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MOMMY ISSUES

Steven is feeling sorry for himself after another relationship has fallen apart. He just doesn’t know what he’s doing wrong, but then he spots an advert for Doctor Santos, a beautiful therapist specialising in relationship issues.

Fortunately for Steven, Doctor Santos is quick to realise his issue. He has Mommy Issues, and that’s resulted in a lack of attachment to his feminine side. Even luckier, she knows just how to help him. What follows is a journey deep into Steven’s femininity that promises to change everything...

Steven just can’t make a relationship work!

When Lucy, his current girlfriend who he thought was the love of his life, leaves him with just a note to explain why, he’s left devastated. He has no idea what he’s doing wrong.

But then he sees an advert for the stunningly beautiful Doctor Santos, a therapist specialising in relationship issues and personal improvement and Steven figures it can’t hurt, can it?

When Doctor Santos tells Steven he has Mommy Issues, he feels shocked. He’d never realised he was so detached from the feminine within, but it makes sense. With the problem identified, he wants to do his best to fix it, to grow, to be better. Fortunately for him, Doctor Santos knows just how to help him get in touch with his inner femininity.

And so begins Steven’s journey to heal his Mommy Issues and get in touch with his femininity. Only the journey goes a lot deeper than he was expecting, but in the end, who better to go deep than your hot, older therapist?

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


One

Have you ever known something was wrong before you knew something was wrong? Ever get that feeling that something just wasn’t right before you had any evidence to prove it?

That’s what I felt as I slipped my key into my apartment door and opened it. A split second of something isn’t right here. I don’t know what it was I was picking up on, but something must have shifted that my subconscious was aware of because things were definitely not right.

As I pushed open my front door the feeling was proven accurate. The evidence was right there in front of me.

My apartment, or rather our apartment, was stripped bare and left in a chaotic mess. When I’d left for work in the morning everything had been fine, but returning home only a few hours later it was like everything had been turned upside down.

For a moment I worried we’d been burgled. What else could explain the mess and the fact that most of the furniture and possessions in the apartment had vanished?

But then… I saw the note, with my name written on it, in Lucy’s handwriting. The sight of it made my heart sink.

I knew in that moment what it was, and what had happened to the apartment. It had happened before, though maybe not as dramatically, so I was almost used to it. But can anyone really ever get used to having their heart broken?

As I shut the door I went to drop my keys onto the side table in the hall, a habit, but as I dropped them I realised my mistake and they clattered to the floor. The side table, like so much else, was gone. I took a deep breath and went to pick up the note, opening it to read the contents.

It was exactly what I had assumed, what I had feared. A break-up note.

Lucy had left me. She’d left me while I was at work, rather than facing the chore of emotional labour—as she put it—of breaking up with me in person. She’d had enough.

She was leaving me after three years, two years of living together, and she had taken all her stuff with her. As I looked up and around the apartment, taking in the mess, I came to realise, too late, just how much of the stuff in our apartment had been hers. Apparently most of it had been hers.

There was no furniture left, and the kitchen was pretty cleared out of crockery and utensils and food. All that was left was my TV, my computer, and a few snacks. Even the bed was gone, and the mattress, and the wardrobe my clothes had been in—my clothes were dumped in a pile in the corner of the room.

“Fuck.” I said to myself.

I checked my phone to see what time it was. The stores would be open for a few hours more. I could head out, get something to sleep on, grab some food, and the rest could wait till tomorrow.

Slipping the note into my pocket I grabbed my keys off the floor and headed back out to find a store where I could grab an air mattress and a sleeping bag and some pillows.
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On the bus ride to the closest store I looked over the note again, reading the three page long letter detailing exactly why Lucy was leaving me. It was pretty much the same thing all my past girlfriends had said, only this time it hit harder, and that wasn’t just because she’d left me with an empty apartment and two people’s rent to pay alone.

Lucy had been my longest lasting relationship by a long shot. She’d been the girl I thought I was going to marry. She’d been the one, or so I’d thought.

But now she was gone, and she was telling me she’d left because of the same reasons every other girl had ever left me. She’d left me because of my Mommy issues.

In the note she’d gone into detail of exactly what she thought was wrong with me: I was emotionally unavailable, I was unmotivated, I expected her to look after me like a mother, expected her to do all the housework, clean up after me, care for me, do all the emotional labour in the relationship, tend to the apartment, all while she was also developing her career.

She said being in a relationship with me was more like having a child than a partner. She said it was never equal. She said I treated her more like a mother than an equal, and she was done putting up with it in the hopes I would change.

I felt crushed. I really had loved her. She was beautiful and smart and funny and she had been the only relationship that had lasted more than six months.

As the bus arrived at the store I got off and headed in to find the things I needed, feeling heavy and exhausted. I was getting into my mid-twenties and I wanted to settle down, make a life for myself. I thought that’s what Lucy and I had been doing, but I’d been wrong.

I was still the same old useless guy. I felt crushed.

It didn’t help that I’d never really had that much luck with girls. Sure I’d had a few relationships and hook-ups, but I was far from being a ladies man like some of the guys I knew, and every relationship had always ended the same way. They’d left me, and they’d always told me the same thing.

Dating me was exhausting. I was the problem. Being with me was more like being a mother than a girlfriend, and feeling like someone’s mommy is not sexy.

As I searched the aisles for the camping gear, hoping to find a blow-up bed and a sleeping bag so I could at least get a good night’s sleep, I thought back of my past relationships. There’d been Joan, my high school sweetheart, who’d left me for the star player on the football team; then Annie, in my first year of college, who’d left me when she’d dropped of out college to join a commune; then Lisa, the bass guitarist in a feminist punk rock band, who’d turned out to be gay and who’d only dated me because I was, in her words, as feminine a guy as she’d ever met; and then Piper, in my senior year, a studious girl from a wealthy family who was studying abroad, and who’d treated me more like a pet than a boyfriend.

All of them had been wonderful in their own way, and all of them had left me, quite suddenly in my opinion, all of them expressing the same regret. I just wasn’t manly enough. I was more like a boy than a boyfriend. They didn’t want someone they had to take care of like a mother. They wanted someone who made them feel sexy and desirable, someone with drive and ambition, someone who would look after them, not someone they had to look after.

I’d left college crushed, certain that I was going to spend the rest of my life alone. I’d been lucky to find four girls who were interested in a guy like me—I knew I wasn’t the classic example of masculinity and I’d come to accept I was never going to blossom like my male peers had—so the chances of finding a fifth was next to zero, in my opinion.

And then… I’d met Lucy.

She’d been fresh out of a hard breakup with a lacrosse player from her college, a boyfriend who’d cheated on her multiple times and left her feeling defeated and worthless. We’d consoled each other and things had just… happened.

It had been effortless. She was beautiful and fun and intelligent, and she told me I wasn’t like the other boys she’d dated, boys and men who’d cheated on her and treated her badly, and that she could see us having a future together. I’d believed her.

I’d fallen in love.

And then she’d dumped me, out of the blue. I was beginning to realise that no matter who I dated it was never going to work.

I could date any kind of woman and it would never work, because there was always one fundamental problem. Me.

I was the problem, and unless I changed I’d never be able to have a meaningful connection with another human. I’d be alone forever.

But maybe that was for the best? After all, who wants to date a scrawny, short, man-child with mommy issues?
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After finding the things I needed in the store, an inflatable camping bed, a sleeping bag, some pillows, and a few quick ready-meals, I headed to the front to pay. The cashier was an annoyingly attractive, perky young woman who reminded me a bit of Annie.

I grumbled thanks as I paid for my purchases and headed out to wait for the bus. It was dark and getting chilly, and the bags were heavy. I’d had a long day at work and all I wanted was to curl up in bed and cry, but I didn’t even have a bed!

As traffic rumbled by with still no sign of the bus I pondered the past few months of mine and Lucy’s relationship. Things had not been the best, true, but they hadn’t been terrible, had they?

But then I realised… I couldn’t even remember the last time we’d had sex. I’d tried to instigate it multiple times but she’d always had a headache or a stressful day. She’d always had an excuse.

Then there’d been the lists she’d taken to writing me. Long lists of things she asked for help with around the apartment, chores that needed doing, things that needed cleaning. I’d done my best with them but never really paid much attention.

And there’d been the fact she’d been encouraging me to get out more, maybe join a club or a team, see my friends, or go to the gym, encouraging me to try harder at work, to push for the promotion I’d been moaning about for almost a year. I’d ignored that too.

I’d ignored all of it. All the warning signs. Maybe… maybe the breakup wasn’t so out of the blue after all. Maybe there had been signs, but I just hadn’t been paying attention.

In that moment it was like something clicked. I really was the problem.

All my past relationships had failed for the same reason. Me, and so long as I kept being me I was doomed to keep repeating the same patterns of failure. I was never going to be happy, have a meaningful relationship, if I kept being me.

But… how did I go about fixing myself?

I was in the process of figuring that out when my bus arrived, snapping me from my reverie. I stood up as it eased to a stop and I hefted up my bags, readying to board, putting my problem to one side for now, only…

There was a sign on the side of the bus.

There was a picture of a hot redhead in a tight fitting but formal business suit, glasses, a curvy figure, and beside it the text: self improvement and relationship specialist. It was an advert for a therapist. A Doctor Santos.

Beneath it was a number.

As the door to my bus opened I pulled out my phone and snapped a photo of the advert. Maybe… maybe with a little help I could fix myself. And it wouldn’t hurt to try, right?


Two

The door was unmarked and unremarkable. I stopped outside to double check the address, confirming it was the one I’d been given, and then I saw, beside the door, a series of small brass signs with names engraved on them. 

One read: Doctor Santos, MD, PhD.

There was nothing else to her sign. I smiled though, knowing I was at least at the right place, which just left my nerves over whether I was doing the right thing or not. Maybe therapy wasn’t such a good idea? Maybe it was a waste of money, or worse, maybe having a stranger meddle with my brain would make me worse.

Yet at the same time I knew I couldn’t carry on as I’d been carrying on. Losing Lucy had hurt. It had been almost two weeks since she’d left and I was still in pain, still reeling from the shock.

Maybe Doctor Santos wouldn’t be able to fix me, but if she could help me get over my breakup and help me become a better person so I wouldn’t keep making the same mistakes in my relationships then that had to be worth the risk, right? Plus… she seemed qualified, and the reviews I’d found of her online were, frankly, amazing.

I couldn’t find much, which made sense given how private most people were about their therapy, but what I could find was inspiring. People talk about how Doctor Santos had helped them change their lives completely, how much happier they were, how much better they felt.

I didn’t expect anything quite so amazing, but even a small improvement would be good. Anything to shake my life up and get me back on track, because after Lucy had left me so suddenly I was feeling utterly worthless.

So, I took a deep breath, stepped up to the door, and pressed the buzzer. Then I waited. After only a moment the speaker crackled into life.

“Steven?” A soft, feminine voice said.

“I… yeah, Steven. I’m here for a six o’clock appointment.” I said, trying not to sound as nervous as I felt.

“You’re bang on time. Perfect. Come on in. The office is up the stairs, first door on your left. You can’t miss it.” The voice said.

The speaker cut out and the door buzzed, letting me know it was unlocked. I pushed it open and stepped into, ready to face the unknown territory of my issues.
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Doctor Santos’ office was easy enough to find given her directions, and the front of her door was clearly marked, her name printed on the pane of glass that took up the top half of the door. I paused outside, not sure if I should just open it or not, then decided it was polite to knock, so I knocked.

“Come in Steven.” The soft voice called.

Opening the door I stepped into a small office, and I realised the voice hadn’t been a receptionist as I suspected, but had been Doctor Santos, since she was the only one in the small office. She was sat behind her desk, watching me, and as the door swung closed behind me I felt a shiver run up my spine.

I had thought her photos on the adverts I’d seen must have been airbrushed or digitally altered, taken by a professional in good lighting, to make her look more professional but also more attractive, to draw in new clients, but, if anything, the photos had failed to do her justice. She was… stunning.

She was dressed in a simple white blouse, with a loose knit cardigan draped over her shoulders, but I could still clearly make out the curve of her chest. In the adverts she’d looked buxom, but in person I could tell that the photos had been taken to try to hide the fullness of her tits.

They were… large, and the heft of them stretched the fabric of her blouse, causing the buttons to strain with each breath. It was all I could do not to stare, especially since the blouse was not buttoned all the way up but instead left partially open, a hint of cleavage exposed so that each inhale and exhale caused the visible flesh of Doctor Santos’ tits to rise and fall.

Still, it wasn’t all that difficult to find something else to look at, since Doctor Santos had the most incredible green eyes I’d ever seen, thin fine lines at the corners forming as she smiled at me.

She was wearing the same glasses she wore in her promotional photos, and they looked good on her, and her hair was tied up in a messy bun, loose curls that had come free throughout the day falling down around her neck and face. She had freckles too, which hadn’t been obvious in her advertising, and they only made her more attractive.

I felt suddenly like coming to see her was a bad idea. Surely it was wrong for a therapist to be this attractive? How was I supposed to open up and get healed when my Doctor was a hot older woman.

