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Dedication




Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


ORAL FIXATION

Harper has a bad habit. When he’s nervous, he bites his nails. Unfortunately his new boss, Ms Venatrix, makes him very nervous, and she will not tolerate his nasty habit.

Fortunately, she knows just how to fix his oral fixation. The question is, is Harper willing to submit to her plan?




Harper has always dreamed of landing a prestigious job at MONUMENT, a high-end fashion magazine founded and presided over by the remarkable Ms Venatrix. So, when he is offered the position of personal assistant to Ms Venatrix he’s thrilled.

But on his first day on the job, Harper makes a crucial mistake. He arrives at the office late  and wearing an ill-fitting suit that is clearly past its prime. Worse, Harper has a bad habit of biting his nails when he’s nervous, and as nervous as he is, he just can't seem to stop biting his nails.

Ms Venatrix doesn't mince her words when she calls Harper into her office at the end of his first day to discuss his performance. He’s simply not good enough, and he needs to be better. As a fashion magazine, MONUMENT needs all its staff to dress appropriately and look their best, and as her personal assistant, the habit of biting his nails has to stop.

Fortunately for Harper Ms Venatrix is willing to give him a second chance.

Soon Harper finds himself not only dressing and looking better, but his habit of biting his nails has been redirected to something a lot more appropriate, and a lot more fun. And Harper comes to realise that he really has landed the job of his dreams, it’s just not quite what he was expecting… 


One

As first days went, this one was not the best. Harper was late, and he had no idea where he was supposed to be.

Anxious and fretful, Harper couldn’t help but gnaw at his fingernails as he walked, checking building numbers, trying to work out which one he was supposed to be at before finally finding the building he needed, one amongst a maze of similar buildings. He stopped and looked up at the vast monument of steel and glass and concrete. At the top, he saw the sign, bright lit in neon pink, MONUMENT, and the word sent a thrill down his spine.

He’d worked hard to even get an interview at this place, years of study in design and fashion, and he’d had to compete amongst highly qualified men and women to even get an interview. He’d applied over and over again, working dead-end jobs after college to make ends meet, and he’d failed numerous times in the process, missing out on graduate positions, junior positions, even positions in the mail room

He’d been close to giving up but then… he’d landed a job at his dream work-place, and a fairly desirable one at that.

He was going to be Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant.

Ms Ventarix, the woman who had founded the company, who had started the magazine, who Harper had admired and looked up to for years. He was going to be her personal assistant. After failing to even get a job in the mail room he’d lucked into being the personal assistant to the head and founder of the entire company.

True, it was a temporary position, a six-week contract that had been rushed through due to her last assistant needing sudden time off work, but still… he was going to be working closely with the head of the company every day.

If things went well the six weeks could easily turn into something longer-term, or perhaps even permanent. He might even end up in the design department like he’d always dreamed. Working so closely with Ms Venatrix we’d have lots of chances to show her his abilities and his work ethic.

He just needed to show her he was willing to work hard, that he was talented, that he was valuable. He just needed to make a good impression. At least, that had been the plan.

Yet here he was on his first day, already late and already flustered. It hadn’t helped that he’d had no idea where his new place of work was, so he’d struggled for far too long to even find the building.

The whole application process and his acceptance, the interviews, the contracts, the onboarding, had all been done in a massive rush, online, by a remote recruiting agent, so he’d never been here before, had never met anyone from MONUMENT, so it was all new to him, intimidating and overwhelming. Harper checked his phone, hands shaking slightly. It was only five minutes past the time he’d been told to arrive, late but hopefully not too late to have ruined his chances.

Taking just a moment, he inhaled deeply, the chill spring air refreshing, and he stepped in through the large double doors into the large, immaculate, dazzling foyer.
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Like the magazine, everything was elegant and balanced, the unique brand of MONUMENT’s design philosophy that Harper found so captivating carrying over to the interior design. It was modern, with an eye to past elegance, clean and minimal, chic. A shiver ran down Harper’s spine and he moved towards the front desk to check-in. He could already feel his stress mounting. Even on his best days, he hated being late, and this was, so far, not his best day. He was nervous and anxious, and he was desperate to make a good impression.

“Good morning, how may I help you?” The pretty woman at reception asked.

Harper stalled. He looked to the woman and felt the familiar sense of intimidation he always felt around beautiful women. The receptionist just smiled though, waiting.

“I… I am… I’m here to see Ms Venatrix. I was told to arrive at 8:30 but I’m a little late. I'm the new assistant. Harper. Harper York.” Harper said, his voice shaking slightly.

The receptionist, no more than late twenties, or perhaps early thirties, with shoulder-length platinum blonde hair, straight and glossy and thick, with pristine make-up in white and silver to match her silver jewellery and hair, smiled, the corners of her plump, pale pink lips lifting only slightly. Her sky-blue eyes studied him.

Harper squirmed. She was only a little older than him, so why did he feel so intimidated? He was a graduate now, with top marks from one of the country's top colleges, so why did beautiful women still make him feel so flustered and nervous?

His cheeks flushed and he tried to remain calm, a neutral expression, but she was so elegant and perfect, and the way she was looking at him, the glint in her eyes. She was clad in a tight black dress that accentuated her subtle curves, with silver accents to match her make-up, and her nails were a dull matte grey, a dull sheen as they clattered over the keys of her keyboard, her eyes flitting between him and her screen.

“I see. I was… expecting someone a little different, but not to mind. Ms Venatrix is upstairs in her office already. She’s expecting you.” The receptionist said. “Take the elevator on the left to the top floor. I’ll let her know you are on your way.”

Harper smiled, nodded. The words ‘someone a little different’ hung in his head. What did she mean?

“Thank you.” He said.

The woman’s smile spread, almost genuine.

“Good luck.” She said, a small nod.

As Harper turned he saw the door to the elevator she had gestured to opening, summoned at her command by a button on her desk. A private elevator to Ms Venatrix’s office, even the door to it more ornate that the other elevators.

Harper stepped off, thrilled and terrified. Just why did he have to be late today, of all days?
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As the elevator door slid shut Harper looked around the small space, his gaze settling on the mirror set on the wall facing the doors, his pale, scared-looking reflection staring back at him. What had the receptionist meant when she’d said she’d been expecting ‘someone a little different’?

Was it his clothes? True he wasn’t dressed in what he’d consider high fashion, but he was wearing a smart suit, in charcoal grey, and a white shirt, with a plain tie in soft green to match his eyes.

It wasn’t the best suit, but it was the best suit he’d been able to afford, and it fit him well enough. He wished he had the room to be more creative with his outfit, like the receptionist, but he knew that as a man a suit was the expected business attire, so he’d played it safe on his first day. Better to be too formal, right?

Or maybe it was him…

Without thinking he lifted his fingers to his lip and began to gnaw at his fingernails, biting at the skin around them, a nervous habit he’d tried and failed for years to shed. After the whole process of going through the interview, being rushed through the system, hurried and harried, then having to find the building on such short notice, his fingernails were nibbled to almost the quick so there was little left for him to bite at, but that did not stop him from trying.

As he looked at himself in the mirror Harper felt all his old insecurities bubbling up. Was it that he was so short? Was it that he was too thin, or slight?

Harper had always been aware that he wasn’t quite like other boys growing up, that he was shorter and thinner and softer, but he’d always assumed he’d catch up, eventually. Yet, as the years passed, he’d slowly had to accept that there really was no catching up.

Though he’d grown taller, he’d remained short and slim, slight, slender, with delicate features that were more pretty than handsome—a fact that several girlfriends had told him when drunk, teasing him playfully, telling him that they were envious of his eyelashes or his lips or his cheekbones or his hair.

So, here he was, in his early twenties, looking far less masculine than any of his friends, with big, bright green eyes, and chin-length red hair that fell in soft thick waves, slicked back in a style that Harper hoped made him look dashing and handsome, with soft cheeks and a smooth baby-face. Had they been expecting a well-dressed man? Were they going to be disappointed with Harper?

He was already late. The thought that just him was also going to disappoint, that they’d been expecting someone better, made his heart sink. Maybe he should just give up.

He’d thought this was going to be his big break, his chance to land the job of his dreams, but maybe it was just going to be another failure, another chance to embarrass himself, to humiliate himself. Maybe he should just turn back now before it was too late, maybe he should just flee before…

The elevator dinged its arrival on the top floor. Ms Venatrix’s office.

Harper turned away from the miserable failure in the mirror and tried to stiffen his resolve. If he was going to fail he was going to fail trying.

The doors slid open and Harper stood as tall as he could, fixing his smile, bolstering his confidence. He was smart, hard-working, and well-qualified. He could do this… and then he saw her.
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Ms Venatrix was standing just outside the elevator, waiting for him. He had seen her before, in photos, had studied her career, her personality, her style, had dreamed of meeting her for years, and now here she was, in front of him, and she was even more beautiful than he’d been expecting. Harper felt his confidence falter.

“Harper?” Ms Venatrix said.

Her voice was soft, alluring, and her tone was curt and formal, almost brusque. She smiled coldly as she looked Harper up and down, and her gaze, hard, was almost stern.

Her long black hair was tied up in a neat bun, glossy midnight, and her blue eyes were like ice behind her black-rimmed glasses. Her lips, deep red, curled up, flashing white teeth for just a moment, a wolf baring its fangs.

“I… yes. Sorry, I’m late.” Harper muttered, blushing.

Ms Venatrix’s smile twisted, almost amused, and she nodded.

“A warning. I don’t like to be kept waiting. Now, follow me please.”

Without another word, Ms Venatrix turned and walked off. Harper paused for a moment, watching her, her tall, lean, curvaceous figure swaying in her tight-fitting black dress, hips and ass wiggling. The click of her black high heels, the sheer nylon of her stocking-clad legs, the strut of her walk, everything about her was awe-inspiring.

As the elevator doors began to close Harper panicked, and leapt out, his jacket coat-tails almost catching in the door, and without looking back he did his best to catch up with Ms Venatrix, dashing after her as she strode towards her office. She did not look back once.

“This will be your desk. You’ll be here at eight fifteen each morning, and you’ll make sure there’s a black coffee waiting for me when I arrive between eight twenty and eight thirty. If I need you in early because I’m starting work early I’ll inform you. Understand?” She said.

Her hand gestured to a large, simple desk outside the only set of doors on the top floor, bare except for a monitor and keyboard, a diary, and a telephone.

“There will be no personal items on display, but you may keep photos or personal mugs in the single drawer allocated to your personal effects.”

Harper nodded, but Ms Venatrix did not see. She walked on, past the desk, and pushed open the double doors behind it, stepped into her office. Harper followed.

“Sit, please. We should talk before the day proper begins.” Ms Venatrix said.

She strode across the floor towards the massive desk that sat in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows on the far wall, a stunning view of the city behind it that left Harper almost dazzled. Across it were arrayed papers, design sheets, notebooks, pens, the monitor and keyboard consigned to one small corner, a small array of coffee cups pushed to the side.

Harper sat in the simple seat Ms Venatrix had gestured to, and he waited as she rounded her desk to take her seat in the rather more plush and luxurious office chair—or was throne more appropriate in this case? As Ms Venatrix’s heels clicked he turned to look around her office, the room she ruled her impressive empire from.

There was a large meeting table, surrounded by twelve chairs, the surface also covered in papers, drawings and sketches, layouts, proofs, notebooks, coffee cups, and a set of built-in wardrobes, with a door next to them, her private bathroom Harper assumed. There were plants, pictures, photos, a large tapestry, all of it carefully balanced, to give the room a certain look that was in contrast to the mess on the table and the desk.

There was the sound of a chair creaking and Harper turned back to see Ms Venatrix sat in her chair, facing him, staring at him, smiling. She was radiant, and Harper felt suddenly very nervous.

“As you can see my office is in a state of disarray. It is not normally like this, but I’ve been struggling without my usual assistant, which is why you are here at such… short notice.”

Ms Venatrix stared at Harper, her expression inscrutable. Harper shifted, trying to remain calm, but he could feel the flush of blood in his cheeks as he blushed.

“I wasn’t responsible for your hire, as I’ve been busy dealing with more pressing issues, but I’ve been assured you come very qualified and highly recommended. I trust that you will not disappoint.”

Harper shifted, and the words hung in the air. Silence. She was waiting for a reply.

“I… yes. That is I’ll do my best.” He said.

Ms Venatrix smiled, chuckled softly.

“I expect no less. However, your best may still be insufficient. We shall have to see. I was expecting someone… different, so you must forgive me if I seem a little surprised, however, I think we can work together, provided today’s tardiness is not repeated.”

“Yes. Of course. Sorry. I’ll be sure to arrive early tomorrow. I can be here for eight just to make sure.”

Ms Venatrix’s smile widened.

“Good. But my coffee should be hot and fresh, understand?”

Harper nodded.

“Wonderful. Now, do you have any questions before I show you to your desk?”

Harper was still for a moment. There were so many questions, but he wanted to impress so instead he just stayed quiet and shook his head.

“I… no, I mean, not right now. I assume I’ll just be answering phones and managing appointments?”

Ms Venatrix nodded.

“You’ll oversee my calendar and make sure I know where I need to be and when, with a summary of the day ahead given to me every morning. You’ll run any new appointments by me before confirming, and you’ll rearrange any scheduling conflicts. I work eight-thirty until six, so you’ll need to be in the office during those times, staying later if I do, which is fairly often, and of course, you’ll accompany me on all business trips. Minor duties like my lunch and coffee and other errands will fall to you too. Is that clear?”

Harper blinked. It was a lot. He wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting, though he’d known being a personal assistant to someone in Ms Venatrix’s position would be demanding, so he’d come prepared. Still, it seemed almost overwhelming. Yet… the pay was good, and it was his chance to make an impression. If this went well then who knew what would come next?

So, he nodded, smiling.

“Yes. Absolutely clear.”

“Good. I have a busy day ahead, though hopefully it’ll be a little calmer around here now with you to help out, so I’d appreciate it if you could keep my calendar clear and keep me from being disturbed. I could do with a chance to clean up this chaos. I could do with a coffee though, so would you be a darling and fetch me one?”

Harper just nodded.

“Is there a machine or…”

The coffee shop downstairs, just outside. Let them know it's for me, and introduce yourself while you’re there. They know me and know how I like my coffee, so I expect you to be polite and treat them kindly, since their services are essential.”

For the first time since he’d met her Harper saw Ms Venatrix smile with genuine humour, and it was enough to make his heart skip. She was radiant.

“Yes, of course.” He said. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

Ms Venatrix dipped her head, dismissing Harper. Harper shifted, rising to his feet, and then turned to leave.

“Oh, and Harper?”

Harper stopped, looked back over his shoulder.

“I look forward to working with you.” Ms Venatrix said, a smile that was almost a smirk.

His blush deepened.

“I… you too. That is… it’s an honour.” He said.

“Isn’t it just.” Ms Venatrix replied.


Two

Harper did his best to hurry, aware that Ms Venatrix would be waiting for her coffee, but there was a queue at the coffee place by the time he arrived. It moved quickly though, faster than he was expecting, the pair of cute baristas working efficiently to serve the swarm of caffeine-deprived office workers, their movements deft and practised so that it seemed almost like a ballet, almost hypnotic.

The pair of them were so starkly androgynous, handsome and pretty in equal measure, that it caused Harper’s head to spin, his breath catching in his chest as they moved around each other. Just watching them caused a swell of confusing emotions in his chest. They were just so…

“What can I get for you?”

The voice snapped Harper from his reverie and he shook his head, tore his gaze away from the barista working the espresso machine, their long brown wavy hair falling to one side exposing their side shave, their deep brown eyes focussed on their task, and he looked to the worker in front of him. He was stalled for a moment by how cute they were and he puzzled over whether they were a boy or a girl, their cute pixie cut matched with impish features, bold make-up, startling blue eyes, and a dazzling smile.

“I… two coffees, please. One latte and one… one black, I think. It’s for Ms Venatrix. I’m her new assistant and I was told you’d know her order and I should introduce myself?” Harper said.

Even as he spoke he could feel himself getting flustered, growing awkward. As he mentioned Ms Venatrix’s name he saw both baristas perk up and focus on him, grinning, yet their attention just made his awkwardness worse.

