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THE FEMININE SHADOW

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…

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


One

The minute hand ticked, moving past the hour. Doctor Wren was late. I hated it when people wasted my time.

Being here was bad enough, being forced to attend the stupid mandatory therapy session for rehabilitation was bad enough, but now the doctor was wasting my time. Didn’t she know how important I was? Didn’t she know how valuable my time was?

I watched the minute hand tick on, creeping further and further past the hour, but still, her office door stayed shut. I looked to the receptionist, a young woman, pretty, blonde, with an amazing figure—exactly my type—and coughed, loudly.

She looked up from her monitor at me, raising one eyebrow in curiosity.

“Did you let her know I was here?” I said, not bothering to hide or mask my frustration.

The young blonde smiled sweetly. Her eyes were light blue and her lips were full, painted a deep red. I remembered reading somewhere that women wore lipstick like that to make it seem like their lips were full of blood to indicate sexual arousal and thus to invite attention to prospective males. I liked that idea.

I wondered if that was what the receptionist was doing. Did she wear lipstick like that to try to get the attention of men?

I smiled at the thought. I knew I was a high-value male, definitely someone a pretty woman like her would consider a prospective mate. I had a high-profile job, was paid well, I was tall and in good shape for my age. I dressed well and drove a nice car, had a luxury apartment.

I was the full package. I wondered how it’d look if I started chatting up the receptionist at my company-mandated therapy sessions.

“I let Doctor Wren know. She’ll be with you shortly and any delays will be made up at the end of your session so you’ll always get the full time.”

The pretty blonde smiled sweetly. She was hot. I smiled back, trying to hide my disappointment.

It was one thing to waste my time, but any delays I figured would mean less time on the couch talking to some hack shrink. That the delays would be made up so I still had to sit through the full session left me more than a little annoyed.

I thought about getting up and leaving to let my frustration be known but I knew I couldn’t. Not if I wanted to keep my job, and… I definitely wanted to keep my job.

I’d spent years working my way up the company to get the position I was in now as a senior manager. It was comfortable, easy, and paid well, and I was well respected. Or at least I was until she turned up.

I felt my temper flare as my mind wandered over the turn of events that had led me to this point. Everything had been fine until she’d decided to make a fuss over nothing. It was just a joke. Some people really had no sense of humour.

I looked back to the clock, taking deep breaths to try to keep myself calm. I failed though. I could feel my annoyance swelling.

And then… the door to Doctor Wren’s office opened and she stepped out. I smiled without thinking. At least my therapist was cute.

“Michael?” She said, looking at me.

I nodded, widening my smile. I couldn’t help but look her up and down, enjoying the sight of her.

She was in her late twenties, maybe early thirties, younger than me. Her figure was breathtaking, with wide hips and a full ass, long toned legs and great tits—all of which was shown off perfectly in her tight, knee-length, charcoal dress. Yet, it was her face that really caught my attention.

Her hair was black, cut into a severe shoulder-length style, and her make-up was dark. Her eyes were dark brown, almost black, and her make-up was sparse and as dark as her hair. She wore black-rimmed glasses and the way she smiled at me it was like… it was like she was reading me like a book. I felt a shiver run down my spine.

“Yeah. I’m Michael.” I said.

I felt almost nervous with the way she looked at me. I was never nervous around women, yet the whole ordeal at work and not the mandated therapy had me on edge. I needed to take back control. I needed to get this thing over with so I could get back to normal.

Taking charge I got to my feet and walked towards Doctor Wren before she had a chance to speak. She stepped to the side and gestured to the open door to her office.

“Shall we begin?” She said, grinning.

I smiled back.

“Better late than never.” I said, unable to resist a small dig.

She didn’t respond though. She just smiled at me, a twinkle in her eyes. I felt… exposed.
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“So, why don’t you tell me why you’re here.” Doctor Wren said.

She was sat in a chair opposite me. We were both sat in comfortable, expensive, armchairs, a small coffee table between us, a jug of water on top with two glasses. I made a show of pouring myself a glass of water.

“I thought you’d have been told?” I said.

Doctor Wren just smiled.

“I have been told, but I want to hear your account. I want you to tell me why you think you’re here.” She said. “I’ve been given the account from your company’s HR department, but they’re not my patient, you are, so I want to hear your side of things, since I imagine that’s a little different to what I’ve been told.”

I sat up, my glass of water in hand, and stared at Doctor Wren. I smiled, a genuine smile. That she was open to hearing my side of events, rather than just accepting what my company’s HR representative had to say without question, gave me more confidence in her abilities.

I took a sip of water, then a deep breath, then finally began my tale. I started at the beginning. If I was going to tell my story, I needed to give context, and Doctor Wren encouraged me to give as much background and context as I felt comfortable giving.

My time at the company began right out of university, starting as a graduate in the management programme, which made sense since I’d specialised in business at my father’s insistence—Doctor Wren stopped me there to ask about my feelings on that, questioning what I’d wanted, and I’d told her that I’d been drawn to literature or art history, but that my father had refused and had demanded that I follow in his and my grandfather’s footsteps. I had, at the time, been resentful and miserable about that, but over time his insistence had shown its worth.

I described how I’d climbed the corporate ladder. How I’d worked hard, had worked long hours. It hadn’t been much of a sacrifice really. I’d left university without much of a social life, having thrown myself into my studies to impress my father, so it was simple enough to just throw myself into my work.

I was lonely in the beginning, miserable, but over time I earned more power, more pay, and after a while that began to be its own reward. Plus… there were the things money and power could buy.

I was still reasonably young, not too unattractive, and with the power and prestige and wealth I’d earned, I began to be able to attract female attention. I knew what they wanted. They wanted expensive meals, fancy gifts, nice holidays, a taste of the lavish lifestyle they saw on television and in movies and in advertising. Some of them probably dreamed of landing themselves a rich husband.

I learned to use those women as they used me. They got what they wanted, and I got what I wanted, and while I was, still, in a way lonely, I was less lonely. I had female company whenever I wanted it, and the rest of the time I focussed on my work. I focussed on making all those years of study and hard work worth it. I laboured long and hard and the harder and longer I laboured the higher I got in the company, the more I earned, and the higher I got and the more I earned the more I felt like I had to work hard to keep it, to make all those previous years worth it.

I lived to work, but… it wasn’t such a bad life. Given my position in the company I could do pretty much what I wanted provided I met targets and profits went up. I was bulletproof so long as I kept the CEO and the shareholders happy. And I was very good at keeping them happy.

So, it was a pretty good life. I became an easy life that I grew used to. It might not have been the life I’d dreamed of but… it was my life and I was glad for it.

I was, by all society’s measures, by all my father’s measures, a successful man. I had everything. I was glad my father had insisted as he had that I study business instead of something that would have left me with no real career to speak of. Where would I be if I’d studied literature?

Doctor Wren listened as I talked, taking notes, nodding, asking questions to clarify points. She asked about my dating, why I’d never felt inclined to marry or even date seriously. I answered her questions, honestly. I felt no reason to settle. I treated the women in my life well and they treated me well. It was a mutually beneficial agreement while it lasted and, when one of us grew bored or things became stale or claustrophobic, then it would end and I’d move on.

She asked if I was happy. If I was satisfied. I nodded. I told her that by any measure I was happy.

“Look at my life. How could I be anything other than happy? Of course I’m happy.” I said.

Doctor Wren just smiled and nodded, scribbling in her notebook. I could hear the pen scratching over paper.

“So, you’re happy and successful and your life is good. Then… why are you here?” She asked.

I took a deep breath. I could already feel my temper rising.

“It was just a joke. I really… I really don’t see what the fuss is all about. I didn’t even know. Had I known I never would have said it and I apologised. I’m not really sure what else there is to say on the matter.” I said.

Doctor Wren nodded.

“Could you tell me the joke?” She asked. “Could you explain the context? Why you thought it was funny?”

I took a deep breath and sighed. I wanted to refuse and storm out. I’d had enough of people blaming me, making it all my fault when really she was just being overly sensitive and ridiculous.

Doctor Wren sat waiting. She sat watching me. I gave in and I told her my version of what had happened.
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“And why do you think that was a funny thing to say?” She asked.

I’d just finished my story and Doctor Wren hadn’t laughed. She’d sat stoic, still, impassive. The way she watched me, with no reaction, made me nervous.

I thought about her question, frowning.

“It’s just… it's a joke. I suppose… even if it’s not funny it’s light-hearted. It’s not serious. That’s the point of jokes.”

Doctor Wren was still.

“And if I’d known Lucy was trans I never would have said it.” I said.

Lucy. Her. It was all her fault.

Lucy was a new hire in my department, in her mid-twenties with long red hair, wild and curly, tall and pale, with freckles on her cheeks and dazzling green eyes. I never would have guessed she was trans if I hadn’t been told—she was pretty, perhaps even beautiful in a girl-next-door kind of way, with hips and ass and tits that she struggled to hide even in her slightly too baggy office clothes.

I’d just figured she was the quiet, nerdy, bookish type. That was why she was so awkward, she was shy, and hadn’t grown to understand how pretty she was. That was why I was doing my best to charm her, that and the fact that she really was kinda cute. I was entertaining some of the new hires in my department over lunch as was my routine—my treat, paid for on expenses, to boost morale and to build team spirit. I’d maybe had one too many to drink so my tongue was a bit looser than normal but they all seemed like a stand-up bunch and I shared a joke I’d heard on the golf course a few weeks previous that had made me laugh.

It was a dumb joke. It wasn’t particularly witty or smart but… it was a joke. It was silly. It wasn’t meant to be taken seriously.

Only no one had laughed. They’d all fallen silent, and most had looked offended. Lucy had looked upset.

“As soon as I found out Lucy was trans I apologised. I told her I’d never have said it had I known. I mean it too.” I said. “I really am sorry I offended her.”

“But can you not see that her transness is not why the joke is offensive? It’s the sentiment behind the joke, and why you think it’s funny that’s the issue. I’m curious… can you explain to me why you think it’s funny?”

I sighed then. Loudly. I thought about the question.

Under any other circumstances, I’d have refused, but I knew that my job depended on this mandatory therapy. After the joke, Lucy and several others, had complained and the company had taken the complaint seriously. HR had gotten involved and they’d decided I needed professional help to rehabilitate me.

I had to see a therapist to talk about why I thought such jokes were funny and appropriate and I had to pass whatever criteria Doctor Wren set out for me, to prove I’d worked through my issues and prejudices or I was out. So… I tried to explain.

Doctor Wren sat and listened. She nodded, but she didn’t laugh. She did, however, smile, but that smile was clinical, knowing, and almost…smug.

“I think I have a better picture now.” She said. “Clearly you have some strong feelings towards trans people, and trans-women in particular.”

I shook my head.

“No, I mean… people can do whatever they want. I’m a modern man. I just… I don’t see why I need to make special efforts. They’re just women. I treat them like any other woman. If Lucy hadn’t told me I’d have treated her like any other woman. I don’t see why she should get special treatment just because… just because she’s trans. She’s like any other employee to me.”

Doctor Wren smiled.

“Ah, but I don’t think you can hear yourself. The tone you use, the expression. There is… there is something there. I can feel your annoyance, your frustration, perhaps maybe even anger. Am I wrong?”

“Yeah.” I said, almost snapping. “I mean… yeah I’m angry, but it’s more at how I’m being treated, not that Lucy is trans. I’m fine with that, it’s just… why does she get special treatment? It was just a joke.”

“It was more than a joke Michael. It was a signpost to your underlying thoughts and now I can see that your underlying thoughts, and feelings, are a signpost to something deeper. Have you ever heard of the shadow?”

I nodded.

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it, but… I’m not sure how that fits here.” I said.

Doctor Wren was still smiling.