“Doctor Santos?” I said, unsure what else I could say.

My mind had gone blank. I’d always been pretty clumsy around women, especially hot women, and I’d met very few women hotter than Doctor Santos, and that combined with how nervous I was about coming to therapy for the first time meant I was struggling to put words together.

“Call me Erin, please. There’s no need for us to be formal.” She said.

I smiled at that and nodded. Her voice was soft and sweet, like honey and song, but I could still feel the heat in my cheeks.

“Sit, please.” She said, gesturing to a soft seat on the other side of her office.

I did as she suggested, moved to sit, and as I did so she rose to her feet, moved around her desk, heading towards the single seat armchair that sat facing the sofa. I sat, trying and failing to make myself comfortable, and watched as Doctor Santos, Erin, moved towards me.

She stepped out from behind her desk and I saw that she was in a knee-length skirt, tight fitting to cling to the swell of her hips and ass, with seamed pantihose on, heels. The click of her shoes as she strutted and swayed her way towards me made me shiver—there was always something about the way heels clicked, and the natural gait and swagger of my therapist was almost hypnotic.

“Now, why don’t we start with a simple conversation, so I can get to know you and understand why you’re here.” She said.

She moved to sit in the armchair, facing me, and it took every ounce of my will not to stare at her calves and thighs. I stared into her face, her green eyes, and felt my blush worsen.

I felt like picking a hot older woman as my therapist had to be a mistake, but… she was a professional, right? She was a Doctor. She’d studied hard for her qualifications. She couldn’t help it if she was beautiful.

But… did she have to dress to sexy?

I took a deep breath, trying to stay calm, struggling to get my thoughts together.

“You said on the phone you’d had a breakup recently that you were struggling with.” Erin said. “If you’re feeling nervous, we can start there.”
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It was awkward at first, opening up, but Erin was quiet, offering silence for me to fill, listening intently. I began to talk, faltering, and whenever I stumbled she would ask questions, promoting me to rummage through my thoughts for more to say.

As I talked it became easier, and I became less nervous. The way Erin listened, nodding, making notes, attentive, curious, made it easier to open up than I’d ever found it before, and I realised no one had ever really asked me questions about me before.

No one had ever really been that interested in my inner world, who I was deep down. Not even me. I’d just been sort of stumbling along. People had assumed things about me, and I’d taken those things for granted. I’d assumed them about myself.

As she asked questions about who I was, what I wanted, I realised I didn’t have answers. I had no idea who I was.

She asked me questions about my relationships too, about past girlfriends, how I had felt about them, how I had felt when they’d left me.

She asked me questions about my mother, about my family, about growing up, about friends. I answered as honestly as I could, digging deep into the well of self to come up with answers that surprised even me.

She nodded, taking notes, and listened. She really listened. And it got easier and easier to talk.

I’d always been an awkward child, small and shy, and that had continued onto high school. I had a few friends, but not many, and struggled to form new relationships of any kind.

I was anxious, terrified of losing the friends and relationships I did have, but that behaviour only ever really made people pull away, suffocated by my behaviour, and the very act of friends pulling away only made me cling to the friends I still had even harder.

I’d never been good with girls. I was awkward and clumsy and nervous around them. I’d become aware over the years that I wasn’t like other boys. I was smaller, shorter and thinner, less handsome, less muscular, and that only made me more awkward.

Yet, I’d had a few relationships thanks to friends setting me up, or drunken parties at college, or dating apps. Some girls, apparently, liked small, shy, nervous guys.

Yet none of them lasted because I was never really able to show up fully. I was never able to be present because I was always worried about them leaving, I was constantly nervous, yet at the same time I was letting them do all the hard work that relationships required to work, the chores, the planning, the emotional labour of growing together.

I was, in many ways, hoping they would fill the role of mother for me. Because I’d never really had a mother.

And it wasn’t her fault. She died when I was young, in an accident, and my father, too busy raising kids and working to keep a roof over our heads, never remarried or even really dated.

I had no role models for healthy relationships, and I’d never really had a mother. All of that combined with my insecurities meant I had mommy issues. I mean, I’d always vaguely known I probably had things wrong with me, like everyone did, but it was only while talking to Erin, a trained therapist, that it began to click.

Maybe it was the questions she asked, the way she listened, or maybe I was finally just ready to see. In the end it didn’t matter. The realisation was what mattered. I had attachment issues, unresolved issues from my childhood, I had hang-ups, and all of them were stopping me from having healthy relationships with other people and with myself.
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As the session wound down Erin closed her note book and stopped asking questions. She was smiling, and though pleased with the progress we’d made, which made me kinda proud of how I’d turned up. Maybe making the bold decision to come and see her was the right one.

“You did well today.” She said. “That must have been hard for you.”

I nodded. It had been hard. Harder in many ways than I’d ever really imagined, but at the same time I felt lighter for it, and I could almost feel there was hope, a way forward.

“I think it’s incredible how you turned up today, ready to begin working on yourself, and I know it can be daunting when you begin to unpack everything and you realise there’s so much to work on, but… I think there’s some really obvious ways forward, and I think I can confidently point to what I’d consider to be your biggest issue presently.” Erin said.

I smiled at that, nervous. It felt uncomfortable to hear a beautiful, educated woman pick at my flaws, but at the same time hearing that she thought me incredible. And knowing she already had an idea of how I might begin moving forward really lifted my spirts.

“That’s great.” I said. “I’d be happy to begin working on it immediately. I can order any books or read any information you think will help or…”

Erin held up her hand, quietening me.

“Though reading is useful, I prefer practical work with my patients. I know my methods can seem… unconventional, but I get results. If you want to work with me you need to trust me, and to listen to me. Are you willing to do that?”

There was a note in her voice, a catch, that put me on edge. I shifted in my seat, aware of just how intensely she was staring at me.

Her gaze was not hard, but it was shrewd and sharp, and I felt almost like a book she was reading, a very simple book that she understood all too easily. Yet, she was smiling too, a dazzling smile. I did my best to keep looking at her face despite the fact that I could see the window of her cleavage, pale freckled flesh, out of the corner of my vision, rising and falling as she took slow deep breaths.

She was really hot. Did she have to wear such tight, distracting clothing?

“I… yeah. I’m willing to trust you.” I said, voice shaking slightly.

Erin smiled.

“I need you to really mean it Steven. You need to trust me for this process to work. No holding back. Some of the things I’ll be encouraging you to do will seem wild and unconventional, but I really do believe the key to healing is practical experience. We need to engage the body as well as the mind if we are to grow and expand ourselves, so… there’ll be more than just talking and reading books if we are to work together.”

I wondered for a moment what she meant by practical experience, but… I’d seen the reviews of her work. They were amazing. And she was very well qualified.

Talking to had been like talking to an old friend, only better, since I’d never opened up to anyone the way I’d opened up to her. She had asked careful, deliberate questions that had helped me access thoughts and emotions I’d never even noticed before.

After only one session I felt like I’d made more progress in understanding myself than I’d made in my entire life, so she was clearly talented. Who knew what I could do in five sessions, or ten. Who knew how far I could go towards personal growth after a year of working with her.

I knew that I was at a crossroads. I could keep carrying on like I’d been carrying on, making a mess of my life, or I could change, I could grow and improve and learn to understand and heal myself. Doctor Santos, Erin, seemed like my best chance to do just that.

All I needed to do was trust her. She was a Doctor after all, and a well regarded one. She knew what she was doing, so maybe…

“I trust you. I’ll… I’ll do what you say if it means me getting better.” I said.

She smiled at that.

“Good, but… I really don’t think there’s such a thing as better in this case. I’m not healing you. I’m just going to work with you to help you understand yourself, and to help you grow as a person, to help you blossom.”

The way she spoke, softly, made me feel soothed, comfortable and reassured. She spoke as though I wasn’t broken, but rather, like I just hadn’t reached my potential yet. I liked that.

“Understood.” I said. “So… what’s first then?”

Erin smirked. I could see a sparkle in her eyes, her mind whirring. There was something captivating about the intelligent, beautiful, older woman, an aura of power and command. She looked almost… regal.

“First, I think we need to work on your attachment to the inner feminine. It’s clear to me that a lot of your issues relate to the women in your life and how you view femininity. If we work on that first I think things will quickly begin to fall into place.”

I nodded at that. It made sense given I’d never really had a mother and that all my relationships with women had failed.

Maybe getting to understand femininity better would really help? I could feel a knot of resistance at even the suggestion, the same resistance I’d always felt around femininity, as though it were something to be scared of, avoided it, as though it were something dangerous.

That knot though seemed to me to be a good indicator that maybe Doctor Santos really did know what she was doing.

“Okay.” I said. “So… what do I need to do?”

Erin smiled. Then she gave me some very simple instructions to carry out before our next session.


Three

I arrived fifteen minutes early for my next session, and stood outside waiting for time to pass so I wouldn’t be too early.

I was so prompt because I’d had to carry out Doctor Santos’ task before the session. I had meant to do it in the days before but… I’d kept putting it off, unable to work up the will and the courage to do it until the very last few hours.

At first I’d assumed it would be easy, almost trivial—it certainly sounded easy—but in the end I found it almost impossible. Clearly Erin was perceptive and had given me a task that got right to the heart of my problems with femininity.

Thinking back on what I had just done, what I had been made to do, I shivered, a knot of dread and fear still lingering in my gut.

The instructions had been crystal clear. I had been told to go shopping for an outfit. I’d been ordered to buy the kind of clothes I’d like a girl to wear on a first date with me. I’d been instructed to buy everything from underwear and clothes to shoes and accessories. I’d even been given the size I was to buy them all in.

I was confused at first, but agreed, eager to work with Erin and get to the root of my problems so I could begin resolving them, but as I sat with them I could almost see the sense in what she’d told me to do.

Thinking about what kind of clothes I’d like to see a girl wear on a first date was making me think about what women had to go through to prepare for dating, the decisions she had to make, and it gave me an appreciation for fashion and style. It gave me a chance to really pay attention to what women wore, the choices they made, and I realised there was so much I’d never even noticed.

I’d always enjoyed having girlfriends dress up fancy for me, and going out, admiring women in cute outfits, or seeing women in sexy lingerie online or in magazines, always excited me, but it was like something that happened in a different country, or behind a glass wall. I could see it, but I was never a part of it.

Compared to men’s clothes, the outfits women got to wear, the underwear they got to wear, was so much more exciting and alluring, the different looks and fabrics, the cuts, styles, how sexy they could look. While I was stuck wearing trousers, shirts, t-shirts, the same boring clothes day after day, year after year, I’d had to watch as friends and girlfriends got to reinvent their styles year after year.

I’d always envied that. I’d always felt it was unfair. Maybe that was why I’d always put such a distance between me and the clothes my girlfriends wore, never really paying much attention, never really having an opinion.

Maybe I was just grumpy I didn’t have so much freedom?

Whatever the reason, being told to go shopping for an outfit for a girl opened my eyes and my mind. It was like a barrier of my own making had been broken down, only… in doing so I was overwhelmed.
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There were so many options, so many things I liked and would have loved to have seen a girl wear on a date. I began looking online for ideas, and quickly I became overwhelmed, head spinning, heart racing, and my excitement turned to anxiety which turned to fear.

I’d never bought a past girlfriend clothes, let alone underwear. I hated even shopping for myself, so why would I shop for clothes for someone else?

I began to worry about what people might think, what I might look like, a creepy man browsing panties and bras and dresses. But then… wasn’t it normal for men to buy gifts for their wives and girlfriends?

Maybe people would just assume that I was shopping for gifts. They didn’t know I was single. Yet, there was just something about the task that made me nervous in a way that felt wrong, like it was tickling some buried part of my subconscious, a part that did not feel good to disturb.

I had intended to get the task over with as soon as possible, but for some reasons I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I had an idea of what I wanted to buy after far too much research—research that I’d actually kinda enjoyed—but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I even went to the shop, several times, standing outside, but couldn’t go in, and then when I did finally work up the courage to go in I chickened out of buying what I’d gone in for and just bought myself some boring old boxers instead, feeling grossly disappointed in how rough and plain and unexciting the underwear I had to wear was.

It was only on the evening before my next session that I managed it. The looming deadline of seeing Erin again was my motivation, giving me enough of a push to finally get it done, the idea of disappointing my therapist giving me a shove.

It was then that I realised it was already working. Just knowing I was going to see Doctor Santos had motivated me to do something I was scared of, so who knew what she could get me to do as we worked together, how I might grow.

As I browsed the women’s clothing section I felt fearful, anxious, cheeks burning, but I pushed on. Yet, it wasn’t all bad. There was a certain thrill to it too. Getting to look over the clothes and the underwear and the shoes, getting to look at the colours and patterns and styles, feel the fabrics.

I knew what I wanted. I had a clear picture of the perfect first date outfit in my head, so… I set about finding it. It did not take as long as I feared and was, overall, a much more pleasant experience too.
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“Did you do as I suggested?” Erin asked as we settled into the session.

I nodded. She asked me about it, about how I’d felt when choosing and buying the clothes, about my mental and emotional processing.

