blast.

It had been two of the best months of my life, travelling, seeing the world, experiencing things, growing as a person. It had been everything I’d hoped it would be and I couldn’t have been happier.

The whole trip had been a gift from my parents for graduating. They’d paid for flights, and travel, but had made it clear that I needed to pay for accommodation, food, and everything else myself. I’d agreed eagerly. The offer to pay for travel was already incredibly generous given how hard up they were, and I had some savings from having worked through college and thanks to some money my grandfather had left me.

I’d had to budget carefully, staying in cheap hotels and hostels, travelling by train and bus for a lot of it rather than by plane, but that had only added to the experience. I’d seen more of the places I was visiting, had found time to read, journal, and take photographs. I’d met people, eaten interesting food, and even had a fair few misadventures.

Yet, even with all of that things had been okay. Even as a young man travelling on his own, and not even a particularly large or intimidating man, I’d been safe.

So, I’d gradually let my guard down. I’d started relaxing. I’d begun to enjoy myself. Which is when it had all gone wrong.

I’d been having coffee and a croissant on the plaza, enjoying the morning sun, reading and catching up on emails on my phone, when I’d had to use the loo. I’d only been gone a few minutes but when I came back…

“How could I have been so stupid.” I said to myself.

I’d been sitting in the corner of the cafe, out of the way, with my bag out of sight. When I’d gotten back everything I’d left at my table was gone. My bag, my books, my camera, my wallet, even my passport. The only thing I’d kept on me when I’d gone to the toilet had been my phone.

At least I still had my phone.

Yet, I’d lost everything else. I was due to catch a train tomorrow but I’d lost my tickets and didn’t have any money to buy any more. I was stranded.

Worst of all, my wallet had contained a large amount of the money I’d saved for travelling. Sure I could have kept it in a bank, but with exchange rates and transfer fees every time I took out cash or paid for something on a card I’d have been losing money. I’d been told cash was the cheapest way to travel, had been advised that many places wouldn’t even take card.

That had all been true, but it meant that losing my wallet also meant losing most of what I’d saved up for my trip. I could no longer afford my train, couldn’t afford to stay where I was. I could barely afford to eat.

I was left with the very real prospect of having to call my parents to ask them for help to fly me home. I didn’t want that. I still had four months of plans left, still had so much potential adventure ahead of me.

In my head I just kept berating myself, harsh words telling myself how dumb I’d been, how foolish, how stupid. It would have been so easy to take my bag with me but I’d been lazy and now someone had stolen pretty much everything I had.

I was stranded, with very few options. I didn’t want to phone my parents and tell them how badly I’d fucked up, didn’t want to admit to them what a failure I was.

That word struck me, hard. Failure.

It was something I felt deep at my core. No matter what I did it seemed to haunt me.

I’d worked hard to graduate high school and college with good marks, hard friends, people who liked me, and I was in pretty good shape physically thanks to cycling and running and yoga, but still, I always felt like I wasn’t quite good enough.

It didn’t help that despite being in my early twenties I’d never had a girlfriend. That I’d never even really kissed a girl.

Sure, I’d had a few clumsy, drunken fumbles at parties, but nothing real. I was just too self-conscious, too awkward and timid and shy. I just never felt comfortable.

While the other boys around me had all grown up and become confident young men, had met girls, gone off to college to enjoy a party lifestyle, I’d been busy toiling away with books because I was too shy to get out there.

That was what the trip was for. It was meant to boost my confidence, push me out of my comfort zone, and it had been doing that, but now… now it was all over. I was going to have to return to my ordinary life in disgrace, give up on the hopes of changing, growing.

That thought weighed heavy. I didn’t want to go back to what I’d left.

I’d gone travelling to find myself. Returning to the old life I’d left behind seemed like admitting defeat. But then… hadn’t I been defeated? Hadn’t I defeated myself?

I felt a swell of almost… anger. At myself, at the world, at whoever had stolen my bag and my stuff, at the world for being so unfair. That anger radiated out, and I felt suddenly stubborn.

Why should I let some shitty opportunistic thief ruin my vacation of a lifetime? Why should I give in so easily?

That’s what I’d always done. All through high school, the moment things had gotten hard or challenging I’d given in. The moment things had been stressful or uncomfortable I’d given in.

As the other boys my age had all sprouted, blossomed, and I’d been left behind, I’d drifted away. No one had bullied me or been cruel. My friends had all tried to include me, but I’d still given up. I’d been defeated by myself, my own poor self-image and self-worth.

As the other boys had blossomed, become young men, had gotten taller and broader and hairier, I’d become very aware of the fact that I was different. I wasn’t blossoming. That, combined with the fact that I was already a little awkward, just made me more introverted. I became shy, timid, threw myself into studying.

Even at college, which was meant to be a fresh start, I’d done the same. Around me people were making friends, getting out, having fun, being adventurous. Even while studying hard people found time to experience what life has to offer, but not me.

I stayed in my room most of the time, studying, letting life pass me by. I shrank into myself, became smaller and smaller, more and more aware of how uncomfortable I was in my own skin. No one else struggled like I did. I felt almost broken.

Which was why I’d decided to take the trip. I wanted to push myself out of my comfort zone. I wanted to grow.

I was out of school. I was out of college. I was a young man, about to start the rest of my life. I had to accept myself, learn to love myself. I wanted to find happiness and that meant learning to be more outgoing, more confident, finding a sense of peace with who I was.

And I’d been doing that. I’d been getting out there, pushing myself, and though sure it was exhausting and all I wanted to do was go home and hide at times, I’d also had fun, made friends. The first two months had been gruelling in many ways, but I figured it was just about to get better. It was just about to start working.

Going home now, as a failure, would just cement things. It would fix in place my opinion of myself as a worthless loser. I didn’t want that. I’d come travelling to find myself, and that’s what I needed.

So, I took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh. Why should I leave the beautiful resort city, the sun, beach, sand, the people? Maybe I would have to go home, but maybe there was another way. Maybe there was a chance for me to find a way to stay. I owed it to myself to at least try.
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The job advert jumped out at me the moment I saw it.

HELP WANTED. LIVE IN POSITION WITH ROOM, BOARD, FOOD INCLUDED.

It was perfect. I could get a job and work.

Sure I’d been planning on travelling to a few more places, but even if I just had to stay in place and work to sustain myself it was better than going home with my tail between my legs. I could get a job, earn money to live on, and as a bonus, I’d get room, board, and food all included as part of the deal. It wasn’t what I’d intended when I set out on my trip, but it was better than the alternative.

As I looked up the address and made my way to the hotel that was advertising I tried to look on the bright side of it all. It was a challenge to overcome, a chance to prove to myself that I was resourceful and independent, that I could look after myself in a crisis. Also, staying in one place for longer might mean a chance to meet more people, make proper friends. Maybe I could even meet a girl and have a holiday romance.

That thought made me smile and blush. My immediate response was to dismiss it as wishful thinking but I forced myself to pause and be kind to myself. Maybe it was possible. Wasn’t that what this trip was about? Getting out there, changing, growing, being outside of my comfort zone.

The thought of meeting a girl and having a holiday romance excited me but it also scared me. What if I was found insufficient? What if I was rejected or hurt? All those possibilities loomed over me, making me anxious.

But, if I wanted to change I needed to move through fear. I needed to move through the uncomfortable feelings. I couldn’t avoid them forever, couldn’t go around them. I needed to go through them.

So… maybe a holiday fling was possible. I smiled and blushed at that, daydreaming about a future where things worked out. What would it be like if things were okay?

By the time I arrived at the hotel I was feeling almost optimistic about it all. I went up to the main desk, a pretty blonde woman with tanned skin and bright blue eyes sat there, and I waited for her to turn her attention to me.

It only took a moment.

“How can I help you?” She said with a smile.

“Hi, I’m Kieran.” I said.

I felt butterflies in my stomach. I was always anxious talking to pretty women. I stiffened my nerves though and explained why I was there, that I’d seen the advert and was applying for the job.

The woman looked slightly confused for a moment so I showed her the advert I’d found on my phone. When I’d decided I wasn’t going to give in easily I’d sat and come up with a plan over coffee.

I’d had pretty much everything stolen, but if I could get a job then I could work to earn money back and, even if it meant not travelling like I’d planned, I’d not have to go home and give up completely. Plus, adapting to unforeseen circumstances, not giving up at the first sign of trouble, was growth, right?

So, I’d gone to job hunting and to my surprise and delight, I’d found the perfect job. Yet, the woman’s confusion worried me.

“Ah, yeah. I… I’m not sure…”

“Look, if I can just speak to the manager that would be amazing. I’m desperate. I’ve had everything stolen and I’m just looking to work so I can earn something to get me back on my feet.” I said.

There was no harm in being honest, right? Plus, maybe a bit of sympathy would help. The woman smiled and told me she’d see what she could do, told me to sit while she made some calls.

I did as she said, sat and waited while she used the phone. I could feel a sense of nervous anxiety increasing. I needed the job. It was ideal.

The woman put the phone down and looked over at me, her smile wider. I felt a spark of hope.

“She’ll come out to fetch you in just a moment.” She said.

I thanked her and settled down to wait. I only had to wait about ten minutes.

“Kieran?”

It was a woman’s voice. I turned and felt my nerves get suddenly worse. If the woman behind the reception desk was pretty then the woman who’d called my name was beautiful.

She was tall, slim, with full curves, dressed in a tight-fitting knee-length skirt and a white blouse, legs clad in stockings, with cute heels on her feet. Her hair was black, cropped to just above her shoulders and her eyes were bright blue behind her glasses.

The dark makeup she wore made her look almost intimidating, but also… kinda hot.

The last thing I needed was for the person interviewing me to be hot. But I didn’t really have much choice.

I raised my hand, waved, and rose to my feet to introduce myself.

“I’m Ms Leite. I’m the manager here. I heard you were in desperate need of a job?”

I nodded.

“Then please, come into my office and you can explain.” She said.

She stepped off and led me to her office, a small room just behind reception, but reasonably well furnished, offering me tea or coffee. I accepted a coffee gratefully.

With a hot drink in hand she had me explain everything, about my trip, what had happened, why I needed the job. She listened as I talked, playing close attention, and I told her everything. It felt good to be listened to, to be heard. I let it all out, all my frustrations, worries, how desperate I was, how adamant I was that I didn’t want to just give up on my plans, on my trip.

Ms Leite listened, nodded, when I finally stopped, my story over, she sat for a moment in quiet.

“So, that’s why I need the job.” I said.

She nodded again.

“I understand, but… while we do have some vacancies I am not sure you are suitable. I am sorry.”

I felt the spark of hope that had grown falter and begin to wither. My instinct was to give in, to surrender, to retreat, but that wasn’t who I wanted to be. I took a deep breath.

“Please.” I said. “I need the work, somewhere to stay. I’d even take a reduced salary. I just want to work to earn something so I don’t have to give up completely. This is really important to me. I need this. This is my chance to really find myself and if not now then… I’m worried I’d just give up. Please.” I said.

I was close to begging. Could I beg?

Ms Leite looked at me, took slow breaths as she watched me. Her eyes were sharp, observant. She smiled, kindly.

“I understand. I really do. And I can hear how much you want this, how much you need this, but I’m really not sure the position is something that you’d enjoy or…”

“I don’t care about enjoying it. I just want a chance to earn some money and find my feet. Please. I’m willing to do anything.” I said.

Ms Leite paused. She stared at me for what felt like a long time. She looked me up and down, almost studying me.

“It is important that our staff enjoy their work though, that they are committed and that they work hard. I understand that you are desperate, but are you willing to fully give your best and turn up as we require?” She said.

I broke into a wide smile.

“Absolutely.” I said, without hesitation.

“If I got this job you’d be saving me. I’d want to repay you and show you how grateful I was. I’d absolutely give you my best.”

Ms Leite’s smile widened. She nodded again, looking almost pleased.

“And you’d be willing to sign a contract? Taking you on would require some expense on our part for training and… preparing you. We’d need an agreement to make sure we get value out of employing you. You won’t be able to run off the moment you have some money in your pocket even if the job isn’t quite what you expected.”

“Absolutely. I… I assume then there’s a minimum term?”

“Three months.” She said.

She turned to rummage in a drawer, pulling out several sheets of paper, gathering a pen, pushing them both towards me.

“If you sign this you’ll be committing to at least three months with us. No outs without repercussions and costs being passed onto you.”

I nodded. I looked at the papers, numerous forms and contracts that needed filling out.

“So you’re offering me the job?” I said, voice eager.

Ms Leite nodded.

“You seem genuinely in need and while I’m not sure about you, I think you might actually be a good fit. I have a sense for these things and I think I’m willing to take a risk on you.”

I beamed, the hope rekindled to new brightness.