They were both so… edgy, dressed down in ripped jeans and t-shirts, with aprons over their clothes, their arms and visible skin decorated with tattoos, numerous piercings, and their punk aesthetic made Harper feel clumsy and stuffy in his overly formal suit, the feeling made worse as they looked him up and down, both smiling.

“So you’re the fresh meat? Surprising, but… ah, no, I can see it now. Yeah, I get it. Not what I was expecting but I think you’ll do well.” The barista in front of him said. “Nice to meet you. I’m Reagan and that’s Paris. We run this place and yeah, we know the mistress's order so don’t worry. We’ll see you right.”

Reagan winked as they talked, naturally charming and charismatic.

“You are?”

Harper blushed, realising he’d failed to introduce himself.

“Oh, yeah, sorry. I’m Harper.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Harper.” Reagan said

“Pleasure!” Paris shouted as they set about preparing Harper’s order.

Harper smiled.

“She’s hard but fair.” Reagan said. “So just… keep your head down, do your best, and I reckon you’ll be fine.”

Harper nodded. The way Reagan said it was ever so slightly… loaded.

“I… thanks.” Harper said.

As Paris finished making the coffees they moved to put the cups down on the counter in front of Harper, looking him up and down, grinning.

“Yeah, I see it too. Not her usual preference but you’ve got… something about you. You’ll do well, just remember to have fun, yeah?” Paris said.

Harper forced his smile wider as he paid, confused by their tone and the words. He nodded again as he picked up the coffees.

“I… yeah, absolutely. And I’ll see you again I’m sure.”

“We’ll look forward to getting to know you, Harper.” Reagan said.

“And we’ll look forward to seeing more of you.” Paris added.

With the two coffees in hand, Harper headed back to Ms Ventrix’s office, even more confused than before. Just what was it about him that was so… unusual that people kept making comments about it?

As he headed back into the office building he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the glass. Was he really that strange? And if he was, what could he do to fix it? He felt a swell of worry, and the urge to bite his nails returned, but, with a coffee in each hand, there was nothing he could do about it.
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The rest of the day passed by relatively uneventfully, thankfully. Harper sat at his new desk and did his best to familiarise himself with the suite of programmes he was expected to use, making notes about Ms Venatrix’s coming meetings, doing his best to organise himself so that he knew what to expect for the next week or so.

Beyond delivering her coffee that morning he did not see or hear from her again, not even receiving a request for her lunch, though he did slip out to get himself food before taking it back to eat at his desk so we could be there just in case she did decide she wanted something to eat.

As the day passed he began to settle, and the clock ticked down he found he was actually getting the hang of things and was further ahead than he’d realised, with Ms Venatrix’s calendar planned out for the next two full working weeks.

“Hmmm… not bad.” Harper said to himself.

He smiled, for the first time that day feeling almost confident, and as he checked the time he saw that he had just over half an hour left until the end of his first day. Relaxing, Harper’s mind began to mull over the day’s events.

The morning had been such a bustle of activity and stress he’d had barely a moment to process it all, and then he’d been so engrossed in his work, in trying to do a good job, to make a good impression that he’d not thought about anything other than the immediate task at hand. Now though, he could feel the sense of unease and anxiety returning.

So much was riding on him impressing Ms Venatrix. If he did well this would be his big break, but if he messed up…

Harper tried not to think about it, but he couldn’t help it. After the way people had reacted this morning to meeting him, to learning he was Ms Venatrix’s new assistant. After the way she’d reacted, he couldn’t help but worry.

What was so unusual about him? Exactly what kind of person had they been expecting? Had he screwed it all up already just by turning up as himself? And if that was the case could he turn it all around by making up for it with hard work and…

“Maybe I need a new suit?” Harper said to himself. “Maybe I just need to dress better? I mean, this is a fashion and design magazine, so…”

Harper’s mind drifted. Perhaps he’d ruined his chances already by making a bad first impression by turning up so poorly dressed. The thought made his stomach clench.

He tried to distract himself by turning his attention to the suite of calendar software he was learning to use, to better organise Ms Venatrix’s days, but it was no use. The idea was stuck in his head and he struggled to focus and settle. Frustrated, anxious, Harper turned away and looked about the office that was the antechamber to Ms Venatrix’s larger office.

It was sparsely furnished, with a coffee table and chairs to one side, a set of bookshelves, stacked with every issue of MONUMENT, and his desk, yet it felt welcoming and elegant, with a variety of potted plants and art arranged in a style that matched the ethos of the magazine itself. There were two doors to unisex bathrooms, and the door to Ms Ventarix’s private elevator. And, lastly, there were the windows, one whole wall taken up with floor-to-ceiling glass, offering a breathtaking, unimpeded view of the city.

As busy as Harper had been all day he’d yet to fully take in that view so now, with his day almost over, he turned and looked out. The sky was only just beginning to darken, and in the glass he saw the ghost of his reflection, and he felt his stomach clench again, uncomfortable and irritated.

Was there something wrong with him? Were they expecting someone taller? Someone more masculine? Someone handsome and dashing? Someone more charming?

Harper had always considered MONUMENT to be the pinnacle of fashion and design, Ms Venatrix’s unique style shaping it over the years to become something special, so maybe… maybe her personal assistant needed to be someone special too? He’d been rushed through the application process, and he knew he was qualified academically, but maybe there was more to the job than that?

The way the hot receptionist had looked at him, the way the two cute baristas had commented, and the way Ms Venatrix had been almost surprised by him, had made it clear she’d been expecting someone different, so maybe no matter how hard he tried, no matter how well he did, he was doomed to failure.

That thought ate at him, and Harper felt a familiar sense of dread and unhappiness. It was a common thread in his life. He was never quite enough, never really fit in or belonged anywhere.

He had a few friends, but he’d never been popular, and though he’d tried dating a few times, he’d only ever managed to make friends with girls and women, all of them enjoying his company, just as he enjoyed theirs, but they all treated him the same. He was more like a friend than a boyfriend.

Maybe this was his curse? Maybe he was just doomed to be miserable, mediocre, constantly unhappy and unfulfilled?

Harper wanted to cry, wanted to break something, wanted to scream. It was only his first day and already it was all going wrong. He’d turned up late, badly dressed, and he was just plain wrong for the job. He was never going to fit in. Was never going to get his big break.

Maybe he should just give up?

Stressed and anxious and angry and miserable Harper, without thinking, lifted his fingers to his lips and began to gnaw at his nails. His teeth bit down, chomping at well-nibbled fingertips, raw skin, and the familiar action and sensation were immediately soothing.

Harper switched fingers, biting at another nail, trying to calm himself. It was a nasty habit, but if it helped him get the job done, if it helped him keep his head and his calm, then it wasn’t that bad, was it?

He just needed to focus, and work hard, and… even if this didn’t turn out to be his big break then it would still look amazing on his resume. He just needed to make sure he didn’t fuck it all up. He just needed…

“Harper! What on earth do you think you’re doing?”

The voice was hard, cold, and almost… angry.

Harper dropped his fingers from his lips and looked up, turned to face Ms Venatrix, stood in her office door, staring at him with fire in her eyes. She shook her head as she glared at him, disappointed and clearly unhappy. Harper felt a pit of dread in his gut.

“My office. Now.” She said.

And without waiting for a reply she turned and vanished back into her domain. Harper remained still for a moment, took a deep breath, then, slowly, rose to his feet to follow after her and face his fate.
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Harper sat in the chair facing Ms Venatrix as she watched him closely. Her gaze flicked between his face, staring into his eyes, his soul, and his fingers sat resting in his lap, his well-gnawed fingernails.

“Well, what do you have to say for yourself?” She said, voice hard.

Harper shifted in his seat, nervous, terrified.

“I… I’m sorry. I… it’s just… I…”

Flustered, the words refused to come. Ms Venatrix, clearly irritated, sighed, shaking her head.

“And there I was just beginning to think maybe this might all work out after all.” She said. “After this morning, turning up late, being… not quite what I was led to expect, I was beginning to warm to you. My coffee this morning was good, and you’ve worked hard today. You’re clearly capable given how quickly you’ve managed to organise the chaos that was my schedule—and yes I have noticed, since I’ve been keeping a close eye on you all day despite my heavy workload—and yet right at the very end you go ahead, just as I was about to let you go home impressed with you, you go and ruin it by biting your nails. It's a nasty habit that I have no tolerance for at the best of times, but as my personal assistant you represent me and my company. What would it look like if a client or a talent came in for a meeting and they found you sat at your desk gnawing away at your fingers? How would it look if we were travelling and someone saw you sitting next to me at an airport chewing on your fingers? How do you think it makes me look when people see you and they see your ugly, half-eaten fingertips? As my assistant, you need to be more than just good at your job. You need to look good too. You need to present the same standard as I do, as the magazine does. Given the nature of this business, appearances matter. I would have thought that was obvious, yet here you are. I should probably just dismiss you and tell you not to come back tomorrow except I really do need an assistant and there’s just something about you…”

Ms Venatrix let her words hang in the air.

“I’m sorry. Really.” Harper said. “I didn’t mean to. I was just nervous and stressed. This opportunity means so much to me and I was worried about messing it up and… I know it's a bad habit, and I’ve tried to stop but… I just… I’ll do better. Please. One more chance. I’ll do anything. I’ll be better. Just… please?”

Harper was practically begging. He needed this job, needed this chance. This was everything he’d worked for. To have it all ruined just because he couldn’t stop biting his nails, even after he’d made a good impression despite everything else, seemed just…

“Anything?” Ms Venatrix said, grinning.

Harper nodded.

“Anything.” Harper said.

Ms Venatrix laughed, softly.

“In that case, I think there might be something we can do to fix you.”


Three

It was late by the time Harper arrived home, and he was utterly exhausted after a long, stressful, anxious day but… he was also hopeful. Maybe it would all be okay?

As he set about his usual evening routine, showering, preparing food, doing a few chores around his flat before getting ready for bed, he considered how lucky he’d been that Ms Venatrix had been willing to offer him help in overcoming his nasty habit rather than firing him.

After pleading with her to give him another chance, after showing her just how serious he was about wanting to do a good job, and convincing her just how much this opportunity meant to him, she had agreed to let him return the next day to try again, with one caveat. His nail-biting had to stop, and he had to be better.

When Harper had explained that he’d tried, and failed, for years to give up his bad habit of biting his nails, Ms Venatrix had seemed unperturbed. She was certain that she could help him overcome his nasty little habit, and help him become a better fit for the position of her personal assistant in the process.

“It’s simple really.” She had told him as she had explained her proposition. “Like giving up smoking, biting your nails is a habit you’ve become addicted to. It’s soothing for you in times of stress. The action is ingrained. You’ve become orally fixated.”

As Ms Venatrix had said that she had smiled, her tone almost suggestive, and the words had made Harper squirm. Was he really orally fixated? And why did that idea make him feel so flustered?

“Simply put, you need to break the habit, and break the connection between biting your nails and feeling calmed. The key is giving you suitable alternative behaviours. In your case, since you are orally fixated, I suggest we find more acceptable ways for you to keep your lips busy. Anything that stops you biting your nails is a good start, since that will allow your nails to regrow and look healthier, and then we can begin weaning you off those habits too, until your behaviour, and your habits, are ideal.”

Harper had agreed that in principle it sounded perfect, but… he’d tried, many times, to kick the habit, had tried chewing gum and bitter liquid on his fingertips, had even tried carrot sticks and snacks to distract himself, but none of them had worked. However, Ms Venatrix was unphased.

“Ah, but I think you’re forgetting you have motivation now. Fail, and you lose this job. Succeed in altering your behaviour and you’ll impress me. Now, doesn’t that sound like an incentive?”

Harper had nodded. It did indeed sound like a good incentive. He really, really wanted to keep his new job and make a good impression on the woman he had admired for years.

“Plus, I have quite some experience in training my assistants. None of them arrived perfect, but over time I shaped each and every one into an ideal fit. I am sure you will be no exception, provided you are willing to work, and you are committed. Since you said you’d do anything, I assume you are committed?”

Harper had nodded, had agreed he was very committed, and so Ms Venatrix had offered him a solution, a resolution, a way to help him fix his nasty habit. He’d been given a choice, accept the offer, and do as she said, or admit that the job was not for him.

Harper had not even had to consider the options. He had accepted Ms Venatrix’s offer of help without hesitation.

And so it was he found himself going to bed early, aware that he needed to get up and get to work by eight, setting up a small speaker by the side of his bed so that he could work on fixing his nasty little habit. The help Ms Venatrix had offered was, after all, simple enough.

Harper was to play a series of audio files while sleeping. He was to listen to a series of recordings that would help him redirect his habit to something more acceptable.

Curious, Harper hit play on his phone, and the speaker kicked to life. There was soft music, a sound like radio static or heavy rain on leaves, a quiet droning, and, in the background, voices, many voices, whispering, too quiet and many to be clearly heard, yet the overall effect was almost hypnotising.

Harper, already exhausted after a long, stressful, busy day, felt sleep call to him.

“I guess listening to it just once can’t hurt. If it works, then great, and if not then… then nothing lost. Right?” He said to himself.

The file played on and Harper smiled, suddenly very sleepy, the whispers and the droning and the static buzz all combining to soothe and settle him. The sounds drifted easily into his mind, sinking deep, almost as though massaging his anxieties and worries and fears. With the file playing on, Harper lay down and turned off his light.

Tomorrow was a new day. A fresh chance. He was going to do his best to impress Ms Venatrix. He was going to be the perfect personal assistant.

With the file playing quietly in the background, the noise of it snaking its way into his thoughts, Harper closed his eyes and snuggled down. His mind drifted off, and he dreamed of the bright, brilliant, exciting future that awaited him. He just needed to accept Ms Venatrix’s help…
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Harper slept heavily, deeply, and he woke well-rested with no memory of his dreams. The audio file was still playing as he roused himself from slumber, his alarm beeping him awake, but it sounded almost… clearer?

The soft drone of static and thrumming was still there, comforting, soothing, but the voices, the many whispers, seemed less cacophonous, less mumbled. Had listening to them overnight made them clearer?

He supposed that made sense. Having the voices, the whispers, filtering into his unguarded subconscious for hours and hours while he slept would give his mind time to work on them, decipher them, understand them, and if Ms Venatrix’s trick were to work then Harper figured his brain had to be able to understand what was being said to him on at least some level. If it was all just noise then how would it help him stop biting his nails?

Still, he didn’t feel any different, so had it done anything? It was hard to tell. He only really bit his nails when stressed or nervous or anxious, and first thing in the morning, in his own bed, he was never that anxious or stressed. The test would be later, at work, and even if the file hadn’t done anything, he guessed that believing it had might help him resist the urge to nibble on his fingertips, so he just went with it and put faith in the assumption that it had done something, deep down, somewhere.

So, trusting in the vague hope that he’d be able to get through the day without messing up like he had yesterday, eager to make up for yesterday’s mistakes, Harper got up and started getting ready for work.

He made coffee and toast, and took a quick shower, even making sure to shave, though he only really needed to shave his face once a week or so, but he felt the need to make sure he looked his best. As he shaved, staring at himself in the mirror, with just a towel around his waist, he couldn’t help but notice the few light, thin hairs on his chest too and he frowned. As he finished shaving his face he paused and then, on a whim, without even thinking, he shifted the razor to his chest and shaved off the hairs there too.

Immediately he felt better. Even though no one would see, he felt more presentable, more attractive. He felt… prettier.

“Why did I never think of that before?” Harper said, almost confused.

He felt happier. And feeling happy, feeling pretty, would shine through, wouldn’t it?

With his routine rituals complete Harper hurried to dress. The suit he’d worn yesterday had been stuffy and formal, a basic men’s suit, and it had also been completely unsuitable. MONUMENT was a fashion magazine, a design magazine, so Harper needed to look the part, especially given his position as Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant.

He flicked through his wardrobe but found… nothing. Nothing he owned was really suitable.

“Fuck… I really need to go shopping.” Harper said.

He had no time to go shopping this morning though. He needed to be at work.

Harper could feel his anxiety and stress mounting already. He lifted his hand to his lips, and then… he felt something, like a voice in the back of his head, and as he went to bite his nails he felt a twinge of nausea. He dropped his hand away quickly and the feeling vanished.