Her questions were deliberate, and answering them made me realise that I’d actually found it all a lot of fun, despite the fear and anxiety.

“I think shopping for feminine clothes is actually more fun than shopping for myself.” I said.

She nodded, smiling at that.

“I… I hate shopping for myself, always have. It’s boring and I end up irritated and frustrated that I can never find anything I like so just end up buying the same things again and again, but… shopping for an outfit for a girl, even an imaginary one, thinking about what I’d like to see a woman wear on a date with me, it was fun. There’s so much to choose from, so many colours and styles, the patterns, the fabrics. It’s much more exciting. I don’t know why I never did it before, as gifts I mean, buying clothes for girlfriends. I actually… I think I really enjoyed it and it was kinda exciting thinking about dressing a girl up. Does that… does that make me sound weird?”

Erin shook her head, grinning.

“Not weird at all. As I said to you last session, I think you have a very weak connection to the inner feminine. I think you’ve put up walls around anything you consider girly, and that includes shopping for clothes for previous partners. That you enjoyed the process of shopping for a feminine outfits is… informative.”

The way she spoke was calm, reassuring, and as though she understood more than she was letting on.
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“Now, can I see?” She said.

I nodded. I’d actually been looking forward to showing her what I’d bought. I’d put a lot of effort into my choices, trying to match colours and styles, trying to make a first date outfit that was cute but also flirty, a little bit sexy. Just thinking about a girl turning up on a date for me wearing it got me a little flustered.

Erin watched as I rummaged in the bag I’d brought with me, pulling out the items I’d bought. There was a dress, short, black, thin traps, tight fitting, a set of matching panties and bra with suspender belt, stockings, and heels. I’d even bought a set of expensive looking costume jewellery, and, on a whim, a bottle of perfume a salesgirl had been offering samples of, the scent of it sending shivers down my spine, making me think of candlelit dinners and dancing and… the stuff that I would hope would come after a date with a girl wearing the outfit I’d bought.

It was like shopping had brought forth a fantasy, a wish. If only I’d done this sooner, done something like this for Lucy, maybe then…

“Oh that’s lovely.” Erin said. “The dress is very cute, and also a little slutty. Plus the underwear… a matching set of sexy lingerie with stockings, very racy for a first date. The heels are nice, but I’m particularly impressed by your attention to detail. That you got jewellery and perfume too is just… it’s all excellent. I’m very impressed not only by your taste but also by how hard you’ve worked. This can’t have been easy.”

I nodded at that, and Erin asked me a few more questions, about how I’d felt planning and buying it, the emotions and feelings it had stirred in me. Some of the questions made my heart race, my belly fluttering, stirring new feelings in me.

Why had I found the whole process so terrifying and exciting? Why had I avoided feminine clothes for so long? Why did I have a wall up around the realm I viewed as feminine?

“Now, just to check, is everything in the size I suggested?” Erin asked.

It was, and I told her so. She smiled at that.

“Perfect. That means, should my estimate be right, and it normally is as I’ve got a pretty good eye for this, that they’ll all fit you. Are you ready to try them on?”

She stared at me, smiling, face nonplussed, green eyes sparkling.

I blinked, not sure I’d heard her properly.

“I… you want me… I…”

“Why else do you think I got you to buy them Steven? We need to break down that barrier you’ve put around your inner feminine and what better or faster way than helping you embody what you consider the ideal feminine. You chose these clothes. They spoke to you. Something about this outfit, and the kind of woman who would wear it, calls to you. I got you to buy them in your size so you could feel what it’s like to be feminine, so you could experience empathy and reconnect with your inner feminine.”

I felt my cheeks growing hot at the thought of wearing the outfit. It was so pretty, so sexy, so beautiful. The thought of a girl wearing it for a first date with me had been hot, but the thought of me wearing it made me feel sick.

I’d look stupid, and ugly, and awful. I could feel my mind and body recoiling. Yet… what Doctor Santos said made sense. It made a lot of sense.

“I…”

“You said you trust me, so… prove it. Work with me. Trust me and try it on. See how it feels and what it unlocks.” Erin said.

I took a deep breath. She was a trained professional. She was an expert, and I really did want to grow and understand myself better, to break out of the cycles I was trapped in. I did trust her.

But… the thought of the beautiful, older, intelligent women seeing me dressed up as a girl was almost too much. At the same time though, this was what she did, this was her method. She’d told me what she did was unconventional and I’d said I would work with her, had meant it, so… maybe I could push myself. Wasn’t that what therapy was about? Pushing yourself, growing, being brave, doing things that scared you?

And… dressing like a girl really scared me.

“Fine.” I said. “I’ll do it.”

Erin smiled at me.

“Wonderful. But first… we’re going to have to get you ready. I can help with that though.”


Four

I hadn’t fully understood what Erin had meant by getting me ready. Had I understood, I might have refused.

But, by the time it was clear, I was already stripped down to my underwear, my clothes piled on her desk out of reach. I was, effectively trapped.

“Now, you just stand there and let me take care of everything. It won’t take long but try to stand still so I don’t hurt you.”

Erin’s words chilled me. I watched as she moved to her desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a small pink bag.

As she emptied the contents onto her desk realisation dawned.

“I… do we really have to…”

She smiled at me, gesturing for me to stop speaking. I was too flustered to do anything but obey.

“It’s really quite simple. You do not have to do anything. I am willing to work with you to help you with your problems with relationships. I’m here to help you connect better with self so you can better connect with others. There is no one forcing you to do anything. But… these are my methods. If you choose to work with me this is what we’ll be doing. If you don’t want to work with me you’re free to leave, but if you want me to help you you’ll need to cooperate.”

Erin’s voice was calm, neutral. It was clear she was giving me the choice, putting no pressure on me. I could leave if I wanted, but if I did I’d be stuck.

I wanted to break out of my harmful cycles, and… I really had connected with Doctor Santos. I felt almost like she really saw me in a way few people ever had. Yet at the same time what she was asking me to do terrified me.

Not only did she want me to dress up in the outfit she’d made me buy, but she… she was going to strip away my body hair.

I stared at the device in her hand. It had taken me a moment to recognise it, but once I had it had sent chills down my spine. Lucy used to use one, and I remembered how much she had complained about it hurting.

An epilator. An electric device with a spinning head covered with dozens of small metal pincers that would act like tweezers and pluck the hairs from my body.

Doctor Santos didn’t just want me to dress up like a girl. She wanted me to be smooth like a girl too.

“Will… will it hurt?” I asked, voice shaking.

Erin smiled.

“Yes. It’ll hurt, but… it’ll be over sooner if you stay still.”

I took a deep breath. I didn’t want to do it, but I didn’t want to walk out and abandon my chance at breaking the negative cycles I was trapped in.

I exhaled, slowly.

“Fine.” I said.
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Doctor Santos was right. It did hurt.

It hurt more than I expected, but less than I feared.

She started at my feet and had me stand with my arms by my side, kneeling in front of me. The motor of the epilator started with a dull buzzing, a droning, and when she pressed it to my feet I felt the metal teeth bite at the hairs there, plucking them from my body.

I closed my eyes and tried to take calm breaths, tried to not focus on the pain, but it was difficult not to focus on the pain as Erin moved on from my feet to my shins.

“Keep still now. We want to make sure not to hurt you.” She said.

I wanted to tell her that if she didn’t want to hurt me that she should stop, and it was hurting me, but I understood what she meant. The thought of the metal teeth catching skin, tearing at my flesh, made me force my body to keep motionless.

The epilator moved on.

Erin was quick, and efficient, but still it took longer than I would have wanted it to. I kept my eyes closed the entire time.

The buzzing moved over my legs—shins, knees, thighs—then over my chest, over my arms, even getting behind my knees and into my armpits which was utter agony. Then…

“Pants off. We need to get everywhere for this to be effective.”

I was still for a moment.

“I’m a doctor Steven. I’ve seen it all before. Now, come on, hurry up. And don’t panic I won’t be using the epilator anywhere too sensitive, I’m not a monster.”

I was still, eyes closed. My body was aching, sore after being plucked hairless. I’d come this far so… what was one more small step. Slowly I dropped my boxers, exposing myself.

Erin didn’t make a sound. And then she went back to stripping me of hair, the epilator buzzing over my ass cheeks before she used an electric shaver to get the hair around my cock, balls, and in my crack—the feel of her hands on my body made me throb, a dull aching.

I tried to focus, tried to stay calm, but it was too much. I couldn’t help but picture her, touching me.

It had been weeks since Lucy had left and I’d not had any intimate contact in longer than that, and now my hot, older therapist was touching my cock. I felt it throb and harden. Yet… Erin said nothing.

“There, all done.” She said.

She sounded pleased with her work.

“You can open your eyes and look now.”

I did as I was told, looked down over my body and… I was stunned by what I saw.

I’d never been the hairiest man, but I’d had some, and had always viewed it as proof of my somewhat lacking masculinity, yet I was still surprised by the dramatic difference that being smooth made.

I was hairless. Utterly hairless.

I looked… kinda feminine, and girly. My figure, short and slight, looked slim, svelte, petite, features that on women were classically attractive. I looked… kinda attractive.

That feeling was strange and new, bright, and the joy of it made my cock throb harder. Doctor Santos seemed almost not to notice, which didn’t make me feel great considering I’d always been self-conscious about my size.

“You look kind of cute, even if I do say so myself.” She said.

I blushed, shy and coy, but… she was right. I really did look kinda cute. I looked… kinda hot.

Without thinking I wiggled, and I couldn’t admire how long and smooth my legs were, how round and plush my ass was. I looked… feminine. Was that all it took to make me girly? Just getting rid of my body hair? What did that say about my masculinity? And what did it say that I felt almost… happy.

“Next though we need to moisturise, so you’re not sore or irritated after epilating. It’ll help your skin feel soft and sensual to complete the transformation.” Erin said.

Her words sparked something in me.

Before I could say anything, before I could react, Erin moved to pick up a large bottle of milky liquid. She poured a dollop of the thick cream into her hand and then… began to work it all over my body.
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The sensation was, without exaggeration, incredible. Her hands were soft and delicate, moving deftly over my body, caressing.

The cream was cold, soothing the raw, warm, sore skin after it had been plucked hairless, and her touch, slippery and tender, made my head spin, my body apparently so much more sensitive now it was smooth.

I watched her, watched my therapist caressing me. She was hot, incredibly hot, older than me, intelligent and almost domineering, working moisturising cream all up my legs, almost teasing, and it didn’t help that having her kneel in front of me as I stood still above her gave me an amazing view down her blouse, the creamy, freckled cleavage of her tits making my already hard cock even harder.

I felt it throb, swaying in front of me, aching, yet Doctor Santos paid zero attention to it, instead focussing on working the moisturiser all over my body.

It was kinda hot, having her almost ignore me, treating me like an object that she was working on rather than a person, touching me, caressing me, teasing me, while paying no attention to the effect she was having on me. Plus… I got to watch her, got to stare at her while she worked, gaining an even greater appreciation for her breathtaking beauty.

At the same time my body felt better than it ever had before. I was so smooth and soft, so sensitive, a rush of pleasure as slippery hands roamed, caressing, teasing. My cock got harder and harder, becoming so hard it hurt.

Erin worked her hands over my legs, belly, chest, arms, under my armpit and behind my knees, applying moisturiser everywhere she’d used the epilator, even applying the cool, slippery cream to my ass, practically groping me.

And then…

Her fingers slipped into my crack, slipped along, teasing, oily and cool, making me shiver. The tips of her fingers even slipped over my ass-hole, making me gasp out loud.

I blushed at that, realising I was making noises, sounds of pleasure, at having my ass touched. Doctor Santos said nothing though, just carried on, and her hand slipped round to the front.

“Almost done.” She said. “Then we can get you dressed. Just one last area to do. Only… there seems to be a very small problem.” Her voice was amused.

She was smiling, and I could only watch as she lifted her moisturiser coated hand towards my cock, tapping the tip with one finger. My cock pulsed with bright pleasure.

“We’ll need to fix this before we get you dressed.”

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

I moaned, the rush of sensation heady, making my knees weak. Without thinking I thrust my hips.

Erin worked her hand with skill, slippery, wet with lotion, and it was a pleasure that made my mind go blank. I knew I should probably resist, tell her to stop, but… I didn’t want to. It felt too good.

“Go ahead and cum. Don’t hold back. Cum for me.” Erin said.

Her words stoked the fire in me, my lust and desire reaching new heights. I worked my hips, fucking my cock into her grip as she stroked up and down, and I felt my cock swelling, throbbing.

It had been too long since I’d felt a woman’s touch, and Doctor Santos was hot. I looked down at her, a breathtakingly beautiful redhead, her cleavage on show, rising as falling as she breathed hard, working her hand faster.

I was… I was going to cum…

“Fuck… I’m close.” I said.

Erin just smiled, kept wanking my cock, working me into a frenzy. I felt my balls tighten and then… She slipped her other hand over the tip of my cock, teasing me with both hands, and I was cumming, cumming hard as she wanked my cock, cumming into her hand.

“Let it all out.” Erin said, smiling. “After all, we can’t have your cute little dick getting hard and ruining how you look in your outfit, can we?”