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

Ms Leite chuckled, kindly.

“Oh, I’m certain you won’t.” She said, sounding very confident.


Two

Ms Leite assigned me a room and arranged a meal for me as an act of kindness.

“We normally don’t do this until people have started work, and you don’t start until tomorrow, but since you’re in a bad situation I’ll bend the rule a little.” She said.

I was very grateful and made sure to tell her multiple times how thankful I was, how she was saving me. She just smiled and nodded.

My room was small, just a bed, a wardrobe, a simple desk with a mirror over it, and a minuscule bathroom with a shower. Yet, despite its simplicity, it felt incredible.

During my trip, I’d been staying in cheap hotels and hostels, sharing rooms with other travellers, so having a clean, tidy space all to myself, was incredible. Plus, I knew it was either that room or try to find a bench to sleep on.

“I’ll come to collect you at eight tomorrow morning. Dinner and breakfast are both served in the staff dining area. If you need anything between now and tomorrow morning then you can ask any of the staff since they’ve all been informed about you and your situation.”

I smiled at that, but blushed slightly, the idea that everyone knew exactly how stupid I’d been. Still, from what Ms Leite said, the staff all sounded warm and kind. Maybe I could make friends, maybe even meet a girl, maybe the girl on the front desk or someone else.

I liked that thought and tried hard not to let my negative thoughts pour too much cold water onto it.

After Ms Leite left I went and got food, ate a large dinner since I’d not eaten a proper meal all day—I’d felt too sick after realising what had happened, had been too stressed, and I’d not had any money even if I’d been hungry. Then, full, sated, feeling calmer, I headed to bed early so I’d be well-rested for the next day.

I was exhausted after a long, stressful day, and knowing I had a new job, that I’d managed to save myself, meant I’d been able to relax a little. I’d relaxed enough that the moment my head hit my slightly too-firm pillow I was asleep.

I slept right through, slept heavily. I woke to the sound of people moving around outside my room, getting ready for their day at work. As I rolled over to check the time I felt heavy, stiff, sore.

It was just after seven. Ms Leite would be arriving to collect me soon, to show me around. I forced myself to get up and I showered, then, begrudgingly, slipped back into the clothes I’d been wearing the day before. They were the only clothes I had so I didn’t really have any other option.

After washing up and dressing I headed out to grab a quick coffee, some toast, smiling at some of the other staff who were having their breakfasts, but not feeling brave enough to say hi. I then went back to my room to wait. There was a knock on my door. Ms Leite had arrived to collect me.

I opened the door to greet her and for a moment there was a slight sense of panic. I’d almost forgotten how unnervingly attractive she was. She was in a smart, well-fitted black skirt suit with a pale blue blouse, hair neatly styled, makeup simple and dark. In my several days-old clothes, I felt very underdressed.

Ms Leite looked me up and down, a subtle frown. She nodded.

“We’re going to have a fair bit of work to get you ready for your shift later, but I think we can make you presentable. You are still on board with this? It is not too late to turn back now. I’m willing to overlook the cost of the room for a night and food, but once we start today you’re committed.”

I nodded. She’d not yet really told me what it was I would be doing, but I didn’t mind. The money was pretty fair and the room and the food would keep me fed and off the streets.

“Good, then come with me.” She said.

And with that, she led me off to prepare me.
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Ms Leite drove us both to a built-up, rather luxurious-looking area in the city. I looked around, wondering where she was taking me, but she didn’t give me much chance to get my bearings. The moment the car was parked she was out, opening my door for me, encouraging me to get a move on.

“No time to waste Kieran.” She said, brusquely.

I followed her and she led me up both to a small, simple-looking shop front that gave nothing away. The windows were all mirrored, the signage simple with black and gold.

“In here. I’ve made you an appointment and they’re expecting us.”

With that she stepped up to the door, buzzing for entry. It took only a moment before the lock clicked and the door opened. An attractive woman in her late thirties, perhaps even late forties, answered. She was dressed all in black and there was something elegant and intimidating about her.

“Darling.” She said to Ms Leite. “It’s been too long.”

They greeted each other briefly before the woman turned her attention to me.

“You must be the new hire. I’m Annalisse. I’ve heard all about you. My staff are just dying to work with you. Ms Leite has such an eye for new talent and I can see you are no exception to that. Come in.”

I felt a shiver run down my spine, not quite sure what was happening, or what the purpose of my visit was, but I knew I needed the job, the room, the food. I needed the money. The alternative was to go home in defeat.

So, as Annalisse held the door for me, I stepped in. Inside the building was elegant, minimalist, beautiful, marble and gold, with modern-looking fittings. It looked the very definition of chic.

“Come, we must get started.” Annalisse said.

I followed as she led me to the back of the shop. Ms Leite came with us. The sound of the two women’s heels clicking on the hard floor was almost unsettling, sending a shudder through me.

I noticed women working away at various tasks, attending to customers in chairs, preparing various items. I felt slightly confused, not quite sure what kind of place it was.

“I… sorry for being a bit dumb, but… why am I here?” I asked.

Ms Liete stepped in close, put a hand on my shoulder.

“You’re here to prepare you.” She said.

“But… how? I thought you were going to fit me for a uniform or something. But this… what do they even do here?”

“We are a beauty spa darling.” Annalisse said. “You are here to become beautiful.”

Ms Leite’s grip on my shoulder tightened.

“As I said when you arrived yesterday I wasn’t sure you were suitable, but you insisted I give you a chance. This is your chance.”

I turned to look at her, frowning.

“But… chance for what?”

Ms Leite’s smile widened, charming and charismatic.

“The only vacancies we have are for live-in maids. Our customers have certain expectations of us, so our maids must all meet a certain standard of beauty. That is why you’re here. I think you have potential, and you said you wanted to work, so… this is your chance.”

I felt the blood drain from my face. Maids. Like… girly maids?

I realised in that moment that while I’d been at the hotel the only staff I’d seen had been women. Many, many attractive women in cute uniforms. Did that mean…

“You want me to dress up like a girl?” I said.

Ms Leite smiled at me, shook her head. I felt a swell of relief.

“No, I don’t expect you to dress up like a girl. I expect you to become a girl. While you work and stay at the hotel you will be a girl. It’s not just dressing up. You will leave, eat, sleep as a girl. Every moment you will be feminine, womanly. You will work as a maid, and outside of work, you will live as a woman. Nothing else will do.” She said.

I blinked, stunned by it.

“You… you can’t be serious.” I said.

Ms Leite smiled at me.

“She is absolutely serious.” Annalisse said. “That is after all what you’re here for. I’ve been tasked with transforming you.”

I turned to face Annalisse. I felt my heart skip, head spinning.

It was a stupid idea, impossible, and if they were serious then I had to say no, had to refuse. Didn’t I?

I couldn’t agree to that. It would be months of living and working as a girl, a woman. But then what was the alternative? Admit defeat, go home in disgrace, give up on my trip?

But to stay, and change myself completely for two months…

What was that? What would it do to me?

I’d looked for jobs yesterday and there’d been nothing suitable. The one at the hotel was perfect, except…

“You can of course leave. You signed the contract but I’m not going to hold you to it, not until you begin the process. I’m willing to invest money in you here, now, to make you suitable for a position on our staff, but once it begins you are committing yourself. Understand?” My Leite said.

I looked at her. She was serious.

I nodded, not quite sure what I was supposed to do. I didn’t want to go home, but at the same time, I couldn’t say yes, could I?

I thought about it. The trip had been intended as a way for me to grow and live outside my comfort zone. It was true this was very outside my comfort zone. But at the same time… I knew I’d learn a lot.

That thought stuck in my head.

I’d always struggled with girls, with women. I never knew what to say to them, how to act. I didn’t understand them. They were like a beguiling, enchanting mystery. I wanted to be close to them but there was something intimidating and uncomfortable about being close to them.

That was one of the reasons I was so introverted, why I hid in my room. If I was one though… that would teach me a lot, would help me understand.

Something in me fluttered at the thought of saying yes. It scared me, made me nervous, but it also intrigued me. No one would ever know. It would be a secret adventure while I was travelling, an experience I’d never get to have again.

Why couldn’t I say yes? Ms Leite and Annalisse seemed confident, and I’d already signed the contract.

Doing it would give me a place to stay, food, and money. No one in the city knew me. I could just take on an alter ego for a couple of months. It’d be like being a spy, being undercover, like an adventure.

I blushed, a surge of emotions and feelings and thoughts that threatened to overwhelm me. It was confusing, my head giddy.

“Well, Kieran?” Ms Leite said. “What is it?”

I was still for a moment. I felt a turmoil in me. Finally, I took a deep breath and then… I nodded.

“I’ll do it.” I said.

The two women smiled at me.

“Wonderful.” Annalisse said. “Then you will come with me and we will prepare you.”
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The preparations took the whole day, and it was more complicated and arduous and complete than I could ever have possibly imagined.

The salon Annalisse ran was sophisticated and well-equipped, and she had the whole day set aside for me, with a range of procedures booked in. The first thing I had to do was strip.

I hesitated when Annalisse told me that, but we were alone, Ms Leite sitting in the waiting room, and she reassured me that she’d seen it all before and I had nothing to be embarrassed about. I knew it was either do as I was told or leave, that I could still leave, but for some reason, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. The job was important to me, the idea that I was saving myself, rescuing myself, not giving up where I would have given up before, but it was more than just that. Going home would be admitting failure, returning to old habits, turning my back on who I wanted to be, but that wasn’t all.

The idea of spending two months living as a girl, a woman, was stuck in my head. It intrigued me. What would I learn about women? What would I learn about myself?

I was curious, and so… I agreed. I stripped off, and the procedure began.

It started with hair removal. Annalisse had me stand and keep still while she used a device to pluck the hair from my legs, chest, belly, under my arms, and on my butt. It stung, the pain getting worse, skin tender, and it took a while but she worked efficiently and skilfully so it was over relatively quickly.

After that, she shaved the more delicate areas, my cock and balls, along my ass crack. That was the hardest part. Not only was the blade of the razor in her hands slightly threatening, but having her touch me left me flustered and aroused in a way I’d never been before.

Her hands were soft and warm, delicate, but there was nothing intimate or sexual about her touch, even when my cock throbbed and hardened. It was functional. She was touching me to get me ready, not tease me, so I was left slightly confused and very flustered.

In the end, I was glad when she was done. She told me to take a quick shower and I was happy to take a moment to calm down.

Showering with no body hair was a strange experience. The water, my soapy hands, even the towels as I dried off, felt intense, my body suddenly more sensitive, and I looked so different. There were no mirrors in the bathroom, but looking down at myself I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was like a different person.

I’d had my doubts about the procedure, the plan to have me live and work as a girl, but Ms Leite and Annalisse seemed so confident that I’d leaned into trusting them. Seeing myself though I felt like maybe it was possible.

After having my body made utterly smooth and soft I was wrapped in a white robe and taken off so that my transformation could continue. The spa was a flurry of activity, with Annalisse directing several women as they attended to me. My head spun with it all, and in the back of my mind, I was aware of how much it must all be costing.

This was all part of my contract, the financial investment in me binding me to Ms Leite, the hotel, my job. The more I let them do the more trapped I became. I was going to have to work to pay it all off or face consequences.

Yet, I wasn’t afraid. Part of me was, if anything, excited. Why?

After the hair removal, the shower, I had my hair done, the shoulder-length tangle of muddy blonde waves bleached and trimmed, cut into a far more feminine style, made bright and more alluring. I was shown how to wash and condition it, how to care for it, how to style it.

Then came the makeup.

“We do semi-permanent makeup here. A form of temporary tattoos. It lasts about six months to a year, but means you’ll not have to spend as much time doing your makeup each day and you’ll always look your best.”

I paled at that. Annalisse seemed to notice.

“You don’t need to worry. It’s quite subtle. You’ll still need some additional makeup if you want a bold look, but it will be enough for your day-to-day work. Think of it as a made-up ‘no makeup’ look.”

I nodded. They set to work.

I had my eyebrows plucked and shaped, had my face applied with creams and lotions, cleansed, and then they applied the makeup. That stung a little, needles adding pigment to my face, my brows, eyes, lips. It was over quickly, and then more cream was applied to speed up the healing process.

The last touch was having my ears pierced. Small gold hoops were placed in each lobe.

“There, all done. You should let your makeup heal fully before you try applying traditional makeup, which will take about a week, but you should be good to go around your usual routine from tomorrow.”

I nodded, face and body slightly sore. I could see the light, almost platinum blonde of my hair, but nothing else. There were no mirrors.

“That means it’s just one last finishing touch.” Ms Leite said.

I turned and saw her standing behind me. I smiled, blushing slightly. The whole day had been very overwhelming so there was something reassuring about the presence of the woman who’d rescued me.