“You see, the shadow, in the way I refer to it, is all the parts of ourselves that we repress. It's the things we’re not allowed to be, the parts that are shameful or disgusting or bad. It’s useful to us, as it helps us to avoid being ousted from our tribe, or our family. We’re a tribal species, a social species, and we won’t survive in the wild if we’re alone. Our shadow keeps us from dying. We learn to put all the unacceptable parts of ourselves in there so we can remain in the tribe only… often we can end up putting things into the shadow that might benefit us, or we put in parts of ourselves that lead to us being diminished. Say for example that you grew up in a home where your creativity was looked down upon as time-wasting, since you should have been focussing on more serious subjects. You might put all your creative energy into your shadow. Does that make sense?”

I listened, nodded. I wasn’t sure what this had to do with me but it did make sense.

“In your case, your love of literature or art may well be in your shadow. You’ve focussed on business instead of pursuing your dreams. That might be something to look into, but later, right now we have something else to focus on.”

As Doctor Wren said that I felt a pang, a click inside. I had been creative as a child. I’d loved books and stories and art. Had loved drawing and painting, but my father had always been so negative about that. Maybe… had I put my creativity into my shadow? What else had I put in there?

“When you talk about the women in your life, and in particular when you talk about Lucy, and transness, I heard a lot of emotion. I would imagine your father was a big role model to you, am I right?”

I nodded.

“And he was probably quite firm in how a man was supposed to act?”

I nodded again.

“I thought so. So, I’m going to go out on a limb here and suggest… maybe you have put any feminity you might naturally have had into your shadow. It's very common. Femininity and masculinity are just energies that everyone has, but our society has quite strict gender conformity, especially in conservative homes and communities, so boys learn to repress things they perceive as feminine, and girls learn to repress things they see as masculine. It's how we end up with toxic masculinity and toxic femininity, but we can ignore that for now. The important thing for us to focus on is getting you in touch with your natural femininity.”

I felt a surge of emotions, strong ones, hard ones. There was a knot in my gut, a sense of anger, shame, guilt, disgust. Why was I reacting so strongly to what Doctor Wren was saying? Was it possible there was some truth in it?

“You see, often there are things in the shadow that should be in there, unhealthy impulses, things that keep us and our communities safe, but sometimes we repress very healthy parts of ourselves to conform. Creativity is a good example of that, as would be natural feminine energy. That you reacted so strongly to Lucy being trans suggests she pokes at the femininity in your shadow. This is a woman who gets to fully embrace her femininity, her womanhood, where you have had to repress yours. It’s understandable why that would make you angry. There’s shame there, resentment, guilt, sadness. This is someone who gets to be free while you have to be caged. It’s natural you’d feel strong emotions. It explains why you can’t connect with women, why you can’t be vulnerable or truly intimate, why Lucy stirs such hard feelings in you. However, if we can connect you to your femininity, reclaim that healthy energy from your shadow, then you’ll feel better and you’ll be spending less energy repressing a natural, healthy part of who you are.”

It made sense. It all made a lot of sense, yet… I wanted to deny it. I was a man, a strong, successful man. I wasn’t feminine or weak.

I wanted to scoff, to refute Doctor Wren’s words, to walk out, but I couldn’t. If I wanted to keep my job I had to go along with what she said and suggested. So…

“It sounds simple enough.” I said through gritted teeth. “But… how do we do all that.”

Doctor Wren smiled at me.

“With work.” She said. “Luckily for you though the start should be simple enough. Now, how good are you at following instructions?”

I frowned. I was better at giving instructions than following them, but I knew the question was rhetorical. I didn’t really have a choice.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

Doctor Wren’s smile widened.

“Exactly what I said.” She said.


Two

“You have to be joking, right?” I said.

Doctor Wren’s smile was constant. She shook her head slowly.

“No jokes. I’m very serious. I never joke when it comes to the work.”

I was still, quiet, head spinning, heart racing. I stared at the thing Doctor Wren was holding.

Panties. She was holding a pair of panties.

Doctor Wren was holding a pair of pink, silk and lace panties. They were tiny, pretty, risqué, and extremely feminine. I could feel myself reacting, anger, shame, disgust.

Was that my shadow? Was there something to what Doctor Wren had said?

But… I didn’t really believe that. I wasn’t feminine. I was a man, I was a big, strong, successful man. There was nothing feminine about me.

That joke didn’t mean anything and I had no problem with Lucy, and certainly no problem with her being trans. I just… I just didn’t see why she should be treated any differently to any other person and didn’t get why I was being made to go through all this because of a stupid joke. It was only natural to be annoyed.

I didn’t have any issues with trans people. I was a modern guy, progressive, I knew and accepted that trans-women were women, but… why did they need to keep telling me about it? Why did I have to keep hearing about it all? It was irritating and annoying and I was fed up with it.

Everyone had shit they had to deal with. Life was hard for everyone. Everyone was miserable sometimes so why did they have to make everything someone else's problem? Why was it my job to make sure other people were comfortable all the time? It wasn’t like anyone worried about making me uncomfortable.

It was natural I was grumpy about it, that I was fed up, maybe even angry. I didn’t hate anyone. I wasn’t prejudiced. I treated people equally, fairly. So… why shouldn’t I be allowed to feel a little bitter about other people making me work harder to make them comfortable and happy when no one had ever done that for me?

And now, to make matters worse, I was being forced to sit through a therapy session where I was being told I had repressed femininity. It was… it was insulting. I felt patronised and angry and shamed and I wanted to storm out but I knew I couldn’t.

“You just need to put these on. No one will know. It’s just you and me here. We need to help you access and unleash your natural femininity from your shadow and this is an easy way to do it. We can start with the simple things and move on from there so… I want you to go into my bathroom and put these on. Understand?”

Doctor Wren held the panties out. Her face was calm, almost stoic, and it was clear she was being serious.

“You understand that this is an important part of the process, don’t you?” She said. “You need to do this if you want to work with me and… I really do think it will help. I know you’re sceptical, and I imagine this feels horrendous for you, poking at shadow often does, but that’s how you know it’s right. We need to lean into those feelings, push past them. It’s about learning to become comfortable with being uncomfortable. It's how we confront these issues. We step into the shadow and make friends with it so we can reclaim parts of it and bring them into the light. It’s how we become more whole. Femininity is a natural part of all humans, as is masculinity. For you to overcome this block I see in you you’ll need to learn to access and accept that energy and… this really is the easiest way.”

I was still. Doctor Wren shook her hand, the pink panties waving at me.

“There are of course other ways but… they are more extreme, and I think you’d like them even less.” Doctor Wren said, grinning.

That was enough to provoke me. I leaned forward, snatched the panties out of her hand.

“Fine.” I said.

With that, I rose to my feet and stormed towards the door in her office that led to her private bathroom.
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I stripped out of my trousers and underwear, feeling strangely self-conscious despite being alone behind a locked door, then turned to the panties that I put by the sink.

They seemed almost to be mocking me. Still, I had no choice so I took a deep breath and picked them up and began to put them on.

Part of me screamed out, repulsed, it was wrong, disgusting, abhorrent, a torrent of strong, hard emotions, but I didn’t really have a choice, and, at the same time, part of me seemed almost… curious, a warm fluttering in the back of my head. As I pulled the panties on, slipping them over my feet, I couldn’t help but remark on how soft and sensual the fabric was. They were silky, smooth, delicate, and the fabric caressing up my calves and thighs felt oddly pleasant while at the same time I…

I couldn’t help but feel shamed, humiliated, a sense of anger at what Doctor Wren was making me do. It wasn’t right. I was a man. There was nothing feminine about it. It was all clearly meant to embarrass me, punish me. Right?

Yet, at the same time, there was something inside me that I could feel. After all  Doctor Wren’s talk of shadow and repression, I could feel something, a resistance. Was she right? Was the resistance, the strong emotions, a sign that there was something there? Had I really locked away part of myself?

I tried not to think about it, tried not to dwell on it, but it was almost impossible. I slipped the panties up over my legs and tugged them into place, pulling them up over my hips and ass.

They were snug, really snug, and they cupped my ass and my cock in a way that was oddly exciting. Looking down at myself I felt… I felt something fluttering, bright, warm, and then a wave of hard feelings that were like poison.

Was that shadow? Maybe Doctor Wren was right. Maybe there was something locked away.

My father had been a hard man, a man’s man. He’d been firm and tough, had insisted I study business instead of a pointless, fancy art degree, had been tough on me growing up, but… he’d meant well. He had shamed me into the man I was and I was grateful for that.

I was powerful, successful, rich. My father had taught me to be firm, masculine, ruthless. He’d discouraged softness, kindness, gentleness, anything he viewed as feminine or weak. Maybe… maybe I’d taken that to heart? Maybe I had repressed part of myself to please him, to fit in with what he expected. Maybe…

I pushed the thoughts away. I wasn’t going to indulge in such pointless quackery. I was only here to get a pass from Doctor Wren so I could go back to work. I didn’t care about shadow or repressed anything. I was happy. I was a man at the top of his game. I just wanted to get back to work and out of this farce so I could get on with my life.

What I needed to focus on was doing what I needed to get Doctor Wren to sign off on my treatment so HR would get off my back about the joke. That was all. I wasn’t here to work on my supposed femininity. I wasn’t here for anything other than to keep my job.

I liked my life. I was rich, successful, powerful. I was a man. All the therapy talk was just… nonsense. I could ignore it, do the bare minimum, and get out as fast as possible.

With that decided I turned to look in the bathroom mirror to look at myself and… I stalled, frozen. I was in panties. I was in pretty pink panties. I looked… feminine. My heart skipped a beat and my brain went fuzzy. I felt my body throb and my cock pulsed, began to harden.

I felt my cock getting hard. What the fuck was wrong with me?

I turned away from the mirror as fast as I could, took a deep breath to try to calm down, but it was no good. The image was fixed in my brain, seared there, and my cock was getting harder.

I grabbed my trousers and began to dress, eager to escape the bathroom and the therapy session. With my trousers on and my shoes on it was almost possible to pretend things were normal, except… I could still feel the panties. I could still feel the delicate fabric on my body, the silk and lace, snug, and I could still feel my cock, hard, throbbing, like an accusation of just what a shameful deviant I was.

Fuck.
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“Are you all done?” Doctor Wren as I stepped out of the bathroom.

I looked at her, blushing, and nodded. I could feel the panties almost scalding me.

“Good. Now, come over here and tell me how they feel.” She said.

I felt my cheeks burning. I took a deep breath and stepped off towards Doctor Wren, sitting in her chair. I could feel the panties, my throbbing cock. It was like the caress of the silk was changing how I walked. It was like… like the pink panties were corrupting me.

“Well? How do they feel? And be totally honest.”

I stopped in front of her. The way she stared at me was hard, intense, like she was studying me through a lens. I wanted to lie but I just couldn’t summon the will.

“It feels… they feel… odd. I don’t like it. It feels wrong to be wearing them. It’s like… it feels like a punishment, something done to shame me and embarrass me. It feels like I shouldn’t be wearing them.” I said.

Doctor Wren nodded, smiling.

“That makes sense and fits. But… I should point out that none of this is a punishment. I don’t punish people. I work with them to help them grow and heal, and as for shame and embarrassment. That’s classic shadow. I would point out though that it's just clothes, right? Sure, they’re more girly than you’re used to but it’s just cloth. No one can see you. No one but me knows. It’s just underwear. What’s there to be ashamed of?”

I was quiet for a moment. I didn’t have a clear answer. I didn’t know why it was wrong and shameful and dirty for me to be wearing pink panties, I just knew that it was.

“Women wear men’s underwear all the time, right? Is that wrong?”

I paused, then shook my head.

“Exactly. So if you found those underwear to be more comfortable then why not wear them? Our society has strange views over the value of masculine versus feminine but inherently it's just cloth. Why should you be ashamed?”

I thought about that, the idea that a man wearing feminine underwear was somehow worse than a woman wearing masculine underwear. It made no sense logically but… I felt it. Why? What was that? Was it shadow? Was I really repressing something because of shame and my upbringing?

Then…

“But apart from the hard feelings and emotions, how do you find them? Are they comfortable?” Doctor Wren said.

I paused at that. I’d not even thought about how comfortable they were. Yet… they were strangely comfortable. The cloth was so much softer than my normal underwear.

