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MY FRIEND'S MOM’S PANTIES

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...

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


One

It was the start of summer vacation and the weather was glorious, bright blue sky, golden sun, and a warm breeze that swept in off the coast just a few miles away. I could not have asked for a better start to the long rest and relaxation we had planned to celebrate getting through our first year of college.

I had been dreading my summer off of college, having to go back home to my small town to spend it alone with just my family, so when Liam had invited me to stay with him at his family’s summer house I had jumped at the chance. He hadn’t told me the summer house was practically a mansion.

As I lay by the pool drinking orange juice and eating toast, watching the sun rise higher in the sky, I couldn’t help but smile. This was a lot better than going home.

Before Liam’s invitation, I’d figured I’d be spending the months-long break between semesters back in my childhood bedroom, with only my mother, father, and younger sister for company. There was nothing else for me back home, not since my only two real friends from high school were both off travelling.

As I basked in the warm caress of the summer sun I took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh, remembering the slog that was high school. At the time it was almost like a prison sentence, the cliques and the popularity contests, the teenage drama and angst, and though I’d enjoyed it at the time—at least I’d enjoyed it some of the time—I was glad that it was all behind me.

All the interesting people I’d gone to school with had moved out of our home-town, moved onto college or interesting jobs or had just decided to travel, so going back would have meant spending the summer doing nothing, wasting away bored and despondent. So, when Liam had told me that his family’s summer house was big enough to host and that I was welcome, I jumped at the chance.

Liam and I had met in our first week of college and had quickly become good friends. It helped that he had similar taste in music and books and films to me, and we were on the same course so we’d get together often to compare notes and study together.

He’d talked a bit about growing up, his family, but he’d never made it clear how wealthy they were. As we’d pulled up to the summer house, the summer mansion, I’d not really been able to believe it was the right place.
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“You never told me you were rich!” I’d said as he showed me around.

He laughed at that.

“Technically I’m not. Most of it is my mother’s money, from the small internet start-up she founded in the late 90s as a hobby in high school, but some came from my dad too. Plus… what kind of douche-canoe goes around bragging about how wealthy their family is? I figured I just wanted to fit in and make friends, I wanted people to like me, not my family’s money.”

I nodded, smiling. It made a lot of sense actually, yet still, I was taken aback by the size and lavishness of the summer house.

“I spent most of my school year in private academies, surrounded by rich assholes who were only interested in who was richer, and it felt like any friends I had were based more around how much my family earned and what they did, rather than me. So when I met you it was… nice. We got along. It was nice to just have a friend like me for me, you know? That’s why I felt comfortable inviting you to stay for the summer. You’re a friend. A real friend.”

I smiled at that. Hearing Liam talk about me and our friendship like that filled my heart with warmth.

“Yeah, I… I guess that makes sense. Just going to have to get my head around it is all.” I said. “Plus… maybe now you can finally pay me back that twenty you owe me for that meal after exams.”

Liam laughed.

“I really had forgotten my wallet!” He said.

It was my turn to laugh.

“But yeah, I know. How about though… I treat you as my guest all summer and you don’t have to pay for anything and we call it even?” He said, smiling.

“You sure? That’s… that doesn’t sound even to me.”

“I’m sure. Unless you’re not comfortable with it?”

I thought about it for a moment, looked around at the vast, lavish summer house. It was like a five-star resort or something.

Liam was saying it’d cost me twenty to stay there all summer? I nodded.

“Nah, I’m comfortable with that.” I said, chuckling. “Just promise you’ll tell me if you start to feel like I’m free-loading.”

Liam promised, which helped me relax. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin our fledgling friendship.

“Now, shall we drop our bags off and go see the pools?”

I nodded, then frowned.

“Pools?” I said. “As in… plural?”

Liam smiled.

“Like I said, it’s my mother’s money, not mine, so don’t judge me.”
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After dropping our bags off in our rooms, Liam offered me the guest room next to the room that he considered his, and he gave me the whistle-stop tour of the house. It was like a hotel or some plush resort, and the view from the bedroom—green rolling hills with the coast and the ocean visible in the distance—left me speechless.

“Now, fancy going for a swim?” He asked.

I nodded. Travelling to the summer house had been hot and sweaty so I was dying for a chance to cool off.

We both got changed into swim shorts and headed down to the larger of the house’s three pools, the one overlooking the hills and the coast, surrounded by sun-loungers and chairs. We made our way through the house, towels in hand, and as we stepped out into the pool area I froze.

“Hey, honey!” A soft voice called. “I didn’t know you’d arrived. You should have called to let me know you’d turned up and I’d have made lunch.”

There was a woman out by the pool, laid out on a sun lounger, dressed in only a black bikini. A tiny, skimpy, scanty bikini.

She was… gorgeous. I felt my cheeks flush, my heart skipping. Liam hadn’t talked about his family or siblings, so I hadn’t expected to see his sister. I certainly hadn’t expected to see his sister looking so hot, almost naked, sunbathing by the pool.

The surprise of it left me speechless.

“Oh and is that your friend from college? The one who’s staying with us for the summer?” She asked.

“Yeah, this is Richie.” Liam said. “I’ve said he can stay for as long as he wants, if that’s okay?”

The woman shifted, rising to her feet, and began to walk towards us. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

She was tall, taller than me—which was saying a lot because I was only just under average height for a man—and slim. Her legs were long, toned, full, and the way her hips rolled and her ass swayed as she strutted towards us made it very difficult to stay calm—it didn’t help that her bikini bottoms were basically a small triangle held in place by some thin strings.

Her belly was taut, firm, and she had thin arms, narrow shoulders, which made her chest look even bigger than it was, and her tits were big—large and full, soft, jiggling with each step, held up and covered by two tiny triangles of cloth and yet more thin string. I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t.

Yet it wasn’t her body that kept me staring. Her body was amazing, true, but it was her face, her dazzling green eyes and her flowing red curls, her flawless charming smile, that kept me fixated. But I figured that was a good thing. Staring at her face, keeping eye contact, had to be better than staring at Liam’s sister’s almost naked body.

“Hi, Richie.” She said as she approached. “I’m Liam’s mother, lovely to meet you.”

Mother? The dazzling, sensual, beautiful woman was Liam’s mother? She didn’t look a day over her mid-twenties. Hell, she was hotter than most of the women we went to college with.

When Liam had talked about his mother to me I’d imagined a woman like my mother, in her mid-forties, her best years behind her, wandering around the house in loungewear and slippers. Liam’s mother was nothing like my mother though. She was… she was hot.

“I… err… hi Liam’s mom.” I managed to mumble.

“You can call me Alice.” She said, smiling.

“Yeah, right.” I said, feeling foolish. “Alice. Right. Hi. And… thanks for having me.”

I could feel my cheeks turning an even deeper shade of pink, my heart beating hard, sweating even though I was wearing just my swim shorts. I almost hoped the ground would open up and swallow me whole.

“You boys hungry? It’s almost lunch. If you want you can go take a swim and I’ll order some food.”

“That’d be great.” Liam said.

“I… thank you.” I mumbled.

Alice looked at me, grinning.

“You’re very welcome Richie. You’re a guest after all and we take good care of our guests around here.”

And with that, she vanished.
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Just remembering how I’d met Liam’s mother made me blush again. I had done my best to avoid her since then, though the few times we had bumped into each other had been easier—mostly due to the fact that she was wearing more clothes.

In the bikini, it had been impossible not to see how stunningly attractive she was, but in more clothes, it was a little easier to stay calm and composed around her—though still not easy. Yet, she was never anything less than the perfect host. She was sweet and welcoming and very charming.

Which… made it worse that I’d developed a bit of a crush on her.

So when Liam suggested we head into the city to get out, maybe visit the beach, I was only too happy to go. Though the house was a paradise, the fact that I was never sure I wasn’t going to see Alice wandering out in her bikini again, kept me on edge. Getting away from that would definitely help me relax and help me get my head clear.

And I really did get my head clear… at least until the sun started to go down and we began to hit the bars. Once the alcohol began to flow my head was anything but clear.

It was fun though, like blowing off steam, and it was nice to be out in the city with my friend, relaxing, trying to chat up girls and just generally enjoying the start of our summer. Neither of us had any luck, not that we were that bothered, and as it got late we decided to call it a night, and we got a cab back to Liam’s family’s summer house.

It was dark, the sky heavy with a waning moon, and I knew that the sun would be up in a few hours. At least I wouldn’t need to face Alice, since she most likely would be in bed when we got back.

And then my mind wandered to images of her being woken from sleep by us getting back, rising to see what the noise was. What did she wear to bed? What did she sleep in? I couldn’t help but imagine her in a silky black slip, clinging to her exquisite body.

I felt my pulse skip, a heat in my belly. I needed to get my mind out of the gutter or it was going to be a very long, very awkward summer.

As the cab arrived Liam paid, and we headed in.

“I’m going straight to bed.” Liam said, trying and failing to whisper.

I nodded.

“I’m going to use the bathroom then I’m heading to bed too.”

We headed upstairs, towards our rooms, and as we passed the master bathroom I snuck inside to relieve myself, Liam heading off to sleep. I heard his door open and close even through the locked bathroom door.

The house was quiet, and the room seemed to heave and spin. As I emptied my bladder I looked around the large bathroom.

I’d not used that bathroom before, had only used the en-suite attached to my room. It was larger than my bedroom back home, with a massive bath filled with jets like a jacuzzi. In the corner was a hamper, partially full of clothes, and on top was…

I felt my body ache.

On top of the hamper was a pair of bright red panties. Red, lacy, silky, skimpy panties.

They must have been Alice’s. She was the only other person in the house. Her bright red panties.

They were even smaller and sexier than her bikini bottoms. I couldn’t help but picture her in them, long legs, full thighs, wide hips, firm ass, the thin red string of them snug in her ass, the thin lacy material barely covering her…

My head was foggy with alcohol and lust. As I finished pissing I flushed and moved without thinking to the hamper. The red panties were just laid there, looking up at me, and as I stared at them I realised there was still a damp patch in the gusset, a slight crusty stain.

My crotch throbbed. I could feel my heart beating hard, a thunderous drumming in my chest.

I reached out and I picked the panties up. The material was so soft and delicate and light, sensual, erotic. The gusset really was still damp, damp from Alice’s pussy, and I could almost imagine it was still warm.

On a whim, I lifted the panties up to my nose and I sniffed, taking a deep inhale. The scent was raw and musky, almost sour, but it made my head spin and my cock swell. I was hard, so hard it hurt, and my mind was full of images of Alice in her bikini, dressed in just the red panties.

Had I been sober I never would have done it, but… I wasn’t sober. I was drunk. So, holding the panties to my nose, I reached down and I began to touch myself. I stroked my cock as I sniffed my friend’s Mom's panties, taking deep inhales of her pussy’s musk.

My cock was harder than I could ever remember it being, throbbing, aching. My whole body felt alive with pleasure, the rush of how naughty I was being, the twin stimulations of my hand on my prick and my nose in the gusset of Alice’s panties.

Her scent was intoxicating. A shiver ran up my spine.

My drunken brain spun and I wondered… what did she taste like? I giggled to myself even as I continued to stroke my cock, getting closer. I lowered the panties slightly and extended my tongue, teasing the tip of the stain in my friend’s Mom's panties. The taste was subtle, yet unmistakable.

My cock swelled, throbbed, and I whimpered.

I was going to cum. I was… I lowered the panties down away from my mouth, wrapping the lace around the head, stroking harder, harder. Alice’s panties on my cock, the damp, stained gusset teasing my cock. I was close. So close.

I stroked, thrusting my hips, the scent and taste of her cunt still boldly imprinted on my mind. The silk and lace on my cock felt amazing, and the fact that I could feel the dampness from Alice’s cunt made it even better.

My cock swelled, balls tightening, and… I came. I came hard, biting my bottom lip to keep from crying out. I came hard into my friend’s Mom's panties, filling them with jet after jet of hot, thick, sticky spunk, coating the stain her pussy had left with my jizz.

My head cleared almost immediately and I realised what I’d done. I’d sniffed Alice’s panties. I’d tasted the crusty stain in them. I’d used them to masturbate. I’d cum in them.

“Fuck…”

I didn’t know what to do. I was too drunk to think clearly. So, in a panic, I stuffed them into the pocket of my trousers. I would deal with them tomorrow morning when I’d sobered up.

They could wait until then. Right?


Two

My head was ringing when I woke and my mouth tasted like an old motel carpet. I managed after several attempts to stagger out of bed and stumbled my way into the en-suite to shower.