Harper giggled. Maybe the audio had done something? Reassured, he smiled, yet he was still stressed, anxious, worried over what to wear, and now… now his mouth felt oddly empty. He was so used to relieving stress by biting his nails that without that he felt almost hollow.

He licked his lips and felt a warm tingle. Maybe he just needed something else to occupy him?

“I could always pick up some gum on the way to work?” He said to himself. “Or…”

He giggled, blushed, biting on his bottom lip gently as an idea floated into his mind. Gum didn’t feel quite right, but maybe…

“I need to get dressed first though. I guess for now I’ll just need to make do, until I can buy myself something new.”

Harper had never really enjoyed shopping for clothes, though he enjoyed fashion generally, and he’d always loved going shopping with female friends, but now the idea almost appealed to him. He considered how well-dressed and elegant everyone at MONUMENT had been. He remembered how chic Ms Venatrix had looked, and the receptionist, and the others he’d seen around the building. Maybe emulating their style, looking refined and beautiful would be fun?

That was for later though, for now, he just needed to get to work on time to make a good impression, and that meant making do with what he had to hand. So Harper did the best he could. He normally would have defaulted to a suit, but he knew he needed something… more. His mind fluttered and something clicked. He knew exactly what he should wear.

Harper picked out a set of skinny jeans, faded black, that were a little too tight to be comfortable, and a skinny-fit black t-shirt. Over that he wore a loose white shirt that a friend had bought him several years ago, the material silken, patterned with blossoms, the cloth flowing and delicate. He’d loved it, and had been very appreciative when receiving it but… he’d never actually worn it out for some reason, always feeling too self-conscious in it, of how feminine it was, despite his friends reassuring him how good it looked on him. Yet, now it seemed almost… perfect.

“I think that’ll do.” Harper said, looking himself over.

He smiled, feeling a sense of joy at how he looked. It was so much more fun than the formal business wear of suits that men were expected to wear, the skinny jeans showing off his legs and ass, and the shirt hanging loose around his chest and torso and shoulders to add flow and grace. He looked cute, his outfit so much softer than his suit, so much more delicate and androgynous and… pretty.

And that thought just made Harper smile.
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“Good morning Harper.” Ms Venatrix said as she stepped off her private elevator. “Lovely to see you in nice and early.”

Harper brightened immediately at the sound of Ms Venatrix's voice, sitting up straight and looking up from his monitor. He smiled as he saw her, heading towards him, and he couldn’t help but feel in awe of her all over again.

She was wearing a black tunic dress, with black heels, and her hair was down, her outfit simple yet elegant, the cloth flowing around her curves, in part disguising and in part emphasising her shape, her legs, calves, thighs flashing through the side slits in her dress as she walked towards her office.

“Morning Ms Venatrix. I have your coffee for you. Hot. I bought it for you…” Harper checked the time on his screen. “… about seven minutes ago.”

“Very good. I’m impressed.”

Ms Venatrix stopped in front of Harper's desk, tall and looming. Harper felt his belly flutter, a swell of anxiety and nerves. He so desperately wanted to impress this woman.

“And your outfit today… much better. Still room for improvement but I really do prefer it over your boring old stuffy suit. It’s much more you, or at least much more of the you I want to see.”

Ms Venatrix smiled, almost enigmatic. Harper blushed, shifting in his seat. He felt a fluttering in his chest, a tightness there that was new and bright. He giggled without even thinking about it.

“Thank you.” He said.

“But, enough with the pleasantries, how is my day looking?”

“A meeting this afternoon, over lunch, but nothing else. I’ve done my best to keep your diary as clear as possible since that’s what you specified.”

Ms Venatrix nodded.

“Good. Keep it that way. Another couple of days and I should be all caught up and back to full capacity. You will of course be joining me for the meeting too so make sure you’re ready to leave with me.”

Harper nodded.

“Of course.” He said.

Ms Venatrix smiled. She studied him for a moment, glanced at his nails.

“And how are you feeling this morning? Did you listen to the file last night as I instructed?”

Harper nodded.

“Of course. I listened to it as I slept and I… I’m feeling good, thank you. I slept well and so far I’ve not bitten my nails once since waking up. I even… I even have a plan on how to avoid it going forwards too. Like you said, redirect the habit.”

“Good. Continue like this and there may well be a bright future for you here.” Ms Venatrix said. “For now though, just continue as you are. As for this morning, it’ll be the same as yesterday. I want to catch up so no interruption unless absolutely critical.”

Harper nodded, beaming at her praise. He nodded, and as Ms Venatrix raised her hand Harper moved to offer her the coffee that was waiting for her. She took it, dipping her head in a gesture of thanks, and, without another word, vanished into her office.


Four

The morning was fairly routine, with phone calls and meeting requests, but Harper was feeling more confident now, and he was beginning to grasp the flow of his new job. He dealt with everything without interrupting Ms Venatrix, rebuffing all but the most urgent demands for her time, filing the others away to raise with her later once she was done with her morning’s work.

Time passed quickly, and the bustle of it all, the many emails and calls and messages, the constant ringing of the phones, the numerous conflicting meeting requests that he had to cancel or rearrange, booking travel and filing expenses, checking diaries, left Harper feeling frazzled and exhausted, stressed and frantic.

Still, he managed to avoid giving in to the urge to bite his nails. Mostly it was easy, the underlying sense of nausea he felt this morning when he’d gone to chew on his fingers still there every time he lifted his nails to his waiting teeth, but he also had planned for it. Just as Ms Venatrix had suggested, he was finding a way to interrupt the habit with something more acceptable.

He knew things like gum were an option when giving up smoking, something else to occupy the mouth, but that hadn’t felt right when he’d thought about it, so instead he’d bought himself a supply of lollipops—small spheres of hard, fruit-flavoured candy on the end of a white sticks.

Now, when he felt the urge to bite his nails, he would just take one of these out, unwrap it, and lick and suck on the candy to distract himself. So, as he worked, feeling mentally fried, he decided to try his new plan of action.

With the urge to bite his nails kicking in hard, the nausea almost not enough to stop him from giving in, Harper reached into the supply he’d stashed in the drawer for his personal effects and grabbed one of the many candies he’d hidden there, the wrapping bright red, strawberry, his favourite.

As he unwrapped it he felt his mouth salivate at the thought of it, a sudden craving, an emptiness, a need to have something in his mouth, his lips tingling. He blushed as he lifted the lollipop to his lips, mouth watering, and as he popped it in, wrapped his lips around the sweet hard candy, curling his tongue around it to taste the sweet strawberry fragrance, he couldn’t help but moan in pleasure.

It tasted good, and it felt… amazing. There was a burst of pleasure, coming from his lips, tongue, mouth, wet and hot, and he sucked hard, working his lips and tongue on the candy. He felt his stress and anxiety fade away, overcome by a newfound bliss. Why had he never tried this before? Why had he never thought of this as a way to stop biting his nails before?

Why had no one told him lollipops tasted so good, that sucking on them felt so… hot?

Harper lost himself in the sensations, the flavours, mind drifting. It felt so good to have something in his mouth, lips and tongue teasing. It felt… right. He moaned again, eyes heavy-lidded, and, gripping the stick of the lollipop, he began to work it in his mouth, teasing it in and out of his lips, lapping with his tongue, a throb of bright pleasure spreading through his body.

“I see you’ve found something else to distract you from biting your nails?” Ms Venatrix said.

Harper started, suddenly snapped from his daydreams, and he pulled the candy from his mouth with a pop, looking up to see Ms Venatrix watching him closely, smiling.

“I… sorry. I didn’t know you were… I just thought. If this isn’t okay I can…”

“Calm down Harper.” Ms Venatrix said, voice soothing. “Sucking on candy like that is much more preferable to you biting your nails. Perhaps it’s not entirely professional, but I actually think you looked quite cute there, sucking away, lost in your daydreams. Though… I can’t help but wonder just what you were thinking about while you were busy sucking on that lollipop like that.”

Harper blushed. It was just candy, and it was just to stop him biting his nails, but the way Ms Venatrix spoke to him, it was like…

“And as a bonus, it seems the colour of the candy has rubbed off on your lips. Is that strawberry? The bright red suits you. It's almost like you’re wearing lipstick.”

Ms Venatrix was grinning. Harper’s blush deepened, but he felt a soft, hot, vibrant fluttering in his belly as she spoke to him that made his lips throb.

“I… so you don’t mind if I… if I use candy to stop myself from biting my nails?” He asked.

Ms Venatrix shook her head.

“Of course not. It was my suggestion after all that you find an alternative habit. If anything I only approve of and encourage this new habit. Just so long as you don’t mind people staring at you a little if you’re going to eat them like that.”

Ms Venatrix laughed, teasing.

Harper bit his bottom lip, suddenly shy. He hadn’t even been thinking about how it might look. He’d just been enjoying how it felt, sucking, licking, how good it tasted, how hot it felt to have something hard inside his empty, wet mouth… his mind was reeling, buzzing with emotions and the memory of those new sensations.

His lip pulsed as he bit down and his body throbbed, hot. Harper shifted in his seat, squirming.

“I…” Harper stuttered, not quite sure what to say.

“Stop fretting!” Ms Venatrix said. “You are not in trouble, and I’m just teasing. You don’t mind a little teasing, do you?”

Harper was still for a moment, then, slowly, shook his head. Though he was flush and embarrassed, he really was enjoying having Ms Venatrix’s attention focussed on him, and the way she teased him, the things she was saying, felt kind of… nice.

“Good. Now, before we get any further carried away, we need to be off. Are you ready to leave?”

Harper nodded, smiling.

“Yes. I’ve got everything organised and I’m ready to leave.” He said.

Ms Harper nodded, clearly happy with him.

“Wonderful. Just… make sure you bring a few of those candies with you. Meetings can be quite exhausting, and I’d much rather see you sucking on those than biting your nails.”

Harper nodded again. He did as Ms Venatrix instructed, stashing several of the candy lollipops into his bag before gathering his things to head out. Together, the pair walked off towards the elevator

Harper still had his strawberry candy in his hand, only half eaten, and he was feeling nervous about his first meeting with Ms Venatrix, worried about making a good impression. He felt the familiar need to bite his nails rising, so, feeling only a little self-conscious, he did as Ms Venatrix has suggested. He distracted himself.

Harper popped the sweet, hard candy between his lips and began to suck and lick, the taste and sensation immediately soothing. He moaned without thinking, and Ms Venatrix glanced at him, an almost knowing grin.

“See… much better, right?” She said.

Harper nodded. It really was much better.
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The rest of the day went as smoothly as Harper could have hoped. Ms Venatrix seemed almost sweet, guiding Harper when he seemed a little lost or overwhelmed, encouraging him when he seemed flustered, praising him when he did well, and Harper felt himself growing into his new role as her personal assistant with her help and guidance.

There were, however, a few stressful moments, getting stuck in traffic with the fear that they were going to be late, a rather confrontational argument with an important client—Ms Venatrix showing exactly how forceful and ruthless and smart she was when facing him down—and their car back the office going missing so that Harper had to organise other transport in a hurry, but each time he felt frazzled or stressed or overwhelmed, each time he felt the need to put it fingertips in his mouth and gnaw, he resisted.

He didn’t bite his nails once, though the urge was there. Each time Ms Venatrix would notice, and she would calmly, and rather forcefully, suggest that Harper have a candy, that he have one of his lollipops to distract himself. And it really did help.

The sucking, the licking, the pleasant taste and sensation, helped to soothe him, and Harper felt oddly buoyed and elated and calmed by the act. Why had he never thought of this or tried this before?

So it was that by the time Harper and Ms Venatrix returned to the office, later than Harper had been expecting, he’d managed to avoid biting his nails entirely, despite the stress and the worry and the pressure he was under. Even better, he was beginning to feel as though the cravings were fading, the need to bite his nails diminishing, replaced instead with the simple desire to suck and lick on the hard, sweet candy lollipops.

Harper accompanied Ms Venatrix up to her office, carrying the files and the papers she needed. Though officially his work day was over he knew it would not make a good impression to just leave, and he always found he wanted to spend more time with her, wanted to help her as best as he could.

As the elevator arrived at the top floor Ms Venatrix turned to Harper and she smiled. He felt again the familiar sense of awe and joy at seeing her smile. She was radiant, beautiful, wonderful.

“You did well today Harper, and don’t think I didn’t notice the extra effort you’ve put in. Going out of your way to help me today without me needing to ask, and then staying late to accompany me back to the office. I think we might actually make a rather special team.”

Harper beamed, blushing with the joy of her praise. He felt a fluttering in his belly, and he giggled—something he’d been doing quite often today.

“Just doing my job.” Harper said.

Ms Venatrix was quiet for a moment. As the elevator doors opened she stepped out, heading towards her office, and Harper followed.

“No, it's more than that. You went above and beyond today. You’ve tried hard, and I’m impressed. After yesterday I had my doubts you’d be a good fit. All I saw was a clumsy man-child in an ugly suit with a bad habit. On paper you looked qualified, but… well, you made a rather poor first impression. Today though you’ve made up for that.”

Harper felt a surge of emotions. The sting of shame at knowing he’d made such a poor first impression, being called a man-child in an ugly suit, knowing he’d messed up so badly, as well as the warm swell of joy at knowing today he’d turned it around, that he’d impressed the woman he’d looked up to for so long. Maybe this would all work out?

“Today I see the potential in you. I see just how perfect a fit you might be, if you’re willing to continue to improve. Are you willing to keep listening to those files I gave you? Are you willing to work with me to become better? You did say you’d do anything.”

“Absolutely!” Harper said without hesitation.

Ms Venatrix turned to him and smiled.

“Just what I was hoping you’d say.” She said. “Which means… I have a gift for you. A sign of my thanks for today, and something that I hope will help you continue to improve.”
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The box Ms Venatrix had given Harper was large, but not overly heavy, but it was still a pain to get home and carry up the stairs to his apartment. As he hefted it in, shutting the door behind him, he felt a thrill of excitement.

“These are just a few things that I think will help you settle into your role.” Ms Venatrix had said. “We get a lot of free samples from advertisers and people wanting to gain favour with me. I normally just donate them, but… well I thought you might be able to use them. Feel free to sort through it all, as I’ve just bundled a lot of random things in together, and if you don’t like anything you can just return it or donate it, but for now at least it should be enough to get you started.”

Harper hadn’t been quite sure what she had meant but it had intrigued him, yet, as well sealed as the box was, he’d been unable to look inside easily. Now though, he was home, and he could finally see what his boss had given him.

Harper wasted no time before dashing through to the kitchen to find a pair of scissors, taking them out to the hall where he had left the box. Kneeling down he opened the blades and began to cut.

The box came open easily enough, the tape holding it closed sliced, and Harper put the scissors down before unfolding the top. What he found inside made him stall, his heart thundering loudly.

“What…”

Harper’s head was spinning. There was so much stuff inside.

“Why…”

Harper reached in and began to sort through the items Ms Venatrix had gifted him. There were clothes, many, many clothes, and underwear, but almost all of it was distinctly feminine. There were skirts and dresses, panties, stockings, bras, vests, tops, jumpers, and all of them were brand new and by very expensive designers—the sort who would advertise in MONUMENT—and there were as shoes, heels and sandals and flats. Sure, there were a few trousers and shirts in the box too, some boots, but all of those seemed subtly feminine too.

“But… I guess she did tell me I looked good today. And… I did feel way better wearing this than that boring suit. Maybe some of it would be okay?”

Harper smiled. Sure, it might have been designed for women, maybe, but if it fit him, and he looked good in it, and Ms Venatrix approved, then where was the harm? Plus, he had felt far happier today, wearing what he was wearing, than he had been yesterday in his stuffy suit.

The thought of just wearing clothes that fit him and made him feel good, that he felt attractive in made him giggle and blush. Plus, it had been a gift from the woman he was trying to impress. It’d be rude not to wear any of them, right?

As he looked through the clothes, and the underwear, his hands pausing as he felt the soft, silken lingerie, fingers caressing the material, he realised there were more than just clothes in there. There was make-up too, and skin care products, soaps, shampoos, even perfumes. Tallying up a quick total Harper realised there must be a small fortune worth of items in the box, and he’d just been given them for free, to help him settle into his new job, to help him be better.

He smiled, touched by how generous and thoughtful Ms Venatrix was. He pulled out the clothes, the underwear, the soaps and shampoos and the make-up, the shoes.