“Yeah, I… I supposed they’re not too bad.”

Doctor Wren’s smile widened.

“Wonderful. That’s good news because you’ll be wearing them constantly from now on.” She said. “I have a full set for you to take home, in different colours too, so you can wash them and so you don’t need to worry about wearing dirty underwear.”

I blinked.

“And don’t think I won’t be checking either. I’ll be messaging you randomly throughout the day to check and I’ll be expecting proof that you’re wearing them. It’s all part of you learning to accept and embrace your suppressed femininity.” Doctor Wren said. “It’s to help you better connect with the feminine within you.”

I blinked, stunned. She wanted me to wear panties constantly?

“Oh, and that brings us to right now.” Doctor Wren said, grinning. “You said you were wearing panties but I’m afraid I need proof. So… show me.”

The way she said those last two words was hard, a command. I was still, head spinning. I knew I could refuse, but I also knew the risks, the consequences. I could obey, show her, and wear panties, and I’d get to keep my job. If I refused she could put in a report that would probably end up with me losing my career, the thing I’d spent my life working for.

It was just panties, right? It wasn’t that bad, was it? So… I did the only thing I figured I could. I flashed Doctor Wren my pink panties.

“Oh, will you look at that and… you do seem to be enjoying them.” She said.

Her tone of voice had changed. She sounded amused. I looked down and realised that in flashing Doctor Wren my panties I was also flashing her my erection. Fuck…

“Well, that is interesting. But… I feel like that ruins the whole point of you embracing your femininity. We’ll need to fix that.” Doctor Wren said.

I wondered at her words, what she meant, but before I could speak she reached out and wrapped her fingers around the swell of my cock, caressing me through the silky fabric. It was such a surprise I could not hold back the moan of pleasure and shock.

“Relax.” She said. “I’m a professional. Trust me. This is for your well-being.”

She stroked, her touch expert, deft and dextrous. She caressed up and down my throbbing shaft, fingers teasing over the tip. The sensation was electric, bright, hot, and the thought that my cute therapist was touching my cock while I was forced to wear panties just made it hotter.

I moaned, head fuzzy. I could feel her fingers stroking, touching me, caressing, teasing me through silk. It was like nothing I’d felt before. I could feel something in me shifting, like the touch, the pleasure, the panties were corrupting me. I knew I should resist but it felt too good. I wanted more. I wanted to cum.

“That’s it, let go. Embrace the pleasure. Embrace the silk, the pretty pinkness. Just give in to the pleasure. Push through the resistance and give in to what feels good, what feels right.”

Doctor Wren stroked, teasing me. My cock got harder, throbbing, pleasure, bliss. The silk was so soft, so pink, so… feminine.

I knew I should resist but my mind was going blank. Her touch teased, hotter and hotter, unable to think about anything other than more. I wanted her to touch me, make me cum, and… I was getting close.

Her fingers wrapped around my cock, caressing me through the silk fabric, gentle, teasing, stroked up and down, gripping me gently, and I felt my cock throbbing, getting harder, fatter, balls tight. I was close. I was getting close. I was… I was cumming.

I felt it before I could stop it and I was cumming, cumming into my panties as Doctor Wren, my therapist, teased me with her hand. I couldn’t believe what was happening but I was unable to resist her.

“That’s it, let it all out. It will make it so much easier if you trust me and the process.” She said.

She kept stroking, teasing every drop of pleasure from me, and only stopped as my cock began to soften. I looked down at her and saw her smiling, grinning at me. I felt flustered, warm, fuzzy, but… the shame was less. Maybe it was part of a process?

“There, now you look much more feminine in those pretty panties, but… we need to fix it so that issue can’t come up again. Why don’t you stay there and I’ll be right back.”

Doctor Wren shifted, rose to her feet, and moved to her desk. I was too drunk on pleasure to do anything but obey. I watched as Doctor Wren rummaged through her desk drawers, pulling out a small, silver item that looked almost like jewellery, a series of silver rings with a padlock on.

“This will solve your little problem.” She said.

I frowned, confused. She moved quickly, efficiently, and before I could question, before I realised, before I knew what was happening she’d fitted the chastity cage over my cock, squashing it flat. I felt my senses come back too late, realisation dawning as the padlock clicked shut.

“There.” She said. “All locked away. Now, I’ll see you next week, same time, for your next appointment. And remember, I’ll be messaging you for proof that you’re being a good girl.”

The words, the way she said, sent a shiver down my spine. I opened my mouth to speak, to protest but… something stopped me. I just need to get this over with, so I could keep my job. That’s why I was doing it. Right?

Yet something in me felt like it had awoken, and like it wanted more.


Three

Leaving the session I could feel it. I could feel the caress of silk, lace, snug, the pretty pink panties creamy with my cum, and, worse, I could feel the cage, heavy and tight. It was a constant reminder of what had just happened, of my situation, of the predicament I was in.

I’d gone to the session thinking it would be coaching about why my joke had been inappropriate, perhaps a few weeks of training to teach me how to be more inclusive or mindful or sensitive or something, but instead, it had been actual therapy and Doctor Wren had begun talking about my shadow, about repressed femininity and… I’d ended up in panties, with her touching me, making me cum.

I had to admit that bit had been fun, her touch. She was very attractive, and her domineering attitude was a stark change to the kinds of women I usually dated, young and dumb and eager to please. I’d not been expecting my therapist to make me cum.

Yet what followed after, the cage, was far less than pleasant. It was locked on me now. There was no way to get it off.

It was tiny, metal, heavy. With it on there was no way to get hard. There was no way to cum.

I’d not only be trapped in panties with Doctor Wren checking up on me as she’d said, but I’d be caged. I had a date at the weekend that I had been looking forward to, one of the new secretaries from the accounts department, a young, hot blonde just out of college eager to work her way up the corporate ladder, but I was going to have to cancel. I wasn’t going to pay for an expensive dinner and a fancy night out just to be left without any fun.

And there was no way I’d be getting any fun with the cage locked on me. It was a prison sentence, a punishment. There was no other way to look at it, was there?

It was with that weighing on me, literally, that I headed home after my session.

Once home I headed straight to the shower, needing to clean myself up after cumming in my pink panties. The shower was an odd experience, being caged but I did my best to ignore it, though rather unsuccessfully.

Afterwards, I dressed in comfortable clothes. As I dressed I paused. I could always wear normal underwear, right? Doctor Wren wouldn’t check, would she?

Yet, with the cage on, I figured I was already in enough trouble so I decided against it, just in case, and I picked a pair of plain white panties out from the set she’d given me, the largest out of the various types that looked like they’d be the most comfortable.

With those on I set off to make food and it was as I was rummaging through the cupboard that my phone sounded. Checking it I saw a message from Doctor Wren.

First check-in. I want proof you’re being a good girl.

I felt my body tense, my heart racing. Part of me wanted to scream and throw my phone across the room, but another part felt almost warm, seen. Part of me liked those words, good girl, and it was the same part of me that was liking the panties.

What was happening to me? Was it possible that everything that Doctor Wren had said about shadow was real?

I didn’t want to dwell on that though. I wanted to get the proof over and done with, so… I pulled down my trousers, flashed my panties, snapped a picture, sending it before I could have any second thoughts.

There was a moment and then a ping of a reply.

Good girl. Have a cosy sleep. I’ll expect more proof tomorrow. And… they look cute on you, but you’d look even cuter in something skimpier, something sexier.

With that, I put the phone down. My heart was racing, my head spinning. I was glad I’d decided to put on the white panties, yet Doctor Wren’s words stuck in my head. No one had ever really called me cute or sexy before. The idea that I could be cuter, sexier, by wearing something skimpier excited me.
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The next morning I changed out of the white panties and into a black pair, slightly smaller, decorated with lace. They felt soft on my body, and my cage was tight as my cock throbbed, trying and failing to harden.

I felt oddly excited to be wearing panties that were almost sexy, daring. I could recall the words of Doctor Wren’s message. Were these panties skimpy and sexy enough to impress her? Why did I want to impress her with my choice of panties?

I was so confused. I blamed my poor sleep. With my cage on I’d been unable to settle and had tossed and turned all night, wild dreams, waking often and struggling to fall back to sleep. I was going to need coffee to get through the day. A lot of coffee.

I felt grouchy already, tetchy, my temper short. I was going to have to avoid people.

And then I remembered… I had a meeting today, with several senior managers and Lucy. Fuck. I was going to have to face not only the senior leadership team but also the woman who’d caused all this. I didn’t know how I was going to cope, but I was going to have to.

So it was with my normal work outfit of suit and tie on that I headed out. No one would ever be able to tell that under it I was wearing skimpy, sexy, black silk panties. Would they?

Just that thought made me shudder, shame, embarrassment, and… something more. What would Lucy think?

The redhead was cute in a nerdy kind of way. Not the kind of woman I’d usually go for but she was pretty, with bright green eyes, and it looked like she had a good figure under the baggy, conservative clothes she wore to work. How would she react to knowing I was being made to embrace my inner feminine by wearing panties?

As I made my way into the office I couldn’t help but imagine, and in the end, I arrived more than a little flustered by it all. I grabbed coffee and headed to my office, avoiding people as best as I could. I might have to face people in the meetings I had booked in, but other than that I was determined to do my best to hide.

I buried myself in work until the meeting so I was relatively calm, but facing people was harder than I thought. Could they tell I was wearing panties, that I was caged? I hoped not. Yet I couldn’t help but fret over the way Lucy kept glancing at me. Was she still annoyed at me, which I supposed was understandable, or could she tell something about me had changed?

I sat, tried to calm down, and then… my phone sounded just as the meeting was starting. It was Doctor Wren, demanding proof, and quickly.

I made an excuse that I needed to leave to use the bathroom, which clearly annoyed some people, and rushed to a cubicle to flash my black panties and snap a photo, sending it as demanded. Within moments my phone sounded again.

Good girl. And you look much sexier in those. I approve.

I felt a warm glow, a hint of… joy. Doctor Wren approved. I couldn’t help but smile.
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After the first day, it got easier, and grew more comfortable, though I was never comfortable. I was still always aware that under my normal male facade, I was caged, in panties.

What if someone could tell? What if someone found out?

Yet, as the days passed, I began to feel more excited by that prospect than nervous. It was like I was being corrupted, like wearing the panties was waking something in me. Either that or being unable to cum, caged as I was, was turning me into a horny mess.

The weekend was easier since I mostly stayed at home, but I remained in panties because I knew Doctor Wren was going to demand proof, which she did. There seemed no point in risking her ire, since I was already caged and I didn’t want her to do anything worse next session, and, as it was, I was kinda getting used to wearing panties.

They were more comfortable than my regular underwear in several ways, the material was softer, more sensual, and the way they fit, snug, was almost pleasant. Why was male underwear so coarse and baggy anyway?

Plus… I was beginning to like the compliments that Doctor Wren gave me when I sent her proof that I was being a good girl. As I tried on skimpier and sexier panties the compliments became more extreme, bolder, more flirtatious, and I began to savour them, almost chasing them.

As I put on skimpier and sexier panties I found I also took more time taking the photos she demanded, putting in more effort to get a good shot to show off and earn praise. I even looked up a guide on how to take good butt selfies. The guide paid off.

My selfies got a lot better, the photos looked good, my butt was perky and kinda hot in the panties, and most importantly, I got more praise. And the more praise I got, the more I wanted to show off.

It was strange, feeling the shift in me, but… I was enjoying it. At work, during the day, I was the same as I always was. I wore a suit. I was tough, firm, powerful. I was a man. But underneath something was shifting.

Could panties really do that much? Or… was it the cage, or the messages from Doctor Wren and the praise?

I wasn’t sure, but I was sure of one thing. I wanted more of it. Part of me was still resisting, struggling against it, a hard bitter anger, but that was becoming quieter the more I pushed, the more I embraced, and there was a new part of me waking up, a bright, joyful, playful part that I couldn’t help but embrace.