The blast of warm water and the heady scent of a menthol-rich shower gel cleared my head enough that the room was no longer spinning as I dried off, and as I looked in the mirror I smiled. I might not have had a great night's sleep but I didn’t look too bad.

My blue eyes were only slightly bloodshot, but that’d fade, and I knew that when my blonde hair had dried it’d fall in loosely arranged waves down to my chin. I’d grown to really appreciate my hair as one of my better features, and after I’d spent my first year of college growing to experiment with a different look, I’d found myself loving how the light blonde mess framed my face—the fact that I’d had more than a few compliments about my hair had only encouraged me to grow it longer.

“A couple of cups of strong coffee and I’ll be good as new.” I said to my reflection.

I smiled at that. I knew it would take more than just coffee, but the addition of a hearty breakfast would provide whatever pick-me-up it was that coffee couldn’t.

So, I dressed in shorts and an old, baggy t-shirt, and headed down to the kitchen.

The sun was already high in the sky but the kitchen was empty. I checked outside but there was no one about, and I figured Liam was probably still in bed and his mother was maybe out, so I made myself a pot of coffee and toast with plenty of peanut butter on, then sat down to scroll social media on my phone.

I ate slowly, my stomach grumbling, and the coffee took a while before it began to kick in. The events of the night before were all still pretty much a blur, so seeing photos of our night out made me smirk.

There were quite a few pictures of us in bars, some of us with girls we’d met, and I realised I’d followed a few new women on various platforms so I figured maybe I’d chatted to them and they’d given me their details so I could talk to them.

That could wait until after my second coffee though, and maybe I’d check with Liam too to see if he remembered more than me. For some reason, I felt almost on edge, like I’d done something wrong, but I couldn’t put my figure on it.

I still had my wallet and my phone, and I’d clearly not been in a fight or hurt myself, and I remembered Liam heading off to bed too so we’d both got home safely. So… what was it?

It felt big, whatever it was, like I’d done something bad. Maybe I’d offended a girl in a bar? Probably worth seeing if Liam remembered before messaging anyone new. He’d probably be up in a few hours.

In the meantime I could have the house to myself, maybe enjoy a swim or…

And then I heard footsteps, too light and quick to be Liam. For some reason, I felt my stomach heave.
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“Morning sleepy. I was beginning to think I’d not see either of you two today. Liam’s always been one to lie in bed all day so I’m used to my own company, but it’s nice to see another face up and about even if you do still look a little green around the gills. Did you both have a good night last night?”

I turned and saw Alice, Liam’s mother, stepping into the room. My heart began to race.

She looked… gorgeous. I could feel my cheeks turning pink. Why was I feeling so flustered and embarrassed? It was like there was something tickling at the back of my head. What was it…

“I… yeah. It was fun.” I managed to say.

Alice smiled at me. She was dressed simply, in short denim cut-off shorts and a vest, her feet bare. Yet, she still looked amazing. The shorts were so short they flashed all of her long, full legs, revealing just a hint of her ass, and they were so tight they looked almost painted on. Plus, from how prominent her nipples were it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra under her flimsy, tight vest.

As she walked towards me her hips swayed, her ass jiggling, and her tits bounced. I could feel my body throbbing as I watched her.

In her arms was a large hamper, full of clothes.

“I’m glad.” She said, smiling. “You know, it’s nice to have a friendly face around in the morning. I’m so used to Liam not emerging until well after lunch that I’ve gotten used to feeling a little lonely in the mornings. The last couple of days though, seeing you around the house, it’s been… pleasant. So thank you. If you want, after I’m done with my chores, maybe you could keep me company by the pool. I always enjoy holidays with Liam, but… it’s been so long since his father left and really I think Liam is a little bored of his mother’s company now.”

The way she smiled at me made my heart flutter, my belly tightening into knots. There was something in that smile, but it was more than that. It was like there were alarms going off in the back of my head, warning me of danger.

But… why?

“Yeah, sure. That’d be nice. I’m pretty sure Liam isn’t bored of you though. I’m not sure any one would ever get bored of you.” I said.

Even as I said it I realised how it sounded. Worse was that I meant it. I was flirting with my friend’s mom. What was wrong with me?

Alice though just smiled at me.

“Well, that’s very kind of you to say. With flattery like that, you’re going to become a very welcome house guest. Now, you just finish your coffee and I’ll go put the washing on, then we can settle down to chat. I’ve been looking forward to getting to know you better.”

I smiled, my blush deepening. It almost felt like she was flirting back.

“Oh, and if you have any laundry feel free to go grab it. I picked up the clothes from your bedroom floor, the ones you were wearing last night, as they smelt a little of alcohol and sweat, but there’s room for more if you have anything.”

I nodded, thanking her. Then I felt a cold sense of dread creep along my spine. What was it?

As Alice headed off towards the laundry room my mind clicked. I remembered it all.

I remembered Alice’s panties in the bathroom, picking them up, the damp patch, the crusty stain. I remembered sniffing them, the scent of her cunt.

I felt my cheeks blaze, my chest hot and tight. I remembered licking the crusty stain, tasting Alice’s cunt, the sweet sourness of it.

My cock throbbed.

I remembered touching myself, stroking my hard cock. I remembered using her red, silky, lacy panties to tease my shaft, the sensual caress or the material, my cock swelling, throbbing.

I remembered cumming, cumming into her panties, cumming into the stained, damp gusset, filling my friend’s Mom's panties with my spunk.

I remembered stuffing the panties into my pocket, shamed and embarrassed by what I’d done. I remembered stuffing the panties into the pocket of the trousers that were even now in the hamper Alice was holding, the trousers she’d picked up off the floor of my room, the trousers she was about to wash.

That was what I’d forgotten.

I meant to wash them, clean them, put them back, but I’d fallen asleep and when I’d woken my mind had been too foggy. That’s what the alarm in the back of my head had been.

Alice’s worn panties full of my cum. The proof of my sinful crime.

I felt my body throb, my head spinning. I could remember how her panties had smelt and tasted and even in my panic, I could feel my lust rising, picturing her in the red panties, cunt wet, dripping, the musk and sweetness of her…

I shook my head.

“I can do that for you.” I said. “I’m happy to help out. No need…”

I moved to grab the hamper but Alice shook her head.

“No, it’s fine. It’s very sweet of you though. But… if you want to help then the dishwasher could do with emptying.”

Emptying the dishwasher wouldn’t get the panties out of my trouser pocket. I had to get the panties or…

“No, I insist. I can do all of it. Why don’t you just go and sit by the pool and I’ll join you when I’m done. You deserve a rest and…”

I moved to grab the hamper, but Alice held onto it.

“Really, you don’t have to. Just the dishwasher is fine.”

There was almost a note of hesitation in her voice, almost… suspicion. My mind was racing.

“Well… okay, but these really don’t need washing.”

I went to grab the trousers, pulling them out of the hamper. At the very least I could save them, only…

As I pulled there was a flash of bright red against the darker cloth of my trousers, stark, bold. I saw it clearly, and so did Alice. Her eyes narrowed.

“What’s that…”

There was a catch in her voice. As I hurried to retrieve my trousers she reached out and grabbed the flash of red cloth.

I was already pulling my trousers out of the hamper, and Alice tugged on the red cloth. Her panties slipped out of my pocket. I felt myself go cold.

She looked at the bundle of cum soaked red lace and silk in her hands, eyes wide. Then she chuckled.

She looked up at me, smirking. My whole body felt like it was on fire, a wellspring of shame, humiliation. I’d been caught.

“Are these my panties?” Alice asked. “I was looking for these and thought I must have lost them.”

I was silent. I couldn’t move. Alice kept smiling, staring at me.

She looked down again at her panties, shaking them to unfold them. The damp stain of cum was obvious.

Slowly she lifted them up towards her face, and she sniffed, loudly, audibly. Then she laughed again.

“And why do they smell of cum?”
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I don’t know how long I stood there silent for. It could have been seconds or minutes or maybe even hours. My mind was blank, full of only terror and shame and regret.

“Please… I… I’m so sorry. I was drunk and I saw them and I just… I’ll wash them by hand, or buy you another pair or…”

Alice silenced me with a look.

“Such a dirty, filthy, disgusting pervert.” Alice said, grinning. “There was me thinking you were a sweet boy, a pleasant house guest. I was looking forward to getting to know my son’s new friend over the summer. But now… I discover that you’re a shameful, sinful, dirty little pervert."

My cheeks were so hot I felt like my hair might catch fire.

“I… I’m so sorry. I’ll buy you a replacement pair and… I’ll leave, now. I just… I’m so sorry. I never meant to…”

“So you picking up my panties and cumming in them was an accident? You stumbled and fell into my pile of dirty washing and my panties just wrapped themselves around your cock and you came, and then they slipped into your pocket?”

Alice was still smiling. The room was almost heaving. I had no idea what was going on.

I had no words. I stood there, mute, and… shook my head.

“So you did mean to cum in my panties then? And you are a filthy pervert?”

I was motionless, then, not quite sure what was expected of me, I nodded. Alice’s smile widened.

“Tell me, Richie, did you sniff them before you came in them?”

My blush spread across my throat and chest, my whole body flushing. I nodded again.

“And did you like the smell? Did you like sniffing the crotch of my dirty panties? Did you like the smell of my cunt?”

What was happening? The way Alice was smiling, the way she was looking at me, the way she spoke, it was like… it was like she was enjoying it all, almost like she was flirting with me, but flirting with me in a way no one had ever flirted with me before.

Yet… my body was reacting to it too. Despite the shame and the fear and the humiliation of being caught, despite how awful it felt to be called a dirty little pervert, I was getting excited. My cock was getting hard.

I nodded, slowly.

“Well, answer me.” Alice said.

“I… yes. I… I liked the way your panties smelled.” I managed to croak.

“And did you just sniff them?”

I shook my head. She chuckled at that.

“You tasted them, didn’t you? You licked up the juices from my cunt out of my dirty panties, didn’t you?”

I was still, then… I nodded.

“And did you like how it tasted?”

I nodded again.

“Yes. I… the smell and the taste it was… it was too much. I couldn’t help myself. I was so turned on that I just… I ended up cumming. But it was an accident. I’m sorry. I…”

“Oh, I don’t think it was an accident.” Alice said. “I’ve seen the way you’ve been staring at me. And… I was kind of enjoying it to be honest. But to think all along you were a dirty, filthy, pervert panty sniffer… well I never expected that.”

Alice stared at me. I was too overcome with emotions and feelings to reply.

“Yet… you like the way my cunt smells, how it tastes?” She asked.

I nodded, her eyes almost boring holes into my soul. My cock was so hard it hurt.

“It’s really not fair though.” Alice said.

I frowned at that.

“I mean… you’ve defiled my underwear, and you’ve enjoyed it, but… what do I get out of this?”

I blinked.

“I can buy you another pair. I can leave. I’m sorry. I…”

“Oh, I don’t need you to buy me another pair. I have enough money to buy my own underwear thank you. And you leaving here with just a sorry really doesn’t repay me for what you’ve done now, does it?”

I was still for a moment, struggling to comprehend what was going on.

“I… no, I suppose not.” I said.

Alice grinned.

“So… how are you going to repay me?” She said.

I was still, quiet, mind racing. I had no idea what she wanted.

“I… I don’t know.” I managed to croak.

She took a deep breath, sighed. Then she shook her head.

“Well, luckily for you I have a few ideas on where we might start.”


Three

As I stepped into my room I could still feel my pulse racing, my body flush and hot, my cock hard and throbbing. I still could barely believe what had happened, and worse… what Alice had said.

She had told me that the first thing I could do to make it even with her was to fetch all of my underwear. And she had made it clear she meant all of it.

“Every last piece you own.” She said. “If I find any hiding out in your room then I’ll know you’re not serious about making it up to me and you never meant your apology.”

I had nodded, and slunk off to my room, confused about why she wanted all my underwear. What was she going to do? Was she going to humiliate me or… did she want to sniff a dirty pair of my underwear, use them to masturbate, leaving them soiled and stained?

Why did that thought make my cock even harder?

Yet I didn’t spend too long thinking about why she might want my underwear, what she might be planning on doing with it. I just wanted to get it all over with as quickly as possible.

I knew Liam would be up soon and the last thing I wanted was him waking up and discovering what I’d done with his mother’s panties. I knew if he found out he’d never forgive me.

I’d lost not only my friend, but also my summer vacation, and I was pretty sure he’d probably tell everyone what a pervert I was. If Liam found out what I’d done not only would my summer be over, but my entire life at college would be over.

I clung to hope though. Maybe if I did everything Alice wanted before he was awake she’d forgive me and he’d never find out. Maybe it could just be our secret.