Even if it was the woman who was feminizing me.

“What’s that?” I asked.

Ms Leite smiled.

“Clothes.” She said. “After all, you don’t have any. Or at least none that are suitable for a girl as pretty as you.”

There was something about that work, pretty, that made my heart flutter.


Three

I was led, dressed in only the robe I’d been given after my shower, to another room at the back of the salon. This one was quieter, but larger, packed full of clothes and underwear, shoes, accessories. I felt my heart skip several beats at the sight of it all.

It was all so… feminine.

There was no other word for it. It was all girly clothing. It was nothing like I’d ever worn before, and this was the kind of thing I’d be expected to wear from now until my contract ended.

“Do you want to pick or shall I?” Ms Leite asked.

I turned pale. I had no idea where to even start but at the same time, there was something about the thought of Ms Leite dressing me that made my belly flutter. It was so disempowering, so small, yet at the same time almost… hot.

I didn’t really have a choice though. If I was going to have to live as a girl, and I was beginning to accept that as my reality now, my choice, my only way to save the trip and my journey of self-discovery and expansion, I wanted to look my best. If I dressed myself I knew I’d look silly, foolish.

I had no experience of dressing myself as a girl, and even dressing myself as a boy I’d never been that good at. It was boring, dreary, so I mostly just had the same few items in slightly different colours. I hated shopping for myself.

So, I was going to lean on Ms Leite and her greater experience, trust in her wisdom, trust that she would do a better job than I could. I took a deep breath.

“Can… can you help me?” I asked.

Ms Leite smiled, nodded.

“Of course. I’d love to dress you up. Now, how about we start with the basics? Underwear.” She said.

Those words sent a shiver along my spine. I was going to have to wear girly underwear. I was going to have to wear panties.

Ms Leite led me to the section dedicated to underwear and began to pick out items for me. As I watched her I could feel my cheeks flushing with blood.

“These definitely.” She said, picking out some plain white panties. “And these.”

She picked some soft, pastel pink panties off a rack. They were cotton, slightly innocent, and demure.

“You’ll need something comfortable for general wear. Plenty of pairs so you always have something clean.”

She picked out more panties.

“And then… this too…”

Ms Leite began to pick out more items, more panties, padded bralettes, socks. She handed them all to me, expecting me to hold them as I followed her around.

“You’ll need something sexier for work though. We expect stockings at the least, so… this will do as a start.”

I stared, wide-eyed, as she picked out several sets of black stockings, some pantihose, suspender belts. She then picked out several matching sets of skimpier underwear, black lace panties, bras. Seeing them sent a thrill through me. I’d seen pictures of girls wearing underwear like that and they’d always excited me, but I’d never seen a woman wear anything like it in person.

Now though I was going to be wearing it. What would it feel like? What would I look like?

I could feel a curiosity rising in me, a buzzing at the back of my head. I kept staring at the exotic, brazen underwear Ms Leite kept picking out for me and I blushed knowing that I was expected to wear it while working.

“Now, that’s enough underwear to start. Next up we need some basic clothes for you to wear while off duty.” She said. “Your uniform I can get for you while you try these on.”

I nodded.

“Any idea what kind of look you’re drawn towards?” Ms Leite asked.

I paused for a moment, then shook my head. I had no idea what kind of look would suit me, would look good on me, and I told her that.

“I’m happy to go with what you suggest.” I said. “I… I just want to look my best.”

I blushed, inside my head aware that what I meant was that I wanted to look pretty. It was a strange thought to have, but I couldn’t deny it. If I had to live as a girl then I at least wanted to be a pretty one.

The way Ms Leite smiled at me made me wonder if she knew what I’d meant.

“I have the perfect look in mind.” She said. “We’ll get you a few outfits to start, but after that, you’ll need to buy what else you need on your own.”

I nodded. I wouldn’t be needing any more than just a few outfits though, would I? The idea that I’d willingly choose to spend the money I was going to be earning on clothes that I’d never wear again after my contract was over seemed foolish to say the least, yet something about the thought ticked away and I felt myself blush.

“Now, let's start with dresses.” Ms Leite said.
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Ms Leite picked out several outfits. A summer dress with a pretty floral print; two skirts, one short, one knee-length, a pair of skinny-fit jeans that were fashionably distressed and ripped; a selection of cute-looking tops, and several sweaters and cardigans.

After that, she picked out various shoes, all of them with heels of various heights, ranging from strappy sandals to elegant-looking stilettos.

“You’ll need a pair for work too. Something refined and pretty, but also easy enough to walk in.” She said. “These should do.”

She picked out a pair of glossy black Mary-Jane heels that had mid-sized heels. The look of them made me worry about how I was going to look tottering around in them. I’d never worn anything like heels before.

“Now, shall we try them all on for size?” Ms Leite said.

All I could do was nod. Ms Leite led me to the back of the room where the changing facilities were.

I tried on the underwear first, the panties and bralettes. They all fit perfectly, which made me flustered. They looked so small and feminine, but they fit me well, even my cock. What did that say about me? And also… how much close attention had Ms Leite been paying to my body?

I tried not to dwell on that though, focused on doing as I was told. It was just easier to follow Ms Leite’s instructions, to do as I was told. There was something almost soothing about doing exactly what the beautiful manager said, exactly when she said it.

After the plain underwear, Ms Leite had me try on the lingerie. That was far more unnerving, but exciting.

Ms Leite had me try on the stockings first, the suspender belts. The sheer silk of the stockings was so sensual and felt like nothing I’d experienced before. Over smooth skin it felt almost like a caress.

The suspender belts took a little while to get the hang of, but once I understood how to adjust and fasten the straps it was easy enough to do, and the image of my legs encased in stockings, lacy tops, with suspender straps framing my thighs, sent a shiver along my spine. I found I was kinda enjoying how I looked, how it all felt.

Then came panties, trying on the various things Ms Leite had chosen for me, all black, and the bras, matching, padded. They fit well and were so much more sexual than the plain cotton underwear. I liked the lingerie better, preferred how it looked on me, how it felt. I wondered what that said about me.

“You can keep a set of the lingerie on.” Ms Leite said. “You’ll need to be wearing lingerie for when you try on your maid’s uniform anyway. You can go with pantihose though for now, but I do prefer stockings generally as a rule.”

I blushed at that. I’d seen how the stockings looked on me. They were so… hot. Wearing them under my maid’s uniform while working would be so revealing and would leave me so flustered, but at the same time, there was something exhilarating about the idea.

I forced myself to focus though.

Wearing the last set of black lingerie I slipped on one of the pairs of pantihose, black, sheer, the material caressing and tight. I couldn’t help but feel slightly flustered by how they clung to my legs, my hips, ass, shaping my body. There was something so feminine about them. On a whim I caressed my leg through the material, biting my bottom lip gently to keep from whimpering. I wiggled, squirming.

Having tried on the lingerie and underwear I moved on to the outfits and the shoes. They all fit perfectly too, Ms Leite clearly had an amazing eye for my size.

With each outfit on I was told to step out so she could look at me, but there were no mirrors around so I never got to see how I looked. Ms Leite made it clear that she liked all the outfits she had me try on, smiling at me, complimenting me.

Her kind words, telling me how cute and pretty I was made my blush hotter, deeper. I smiled at her.

Out of all of the outfits I liked the skirts the best, and the knee-length one was my favourite, swaying and swishing as I moved. The short one felt just a little too risqué.

The hardest part was walking in the heels. Some were easier than others, but none of them were easy, and I felt awkward and ungainly.

Ms Leite gave me some tips on how to move in them, how to look elegant and feminine and pretty, and I did my best to take them on board, to move with more care, but it took a lot of effort and focus.

“You’ll get better the more you do it, and since you’ll be wearing heels all the time now I’m sure you’ll pick it up soon enough.” She said.

I smiled at that, an odd mix of emotions. Something about wearing heels was kinda fun, the way they made me stand, the way they made me wiggle as I walked, and getting good at walking in them so I was more comfortable, looked prettier appealed, but at the same time, in the back of my head, I couldn’t let go of the thought that only girls wore high heels. But then… wasn’t I going to be living as a girl?

It was a simple practical choice, a way to earn enough money to save my trip. I’d agreed to it. It was a chance to learn how women experienced the world, learn about myself, grow. It was just an adventure. I could throw myself into it, couldn’t I?

“Now, last part… your uniform.” Ms Leite said.

I watched as she picked up a black dress from a rack nearby, a black dress I hadn’t noticed before. It was short, coming to about mid-thigh, and slim-fitted, with a white collar, white trim, and a white apron. I blinked.

It wasn’t as brazen as the maid’s outfits I’d seen in porn but… it was certainly a little more risqué than I’d been expecting.

“Now, try this on.” Ms Leite said.

What choice did I have? As she handed it to me I stepped back into the changing room.
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It didn’t take long to slip the uniform on. It fitted me well enough, though it was snug around the waist so that it cinched me in, making my hips and ass look wider and fuller in the skirt. I did my best to smooth it all down before slipping the heels on.

Finally dressed I stepped out and Ms Leite’s smile was reassuring to see.

“You look lovely!” She said.

Her enthusiasm made me blush and squirm.

“I was on the fence about hiring you but seeing you in uniform I know I was right to take a risk. The customers are going to love you.”

I smiled, squirming.

“Now, do you want to see the final product?” She asked.

Since entering the salon I’d not seen a single mirror. I’d been able to look down at my body as I was transformed, had been able to look at myself while trying on the clothes, but I’d not properly seen myself.

For a start, I’d not seen my new hair or my face with the semi-permanent makeup on. I wondered how I looked.

Part of me didn’t want to see though. Part of me wanted to pull away, hated the idea of being feminine, pretty, girly, yet it was strange because that was the smaller part. The larger part was scared. It was scared of looking in the mirror and seeing someone who wasn’t pretty. Was scared of seeing just a man in a dress with makeup on, scared of seeing a boy trying to be a girl.

It was like… it was like that part of me needed to look in the mirror and see a girl. It was the same part that had said yes, that had pushed me. It was the same part that was curious, eager, excited. The same part that had enjoyed how the lingerie had looked and felt.

I was scared, but I knew I had to see. I had to know how I looked.

“Come.” Ms Leite said. “Let me show you.”

She offered me her hand and I took it, let her lead me towards a mirror on one of the walls. As she made me step in front of it I kept my head down, too timid.

“Look.” She said.

I took a deep breath and then, slowly, lifted my head.

What I saw made me pause, not quite able to believe it. I was gone, and in my place, there was a girl. A pretty girl.

My hair was light blonde, cut cute, and my face, with the semi-permanent makeup on, looked cute, feminine, almost beautiful. My eyes were big, bold, bright, outlined with subtle black eyeliner, my lashes long. Even my brows were feminine, and my lips were full, pouty.

That combined with the uniform made a striking image.

The dress was tight fitting, slim waist, my hips wide and my ass round. With the padding in my bra, I even had small tits. My legs were long, clad in pantihose, and in the heels, I stood up tall, straight, elegant.

I felt a wash of relief. I wasn’t a boy in a dress. I wasn’t a man pretending to be a girl. I was…

“So, what do we call you?” Ms Leite asked.

My head spun. My name… I needed a name. I smiled, posing as I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Kyleigh.” I said.

The name felt right.

“Well Kyleigh, it’s lovely to meet you.” Ms Leite said. “You look stunning.”

I agreed with her. I looked incredible. I could feel a swell of joy, happiness, a surge of emotions I wasn’t familiar with, but all of the bright and warm.

I looked stunning.

“There’s just one small problem though.” She said.

And with that Ms Leite stepped in close to me, reached out, and she grabbed my crotch, gently, squeezing and stroking my cock. My hard cock.

When had I got hard? Why was I hard?

“Pretty girls like you don’t have hard cocks ruining their uniforms. Luckily for you, I know just how to fix it.” Ms Leite said. “Now, pull your dress up and tug your panties and your pantihose down.”

I froze, turned to look at her.

“Now!” She commanded.

I did the only thing I could think of. I obeyed.
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As I pulled my dress up, revealing my panties, I could feel my cock throbbing. I could see my reflection in the mirror, a pretty girl revealing herself, and that just made things worse.

It made my cock throb, harder, becoming so hard it was almost painful. I could see Ms Leite in the mirror too, looking hot. She was stunning, staring at me as I revealed myself.

As she watched I pulled my panties and my pantihose down. My cock popped free.

“So cute!” She said. “Even your cock is pretty.”

I blushed at that.

“But pretty girls in the hotel can’t go around with their cock’s hard. Customers will talk. I think I know just how to stop that from being an issue though, and as a bonus, it’ll make sure you behave yourself.”

