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SELF LOVE

Glen’s feeling sorry for himself. His life is not what he wanted it to be and the love of his life has just left him. Not sure what to do to make things better he stumbles across a self-help forum advocating self love.

As he reads more it starts to click. Glen’s never been particularly kind to himself or attached to himself, but… where to start? It all seems like so much work. Glen begins to lose hope only to stumble across a series of self-help audio files that promise to help him unlock and love his true self.

It sounds perfect, so Glen downloads the first file and listens to it while he sleeps.

What happens next is a lesson in why loving yourself is the key to lasting happiness...

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


One

The commute home after work was a nightmare of traffic and people and noise. By the time I arrived back at my apartment, I was ready to collapse, and as the front door swung closed behind me it was all I could do to drag myself to the sofa to sit and breathe a sigh of relief.

Yet, even that relief was short-lived. The apartment was not the sanctuary it had once been.

It had never felt quite like home since Heather had left three weeks ago and as I sat on the sofa looking around the now fairly barren space—the bulk of the furniture and all of the decor had been hers—I felt her absence as a sharp pang in the chest. I was physically and mentally exhausted and I just wanted to relax, to rest, but even home wasn’t home any more.

Heather and I had been together for close to five years, meeting in our first year of college, and we’d moved in after graduating and finding jobs in the same city. Things had seemed perfect.

She was perfect.

She was beautiful and smart and kind and funny, and she was into me, a fact that I’d never truly gotten over.

I knew I wasn’t the best catch out there—I was short and slim, not particularly masculine in the traditional sense—so the fact that she’d asked me out had stunned me. At first, I’d assumed it was a joke, since the only time I’d been asked out by a girl before had been a joke, a cruel high school prank played on me by the popular girls. Yet, Heather had been serious.

She’d noticed me in class, had seen how hard I worked, had noticed the interesting questions I asked, and wanted to get to know me. She thought I was cute, in an awkward way, and I seemed like I had an interesting personality.

We’d gone on a date, for coffee, and… we’d clicked. She’d laughed at my jokes, had enjoyed my weird sense of humour, and had admired how hard I worked. She seemed to really like me. 

In the beginning, I had been worried she’d eventually work out that I was a loser, but as time went on she just became more adamant that she was really interested in me. We dated through the whole of college, and though it had taken me a while to get confident and comfortable, we’d even become intimate.

She seemed to really love me. And I was head over heels in love with her. It was when we finally moved in together after college that I began to accept the reality of it. Maybe she really was the one. Maybe I really had met my soulmate.

But then… things had started to deteriorate. It was small things at first, minor rows about chores or bills, not finding the time to really connect with each other now we were both working full time. Life outside of college was hard.

Being an adult was exhausting.

By the time I got home from a day in the office, I was ready to collapse, but I’d force myself to do things around the apartment, cook a healthy meal, and I’d try to plan regular dates for the two of us, but Heather just… she wasn’t as into it as she had been at college. She wasn’t as into me as she had been at college.

We began to grow apart. I was burning myself out trying to keep her, to prove I was worthy of her love. I was terrified of losing her.

But… burning myself out had done nothing. In the end, I just wasn’t enough.

I came home from work one day and she was gone, just a note giving me vague reasons, telling me not to contact her.

It was her, she said, not me. She wanted to work out who she was as an adult. She needed to work on herself. She needed to find herself now she was out in the big wide world. She wanted adventure.

I would have done anything for her, but I accepted the note, and her wishes. I didn’t contact her and I tried not to beat myself up over it all. She wanted to find herself… maybe when she had she’d come back to me?

But then, a week or so after she’d moved out I found out the truth.

She hadn’t wanted to find herself or to work on herself. She’d left me for another man. She’d left me for one of the managers at the company she worked for, an older man in his early thirties, traditionally handsome, masculine, wealthy, powerful. I discovered the truth when she posted photos of the two of them on an exotic holiday on her social media.

She’d found her adventure. It was one I’d never have been able to afford to give her, even if I’d worked all the hours of the day.

I was left devastated. 

In the aftermath I’d thrown myself into my work, working all the hours I could, trying to keep myself distracted, but it hadn’t worked. Not only was I still thinking about Heather and her new man, but I was also even more burnt out. I was close to collapse.

My body and my mind and my heart were all in pieces. I needed something to change, but I had no idea how to.

As I looked around the apartment I figured I should probably get up and make food, only… I was too tired. So, I did the next best thing. I sat on the sofa and I doom-scrolled on my phone.
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The moment I saw it I felt a flicker of hope. Was this it? What this what I needed?

I’d been trawling one of my favourite time-sink websites when I saw a post about someone recovering from a break-up that sounded similar to mine. At first, I thought it was an advert for some expensive self-help programme, but, curiosity had gotten the better of me and for that I was glad.

Looking into it in more detail, what I found made me sit up and, for the first time in weeks, since before Heather had left, I felt a pang of hope. 

There was a whole group of people who’d gone through break-ups and who’d been left lost and bewildered and heart-broken, men and women, and they’d all gone through what I was going through—they’d all tried their best to fix a failing relationship, only to have it fail anyway, and they’d all tried to dissociate away the pain, only to exhaust themselves further. Yet, according to some in the group, there was hope.

Rather than fixating on what they’d lost, people were advocating focussing on self to heal, and… it made sense. 

If you want to move on and heal then you need to work on yourself. Break-ups happen, but how you react to that is the important thing. I say you learn a lesson from it, use it as a chance to grow and be better. Take a break, work on yourself, and then get back out there. The best revenge is to forget about the person who left you and to go on to live your best life.

I was nodding as I was reading. I was smiling for the first time in weeks. 

There were people on there who’d gone through what I was going through and they’d all come out of the other side happier and healthier and with a brighter outlook on life. If they could do it then so could I. Right?

Only… it all sounded like a lot of hard work. People talked about focusing on my career—which is what I was doing in a way, working all the hours I could to avoid the pain, but it was just exhausting me and getting me nowhere—or dieting and hitting the gym. They talked about getting your life in order, making yourself high-value, but really I doubted I could ever be high-value.

My job was just a mundane office job, and though I was making extra money by working overtime, I was never likely to see my career take off in the way people were talking about just by spending every hour I could in the office. And… did I even want to work the way I was?

If I hadn’t been heartbroken I’d never have spent so much time in the office. I was definitely a work-to-live kind of man, not a live-to-work one. If Heather had still been around, and happy in our relationship, I’d have worked less. It was only my desire to treat her well or to numb the pain that had kept my nose to the grindstone.

And then there was the gym… just the thought of it made my skin prickle. I remembered the last time I’d joined a gym and shivered.

It had been in my third year of college. I’d wanted to get in shape for a holiday I was planning with Heather, had wanted to impress her.

After years of being short and scrawny with no change, I’d come to the conclusion that I was never going to change unless I changed myself, so, with a friend’s encouragement, I’d started hitting the gym to train with weights and cardio.

My friend was a pretty buff gym type, tall and broad and muscular, and he was very popular with the girls on campus for that reason, and he was adamant that he could get me into shape in no time.

Only… he’d been wrong. After several months of trying to bulk up and build mass, the only thing that had really changed was an overall improvement in my stamina and general fitness—which I’ll admit was nice, but it wasn’t really the intention. After lots of training, I’d improved my core strength, had trimmed down my waistline, but my shoulders and arms were just as thin as they’d always been. Even worse, thanks to all the squat training and running my legs had gotten larger, thick thighs, and my butt had gotten rounder, making me seem slightly out of proportion.

I’d stopped going to the gym when I’d accepted I was never going to get buff—it was expensive and exhausting and a lot like hard work for no results—but I still had the thicker thighs and round ass, though they were softer now, more fat than muscle, which made finding clothes that fit me well and made me look good difficult.

It was just as I was thinking about leaving the site and making some food—all the suggestions seemed like so much hard work and I was too tired and burnt out and exhausted to even think about some of the solutions let alone put them into practice—that my eye caught on one person's thread.

I’ve found the key to better living and I’m having the best sex of my life! Read the title.

Without thinking I clicked on it and began to read.
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The person’s story was a lot like mine. A young man whose girlfriend had left him, not quite sure what to do with his life and feeling exhausted by everything that was expected of him, burnt out by the idea that in order to live a better life he had to work harder and harder and harder, labouring to earn more, get a better job, work out, improve himself through grind. 

He wanted to live life, not work life, and the thought that the only way he’d ever be of value to another human was through toiling, working, labouring, had crushed him. He just wanted to be. Why was he not enough just as he was. Why did he constantly need to be doing?

Other people didn’t need to work constantly to prove their worth. They didn’t need to constantly be so close to burnout to be seen as worthy of love and attention and affection. Why did he have to hustle and grind and work himself to the bone to get even scraps of intimacy?

I could feel his ire and frustration as I read his story. It wasn’t fair!

I’d worked so hard to keep Heather happy, to provide for her, but in the end, it hadn’t been enough. She’d run off with a man who was taller and more masculine and richer than me. I wasn’t enough for her.

That I needed to work even harder to become somehow better, to get someone else, to be happy made me want to scream. I was exhausted. I was close to collapse. My tank was empty. Why wasn’t I, just as I was, enough? When was it going to be my turn to be looked after?

These files changed everything though. I’ve never been happier and I feel so much more relaxed. I have friends, I have lovers, and I’m having the best sex I’ve ever had and I don’t need to work for it. I can just be me and that’s enough. People want me for me. I don’t need to keep working to prove myself. I can just lie back and have fun. For the first time in my life I’m happy and truly living and I never imagined things could be so good so… if anyone out there is reading this, feeling what I felt, close to giving up hope like I was, try it. Please. Things really can get better and it doesn’t need to be hard work.

I felt a swell of hope and optimism. Maybe things really could get better. Maybe there was another way.

With that thought in mind, I clicked on the link attached to the post, and it took me to a download service, a folder with fourteen files in it. Fourteen numbered files.

The instructions on the post were pretty clear. I was supposed to listen to the files at night, while I slept. Two weeks. Every night. By the end, my life would be changed, better.

I clicked download, and it took only a moment for the files to arrive. Once the download was finished I opened the folder and looked at the files. They were all about the same size, named only by number. On a whim I clicked open the first file and a soft drone began to play, an undulating buzzing that was soothing and soporific. I could feel my brain calming and my eyes getting heavy, but I forced myself to focus. I wanted to know what was on the files before I started listening to them while I slept.

It was only sensible to get an understanding of what they were before giving them access to my subconscious, right?

Yet, it was difficult to fully hear what was on the files. The main sound I could hear was the buzzing drone, constant, like a lullaby, but beneath it, I could just about hear a voice. Or rather several voices. There were whispers, so quiet I couldn’t hear them clearly, too many voices jumbled together to discern what they were saying.

I caught words and phrases only. Words like relax, pleasure, sleep, desire, confident, and phrases like worthy of love, you are special, you are beautiful just as you are, the inner you is special and deserves attention, you are allowed to be soft and to receive pleasure.

Just the few words and phrases I could hear made my head fizz and my spine tingle, a rush of warm, comfortable, joyful feelings. I could feel myself smiling, relaxing, a sense of stress and tension melting away.

Nothing I heard sounded awful or wrong, and it certainly didn’t seem to be any kind of brainwashing or something nefarious. 

“What could it hurt?” I said to myself. “I can always try the first one, see how it goes, and if I don’t like it I can quit.”

Listening to the file had chilled me out, relaxed me, and I was grinning, a warm glow spreading through me. I just wanted to lie back and relax and…

“First I need to eat though, and shower. Then I can sleep.”

Just that word, sleep, was enough to make me want to collapse. It took all my will to stop the file from playing, but I could already feel a sense of nervous excitement about the thought of going to sleep while listening to it.