And again my cock throbbed. What was wrong with me?

So I gathered my underwear as fast as I could, making sure I got all of it. Then I carried the bundle to where Alice was waiting for me in the kitchen.

As I entered I saw she’d poured herself a coffee and was sitting waiting at the table, her red, skimpy, stained panties still in her hand. She watched me, grinning.

“Is that all of them?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Are you sure?”

I nodded again.

“I’m sure. I double-checked.”

She stared at me for a moment.

“So I can assume then that you’re currently going commando under those shorts?”

Her smile widened, and she chuckled. I felt my cheeks blush deeper pink. I was so flustered it felt like my head might explode and my chest might burst.

“I… no…” I managed to say.

“Well then that’s not all of them, is it?”

I shook my head. I could feel the jaws of the trap she had laid for me closing around me.

“And I said I wanted all of your underwear.” Alice said. “So… shorts off, and give me your underwear. Now.”

She looked at me and her smile was gone. I waited, hoping she was joking, but it was clear she was not. The glint in her eyes made it clear she was very serious.

I felt my whole body burning. My cock was still hard. In my shorts, I’d been able to hide it so far, but taking my clothes off in front of my friend’s Mom would make it clear I was a massive pervert.

“I… can I leave and…”

“No.” Alice said. “You can do it here, in front of me.”

She smiled then, as though enjoying making me squirm. I shifted from one foot to the other, but I knew I was stuck for choices.

I could either refuse, tell her I wasn’t going to do it, and she would take that as me not being serious about making it even for cumming in her dirty panties, or I could get naked in front of my friend’s hot mom.

I took a deep breath then… I chose the latter option.

Slowly I dropped my shorts, baring my boxer briefs. Alice watched me, her smile becoming a smirk. She made no attempt to hide the fact that she was staring at my cock.

“Are you hard Richie?” She said. “Is your cock hard?”

I paused, my underwear still on. I nodded.

“I… yes. I’m sorry. I can go and take them off in my room and…”

“No. You’re staying here. I just… I’m surprised you’re an even bigger pervert than I thought originally. Getting turned on by me telling you how filthy and dirty you are, getting turned on by me berating you for being a nasty little deviant. It’s… surprising. I thought you’d be ashamed, but instead, you’re just excited by it all. So fucking dirty.”

She was still smiling. Her words made my head spin and my heart race. I could only nod.

“Now, pants off and give them to me. I suppose getting to see your cute little cock is just one more step to getting even.” She said.

I took a deep breath. The way she said cute and little filled me with a sense of humiliation that only served to increase my arousal. Having my friend’s hot Mom tell me how dirty I was, how perverse I was, how small and cute my dick was, was… it was turning me on.

Maybe I really was a pervert?

Still… I had more important things to worry about, like getting naked in front of my friend’s mom. Alice was waiting for my underwear…

So, I slid them down and off, letting them fall to my feet. I was naked from the waist down.

I wanted to cover myself with my hands, but for some reason I just… didn’t. It was like I knew Alice would object, or part of me wanted her to see my cock, my hard cock, wanted to show her what a dirty little pervert I was. I could almost feel the room swaying.

“It’s quite charming. Seeing your cute little dick all hard for me. I mean, it does confirm my suspicions, that you’re a nasty little deviant, but it’s also quite sweet, knowing how hot you think I am. You being unable to resist the urge to sniff my panties, cum in them, and now getting that cute little cock hard for me. I think… I might just forgive you.”

I smiled, a swell of relief.

“I… thank you.” I said.

“Your underwear first. Toss them over here.” Alice said.

I did as she said, stepped out from my underwear, picked them up, throwing them over to her. I stood in the kitchen with my ass and cock out, blushing, heart racing.

“I think though… you’re going to need to do a few more things for me to prove you really are sorry though before I accept your apology. But you really are off to an excellent start.”

I nodded.

“I… anything. What do you want me to do?” I said.

Alice smiled.
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“You… you’re serious?” I said.

“Deadly.” Alice said. “I mean, you clearly liked them, enjoyed them, so why not?”

My head was spinning. I shook my head, trying to deny what she was saying, but… I couldn’t.

I really had enjoyed her dirty panties, the smell, the taste. I had enjoyed the way they had felt caressing my cock, the sensation of cumming in them. I had no way to argue with her, so… I had to give in, right?

I needed to earn forgiveness, to keep my dirty little secret a secret. So… I nodded.

“I… I’ll do it.” I said.

“Good.” Alice said.

With that, she tossed me her dirty panties, still slightly damp with the cum I spunked into them the night before, though parts had dried to a crusty stain.

Slowly, with my friend’s hot Mom watching me, I slipped on her worn, dirty, cum filled panties. I stepped into the bright red, silky material and pulled them up. The cold wetness of my cum brushed against my thighs as I pulled them into place. I shivered as I tugged them up around my hips, butt, my hard cock.

They were tiny, and barely fit me, but I was shamed to discover that the tiny triangle or red lace almost completely contained my erection.

“Look at that! They suit you. Maybe you should have worn them instead of cumming in them.” Alice said. “Though… seeing your cock throb and twitch while you put them on I’m pretty sure you’d have ended up cumming in them either way.”

I bit my bottom lip hard to keep from whimpering. I felt so consumed with shame and embarrassment that I couldn’t speak.

Yet… the panties really did feel good. They felt oddly comfortable, the string snug around my hips, slipping deep into the crack of my ass, almost teasing. As I looked down at myself I realised they made me look almost… cute. My hips looked wider, my ass rounder, and even my hard cock looked kind of adorable

And the thought that the panties were stained not only with my cum, but with the juices of Alice’s cunt, only made wearing them hotter. My head was racing with thoughts, fantasies, images of my friend’s hot mom.

She sat there, watching me, grinning. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but the giddy rush of sensations made it impossible to pretend it wasn’t happening.

I was wearing Alice’s dirty panties. Her sexy, red, skimpy, lacy, dirty, cum stained panties. Worse, I could still almost smell her cunt, and taste it. My cock ached.

“Now… are they comfortable?” Alice asked.

I stood there, frozen. They were oddly comfortable, but part of me didn’t want to admit that. What did that say about me? What did the fact that wearing Alice’s dirty, skimpy panties felt good, say about me?

Still, I wanted to lie even less. So, I nodded.

“I… yes.” I said. “They’re not… they’re definitely not uncomfortable.”

Alice smiled at that.

“Good. Because you’re going to be wearing my panties from now on. You’re going to be wearing my used, dirty panties from now until the end of your vacation, understand?”

I was frozen. My cock throbbed.

“But… that’s months. They’ll… they’ll start to smell and…”

“Not the same pair silly. Or at least not the same pair all the time. I’ll wash them when you’re done wearing them, then I’ll wear them, and when I consider them suitably soiled I’ll pass them onto you to wear. Understand?

I stared at her. Then… I nodded.

“I… I understand.”

Alice’s smile widened.

“Good. So… since those are filthy, you are to wear them all day, then come to see me this evening for a fresh pair.”

My cock twitched. She was going to make me wear her dirty panties all summer…

“Now, I think that’ll do for a start. So… why don’t you put your shorts back on and go sort the dishwasher like you offered. I’m going to do the laundry. Perhaps later we can spend some time getting to know each other better? After all… you are going to be spending a lot of time in my filthy panties, so it only seems right we get along.”

I took a deep breath. I nodded again. There was a twinkle in Alice’s eyes, a sparkle in her smile. Was she teasing me, or… flirting with me?

“I… I’d like that.” I said.

And then, with Alice watching, I pulled up my shorts.
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I spent the rest of the day doing my best to act normal, yet it was not as easy as it sounded.

In the beginning, it wasn’t too bad. Though the panties were snug and damp, the string of them tight in my ass crack, I was alone, with only Alice around the house, which meant I didn’t have to work to hide anything.

Walking around in the panties it soon became obvious why women walked the way they did. It wasn’t just their wider hips, but it was the way their panties felt.

With the string in my ass, teasing me, it was impossible not to move with a sway in my hips and a wiggle in my ass, and, worse, I found it felt kind of nice, the way the string ticked me, caressing areas my normal underwear never caressed. Even simple acts like walking, bending over, sitting down, caused my body to flush with excitement and shame, constantly reminded me of my predicament, and my cock was so hard and throbbing that it was beginning to hurt.

Plus, the damp batch of my cum was cold and sticky against my crotch, a reminder of just how much of a pervert I was, though thankfully that began to dry out as the day went on.

“Having fun there?” Alice would ask as I walked past her.

I blushed. She grinned at me. I had no idea how to answer her so I just… nodded.

“Pervert.” She said, laughing.

And that was how it was. While Liam slept in bed I was able to relax because there was no one around who didn’t know my secret, but I was instead kept constantly on edge by Alice’s teasing, her comments, her questions.

She even made me flash her my panties several times, or rather her panties, to make sure I was still wearing them. Each time my cock would throb, twitch, and it got so bad that I began to make a damp patch in them from all the precum.

“Are you making my panties damp Richie?” Alice asked, staring at the wetness in her panties.

I couldn’t lie, so… I nodded.

“Pervert.” She said. “Dirty little pervert.”

Her words made it all so much more… intense.

When Liam got up I was glad for the fact that with him around his hot, sexy mother could no longer tease me. That gladness though was only short-lived.

With Liam up I had to be more careful, had to try to move as though I was not wearing a pair of silky, lacy, dirty panties. I had to try not to wiggle my hips and ass, but that meant the string in my crack chafed, and the damp stain of cum stuck to my hard cock in unpleasant ways, reminding me of my deviant behaviour.

Plus, having Liam around didn’t even stop Alice from teasing me. She was just more subtle and quiet and sneaky. Since she could no longer tease me with words, she used her hands instead.

The first time she slapped my ass as I walked past her I jumped, her hand lingering, squeezing, but she just winked at me and smiled, moved past without a word. It left me blushing, heart racing.

Then it happened again, and again. I knew I was powerless to resist her.

She even once slipped her hand down the back of my shorts to grab the string of my panties and pull. The string went tight, snug in my ass, almost painful.

I tried to stay quiet, since Liam was only a few feet away making himself a snack, but I couldn’t. The shock and the sensation made me squeal.

“You okay there?” Liam asked, turning around.

His hot mother pulled her hand out of my shorts and stepped away, leaving me to answer the question, grinning at me. I could feel my heart racing, my cheeks burning.

“Yeah, fine, just… I just stubbed my toe is all.”

Liam laughed, shaking his head. But the way he stared at me was almost… suspicious.

“You should be more careful.” He said.

I nodded. What if he found out? What if he discovered my secret? What if his mother told him, or he realised I was wearing her panties?

I felt shame, embarrassment, humiliation. I was dirty. A dirty little pervert wearing my friend’s Mom's panties. Her dirty, cum-stained panties.

I could only imagine how Liam might react but… imagining it made my cock throb, my head spinning. I felt light and fuzzy, so turned on I could barely think.

The morning, while Liam was in bed, had been hard. Having to cope with him around was almost impossible. I had a whole summer of this?
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The day passed at a crawl, an agony of arousal and lust and desire. My heart drummed in my chest the entire time and I don’t think my blushing ever fully faded.

Even worse, my cock was almost constantly hard. It was becoming painful, and it was making it very difficult to think clearly.

Yet, despite the agony, I made it through.

It had been hard, literally and figuratively, but I’d managed it. So far Liam hadn’t realised anything was up, and I’d endured Alice’s teasing, the constant state of arousal and shame and excitement and fear.

I felt like an enormous pervert, a deviant, but at the same time, part of me was beginning to almost enjoy it.

It didn’t help that the panties really were kind of comfortable, and when Liam wasn’t around it was pleasant to let my hips sway and my ass wiggle. I felt hot, cute, and the way the panties teased my crack was thrilling.

Plus… Alice’s teasing really was fun in a way. The words she whispered to me, the way she touched me, groped me. She was unbelievably hot so it all felt like a dirty dream. A really dirty, shameful, perverted dream.

“One day down.” I said to myself.

I sighed as I thought of all the days to come, part of me dreading them, part of me excited for them. Would I be able to cope? And even if I couldn’t, was there really another option.

The panties were damp with my precum by the time I arrived at Alice’s room. Liam had gone to bed early, still nursing a hangover since he’d drunk a lot more than me, so it was just the two of us—a fact that both excited and scared me.

Her door was shut. I took a deep breath, preparing myself.

After a day of teasing, I had no idea what she had in store for me. Slowly, I lifted my hand and knocked. There was a moment of silence. Then…

“Come in Richie.” Alice said, voice muffled. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

The way she spoke made me shiver. It was like honey, and I knew I was caught in her trap. Yet… I didn’t seem to mind.