He made two piles of clothes and shoes, those that were obviously too feminine to wear, the skirts and dresses and heels, and those that he might wear to work, the tight trousers and leggings, the flowing jumpers, the loose silken shirts, the heeled boots. As he did this though he felt a tinge of resentment. Why couldn’t he wear a skirt? He had good legs, and… he always thought they looked fun and comfortable.

But then perhaps he should just be grateful he was working in an environment where he wasn’t just expected to wear a generic suit. Hell, he was being encouraged to express himself, to be more adventurous, and for that, he found he really was grateful.

The beauty products Harper put to one side. He could store all of them easily enough in the bathroom, even if he wouldn’t use half of them. Maybe one of his female friends would like the make-up?

That just left the lingerie. All of it was very luxurious and clearly very expensive. Stockings in black and white and tan and pink, pantihose, skimpy panties with matching bras, suspender belts. He looked over all of it, feeling the delicate lace and satin and silk.

He’d seen plenty of photos and videos of women wearing similar items, but he’d never seen any up close and in person, and he’d certainly never felt lingerie like this. Though he’d often wondered how it might feel, captivated by the look of feminine grace and seduction, the sensuality of such items, he’d never known quite what to expect.

Now, however, alone, in his apartment, he had more than he could ever have imagined laid out in front of him, and he could not resist handling the cloth and the material. It felt better than he could ever have imagined, so delicate and feminine, and his heartbeat quickened just from the handling.

As he looked it over a thought bubbled up from nowhere. He giggled, blushing.

“It’d be kind of weird to give it to a friend. And who wants used underwear, even if it’s never been worn.” He said to himself.

His blush deepened.

“And… it’d be a shame to throw it all away.”

It really was so beautiful, and as he handled it he couldn’t help but realise how much of it looked like a perfect fit for him. Perhaps he was a relatively standard size? Or maybe as Ms Venatrix had sorted through the things she had just picked out the things she thought would fit him?

But then… in that case had she knowingly gifted him women’s clothing and underwear? And why did that thought make his belly flutter?

He laughed, giggled, shaking his head.

“Better not to worry about it.” He said.

It was late, and he needed to eat and head to bed. But first.

“I need to shower.” Harper said.

With the box at least partially sorted, he decided he could tidy it all away and finish sorting through it all later. Tomorrow maybe, or at the weekend. Today it was already late, and he had work tomorrow. At least now he had more clothes to wear, even if they maybe were a little more feminine than he was used to. Still, it was a fashion magazine. He wanted to make a good impression, and why would Ms Venatrix have given them to him if not for him to wear?

With that in mind, Harper set off to shower with a smile on his face. Things were really beginning to look up. Maybe he really was improving.


Five

Harper stepped out of the shower feeling refreshed and invigorated, but not entirely relaxed. A half-formed thought had been niggling at the back of his mind all evening, and it had been spinning while he’d made dinner, while he’d eaten, and while he’d washed, growing louder and more insistent.

The lingerie. What did it really feel like?

True, he’d had a chance to handle it, to feel it, to examine the material and the shape, but… what did it feel like on a body? How would it feel to caress a leg clad in stockings? How would it feel to grope an ass in tight panties?

And… how would it feel to wear such cute, pretty, sexy items.

Harper had always been intrigued by women’s underwear. It was, after all, so much prettier and sexier and more interesting than what he got to wear, but he’d never really thought about how it’d feel to wear it before.

It had always been just a fascination with how it looked on a pretty woman, how it might feel to touch a woman wearing it, but now… now there was more to it than that. It was like a whispering in the back of his head, calling to him, offering beguiling suggestions.

They’d been a gift, hadn’t they? And… no one need know. He wouldn’t be hurting anyone and it was just to satisfy his curiosity. They were just there, waiting for him, calling to him, so… why not?

Knowing that he’d struggle to sleep with the thoughts running around his head Harper decided to do something to quiet them. Blushing, grinning, giggling, he collected the pile of sexy, feminine lingerie he’d set to one side and he carried them through to his bedroom to sort through them.

There was a lot to pick from, but in the end, he settled on something simple. Black stockings with lacy tops, a black suspender belt, and black panties. His hands were shaking as he laid them out, nervous and excited.

“I’m not really doing anything wrong.” Harper whispered to himself.

He giggled again, nibbling on his bottom lip, a throb of delight. It wasn’t wrong he knew but there was an edge of naughtiness to it that only made him more excited. Slowly he slipped off the towel he’d put on when getting out of the shower and then began getting dressed.

He put on the stockings first, bundling them up like socks to slip his feet in, then tugged the silky material up his legs, a shiver running up his spine as the material caressed his skin, snug around his calf and thigh. The lacy tops were tight around his meaty thighs and Harper couldn’t help but smile as he looked down at his legs.

They looked… good. He’d always had long, toned, full legs, and they’d always been relatively soft, hairless, smooth, so seeing them in stockings it was almost like looking at a woman’s legs. He shifted, rubbing his thighs together, and the sensation made his belly flutter and he giggled.

Not wanting to get too distracted though, wanting to see how the rest of his outfit looked, he picked up the suspender belt and went to work trying to fit it. Slipping it around his waist was easy, but the straps were a bit more fiddly, though it didn't take long for him to work out the catches and adjust the length of the straps. With those in place, he finally slipped the panties on, and as he slipped his feet in, pulled them up over his legs, he couldn’t help but blush at how good the satin material felt caressing over his stocking-clad legs.

His cock throbbed, aching, swelling, and Harper tugged the panties into place. They were snug, but they felt so much more comfortable than his usual rough cotton boxers, smooth and sensual.

Without thinking Harper moved, wiggling his hips and ass to see how it felt, and as he looked down at himself his smile widened. With the stockings on his legs looked so long and feminine and sexy.

The suspender belt, tight around his waist, with straps framing windows of bare flesh on his upper thighs and ass, only made Harper's hips look wider, fuller, and the panties, tight, slipped up into the crack of his butt to expose his ass cheeks, made his ass look almost… plump.

“Fuck…” Harper’s voice was soft, almost awed, and he giggled again.

He blushed, aware that his giggling was becoming a habit, a way to relieve nervous energy that he could no longer bite his nails, but now… now he wasn’t quite so much nervous as…

What was it he was feeling?

There was joy, and excitement, but also… the way the panties fit him so well, his hard cock snug in them, his ass so round, wide hips, fat thighs. There was pride and shame and arousal.

He felt sexy. Yet…

“I wonder how I’d look if I was completely smooth?” Harper said.

He’d never been hairy, had always been relatively soft, smooth, but in stockings and panties what little body hair he did have showed, somewhat spoiling the overall effect. He’d never thought about shaving before, had always been a little self-conscious about having so little body hair, thinking he should have more, but now… now he found himself with a sudden urge to be hairless, smooth and soft and girly.

His heart raced, throbbing, and he felt hot. It was late, too late to bother with that.

“Maybe… maybe tomorrow.” He whispered to himself.

His mind was floating, belly tight. Right now he had other things on his mind than shaving.

His cock throbbed hard as he looked at himself, grinning, giggling, blushing. He wiggled his hips and ass, his legs, his hands caressing over his stocking-clad thighs. It felt good, but he knew what would feel even better.
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Harper did not waste any time. He hurried through to his bedroom and shut the door—an act that was as much habit as anything, his privacy guaranteed now he lived on his own, but still it felt wrong to do what he was about to do with his bedroom door open. He climbed up onto his bed, lay down on his back, and began to explore his body.

Hands roamed over his legs, and he pressed his thighs together. The new sensations—sensual, sexy, feminine—were almost overwhelming, and his heart beat hard, cock throbbing, swelling, growing harder. He squirmed, and closed his eyes, let his mind wander.

He giggled, entertained by the idea that it was almost as if he were touching a hot woman, and as if he were the hot woman all at once. Or maybe… maybe he was just a hot woman touching herself?

That thought made something click inside Harper and his cock became suddenly so hard it almost hurt. The fantasy that he was a hot girl in lingerie playing with herself spun out. He let it grow and develop, one hand roaming up over his belly to his chest, the skin there smooth, soft, teasing his delicate, hard nipples, and he bit his bottom lip to stifle a whimper.

The other hand caressed his legs, stocking-clad thighs, teasing over the hardness of his dick, so neatly contained in his panties despite being hard. That only made Harper happy though, the fact that the sexy panties fit him so well.

As his lust mounted he thrust his hips, grinding his ass, pressing his cock into his hand, and he let his other hand slide down over his chest, slip around to his ass, squeezing the pert, soft, supple flesh. He wondered how he might feel if someone else were to touch him while he was dressed like this, how it might feel to have someone grope him, molest him.

His cock ached, and, unable to resist any more, Harper slipped his hand into his panties and wrapped his fingers around his hard shaft. He stroked, gently, squeezing even as he fondled his ass, working his hips to fuck his hand, to grind his ass back down.

It was… amazing.

It was like being a hot girl and touching a hot girl at the same time. True, he had very limited experience with girls, but this… this was better than anything he had imagined before. It was like shocks of electric pleasure spreading out from his cock, filling him, his whole body sensitive and alive.

He felt… cute, sexy and pretty and vibrant. He squirmed as he stroked his cock and he could feel his pleasure growing, his release nearing.

Harper’s mind drifted, lost in fantasy, and as he bit down on his bottom lip to stifle another moan of pleasure he felt another bolt of bliss, but this time… it came from his lips, his mouth.

His mind suddenly fixated on that, even as he stroked his cock, and he remembered the lollipops from earlier in the day, how good it had felt to suck and lick on them, the hard sweetness in his mouth, slurping, wrapping his lips around them, sucking hard.

Without thinking, Harper shifted his hand out from beneath him, where he had been groping his ass, and he lifted it to his mouth. With his other hand still in his panties, still on his hard, throbbing cock, stroking, squeezing, teasing, he pressed the tip of his index finger to his lips, wet and soft and pliant.

He whimpered at the touch, new pleasure, bright and addictive. His mouth watered and, acting on instinct, his lips parted and he pressed the tip of his finger into his mouth, sealing his wet lips around it, sucking.

Harper moaned loudly, drunk on the newfound joy. His cock throbbed, aching, so hard it almost hurt, and he thrust his hips, fucking his hand, yet it was his mouth that was the main source of his pleasure. He sucked harder, lips tight, and then… he pressed a second finger there, pressed it in, forcing his fingers into his tight, wet, hot mouth.

His mind was spinning. He sucked, worked his tongue, easing his fingers in and out of his mouth as though he were sucking on a thick, hard, fleshy lollipop, and it felt better than anything he’d ever felt before.

He pressed his fingers deeper, teasing them over his tongue, working them in and out of his lips, drool wetting his chin as he moaned, fucking his cock into his hand, pressing his stocking-clad thighs together.

It was a storm of sensations and pleasures greater than Harper had ever experienced and it was more than he could process. As he worked his hand on his cock he sucked harder, tongue and lips, teasing his fingers.

The pleasure swelled, overwhelming him, and he felt it, his release, blossoming. He sucked, fingers slipping in and out, and then… it happened. His cock swelled, harder, throbbed, and he was cumming. He was cumming into his panties, but the pleasure was not focused on his cock. The pleasure was focused on his mouth, his lips and tongue, and it was addictive and blissful and bright.

Harper moaned, drunk on the joy of it, and he worked his hips as the pleasure coursed through him, corrupting him, his cum dumb brain full of soft whispers. He sucked, teasing his lips and tongue with his fingers, and his climax began, slowly, to subside.

As his cock stopped throbbing, his fingers and panties drenched in cum, he slipped his hand out, wiping it on his jizz soaked panties as best as he could. He sucked one last time on the fingers in his mouth before pulling them out with an audible pop, and he giggled, blushing.

“Fuck…” He whispered.

He was exhausted but grinning. His body felt as though it were floating on a cloud of pleasure greater than any he had ever known.

Harper didn’t know he could even feel something like that, and his climax-addled brain was struggling to process it. Had he always been able to feel that, but had never realised? Or…

Was it the files Ms Venatrix had given him? Had the suggestions that had been intended to redirect his nail-biting had an unintended side effect? Were they making his mouth more sensitive, the pleasure from candy also applying to other forms of mouth-play?

And if that were the case should he stop?

Yet… he knew that he needed to stop biting his nails, that he needed to be better at his job if he wanted to make a good impression, and he had made a good impression today. The file, maybe, had worked, and if it had then he should keep listening to it, shouldn’t he?

If it was working then it was helping him stop biting his nails, and maybe was helping him at work, like Ms Venatrix had said it would. If it was also giving him the side effect of more pleasure then who was he to complain, even if it was from a rather unusual source?

Having a mouth sensitive to pleasure seemed like a small price to pay. And if sucking his fingers while masturbating made him feel good now then was it really that bad? He wasn’t hurting anyone, and… it had felt really good.

Giggling again, blushing at just the memory of the bright pleasure, lips throbbing, Harper slipped out of his cum soaked panties and snuggled under his covers. Exhausted, he forced himself to sit up and reach for his phone, flicking on the second audio file Ms Venatrix had given him.

The soft drone and static began to play, the whispers almost chanting in the background. His mind drifted as the sounds settled into his mind, and he could almost still feel his fingers in his mouth as dreams came for him, a craving, a hunger, an emptiness longing to be sated.


Six

“Fuck!” Harper said.

He had slept through his first alarm, pressing snooze to go back to sleep, content in forgotten dreams, lulled by the whispers that were still fogging his thoughts, and now he realised that if he didn’t hurry he would be late.

Knowing he’d need to cut his morning routine short he jumped out of bed and dashed through the bathroom to wash his face and get ready. As he flicked the light on he realised he was still in the stockings and suspenders from the night before, and, seeing himself, he felt a sense of joy, a thrill of pleasure at how cute he looked. He paused for just a second to press his thighs together, delighting in the caress of the silk stockings.

His lips tingled. If only he hadn’t slept in he might have had time for…

“Focus!” Harper said.

He didn’t have time to waste. He used the bathroom, rushing through his morning rituals, then set to getting dressed.

He looked over the new clothes he had been gifted and a thought occurred to him, making him giggle and blush. On a whim, reassuring himself that it was just to save time, Harper picked up a pair of black panties and slipped them on. He was late, so getting undressed out of his stockings just to get dressed again would risk making him even later, so… why not just go with it, and wear matching underwear?

With his lingerie on Harper picked out a pair of trousers, tight, black, and slipped them on. The material was sheer, stretchy, yet it slid up his stocking-clad thighs easily, a shiver running up his spine.

As he tugged them into place he felt a swell of joy at how they made his legs and ass look, and he realised that had he changed into his usual underwear he’d have been forced to change. As tight as these trousers were his cotton boxers would have bunched up and looked ugly, and they would have been really uncomfortable. With panties though, the trousers fit neatly, and the sheer material of the stockings and panties meant that the tight-fitting trousers were even more comfortable than he’d been expecting.

Grinning, pleased at his unexpected fortune, he picked out a slim-fitting vest in white, and a loose white shirt, the material a silky satin. As he slipped the shirt on he realised the buttons were on the wrong way, and it took him a moment to do it up, his fingers clumsy with habit.

Once dressed he checked himself in the mirror.

“Not bad…” He said, smiling.

He looked… good. With the tight black trousers and the flowing silk shirt, he looked cute and androgynous, almost feminine.

“But maybe…”

Not quite content Harper adjusted his shirt. He undid two of the buttons at the top so the collar fell open, and folded the sleeves up to three-quarter length, then he untucked it, tucking only the front it, so it looked messy-chic.

“Perfect.” He said

He looked… kind of hot. Harper could not resist the urge to give a little wiggle and he blushed at the sight of himself looking so cute, feeling flirty. He giggled, the sound coming unconsciously now. His head was foggy and his thoughts were clumsy, lingering traces of sleep slowing his mind.

Happy with how he looked, he slipped on a pair of low-heeled boots and then grabbed his bag and his wallet, keys, phone, before realising that his trousers didn’t have pockets.

“Huh…” Harper muttered his confusion, frowning.

Pockets would ruin the way the trousers fit and sat he figured, so he guessed it made sense, but still it was annoying. He shook his head. Too late to get changed now, and even if he’d had time he figured looking good for work was more important than having pockets, and he had a bag so really it wasn’t that inconvenient.

