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THE BARISTA'S TIP

Rob is delighted to get a job at his favourite coffee shop. As a coffee nerd he’s excited to work at the best place in the city, to refine his skills and learn from Jen, the owner, but also Jen is hot. She might just be the hottest woman Rob’s ever met.

Jen is happy to take Rob under her wing, to teach him everything she knows, and she’s glad for the extra help. But when Jen needs help for a private functions she’s been hired to run Rob isn’t sure he’s the right person for the job. For a start there’s the uniform.

Yet Jen is persuasive and beguiling, and, if Rob agrees to help, she’s willing to give him a very generous tip. How can Rob refuse?

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


One

The scent of freshly roasted coffee was the first thing that greeted me as I stepped through the door. I stopped and took a deep breath, inhaling. I loved that smell, the gentle warmth of it, the way it made the back of my head tingle, made my hair stand on end. It was bliss…

I exhaled a slow sign and smiled. I was looking forward to starting my new job for a number of reasons, but the coffee was the main one.

I was a proud coffee nerd. It was my obsession. Sourcing unique beans, playing around with different roasts, trying different brewing methods, I loved everything about it. I loved the ritual, the smell, the taste, so getting a job at a coffee shop that roasted its own beans, that specialised in serving a range of different brewing methods, a range of different beans, from blends to single origin, made sense.

I needed the money while at college, and I was going to get to learn even more about my favourite hobby. Coffee.

Plus there were other perks too…

“Oh, hey there, I didn’t hear you come in.” A voice said. “Rob, right?”

A soft, pretty voice. The other perk of my new job.

Jen, the barista and owner of the coffee shop. I smiled at her as she stepped out from the back room carrying a sack of green coffee beans over to the coffee roaster that was set up at the back of the shop. It was a sleek, modern machine, black and silver, and it was the first thing I’d noticed when I’d first visited the place a few weeks ago.

Or rather it was the second thing I noticed, because the first thing I noticed, the first thing anyone noticed, was Jen.

She smiled back at me as she put down the bag of beans, a slight sheen of perspiration on her face. Jen was in her late twenties, maybe early thirties at most, and was heavily tattooed, a fact that was obvious because she was always dressed in a way that exposed a lot of skin. She was dressed in black denim cut-off shorts, the black faded to a dark grey, and a tight vest, a baggy plaid sleeveless shirt tied around her waist, with an apron worn over the top, a pair of worn sneakers. It was all I could do not to stare.

She was stunning, a hot gothy, punk-rock goddess. She was tall, slim, and very curvy, her tight shorts showing off her wide hips, plush ass, and her bare, smooth thighs were thick and toned. I could make out the slimness of her waist thanks to how she tied her apron, tight around her middle, and the apron and the vest were just low enough to give me a slight glimpse of her more than ample cleavage, her large tits rising and falling as she caught her breath.

Yet, despite her amazing figure, it was her face that had captivated me when I first saw her. Her eyes were crystal clear blue, like a summer sky, and her hair was dark black, cut short, with the back and sides shaved.

Her face was pale, slightly freckled, and she always wore subtle but striking makeup, black mascara and eyeliner, deep red lipstick. Plus there were her piercings: three in each earlobe, a helix in her right ear, septum, nostril, two lips, and her tongue. I often wondered if she had other piercings.

As I stared at her I could feel myself blushing. Jen seemed not to notice though, or didn’t care.

“Hey.” I said, smiling. “Sorry, I’m a bit early. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

I was almost fifteen minutes early. I worried that in my eagerness to make a good impression, I’d turned up too early.

“No need to apologise.” Jen said, grinning. “How about you make yourself useful and you make us both a coffee while I get these onto roast, then I can show you around and get you settled for your first shift. You know how to use the machine, right? You said in the interview you had experience.”

I nodded.

“I’ve used similar before, yeah.” I said.

What I didn’t say, what I hadn’t said in the interview, was that all my experience had been in a non-professional, amateur setting. Still, I was confident I made good coffee, and I had used a similar machine before.

“Cool, just drop your stuff in the back room then, there’s lockers in there for staff, grab an apron, and make yourself at home. Oh, and welcome to the team.”

I smiled. She was charming, personable, casual, and I was looking forward to working with her. Not only was she hot, but she knew a lot about coffee.
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After stashing my coat and back in one of the lockers in the back room I grabbed an apron and set about making us both a coffee.

Jen requested a cortado, smiling as she did so, aware she was setting me a challenge, and I opted for the same. I knew how to use the espresso machine but Jen had given me no instructions on what beans, so I had to trust my instincts.

There was a range of beans behind the counter, a range of blends and origins, roasts, ranging from light to so dark it was almost burnt. I skipped the single origins and the extremely dark roasts, and went for a blend that was on the darker side of medium, grinding a fresh batch before placing the coffee in the group handle, shaking it, then tamping it down.

I could feel Jen watching me even as she loaded up the roaster, setting the temperature and the time. My hands were shaking slightly but I took my time, wanting to make a good impression.

Not only did I need the job to make ends meet while away at college but… working with Jen was almost too perfect. Not only was I going to be working alongside a stunningly hot woman who shared my obsession for good coffee, but I was going to be working in the best coffee place in the city in my opinion.

It was relatively new, but it served some of the best coffee I’d ever had and the atmosphere was relaxed and authentic. A big part of that was Jen and her passion for her product, the coffee, but also her personality. She was dazzling, engaging and funny and charming and utterly real in a way I’d never really encountered before.

I pulled two double shots of espresso, then steamed milk. I added the two shots of espresso to two glasses, then added an equal volume of hot milk, doing my best to add a small flourish as I finished the pour.

As Jen finished setting the roaster up I wiped down the machine and emptied out the group handle, cleaning up after myself, then picked up the two glasses to set them on the counter, smiling. The flourish in the top layer of milk foam could have been better but it wasn’t too bad.

As Jen pressed go on the roaster, setting the drum turning, she turned and looked from me to the coffee on the counter. While she took in the drink I took in her.

Her body was covered in tattoos, legs, arms, neck, even hands, and the way her outfit flaunted her curves even under her apron made my pulse quicken. As she moved towards me her hips swayed, ass wiggling, a slight jiggle to her tits. I tried not to stare but… it was close to impossible. Maybe I’d made a mistake in taking the job?

Working with her was going to be….

“Distracted?” Jen said, grinning at me.

My blush deepened, I looked away.

“Sorry, I’m just a bit nervous I guess.” I said.

“Don’t worry about it. You did well in your interview and you seem to know your stuff, plus you can learn most things on the job. Just be yourself. The reason I opened this place was because I was bored of working in stuffy offices in dead-end corporate jobs surrounded by people I hated. I was sick to death of feigning interest in boring small talk, having to keep my authentic personality in a box to fit in. I wanted to do something I cared about and I wanted to be me, so it’s important to me that the people I hire express themselves authentically rather than be perfect at the job. Life’s too short to have to spend most of our time making ourselves small or tame so other people are comfortable so just try to relax and enjoy yourself, okay?”

I smiled, nodded.

“I… thanks.” I said.

“But also make sure you work hard, right? Because I’ve got bills to pay and running this place ain’t easy or cheap.”

She chuckled and I laughed with her.

“Sure. I’ll do my best.”

“Good. Now, time for the important bit of the job, what’s your coffee like.”

She picked up one of the glasses, examined it closely.

“Looks good.” She said, smiling.

I felt a swell of pride.

“But does it taste as good as it looks?”

With that, she brought the glass to her full, red lips. I watched closely, heart racing. I was nervous but also enthralled. I struggled to take my eyes off her. Was it okay to find my boss so hot?

Jen drank with her eyes closed, focusing on the taste of the coffee, a slight hum, then swallowed. She took a deep breath then exhaled a slow sigh. The wait was killing me.

Finally, she opened her eyes, looked at me, and smiled.

“That was good.” She said. “Really good. I knew I liked you and I’m glad I trusted my gut with hiring you. That was excellent, but… I think I can still offer you a few tips if you want?”

“Of course.” I said. “I want to learn and get better. If you’re happy to teach me I’d love to learn.”

Jen’s smile widened.

“With an attitude like that we’re going to get on famously.” She said. “But we’ll have to save a proper lesson for later. I want to get you up to speed before we open for the morning rush. Thankfully I know you can brew a good coffee so that will save us some time, but there are still a few other things you need to know. Want to follow me?”

I nodded, and with that Jen set about getting me settled into my role so I could help with the morning coffee rush.

[image: ]

I thought I could handle myself but I had vastly underestimated how popular the place was. Within minutes of opening, I was swamped with orders, and even with me and Jen both working flat out we barely managed to keep up with the flurry of orders.

Yet, despite how busy it got, I managed to cope okay. Jen had given me a rush tour of how the place worked, where things were stored, how to add up orders and take payment, and she’d given me an overview of the various coffees the shop ordered, prioritising the ones that were the most popular.

“Morning rush is always pretty straightforward. Most people just want their usual fix of caffeine so they likely won’t ask for anything too fancy. Given how well you did with cortado you should be fine but if anything comes in you’re not sure of just pass it on to me and I’ll sort it. Once the rush dies down I can give you a bit more of an in-depth tour of the place and maybe show you some of my speciality blends and methods so you have a better handle on things should any unusual orders come your way.” She’d said.

I was excited, eager to learn to see behind the scenes of my favourite coffee place, learn how she picked her beans, roasted them, blended them, chose the best brewing method for them. The shop was small, and a little cluttered, but it had a certain edgy, authentic charm that matched Jen’s.

It wasn’t clean and minimalist, or elegant. It was… real, unique, and it spoke of the personality of the woman who owned and ran the place. It was one of the reasons I liked it so much, one of the reasons it had so many fans, so many positive reviews. That and the fact that she served the best coffee in the city, in my opinion. Oh, and the fact that she was stupidly hot.

I’d always admired Jen when I’d visited as a customer, and I’d assumed working with her would be a perk, but actually trying to focus on work while she was bustling around with me, close to me, was another thing entirely. The shop was so small that with both of us serving there was barely any room for us to move so we were always pressed up together, squeezing past each other, and more than once I felt her ass press against me or her tits squash against me.

It was almost enough to break my brain, and several times I thought my face might catch fire I was so flustered, and it took all the focus I had to keep my mind on my job. Maybe it would have been easier if I’d been used to being around women but the truth was I wasn’t.

The only woman I’d ever really spent any time around was my mother. I didn’t have any sisters, just an older brother, and I’d never really spent much time with the girls I went to school with either, or at least not since I’d grown old enough that boys and girls stopped really hanging around with each other as friends.

While I got on okay with my female classmates at high school, even counting a few of them amongst my friends, I’d never been close to any girls. Not really.

While other boys had started dating, I’d… not. No one had been interested in me and I was too shy and introverted to put myself out there.

I was too aware of how different I was. Around me, I’d seen friends and classmates all blossom, getting taller, broader, stronger, while I’d been left behind. They’d all developed deep voices, body hair, and had joined sports teams or gotten into cars or started partying, while none of that appealed to me.

The fact that I was like none of my friends growing up didn’t help. While they’d all gone from boys to men I’d remained stuck. I was, to put it bluntly, not very masculine. I was short, thin, quiet, and awkward.

That made it hard to connect to girls and made it even harder for me to connect with women. Which was a problem, because while my male classmates had gone from boys to men, my female classmates had gone from girls to women. While the boys had all blossomed by getting taller, broader, stronger, hairier, the girls had all blossomed by developing curves.

I’d seen my female classmates flower, legs, hips, butts, tits, faces becoming beautiful, bodies becoming luscious, and… I’d been left behind. I’d been stuck.

I had hoped for a while that I was just a late bloomer but over time I’d realised that hope was just that. Hope. It was never reality. I wasn’t a late bloomer. I was a non-bloomer.

So, I’d not had any experiences with girls or women. My friends had all dated, fooled around, and while I’d been invited to parties, while I’d had a couple of clumsy kisses, that was all I’d experienced.

I didn’t know how to act around women. I’d hoped college would be a turning point for me, a fresh start where I could meet girls and experience what I’d never experienced in high school but so far it had all just been more of the same.

Which was why being so close to Jen was so hard. She was soft, warm, feminine, curvy, beautiful, and really hot. I couldn’t help but find her attractive under any circumstance, but dressed in her short shorts and her tiny vest, showing off her legs, ass, tits, I found her mesmerising.

And we were forced to work very, very close together.

It was clear she didn’t mind, that she was used to it, and she seemed to be more than comfortable squeezing past me, leaning over me, pressing against me, but for me it it was the most cruel torture I’d ever had to endure. It was flustering, distracting, arousing, and I was beginning to wonder if maybe, just maybe, I’d made a mistake.