My head was spinning. I was cumming. Heart racing. Fucking my therapist’s hand as she made me cum.

It was only as my climax subsided that reality hit me. Doctor Santos, the hot, older, domineering redhead had made me cum. My therapist had touched my cock, wanked my cock, and had made me cum.

I knew her methods were unconventional but surely…

“Now, just to make sure the problem doesn’t return.” Erin said.

I felt something hard and cold close around my cock and balls. I was too fuzzy headed, post orgasm fog, to think clearly. I didn’t react until I heard the click.

I looked down and saw a strange silver device fitted around my cock, a… a cage. A cage that was tiny, and locked on me.

“What…”

“Shush now. It’s all part of your treatment. Now, let’s get you dressed and we can see how you look.”

I was blushing. Not only had my therapist made me cum but now she’d caged me. What was happening.

Yet… I didn’t argue. I didn’t protest or resist. I just nodded.

I really did want to break the cycles I was trapped in. And… I couldn’t deny that at least part of me was curious about where Erin’s treatment was leading me.


Five

Erin helped dress me.

She made me put on my panties first, watching me, observing me as I slipped the silk and lace up my long, smooth legs.

When I’d bought the outfit I’d pictured a cute girl wearing it for  me on a first date, so had picked underwear that I had thought would be sexy, flirtatious, the kind of thing I’d imagine a girl wearing under her clothes if she wanted to be sexy for someone she was into—in my imagination that person had been me. But now… I was the person wearing the underwear.

I’d bought the sexiest set of black underwear I could find that I’d still consider suitable for a date, not wanting to make myself look like a complete pervert to my therapist, and now I was the one being made to wear it. Yet… it felt almost pleasant.

The fabric of the panties caressed my smooth legs, sending a shiver up my spine, and as I tugged them into place they hugged the curve of my hips and ass, the cloth high cut to expose most of my thighs and hips and butt-cheeks, the thin slip of material sneaking into the crack of my ass.

The way it felt made my cock throb, a pulse of dull pain as it was squashed by the cage, and I felt glad for the first time for its presence. If not for the cage I’d probably already be hard again despite only just having cum. What would Doctor Santos think about me then?

I put that out of my head though. I wasn’t seeing her to help me with those issues. I was here to connect with my inner feminine, to break out of the toxic, negative cycles I was trapped in.

And that’s exactly what I was going to do. I was going to embrace this opportunity. I was going to…

“Bra next!” Erin said, snapping me back to reality.

I blushed as I realised I’d just been standing in place, looking down at myself in panties, posing.

I did as she said, slipping my bra on next, fastening it in front before spinning it around and slipping the straps over my shoulders. It was almost tight, constricting, but the way it cupped my chest, the slight padding of the cups, almost made it look as though I had small, barely there, tits.

I giggled at that, quietly, flustered, and quickly moved onto the rest of the underwear to try to keep from getting distracted. My head buzzed with feelings and emotions that I wasn’t ready to examine or process.

Stockings came next, first my left leg then my right, pulling each up over my smooth calf, knee, thigh, the silky material a caress that made my body ache. The sheer fabric felt amazing against my smooth, hairless skin, and the way they hugged and shaped my legs made me look… sexy.

I put the suspender belt on next.

“Just a note.” Erin said, stopping me before I fastened the straps.

“You want the straps under your panties so its easier to use the toilet or do other things. If the straps go over you need to undo them before pulling your panties down. It’s a small trick all women know.”

She smiled at me. I blushed. Something about the way she phrased it, like she was sharing an intimate trick that all women understood about the mechanisms of wearing stockings and suspenders, made my heart race.

I did as she said though, fastening the straps under my panties, and it took a little effort to get the clips fastened to my lacy stocking stops, but I managed it in the end.

I took a moment then to pause and look myself over. It was… amazing.

The change that just being hairless and in lingerie made was nothing short of incredible. I’d never been that masculine, was cursed with being short and slim and slight, but now I was soft, in sexy underwear, it seemed almost like a blessing.

I had subtle curves, my legs looked long and shapely, and my ass looked incredible. I’d never really felt attractive before, but now, not only did I feel attractive, but I felt hot too. Only… I was dressed like a girl. Like a girl in sexy lingerie.

I should have felt wrong, uncomfortable, and I did in a way, like parts of my brain were screaming at me, telling me to run, but another part, a deep, long buried part was… happy.

“Keep going. Dress next, then heels and accessories. Perfume can be the final touch.” Erin said.

I looked up at her, realising she had been watching me, and my blush deepened. I giggled, nervous, self-conscious, but I did exactly as she said.

The dress was easier to put on than the underwear, and took only a moment, slipping it on before Erin helped zip me up. The cloth cinched in, fitting me perfectly, and the way it hugged and shaped my body made my heart flutter.

After the dress came the shoes, the heels delicate and precarious, but Doctor Santos gave me several tips on how to stand and walk in them, tips which made a lot of sense and that made it immediately easier, making me more stable and graceful, though it was clear that to be good in heels would need practise. I felt my belly flutter at the thought of practising with my heels on to get good at walking in them.

Finally came the accessories, the necklace, clip-on earrings, and the bracelet I’d bought, before Erin added the final touch, a spray of perfume. Just the scent of it made me feel immediately more feminine and sensual, a feeling I liked.

As Doctor Santos stepped back to look at me she broke into a wide smile. The sparkle in her eyes told me everything I needed to know.

I had been fearing laughter, mocking, but instead she looked… she looked proud, and almost as though she were staring at a work of art, as though she were staring at something, someone, beautiful.

“You look… incredible.” She said, smiling.

I blushed, feeling more nervous than I had imagined. Why was I so flustered? There was a fluttering in my belly, my heart racing.

“Would you like to see?” Erin asked.

My head spun. It was one thing to be made to dress up, to stand in front of my therapist dressed up as a girl so I could connect with my inner feminine, but to face myself, to look at myself… that felt like too much. There was so much fear and uncertainty, a cold sense of dread, almost a terror. Yet, at the same time there was hope, a light flickering eagerness, a sense of something bright that was fleeting and timid and unsure.

“I… I’m not sure. I…”

“Now Steven, I think it’s important that you see how you look. It’s all part of the process. To fully embrace the feminine parts of yourself you’ve been rejecting and avoiding so long you need to face them. Standing in front of the mirror, seeing yourself, is a ritual of acceptance.”

I nodded. What Doctor Santos said made sense, but… I wasn’t ready. I knew though that I would never be ready.

Still, I was committed to the process. I wanted to grow, to break out of my negative cycles, to flourish, so… I nodded.

“Okay.” I said, voice shaking.

Erin smiled at me.

“Come with me then.” She said.
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I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing. I was stood in front of the mirror but the reflection staring back at me was not me. Or rather it was a version of me I’d never seen before.

In the outfit I’d chosen, shaved smooth, I looked… cute. I looked like a girl. Like a pretty girl.

I smiled, blushing, heart skipping. Why did what I saw in the mirror make me so happy?

My body had always been slim, small, slight, but in the dress and the stockings, legs shaved, I looked svelte and trim. The bra I was wearing had just enough padding to give me tiny little tits that filled out my dress, and my naturally slim waist was shaped by the dress to give me subtle hips. And… my ass looked amazing.

“What do you think?” Erin asked.

There were no words. I could feel a bright swell of joy in my belly, excitement. I wiggled my hips, posing. The heels I was wearing made me stand in a way that was alluring and almost provocative.

Even my face, which had nothing done to it, looked softer. With the clip on earrings and necklace I looked dressed up, as though for a first date. My eyes were bright, almost dazzling, and my smile was radiant.

Maybe it was the clothes, or the accessories, or the subtle way Erin had messed with my hair, but something in my face had changed. I just looked… happier, and that happiness made me look…

“I’m beautiful.” I said.

And I meant it. I really meant it. I could feel a wave of emotions and feelings more intense than anything I’d ever felt before crashing over me. I wanted to laugh and cry and dance and sing.

Was this what femininity felt like? Why had I spent my whole life running from it?

“You do.” She said. “And you look happy too.”

I felt my blush deepen. I wasn’t sure what I was feeling, but there was a lot of it, a deep bright sense of joy. I felt my caged cock throb, aching, a tenderness, and I knew that if not for the metal device locked on me that I’d be hard despite only just having cum.

“Now, how about we talk about what I need from you for our next session?” Erin said.

I turned to look at her. She was grinning. Part of me felt a sense of dread that she was going to want more than just the outfit, dressing up, while another part was thrilled, eager. How much did she want? How deeply did I need to connect to my inner feminine before I started to get better?

“What… what do I need to do?” I said.

Though I had my doubts about Doctor Santos’ methods, I could not deny what I felt. I felt almost free in a way I never had before, joyful yet terrified, and I figured deep feelings like that must mean that the process was working, right?

“It’s very simple, but you need to do everything I say. Understood?” Erin said.

I nodded.

“To start…”

And she began to tell me everything she expected me to do. I listened, a sense of fear and dread as she talked me through it all, but at the same time, a sense of hope and joy and excitement. What was happening to me?
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The first part of my homework was easy. I was told to spend as much time as possible dressed in a feminine manner.

At first I chafed at this, a sense of reluctance, but Erin reassured me that the strong feelings of resistance were normal, that they were a sign we were working in the right area.

“We are often most resistant and defensive when working around our vulnerabilities and our sensitivities. That you feel unsure is a good sign, and we should take that as encouragement to push on.”

That made sense so… I did as she said. I headed home after my session in my normal clothes and when I got home I changed back into the outfit I’d bought, wearing it while I did chores and made myself food, only taking it off before bed.

I repeated that ritual the next day, but then, as I was getting dressed I realised I only had the one outfit and the one set of underwear, which brought me to the second part of my homework. I had to buy more clothes.

I’d been thinking there was no rush, but I soon realised I needed at least more underwear so I could wash my clothes, and maybe something comfier than the dress—I looked good in it I had to admit but it was definitely more formal than I would normally wear after work.

So… I went shopping.

It was nerve-wracking, almost terrifying, but it was also easier than the first time. I knew I could do it now, knew what to expect, and I was more confident than ever that no one would suspect anything.

The first thing I shopped for was more underwear. I bought another set of lingerie, which was part of my instructions for the next session, and also some plain underwear, panties, bralettes, and pantihose. I figured if anyone saw me they’d just think I was shopping for a girlfriend, and I even had a list I kept checking to make it look like I’d been sent out with instructions on what to buy.

The lingerie set I bought was pink, and the underwear I got was in a range of colours, matching sets of black and white and pink and red, all of them feminine and lacy and sensual. Even the plainest feminine underwear was so much more interesting than masculine underwear, and browsing all of it made my heart sing in a way that was new and addictive.

After the underwear I moved onto clothes. I had instructions to wear a new outfit to my next session, to deepen my connection to my inner feminine, but apart from that there was nothing, so I figured I was free to buy whatever I liked.

So, after buying an outfit that matched Erin’s instructions, a task that took me a little longer than I had intended because I got carried away browsing, I moved onto buying a few more casual items.

There was the temptation to buy clothes that were neutral, jeans, t-shirts, sweaters, and consider them feminine because they were in the women’s section, but I knew deep down that would be against the spirit of the task Doctor Santos had set me, even if it wasn’t against the letter.

I could feel it, knew that I should be wearing clothes that were obviously feminine, that I needed outfits that were more sensual and pretty than jeans and t-shirts in order to express my femininity.

The part of me that wanted to keep wearing boring clothes was outraged, but the part of me I was trying to connect with spoke loudly, clearly, and I trusted it to guide me. In the end I bought three new outfits to wear at home.

A skirt with a cute top and a cropped sweater, a set of comfy lounge wear—body hugging yoga pants and a vest, along with a zip up hooded top with a cute design on the back—and finally a pair of booty shorts along with a boxy cut top, sleeveless, with a wide neck that would show off my shoulders and collar bones.

I couldn’t help but smile as I shopped, a blossoming sense of happiness. I’d always enjoyed helping past girlfriends shop for clothes, even though I’d hated shopping for myself, and I found an even brighter sense of joy shopping for myself now. I queried that, confused for a moment, before it clicked.

Shopping for myself normally meant browsing clothes that bored me, meant dressing in ways that made me feel trapped and unattractive. Now though I was shopping for clothes that excited me.

I’d liked dressing past girlfriends up in new clothes, choosing hot outfits or cute looks, but dressing myself up in hot outfits or cute looks was even better. I knew I wasn’t supposed to enjoy such things but… it was for therapy, so it didn’t matter, right? I could just lean into it and embrace it all, relish the experience for what it was.

That thought made it all easier to accept. It was just part of therapy. There was nothing wrong with me if it was all part of Doctor Santos’ treatment. So… I gathered all the things I’d bought, paid for them, and went home.

On the way home I stopped off to get a few more essentials.

Then, the first thing I did when I got home was to unpack it all, putting the clothes away and setting the new essentials up in the bathroom.

I had space after Lucy had left, lots of space, so it was quite quick. Once it was all unpacked I went off to shower, almost excited for it.

