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SEDUCED BY SISSY HYPNOSIS

A Fem-Dom, Feminiza on, Hypnosis, Ero c Novella by Keary Hayes Ben is ecsta c when he hears his father and stepmother are ge ng a new car. If he can have their old one perhaps there will be hope for his miserable da ng prospects at his new college. There is one problem through, his step-sister, Lianne, also wants the car, and Lianne is used to ge ng what she wants.

Desperate, Ben resolves to pleading with Lianne. When Lianne offers Ben a simple bet, he jumps at the opportunity to get his hands on the car. The deal is simple, watch three mysterious videos Lianne has and he can have the car, don’t watch them and the car is hers.

Soon Ben finds himself spiralling out of control. Becoming pre er, girlier, happier, Ben nevertheless manages to complete his bet with Lianne. When Ben confronts his step-sister with his success she offers him a new twist… one that Ben finds impossible to resist.

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisa on, sissifica on, corrup on, and mind  control,  as  well  as  the  use  of  language  and  repeated  phrases  that  some sugges ble readers might find to be irresis ble…! 

Chapter 1

“So, since we’ll be ge ng a new car, we won’t be needing the old one. We know it’s not fancy, but it’s s ll in good condi on, and it’s be er than nothing.” My dad says.

I am almost shou ng with joy at the news. My own car! Finally, I’ll have freedom and like he said, any car is be er than no car. A set of wheels is just what I need to improve my luck with the girls at my college and the thought makes me smile.

College was meant to be be er than high school, the girls were more mature, able to see me for who I am, my personality, not just how I look, but so far it’s just been more of the same. I’m too small, too thin, too plain to catch their eye next to most of the other boys and so I seem only ever a friend, doomed to hear about how handsome and charming the tall, muscular, square-jawed football players were, while I was seen as cute at best.

A  car  could  change  that.  I’d  be  immediately  more  mature,  a  more  a rac ve prospect  versus  other  boys  without  cars.  It’d  help  me  stand  out  and,  let’s  face  it,  I needed all the help I could get.

“That’s amazing.” I say. “When can I have it?”

My dad laughs and shakes his head.

“It’s not quite that simple Ben. Your mother is just saying the same things right now to your sister. Our preference is for you to share the car, but I understand that, given how you two are at  mes, that it might not be possible, in which case it’ll be up to the two of you to decide who gets it.”

My  stepmother  was  telling  my  step-sister,  Lianne,  that  she  could  have  the  car?

Typical. Just my luck. Lianne always got what she wanted, was a spoilt brat who could never do anything wrong as far as her mum was concerned, and my dad always just went  along  with  it.  If  she  was  being  told  she  could  have  the  car  then  it  was  only  a ma er of  me before she got it.

I  couldn’t  let  that  happen.  I  had  to  have  it  or  college  was  just  going  to  be  yet another handful of wasted years, me the short, skinny guy watching all the pre y girls be  scooped  up  and  seduced  by  the  be er-looking  guys  around  me.  Other  people always got to have more fun than me, but this  me I was going to make sure it would be different.
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“Please! Just let me have it. You can borrow it any  me and I’ll do all your chores for a month, two months, just let me have this one thing! Please!”

Lianne stared at me, her arms crossed across her chest just beneath her breasts, li ing them slightly and squeezing them together so that the cleavage revealed by her low cut-top is even more pronounced. That she is so hot is just one more frustra on in my life. We’ve lived together for almost a year now and I had hoped that eventually, I’d get used to seeing her every day, that she’d become less a rac ve over  me and as I got to know her be er, but if anything the opposite was true.

Lianne was only a year older than me but she was confident and brash and smart and  absolutely  drop-dead  gorgeous—her  short  black  hair,  cut  to  chin  length  with  a short  fringe,  framed  her  heart-shaped  face,  her  brilliant  blue  eyes  and  full  lips,  her wide hips, round, luscious ass, narrow waist, heavy breasts. She was stunning, and the fact that she stood several inches taller than me so that she could always look down at me, made even worse by the heels she o en wore, just rubbed salt into the wound.

Lianne  shook  her  head,  laughing.  Her  expression  was  as  stern  and  cold  and sneering  as  ever  and  it  just  made  me  squirm,  my  belly  flu ering.  My  only  small consola on  with  having  such  a  ridiculously  hot  step-sister  was  that  she  had,  as  yet, never shown any interest in da ng, so at least at home I wasn’t faced with the same handsome, muscular boys demonstra ng my lack of masculinity.

“Why would I let you have it, just so I could borrow it, when I could just keep it all to myself. You know if I want it mummy and daddy will let me have it.”

Her  tone  was  condescending  and  reproachful,  and  her  smile  was  mocking.  She made me feel even more ineffectual than normal. Not even the pre y girls at college had the effect on me she did, the way she constantly talked down to me, making me do whatever she wanted, gloa ng over how I always ended up bending to her whims, just made me feel so small and weak and yet… somehow it was almost pleasant.

“Please!  Just  take  pity  on  me!  If  I  had  a  car  the  girls  at  college  might  no ce  me finally. You don’t need a car to get dates. You’re beau ful. Boys would cut off their right arm to go out with you, but I need something to help me stand out! Please!” I say—I am almost willing to beg, and the thought sends an odd chill through me.

Lianne’s smile shi s slightly and she stares at me blankly for a moment. She blinks, and her smile becomes genuine, almost warm.

“You really think I’m beau ful?” She asks.

I nod, perhaps a li le too enthusias cally. She is more than beau ful—having her as my sister is a constant agonising reminder of the kind of woman I could never have
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—smart, beau ful, sexy, confident.

“Absolutely!”

“And  you  really  think  boys  want  to  date  me?  You  don’t  think  I’m  too…  harsh,  or mean?” She asks.

I  shake  my  head.  Yes,  Lianne  can  be  stern  and  demanding  and  par cular,  she’s smart and confident, and she likes to take charge, but that’s just part of her charm.

Anyone that thinks otherwise is an idiot as far as I’m concerned.

“Who wouldn’t!” I say.

Lianne’s smile widens and she seems almost relieved by what I’ve said. She is quiet for a moment, arms s ll crossed, and I try not to look at her  ts, the fullness of her cleavage.  Her  make-up  is  dark  and  austere,  as  it  normally  is,  and  she  is  quite in mida ng as she considers my offer and I desperately hope she’ll accept it.

“Please! Just this one thing. Let me have the car and I’ll do anything!” I say.

Lianne’s expression shi s again and she hums.

“Anything?” She asks.

I nod.

“Anything.”

Lianne laughs.

“Tell you what, how about we make a bet, if you win, you get the car, if I win, I get the car.”

I think about this for only a moment. It is more than I was expec ng to be offered. I nod, smiling.

“Okay. But… what’s the bet?”

Lianne laughs.

“Come up to my room and I’ll explain, and we can see if you’re s ll willing.”

“So… I don’t get it…” I say.

Lianne laughs, shaking her head. I cannot help but admire her graceful poise and confidence, her dazzling blue eyes, jet black hair. She makes me feel inadequate but also strangely safe and though we’ve not always got along as well as we could I am glad to have her around.

“It’s simple, you just need to watch all three of these videos, and if you make it through you can have the car. If you quit without watching all three all the way through then I win, and I get the car.”

I frown. It seems too simple and, knowing my cunning, beau ful step-sister as well as I do, I know that it is too simple.

“Yeah, but… what’s so hard about watching three videos? Are they really gruesome or gross or scary or something?”

Lianne  laughs  again,  tu ng,  shaking  her  head  at  my  lack  of  imagina on.  She  is grinning, clearly enjoying herself, confident. My heart is racing.

“No. Not scary or gross. They’re just not something most boys would be willing to watch.  I  guess  they’re  just  not  confident  enough  or  strong-willed  enough  to  take  it, but, well, you said you’d do anything, so I thought you might be willing to. If you’re not…”

“Just tell me what they are.” I say, sighing.

Lianne shakes her head.

“Nope. Not that simple. You just have to watch. And trust me I’ll know if you don’t watch  all  of  them  in  their  en rety.  Just  sit  in  front  of  your  computer  screen, headphones on. One a night and it’ll be over in no  me.” She says.

I take a deep breath and sigh. I don’t trust her, but I’m also desperate for that car, and I’m grateful she’s given me even this chance to earn it.

“Fine, but you can at least tell me where you got them so I have some idea what I’m ge ng myself into?” I say.

Lianne is quiet and she considers it for a moment. Finally, she sighs, nods.

“Fine. If it’ll get you to agree then I’ll give you a small clue. I found it on a message-board online that I visit a lot.”