Everything would be better. And it would just take two weeks…


Two

My alarm’s drone woke me from a dreamless sleep, and I forced my way up from a deep state of rest, struggling against the desire to sink back into sleep. I rolled over, clicked my alarm off and blinked against the dull light that filtered through my bedroom curtains.

I’d slept… well. I’d slept amazingly well. Though I was sluggish from having been woken from a deep slumber by my alarm, I still felt pretty well-rested and recharged.

Stretching, I worked out the knots and the kinks in my shoulder and back, and then slipped out of bed to begin getting ready for work. I was stiff, but it felt almost pleasant in a way.

Since Heather had left I’d not been sleeping well, had been struggling with anxious thoughts and bad dreams and insomnia. The lack of quality rest had just made dealing with everything else even harder.

But with the file playing I’d been able to have the first good night’s sleep since she’d left me. I felt… amazing. It was perhaps one of the best night’s sleep I’d ever had, and as I moved around, getting dressed, sorting food, getting ready to head out to work, I realised I felt better than I had in a long time.

I felt alive, vibrant, full of energy and excited for the day ahead. Maybe it was the placebo effect, believing the file had done something, a sense of hope for my future, or maybe it was just that the soporific droning of the file helping me finally get a good night’s sleep. Whatever it was I was glad for it, and as I headed out to start my day I was curious to see if there would be any more improvements.
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The day was a day, much like any other, and though I felt invigorated and energised as I’d not felt in a long time, it was still a slog to get through it all.

The commute into work was dreary, a bus then a train then a walk, and the office was a grind of the same routine stuff over and over and over, seeing the same people, having the same conversations. I had figured I might notice some changes in my attitude, more confidence maybe, more charm, but there was nothing.

The increased sense of energy and wellness was nice but I was hoping for more. Maybe I just needed to be patient though and listen to more of the files. Maybe it would take a few more days for the full effects to kick in.

Yet, as I worked, there were, perhaps, subtle changes in me.

Since Heather had left I’d felt too depressed to even notice other women. I’d been fixated on work, on exhausting myself mentally and physically, trying to dissociate my way through the pain of losing the only woman I’d ever loved, but as the day passed I began to realise I was noticing the women around me.

It was subtle at first. Small glances, my eyes lingering, or a deep inhale of the air as someone walked by to breathe deep the fragrance of an interesting perfume, but by the time it had gotten around to lunch I couldn’t help but realise what was happening.

Maybe the file really was having an effect. Maybe I was finally finding my way out of my slump.

With that thought in mind, I smiled. I felt a swell of hope. Maybe the files really would work. Maybe they really would make my life better.

So, I leaned into it. I’d been working so hard recently, pushing myself to the brink of exhaustion, that I was weeks ahead of where I should be, so… I let myself slow down. When I got distracted I let my attention go where it wanted.

And where it wanted to go was the woman around me.

Though none of the women in my office were as hot or as beautiful as Heather, they all had their own unique charms, and for the first time, I really began to notice. When I’d joined the company I’d been with Heather, had only had eyes for her, so I’d not noticed the women around me. Then, after the break-up, I’d been too heartbroken, had been too focused on exhausting myself, to see anything other than what was right in front of me. Now though… that was changing.

Maybe it was that I’d just had a good night’s rest, but maybe… maybe the files really were beginning to work.

The thought thrilled me, and I had to admit there was a certain pleasure in really noticing what each woman had to offer. Some were just overall attractive, but for most there was one thing or another that really struck me.

Some women had amazing legs, or good hips, or a perfect ass. Others it was their overall figure or their breasts. For some, it was their hair, or their eyes, maybe even their lips, their cheekbones. There was always something to notice, something strikingly attractive about each woman, something I couldn’t help but admire.

I began to really take notice of the women around me. I began to really appreciate them.

And it wasn’t just their bodies or their faces either. There was so much else to notice.

Each woman had her own style too. True, it was a workplace style, tailored to suit the environment of the office, but each of them had injected subtle pieces of their own personalities and preferences into what they were wearing. 

Their choice of clothes, their heels, their hair-styles and their make-up, even the kind of stockings they wore or how they carried themselves. There was just so much to notice about each woman, and I felt like for the first time I was really drinking it all in.

So it was that I went to lunch with a newfound sense of wonder. And while out getting lunch it just expanded. 

Walking to my favourite sandwich place I saw so many other kinds of women, other office workers and shoppers, college kids, the girls working in retail places and food stores. They were all different, unique, and I couldn’t help but wonder at how varied they all were, all the different styles on display, the varied ways of showing off their personalities.

It was like my eyes were finally open to the world around me, and I was mesmerized, drinking it all in. Some women more than others caught my eye, the clothes they wore, the colour of their make-up, their shoes, the way they wore their hair, and it was like I was fully able to appreciate how much effort women made with their appearances, how much freedom they had to express themselves.

As I watched the women around me, taking in the shop windows and the displays, I began to feel something more than just admiration and desire. It felt barbed, spiky, almost bitter. A… a sense of envy over their ability to dress so freely, so many interesting and exciting options open to them, so many ways to look attractive.

The feeling swelled, and I took a moment to look at myself. I was dressed as I was every day, in trousers, a shirt, a tie, jacket. Around me, almost all the men were dressed similarly, and even the men who weren’t dressed for the office were still fairly uniform. Jeans and T-shirt, the odd sweater or jacket. It was like the range of fashion available to men was so much less.

My mind ticked. Women got to dress in ways that were exciting and alluring, to draw attention, to make men notice them, and I couldn’t help but notice them given how exciting and varied and interesting all the women were. Yet men… men got nothing but boring clothes. We all dressed alike, in standard outfits, with nothing to help us stand out.

It seemed so unfair. How was I supposed to get a woman to notice me if there was nothing I could do to attract attention to myself? 

I found myself longing for the freedom they seemed to enjoy, the ability to dress in ways that expressed who they were, wearing clothes that were interesting, exciting, alluring, sensual. Sure, women could dress conservatively if they wanted to, and there were plenty of women who did, but they also had the freedom to dress in ways that were exciting and eye-catching.

How was I ever supposed to get anyone to notice me if I couldn’t wear anything but the dull uniform of masculinity that was expected of me? I wanted… more.

As I bought my lunch, sitting down in the cafe to eat it alone, I felt a tide of resentment growing, a bitter pill that was hard to swallow.

I was expected to do all the work to attract a woman, to charm her and entertain her and woo her. I was expected to put in all the effort to romance and pleasure her and make sure she felt loved and wanted and treasured, and it showed. Women dressed to attract attention, to display themselves to the world, and then men would come flocking, while men… men had to work to prove themselves. It wasn’t about how we looked, or who we were, it was about what he did. We had to toil and labour and earn love and affection and pleasure.

I was sick of it. I was tired and I was sick of it.

It would be so nice and easy to just relax and let someone else do the work for once. Maybe if I could dress nicely or display myself. Maybe if I had the freedom to wear clothes that were exciting and eye-catching, but… I was trapped in my suit.

And it was then that something seemed to click.
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For the rest of the day, the idea was stuck fast. What if I could wear something eye-catching?

What would I wear if I had the freedom to?

I knew what I had to wear, what I was supposed to wear, but… what if those rules no longer applied. What if suddenly I had the freedom to wear anything I wanted? What would I wear if I could wear anything I wanted to attract attention?

I… I had no answer. My mind was blank.

I realised for the first time in my life that I’d always just worn what I figured I was supposed to wear. I’d always dressed how I was supposed to dress. I’d never even really stopped to think about the clothes I wanted to wear, how I wanted to look, what I wanted to express. 

Realising that I began to pay more attention to the people around me, studying them. True, my attention was mostly drawn to the women, their heels and stockings and skirts, tight tops, their hair and make-up and jewellery, admiring them, feeling my skin grow warm and my heart rate increase, but I forced myself to pay attention to the men too.

I studied what other men wore, their clothes and shoes, how they styled their hair, how they moved, carried themselves, and though I could notice the ones that were attractive—men who were tall and well dressed, handsome, with strong, lean, muscular bodies, chiselled features, bright eyes—nothing about them excited me the way the women did. It was all just more of the same.

More suits, more jeans, more T-shirts and sweaters and shoes and trainers. Women could wear all of that and more. 

They had so much more. 

I could feel the sense of envy growing, swelling, a seed of almost resentment. I returned to the office after lunch and did my best to focus on work but it was hard to concentrate. I kept noticing the women around me, drawn to them, and even after work on the commute home, I found myself watching the women and the girls around me, eyeing their clothes and their shoes and their make-up more than anything.

I’d never really paid attention before, but now it was like my mind was cataloguing everything. It felt so unfair that they had so much freedom to dress and express themselves however they wanted, while I was trapped in a cage of masculine uniformity. By the time I arrived home, the initial surge of optimism and hope from the morning was gone, replaced with something else, something heavy and sticky and oppressive. 

I just wanted to collapse and give up. Yet, I clung to hope. 

I’d only listened to one of the files and things had changed. 

At the very least they’d helped me sleep better, and a good night’s sleep was never a bad thing, right?

But it was more than that. I felt like I was waking up. I noticed things today that I’d never noticed before. I’d paid attention to the world around me. I was feeling things—true they were heavy, difficult things to feel, but I was still feeling them rather than remaining numb and dissociated and distant. 

Listening to more of the files would only make things better, surely. So, I did my best to relax. I was home now. I could take time to really unwind before heading back to work tomorrow.

And it was with that forced optimism in mind that I headed off to shower. 

The shower helped, a lot, a sense of invigoration and relaxation. Yet, after the shower, I found myself quickly becoming tense again.

I wanted to unwind, relax, which meant wearing something comfortable for the evening, something that I could just exist in that I’d feel good in, but… there was nothing like that. As I looked through my wardrobe I could feel my frustration rising. 

It was like all my feelings from the day came tumbling out again and in the end, I ended up pulling every item of clothing out of my wardrobe.

“Nope. Nope. Nope nope nope nope nope.” I said to myself, muttering as I sorted through the pile.

None of it felt right. None of it was what I wanted to wear. I could feel an itching at the back of my head, like thoughts clawing to get out. I felt my skin prickling.

Nothing I owned was right. None of it looked comfortable. I wanted something different, something…

And then I smiled. I remembered what I’d forgotten. There was a box under my bed.

I turned and crawled beneath my bed to grab it from the back where I’d pushed it to keep it out of sight and out of mind. The last of Heather’s things. The stuff she’d left behind, that I’d not had the heart to throw out but that I didn’t want to see either.

As I opened it I felt a fluttering in my chest and belly, recalling what was in there.

It wasn’t much but it was… maybe enough. 

Heather had left behind a few toiletries, some jewellery I’d bought her as gifts recently, and some clothes. It was nothing fancy, nothing she loved, just a few old items of underwear, lingerie, and some yoga pants and a few old vests, but… maybe it would be enough?

I tipped the box up and emptied it out on the floor and smiled as I saw the contents. My heart leapt. I was exactly what I’d been craving after the day I’d had, yet in the back of my head there was a conflict raging.

I’d spent the whole day feeling caged by the clothes I was expected to wear, had spent the whole day admiring the clothes women got to wear, feeling a longing for the freedom they had, and now… I had a chance to have a taste of it.

But it was wrong, right?

I was a man. There were things I was supposed to wear, and there were things I wasn’t supposed to wear. 

And the things in front of me were definitely not things I was supposed to wear. Yet I was drawn to them. I was curious. I could feel something about them calling to me, luring me in. 

“No one needs to know.” I said to myself.

I was home alone. No one would know. If ever there was a chance to explore this new feeling, this curiosity, then this was it. Plus… wouldn’t it give me a greater appreciation for what women had to go through to look good?