It had been a couple of days since my session with Erin, since she had epilated and shaved my body. The parts she had epilated were still smooth and silky and sensitive, but where she had shaved there was stubble growing back. Deciding that if I were to fully embrace my feminine I needed to be smooth all over, I’d bought myself a razor on the way home along with my own epilator, just in case.

I clearly didn’t need the epilator yet, but I used the razor in the shower to cut back all of my stubble around my cock and balls, working carefully around my cage, then shaving along my ass-crack.

Once I was showered I applied a body moisturiser then dressed—putting on the yoga pants and the vest and the hooded top since it was late—before heading off to make myself a quick dinner.

It felt odd to be at home, dressed causally but still feminine. It was thrilling in a way, but also intimate. I was dressing for no one other than myself, and I could really focus on the sensation of the clothes, the way my panties and bralette felt against my smooth body, the way the yoga pants and vest clung to me, giving me curves, making me legs look long, hips curvy, ass round, the vest tight to make it look like I had small tits.

As I bustled around cooking dinner and doing chores I couldn’t help but smile, grinning, heart skipping. I moved with a skip in my step, light on my feet, feeling happier and more content than I had in ages.

There was only one problem. I was still caged. I was still caged and I was really turned on. Which meant there was nothing I could do to relieve the frustration.


Six

Over the days that followed my session with Doctor Santos I kept up with her homework.

Each evening when I got home I made sure to change into something feminine, something cute, and all too soon I began to look forward to it. It was like I was taking off the mask I wore each day, the drab dreary clothes I was forced to wear, the dull personality I was expected to present, and I got to become someone brighter and happier and prettier.

Some days I just wore the lounge wear, wanting to relax and be comfy, do chores or chill on the sofa, but other nights I slipped into the skirt, or the booty shorts, choosing to wear outfits that were more provocative and alluring.

When I wore those outfits I made sure to really dress up too, wearing pantihose and heels, and sometimes I even wore my sexy lingerie, stockings and suspenders, feeling sensual and naughty.

On those nights I couldn’t help but stare at myself in the mirror. I looked cute in the yoga pants, loved how they clung to my ass, but the skirt and booty shorts were hot. I looked pretty, adorable, like a cute girl, and the sight of my reflection made me beam.

And… there was the feeling of walking around in my heels. Seeing myself was fun, posing and wiggling, but walking around my apartment in heels, feeling my skirt caress my thighs, booty short-clad butt wiggling, my stocking-clad thighs rubbing against each other, was something more. It was visceral, sensual, erotic.

My belly fluttered, heart racing, and I could feel my caged cock throb. But there was nothing I could do about it. It was becoming an agony of frustration, my caged cock aching, yet something about it was pleasant too. That constant pent up need was quickly becoming a comfort, a warm coal of constant arousal that grew hotter and hotter.

It was all becoming an addictive, giddy spiral, and I felt like I was falling down a rabbit hole and I had no idea where I was going to land. But… I was almost excited to find out.

As the day passed I found more and more comfort in the evening ritual of dressing feminine. I found more and more joy in it, even if I was becoming increasingly desperate to cum.

I even went out and bought more outfits, two more skirts since I loved how skirts felt, and some more tops, along with a second pair of yoga pants to wear around the house since they were so comfortable, and some more underwear. It became easier and easier to slip into my softer self.

Getting home and getting dressed was like taking off a pair of formal shoes that didn’t fit, and slipping into a pair of comfy, but pretty, slippers. I could feel myself opening up, could feel new parts of my personality blossoming.

I began to get better at walking in heels, even doing chores in them because I liked how they made me look and I enjoyed the way they made me wiggle when I walked. I found it more natural to be graceful and soft and feminine. I began to enjoy the sensation of being smooth, sensitive. And for the first time I was attached to my body.

I’d always hated how I looked. I was small and short, thin. I was no good as a man. I was lacking.

But in feminine clothes, dressed like a girl, I was… cute. There was no denying it. I was really cute.

For the first time in my life I felt attractive, sexy, and I wanted more of it. I knew it wasn’t conventional. As a man I was expected to be big and strong, hairy, but I wasn’t, and I was never going to be. I’d tried to fit that stereotype and had failed. I’d been miserable.

Now though… I’d found a way of being, a way of expressing myself, a way of existing that made me happy. Being cute and feminine made me feel good.

I’d avoided the inner feminine for my entire life, out of fear, doubt, insecurity, and… I’d been miserable. I realised that now. I’d been drowning, suffocating, caged by ideals of masculinity that didn’t fit me. What did fit me though were booty shorts and skirts and panties and pantihose.

And they made me happy.

But there was a problem. Or rather, two problems.

The first was my cage, the throbbing demand of my cock, pent up desire and frustration and arousal that I could do nothing to quench. Each day the need in me got worse, fed by my lack of release and the thrill of being pretty, and as it got worse I felt my mind being eroded by the pleasure of dressing up, the softness, the sensual clothing, as though my personality were being rewritten.

Which… was actually part of the second problem. The instructions were to spend as much time as possible dressed feminine, which meant evenings after work when I was alone. Only… it was beginning to seep out of the confines I’d set myself.

In the beginning it was just sleeping, at night, keeping the panties and bralette on when I went to bed, but all too soon I began wearing panties and pantihose under my clothes to work. I had no idea why I did it, but it just felt… right.

My girly underwear was so much more comfortable, and it made me happy. No one knew, so what was the harm?

Except… wearing the panties began to confuse my lust addled brain. With my cage on I was so horny I could barely think clearly, and the feeling of panties, pantihose, the sense of being secretly pretty and feminine under my normal clothes, meant small mannerisms began to leak out.

I began to walk with a wiggle to my hips and ass. I began to move with more grace and poise, talking more softly, small changes to my behaviour that were easily dismissed at first but that soon began to add up and that I could no longer deny.

And then… I discovered that I couldn’t stop it. It was like part of me had escaped and was no longer willing to be buried or caged now it was free. I was changing. Contacting my inner feminine was changing me, but into who, or what, I didn’t know.
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“Sit down, sit down.” Erin said, gesturing me to the sofa. “You look… well.”

She was grinning at me. I was already blushing. The way she said well made me flustered. Had she noticed the changes in me already?

It had been two weeks since our last session. Two weeks of not cumming. Two weeks of dressing pretty in the evenings, being feminine, walking around in heels.

It felt like it had been an eternity. So much had shifted, so much had changed. I was so confused and happy, but most of all I was just horny. I was so horny that just thinking was hard. Seeing my hot, older therapist, the woman who just two weeks ago had made be cum before caging me, only made it harder.

“I… yeah. I’m good.” I said, struggling to speak.

Erin nodded, watching me closely. The scrutiny of her gaze made me feel observed, seen, and it made me squirm.

“You have been following my instructions?” She asked.

I nodded. She nodded in turn.

“I thought so. I can normally tell. In fact… I wonder. What are you wearing under your clothes?” She asked.

My blush deepened. How did she know?

“I… panties, and… and pantihose.” I whispered.

Erin’s smile brightened.

“Let me guess… just more comfortable than your usual underwear and you enjoy wearing them?”

I nodded, slowly.

“That’s very normal, and nothing to feel ashamed of. One, feminine panties and pantihose are very comfortable, and two, they are more fun. It’s normal for you to want to experiment and feel out what’s right for you. You’ve had your feminine side locked up so tightly for so long that you can expect her to go a little wild before she settles down. This is just a sign you’re growing.”

I was still blushing, but her words made sense. Her smile was reassuring and just being in the room with her made it easy to forget about everything. She was so hot and I was so pent up that it was like my brain was melting.

“I… I suppose so.” I managed to squeak.

Erin just smiled.

“So, you’ve been wearing your underwear, and other outfits, when possible, correct?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Tell me about how you’ve found it all.” She said.

I paused at that. I’d had so many feelings and thoughts and emotions over the last two weeks. I didn’t even know where to start.

“How did you find it in the beginning?” Doctor Santos asked.

That more specific question was easier to process. How had I found it in the beginning. I thought on it for a moment and then… I began to answer.

And that was all it took. It just took me beginning. Once I’d done that it was easy and I found all kinds of things came tumbling out. I talked and talked and talked, opening up about my experiences dressing up, going shopping, wearing heels at home.

Erin asked questions, focussed and precise, and each one led me down new paths, allowing me to unpick different emotions of thoughts or feelings. It was like a damn had burst and my internal self that had been locked up was pouring out. I said things I’d been feeling but denying, realised things I’d been hiding from myself, and things… began to make sense.

A terrifying realisation began to dawn on me. My inner feminine was lot stronger than I had been expecting. I’d been keeping her locked up because on some level I’d known this, and I’d known that accepting even just a small part of her would have meant allowing all of her to gain footing in my psyche, and that would have allowed her to grow, to expand, to demand more.

So, fearing her power, her hunger, aware that I was a man, I had locked her up, locked her away, had denied her. I’d denied any part of myself that I’d seen as feminine, no matter how that hurt me or damaged me. I was a man, and I needed to be masculine. I needed to be big and strong and tough, stoic, emotionless, hard. There was no room for softness or emotion or romance, no room for tenderness or domesticity.

There was so much toxicity tied up in my view of femininity and masculinity. I’d been trying so hard to be one thing, that I’d denied who I really was. Only… now she was free, and she was hungry.

As I talked to Doctor Santos I could feel it, like a bird stretching its wings after being locked up for its entire life, getting ready to fly. I felt a sense of liberation, but also fear. Could I even fly after so long crushed and caged and boxed in?
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“And you did the second part of your homework?” Erin asked.

I felt my cheeks blaze. I nodded. I had done the second part of my homework. I had the pink lingerie I’d bought and the outfit to go with it. Just thinking about the outfit made my body throb, my caged cock aching.

I had almost been too embarrassed to buy it, but in the end I’d forced myself, aware that though part of me was resistant to the idea, another part of me, the part of me that was getting stronger, wanted it, badly. I had hoped that the fact I was buying several other items at the same time might have allowed it to go relatively unnoticed, but there was no such luck.

The cashier, a pretty young girl in her early twenties, noticed it, and she couldn’t help but look at me with a curious stare as she added up the total. Had she realised the outfit was for me? Why did that almost excite me?

Just remembering made me squirm, the sheer brazenness of it making me almost uncomfortable, while at the same time making my heart race in a way that made me hot. I’d hidden it in a bag under my bed as soon as I’d got home, hiding it out of sight, and hadn’t looked at it since, and had certainly not tried it on. But now…

“Are you ready to wear it for me?” Erin asked.

Slowly I nodded. I had known this was coming. I had been dreading it. I had been looking forward to it.

“Yes.” I said.

I saw Erin’s smile widen.

The instructions for the outfit had been simple enough, clear, concise, while giving me enough room to be inventive and creative. What would I like a girl to wear for me if we were to make an amateur porn film?

The first set of instructions had encouraged me to wear something flirty, attractive, but modest. The second set of instructions had been for something that was brazen and slutty.

The moment I’d been given the instructions my mind had begun racing.

In the end I’d chosen pink lingerie—a pair of lacy thong panties, a matching padded pink bra, with a pink suspender belt and a pair of pink fishnet stockings—and an outfit that was equally pink—a tight fitting pink dress made out of a shiny, stretchy, latex like material, short, with a high collar, sleeveless, but with a window over the chest and a window cut out around the ass.

The final detail was the set of pink high heels I’d bought to go with it.

It was the kind of thing fetish models wore, the kind of thing pornstars wore, or that sluts wore to sex clubs. I’d often dreamed of having one of my old girlfriends wearing something like it, but I’d never been brave enough to ask. Now though, I was the one who was going to be wearing it.

As I pulled it all out of the bag Erin looked at me and she smiled.

“Perfect.” She said. “I can see that your inner feminine has excellent taste. Now, let’s see how you look in it.”
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Getting dressed was easier than I had thought. The lingerie I was well practised at putting on now. Though I hadn’t worn the pink set before, saving it for my session with Erin, I’d worn sets like it numerous times so I knew just how to put it all on efficiently.

Once the lingerie was on Erin helped me with the dress. It was easier to slip on than I’d imagined, the fabric incredibly stretchy, but also tight, cinching around my body as it was zipped up to force my figure into a classic hourglass shape, my waist becoming narrower so my hips looked wider and my ass looked rounder.

Once I was in I could only take shallow breaths, and my movement had to be delicate, but… I felt undeniably sexy. I looked down at myself and I felt a surge of joy—the windows over my tits and ass were so slutty, and my figure looked wanton and almost curvy.

The dress was so short I could see the tops of my stockings, the straps of my suspenders. I would have worried about bending over and flashing my panties, only… my ass was already on display.

That thought made me giggle and blush. I squirmed, feeling my caged cock throb, aching.

“You look amazing. But… you need more, and I think I know just how to help.”

With that Erin made me sit and she moved to her desk. Within a moment she’d taken out a bag and was laying out a range of make-up, a range of brushes and tools, and a range of hair products. She was… she was going to do my make-up?

“Pretty, slutty girls need pretty, slutty make-up. Right?” She said.

She did not wait for an answer. She almost pounced on me, and before I could say anything she began to give me a make-over.