Four

“How has your day been?” Alice asked.

She was sat at her dressing table in just a gown, legs still wet from the shower she’d just had. I couldn’t help but wonder what she had on underneath the silky gown. As she moved, shifting to better look at me, the gown parted slightly, flashing even more of her plush thighs.

My blush should have made it obvious how my day had been, and even if it didn’t, she should have known how I had been. She’d been there every moment of it, watching me, observing me, teasing me.

She’d seen me suffer. She’d made me suffer. So I knew she knew the answer, but I also knew she expected me to tell her, and she expected nothing but the truth.

“I… it was difficult. I felt nervous, about being caught wearing your panties, and the way they felt kept me constantly on edge.” I said.

Alice smiled.

“I noticed that. The way you kept strutting about, wiggling that cute little ass of yours. I thought at first that you were just doing it for attention but then I realised you couldn’t help it and I was fascinated. The way you struggled to walk normally around Liam was kind of cute, in a way, the subtle wiggle that kept sneaking out. To think that just wearing my dirty panties would have such a profound effect on you.”

My blush deepened.

“And don’t think I didn’t notice the fact that your dick was hard for almost the entire day. What kind of pervert walks around with a constant hard-on just because they’re being made to wear their friend’s Mom's dirty panties. The panties you came in I should remind you. Such a filthy little deviant getting so turned on from being forced to wear my panties.”

She was smiling at me, grinning, eyes sparkling. It was clear from her tone of voice and the way she was sitting that she was enjoying teasing me. But then… part of me was really enjoying the way she was teasing me. My head spun and my cock throbbed.

“I… I’m sorry. I can’t help it.” I managed to mutter.

“You can’t help but get hard when you wear my dirty panties? You’re so turned on by wearing my worn panties that you have to wander around the house with your cute little prick erect? Is that what you’re saying?”

I nodded, blush consuming my face, spreading over my chest.

“Now, answer honestly… is it just my panties that turn you on, wearing my pretty, skimpy, sexy underwear, or is it the fact that they’re dirty from me wearing them?”

The question hung over me, ominous. I knew I couldn’t lie.

“I… it’s both.” I said. “The panties feel good, naughty, and sexy, but the fact that they’re dirty from you wearing them makes it… makes it better.”

Alice smiled. She watched me, and I couldn’t help but squirm.

“And is that just because they’re dirty? Or is it because I made them dirty? Tell me Richie, and be honest, do I turn you on? Does the thought that it was my cunt that made them dirty excite you? Do you think I’m hot?”

Her smile was radiant, smug and cocky and full of mischief. My cock throbbed, getting even harder. I was ashamed to admit it, but I couldn’t deny it.

I nodded.

“I… you are hot. I can’t… I can’t stop thinking about the fact that you wore these panties first, how they smelled, how they tasted, how… how you might smell or taste.”

Just saying it made me so dizzy it felt like the room was spinning. Alice’s smirk was almost malevolent.

“You’ve been thinking about how my pussy might smell? How it might taste?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Filthy pervert.” She said. “But… since you’ve been so well-behaved today and you’ve done what I said, maybe I can reward you.”

With that, she shifted. I stared, eyes wide, and she spread her legs, her gown falling open to reveal her smooth, long legs, her thighs. She was exquisite, perfect, a hot, sexy, older woman. My friend’s mom.

My cock had never been so hard.

As she spread her legs even wider I caught a glimpse of bright pink. Her panties. And… the crotch of them was sodden.

“Come kneel in front of me. Maybe I can satisfy that curiosity of yours.”

I didn’t hesitate to obey.
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I knelt in front of my friend’s mom, sat on her dressing table stool, clad in only a silk robe and a pair of tiny, skimpy, lace panties. My heart was racing.

Her legs were spread wide, open, and I could see the smooth flesh of her thighs, her belly flashed by the parted robe, the swell of her tits, her striking face looking down at me with dazzling green eyes.

Yet… I saw none of that. My eyes were too focused. I was too fixated on the sight of her cunt. Her panties were soaked, and the lace of them was so thin that I could see the thick thatch of her red pubic hair, her swollen lips, her outer and inner labia.

The sight was intoxicating. I took a deep breath and the scent of her fresh, dripping pussy filled my head. I was dizzy with lust and desire.

“You see how wet you’ve made me? See how wet you’ve got me walking around in my dirty panties, how wet you’ve made my cunt by walking around with your cute little cock hard, wiggling that ass? See how dripping my cunt is because I’ve been teasing you all day?”

I nodded. Her words lit a fire in me.

“Well… are you going to take responsibility?” Alice said. “Are you going to be a good slut for me and apologise for being a dirty little pervert and cumming in my panties? For making me wet and horny because you’re such a filthy tease?”

Her words floated into my head, making me giddy. I nodded.

“I… yes.” I whispered.

“Take my panties off then. And keep them safe, you’ll be wearing them when we’re done.”

I smiled at that, part of me thrilled at the idea of being made to wear her dirty panties for the next twenty-four hours. I reached up, my hands shaking, and my hands caressed up my friend’s Mom's thighs until I found the string that held her panties around her waist.

I pulled, gently, and Alice lifted her ass off her seat so I could tug her panties down, off. They slipped over her legs and then… her cunt was bare in front of me, the coarse bush of her hair, the swollen wet lips of her cunt. My cock was aching.

I put her panties delicately to one side, then shifted forwards, closer. I took a deeper breath. The smell of her sodden cunt was like a miasma, filling my senses.

“Worship my pussy.” Alice said. “Show me what a nasty little panty pervert you are.”

With that, she grabbed the back of my head and she forced my face down into the folds of her cunt. It was wet, reeking of her arousal, and without another word, I began to work my tongue.

The taste was like the stain in her panties, but less intense, sweeter, fresh from the source. It made my body throb, cock aching. I worked my tongue deep into her folds, into her hole, lapping.

The smell and the taste were divine, perfect, my face buried in my friend’s sexy, older Mom's cunt. Alice gripped my hair tight, almost painful, and pressed my face down hard, grinding her pussy onto my lips and tongue. She fucked my face, rutting, and I let her.

I more than let her. I worked with her. I worked my tongue in time with her grinding, fucking her, tasting and sniffing and licking, teasing my tongue up and over her clit.

“Fuck… you nasty little panty-sniffing pervert. Eat my pussy. Make me cum. Make Mommy cum.” She said.

The words excited me, making my cock throb.

I’d been with a few girls before, young women, but never a woman like Alice. My friend’s Mom was hot, older than me, sexy and commanding, domineering, in her sexual prime, and she knew what she liked and what she wanted.

Her pussy was dripping, soaking my face, and I couldn’t get enough of it. I worked my tongue, teasing, lapping, tasting and worshipping her pussy.

Then… I moaned into the fold of her cunt as I felt something brush against my crotch. I felt something tease over my hard cock.

I glanced down and saw Alice’s foot rubbing against my erection, teasing me even as I worshipped her. The sensation made me whimper.

“Fuck don’t stop. Mommy is close. Make me cum. Make me cum with that deviant tongue of yours. Apologise to Mommy for being such a nasty little panty-sniffing pervert. You wanted to sniff my cunt, taste my pussy, well now you can be my little fuck-toy.”

My head was spinning, body flush. My cock ached, throbbing as Alice teased me with her foot.

I was so turned on, having spent the day being teased, toyed with, the thrill of wearing her dirty panties, and now I was eating her cunt, pleasuring her. I could feel her cunt lips twitching. She was close. I was going to make my friend’s hot, sexy, older Mom cum with my tongue.

I could smell the reek of her lust, taste her juices, face buried in her swollen, slick folds. She was using me, riding my face, and at the same time she was teasing my hard, panty-clad cock with her foot.

It was all too much. It was driving me wild. I was so turned on I could barely think. I was acting on instinct, a dirty panty-sniffing pervert worshipping my friend’s Mom's pussy.

It was wilder than my hottest fantasy. I could feel my mind breaking, my body being corrupted. It felt too good. And then…

“Fuck!”

Alice pressed my face down hard, grinding her pussy onto my face. She rode, hard, and I lapped. She teased with her foot, and I felt her cunt twitch, pulsating. She was cumming. She was cumming from just my tongue.

That thought was enough to push me over the edge. With her foot on my cock, teasing me, I felt my body thrum.

My balls tightened. I’d been excited all day and it was all too much. I whimpered as Alice came on my face, fucking my tongue, and I came as she teased me with just her foot. I moaned, but the noises were muffled by the wet, swollen lips of her cunt.

“Fuck… don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

Alice came over and over, smearing my face with her juices. I came into the dirty panties I was wearing, driven to climax by just my friend’s Mom's foot.

“Fuck…” Alice was short of breath.

She pulled my hair, pulled my face back, out of her cunt, and looked down into my eyes, grinning.

“That’s not bad for a start, but I’m sure you’ll be even better by the end of the summer. But… tell me, and be honest… did you cum from eating my pussy and me teasing you with my foot?”

She sounded amused and almost shocked, and like she knew the answer already.

I nodded.

“So you’ve cum for a second time in my panties?” She asked.

I nodded again. I could feel the sticky cum cooling against my skin.

“Well… aren’t you a nasty little pervert.”

I blushed, nodded for a third time.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Alice chuckled.

“I’ll forgive you though, since you made me cum so hard. However, I think it’s time you got changed. Fresh panties for you. Or rather… fresh dirty panties that aren’t stained with your cum.”

My head was still swimming, fuzzy from cumming, my face smeared with Alice’s juices. I could taste her, smell her, and it was driving me wild.

I just nodded.
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“You look cute. Pink suits you.” Alice said.

I blushed.

I was dressed in just the pink panties, the gusset still slightly damp with her wetness. I looked down at myself and part of me liked how I looked, how the panties made my ass seem fuller, my legs longer, hips wider.

And… I felt almost pretty in them, sexy, the sense of wetness of them pressing against my cock, the fact that Alice had made them dirty. I felt… dirty and sexy and hot.

“However… it needs improvement.” She said.

I looked at her, blinked.

“You didn’t think you’d get away with just wearing panties, did you? You’re going to have to do more than just that to apologise to me and make it even.”

I blushed.

“I… what do I have to do?” I said.

She smiled.

“Nothing. Just… stand there and let me do what I want to do. I think you look good in my panties, but you could look better, and we have the ongoing problem of your hard little cock.”

I stared at my friend’s mom. She was exquisite, hot and sexy, long red hair, bright green eyes. Her lips were like the colour of ripe cherries. What would it be like to kiss her? Or, more specifically, since I had kind of kissed her, kiss her on her mouth?

Her gown was still partially open, and I could see the thatch of her pubic hair, wet with her juices and my saliva, and I could see her full cleavage. Already I could feel myself getting hot.

“Lucky for you I have the solution to both. But first… the most pressing issue. You’ve just cum, so I think we should take advantage of your cock being soft to put in place a proper solution. After all, you can’t keep wandering around my house with your cock hard, and I’m not going to be available to make you cum whenever you need it. Plus… I’m not sure I want you making a mess in all my panties, and I clearly can’t trust you not to because you’re such a dirty little pervert.”

I bit my bottom lip. Her words stung, but I clearly couldn’t argue with her.

“Now, you just stand there and stay still.” She said.

With that she moved to a drawer beside her bed, rummaging for a moment.

“Now, where was it… ah, here.”

I watched as she pulled a small, metal device out of her cabinet along with a set of keys.

“I’ve not seen this in a while. Lucky I even had it lying around.” She said, looking back at me. “I wasn’t sure I’d ever need it again, but then you turned up, and you turned out to be a nasty little pervert.”

She was grinning at me.

“And I know just what nasty little perverts need.”

With that, she moved towards me. I stood there, frozen, trembling. As she stepped in close she reached down to grip my cock, slipping her hand inside my panties.

“Keep still, or it might hurt.” She said.

I did as she said, still fuzzy from cumming so hard. I could only watch as she lowered the device and fitted it over my cock, my balls, and then… there was a click of a lock falling into place.

“All snug and secure.” Alice said. “It might chafe a little at first as it might be a little too small for you, but I’m sure you’ll adjust quickly enough. And this way you won’t have to walk around hard all the time, and you won’t keep making a mess in my pretty panties.”

I looked down at myself, blush deepening. I’d been caged. My cock was locked away in a small, metal, chastity cage, useless and small and flat. It looked almost… feminine in the panties I had on.

“But we’re still left with the problem of you not looking quite as good as I think you could in those panties. I mean… if you’re going to wear them, then you should look your best, right?” Alice said.