That thought made me smile. A great understanding would make me more empathetic, which would make me a better partner. It would make it easier for me to connect with women. Right?

Plus they really did look comfortable. What must it feel like to wear all those different outfits, the different materials? What would it feel like to…

And then my hand reached out to pick up a pair of panties, flimsy, white, satin panties.

“Just the once.” I said. “Just… just the panties…”

And that was how it started.


Three

I woke with the drone of my alarm and I felt, for the second day in a row, refreshed and invigorated. I switched my alarm off, sat up, and stretched. If nothing else the files were allowing me to get excellent sleep.

As I stretched the sheet slipped off and I looked down and… I froze.

I’d forgotten about the night before. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

In the moment it had felt right, and I’d not been able to deny how curious I was. It was a chance to try something different out in a way that was safe. No one would ever know, right?

So, after my shower, I’d tried on the pair of white satin panties.

I’d tried them on and they’d felt… amazing. The way they’d slid up my legs, the way they’d fit snugly around my ass, hips, the way they’d hugged my crotch, the material so sensual and silky, so soft compared to the coarse cotton of my usual underwear, all of it had been exciting, thrilling, and it had felt almost… better.

And it wasn’t just how they felt either. It was how they looked too.

The way they looked on me, making my ass seem fuller, peachier, the way they made my legs and hips look slightly curvy, full, while making my waist and belly look trim, made my heart flutter. I couldn’t stop smiling.

Which is why I hadn’t been able to stop smiling. But that then led to another thought.

If panties had felt that good then… what would more feel like.

So, I’d tried on a pair of pantihose too, sheer black, silky, slipping them up my legs, and I’d been delighted by how they felt, the material clinging to me yet soft, like a caress. And they made my legs look… good.

After the pantihose, I’d been unable to resist the lure of more. I’d tried on a pair of yoga pants, and then a vest, the clothes so much softer than what I usually wore, fitted, showing off just how slim and slight I was.

Yet… I didn’t mind it. Normally I hated how small I was, and did my best to hide it, wearing oversized suits and shirts, but in the clothes Heather had left behind, clothes that were designed to fit and accentuate a slim body, clothes designed to flaunt and show off a woman’s body, I felt… kinda hot.

Once they were on I’d felt relaxed, calm, and I’d figured why not make the most of it. Why not really feel out the experience. So, I’d spent the whole evening in the clothes, only taking them off when I went to bed. 

I’d left the panties and the pantihose on though. They had felt so good as I’d slipped into bed, the sensation of them rubbing against my sheet sending shivers up my spine, that I’d not wanted to take them off. So, I’d set the second file to play and I’d fallen quickly into a deep sleep while still wearing the panties and the pantihose.

Which is how I came to still be wearing them when I woke up. Yet, despite being slightly surprised, I couldn’t deny how it made me feel. I smiled, brightly, grinning, a sense of pleasure radiating through me as I squirmed in bed. They felt so good. Wearing them made me feel so much more comfortable and… joyful. It was just a shame that I had to take them off to go to work

And then a thought occurred to me. It was only panties and pantihose. That was technically just underwear. There was… there was no reason why I needed to take them off for work. I could just wear them under my usual clothes. No one would know.

It could… it could be my little secret. I smiled at that thought.

The idea of wearing something that made me happy, that made me feel comfortable and attractive, under my normal clothes made me grin, a bright fluttering in my belly. Sure it was technically women’s underwear, but who’d know? If women could wear pretty panties to feel confident, to feel sexy, then… why couldn’t I?

And if it made me feel more confident, more comfortable, more attractive… maybe I’d appear more confident and comfortable and attractive? At the back of my head, I could feel a quiet voice arguing with my reasoning, telling me that only ugly cotton boxers were suitable, but I’d spent my whole life wearing them and I’d ended up miserable and alone.

So… why not try something different? Why not try something new? Why not wear panties to work, and pantihose? No one would ever find out. It was just an experiment, right?

I felt a swell of surety as the decision settled, yet also a bubbling sense of nervousness and excitement. I smiled and slipped out of bed and I moved across to grab my clothes for the day. As I pulled my trousers on I realised I was really going to do it. I was really going to head to work wearing panties and pantihose.

I couldn’t stop smiling.
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The day passed like a dream, a haze of feelings and sensations and it was a struggle to focus on anything other than how it felt to be wearing panties and pantihose under my usual clothes. As I stepped out of my apartment my heart was racing, belly fluttering, and I was terrified that someone would see me and realise, only… no one did.

Everyone around me acted as though there was nothing unusual. I giggled to myself. They had no idea. They were completely unaware of the sensual, thrilling secret I had on under my clothes.

I was in the clear, or so I thought. As I went about my day I began to notice something different, too subtle at first to really be picked up, but after a few hours, I realised what it was.

Wearing the panties and the pantihose had changed something about me. Or maybe it was more correct to say it had changed a few things.

The first and most worrying thing was that wearing them, experiencing the soft sensual caress of them, tight and silky, was making me walk and move slightly differently. It was like my body craved more of the sensation, so it was moving in a way to get it, driven by my instinct to get more of the subtle pleasure, the feminine underwear training me subconsciously.

I was walking with a wiggle, a sway in my hips and ass, and each movement was more deliberate, slow and graceful, to feel more. I tried to resist it, to move normally, but every time my focus wandered—and it was wandering a lot—I’d go back to moving the same way.

It was like I couldn’t resist it, moving in a way to feel the caress of my underwear, a tingle and a shiver running up my spine, so in the end… I just gave in. I just let it happen, let my body move how it wanted it.

After all, it wasn’t like it didn’t feel good, and it wasn’t like I didn’t have other things to focus on.

Like work, which was a real struggle to focus on. Before I’d been throwing myself into my work, dissociating my way through the pain and grief, but now… now there seemed to be so many other things I could be doing. Why did I have to work so hard? Why did I have to toil endlessly to prove myself? Wasn’t I, just as I was, worthy of love and respect and affection?

I smiled at that thought, like a warm ray of sun. It felt… right. I was worthy of love and affection and respect. I wasn’t inherently worthy. I didn’t need to earn it. I didn’t need to work for it. I just… I needed to let myself be rather than constantly doing, distracting myself.

Only I didn’t know how to be. I didn’t even really know who I was. How could anyone love me if I didn’t even know who I was? Surely the first step to being worthy of love was the ability to offer it to myself. My real self, not just things like good grades or a good job or a nice apartment or expensive gifts.

The thought excited me, but also worried me. I was worthy of love, but to be worthy I had to be really me. I had to work out who I was and the truth was I had no idea. I’d spent my whole life trying to earn affection, toiling to be worthy and productive, but I’d never taken the time to work out who I was at my core, what it was I wanted, who it was I wanted to be.

I was going to have to sit with myself and figure that out…

So sit with it I did. I let my mind tick away as I got on with my day, trying to work but failing to focus. Around me the women of the office bustled and chatted and I could not help but be distracted by them. Even more than the day before I couldn’t help but notice them, the way they dressed, spoke, the way they moved.

There were things about each of them that I found charming, attractive. I felt my cheeks blushing as I realised I, like them, was wearing panties, pantihose, and it filled me with a warm seed of joy to think that I too, beneath my work clothes, was pretty.

At lunch too I was distracted by the women, the shop fronts. Even more than the day before my eyes were open to the world, to all that it offered. It was like a part of me had woken from a long slumber, a deep hibernation, and it was ravenous for the world around me. So… I let myself enjoy the moment, drifting through the day.

I had no choice, not really, because when I did try to focus on things like work or my old routine I could feel a sense of resistance. It was as though the part of me that had been roused recently refused to return to my old routine.

Which made me think… maybe the files were working? I smiled at that thought. Maybe things were getting better?

It might have been that I was sleeping better, too, or that I was finally getting over Heather and healing, moving on with my life, but the idea that the files were working excited and thrilled me more than I could express. 

And I’d only listened to two of them. As the day went on and I took in more of the world around me, absorbing all of it as though it were nectar to help me grow into who I was becoming, I wondered who I might be by the end of the two weeks. 

I was excited to find out.
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I arrived home feeling itchy and sweaty and prickly, so the first thing I did was strip off and head to the shower. At the start of the day the panties and pantihose had felt amazing, but as the day had worn on I’d felt my skin becoming irritated and sensitive.

I longed for that initial tingle and pleasure. What had happened?

It clicked as I stripped off, seeing my body, my legs. I chuckled as realisation hit me.

I was hairy. All the women I saw wearing pantihose and stockings had smooth legs. I’d been wearing the feminine lingerie with hairy legs, and that had meant that as the day had gone on the sweat had caused the fabric to snag my leg hairs, irritating my skin.

I couldn’t keep wearing pantihose if I had hairy legs, yet… I knew I wanted to keep wearing them. Not only did I like the way they felt, soft and sensual, like a constant caress making me feel warm and cosy, but I liked the impact they had on me mentally too, the way they boosted my confidence, lifted my mood, making me feel more attractive. 

I figured I wasn’t hurting anyone. No one knew except me. So… it wasn’t a problem, right?

If it made me feel good, made me feel confident and attractive, then it was going to help me be more outgoing, help me attract attention. If it made me happy then it couldn’t be a bad thing, could it?

I smiled as I made my decision. I was going to keep wearing the panties and the pantihose, which meant… I was going to have to shave.

I remembered the toiletries Heather had left behind when she’d moved out. In amongst them was a can of shaving cream and a pink razor. That was all I needed.

So, naked, I dashed through to my bedroom to get what I needed and I set to work.

I lathered my legs up in the dense foam, the slippery coolness sending a shiver along my spine, then picked up the razor. I took a deep breath, calming myself, steadying my hand, then… I began to strip away my body hair.

I’d never been that hairy, had always felt self-conscious about how little body hair I had, but had taken comfort in what hair I did have, taking it as confirmation and an outward sign of my masculinity, but in that moment I felt glad that I wasn’t that hairy. It was going to make the job of making my legs smooth, and keeping them smooth, that much easier.

The razor slid across my skin, cutting away my leg hair, leaving me smooth and soft, and as I saw my bare flesh revealed I couldn’t help but smile, my cheeks aching from it. My legs looked… good. They looked really good. I couldn’t wait to see how they looked in pantihose when they were completely smooth. I couldn’t feel the caress of the silky material against my bare, smooth skin.

As I worked I revealed more and more of my leg, my left calf smooth, then my left knee, then my left thigh. I moved onto my right leg, calf, knee, thigh. I looked down at myself, smooth, soft, scraps of foam. I frowned.

My legs looked amazing. There was just one problem…

“I’m going to have to do everywhere.” I said to myself.

My legs looked stunning, but now they were smooth I looked and felt ridiculous with body hair in other places—my feet were hairy, my belly, chest, even my butt and my crotch and my armpits. I was going to have to shave my entire body or I was going to look and feel silly.

So… I did.
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I stepped under the flow of water in my shower and let it rinse me clean, washing away the scraps of shaving foam that clung to my body. It was refreshing, invigorating, and I sighed into the bliss of it.

It had taken me longer than I had planned to shave myself, my hair long and tangling in the razor, but it was done. I was smooth. I was hairless.

“It’ll be easier I suppose to keep myself smooth.” I said to myself as I washed. “I should probably shave every few days to stay on top of it.”

That made sense to me. I didn’t want to have to go through the ordeal of shaving myself entirely again from scratch, and… being smooth felt really good. I wanted to stay like it, for a while at least, wanted to explore the new sensations and feelings.

As I washed, my hands roamed my body, caressing and touching and fondling. I was so smooth, delicate, my body almost… feminine. Yet, I felt no shame about that. In fact, I kind of liked it.