“What kind of message board?” I ask.

Lianne laughs again, shakes her head.

“Just a board for people who have a common interest. Like a hobby. And that’s all you’re going to get out of me. You can either watch the video or not. But it’s your only chance of ge ng that car. Don’t tell me you’re not man enough…” Lianne says.

She is goading me, provoking me into the gamble. I do not like not knowing but I won’t back down, not now, I want the car, and I’m going to show her just how much of a man I am.

“Fine.” I say.

I put out my hand, and Lianne grins. She offers me a memory s ck, containing the three videos, and I take it.

“Watch the first one tonight. I’ll be looking forward to hearing what you think of it.”

She says.
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Her grin is mischievous and knowing. I can’t help but wonder if I’ve made a terrible mistake in agreeing to her deal.

I put the s ck into my computer and open it, find three files, numbered from one to three so that it is obvious what order they’re meant to be played. There is no other informa on. Resigned, I close my door, sit, put on my headphones, and open the file numbered one.

A video starts playing, on full screen, and a slow black and pink spiral turns slowly, drawing my gaze to the centre, calming me almost immediately. There is a quiet, so cking and I watch, adamant that I’m going to get through all three, prove I can handle whatever it is Lianne has set me, and get the car. Then I’ll finally be able to get myself a girlfriend.

I  watch  the  spiral  and  my  mind  begins  to  dri .  I  sink  into  my  seat,  relaxing,  not realising how tense I was un l I unwind. I had been nervous, and up ght over watching the  videos,  but  the  way  the  spiral  turns,  calming,  mesmerising,  relaxing,  soothing,  I realise I was wrong to worry.

The  so   cking  con nues  and  then  a  voice  begins,  so ,  quiet,  feminine,  barely audible. I listen as I watch the spiral turn, round and round, the slow black and pink spinning.

You can relax now. Take a deep breath, and exhale. As you exhale let all the tension, worry, and stress leave you. In and out. With each inhale you feel more and more calm, sinking  deeper,  and  with  each  exhale  you  let  more  and  more  stress  and  worry  and tension leave, so that you become calmer, emp er. 

I listen to the voice and obey. I breathe in, sinking deeper into rest, exhale, le ng stress and worry and tension leave me. With each breath I sink deeper and feel myself emptying, the sensa on calming, soothing, and pleasant so that I give in willingly.

As you sink deeper, as you feel your mind dri , you know you can give in. You are safe. You have nothing to do, nowhere to be, you do not need to move, or worry, or think. You do not even need to listen. Just relax, let me soothe you, calm you, take you into a deep, blissful state of rest. 

I se le, sinking. I am no longer thinking or even listening, the words just floa ng into my empty mind. I am calm, and I surrender willingly, happy to dri  into the calm state of relaxa on the video offers me. The spiral turns.

You feel happy, calm, and content. It feels good to give in, to surrender. Breathe in and out. Relax. Sink deeper, deeper, deeper. 

The spiral turns, round and round, and I breathe in and out, happy, calm, content. I am smiling.

Now,  I  want  you  to  imagine  the  most  beau ful  girl  you  can,  sexy,  pre y,  cute, playful.  She  doesn’t  have  to  worry,  or  stress,  because  she’s  so  pre y  and  playful. 

Always laughing, always happy, giggling. She’s so pre y, so sexy, so happy. 

I imagine the girl and smile at the thought of her. She is so cute and playful and happy, so pre y, so sexy.

Imagine  now  how  it  feels  to  be  her,  to  be  so  pre y,  sexy,  to  be  so  carefree  and playful,  never  having  to  worry,  or  stress,  because  you’re  so  cute  and  giggly.  Imagine how so  you would feel, how nice it would be to look like her, sexy, pre y, cute, how nice it would feel to be like her, carefree and happy and playful, giggly. You want to be like her, don’t you? 

The  spiral  turns  and  I  nod,  sinking  deeper  with  each  breath.  She  is  so  pre y,  so cute, so sexy, so happy, so carefree. I want to be like her. I giggle as my mind emp es, smiling as I sink deeper.
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Chapter 2

I wake up slowly, feeling well-rested and content. I am in bed but as I rouse I realise I have  no  memory  of  coming  to  bed,  no  memory  of  ge ng  undressed.  I  remember si ng at my computer, pu ng my headphones on, pressing play on the first video file my sister gave me and then… I strain my memory but there is nothing.

I remember nothing about the video, what I watched or heard. I frown, certain that I watched it but also certain that there is no memory of what I watched. I shake my head, worried that perhaps my sister will ask me about what I was supposed to watch.

I  slip  out  of  bed,  feeling  more  refreshed  and  happier  than  I  have  for  a  long  me, smiling, light-hearted, but unable to explain why, and cross to my computer. It is s ll on and I find the folder for the memory s ck, and open it.

“What…” I whisper.

The back of my neck prickles. There are only two videos, numbered two and three.

The  file  I  watched  yesterday  is  gone  and  there  is  no  way  to  re-watch  it.  I  check  the recycle bin on my desktop to be sure but it is gone from there too.

“Well, I’ll just have to hope she believes me when I say I watched it. And I know I’m not lying. Just wish I could remember what it was about…” I say.

I laugh, giggling. I know I should be worried but I am not. I am eager to start the day, and see Lianne. I wear a constant slight grin.

I shake my head and giggle again, amused by the mystery, but I do not let it bother me.  I  don’t  need  to  worry  about  it.  I  need  to  get  dressed  and  so  I  head  over  to  my wardrobe, choose my ou it for the day, ignoring the pile of yesterday’s clothes at the foot of my bed that I would normally pull on. I want to make an effort, feel good about myself. I want to look nice, to feel nice.

I sit on my own as I eat my breakfast of toast and jam, s ll grinning. I feel amazing, well-rested and calm, content. I don’t know what I was worried about. Whatever the video Lianne gave me to watch it clearly wasn’t that bad if I could forget it so easily. If the other two are similar to the first then the car is as good as mine! I imagine myself driving into college, smiling at the girls, being no ced for the first  me. As I picture the

scene I can see what they are wearing, their pre y dresses, cute skirts and tops, their amazing shoes. They all look so pre y, so cute, so sexy, smiling, carefree and happy and I wonder what it would be like to wear a skirt or dress, to be so happy, so carefree.

“Morning!  You  look  cheerful.  Sleep  well?”  Lianne’s  voice  snaps  me  from  my daydream.

I turn to face her, smile, and nod. She is grinning at me, blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

“Very. And I watched that video.”

Lianne nods.

“I know. I told you I’d know if you watched it. Only two more to go.” Lianne says.

“Unless you’re having second thoughts.”

I laugh, and giggle, shi ing in my seat. Lianne always makes me feel like an animal being stalked on a wildlife documentary, the way she watches me, but today I realise I quite like it, and I blush.

“No. No second thoughts. The first was easy. That car is mine, and you can’t back out of our deal now.” I say.

Lianne’s  smile  is  undimmed,  the  same  self-assured  confidence.  She  shakes  her head.

“I  wouldn’t  dream  of  it.  But  I  should  warn  you,  the  next  two  videos  are  more…

intense.” She says, grinning.

I giggle. I can take it, am looking forward to it. The thought of si ng down with my headphones  on  makes  me  feel  calm,  happy,  and  squirmy  in  a  pleasant  way  I  can’t describe, and I’m almost eager to watch the second video.

“I can take it.” I say.

Lianne nods.

“I’m hoping you can. I’m excited to see what you make of them all.”

The way she speaks, the subtle edge to her voice, suggests she knows more than she is le ng on and a small, quiet voice at the back of my head tells me to stop, to be careful, but I ignore it. I feel good and carefree. I don’t need to worry.

Lianne stands at the kitchen door, watching me, dressed in a simple black skirt and grey sweater, hair slightly ruffled, and I can’t help but no ce her make-up, and how well she applied it to make the most of her natural beauty. I wonder for a moment how she got so good at it and I think about asking her, complimen ng her. A knock at the front door interrupts my train of thought though.

“I’ll get it. You finish.” Lianne says.
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She turns and walks away and not for the first  me my gaze travels to her bu , the way she wiggles as she walks, stru ng. She is hot and I giggle, blushing and squirming in my seat.

The door clicks and Lianne opens it and there are voices. The door clicks shut and Lianne returns with a box.

“It’s for you.” Lianne says, dropping a package on the table next to me.

I stare at the cardboard box. I’m not expec ng anything, haven’t ordered anything.

I frown and think about opening it but something, some  ny voice at the back of my head, stops me.

“What is it?” Lianne asks, grinning at me.

“I… I don’t know…” I say.