I was too fuzzy-headed to even think clearly. So… I just nodded.

“Perfect. Then you won’t mind coming with me, will you?”

I stared at Alice. She held out her hand. I reached out, took it, and she led me off to the bathroom.
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It was like I was under some kind of spell. I knew I should resist, but I just couldn’t. Worse, I didn’t want to.

My friend’s Mom had taken control of me and… I liked it.

She’d made me wear her panties, had made me eat her cunt, worship her pussy, had made me cum with her foot, and then she’d caged me. It was like she spun a web around me, trapping me, but I couldn’t summon any will to resist her. She was too hot, and it felt too good.

Even wearing her panties felt good, so maybe… maybe she had a point about looking my best?

“You keep still. I’ll do it the first time, but while you’re here I expect you to keep on top of this so you stay looking your best for me, understand?” Alice said.

I just nodded.

With that, she began. She began to shave my body.

Apparently, panties and body hair didn’t go together. It made sense I suppose, in a twisted kind of way. Women wore panties, and they had smooth bodies, and they looked good, so… wouldn’t I look better with a smooth body given I was wearing panties?

At least, that was Alice’s logic, and all I could do was agree. It was like I was completely in her control, and… she seemed to be enjoying corrupting me.

First, she lathered me up, smearing shaving foam all over my legs and body, over my belly and chest, under my arms, even over my butt. Then she put the razor to skin, and she worked slowly to trim every last hair off me.

It helped that I’d never been that hairy, and I figured it wouldn’t really make much difference, but as I watched her work, the foam scraped off along with hair, I began to see how much of a difference it made.

As my friend’s hot Mom shaved my legs, I began to see how feminine and hot I looked with long, smooth legs, how shapely my body was, how full my thighs were. I felt my cock twitch, even though I’d only just cum, and I knew if it wasn’t for the cage I’d have been hard again.

I just hoped Alice wouldn’t realise what a pervert I really was. I hoped she was too focused on making me smooth and pretty to realise how excited I was getting.

Yet… I did wonder.

She was definitely taking her time, her hands caressing over my legs and belly, over my butt, and the way the razor slid over slick skin was beyond sensual.

“You look so cute with smooth legs and my dirty panties on.” Alice said as she shaved me. “It’s giving me ideas. To think, I worried this summer would be boring, but I think with you around I’m going to have a lot of fun. My personal little fuck-toy to tease and use, a nasty little pervert I get to boss around and tell what to do. Do you like that idea?”

Her words sank deep into my fuzzy brain. I was a nasty pervert. Her fuck-toy. I could only imagine what she might be thinking of.

I nodded. Though part of me was anxious, ashamed, part of me was also excited. I’d never been with an older woman before, had never been with someone as experienced or as hot as her. And now… she practically owned me.

I was hers, for the whole summer. She’d caged me, was shaving me, was going to have me wear her panties and worship her pussy. She had plans for me. My friend’s hot, older Mom had decided I was going to be her sex-toy. The thought made me shudder.

Alice worked methodically, trimming every last hair off my body. She shaved legs, arms, belly, chest, butt, even under my arms, and then…

“Panties off too. You’ll need to shower after this anyway, to clean up, and I need you naked so I can get everywhere.”

I stared at her for a moment, then… obeyed.

I slipped the pink panties off and Alice got to work shaving my cock, balls, and even along my ass crack. It did not take her long, which I was thankful for, because her touch was driving me wild and I knew there was nothing I could do to relieve the tension that was gradually building back up now I was caged.

“There!” She said. “All done. Now, into the shower to clean up, then we can put your panties back on to get a good look at my nasty little pervert.”

She stepped back and gestured to the shower in her en-suite. I nodded, and entered, turning the water on, letting it heat for a moment before stepping into the flow. The water was soothing and the first thing I noticed was… how sensitive my body felt.

The water flowing over my skin was like a caress, and as I washed with the shower gel she gave me—a moisturising soap to keep my skin soft—I couldn’t help but remark at the shivers of sensual pleasure that ran up my spine.

And… not only that. I looked different too. With my cock caged, my body soft, I looked hot. My legs looked long, shapely, and my ass looked plush, peachy. I felt… sexy. As I stepped out of the shower I could feel my caged cock throbbing from the thrill of it all.

“Here, use this to dry off.” Alice said, handing me a towel.

Once I was dry she handed me the pink panties. The pink, skimpy, lacy, dirty panties.

“Now these.” She said, smirking.

I blushed, hot, heart racing. I obeyed.

I slipped the panties on, oddly delighted by how sensual the material was as it caressed up my smooth legs, then pulled them snug around my butt, hips, over my caged cock. I looked down at myself and I couldn’t help but smile. My belly fluttered.

Alice stepped back, looked me up and down. She nodded.

“Definitely better. But don’t take my word for it. Take a look.” She said.

She pointed to the bathroom mirror. I turned to look and… I froze.

“Cute, right?” She asked.

I nodded.

I really was cute. I was cute, feminine, and sexy. In the panties, I looked… I looked pretty, and hot, like… like a fuck-toy.

“I’m going to enjoy this summer.” Alice said. “And I think you are too.”


Five

The next day I woke bleary-headed. For a moment my mind struggled to catch up, and then it all hit me at once.

Everything that had happened hit me. The panties, sniffing them, tasting them, cumming in them, Alice discovering my deviancy, her making me wear her panties, claiming all my underwear. I remembered her teasing me, and then…

I felt my cock throb, my caged cock throb, as I recalled eating her pussy, making her cum with my tongue while she made me cum with her foot. I squirmed in bed, frustrated, and I felt the sensual caress of my bed sheets.

They were so soft and… I remembered being shaved. I was smooth now. Smooth and soft. I kicked the sheets off and looked down at myself.

I was still in Alice’s pink panties. My friend’s Mom's pink, lacy, dirty panties. I was caged and I was smooth. I felt my belly flutter at how cute I looked and I couldn’t resist the urge to feel my body.

I was so delicate and smooth. I felt good. I knew immediately that it was a mistake.

Touching myself felt too good, and I could feel my cock twitch, a pang of pain as it tried, and failed, to harden. I was locked away. There was nothing I could do.

I had only just woken up and I was already incredibly horny, yet there was no way I could relieve the pent-up desire. I was completely at Alice’s mercy.

So, resigned, almost excited to see what she had planned for me. I slipped out of bed and I got dressed, choosing loose trousers to cover my smooth legs and a baggy t-shirt. As I headed out to get breakfast I felt my panties, or rather Alice’s dirty panties, teasing me, the thin string sneaking into my now smooth ass crack, caressing against my hole.

The way the cloth caressed me made my belly flutter, and I couldn’t help but walk with a little extra wiggle and sway. I could already feel my pent-up need getting worse.

“Morning.” Alice said as I stepped into the kitchen. “Sleep well?”

There was a tone of amusement to her question, as though she had her suspicions. I blushed.

“I… not bad.” I said.

I would have said more but Liam was already up and drinking coffee. I was already nervous that he might begin to suspect something was up so I didn’t want to do anything that might add to that.

“Hey!” He said. “Sorry about being a bit of a lame duck yesterday, but my hangover was killing me. I’m up for the beach again today though if you fancy it, or head out to the mall or something to just chill.”

I could see Alice watching me, smirking. I felt a twinge of panic. The beach was out as it would mean shorts, baring my legs, and I didn’t have an excuse for why my legs, my entire body was now smooth.

“I… I think I might just chill here today. I’m not feeling great and I think I could just hang by the pool and read.” I said.

Liam huffed.

“Ah come on! We were indoors all day yesterday. Let’s get out and get some fresh air. It’ll do you good.”

“You shouldn’t pressure your friend.” Alice said. “He said he’s feeling ill and he does look a little pale. Let him rest if he’s not feeling quite himself.”

She was smirking.

“But I’m bored.” Liam said.

“Well… how about I give you some money to go shopping then. You can buy yourself some new clothes or something and then bring home food for the three of us in the evening. You’ll be able to get out and have fun, and you’ll also save me having to cook.”

Liam was quiet for a moment, then nodded.

“Fine, but… I want pizza.” He said.

Alice laughed.

“You always want pizza.” She said. “And don’t worry about Richie. I’ll look after him while you’re out.”

And… she did.
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However, it turned out that Alice’s way of looking after me was more like me looking after her. Once Liam was gone she wasted no time in beginning teasing me and reminding me of my situation.

I was her fuck-toy, and she wanted to play with me.

“Liam won’t be back for hours, so why don’t we have some fun?” She said almost as soon as the door had closed.

I blushed at her words, but felt a pang of anxiety since I didn’t really know what her definition of fun was. Still… things couldn’t get any weirder or worse, could they?

So… I nodded. After all, what choice did I have?

“Perfect.” She said. “So… why don’t we start with what you’re wearing. That outfit does nothing to show off your cute body. After all the effort I put into making you smooth and pretty, and given the fact you’re wearing my sexy, pink, dirty panties, you should be showing off for me. So… why don’t we find you something more comfortable to wear?”

I felt the room heave. Something more comfortable?

“I…”

“Ah, there’s no need to thank me, since I’ll be enjoying this too. Trust me. You just wait right there and I’ll be back in a moment.”

With that, she was gone. I stood waiting, nervous.

When Alice returned, what she held in her hand made my eyes go wide.

“I can’t…”

She held up a hand to silence me.

“You can and you will. I insist.”

Her tone of voice made it clear she really was insisting. I felt my cheeks heat up, heart racing.

She was going to make me wear a maid’s dress. And… not just any maid’s dress, but a sexy, fetish maid’s dress. What choice did I have? She owned me.

So… I put it on. I put on the outfit Alice had picked out for me—a maid’s dress, black with white lace trim and an apron, hold-up stockings, black sheer material with a seam up the back, lacy tops that clung to my smooth thighs, and high-heels—and with her help it did not take long before I was dressed.

The whole experience was thrilling, how sensual the material of the clothing was, how delicate the stockings were, clinging to my long, smooth legs, and I knew if not for the cage the simple act of getting dressed would have had me hard in my pink panties.

It didn’t help either that the maid’s dress was so short that even standing still my bright pink panties were flashed. The way my heels made me stand meant my ass stuck out, making it seem larger, while my legs seemed longer, and I felt… sexy in a way I’d never felt before, provocative and alluring and cute.

Walking was almost impossible to begin with, my heels clicking on the floor, shifting my gait so my ass wiggled even more, hips swaying, and I knew that my pink panties were clearly visible with every movement.

“You look perfect.” Alice said. “An adorable little perverted fuck-maid.”

Her voice was cute, soft, almost flattering, but with a tone of command that made me shudder.

“Now, since you’re dressed as a maid, why don’t you start acting like one? The kitchen needs cleaning up, and then my panties need washing… by hand.”

I felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so sexy and slutty and… owned. I nodded, and I set about doing what I was told.

I was my friend’s Mom's slutty maid. Dressed up in a tiny, sexy outfit, the dirty panties I was wearing on display, but long, smooth, stocking-clad legs bared, and my ass flashing with every movement.

My caged cock throbbed. I knew I should have been resisting, that I should have hated it, but… I didn’t. I was almost having fun. Maybe… maybe I was a nasty little pervert?

I didn’t have much time to think about that though. Existential doubts and questions would have to wait because Alice clearly had every intention of keeping me busy, and distracted.
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Alice started off by showing me how to walk in heels, how to strut and sway and swagger in a way that made my ass wiggle and my hips roll, flashing my panties. She encouraged me with praise, and corrected missteps with slaps on my ass that were hard enough to hurt. It made my head spin and my caged cock throb. I could feel my pretty pink panties getting damp from the pre-cum that oozed from my tiny cage.

Once I had walking in heels down, Alice had me doing chores, directing me to clean and tidy. She had very specific instructions on how I was to do each chore, and they mostly involved bending over or getting on all fours so I was flashing my ass and my panties a lot.

She made sure to comment on that, calling me filthy names, reminding me I was her fuck-toy, her maid, that I was a dirty little pervert. Her words made my heart race, yet it was the compliments, telling me I was pretty, cute, even sexy, that turned me on the most.

And it wasn’t just words. She used her hands too, touching me and groping me and molesting me and feeling me up, using her hands to make sure I posed in just the right way for her as I scrubbed the floor or did the dishes or put away clean laundry. It was all so overwhelming that I began to lose all sense of self, like my mind was breaking under the strain of processing all the thoughts and feelings and emotions, struggling to keep up with how turned-on I was.

I couldn’t focus, couldn’t think straight, and it only got worse.

Once I was done with the easy chores, my friend’s hot, older, sexy Mom made me hand wash her panties. All of her dirty, worn panties.