It might be slightly feminine, but it was also kind of hot. I’d never realised before how svelte and trim and toned my body was, how attractive it was. I’d been chasing one ideal of beauty, the idea of classical masculinity, and had been making myself miserable, knowing I’d never be able to achieve it, that I’d never feel handsome in the way I had been trying, but this… it was effortless.

I felt pretty, sexy, hot, and it was effortless. All I'd needed to do was shave my body. Why had I never thought of it before?

As my hands washed, soaping up my smooth legs, my chest, crotch, even my smooth, toned ass and my hairless crack, I felt a new rush of sensations. Not only did I look and feel amazing, but my skin was so alive, as though I was more sensitive to pleasure, as though the loss of my body hair had made me more alive to joy and pleasure.

I explored the rush of new feelings, soaping my body, wet and smooth and slippery, and I felt… I felt my cock throb, swelling. I let my hands roam towards my cock.

Since the breakup, I’d not really been feeling that horny, had found myself too stressed and heartbroken to even think about sex or masturbation, but suddenly… it was like in the past couple of days I was finally waking up to myself, was waking up to a whole new self. It was like I was able to fully feel my body, myself, and I was beginning to figure out who I was, who I wanted to be.

And in doing that it was like my body was waking back up to desire and lust and pleasure.

My cock throbbed harder as my hand closed around it, swelling. I stroked, a shiver running through me. I was hairless, soft, sensitive. I could feel my heart racing.

I closed my eyes and teased myself as the water flowed over me, soapy and wet and slippery. My mind raced with images of the women I’d been noticing over the last few days, fixating on details—heels, pantihose, skirts, stockings, make-up, the curve of their bodies, the pout of their lips.

I wonder if what I was feeling was like what they felt when they touched themselves. Was the way my body felt how a woman’s body felt? Hairless, soft, sensitive to pleasure?

The thought thrilled me. I imagined putting my panties back on, my pantihose. How would they feel? How would I look?

I was excited to find out, cock throbbing hard. I wondered what it would feel like to wear more than just panties and pantihose. How would stockings feel? Or suspenders? What about heels, a skirt, or… make-up?

If panties and pantihose made me feel good, made me feel confident and attractive, then what would more feel like?

My cock throbbed, hard, slick and wet, hand working. My mind raced, hips working in time with my hand. 

I was breathing hard, and then I felt it, pleasure swelling, bright and intense and hot. I was cumming, cumming hard, my climax intensified by thoughts of femininity. I came, over and over and over, and I felt almost as though something in me had shifted.


Four

Over the following few days, I continued my routine, listening to the files at night while I slept, waking feeling refreshed, heading out to work before heading home to relax and unwind, and yet each day felt new and exciting. I could feel something changing. Were the files really working?

I could feel my confidence skyrocketing. I was sleeping well, waking bright and bubbly, excited for the day ahead, and as I went about my day it was with a sense of eagerness rather than a sense of weary resignation. 

It was like I was waking up. It was like I was finally waking up, and not just waking up after the breakup, but fully waking up. I was noticing the world more, noticing the people around me, I was drinking it all in and it was laying the ground in which my new self was beginning to root and flourish, providing energy and nutrition to my budding sense of confidence and self-worth.

I smiled more, I moved with more grace, and for the first time in my life, I felt like I wanted to be seen, wanted to be noticed. And… people did begin to notice me. It was subtle glances at first, lingering looks, but soon I noticed more, both men and women noticing me, and… I liked it. I smiled, feeling bright and new.

So it was that I came into the weekend feeling almost giddy with excitement.

A group of co-workers that I’d started talking to had asked me out for drinks with them, a night on the town after work on the Friday, a bunch of men and women hanging out and getting to know each other. Normally I’d have said no. The old me would have said no.

But I wasn’t the old me any more. I was becoming the new me. So I said yes.

Which is how I found myself in the bar on Friday evening with a bunch of co-workers I barely knew, chatting about life and work and joking, drinking and getting to know the people I worked with for the first time since I’d started working at my company years ago. 

And it was fun. It was really fun.

Why had I never done it before?

People were nice, engaging and friendly, chatty. They seemed like they wanted to get to know me, asked me questions, listened when I answered, answering the questions I asked them in turn. We laughed, joked, and drank, and I felt… wanted.

I felt seen and wanted and happy, content and confident. I’d never felt that before.

I was changing. I was becoming better. Were the files really working?

If they were I was delighted with the results. It’d been just less than a week, just over half the files to go, and I felt better than I’d ever felt in my life. 

I was throwing myself into life as I never had before, and I felt good doing it. I was having fun. The night wore on, drinks, laughter, and still, I watched, observing, drinking it all in.

But then something struck me.

As I was watching I began to see not just the individuals, but the connections and the dynamics within the group. I began to observe not just people as singular, but as a group. I began to watch how people interacted with each other.

I could see it clearly for what felt like the first time. I could see the men competing for the attention of women, the women basking in the glow of it, relishing the way men complimented them, flirted with them, fought for their favour with humour and wit. It seemed wild to me and… I was exhausted just watching it.

I didn’t want to have to fight and compete and labour. I didn’t want to have to toil and work for scraps of attention. I wanted… I was tired, and I wanted people to pay me attention. But I knew they never would.

But then I smiled as I realised maybe I was wrong. They’d never pay attention to me as I was, a boring, tedious, ordinary man in a suit, but maybe…

I giggled, blushing, head spinning. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was the secret under my clothes, my smooth body and the panties and pantihose I was still wearing, but in the end, it didn’t matter. The source of the idea didn’t matter because it was the idea itself that I was clinging to.

As a man, I’d have to work, toil, battle for attention, but maybe there was a solution to that problem. Maybe I could enjoy people paying me attention for a change, even if it was just once. Just once I’d like to feel the thrill of being the one being pursued.
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After heading off from the bar I headed straight home. I had an idea in my head and I wanted to see it through before I changed my mind. 

Still tipsy I let myself into my apartment and I immediately set about getting myself ready.

“Just the once.” I said to myself and I undressed.

“Just the once to see what it feels like, to know what it feels like. It’s like… it’s like research, so I know what it’s like, that’ll help me.” I said.

I was smiling, giggling, but I could feel the tiny voice of resistance at the back of my head, arguing with me. It wasn’t going to win though. Maybe a few days ago it would have won, but in that moment everything felt different. In that moment I was too excited by my plan to let it win.

Once naked I grabbed the box of Heather’s things I’d left by the side of my bed and I began to rummage. I soon found what I’d been looking for and I grinned.

“Perfect.” I said.

And I set about getting dressed.

When Heather had left she had not taken with her the last gift I’d bought for her, a romantic gesture I’d bought in the hopes of reigniting the dwindling fire of our relationship. Initially, the sight of it had torn at my heart and I’d thought about throwing it away, but it had been expensive so… I’d stashed it away in a box out of sight with the rest of her things.

Now though I was glad I hadn’t thrown it away. And… I was glad for the fact that Heather and I were quite similar in size, even if it had been a fact that had chafed and made me insecure while we were together. 

I was glad because it meant I’d be able to fit into the expensive set of racy lingerie I’d bought her.

It was a complete set of sexy black lingerie, decorated with satin ribbons and delicate lace, pink-gold metal detailing. It was stunning, and the moment I’d seen it in the shop I had thought about seeing Heather in it, how she’d look. Only she’d never worn it, and now… I was going to wear it.

I was grinning as I pulled the stockings up my legs, sheer, black, with seams up the back, lacy tops, and then I put the suspender belt on, taking a moment to fit the straps to the tops of the stockings, adjusting them so they were all even and just the right length. I then slipped on the panties, the tiny slip of material barely covering my cock, the string of the back slipping into my ass crack, leaving the cheeks of my butt exposed, my legs long and full, the bare, smooth skin of my thighs. I felt my cheeks go hot as I blushed.

Last was the bra, a skimpy black thing that matched the panties, padded to give lift. Where the stockings, suspender belt, and panties had all fit me reasonably well the bra was less of an ideal fit, Heather’s chest fuller than mine, which meant the cups sat slightly empty.

It took me just a moment to fix that though. By adjusting the padding and adding a tightly balled-up pair of socks I was able to fill each cup out well enough that it looked like it fit me. It looked like I had tits. My head buzzed at the thought.

Dressed, I added the last detail. A pair of black stiletto heels.

Putting them on I felt a shift in my posture, standing taller, straighter, making my legs look full, my ass look round, and my tits sticking out. I knew I’d not be able to walk in them, but… I wasn’t planning on walking.

Yet, I had to take a few precarious steps to the mirror to check how I looked. 

I did so carefully, trying not to fall on my face. As I stepped in front of the mirror I froze. I looked…

“I’m hot.” I whispered.

I really was hot. The stockings and suspender belt and panties made my legs look long, toned, with subtle hips and a perky butt, and the bra gave me boobs. I giggled, blushing.

As slim and petite as I was, my body looked unmistakably feminine, girly, and as smooth as I was I looked… sexy. Even the heels added to it.

I struck a pose, then another, then another, my heart racing. I felt a swell of happiness, my grin wide and bright. I felt amazing, full of confidence, the certainty that I was the most attractive I’d ever been. It was like… like I was finally discovering the person I was always meant to be. 

Even my face looked kind of cute.

“I need make-up though.” I said without really thinking.

I was grinning, blushing, staring at my reflection. It was like watching a cute girl striking sexy poses. I was my own personal pin-up girl, dressed in sexy lingerie. 

I knew make-up would make me look better, but even without it the way my body looked in the lingerie, smooth and svelte, made me look… undeniably girly. With make-up, I’d look breathtaking.

Yet, for what I had in mind I didn’t need make-up. No one would be seeing my face.
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I set my laptop up on the end of the bed and angled the webcam down, checking how the view would come out. As the image loaded, slightly grainy in the low light, which I knew would work in my favour since I was still slightly lacking in confidence about my look, I smiled.

It was me, from the neck down, no face or head in the shot. Just me in my lingerie, heels, half-naked, looking like a sexy girl. 

I really did look hot, pretty and alluring, sensual. As I moved I watched the video, like a hot girl on cam looking for attention, eager for compliments. And… wasn’t that at least partially true?

“I just want to know what it feels like” I said to myself.

It was just the once, to see what it felt like to get that easy attention. It was just a game, me playing a role. I wanted to know what it felt like.

I’d spent my whole life trapped in the droll, miserable cage of masculinity, and now I wanted to try something else. I looked good.

No, better than good. I looked amazing.

And I wanted someone to acknowledge that. I wanted compliments. I wanted attention. I wanted people to flirt with me and try to win me over. I wanted someone else to do the work, chase me, labour for my favour.

I just wanted once to know what that felt like. I wanted to know what it felt like to have someone work for my affections. I wanted to know what it felt like to be desired just for being me.

And that thought made me blush. The truth of it hitting me.

I stared at the video feed and the image I saw was… it was me. Only it was not me, or at least not the me I’d thought I was. I stared at the image of a pretty, feminine, smooth, sexy body and knew that it was me, that it was the me I wanted to be. I felt comfortable and attractive and…

I shook my head. It was too late and I was too drunk to be getting into existential debate with myself. I just wanted to flirt with an anonymous stranger online. That was all.

So, I clicked connect to the chat program and I waited.

I’d opened a new account with a new email, had done everything I could to keep this as anonymous as possible, yet still I felt nervous. I took a breath, focussing. 

In that moment I was Gemma, a girl. Glen was gone. I needed to remember that. I needed to focus.

I was a tipsy girl home from the bar looking for attention and fun. It was just the once, to see what it felt like. Just the once, to feel that joy of being wanted, being chased, being the one someone laboured to win the affection of. I just wanted… I wanted to be wanted.

And then a chat window popped up, and I shifted, flaunting my body for the camera in a way that showed off my body without showing off too much.