I have a vague memory but it vanishes before I can grasp it. I want to open the box, eager to see what’s inside, excited, but I know I should wait.

“Well, aren’t you going to open it then? See what’s inside?” There is an edge to Lianne’s voice, mischief and mayhem.

I  shake  my  head.  I  take  the  box  and  pull  it  towards  me,  away  from  Lianne,  as though protec ng it and its contents, its secrets. Lianne only smiles.

“No, I’ll open it later.” I say.

Lianne giggles, her eyes sparkling.

“Spoilsport.” She says.

I shut my bedroom door and prop a chair next to it to try to keep it barred. I drop the box onto my bed and fetch my penknife, flipping out the blade and running it carefully over the box to open it. The box is light and small and my hands are shaking though I do not know why, my heart racing, as though I am nervous.

I fold my blade away and put the knife to the side and open the box and I freeze as I see what it contains. I reach inside, barely able to believe my eyes, grinning, heart thundering, belly flu ering.

“What…” I whisper.

I  pull  out  the  pan es,  stockings,  suspenders,  bra,  several  sets,  all  black,  lacey, decorated with pre y ribbons. They are all undeniably sexy, pre y, the kind of thing I’d love to see on a girl, but the box was addressed to me.

I cannot help but feel the fabric, so so  and delicate, so pleasant to touch, and my mind dri s. What would it be like to wear them, how would I look, would I be pre y, sexy? I imagine for a moment wearing the items in the box, a er all, it was addressed

to me, and the thought makes me giggle, a swell of joy. I want to be pre y, sexy… I want to….

I shake my head and focus, drop the items I am holding, and rummage through the box for a receipt. I find it and check it. My head spins. I ordered the items, on my card, last night, a er I blacked out, when I should have been in bed. I paid extra for express delivery. Why?

I turn my a en on back to the stockings with their lacey tops, the pre y pan es, the padded bra, and the sexy suspenders. I bite my bo om lip, blushing. They are so cute, so pre y, so sexy. For some reason, I am certain they are my size. I’d look good in them,  pre y,  sexy,  and  that  would  make  me  happy.  I  want  to  be  cute,  pre y,  and happy. I cannot deny how curious I am about how they’d feel against my skin.

“Just once, before I send them back.” I say, as though trying to convince myself.

I  gnaw  on  my  bo om  lip  as  I  get  undressed,  stripping  un l  I  am  naked.  I  am shaking, so nervous and excited, my heart thundering. I am grinning, giggling quietly as I pull the stockings out of the box. I hold them up, take one from the pair, and li  my le  foot.

I  pull  the  stocking  on,  slowly,  carefully,  not  wan ng  to  snag  and  ruin  my  new underwear. I want to be pre y, sexy. There is a seam at the back and I am careful to keep it straight. I pull the first one on then the second, deligh ng in the way the so fabric caresses my legs, silky, smooth, shaping my calves and thighs. I feel a swell of joy and cannot stop grinning, blushing. My cock s rs, twitching, aching.

I put the suspenders on next, aware for some reason that pan es go on over the top, realising that it makes more sense if you need to remove them for the bathroom or other reasons, but I cannot say how I know this. I adjust them, and clasp the straps to  the  lacey  tops  of  my  stockings,  holding  them  up.  The  suspender  belt  is  cute, decorated with li le ribbons, and I wiggle as I finish pu ng them on, enjoying the way they make my hips look wider.

I pull my pan es on next, moaning, delighted by how they glide up my stocking-clad legs, deligh ng at how the fabric wraps around my cock and ass, the pan es cut to show off my bu , making it seem rounder, fuller, plush and pert. I wiggle it, giggling, head spinning, carefree and cute.

Finally, I put on my bra, fastening it around the front then spinning it around and slipping  the  straps  over  my  shoulders.  I  bite  my  lip,  the  sensa on  of  it  cupping  my chest, the way it makes my waist seem narrower, a delight. I turn, fully dressed in my lingerie,  and  look  at  myself  in  my  mirror.  I  cannot  stop  smiling,  a  sensa on  of blossoming euphoria at how I look.

I am cute, sexy, and pre y, and I feel be er than I can remember feeling in a long me. My body, normally so drab and plain, is lithe and lean with subtle curves, my hips
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and bu , narrow waist, the padding in my bra, even my normally thin shoulders adding to my feminine sex appeal. I am happy, as pre y as I am I have nothing to worry about.

I  can  have  fun.  I  am  cute  and  sexy.  I  wiggle  my  hips,  watching  myself,  so  hot  and feminine, my cock s rring in my pan es.

“I suppose I could keep them.” I whisper, knowing that having seen myself I could never bring myself to send them back.

I look… right. This is how I should be. I am pre y. I want to be pre y. I want to be feminine, sexy, and cute. I bite my bo om lip and moan in delight.

I jump as there is a knock at my door, the handle ra ling, but the chair holds.

“What is it?” I squeak.

I grab my clothes and begin to hurriedly dress, my lingerie s ll on, the sensa on of pulling clothes on over the top of them exo c and pleasant despite the terror I feel.

There is a pause.

“I just need a hand with something.” Lianne says. “Are you okay? You sound funny.”

“I’m fine. Just need a moment.” I say.

I pull on my t-shirt and socks, hiding all traces of the pre y lingerie I am wearing under my normal clothes. I feel sad I cannot see them but knowing they are under my clothes makes me feel good, warm and cosy, safe, sexy and pre y and I know I do not need to worry. I wiggle my hips and bu  as I cross to the door and open it.

Lianne stands in my doorway, smirking, a subtle look in her eye. She looks me up and down, her gaze lingering for a moment on my chest and my heart freezes. What if she no ces?

Her  eyes  come  back  up  to  my  face  and  her  smile  is  the  same.  I  exhale  a  sigh  of relief. I don’t need to worry. I am pre y in my new underwear and pre y girls don’t need to worry, they should be happy and giggly and so I smile.

“Can you come help me?” Lianne says. “Should only take a few hours.”

I nod. I am happy to help her. My pan es and stockings and bra feel so good under my clothes.

“Sure.” I say, giggling for no reason.

Lianne’s smile widens.

I  return  to  my  room  exhausted  but  happy,  glad  to  have  helped  my  sister.  I  s ll  feel pre y, sexy, the day spent with my naughty secret under my clothes leaving me feeling hot and horny, but happy and light, right in a way I can’t explain.

It is late, and I consider what to do when my gaze dri s to my computer. I have been squirming all day in my new underwear, wiggling as I move in new and exci ng ways,  and  I  feel  amazing,  happy  and  content,  carefree  knowing  that  beneath  my normal clothes I am pre y and sexy, no longer drab and boring and dull. I s ll have two more videos to watch and then the car is mine—things are definitely looking up.

“I guess I could watch the video first then think about what to do next.” I say.

I move to my chair and sit and put on my headphones, open the folder with the two remaining files. I click on the one labelled two and the video loads.

A pink and white spiral begins playing, full screen, and my gaze dri s automa cally and  without  hesita on  to  the  centre  and  I  relax  without  thinking.  My  cock  s ffens slightly in my pan es and I breathe in and out, immediately calmed. I watch the spiral as a quiet  cking plays through my headphones.

Welcome back beau ful. I knew you would come back. You can’t resist, you can’t help yourself, can you? 

I  shake  my  head  without  thinking.  I  can’t  resist,  I  can’t  help  myself.  I  watch  the spiral  turn,  breathe  in,  sink  deeper,  breathe  out,  le ng  go  of  all  my  stress,  all  my worries, all my thoughts. My head emp es. I am pre y. I do not need to think.

Now, be a good girl for me, breath in and out, deep breaths, nice and slow. Relax. 

Sink deeper with each breath, your mind emptying. You can’t fight it. You don’t want to fight  it.  You  want  to  sink  deeper  for  me.  You  want  to  dri ,  empty  and  mindless  and happy. You want to be a pre y girl for me. A good girl for me. Deeper. 

I  breathe  in,  and  out,  sink  deeper,  my  mind  emptying.  I  am  pre y  in  my  new lingerie, my pan es and stockings, suspenders and bra. I am sexy, giggly, and happy. I relax. I do not need to think. I am a good girl. My cock s ffens, straining in my pan es, a pleasant agony that fills me with joy.

Deeper,  sinking,  falling,  relaxing.  Down  you  go,  deeper  and  deeper  with  each breath, my words filling your empty, pre y head. Relax, deeper with each breath, calm and relaxed. Deeper. 

I let the words fill my head. My empty pre y head. I am pre y.

Now,  I  want  you  to  imagine  that  sexy,  pre y  girl  from  before,  in  the  pre y,  sexy underwear you bought for her. 