As I stared at the mirror I watched as Ms Leite stepped in close. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

I felt my body throb as she reached out and then… she wrapped her fingers around my cock, gently, stroking it.

The sight of it, the sensation, made my whole body respond. I watched as she began to work my hard cock and it was all I could do to stop my knees from giving way.

“That’s it. Just enjoy it. Let it all out.” She said.

Her voice was soft, seductive. My cock throbbed, getting harder.

I couldn’t take my eyes off my reflection, the image of Ms Leite teasing the pretty girl in the mirror, the hot maid.

That was me…

I moaned as Ms Leite teased me, her hand on my cock working up and down, gripping me. I’d never had another person touch me before, had limited experience with girls, so having her touch me, as hot as she was, was enough to bring me to the brink fast.

Added to the fact that seeing myself as Kyleigh was bringing new and unfamiliar emotions and feelings to the surface it was all too much. I felt my body respond. Ms Leith squeezed harder, working faster.

“Cum for me. Cum for me like a good girl.” She said.

And… I did.

It had been seconds. Perhaps a minute at best. I couldn’t stop myself. I was cumming. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

I came over and over and over and Ms Leite kept working, teasing, capturing my cum in her palm. She milked my cock and then, only when I was done, did she let go.

I was breathing hard, dizzy, head fuzzy after cumming so hard.

“Now, be a good girl and clean up.” She said.

I turned to face her, confused, and then she lifted her hand up. Her hand full of my cum.

It was clear what she meant. I couldn’t. It was wrong. But then… I did as she instructed.

I licked her hand clean.

“Good girl.” She said as I lapped up the last of it. “You’re going to make an excellent maid.”

There was something about the praise, the way she spoke to me, the phrase good girl that made me feel warm and fuzzy. I liked it but I knew I wasn’t supposed to.

“Now, the final part. The solution to your little problem.”

I was still drunk on the pleasure of how hard I’d cum. I didn’t know what was happening, stood still as Ms Leite pulled a small box off a shelf nearby, taking out a small metal device from within.

Within effortless grace she fitted it over my cock, the metal squashing me flat, compressing my cock. It was only as I felt it close, heard it click, that I understood. But it was too late.

I was caged.

“I’ll be keeping the key too.” Ms Leite said. “Just to make sure you behave.”

I was trapped. What could I do?

Yet at the same time I liked it.

I looked back to the mirror and saw myself, saw Kyleigh. I pulled my panties and pantihose up, smoothed down my dress, and smiled.

There was no hint of my cage, hidden neatly beneath my uniform. I couldn’t get over how pretty I was, how beautiful. I felt a rush of emotions. Maybe being trapped as a girl wouldn’t be so bad.

And it was only for a couple of months.


Four

The next day was my first shift.

I’d slept a little uneasily, not quite able to settle with my cage on, but I’d woken not feeling too tired. My head was still spinning from everything that happened, but I didn’t have that much time to think about it all.

I got up, showered, had breakfast, then slipped into my uniform. I could feel my heart racing. I was wearing skimpy black panties under my black dress, a padded bra, suspenders and stockings. I felt alive in a way that was new and unfamiliar, my body coursing with adrenaline, nervous, anxious, and excited in equal measure.

After being caged by Ms Leite, I had changed out of my maid’s uniform and had dressed in something more demure, a simple skirt and top, sweater, wearing the more innocent underwear underneath, a more sensible pair of heels.

It had been strange to see me like that, checking my reflection before leaving the shop. As a maid, I had felt almost sexy, but in ordinary clothes, I looked… just like a cute girl. I looked pretty, perhaps even beautiful, but also unexceptional. There was something comforting about that.

I’d be living as Kyleigh for the next two months when not working. That I looked like any other girl, though a very pretty one, made me relax.

But there was more than that. There was a fizzing surge of bright emotions that made me blush and grin, a wave of feelings that I couldn’t quite decipher.

I didn’t have much time to decipher them though because almost as soon as I was dressed Ms Leite was leading me back to the hotel. She had work still to do and she wanted me to get settled, rest, so I was fresh for my first shift.

It was strange arriving back at the hotel as Kyleigh. I’d left as a boy, a man, and had returned as a girl. Was anyone going to connect the two people?

I’d only met a few of the other staff members and that was very briefly. I’d spent the evening before on my own, resting, feeling too nervous to venture out and meet people. I’d stayed in and read a tattered paperback I’d found amongst a pile of books in the staff refectory, a collection of books that was apparently there as a sort of make-do library.

I hadn’t managed to read much of it though. I was too on edge.

I was even more on edge though as we entered the hotel. I walked beside Ms Leite, head down. Part of me worried someone was going to stop, notice, and point, call me out.

I had no idea why.

I had seen my reflection. I knew I looked like a girl, like a cute girl, and no one in the city knew me as Kieran. People had spoken to me, met me in passing, but who would remember me? It was like… like a fresh start. I could spend my time working at the hotel not just as a trip away from my old life, but on a trip away from my old self. I could be someone else for two months, someone different.

The idea tickled me, appealed. What was Kyleigh like? Who was she? I could remake myself, play around with being someone different, and that would teach me more about myself.

Maybe that was why I was afraid of being called out, noticed as a man dressed up as a woman? It would mean losing my job, my chance at a rather unique experience, and while I could feel that was true, there was more to it too. It was like… part of me had a small, fluttering hope.

That evening had been soothing for me. Ms Leite introduced me to Alice, another maid working at the hotel. She was young, around my age, and very pretty. Her hair was red, long, curly, and her face was flecked with freckles, her eyes a soft green, with a smile that captivated me.

I felt almost awkward as I was introduced to her. She was hot, and I was always awkward around hot girls, but then I remembered that I wasn’t Kieran. I was Kyleigh. We were just two cute girls. I could relax.

With that in mind, it was easier to chat with her as Ms Leite left the two of us to get to know each other, making it clear that Alice would be the one showing me around and training me.

Alice was friendly, warm and chatty. I tried not to notice her exceptional figure, the swell of her hips and ass, the fullness of her chest. She’d been travelling like me before getting the job as a maid. It had been intended to be a short stay but she told me she had been working at the hotel for just over a year.

“It’s nice here.” She said. “The people are friendly, the work's good, the pay is nice, and the city is amazing. I’m kinda starting to feel at home here. Maybe you will too?”

I smiled at that.

“Maybe.” I said.

I knew though I could never settle in the city in my job. How could I when the entire time I was living as someone I wasn’t? It was okay as a temporary thing, to get paid, save my trip, learn something about myself, but there was no way I could spend the rest of my life living a lie.

Yet that thought stuck with me. Something about it gnawed away in the back of my mind.

It was still gnawing at me as I checked myself in my uniform. With the lingerie on underneath, panties, padded bra, stockings, suspenders, in my heels, I looked… almost hot. The uniform fit well, giving me curves, and I felt oddly flustered, excited and nervous.

I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage. Why? What was wrong with me?

I took one last moment to fix my hair, making sure I looked my best, and then… there was a knock at my door. I smiled, opened it, and found Alice waiting on the other side.

“Oh, you look good in that!” She said.

I smiled, blushing. I looked at her and felt a shiver run up my spine.

She looked… incredible.

“You do too.” I said.

Her uniform was tight fitting, showing off her figure, the dress coming to just below mid-thigh. Her legs were clad in sheer black silk, like mine. I wondered if she, like me, was wearing stockings and suspenders. Was Alice in lingerie?

The thought made me hot, flustered. My cage throbbed.

“You ready to get started then?” Alice asked.

I nodded. I wasn’t sure I was ready, but what choice did I have? I was committed, so...

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said.
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Alice quickly gave me the basic routine of my duties and it didn’t seem too difficult.

We stayed together as a pair and she told me where to go, what to do, explained how things worked. I did my best to pay attention to what she was saying and doing.

We started by collecting our trollies from housekeeping, the stations we could wheel around with us that contained everything we needed. Then we headed up to the rooms to begin.

I couldn’t help but feel slightly flustered moving about dressed as I was, my cheeks pink.

The day before had been different. I’d been dressed more demurely, had stayed mostly out of sight, but in my maid’s uniform, next to Alice, I was acutely aware of how eye-catching we looked together. Plus we were out in the open.

Moving through the hotel as we had to for our work there were constantly people around us. Guests, other staff. It was busy, and people noticed us.

I’d never experienced anything like it before. As Kieran, I was virtually invisible. People would almost look right through me. As Kyleigh though people saw me.

It was mostly men, stopping to stare at me and Alice as we passed, looking us up and down, but not just men. Women too noticed me, us, and I even caught Ms Leite watching me several times, smiling as she observed me.

I did my best to walk as she’d told me, strutting in my heels, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and I could feel the sway and wiggle of my ass and hips. There was something exhilarating about that, about being so sensual, so brazen, all while being observed.

I began to put a little more effort into it, putting a little extra wiggle into my step, an extra sway, and I couldn’t help but notice how that made the attention all the more intense. After a lifetime of being overlooked, there was something almost addictive about people noticing me, staring at me, thinking me cute. I could feel something in the back of my head tickling, encouraging me.

It was only two months. It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. So… why not make the most of it?

So I did. As Alice showed me my duties, giving me tips on how to do the jobs quickly and efficiently, I paid close attention, but I also made sure to make sure all my movements were as feminine and as graceful and as seductive as possible.

I didn’t know what was coming over me, but I liked it.

I had expected the duties to be harder work, more disgusting, since we were responsible for cleaning, but it was actually quite light. Alice explained that we were fortunate to be on the easier shift.

Apparently, there were several crews of maids. Some had harder duties than others, but me and Alice were on what was considered the easiest.

“It’s a compliment in a way too.” Alice said to me.

I questioned that, asking what she meant. She smiled.

“We’re the front-of-house crew. We work the day, and we’re the only one that really interacts with guests. That’s part of our duties too, making sure the guests are happy and comfortable during their stay.”

I nodded at that.

“It means we’re expected to be appealing though. We have to be easy on the eye, if you get what I mean. It’s why our uniforms are a little tighter than everyone else's and why we’re expected to wear cute heels, have makeup on all the time, why we have a lingerie component to our uniform.”

I blushed at that. It answered my curiosity. Alice, like me, was in stockings and suspenders. That image made my caged cock throb. I couldn’t help but picture her in it. It helped that I knew how hot I looked. She must look even hotter.

“It does mean our cleaning duties are lighter, but you only got that because you’re naturally pretty.”

I felt a swell of emotions at that. I was naturally pretty. I should have hated that I knew. I was a boy, a man, and I’d always been awkward about how slim and small and petite I was. Yet in that moment, I wasn’t Kieran, I was Kyleigh.

And as Kyleigh, being told I was naturally pretty felt good.

I allowed that emotion to blossom, gave it room to expand. I was pretty. The reason my job was easier was because I was expected to interface with guests, make their stays pleasant, comfortable, memorable. And part of that was looking pretty.

That explained the semi-permanent makeup, the hair, the lingerie, the slightly sexy uniform, the heels. It explained why guests kept looking at me, smiling at me and Alice. As we went along with our duties I felt a surge of almost… pride.

I felt special, admired, attractive. I’d never felt anything like it before. I enjoyed it and found I wanted more of it. I found myself smiling back at the guests, being bolder, perhaps even slightly flirtatious.

As the guests smiled back I found my confidence growing. I’d never felt anything like it. Maybe two months as Kyleigh really would be good for me.

“You two look like you’re getting on well today?”

Ms Leite’s voice caught me off guard, startling me slightly.

I turned and looked back to see her approaching. She looked as breathtaking as ever.

“You look good today Kyleigh. I’ve been watching you and I’m very pleased with how you’re getting on. I can see I made the right decision with you.”

I blushed, the praise made me feel good. I thanked her.

“And you too Alice. Your work has been as exceptional as ever. I wanted to thank you too for helping train our newest family member.”

Alice smiled, looking more shy than I’d ever seen her before. It seemed Ms Leite had that effect on a lot of people.

“You’re welcome.” Alice said.

“However, I’m afraid I’m going to have to leave you without Alice for the rest of your shift Kyleigh.” Ms Leite said.

She turned to Alice.

“The gentleman in room one twelve has asked for you specifically.” Ms Leite said. “I told him you’d be along shortly.”

Alice nodded, smiling. I saw a faint pinkness in her cheeks.

“Sorry.” She said to me. “But duty calls. One of the downsides of being customer facing.”

She gave a small giggle. She seemed almost excited by having been called away, and she hurried off without another word. I turned back to Ms Leite.

“Don’t worry, you just keep on doing what you were doing. I’ll have Alice come get you when she’s done and she can show you how to close down at the end of a shift. And… I really did mean it about being impressed with you so far.”

I nodded, blushing, and thanked her. As Ms Leite took her leave I realised I was going to be alone for the first time.