Part of me wanted to struggle, to resist, but another part of me, my inner feminine, the part that was breaking free, the part that had chosen my outfit, was delighted. It was my inner feminine that paid attention to everything that Erin did.

She kept the make-up simple, to save time she said, focussing on eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, and lips, with just a little shadow and highlight to contour my face. She kept the palette simple, matching it to my outfit, using a range of pinks with some black to make the colours pop.

As she worked I got to watch her, the beautiful older woman dazzling me. I could feel the heat of her body against mine, and at times I felt the softness of her breasts pressing against me, the sumptuous flesh. It made my head spin and my caged cock ache.

I was close to my limit, yet… I was glad for the cage. If not for the cage I would probably have already cum in my panties.

After the make-up Erin took a moment to fuss over my hair, ruffling it, adding product. It did not take her long.

“There.” Erin said, finishing my make-up. “Are you ready to see what a pretty slut you make?”

I smiled at her, nodded. Part of me was not ready, would never be ready, but the inner feminine within me was eager.

“Please.” I said.

Erin held out her hand. I took it and she helped me to my feet.

“Come with me.”

And she led me to the mirror.

What I saw stunned me. Before I had thought myself pretty, feminine, girly. But now… now I was transformed. In the outfit I’d picked out my body was undeniably sexy, my fishnets, suspender straps, the tight, short dress clinging to my slim, svelte body, the heels making me stand in a way that was brazen and slutty and wanton. Yet it was my face that was the most changed.

With make-up on, my hair done, I looked… like a woman. I was beautiful.

I couldn’t take my eyes off my reflection. I was smitten, so much joy I felt as though my heart might shatter.

And then there was a flash of light, the sound of whirring. As I turned there was another flash.

Doctor Santos was holding an instant camera. She was taking photos of me. I blushed.

“One for me. One for you. To remember this breakthrough moment.” She said.

I smiled and… thanked her.

“There’s just one problem though. It’s not quite complete.” She said.

I frowned. I felt saddened, a sense of despair. I had thought I was beautiful, a sexy, hot woman. I felt the sense of joy and optimism and freedom that came with it, had tasted something sweet, and now it was being ripped away from me.

“A girl like you needs a name.” She said, grinning.

I giggled, a swell of relief. A name. Of course. My… my inner feminine needed a name. What…

“Sophie.” I said, without a moments hesitation.

I blinked. It was like… the name was already there, waiting to come out.

“Sophie… I like it.” Erin said. “Well, Sophie I think you’ve made excellent progress. However, there’s still work to do.”

I nodded, listening.

“You’ve accessed your inner feminine, but you still lack attachment to a strong, feminine role model.” Doctor Santos was grinning, she wiggled her hips as she spoke, her tits jiggling. “However, I think I can help with that too. But… we’re going to need to have a rather special session if I’m to help you.”

I stared at her, feeling giddy, horny, light headed. The way she was looking at me was making me nervous and flustered and excited all at the same time.

“I… I’m willing to keep working with you. No matter what it takes.” I said.

I meant it. I’d come so far. I wanted to see how deep the rabbit hole went.

“Good girl.” She said. “In which case… I will expect you at my apartment this Saturday. I think I know just how to help you attach to a strong feminine figure, if you’re willing to obey me. Are you?”

I nodded. I really was willing to obey her.


Seven

It was three days until the weekend, until Saturday, which meant by the time I arrived at Doctor Santos’ house it had been over two weeks since I’d last cum. Over two weeks and no release and I was ready to explode.

It had been her who’d last made me cum, with her hand, and though I’d tried not to hope I’d failed miserably. I desperately hoped for some chance to cum, some chance for release, but… that was never going to happen, was it?

And then Erin answered the door and I almost lost my mind.

She was clad in a black dress, tight fitting around the chest and waist, low cut, but that flared out around around the waist and legs with black petticoats underneath, the hem coming down to just around her knee. She had heels on, and seamed stockings. Her make-up was simple, and her hair was up in a messy bun. She looked… hot.

“Hello Sophie.” She said, grinning. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

I felt my cheeks turn immediately pink. I was still dressed masculine, still looked like Steven, so had not been expecting that name. Yet… in amongst all the complex emotions that crashed over me I felt a rush of joy. I couldn’t help but smile.

“I… err… hi.” I managed to mutter.

“Would you like to come in and get changed?” Erin asked, still smiling at me.

I nodded. I stepped in and she showed me to a small dressing room.

“I assumed you’ve been doing your homework?” She asked.

I nodded. I had. Not only had I been dressing feminine whenever I could—something I enjoyed now—and practising in heels, but I’d also been working on make-up.

After our last session I’d gone out and bought myself a simple make-up set, and I’d been spending several hours a day after work following along to online tutorials. I was now almost competent, though I was still nervous about showing my skills to my therapist.

“Good. I’m looking forward to seeing how well you do. Now, you just take your time. Get ready, and… come downstairs when you want to begin today’s session.”

I nodded, thanked her, and watched as she left me alone in the room. I had no idea what to expect from today, but I knew what I hoped for.

I tried to put all that out of my mind though, and tried to focus on the task ahead of me. I began to strip and get changed. I shifted from Steven to Sophie, allowing my inner feminine to emerge and spread her wings.

For our special session I’d chosen a simple outfit—the instructions given to be clear enough, wear the kind of clothes you’d want a girl to wear when she met your parents, but dressed like a slut underneath—opting for a knee length grey skirt and a white blouse. It was simple, almost formal, and seemed modest while also fitting my body closely enough that I still felt attractive in it.

Underneath was where I’d let my inner feminine run wild.

Beneath my outfit I was dressed like the slut of my dreams. I’d forgone panties entirely, choosing to wear only seamed stockings and black suspenders, with a skimpy, lacy, black padded bra beneath my blouse. It was simple, almost elegant, but the absence of panties made me feel deliciously slutty. I couldn’t help but wonder if Erin would discover that I was pantyless.

Once I was dressed, my underwear, outfit, and heels on, I set about doing my make-up and hair. It took me longer than it had taken Erin, and my results were not as impressive, but in the end I managed to pull off a relatively alluring, though slightly innocent look—perfect for meeting someone’s mother.

I stopped to stare at myself in the mirror for a moment, grinning. Seeing myself like that, as Sophie, a pretty girl, still felt amazing, and I was sure I would never get tired of that sense of joy and happiness. Feeling attractive was very addictive.

But I could not stare for too long. After make-up came hair.

[image: ]

Once I was done I took a short moment to check I looked perfect.

I giggled, blushing. I was cute and innocent, sweet, but I knew beneath my clothes I was clad like a slut, in sexy, skimpy lingerie with no panties on. I couldn’t help but hope that Erin would get to see my underwear.

Finally satisfied with how I looked, not wanting to take too long fussing over small details, I turned and left the room. My heels clicked, and I smiled as I felt my hips sway and my ass wiggle.

I was pretty adept at walking in heels now, having got in so much practice. I loved how I walked in them, the seductive sensuality, the swagger, the strut, and I loved how I looked in them, how they made me stand, long legs, ass sticking out, shoulders back to make my chest look fuller.

As I walked to find Doctor Santos I realised that my daily ritual of slipping into my feminine self had become something I looked forward to, a chance to free myself from the mask I had to wear when out in the world, when at work or around friends.

I began to realise I’d even worn that mask with past girlfriends. It was no wonder they’d never felt connected to me—I’d not even been connected to myself, not fully, so how could I connect with anyone else and how could anyone connect with me?

Now though I felt uncaged—which was ironic given I was literally caged, my cock squashed flat throbbing, aching for release—and I knew there was no going back. I didn’t know how I was supposed to go forwards, but there was no going back.

Along the hallway I heard noise, and I headed towards it, finding Erin in the kitchen. As I entered she looked up at me and smiled, her eyes bright. I still could not get over how hot she was. My whole body thrummed with the thought that she might make me cum again, and I wondered, if she did, how she might do it—with her hands, her mouth, or maybe even her cunt?

“There’s my pretty little girl.” She said, smiling at me.

I blushed at that, feeling coy and cute, but the words brought a swell of pleasure. I like being called pretty, and the idea of being her little girl, even if it was just for the sake of the sessions, delighted me.

“Hi… I… is this okay?” I said, nervous.

I stepped fully into the room and made a show of what I was wearing. In my head I was already hoping she would ask to see my underwear.

Erin just nodded though, looking my outfit over, eyes lingering on my legs and ass. I felt my heart skip as her smile widened.

“Perfect.” She said. “Now, are you ready to begin today’s session?”

It was my turn to nod. I could feel the fizzing bubble of excitement and nervousness in my belly. I had no idea what was in store for me, but after our last two sessions I was curious.

“Good.” Doctor Santos said. “First, I think it’s important I acknowledge how well you’ve done. It can take some people months, sometimes years, to access their feminine. You’ve made remarkable progress, though I think some of that is due to how adamant and insistent your feminine is to be seen and heard.”

I blushed at that. I could feel the truth of it.

I had only meant to open the cage door a crack, to let a little of my feminine out, but in the end I had been overwhelmed but the sheer ferocity and fire of my inner feminine. I had locked her up to keep myself safe, because I had viewed her as dangerous, but I had never realised just how much of myself I had boxed up.

Now she was free though, she had tasted the sweetness of liberation, and she was hungry for experience, and ready to grow larger and more powerful. I couldn’t help but wonder where she was going to lead me.

“I… thank you.” I said, feeling flattered and flustered.

“It’s clear to me you’ve been practising, putting in the extra work outside of our sessions. The way you walk in heels, your make-up, even your mannerisms and expressions all tell me you’ve been spending a lot of time embracing your femininity. Am I right?”

I nodded again, smiling.

“I… yes.” I said. “It’s… I found it odd at first, but now it’s almost relaxing, and being Sophie is a nice way for me to unwind after having to spend a day being Steven.”

Erin nodded. The smile on her lips made me feel seen, head spinning. It had been so long since I’d cum, and I was so excited, that I was finding it hard to think.

“I understand and… that makes a lot of sense. It means you’re fully connecting with your inner feminine. I think if that were your only issue we could continue working as we had been but… there’s the other problem you have. Your mommy issues.” Erin said. “From what you told me you lack attachment to a strong maternal figure. I’m here to help you fix that. Today you’re going to be my good girl, and I’m going to be your Mommy, understood?”

The way Doctor Santos said ‘Mommy’ made my belly flutter. She was going to be my… my Mommy? And I was going to be her good girl? I had no idea what it meant, but… I wanted it.

“I… yes.” I managed to whisper. “And… thank you.”

Erin smiled at me, pleased. I wanted so badly to please my Mommy.

“Good girl.” She said, winking at me, making me giggle. “Now, why don’t you come over here and give Mommy a hand. I think it’s important that we help you learn how a good girl behaves.”
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As I moved towards Erin my mind began to run wild. I was so horny that I couldn’t help it. My head was flooded with images, fantasies, the desire to cum.

I was a good girl. She was going to reward me. I was a good girl for Mommy. Only…

“Let’s start small, shall we?” Erin said. “How about we begin with the simple chore of cleaning the kitchen.”

I blinked. She wanted me to…

“Don’t look so confused Sophie. I remember what you told me. Your lack of connection to the feminine and the Mother has enabled you to embrace a toxic form of masculinity where your girlfriends have all had to fill the role of both maiden and matron in your life, and no woman wants that. It is a Mommy’s duty to make sure her girl knows how to keep house. Understand?”

I stared at Doctor Santos for a moment. She was… right, again.

In all my past relationships I’d never done anything around the house. My girlfriends had played the role of lover and mother, looking after me while also providing me with sex. What… what was wrong with me?

My lack of attachment to a mother figure, and my avoidance of anything I viewed as feminine had made me into a useless man child. I could see it now.

Yet at the same time I understood that domesticity was not a female trait. I had locked it away with my inner feminine, buying into toxic masculinity and the idea that housework was a woman’s work, despite believing myself to be a modern, feminist man.

Clearly I wasn’t though. But… I could change. Right? If I wanted to be a good girl for Mommy I had to change. I wanted to be a better person.

For my whole life I had been pretending to be someone I wasn’t, acting like the kind of man I was supposed to be, but now I understood that wasn’t who I really was. Yet… I didn’t know who, or what, I was. All I knew was that the version of me I had been was gone, and I was glad to see them go.

In embracing my inner femininity I was becoming someone new. I might still be Steven, just… softer, more feminine, less toxic, or maybe I was more Sophie, a woman, a pretty girl. I didn’t know the truth of it. Maybe I was both?

The only thing I knew was that I wanted to change, I wanted to grow, to expand, to work towards becoming a more complete, well balanced, less toxic, and happier version of myself. That meant a lot of unpicking, a lot of learning and unlearning.

And what better place to learn than under my Mommy’s guidance? Didn’t all good girls need to know how to do their chores?

“I… yes Mommy.” I said, blushing. “What… what do you want me to do?”

And with that, Erin began to instruct me on how to be a good girl for Mommy.
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Erin walked me through the process of tidying the kitchen, cleaning up, and then showed me how to clean other rooms, how to stay on top of chores. It was the kind of thing I’d always subconsciously assumed was women’s work, and so had avoided it, locking all things I considered feminine away.