Shaking his head, flustered at being late, Harper headed out to work. As he walked his low heels clicked, the sound almost comforting, and, feeling stressed, anxious about maybe being late again, he reached without thinking into his bag for a hard candy lollipop.

He unwrapped it, then popped it into his mouth, sucking, licking, and immediately he felt the swell of familiar pleasure, numbing his mind, soothing him. Quiet whispers stirred in the back of his mind and he quickened his step, trying his best to make up for sleeping in.
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“Good morning Harper. You’re looking… well, you’re looking rather fetching today, but also flustered. Are you feeling okay?” Ms Venatrix said as she stepped out of her elevator.

Harper looked up and smiled. Her compliments always meant so much to him. He popped the lollipop he was sucking on out of his mouth with a pop and stifled a quiet moan of delight at the rush of sensations, shifting in his seat as his cock throbbed.

“I… Yes, Ms Venatrix. Just… I was running a little late this morning is all, but I didn’t want to disappoint you. Your coffee is ready for you, freshly brewed and piping hot.”

Harper smiled as Ms Venatrix thanked him. She stopped just in front of his desk for a moment, looked down at him, smiling, examining him.

“I must say your outfit today is lovely too. Much more what I want to see from my personal assistant. Are those some of the clothes I gifted you?”

Harper nodded, told her that they were. He told her how grateful he was for her generosity but Ms Venatrix told him there was no need to thank her.

“Reward for a job well done yesterday. If you continue to impress me there’ll be many more gifts for you. Consider it a perk of the position, and a reward for working to become the perfect assistant for me.”

Harper smiled and blushed.

“Which reminds me. I have something else for you.”

Ms Venatrix turned to rummage in the bag she was carrying, and pulled out a paper bag, dropped it on Harper’s desk with a big grin on her face.

“For you. I saw how much you were enjoying them yesterday and I wanted to show you how I approve of the work you’re putting in to kick that nasty habit. They’re a speciality I had to go out of my way to get for you but… I think you’ll enjoy them.”

Ms Venatrix winked at Harper, and he blushed, giggled. He leaned forward and opened the bag, found dozens of hard candy lollipops in various colours and flavours. He felt touched by the thoughtful gesture. Ms Venatrix was so busy and she barely knew him. He was just an employee, but she was making such an effort with him.

Maybe he really was beginning to make a positive impression on her.

“Thank you.” He said. “I really appreciate it, but… you’ve already given me so much. You don’t need…”

Ms Venatrix held up one hand to silence him.

“I know I don’t need to, but I want to. You’re my assistant. We’re in a partnership. I take care of you so you can take care of me, and I can see how hard you’re working to become better for me, so I want to reward and encourage you. That’s all. I just hope you enjoy them.”

Harper smiled. He nodded.

“Of course. They look delicious.” He said.
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And they were delicious. Though Harper’s third day at his new job was not as stressful or as frantic or as busy as his first two, he was still busy with both the workload and trying to get up to speed with his various tasks and duties.

Yet he found it easier than ever to avoid biting his nails. Not only did he know that he was impressing his boss, the woman he had admired for years, Ms Venatrix, but also he was finding the alternative to be a great source of relief and pleasure.

The new candy lollipops Ms Venatrix had gifted him were delicious, sweet and juicy, and as he sucked on them he found they left a lasting, pleasant tingle on his lips and tongue, a fizzing that faded only slowly, but that became more intense as the day passed and he sucked on more of them.

He kept himself busy, focussing on work while idly sucking away on the lollipops, distractedly working them in and out of his pursed, wet, candy-stained lips, licking, sucking, teasing his mouth, the dull ache of pleasure making him squirm, his panties and stockings so sensual beneath his tight clothes.

At lunch, he went out to fetch food for himself and Ms Venatrix, and coffee, and seeing Reagan and Paris he made sure to say hello, greeting them with a smile and a giggle as they told him how much they loved his new outfit and look.

“It’s so much more you!” Reagan said.

“I can definitely see now why Ms Venatrix has kept you around. She’s quite particular with her assistants but seeing you today I’d say you were an ideal fit.” Paris said.

Harper blushed, grinning, not quite sure why their comments made him feel so flush and embarrassed, but also savouring the emotions for the warmth they left in his chest and belly. As he carried the coffee and food back to the office his mind wandered over the last three days.

On his first day, everyone had been so surprised by his appearance and him, but now they were all so… complimentary. Everyone was being so kind and sweet and they all seemed to see something in him that hadn’t been there before.

What had changed?

He certainly felt happier. Was that it? Was it his work, the sense of satisfaction knowing he was doing a good job and making a good impression? Or was it the files Ms Venatrix had him listen to at night?

He had definitely got a firm grip on his nail-biting habit, and she said they would help make him better at his job too, so maybe it was that? Maybe the files were just helping him shed bad habits?

He smiled at the thought. Was it really that simple?

He didn’t have much time to dwell on it though. As he dropped off Ms Venatrix’s lunch and coffee and settled back at his desk to eat his lunch, he put the problem of what had changed to one side. He was just happy that something had changed.

Whatever it was, it meant he was doing better at his job, that he was a better fit as Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant, and it meant that he was happier. For that, he was very glad.
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Harper left the office just after six, after a relatively uneventful, though busy afternoon. His journey home was busy, traffic bustling, and he couldn’t help but notice a subtle change in how people saw him, how they treated him.

People smiled at him more, were just a little friendlier, and he smiled back without thinking, where normally he would have retreated into himself, desperate to get home. It felt nice, soothing, and so he arrived home with a smile on his face, feeling refreshed though he’d spent the whole day at work.

He made himself dinner first, and then proceeded through to the shower to wash off the day’s sweat and grime. It was only as he undressed that a thought from the night before reoccurred to him.

Slipping his legs out of his trousers, seeing them clad in his stockings, he couldn’t help but notice what little body hair he had, poking out around his skimpy panties, pressed flat against his thighs beneath his stockings, poking out in places through the sheer satin material.

Though he looked good, and felt good, he couldn’t help but wonder if he wouldn’t look and feel better if he were smooth, more like a girl, a woman. He paused, wondering if he dare. What would people think?

But then no one would know, and he was curious. Was he really going to wear the stockings and panties again though?

There were so many in the box Ms Venatrix had gifted him, not just black but white and pink and red, and there was nothing else he could realistically do with them, was there? So he might as well get some use out of them…

Plus, if he were to wear the trousers that Ms Venatrix had given him, the trousers that had earned him so much praise and so many compliments today, the trousers that he looked, and felt, so good in, then he’d need better underwear than his boxers or they’d bunch up unattractively and uncomfortably.

So then, wearing the panties made sense, since they were comfortable and practical. And if he was wearing the panties then why not the stockings, since they too felt good. No one would know and if they made him happy, made him feel confident to do his job well, to present his best self, then what was the harm?

With the idea settled upon Harper slipped out of his lingerie and jumped into the shower, grabbing his razor and his shaving soap to begin the task of making himself smooth.
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It took longer than Harper had been expecting, despite the fact that he was far from hirsute, since he wanted to make sure that he got everywhere. The razor slid over soapy calves and thighs, over Harper’s butt, around his cock, and he took extra special care to shave around his balls and along his butt-crack, not wanting to knick himself.

He was, however, eventually done, and as he rinsed off the last of the soap he couldn’t help but smile, certain that the time and effort had been worth it. With his body utterly smooth now, completely soft, looking down at himself, wet and soapy, he couldn’t help but smile, a well-spring of joy and giddy happiness. He was… pretty, sexy, cute.

“Why did I never do this before?”

Harper couldn’t help but wonder why he’d never tried this before. He’d always been so self-conscious about his small figure, slim and short and slight, his dainty features, his relatively hairless body, had always been awkward about the fact that as a man he wasn’t very masculine, so he’d always felt like he was trying, and failing, to fit in.

Now though it was like his new job had given him the freedom to step outside the bounds society had put on him as a man, and he didn’t need to try to fit some standard of masculinity any more. He could just be, could just do what felt right, what felt comfortable, what made him happy.

And in that moment, looking down at his soft, delicate, feminine body, he really was happy. With that thought in mind, a sense of excitement and joy, he set to washing, soaping his hands and running them over his smooth, soft, sensitive legs, soaping his ass, his crack, his chest, washing his face, neck, arms, before finally washing his smooth, hairless cock.

It felt so different now, looked so much prettier and cuter. As he washed he felt a throb of pleasure, and Harper bit down on his bottom lip to feel that familiar ache of bliss that he was becoming so addicted to, only…

It was even more intense now. All day he’d been feeling it, sucking on the hard candy lollipops Ms Venatrix had given him, his lips and tongue tingling, but now, without the sweetness of the candy or his work to distract him, he could really feel it.

His lips were even more sensitive, throbbing with a bright bolt of pleasure, and… were they plumper? Harper felt a surge of panic. Maybe he was allergic to something in those candies, maybe…

But he’d had so many of them, and he didn’t feel ill. If anything he felt better than usual. So maybe it was all just in his head, a side effect of the sugar?

It was easy to distract himself from the thoughts though as he touched himself, his cock swelling, hardening, and he bit down even harder on his bottom lip. He stroked his cock slowly, teasing, and began to work his hips, falling easily into his usual rhythm.

He stroked, slowly, gradually building up speed, the soap and water making his cock slippery and sensitive. His breath quickened and pleasure blossomed, but… something felt off.

As Harper worked his hand faster, tightening his grip, breathing hard, he could feel his pleasure swelling, his release nearing, and yet it never came. There was something wrong. He continued for several more minutes, alternating rhythm and pace, but all to no avail.

He couldn’t cum...

Frustrated, Harper gave up, rinsed off, and stepped out of the shower. As he dried off he saw the collection of beauty products he’d stored in his bathroom, gifts from Ms Venatrix, free samples given to the magazine that she’d passed on to him.

Amongst them was a body moisturiser.

Harper had never used anything like that before, but… he’d also never shaved his entire body before. His skin, now dry, did feel a little tight, so moisturiser wouldn’t hurt, would it?

Curious about how it would feel, Harper grabbed the pot and set to work, smearing his whole body in the delicate, sweet-smelling lotion, the touch of his slippery hands doing nothing to calm his raging, frustrated erection. He whimpered as he caressed himself, nibbling on his bottom lip, and as he did that he felt his pleasure mount.

Then something clicked. He remembered the joy today of sucking those hard candies, the pleasure of last night. Maybe…

Harper giggled, blushing. He had an idea.
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After last night’s intense pleasure, it only stood to reason that repeating it all would allow him to cum, right? So, Harper had set about repeating last night, with a few fun extras to enhance his fun.

He slipped on a set of lingerie, stockings, panties, and a suspender belt, in black again, the thought of wearing the pink or white or red exciting him but also making him squirm. He wasn’t quite ready for that yet—but then he realised he’d phrased the thought yet, as though he assumed that he would, eventually, be willing to wear those. Just what was happening to him?

He didn’t want to waste time dwelling on thoughts though. After the day he’d had, the pleasure of sucking on those hard candy lollipops all day, then getting home and shaving his body, being smooth, touching himself but being unable to find release, he was feeling very horny, his cock throbbing, an aching desperate need to cum.

Then, feeling just a little adventurous, he slipped on a pair of black high heels, the thrill of wearing them making his head spin. Dressed, he made his way through to his bedroom, tottering slightly but finding pleasure in the way the heels made him stand, the way they made his legs look longer, made his ass and hips seem fuller, more curvaceous.

He wasted no time shutting the door though, too focussed on what was to come to worry about being caught. He lived on his own after all. It was his apartment, if he wanted to have a little fun then where was the harm in that?

Climbing up onto the bed, settling onto his knees in a kneeling position, Harper closed his eyes and let his mind drift. Fantasies flooded his mind. With how smooth and pretty and delicate he felt, with what he was wearing, with the day of feeling cute he’d had, it was easy to return to the thoughts from last night.

He was a hot, cute, sexy girl, a woman, and he was just going to touch himself, explore his body, feel how pretty and sensual it was, explore it and the pleasure there was within it.

Harper giggled, blushing, and let his hands begin to roam. They teased over his legs, stocking-clad, smooth and silky, then over the bare skin of his upper thighs.

His cock quickly grew hard, but for now at least he ignored it, focussed instead on the greater pleasure of his body. He bit his bottom lip, moaning, and let one hand roam around to his ass, squeezing, as one roamed up over his chest, teasing over his nipples.

He could barely think, his mouth throbbing, lips and tongue fizzing, aching, and it was not long before the urge became too much, the hunger for more overwhelming him. With the hand on his chest content to tease over his hard nipples, Harper lifted the other to his mouth, parting his wet, aching lips slightly, extending his tongue, and… he began to lick his fingers.

Harper acted on instinct, licking his index and middle fingers, lapping at them, and the pleasure swelled. Even the hard candy lollipops had never felt this good. This was new, and he wanted more.

Harper pressed his fingers against his tongue, against his lips, and he sucked, hard, taking his fingers slowly into his mouth. The pleasure swelled and he moaned, loudly, cock throbbing in his panties.

He was just a hot, slutty girl, sucking on her fingers, teasing her nipples, having fun. It felt good, bright joy, heady bliss, addictive pleasure.

Harper pressed his fingers deeper, into his mouth, the hot wet confines, lips sealing closed as he sucked, tongue lapping, teasing, and he felt his whole body aching with the bliss of it. He took his fingers deeper, the pleasure so much greater than the small pleasure he took from the hard candy lollipops.

His cock was throbbing, so hard it hurt, and with his other hand he pinched his nipples. He pressed his fingers deeper, the soft warm flesh of them pressing against his lips and tongue so much more intense than the hard candy.

There was something so wrong and dirty about what he was doing, dressed sexy, smooth, acting like a slut, and as he pressed the tips of his fingers at the back of his throat he felt the pleasure swell, becoming more intense, mouth watering, drool running down his chin.

Harper suppressed the urge to gag and pressed his fingers deeper. His mind spun, new pleasure bursting through him, all of it centred on his mouth. He imagined himself as a hot girl, dressed in sexy black lingerie, in heels, on her knees, her lips and tongue working, sucking, teasing…

Cock.

That thought sent a new wave of bliss through Harper and he felt his pleasure rise to even greater heights.

He pinched his nipple harder, took his fingers deeper, sucking, lapping with his tongue. He choked for a moment, then felt his fingers slip into his throat. It was easier than he’d thought it would be, and it felt better than he could ever have imagined.

It was as though his entire mouth was an erogenous zone, tingling, sensitive, bright with heady joy. He sucked, letting his spit drool over his chin, and he imagined himself as a hot girl, on her knees, sexy, sucking a cock.

That thought combined with the pleasure he was already feeling sent his body and mind reeling. His cock throbbed, swelling, and Harper sucked hard, lips, tongue, throat all buzzing with pleasure as he came, cumming hard, cumming while he played with his nipples, sucking his fingers, having never even touched his cock.

His dick pulsed as he pictured sucking a fat, hard, throbbing cock, and the image only intensified the pleasure. He sucked hard, sensations reaching a giddy crescendo, and then, as his climax began to subside, he collapsed back on his bed, pulled his fingers, slowly, teasingly, out of his mouth.

Harper’s head was spinning, drunk on the release, and his hand moved almost on its own, still lost in fantasy, being a sexy girl on her knees, sucking cock, having her mouth fucked. His hand slipped down to his panties, slipped beneath the waistband, and he felt the cooling puddle of his spunk staining his underwear.

He smiled as he ran his fingers through it, scooping up as much as he could, and without hesitating, not daring to wait too long in case he stopped himself, driven by impulse and longing and hunger and lust, curious, head full of whispers, Harper raised his fingers to his mouth again and sucked them clean.

The cum was warm on his tongue, the taste better than he had expected, almost sweet, like candy, and he moaned as he swallowed it. He wanted more.

Giddy, buzzing, Harper closed his eyes, smiling, content and happy. He was exhausted.

His thoughts and emotions spun out, fixating on what he had just done, how it had felt, and it was almost as though he could feel new connections forming in his brain. He licked his lips, the taste of his cum lingering there, and a throb of pleasure, bright and urgent and hungry, coursed through him.