“You need to be careful with them as they’re delicate and expensive.” She told me. “So it’s best to check they really are dirty before washing, just to make sure we’re not wearing them out unnecessarily.”

I nodded. Pulled a pair out to inspect them visually, checking the gusset.

“Don’t check with your eyes, toy. Check with your nose and your tongue. I know you’ll have more fun that way.”

I blushed, biting my bottom lip, squirming. She was right, and the sense of shame and lust and excitement at her instruction made it clear how right she was.

As I lifted the first pair of panties up to my nose I realised they were the pair I’d worn the day before, filled with two loads of my cum. Alice was watching, waiting, expectant.

I raised them to my nose, sniffed. They smelled of cunt and spunk. I lowered them to my mouth, extended my tongue, tasted the crusty stain in them. I could taste Alice’s cunt juices, but also… my cum. The tang of it was sharp, but not unpleasant.

As I licked at the stain in the lacy panties I caught sight of myself in the glossy door to the cabinet to the side, a ghostly reflection staring back at me. I looked… hot.

I looked like a slutty maid, a pretty girl, a dirty pervert sniffing and licking at her mistress’s panties and… the sight only served to excite me further. Not only was I a dirty little pervert and a fuck-toy, but I was a pretty maid too, a sexy, slutty maid.

My blush deepened and I took a second lick, a small whimper escaping my lips as I watched myself.

“You’re meant to be checking my panties are really dirty, not enjoying yourself.” Alice said, smirking.

Her voice snapped me from my daze and I remembered where I was and what I was supposed to be doing. I’d been so caught up in the taste, the sight of the slutty maid licking dirty panties, that I’d almost forgotten I had a job to do.

My blush spread over my face, down my throat, over my chest, and I felt my cage throb painfully. I nodded.

“These are dirty.” I said.

“So put them in the pile to wash and get on with checking the rest. Liam won’t be out all day and you have more to do after this. It would be terrible if he came home and caught you, don’t you think?”

My eyes went wide. She wouldn’t, would she? But as I looked at her I realised she was serious.

A shiver ran down my spine at the thought, and I realised I needed to hurry. So, I got on with sniffing and licking Alice’s panties to check they were dirty.
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Once the panties were checked, I washed them by hand. It felt oddly serene as a task, almost meditative, and the thought that I was serving the hot, older woman who’d taken control of me pleased me. I was more than just a fuck-toy, a dirty pervert, I was useful.

That thought stirred something in me, something soft and quiet and almost submissive. I felt content, and my brain seemed to drift off to a quiet, serene place as I washed the panties. Yet, I did not dawdle. The last thing I wanted was Liam coming home to find me dressed as a maid in his mother’s dirty pink panties.

“Very good.” Alice said as I finished washing the panties. “Now, hang them up.”

I did as I was told, and Alice followed me, watching me. Only once I was done did she have her next instruction.

“You’ve been teasing me all morning.” She said. “Flashing those long legs, that cute ass, those pretty pink panties. Watching you strut around in those heels and that tiny, tight, sexy uniform has got me horny. Something about bossing around a dirty little pervert, knowing you’re caged for me, really gets my pussy wet.”

I felt hot, the room spinning. I couldn’t help but stare at her, how hot she looked.

My friend's, sexy, older Mom was telling me I made her pussy wet. My caged dick was agony.

“So… I think it’s time you came over and took responsibility.”

Even as she said it Alice made it clear what she meant.

She sat down in a simple armchair and spread her legs wide, flashing her panties, her wet gusset, her smooth thighs.

“Come worship my cunt.” She said. “I want my fuck-toy to make me cum. And this time… tongue and fingers.”

I felt a shiver run up my spine. I nodded, and did as I was told.

I moved to kneel, took a deep breath of Alice’s scent, and then reached up to pull her panties to the side, exposing her pussy.

It was wet, inflamed, swollen with lust and excitement. The scent of it was rich and heady, and I quickly became almost drunk on it.

Without needing to be told I lowered my face and I began to worship. I used my tongue to lick at her hole, wet and sopping, drinking her juices, then licked up to work at her clit.

Alice bucked her hips, grinding her pussy down onto my face, slathering my lips and chin with her juices. The reek and the taste of it were divine, making my caged cock throb, pulsing, agony, drooling pre-cum into my pink panties.

“Fingers too slut.” Alice said, voice hard.

I licked and obeyed. I lifted my hand and worked my index and middle finger over her sopping pussy lips, then pressed. My fingers entered her hungry cunt without resistance.

Her hips bucked down harder, and as I licked her clit I began to fuck her with my fingers, slipping them in and out, working them into her ravenous hole.

I’d been with girls before, young women, but none of them had been like this. Alice was confident, eager, brazen. She knew what she wanted, what she liked, and she was willing to take control of me to get it. I was a toy to her, an object for her pleasure and… I liked it.

She was full of lust, desire, fire, and I was her toy. I licked, fingering her, worshipping her, her slutty maid. I was giddy and drunk on the bliss of it.

I lapped, sucked, kissed, and my fingers fucked in and out, pleasuring my friend’s hot mom, the sexy older woman who’d taken control of me, who owned me. I could feel my heart thundering, my mind being corrupted by the pleasure and the thrill.

“That’s it. Fuck. I’m close. Make Mommy cum. Fuck me hard with those pretty fingers and worship me with that slutty mouth and make me cum.”

She ground her cunt down on my face. I felt her pussy clench, milking my fingers. She was close. I could feel her pleasure rising, hear it in her breath, feel it in the way she moved and the way her pussy quivered.

I wondered what would it be like to fuck her? My cock throbbed at the thought, agony as it tried, and failed, to harden.

“Fuck… fuck… don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t stop. I kept working.

I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to feel her cumming on my face and fingers. I wanted… to be a good fuck-toy.

Alice reached down and she pressed my face hard into her pussy, grinding her hips, and… she came, hard, pussy clenching on my fingers, working my tongue hard as I fucked her with my hand.

“FUCK!”

She came hard, cumming over and over and over. She pressed down so hard on my face it hurt. My wrist and my jaw and my tongue ached, but I didn’t care. I was grinning, giddy, thrilled I had made my friend’s hot Mom cum again.

“Fuck…”

She collapsed, breathless, gasping. I lifted my face out from her swollen, sodden pussy lips, and slipped my fingers out of her gaping, well fucked cunt.

“You are so good.” She said. “This summer is going to be a lot of fun.”

I looked up at her. I’d not cum. I was so horny it hurt. I stared at her, hopeful.

“Now, be a good toy and go get me a drink. Then you can go shower and get changed before Liam gets home.”

I stared at her for a moment longer. She stared back and then… chuckled.

“Waiting for something? I said go get me a drink and then get changed. If you’re expecting to cum then you’ll be disappointed. After stealing and sniffing and cumming in my panties, you’ll need to work hard to earn the privilege of cumming.”

I blushed. I’d need to… I’d need to earn the privilege of cumming?

I felt a swell of emotions, a chaos swarm of feelings, but chief amongst them was… pleasure, excitement, and acceptance. She owned me. I was hers.

I nodded.

“Yes. I… of course.” I said.
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And that was how it began, but it didn’t stop there.

I had thought my summer vacation was going to be a chance to relax, a chance to unwind, but in the end it was anything but. I’d pictured going to the beach, relaxing by the pool, but that wasn’t how it was at all.

Each day Liam would ask me what I fancied doing, offering suggestions, but each day I’d have to make excuses. Not only could I not go to the beach since I couldn’t wear shorts—I was shaving my body every two or three days now, at Alice’s command, to keep myself smooth and looking my best in panties—but I couldn’t even lounge by the pool, since that also meant shorts, being topless.

It helped that Liam’s mother was willing to help cover for me, offering reasons why I couldn’t go out, that I was still ill or helping her around the house with things, but I could tell that Liam was getting annoyed and frustrated. We’d planned on spending our summer hanging out and having fun, and in his eyes I must have looked lame, choosing to spend my days doing chores and helping his Mom with odd jobs.

But the truth was my days were anything but lame. I just couldn’t face Liam finding out what I was really up to, what I was being made to do.

And Alice clearly wanted her son out of the house so she could enjoy her fuck-toy, because she was always giving him money to go shopping, or lending him one of her nicer cars, even giving him trivial tasks to do that meant we would stay out longer.

At first, he was resistant, wanting to spend time with me, but his mother was persuasive, and I knew I couldn’t do much beyond small trips to the mall. I was stuck in panties—a fresh pair of dirty panties each day, given to me by Alice in the evening—and I was smooth, and I was caged. I was owned. I was… trapped.

But the worst thing was… I didn’t want to go out. I was having fun—an odd kind of perverse fun—serving my friend’s Mom as her slutty maid and her fuck-toy. I wanted to make the most out of the summer and enjoy the unique experience of being owned by a hot, sexy, powerful, wanton, older woman.

In the end, Liam began to accept it, finding other friends to hang with during the day while he left me at the summerhouse, alone with his mother for hours at a time. Alice took full advantage of that,

At first, I was just her maid, serving her, doing chores, being teased and trained and taunted, being made to worship her cunt with my tongue and fingers, being denied the chance to cum as I hadn’t earned it, but soon it expanded beyond that.

She bought me new outfits, new lingerie to wear with her dirty panties, dresses and shorts and skirts, tops, all of the daring and slutty and sexy and feminine. She even got me make-up, teaching me how to use it to look even prettier.

The effect it had on me was breathtaking. I looked… hot. Almost like a girl, like a really cute, sexy girl. It made my head spin, my heart race, and my cock throb in its cage.

At first, I thought she was doing it to humiliate me, embarrass me, but soon it became clear that she was doing it because she liked how I looked in her panties and in pretty, girly outfits. Her compliments were warm, kind, and the way she looked at me and touched me was full of a hungry desire and lust that was new to me.

I felt wanted, sexy, and the way she made me serve her made me feel useful and needed. The way she made me lick and finger her cunt made it clear she desired me.

Each day was the same, but different, new tasks, new clothes, but more teasing, more chances to make my friend’s Mom cum. She used my tongue and my fingers often, cumming hard, making me taste her, my face practically stained with her juices, but… I was never allowed to cum. I hadn’t earned it.

And then… Liam decided he was bored of me being no fun.

“I’m heading down the coast for a week or so to see friends. You want to come?”

I was frozen, not sure what to do.

“Oh… Richie said he’d held me with some things. I mean… he’s free to go if he wants, but I’d love it if he stayed with me while you were gone. He’s been such a help around the place.” Alice said.

I could see Richie had been expecting it. There was no argument, no protest, no attempt to convince me. In fact, no one even asked me what I wanted to do.

He left the next day. He left me alone with his mother.

“Just the two of us.” Alice said, grinning. “Now, why don’t you go get changed toy. How about that pretty pink summer dress I got you. And do your make-up too.”

My head was spinning. I was home alone with her. I had no idea what she might do to me, or what she might make me do, but… I was excited for all of it.


Six

It was three days after Liam had left. I’d lost count of how long I’d been caged.

I was broken, a horny, flustered mess, and I spent my days in a fugue state of service and submission. Alice owned me. I was her toy. I didn’t need to think, I just needed to obey. And… I liked obeying.

Obeying meant I got to worship her pussy, meant I got praise, and got affection. Yet… I’d still not cum.

I wanted so badly to cum that I thought I might go mad. I was trying so hard to please Alice, so hard to prove to her I was good, to make it up to her for being a dirty little pervert so I could cum, but so far all I’d earned was the chance to pleasure her over and over and over.

So it was that as I was putting her lingerie away my mind began to drift. Her stockings and her panties and her bras were all so soft. What would it be like to own underwear like that?

I’d been wearing just panties for over two weeks, and it was becoming normal for me. What if I never went back to normal underwear, what if…

And then, as I moved her panties around to make more room for her clean underwear, I noticed something that caught my eye. Bright pink, long, thick, it was immediately clear what it was. I didn’t even think before picking it up.

A cock. A fake, silicone cock.

It was lifelike, sculpted with veins and a flared head, thick and long. It was so much bigger than mine, and that was even if I were able to get hard, which I wasn’t.

I held the weight of it, and my caged thick throbbed, the sense of impotency, my cock useless was only made worse by the thick, long, handsome dildo in my hand. If that was the kind of cock Alice liked, if this was what she used to pleasure herself, how could I ever compete?

But then… given the way she’d dressed me, and the way she was treating and training me, maybe I wasn’t meant to compete. Maybe she wanted me for something other than my cock?