How was I supposed to cope working that close with a woman as hot as Jen?
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Yet, I did cope. It was hard, and I almost made a couple of mistakes, once almost breaking the espresso machine which would have been a disaster, but each time I caught myself.

It was like… it was like Jen was teasing me just enough to fluster me, make me squirm, but not enough to cause me to make a calamitous mistake. Instead, I was just kept constantly on edge, flustered, heart racing, always aware of where the beautiful, hot, tattooed barista was around me, bustling to serve customers, joking and flirting, being her usual, charming, sexy self.

If I’d had no real experience making coffee I’d have been doomed, but I had plenty of experience. Coffee was my passion, my favourite obsession, my hobby. It was what I did to calm myself down, it was what I did to lift myself up. I loved the ritual of it all, the smell, the taste. Coffee was my happy place, so I was able to make it through the morning despite being so flustered that I could barely focus.

And, thankfully, Jen had been right. The morning rush was pretty routine. No fancy coffee orders, nothing outlandish or too complex. Just the normal coffee orders for morning commuters off to work needing their caffeine fix.

“Wow, I’m impressed you survived. This morning was a busy one but you made it through without having a breakdown, which is more than the last few baristas I hired managed.” Jen said.

I smiled as I served the last customer waiting, a woman wanting a large flat white, oat milk. As she paid and left I took a deep breath and sighed. The shop was finally empty. I could rest.

“I… yeah, thanks.” I said. “That was hard, but… kinda fun.”

I meant it. I enjoyed the bustle, serving customers, working closely with Jen. I’d particularly enjoyed working closely with Jen, but I wasn’t about to tell her that.

“Well, that’s good to hear because from what I heard from the customers you served you made a good impression. Seems I’m not the only one who thinks you make good coffee so I’d rather not lose you.”

I smiled at that, blushing slightly. We were both frazzled after the rush, breathing heavily, and I could see the rise and fall of Jen’s cleavage, the tattooed flesh of her tits almost jiggling. I forced myself to keep staring at her face, but it was harder than I wanted to admit.

Maybe taking the job had been a bad decision? Maybe she was too hot.

“You got talent.” She said.

Her words made me smile.

“Really?” I asked.

It meant a lot to be told that by someone I admired. She nodded, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw her tit bounce slightly.

“You know… I’ve been thinking… I’ve got a big job coming up this weekend. It’s a fancy coffee-tasting session, and I need someone to help me out, if you’re free and up for it? It’ll mean learning a variety of brewing techniques, learning about a range of single-origin beans I’m planning on serving, reading up on the cupping notes so you can talk people through it, but if you think you can handle it I’d own you. And… it pays really well too.”

“Yes. Absolutely.” I said, not even needing to think about it. “I’d love to.”

Jen smiled.

“Cool. That’d be amazing, really. I just… there’s one catch.”

“What is it?” I asked.

Jen just smiled at me.

“I think it's easier if I show you.” She said. “If you’re interested?”

The way she spoke sent a shiver up my spine, but I was definitely interested.

“Are you?” She asked.

I nodded again.

“Very.” I said.


Two

Jen didn’t speak any more about the job until the end of the day. We closed up shop together, cleaning up, putting everything away, making sure things were in good shape for opening in the morning.

By the time we were done I was tired, but also buzzing. I’d enjoyed it more than I thought I would—and I’d figured I’d enjoy it a fair bit from the start—and I’d learnt a lot, had picked up tips from Jen throughout the day, and I’d even got my fair share of compliments and tips from customers throughout the day.

I was in a good mood, even ignoring the fact that spending the whole day with Jen had left me more than a little flustered and slightly aroused. Even after the morning rush was over we kept working closely. Jen wanted to show me how everything worked, so was always around, standing close, leaning in, pressing herself against me.

I was very aware that I smelt slightly of her, the scent of her body and perfume, after spending so much time close to her, and I could almost still feel the way her body had felt when she’d stood close, leaning in, the swell of her tits, the firmness of her ass, the warmth, the softness.

Maybe it was because I’d never really spent so long being close to a woman before, or maybe it was because Jen was so hot, or maybe it was because it really felt like she was flirting with me? I wasn’t sure, but whatever it was, it was… very pleasant, even if it did make it harder for me to do my job properly.

As Jen finished putting things away to close up I watched her, my jobs all done. She was cleaning a table, bent over, and I couldn’t help but stare at the shape of her tattooed legs, her round ass swaying.

As she stood up I did my best to make it seem like I hadn’t been staring, but from the way she smiled I wasn’t sure I was very successful. But then… she’d been smiling at me like that all day. Did she know how hot I thought she was? Did she know I kept staring? If so, she didn’t seem to mind, and if anything I was beginning to think maybe she even liked it.

“There, all done.” She said. “You did well today. Kept up the pace, the customers liked your coffee, and you’re fun to work with, so I think I’ll keep you.”

She chuckled.

“Thanks.” I said. “I… it was hard, but fun.”

Jen smiled back.

“So, you want to talk about that job this weekend.”

I nodded.

“You said there was a catch though?”

“I did!” She said. “But like I said it’s easier to show you than explain. If you want I have time tonight. You free? Not got a date or anything?”

I smiled. Was she asking me if I was seeing anyone? Was I imagining it or… I shook my head slightly. I had to be imagining it. No way a woman like Jen would see anything in a loser like me. It was professional. She was my boss. That was all.

“I… yeah, I’m free.” I said.

“Wonderful. You want to go over it tonight then? We can grab food at my place and I can explain. I know it’s a bit forward and unorthodox but, well, the event is in two days and I’ve not managed to find anyone to help and I think you’d actually be pretty good at it after watching you today. You know your coffee, you know how to brew, and the customers like you. It’s not easy to find someone that has all three of those bases covered.”

Her place? Jen was inviting me to her place?

“I…”

She was just my boss, I reminded myself. She was just my boss. But… what if it was more than that?

“Sure.” I said.
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“Are you serious?” I asked.

I couldn’t quite believe what Jen had just said. It had to be a joke, right? She was hazing me, teasing me since it was my first day on the job.

The walk back to her apartment hadn’t taken long and I’d enjoyed the chance to talk to her, get to know her better. She was easy to talk to and charming, engaging, witty. As we walked I couldn’t help but notice people noticing her and I couldn’t blame them. She was striking, hot, and I felt oddly privileged to be seen in her company.

“No, not joking.” She said. “And I know it seems weird but I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t desperate. I need someone to help me at the event and I know you’d be amazing at it. Not only do you know your stuff but you also know all the necessary brewing methods and you’re good at them too.”

I blushed. It was nice to hear her compliment me, praise me, but still… I couldn’t say yes, could I?

I paused and took a deep breath, considering Jen’s request. I looked around her apartment. It was small, messy cluttered, lived in, but clean and cute. Clearly running the coffee shop wasn’t making her a fortune, but there was something homely and comfortable about her place, bookshelves full of books and odd ornaments, posters on the wall, the small kitchen full of coffee gadgets and various bags of interesting beans, pans, the sink cluttered with a few dishes.

I found myself wondering what her bedroom was like and I blushed.

“Please!” Jen said.

She sounded earnest and desperate.

“I’ll pay you, of course, and way more than you’d get for a shift at the coffee shop. I really need this gig. The money is good and it's this kind of work that helps me keep my head above water. Plus… they’re kind of fun. We’d get to spend the whole day together geeking out about good coffee and messing about with various brew methods, lecturing a bunch of corporate types about our favourite subject.”

I smiled at that. Part of her offer appealed…

The job was simple enough. Jen had been hired to provide a speciality coffee tasting for a local company wanting to do something unique at one of their team building days. They wanted her to turn up and talk about coffee, talk about how origin and processing affected the flavour of beans, how roasting changed the profile, how grind and brew methods affected the extractions. She would then put on a tasting, with tasting notes, of a collection of specifically chosen beans.

From what she said she’d chosen a range of beans that sounded amazing. A selection that would normally have been too expensive for her down-to-earth coffee shop. The thought of getting to taste and geek out about them with Jen was exciting, but then there was the catch.

The event was expected to have a certain charm, which was to say Jen needed a girl to help her. The events, she said, always went better if it were women serving, and she’d struggled to find another woman with the right experience, knowledge, and skill set since her last barista had left a few months ago.

“You’re perfect.” She said. “You have everything you need already. You’d just need to learn the tasting notes but that wouldn’t take long and would be fun. Plus you’d get to take a sample of all the beans I’ve got for the event.”

I smiled at that. A sample of all the beans she’d chosen would be a big perk. But there was a problem…

“I’m not a girl though.” I said. “I’m a boy, a man. How there’s just no way it’d work.”

Jen smiled. In her hand, she was holding the outfits we’d both be expected to wear for the event, part of her brand when doing the speciality tastings.

They were short black dresses, formal, but tight and definitely on the revealing side. She would be wearing one—and I knew she’d look amazing in it—and… I’d be expected to wear one. I’d thought she was joking, hazing me, but apparently she wasn’t.

“I know you can do this. Trust me?” She said.

There was something in her voice that made me want to trust her. She was pretty, hot, and charming, but… there was no way I could do something like that. Thinking about it made something hard and jagged stir inside of me, causing me to almost recoil from just the thought.

I shook my head. Jen sagged. Then…

“Tell you what, how about you let me show you, and for that I let you have a sample of the beans no matter what you chose. You give me a couple of hours to convince you that you can do it and I’ll give you the beans no matter what you decide at the end.”

I was quiet for a moment.

“How are you planning on convincing me?” I asked.

Jen smiled at me.

“Simple, I transform you. I dress you up, give you a makeover, show you that you can absolutely play the part of a cute server. If after I make you over you don’t want to do it, or still think you can’t, you still get the beans, but if my makeover convinces you then you’ll help me and get paid.”

I was quiet again. I considered her offer.

The beans she’d chosen for the teasing were expensive and hard to get. Those alone would be a big bonus. All I needed to do was let her spend a couple of hours fussing over me. I could do that, couldn’t I?

The thought of spending all that time alone with Jen made my chest and belly flutter. Two hours of just me and her, close, her making me over. What would that be like?

I looked at her. She was so hot, her eyes dazzling, a hopeful smile. I didn’t want to say no to her. I wanted to say yes, but… the dress scared me. It scared me more than an item of clothing should have scared me. Why?

“Please.” Jen said.

That final please, soft, earnest, almost desperate, was the nail in the coffin.

“Sure.” I said.

Seeing Jen smile and bounce up and down in excitement—her tits jiggling, almost falling out of her top—was enough to convince me I’d made the right decision. I felt a thrill run through me, but also… fear.
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“We’ll start at the basics.” Jen said.

I nodded. I was unsure what a makeover would entail, but I did my best to prepare myself for the worst. She was still holding the little black dress in front of me, the skimpy garment taunting me.

The thought of seeing Jen in it excited me but knowing that she was going to be making me wear one was almost too much. Yet it was too late to back out now. She looked so happy and there was no way I could disappoint her.

Plus, there was the offer of a sample of all the speciality beans and… the thought of two hours alone with Jen, being the focus of her attention. Surely that had to be worth something?

“What’s the basics?” I asked.

Jen smiled.

“Well, you’ll be wearing this dress and as you can see it’s more than a little revealing. That means you’re going to be showing a lot of flesh. Sure, you’ll have underwear on and pantihose on your legs, but still, you’ll need to look as feminine as possible, and that means shaving.”

My eyes went wide at the mention of the word. I had figured a makeover would just be dressing up, maybe a bit of makeup, all things that could be easily taken off. Shaving would mean…

“You’re going to need to shave everywhere. And I really do mean everywhere. You need to look and feel feminine, and that last part is essential. It’s not just enough to look the part, but you need to act the part too, and to act the part you need to feel the part. Does that make sense?”

I nodded, slowly. My head was spinning slightly but what Jen had said did make sense.

“So, that means you shave not just your legs but everywhere. You need to get all your body hair so you feel soft and pretty. That’ll help you slip into character but it’ll also make your clothes more comfortable and… you’ll look cute too.”

Jen giggled at that, a sparkle in her eyes, a slight flush to her cheeks. Something in her manner, in the way she looked at me, made my heart skip. It was almost like she was flirting with me, but there was no way that was possible.

“And I think you’ll be surprised by how nice it feels too.” She said.

I was mute, nodding along but my head was spinning. Shaving my body hair was no simple task. I could take off makeup and clothes, but shaving would last for a good while until my body hair all grew back. Could I really do it?

I saw how excited and happy Jen was though. I nodded. It was just to see. I didn’t have to agree to the whole thing. I didn’t even have to leave her apartment. Plus… I was going to be spending more time with her.

“Now, there’s a choice.” She said.

I nodded.