Embracing that part made me feel good. It was my smile. At the end of the day, despite feeling flustered, I felt more relaxed and happier than I had in years. It was like something in me, some weight, had been lifted, and I had more energy, more joy. I was beginning to wonder if what Doctor Wren had said about shadow might be true.
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“So, how has your week been?” Doctor Wren asked.

I smiled as I sat down in the chair opposite her. I felt flustered and shy and embarrassed. It had been one thing to spend the week in panties, caged, around people who had no idea, but Doctor Wren knew that under my work suit, I was locked away, in cute red panties. She’d seen a photo, knew how skimpy and lacy they were. She had told me I looked cute.

I could feel my cheeks blushing. I was a grown man, a powerful executive, and yet here I was blushing. What was happening to me? It was like… Doctor Wren had me under some kind of spell. I knew I should demand she uncage me, let me go, and part of me wanted to, but another part, a part that was growing stronger, wouldn’t let me.

There was a war within me and I just felt confused, but also… really fucking horny and flustered and good.

I told Doctor Wren about my week, about my experience wearing panties every day, how it felt, the emotions and thoughts. She listened, nodding, taking notes. She smiled too. It was a struggle not to think about her hands on my cock through the silk of that first pair of panties. My cock ached, throbbing. It had been a week since I’d come and I felt very pent up.

“It sounds like you’ve settled into things quite well and… don’t think I haven’t noticed the extra effort you’ve been putting into taking those photos for me. I appreciate it very much and I have to say you look good. Have you been enjoying yourself?”

I blushed a deeper pink. She’d noticed…

I nodded, feeling flustered. It was difficult to think clearly with how backed up I was. If I could just cum it would be easier to resist. As it was I could feel myself acting quite out of character. Normally I was assertive, masculine, but in that moment I felt soft, demure, feminine, and… I liked it. I really liked it.

“I… it’s nice to be praised, to be told I look good, and I… I figured why not make the most of it.” I said.

Doctor Wren smiled at me.

“And it’s nothing more than that? There’s no part of you that has begun to enjoy wearing panties, being soft and pretty?”

The way Doctor Wren said it made it clear she already knew the answer. I shifted in my seat. Was it that obvious?

I nodded, quiet. I had begun to enjoy it. I hated to admit it but…

“I suppose the panties are more comfortable and… there’s an odd thrill in wearing them in feeling cute or pretty or even sexy.”

Doctor Wren nodded.

“That’s perfect. That means you’re beginning to embrace your repressed femininity and that means we can move onto the next step.”

I felt my heart skip.

“Next step?” I said.

Doctor Wren just smiled.

“Of course, you didn’t think we were going to stop at just panties did you? A good girl needs more than just pretty panties. Which means today we’re going to work at helping you look and feel even prettier.”

I felt my heart sink. How could I resist? I was already in too deep. My job was on the line and I was caged and… part of me was excited at the prospect of being made prettier. I felt like I was being corrupted, brainwashed, but the truth was it was simpler than that.

I was beginning to accept the truth of what Doctor Wren had said. I’d locked part of myself away in my shadow and the panties were helping set it free. They were helping set my repressed femininity free. The only problem was I didn’t know how vast and wild my repressed femininity was and that scared me, but also… excited me.
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The next step was simple enough, but also not very simple.

Doctor Wren had given me a small bag and instructions. I was to make myself smooth. I was to make myself hairless, soft, delicate, feminine.

The words had sent a shiver down my spine, a chill, but also a thrill. The battle in me waged on, but… I took the wash bag to the bathroom, locked the door and I had stripped off. All I needed to do now was use the contents of the bag.

As it turned out everything I needed was in there. Razors, shaving foam, soap, moisturiser, and even some hair removal cream. That along with the private shower in Doctor Wren’s bathroom would allow me to work quickly and efficiently and… by the end of the session I was going to be smooth. I was going to be hairless, like a girl, like a woman.

Part of me screamed, rebelling, the masculine part, but another part was eager to begin. That I didn’t really have much of a choice, that my hands were tied by the complaint at work and my needing Doctor Wren’s sign-off, made it easy to pick which side won. So, without delay, I began to apply the hair removal cream.

It went on thick, like whipped cream, but the smell of it was harsh despite the heady perfume meant to mask the odour. I was glad Doctor Wren’s bathroom had a window for fresh air.

I applied it first to my feet and legs, working up over caves, knees, thighs, then applied it over my butt cheeks, belly, chest, armpits and even arms. I made sure to get everywhere—Doctor Wren had been very specific in her instructions.

“Good girls are smooth everywhere. Remember that. I want you to look and feel feminine, understand?”

I had just nodded my head. I was too dumb-struck to speak. Yet, as I worked, her instructions stuck with me. Smooth everywhere.

I made sure to follow those instructions. As the hair removal cream sat I took out the razor and, using the sink in the bathroom, worked to get the hair in my more sensitive places—around my caged cock and in my butt-crack.

I worked slowly, carefully, not wanting to cut myself, but still, it did not take long. Once I was done there were only a few minutes left on the hair removal cream so I set the shower running, waited for it to heat up, then stepped into the flow.

I had figured that removing my body hair would be an entirely cosmetic change. I had been wrong. The moment I started to wash I realised that it was more than just how I looked. It was how I felt too. Washing my body, rubbing soap over my legs, belly, chest, over my ass and my caged cock, I couldn’t believe how smooth my skin felt, how soft. It was like I had a woman’s body.

It felt good, sensual, and more than that, touch was more intense too. It was like my body was suddenly a lot more sensitive. My cock throbbed in my cage, aching, a dull pain in my belly.

I washed as quickly as I could, not wanting to get distracted by the rush of sensations and feelings, but it was difficult. It had been days since I’d cum and I yearned for release.

After washing I dried off, then applied a thin moisturiser to my skin to help soothe any irritation. Finally, I began to dress.

This was where I was most nervous. I was smooth now, delicate, more sensitive. How would panties feel? How would they look? And… there was the addition Doctor Wren had made to my daily outfit.

I stared at the pantihose. Black, sheer, with seams running up the back. They were the kind of thing I loved to see women wear and now I had to wear them.

“I’ll help stop your smooth skin from getting irritated.” Doctor Wren had said. “Plus it’ll help you feel more feminine. Panties are a good start but if you really want to release your inner feminine you need to embrace more than just panties. Pantihose are just the next logical step.”

I hadn’t really had time to dwell on it but now, smooth, in the bathroom, I couldn’t help but stare at them. First though I had to put my panties back on.

I picked up the tiny pair of red silk and lace panties I’d worn—panties I’d picked to earn Doctor Wren’s praise and attention, hoping she might make me cum again—and slipped them on. The silk felt so much more sensual than before, like a caress, and as I tugged them up and over my ass, I felt a shiver run up my spine, a thrill of excitement. I felt my cheeks grow hot and my cock throb.

As I looked down at myself I felt something shift. It was like I was looking down at someone else, someone… pretty, sensual, feminine, and I liked it. I’d always considered myself masculine. I was in shape, lean, kept myself fit, but now, in panties, smooth, there was something undeniably feminine about me. Even the squashed bulge of my caged cock was girly.

The wakening part of me stirred, and I knew I needed to focus, needed to distract myself, so I turned to the pantihose, slipped them on. I bunched the legs up like socks then slipped my feet in, pulled them up over my smooth legs.

The sensation was… like nothing I’d felt before. The pantihose clung to my legs, silky, soft, delicate. I pulled the right leg halfway up, then the left, then pulled the pantihose up the rest of the way. The way they hugged my thighs, smooth, soft, made me almost whimper. Why did it feel so good? I could feel my resolve, my resistance weakening.

I finally pulled the pantihose up all of the way, tugging them up over my hips and ass. They clung to me, shaping me. There was no denying how girly I looked, smooth, legs encased in seamed, sheer pantihose, the red, skimpy panties visible beneath. I shifted, almost posing. I felt… joy, bright and hot, desire and lust and arousal. It was a giddy cocktail of sensation and I knew that if I hadn’t been caged I’d have been harder than I’d ever been before. Was that the lack of release, or something else?

I didn’t have time to think about it. I didn’t want to think about it. I was afraid of the answer, what it meant. I could feel something dangerous lurking, buried deep, but stirring, so I turned away. I moved to get dressed but as I did I caught sight of myself in the mirror.

I looked… good. I couldn’t help but smile. I felt my heart swell. I looked hot.

I turned, examining myself.

It was like I’d been transformed. Like I was someone new, someone different, someone…

I turned away from the mirror, a crash of shame, disgust, a ball of hard emotions in my gut. It was wrong. It was all wrong. I was just doing this to keep my job. There was no repressed femininity in me. I was a man.

I was angry. Angry at Doctor Wren, angry at Lucy, angry in general. It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t…

I pushed the thoughts away, confused, conflicted, pained. I grabbed my clothes and pulled them on in a hurry to hide what I was wearing, to hide from myself.

Once dressed I took a moment to calm down then headed to the door, pulling it open, stepping out. Doctor Wren, sat in her chair, looked up at me. She was grinning. I could feel myself tense, a fluttering in my belly.

“So… how does it feel to embrace your inner good girl?” She said.

And I knew she expected me to answer.


Four

The changes got worse after my second session. I was smooth now, and I was wearing pantihose and panties every day. My body felt… different and it was beginning to affect me.

There was something about being smooth and soft that I couldn’t ignore. For a start, my body was more sensual, more sensitive, and with the pantihose and panties on even the smallest movement sent a shiver up my spine. Walking, sitting, doing anything, meant my clothes rubbed against my delicate skin, felt through the silk and the sheer material of the pantihose.

It was like I was being constantly caressed, constantly teased, and I found I couldn't help but move in ways to feel more, which meant I was wiggling my hips and ass, sitting different, walking differently. My mannerisms and gestures were subtly different, softer and more careful, almost delicate, more graceful, and I was constantly on edge.

I was worried someone would notice, that people could tell, but… no one said anything. Yet it was still a constant source of distraction, the touch, the movement, the fact that under my normal masculine clothes, I was pretty.

I saw it every morning when I woke and got out of bed, my body in panties as I slept, and after I showered, dressed, I had to see myself in the mirror, smooth, soft, in panties and pantihose, that moment before I dressed properly and…

I found that I lingered in that moment more and more, looking at myself, turning to stare at my body, posing, unable to stop smiling or blushing, my caged cock throbbing. My caged cock.

That wasn’t helping and part of me wondered if that wasn’t the source of it all. Maybe I was just pent up and in need of release?

Since being caged I’d not cum, had been avoiding dating. I’d had no pleasure.

That had led to me feeling frustrated and desperate. Maybe that was what was causing the change in me? Maybe that’s why, looking at myself in the mirror, smooth, in pantihose and panties, was beginning to excite me.

I couldn’t help it. I looked kinda hot. I’d always worked out, been in shape, but now, without hair, I looked… softer, more delicate, feminine. I looked sexy in a way I’d never felt before. Posing in the mirror I couldn’t help but feel my heart skip and my cheeks would ache from smiling.

I began to almost enjoy it, taking longer and longer just staring at myself before dressing, and… trying on the different pantihose and panties each day became oddly thrilling, arousing. The colours, how skimpy they were, the way they made me look and feel, how delicate, the way the panties would hug my ass, the way the pantihose would shape my legs.

It was so intoxicating, so corrupting, and I could feel something in me unfurling, awakening, becoming stronger. With each passing day, I noticed more changes, my movements becoming more finessed, feminine, and the worst part was I liked it. I really liked it.

I knew I shouldn’t. I knew that it was wrong, but the longer it went on, the more time passed, the more it felt…right.

Maybe it was the cage, the fact I was backed up and horny, but it felt deeper than that. I began to wonder, seriously, if Doctor Wren was right. Maybe there was repressed femininity in my shadow?

I’d been raised by my father to be a man’s man, a tough go-getter, pushed into business with a hard attitude and a strong work ethic so maybe… maybe there were parts of me I’d pushed away, repressed? Maybe there was more to me than the rich, successful man I thought I was. Maybe… there was a softer side to me?