I image a girl, dressed in the black, sexy, lacey lingerie I am wearing. She is so cute, so sexy, so hot and feminine. I bite my bo om lip, moaning as I sink deeper, watching the spiral turn.

Now, imagine you are that girl, wearing that underwear, how does it feel? 

“Good.” I whisper—it feels good to wear my new lingerie, right, as though I have just found the part of me that’s always been missing.

I am sexy now, cute and pre y. I like wearing it. I like being a good girl, a sexy girl.

You  like  it  don’t  you.  You  like  being  a  pre y  girl,  a  sexy  girl,  a  brainless  girl  that giggles and feels good, always happy, always playful, always carefree. 

I nod. I do like it. I like it. I like being a pre y girl, a sexy girl. I sink deeper and the spiral turns.

Now,  I  want  you  to  imagine  what  you  enjoy,  now  that  you  are  a  pre y,  sexy, brainless, playful girl. What is it you enjoy doing with that hot, sexy body of yours? How do you like to be touched, licked, caressed, fucked? Your skin so sensi ve, your body aching, so aroused all the  me, craving touch, desperate to be played with like a good girl, desperate to be touched, teased, fucked. 

I am a sexy girl and my body is so hot, so sensi ve. I moan, aching, cock so hard. I need to be touched, caressed, I need to be played with.

And if you’re going to be played with, to be fucked, you need to be as pre y as you can be, don’t you? 

I  nod,  my  mind  dri ing.  I  sink  deeper,  deeper,  deeper.  If  I’m  to  be  played  with  I need to be as pre y as I can be.

Chapter 3

I  am  again  strangely  refreshed,  happy  and  almost  giddy,  as  though  excited  for something  I  cannot  remember.  Again  there  is  no  memory.  I  know  for  certain  that  I watched  the  video  and  when  I  check  the  drive  I  find  only  one  remaining,  number three, the second vanished along with the first. I strain myself as I a empt to recall what I watched, but I cannot.

There is a minor twinge of worry but the moment it begins I feel myself calm.  I do not need to worry. I do not need to panic. I am happy and pre y and I do not need to think. 

The worry vanishes and I know that there is nothing to stress about. Everything is fine. So long as I am pre y I do not need to worry, and I really, really want to be pre y and so I head off to the bathroom to shower and get ready for my day.

I turn the hot water on and strip off my pyjamas, realising for the first  me that morning that I am s ll wearing the lingerie I bought, my new lingerie. I smile as I look down at my body, my stockings, suspenders, my snug lacy pan es, my padded bra. My body looks so much pre er, so much more feminine, and I wiggle my hips, giggling, studying my reflec on in the mirror.  I am a good girl. 

My belly flu ers, a blossoming sense of euphoria as I see my new self, so pre y, sexy, feminine. I study my face in the mirror, my hair, my bu , hips, legs, waist, chest, and shoulders. I look good but I know I could look be er.  I need to be as pre y as I can be, so that I am sexy, so that people will think me sexy, so that they will want me, want to play with me, touch me.

I resolve to do be er and strip off my underwear, sad to be taking it off, but already excited to put it back on again a er the shower. The thought of pu ng on my old boy underwear briefly occurs to me but just imagining it makes me feel nauseous and ill, and I know ins nc vely that it would be wrong.  I need to be pre y and feminine.

I step into the shower and allow the water to wash over me. It is hot and steamy, and  as  I  reach  out  to  take  my  shower  gel  I  pause.  Lianne’s  is  just  next  to  mine.  The bo le is pink. I pick it up and smell it. It smells of flowers and musk, so much sweeter and pre er and more feminine than the dull, bland smell of my soap. Beside where it sat I no ce a pink razor and I pause, almost frozen as the water beats against my back.
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A  thought  bubbles  up.  Pre y  girls  are  smooth  and  sexy,  and  feminine.  I  need  to  be smooth and sexy and feminine. 

I put Lianne’s shower gel down and pick up the razor. My hand is shaking. I know I cannot  resist  the  sudden  compulsion.  I  need  to  be  smooth  and  sexy  and  feminine.    I need to be a pre y girl, a good girl.

I hold the razor in one hand and pick up the tub of Lianne’s shaving soap, a smell of strawberries erup ng as I open it. I look down at my legs, my cock, my ass. I’ve never been par cularly hairy but now it is as though I see the truth for the first  me. The hair is ugly and dirty, only men and boys have hairy bodies, and I need to get rid of it.  I need to be smooth and pre y and feminine. 

I lather my legs first, standing out of the flow of water to foam my shins and thighs, even  my  feet.  I  take  the  razor,  trembling  slightly,  knowing  that  doing  this  is  taking things just one step further, that being smooth and hairless will be even harder to hide.

I know I must though, I have to. It is a compulsion I cannot resist.  I need to be smooth and pre y and feminine. 

I  put  the  razor  to  my  skin  and  run  it  up,  shaving  myself  smooth,  so .  I  smile, giggling, my cock throbbing so ly at the thought of how I’m going to look, of how good I am being.

I run the razor across my flesh, shaving my calves, thighs, shins. I shudder at the sensa on, the pleasure of it, knowing I am becoming pre er, more feminine. There is a flu ering in my belly and a fizzing joy in the back of my head. I shave my legs so that they  are  smooth,  hairless,  then  turn  my  a en on  to  my  armpits,  my  chest,  and  my bu , lathering them with the shaving soap, the smell of strawberries, stripping myself of my yucky boy hair.

As I rinse the last traces of soap off I check my body, running my hands over myself.

I am smooth, so , feminine. I am hairless, pre y, sexy. My cock swells, a pleasant ache, and my belly flu ers with joy. I am completely hairless now, feminine, but for one final area.

I take a dollop of soap and foam my cock, rubbing gently, the sensa ons amazing, my  dick  hard  and  swollen  and  throbbing.  Without  thinking  I  reach  back  and  run  my soaped  hand  along  my  crack.  A  pre y  girl  is  smooth  everywhere,  so   and  feminine, ready to be played with, ready to be fucked. 

My finger p brush over my entrance and the sensa on is a delight, sending a pulse of pleasure up my spine. My finger lingers there for just a moment, teasing, pressing just slightly in, before I move my hand away. I need to be smooth and pre y first.
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I shave carefully, running the razor over my sha , my balls. Shaved and smooth my cock  looks  pre y,  feminine,  and  for  the  first  me,  I  am  glad  for  how  small  it  is,  so dainty  and  cute.  I  reach  back  and  run  the  razor  along  my  crack.  Finished,  I  rinse  off then take my sister’s shower gel and wash myself, the sweet-smelling soap leaving my skin so , moisturised, so much more sensi ve and delicate than normal.  I am a pre y, smooth, sexy, feminine girl. 

I shut off the water, step out of the shower, and dry off. My lingerie is in a pile to the side. Once dry I set to pu ng it back on, deligh ng in how it feels now against my smooth, flawless skin, so much more sensi ve, my body so much pre er. My stockings and pan es and bra hug my body.

Dressed,  I  turn  to  look  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  I  break  into  a  wide  smile,  heart flu ering, racing. I am… I am beau ful.  I am a pre y, feminine girl and I want people to play with me.  My cock twitches and I giggle, my mind empty and free, not a worry or stress to bother me.

Lianne looks up at me as I enter the kitchen. She stares at me for a moment, examining me, almost as though she suspects or knows, and I cannot help but squirm, wiggling, blushing. She smiles.

“You watched the second video. Good. Only one more to go. Think you can manage it or are you going to chicken out?” She says.

I  frown,  uncertain  how  she  knows  that  I  watched  but  glad  at  least  that  I  do  not have to argue or prove it. The lack of memory is odd, but it does not trouble me or bother me.  I don’t need to worry or stress or even think. I am pre y and feminine. I just have to have fun.  I giggle without meaning to. Lianne’s smile becomes a smirk.

“No,  I’ll  watch  it.  I  was  going  to  watch  it  this  a ernoon.  The  sooner  I  watch  it sooner I get my car.” I say, teasing.

I  giggle  again,  and  wiggle  my  hips  as  I  poke  my  tongue  out.  I  am  playful,  flirty, pre y.   Lianne  laughs  but  says  nothing.  She  looks…  happy.  My  cock  throbs  at  the sensa on of my stocking clad thighs rubbing together, the way my pan es hug my bu as I move.

I move across the kitchen to make myself some food. Lianne watches me, her eyes tracking me, and without thinking I put an extra wiggle into my hips, my ass swaying. I want her to watch me, want her to no ce, to think me sexy.  I am a pre y, sexy girl and I want people to no ce me, to think me sexy.