“You can shave yourself or… you can have me shave you. Which would you rather?”

She was smirking as she said it. I felt my face turn beetroot.

Jen was offering to shave me? She’d told me I needed to shave everywhere. Would she really do that? She had to be joking, right?

I stared at her and there was no sign she was joking. I waited for her to admit she was teasing but she was just grinning at me. I thought about her hands on my body, touching me, shaving me everywhere.

I felt my cock throb, hardening. My body ached.

There was no way I could let Jen touch me without losing control. I knew she was joking but if there was even the slightest chance she wasn’t then…

“I’ll do it.” I said.

There was a flicker on her face, a twitch. Was she… disappointed?

“Aw, shame. But fair. I’m already looking forward to seeing how you look.” She said.

She sounded disappointed. Had she really meant it? Would she really have shaved my body? I felt my cock harden further, images of her hands on me. I needed to calm down.

“Now, how about I show you to the bathroom so you can get started?” She said.

I nodded. With that, Jen led me to her bathroom.


Three

With the bathroom door locked I stripped off and got started. I had no idea why I was going through with it all, why I’d agreed, but it was like I just couldn’t summon up the will to stop the whole misadventure.

I didn’t want to let Jen down. I’d agreed to give her a chance and I wanted to stick to my word. Plus there was the offer of a generous sample of pretty high-end coffee beans.

But it was more than that. I could feel that it was more than that. I couldn’t feel exactly what it was but it was like some part of me was pushing me forwards even while another part of me was resisting.

I didn’t dwell on it though, and got on with the task of shaving myself so Jen could continue the makeover. Stripped naked I looked over the items she’d given me to make myself smooth: hair removal cream, shaving foam, pink razor, moisturising soap, and a body butter for afterwards to make my skin soft and ease any irritation.

Jen had been very clear I was to get all of my body hair. I smiled, grateful for the first time in my life that I was far from hirsute. Yet, even though I’d never been that hairy I’d always had some body hair, some slight outward sign of my masculinity despite how small and slim I was. If I got rid of it then…

“It’ll grow back.” I said in an attempt to reassure myself.

I forced a smile. I could feel my resolve faltering. The longer I waited the harder it was going to be to begin so… I picked up the hair removal cream and I got started.

I smeared the cream all over my legs, starting with my feet and ankles, then working up over my calves, shins, knees, thighs, even working over my butt. I then worked it up over my belly, chest, under my armpits, over my arms. The scent of it was strong, astringent, sharp, and I almost felt my skin tingling.

As I let the cream sit for the allocated amount of time I wondered what would come after shaving. There was the dress, of course, but Jen had mentioned underwear, pantihose. Would she do makeup? What about my hair? Were there things I wasn’t even thinking of?

My body ached, a shiver running up my spine. I could feel part of me recoiling at the thought, pulling back as though the thought of wearing a dress, makeup, being feminine was going to burn me. What was that? Why did it feel so awful? What was I afraid of?

It wasn’t like I viewed femininity as lesser or weaker. Hell, I admired women, their grace and their beauty, often envied them. There was nothing humiliating about being feminine. But…

I felt something biting in my subconscious. It wasn’t that being feminine was humiliating or degrading. It was the thought that I would look… ugly. The thought that if I were to wear a dress, makeup, that I’d look just like a man in a dress. Why did that thought bother me so much?

I was a man. Wasn’t I?

Something was gnawing at me, clawing, but I didn’t have time to worry about it. The cream had sat for long enough so I had to rinse it off.

I set the shower running, let the water heat, then stepped into the flow. I let the hair removal cream slough off my like a second skin. While the water flowed I used the shaving foam and the razor to shave around my sensitive areas—my cock, balls, and along my ass-crack.

Shaving didn’t take long, but I went slowly, not wanting to cut myself and wanting to get every last hair. Once I was finished I used the soap to wash myself.

As I lathered up my hands I couldn’t help but remark on how different I looked now I lacked body hair. My legs looked fuller, longer, curvier, and my body looked trim, svelte, while my ass looked lush.

I looked so different. I smiled, a tightness in my chest. I still needed to wash off the last of the cream, so I began to lather up my body but as I did I shivered, whimpered. My hands on my skin felt so much more intense. Pleasure radiated through me.

With my body hair gone, I was so much more sensitive. I felt almost reborn, and I moved my soapy hand over my legs, chest, arms, even over my butt, delighting in the new sensations. I wiggled, delighting in it. I knew I didn’t really have time to waste since Jen was waiting for me, but still, I couldn’t help myself.

I let my hands wander, exploring, fingers teasing along my ass-crack, slipping over my hole. I was smooth everywhere. It was electrifying.

My cock throbbed, getting hard, and while one hand lingered behind me, exploring a rush of new sensations as I groped my own ass, I reached around with the other to wrap my fingers around my shaft. I gripped my cock gently, teasing, and… stroked.

Pleasure swelled, intense, hot. The hand on my cock moved slowly, grip soft. The hand on my ass squeezed, plush flesh. My butt was so smooth and soft. Was this what a girl’s butt felt like?

The thought excited me. My hand moved, almost on its own, soapy and slippery, and fingers sneaked back into my crack, teasing along. I worked the hand on my cock as my fingers explored, hips thrusting. My body was trembling.

The tips of my soapy fingers again brushed against my hole but this time the sensation was even more intense. A bright sense of joy radiated through me. I wanted more.

My fingers were soapy, slippery. I pressed the tip of my finger at my ass and felt my entrance opening, finger slipping in. It felt good, bright. Images and emotions flooded my head. I pressed the tip of my finger deeper, felt my hole stretching, more pleasure.

I whimpered and then…

There was a knock on the door.

“Rob? You okay in there?” Jen said. “You’ve been a while.”

I snapped back to reality. I blushed, hot, pulled my hand off my cock, slipped my finger out my ass. I’d been masturbating in Jen’s bathroom. Worse, I’d been masturbating while playing with my ass and it had felt good. I shook my head, forcing myself to calm down.

“I… yeah, fine. Just finishing up.” I said.

“Ah, cool. I’ll leave you in peace then. Just… don’t take too long, okay? I'm eager to see how you look.”

And then there was silence, the sound of retreating footsteps. What did that mean? Eager to see how I looked.
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I stepped out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist. It felt strange, being smooth, hairless. I felt more exposed than normal and I couldn’t work out why.

“All done!” I called out.

There was a moment of quiet.

“In here.” Jen called out.

Her voice came from down the hall, from an open door. Her room? The thought of entering Jen’s bedroom made me squirm, but I followed her voice. I stepped through the door and into her bedroom to see her sitting on the bed, waiting for me.

I got the immediate sense that she was examining me. She looked me up and down, smiling, shifting. I stood still, felt heat rise in my chest and cheeks.

“Looking good. I knew you would. Once we’re done I just know you’ll be convinced. Now, shall we get started? I figure the sooner we begin the sooner we’ll be done.” She said.

I was still for a moment.

“What… what else is there?” I asked.

Jen smiled at me.

“Well, we’ve got an outfit, including underwear of course, then makeup, hair, and shoes. I’ve even got a few bits of jewellery we can use too.”

I was still. It was all too much. I wanted to turn and flee but I was frozen.

“You’ll still let me do this, right? Just a test run, so you can see how you look. There’s no commitment but I’m hoping when you see how you look you’ll agree to help me. I really need your help and I’d be really grateful.”

The way Jen said the last few words was soft, flirty. She shifted, leaning forward, eyes wide. I could see right down her top and it was almost impossible not to stare openly at her vast cleavage.

“Pretty please?

Jen smirked, biting her bottom lip, batting her eyelashes. She was so hot and it was almost like she was flirting with me.

Part of me wanted to turn her down, leave, but another part was curious and at the same time, I wanted to spend more time with her. If she gave me a makeover we’d have to spend time close together. I could enjoy her company, admire her.

I just couldn’t say no to her so I nodded.

“Yeah, I’m still going to let you make me over.” I said.

Jen’s smile widened.

“Thank you!” She said, beaming. “You won’t regret it, I promise you.”

With that, she turned and picked up the clothes she’d picked out for me, my outfit. There was the tight black dress of course, short, low-cut, revealing, but there was more now too.

My eyes went wide and my heart skipped. There were panties, a padded bra, and pantihose.

“Now, let's get these on you shall we.”

Jen rose up to her feet and moved towards me, underwear and dress in hand.

“Shall I help you dress?” She asked.

Was she being serious? It was like when she’d offered to help shave me, make me smooth. Was she really willing to dress me in underwear?

I looked at the panties and the padded bra. They were black, silk and lace, skimpy. They were undeniably feminine but also… sexy. Did my underwear need to be so sexy?

“And you really don’t need to be shy Rob. I’ve seen it all before. We’re friends, co-workers, two girls hanging out. You don’t need to make it weird.”

The way she spoke was comforting but at the same time, it tickled something at the back of my head. Two girls hanging out? Is that what she saw us as? Why did those words stir such strong and conflicting emotions in me?

Jen approached me with the panties in hand and stopped just in front of me.

“Shall I?” She said.

I was quiet for a moment, considering her question. Excitement and embarrassment flared. I grabbed the panties out of her hand.

“I can do it.” I said.

Jen’s smile softened and she pouted.

“Spoilsport.” She said, teasingly.
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I slipped the panties on under my towel, tugging them into place around my hips and ass. They were small, snug, and they felt sensual.

She handed me the bra next, giving me advice on how to fasten it, doing the clips up around my front, spinning it around before slipping my arms into the straps, and Jen then helped me adjust the straps so it fit perfectly.

With the padding, it cupped my chest in such a way that it looked, and felt, like I had small tits. When I moved they jiggled slightly, the padding soft and gel-like. The weight of them was tangible, almost sensual, my chest bouncing, and looking down the flesh tone of the padding blended perfectly with my skin to make it seem like I had slight cleavage.

I dropped the towel and looked down at myself. In just the panties and bra I looked… good. My body was lean, slim, with subtle curves, soft, hairless, my ass round, belly and waist trim, legs long and thick, with perky tits. I felt my belly flutter and my heart race.

“You look so cute.” Jen said. “I knew you’d look good but… I’m impressed. You’re really pretty.”

I blushed, flustered. Part of me hated being called pretty, knew it was wrong, that I was a boy, that I should be handsome, but… a larger part of me liked it. I liked that the hot barista was paying me attention, giving me compliments, and the thought that I was pretty made me smile.

“Pantihose next, then the dress.” She said. “I really think I should help you with the pantihose though as there’s a knack to them and I don’t want you tearing them.”

I nodded. I was in underwear at least now so I figured there was less harm in letting Jen help me. She bunched up the pantihose and knelt. I could feel her breath on my thighs and it was all I could do to keep myself from getting hard, yet still, I could feel my dick throbbing inside the tiny panties. How did Jen not realise how much she was turning me on?

Looking down at her, seeing her exposed cleavage, her body, her pretty face, while I was smooth and in panties, it was all almost too much. I had to take a deep breath and focus.

“Left foot up please.” Jen said.

I did as she told me. She slipped the pantihose onto my left foot, the material sheer and sensual, clinging. She then told me to lift my right foot and she did the same. With the pantihose on both feet, she pulled them up, the fabric caressing, and the way they teased over my calves, thighs, hugging my butt and hips. I pressed my thighs together, squirming, wanting to feel more of the fabric teasing over my skin.

Jen moved away, moved to the bed to pick up the dress, and I took a moment to really examine myself, feel myself. It was strange but also… hot.

“Ready to slip this on?” Jen asked, holding up the dress.

I looked at it, took a deep breath, nodded. Jen smiled and helped me ease into it.

The fabric was stretchy, clingy, tight. I thought for a moment that the dress was far too small but it fit better than I expected and in many ways, it being so small helped. It was tight around the waist, cinching in my belly, making my hips and ass look rounder, my tits larger, boosting my cleavage, while at the same time flashing lots of thigh since it was so short.

I was going to have to be careful moving around in it, sitting down and bending over, so I didn’t flash my panties. It was far more revealing than I had thought it was going to be, but… I liked that. I liked how I looked in it, felt. I shivered, blushing, a sense of excitement and anticipation. As Jen tugged the dress fully into place, tugging the hem down, easing out any wrinkles, her hands lingered on my body for a moment, then she moved around to behind me, her hand caressing gently over my ass to the zip of the dress, squeezing just briefly before zipping the dress up.

The dress got even tighter, but I barely noticed. I was focused on how Jen had touched me. Had she… had she squeezed my ass? The thought alone left me buzzing, but the memory of the touch sent shivers along my spine.

“There. All dressed. Now, makeup and hair, then shoes and accessories, then you can see how you look.” She said.