I was going to be alone, as Kyleigh. I was going to be alone as a maid while other people, guests and staff, were bustling around me. I was going to be alone, and seen. It was oddly terrifying and exhilarating.
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I carried on with my duties, working away. It wasn’t too gruelling, and if anything being out in public as a girl, as a maid, was proving enough of a distraction that I barely paid any attention to what I was doing.

I couldn’t help but notice now that Alice was going how much attention I got. It was just me, no one else, so every time someone stared in my direction, smiling at me when our eyes met, I knew it was because they had noticed me.

It felt exposing, being noticed, stared at, but also oddly complimentary. I also knew it was part of my job. I’d been hired and put on the duty I was on because I was naturally pretty, because I was cute, and my uniform was designed to show that off.

Ms Leite had invested in my appearance, had paid to have my makeup done, hair done, picking me out clothes and underwear and accessories. I knew now that it was because she saw my potential.

I was given the job because she saw potential in me. She’d looked at me as a boy and had seen the pretty girl I could become. That stirred an odd mix of emotions in me. I couldn’t work out how I felt, how I was supposed to feel, so instead I focused on the work.

As I cleaned I made sure to move with grace, swaying and wiggling, and I enjoyed the attention I got, would meet guests’ lingering stares, would smile and would relish the way they smiled back.

I began to put more effort into being friendly. I would nod to guests as they passed, would say hi. I would make my smile brighter, friendlier.

It was liberating, that feeling of being noticed, being seen as cute. I felt valuable, important. People were nice to me.

And then, towards the end of my shift, I noticed a young man dressed casually watching me. He was smart, charming, almost handsome, and there was something about the way he just kept staring at me even when I smiled at him.

He just nodded, smiling back, and then… he moved towards me.

I paled, stiffened, not sure what to do. I simply stood there like a deer frozen in headlights.

“You’re new, aren’t you?” He said.

I nodded.

“I… it’s my first day.” I said.

He smiled at me.

“I thought so. I know I would remember seeing you before. I come here on business pretty often and I always stay here. I’d definitely remember seeing someone as cute as you.”

I blushed at that. I giggled.

My head spun. What was happening to me? Was he flirting with me? Was I flirting back?

“What’s your name?” He asked.

I bit my bottom lip, feeling shy, coy. No one had ever approached me to chat me up before or had asked for my name. Now a man was asking for my name. A young, quite attractive man.

It felt strange. Part of me recoiled at it, the part of me that I still thought of as Keiran, wanted to hide. The part of me that was Kyleigh though was enjoying it. She wanted more.

“Kyleigh.” I said, voice soft.

“Well Kyleigh, it’s nice to meet you. I’m Duncan. I’m here for a couple of weeks. Hopefully, I’ll get to see more of you.”

Duncan dipped his head. There was something about the way he spoke to me that made my pulse race.

As he left I watched him, cheeks hot, face flush. For the rest of my shift, I couldn’t stop thinking about the interaction, about how shy it had made me, how giddy. Yet there was one thing that stuck with me…

I’d enjoyed it.

When Alice arrived at the end of my shift she looked happy, a little flush as though she’d been doing something strenuous. When she asked me how my afternoon had been I hesitated, then told her about Duncan. She seemed almost excited for me.


Five

The next few days fell into an easy routine.

I would work during the day, cleaning various rooms around the hotel, making sure the corridors and foyers and main areas were kept clean, and Alice would accompany me to make sure I was doing things right.

We would chat, telling each other about our lives—though I had to make minor adjustments to my story every now and then so it fit with my new identity as Kyleigh. I would listen to Alice talk about working at the hotel, how much she enjoyed her job, her life in the city, the friends she made, and she would ask me about my life, my plans.

I got to meet the other staff too, the other maids. Alice had been right about needing to be easy on the eye.

All the other maids on our shift were stunning. They wore uniforms like mine, tight and just slightly revealing, with legs clad in sheer silk—at times I could see glimpses of suspender straps—with heels, makeup, hair done.

That I was included among them, that I’d been hired to work among them flattered me, made me happy. They were all so hot, the way they moved, swaying their hips, wiggling their butts, curvy figures and pretty faces.

To be one of them made me smile.

The work wasn’t too difficult, and it was in some ways fun too. It was nice to get compliments from the guests, to be flirted with. Watching Alice I soon understood just what she meant about making guests happy, making sure their visits were memorable.

She would smile and flirt with all the guests, would do her best to make sure they were left with a good impression of the hotel. I followed her example, studying her movements, how she would tease, how she moved, posed, wiggled, how she batted her eyelashes and would shift in ways to flaunt her body.

The more I acted like her the more attention I got, and the more attention I got the more I enjoyed myself. It was like cleaning was just one part of my job. The other part was to make sure the guests were happy.

At times Alice would be called away to go see specific guests, having to attend to other duties. I was left alone at those times to get on with general cleaning, but there was never that much cleaning to be done.

Most of the hard work was done by the other maid crews, the ones who worked at night, in plain uniforms, or who kept mostly out of sight. Seeing how much toil and labour that had to go through each day made me glad I had the job I did. Some of their duties looked very unpleasant, cleaning toilets, having to scrub floors. It looked like hard, dirty work.

I was just glad I was pretty.

That thought made me smile and stuck with me. I was glad I was pretty. I liked being Kyleigh, like how I looked, how it felt. I liked how people treated me. It was so different to Keiran.

I’d only been living as a girl for four days and already I could feel it changing me. As I worked I worried at that. What would two months do to me?

“We meet again.”

I jumped at the voice, close. I’d not heard any footsteps.

I stood up and turned to see Duncan standing nearby, his gaze roaming my body, taking in my legs and hips and ass. There was something about the way he looked at me that made me feel flustered and giddy.

“I was hoping I’d see you again. I’ve been keeping my eye out.”

I smiled, flattered by his attention. He was cute in a masculine way.

It was strange, as Keiran I had no interest in men. I’d only dated and fooled around with girls, though my experience was very limited due to how shy and awkward I was.

As Kyleigh though it was different. Maybe it was the way the men would look at me, stare at me, eyeing me up and down, or maybe it was the fact that I was caged, that I hadn’t cum in days, that I was on edge all the time, or maybe it was how pretty I felt, how feminine, the way living as Kyleigh was changing me, having a smooth body, a pretty face, wearing heels, girly clothes, lingerie, my sultry maid’s uniform.

Or maybe it was a combination of all of those things. In the end, it didn’t matter. What mattered was the effect and the effect was that I was really starting to like the attention I got from men. I was beginning to like flirting with them, was beginning to like the way they noticed me, smiled at me, flirted with me.

I was still attracted to girls, still found Alice, the other maids, and Ms Leite hot, but it was more now. I was beginning to find some of the men who flirted with me hot too, in a different kind of way. Which meant that when I saw Duncan again I couldn’t help but blush as he flirted with me.

Out of all the guests I’d spoken to since starting my new job, he was the most charming and the most attractive. I liked that he’d been keeping an eye out for me. It made me feel special.

“I’m glad you finally found me.” I said, giggling.

Duncan smiled.

“I was wondering. How would you feel about coming by my room later? I was hoping you and I could spend some time together. Maybe you could offer me a special kind of room service.”

His smile, the way he said it, made it clear what he was saying, what he wanted. My blush deepened. I could feel a small voice in me recoil, but a louder voice liked his attention. I liked that he thought me hot enough to proposition me in such a daring way.

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm. I knew I couldn’t though. I needed the job too much. I didn’t want to get into trouble. Part of me almost wanted to say yes, but I knew I couldn’t.

I felt my face burning, blushing.

“I’m sorry, but… I can’t.” I said.

Duncan looked disappointed and almost confused, but he nodded, accepting my answer.

“If you change your mind though. Room three fourteen.” He said. “I’d love to see more of you.”

I giggled at that and watched as he left. The encounter left my head spinning. I felt hot, excited, almost slutty. I’d never had anything like that happen to me before.

As I got back to my duties I couldn’t stop thinking about what it might have been like if I’d said yes. Being Kyleigh really was changing me.
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It was about an hour later that Alice reappeared. She had a slightly serious look on her face.

“Ms Leite has asked me to send you to her office.” She said. “Don’t worry about the rest of your shift. I can cover for you.

I nodded. I felt a fluttering in my gut, worry, anxiety. I didn’t argue though.

As I made my way to Ms Leite’s office I wondered why I’d been summoned to her office. Had someone noticed Duncan flirting with me? Had they heard his offer and misunderstood? Maybe I was in trouble for flirting too much? Had a guest complained?

I felt a sense of dread rising up, a nervousness. I needed the job, the room and food, the money, and… I was beginning to like living as Kyleigh. I was beginning to enjoy how it felt, to be feminine and pretty.

I liked spending time with Alice and some of the other maids, making friends. I knew it was strange, perhaps even weird, or wrong, but there was something about it. It was like I was learning more about myself and more about women, about life.

That was why I’d come travelling in the end. I wanted to learn, to grow, to expand. I was definitely doing that. I wasn’t ready for it all to be over.

By the time I arrived at Ms Leite’s office, I felt a mess. I lifted my hand, knocked, and waited.

“Come in Kyleigh.” Ms Leite said.

I took a deep breath and entered. I closed the door behind me, the click of the lock almost ominous.

“Sit, please.” She said.

I did as I was told.

“Do you know why I summoned you?” She asked.

I shook my head. I had ideas, but I didn’t know. Ms Leite nodded. She was smiling, softly, a slight frown. She didn’t look that angry or disappointed, but she seemed slightly stern.

“I’ve been impressed with your work recently. Watching you I know I made a good decision with you, but… there’s a slight problem.”

I felt my heart skip. My mouth was suddenly dry.

“One of the guests told me they are a little disappointed with your service.” She said. “Do you know a guest by the name of Duncan? He tells me you two are familiar.”

I nodded. I was right. I was in trouble for flirting. I’d gone too far. I was just having fun, enjoying being Kyleigh, and now I was going to be fired and tossed out onto the street.

I felt a swell of sadness knowing that my time as Kyleigh was already over.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to give him the wrong idea. I was just… I was just flirting, but I can stop. I can behave. I can be good. It won’t happen again.” I said.

Ms Leite frowned.

“The flirting is not the problem. If anything, the flirting is one of the reasons I’m so pleased with you. The guests love you, and engaging with customers is part of your job. The problem isn’t you being friendly, Kyleigh, it’s that you’re not being friendly enough.”

Ms Leite smiled. I stared, blankly.

“I fear Alice hasn’t been clear enough with her training. Not to fear though, I’m more than happy to take matters into my own hands and train you personally.” She said.

I watched as Ms Leite rose to her feet. She moved around her desk to sit in front of me, on top of her desk.

She was clad in a tight-fitting knee-length skirt, a tight blouse. Sat as she was she loomed over me, her legs clad in sheer silk, feet in heels. I still couldn’t get over quite how attractive and intimidating she was.

I’d gotten used to being around attractive women. Living as Kyleigh, working with Alice, making friends with the other maids, was like a form of immersion therapy. Yet, there was something about Ms Leite that made me nervous. Maybe it was because she was my boss, the power she held over me, or maybe it was the fact she had me caged, my cock locked away, or that she knew my secret.

Whatever it was, I… liked it.

“On your knees Kyleigh. I’m going to take responsibility for the next step of your training personally.”

I wasn’t quite sure what Ms Leite wanted, but I did as she said, fell to my knees in front of her. As I watched she began to peel her skirt up, exposing her stocking tops, her thighs, her suspender straps.

It felt unreal. Like a dream. Like a sexy dream.

I’d not cum in days and I couldn’t think clearly. My cage throbbed, cock trying and failing to harden. I squirmed, uncomfortable, but eager. My head felt fuzzy.

“You see, it is your job to make sure guests leave here satisfied. That means more than just cleaning.” Ms Leite said.

Her skirt rose up and then… I realised she wasn’t wearing panties. I could tell because her cock popped free.

Her hard cock.

Ms Leite had a cock. She had a hard, thick, beautiful cock. I felt something inside me shift, unfold. She was a beautiful woman with a cock.

“Duncan is an important guest. He comes here often, on business, and always tips well. That’s why we take care of him. I expect you to take care of him. Understand?”

As she spoke Ms Leite gripped the base of her cock and stroked it. I watched it throb, getting larger, harder, fatter.

“But first, you’re going to take care of me.” She said. “I want your mouth on my cock, and you’re going to show me you can be a good little slutty maid.”

I stared at her. I felt my head fizzing, belly fluttering.

I’d never done much more than make out with a girl, and now she wanted me to…

“Well?” She said. “Are you going to get started, or do I need to reconsider my decision to hire you? It’s your choice Kyleigh. No one’s going to force you.”