“So, you have any plans for the day?” Lianne asks.
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I  glance  at  her  as  I  shake  my  head.  I  stare  at  her  for  a  moment.  Her  make-up  is amazing and for the first  me I realise how talented she is at it, the way she blends colours to emphasise her natural charms, her eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, her blush, the way she styles her hair.  A pre y girl knows how to make herself beau ful.  I think about asking her how she got so good but I stop myself. Maybe later I can watch some videos, just so I know, in case I ever need to make myself as pre y as possible.  A good girl  knows  how  to  make  herself  as  sexy  and  feminine  and  pre y  as  possible  so  that people want to play with her. 

Lianne stares at me, grinning, and my cock aches. I wonder what she’d say if she could see me in my pre y, sexy underwear. Would she think I was hot?

“Just hanging out. Not much really.” I say.

Plenty of  me to learn how to do make-up, in case it’s ever needed. Lianne does not speak, con nues to stare at me, her expression curious, as though reading my soul, and I look away, look down.

She is wearing a mid-length skirt today, pleated, dark red, with a black jumper and black  thigh-high  socks.  Her  shoes  are  high-heels  and  red  to  match  her  skirt.  She’s always  dressed  nicely,  always  looks  pre y,  sexy,  and  I  wonder  where  she  buys  her clothes from. She looks about my size and I wonder if she’d let me borrow some, or if I could sneak some out without her no cing. Just to try, just to see how I’d look.  A pre y girl needs pre y clothes so that people no ce her, so that people will want to fuck her. 

It would be nice to have a few ou its to wear, just for me, so that I could look nice.

All my boy clothes are so boring, so drab.  I need to look pre y and sexy, I need sexy make-up and clothes and slu y shoes so that people no ce me, so that I look feminine and sexy. 

“Well, just don’t bother me too much. And remember, if you don’t watch that third video the car is mine.” Lianne says.

Her words snap me out of my daze and I shake my head, giggling at how silly I was being.  I don’t need to think, I just need to look pre y.

“Sure. But I’m going to watch it, and the car is going to be mine. Maybe if you’re nice to me I’ll let you borrow it.” I say, teasing my sister.

“That’s  very  sweet  of  you.”  Lianne  says.  “Maybe  if  you’re  nice  to  me  I’ll  let  you borrow a few things of mine.”

I blush immediately and Lianne laughs. It is almost… almost as though she knows.  I do not need to worry, I only need to be pre y.

I spend the a ernoon watching videos online, make-up tutorials and guides on how to style hair my length to make the most of it. I learn a lot. I had never realised before how much effort girls put into looking nice, pre y, how much of a difference just a li le make-up and hair product could make. I am buzzing by the  me I finish watching the last video. There is so much I want to try, so much I know I could do, so many looks to try—cute  and  innocent,  sexy  and  sultry,  brazen  porn  star.  I  can’t  wait  to  get  some make-up so that I can prac ce what I’ve learnt.

“The moment I get my car I’m going shopping!” I say, giggling.

Thinking of my new car I realise I s ll need to watch the third and final video, so I open  the  drive.  There  is  a  moment  of  hesita on,  the  lack  of  memory  about  what  I watched, and… something else… but the worry vanishes almost immediately.  I do not need to worry, I do not need to think, I just need to look pre y, to have fun.  I smile, giggle again.

I pull on my headphones, take a deep, calming breath, in and out, se ling, sinking, and press play on the third and final file. The screen loads and a spiral begins to turn, many shades of gli ery pink spinning, drawing my eye into the centre, dri ing, sinking, so  calm  and  relaxed,  no  need  to  think  or  resist.  There  is  a  so   cking.  I  breathe  in, se ling,  sinking,  and  breath  out,  my  mind  emptying,  quie ng,  no  need  to  worry  or think.

Welcome  back  precious.  You  are  an  eager  girl,  aren’t  you?  Unable  to  resist  me, unable to help yourself. You want to be pre y, don’t you, want to be a sexy, slu y girl, don’t you? 

I nod.  I am an eager girl. I want to be a sexy, slu y, pre y girl. 

Now, breathe in and out, calm, slow. With each inhale you sink deeper, watching the spiral turn, and with each exhale your mind emp es, no thoughts or worries, just pink fluffy emp ness. Good, pre y, sexy, slu y girls don’t need to think. 

I breathe in, sinking, and out, mind emptying. The spiral turns and I watch it.

You want to be a pre y, sexy, slu y girl. You want to be a good girl. 

I nod, sinking deeper with each breath, my mind empty, hollow, no thoughts.  I do not need to think.  I giggle.

Good  girls  like  you  don’t  need  to  think.  Their  minds  are  empty,  just  full  of  pink, sparkly fluff. Your mind is just full of pink sparkly fluff. You don’t need to think. You don’t need to resist. You don’t need to struggle. You only need to be pre y. 

I  want  to  be  pre y.  My  pan es  and  stockings  and  bra  feel  so  good  against  my smooth skin. I am pre y. I am feminine. I am sexy.

Now, I want you to imagine the sexiest, slu est, pre est girl you can. Imagine how she looks, her smooth pre y body. Smooth like yours, dressed up in slu y underwear, 

 just like yours. 

I moan in delight. My cock swells, throbbing. The spiral turns.

You are so like her now aren’t you? There’s just one final step. I want you to picture her face. Her make-up, her hair. She looks so slu y, doesn’t she? Like the sexiest porn star you’ve ever seen. You want to be her. You need to be her. 

I bite my bo om lip, squirming. I am so pre y, so sexy, but I can be more. I can be even pre er, even sexier, even slu er.

Picture her now on a bed, in her sexy underwear, so smooth and pre y. A slu y girl like that, on her knees, on all fours, what does she need? What does she crave? 

My mouth feels empty and my belly flu ers.

Cock. Pussy. Cum. A girl like that needs to be played with. Needs to be fucked. Her body  aches  for  it,  desperate.  She  can’t  think,  can’t  do  anything,  except  fuck.  Every touch so sensi ve, so much pleasure, her mouth and lips yearning, her body needing to be touched. 

My  body  ngles,  cheeks  blushed.  My  lips  are  so  sensi ve,  my  ass,  my  hole, clenching, empty.

She  needs  to  be  fucked,  she  aches  for  it.  A  girl  like  that  will  do  anything  to  be fucked. She’ll beg, serve, a good slut. She’s addicted to the pleasure, to cock and cum and pussy. She needs it more than she needs air, her mouth, her hole, they need to be filled. 

I nod, and lick my lips, saliva ng.

Now, imagine you are that girl. So slu y, sexy, body so hot with desire and arousal. 

I am sexy, slu y. My cock swells suddenly, aching, hard, my body burning.

You need it, don’t you? 

I nod.

You  need  to  be  fucked,  need  to  be  filled,  you  can’t  think,  can’t  resist.  Your  body aches  with  desire,  with  lust,  so  aroused,  so  hot,  so  sensi ve,  so  much  pleasure.  No thoughts.  Just  pleasure.  Addicted  to  all  that  pleasure  so  that  without  it  you  are nothing. You need it. You have to have it. 

I nod, squirming. I need it, crave it. I am addicted.

All you need to do is serve, beg, be a good girl, and you will be rewarded. You will be fucked, you will be pleasured. All you need to do is obey, like a good slut, and all that pleasure you need will be yours. Your aching body needs it, you need it. Obey. Serve. A good slut. 

My  mind  sinks  deeper.  I  am  a  good  slut.  I  must  obey.  I  must  serve.  I  need  the pleasure. I crave it. I am addicted. Without it I am nothing. My body  ngles, shivering,

cock aching, lips wet, yearning, hole clenching.

Be a good girl. Be a good slut. Obey. Serve. 

I sink deeper. No thoughts, no resistance, only obedience. I am a good girl, a good slut.

Chapter 4

There  is  s ll  no  memory  of  what  I  watched,  though  I  remember  si ng  down, headphones on, pressing play then… nothing. Nothing un l I woke up late this morning feeling amazing, refreshed and carefree and happy. As I squirm under my covers I grin, giggling,  my  smooth  legs  and  bu   so  much  more  sensi ve  and  delicate  against  my sheets. I am naked, my skin smooth, so , hairless. I am pre y. I am a pre y, sexy girl. I let my hands run over my body, deligh ng in the sensa on.

My cock strains, swells, throbbing, but I do not touch it. I know I shouldn’t.  A good girl NEVER plays with herself. Frustrated and aching in the most wonderful way I get out  of  bed  and,  pulling  on  a  pair  of  yucky  boy  pants,  hurry  to  the  bathroom  to  get ready for the day.