I just nodded. Why had she squeezed my ass? Was I imagining it?

“I can’t wait to see how sexy you look.” She said.

She stepped in front of me, smiling, and… winked. Maybe I wasn’t imagining it?
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Jen sat me down and talked me through what she was doing as she applied my makeup. The array of products and brushes and strange-looking tools was baffling but she explained them all as she went.

First came eyeshadow, a blend of blacks and pinks, then eyeliner, thick, heavy, more black, before she applied a set of fake lashes. She added mascara to the fake lashes. They felt heavy, long, thick, and each time I blinked I could feel them fluttering like butterfly wings.

Finally, Jen added shadow, highlight, and then lipstick, a deep pink with a layer of gloss over the top. With that done she turned her attention to hair, a blonde wig, shoulder length with waves.

“I figure this will suit your complexion.” She said. “And together we’ll look even more striking.”

She smiled as she said that and I couldn’t help but smile back. She fitted the wig with a series of pins, clipping it to the roots of my real hair so that it wouldn’t shift and that it would feel connected to my scalp. Once it was fitted she took a few moments to style it.

“Now shoes, then accessories.” She said.

For shoes she had me put on a pair of black high heels. I was precarious in them at first, tottering, but Jen gave me a few tips that helped me find my balance and posture.

“You’ll need to practise walking in them but I can lend you that pair to wear at home.” She said. “If you spend a few hours in them you’ll be fine for the weekend, but longer is better.”

I hadn’t even agreed to work the event, but… I nodded. My head was fuzzy, spinning, full of thoughts, emotions, sensations, a rush of new feelings that made my heart race and my belly flutter.

Finally, Jen fitted me with earrings—clip-ons, silver, large hoops—and a necklace, rings. She then stepped back and looked me up and down, grinning.

“Fuck you are hot.” She said.

I smiled, blushing, squirming. I hadn’t seen myself in a mirror yet, but looking down at myself was strange, and there was a storm of emotions that made focusing hard. The way Jen looked at me made my cock ache in my panties.

“I knew you were going to look pretty but… you’re beautiful.” Jen said. “Do you want to see?”

Her words had captivated me. She had called me beautiful. I felt something in me relax as something else blossomed.

I felt my fear ease. It was still there, but softer. If Jen thought I looked good, thought I was hot, that I was beautiful, maybe… I was? Maybe I wasn’t just a boy in a dress? Maybe I wasn’t ugly? Maybe I was… pretty?

I felt a swell of hope and then I wondered to myself… why was it so important to me that I was pretty?

“Well? Are you?” Jen said again.

“Am I what?” I asked, snapping back to the moment.

“Are you ready to see? Are you ready to see what you look like?”

I smiled, giddy. I nodded.

“Sure, why not.” I said.

I knew I wasn’t ready, but I also knew I never would be ready, so… why not take the leap?

Jen stepped to the side and held out her hand, gesturing to the full-length mirror on the far side of her bedroom. I looked at her, stepped towards her, took her hand, and let her lead me towards the mirror.
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I was stunned by what I saw, struck mute by my reflection. Only it wasn’t my reflection. My reflection was gone. The reflection I’d seen in the mirror for the whole of my life was gone, and it was replaced with something better.

In the mirror, a pretty young girl smiled back at me and her smile was dazzling. I’d never looked so happy.

She was gorgeous, dressed in a tight black dress, long pantihose glad legs, wide hips, pert ass, slim waist, with perky tits, cleavage just showing. I shifted and the girl in the mirror shifted with me, proving that it was me. I smiled, giggled.

The way I stood in my heels made my legs look longer, fuller, shapely, and my ass stuck out, the hem of my dress barely covering my butt. It was low cut too, flashing my chest, just a hint of my bra. My tits stuck out, my shoulders back, and I stood proud. Yet, as striking as my body was in the dress, that was not what really caught my attention.

Sure, but my body was alluring, sensual, even sexy, but it was my face that I was staring at. I was… I was beautiful. My eyes were big and bright and bold, long thick dark lashes, makeup that was sensual, brazen, just a little slutty, with full pouty lips, and the highlight and shadow made my features look even more refined. My long blonde waves fell around my shoulders. I felt my body throbbing.

I looked amazing. It was a complete transformation. The boy I’d always been had been replaced with a… a cute girl. My smile widened.

I shifted, posing, looking myself up and down. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing but I couldn’t deny it because I could feel the truth of it. I could feel the pantihose, the panties, the bra and dress, the long hair. Each movement I made was mimicked by the girl in the mirror. I was her.

“You look amazing, right?” Jen said.

I nodded, mute.

“So you see what I mean then? You’d be perfect for the job. Not only do you know your coffee, but you’re cute too. We work well together and… well, I think the two of us make quite the striking pair.”

As Jen said that she stepped in beside me, standing close, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the swell of her tits, her hips, the warmth of her body. I could smell her sweat, her perfume.

The sight of her next to me, two hot girls standing close, made me squirm. That I was one of those girls made my head fuzzy. Jen was stunning, curvy, tattooed, pierced, and I was… shorter, slimmer, long blonde hair, almost innocent compared to her. We really were a very striking pair.

I giggled. Looking the way I did I could easily do the job Jen had offered me. No one would be able to tell. I’d get paid, would get to spend a day geeking out over luxury coffee, would get to spend the day with Jen, and… Jen would owe me a favour.

Yet, something in me resisted. I could feel fear and anxiety and…

“Will you do it then? Will you work the job with me? I really need your help and I know you’d be good at it.” Jen said. “Please...”

As she said please I felt her hand on the back of my thigh, slipping up under my dress, to my ass, squeezing. It made me squirm and whimper. There was no denying it. She was flirting with me/

“I’d really enjoy spending more time with you like this. I think it’d be fun and… if you said yes and helped out I’d be more than happy to give you a very generous tip after it was over.”

Her voice was soft, almost a purr, and as she looked at me in the mirror there was a sparkle in her eyes, a look of mischief and almost desire. What was she offering me? My mind raced, my body aching.

Just Jen flirting with me, touching me, was exciting me, but her doing that while I looked like a pretty girl made it all the more potent. I felt almost drunk, dizzy and excited and… aroused.

“I…”

“Pretty please.” Jen said.

I smiled.

“Sure.” I said.

Jen’s smile alone was almost reward enough, but the extra firm squeeze on my ass made me moan, my body throbbing.

“There’s just a couple of problems.” Jen said. “First you’ll need a new name. I can’t introduce you as Rob now, can I? You need a name as pretty as you. Something like… Rose. Yeah, how about Rose?”

I smiled. The girl in the mirror did look a bit like Rose.

“Yeah, I guess… I guess Rose works.” I said. “But… what about the other problem.”

It was hard to focus with Jen squeezing my butt, groping me and molesting me under my dress.

“Well, the other problem needs a bit more work to fix, but I think we can manage it. The thing is, girls tend not to have erections so if you go walking around with this…”

As Jen spoke she reached her hand around to my front and she grabbed my cock. My hard cock. How had I not noticed?

My cock was hard, sticking out from my dress, an obvious bulge. I whimpered and Jen began to tease my erect prick.

“I think we can fix this though and I don’t mind helping a pretty girl out.” Jen said. “After all, you are doing me a favour, so only fair I do one for you too.”

She stoked harder, teasing me through my dress and panties, and I moaned, thrusting into her grip. It felt better than I could have imagined and I couldn’t stop watching the two girls in the mirror. Jen teasing the hot blonde, only… I was the hot blonde.

“Fuck you’re sexy like this.” Jen said.

The tone of her voice, the way she looked at me, the way she touched me, it was clear she meant it. I could see and hear and feel the lust in her, the desire she had for me, for Rose.

I whimpered. Her hand sneaked down, to the hem of my dress, under, reaching up beneath my dress to my panties. I felt her hand sneak beneath my panties, skin on skin, palm and fingers closing around my cock.

The pleasure was even more intense. I closed my eyes and let the waves of it wash over me.

“Such a pretty girl.” Jen said.

Her words sent shivers up my spine. I felt her stroke, felt her move. She peeled my dress up, peeled my panties down. Her hand worked up and down my cock, the cold hair, her warm hand. It felt amazing, my heart racing and then…

I felt something warm, wet, enclose the head of my cock. My eyes snapped open, looked down. I saw Jen, on her knees, taking my cock into her mouth as she looked up at me, grinning.

“Fuck…”

The sensation, the sight, the sound of her slurping… my cock got harder, throbbing. Jen sucked, working lips and tongue, a tight suction, wet and hot. She began to bob up and down, teasing, taking more and more of my cock into her mouth. She kept pausing with just the tip between her lips, sucking hard, working her tongue.

My body trembled. I’d never done more than kiss a girl, and now the hot barista from my favourite coffee was sucking my cock. Her lips, tongue, the suction, wet and hot. I could feel all of it, the tight confines of her mouth, her slurping, working up and down.

My cock swelled, getting harder, fatter, throbbing. Jen worked her mouth up to just the tip, sucking hard, tongue teasing. The pleasure was so intense it almost hurt.

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

I moved to pull back, to take my cock out of her mouth, but Jen reached around to grab my ass, pulling me in, forcing me to thrust into her mouth. My cock pulsed, balls tightening, and then… I came.

I came, hard, into her mouth. I felt the suction intensify as she swallowed, milking me. I fucked into her mouth, cumming, her lips tight, suction, hot wet tongue. I came over and over and over and she just kept swallowing. It was pleasure unlike anything I’d known before.

“Fuck!”

Jen just looked up at me, almost smirking, swallowing. It was only when my climax had subsided and my cock began to soften that she eased up and let go of my ass. She pulled back, still sucking and teasing with her tongue, and a shiver ran up my spine, my cock very sensitive.

Jen sucked hard as she worked her lips off the tip of my cock, wanting every last drop of my cum, and my dick left the suction of her hot, wet mouth with an audible pop.

“Tasty. I love girl-cum.” Jen said, giggling.

I felt my cheek blush.

“And it looks like we fixed your problem too.” She said, gently poking my cock.

I smiled.

“That was amazing.” I said. “Thank you.”

Jen looked up at me, grinning.

“Oh, don’t thank me yet. This solution is only temporary. A girl like you… well, I expect you’ll be hard again in no time so how about you save your thanks until after the more permanent solution.”

I stared at her. Permanent solution? Just what did Jen have in mind?


Four

Jen’s solution was simple enough. It was also a form of cruel and unusual torture.

After making me cum with her mouth, after sucking my cock, milking me, swallowing every last drop of my cum, she caged me.

I was too pleasure drunk to resist, too enthralled by her beauty, charm, and the fact that she’d just sucked my cock, to resist. She fitted my limp cock with a small metal cage, squashing it flat, locking the cage on me so I couldn’t get hard. So I couldn’t cum.

“That will help keep you looking cute and feminine in your dress when you help me out at the event.” Jen said. “And as a bonus, it’ll mean you can’t back out now you’ve agreed to help me. After all, that cage is staying on until after you’ve helped me. Only after the event will I unlock it. That is if you even want me to unlock it.” She said.

I blinked at that.

“Why… why would I not want you to unlock it?” I asked.

Jen smirked.

“Just saying. I mean, you might decide you like it? Some girls like being caged. And, well, you can’t blame me for being hopeful, can you? It’s not my fault if the thought of you being my pretty little caged good girl turns me on, is it?”

My head spun. She’d called me her pretty little caged good girl. My heart skipped. Why did those words have such a potent effect on me?

“But for now we’re done. I should thank you for agreeing to help me but… I think I’ve already thanked you.”

As she said that she licked her lips, smiling at me, a mischievous grin. I blushed.

“Now, how about I help get you cleaned up? You need to get changed and take your makeup off.”

I nodded. Jen helped me undress, taking off my wig, cleaning up the makeup, slipping out of the dress and underwear, except…

“You should keep the panties and pantihose on.” She said. “And I’ll send you home with fresh pairs. I want you to keep wearing them until after the job at the weekend. Not only will they be more comfortable for you now you’re all smooth and soft, but they’ll also help you slip more easily into a feminine mindset. You’ll be able to wear them under your normal clothes easily enough, but wearing them will help you stay in touch with Rose even when you’re not fully dressed up.”

I blinked. My head buzzed, belly fluttering. I couldn’t do that, could I? It was wrong, weird, yet… part of me liked the idea.

“Plus…” Jen’s smirk became a broad grin. “I quite like the idea of you being at work while wearing panties and pantihose for me. Knowing you’re caged.”

I blushed a deeper pink. I nodded. I didn’t really understand what was happening, but… I was enjoying it, was enjoying Jen’s attention, and the thought of exciting her, turning her on, getting more of her attention, maybe more of her mouth, or even more, was definitely enough to motivate me.