So, I began to accept it. I began to accept these new feelings, and the moment I did that the change just began to accelerate. It was like a lock inside me clicked open and something vast and bright and wonderful came pouring out.

The change was deeper than just physical. I could feel it at my core.

I was calmer, less stressed, I smiled more and was more relaxed at work and at home. I laughed more. I was kinder.

I’d been worried people would notice the change in me physically, that they would realise I was shaved smooth, in panties and pantihose, but that wasn’t what they noticed. What they noticed was my attitude. What they noticed was my shift in personality.

Several people stopped to tell me I looked healthier, happier, and asked me what had happened, if I’d had good news or if something had changed in my life. Several people, including friends and co-workers, told me I looked less stressed, that I was smiling more, laughing easier, that whatever change I’d made in my life suited me.

I felt those words. I felt them deeper than they knew.

Was it that simple?

I’d always worked hard, had lived to work, and I’d had to take on a tough personality, had always been ruthless and hard. Even my love life was utilitarian, with no room for attachment of genuine affection, but now… I could feel something softening in me.

It was like I’d spent my life with my heart encased in ice and now… now the ice was beginning to melt, and I was beginning to feel.

[image: ]

The week passed quickly and slowly, both a pleasure and an agony. Each day I learned something new about myself, accepted something new about myself, but each day I woke up feeling more confused and horny than the day before.

It didn’t help that Doctor Wren kept asking for proof. Each day I would get a message, or sometimes several, asking for me to send her a photo to show her I was in panties, pantihose, caged, keeping myself smooth, and I would have to obey. Only… it felt less and less like I had to, and more and more like I wanted to.

The compliments and the praise she gave me were like nectar. I was hooked on them. Her sweet words were corrupting me and I took more and more effort to take good photos for her, posing and showing off, learning what she liked to see so I could give more, so I could earn more flattery.

I began to pick my underwear based on what I knew she liked, the style—skimpy and sexy, revealing, feminine, decorated with lace and ribbon—and the colour—pink and white being her favourite—and the cut—high around the ass and thigh to show off lots of flesh. I knew she liked to see smooth skin, that she complimented me best when the proof showed off my ass and thighs, that sheer, seamed pantihose were her favourite.

I began to almost long for her messages, demanding proof, eager for her attention, rushing off as quickly as I could to take photos, sending them, awaiting her reply. It was a whole new sensation, having things demanded of me, being the one complimented.

I was always the one with the power, always the one in charge, always the man, but now… it was like Doctor Wren was the one in charge and I was her good girl.

It was addictive, heady, and by the time my third appointment came around, I found I was aching to see her. It had been two weeks since I’d cum. I’d never gone so long without release in my life.

I needed something. I hoped, maybe, I could earn her touch, but at the very least I knew I had to ask if I could be uncaged, even if just for a moment, so I could cum, once, before putting the cage back on. I couldn’t go another week.

Even if it meant taking things a step further, wearing more than panties and pantihose, I was willing—that the thought of more appealed to what was awakening inside me was beside the point. I just needed to cum. And… I was going to tell Doctor Wren exactly that. I’d even worn what I thought were her favourite panties and pantihose to try to earn it.

It was with that weighing on me that I arrived slightly early for my appointment. I knocked and waited, after only a moment I heard Doctor Wren’s voice.

“Come in Michael.” She said.

I smiled. The sound of her voice made my body ache in strange ways.

As I opened the door and stepped in I couldn't help but stall as I saw Doctor Wren, sitting in her usual chair.

She was dressed formally, in a way, a charcoal skirt, white blouse, black-rimmed glasses, but the skirt was shorter than usual, tighter, with a slit up one side showing off her thigh, just a hint of stocking tops, and her blouse was tight too, partially unbuttoned to show off her cleavage, the rise and fall of her breasts distracting me. Her make-up was heavier too. She looked… sexy.

I felt my cheeks grow hot and my cock, caged, throbbed, hard. There was a dull ache there, a need.

“Come, sit, tell me about your week and how you’ve been finding things.”

I did as Doctor Wren said, sat facing her, and I began to talk. I told her everything, held nothing back. It was becoming easier to talk, to be open, especially with her. I could feel the bars of myself loosening.

Doctor Wren listened, nodding, making notes. Her smile made me feel like I was getting something right, which I liked, but it was more than that. I felt like I was opening up, like I was a flower finally coming into season. I’d spent my whole life in winter and now it was finally spring.

“That sounds very, very positive. I’m really excited to hear about all these changes, and it seems like overall this has been an extremely positive experience for you. Would you say that was the case?”

I nodded.

“I would.” I said. “I was… sceptical at first, and I was reluctant, but… something is changing in me. I can feel it. I’m not sure what it is but there’s a lightness in me that wasn’t there before. The only thing I’m struggling with is… I… I’m not sure how to say it.”

I needed to tell her about cumming, about the need I had, the pent-up pressure I was feeling within me. I needed something.

“What is it? You know you can tell me anything. There’s professional confidentially between us so you can be as open as you need to be. Plus… I think we have a special bond, wouldn’t you say?”

The words Doctor Wren said that made me feel at ease, made me relax. I took a deep breath.

“I… it’s been two weeks since I last came. I… when you touched me, and I’ve been caged ever since. I don’t know if I can go on much longer. I just… I just need to cum once, to relieve the pressure. Just once. I can do it myself if you take the cage off, or… if you wanted to… again… I wouldn’t mind…”

Doctor Wren smiled at me.

“You wouldn’t mind? Is that the best I get?”

She chuckled. My blush deepened.

“No, I mean… I’d like it if you would but I can do it myself. I just need the cage off for a moment, or you can do it. I… I’d prefer it if you did… like before, and I… I even wore the panties and the pantihose you seem to like best for you and I…”

“Show me.” Doctor Wren said.

I stared, blinking. I felt my pulse quicken.

“I…”

“Did you not hear me?” Doctor Wren asked. “I said show me. You said you wore my favourite panties and pantihose, so… show me. I want to see how pretty you are. I want you to show me how cute you look. If you’re a good girl maybe I’ll let you cum.”

I felt my cheeks grow warm, blood, blushing. My cock throbbed in its cage. Slowly I rose to my feet.
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As Doctor Wren watched I slipped off my shoes, then I undid my trousers and slipped them off. As turned on as I was the sensation of cloth rubbing over my smooth, pantihose-clad legs, almost made me whimper—I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from making a noise.

I was in pink panties, skimpy, little more than a thong, decorated with pretty pink ribbons and lace, and the pantihose were black, sheer, with seams up the backs of my legs. With how tight they were they couldn’t help but shape my butt to make it look perkier and rounder.

I stood still, letting Doctor Wren study me. I could feel my excitement rising.

“You picked a good set. Those are my favourite panties on you but… I think the pantihose could be better. You have a white set I gave you, don’t you? I’ve not seen you in those yet. Perhaps you’ve been avoiding them because you think they’re too cutesy and innocent? Well, you should know that I very much like cutesy and innocent. Yet… this is a lovely sight. How about you show me more? The poses you strike for the photos you send me are always so alluring and provocative. Why don’t you try some in person?”

My blush grew worse. I did as Doctor Wren said though. I began to move. I began to pose.

I was unsure to begin, timid. I’d never really been timid before, shy, had always been bold and forthright just as my father had taught me, but this felt different.

I felt vulnerable, exposed, nervous. I felt like I was stripped of all the armour I’d built up over the years, like I was more exposed than if I’d just been naked. I watched Doctor Wren carefully for signs that I was doing something wrong, worried she might reject me. The thought of being rejected, as bare as I was, stung more than words could express.

My fledging femininity was flighty and raw and it wanted softness, care, and…

“You look lovely.” Doctor Wren said.

Her words made me smile, reassured me, gave me strength. I felt bolder, more confident, and I began to move in a more sensual manner. I struck pose after pose, and as Doctor Wren continued to compliment me the poses got more provocative.

I began to enjoy it. Or at least part of me did. Another part of me, a part that was becoming weaker, quieter, screamed at me.

The more I embraced this new side of me, the soft, feminine side, the stronger it became and the more my shame died. It was like the light of my joy was enough to make those hard feelings wither and die.

“You look so cute.”Doctor Wren said. “And you look like you’re having fun. Are you?”

I struck a pose with my back towards Doctor Wren, thighs together, back slightly curved. It was one I’d learned about from an article of hot selfies online, one intended to show off my ass and legs. It was one that always got a lot of compliments from Doctor Wren.

I could feel my cock throbbing in its cage. When I’d arrived I’d been turned on, frustrated, pent up, but the act of stripping down in front of her, showing off, posing, had made everything worse. I was in agony, but it was also bright and joyful, more lust and desire than I’d ever felt. I felt better than I had in years. I felt… sexy.

I nodded, feeling hot, grinning, blushing. I had to keep biting my bottom lip to keep from making a sound.

“But you want more fun?” Doctor Wren said. “You want to cum?”

I nodded. I felt my caged dick throbbing, eager, desperate. My body yearned for release.

“Please.” I whispered.

I’d never said please like that before. I’d always been the man, had always been in charge, had always led, been strong. I was rich, powerful, and not unattractive. Women chased me.

In that moment though I was the pretty one. I was the desperate one. I was… I was a good girl and I knew if I wanted to cum I should ask prettily. So I did.

“Please. I… I want to cum. I need to cum.” I said. “I’ll do anything.”

Doctor Wren’s smile widened at that. She shifted slightly.

“Anything?” She asked. “You really mean anything?”

I paused. The way she said anything stirred something in me. What more could she want me to do? How much further down the rabbit hole could she lead me?

Part of me urged caution, but another part, the strongest part, was eager. Not only did I want release, to cum, but… I wanted to see what else Doctor Wren might make me do. How much further would she make me go? My head spun with images, ideas, and they all stirred longing in me,

“Anything.” I said, meaning it.

Doctor Wren chuckled, beaming.

“In that case… I suppose we better begin with your final course of treatment.”


Five

I was both eager and nervous.

“You’ll need this.” Doctor Wren said.

She handed me a bag, a holdall that was heavier than it looked.

“Normally I’d send you through to the bathroom but… seeing as you’ve offered to do anything I’m going to request you stay in here and get changed. I want to watch and observe to make sure you do a good job.” Doctor Wren said. “Is that okay?”

I blushed, nodded, not quite sure what I was agreeing to.

“Plus, if you stay here I can help if you get stuck. I’m going to guess you’re not familiar with the kind of garments I’ve given you and they can, at times, prove a little fiddly.”

Doctor Wren’s words made me flustered. What had she given me? What did she expect me to get changed into? There was, in the end, only one way to find out.

I opened the bag and looked inside and… what I found made me pause, a chill running down my spine, my caged cock throbbing, hard. I’d gotten used to wearing panties, pantihose, being smooth, but this… this was too far. Wasn’t it?

Yet as I sat with myself, allowing my initial panic and fear to subside, I felt out my body's response, my deeper response. There was… want. I smiled.

I could feel a hunger in me, a thirst. It was like I had lived my life in a desert, a barren land with no water, and I was being offered something, finally, to drink. I was being offered something to quench the thirst that I had never known I’d had. I was being offered life.

Yet there was resistance too. My femininity, fledgling, was still caught in the net of my shadow. I could feel shame, anger, a tide of hard and brutal emotions, but… I understood them now. I had been taught to hide parts of myself, had been taught to bury them to stay safe, to remain loved by my tribe, my family, my society, my father. The chains and the locks on this part of myself were there for a reason. I had buried my femininity, and numerous other parts of myself, for a reason. I had been trying to stay safe.

Bringing it out into the light was hard. It felt dangerous. Parts of me were screaming, demanding I leave my feminine softness buried, leave it in the dark. Letting it out was bad, it was unsafe. I needed to reject it, force it away. Yet… I couldn’t.

Having felt what I’d felt, having experienced glimmers of joy and lightness and freedom I knew I couldn’t go back. The only way for me now was forwards, and that meant going through the hard emotions and feelings, experiencing them, pressing onwards. It meant fully letting my femininity out, bringing her out into the light, accepting her.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh. I looked up from the contents of the bag to Doctor Wren and smiled.