“I  really  need  to  get  myself  something  nicer  to  wear.  I  don’t  have  any  pre y clothes.” I say quietly to myself.

Once  in  the  bathroom,  I  shower,  again  using  Lianne’s  scented  moisturising  soap, the  way  it  leaves  my  skin  so   and  delicate  and  sensi ve,  the  gentle  perfume, wonderful. I allow my hands to trace my subtle curves, glad for the first  me for my slight figure, my narrow shoulders and wide hips, my round ass.  I make a much be er girl.

I  rinse  off  and  step  out  of  the  shower,  dry  myself,  and  examine  my  body  in  the mirror. I pose and wiggle and even my cute li le cock seems more feminine. I bite my bo om lip and blush, a swell of euphoria, my body so so  and smooth and pre y…

yet, I know I can do more.

“Lianne won’t be back un l later…” I whisper.

I make up my mind before I have a chance to doubt myself. I slip through to my room, running naked, glad that the house is empty. I grab my underwear, my pan es and stockings and suspenders and bra—my only set, I’m going to need to buy more, and  then  I  can  throw  away  all  my  old  yucky  underwear.  A  pre y  girl  wears  sexy underwear  all  the  me,  so  she  is  always  ready  to  play.  I  then  head  through  to  my sister’s room.

I slip on my underwear first, so I am properly dressed, and feel be er with the silk and lace and ribbon on, more feminine, more like the real me. I then turn my a en on to  my  sister’s  wardrobes.  She  has  so  many  clothes.  She  won’t  miss  one  ou it,  and
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they’re all so cute, so sexy, so pre y. The contents of her wardrobe are so much more en cing and exci ng than the yucky contents of mine.

I take my  me, choose a pink mini skirt and a cute pink blouse. I decide on a whim to borrow some of my sister’s underwear too, take a pair of white thigh high socks, pink pan es, and a pink padded bra. Finally, I select a pair of pink heels that I’ve never seen my sister wear but that look like something a stripper or porn star might own.

My hands are shaking as I take off my underwear and slip on the ou it I’ve chosen and  even  as  I  slip  on  the  pink  pan es  and  bra,  the  white  socks,  the  pink  skirt  and blouse, the pink heels, I know that I’ll never willingly return them. They feel right, as though I was meant to wear them, and I wiggle and sway and pose as I look down at myself, giggling, blushing. My head feels pink and sparkly and I am happy, my skin flush and sensi ve, lips  ngling, hole clenching, cock throbbing.

I turn to look at myself in the mirror and I adore what I see— I am a sexy, slu y, pre y girl!  I look amazing, so cute all pink, my sexy white socks and slu y pink heels. I wiggle, turn, to ering, the heels making me stand in a way that makes my legs seem longer and my bu  rounder, s cking out. The skirt hugs my bu  ass and hips, so short my pan es flash as I move, and my blouse is short so my flat belly and narrow waist are on show, unbu oned to flash my bra.

“I can do more though.” I say.

A pre y girl knows how to look her best, how to look like a good slut in make-up.  I look to my sister’s dressing table, see all her make-up, and I grin, giggling. I step over towards  it,  stru ng  in  my  heels,  my  hips  swaying,  ass  wiggling,  my  cute  li le  cock throbbing.

I use my sister’s pale e of eye shadows first, working with gli ery pinks and blacks to dust my eyelids as I saw in the videos. It is not as easy as they made it seem but I go slowly, carefully, and manage to do an acceptable job, the make-up heavy and sultry and brazen.  I am a pre y, sexy slut and I want people to no ce me, to want me, to play with me, so I need to look my best. There is a fizzing in my head, pink sparks, my cock throbbing, my belly flu ering.

Next,  I  use  mascara  and  eyeliner  to  make  my  eyes  look  larger,  brighter,  heavy blacks, my lashes long and flu ering like bu erfly wings. I cannot stop smiling as I stare at  myself  in  the  mirror,  my  face  transformed.  Finally,  I  add  a  touch  of  blush  and highlight to my cheeks to make my face glow, my features already so  and feminine, then paint my lips, a deep pink topped with a gli ery gloss to make them sparkly and plump and wet.

I tussle my hair with product, a messy feminine style, cute and girly, then paint my nails, gli ery pink to match my make-up. Finished I stare at myself and I feel carefree and happy, joyous, flu ery and light, pink sparkles.  I am a sexy girl, a pre y girl. I am feminine and sensi ve and aching. I am so pre y I need to be played with. 

My  heart  races  and  my  belly  flu ers.  My  cock  throbs.  I  am  stunning.  I  grin  and giggle, aware that I am never going back to the old me.  I am a pre y, sexy, slu y girl! 

“Having fun there are we Ben? Or should I just call you Becky?”

Lianne’s voice is mocking and quiet. I turn, blushing, panicking for only a moment.  I do not need to worry. I am a pre y, feminine girl. I do not need to think.  I smile and giggle, suddenly calmer.

“I like the name Becky.” I say. “But… well, I just wanted to borrow a few things. I hope you don’t mind.”

Lianne stares at me, her smile full of mischief and guile. She looks me up and down, appraising  me,  seems  almost  pleased,  nodding.  The  way  she  looks  at  me  makes  me flu er.

“You look… pre y.” She says. “You make a be er girl than you do boy.”

My heart soars. She thinks I am pre y.  I am a good girl, feminine and sexy.  I giggle.

“Thanks.” I say—my mind is full of pink sparkles.

“I… I watched that final video too, so… I guess I won the bet!” I say—my voice is flu ering and so , feminine.

I flu er my eyelashes. I’m excited to get my new car, so I can go out to places, so I can go shopping, get more shoes, more lingerie, more cute ou its.  I need to dress like the pre y, slu y, sexy girl I am.

“You  did  win  the  bet.  You  watched  all  three  of  those  videos.  How  did  you  like them?” Lianne asks.

I try to think but I cannot, it is too hard.  Pre y girls don’t need to think, I don’t need to think. I need to obey, serve, be played with, look pre y. I do not need to worry.  I know that the videos were fun though, and I want to watch more.

“I liked them! I’d be happy to watch them again but they all disappeared! Do you have any more like them?” I ask—my voice is carefree and giggly.

Lianne nods. Her smile widens.

“I think I can probably find a few more videos for you since you enjoyed them so much.” She says.

I clap my hands and bounce up and down, excited, eager to see more of the fun videos—even  though  I  cannot  remember  what  they  were  about  I  know  ins nc vely

that  they  were  good  for  me,  that  they  help  make  me  a  be er,  pre er,  slu er  girl, which is a good thing.  I need to be the pre est, slu est, sexiest girl I can be. 

“What’ll you do for me though?” Lianne asks.

I frown, pou ng. I think for a moment but thinking is too hard. I shrug.

“What do you want me to do?”

My  body  feels  hot  and  sensi ve  and  needy,  aching,  craving  something  I  cannot name. My lips  ngle and my cock throbs. I hope that Lianne wants me to do something naughty and sexy.

“Hmmm… how about you let me keep the car, and I’ll give you more videos.”

I shake my head, s ll pou ng. I need my car to buy pre y things.  I  need  to  look pre y.

“No! I won! That’s not fair.” I say.

Lianne laughs. She stares at me.

“How about you just let me keep the car anyway. I’ll let you borrow it when you need it, and I’ll give you lots more fun videos.”

“No.” I say.

Lianne’s smile does not lessen.

“Just say yes Becky. You know you want to. Just be a good girl for me.” Lianne says

—there is a buzzing at the back of my head as she says those words, pink sparks, bolts of pleasure, and I feel weak.

“Be my pre y, submissive,  sissy princess.”

The way Lianne says those last two words… I… I cannot resist. I cannot think. My head is full of pink gli er.  I am a submissive sissy princess. I do not need to think or resist. I need only to be pre y, sexy, feminine, slu y. I need only to be fun and playful and giggly. I need to obey. 

I break into a wide smile, giggle, no thoughts. I am blushing, pre y, sexy, my body hot and sensi ve, craving play, craving fun. I nod.

“Okay, Mistress.” I say—my voice so  and feminine and obedient.

Lianne smiles at me.

“Good princess!” She says. “And do you know how I reward good princesses?”

I shake my head. I do not, but I don’t worry. I bounce in my seat, eager and excited, glad I am a good princess.

“Would you like me to show you?” Lianne asks.

I nod, excited and happy, head full of pink gli er and sparks. My cock is throbbing, my  lips  ngling,  my  hole  aching.  I  want  so  badly  to  know  how  a  good  princess  is

rewarded. I hope it is dirty and fun!