So, I kept the panties and pantihose on and I took the spare pair she gave me. Once I was changed she showed me to the door and let me out, yet as I went to leave she reached out to grab my arm.

“Forgetting something?” She said.

I checked my pockets. I had everything, including the spare panties and pantihose.

“I don’t think so. What…”

Before I could finish Jen moved. She was grinning, eyes bright. She moved closer, pulling me towards her, and then… she kissed me, softly, on the lips.

“There, that’s better.” She said, beaming. “A final thanks for my good girl.”

I felt my cheeks turn scarlet, my face almost burning. We were alone in the hallway of her apartment building but still, we were in public and she’d called me her good girl. It was embarrassing, thrilling and… exciting.

I felt my caged dick throb, a dull pain. My heart skipped.

“See you tomorrow cutie.” She said, and then… she closed her door.

I made my way home grinning, flustered, confused, and aroused. I had no idea what I’d let myself in for, but I was almost eager to find out.
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The next day at work was…interesting.

I did as Jen had suggested and encouraged, and wore a fresh pair of panties and pantihose under my usual clothes. I wasn’t quite sure why, but getting dressed in the morning I’d not been able to resist the idea. Maybe it was the thought of pleasing her, knowing that me wearing it under my clothes would excite her, but it felt more complicated than that.

Part of me remembered how good it had felt, and I was very aware of just how sensitive and alive my body felt now it was smooth so I was nervous about the coarser material of my jeans irritating my legs, but that too didn’t feel like it was the entire reason. Slipping the panties on, the pantihose on, I felt a rush, smiling.

There was something comforting about wearing them. It reminded me of being dressed up with makeup and the wig. It reminded me of Rose. I felt a sense of joy and lightness and as I moved I could feel a subtle sway in my hips.

Sure, when I looked in the mirror I saw Rob, but underneath my clothes, I still felt just a little like Rose, and I liked that. I could go about my day as usual, go to work, class, and I’d have a small secret under my clothes. I’d still be a little bit pretty, a little bit sexy, and… Jen would know.

And Jen did know. The moment I arrived at work she took me aside to the back room and she checked to see if I was wearing panties and pantihose, checked to see if I was still caged.

She made me pull my trousers down to show her, and she felt my cock through my panties and pantihose to make sure it was still secure. The way she grabbed me, tugged, was painful but also thrilling.

“It’s not uncomfortable, is it?” She asked.

I shook my head. It was small, squashing my cock, and I felt it constantly, but it was not uncomfortable or painful, except…

“Only when I get turned on.” I said, blushing.

Jen smirked.

“Well, it’d be awful if someone kept teasing you to turn you on then, right?”

I just nodded, mute, aware of what she was threatening. Only it wasn’t a threat, it was a warning and a promise.

Jen spent the rest of my day at work doing her very best to tease me, flirt with me, turn me on, and every time I squirmed or whimpered or looked in any way uncomfortable she would just grin at me and wink. It was agony, torture, and I loved it.

Jen would take every opportunity to squeeze past me, her hands lingering on my ass, the small of my back. She would lean over me, pressing her tits into me, or she would push her butt into my crotch as she bent down or moved past me, wiggling slightly, and she made no attempt to hide how much she was enjoying it.

She was slightly better behaved when there were customers about, which gave me a break, but the moment we were alone she would escalate things. It was never anything so extreme that if someone walked in she couldn’t move away like nothing was going on, but it was enough that I was kept in a constant state of arousal and excitement.

I felt like I was losing my mind, but… I didn’t want it to stop. It was like a dream come true, a strange impossible dream, but a dream nonetheless.

The hot, tattooed barista wanted me. There was really no denying it any more.

The way she acted, flirting, teasing, the way she looked at me, grinning, winking, made it clear. She was into me.

The memory of how her lips and tongue had felt on my cock was burned into my brain and the image of her looking up at me as she swallowed my cum was bright and bold. Jen was into me. Or rather… she was into Rose.

At times throughout my shift, she would whisper into my ear, softly. Words like good girl, pretty thing, sexy doll, and the name she used was always Rose.

She’d made it clear how much my panties and pantihose turned her on, and she made it clear how much she liked the thought of me caged. She made it very clear how grateful she was that I’d agreed to help her, and more than once she reminded me that she would owe me a big tip if I did well.
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I had to endure three days of working as usual, three days of working in the coffee shop and going to class while in pantihose and panties, three days of being teased by Jen, flirted with, having her flaunt her body to me, winking, grinning, three days of suggestive touch and comments. It was agony.

It would have been agony under any normal circumstance, but as it was I remained caged, locked away, with no way to cum. My cock was throbbing almost constantly, my body kept in a state of perpetual arousal by Jen’s teasing, my soft skin, wearing panties, pantihose, the memory of her lips and tongue on my cock, and the thought of what kind of big tip she’d give me after the job was done.

Would she suck my cock again? Maybe she’d even let me fuck her? After days of not being able to relieve myself, I found I was fantasising all the time about the hot, tattooed barista. I couldn’t get her out of my head, which made working at the coffee shop and studying hard.

I was distracted, nervous about the event, and excited too. As the days passed I found myself becoming more and more excited.

The thought of getting to dress up again did things to me. I could feel some part of me resisting it, but after that first time, it was like being Rob felt almost wrong. It was too boring, too dreary.

Sure I had pantihose and panties on under my clothes, and my body felt smooth, but it was like going backwards. It was like I’d experienced reality in full-colour HD for the first time and now I’d gone back to low-resolution black and white. Things just felt drearier. I felt drearier.

I’d never been happy really, but now… now I felt almost miserable. I’d experienced something special, something bright. I’d seen myself as beautiful, had experienced pleasure, joy, a sense of freedom, and then I’d been thrown right back into the cage of my old life.

But I just had to wait a few days. A few days and then I’d get to be Rose again, wear that little black dress again, the wig, makeup, the padded bra. A few days and I’d get to feel pretty again, sexy, joyful. And I’d get to do all of that out in the real world.

A sense of terror hung over me at the thought of what that was going to be like, but though I was scared I was also eager. I wanted to taste what life could be like. I wanted to experience something different. I wanted to experience what my life could have been like…
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“You go off and make sure you’re all smooth and I’ll get everything ready.” Jen said.

It was the morning of the event and I’d arrived early at Jen’s to get ready. She was dressed in just pyjama shorts and a vest and it was all I could do to keep my calm. She looked stunning, bare, her shorts so short her ass was almost hanging out and her vest clinging tight to her tits—it was clear she wasn’t wearing her bra and her nipples poked through the fabric of her top, distracting me, and I was almost sure I could see nipple piercings.

I felt a shiver down my spine and Jen just looked at me, smirking, as she sent me off to the bathroom. She was still teasing me, aware that my cage was staying locked on until after the event, but I didn’t mind. In many ways I’d come to accept her teasing, the way she kept trying to get me excited knowing I could do nothing about it. I was almost starting to enjoy it.

As I headed through to the bathroom I thought about the day ahead. I was going to have to serve as Rose all day, brewing coffee, talking about tasting notes, helping out Jen, and I was nervous but I was also prepared. I’d read up on the various beans, had practised my brewing, had even practised walking in heels and my girly voice so I wouldn’t be discovered, yet still I was nervous.

As I shaved my body, to make sure I was extra smooth, I worried at the feelings in me, picking at them. Why was I so nervous? When it clicked I felt something shift in me.

It wasn’t the event. It was what the event meant.

I was going to spend the day as Rose, was going to help Jen out, and then, afterwards… what?

What would happen? She said she would unlock me, would even give me a big tip. I’d been fantasising about that tip, what it might be, hoping it might involve me and her and pleasure, but now I realised… that even if it was my wildest dream, sex, it would mean one thing.

An ending.

I was going to be Rose for the day, and then Jen was going to unlock me, let me go. It would all be over. I felt a weight of disappointment and sadness even though the day hadn’t really yet begun. It would all soon be over.

What did that mean? Would Jen be done with me? And what about the feelings that the misadventure had brought up in me? What did they mean?

I didn’t have any answers, so I focused on the present. If it would all soon be over then best make the most of it. Worry about the future when the future turned up. I would live in the moment, embrace what was, make the most of the experience.

Yet, despite trying to have a positive attitude about it all, I could still feel a niggling at the back of my head, gnawing at me. I didn’t want to go back to just being Rob, but I didn’t know what alternative there was. I was a boy, a man, and there was nothing I could do about that. Was there?

After shaving and showering I took a moment to fix a smile and calm down. I didn’t want Jen to know what a mess my thoughts and emotions were. I steadied my nerves and stepped out, making my way to her room.

She was already dressed in her underwear, but she was in just her underwear—bra, panties, pantihose, nothing else. The sight of her made me freeze. She was even more gorgeous than I could have imagined.

“You all done?” She asked, smirking.

It was clear she knew what effect she had on me, and it was clear she enjoyed the effect she had on me. I could just nod.

“Cool, so how about we get ready then? We need to get to the venue early to set up so no time for delay.”

With that, she threw me a pair of black panties, black sheer pantihose, and a black padded bra.

“Think you can dress yourself? The dress is on the bed. Once you’re done we can do makeup together.” Jen said. “And don’t worry, I’ll do yours again, but maybe sometime soon I can teach you how to do your own. If you want.”

She grinned at me. Why would I ever want to do my own makeup? Makeup was for girls, for girls like Rose, and once today was over… I pushed the thoughts away.

“Yeah, I can dress myself.” I said. “And… thanks.”

With that said, we both set about getting ready.

It did not take long. I dressed quickly, slipping on the underwear, pantihose, then slipped on the tight black dress. I loved how it felt, loved the curves it gave me, hips, ass, tits, and I loved how revealing it was, slinky and tight and tiny. I felt sexy again. I felt like Rose.

Once dressed I turned around to find Jen already dressed and finished with her makeup and hair. She looked breathtaking. If the dress looked good on me then it looked even better on her, tight and small, almost painted-on, it clung to her body, her curves, her ample cleavage exposed, the dress so short I could almost see her panties.

And then there was her makeup. Dark and bold, with thick fake lashes, she looked sexy, sultry, and just a little slutty. I felt my caged cock throb, and from the way she smiled, batting her eyelashes, pouting, I figured she knew exactly what kind of effect she was having on me.

And if I wasn’t sure she knew what effect she was having on me then, I was definitely sure once she started doing my makeup.

Jen took every chance she could to touch me, tease me, flaunting her tits in my face, bending over to flash me her ass, her panties. I could feel my heart racing, cock throbbing. She was the hottest woman I’d ever met and she was flirting with me. I couldn’t stop thinking about her mouth on my cock. Would I get that again? Would I get more?

Still, I did my best to sit still even as my cock pulsed, aching. I sat still as Jen did my eyeshadow, eyeliner, attached my fake lashes, added mascara. She added highlight, shadow, lipstick, gloss, then clipped on earrings, adding a necklace and rings to my fingers.

She even added fake nails, before finally adding the wig, clipping it into place, styling it. She helped me into my heels, added a spritz of perfume, then led me to the mirror.

I beamed as I saw myself. I was Rose again. I felt… happy, a swell of joy. With Jen next to me in her black dress we looked utterly stunning. I’d never felt so full of light, so attractive.

“We look good together, right?” Jen said.

I nodded, smiling. We really did look good together.

As I stared at our reflections Jen moved close. With both of us in heels, she was taller than me, curvier, the hotter, older, tattooed barista to my cute innocent assistant. We were… two hot girls. I felt a fluttering, a swell of emotions, and then…

I felt a hand on my ass, squeezing. Jen’s hand, groping me. I giggled, blushing.

“Sorry.” Jen said. “I just can’t help myself. You’re just too tasty.”

I blushed, smiled, giggled. I felt… girly. I felt wanted.

“I’m not complaining.” I said.

And with that I pressed my ass back into Jen’s hand, wiggling my hips. She squeezed harder, and I moaned.

Jen pulled her hand away just as it was getting fun, my cock throbbing. I looked at her and pouted.

“More later.” She said, grinning. “First the event. I need to get paid and you’re here to help, so try not to distract me too much with that body body of yours. I promise you that if today goes well I’ll have an extra large tip for you.”

She winked. My blush deepened. I couldn’t wait to find out what the tip she had in mind was.
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The event went well and… it was fun. A lot more fun than I’d been expecting.

Jen had everything planned down to the last detail, and she was as efficient as she was demanding, but I could see why. The event was bigger than I was expecting, almost a hundred people, so we had a lot of work for the two of us to prepare and brew the various beans, offering tasting samples of all of them, giving notes and details, yet people seemed to have a lot of fun and they asked a lot of engaged questions.