In the back of my head, I realised it would have been easier for her to force me. It would have taken the choice out of my hands. I wouldn’t have to feel guilt or shame for just giving in to what I wanted.

And then I realised… I wanted to do as she was telling me. I wanted to take her cock in my mouth. I was Kyleigh, and I wanted to be pretty, sexy, hot. I wanted to be a slutty maid.

I smiled, cheeks flushing, and leant forward. Trembling slightly, nervous and excited, I took the tip of her cock between my lips and I began to suck, working my tongue around the girth of her as I took her cock deeper.

Ms Leite’s cock throbbed in my mouth, the tang of precum, and I felt her hand on the back of my head, encouraging me. I let her instruct me, teach me, train me.

She thrust and her cock sank deeper, stretching my lips wide. My tongue worked over the girth of her and I sucked gently, mouth hot and wet.

“Fuck… you’re quite talented. Who knew you were a natural-born cock sucker.”

Her words were soft, praising. I felt a rush of emotions, my caged cock throbbing so hard it hurt.

I couldn’t quite believe what I was doing, how I had given in so easily, but I didn’t really care. I was having fun.

I felt hot, sexy, wanted. I sucked and Ms Leite, my hot boss, fucked my mouth with her cock. I felt spit pooling, running down my chin, and I reached up with one hand to stroke the base of her cock, my saliva wetting it, my other hand resting on her thigh.

I felt her fuck, thrusting her hips, using my mouth for her pleasure. I moaned, feeling the head of her cock press at the back of my throat. I gagged slightly but pushed on.

“That’s it, good girl. Show me you can entertain our guests.”

The words spun in my head and realization dawned. How had I not realized?

This is what Alice was doing. This is what the maids on my shift did as part of their duties. It explained why there was so little cleaning, why our uniforms were so tight, revealing, why we all had to work in stockings, suspenders, heels. It explained the semi-permanent makeup, why my hair was such a bright, slutty blonde.

I was a maid, but my duties were a lot more than just cleaning. I was expected to tend to the guests' needs, make sure they were satisfied, that they enjoyed their stay. Something about that made me shiver.

As Kieran, I’d lived a boring, sheltered life. I was innocent, a virgin, but as Kyleigh, I was expected to be slut. I was expected to serve on my knees. It was like a wild fantasy, and it felt… good.

I sucked harder, working my lips and tongue up and down Ms Leite’s cock, spit-wetted hands stroking. I wanted her to cum. I wanted to feel her cock erupt in my mouth. I wanted… I wanted to swallow.

As she trained me, using her grip on the back of my head to tell me what to do, I gave myself up to the pleasure of it all. It was wild, liberating. I could submit. I was a sexy maid.

I wrapped my lips tight and worked my tongue, my hand, eager to give her pleasure.

“Fuck… I was worried you might be hesitant, resistant, yet here you are acting like an eager little whore. Who knew you were such a cum-slut.”

I could hear the pleasure in Ms Leite’s voice, could feel her thrusting, her cock fucking in and out of my mouth. I could hear the praise, the affection. I loved it.

My caged cock throbbed, hard, and took her cock deeper.

“Oh god… don’t stop… I’m close.”

Her words excited me. I was going to make her cum. I wanted to make her cum.

I sucked harder, lapping, and I felt her cock throb, swelling. Ms Leite thrust and then…

She was cumming. I felt her cock swell and pulse and then she was cumming, cumming in my mouth, filling it with shot after shot of hot cum.

I swallowed, milking her cock, struggling to keep up with the flow of it, trying not to drown.

I kept working, wanting to gift her as much pleasure as I could, sucking hard, wanting every last drop of her cum.

I kept working my lips, tongue, hand, kept swallowing until Ms Leite stopped cumming. Only then did I stop, sucking hard as she eased her cock out of my mouth. I sucked on the tip as it left the seal of my lips and stared at it, slowly softening, wet with my spit.

“That was very good.” Ms Leite said. “You’ve got more talent than I was expecting. I think you’re going to make our guests very happy.”

I blushed. Could I really do that with guests? Could I really just embrace being a slut?

I thought of Alice, how happy she seemed, how much she loved her job. I thought about how much I was enjoying my brief vacation from being Kieran.

It was just two months. No one knew me, not the real me. It was my chance to really let go with no consequences. I couldn’t help but feel excited about the idea. It was just so… wild.

And wasn’t that what I wanted from my trip?

“Thank you.” I said, blushing.

“Now, be a good girl, and head to Duncan’s room. I told him you’d be along after I had a word with you. I know he’s dying to spend some time with you.”

I nodded.

“Room three fourteen.” Ms Leite said. “And.. have fun.”

I giggled at that. I was being told to go entertain a guest as Kyleigh, a hot maid. Part of me was horrified, but a larger part, the part that was in control, the part that was Kyleigh, that liked being pretty, sexy, was looking forward to it, and was I sure she was going to have a lot of fun.


Six

It was almost easy to throw myself into my job.

The first time, with Duncan, was the most nerve-wracking. With Ms Leite it had been different, she’d been in charge, and I was definitely into her, attracted to her, but Duncan wasn’t like that.

He was laid back when I arrived, and there was no hint of seduction or pressure. Yet, he knew why I was there, that I was there to entertain him, offer him the special kind of room service the hotel offered.

He was sweet, kind, and complimentary, and he flirted with me. I couldn’t help but squirm, blushing, as he looked at me. Maybe the fact that I was caged helped, the fact that I was so horny all the time, or maybe it was that I’d been living as Kyleigh, sexy, pretty, cute maid for days, or maybe it was that I could still taste Ms Leite’s cum, could still almost feel her cock fucking between my lips and I wanted more.

Whatever it was it was almost easy to give in, to play the role of Kyleigh, the slutty maid. I was anxious, nervous, but… part of me was almost wanton.

Duncan teased me, flirted with me, and made it very clear what he wanted. I was happy to give it to him.

I allowed Duncan a small moment of touching me, handling my body, caressing me, before I fell to my knees. I wanted more, wanted a lot more, could feel the yearning in my body, but I had a job.

As Duncan stood over me I undid his trouser and pulled his cock out. He was already hard, and getting rapidly harder as I stroked his cock. I wrapped both hands around his girth and teased, feeling him throb and swell.

“Fuck you’re so hot.” He said.

The lust in his voice, the worship, the desire, it was like a fire, consuming me. I could feel my old life being burned away, leaving just Kyleigh, the pretty maid, on her knees, about to suck a man’s cock.

I bit my bottom lip, squirming, and then… I took Duncan’s cock into my mouth. The way it throbbed, thicker and longer than Ms Leite’s, made me squirm. It was proof of how hot I was, how sexy I was.

I felt something in me unfurl, Kyleigh stepping forward to take what she wanted. I could feel my old self fading away. I sucked, working my tongue and hands, and I let Duncan fuck my mouth, gripping the back of my hair as he used me.

A shiver ran up my spine, pleasure, joy, the sense of utter freedom. I was Kyleigh. I could be as slutty as I wanted, have as much fun as I wanted. No one knew Keiran. I had the freedom to experiment and play and discover. I could just enjoy myself for two whole months, playing the role of the wanton, slutty maid.

And… I did. I threw myself into it.

I sucked Duncan’s cock eagerly, taking it deep, and I worked hard to make him moan and throb. I wanted to show him just what a talented cum-slut I was.

I sucked, teased, licked, worked my tongue and lips, and before too long he was cumming, cumming hard, and I swallowed every last drop. I felt it warm and sticky in my belly.

As I worked my lips back on his spit and cum coated coat I blushed, feeling very flustered and horny. I couldn’t believe what I’d done, yet… I felt zero shame, and no embarrassment.

I just felt hot.

“That was amazing.” Duncan said. “I’m looking forward to seeing more of you around. I’ll be sure to tip very generously.”

I giggled at that, thanked him too. I cleaned up and then said farewell and left him room. As I made my way through the hotel, other guests smiling at me, flirting with me, I couldn’t help but feel naughty and brazen.

Did they know? Could they tell? What if others asked me for my service? My head was spinning and I could feel a rush of new emotions and feelings. I felt fully alive for the first time in a long time, like I was surfing the peak of a wave. I felt… incredible.
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After the first time with Duncan, there were more times. Sometimes he would put in a call for me at the front desk and I would be sent to his room. Other times he would bump into me as I was working and he would invite me up to his room.

I began to almost look forward to time with him. I began to feel more bold and adventurous.

I would let him touch me, caress me, grope me. I even let him kiss me, though never on the lips, would kiss him back, but again, never on the lips.

The feeling of that was electric, my whole body lighting up with pleasure, lust, desire. It always ended the same way though. I would drop to my knees and I would worship his cock with my mouth, would make him cum, would swallow all of it.

Each time the pleasure of it got more.

I remained caged though, frustrated. My need for release just got worse. I could feel my pent-up libido growing almost feral, a feminine wanton desire. I took all of it out on Duncan’s cock. At times I felt like a wild animal trying to devour him. He seemed to enjoy it.

As time passed I became more skilled. I would work my hands, tongue, lips. I could make it last or make it quick, could tease Duncan for as long as I wanted or have him cumming in seconds. I loved that, the power and the thrill of it, knowing how much he wanted me.

He was sweet, kind, and I began to feel genuinely attracted to him, began to look forward to seeing him. It got so bad that just the sight of him or the sound of his voice would make my caged cock throb.

Yet, after only just over a week, he left. He promised he’d be back soon though, on business. I told him I’d be waiting, gave him a flirty smile and a kiss goodbye before dropping to my knees to suck his cock one last time.

It was only after he left that I found out he hadn’t been lying about the generous tips. He’d left quite a bit for me. I was oddly flattered by it. It made me feel valuable and cheap at the same time, in a way that was hot and brazen and wild.

Kyleigh was nothing like Kerian. I liked being Kyleigh more.

After Duncan left I had to spend more time doing other duties, like cleaning, as he wasn’t around to request my services. I found I missed him, his company, but I missed his cock more. I missed the feel of it in my mouth, the taste of his cum.

Pleasuring him had been a way to relieve my pent-up desire to some extent. With him gone I could feel it raging out of control, like a forest fire consuming me. I couldn’t focus so well on my work, and my flirting with the other guests got bolder, more brazen.

Maybe that was why several of them approached me in the week after Duncan left for special room service. I was stunned at first, not quite sure what to do.

I’d pleasured Ms Leite and Duncan, had known other guests might ask, but I hadn’t had time to think about it clearly. Having five men proposition me in one week felt thrilling and terrifying.

I did what Kyleigh wanted though, what I was employed to do. I said yes. To all of them

In that week after Duncan left I serviced five other guests. Three of them more than once.

I was nervous as I visited the first man’s room, but by the end of that week, I was feeling almost transformed. I was feeling confident, sexual, sensual. Like a huntress.

I threw myself into my work. I got good at it. I found the praise exciting, the desire rewarding, and sucking cock was the only way to soothe the pent-up lust caused by being caged.

I got good at it, became skilled. I even had a few conversations with Alice where I asked for tips and tricks to help me improve. It was thanks to her that I finally managed to get my gag reflex under control so I could deep-throat a cock. That felt amazing.

And the tips… the tips were incredible. I’d earned enough in four weeks to pay for the entirety of my trip, had made up for everything that had been stolen. I realised then that I could, if I wanted, leave. I had enough to pay back whatever I owed Ms Leite for my transformation and the rest I could use to travel.

But part of me resisted. I sat on that, thinking it over, and as I did the tips kept coming. The more cocks I sucked the more brazen and flirty I became, the more brazen and flirty I was with guests the more men requested room service from me, and the more men I gave room service to, the more cocks I sucked, the flintier I became.

If my physical transformation to Kyleigh had been quick, a trip to the spa, then my mental and emotional transformation was slower, but no less powerful. I could feel myself changing, could feel myself falling into the routine of my life, enjoying it.

I even went out with Alice shopping, went out socialising. I enjoyed it.

I bought clothes, makeup, perfume. I went out drinking, clubbing, had fun dancing with my new friends and flirting with boys and girls. It was like I was a new person. A better person. I’d never had so much fun. Had never felt so content, so comfortable.

Yet in the back of my head, I knew it was all going to come to an end. I could distract myself all I wanted, but I knew I was going to end. The more time passed, the more I settled into my new life, the less time as Kyleigh I had.

I began to feel almost sad, miserable. It was like grief.

I tried not to let it affect me though. I tried to make the most of the time I had left. I wanted to enjoy it.

In the end I decided not to leave early, decided to enjoy the few weeks I had left. The extra money would come in handy, and it was my only chance to live as Kyleigh.

I had the rest of my life to live as Keiran. I had only a few weeks to live as Kyleigh. So I made the most of it. I really tried to enjoy it.