She did keep telling me I was pretty, that I had a nice butt, that I looked good in panties and heels. She kept telling me I was sexy and beautiful. Maybe… maybe she really did mean it?

And yet my mind wasn’t really focused on that. My mind was focused on the cock in my hand. Alice’s dildo.

I had pleasured her with my tongue, my fingers, but… maybe she’d been using the dildo too. Wasn’t that what it was for?

The thought made my cock throb even harder, my cage a point of agony and frustration. I whimpered, biting my bottom lip.

I stared at the cock, thinking about my friend’s Mom fucking her perfect cunt with it, slipping it deep, fucking it in and out, her juices coating it.

I felt my blush spread across my face. I’d already sniffed her panties. Was this really any different?

On a whim, I lifted the cock to my face, to my nose, and I sniffed. I could smell her cunt, faint, the must of it intoxicating, making my body throb, heart racing.

I took a deep inhale, and I felt my mouth begin to water. I was like a dog, trained to respond to scent. Just the smell of my friend’s Mom's cunt was enough to make my mouth water now, thoughts of licking, burying my face in her folds, worshipping, fingering her sopping hole.

I wanted to taste her. I wanted… I lowered the fake cock slightly, extending my tongue, and I licked. I licked along the length, tasting the last vestiges of Alice’s pussy juice on it. As my tongue reached the tip I moaned.

My head was spinning. I was licking a cock—a fake cock, sure, but it was still a cock. The tip pressed at my lips.

I sucked just the tip into my mouth, tasting Alice’s pussy. As I licked and sucked I caught sight of myself in the mirror to the side and I felt my belly flutter.

I looked… I looked like a sexy girl sucking a cock. The sight turned me on more than I would ever have imagined. I looked hot, like a sexy slut, teasing a cock with her pretty lips.

I stared at my reflection, sucking, and pressed the cock in deeper. It teased between my lips, over my tongue, and I moaned, mouth wet and hot and tight. I could taste Alice’s cunt.

If a fake cock felt this good, then… what would a real cock feel like? What would it be like to suck a cock?

I’d tasted Alice’s cum, but… what would cum from a cock taste like?

I stared at the pretty girl in the mirror, sucking on a cock, and my cage throbbed. It was agony. Delicious, horny, wanton agony.

I was a pretty slut, a sexy woman, sucking cock, cute and slutty. I felt my whole body light up with pleasure and joy. What would a real cock feel like in my mouth? The thought thrilled me more than I would have ever imagined.

I wiggled, feeling so horny I couldn’t think straight. I was a slutty girl, a sexy woman, pretty and cute and beautiful. What would it feel like to be fucked like a girl?

My head spun. I sucked the cock harder, deeper, tasting Alice’s cunt. My caged cock throbbed over and over, precum wetting my panties. I took it deep and…

“What are you doing?”

A voice. Alice’s voice. A tone of surprise and delight.

I froze. In my horny daze, I hadn’t heard her, hadn’t realised she’d entered the room. I turned and saw her watching me, her dildo still in my mouth, wet with my spit. She was smiling.

“Who knew you were such a slut?” She said, grinning. “Going through my drawer, taking out my personal toys, and then… sucking on it. Such a nasty little pervert.”

I slipped the dildo out from my mouth, sucking on it, and it left my mouth with an audible pop. I felt like such a slut, such a pervert, but… I was so turned on. What was wrong with me?

“I… I’m sorry. I… I’m just so horny and…”

Alice held up her hand to silence me. I was blushing so deeply that I thought my entire body might catch on fire.

“Sorry isn’t good enough.” She said, smiling. “I’m afraid words aren’t good enough. If you want to apologise, you’re going to have to do it with your body.”

I nodded. The thought of worshipping her cunt again made me smile.

“But… it’s not going to be what you’re thinking. I know that smile. You think you’re going to eat my pussy, don’t you?”

I was still for a moment, then nodded. Alice shook her head, grinning.

“Not this time. After watching you, I… I have another idea.” She said. “Now, hand me my toy, and get on your knees. I think after watching you have fun sucking on my cock my fuck-toy is going to like what I have in mind.”

I stared at her, wide-eyed. Then… I did as she said.
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I stayed on my knees as Alice moved around the room, getting herself ready to make me apologise with my body. I watched, growing more and more excited with each passing moment.

I watched as she stripped off down to her underwear, panties and bra, stockings, suspenders, and then… I watched as she slipped on a strange array of straps and buckles, fastening it over her hips, ass, crotch. It all clicked as she slipped the dildo I had been sucking into the front, slipping it into a hole that was just the right size for it, the cock jutting out from her crotch like it was a real cock.

My heart was pounding.

“Now, are you ready to apologise?” She said.

I stared at her, the hot, older, woman, my friend’s mom. She was radiant, and I nodded.

Alice stepped towards me.

“I want you to say it. I want you to use words. Tell me you’re ready to apologise. Tell me how sorry you are. Tell me what you want.”

As I looked up at her I felt a shiver run down my spine. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the mirror, my reflection.

I was a pretty girl on my knees in front of my friend’s mom. Her cock hung in front of me, a threat and a promise. I felt… joy.

“Please… please let me show you how sorry I am. I… I just couldn’t help myself. I saw your cock and I was so horny. I just wanted to smell it, to smell your cunt on it, and then I couldn’t help but taste it and then… it was too much. Before I knew what was happening I was sucking on it, fucking my mouth with your cock just to taste you. I’m sorry. I… let me show you how sorry I am. Use me. Use my body. I’m yours.”

Alice smiled.

“Did you like sucking on my cock?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I… I did.” I said, blushing. “I liked how it fucked in and out of my mouth. It… it felt hot. I felt sexy and slutty.”

Alice stared at me. The cock jutting from her crotch loomed over me. She wiggled her hips and the cock swayed. I could feel my mouth watering.

“I… I want you to use my mouth.” I said. “I want to apologise to you with my mouth, with my body. I… I’m your fuck-toy. Please… let me show you how sorry I am. I’m so horny and desperate. Please… I… I want to be a good girl for you. I’m so sorry. I’ll make it up to you. All of me belongs to you. Just… use me however you want. Let me show you how sorry I am, what a nasty little pervert I am. Let me be your fuck-toy.”

The words came tumbling out, a confession from the depths of my soul. I meant every word.

Alice smiled.

“Such pretty words from such a pretty girl.” She said. “I’m going to enjoy making you my bitch.”

And with that, she stepped forwards.

[image: ]

Alice reached out and gripped the hair on the back of my head, gripping it hard. I gasped, and as my mouth opened she thrust her hips forward.

The tip of her dildo, the tip of her cock, slipped between my lips. On instinct I wrapped them around the girth, sucking, and Alice fucked her cock deeper, slipping it into my mouth.

It was different, having another person control the cock in my mouth. I had no control over it. I was just there to suck, to worship.

Alice fucked her hips forward, thrusting deep, and I sucked, lips tingling, tongue pulsing, wet and hot and willing. I was just a slutty girl sucking her Mommy’s cock. It felt… amazing.

My caged dick throbbed, hard, and I moaned. I actually moaned, loudly, in pleasure and delight.

“Oh, you like that?” Alice said.

I nodded even as she thrust deeper, filling my mouth, the tip pressing at the back of my throat. I suppressed the urge to gag, relaxing. Alice’s cock pressed in, just barely fucking my throat.

I choked, head spinning, and then she pulled back. She held my head as she slipped her cock out from my lips until just the tip was in my mouth. I sucked, hard, working my tongue.

Again my mind wondered what a real cock would feel like. A throbbing, fat cock. My cage throbbed. I wanted to be a slut.

It felt as though a door had opened, the door to a cage I had never known existed.

I’d lived so long in that cage that I had never seen it, never realised there were bars, locks, that there was a larger world beyond its walls. But now… now my friend’s Mom had opened the door and all I had to do was step through.

I stepped through. I sucked. I pressed my head down and took Alice’s cock deep into my mouth, sucking, moaning, acting like her fuck-toy.

“Such an eager slut. You look so pretty with my cock in your mouth.”

Her words lit a fire in me and I worked my lips and tongue harder, faster. With her hand on the back of her head, gripping my hair, she guided me.

My friend’s Mom was fucking my face with her dildo, fucking my face with the cock that still tasted faintly of her cunt. I could smell her arousal even through her panties.

I did my best to inhale the musk of her, though it was difficult given she kept choking me on the tip of her prick. My whole body thrummed and I felt liberated, joyful. I wanted more.

I sucked hard, eager, a willing slut, a horny fuck-toy. I let her use me, aching to apologise. I had never been so horny.

“Maybe I should introduce you to some friends of mine. We could have a party, and pass you around as the party favour. I’m sure everyone, including you, would like that. Wouldn’t you?”

My head spun. She was… she was suggesting I be a fuck-toy for more than just her? She was going to invite friends to use me? Was going to pass me around as a party favour?

Why did that excite me? Why did that make my caged cock throb?

Would it be just older women like her? The thought made me whimper, mouth watering at the image of all the cunts I’d have to worship, all the fake cocks I’d need to suck.

But also… part of me wondered if there might be men there, people with big fat hard cock. Real flesh and blood cocks. Throbbing, pulsing cocks that would cum.

That thought made my whole body light up. I had always thought of myself as straight, a boy, a man, since that was the default option, what I’d been taught to expect, but… maybe things weren’t so simple.

I loved wearing panties, feeling pretty, and sucking on Alice’s cock felt good. If the thought of sucking a real cock turned me on maybe… maybe I wasn’t who I’d always thought I was.

But then… who was I?

I moaned as Alice thrust her cock deep into my mouth, the shaft wetted with my spit. I felt giddy, head fuzzy with lust and desire and need. The truth was I didn’t know who I was, but I didn’t need to have an answer. I could take as long as I needed to work out who I was.

I could take my whole life if I needed to. I didn’t need any answer. I didn’t need labels. I could be open to flow and change. I could be open to new experiences, and growth.

Alice had shown me that. Being open to new things could be fun. I could experience so much.

Maybe I was just a boy who liked being pretty and who liked serving older women. Maybe I was neither a boy nor a girl, or maybe I was a girl. Maybe I didn’t like men, but just liked cock. Or… maybe I was just a massive slutty pervert.

The answer didn’t matter. The destination didn’t matter. It was the journey, and being open to it, that mattered. And now the doors to my cage were open I was ready to experience all of it.

“Fuck I could use that mouth all day, but… I think I need more of an apology than just that. And… you did say you were horny. So, how about we solve both problems at once.” Alice said.

As she spoke she pulled my head back, tugging hard on my hair, her cock slipping out of my mouth. I sucked hard, a thrill running along my spine, mouth thrumming. The tip left my lips with a pop, and spit ran down my chin.

I looked up at my friend’s mom, the hot older woman looming over me.

“Now, up and bend over the bed. I’m going to fuck you.”

I stared up at her for a moment. My whole body shuddered. She was going to fuck me. I felt fear, excitement, joy, lust, and… I could not move fast enough.
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“Fuck you are so hot.” Alice said.

I was bent over her bed, face down ass up. My legs were spread and Alice was behind me. My friend's hot, older Mom was behind me and she was slowly peeling my skirts up to expose my thighs, my ass, my panties.

“Seeing you all smooth and pretty, wearing my dirty panties, caged for me, it gets me so fucking wet. I’ve been thinking about this since I caught you with my panties in your pocket. As soon as I realised what a nasty little pervert you were I figured I’d get to use you, but who knew you’d be so eager and willing, or that you’d make such a sexy good girl for me.”

Alice’s words lit a fire in me, a fire deep in my belly and in my loins. It had been so long since I’d come that I felt as though something in me had snapped, as though my mind were being rewritten by blind lust and desire and need.

I wanted to be her good girl. I wanted her to fuck me. I wanted to apologise with my body. I wanted to be her fuck-toy and I wanted, needed, to cum.

“Please… fuck me. I need it. I need to cum. Use me, fuck me, break me, just… let me cum. Make me cum with your big fat cock. I’ll be your slut, your fuck-toy, your good girl. I’ll be anything you want me to be just… fuck me. Fuck my ass and make me cum with that perfect cock.”

The words came from deep within. A confession of needs I’d never known I’d had.

“Such a slut.” Alice said. “But… since you asked so prettily, how could I say no?”

I whimpered as I felt hands caress my thighs, my ass, groping me and molesting me, feeling me up. Her hands snaked up and over, crept under my skirt, gripped the waistband of my panties and began to pull them down.

I wiggled my hips on instinct to help her, letting her strip me. I lifted my knees up and she pulled my panties off my feet, leaving me bare, my ass and crack and hole exposed. It was thrilling knowing how vulnerable I was.