I was nervous in the beginning, worried people might realise I was a boy dressed like a girl, despite having seen my reflection, seeing how good I looked, and despite Jen’s reassurances, but no one seemed to look twice at me.

Except… that wasn’t true. People did look twice at me. In fact, they often looked at me a lot more than twice, it was just that they didn’t notice that I was a boy in a dress, made up to look like a girl. Instead what they saw was a hot girl.

It was strange at first, the way people treated me, looked at me, spoke to me, and the strangeness took me off guard, made me even more nervous, but Jen, seeing my reaction, explained it.

“They think you’re cute.” She said. “They’re looking at you because they think you’re hot and when they act weird it’s because they’re flirting with you.”

Jen laughed as she saw the look on my face, a mix of shock, horror, and disbelief. I’d never really been attractive before, had never really had people view me as hot or sexy, and now… now a room full of strangers, men and women, kept staring at me like I was a piece of meat and they were hungry wolves and I liked it. I liked how people openly looked me up and down, how they flirted, teased, how they were nice to me. I was used to being ignored as Rob, but as Rose people wanted my attention, wanted to get to know me. People desired me.

Yet, of all the people in the room flirting with me, only one person really got my attention. Jen.

I saw how people looked at her, how men and women eyed her, and I couldn’t blame them. She was stunning, charming, witty, funny. She was breathtaking. And I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

She noticed too. She saw me looking at her, and she would often smile at me, wink, sometimes even giving me a little pout, or wiggle. We were often working apart, so there was not much chance for her to flirt with me or tease me, but when we were close she would often stand very close, pressing into me, allowing me to feel the heat of her body, the soft swell of her curves.

At times, when we were not being watched, she would be bold enough to grab me, groping my ass under my dress, running her hand down my back, several times even grabbing my caged cock through my dress, panties, and pantihose.

The effect it had on me was overwhelming. She left me flustered, squirmy, embarrassed, turned on, excited, giggly. It was so different to the life I was used to. I felt light, happy, and I moved with grace, wiggling my hips and ass as my heels clicked.

I even found myself trying to find ways to flirt back with Jen, wiggling my ass a little extra when she was watching, finding excuses to bend over in front of her, pressing my butt into her when squeezing past, pressing my butt into her hand when she sneakily groped me.

The whole experience was thrilling, like nothing I’d done before, and it left me feeling nourished, whole, joyful. And then… it was over.

Before I knew it the event was over. It was done. People began to leave and Jen and I began the job of clearing up. I felt my heart sinking.

It had only been a few hours and now my time as Rose was done. Soon Jen would unlock me and let me go and I’d go back to living as Rob and all this would be behind me. I felt a swell of sadness, almost grief.

Jen chatted to me as we cleared up, tried to flirt with me, but it was like my senses were dulled. It was like I could feel myself retreating into a prison made of glass, returning to my old, introverted, isolated self.

I could feel Jen trying to bring me out of myself, trying to tease me, but it wasn’t the same. It was all over. I felt miserable.

We packed up together, putting everything away, and we headed back to Jen’s place. I stopped paying attention to what was going on around me, stopped listening, stopped noticing. It was all over. I’d never realised how much fun it was going to be. I’d never realised how much I was going to miss Rose.


Five

“So, are you going to tell me what’s wrong?” Jen asked.

I had been quiet the entire journey back to her apartment. She’d tried flirting with me, teasing me, had tried talking to me, joking with me, but though I’d replied, tried to be engaged, my heart wasn’t in it and she could tell something was up.

The moment the door shut she turned to face me, a load of boxes still in my arms, and she practically glared at me. There was a ferocity in her I’d not seen before, but also a gentleness.

I took a deep breath, exhaled a sigh. I put down the boxes in her hallway and just… the words wouldn’t come.

“Do you want a coffee?” Jen said, smiling.

I looked at her. There was a sweetness in her eyes, a look of genuine care and compassion. I nodded.

Jen led me to her sofa, sat me down, and went about brewing coffee using some of the last of the speciality beans she’d bought for the event. Just the smell of them brought me comfort, settling me back into my body. While she worked she asked me easier questions, about the event, about how I’d enjoyed it, starting with simple yes or no questions, moving onto slightly more complex answers.

It was an easy conversation. Did my feet hurt after being on them all day? Did I enjoy myself? Did I notice the way some of the people at the event kept flirting with me?

Jen sat beside me, the pair of us drinking coffee, and I began to talk. It was easier to talk about such simple things rather than my feelings, fears.

Jen asked me about the various coffees at the event, about which ones were my favourite. She asked me if the people had been nice, asked me what I’d enjoyed most, what I’d enjoyed least. Jen asked me about the two men who’d asked for my number, teased me slightly, and I blushed.

She told me that I’d have to get used to people asking me for my number.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, you’re a pretty girl. You’re hot. People are going to notice you, are going to want to talk to you, flirt with you. They’re going to want to ask you out. You’re going to have to get used to being desired.”

I blinked.

“But… they like Rose, and I’m not Rose.” I said.

Jen stared at me.

“Aren’t you?” She asked.

There was a moment of quiet. She just waited. I could feel something in me swelling, a flood of emotions, feelings, thoughts.

“I… I don’t know.” I said.

I felt close to tears.

“Let me ask you a simple question. Would you be willing to help me out again at an event like that, even though you’d have to wear the same outfit, be Rose again?”

I nodded without hesitation. Jen smiled.

“Sure, if you needed help then…”

“But what if I didn’t need help? What if I had other people who could help me if you said no? Would you still be willing to help me? Would you still be willing to dress up? Be Rose?”

I nodded again.

“I… I guess… I mean… yeah, I would.”

Jen’s smile widened.

“And what if I told you that you could come to work as either Rob or Rose, that the choice was yours? You could be whoever you wanted on the day, and I’d even help you. I could show you how to do your hair, makeup, I could help you pick out clothes, underwear, even help you pick out padding for your bras to give you the body you wanted. Hell, you could even get your ears pierced, or not, tongue, lips, maybe even tattoos like me. What if I told you it was your body, your life, and you could do whatever you wanted with it? What would you choose then?”

I stared at her. I could feel my heart racing, chest tight. I knew what I wanted to say but… the words stuck in my throat. There was too much fear.

“Okay, a simpler question then. How would you feel if you were only allowed to be Rob from now on? No more Rose. Would that make you happy?”

I shook my head. Jen smiled at me, nodding.

“So you don’t want to leave her behind?”

I shook my head again. Jen was quiet. She stared at me.

“Is that what this is about? This quiet, you shutting down. You were so bright and vibrant today. It was like seeing you fully come alive for the first time since I met you. You are so… stunning, but now… now you seem almost afraid, almost like you’re avoiding something. Is it… do you think now this is all over you have to leave Rose behind?”

Jen stared at me. I could admit it. I could just admit it. Part of me resisted, struggling but…

“Yes.” I said. “I… I don’t want to go back to being Rob. I… I don’t know what this means but I like being Rose. I’m happier like this. I had fun today. Way more fun than I’d thought, and I have fun with you. I… I don’t want it all to be over. You said… you said after the event that you’d unlock me and I suppose I assumed that you just wanted me for the event, that you just wanted Rose for the event. I suppose I assumed this was just a costume, that I’d have to take it off, that… that I’d have to go back to how things were before and I don’t want that. I don’t want to go back.”

Jen’s smile softened. There was care in her eyes, empathy.

“There is no going back. Even if you wanted to be Rob going forward there’s no going back. You can’t undo the past. Your experiences today have changed you. They’re a gift. You’ve gained something from them. You can never leave them behind and you can’t go back to the person you were before.”

I smiled at that, something in me fluttering.

“But… you get to decide what your life is like, how you live. If you want to be Rose again you can. If you want help I’m here. I… I saw something in you when I hired you. That’s why I asked you to help me at the event. That first time you came into my shop I noticed you and there was just something about you. I… I’m here to help. If you want my help.”

I stared at Jen, a sense of hope swelling.

“You really mean that?” I asked.

Jen nodded.

“I do. If you want to be Rose I can help. I can teach you about makeup, clothes, you can come to work anytime as Rose, or Rob, whatever makes you feel comfortable. You can consider my shop a safe space for you as you work out who you want to be, and next time I have an event like today you can guarantee that you’ll be the first girl I think of.”

Her words were like a ray of sunshine. I felt warmed by them.

“I’d like that.” I said. “Thank you. I… I don’t know what it is I want, or who I am, but I don’t want to go back to before. This, being pretty, being feminine, I… I don’t want to leave it behind.”

Jen nodded.

“You don’t have to. And you don’t have to have all the answers now. You can figure it out as you go. I can be there to support you if you want, listen to you, help you.”

I smiled. I felt joyful again for the first time since the event had begun to wind down.

I’d been so worried about losing Rose but now I knew I didn’t have to. I didn’t have to go back to my life before. I didn’t have to return to my cage. I could expand, grow, learn, explore, and I had someone to help me do it.

“I… I don’t know how to thank you.” I said.

Jen giggled. She looked at me for a moment, shifting.

We were both still in the black dresses we’d worn for the event and she looked so hot. The way she moved made her hips and ass sway and her tits jiggle.

“Well, I have an idea, if you’re curious?”

I nodded.

“Anything. I… I don’t think words can express how much this all means to me.”

“Well, you said you owe me thanks for offering to help you, and I owe you for helping me today, so why don’t we kill two birds with one stone?”

I stared at Jen, confused. She chuckled.

“I’m pretty sure I told you that if you did well today that I’d have a big tip for you. Well, I think you did very well today, so… I think it’s time you got my tip.”

Before I could say or do anything Jen moved. She almost leapt at me, like a tigress, and then her lips were on mine.
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Jen kissed me, hard, deep. I melted into it, her lips on mine. She pressed me backwards and I collapsed with her on top of me, her breasts squashed against me. I could feel the heat of them, the softness. Her thigh pressed between my legs, pressing into my caged cock, making it throb.

I surrendered to the kiss, letting Jen take what she wanted from me. I’d been kissed before, but never like that. Never with such passion, such fire, such want.

She kissed me deep, hard, lips and teeth and tongue, her spit mixing with mine. My head was fuzzy, body throbbing. I felt hands on me, Jen’s hands, groping me, one running up my waist to my chest, groping my tits, the other running down to my hips, sneaking behind to grip and squeeze my ass.

I squirmed, wiggling, writhing. The pleasure was intense, her kiss hot, wet, her thighs grinding into my caged cock.

I kissed back, allowing Jen’s kiss to guide me. My tongue entered her mouth. I bit at her lips. I reached up and put my hand on her body.

She moaned into the kiss. The sound encouraged me, made me bold. I was touching the hot barista I’d had a crush on for ages, the hot tattooed woman who’d made me into Rose. I was touching her and she was touching me and we were kissing.

It was like nothing I’d experienced before. Sure, she’d sucked my cock, but this… this was hotter.

I let my hand roam around to her ass, squeezing, hard. Her ass was lush, large, a soft pillow of flesh. In retaliation, Jen groped me harder. I pressed my ass into her grip.

I let one hand roam down to Jen’s thigh, groping her flesh, let it sneak up, under her dress, gripping her ass through the fabric of her pantihose and panties. It was heaven. Her body was amazing.

She kissed me harder, encouraging me, moaning. I kissed back. She squeezed my chest hard, fingers finding my nipples, pinching gently.

I let the hand that wasn’t under her skirt roam up, over her back, waist. Jen wiggled, kissing deeply. I felt my body grow hot at just the thought of what I was about to do. My hand roamed higher and then… I felt the side of her tit.

My cock throbbed, hard, trying and failing to harden inside my cage. I could feel Jen’s thigh pressing down hard into my crotch, an odd mixture of pain and pleasure that radiated through me.

Jen moaned, wiggling. I squeezed the soft flesh of her chest. Her tit was so soft, warm, and I let my hand explore it, sneaking over her chest, groping her as she groped me.

We kissed, swapping spit, tongues almost wrestling, and Jen practically pressed her tit and ass into my hands, encouraging me to squeeze harder. I did.

Her soft, warm flesh made my body ache. I could feel her stiff, fat nipple press into the palm of my hand through the fabric of her dress. I let my fingers explore until they found the sensitive nub. I pinched, gently, and it was like a bolt of electricity shot through Jen. Her whole body shuddered.

She pulled back, breaking the kiss.

“Fuck… that feels so good. Harder.” She said, smiling.

I smiled back, did as she said, pinched her nipple harder, and was rewarded with a loud, guttural moan of pleasure. I watched as she squirmed.

I was touching the hot barista, groping her, pleasuring her. I was feeling up her ass, her tits, the look of lust on her face was because of me.