Yet, there was one thing that held me back…

More than a few times a guest asked for more than my mouth. They wanted to fuck me. They made it very clear, even offering extra money, but each time I said no.

Part of me was curious, but I was nervous too. I’d never had sex. I was still a virgin.

Kyleigh ached for it, found some of the men incredibly handsome and charming, but there was just something stopping me. I never quite worked up the courage to offer a guest everything.

I wasn’t sure why, but it just didn’t feel right. It was like… something was stopping me. Like I needed something to unlock that door.

I couldn’t quite work out what it was, and as the weeks passed I felt almost like I should just try it, once, to feel what it was like. Sucking cock was fun, so maybe getting fucked would be. I could experience pleasure like a real girl.

I considered it a few times, but never worked up the courage. I could feel something in the back of my head holding me back. As the weeks passed, my time to leave growing near, I felt almost like I was missing out on the opportunity.

I’d learned a lot by living as Kyleigh, working at the hotel. I’d gained a newfound confidence and joy, a lust for life and pleasure. I’d realised there was more to me than I’d imagined.

All of that thanks to my bag getting stolen. Yet, there was something missing. Something… I couldn’t quite work out what it was.

And then my time was up…


Seven

It was my last week and I couldn’t get over the feeling of sadness. I tried my hardest to enjoy the last few days of life as Kyleigh, but it was like the colour and the vibrancy had drained out of things.

People around me noticed. They sensed the change in me.

They’d only known me as Kyleigh, the fun, vibrant, sexy, flirty maid. They’d never known Kieran, the lonely, introverted, miserable boy.

It felt like I was slipping back towards him, towards the old me, losing all the joy I’d discovered. Is that what was going to happen when I left Kyleigh behind and continued on my trip as Kieran, carried on the rest of my life as Kieran?

The thought of abandoning Kyleigh, returning to Kieran, living the rest of my life in that cage, horrified me. But what? That’s who I was, wasn’t it? Kyleigh had just been a disguise to get the job, so I could work as a maid, get money, carry on with my trip.

I had to return to my old life, my real life, didn’t I?

I felt trapped, spiralling down into dark thoughts, my emotions a mess. I sat in my room with only a few days left on my contract thinking it over.

Ms Leite hadn’t spoken to me about what was to happen to me and I hadn’t been brave enough to mention it. I knew I had to go see her, discuss how I was to leave, but the thought of it, of leaving, left me cold. Kyleigh had a life. I had friends.

And then… there was a knock at my door.

“Hi.” Alice said as I opened my door.

She was smiling, brightly, dressed in just a short summer dress that showed off her figure. I still couldn’t get over how cute she was. I was going to miss her. She’d become my closest friend and I felt like I was closer to her than I was to anyone else.

I could never see her again. She only knew me as Kyleigh. Leaving that life behind would mean leaving her behind. I hated that thought.

“Hi.” I said. “Want to come in?”

Alice nodded. I invited her in and she sat on the only chair free in my room while I sat on my bed. There was an awkward silence between us.

“I’m worried about you.” She said eventually. “You’ve not been yourself. What’s up?”

I felt a tug. I’d not told anyone what I felt, what I was going through. No one would understand.

Yet… Alice had shared so much with me. We were friends. Maybe…

“I… my contract is up.” I said. “It’s time for me to leave.”

Alice nodded.

“Yeah, I remembered you saying when you started you weren’t here for long. Are you excited for the rest of your trip?”

I nodded. Part of me was, but another part…

I shook my head.

“No.” I said suddenly. “I… I don’t want to leave. I kinda like it here.”

Alice smiled.

“Yeah. It’s fun, right? That’s why I’ve been here so long.” She said. “I know I can’t keep working here forever, but for now I’m happy.”

I nodded.

“You could stay if you wanted?” Alice said.

I was still. How could I explain it to her?

“I can’t.” I said. “It’s… it’s difficult to explain.”

Alice took a deep breath. She was quiet for a moment.

“Is it?” Alice asked.

I looked at her. I felt something tug at my heart. Could I…

“You could stay.” Alice said. “I’d like it if you stayed. I’m going to miss you. I’m going to really miss you.”

“It’s complicated.” I said.

Alice smiled at me.

“I know you’ve got a cock.” She said. “It doesn’t matter. You’re Kyleigh to me and you always will be. You could stay if you wanted. You could choose this…”

Her words hung in the air. She knew.

“You could stay here for a little longer. I want you to stay. I don’t want you to leave. I’ve enjoyed spending time with you, getting to know you, getting to know Kyleigh. You could stay and… we could get to know each other better.”

I was still, head spinning.

“I’ve seen how you’ve flirted with the guests, how well you’ve fit in with how things work. I know you’ve enjoyed your time here. You can’t deny it. Being Kyleigh, working here, satisfying the guests, working with me, making friends, you’ve enjoyed all of it, haven’t you?” She asked.

I nodded. The way she was looking at me was making my heart beat faster.

“I’ve enjoyed watching you. I… I like you. I really like you. I was hoping I could convince you to stay and we could keep working together. Maybe… maybe we could become close.”

As she spoke she moved in closer, crossing to sit on the bed beside me, closing the gap between us. I felt her body press against me, the heat of her, the smoothness.

She was so pretty, so hot. I couldn’t deny I was attracted to her, that the smell and feel of her was making it hard to think.

I’d been caged for my entire contract at the hotel. Hadn’t cum in months. Pleasing guests had given some relief, but it had only ever been temporary.

In that moment I could feel the need in me rising up, my caged cock throbbing painfully.

I pleased numerous guests in my two months, had enjoyed every moment, but I’d still not been intimate with a woman besides Ms Leite. Alice and I were friends, good friends, and I couldn’t deny I was attracted to her.

Yet I was scared. I was scared of what she was offering. There was no way someone as hot and fun and sweet as her could be into me. I was drab and boring and…

I smiled. I was thinking as Kieran.

With guests, it was easy to slip into Kyleigh, but around Alice, I was still awkward, shy, timid, nervous. She didn’t know Kieran though. She knew Kyleigh. She wanted Kyleigh.

I felt a surge of emotions. My bond with Alice was close. She was perhaps my best friend, easily Kyleigh’s best friend. We had shared so much over the time I’d been at the hotel. The thought of leaving Kyleigh behind was made all the harder at the thought of leaving Alice behind.

Maybe… maybe I could stay a little longer. Maybe I could enjoy being Kyleigh for a little more time, could spend more time with Alice. Maybe…

But something stuck in the back of my mind.

“How?” I asked.

Alice’s smile shifted. She looked slightly nervous, a pinkness to her cheeks.

“How? How what?” She asked.

I was quiet for a moment.

“How did you know?” I asked. “About… me.”

Alice chuckled, softly, kindly.

“I can explain, but… you have to promise me you’ll think about staying.”

I nodded, smiling.

“I’ll think about it.”

“That’s all I ask. I just want you to keep an open mind because… I think I can persuade you to stay if you keep an open mind.” Alice said.

She was grinning, blushing. She shifted, moving close, her face inching towards mine. I could feel her breath.

When she kissed me I melted. Her lips were soft and wet and eager, nibbling at first then becoming more ardent, more demanding. I kissed back, feeling her warmth. Hands wrapped around my waist, pulling me on close and I could taste Alice’s spit, her tongue pressing between my lips.

It was the first time I’d been kissed as Kyleigh. It was the first time in a long time that I’d been kissed, and I’d never been kissed quite like it before.

It was hungry for me, eager, full of desire. I returned the passion, feeling my body grow hot, throbbing. If this was how Alice was going to persuade me to stay then I knew she was going to be successful. How could I resist?

We kissed, and I felt her press her body against me, hands roaming, lips almost fierce. I kissed back, reaching out to hold her, my hands on her hips, caressing her back, feeling down to her ass, her legs, her thighs.

I could hear the whimpers of pleasure she made as she kissed me. I knew I was making soft noises too. I couldn’t help it.

Finally, Alice broke the kiss.

“Think you might stay?” She asked.

I blushed, giggling.

“If there’s more of that…”

Alice smiled.

“There’s a lot more. But first… you asked me how I knew. I… I have to show you something.”

Slowly Alice rose to her feet, standing in front of me.
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I stared as Alice lifted up her dress, peeling it off. She was clad in simple underwear, white panties and a white bra, but she looked beautiful, almost innocent, feminine and graceful and sexy, her figure curvy and full, round ass, wide hips, full thighs, and the flesh of her breasts, rising and falling with each breath, was almost mesmerising, flecked with pale freckles.

I couldn’t get over how breathtaking she was. She was standing in front of me in just her underwear. She’d kissed me.

My cock throbbed in its cage, a dull ache. I wasn’t sure I’d ever been so horny.

Alice smiled at me, nervous, blushing, and then… she slipped off her underwear. She slipped off her bra, her panties, and I felt my head spin. Her tits jiggled, full, nipples hard and puffy, and her cock…

Her cock was hard, throbbing, swaying between her legs. She had a cock. Just like Ms Leite. Just like me.

“We all have them. All the maids on shift.” Alice said. “We’re all just like you. We all arrive here feeling lost and… we end up finding a place here. Ms Leite has a talent for helping girls like us find our place.” Alice said.

My head spun.

“All the maids?” I asked.

Alice shook her head.

“Just the one on our shift. The ones on special duty.” She said.

Then… all the pretty, hot, sexy maids I had made friends with were like me. They were boys who’d become girls. They were girls who’d thought they were boys. They… they were just like me.

No wonder I felt so at home, so at ease, so seen and held. No wonder I felt so safe.

And that meant…

“So you see, this can be a home for you, if you want.” Alice said. “You could stay and work out who you are here. Stay for as long as you like. You’ve got friends, support. We can help you work it out. The money’s good and you have all the support you could want here. You don’t need to leave. You could stay, if you wanted.”

I was quiet, head spinning. Everything Alice was saying… it all sounded too perfect. Plus it was hard to think with her standing naked in front of me, her cock hard and throbbing. I could feel my mouth watering.

“You are a beautiful person. I can see how happy you’ve been while working here. I can see how sad you are at the thought of leaving. I know you think you have to, that you have to leave Kyleigh behind, but you don’t. You can stay and work it out, take all the time you need. You have friends here, people who care about you, the real you.” Alice said. “Maybe you do want to be whoever you were before you arrived, maybe you want to go back, or maybe you want to go forwards, to something else. Maybe Kyleigh, this, is just a stepping stone to work out who you are, who you want to be, or maybe you are Kyleigh. I guess… what I’m saying is you don’t need to decide now. You can decide later, take all the time you need, work it out with support. You don’t need to run away and you don’t need to do it all alone. You can stay and let up support you. Let me support you.”

I smiled.

“I… I want to stay.” I said.

Saying it out loud, admitting it, was hard, but liberating.

“I want to stay and keep being Kyleigh. I don’t want to go back to before. I don’t want to return to who I used to be. I want to go forwards. I… I don’t know if I’ll always be Kyleigh, but I know I don’t want to go back to who I used to be.” I said.

It felt strange, having such an emotionally charged conversation with Alice while she was naked, but it was like her vulnerability was reassuring me it was okay to be vulnerable, to admit the truth to myself and to her.

Plus, she was hot, and as beautiful as she was she was distracting me just enough to keep me from getting too up in my own head about everything. I smiled, feeling a swell of joy, a swell of affection, acceptance. It was like nothing I’d really felt before.

I felt seen, heard, held. I wanted more.

But, more than just that, I wanted Alice.

“Plus, if I stay, maybe we can make out again?” I said.

Alice smirked.

“I want you to stay for you first. I want you to be happy. I care about you and I have empathy for what you’re going through. I want you to have the space I had, to work out who you are and who you want to be. I… I think I can help.” Alice said.

I smiled, heart swelling.

“But yes, I’d like you to stay so we can make out more too. And… maybe we could do more than make out?” She said. “If you wanted, we could celebrate you deciding to stay?”

“How would we do that?” I asked.

From the way her cock was throbbing I knew exactly how she wanted to celebrate.

“I was hoping I could feel your lips on my cock. I’ve heard lots of things about how talented you are. And maybe, if you wanted… I was hoping… I…”

Alice’s blush got worse. She looked shy and nervous and coy.

“What do you want?” I asked.

I felt wanted, felt seductive, felt sexy and desired and hot. Alice stared at me.

“I was hoping we could fuck.” She said.

Those words hit hard. She wanted to fuck me. I’d only ever sucked cock, had never gone that far. I’d been saving it, and I knew in that moment what I’d been saving it for.

I’d been saving it for Alice.

“Would you… would you like that?” She asked.

All I could do was nod.
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Before Alice could speak, before she could say anything, I was on my knees in front of her. It had been on my mind since the moment she’d taken her panties off, since the moment I’d seen her cock.