But… in doing so I’d been neglecting my partners, my girlfriends. I’d been failing to turn up. I understood now that looking after a home was just part of looking after my partner. It was neither masculine nor feminine, but it had taken Doctor Santos, my Mommy, and embracing my inner feminine, Sophie, for me to realise that.

After the kitchen my Mommy instructed me on how to clean the rest of her house, and there was something quite thrilling about being treated like her daughter and her maid at the same time. I was her good girl, and I wanted her to be proud of me.

I cleaned the sitting room, then the bathroom, before finally moving onto the bedroom. Erin’s bedroom.

As I stepped in I felt my heart skip. I was in my Mommy’s bedroom and… it was a mess.

“Start by picking up my dirty clothes.” Erin said.

I nodded. I had been following her instructions all day, corrected when I got something wrong, praised when I got something right. There was something soothing about it, doing what I was told, obeying my Mommy.

Her chastisements stung and her praise felt warm, comforting. I worked hard to get things right, to do things just the way she liked it, and it had become almost mindless. I had felt my lust, my need subsiding as Erin taught me how to clean house like a good girl.

But now… now she was asking me to clean her room, to clean up her messy clothes, and I could see her underwear scattered about the room. I could see her panties, her bras, stockings, pantihose.

Just the sight of them made my head spin, made my aching need for release come crashing back, my caged cock throbbing, aching. I was going to have to touch her dirty underwear.

“Something wrong?” Erin asked.

I blinked, realised I had been standing there staring at the piles of Doctor Santos’ dirty lingerie, blushing. I shook my head, biting my bottom lips.

“Good. Then you won’t mind getting started then, will you?”

The tone of her voice was stern, authoritative. I took a deep breath—the scent of musk and unwashed panties faint, but noticeable—and stepped into my Mommy’s room to clean up.

I moved slowly, wiggling my ass and hips, and began to clean up. I bent down while Erin watched, and began to collect her dirty panties up, piling them up into a basket by the door.

If seeing them had excited me, then touching them was a whole new realm of thrilling.

There was a range of colours, fabrics, cuts, some skimpy and sexy, other plain, almost ordinary, but all of them were delicate, sensual, feminine, and all of them were dirty. Part of my brain longed to lift them to my nose, to sniff, but I controlled myself, wondering what was wrong with me. Was it the cage that had broken my brain, or had embracing Sophie meant unleashing a powerful, deviant side of my personality that I’d kept hidden?

With past girlfriends I’d always had an okay-ish sex life, making love a few times a month once the relationships had settled down, but I’d never been entirely satisfied and I’d always got the sense that I’d never been entirely satisfying either. It was one of the major sources of my insecurity, and one of the reasons I’d always felt on edge in relationships, but now… I could feel something growing in me, a raw sensuality and sexuality that was new and hungry and vibrant. I wanted to sniff my Mommy’s panties.

Just thinking about it made my body thrum. Yet I resisted, or at least I did for as long as possible…

“Would you like a drink?” Erin said. “I feel like a coffee. I think you deserve something after all your hard work. A hot drink and something sweet to eat. I have a cake or cookies.”

I looked back over my shoulder as I picked up a pair of stockings and a bra, a skirt. I was aware my ass was lifted high in the air and I was delighted to notice Erin staring at me.

The idea that she found Sophie attractive made me blush, my heart racing.

“Please.” I said. “Coffee and cake would be lovely.”

With that she turned and left. I hear her footsteps moving away. I was alone.

With that my resistance crumbled, and I turned to find the nearest pair of her panties, a red pair, lacy, skimpy, sexy. I dropped everything I was holding and crawled over to them, lifted them to my face, holding the crotch, the gusset, to my nose.

I closed my eyes and took a deep inhale, head spinning. I felt my caged cock throb. I could picture Doctor Santos clearly, standing over me, looking down at me, my face pressed into her crotch. I took another breath.

Without thinking I used my other hand to reach down, under my skirt, to touch my caged cock, rubbing myself over my panties. It had been so long, maybe I could cum if I worked myself just right.

I inhaled again. I could smell the musky, sweet scent of my Mommy, the almost sharp tang of her body, her sweat, her…

“What are you doing Sophie?”

I froze. I hadn’t heard Erin returning. I opened my eyes and turned and saw her standing in the doorway, grinning.

“I… I’m sorry… I…”

“Oh I think it’s past apologies.” She said.

She was smiling, bright, as though glad.

“I can see now that you’re not just a good girl, but that you’re a bad girl too. Well… I have news for you Sophie. As your Mommy I take my role very seriously, and bad girls… well… bad girls get punished.”

I blinked. She was… she was going to punish me? Why did that thought thrill me?

“Now, crawl over to me. If you like the smell of my panties so much, maybe you’ll like the smell of the real thing even more.”

I stared, stunned. She wanted me to…

“NOW SOPHIE.” Her voice was hard, stern.

Without thinking I obeyed. I had been a bad girl, but I wanted so badly to be a good girl for my Mommy.

I giggled, nervous, and began to crawl towards Erin, crawling on all fours with my ass in the air. The way she watched me made my body throb.


Eight

“Now, are you willing to take your punishment?” Erin said.

I was knelt in front of her, my therapist looming over me, looking down at me. She was so hot, so sexy, the beautiful older woman dazzling.

I had been a bad girl, but she was going to make me her good girl.

I nodded, smiling.

“Yes, Mommy.” I said.

Erin smiled down at me. I felt my caged cock throb. I could still smell the tang of her dirty panties. I couldn’t wait to sample the real thing.

“Good. Now, peel my skirt up. I’ve got a punishment to dish out.”

I bit my bottom lip, nervous, hand shaking, but nodded my head. I had already smelled her panties, now my Mommy was going to punish me by making me worship her. I was going to be made to serve her, to apologise.

My mind raced. I was so horny. Would she… if I was a good girl, if I made it up to her, accepted her punishment, pleased her, would she unlock me and let me cum? I could only hope.

Smiling up at her, heart racing, I reached out and began to peel Erin’s skirt up. My hands caressed over her stocking clad thighs, skirt lifting, her stocking tops, her suspender straps, her smooth skin. I could smell her arousal, her body, and I couldn’t wait to taste her.

I let my hands tease over her flesh, warm, soft, and then I saw the first hint of her panties, black, skimpy, lace and silk, sexy. I lifted her skirt higher and… I froze.

I blinked, stunned, mind racing.

“Something wrong?” Erin said.

I stared at her crotch, her panties, her… I stared at the throbbing bulge in her panties, the throbbing bulge of her cock. She had a cock. A thick, long cock.

Her panties… I’d smelled her panties. The sweet feminine musk had been hers but… she had a cock. She wanted me to…

“It won’t suck itself Sophie. I’ve been watching you all day, wiggling your way around my home, showing off that hot body of yours, flirting with me, hoping I’d let you cum. I know what you want, what you’ve been hoping for, and maybe I’d be willing to give it, but… bad girls don’t get rewards. Those are just for good girls. So, are you willing to be my good girl, or should I send you home and take care of myself?”

I smiled. My head was fuzzy with lust and desire and need.

I’d never seen another cock in real life. I’d only ever been with women who had cunts, never a cock. But… she was still the most beautiful woman I’d ever been this close to…

I took a deep breath, could smell the musk of her, the feminine musk of her cock. She smelled amazing. My belly fluttered. Watching her cock throb I felt my mouth water.

I’d been down on women before, had always kinda enjoyed it. This was just the same, right, only… slightly different. And I really did want to be a good girl, really did want to cum.

Without speaking, without answering, I reached out and I rubbed my hand along Erin’s length, stroking the girth of her prick through the flimsy material of her panties. Her cock was hot and I could feel it throbbing.

“Fuck… that’s it.” She said. “Show Mommy you’re sorry. Show me you can be a good girl and you’ll be rewarded.”

Her words lit a fire in me, lust and desire and need. My hand worked up and down her cock, teasing, and I felt it throb, getting harder, longer and thicker. My caged dick ached.

“Pull my panties down. I want to feel those delicate hands on my cock.”

I did as I was told. I reached up, gripped the waist of my Mommy’s panties, and I began to tug them down.

I felt the fabric snag on the swell of her fat cock but I was eager, curious, flustered, so I pulled harder, and then… her cock popped free, swaying in front of me, massive and beautiful. I’d never been that close to a real cock before. Had never seen a hard cock in the flesh and blood.

It was dazzling. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.

“It’s not going to suck itself Sophie.” Erin said.

I felt my chest grow tight. She wanted me to…

Before I could even voice my doubts Erin reached out to grip the hair on the back of my head, holding it tight enough to make me wince, and then she pulled my face towards her, towards her crotch, her cock. The smell of her musk grew stronger.

“Be a good girl and open wide for Mommy.” She said.

And… I did.
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As my lips made contact with the head of my therapist’s cock my whole body shivered. A pulse of desire, delight, lust, want, need ran up and down my spine. Her cock was warm and smooth, hard, throbbing.

I tasted the tang of her precum on my tongue. It was slightly sweet, and… I wanted more.

It was like the floodgates were opening, and I felt an urge I could not control. Erin pressed gently on the back of my head, but she didn’t need to. I wanted her cock, wanted it in my mouth, wanted to pleasure her, wanted to be a good girl, wanted to make her cum, wanted to taste it, wanted to earn the chance to cum.

I sucked, hard, wrapping my lips tight around the girth of her cock, tongue teasing the tip. Erin moaned, a sigh of pleasure that delighted me, and then… she thrust.

She pressed her hips forward and she pressed her cock into my mouth, fucking it between my tight, hot, wet lips. She worked it deep, the meat of her prick working over my tongue, the girth stretching my mouth wide.

I sucked on instinct, lapping, and pressed my head down even as Erin pressed on the back of my head, encouraging me to take more.

“That’s it. Be a good girl and take all of Mommy’s cock in that pretty slut mouth of yours.”

The words were intoxicating, I could feel my caged dick aching, drooling precum, my skirt damp. I sucked harder, wanting to please her. My lips tingled and my head spun.

As I pressed my head down I felt the tip of Doctor Santos’ cock press at the back of my throat, pressing deeper. I froze, suddenly still. I wanted it. I wanted all of it. I wanted to be the best girl possible. Maybe then she’d let me cum…

“Relax. It’s easier if you relax.” She said. “Relax and let Mommy fuck your tight throat.”

I did as she said, relaxed, and she thrust gently. The tip of her cock slipped into my throat and I had to suppress the urge to gag. I couldn’t breathe, but who needed breath when there was cock.

I pressed my head down, held it, then my Mommy pulled her cock back, pulled it out until just the tip was in my mouth. I took a deep breath of air, gasping, moaning in pleasure, and sucked hard on the tip. I could feel the pulse of her heart in the throbbing of her cock.

“Ready for me to train you?” Erin said.

I nodded, mumbled yes. I wanted her to train me. I wanted…

My Mommy thrust, and her cock sank deep into my mouth sinking into my throat, and she began to use me, fuck me, train me. She fucked in, pulled back, and fucked deeper.

She worked her cock in and out, each thrust pressing deeper into my throat. I was gagging, unable to breath, but I forced myself to relax, struggling against the sensation of being choked and suffocated by a fat cock.

I let her fuck my face, lips stretched wide, sucking and working my tongue. I drooled, her prick slick with my spit. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before.

“Fuck. You are such a good girl.” She said. “Such a pretty fuck toy for Mommy. I think a few sessions of this and you’ll be much better.”

I felt a throb of pleasure. She was going to do this again? She was going to use me, train me, was going to help me become better.

I could feel myself unravelling while at the same time I could feel myself coming together. It was like I was transforming, becoming someone new, someone I’d always been but had been running from.

As Steven I’d been trapped, imprisoned by bars of social conditioning that I had never known existed, but Doctor Santos had helped me see them, had helped me break them, and now… now I was free to discover who I really was.

I was free to become whoever and whatever I wanted to become.

“Fuck… you’re a natural born cock-slut. That mouth, that throat. If I didn’t know better I’d say you’d been practising.” She said.

I blushed, giddy, excited by her compliments. It felt nice to know my Mommy liked my mouth. I wanted to make her cum, wanted to taste it, show her I was a good girl. Maybe then she’d uncage me, make me cum, maybe…

Erin thrust, her cock sinking into my throat, and then she gripped my hair tight, pulled my head back. Her cock slipped out of my throat, out of my mouth, and left the seal of my lips with an audible pop.

“But I want more than your mouth. If you want to show me you’re a good girl you’ll bend over so Mommy can fuck that tight ass of yours.”

I blinked, stunned. My chin was wet with spit, heart racing. She wanted to…

I smiled, giggled.

“Yes, Mommy.” I said.

And I did as I was told.
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“Fuck you have a nice ass. I’ve been looking forward to this since I saw you in that first dress you bought. I knew then that you’d been hiding from yourself, and you just needed some encouragement to emerge, but I never imagined you’d be such an eager slut.”

I was on all fours, bent over, ass high and head low. I looked back over my shoulder to Doctor Santos, her cock hard, wet with my spit, and I giggled as I saw her staring at my butt.