“Shall I… shall I get changed now?” I asked.

Doctor Wren smiled at me. She nodded.

“What better time than now?” She said.

I sat with her words. Part of me felt a pang. A better time would have been years ago. I’d spent my life hiding part of myself away, forcing part of myself to live in my shadow. How much brighter would my life have been if I’d not had to do that, if I’d been allowed to just express myself instead of hiding myself?

But then I realised. The best time might have been years ago, but the second-best time was right now. If I delayed today I could always choose tomorrow, or next week, but then more time would have passed, I’d have lost more time. So in a way, the best moment to accept myself was now, the present moment. I knew it would be hard, that there would be challenges, that it would not be easy, but… I had to do it.

And not because I was caged, because I needed Doctor Wren’s sign-off, not because I wanted release, to cum, but… I had to do it for me. I was tired of living half a life.

That, I realised, is what I had been living. I’d been keeping vast amounts of energy locked away, had been using even more energy to keep that energy imprisoned. If I were to let it out, to accept and embrace my femininity, whatever that meant, then all that energy would be freed up, would be mine to use. I’d be less fragmented, more whole. I would be free.

I’d had a taste of that over the last week, a small sample of what was on offer and… I liked it. There was calm, joy, a sense of wholeness and well-being. I wanted more of it. I wanted… I wanted to unfurl.

So, I put the bag down, and I began to strip.
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Doctor Wren stood watching me, eyeing me. Her attention made me squirm, my cheeks pink, heart racing, caged cock throbbing.

I was already stripped off from the waist down so it took only a moment for me to slip off my shirt and then… I was standing almost nude in front of my hot therapist, in just panties and pantihose. She smiled at me, eyeing me.

“Pantihose too, but leave the panties on. I like them.” Doctor Wren said.

I giggled at that, blush deepening. I slipped the pantihose off, the sheer material caressing over my smooth ass and thighs and calves, and dropped them to the floor.

Doctor Wren sat watching me, staring at me, and I couldn’t resist the urge to pose for her. As I struck one pose, then another, I saw her grin, and it made my belly flutter.

“You look cute like that but… I want to see what you look like dressed in the outfit I picked out for you. Why don’t you get dressed up for me and once you are I can see about adding some finishing touches.”

I smiled, nodded, and turned to the bag.

The first thing I grabbed were the stockings. Long, sheer, black, seams running up the back with lacy tops. I bunched one up like a sock and then slipped my foot in, began to pull it up.

The stocking was even softer and more sensual than the pantihose. The way it caressed over skin, hugging my legs, made me shiver. It was almost… erotic…

I pulled the first stocking up and into place, then moved on to the second. The material clung to me, teasing me, and my caged cock was a delicious agony, pulsing and throbbing. I had to bite my bottom lip to keep from whimpering.

“Now suspender belt.” Doctor Wren said. “Normally you’d do panties after the suspender belt, to allow for easier access, but this time I will excuse you.”

She smiled as she said that. The phrase easier access made me shudder. I thought of her hands, touching me, and my mind wandered to more.

Yet those thoughts just made the throbbing in my cage worse. I felt almost as though I might burst into flames I was so hot.

I slipped on the suspender belt as my mind wandered, aware that Doctor Wren was watching me closely. It was black, lace and silk and ribbons, and I fastened it around my waist. Straps fell down my thighs, two on the left, two on the right, one behind and one in front. Small clasps with ribbons for decoration.

I took a moment to adjust the length, then set to attaching the clips. They were more fiddly than I was expecting but I took my time and in the end, I managed to get the knack of them. With the straps fitted my stockings were held in place which left me free to move around with more ease.

There was something thrilling about being in stockings and suspenders. They were so feminine, so sexy, and with my legs smooth, sensitive, any small movement sent shivers of arousal through my body.

After the stockings and suspenders came the last part of the underwear. A bra, padded, lace and silk and ribbon. It was black, to match the stockings and suspenders, which made my pink panties stand out. There was something exciting and embarrassing about that, a warm glow in my belly, heart racing, caged cock throbbing.

I fastened the bra around my waist then spun it round, slipped my arms through the straps. It fit perfectly and the padding lifted my chest, adding to it, giving me just the barest cleavage, making it seem like I had small, barely there tits.

As I looked down at myself my head spun. I’d always considered myself masculine, a man, yet… I didn’t look that way any more.

I’d always stayed in shape, was slim, toned, without too much excess fat or muscle, so my body was lean, flexible, athletic. Shaved smooth as I was, in lingerie, I looked… girly.

There was no other word for it. I looked like a sexy woman. The thought buzzed in my skull and was almost enough to make me dizzy. Without thinking I began to touch myself, exploring the sensation, thrilled by it all.

“Now you can’t go getting all distracted. I know you’re hot and I know you’re excited but we have a lot to do. You need to finish getting dressed, then I need to add the finishing touches. After that, if you’re a good girl, I’ll see about offering you the chance for release.”

I felt that word. Release. I yearned for it. So, with an effort of will, I stopped touching my body, stopped exploring the delicate softness of my skin and the lingerie, and I looked back to the bag and the outfit Doctor Wren had picked out for me.
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It was simple enough. A skirt, a blouse. The skirt was black, tight-fitting, short. The blouse was sheer, short-sleeved, with barely enough buttons to fasten around the waist so that even with all the buttons done up my bra and my subtle cleavage were on display.

The final touch was a pair of black high heels. The moment they were on I felt the change, a shift in my posture that made me stand in a way that forced my butt to stick out and made my chest seem fuller. Every moment became more sensual and alluring, more feminine. I could feel it in the core of me.

I looked… like a slutty secretary. I looked like the kind of girl I’d always eyed up at work and I realised in that moment that the feelings I’d had were more than lust, desire. There was envy there. I was envious of the way they got to dress, their bodies, the way they looked. Part of me craved it too and now… now I got to embrace it.

I turned to Doctor Wren and smiled, my face warm, cheeks aching from grinning.

“How… how do I look?” I asked.

I was nervous. I wanted to be pretty. It meant more than I could have ever figured that I was pretty. I needed to be pretty.

“You are beautiful.” Doctor Wren said.

Those words hit like a brick. I felt something in me crack. I was more than pretty. I was beautiful. Something in me began to blossom.

“But… I think we can do more. I want you to sit so I can add some finishing touches, then you can look at yourself.” Doctor Wren said.

I smiled, did as she said. I moved to the chair she gestured to and sat. Doctor Wren moved to her desk and pulled out a second bag, carried it over to me, then sat facing me. I watched as she pulled out make-up, brushes, tools, and… a wig.

A long, platinum blonde wig. I was hit with fear, almost terror, and… joy. A hot, vibrant, almost overwhelming joy.

“Are you ready?” Doctor Wren said.

I nodded. She began.

She did my make-up first, adding eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara. She talked through what she was doing, telling me about colour and technique. She gave me tips, yet she also made it clear that if I wanted to get good at make-up it would require practice and learning.

That thought excited me. The idea that I might do my own make-up, that I might practise until I was good at it, that I might learn to transform myself, become pretty and feminine and beautiful. It felt… empowering. I could feel something in me emerging, growing brighter, hotter, stepping into the light.

Doctor Wren continued, adding highlight and shadow, contouring my face. She added lipstick, then gloss.

“I’d love to paint your nails too, or give you fake nails, but we can save that for another day. Maybe pierce your ears too and… oh, well, there’s just so much we can do once you embrace the process. There are so many options and I don’t want to overwhelm you and scare you. For now, we can stick to basic make-up and hair. Speaking of which… time for me to fit this…”

With that Doctor Wren picked up the wig. It was a glorious bright blonde, almost silver, long and wavy, thick beautiful hair. I’d lived a life of short hair, had never let it grow longer than a few inches.

Seeing the wig though I felt a pang, greed, jealousy, envy. I could feel the part of me that had always longed for long, beautiful hair screaming in joy and desire. I sat, grinning, as Doctor Wren pinned my hair back and then fitted the wig, styling it, the long waves falling down around my shoulders, ticking me, a curious, pleasant sense of sensual femininity.

The final touch was to pin the wig in place, attaching it to the roots of my natural hair so it even felt real. As Doctor Wren stepped back I felt a swell of fear, but also hope. I watched her closely as she looked me over. There was worry, anxiety. Was I pretty enough?

“You look amazing.” She said, beaming with something like pride. “Do you want to see?”

I nodded without thinking. I desperately wanted to see yet I was scared too.

The thought that I would look in the mirror and see a man dressed like a woman left me paralysed with a sickness more intense than anything I’d felt before. I knew though that I had to face it. I had to push through. If I were to reclaim my femininity, my repressed self, from my shadow, then I needed to face it and confront whatever it was I saw. I needed to know.

Doctor Wren put her hand out to me.

“Trust me.” She said, smiling.

I stared at her and… I did trust her. I took her hand and she helped me to my feet. She led me as I tottered in my heels towards the mirror and I faced my destiny.
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What I saw stunned me.

I had imagined many things but not what I saw. In the mirror was… a woman. I stood in front of a mirror but my reflection was gone. The man I’d seen every day of my life, that I’d grown older with, was gone, and in his place was someone else, someone new someone… feminine.

“Do you like?” Doctor Wren said.

I was mute, could not speak, so I nodded. I felt my heart swell several sizes. I was… I was beautiful.

I’d always considered myself not an unattractive man but I’d never thought myself attractive. I knew it was my wealth and my power that attracted women, my social status, the luxury apartment and my nice cars, the expensive restaurants I ate in and the fancy holidays I went on. I’d always known it wasn’t because I was hot.

Yet in that moment, as I looked at myself, at the girl in the mirror, I felt… hot. I was hot. I was beautiful and pretty and… sexy. The way I looked I knew I’d have been unable to resist myself had a girl like me joined the company secretary pool. I looked alluring and sensual and just a little slutty.

No, strike that. I looked a lot slutty.

I shifted, watching the girl in the mirror shift in time. I knew it was me but I could still barely believe it.

My legs were long, full, clad in stockings, the lacy tops on display since my tight skirt was so short, and I could catch the odd glimpse of my suspender straps, bare thigh. I knew that if I were to sit down or bend over or make any exaggerated movement my panties would be exposed. That thought though just aroused me.

In my heels, my legs looked longer, fuller and even my ass in the tight skirt looked rounder.

The blouse, white, was sheer, my padded black bra visible beneath, which made me look brazen, and the padding gave me small tits, the lack of buttons exposing lace, cleavage, my chest and collarbones and throat bared.

Yet, it was not my body, as dazzling and as sensual as it looked, that caught my eye. It was my face.

My face, made-up, was transformed. It was like I was looking at a distant female relative I’d never met, a pretty one, a hot one. My eyes, painted with pink and black eyeshadow, heavy black eyeliner and mascara, making my eyes look bigger, bolder, brighter. The shadow and highlight on my face made my features look more refined, more feminine, and… my lips were pouty, glossy, wet.

They were bee-stung, almost blow-job lips. I felt my cage throb at the sight of me, a mix of arousal and joy.

It was my face, my pretty face, and the long, flowing waves of bright blonde hair that made me really smile. I felt my soul enlarging.

“There’s just one problem.” Doctor Wren said.

I turned to her, worry sprouting. She just smiled at me though.

“It's small.” She said, reassuring. “I just mean… Michael is no name for a girl as pretty as you. You need a feminine name if you’re going to look like that, don’t you?”

I just nodded. The part of me that was stepping out from my shadow and into the light wanted a name, wanted space, wanted to exist.

“Mackenzie.” I said.

The name sprang from my lips unbidden. It came from somewhere deep within, as though my repressed feminine were speaking her name. The moment I said I felt something click in me. I turned back to look into the mirror.

I was, in that moment, Mackenzie, and I was happier than I could ever remember being.

“It’s lovely to meet you Mackenzie.” Doctor Wren said. “Now… you said something earlier about release, are you still feeling frustrated?”