I wanted it. Wanted to taste it.

There was something so stark and erotic about the image. A beautiful, sexy, curvy young woman with a cock. A beautiful, hard, thick, throbbing cock.

I’d sucked numerous cocks as a maid but they had all belonged to men. All of them with the exception of Ms Leite’s, and even that had been different.

She was my boss. It had been the first cock I’d sucked. And… I didn’t feel about her the way I felt about Alice.

I looked up at my best friend and smiled, delighting in how her cock throbbed as she looked down at me. She was stunning.

Without needing encouragement I reached out and wrapped my fingers around her girth and I stroked. Her cock throbbed, getting harder, fatter. She moaned.

I teased her for a moment, relishing in how she responded to my touch, how she responded to my teasing. Her cock was hot in my hand, hard, smooth.

I felt my mouth water.

“Fuck you feel good. I’ve been waiting for this for so long.” She said.

I smiled at that, delighting in the thought that she’d wanted me for a long time.

My head was spinning, heart racing. As I watched her I felt almost a hunger, a need. I couldn’t stop myself. I leant forward, parting my lips, and took her cock into my mouth. It throbbed between my lips as I sucked gently. The tang of her precum was sweet. I swallowed, eagerly, capturing it.

I worked my lips and hand, wetting Alice’s cock. I stroked, sucked, lapped, my mouth hot and wet and tight. I could feel her getting harder, thicker, working her hips to fuck my mouth. Alice reached out to grip the back of my head, forcing my head down. I swallowed more of her cock.

“Fuck… that feels so good. You really are talented. I… I can’t wait to return the favour.”

That thought made my belly flutter. If I were to stay would Ms Leite take my cage off? I hadn’t even thought to ask, had grown used to it, had found it almost a comfort during the early weeks, easing my transition and transformation.

Now though… the thought of having the use of my cock back so I could offer all of myself to Alice appealed, taking her as my lover, my girlfriend.

I sucked harder, excited by the prospect. She was so sweet and kind and funny. So hot, and she liked me. She really liked me.

“Easy… you’re going to make me cum if you keep doing that.” She said.

I wanted her to cum. Wanted to swallow her cum. Yet, I wanted more too.

I pulled back, her cock slipping out of the suction of my lips. Her cock kept throbbing, oozing.

“I don’t want you to cum yet.” I said, looking up at her.

Alice grinned.

“What do you want then?” She asked.

I blushed, squirming. She was going to make me say it. She was going to make me confess.

I blinked, feeling my body yearn.

“I… I want you to fuck me.” I said. “Please. I… I’ve never done it before and I want you to be my first. I want you to make me a woman.”

Alice smiled down at me.

“You already are a woman.” She said. “And a very beautiful one at that, but… I would like to fuck you too. So, how about you get naked and get on the bed? Then I can finish persuading you to stay.”

I giggled, feeling nervous. I couldn’t move fast enough.
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I lay on my back, naked, feeling nervous and exposed. It was the first time Alice had seen me without clothes on.

I was worried she’d turn away, find me unattractive. With lingerie on, clothes, padded bras, I felt more feminine. It was harder to feel feminine when it was just me. It was like my clothes had become my armour, my disguise, like they allowed me to embody Kyleigh more fully.

Alice looked at me though and smiled.

“You are beautiful.” She said, as though sensing my nervousness.

“Thank you.” I whispered.

As I watched she climbed up onto the bed, crawled forward, between my spread legs, and her cock hung, almost threatening, a promise of pleasure to cum. I stared at it, throbbing, hard, beautiful, wet with my spit.

“Are you ready for me?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

Alice needed no more encouragement. She eased herself forwards and, with one hand on her cock, guided it towards my virgin entrance.

I felt a shudder run along my spine as the spit-wetted tip teased along my crack, pressing at my hole. I moaned as Alice pressed, her cock easing me open, splitting my virgin hole. It felt hot, hard, thick.

I’d never felt anything like it. Had never felt pleasure like it. I pressed back, working my hips, and I felt her cock just barely enter me.

I moaned as the pleasure swelled, filling me, my caged cock throbbing hard.

“More.” I said. “Fuck me. Give me more.”

Alice smiled down at me. I could feel the thick hardness of her cock throbbing, the pulse of her heart felt inside my ass.

“As you wish.” She said.

And she thrust. She thrust hard, deep, one long, smooth thrust forcing her cock into my ass.

There was pressure, pain, pleasure, a bright tide of sensation and emotion. I moaned, the breath knocked from my lungs, the sense knocked from my head.

I worked my hips to feel more, grinding down onto Alice’s cock.

“Fuck you are beautiful.” She said. “I’ve wanted to fuck you since the first time we met.”

I blushed deeper, craving more of her.

“Then fuck me.” I said. “Fuck me hard.”

And she did.

She pulled her cock out of me until just the tip was inside then thrust, fucking it deep again. She began to work her cock in and out of my ass, slamming her hips into me. I felt her cock throbbing inside of me, pressing on a knot of pleasure, teasing a bright knot of joy with each stroke.

As Alice fucked me she lowered her lips to mine and we kissed again. I spread my legs wide and worked my tight hold on her cock, squeezing, clenching, milking her girth for pleasure.

My cage was agony, throbbing. I hadn’t cum for months and I could feel how close I was, the pleasure unlike anything I had felt before.

In my head, I wondered if, when I got my cage off, Alice would want me to fuck her like she was fucking me. The thought excited me, the thought of my new life, as Kyleigh.

I knew then, in that moment, that there was no going back.

I was going to stay to figure things out. Alice and the other girls could support me, help me work out who I was, who I wanted to be. I could stay, work for money, and transform myself.

As Alice fucked me, working her cock in and out of my ass, her hands groping my body, I felt something in me unlock. I’d come on my trip to find myself and I had.

I’d found Kyleigh. I’d found acceptance. I’d found joy like I’d never known possible.

How could I leave all that behind?

Keiran was done. He was the past. I didn’t know who I was going to become but Kyleigh and my experiences at the hotel were going to be part of it. Alice was going to be part of it. I was becoming.

I wrapped my legs around my best friend and let her fuck me deep and hard. I fucked back, feeling the pleasure swelling. Her lips were warm and wet and soft and her cock was hard.

I moaned, feeling her swelling, throbbing, getting harder. She fucked me faster.

I knew what that meant. She was close. I could feel something in me unfurling, unravelling, blossoming. I fucked her back, wanting her to cum, wanting her to fill me.

Alice thrust and broke the kiss.

“I’m going to cum.” She said.

“Cum then.” I said. “I want you to. I want you to cum inside me.”

I meant it. I meant every word.

I wanted the beautiful maid to fuck me, to cum in me. I wanted to feel her cock throb and erupt inside me.

Alice obliged me. She fucked me harder, faster, deeper, and then… she thrust deep. Her cock filled me. I felt it pulse.

“FUCK!”

Her voice was hoarse with pleasure. I felt it.

Alice came, hard, filling me. She was cumming inside me, fucking me. I felt the pleasure of it radiate out, the acceptance, the joy.

As she came inside me something unlocked. It had been months since I’d cum. I was caged, but her cock, cumming inside me, was enough.

I came as Alice came inside me I came, my caged cock throbbing, oozing cum. We came together, pleasure, joy, bright tides of sensation and feeling. It was like nothing I’d felt before, my climax filling my whole body, radiating out from my ass, making me dumb from the overwhelming experience of it.

“Fuck…”

I squirmed, working my ass on Alice’s throbbing cock. She filled me, and as our mutual climax subsided she collapsed on top of me. The warmth and weight of her was a comfort. I could feel her cock slowly softening, slipping out.

I squeezed down to stop her cum leaking out, wanting to keep it inside of me.

“That was amazing.” I said, heart racing.

Alice lifted her head and smiled at me. Her freckled cheeks were flush with blood. She looked adorable.

“I’m glad you liked it, because I really liked it.” She said.

I squirmed, wiggling beneath her.

“Good, because I want more. And… maybe I can fuck you too sometime?” I said.

Alice beamed. She looked delighted.

“Does that mean you’re staying?” She asked.

I nodded, giggling.

“It does.” I said. “I’m staying. You persuaded me.”

We both laughed.

“I knew I could.” She said.

And then she kissed me. As our lips met I knew I’d made the right decision.

THE END
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THE BIMBO CURSE
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Your girlfriend dumped you for a younger guy, and now you’re stuck in the most boring version of your own life. Work, sleep, sulk, repeat. Yawn.

Then she struts in.

Honey. All boobs and blonde hair and bubblegum giggles. She’s a dream in too-high heels and too-tight clothes, and she takes you home like it’s the easiest thing in the world. One drink, one kiss, one night, and the most mind-blowing experience you’ll ever have. You’re wrecked. You’re ruined. You’re reborn. You’re… confused.

Because when you wake up, Honey is gone, but your body, and your mind, are changing.

Your skin? Suddenly as smooth as silk. Your lips? Plumper. Your curves? Growing by the day. Suddenly you’re buying pink lingerie without thinking, craving lip gloss like oxygen, and moaning at your own reflection. You’re not losing yourself, you’re getting hotter. Sexier. More feminine. Bimbofied.

When you call Honey, begging for answers, she reappears like a dream and spills the truth.

You’re cursed, babe. Cursed to sparkle, to strut, to live shameless and fabulous and carefree. Cursed to be a bimbo.

And honestly? You’re going to love it.

So slip into your stilettos, shake those hips, and get ready, because Honey’s waiting to show you just how delicious your new life can be.


CLAIMED BY THE ALPHA
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

It was supposed to be a dare.

One night alone in the woods beneath the full moon to prove he was worthy of joining the fraternity. But when Trent is chased and bitten by something not quite human, his life, and his body, begin to change in ways he never expected.

Each day brings new cravings. New curves. New heat.

He’s becoming softer, hungrier, more wanton. And always, he feels the presence of something watching him in the dark. The Alpha. The one who marked him.

As Trent's body transforms, so does his heart. Confusion gives way to longing. Shame gives way to pleasure. And as the last traces of his old life fade, someone new rises in his place. Someone powerful, beautiful, and born to belong to the beast who claimed her.

Now she must choose. Should she return to a life that no longer fits, or embrace the wild, aching love that calls to her under the moonlight.

Claimed by the Alpha is a searingly sensual story of gender transformation, forbidden desire, and feral romance. For readers who love erotic myth, queer metamorphosis, and love stories that defy every rule… this is the tale you've been hunting.


EXTRA CREDIT
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Leon is failing Gender Studies, and maybe himself, too.

He knows his best friend Jack should be flunking alongside him, but despite Jack’s grades being awful he’s adamant he’s going to pass gender studies. When Leon demands answers, Jack finally confesses. He’s been earning “extra credit” from Professor Tanner. One-on-one sessions. Private tutoring. Something more. Something secret.

Jack makes Leon promise that he won’t tell anyone. Yet, that Jack is getting extra help to pass seems unfair. There has to be something he can do, right?

When Leon confronts Tanner, it isn’t anger that greets him, but an invitation. Jack broke their agreement, broke the secret trust, and now, someone has to pay. Leon, flushed and desperate, terrified he’s let his best friend down, whispers the words that seal his fate... I’ll do anything.

Professor Tanner doesn’t punish. She reshapes. Leon becomes something softer, sweeter. Lipgloss and lace. Tight skirts, smooth skin, an aching need under every new layer of femininity. Tanner doesn’t just want obedience, she wants transformation. And Leon realises he craves it too.

But the final test is yet to come.

Tanner has one more assistant. One more beautiful, blushing girl she’s trained. When she introduces them things really begin to escalate.

Two best friends.

Two perfect, polished girls.

And a desire they’ve never dared name, until now.

Both of them willing to do anything for Extra Credit...


THE BACHELOR WEEKEND
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A forbidden desire. A secluded cabin. One unforgettable weekend.

Drew was promised a bachelor party. Instead, he got a quiet weekend at a secluded lakehouse—no strippers, no friends, no chaos. Just him and Nathan, his best friend since forever. His fiancée insisted on keeping things clean, and Drew reluctantly agreed.

But the silence only makes the tension louder. Because something’s been simmering between them for years—something they’ve never dared to name.

Then they find a forgotten suitcase filled with lingerie—lace, satin, silk. Temptation wrapped in panties and perfume.

One too many drinks. One confession too honest. Drew admits what he really wanted: a wild night, one last indulgence before saying “I do.”

Nathan makes a daring, impulsive decision. If Drew can’t have the stripper he wanted… maybe Nathan can be her.

What starts as a playful tease quickly ignites into something much deeper. Passion. Longing. A truth neither of them can ignore as desire explodes and boundaries vanish. By the end of the weekend, the only thing they’re certain of is that nothing will ever be the same.


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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