The reaction of the man on the other end was a delight. I felt my body warming up.
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In the end, I worked through several chat windows before I found one I liked, a man only slightly older than me, handsome in an odd sort of way. I hadn’t known what I wanted, had been hoping to find a hot lesbian maybe, but his reaction and his manner caught me, like a fish in a net.

Fuck! You are beautiful. He typed.

It was the first time someone had called me beautiful. It made my heart flutter.

We began to chat, me typing on the keyboard beside me as I posed for the camera, him complimenting me, flirting with me, teasing me. He told me I was sexy, that I was the hottest girl he’d seen all night, told me I was exciting him.

I worked hard to get more compliments, shifting and posing and teasing. I could feel my heart racing.

Each time he said something nice I felt my body flutter, a swell of joy. I rewarded him with poses to show off part of my body he said he liked—my thighs, my ass, my chest. Bending over to show him my butt made my whole face turn pink with shame and excitement.

It was harder work than I’d thought. I was putting in more effort than I’d thought I’d have to. But… it didn’t feel like work. Teasing him back, flirting back, trying hard to excite him didn’t feel like work because I was enjoying it, because I was having fun, and because… I was getting something back, something I wanted. I was getting attention. I was being told I was hot. I was being told I was sexy. I was being told I was beautiful.

My head was still buzzing with the fog of alcohol, and now there was the haze of arousal added to it. It was like a dream, unreal, and I could feel myself getting carried away but I didn’t care. I just wanted to enjoy myself. And I really was enjoying myself.

It was like… ever since I’d started listening to the files I’d been changing, evolving, transforming, hatching. It was like something that I’d kept buried deep within me was emerging from a long slumber and it was ready to stretch and unfold and blossom. And it felt very feminine, and very flirtatious, and very joyful.

Part of me wanted to stop, a voice telling me that what I was doing was wrong, but that part was becoming weaker and quieter as the new part of me, the giggly, flirtatious, sexy feminine part became stronger. I just wanted more attention.

You’re really turning me on. He typed.

I giggled.

Good. I responded.

Would you want to do more? Watching you and talking to you has got me hard. If you want I can show you. Do you want to see how hard you’ve made me?

I felt a swell of emotions, but without thinking I just typed.

Show me.

My eyes went wide as the man on the other end of the chat took out his cock. It was hard, throbbing, and it was long and thick and… I felt my belly flutter, a heat I’d not known before.

Want to have some fun with me? I’d love to have some fun with you.

I was frozen for a moment, head and heart racing. I knew I should just shut the window down, close the programme. It had gone far enough, I knew how it felt.

Only… it felt amazing. It felt too good to stop. I was hooked, addicted, and I wanted more. I remembered one more thing Heather had left. 

One second. I typed. I need to get something.

And before he could reply I dashed off camera.
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Fuck you look so hot. Spread your legs wider.

I did as I was told, barely able to believe what I was doing.

I was on my back, a cushion under my ass, posed in a way to expose my ass but not the bulge of my cock, my long smooth stocking-clad thighs bared.

As I spread my leg I glanced at my laptop screen, the image exciting me. I could see the man I’d been chatting to touching himself, stroking his cock, watching the image of my ass, my hot, sexy, feminine ass, legs spread. The only thing hiding my hole was a thin string of fabric.

Now show me how you play with yourself. He typed. You’re watching me, so let me watch you.

I shivered as I reached down to pull my panties to one side, baring my hole, my virgin hole, and I felt a thrill of pleasure as I let my lube-slicked fingers trace along my crack.

Heather had left the lube behind along with the other item I’d grabbed.

I teased with my fingers for a moment, working the lube around my entrance, pressing them just barely into my hole. I moaned without thinking, the pleasure bright, hot, urgent.

I’d never done anything like this before, had never even thought about playing with my ass, but I realised now I’d been missing out. It felt amazing.

I pressed my fingers in deeper, stretching, then… I let them slip out. I was left with an aching void, a hunger, but I had the fix to that. I had the meal my ass needed.

Heather had left behind several of the toys we’d bought together, amongst them a small pink dildo, shaped like a real human cock. It was larger than my cock, but smaller than the one I could see on my laptop screen, a hand wrapped around it, stroking the throbbing girth as the anonymous man touched himself to the image of me.

My heart was thundering.

I worked my hand up and down the toy, making it wet and slippery, slick, and then I lowered it to my ass, my hole, pressing the tip at my entrance. I felt it slip in, barely entering me, and I moaned, whimpered, craving more. I pressed harder, felt my hole stretch.

My cock throbbed in my panties. The image on the screen made my head spin—a hot girl, legs spread, in sexy lingerie, fucking her ass.

I was that girl.

I wanted more. I wanted to be sexy and hot and lusted after. I wanted to make the man watching me cum. I wanted to prove I was sexy, beautiful, pretty.

I pressed harder, feeling my hole opening. I worked my hips, grinding down. There was pressure, a twinge of pain, but I pushed on, and then… I felt the toy sink deep.

Fuck I wish that was my cock inside your tight ass. He typed.

I blushed, moaning, fucking myself. It felt better than I ever could have imagined. Bolts of pleasure shot through me. My hips worked on instinct, chasing the sensations that washed over me. I fucked the cock deeper, pulling it out, thrusting it in. My hole stretched.

And… I wondered how it would feel if it were his cock. It was bigger, thicker and longer, flesh and blood. My mind spun out, and I imagined it was his cock. I imagined a real cock fucking me, a cock I’d made hard, a man who wanted me, lusted after me, who’d worked to earn the chance to fuck me.

I moaned louder, lost on a tide of lust and desire, pleasure, excitement.

Fuck, you’re going to make me cum you’re so fucking hot.

His words thrilled me. I wanted him to cum. I wanted to prove I was hot, that I was pretty and sexy and beautiful. I wanted him to cum to prove to me that I was Gemma, that I was a hot girl.

I was sweating, working hard, working the toy cock into my ass as I worked my hips. I was breathing deeply, heart racing. 

It was not easy. I was working, labouring, but… it was a fun kind of work, one that made me feel good, made me feel right. I wanted more of it.

I could feel a knot inside me unravelling, something unfolding. Pleasure swelled.

I was watching my laptop screen, the cock, hard, throbbing, the anonymous man stroking it, the hot girl fucking her ass, leg spread.

I was that girl. The man was touching himself at the image of me. I was going to make him cum, I was…

I watched as he worked his hand, thrusting his hips into his grip, watched as his cock erupted. I slammed the toy into my ass, imagining he was cumming inside me, cumming in my ass.

That was enough.

My ass clenched, cock throbbing, and I came without ever touching my cock, came from just fucking my ass. My mind went blank as pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced before washed over me. I was cumming, hard, cumming like a girl.

Fuck you are hot. He typed.

I giggled, still riding the high of my climax. I lay on my back, legs spread, the toy still in my tight hole, and reached out to type.

Thanks. I’m glad you enjoyed the show.

And with that I logged off, exhausted and satisfied. My lust and curiosity had been sated. I knew what it felt like to be lusted after as a girl.

True, it was more work than I’d thought, but… it was fun. And I knew that once was not going to be enough.


Five

I woke with more than just a headache. My body was sore and stiff despite sleeping heavily. I shifted, rolling over, my blood pulsing behind my eyes with the first twinges of a hangover.

I squirmed in my bed, delighting in how the cotton sheets felt against my smooth skin, and a shiver ran up my spine, my body feeling more alive than it had before. It felt… strange.

The covers fell off me as I sat up and I saw why I felt strange. I was in lingerie. I was black in black, sexy lingerie. My head was fuzzy and then memory dawned.

I remembered… I blushed, realising why I ached in quite the way I did.

I had come home from the bar drunk, horny, curious. I had dressed up in Heather’s old lingerie, made myself look like a girl, and I had gone on an anonymous cam site to flirt with people, with men, to see how it felt to be lusted after. 

My body burned as I remembered how good it had felt. I was still dressed in stockings and suspenders, in panties, in a bra. I giggled, cheeks turning pink with shame but also… excitement.

My head spun from more than the hangover.

I had flirted with men. I had wanted to see how it felt to be chased, lusted after, and it had… it had not been what I was expecting. I had thought it would be easy, that I would have to do nothing but be pretty, but in its own way, it had been work.

For a start I had shaved myself, prepared myself, put on expensive lingerie, had made myself look hot—and I really did look hot, the lingerie making me feel far more attractive than my masculine clothing ever had—and I’d worked hard to be charming, to flirt, to pose, trying to attract the attention of someone I wanted attention from. 

And then, when I’d found a man who seemed interesting, who was interested in me, I’d put in work to put on a show for him, fucking my ass on cam while he touched himself for me. I bit my bottom lip hard to stop from whimpering as the memory flared, bright and hot, making my cock throb.

My ass was still tender, sore, but in a way that felt sexy. I shifted, wiggling my hips, savouring the sensation.

Yet… even though it had been a kind of work, I hadn’t minded. I had enjoyed it. I had loved the thrill of the hunt, seducing men, making them hard, making a man touch himself for me, making him cum. I had enjoyed it far more than I’d ever enjoyed flirting as a man, trying to attract the attention of women.

Maybe it was the clothes? The lingerie, the stockings and suspenders, the panties, bra, or maybe it was my smooth body? Something just felt different. I felt attractive, confident. Maybe that was the difference, the sense of being comfortable and hot and bold?

I smiled. Whatever it was it felt like something had shifted. I understood now. It wasn’t easier for women, it was still hard, still work, just… a different kind of work, a different kind of labour.

I had empathy now. That would make it easier to get a girlfriend right? And… that’s why I’d done it all right? To sate my curiosity, to learn, to understand. So… I could put it all behind me.

I felt a sense of almost disappointment at that thought, but I knew I had to. I’d been drunk, horny, had got carried away. I could excuse it once, as a silly experiment, but… I couldn’t do it again.

It wasn’t right. I was… I was a man. I knew enough now to know how I needed to change, what I needed to focus on. I needed to learn to be comfortable in myself, feel attractive, feel confident. It’s what I’d always been missing.

And… if I did it again I knew I stood a very real chance of getting addicted to the thrill of it all. If I dressed up again, enjoyed the excitement of turning men on, teasing them, playing with my ass, cumming with my ass, I knew… I knew I’d end up hooked.

I couldn’t let that happen. Could I?
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After getting up I showered and set about cleaning my apartment. As my headache resolved I made a decision.

I’d gone too far.

I didn’t regret it, but… it couldn’t happen again. I’d learned a lesson, had gained understanding, but I knew it couldn’t happen again. Sober, rational, my lust and desire sated, I knew I needed to be sensible.

So, I packed away all of Heather’s things, put them back into the box and sealed it up with several layers of tape and put it back under the bed. I made sure it was well out of sight. I was going to return to normal, only with a new mindset.

All the things I’d learned I could use. I needed to focus on self, I needed to be confident, needed to accept that I was not unattractive, that I was hot in a way that was uniquely mine. The people who were meant for me would think I was cute, would want me, but they’d only want me if I was me, not a lost, disaffected, self-conscious loser. I needed to be better.

With that in mind, after I’d finished cleaning, I took myself out to do some shopping. I was going to spoil myself.

Or at least that was the intention.

In the end, though I bought myself a few things—some new socks, some slightly softer boxers, and a new sweater—I ended up returning home feeling deflated and defeated. It was going to take a lot more work than I’d hoped.

The shops had been draining and crushing. I’d wandered through numerous stores but nothing had caught my eye. All the men’s clothes were drab and dreary and dull. How was I meant to feel attractive wearing those clothes?

And, to make matters worse I’d not been able to resist browsing the women’s sections, or help myself from noticing the women around me. Just seeing how much more variety they had frustrated me, just seeing how much more choice they had made my stomach turn. 