I was feeling more than frustrated. The transformation had been thrilling, but seeing myself had left me with more fire than I knew how to deal with. I nodded.

“Please… I’m desperate.” I said.

I wanted Doctor Wren to touch me. I wanted her to make me cum.

“I’ll do anything.” I said.

That made Doctor Wren smile.

“Will you be a good girl?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Doctor Wren’s smile widened.

“Will you apologise?” She asked.

I nodded, head spinning. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to apologise for but…

“I’m sorry.” I said.

Doctor Wren chuckled.

“Not to me silly.”

I frowned, confused.

“Then who?”

Yet even as I asked the question Doctor Wren was turning away.

“You can come in now.” She said, loudly.

I felt a shiver run along my spine and then… the door to Doctor Wren’s office opened.


Six

I wanted to run, to hide. I was terrified. I had no idea what was happening, or who Doctor Wren was talking to.

I watched the door open, heart in my mouth, and saw… Lucy enter.

Lucy. The reason I was even in Doctor Wren’s office in the first place. The woman, the trans-woman, who’d complained about my joke. I felt… more emotions than I could process.

Why was she there? Was this all just a set-up to humiliate me after all? Was this just punishment?

“Hello, Mackenzie.” Lucy said.

I blinked. She’d used my name. My new name. My feminine name. I waited for her to laugh, to ridicule me, to mock me, but… it never came.

“Hi.” I said.

Lucy was smiling. I’d always thought she was kinda cute, with long red hair, bright green eyes, freckles, but she always wore such plain clothes.

Yet she wasn’t in plain clothes any more. And she was a lot more than cute.

Dressed as she was I could see that I’d been right when I thought she’d had a good body. Or rather, I’d been wrong, since it wasn’t a good body. It was a fantastic body.

Lucy was clad in a shiny, black, skin-tight latex dress that showed off every inch of her figure, her magnificent curves. Her hips were wide, her waist narrow, and her ass was peachy and perky. It was her tits though that drew my attention.

The dress was short, showing off her long, full, smooth, creamy thighs, and low-cut, showing off a lot of her ample cleavage, her breasts jiggling and bouncing as she walked.

Her heels clicked with each step. The sharp heels of her thigh-length latex boots.

Around her neck was a black collar, her hair tied back in a high ponytail. Her make-up was dark, harsh, making her seem almost stern, and she was wearing dark-rimmed glasses.

She’d gone from quiet, shy, timid, to… domineering and intimidating. I felt confused, flustered, shy, and… very turned on.

Lucy walked towards me, strutting, wiggling her hips and ass, tits bouncing up and down. I was frozen.

“Well?”Doctor Wren said. “Aren’t you going to be a good girl and apologise to Lucy? She is the reason you’re here after all. She’s heard about your reformation, how you’ve learnt the error of your ways, how it came from a place of shadow, repressed femininity, of shame and anger, and she is very, very sympathetic.”

Lucy nodded.

“I really am. I understand what it’s like. I really understand what it’s like. We’re all on our own journeys and we all run to our own clocks. I’m just glad you’re finally able to express yourself and accept yourself.”

The words struck me, hard. I’d said such horrible things. I could see it now. I’d acted like such an entitled idiot. The things I said were wrong, the joke completely inappropriate, and yet Lucy was still willing to be forgiving and kind. She was still willing to be sympathetic and compassionate.

“I’m sorry.” I said. “Really. I’m only just beginning to realise how horrible I was and… I know why now, I understand why there was so much anger and shame and so many hard feelings, but it wasn’t okay of me to project them onto you and onto other women. I… I’m really, really sorry.”

Lucy smiled. She stopped just in front of me.

“Such sweet words. That’s a start, but… I heard that you want something, that you need something, and to get it you need to show you’re a good girl, and good girls know that apologies are more than just words.”

I blinked, confused. Lucy’s smile widened.

“Get on your knees, Mackenzie. Convince me you’re really sorry and I might just let you cum.” She said.

“I’d do what she says.” Doctor Wren said. “Lucy, as the offended party, is completely in control of whether you cum or not.”

I blushed, felt my cock throb, my belly flutter. I turned back to the hot redhead, the young trans-woman I’d offended at work, the office junior who’d got me into the situation I was in. My position as an executive put me above her in the hierarchy of the company but in that moment she was in charge of me. I smiled, feeling hot and floaty, giddy, and then… I sank to my knees.
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Looking up at Lucy I felt my head swim and my heart flutter. She was beautiful. More than beautiful, she was sexy, powerful, in charge.

I was pretty, caged, in need of release and she was in charge of my pleasure. I had to show her I was a good girl, that I was sorry, and only when I’d earned her forgiveness would I be allowed to cum.

The whole situation excited me. The dazzling redhead dressed in sexy black latex looking sexier than I could have ever imagined, the woman who had gotten me into the whole situation, the woman who was my junior at work but who in that moment held all the power over me, looming, smiling, her eyes dazzling.

And it was more than that too. I wanted to earn release yes, was desperate to cum, but I also wanted to apologise, to say sorry. I wanted to show that I was genuinely sorry. I wanted Lucy to know I was sorry. I wanted to make it up to her for being a jerk.

I was a different person. I’d changed. In so many ways. I wanted her to know how much I regretted it, wanted to offer her something to make amends. So, I looked up at her, smiling, hoping, turned on, and…

“How can I be a good girl for you.” I said.

Lucy smiled. She wiggled her hips and I watched her tits jiggle.

“You can put that pretty mouth of yours to good use.” She said.

And with that, she began to peel her dress up. I watched, wide eyes, as Lucy revealed the tops of her stocking, her thighs, smooth, plump, her hips, ass, and… her cock.

She wasn’t wearing panties, and her cock, already semi-hard, popped free the moment she lifted her tight dress up over her hips. I watched it sway, throbbing, smooth and beautiful.

I’d never seen another cock up close before but… hers was beautiful. I felt my body thrum with desire, the will to please her, to pleasure her.

“Open wide.” Lucy said. “I want to see how good you are.”

I did as she said, opened my mouth wide, lips wet, plump, and I knew what was coming.

Some part of me resisted, screaming, but it was a quiet part, little more than a whisper now. Louder than that was the part of me that purred, that whimpered yes. It was my feminine, my soft, eager, brazen side, it was my lust and my desire, it was the parts of me I had kept in my shadow and that I had brought out into the light. It was new and hot and willing and…

I opened my mouth.

Lucy smiled, stepped forward, and reached out to grip the hair on the back of my head with one hand. With the other, she gripped the base of her semi-hard, semi-limp cock. She shifted her hips, pulled my head forward, and slipped her prick between my painted lips.

I wrapped my lips tight on instinct, began immediately to suck. I’d had women suck my cock enough times that I knew what felt good and I did my best to emulate that. I sucked, working my tongue, and Lucy’s cock throbbed in my mouth, getting harder as I worked it.

“Fuck that feels good.” She said. “You’re a natural at this. Anyone would think you’d been doing this for years. Have you? Is that your secret? Are you a brazen little cock-sucker on the sly or are you just naturally gifted?”

The words excited me, shamed me. Why? Part of me, my shadow, recoiled at the phrase cock-sucker. To be a cock-sucker was bad, wasn’t it? Yet… why? In that moment I felt amazing, and I wanted more. Why shouldn’t I do things I wanted to that felt good?

Why shouldn’t I suck a beautiful, sexy woman’s cock if it felt good? Why shouldn’t I have fun? It was all just shame, internalised shame, blocks on my psyche. But… I was done with that.

I pulled my head back, let the tip of Lucy’s hardening prick leave my lips with an audible pop.

“It’s… I… I’ve never done this before.” I said, admitting the truth with a mix of excitement and shyness.

Lucy smiled at me.

“Well, you have a gift then. But… don’t stop. I was just beginning to enjoy myself. Put your mouth back on my cock and continue apologising.” She said.

I giggled, blushing, and… I obeyed. I turned my attention back to the spit-wetted cock in front of me and wrapped my lips tight around it. I continued to suck.

I sucked hard, letting my spit pool in my mouth, working my tongue. I felt Lucy’s grip tighten, her hips fucking. I moaned, the noise muffled by the throbbing cock in my mouth.

Sucking Lucy’s cock felt good. Sucking Lucy’s cock felt amazing. I was done with my programming. I’d locked away so much of myself. I’d lost so much potential joy and life. I realised now why I’d always been so miserable, so stressed, so down. Why I’d always been trying so hard to achieve something. I was trying to prove I was something I wasn’t. I was trying to live a life by other people’s definitions. I was trying to be a man.

That wasn’t who I was though. Or at least, the person I’d been living as wasn’t me. It was what I thought I was supposed to be, who I thought I was supposed to be.

There was so much more to me than that though. I was more than that. There was wildness inside me, joy and light and laughter, softness, femininity, sluttiness. There was a cock-sucker inside of me and I was going to embrace that and embody that and I was going to make up for all that lost time, starting with Lucy’s cock.

I sucked harder, working my tongue, and I was rewarded by the throbbing of Lucy’s cock. I felt it swelling, getting fatter, longer, harder. It was growing within my mouth, pressing deeper, and I wanted to see just how hard and long and fat I could get it.

I sucked, working my lips up and down, teasing with my tongue. Lucy thrust her hips forward, fucking deeper, harder, cock engorging until… it was fat, hard, rigid. I could taste the tang of her precum, the tip of her dick pressing at the back of my throat. I pressed down, suppressing the urge to gag and choke.

“Look at you, such a slut. Only a few minutes in and you’ve got my cock as hard as it’s ever been and you’re trying to deep-throat me. I like your enthusiasm, but… for your first time just relax, don’t push too hard. I don’t want you to hurt yourself and deep-throating is a skill that takes time to master.”

I could feel the tip of her cock just barely entering my throat. I wanted more. I wanted all of it. But… I listened to her. I eased back, letting her wet cock slip out from my lips until just the head was in my mouth, sucking it, teasing with my tongue, tasting her precum.

My lips tingled. I focussed on the sensation, moaning in pleasure. I could feel every pulse and twitch of Lucy’s cock, oozing precum. I swallowed, taking her deep again, working my mouth up and down, her hips working, letting her fuck my face.

It was pleasure unlike anything I’d known before. A deep pleasure that was more than physical. A pleasure of the soul, the pleasure of being soft, feminine, sexy, the pleasure of submitting, of giving pleasure to another, of focussing on the pleasure of a beautiful woman. I was happy, happy in a way I’d never been before, and I knew in that moment there was no going back.

Even if it meant staying caged, never cumming, it would be worth it. I wanted to go forwards. I wanted to step into the unknown. I wanted to accept the parts of myself I’d locked in shadow, to embrace my femininity, my inner cock-sucker, and even if I didn’t know quite what it meant I knew it was what I wanted.

It was that acceptance, that truth, that unlocked the real joy and that joy poured out of me as enthusiasm. I sucked harder, drooling, mouth wet, lips buzzing. I felt Lucy’s cock throb, pulsing, oozing, and she fucked her cock in and out of my mouth as she gripped my hair.

I sucked, letting her use me for her pleasure, and, even though it was an apology, I was still enjoying it. She fucked harder, faster, using me, fucking my mouth. Her cock throbbed, pulsing, getting harder, fatter, and then… she thrust.

She held my head down, the tip of her cock pressing barely into my throat, and she came.

She was cumming, hard, spunk shot directly down my throat and I had to swallow to keep from choking, from drowning in cum. I tasted her, swallowing, Lucy cumming over and over and over.

I swallowed, milking her cock with my lips and tongue, and I felt the warmth of her seed in my belly. I moaned, my caged cock throbbing from the thrill of making the redhead cum.

It was only as her climax subsided that I pulled back, letting her softening cock slip from my lips. Cum oozed from her prick, leaving a trail over my tongue and lips. I licked, tasting it.

“Fuck that was good.” Lucy said.

“Was that enough of an apology?” I asked. “Was I… was I a good girl?”