“Yes please, Mistress!” I say.

Chapter 5

“Go to my wardrobe on the le . In the bo om is a box with a combina on padlock.

Take it out and bring it to me, princess.” Lianne says.

I smile, giggle, and nod.  I am a good sissy princess, obedient and pre y, submissive and sexy, slu y, eager to please.  I head to the wardrobe, walking carefully in my heels.

Heel to toe like a good slut, one foot in front of the other, sure to wiggle my hips and ass so people no ce how sexy I am. I want people to no ce me, want people to want to fuck me. 

I  rummage  in  the  bo om  of  the  wardrobe,  pull  out  a  wooden  box  with  a combina on padlock and carry it over to Lianne, my Mistress. I wiggle my hips, my ass, the  way  my  skirt  and  pan es  feel  is  amazing,  my  smooth  sock-clad  thighs  rubbing together, my cock aching.

“Such a good princess. I love watching you walk, such a sexy li le slut. You’re going to get all the boys very excited.”

I  grin,  blush,  giggle.  The  thought  of  boys  ge ng  excited  watching  me,  of  men wan ng  to  fuck  me,  makes  me  hot  and  flu ery.  I  need  hard  cock.  I  crave  it.  I  am addicted to cum.

“Now, how about you close your eyes. I want this to be a surprise.” My Mistress says.

I nod.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I  close  my  eyes,  excited,  eager,  glad  to  obey.  My  lips  are  ngling  and  my  hole  is aching. I feel dizzy and flu ery and my heart is racing, my skin so sensi ve. My mind is full of pink sparkles.  I am a good girl, a pre y girl. 

There is a rustle of clothes as I stand with my eyes closed. I imagine my mistress ge ng  undressed,  the  thought  of  her  naked,  the  thought  of  her  voluptuous  body.  I need to serve her, worship her, pleasure her. 

There is then the sound of the padlock opening, more rustling, and the noise of metal buckles. I can hear Lianne shi ing around just in front of me, her body exposed, but I do not dare open my eyes, do not dare disobey.

“Open your eyes now princess.” My Mistress says.
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I  do  as  I  am  told,  open  my  eyes,  and  my  smile  is  a  wide  beam.  Lianne  is  naked, breasts bared, beau ful, her wide hips, smooth legs, taught stomach, except for the straps around her waist—black leather with silver metal fastenings. My gaze is drawn to the middle of the web of straps, over her crotch, a fleshy pink cock, massive and hard, a lifelike dildo sculpted with a prominent head and veins. My mouth waters and my hole clenches. I am weak at the sight of it.

“You like your reward princess?” My Mistress asks.

I nod, giggling.  I crave cock, need it. I need to suck it, fuck it. I need to be fucked, used. I am a pre y sissy fuck-toy.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” I say—my voice quiet and feminine.

My Mistress smiles. She Wiggles her hips to make her cock sway from side to side.

“Then drop to your knees.”

I obey without thinking.

“Wrap your hand around it, princess.” My mistress says.

My  eyes  are  wide,  my  mouth  wet,  empty,  lips  ngling,  sensi ve.  I  shi   forward, shuffling in my pink heels, white socks, pink skirt and pre y pan es. My cock is hard, throbbing.  I need to suck cock. I need to be fucked. I am a dirty slut who needs to be used. 

I reach up and wrap my hand around my Mistress’s cock, the feel of it in my hand, cool, hard and yet so , makes me moan, whimper, my cheeks hot. I want to serve it. I want it inside of me.

“You like it don’t you? You like cock. You want it. You need it. Well, if you ask nicely I’ll let you have it, but you need to beg like the dirty, sexy, pre y sissy slut you are.”

There is a lump in my throat.  I need it. I have to have it.  I know I cannot resist. My mind is full of hunger, pink sparkles.

“Please Mistress… please… I need your cock… I’ll do anything… I’ll be your slave, your toy…. Just let me have it… let me worship you… use me like your pre y fuck-toy…”

I whisper.

My Mistress smiles, nodding.

“Very good. I think you’ve found your righ ul place haven’t you princess. A li le pre y slut on her knees. Sissy Becky. My toy.”

I nod. I am where I belong. At my Mistress’s feet, begging for cock.

“I’m your pre y slut Mistress. Your toy.”

My Mistress smiles.
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“Yes, you are. Now, since you are a good girl, why don’t you open your mouth and take my cock between those pre y lips. I want to watch you suck cock like the slut I’ve always known you are.”

I nod, flush, blushing, eager. I turn my a en on to my Mistress’s cock. I open my mouth, lean forward, press my lips to the head of her dick. I wrap them  ght and press forward, let the cock slip into my mouth. I work my tongue, bob my head down, up, slipping my lips up and down my Mistress’s sha , we ng it with my spit. My head is filled with bright pink bubbles, an overwhelming joy.  I am a pre y, slu y cock sucker. I need to suck cock. I need to be a good girl. 

“So pre y. Such a  ght, sexy mouth. The boys are going to enjoy you.” My mistress says.

I am overjoyed she thinks me pre y. The thought of sucking other cocks for her, pleasing men, tas ng cum, drives me on.  I am addicted to cock, to cum.

I suck harder, lips so ,  ngling with pleasure. I work my tongue. I take as much of my Mistress’s cock as I can, the  p brushing the back of my throat. I suppress the urge to gag and take more, feel it slip into my throat,  ght, so good, so hot. I suck harder, needing to please, full of pleasure, my cock aching, head spinning.  I need more. I need cock. I need to suck, fuck. I need to be used like a pre y sissy fuck-toy.

I work my lips and tongue like a porn star. My Mistress’s cock pressed into the  ght confines of my throat and I choke on it, milk it. Bolts of pleasure unlike anything I’ve ever felt spread out from my mouth. I cannot think, mind a pink cloud of sparkles and bubbles and pleasure.  I am addicted to this. I am a slut now, a pre y, sexy slut. 

“Good girl. But there’s more. You want more, don’t you?”

I know what my Mistress is offering and I want it.  I need it. I need cock inside of me, inside my ass. I need to be fucked like the slut I am, like a pre y, sexy girl. 

I pull my pre y, sensi ve lips off my Mistress’s cock, the prominent head leaving my mouth with an audible pop, my tongue  ngling with pleasure, wet and hot, and I look up at her, nodding, blushing, giggling.

“Yes,  Mistress.”  I  say.  “I  want  you  to  fuck  me…  please…  fuck  me  like  your  slu y, sissy toy.”

My Mistress smiles at me.

“Of course princess.” She says.

“On the bed, on your back.” My Mistress says. “Pan es off and spread your legs.”

I  obey  without  thinking.  I  move  to  the  bed  and  lie  down  on  my  back.  I  slip  my pan es down my smooth, sock-clad legs, my cute li le cock hard and oozing precum, and then spread my legs.

I  am  s ll  in  my  heels,  like  a  good  slut,  dressed  sexy,  ready  for  cock.  A  good  girl always looks pre y, sexy, and is always ready to be a good fuck-toy. 

With my legs spread wide, I feel like the pre y, sexy slut I know I am. I watch as my Mistress crosses to stand between my legs, her cock s ll wet with my spit.

“Such a cute li le dick! Yes, you definitely make a be er girl. You’d never sa sfy anyone  with  that.  You’ll  do  much  be er  as  a  pair  of  ght  holes  to  fuck  and  fill  with cum.”

I blush at the words, giggling, but the thought fills me with hot pleasure, my body burning, craving it, so sensi ve.

“Now, beg me to fuck you, or you’ll get nothing.” My Mistress says.

“Please… no… you can’t leave me like this… I need it… I need you inside me… I need to be fucked… I need you to make me into a slu y, sexy girl… a fuck-toy… if you don’t I might start to think I’m a boy again but I know that once you fuck me… once you fill me with cock… I’ll never be able to go back to being a boy… I’ll be a sissy girl forever and I need that.”

I need to be fucked to finally become the girl I want to be, to have that silly, yucky boy fucked out of me so that I can be the carefree, playful, flirty, sexy, slu y girl I was always meant to be. 

“Please Mistress…” I beg.

My Mistress smiles. She looks down at me, takes a small bo le of clear liquid from somewhere in her straps and fills her palm with it. She runs her hand over her cock, slickening it, lubrica ng it so that it can slip inside me, inside my ass, and I quiver with pleasure and an cipa on. My hole aches, hungry, needing to be filled.

My Mistress steps forward, aims the head of her cock at my entrance, and runs it up and down my crack, lubrica ng me. The sensa on is sheer bliss and I moan, bi ng my bo om lip, squirming. My head is full of sparkling pink bubbles.