“I… I can’t help it if my Mommy is so hot.” I said.

The words excited me.

“So what you’re saying is you’re only a slut for Mommy? Well, if that wasn’t a clear case of mommy issues I don’t know what is. However, I think I have just the cure for you. One I think we’re both going to enjoy me administering.”

I felt my whole body shudder with fear, excitement, desire. Erin just stood there.

“Well… what do you say?” She said.

I blushed as I realised what she was asking for. I took a deep breath and then…

“Please Mommy… fuck me.” I said.

And I meant it. Erin did not need to be asked twice.

She moved like a huntress, and her hands were on me, groping my, peeling up my skirt, which was when I remembered…

“No panties?” She said, chuckling. “Such a slut. I like…”

Her hands roamed over my ass, skin on skin, groping, and the contact was like nothing I’d felt before. It was heaven.

I’d never been that comfortable when having sex with someone before, always self-conscious and aware of how lacking I was as a man. But maybe that’s because… I was never a man. Sure I might be small and slim, but so were lots of men, and they were still men. My problem had been that I was never a man to start with. I’d been self-conscious and uncomfortable because I’d been trying to be something I wasn’t.

I was pretending. I was lying to myself. I wasn’t a man. I’d never been a man. In trying to be something I wasn’t I’d hidden who I was, had run from anything even close to what I really was. I’d locked myself up into a box and I’d been turning up in the world as a shadow of myself, not attached to self, unable to attach to others.

But now… now I was free.

As I felt Erin’s hands roam over my ass I pressed back, curving my spine, and I offered my butt, my virgin hole, to my Mommy.

“Please… make me your good girl” I said.

Erin smiled.

“Since you asked so nicely…”

She shifted, and I felt her fingers graze along my crack. A tip pressed against my entrance, teasing, and I quivered, pleasure and need. Her finger entered me, just barely, and already the pleasure was more than I could cope with. My caged cock throbbed, agony. What would her cock feel like?

Her finger slipped deeper, teasing, and I closed my eyes to focus on the sensation, ass tight, dropping my head lower, spreading my legs, lifting my butt up.

Her finger slipped deeper and then I felt something warm and wet ooze along my crack. Spit. My Mommy had spit on my ass, had spit on me to lube my hole. The thought of it excited me more than I could have imagined.

Her finger worked deeper and I pressed back, wanting more, but then… her finger eased out, leaving me empty.

“Please…” I whined.

“You want my cock in your tight ass?”

“Yes… I need it…” I begged.

“You want to be Mommy’s special girl?” Erin asked.

I nodded, eyes closed, floating on a cloud of lust. I needed it.

“Please… I’ll do anything. I just… I need your cock inside me.”

I was Sophie. I was… I wasn’t sure what else I was in that moment, but I knew I was Sophie and I didn’t need to know more than that. The rest I could work out afterwards. In that moment what I wanted was cock. I wanted my Mommy’s cock in my ass.

“Well, as your Doctor and your Mommy I feel it’s my duty to give you what you need.” Erin said.

And then I felt it. I felt the head of her cock press at my entrance. The tip slipped in, wet with spit, and I felt my ass opening.

Erin thrust forward, the tip sinking deeper. My ass opened only slightly. There was pressure, pain, and for a moment I feared she might not fit.

I wasn’t ready to accept defeat though. I wanted her cock in my ass, needed her cock in my ass. I pressed back, relaxing my hole, and at the same time Erin pressed her hips forward.

There was a moment, my ass tight, and then… the head of her cock popped past my outer ring, slipped deep into my ass, and the thrust of Erin’s prick as she fucked deeper into me knocked the breath from my lungs.

“Fuck…” I moaned.

“So fucking tight. I’m not going to last long with how good your ass feels.”

I could feel her cock throbbing, pulsing inside me. I could feel my caged cock almost throbbing in time, drooling.

I wanted to feel more. I wanted to feel my Mommy cum inside me, fill me with her spunk, claim me, breed me, but at the same time I never wanted it to end.

Working on instinct, the desire to be a good girl, a slut, I pressed back, working my hips, and Erin pressed forwards, working her cock deeper. She began to fuck me, hard.

Her hands roamed my ass, groping, then slipped up to my hips gripping me. She began to fuck me.

I moaned as Doctor Santos slipped her cock out until just the tip was inside me, then fucked it deep, filling me. I began to fuck back, working my hips, riding her prick.

My whole body lit up, pleasure and desire and need. Hunger. Want.

My heart raced, a knot of bliss unravelling inside me. I could feel a spot of delight inside my ass teased with every thrust of my Mommy’s cock.

“Fuck… more, please… harder… more… fuck me…” I moaned.

I needed it. I needed it more than air in that moment. I needed to be fucked. I needed to cum.

And my Mommy gave me exactly what I needed.

“Fucking little slut. Such a good girl for Mommy. You’re going to make such a pretty fuck-toy.”

Erin began to really fuck me, pounding me as I worked my ass back, riding her perfect prick, feeling it fill me, slipping out, teasing my entrance only to fuck back in again. My mind went blank from the pleasure, my body working on instinct alone, chasing the pleasure.

I was brighter and more intense than anything I’d ever known before. I wanted it to go on forever, I wanted…

“I’m going to cum. Fuck… you’re going to make your Mommy cum with that tight ass of yours.”

I could feel Erin’s cock getting thick, longer, throbbing. I knew what it meant and… I wanted it. I wanted her to cum inside me, fill my ass with cum, breed me, claim me, baptise me as a good girl with her seed.

I worked harder, faster, riding, fucking. I clenched my hole down, milking her prick for every last drop of pleasure.

My Mommy’s grip on my ass tightened, gripping me, and she pulled me back onto her cock as she thrust deep. Her cock throbbed, fatter, longer, pulsing…

“FUCK!”

She slammed into me, filling me and I felt it, felt her cock cumming, jet after jet of hot, thick, creamy spunk filling me. My Mommy was cumming in my ass, claiming me.

I was a good girl. I was Sophie, and Erin was cumming inside me.

That thought, along with the pleasure of her pulsing cock filling my ass, rutting into me, was enough to tip me over the edge. I’d been caged for weeks, was desperate, and all it had taken was my therapist, my hot, sexy Mommy, fucking me in the ass to get me to cum.

I moaned, pressed back, and my ass clenched down as a thin stream of cum oozed out of my cock. It was a climax like no other I’d ever had, centred on my ass but filling my whole body. It was like the software of my brain was being rewritten.

“Fuuccckkkk…”

I moaned, feeling my Mommy cum inside me. We came together, hard, pulse after pulse of thick, creamy, hot cum filling me. We came, over and over and over and then, as our climaxes subsided, we collapsed together on the floor.

As my Mommy’s cock began to soften inside of me I felt her cum begin to ooze out and I clenched down to keep it inside of me. I shivered, bliss, and began to giggle.

Then… my Mommy kissed me, gently, on the cheek.

“That was amazing.” She said. “Did you enjoy your first experience as my good girl?”

I nodded, grinning.

“I did, but… I think there’s a problem.”

Erin frowned.

“I think after that I may have even more Mommy issues than before. I think… I think I’m addicted to Mommy’s cock now too.”

I giggled even louder. Erin laughed.

“Well then, we’ll just have to have even more sessions, won’t we?”

I nodded. I was already looking forward to it. I was looking forward to a future that was brighter and happier and a lot more feminine.

THE END
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Carl’s best friend, Cleo, is lesbian. More than that, she’s a witch too, and part of a hot, goth, lesbian coven that practices what she describes as “real magic”. Carl doesn’t mind though because Cleo is the coolest and sweetest and hottest girl he knows. Plus… the rest of the coven are pretty cute too.

For the most part, Carl stays out of the coven’s way, keeping to his room when they meet up in his and Cleo’s apartment, but the one day they need a “favour”, and Carl, being the good friend he is, says ‘yes’. Only what he doesn’t know is that his ‘yes’ will change his life forever.

Carl has been best friends with Cleo for years, so it made sense for them to get an apartment together when they went off to college. Cleo is the cool friend, hot and gothy, a witchy lesbian, with a whole coven of hot gothy lesbians surrounding her, while Carl is… nowhere near as cool.

That’s never bothered Cleo though. She’s always been there for Carl, and he’s always been there for her.

So, when Cleo comes to Carl telling him that the coven needs an extra special favour he of course says ‘yes’, not quite sure just where that ‘yes’ is going to lead him.

It turns out the coven needs a sacrifice for a very special ritual, and Carl is almost a perfect fit. Only… the sacrifice is supposed to be a maiden, and Carl is no maiden.

The coven though thinks they can fix that. They think they can make Carl into the perfect maiden for their purposes. So begins Carl’s transformation into a prettier, more feminine version sacrifice.

But once that’s done there’s still the ritual waiting for her, and what Carrie doesn’t know is what the sacrifice is going to entail, nor how the ritual going to change her life forever. She’s in safe hands though, because it’s all part of Cleo’s magical plan.


FEMBOY CHEERLEADERS
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Lucas and James were star soccer players in high school, but they’re not in high school any more. They’re in college, on scholarships, but they’re falling behind. They’re partying too hard and the rest of the team are all bigger, stronger, faster.

And then they turn up to practice hungover, and finally their coach Ms Lux, has had enough. If the two best friends want to keep their scholarships they need to show they’re willing to work for them, and they need to show their coach just how committed they are to team spirit.

Lucas and James are best friends and together they were the stars of their high school soccer team. Together they both earned prestigious scholarships to their dream college, only once they got there it turned out not to be the dream they were hoping for.

The pair have always been smaller than their peers, slimmer, shorter, less muscular, but in high school they were able to compete by being more skilled than their teammates and their opponents, but college is a different game entirely.

In college, the boys are playing against men, and it’s a game where size counts. They might be more skilled but that doesn’t count for much when your opponent is twice your size.

Despondent, the boys throw themselves into partying, but this only makes things worse. Soon they are at risk of being kicked off the team and losing their scholarships entirely.

Fortunately for them, their coach, the beautiful and domineering Ms Lux has an offer, one the boys find hard to resist. Soon the pair find themselves being slowly feminized and corrupted as they are transformed from soccer stars to cheerleaders.

The only question that remains is how far will the two of them go to keep their scholarships…


BOSS TO BIMBO




[image: ]

Nathan thought he had life figured out. He had a good job, worked hard, and was providing for the love of his life, Heather. When Heather leaves him though he’s left heartbroken, and his once exemplary performance at work begins to suffer.

Things are maybe looking up for him though when he gets a new assistant, the beautiful and helpful Siobhan, and Nathan hopes with her help he’ll be able to get things back on track. Only, things are not quite what they seem, and soon Nathan finds Siobhan helping him in ways that are definitely not part of her official job description...

Nathan was once a star performer at his company. He worked hard, worked smart, and he excelled.

He’d had good reason to work hard. He’d been working to provide for the love of his life, Heather. Only when Heather leaves him he loses focus and his performance at work begins to suffer.

After all, what’s the point? He’d been toiling to be a good man for his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to marry, and it had all proved pointless.

He’s adrift, and at risk of losing his job, but… he’s hoping his new assistant will help turn things around for him. After all, she comes very highly recommended.

On meeting Siobhan he’s immediately impressed. She’s gorgeous, and seems to be pretty smart too, so he takes the time to make sure she settles into her new role as his assistant.

Only, Siobhan is more than she seems, and it’s not long before Nathan learns this the hard way. Siobhan makes it clear that she really does expect Nathan to improve his performance, and she has a very unique style of motivating him.

Soon Nathan is caught up on a roller-coaster journey of feminization as Siobhan works to transform him from underperforming boss to the perfect obedient bimbo...


MY FRIEND'S MOM'S PANTIES




[image: ]

Richie was delighted when his friend, Liam, asked him to stay at his summer house during vacation. He was even more delighted, and a little flustered, when he met Liam’s Mom, Alice.

The beautiful, older woman is captivating, charming and dangerous. Can Richie cope with spending a whole summer around such an attractive, forbidden woman? He hopes so.

But then he catches sight of her panties in a laundry hamper, and the real trouble starts…

Richie was dreading summer, the thought of having to spend it at home with his parents with no friends around. At least, he was dreading it until his best friend Liam offered to let him stay with him in his summer house.

The plan was to spend the summer together, to relax, party, and just generally have a great time lying in the sun, swimming in the pool, and heading out to the beach. But then Richie meets Liam’s Mom.

Alice is like no Mom Richie has seen before… a hot, glamorous, confident older woman, greeting him clad in just a skimpy bikini, Richie knew his summer was going to be an agony of frustration having to spend it living in close proximity to such an alluring, forbidden woman.

And then one night Richie spots a pair of Alice’s dirty panties in the laundry hamper and he just can’t resist. No one will know, right? No one will find out.

Only Alice does find out, and so begins Richie’s slow journey of corruption and feminization, all of it beginning when Alice makes Richie wear the panties that he ruined. What follows promises to be a summer that Richie will never forget, as his friend’s Mom makes him submit to her unique form of punishment and shows him that good girls are rewarded...


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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