“You are really turning me on.” She said. “I think… I think we should take this to my bedroom.”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said, both nervous and eager.
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Jen led me by my hand to her room, pulling me after her. I let her lead me, both of us practically running. My heart was drumming.

Beyond Jen making me cum with her mouth I’d never done anything like this with a girl or with anyone. I was pretty inexperienced, innocent, so I was nervous, anxious, and also very excited. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage.

As Jen pulled me into her room she shut the door, and she pushed me towards her bed. The backs of my legs collided with it and I fell backwards, sitting down. She stood in front of me, looming over me and smiled.

I watched as she moved quickly about her room, dimming the lights, putting music on, I could feel the tension in the air, the chemistry, like electricity fizzing. As the music began to play Jen began to dance, wiggling her hips.

She moved towards me, but stopped just in front of me. She danced, wiggling, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“You ready for me to reward you? Thank you for all your hard work today?” She said.

I stared as she danced, moving almost like a stripper. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, her black dress riding up to flash her ass, panties, her tits jiggling, nipples poking through the thin fabric. I nodded.

Jen let her hands roam over her body, began to unzip her dress. She was stripping for me.

“I love it when pretty girls watch me undress. It turns me on. But you… you should watch closely. I’d like it if you did this for me sometime…”

I smiled, a nervous fluttering, but nodded again. She wanted me to strip for her, behave like a lap dancer. The thought of it terrified me but… for her, I would do it.

I watched as Jen unzipped her dress, began to peel it off. She stripped down to just her underwear, her bra, panties, pantihose. She was still in her heels though.

It was the most erotic sight I had ever seen. Her hips and ass swayed, tits bouncing. She was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, pale skin decorated with numerous tattoos, every inch of her perfect. I felt my cock throbbing, agony, pleasure, body hot. I wanted her, yearned for her, and… she wanted me too.

She really wanted me. The kiss, the way she’d touched me, the way she was stripping for me, dancing for me, even the way she was looking at me. I couldn’t deny it. Jen desired me.

She wanted me and… she wanted me as Rose. I felt a swell of joy, of lightness. It was strange and unsettling but at the same time, it felt right. Something had clicked in me and I couldn’t deny it any longer. Being Rose felt right, and to have the woman of my dreams want me as Rose meant everything to me.

I watched as Jen reached up and back to her bra, undoing the fastenings, straps slipping off her shoulders. She held it in place for a moment with her hands, the straps and back free, and then… she tossed it at me.

I caught her bra and stared at her bare chest. Her tits were massive, heavy, bouncy. Her nipples were hard, stiff, thick, and pierced. Even her tits were tattooed. She was breathtaking. My cock throbbed in its cage, painful, pleasure radiating out, lust and desire and fire.

“You like my body?” Jen said.

I nodded.

“You are so fucking hot.” I said.

“Such a good girl. Saying so many sweet things. I’m looking forward to giving you the tip I’ve been saving for you.”

As she spoke she lowered her hands to the waist of her pantihose. She slipped her heels off, began to peel her pantihose down, off her legs, her flawless, tattooed legs. She stepped closer.

“And you said you wanted to thank me. Did you mean it?”

Jen was in just her panties, almost naked. I’d never been so turned on. I nodded again, head fuzzy.

“Good.” She said.

Her hands reached to the waist of her panties and she turned so her back was facing me, her ass inches from my face, and she bent slightly as she peeled her panties down, slowly, exposing her ass. I was almost shaking.

She slipped her panties down her legs, slipped them off her feet, tossed them to the side. She wiggled her hips and ass. Her body was perfect.

As Jen stood up straight she looked back over her shoulder to me, smiling, a look in her eyes, almost… almost nervous. And then she turned to face me.


Six

I’d never seen anything as beautiful. Jen was naked in front of me. The hot tattooed barista I’d been crushing on for months was naked in front of me.

I could see all of her, her tits, hips, waist, legs, and… her cock.

I couldn’t take my eyes off it. Her cock. Her hard cock.

Jen had a cock. I couldn’t believe it. She had a cock. A beautiful, thick, long cock, and it was hard. It was hard because of me, because she thought I was cute, pretty, sexy, hot. She was hard because she wanted me, because she lusted after me. The thought made my heart flutter.

“I understand you.” Jen said. “Or at least I can empathise with your situation. I don’t know exactly what you’re going through because I’m not you, but I have empathy, understanding, and I can help.”

I smiled. I couldn’t take my eyes off her cock.

“If you’ll let me.” Jen said.

I was mute. I could feel my body throbbing, lust, desire, need. It had been days since I’d last cum, Jen milking my cock with her mouth, swallowing, and the last few days had been blissful torture as Jen had flirted with me, teased me, excited me, and now… now she was naked in front of me and her cock was hard for me.

“I… thank you.” I said.

That Jen could understand my situation, that she wanted to help, meant a lot, but that wasn’t at the front of my mind. The thing I was focused on was her cock, and what it meant.

I smiled, shifting in my seat. In my head, I could clearly remember how it felt to have her mouth on my cock, her lips, tongue, how she’d sucked, milked me, swallowed. I could remember how hot she’d looked, how much pleasure it had been.

I wanted to thank Jen for all she’d given me and I could feel my mouth watering. I looked up from her cock, looked into her eyes.

“I want to thank you.” I said.

Jen smirked.

“And how are you going to do that?” She said, wiggling her hips, her cock swaying, breasts bouncing.

It was like she could read my mind. I shifted, falling off the bed, dropping to my knees. I crawled towards her, knelt in front of her.

“Such a good girl.” Jen said.

Her words were warm, comforting. I was her good girl.

I reached up with both hands to grasp her cock. It was the first time I’d touched another cock. It was so hard, so thick, larger than mine, throbbing. The skin was soft, smooth, almost like velvet. I stroked, gently, was rewarded by a soft moan. Jen thrust her hips, thrust her cock into my hands.

I began to wank her fat prick, milking her. I looked between her cock, as hot as the rest of her, and her face, her bright eyes full of lust and affection. I worked my hands faster, slower, tightening and relaxing my grip. I played with her cock, trying hard to give her as much pleasure as possible.

I could feel her cock getting harder, fatter, throbbing. I slowed down, as I felt her pleasure subside I picked up the pace again, edging her. I loved how she felt, the fire of her, the passion, playing with her.

“Fuck you are so hot.” Jen said. “Such a hot, slutty, sexy girl. You look so pretty with my cock in your hands.”

I smiled, giggled, fluttering my eyelashes. My hands, with their fake nails on, did look pretty wrapped around Jen’s cock. Her prick was thick, long, hard, the slit oozing precum, throbbing, and my hands looked so small and dainty and cute.

I worked them harder, faster, teasing, watched her cock getting fatter. I wanted to thank her, thank the hot, tattooed barista. I wanted…

I felt an urge I couldn’t restrain. I felt my belly flutter, my mouth getting wet. I smiled. I was Rose, a hot blonde, on my knees stroking a beautiful woman’s hard cock, and… I moved forward, opening my lips. I wanted to thank Jen for everything she’d gifted me.

As I moved I felt Jen shift, thrusting her hips, then I felt her hand on the back of my neck, guiding me gently, pressing me down. My lips touched the head of her cock. I licked without even thinking, tasting the precum on the head of her cock.

It was tangy, slightly salty, but not as unpleasant as I’d imagined. It clung to my tongue. I kissed her cock, licking it. Jen’s cock got harder, throbbing.

“Fuck that feels good… my pretty little slut on her knees making out with my cock. Fuck…”

I could hear the pleasure in her voice and that spurred me on. I kissed again, licking, and pressed my head down. I took her cock between my lips, sucking gently, felt it swelling, pulsing. I worked my lips down, spit pooling in my hot, wet mouth. I wanted to give Jen the pleasure she’d given me.

I began to suck, hard, lips sealed around Jen’s girth. I let her thrust into my mouth, pressing my head down. I lapped at her cock with my tongue, teasing, tasting the tang of her precum.

My mouth filled with spit and I began to drool, getting Jen’s cock wet and sloppy. I used my drool to work my hands, stroking the base of her cock since I could not take all of her into my mouth. I felt her cock pulsing, getting fatter, harder.

It all felt… right. My cock ached in my cage, kept limp, my body soft and feminine, in pantihose, panties, bra, a tight black dress, my face pretty, long blonde wig. I felt sexy and powerful in a way I’d never felt before and I knew that I was never going to let Rose go.

I couldn’t. She was too fun, too bright, too vibrant, and… she was part of me. What that meant for my future I wasn’t sure, but I knew that I would never abandon her.

As I sucked Jen’s cock I felt a swell of pride, knowing I was pretty, hot, sexy, knowing that she wanted me, lusted after me. I could be Rose if I wanted, could be sexy, flirty, could have fun. I could be free. I just needed to embrace the future I wanted, the life I wanted…

But what was it I wanted? I wasn’t sure.

All I knew in that moment was that I wanted Jen. I wanted her cock. I wanted to thank her. I wanted to make her cum.

I worked my hands, lips, tongue, sucking, tight, hot, wet mouth. I let her fuck deeper, pressing my head down. I suppressed the urge to gag. Who needed air when there was cock?

I felt Jen’s cock throbbing, getting harder, fatter. I knew she was close. I could feel it from the way she was trembling, thrusting, the sounds she was making. I wanted her to cum, wanted her to cum in my mouth, wanted to milk her, swallow her seed. I sucked harder, faster, wet, tongue lapping, and then…

I felt Jen grip my hair, pull my head back, pulled my lips and tongue off her cock. Her prick left the seal of my mouth with an audible pop. I drooled, looked up at her, drunk on pleasure, and whined, wanting more.

“Fuck that was close.” She said. “You almost made me cum in that pretty, slutty mouth of yours. You’re very talented, you know that Rose. Clearly gifted at more than just coffee.”

I smiled.

“Please… I want to make you cum. I want to thank you.”

Jen smiled.

“Oh, you are going to thank me. We’re not done. And you are going to make me cum. But… I promised you something, do you remember?”

I was quiet for a moment, thinking. Thinking was hard in that moment. All I could think about was cock. And then I remembered and I giggled.

“You said you were going to give me a tip if I did a good job.” I said. “And then you said I did a good job so… you owe me a tip.”

I was blushing. I understood now. From the way Jen smiled it was clear she had noticed my understanding.

She wiggled her hips, ass. Her spit-soaked cock waved in front of my face, making my body ache.

“Do you want it?” She asked. “Do you want my tip? Do you want to thank me?”

I nodded, eager.

“Then strip, and get on all fours, ass high, head down.” She said.

She didn’t need to tell me twice.

[image: ]

I stripped quickly, peeling off the dress and slipping out of my shoes, pantihose, until I was just stripped down to my panties and bra. I took my time slipping those off, trying to put on a bit of a show of Jen.

She watched me closely, grinning, and though I was nervous I found I enjoyed teasing her, flaunting my body at her. I liked watching her cock throb as I slipped out of my bra and panties.

I felt more than naked with my clothes off. My cock was caged but it was strange, like I’d lost my armour. Without my clothes to emphasise my curves, without my padded bra, my panties, heels, was I still Rose? Did Jen still want me? Was I still pretty?

I wondered what it would be like to have a body like Jen’s, tits, ass, hips. Could I do that? It was my life, my body, so… why not? I could ask Jen for help, could take control of my life. I could empower myself, change myself.

Yet… that was all in the future, in the present I fretted I wasn’t good enough. What if…

“Fuck you are hot.” Jen said.

Her words were a blessing. She still thought I was hot. Naked, exposed, my raw form was enough for her. I was enough for her, just as I was.

I wiggled my hips, showing off for her, then… fell to my knees, dropped to all fours. I turned my ass to face her, lifted it up, and lowered my head down.

I looked back over my shoulder to Jen, saw her cock throbbing, eager for me. I wiggled my butt at her and was delighted to see her cock pulse.

“Tease.” She said, grinning.

“Only for you.” I said. “And it’s not so much teasing, as it is tempting. The only question is, are you going to give in to temptation?”

I giggled. Jen smirked.

“If it’s you tempting me Rose, always.”

And with that, she moved towards me. I watched as Jen closed in on me, knelt behind me. I felt her hands grip my hips, and then… she worked her spit-wetted cock up and down my ass crack. The sensation of it teasing over my hole was like nothing I’d felt before. My body was so sensitive, eager.

Was it being shaved? Was it being Rose? Was it that I had been caged for days, with no release? Was it the effect Jen had on me? Did it matter what the cause was?

I surrendered to the pleasure, spreading my legs to feel more. Something warm and wet trickled down my ass crack, more spit, Jen’s drool working along my crack and her cock so that she could work the head of her cock against my virgin entrance.

She pressed, and the barest tip of her cock entered me. I moaned. Pleasure pulsed along my spine, spreading out, filling me.