He could feel sleep coming for him, and he did not resist it, but before it took him he shifted, reached out to his phone to click play on another of the files that Ms Venatrix had given him. They were helping him be better, and he wanted to be better. The whispers and the droning static began to play and Harper smiled, a sigh of contentment, and he wondered, idly, without worry, what was happening to him.


Seven

The next day was almost routine. Harper woke with his alarm and set about his morning routine, yet his head felt fuzzy, his body hot, aching in a way that was not unpleasant.

He smiled as he moved around his apartment, dressed in just his lingerie, body smooth, enjoying the thrill of being so pretty and soft and feminine, and he only dressed at the last moment, relishing the sense of exposure and exhibitionism at wandering around in only sexy lingerie and heels so early in the morning—he knew it was only him at home, that he was safe, and he kept the blinds and curtains drawn, yet still, it was new and exhilarating. He chose a pair of tight grey trousers, the material a stretchy wool that hugged his thighs and ass, giving him curves, and a baggy black sweater that hung off one shoulder, short in the body so that it fell barely to his waist.

As he checked himself in the mirror he smiled. He looked…

“Cute!” Harper said, giggling.

He turned and posed, and saw that with the tight trousers on, and the short sweater, his ass would always be on display. The thought excited him, making his cock throb, and he bit his bottom lip, body aching.

He felt so much more comfortable in what he was wearing compared to his boring, drab suit, and he knew that Ms Venatrix approved of his change in style. Why hadn’t he been bolder from the start?

The thought floated for a moment. Harper had always been frustrated by men’s clothes, the limited selection of fabrics and styles and prints, the way they made him feel and look, but he’d always felt trapped. Now though, it was as though someone had given him a push, or permission, to step outside of his cage. He felt free to explore and express himself.

What had changed? Was it just his new job, Ms Venatrix’s encouragement? Yet, it felt deeper than that. It was almost as though a secret part of Harper that he’d kept locked away had suddenly been released, but how…

Harper giggled, shaking his head. He didn’t need to worry about that now. He was going to be late if he just stood around staring at himself in the mirror, worrying. He had so many more fun and important things to be getting on with.

Checking his ass one last time, grinning as he thanked Ms Venatrix silently for the panties she’d included in the box she’d gifted him. Without them he’d have been left with ugly visible underwear under his tight trousers, spoiling the shape and curve of his ass, and he’d have hated to have had the curve spoiled.
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Harper’s day at work was more of the same. He spent much of the time learning the processes he needed to become acquainted with, but he was finally beginning to feel like he was making headway, forging a path to understanding.

Ms Venatrix worked in her office, a day free of meetings, though she made a point to greet Harper as she arrived and she offered him a compliment over his choice of outfit. Harper blushed at her words, giggling.

“Thank you.” He said.

“And… have you changed something else? Your look seemed subtly different. Something in your eyes or… I’m not sure what it is, but whatever it is keep doing it. You look very pretty today.” She said.

Harper felt a thrill run down his spine at those words. She’d called him pretty, and he’d liked it.

As Ms Venatrix had vanished into her office Harper had dashed off to the toilets to look in the mirror, examining his face for what Ms Venatrix had seen. He hadn’t done anything different so what did she…

And then he noticed it, and he blushed, grinning.

There was something different about him, something subtle, maybe not even there, but, staring at himself, Harper could see, maybe, what Ms Venatrix had meant. There was a glow to his cheeks, a look of happiness, a joy, an inner light that was shining through. His cheeks were rosy, and his smile was radiant, and…

Harper leaned closer to the mirror, pouted. He giggled, blushing, a fluttering in his belly.

Were his lips plumper? They looked… fatter maybe, wetter, softer, more pillowy.

He lifted one hand up, teasing a fingertip over his lips. He shivered, a bolt of bliss running down his spine, and he whimpered, softly. It felt so good.

He felt his cock throb, beginning to harden, and without thinking he pressed his finger between his lips, sucking softly. He was hot, flustered, suddenly horny. And his lips did feel fuller. How? What had caused that?

He thought about what had happened to him recently, mind drifting as he sucked gently on his fingertips, teasing with his tongue and lips, moaning in delight.

The files couldn’t have caused this, could they? But then… they had encouraged him to change his habit, to stop biting his nails and to instead suck on hard candy lollipops. Maybe all that sucking had caused his lips to swell up?

Or… what about those hard candy lollipops Ms Venatrix had given him? They had made his lips tingle, had made them more sensitive, so perhaps there was an active ingredient in them?

That thought made Harper’s cock throb harder. The idea that candy could make his lips more sensitive, plumper, fuller, sexier. He sucked his finger and felt a sudden craving, a need.

He wanted candy. But… not just candy.

He remembered last night, how he had played with his mouth, fucking it with his fingers, sucking, teasing, lips, tongue, throat. And he remembered tasting and swallowing his own cum.

His belly clenched. Had his cum made his lips swell? Could you be allergic to your own cum? But if it had made his lips swell up what would more of it do?

And that, the thought of more cum, having his mouth filled, swallowing, made his head spin. He sucked harder on his fingers, moaned, pressing them deeper.

He wanted…

Harper needed to get back to work before he got too distracted. He had things to do.

Pulling his fingers from his mouth, an audible pop, a sense of loss, craving more, Harper tidied himself up. He was horny, distracted, flustered, but he needed to make a good impression, needed to work hard.

And there was always candy to distract himself with. The thought made his lips throb, and made his cravings worse.
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The rest of Harper’s day was, thankfully, relatively uneventful. He fetched coffee and lunch, saying hi to his co-workers and the faces he recognised, receiving more than a few compliments on his outfit and his new look.

Each time he thanked the person who had noticed, blushing, giggling, and it made him wonder if it was that obvious that he was changing. And… who was he becoming?

Yet, he was happy and cheerful, so he tried not to dwell on it too much. He had work to focus on. He needed to make a good impression and, so far, with the exception of his first day, he was doing just that.

Harper toiled away, struggling to focus at times, his mind drifting back to last night, his fingers, his cum, the fantasy of being a hot girl on her knees, sucking… and each time he had to force himself to focus on the task at hand. He just needed to focus until he could go home and do something to calm himself down until he could satisfy his cravings.

Time passed at an achingly slow rate though, and so he stared at his screen, concentrating as best as he could, sucking on candy lollipop after candy lollipop, savouring the sweet taste, lips tight, tongue lapping, swallowing, mouth buzzing with pleasure. He squirmed, head fuzzy, using candy to keep the cravings and fantasies at bay.

But it was not enough.

So it was that by the time the day was finished, Harper was a distracted, horny mess. As Ms Venatrix left her office Harper was shifting in his seat, fidgeting, squirming, sucking on a candy lollipop, staring at his screen but thinking about what he was going to do when he got home.

“Are you okay Harper?” Ms Venatrix asked.

Harper looked up, startled. He had been so distracted he’d not realised she had left her office, that it was time to go home. He forced himself to sit still, tried to calm himself and regain his composure.

What if she realised why he was so distracted? What if she realised he was horny at work, hard at work, that he’d been struggling to focus on his work? The thought made him blush.

He pulled his candy lollipop out from his lips, his mouth reluctant to let it go so that it left with an audible, wet, pop. The pleasure of it teasing his lips as it left his mouth made him shudder, cock throbbing.

“I must say you really seem to have taken to those candies.” Ms Venatrix said, smiling. “But they’re a big improvement over biting your nails, so well done. If you keep this up I might even reward you with a manicure when your nails grow back. Wouldn't that be nice? Have your nails done, maybe have them painted. I always think nails look so cute when painted a bright colour.”

Harper’s head spun. As horny and lust drunk as he was he couldn’t think straight, yet… the idea of colourful nails, something to make him even cuter appealed, so he nodded.

“I… thank you.” He said.

Ms Venatrix just smiled, watching him for a moment, as though amused by something he was doing. Harper squirmed under her gaze, flustered, grinning, and he giggled.

“However… I have noticed that today you were a little… distracted. You have looked flustered all afternoon too. Is everything alright? Are you ill?”

Ms Venatrix’s tone was soft, curious, but also oddly knowing. Had she realised why Harper was distracted? Was he in trouble? Was he going to be fired? Was she…

“I… no, I’m fine, just tired. But maybe I have a little bit of a cold? I’m sorry. I’ll try not to let it affect my work tomorrow. And I can stay late to make up for it if you’d like?”

Ms Venatrix shook her head.

“There’s no need to worry about making it up. You’ve worked hard the last two days so you’re further ahead than I expected, and if you need to make anything up to me we can see to that tomorrow. For now, just get home and get some sleep. If you’re ill tomorrow, stay home, and get better, but if not then I’ll expect you to be more focused while at work from now on, understand?”

Harper nodded.

“I… yes.”

Ms Venatrix’s smile widened. There was a sparkle of mischief in her eyes.

“Good. Now, head home and have a lovely evening. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She said.

And with that she turned away and headed off towards the elevator, heading home. Harper blinked, frozen for a moment. What had she meant by how she’d said ‘lovely evening’?

[image: ]

Harper wasted no time once he was home. He showered and ate quickly, doing only the most basic of chores before settling down. He’d been thinking about this all day, being alone, finally being able to relieve the need and hunger and cravings.

He stripped off, stripped down to just his stockings and suspenders, before slipping on the heels he’d worn the day before, and then settled down on his bed with the gift he’d bought himself on the way home.

When the idea had occurred to him during work he’d felt almost shocked at it, how wrong and dirty he felt for even thinking it, but then it became lodged in his brain, and he knew there was no shifting it. He became almost obsessed, curious and fascinated, and daydreaming about it had only made him more distracted. He might have been able to resist the urge, but that Ms Venatrix had noticed his distraction had only encouraged him to do something about it.

Maybe if he satisfied his curiosity, maybe if he tried it, once, got it out of his system, he’d be able to focus on work. Maybe if he relieved all his pent-up desire and need and stress at home before going to sleep he’d be able to settle at work.

And so, while on his way home, Harper had stopped off at the adult store and he had bought himself a toy. A dildo. A lifelike, silicon cock.

Just scanning the shelves had excited him, the shame and nervousness and anticipation building, emotions and thoughts and fantasies, lips throbbing. It had taken Harper a while to find the one he wanted, the selection on offer overwhelming.

He had never realised there were so many varieties on offer, and at first he’d thought about getting something impossible, a strange colour and a generic shape so it wasn’t too lifelike, so it wasn’t too much like a real cock, but when he’s seen the lifelike ones he’d known he had to get one.

Just seeing them all in their packages, the flesh tones, the sculpted veins and flared heads, the balls, it had made his belly flutter and his mouth water. The thoughts from the night before had come flooding back. He’d never really thought about cock before, about sucking cock, but now it was a struggle to think about anything else.

He needed to see what it was like, safely, to satisfy his curiosity, so he could think straight, so he could do his job. That was why he was there. No other reason. It was to help him be better for work. Right?

So, finally, after much deliberation, he’d picked one in a natural pale skin tone, nothing too large and nothing too small, something that was described on the package as large without being terrifying, and Harper had blushed as he’d picked it up, realising how much larger it was than his dick. The shape of it, the weight of it, the veins and head, the attention to small details, it was… mesmerising, and he’d paid for it with shaking hands, unable to look at the pretty young cashier, a woman only a few years older than him.

“Oh, good choice. You’ll enjoy this one.” She had said. “It’s dual density and premium silicone, so it’s the next best thing to a real one. Hell, if you let it sit in a bowl of warm water for a bit and close your eyes you can almost imagine it is real.”

Harper had blushed, muttered a polite thanks, paid, and dashed out. Had she known it was for him? Was it that obvious he was buying a cock for himself? Did he look…

But then he’d got distracted, too excited to dwell on it. He had a cock and he couldn’t wait to get home and try it out.

Which is how he’d ended up on his bed, in lingerie and heels, almost naked, with his dildo washed and soaking in a bowl of hot water just like the sales assistant had suggested. He sat, squirming, waiting for it to heat up, aware that in only a few minutes he’d have it between his lips, sucking on it, and just the thought made his whole body throb with need, excitement, lust, and hunger.

Would it really feel that real? But then… how would he know, since Harper had never tried a real cock, and that thought just made his excitement for his toy cock swell.
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Harper reached out and dipped his hands into the bowl of warm water, picked up the silicone cock, and hefted its weight. It felt… real. The fleshy material, the dual density, the skin, the heat and the weight. It was almost as though he could feel it throbbing.

His mind spun, and he could not wait any longer. He needed to know what it felt like, needed to feel it.

Harper closed his eyes and lifted the cock to his lips and kissed the warm, wet, fleshy heat. His mouth buzzed with pleasure, and he whimpered. This was even better than his candy lollipops, even better than his fingers.

Harper pressed, pursing his lips into a wet, tight seal, and sucked. The thick, fleshy, hot cock forced his lips wider, stretching the tight seal of his mouth, and he forced it slowly in.

With his free hand, the hand that was not busy working the silicone cock into his mouth, Harper began to feel his body, smooth and soft and sensitive, buzzing with the pleasure that radiated out from his mouth. He stroked his legs, thighs, hips, ass, caressed his belly and chest, teased his nipples, but he avoided his dick. As hard and as throbbing as it was, as painful as his erection was, he felt almost avoidant of it, not daring to distract from the pleasure of his lips and tongue as they worked more and more of his dildo into his mouth.

He sucked, hard, lapping with his tongue, and began to fuck the silicone cock in and out of his mouth. Harper drooled, moaning, and his dick pulsed in delight.

His mind spun, and the pleasure formed new connections in his brain and body, addictive and corrupting. How had he never known his mouth could feel so good? How had he never realised that sucking cock felt so amazing, so right?

With his eyes closed it was easy to imagine himself as a hot, sexy girl in lingerie, in heels, sucking on a cock. The dildo was so real, warm and fleshy, the shape of it perfect down to even the last details, and it was easy to lose himself to the fantasy.

In his mind, Harper was sucking a real cock, the fat, thick, long, throbbing hot cock of some faceless person. It didn’t matter who they were, or what they looked like. The only thing that mattered was their cock, their thick, long, hot, throbbing cock.

Harper sucked hard, taking the cock deeper, and he felt the head press at the back of his throat, the urge to gag. His dick swelled, harder, body aching with pleasure greater than he had ever known. It was more intense, more brilliant, and more joyful than anything he’d experienced before, and he wanted, needed, more.

He pressed the cock on, the thick head forcing his throat wide, and he began to choke before… something clicked. New instincts, new needs, new talents kicked in. He felt his throat relax and the gagging subside. He pressed the silicone cock deeper and forced his head down and he felt his throat open.

The pleasure burst through him as his throat was fucked. It was mind-shattering.

His lips, fat and plump and sensitive, and his tongue, buzzed with joy. His throat opened, swallowing the cock, and there was new bliss, addictive, delicious, wonderful.

Harper held the dildo in place for a moment, letting his mouth and throat adjust. He couldn’t breathe, he was drooling, head spinning, cock aching, desperate to cum, but none of it mattered. Only the pleasure in his lips and tongue and throat mattered.

As he got used to the sensations he began to move his head up and down, fucking his face onto the cock. He took it deep, filling his throat, feeling it stretch, choking, and his lips hit the base, the balls. He held it there for a moment, lack of air making his head spin, then pulled back.

He gasped, delight, joy, dizzy, and he sucked, chin wet with spit. His mouth throbbed. He pinched his nipples, hard, whimpering.

He took one deep breath and then he forced his head down again, swallowing the cock, letting his throat clench down on it, tongue and lips stimulated, so sensitive it was enough to make him cry out in delight, the noise muffled by cock.

He was a hot slut, on her knees, sucking cock, desperate for cum. He fucked his mouth with his dildo, deeper, harder, faster, and the pleasure of it was corrupting him.

Harper moaned, drunk on the pleasure of it, and he knew this would never be enough. This was not a one-time thing to satisfy his curiosity. He needed this. He craved it. He wanted more. He was… he was a cock-slut, a cum-slut, and his mouth was made to be used, fucked.

Had he always been like this? Was that why he liked biting his nails? Why he found it so relaxing? Or had his new habit, those candy lollipops, awoken something in him?

What was happening to him? Who was he?

But none of those questions mattered. All that mattered was the pleasure, cock, cum.