The underwear was more exciting, the clothes more alluring, the fabrics more sensual. Just looking at it all made my head spin, my heart racing. How was I meant to feel confident and attractive as a man when all the clothes were so awful? Why couldn’t I just… 

I felt a swell of emotions, anger and frustration and disappointment. It didn’t make sense and it was unfair.

But… I hoped maybe it would ease. Maybe it was just a carry-over from how much fun I’d had the night before. Maybe it would fade.

That meant it was just one more reason I couldn’t let it repeat.

As I got home I couldn’t help but glance at my laptop, a curious fluttering in my belly. I was glad I’d packed away Heather’s things before I’d gone out, because if I hadn’t I knew I’d not have been able to resist a repeat performance.

Yet, even with the things packed away, I could feel it. I could feel the desire, the urge, a quiet whispering in the back of my head. It had felt so good, so…

“No.” I said out loud. “I need to focus. I can’t… I can’t keep doing it.”

With that, I made a firm decision. I was going to get over Heather, finally take the decision to really get over her. I was going to move on, was going to become the best version of myself I could be, the best version of Glen I could be, and I was going to be happy.

I was just confused, and I needed to make sure I didn’t get confused again.

So, adamant, I went under my bed to get the box and I grabbed it, carried it out of my apartment and down the stairs to the communal bins and, taking a deep breath, I dumped it. I was getting rid of Heather, and I was getting rid of temptation. 

As I went back to my apartment I could already feel regret creeping in, but I refused to give in.
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The next few days were a struggle, but I stayed strong. I kept busy, and I kept myself distracted.

I also kept listening to the files, hoping they’d help me. At the very least I was glad for the amazing quality of sleep I was getting.

Yet things didn’t get better. Temptation didn’t fade. If anything it got worse.

I did my best to stay focused. I really did. 

I wanted to be the best version of myself that I could be, I wanted… I wanted to become better. I wanted to get over Heather and step into the future as a brighter, bolder, more confident version of myself, and to do that I knew I had to accept myself, love myself, embrace who I was.

But it wasn’t working. I couldn’t feel it.

The glimmers of confidence I’d felt, the sense of being hot and attractive and bold that I’d felt had vanished. It’s like all the changes I’d felt had been undone and I was going backwards, head backwards towards misery and unhappiness and apathy. I could feel myself unravelling.

And I couldn’t even do what I usually did to cope. I couldn’t throw myself into my work, or dissociate myself through the pain and the suffering, because work was no longer that interesting. The work I needed to be doing was on myself, but… I was blocked.

I tried my best. I really did.

With my attention continually drawn to the women I worked with, the women I saw on my daily commute and when out at lunch I made a decision to do something I’d never have done before. I talked to them. I went out of my way to smile at some of the more interesting and friendly-looking women, making eye contact, saying hi, even having a few conversations, complimenting them on things I liked about their appearances, their shoes or hair or make-up, their outfits.

To my relief, none of them seemed disturbed or put out. None of them looked at me with disgust or revulsion or annoyance. They just smiled back, thanked me, and a few times I even enjoyed brief conversations.

But that was it. There was no heat, no spark, no chemistry. Clearly, I wasn’t over Heather.

Only… I wasn’t thinking about Heather, not really. Instead, I was thinking about the box I had thrown away, and the night I’d gone home drunk, dressing up, getting on cam, playing with myself, fucking my ass.

I did my best to put it out of my mind but as soon as I was still, as soon as there was a quiet moment, it was back, the memory bright and bold and I could feel my heart begin to race and my cock begin to throb. I was just glad the bins had been emptied on the Monday because if not I knew I might have gone back to retrieve the box. I was just glad it was out of reach.

I could put it all behind me.

Only… that’s what I thought. 
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It was the Wednesday after that night. I had hoped time would help settle my head, dull the feelings I had, but if anything time had the opposite effect.

I couldn’t focus, was constantly distracted, and I was feeling increasingly irritable. Even the files weren’t helping. 

Though I was still getting a good night’s sleep I was waking up with the firm sense that something was wrong. It was like in trying to be the best version of myself, embracing my masculinity instead of messing about with things like panties or pantihose, was just making me miserable. I was trying so hard to be confident, to love myself, but I was falling shorter and shorter and I didn’t know what to do about it.

And then… I realised I had a message.

I had a message to the email account I’d made for the cam site, the throwaway email account I’d used for nothing else. 

I’d forgotten to close or delete the account when I’d signed up and had been avoiding anything to do with that night, willing to face my conflicted emotions and feelings, but now there was no way to avoid it any more. I had a notification reminding me, demanding my attention.

I knew I should just delete it, should discard it, delete the account and move on with my life, but I felt so low and defeated that I wondered… maybe a little peek would give me a small boost, just enough to help me keep going. So, I clicked open.

Gemma,

I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you. I’ve been waiting most nights on the site in the hopes you’d log in again so we could chat, maybe more, but I’ve not seen you. Are you still out there? I’d love to talk to you again. I’d love to see you again.

Matt

It was the man from that night, the one I’d performed for, the one who’d touched himself on cam with me, stroking his long, fat, hard cock while I fucked my ass. The one I’d seen cum. The one I’d made cum.

I felt a surge of emotions, and I couldn’t help but smile. He’d not been able to stop thinking about me. No one had ever talked about Glen like that. 

I felt a hot core of joy, happiness, confidence, a sense of love and affection for myself that I’d not felt for days and then… I felt a weight crashing down on me. I wasn’t feeling that love for me. I was feeling that love for Gemma, the pretty girl in black lingerie.

I remembered how it had felt to be her, to dress up, to pose and flirt and perform. My body grew hot, a fluttering sense of excitement in my belly.

I hadn’t shaved in days and my body hair had begun to grow out, a gross itchy feeling. I’d thrown all the feminine underwear out. I longed for that sensation. I longed for…

I smiled, turned back to the message, and began to type.


Six

It all made sense. It all made perfect sense. How had I not seen it?

I smiled as I stepped out of the shower, my heart racing. I turned to look at myself in the mirror, running my hands over my smooth, slim, perky body.

I felt so much better now. I was hairless again, freshly shaved, and the increased sensitivity was incredible. But… it was more than that. It ran deeper than how it physically felt. 

Sure I looked good, and I felt good, but it was also right. 

And that’s what I’d failed to realise. It had taken Matt to help me realise.

The files I’d been listening to had worked. They had worked better than I ever could have imagined. They’d helped me learn to love myself, had helped me accept myself, had helped me work out who I wanted to be, but… the person I wanted to be, the person I was, was nothing like the person I’d been taught I was.

It’s why I’d been so miserable. It’s why life has always seemed so hard, so much like a slog. It’s why it all felt like too much hard work, like no matter what I did it wasn’t good enough.

It was me. I was the thing that was fundamentally wrong with my life. I was wrong.

But I could change that. I was going to change that.

I’d always thought that women had it easier, that things were better for women. I always figured men got the more difficult role, the harder life, the more boring clothes and the hard work, but that wasn’t true. 

It was simply true that I’d never been meant to be a man. I was forcing myself to be the wrong shape. It’s why it all felt wrong. It’s why it had all felt so hard and dreary and dull and pointless. I’d been living a lie.

And it had only taken Heather breaking up with me and some tapes meant to help you learn self-love to make me understand. To love myself I had to be the version of myself worthy of my love, the version of myself that made me happy, and Glen was never, ever going to make me happy. Gemma though… Gemma made me very happy.

Being Gemma made me smile, filled my life with light and joy and brightness. I could see that now. 

I’d tried to run from it, had tried to hide from it, but it had made me feel awful. I’d tried to run from the truth, had thrown it out, had tried to force myself back into the shape of a man, but once I’d experienced real joy I’d not been able to go back. 

Maybe I’d have spent the rest of my life being miserable, trying to forget, or maybe I’d have eventually realised, but as it was I didn’t need to fret about maybes. Matt had messaged me, and his message had poked the wasp’s nest of identity crisis I’d been trying to avoid.

I’d been unable to resist replying, something in me craving the attention he’d given me that night, the compliments, and he’d replied quickly. We’d begun exchanging regular messages and… I had loved the attention. I had loved the attention intended for Gemma.

He was flirty, chatty, friendly. He gave me compliments, paid me attention, wanted to talk to me. It was like nothing I’d felt before. 

I found it easy to play the role of a girl, of Gemma, only… I began to realise it wasn’t a role. Living life as Glen was dull and dreary, a cage, while chatting to Matt as Gemma was… it was freedom, it was light, it was joy. 

I began to realise that Glen was the role. I was playing at being a man, forcing myself to look and act like someone I wasn’t, and it was crushing the light out of my life. The moments where I’d got to embrace my femininity—wearing panties and pantihose, being on cam in lingerie—those were the moments when I’d been the happiest I’d felt in years. I didn’t want to lose that.

If I were to love myself, I needed to be the version of myself that made me happy. I needed to show my true self-love, which meant embracing Gemma. So… I did.

I embraced being Gemma, within the safe space of my messages with Matt. I got to play at being my true self, learned how happy that made me, how right it felt. I flirted back, I teased, I embraced the subtle, coy feminine side within myself.

And that’s how things spiralled out of all control. 

As I stared at my smooth body, fresh out of the shower, I smiled. 

“Time to get ready for my date.” I said to myself.
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After only a day of messaging—and it was a lot of messaging—Matt asked me where I was from. When he found out we lived in the same city he couldn’t contain his excitement.

We need to meet. I’ll take you on a date, coffee or dinner, whatever you’re comfortable with. Please?

I’d been terrified at the prospect but… I’d said yes. I hadn’t even really hesitated. There was only one problem. I had no female clothes. I’d thrown them all away.

Which meant I needed to go shopping. So I went shopping.

Before I had been stuck with the items Heather had left behind, had been forced to make do with her old things, worn panties, lingerie I’d bought for her as a gift, things that belonged to someone else, that reminded me of someone else.

Now though… now I was going to have my own things. I was going to have my own clothes and my own make-up and my own accessories and hair products, my own razor for shaving my body, my own feminine underwear. The thought excited me, thrilled me, the reality that I was becoming Gemma more and more undeniable. 

I was buying clothes for myself, feminine clothes, and… I was excited for it. As I wandered shops I could feel the nervous, excited fluttering in my belly, eager. There was so much to choose from, so many options. I’d never felt so delighted when shopping for masculine clothing.

Yet I was nervous too. I was terrified. What did it all mean? I knew I should have been resisting, putting up walls to these new feelings, but… I didn’t want to. 

The files I’d been listening to had been designed to help me learn to love myself, accept myself, learn to be the best version of me I could be, so that I could better connect with people who would like and love and want me, not a person I was pretending to be, and… they were working. I was feeling more confident, more comfortable, more excited and more outgoing than I’d ever felt before, but learning to love and accept myself meant becoming who I really was.

And that person was not who I’d always thought it was. That person was someone new and strange and different, someone feminine and soft, pretty, flirtatious, someone… someone who said yes to strange men off the internet when they asked for a date.

I was becoming someone I didn’t know, didn’t understand. What did that mean? Who was I going to become?

It frightened me, all the unknowns, the uncertainty, left me anxious, aware that there was going to be so much work, so much upheaval to become who I needed to be, who I wanted to be, who I’d always been but had never known, yet… I knew it would be worth it. It would be hard, yes, and there would be trials and sadness, but there would be joy, so much joy, and delight, and pleasure.

In just a couple of weeks I’d experienced so much, had begun to glimpse the life I might have had, so… I knew I needed to embrace it. And I did.

I embraced it by shopping.
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I spent far more than I had intended to spend, but once I got started I couldn’t stop myself. I was so excited.

Normally I hated shopping, found it oppressive and miserable, but that was shopping for Glen. Shopping for Gemma was a whole different experience, and there was nothing oppressive or miserable about it.