The head of my Mistress’s cock pauses at my entrance, presses gently, teasing me open. The sensa on is more than any pleasure I have ever known and I li  my legs to raise my bu  higher, offering it. I hold my thighs, hold my legs open wide, my pre y pink heels in the air.

“Please… fuck me… fill me…” I whisper.

My  Mistress  presses  firmly,  into  me,  spreading  me  wider  and  wider,  opening  my hole  so  that  she  can  fill  me.  Her  lubed  cock  works  into  me,  the  pressure  building,

pleasure and pain. I press into her, wan ng her inside me. My hole stretches and then, suddenly, the head pops past my outer ring and her cock sinks into my pre y, sissy ass.

I moan, loud, my head blank, drunk on bliss.

“Fuck… yesss…” I whimper

“You like that slut?” My Mistress asks.

I can only nod. There are no more words, just the pleasure of being fucked. I want more. My Mistress presses into me, deep, her cock sinking into my ass, my  ght virgin hole being used, stretched, trained as a fuck-hole.  I am a nasty, dirty, sexy sissy slut and I am addicted to cock. 

My Mistress runs her hands down my legs and under my skirt, grips my hips. She thrusts into me, fast, hard, filling me, fucking me, claiming me. I can feel the last traces of my old self slipping away and I do not care.  I am a pre y, sexy girl, a sissy slut. I am Becky. I am a sissy princess. 

I  fuck  back,  taking  more  and  more  of  my  Mistress’s  cock,  le ng  her  use  me, whimpering,  moaning.  The  way  her  cock  stretches  me,  the  prominent  head  rubbing against my inner walls, rubbing over the bright knot of pleasure in my belly, makes my cock throb, drooling precum.

“Yes… fuck… harder…”

“You’re a slut, aren’t you?” My Mistress says.

I nod.

“You’re a dirty, cock addicted sissy girl. A sexy pre y fuck-toy. You need cock. Need to be fucked like a slut, to be used. Don’t you?”

I nod, moaning. It’s all true and I am happier than I have ever been. The knot of pleasure in my belly expands, throbbing, hot, cock aching. I thrust back as my Mistress claims me, stretching my hole, making me into a brainless sissy fuck-toy.

My balls  ghten and my cock throbs. I moan, thrus ng, grinding my hips.

“Cum for me then. Cum and admit you are a dirty sissy princess. Cum for me while I fuck you and become the sissy slut you are meant to be.” My Mistress says.

I know ins nc vely that cumming like this, now, will change everything and I want it more than I have ever wanted anything. I grind on her cock, chasing the pleasure, her sha  filling me, stretching me, slipping in and out, over and over.

“Yes… that’s… I’m… I’m going to…”

I moan and my cock swell, throbs, balls spasming. I cum as my Mistress fucks me, thrus ng into me, filling me. I cum harder than I have ever cum, my cock drooling, the pleasure intense, addic ve, and I know I can never go back.  I am a sexy, pre y girl, a sissy princess, and I can’t live without cock, without cum. 

“Good girl.” My mistress says.

Her  cock  is  s ll  buried  in  my  ass  and  I  squirm,  deligh ng  in  the  sensa on.  She reaches out and scoops a generous dollop of my cum from where it has pooled on my belly. She brings her hands to my lips and I open my mouth without even being told.

I take her cum covered fingers between my lips and suck and lick them clean, eager to taste cum, my cum, aching for it. The first taste is like heaven and I know I will never be able to get enough.

“Good girl!” My Mistress says.

I smile, beaming, blushing.

“Now, I promised you more videos, didn’t I?” She says.

I nod. I want to watch more, to be a be er slut for my Mistress.

“Well, how about I send you a new batch, and you share them with some of your friends. I’m sure you can convince them to watch them. I was thinking Lee and Aaron would make excellent playmates for you. Don’t you think?”

The thought of Lee and Aaron becoming pre y, sexy girls like me makes my hole clench and my cock twitch. We could serve my Mistress together and I bet they have pre y cocks, all full of delicious cum. I nod, grinning, blushing. My head is a haze of pink sparkly fog.

“That sounds like the bestest idea ever Mistress.” I say.

THE END.

A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!

If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your posi ve reac ons always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books!

Your con nued support is why I am able to keep wri ng these exci ng stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beau ful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date  with  news  on  any  new  books  or  deals  then  I  can  be  found  on  Twi er

@Keary_Writes—you’ll  also  get  to  read  my  occasional  ramblings  and  grumblings,  as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!


Keary xx

Also by Keary Hayes
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Femboy Reform School

The Complete Series

There  is  a  special,  exclusive  Reform  School,  hidden  away  from  prying  eyes,  for  boys who have become lost, who are dri ing unhappily through life. Here these boys are given  purpose,  and  are  helped  to  uncover  their  true  poten al—here  they  are transformed, remade, and they become the  good girls they were always meant to be.

When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown loca on, he knows that he  is  in  trouble.  Aaron  was  a  good  student  who  worked  hard,  got  good  grades,  but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been dri ing, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.

There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for

the same reason—they are lost, adri , and they just need a li le help to become the happy,  pre y girls they are all des ned to become.

Their  journey  will  not  be  easy,  but  under  the  tutelage  of  Ms  Lewis,  their  stern Domineering teacher, and the senior  girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transforma ons ahead, but  for  Aaron  and  his  class-mates,  their  journey  begins  here,  now,  at  the  Femboy Reform School.
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Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid

Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be  lacking. Luckily the beau ful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees poten al in him, so he  is  given  one  more  chance  to  impress  her,  and  show  that  he  can  meet  her  very specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the  poten al she sees in him, and train him to be er sa sfy her  needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really  impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its  all  so  simple…  he  just  needs  to  be   pre y,  to   obey,  to   serve.  Soon  enough  Kieran finds himself submi ng to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without ques on as she trains him to be the kind of good  girl she wants. As Kieran’s training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submi ng to the sexy, asser ve, controlling woman,

but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives  him  when  it  finally  becomes  clear  that  Ms  Cwen  has  been  training  Kieran  to become her personal, pre y, sexy,  sissy maid?

Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisa on, sissifica on, corrup on, and mind  control,  as  well  as  the  use  of  language  and  repeated  phrases  that  some sugges ble readers may find irresis ble.
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Cursed by Pre y Pink Pan es

The Complete Series

Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has le  him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he  ever  going  to  make  her  happy  when  he  couldn’t  even  make  himself  happy.  He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a  me with li le joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending  yet  another  night  alone,  miserable  in  his  now  empty  and  oddly  barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains  not  quite  the  same.  Even  tasks  like  the  laundry  have  lost  their  lustre  and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consis ng only of his dull, dreary garments, bere of  the  delicate,  sexy,  feminine  items  of  his  girlfriend’s  that  he  always  found  so…

charming.

But then his night, and his life, takes an interes ng turn when he finds a pair of pre y pink  pan es,  lost  in  the  laundry  room—curious,  cap vated,  oddly  enchanted  by  the sight  of  the  feminine,  pink,  sexy  underwear,  Nate  cannot  resist  the  urge  to  pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long me,  but  when  he  tries  to  remove  them  he  panics.  The  pan es  are  stuck  on  and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pre y pink pan es, Nate finds  his  life  propelled  in  a  new,  wonderful,  exci ng  direc on—one  that  will  lead  to transforma ons,  corrup ons,  and  deligh ul  new  adventures.  S ll,  Nate  is  le   with many ques ons. Who do the pan es belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and ero cism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming  someone  new,  someone  be er,  someone  more  fun.  Soon  enough  Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new  mysteries  and  adventures  ahead  as  he  unravels  the  curse  of  the  pre y  pink pan es.
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Blackmailed by Brats

The Complete Series

Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bra y li le step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and par es he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the  summer  while  she  and  his  step-father  took  their  long  delayed  honeymoon,  he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi  was  a  Daddy’s  girl,  a  princess  who  was  used  to  ge ng  what  she  wanted,  as cunning and intelligent as she was beau ful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-si ng her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beau ful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in mo on a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone  pre er, more  submissive and  obedient, more  fun, so that she can finally have the  step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.

About the Author

Keary  is  a  young  writer  from  London,  England  who  enjoys  cooking,  music,  and  long walks  with  her  dog.  Having  spent  her  forma ve  years  lost  in  books  and  comics,  she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing  her  first  nglings  of  kink  while  watching  cartoon  heroes  and  heroines being  ed up by the villains, she has always found power play interes ng.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domina on, transforma on, feminiza on, cross-dressing, sissifica on, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through ero ca.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accep ng yourself and your nature.
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