As Harper fucked his mouth, lips, throat, tongue, he could feel his bliss building. He toyed with his nipples and he bobbed his head up and down as he used his hand to work the silicone cock in and out of his mouth.

His cock swelled, aching, throbbing, and the pleasure reached new heights. All he could think about was cock, cum, being on his knees, being a cum-slut.

And then Harper felt it. As he took the dildo deep, the warm, thick, fleshy meat of it stretching his throat, he felt it.

His cock swelled. He pinched his nipples. He whimpered.

And then he was cumming. He was cumming, hard, cock pulsing, jet after jet of spunk shot over his bed.

Harper choked on his cock, imagined it throbbing, cumming in his mouth, throat, filling him with cum as he swallowed, and he ached to feel that, taste it.

He came, over and over, new pleasure surging through him, and he dropped his hand from his nipples to his cock, catching the last of his climax in his open palm.

As his orgasm subsided, his head dizzy from lack of oxygen. He slipped the silicone cock out of his throat slowly, teasing it over his tongue and lips, and the head popped out and he gasped, breathing deep.

“Fuck…”

Harper giggled. He felt… blissful, but there was something missing.

He opened his eyes and looked down, to his bed sheets covered in spunk, his hand full of his cum.

Smiling, he lifted his hand to his mouth and he licked and sucked, capturing every last drop of cum, and let it sit in his mouth for a moment. A shiver ran down his spine, the thrill and joy and taste of it satisfying a deep longing, a primal hunger.

Harper swallowed, the sticky warmth of it settling in his belly. Grinning, giggling, he put his toy cock to one side and then dropped to all fours and began to lick the spray of cum from his sheets, tongue and lips buzzing, his whole body thrumming with pleasure.

Harper licked his sheets clean, lapping and sucking up every last drop of cum, his hunger sated but not quite satisfied. His head floated, belly fluttering. The thought of more cum made his whole body thrum with need.

He was tired, satisfied, but still… he wanted more. Harper had hoped that playing with a fake cock, satisfying his curiosity, would ease the need in him, but it had just made it worse. He just had to hope that sleep would help settle him or tomorrow was going to be a very, very difficult and distracted day.


Eight

Dreams of cock and cum plagued Harper’s sleep, and the whispers from the file he listened to as he slept seemed to stalk him, a thrumming, aching need in him that grew worse and worse. He imagined himself as a slut, in lingerie, on her knees, with big puffy cock-sucking lips, a cock in his mouth, fucking between his lips, cumming, swallowing, the salty tang of spunk. He imagined worshipping a flesh and blood cock, making it cum, drinking it.

He woke even hornier than he had been when he’d gone to sleep. He rolled over, head fuzzy, and switched off his alarm and the file he’d been listening to while he slept before rolling onto his back.

He could feel his cock, hard, aching, and his lips tingled, a void in his mouth, craving something. There was no way he’d be able to focus on work like this.

“I need to be my best…” Harper said, sleepy.

Still not quite awake, unable to resist, Harper rolled over and grabbed the silicone cock he’d bought yesterday. He’d washed it after playing with it, and it was cool to the touch now, but he needed to be quick so there was no time to warm it up.

Aching, hungry, Harper brought it to his lips, kissing the head before slipping it into his mouth. Immediately he felt relief, pleasure. He began to fuck his face, whimpering in delight.

He fucked it deep, dreams of being a cum-slut still bright in his mind. He sucked, licked, fucked his throat. He did not linger on the pleasure, but worked rather to satisfy his addiction and quell his burning appetite. He fucked his face, quick, efficient, hard, fast, and it was not long before he was cumming, his cock throbbing without being touched, cumming from just fucking his face with a fake cock and fantasising about being on his knees worshipping a prick. It was getting easier and easier to cum from just playing with his mouth, and his cock was becoming less and less the source of his pleasure.

With his horniness somewhat abated, Harper pulled the silicone cock from his mouth and set to clean up his mess, scooping up the cum from his belly, swallowing it all with a moan of delight and a smile, before getting up. Maybe now he’d be able to focus on work. If that was all he needed to do then it wasn’t so bad, was it?

He could get up early, fuck his face with his dildo, eat his cum, then go to work with a clear head. He blushed and giggled as he thought about his new routine. With that thought in his mind, excited by the thought that tomorrow was the weekend and he could spend all day experimenting with his new toy, Harper rose and set about his morning routine.

He washed, had breakfast, and then got ready, dressing in a set of black lingerie. The act of putting on stockings, suspenders, panties was almost normal now, and required if he was going to wear his new skinny, tight, figure-hugging trousers. He wore a pair of off-white trousers today, and a light grey silk shirt, the cut loose and flowing. The last touch was a linen jacket, dark grey, the material light and soft, the cut feminine and flattering.

Checking himself in the mirror Harper smiled. He was really glad for the box Ms Venatrix had gifted him. It had helped him discover a newfound love of clothes and fashion, and being able to dress better had helped him settle into his job. If only there was a way he could thank her.

He wondered on that, on whether it was inappropriate or not to buy his new boss a gift, as he slipped on his heeled boots and grabbed his bag.

“Maybe I can buy her something over the weekend?” Harper said to himself.

But then, what could he buy Ms Venatrix that she couldn’t buy herself? He’d need to give her something special. Something she couldn’t give herself. But what?
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Harper arrived early for work and settled in, desperate to make up for his distracted performance yesterday. The play this morning had helped, and his head was clearer. Sure, he was still distracted, thoughts of sucking, playing with his mouth, exploring the new delights of his silicone cock, his newfound addiction to his cum, but they were quiet and easy to ignore, and his cravings were less.

He made sure to pick Ms Venatrix's coffee up just before she was due to arrive, making sure it was fresh and hot, and he chatted briefly with Paris and Reagan. They were again very complimentary about his outfit and his changed look, and he blushed, giggling, noticing how differently he reacted to compliments now. He enjoyed them now.

“Thanks.” He said.

“So you’ll be back next week?” Reagan said.

Harper nodded.

“I… I think so. And I hope so. I think the rest of the week has gone well. Ms Venatrix seems happy with my progress.” He said.

Reagan and Paris looked at each other, exchanging an almost knowing smile. They looked back to Harper and nodded.

“I bet she is. You looked great, happy and confident and… your smile is so much brighter and you move with a lot more grace. If your performance in your job is even half as impressive as the transformation to how you dress and present yourself then you’ve got it in the bag.” Paris said.

“Just do your best.” Reagan said. “We knew her last personal assistant pretty well, and given what we’ve seen over the last few days, I’d say you were a perfect fit for Ms Venatrix.”

Harper blushed, thanked them both for their comments.

“Well, I just hope I see you next week then.” He said.

Paris and Reagan nodded.

“See you next week.” Paris said.

And Harper left with the fresh coffee, headed up to wait for Ms Venatrix’s arrival. He settled down to focus on work, but… his mind kept trying to wander. Paris and Reagan were both pretty cute. He wondered what it’d be like to hang out with them more.

He felt his lips ache, and without thinking he took out one of the hard candy lollipops Ms Venatrix had given him, popping it into his mouth to suck while he daydreamed, checking the day’s calendar to organise Ms Venatrix’s day. Were the pair dating, or were they single? They’d been very friendly and complimentary. Maybe Harper should chat with them more next week. He’d definitely like to see more of them.

As he sucked on his lollipop he felt an ache and a hunger rousing in him. He wondered if…

“Good morning Harper.” Ms Venatrix said. “You look lovely today.”

Harper snapped back to reality, looked up, saw Ms Venatrix looming over him. The day was only just starting and he was already getting distracted. This was bad…

“I.. morning. Thank you. I… I have coffee.” Harper was stuttering.

Had Ms Venatrix noticed he was daydreaming? Could she tell he was thinking about…

“Are you okay Harper? Are you feeling unwell?”

Ms Venatrix was smiling, a wide grin. Harper shifted. He bit his bottom lip, nervous, and he felt his body throb. It was all he could do to stop from moaning in pleasure.

“I… I’m fine, really. Just.. sorry. I was a bit distracted.”

Ms Venatrix stared at Harper again for a moment. Her eyes flicked to the hard candy lollipop he was holding, then flicked back to him, her gaze seeming to focus on his lips for a moment.

She was so graceful and beautiful, so powerful and authoritative. Harper felt weak in her presence.

“Hmmm… distracted again, and so early in the day?”

“I’m sorry.” Harper said. “I… I’ll try harder.”

Ms Venatrix was only smiling though. There was no anger or annoyance in her. If anything, she seemed only amused.

“I think perhaps we need to talk about your performance Harper, and how I might be able to help you focus. Meet me in my office in ten minutes.”

Harper felt a cold chill run down his spine, anxious, nervous. Without another word Ms Venatrix reached down to pick up her coffee, then turned to walk off, heading to her office.

Harper was silent, mind racing, flustered, stressed. Without thinking he popped the lollipop back into his mouth and he sucked. The pleasure and relief were immediate. At least it was better than biting his nails, wasn’t it?
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Harper stood outside Ms Venatrix’s door and took a deep breath. He had waited the ten minutes she’d said, then moved to her door, and was now about to knock, but… was he ready?

He’d spent the time fretting, wondering just what she had to say. Was he fired? Had he become too distracted? Had he ruined everything?

He’d already been given a second chance. Would she give him a third? Did he even deserve one? What could he do to persuade her?

And… why was he so distracted now? How was he going to fix it if he was given another chance to prove himself?

Even standing at her door ready to face her ire he could not stop thinking about going home and getting that fat, thick, long, silicone cock out and fucking his mouth. He could not stop imagining himself on his knees, worshipping the cock of some unknown person, sucking, licking, kissing, letting it fuck his throat, letting it cum in his mouth, swallowing.

He was obsessed.

Maybe… maybe it was because it was all new? Maybe he just needed to spend the weekend exhausting himself, exploring this new source of pleasure, so it became boring?

Or maybe he needed to go further? Maybe the silicone cock would never be enough?

He had just discovered a new part of himself, new desires, new hungers, new needs. He had cravings. Maybe he needed… the thought of a cock cumming in his mouth made him weak, made his cock throb in his panties, swelling. His mouth watered, lips tingling.

Harper shook his head, trying and failing to clear his mind. Now was not the time to be thinking about that. But maybe that was what he needed. The idea of finding a real cock and…

He blushed, giggled, bit his lip and whimpered. Maybe…

For now though he needed to focus. Harper took another deep breath, allowed himself a moment to calm down, then raised his hand to knock. The sound reverberated and there was a moment of silence.

“Come in Harper.” Ms Venatrix said.

And Harper did as he was told.

As he stepped in he felt a thrill as he saw his boss, Ms Venatrix, sitting on her desk, dressed in a tight-fitting black dress that fell down to just above her knees. Her legs were crossed, thigh over knee, and her feet were swinging. She was so beautiful Harper felt in constant awe of her.

“Come, sit in front of me.” Ms Venatrix said. “We need to talk. I think maybe I can help you.”

As Harper crossed the room he could not help but look around. It had changed so much during his first week at work. It was so much more organised, tidier and neater. He had helped that happen. By being a good assistant he had allowed Ms Venatrix the time to get her work back in order.

He felt a swell of pride and he smiled. Maybe she would give him another chance. Maybe she really could help him. After all, her files had helped him become better at his job, had helped him stop biting his nails. Maybe she could help alleviate his constant state of distraction.

Harper sat in the chair in front of Ms Venatrix. He looked up at her, looming over him, taller than him even when they were both standing side by side but almost enormous now she was sat higher than him. He waited for her to speak but she only watched him, silent, as though studying him.

“You were distracted yesterday, and then this morning. I can’t have my personal assistant not paying attention so, tell me, what’s wrong?” Ms Venatrix said.

She was smiling, grinning. Harper shifted, squirming in his seat. The way she was watching him, the way she read him, he knew couldn’t lie to her. But he couldn’t tell her the truth, could he?

But maybe a part of the truth would be enough? Maybe then she could help? He just needed to focus, and be careful what he said.

“I… it’s, I’ve just… your file has helped me stop biting my nails, and I’m really, really grateful, but… I think maybe there’s a problem. I… my lips feel odd, and those candies you gave me, the lollipops. They’re delicious, but they’ve made it worse, and I just keep wanting more of them. Maybe I’m craving sugar?”

That was it. He could say it was sugar...

“Yeah, I… I’m craving sugar all the time and it’s just making me distracted. I just keep thinking about candy, sucking on it, licking, tasting it and…” Harper’s blush deepened and he squirmed. “…and it makes my mouth ache. I’ve stopped biting my nails, but now there’s this problem.”

Ms Venatrix stared at Harper, still smiling, a knowing gleam in her eyes. She nodded. Something about the way she looked at him made him blush. She shifted, leaning forwards to get a better look at him.

“Hmm… yes I see your lips are looking a little swollen. I thought perhaps it was make-up, or some other beauty product, since they look so pretty. I just figured it was deliberate, part of your new look, those sexy clothes you’ve been wearing, the slightly softer, more feminine appearance, which I fully approve of by the way.” Ms Venatrix’s smile spread. “It’s the reason I gave you that box after all. I want to see you in those clothes. All of them. So I’m glad to see you wearing some of them, experimenting, becoming more… you.”

Harper’s blush deepened. She wanted to see him in all of them? Even the skirts, the dresses, the high heels? Even the… the lingerie? His cock throbbed, an ache filling him, and his lips tingled, tongue throbbing.

“But if it’s an allergic reaction to those hard candy lollipops, if sucking on them has given you a new addictive habit, if the thought of wrapping your juicy lips around the sweet sugary treat has you constantly distracted, then we need to fix that, don’t we?”

Harper’s head spun. The way she was talking to him made his mind drift to thoughts of sucking, licking, the pleasure he had discovered. His mouth watered. He nodded.

“I… yes. Please.” He managed to say.

“But first, I think I need to get a good look at the problem…”

As she spoke Ms Venatrix leaned forwards. She lifted a hand. Harper sat still, frozen, watching her, the way her body moved, her full figure contained in the tight dress, the swell of her hips and ass, the weight of her tits. It was her eyes though that kept him captivated.

“Now tell me, Harper, does this hurt…”

As she spoke Ms Venatrix raised one finger and she teased it slowly, with infinite gentleness, over Harper’s bottom lip. The touch was electric, bolts of pleasure even more intense than when he had played with his mouth.

Without thinking Harper moaned, whimpering in delight, his eyes fluttering. He could not control himself. The pleasure was too much. It dumbed his brain, making his heart skip, belly flutter, cock throb. Harper leaned forwards, opening his lips, and he sucked Ms Venatrix’s finger into his mouth.
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“My, I see exactly what you mean.” Ms Venatrix said, voice teasing. “Your lips are so soft and plump and juicy, and they’re clearly very sensitive. It's no wonder you’re having trouble concentrating.”

Harper could barely hear her. The pleasure of her finger in his mouth, teasing over his tongue, sucked between his pliant lips, had him hooked. A part of him, small and weak and quiet, knew what he was doing was wrong, that he would get fired, but he couldn’t stop himself.

Ms Venatrix’s finger in his mouth was heaven.

“But you needn’t worry. This isn’t an allergic reaction. It’s just a pleasant side effect of those candies. A gift from me to you to help you become the best assistant possible. You see, those candies have a rare active ingredient that enhances your mouth, making your lips fuller and more sensitive, making your tongue more eager.”

Harper moaned, sucking Ms Venatrix’s finger deeper. She was grinning, and began to work her finger in and out, pressing a second to his lips, teasing it over them for a moment before forcing it in, and then two fingers began to fuck Harper’s mouth.

He whimpered, took them deep, and he felt his throat opening in invitation. His whole body thrummed with delight, and he could feel his cock hardening, his tight trousers making it clearly visible, but… he no longer cared. Only the pleasure mattered.

“But to be honest I didn’t expect quite this effect, and certainly not this quickly.” Ms Venatrix said. “When I saw you were a nail-biter, and when I saw how uncomfortable you were in your ugly suit, I knew you had potential, but this… this far exceeds even my wildest dreams. Clearly you’re a natural-born slut and you’ve just been hiding it all these years.”

The words floated in Harper’s mind. Then this was all… intentional? Ms Venatrix had done this to him, or… she had helped him unlock this side of himself? This was all part of her process of making him into her perfect personal assistant? Then…

“But no more hiding Harper. No more pretending to be someone you’re not. With my help, you’re going to become the very best version of yourself. You’re going to become my perfect assistant, aren’t you?”