I’d never felt anything like it. My caged cock pulsed, throbbing, drooling.

I pressed back as Jen eased her hips forward, pressing more of her cock into me. My hole stretched, pleasure and pain. I felt her fill me, fuck me, claim me. Her grip on my hips tightened, holding me in place even as I tried to ease back to take more of her cock. I wanted more of her cock.

“There…” Jen said. “My tip, just like I promised you. Your reward for being a good girl.”

She worked her hips, easing the tip of her cock in and out of my hole, teasing me. It felt so good but… I wanted more. I moaned, eager, wanton, but she denied me.

“Is there something wrong Rose?” Jen asked.

I whimpered, spreading my legs wider, trying to capture her cock, but she only gave me the tip.

“I promised you my tip.” She said. “That was all. Is that… not enough…”

She giggled. I whined, desperate.

“No.” I said. “Please… I want more. I need more. I want your cock inside me.”

I tried to take her cock deeper, tried to capture it with my hole, but Jen was in control. She held my hips tight, teasing me with the tip of her cock.

“Oh, if you want more then you’ll need to earn it.” She said.

“How… I… please… I need it. Please… I want you… all of you. Fuck me… I’m so horny. It’s been days and I just… I want to feel you, want to feel all of you, want to make you cum. I want you inside me and I want you to fuck me and I want to cum… fuck I need it. Please. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” Jen said.

I nodded, pressing back, trying to take more of her cock.

“Anything.” I repeated.

“Will you become my good girl?” Jen said. “I… I like you Rose, you’re cute, fun, sexy, and we get on. I’ve given you my tip, but if you want more then… I want you to be my girlfriend. I want you to be my fuck toy.”

Her words washed over me, bright, hot, making my body throb. I didn’t need to consider them.

“Yes.” I said. “Please.”

Jen gripped me hard and then… slammed her hips forward.

Jen slammed her cock into me, thrusting the entire length of her prick into my ass. I felt my hole stretch, filled, her cock throbbing inside me. I pressed my hips back, wiggling my ass to feel all of her.

She was massive, her cock stretching me, pleasure radiating out as her girth pressed on a bright knot of pleasure inside of me. I could feel something massive swelling inside me, pleasure, energy, radiating out from Jen’s cock, filling me.

I spread my legs as wide as they would go, curved my back, and I offered myself to the hot barista. I wanted her to claim me.

And she did.

Jen pulled back, eased her cock out of my tight hole until just her tip was inside me, then slammed her length back into me. She began to fuck me, hard.

Jen worked her cock into me, thrusting, rutting, fucking. Her cock went deep, pulled back, and slammed in again. I began to work my hips in time, fucking back, curving my spine and wiggling my hips to feel as much as possible.

It was pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced before. I was Rose, a pretty girl, on all fours getting fucked like a slut by the woman of my dreams. Jen was fucking me, she was fucking me with her cock.

I could feel the heat of it inside me, throbbing, pulsing. The knot of pleasure inside my ass and belly swelled, unravelling, and my caged cock was an agony of delight.

I fucked back as Jen fucked me. The pair of us rutted like animals, Jen slamming her cock into my tight, wet, hole, me working my hips and ass back in time with her thrusts, riding her cock.

I looked to the side and saw… her mirror. The sight, the reflection, thrilled me. I saw Jen, hot, naked, fucking a pretty slim blonde. I was that blonde. I was the pretty girl Jen was fucking.

I watched as Jen slammed her cock into the blonde’s ass. My ass. Her massive tits bounced, her ass jiggling, her tattooed flesh was sweaty, her face a mask of lust.

I watched as she fucked me, slamming her cock into my ass, pulling it out, slamming it in again. I watched as I fucked back, acting like a bitch in heat, a slut, desperate for cock, I watched my ass jiggle with each thrust. I was… hot.

“Fuck… fuck you feel good… I’m getting close.”

Jen fucked me harder, faster, thrusting as deep as she could. I rode her cock, clenching my ass to milk her pleasure, the knot inside my belly swelling, bright, hot, unravelling, energy filling me.

It was bliss unlike anything I’d known before.

“Fuck me… fuck me hard. Cum in me, cum in me and claim me. Make me your slut. Breed me…” I moaned.

I’d lost all sense, all control. It was too much. I worked my ass up and down Jen’s fat cock, I fucked her as she fucked me, her cock throbbing, getting fatter, thicker. Her grip on my hips tightened and she pulled me back onto her cock as she thrust deep, slamming her hips against my ass.

I clenched, milking, wanting her. She rutted her cock, keeping it deep, and I watched the two of us fucking, watched the hot tattooed barista I’d had a crush on for months give me a lot more than her tip.

I felt her cock expand, and then… she came. She came, hard, her cock erupting inside me cumming inside me. I felt the throb and pulse of it, hot, sticky, filling me, her cock pulsing hard, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me.

I felt her cumming, watched her fuck my ass, and then… I felt something inside me unravel. The pleasure of her cock, the pulse, pressing on the bright spot of joy inside me, the sight of her fucking me, the fact that I was Rose, a hot blonde getting fucked, was all too much.

I’d been caged for days. I hadn’t cum for days. I was pent up, desperate, my caged cock agony. Jen fucked me, was cumming in me, and then… I was cumming too. I was cumming as Jen came inside my ass. Her cum filled me. My ass squeezed down, milking every drop of pleasure possible from her ass, and I was cumming.

My caged cock spasmed, drooling cum, and I came, my climax not centred on my cock as usual, but on my ass, Jen’s fat, pulsing, throbbing cock. The pleasure radiated out, filling me, my climax taking over my whole body. I moaned, whimpered, cumming.

I watched as Jen and I fucked, cumming together, the sight of us both burning itself into my memory. We were really hot together.

Jen came, over and over, and I came, becoming drunk on the pleasure, and then… we collapsed. We began to giggle.

“Fuck that was good.” Jen said.

The pair of us slowly regained our senses after the fucking, the cumming, the pleasure. Her cock began to soften, slipping out of my ass, and I clenched down to keep as much of her cum inside me as possible.

I’d never felt so amazing. My ass was sore, but my body was buzzing.

“That was incredible.” I said. “You are incredible.”

I turned to look back at her, Jen lying on me, her tits pressing into my back.

She moved up, kissed me once, gently.

“You say the sweetest things.”

I blushed, nervous.

“I… I was wondering. Since you… me… I mean… that was a lot of fun and I like you…”

“I like you too.” Jen said, smirking.

My blush deepened.

“I mean… what I… would you… would you want to go on a date sometime, with me?” I asked.

Jen stared at me for a moment, then smiled, widely. She nodded.

“I mean… we’ve just fucked, so maybe a first date after our first fuck is a little backwards, but… I’d love to.” She said.

It was my turn to smile.

“How about coffee?” I said.

And we both giggled again.

THE END
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Morgan and Charlie are off on a camping trip to escape the dreary routines of life in the big city. Yet their planned escape ends up being far more effective than they could have imagined.

When the best friends are kidnapped by aliens they are soon faced with a life-altering decision. The visitors are here to investigate humans and part of that aim means they need to study human mating rituals.

The best friends inform their captors for that they’ll need a man and a woman, but they’ve captured two men. Unfortunately for Morgan and Charlie they aliens have a solution to that problem. Now all they need to do is choose who becomes the woman…

When Charlie and Morgan set off on a camping trip they hope they’ll be escaping their dreary lives in the big city. They’ve been planning the trip for ages and they’ve got a remote, scenic spot in mind where they’ll be able to relax and unwind.

When they get a little off track though they come face to face with the unexpected, and soon they’re off on an adventure neither of them could have imagined, kidnapped by aliens, on board a space craft, meeting extra-terrestrials.

And then things go from bad to worse…

The aliens inform the best friends that they want to study human mating rituals, that they want to study human breeding practices. When they boys kindly inform their captors that such a study is impossible, since they’ve captured two men, and they need a man and a woman to study breeding, the aliens come up with a plan to fix the issue.

One of them will become a woman. They just need to decide who.

Neither of them speak up, but then then Charlie volunteers Morgan, and Morgan soon discovers just how advanced his captors technology is, and he finds out first hand just what they’re capable of. Thus begins Morgan’s journey of self-discovery, feminization, and transformation as he becomes the female component in a study on human mating.

What Morgan experiences on the spacecraft promises to change the course of his life, forever...


Dress Rehearsal
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Mitch is dreading his year at the school for “troubled young men”, but it turns out not to be as bad as he was fearing. The other boys are friendly and the school is well equipped.

When Mitch is invited to join the drama club to help them prepare for their big annual performance he accepts, wanting to fit in with his new friends, but then he hits a problem. He’s cast as the female lead...

Mitch is not happy that he’s having to attend a school for “troubled young men” instead of heading off to college, but it’s just a year. Yet, despite his fears, Mitch begins to make friends and for the first time in his life he feels accepted, held.

The school too is pleasant. The teachers are firm, but kind, friendly, and the school is very well equipped. As Mitch settles in he begins to relax and enjoy himself. It’s only a year, and it could definitely have been worse.

But then Tom, Mitch’s new best friend at the school, tells Mitch that the school insists all students join at least one extracurricular club. Tom offers to take him with him to one of the drama club’s rehearsals, since they’re running auditions for the annual performance and it’s a pretty big and exciting event.

Mitch is reluctant but agrees, and he even summons up the courage to get up on stage and audition, landing himself a lead role.

The only problem is it’s the lead female role, opposite Tom, who’s cast in the male lead.

The drama teacher thinks Mitch is perfect for it, that he’s a rare talent. Mitch isn’t sure he can do it, but when his new friends all encourage him he gives in, not wanting to let them down.

To help Mitch get into character his teacher insists that each rehearsal is a full dress rehearsal. So begins a journey of self-discovery and romance.

And all Mitch can think about is the final scene of the play. The one with the kiss...


THE FEMININE SHADOW
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Michael is happy. He’s successful, rich, and living his best life. Or so he thinks.

When he’s ordered by his company to attend therapy sessions for inappropriate comments made to a co-worker Michael comes face-to-face with the truth.

He’s been hiding from himself, repressing parts of himself in his shadow. Yet Doctor Wren is adamant she can help him transform and find peace, acceptance, happiness.

All Michael needs to do is embrace the feminine within that he’s been running from...

Michael is a successful man. He’s got everything he wants. He’s got an amazing job, he’s rich, and he’s living the life he was always meant to live. Things are perfect.

That is until he gets into trouble for a comment made to a co-worker. His company’s HR department decides that he needs to work on his biases with a therapist. Michael is reluctant, he doesn’t need or want any therapist messing about in his head, but he knows if he refuses it would cost him the job he’s worked so hard for.

So he agrees, and Doctor Wren is nowhere near as unpleasant as he was expecting. However, she does expect Michael to do the work. She’s convinced Michael isn’t as happy as he seems and that there’s a root to his comments at his work, that his life choices and his attitude are all connected.

Soon Michael is exploring his shadow, the parts of himself he was taught to suppress, and what he discovers surprises him. There’s a side to him that’s soft, gentle, feminine.

To help Michael accept and integrate the parts of himself that he’s neglected and shunned Doctor Wren leads him on a journey of healing and self-discovery, and journey that leads to him becoming whole…


FEMINIZED BY THE BABYSITTER
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Jack’s excited for the summer. His parents are going to be away and he’s going to get their beach house all to himself. He’s already started planning the parties…

Only Jack’s summer plans are thrown into disarray when he finds out that his parents, worried about him, have decided to hire him a babysitter. How could things get any worse?

It’s summer break from college and Jack is looking forward to spending time by his parents’ pool, relaxing, soaking up the sun. Even better, his parents are going to be away on vacation for months so he’s going to have the whole house to himself.

With that in mind, Jack’s already begun planning parties for his new friends at college. He’s excited to spend time with them, and maybe even get to know a few of the girls better. After his lonely time at high school, he’s glad to finally have friends and a summer of fun at his parents’ house is just what he needs to make sure they don’t forget about him over the long break.

Only Jack’s plans are waylaid when he gets home to discover that his parents have booked him a babysitter…

They’re worried about him and they want someone there to look after him and the house while they’re on vacation. So they’ve hired Jack a babysitter to keep him company and to keep the house.

Jack is devastated, his whole summer is ruined. No parties, no friends, no hot girls. But then the babysitter arrives and Sara’s definitely not what Jack had been expecting. She’s hot, sweet, friendly, and she’s keen to get to know Jack.

Soon Jack’s summer takes a very different turn. So begins a journey of self-discovery and feminization that promises to change his life forever and Jack begins to accept that maybe having a babysitter for the whole of the summer isn’t so bad after all...
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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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