By the time I returned home I had bought far more than I needed for just the date, and I’d spent a fair amount of my savings, but… I hadn’t been able to resist. Once I got started, once I got over my nerves and bought my first pair of panties and pantihose, I couldn’t stop. I went on a spree.

In the end, I bought underwear—lots of underwear, panties and pantihose and bralettes—and lingerie—stockings and suspenders, sexy thong panties, skimpy bras—as well as full outfits—skirts and tops, dresses, and even some comfortable loungewear to wear around the house—leggings and sweaters, yoga pants, a few pairs of short, comfy shorts. There was a lot, but I knew it wasn’t enough. It was just a start, a beginning, but I knew there was going to be more. Gemma would need more than I could buy on just one shopping trip, but I figured I needed time to work out exactly what kind of clothes I liked, what Gemma’s, what my style was.

And it wasn’t just clothes. There was make-up too, a couple of wigs, toiletries, accessories, a few extra things I thought I might need for my date. I was exhausted by the time I got home, but I knew I had no time to waste. I had a date tomorrow, and I had to make sure I was ready.

So, I set about making myself a simple meal, then set about showering, shaving, making myself smooth again, and then sat down to begin practising my make-up skills.

It was harder than it looked in all the videos, but not as hard as I’d feared. I’d picked a simple, soft, neutral style deliberately so I’d be able to pull it off despite my lack of knowledge of make-up and how to apply it. Still, it took me several attempts to get it right—applying the make-up, taking it off, then reapplying it better, using what I had just learned.

When I did get it right though I couldn’t help but smile, staring at myself.

What the girly underwear, shaving, the lingerie, had done for my body, the make-up had done for my face. I’d never liked how I looked, had always thought I was plain and uninteresting, maybe even a little ugly. I had always known I wasn’t handsome.

But with the make-up on, sat in just some of my new, comfy, feminine loungewear, smooth and soft, I looked… I giggled and blushed.

“I look pretty.” I said to myself. “I look… I look good.”

I knew that was an understatement though. I might have made a pretty unexceptional man, but as a girl, a woman, with just a little make-up on, I looked hot. I looked beautiful.

I shifted, taking in my reflection. I could feel my heart beating fast, a tightness in my chest, a swell of joy filling me like a bright, warm light.

I looked good in the make-up, but… I was now really curious. How would I look with my wig on? How would I look with my hair done?

There was only one way to find out.
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As I made the finishing touches to my outfit for my date I couldn’t help but feel the racing in my chest, the fluttering in my belly. Even my hands were shaking.

I put on the nicest set of lingerie I’d bought, to boost my confidence, black stockings with lacy tops, a matching set of suspender belt and panties and a padded bra—black with pink ribbons decorating it—and I loved how perfectly it fit me. Heather’s lingerie had felt good, but this was mine, and that it fit me perfectly made me look even better, even the bra fitting my chest as it was meant to, which meant that though my tits looked smaller, they suited my frame better.

Though I wondered… what would it be like to have real tits?

“Maybe one day…” I said to myself, grinning.

But that was far away in the future. It was what was right in front of me that I had to worry about. My date.

Over the lingerie I’d worn my favourite dress that I’d bought, a short, fitted black dress that had a reinforced waist to cinch in and make my hips and ass look even wider, fatter, giving me more of an hourglass figure. I had thought it was just an advertising gimmick, something to make people more likely to buy it—and yet still shamefully it had worked on me—but I’d been delighted when I’d put it on and discovered it really worked. 

I had curves. I had wide hips, a round ass, and even my perky little tits looked bigger.

After my dress I’d done my make-up, getting it right the first time after all the practise yesterday, then I’d worn my favourite of the two wigs I’d bought. A blonde one, long, wavy, almost silver. The way the curls fell down around my shoulders made me look and feel like an elegant princess.

The final touch was some costume jewellery I’d bought—a necklace, rings, a bracelet, some clip-on earrings—some perfume, and a pair of black, glossy, strappy high-heels.

The heels were the most transformative part of the whole outfit. Putting them on last it was like slipping on a shield to get ready for battle. Standing in them changed so much about how I looked and felt, shifting my posture, my gait, making me stand tall and proud, ass and tits out, making me walk with a sway and a wiggle and a strut, though it took a fair bit of practice to get the knack of being able to move in them without tottering or losing my balance or falling over.

And… there was just something so thrilling about the click of them, knowing it was my feet making that feminine click, my legs clad in silk stockings, a tight dress, making that hush, whispered swish.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said to myself.

Taking a deep breath I moved to the mirror, walking with a swagger that was alluring and seductive. As I stepped in front I paused and broke into a wide, joyful smile. 

I’d had my doubts about my whole plan, unsure if I’d look good enough, if I’d be able to pull it off, nervous that in the end, I’d just look foolish or silly, but… my fears were misplaced. I looked… I looked breathtaking.

I was pretty and feminine and cute. As small and slim and petite as I was I looked svelte and trim, delicate, girly, and with my dress on, stockings, lingerie, I looked sexy and slightly curvy. But it was my face that caught my attention most.

I was used to feeling plain, unattractive, aware that I’d never be handsome, but now I felt thrilled. I might not ever be handsome, but I was undeniably beautiful. I had big, bright, dazzling eyes and full pouty lips, a thin, delicate nose, a fine jaw, and high cheekbones. I was alluring.

I turned, posing, looking sexy. I giggled. I knew my date was in for a treat. 

And yet… there was a part of me that was almost furious about what I saw in the mirror, a small quiet voice that was growing quieter and quieter as time passed that was rebelling against the changes in me. That was Glen. The old me. The me that had been miserable, that had kept me chained in fear and worry and masculinity.

I did not care what that part of me had to say. I was letting that part die. 

The part I was listening to was Gemma, and Gemma was delighted. She was beautiful, and she was ready for her first date with a man. 


Seven

Matt was already sitting at the table waiting for me when I arrived at the restaurant. As I stepped through the doors I saw him, sitting alone, reading his phone. I took a moment to watch him, my heart racing.

He was older than me by a few years, and classically handsome. He was tall, in good shape, and seeing him in person I was able to appreciate just how chiselled his features were, and just how large and broad and toned he was, his shirt fitting to his body to show off his hard-earned gym muscles. 

But there was more to him than that. Seeing him in person rather than through the screen of my phone or my laptop I could see what kind, bright, intelligent eyes he had. I could see how dextrous his hands and fingers were. I could see how he held himself, confident and sure, comfortable in his own skin. 

Glen had never looked like that. I had always admired men like that, been envious of them, but in that moment there was no envy. Instead… I just found him attractive. 

But then I wasn’t Glen in that moment. I was Gemma. I was a girl who was on a date with a cute guy. I felt my cheeks turn pink.

And then Matt looked up, looked to the door, and he saw me, smiled, and waved—he recognised me by the picture I had sent him just before I’d left home, me all made up, looking exactly as I did in that moment. I waved back and took a deep breath and headed towards the table. The date had begun.

Though I was nervous, my belly tight and fluttering, Matt quickly put me at ease. He talked, introducing himself properly, and asked me about myself. It was like no date I’d been on before.

For a start, Matt took charge, leading the conversation and filling the awkward silences while still giving me space to talk, listening to what I had to say, asking me questions based on what I said and the text messages we’d exchanged, and it was thanks to his charm and charisma that I quickly began to relax and enjoy myself. I’d been on dates before, with Heather, and a few before her, but none of them had been so easy and effortless.

Some of that was thanks to Matt, how engaged he was, how into me he was, but I knew it was more than that too. I was more comfortable as Gemma than I’d ever been as Glen, and it showed. Sure I was nervous, but I was still, under it all, confident and comfortable. I liked myself. I knew I looked good. And that shone through.

The date went well, dinner passing quickly, and by the end, I was almost giddy with how much I’d laughed and enjoyed myself. I really didn’t want the night to end.

So, when Matt asked me back to his apartment for drinks I paused for only a moment before saying yes. 
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I sat on his sofa, watching him as he made us both after-dinner cocktails, and the way he moved was elegant, confident, strong. I found his powerful masculinity attractive in a way that was new and bright and almost mysterious.

As he turned to face me he held two glasses in his hands, and he offered me one. I rose to my feet and walked across towards him to get it. I still had my heels on and I couldn’t resist the desire to move with just a little extra wiggle and sway. I liked how he watched me. I had liked how he’d spent the whole night eyeing me up, his gaze almost molesting me.

If his gaze felt so good, I couldn’t wait to find out how his hands felt.

“I’ve had a nice night.” He said, handing me my drink.

He watched me as I took it, sipped.

I drank just a little, careful not to smudge my lipstick too much, and nodded.

“I… I have too.” I said.

“I still can’t believe we live in the same city. That night on the site I… I don’t normally do anything like that, but you were so hot.” He said. “I… I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you.”

I blushed. The way he spoke about that night, what we’d done, what I’d done, fucking my ass on cam in front of him while he touched himself, made himself cum. That I knew what his cock looked like excited me.

“I… I’d never done anything like that before.” I said. “Really. I… I was just… I wasn’t planning on doing that. I just… I wanted some attention after going out. I was tipsy and feeling a bit pent up and I was just going to flirt and then… then I met you.”

Matt smiled.

“So you’re saying you were drunk and couldn’t resist me?” He said.

My blush deepened. I nodded. The way Matt smiled made my belly flutter.

“And are you drunk now?” He asked.

I paused. I’d had a few drinks, but not as many as I’d had when out with friends. I shook my head, smiling, understanding the meaning of the question.

“No, but… if you’re curious if I could resist you then I say you’ll just have to find out the hard way.”

I couldn’t believe what I was doing, what I was saying, but… I’d been doing it all night. I was flirting with him.

As Glen, I’d always found it impossible to flirt or to attract women, had always been clumsy and self-conscious, and because of that, I’d always looked at other men, at women, with envy and jealousy. They had it easier. 

Other men were better looking, more charming, so of course women wanted them, and as for women… women didn’t need to do anything to get attention. It was down to me, the man, to do all the work. And it felt like work. It felt like excruciating work. Soul-crushing work.

I understood not that wasn’t the case. If you wanted to date, if you wanted people to find you attractive, you had to work for it. You had to be the best version of yourself you could be. If you wanted to attract people and attract people who wanted you, you needed to turn up as the person you wanted to be, and you needed to work.

Everyone had to do it. It wasn’t just men.

Only… other people didn’t see it as work. To them, it was almost effortless because it came naturally and it was fun. It’s why other men always made it look so easy, why women always looked like they were doing nothing. It was simple for them. It flowed out of them

I realised so much now, because I could feel it. Over the last couple of weeks, I’d really come to appreciate how much effort women made, with their appearance, with clothes, with how they entered into conversations and social situations. I’d seen it and I’d experienced it.

I’d always envied them, their freedom to express themselves, how easy it was, but now I’d experienced it fully I could finally truly appreciate it. There was a lot of work that went into being an attractive woman, all the chores around beauty and looking good, and it took effort to flirt, to be engaging. It was something I’d never understood before, and had only viewed with envy, but that was because… I was living a life that didn’t fit me. 

I was trapped in a cage of masculinity, toiling in a role that was never going to be me. Now though… all the work I put in, shaving my body, dressing up, wearing lingerie, shopping for pretty clothes, doing my make-up, my hair, getting ready so I looked beautiful, being charming and funny and engaging on a date, flirting, it was all work, but it didn’t feel like work because it felt natural. It all felt right. It came from a deep place within me and it made me happy so it was…  it was all so easy, so effortless, so joyful.

I smiled at Matt and he smiled back at me. I could feel my heart racing, my belly in knots.

“What’s the hard way?” He asked.

My smile widened.

“You need to take a chance, risk it. Try something, and see if I resist.” I said.