“You look so cute like that. I think it suits you.”

Alice’s hands roamed over my butt and I whimpered.

“You like that, don’t you? Being my fuck-toy, my good girl.”

I nodded.

“Yes…” I whispered.

“Well, I think you’re going to like this even more.”

Alice’s hands lifted off my ass and I was alone, for only a moment, and then…

Something hard and thick and wet teased along my ass crack. The tip of her cock, wet with my spit.

It smeared up and down, teasing, and then… it ran over my hole, my entrance, my virgin ass. Alice pressed her hips forward, the tip barely entering me, and then it slipped away.

I whimpered. The tip had felt amazing. What would more feel like?

“Please…” I moaned, pressing back, trying to recapture her cock.

Alice though was too quick. With her hands on my hips, gripping me, she was firmly in charge, and she wanted to tease me.

I felt something wet and warm drip over my ass, into my crack. Her spit. She was spitting into my hole to lube me up for her cock. The thought made me quiver.

“Please…” I said.

Her cock slipped up and down, pressing again and again at my virgin hole, teasing just in before slipping away. My hole stretched, gaping, and I could feel an emptiness inside me growing, a desperate desire to be filled, to be fucked.

“You want my cock?” She asked.

I nodded. I wanted it badly. I was desperate for my friend’s Mom's cock. I needed it.

“Please… pretty please. Fuck me. I… I’ll do anything?”

“You’ll be my plaything all summer, and even beyond?” Alice asked.

I nodded. The thought of belonging to a beautiful, glamorous older woman excited me more than I could express.

“Yes. A thousand times yes. Just… please fuck me.”

I was begging, pleading. Alice gripped my hips, slipped her cock along my ass crack, and then… the head pressed at my hole.

She thrust, firmly, slowly. My hole stretched, opened, and she sank her cock into me, the tip entering me. I moaned, one long exhale of pleasure.

“FUCK!”

I was almost incoherent. Alice pulled her cock back, just slightly, then thrust it deeper, sinking just a little more into me, pulling it out again, thrusting even deeper the next time.

She worked like that, slowly, gently, stretching my ass, teasing it open, filling me. Pleasure swelled, a knot of bliss in my belly as her cock teased over a bright spot of joy inside my ass.

Sex with my penis had never felt that good. I embraced the truth, a stark realisation. I was… I was born to be a slut, a good girl, a fuck-toy.

“More… please… more.” I moaned.

I began to work my hips, thrusting my ass back, working myself onto Alice’s cock even as she thrust into me. I took more and more with each thrust, her cock slipping out each time until just the tip was inside my hole. She thrust, and then… her hips slapped against my ass, pressing into me. Her whole cock was inside me.

“Greedy girl.” She said. “You took that quicker than I was expecting. Clearly, you’re a natural-born butt-slut.”

The words made me blush, but I giggled, wiggling my hips to relish the feeling of being full. The whole of her massive, thick, long cock was inside my ass.

My once-virgin ass was full of cock. I was a butt-slut, a fuck-toy, a good girl. And… I was happy.

“Now, are you ready for me to really fuck you? Are you ready to cum like a girl for me?” She said.

I nodded. I couldn’t speak.

Slowly she slipped her cock, pulling back until just the tip was barely inside me and then… she slammed her hips forward, slammed her cock into me, filling me with one stroke.

She knocked the breath from my lungs and the sense from my head. My whole body lit up with pleasure, joy, the knot of intense delight unravelling in my belly.

Alice began to fuck me, hard, her cock working in and out, and my body responded. Without even thinking about it I began to fuck back, hips and ass working to feel more pleasure, spreading my legs wider, lifting my ass up to offer her my body, allowing her cock to go deep.

“Fuck fuck fuck fuck…”

I was incoherent, my face buried in the sheets, my ass offered up for my friend’s Mom to use.

All this had started because I’d sniffed her panties and cum in them while drunk. It was all an accident, but… it was a happy accident. I felt joy and pleasure more intense than anything I’d ever known before.

Alice gripped my hips tight and she pounded me, over and over and over, cock fucking deep and hard, using me.

“Such a good girl.” She said. “Such a pretty slut. That’s it, admit the truth. You’re a fuck-toy, a butt-slut. Cum for me. Cum for me while I fuck you.”

I could feel it getting closer, my caged cock throbbing. As Alice used my ass, pounding me hard, I felt my balls tighten.

I’d been locked away for so long, hadn’t cum in so long, that I could feel it like a tsunami. I was going to cum from being fucked like a girl in my ass.

As Alice thrust deep I slammed my hips back, riding her cock. I felt the joy inside me swell and I clenched down, hard.

“Fuck!”

I felt it unlock, something shifting. I knew that after this I could never go back to my life before. I didn’t know what the future held, but it was going to be different. Very different.

And I was excited for it.

As Alice slammed her cock into my ass, my friend’s Mom fucking me, the hot, sexy, beautiful older woman claiming me, I felt my caged cock ache, throbbing, balls tight. I was her fuck-toy and… I was cumming.

“Oh god…”

It was bright, hot, intense. Pleasure unlike anything I’d ever known before. I was cumming with my ass, my orgasm filling my whole body.

I was cumming, over and over and over, and Alice fucked me hard and deep to milk every drop of cum and pleasure from my body.

“Good girl.” She said.

And the words sank deep into my subconscious, spoken at the peak of my pleasure to rewire me. I was a good girl.

I collapsed, breathing hard. I’d been fucked, and it felt better than I ever could have imagined.

Alice held her cock in me, deep, filling me, until my climax began to subside. She worked her hips to tease me even as my hips wiggled and my hole clenched down.

Once my pleasure was done she slipped her cock out of my hole, leaving me to collapse, a mindless, well-fucked slut. I felt a hand caress my ass, my lower back. The touch was soothing.

“Did you enjoy that?” Alice asked.

I could only nod. I was beyond words.

I looked back over my shoulder and saw the beautiful older woman looking down at me. She was smiling.

“Good. Now you know who you belong to.” She said.

I smiled back, nodded.

“And to think… I was worried my summer was going to be boring.”

I giggled, blushed.

“I hope I can keep you entertained.” I said.

“Oh, you will…”

With that, Alice spanked my ass once, gently.

“And just so you know, I’ll be keeping a room here for you from now on, with a fresh pair of dirty panties on hand, should you ever want to visit during breaks.”

I stared up at my friend’s mom. I blushed.

“I’d like that.” I said.

I just wondered how I was going to explain to Liam that I was his mother’s fuck-toy. But that was a problem for later. In that moment there was only one thing I was thinking about…

“I… I was wondering.” I whispered. “Would you like your fuck-toy to worship your cunt with their fingers and tongue?”

Alice smiled at me. There was a sparkle in her eyes.

“You know what… I think I would.” She said.

And she began to unbuckle the straps around her hips. It might not have been the summer I expected, or even wanted, but it was still going to be an amazing summer. Perhaps even the summer I needed…

THE END
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TEACHER'S PET
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Jake is a bright, talented student, top of his class, and he knows it. He’s spent his entire academic career making his teachers’ and his professors’ lives a misery because he knows he can get away with it.

Nothing lasts forever though, and when Jake meets Mr Green, the handsome older teacher all the girls are crushing on, his decision to test his teacher’s patience backfires. Or maybe Jake is finally going to get what he’s needed all along...

Jake is coasting on his smarts.

He’s top of his class and he takes pride in knowing more than even his teachers, reminding them at every opportunity just how intelligent and knowledgeable he is. But then he meets his new teacher, the one all the girls seem to have a crush on.

Mr Green has heard all about Jake, and he knows just how to handle a student that’s determined to disrupt his class. When Jake finally shows his colours in one of Mr Green’s lectures, the handsome older teacher acts.

So begins Jake’s slow transformation from teacher’s nightmare, to teacher’s pet as Mr Green teaches the disruptive student that there are consequences for misbehaving and rewards for being a good girl.

Jake, stubborn to the end, resists at first, struggling against the corruption, the gradual feminization, but in the end, there is no resisting the lure of a life as his Teacher’s Pet…


SINNER TO SAINT
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Aaron is a bad boy, a delinquent, and he’s got no intention of changing. However, he may have just met his match…

The Reverend Mother runs the Academy, a boarding school for rebellious boys, and she knows just how to turn even the worst sinner into the sweetest saint. The trick is to balance punishment with reward.

And in Aaron’s case, she has a most devious punishment and a most delightful reward in mind. Will he be able to resist, or will he be forever transformed?

After one “prank” too far—nothing serious, just a small fire and a party that got very out of control—Aaron is given a final choice. Either face a two-year custodial sentence or attend the Academy for four months.

Aaron, feeling cocky and sure of himself, decides to face the Academy, a school housed in a converted convent and run exclusively by nuns, despite its reputation. He’s sure no school can change him, and certainly not in four short months.

Yet all too soon Aaron begins to wonder if he’s made the wrong choice. Despite being a school for boys like him, delinquents and rebels, all the other students are very well-behaved. And the nuns are not like any nuns he’s seen before. For a start, they’re all really, really hot.

Yet, Aaron is not going to let that distract him. He’s going to do his time and get out, and he’s definitely not going to give in and change.

Only… his plan goes off the rails when the Reverend Mother begins to take a special interest his reformation. All too soon Aaron finds himself being punished, which is bad enough, but then comes the lure of reward should he decide to behave.

Slowly Aaron finds his will to resist dwindling and, worse, he finds his body changing. Taken on a journey of feminization, shown the delights of being a good girl, does he stand any chance of surviving his time at the Academy?

Or will Aaron go from Sinner to Saint?


HARD TUITION
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John is failing Gender Studies. It was meant to be an easy pass, to keep his grade average up so he could keep his scholarship, but it’s harder than he thought.

Close to failing, he takes the bold decision to ask the top student in the class for help—Lexi Blackwood the brilliant, intimidating, gorgeous goth girl who views John as just another useless jock. Lexi agrees to help, but John has to do everything she says.

With Lexi’s help passing might just be easier, and harder, than he thought...

At risk of losing his scholarship because he’s failing Gender Studies, John decides to take the bold decision to ask Lexi Blackwood, the hot, gothy, star student on his course, for help. Only… Lexi has always looked down on him as just another jock.

He knows she’s probably going to refuse to help him, but… he doesn’t have any alternative. Not really. He has to pass or he’s out of college.

Yet, to his surprise, Lexi says yes. She’s willing to help him, but he’s got to agree to follow her instructions to the letter if he wants to pass. Her methods are unconventional, but she needs to help him see the world from a more womanly perspective if he’s going to pass.

With limited time left until his final exam, Lexi takes John on a crash course of femininity, helping him dismantle his views on what gender really means. Slowly John begins to realise that his traditional view of the world, and of himself, might not be as true as he always thought.

Yet he has an exam to pass, and he’s not sure there’s enough time to study. Lexi though has ways of motivating and rewarding her student. And she drives a very hard bargain…


EXECUTIVE DOLL
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Malcolm has landed the job of his dreams as a graduate on the executive training programme at an up-and-coming fashion company, but when he damages an expensive prototype mannequin just before its unveiling before the senior executives he’s at risk of losing everything.

Fortunately, his boss, the strikingly beautiful Ms Liasco, has an idea. They don’t have the time or the money to fix Malcolm’s mistake, but Malcolm is a similar size and shape to the doll. With a few modifications maybe he can play the part of the doll? Just what is Malcolm willing to do to keep his dream job?

Malcolm had been hoping to work for a high-powered alpha male, a senior executive who could show him the ropes, so he was disappointed to discover he was going to be working for a woman, even if that woman was the stunningly attractive Ms Liasco.

However, Malcolm soon comes to realise that Ms Liasco, or Clare as she prefers to be called, is incredibly competent and very good at her job. Maybe he can learn something from her after all?

But then Malcolm messes up.

Clare has a high-profile project she’s been working on. Using advanced animatronics she’s planning to revolutionise the kind of mannequins that the company use to display their clothes. Instead of drab, static dummies, they’ll be able to use glamorous, animated dolls that will set them apart from their competitors.

Only… Malcolm breaks a key component for the doll’s operation just days before it is to be unveiled. There is no time, and no budget, to fix his mistake.

But Clare has a solution. With her access to high-tech materials, and a little training, Malcolm can take the doll’s place. He can he fill in for the animated mannequin and be displayed as a luxury doll in front of the senior executives. It’s that, or lose his job.

What Choice does Malcolm have?

So begins a journey of feminization and dollification that sees Malcolm becoming so much more than just a high-tech display model. When Malcolm performs well as Clare’s Executive Doll she has an offer for him. One he might find very hard to refuse...


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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