To emphasise her point Ms Venatrix forced her fingers deeper into Harper’s mouth, teasing them over his tongue, pressing them at the back of his throat, choking him. Harper though wanted more. He pressed his head down, letting Ms Venatrix’s fingers slip into his tight throat, swallowing, and he nodded.

Ms Venatrix smiled, let Harper choke on her fingers for a moment, his throat clenching around them. He was moaning, giddy with pleasure.

“Good girl!” Ms Venatrix said.

Harper moaned louder, the words lighting a fire in him.

“But I did say I’d help you with your problem. I can’t have my assistant getting distracted. Luckily for you, I think I know just what you need to sate those cravings that are causing you all these problems. And I don’t think it’s sugar…”

Ms Venatrix chuckled, and she pulled her fingers back, slipping them out of Harper’s mouth. He sucked hard, not wanting to be denied the pleasure they were giving him, wanting more, but she was too firm, too insistent.

They left his mouth with an audible pop and Harper whined, his cock throbbing, body hot, aching. He looked up at Ms Venatrix and opened his mouth wide, tongue hanging out, begging.

Please…” He whimpered.

Ms Venatrix smiled. She rose to her feet and stood looming over Harper.

“Get on your knees in front of me. I have the perfect solution to your problem.”

Harper did not hesitate to obey.
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Harper knelt in front of Ms Venatrix and looked up at her. Her touch had lit a fire in him, his cravings suddenly more intense, desperate and hungry, horny, unable to think, his mouth buzzing, watering.

As he stared at her she shifted, her hands falling to the hem of her dress, pulling it up slowly over her thighs, exposing her stocking-clad legs, up over her hips, baring herself, her…

She was not wearing panties, and Harper blinked, head spinning. Her cock was massive, thick and hard and long, larger even than the silicone cock he’d bought the previous night. His mouth watered at the sight of it. He wanted, needed…

“Please…” Harper whispered.

Ms Venatrix chuckled, amused by his desperation. She reached down to grip her cock, stroking it, and Harper watched as it grew even longer, fatter, harder. He wanted to feel it between his lips, wanted to lick and kiss and suck, wanted to choke on it, wanted it to cum in his mouth, wanted to taste Ms Venatrix’s seed, wanted to swallow it.

He needed it. He knew now that this was what he needed. He needed cock, cum. He needed a fix to sate his addiction if he was ever going to be able to focus on his job.

“You want something, Harper?” Ms Venatrix asked.

Harper nodded.

“You… your… your cock. Please… in my mouth. I want… I need to taste you. Please, fuck my mouth. I’ll do anything. I’ll work so hard for you, serve you, worship you. I just need your cock.”

She was so beautiful, so sexy and powerful, and Harper knew that this was all he’d ever wanted. To be on his knees, at her feet, serving her, feeling her hard, perfect cock fuck his face.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

Ms Venatrix wasted no more time. She reached out and grabbed Harper by the hair on the top of his head, and, still gripping her cock with her other hand, fingers wrapped around the base, pointing it as Harper’s mouth, she guided him forwards.

She did not need to apply any force or pressure, she did not need to urge him on or encourage him, she did not need to coerce him. Harper wanted her, wanted her cock, and she’d have been hard-pressed to deny him of his need now he was so close to what he so desperately wanted.

As Harper’s lips neared the head of Ms Venatrix’s throbbing prick he breathed in deeply. Her scent was intoxicating.

She pressed his head down. His lips, wet, plump, tingling, parted, and he felt the warm, velvety flesh of her cock tease over them.

Harper moaned, and the sensation, the pleasure, was more intense than anything he’d ever known, and he was lost to it. Unable to control himself he pressed his head down, wanting more.

His lips sealed closed around Ms Venatrix’s cock-head and he sucked, hard, tongue teasing over her oozing slit, tasting her precum, and he took her cock deeper.

“Fuck… you are an eager one. I… I thought I’d be waiting weeks for this, and that even then you might need encouragement, but here you are after only a week, and you’re like a ravenous succubus desperate for my cum.”

Ms Venatrix’s words only made Harper more eager. The fantasy of being a hot, sexy demon craving cum, feeding off Ms Venatrix’s seed, made his dick ache. His belly fluttered, and he sucked harder.

He wanted, needed, her cum.

As Harper began to take Ms Venatrix’s cock deeper she thrust her hips forward, gently, pressing it further into his mouth. Her cock was so hot, hard, smooth skin. It was flesh and blood, a real cock in his mouth. He was sucking a cock, on his knees.

He was sucking Ms Venatrix’s cock.

Harper had never done anything like this before, but he knew now that this was all he wanted. Cock, in his mouth, fucking his face, cum, swallowing it. He was a cum-slut. He was Ms Venatrix’s cum-slut personal assistant, there to serve her.

His lips, wrapped around the girth of Ms Venatrix’s prick, buzzed with pleasure, as he bobbed his head up and down, Ms Venatrix thrusting, he could feel the aching bliss radiating out from his mouth, tongue lapping, but it was not enough.

If he were to satisfy his cravings, his curiosity he had to take all of it. He wanted to feel Ms Venatrix fucking his throat.

And so Harper pressed down harder, took more of Ms Venatrix’s cock, took it deeper. The head pressed at the back of his throat and he suppressed the urge to gag. He felt his throat stretching, opening, new instincts and needs driving him, and then he felt her cock slip into his tight throat, swallowing it, clenching down on the girth of her fat prick.

Harper whimpered in bliss. His dick throbbed in his panties. He submitted utterly.

Ms Venatrix thrust her hips forward, moaning, gripping Harper’s hair tight. Her cock sank deeper, filling his tight throat as it milked her prick.

“Fuck… you are so… so… fucking hot.” She said. “You and I are going to make a perfect team.”

Harper felt his heart swelling, his cock throbbing. The pleasure from his mouth radiated out, filling him, lips, tongue, throat. He could feel Ms Venatrix’s cock swelling, throbbing with the beat of her heart.

He sucked, hard, bobbed his head up and down while keeping her fat prick in his throat, swallowing over and over to milk it, throat clenching, letting her fuck his tight throat as she thrust. The pleasure of submitting to her cock, worshipping it, swelling, addictive, corrupting.

This was all he wanted, all he needed. The pleasure was so intense, his mouth a perfect, willing, wet erogenous zone, so sensitive and eager, his body craving cum, cock, craving Ms Venatrix’s seed.

Ms Venatrix thrust, her cock sinking even deeper, and Harper felt it swell, becoming even thicker, stretching his throat. His nose pressed against her belly. He had taken all of it.

“Fuck, I’m going to…”

She was close. Harper could feel it, could hear it in her voice. He wanted her cum.

His body acted on its own. He reached up with both hands to grab her ass, squeezing hard, holding her in place so her cock remained in his throat, and then…

Ms Venatrix was cumming, rutting her cock into Harper’s clenching throat, jet after jet of her hot cum shot right into Harper’s belly as he swallowed, warm and sticky and delicious. Harper moaned, and the pleasure of having his mouth and throat fucked, the relief of having Ms Venatrix cum in his mouth, tasting it, swallowing it, pushed him over the edge.

He was cumming, hard, cumming into his panties without even touching his cock, cumming from just the thrill of having his mouth fucked. He knew in that moment that his cock would never matter again. If he wanted to cum, if he wanted pleasure, it was his mouth, his lips, tongue, throat, that he’d want to play with, that he’d want fucked.

As Ms Venatrix drew her hips back her cock slipped out of Harper’s throat, her climax slowing, the last of her cum spilling over his tongue. Harper lapped it up, swallowed it, and sucked hard to capture every last drop before Ms Venatrix slipped her fat prick from between his plump, cock-sucking lips.

Harper whined, wanting more, but… his need, his ravenous hunger, was sated, for now. His head was clear for the first time in days. All it had taken was Ms Venatrix’s cock in his mouth and her cum in his belly.

He giggled at the thought, blushing, and he looked up at her, smiling. She stroked the back of his head gently. Her cock, wet with his spit, was softening slowly, but it remained beautiful.

“That was… wonderful. You are a natural.” Ms Venatrix said. “Do you think that helped solve your problem?”

Harper nodded.

“I… yes.” He giggled. “Definitely. I should be able to focus on work now. Thank you.”

Ms Venatrix smiled, and her satisfaction was a delight for Harper to behold. He felt a warm glow inside him blossoming. He really wasn’t going to lose his job, and he had finally got his big break.

“Good. From now on come and see me every morning. You can deliver my coffee to my desk, and I’ll make sure you’re fully sated so you can focus on work. But just remember, if the cravings ever get bad during the day so you can’t concentrate, you only need to beg for my cock and I’ll help you relieve that need. After all, I wouldn’t want my new permanent personal assistant to be distracted now, would I?”

Harper blushed. She was offering him the position of her personal assistant as a permanent job? He was no longer temporary? He could… he could stay by her side. Harper smiled.

“Thank you.” He whispered, blushing, giddy, head spinning.

Harper bit his bottom lip and whimpered in joy and delight. He had a feeling he was going to be begging a lot.

Epilogue

Harper rose refreshed and eager for the day, glad it was finally Monday and he could return to work. It had been a fun weekend, and he had enjoyed it immensely, but nothing really compared to the joy of being Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant. He carried out his normal morning rituals, coffee, breakfast, shower, make-up, hair, and then set to dressing.

He paused for a moment as he chose his underwear for the day, picking a set of white stockings, with matching white panties and a white suspender belt, then slipped on the rest of his outfit—a tight-fitting black skirt that came to mid-thigh, a white vest, and a loose fit black asymmetric black cardigan that he’d been gifted by Ms Venatrix, one of the season’s hotted designs. Finally, he slipped on his heels before setting off to work, a skip in his step as he wiggled his hips and ass, smiling with the joy that came from just being his authentic self.

He arrived early for work and settled down to organise things for his week ahead. It was difficult to focus—his cravings and his needs were easier to manage now he had regular access to relief, and now he understood his nature as a cum-slut, but it had been a long weekend and he’d not seen Ms Venatrix in far, far, far too long so that he was almost aching with the thought of seeing her that morning—but he managed to get enough done that he was content with his progress.

As Ms Venatrix arrived she said good morning, offered Harper a compliment on his outfit and his make-up.

“And is that a new haircut?” She asked.

Harper nodded, happy she had noticed.

“It looks lovely on you. It frames your face and makes you even more beautiful.”

Harper blushed. As Ms Venatrix headed through to her office he headed down to fetch her a fresh coffee, saying good morning to Reagan and Paris, chatting with them briefly, the three of them reliving the adventures of their weekend together as they made Ms Venatrix’s coffee. Once it was done, Harper carried it back to her office with a big smile on his face, and plans for more time with the pair of cute baristas, barely able to believe just how exciting and amazing his life was now.

Getting the job as Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant really had been the big break he’d needed, even if it hadn’t been quite the big break he’d been planning.

As he reached the door to Ms Venatrix’s office he paused, composing himself. He was always so nervous around her, so eager, so excited, and no matter how many times they had their morning ritual together, no matter how many business trips he went on with her, no matter how many times he begged Ms Venatrix for help to relieve his cravings mid-afternoon, he knew he’d never get over the sense of eager anticipation, and he never wanted to either.

It was as though each time were their first time all over again, and that excitement, that nervous giddiness, that throbbing need inside him just made it all the better.

Taking a deep breath, Harper lifted his hand and knocked. He shook his hips and ass, reading ready to strut in his heels as he knew Ms Venatrix liked.

“Come in Harper.” Her voice made his heart skip.

Harper pushed open the door and stepped in, letting the door swing closed behind him. He broke into a wide smile at the sight that greeted him, as breathtaking this morning as it always was.

Ms Venatrix, sat on her desk, was naked from the waist down, stroking her perfect cock. It was so hard and thick and glorious, and seeing it made Harper’s lips tingle and his mouth water.

He knew that the more he worshipped it the worse his addiction got, but he didn’t care. He was just glad that he got to be Ms Venatrix’s personal assistant, her personal cum-slut, that he had found his place.

“Are you ready for your morning relief?” Ms Venatrix asked, grinning.

As she stroked her cock it swelled, becoming even thicker, harder, longer. Harper’s mind spun, becoming blank. Her cock was all he could think about. His plump, wet, bee-stung lips buzzed, tongue throbbing, throat aching. He craved her cum, he needed her cum. He was desperate for it. Without it, he’d not be able to settle or concentrate on work. He’d not be able to think about anything else until he tasted her.

As Harper stepped forwards he nodded. His cock, long neglected, hardened in his panties. His mouth hung open, tongue licking his fat, wet lips, and he was drooling.

“Please…” He whimpered.

Ms Venatrix smiled.

“On your knees then, and assume your position. I’ve got a feeling this morning’s treat is going to be a very generous one.” She said.

And Harper, ravenous, did not hesitate to obey.

THE END
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Thirst Trap
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Marcus uploaded the carefully angled selfie. Bright red lips, bare skin. He knew what people would think.

Now he just had to see if people would really fall for it, and if it’d make ranking up any easier.

Marcus picked his character, the sexy schoolgirl assassin, and just the sight of her was thrilling after having just worn that crimson lipstick.

“Just one game.” He said—his voice really was quite convincing.

Gaming was how Marcus relaxed. It was his routine. It was his escape from the dreary reality that was his life. In games he could be powerful, heroic, he could be anything he wanted. He didn’t have to be stuck as the small, plain, ordinary young man he was.

Yet that routine is thrown off course when Marcus hits a losing streak in his favourite game. No matter how well he plays, or hard he tries, he just keeps losing. When a flirty girl joins his team however the team are motivated to work together and Marcus wins his first match of the night. Impressed by just how much the girl’s ranking goes up, he’s left wondering, is it really that easy?

A carefully crafted selfie while wearing an ex-girlfriend's lipstick and a change in username is all it takes before he’s ready to find out, and with that, he’s set on a joyful journey of self-discovery. Soon Marcus learns what it’s like to be more than a dreary, ordinary boy, and he learns the pleasure and the power that comes from being a thirst trap, the thrill that comes with flirting with boys online. But questions remain. Is this all still just an escape from reality? And what will happen when online and real life collide?


On Your Knees
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It was real. It was all was real, and Julian was staring at it. He was locked in the bathroom stall with the hole just next to him.

He giggled. At least the room was empty and he was alone.

And then… the door to the bathroom creaked open.

Julian has always been curious, but his latest obsession has taken that curiosity to a whole new level. At first, it was just videos and stories and pictures, but then he began to wonder, do they really exist?

One quick internet search later and he finds out. Even better, there are several close to where he lives and works. But can he just accept the word of an internet stranger? And so Julian ends up outside a small bar wondering, dare he go in?

When Julian’s curiosity gets the better of him, it sets him off on a journey of pleasure, discovery, and feminization that changes the course of his life forever. The only question left is just what will it take to satisfy Julian’s curiosity, and just how far is he willing to go?


Getting Teamed
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This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


Femdom Sleepover
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“We’re just bored and we need a toy to play with.” Rebecca said, laughing

“If you just do what we say then we’ll keep your secret, and maybe you’ll even enjoy being our doll.” Lisa said.

“Tick tock…” Fiona said. “Better hurry.”

Sean took a deep breath. What choice did he have?

“Fine.” He said. “I’ll do it.”

Sean knew it was going to be a weekend to remember the moment he found out he was going to be home alone with his stepsister. When he found out she was having a sleepover with her best friends he figured he’d be safest if he just kept out of their way.

The girls have other plans though, and they plead with him to take part in a fashion show, with him as the judge deciding who’s the cutest. Sean refuses, but what he hadn’t been counting on was his stepsister knowing about the time he wrecked his stepfather's car. So, not wanting to get into trouble, he decides to play along.

After all, how bad can it be, watching three cute girls play dress-up? As their outfits get more and more revealing though Sean begins to feel more than a little flustered. When the girls decide he’s not paying them enough attention they decide that they’ve had enough, and that it’s Sean’s turn to put on a show for their amusement.

So begins a journey of feminization and self-discovery that leads to one very memorable sleepover as the three girls teach Sean the joy of being a pretty, obedient doll.
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