He stared at me. He moved closer. His body was touching mine. He was so much taller than me, stronger than me. I felt small and pretty.

“Something like… this.”

And then he leaned in, leaned down, and kissed me. I did not resist.
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The kiss set fireworks off in my head, bright sparks racing through my body, bolts of pleasure and bliss and joy. It was like no kiss I’d ever experienced before.

He kissed me hard, hungrily, and I felt a hand on my waist, gripping me, holding me tight, pulling me into him. There was no resistance in me.

Instead, there was… there was eagerness. I had always imagined that for women, being kissed was simple, easy, and they could just relax, let the man do all the work. That’s how it had always been for me and Heather. 

But now… now I was the woman, and I was not lazy, and I was not relaxed.

I kissed back hard, with equal passion and intensity and hunger. I wanted Matt and I wanted him to know I wanted him.

His kiss grew harder, and his grip grew tighter. His body pressed into mine and his lips parted, tongue tasting my saliva. My head was spinning from the thrill of it all, how hot and bright and amazing it all felt. 

I moaned, whimpered, and kissed him, and then… he pulled back, broke the kiss. He was grinning, cheeks pink. I could feel my whole body growing hot and tight.

“That was… wow.” He said.

“And no resisting.” I said, voice teasing.

He smiled.

“You think you’d resist if I wanted more?” He asked.

I chuckled, shaking my head. I turned and carefully put down the drink I was holding, then took his out of his hand, carefully putting it next to mine, the gesture deliberate.

“There’s only one way for you to find out.”

And with that, Matt leapt on me.
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We tumbled through Matt’s apartment, his lips on mine, my lips on his, his hands on my body, my hands on him. He never stopped kissing me and he walked me slowly, backwards, his body pressed against mine, groping me.

I walked carefully, not sure where I was going, still in my heels, but his grip on me was firm, secure, making me feel safe and cared for, small and delicate while he was big and strong and powerful. And I could feel his power. I could feel his power hard against me, throbbing in his trousers, his hard cock throbbing as he ground his hips into me, pressing his cock into me.

It made me weak, made me whimper in delight, lust, want. 

I let him lead me, drunk on the pleasure of the kiss, stumbling but not falling until… the back of my knees hit something hard and I fell, backwards, landing on something soft. And then I realised.

I was on his bed. He’d led me to his bedroom, led me to his bed, and I’d fallen backwards onto it. Matt fell down on top of me and his kiss and his touch grew even more lascivious.

I kissed back. I touched back.

“Fuck… I don’t want to stop.” He said.

My head was spinning. 

“Then don’t.” I said, smiling.

He paused, smiled at me. I squirmed, wiggling beneath him. I felt his hands roam over my chest, my waist, my hips, to my ass.

“Ever since that video, our chat, I’ve been thinking about fucking you in your ass.” He said.

I giggled, blushing.

“I won’t resist.” I whispered.

And that was all he needed to hear. He was off me, and moving to the side of his bed, rummaging in a drawer. I watched him pull out a small bottle of clear liquid. Lube. I knew what it meant and I was excited for it.

“I… I’ve never done anything like this before.” I said. “So… be gentle. At least to start.”

“I can be gentle.” Matt said. “Just tell me when you want me to get rough.”

My blush deepened. As I stared at him I saw him stripping off his clothes, his trousers, his shirt, his socks. 

As I watched I felt the need in me rising, a hunger I’d never known before. He was going to fuck me. The cock I’d seen in that video, the thick, hard, masculine cock, was going to fuck my ass. He was going to make me into a woman.

I ached for it.

As Matt stared at me I shifted. I squirmed on his bed, enticing him. The way he watched me excited me and I wanted him to be excited for me. Slowly I spread my legs, alluring, seductive, and I pulled my dress up to expose my stocking tops, my suspender straps, my panties.

I had never felt so powerful, so attractive. It was effortless. Seducing him, being cute and feminine and sexy came naturally to me as it never had before and… it was all because I was the version of me that felt right.

I was me, finally. I wasn’t pretending to be who I thought I was. I was me, the version of me I could love and accept and that made all of it feel effortless and joyful and right.

Slowly, as Matt watched, I pulled my panties to the side to show off my ass, my crack, my hole. I spread my legs wide.

“Come get me.” I said.

And my eyes went wide as Matt stripped off his underwear. In person, his cock looked even larger than it had online. Thicker, longer, harder. It was throbbing.

I felt a swell of pride knowing it was hard for me. It was hard because of how much I turned him on.

I giggled, watching as he lowered a lube-slicked hand to his prick, stroking it, getting it wet and slippery. I spread my legs wider, displaying my ass for him, my hole, and I was delighted with how his cock grew fatter.

“Fuck you are hot.” He said.

I liked how he looked at me, how he spoke to me. He was full of fire for me. No one had ever looked at Glen like that, spoken to Glen like that, but then Glen was shy and awkward, stuck in a cage.

And I was no longer Glen. I was Gemma. I was free. I was hot and sexy and beautiful and powerful and I was never getting back in a cage.

“Thank you.” I giggled. “But… I’m not just fun to look at.”

My head was spinning with the thrill of teasing a man, flirting with him, making him hard. I was so turned on I couldn’t think clearly, but… I knew what I wanted. 

I wanted to get fucked.

“So… want to find out how I feel?” I asked.

Matt nodded, smiling, and, naked, he moved towards me.

[image: ]

The bed shifted as Matt climbed up onto it.

I was still dressed, clad in lingerie, heels, my dress pulled up, stocking and suspenders and panties on display, and my legs were spread, panties pulled to the side to flash my ass, my hole. I stared up at the handsome, powerful man as he crawled between my legs, cock hard and slippery, looming over me.

I knew what was coming, and… I wanted it. I ached for it. I wanted him to make me a woman.

“Ready for me?” He said.

“I’ve been ready for you all night.” I said, wanting to flirt, but…

It was also the truth. Ever since I’d seen him at the restaurant I’d wanted him. Wanted him to claim me, fuck me, had wanted him inside me.

And it was about to happen. He was on top of me and…

He leaned down and I felt his lips on mine, kissing me. I kissed back. I felt a hand on my chest, griping me, roaming down to my waist, my hips, my ass, squeezing. I writhed, moaning, and then…

Something wet and hot and hard slipped along my ass crack. Matt’s cock. 

It was in his hand and he was using his hips and his hand to aim it, trying to find my entrance. I felt it slip up, wetting me, and the tip pressed in, entering me, thrusting, before slipping away.

I was too tight. He was too big.

I was not going to be denied though. I was too desperate to let this opportunity escape me. I wanted to embrace my truth. I was Gemma, and I wanted to get fucked by my cute date.

His cock slipped down, again pressing into my hole, and I felt my ass stretching. Matt worked his hips, pressing, thrusting, and I spread my legs wider, grinding down, trying to relax my hole, desperate to feel him inside me.

I could feel his cock throbbing, pressing in, and I worked my hole down onto his thick, lubed girth. There was pressure, pain, a hunger in my belly. I kissed him hard, his tongue pressing into my mouth. I gripped him tight, pulling him into me, encouraging him, urging him on, wanting him to penetrate me, fuck me.

Matt thrust, working the tip in and out, a tiny bit more each time. I fucked back, feeling my hole relax, gape, and then… I felt the head of his cock pressed past the last resistance to my ass, fucking deep into my virgin hole, filling me with his cock.

I moaned into the kiss, head giddy, his cock thrusting deeper and deeper and deeper until… he bottomed out, his hips slapping against my butt cheeks. His entire cock was inside me, thick, long, throbbing.

I ground down, squeezing, wanting to feel all of it. I kissed him hard, and then… then he really began to fuck me. 

Matt pulled his cock out, slipping it out of my ass until just the tip was inside me, tugging at my entrance, and then he slammed his hips forward, fucking his cock deep into me, thrusting his entire length into me in one stroke, knocking the air from my lungs and the sense from my head.

I moaned, pleasure swelling, giddy, lust and desire. I had always imagined women had it easy, that getting fucked by a man was easy, that they just got to lie back, spread their legs, and get fucked, have pleasure gifted to them, and… in a way it was like that, but it was so much more too.

As Matt fucked me I fucked back. I worked my hips to feel more of his cock, wanting to pleasure him with my tight hole, but also wanted to feel more of the pleasure that was swelling within me. I kissed him, hard, hands on his ass urging him to fuck me faster, deeper, harder. 

I was breathing hard, sweating, and I could feel my heart racing. I could feel Matt’s heart racing too, his breath ragged as he kissed me, fucking me hard, deeper, faster, thrusting into me.

I rode his cock, legs spread wide, clenching my hole down to milk every drop of pleasure from his throbbing cock. I could feel it rising in me, a joy unlike anything I’d experienced before, a fluttering in my belly that was growing more and more intense with each thrust, a pleasure that was centred on my hole, my ass, but that was spreading throughout my entire body.

Each thrust of Matt’s cock made it swell. Every time I slammed my hips down, riding him, I felt my body throb. Clenching my hole was like milking pleasure from his fat prick. I’d never felt anything like it, and I wanted more.

“Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Cum in me.” I moaned.

It was like each thrust was erasing Glen, solidifying Gemma. This was the life I wanted.

The sex was hard, rough and intense, and I was physically exhausted. Being Gemma wasn’t easier than being Glen, it was just… it was better. It was what I was meant for, so any work I put in didn’t feel like work at all, because it came naturally, because it was fun.

Getting fucked was fun. It was way more fun than I had ever imagined.

“Cum in me. Please. Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

I felt Matt’s cock throbbing, getting hard, thicker, longer, and I knew what that meant. He was close. I wanted it more than I could put into words. I needed it.

I clenched my hole, making it tight, milking his prick, and I rode his cock hard as he fucked me. My hands on his ass urged him on, deeper, feeling him fill me, and… I wrapped my legs around his back, pulling him tight, making sure he would cum inside me, inside my ass.

“Fuck… I’m going to cum. I’m close.” Matt said.

“Do it. Fuck me. Cum in me.”

And then… he did.

Matt thrust deep, hard, both of us breathing heavily, and he fucked his cock in, his hips slamming against my butt as I rode him. I felt his cock swell, throbbing, and then… he was cumming inside me.

Matt was cumming inside my ass, cumming hard, filling me. I could feel it, hot, sticky, thick, creamy. I felt beautiful and sexy and wanton and slutty, and free. Pleasure and joy swelled, spreading through me, and then… I too was cumming, cumming hard.

It was more intense than anything I’d felt before, even when I’d fucked myself with Heather’s old toy. A real cock, a real, fat, hard, throbbing cock was cumming inside me and it was amazing. 

I knew, in that moment, there was no going back. I was Gemma, and the future, whatever it held, was feminine.

“Fuck…”

Matt collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, sweaty. I giggled, wiggling, feeling his cum inside me as his cock began to soften, cum oozing out of my well fuck-hole.

“You are amazing.” He whispered to me.

From his tone, I knew he meant it. No one had ever told Glen he was amazing, but then Glen had been miserable, dull, exhausted. As Gemma, I was happy, eager, and full of a newfound lust for life.

I wanted to taste all of it.

“Thank you.” I whispered. “But… I think I’ve only just begun…”

Matt smiled at me.

“Well, I can’t wait to find out how amazing you become.”

I felt something in me shift, as though a key were turning in an old, rusty lock. It was warm, comfortable, and… I realised for the first time since I could remember that I was content. I was happy. I was excited for the future.

And… I liked myself. I was comfortable. I finally understood what people meant when they said it was important to love yourself, because… I did love myself. I was finally able to love myself because I was no longer forcing myself to be someone I wasn’t. I was finally becoming a version of me that I could love.

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

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

Steven just can’t make a relationship work!

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


About the Author

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

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

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