Lucy smiled. She nodded. I felt a spring of hope. Would I be allowed to cum?

“You were a very good girl.” She said.

“Does that mean…”

“Yes.” Doctor Wren said.

Doctor Wren… I had forgotten about my therapist. I blushed, realising I had just sucked Lucy’s cock, made her cum, swallowed it, and Doctor Wren had watched all of it.

I turned to face her, blushing, and… what I saw made me freeze. Doctor Wren was stripped down to her lingerie, stocking and suspenders, her bra, in her heels, looking breathtaking, and… her cock was hard.

Her cock. Her massive, beautiful cock. I felt my belly flutter.

“You’ve been a good girl, Mackenzie, that means you get to cum.” Doctor Wren said. “But I never said how.”

I couldn’t stop staring at her cock.

“On your feet, and bend over my test. I think it’s time I brought your feminine fully out of your shadow the best way I know how…”

Doctor Wren was grinning, her cock throbbing. I giggled, body aching, and… I obeyed.
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I strutted over to the desk, wobbling slightly in my heels but doing my best to look sexy and provocative. I could feel Doctor Wren and Lucy watching me, saw Doctor Wren’s cock twitch.

I smiled, blushing, aware that I was doing that. Her cock was twitching for me, was twitching because I was sexy and pretty, because I was a good girl.

It was almost difficult to accept the reality of the situation, what had happened to me, what was about to happen, but at the same time I knew I couldn’t deny it. I could feel it, see it, even smell it and taste it—as I licked my lips I caught a last tang of Lucy’s cum. I was Mackenzie and… I was about to have my feminity brought fully into the light.

As I reached the desk I bent over, putting my hands down, palms flat, my chest on the smooth surface. I curved my back to lift my ass up, to offer my ass up. I could feel eyes on me, lingering on my smooth legs, stockings, suspender straps. Bent over as I was my skirt had ridden up to flash my ass and panties.

“Such a pretty view. How could anyone resist.” Doctor Wren said.

I heard footsteps, felt her step in behind me, and then… there were hands on my legs, caressing up. The touch was electric. Fingers teased over my ass, squeezing, groping, molesting. I pressed back into it, wiggling. Fingers teased under my panties creeping, and then… I felt a fingertip touch at my hole.

The sensation was bright pleasure, hunger, need. I pressed back, my body craving more of the new feelings. Doctor Wren wiggled her finger, teasing me. I wiggled my hips, spreading my legs wide, offering myself up. My caged cock was throbbing, agony, panties damp from the constant stream of precum.

“Such an eager slut. So wanton and brazen, so pretty, it’s almost like you want me to take you, to fuck you, to fully bring out the woman within you. It’s almost like… like you want me to cum in you and you want me to make you cum.”

“I do.” I said. “I really do. Please. Pretty please… I need it. I’ve been a good girl. Please.”

“You want my cock inside you?” Doctor Wren said.

Her finger teased at my hole, pressing just barely in. I moaned in delight, lust, pleasure, need.

“Yessss…” I hissed.

Her finger pressed just a little deeper. It wiggled, teasing. I worked my hips and ass, trying to get more.

“Please.” I moaned. “Please… fuck me, cum in me, make me a woman, make me cum.”

“Spoken like a true good girl.” Doctor Wren said.

Her finger slipped out of my tight hole and I felt a tug at my panties, pulling them hard to the side to expose me. My hole twitched.

“Look at that. It’s like you’ve inviting me, wiggling your hips and ass like that, offering your tight hole to me. Well, I’m not going to turn down such a delicious offer.” Doctor Wren said.

I was quiet, small breaths, heart racing. There was movement, a long moment, my body thrumming, and then… something cold and wet and viscous splashed over my butt, running down my crack.

The sensation of it made me shiver, oozing over my hole. It was cool, slippery. I knew what it was. Lube.

Doctor Wren was lubing me up, getting me ready, and then… I felt a finger run along my slippery, wet crack.
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The finger slid up and down, pressing just barely into my ass, working the lube in, then slipped away again, teasing. I whimpered, excited by the touch.

Doctor Wren worked, exciting me, fingers slipping up and down, the tip entering me, stretching me, slipping deeper each time before slipping away. Her touch was magical, deft, working me into a frenzy of desire and lust and need. I worked my hips and ass to feel more but she was in control of how much pleasure I was getting and she wanted to tease me, prepare me. It was not about making me cum, about pleasuring me. Not yet.

My hole stretched, first one finger, then two, then three, barely the tip then more, up to the first knuckle, then up to the second. My ass opened. I spread my legs wide.

The feeling of fullness was more than I had ever felt before. Doctor Wren kept working more and more into me, gaping me, making my hole wet and willing. I could feel something inside me, a knot of pleasure, tight, hot, like nothing I’d ever felt before, and Doctor Wren was working it with her fingers, belly fluttering, the knot beginning to unravel.

“Fuckkkkk…”

I moaned, pressed back. Doctor Wren pressed more of her fingers into me, three of them, until… there was no more.

“I think you’re ready.” She said.

And with that she pulled her fingers out, a quick motion, leaving me empty. The feeling was almost crushing. I wanted more, not less. I wanted to feel full again. I wanted…

Something hot, hard, thick slipped along my crack. It was thicker than fingers, harder than fingers. I knew what it was.

Doctor Wren’s cock. Her perfect, beautiful, fat cock. It teased up and down, wetted by the lube, and the tip slid over my hole, pressing barely into me, stretching me.

I moaned, pressed back, wanting it, working my hips to try to capture that perfect cock. Doctor Wren was too quick though. She wanted to tease me. Her cock slipped up and down, working me into a higher state of excitement than I’d ever know. She teased me over and over, each time giving me just a fraction more of her cock before it slipped away.

I was panting, desperate.

“Please.” I whimpered. “Please…”

I had no other words. I needed to cum. I needed cock. I needed to be fucked, needed to be treated like a good girl.

I spread my legs as wide as I could, lifted my ass, and pressed back as Doctor Wren pressed forwards. The tip of her cock pressed at me, entering me, pressure, pain, forcing me wider, stretching me. I was bent over her desk, face down, ass up, and my brain felt like it was going to break.

I could feel her cock press against an inner wall, a tightness. Maybe her cock was too big? The thought that she wouldn’t fit made me want to scream. I needed Doctor Wren to fuck me.

I worked my hips back even as she fucked forwards. Her cock sank deeper, deeper, and then… the pressure became too much. I felt the head of her cock press past the last barrier to my ass, my hole, and her cock sank into me, filling me utterly with one long, slow thrust.

I moaned, her cock pressing the air from my lungs and the sense from my head. Doctor Wren held her cock deep. I could feel it throbbing inside me, pressing on the unravelling knot of pleasure in my gut.

“Fuck you’re tight. I’m not going to last long with how good you feel but I don’t think that’ll be a problem. Given how long you’ve been caged I’m amazed you haven’t cum already.” Doctor Wren said.

I nodded, moaned. I could feel how close I was. I just needed a little more.

“Please… use me. Fuck me. Cum in me.” I muttered.

Doctor Wren did not need to be told twice. She pulled back, easing her cock out of me, then fucked it back in, deep, slamming her hips against my ass.

I moaned again, letting her pound the sense out of me.

I’d had sex before, many times, with many women, but it had never felt so good, so right. I’d never known it could feel so good. I wanted more of it.

As Doctor Wren slammed her cock into my ass I worked my hips and ass, fucking back, riding her prick, clenching my hole to milk every last drop of pleasure from her that I could. Pleasure swelled, throbbing, hot, my caged cock drooling into my panties, my whole body lit up in pleasure, and I felt her thrust deep.

Doctor Wren used me, fucking me, and I lay down on her desk, bent over, ass up, and let her take her pleasure from me. It was liberating, joyful. My body thrummed with bliss. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, each more intense than the last.

I was soft, pretty, sexy, and I was getting fucked. I was a good girl.

I fucked back as Doctor Wren fucked me, my body acting on its own. Her cock worked in and out of my wet hole, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside me with each thrust. I moaned, my voice hoarse with pleasure. I could feel something immense swelling inside me.

“I’m close.” Doctor Wren said. “So fucking close.”

I could feel her cock throbbing, getting fatter, harder. I worked, clenching, milking. I wanted her to cum inside me. I needed her to breed me, to prove to me that I was a good girl. I wanted to embrace the feminine that I’d locked away for so long and this was the best way to do it.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Fuck me hard. Fuck me deep. Cum in me.”

Doctor Wren did just that. She fucked me harder, faster, deeper. Her hips slapped against my ass, the sound of skin against skin. I worked, chasing my pleasure, wanting to give her pleasure. She thrust, deep, and held her cock inside me, filling me.

I could feel it throbbing, pulsing, swelling. I knew it was coming but still, when it hit, when the first blast of her cum erupted inside me, it took me by surprise.

I had not expected it to feel so hot, so thick and good. I felt Doctor Wren cumming, cumming inside me, her cock throbbing, pressing on the knot of pleasure in my ass.

I worked back, grinding, squeezing, clenching, milking. Pleasure swelled in me and then… I was cumming too, cumming harder than I’d ever cum before. My caged cock throbbed, pulsed, drooling cum, Doctor Wren’s cock throbbing in my ass, filling me with her hot spunk, coating my inner walls with the heat of it.

“Fuck…” All I could do was whimper.

Doctor Wren rutted her cock deeper into me. I moaned, pressed back, and let her claim me.

It was like the pleasure was the last key needed. Something in me unlocked and I knew I would never go back to life as it was before.

Yet, even if I didn’t know what the future held, I knew it was going to be brighter. My shadow was not as dark, because I had brought so much of myself, so much joy and love and beauty that was always hidden within me, into the light.

I felt… free.

“Fuck that was amazing.” Doctor Wren said.

“Just watching you two was almost enough to get me hard again.” Lucy said.

I was fuzzy, glowing, basking in the afterglow of my climax. I could feel the warmth of Doctor Wren’s seed in my belly, my ass gaping, her cock softening slowly, cum dripping out of my well fucked hole.

“Was I… was I a good girl?” I asked, fuzzy-headed.

A hand stroked my back, gently, soothing. I almost purred.

“You were the best girl.” Lucy said.

“Ah… not too much praise.” Doctor Wren said, giggling. “After all, we want her to try again, don’t we.”

I giggled at that, blushing.

“I’d be more than willing to try again, whether you said I was the best girl or not.” I said. “That was… amazing.”

Doctor Wren smiled at me as I looked back over my shoulder at her.

“Well in that case you were the bestest girl ever.” She said. “But… I think you can be even better, with practice. Are you willing to practise?”

“That depends on what the practice is.” I said, wiggling my ass for emphasis.

Doctor Wren and Lucy beamed at me.

“Let’s just say it’d be more of you learning how to embrace that wanton adorable femininity of yours.” Doctor Wren said.

“And I’m more than happy to help.” Lucy said.

I smiled at both of them, my body thrumming. It wasn’t a clear answer, but it was enough.

“I’m very willing then.” I said.

And with that, my new life truly began.

THE END
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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...


MAIL ORDER BRIDE
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Michael is eager to meet his bride-to-be, Annabella, for the first time, but he’s nervous too. He’s been keeping secrets and he’s not been entirely honest with her.

When Annabella finds out she isn’t quite as understanding as Michael had hoped. She threatens to leave him and return home, so Michael, desperate, promises he’ll do anything for her. Annabella decides to take Michael up on his offer and sets about transforming him into someone more to her liking.

And in the end, it turns out Michael wasn’t the only one keeping secrets...

Michael is lonely. He’s quit his dead-end city job and moved back home to renovate the house he inherited from his mother when she passed, and though his quality of life has improved significantly he’s still missing one important thing. Someone to share his life with.

But then Michael decides to try internet dating and he stumbles across Annabella on a very expensive website. She’s gorgeous. The only problem is the website is for rich men looking for women to marry. Michael is wealthy thanks to his inheritance, but he’s not sure he’s the kind of rich man Annabella is looking for.

As Michael waits for Annabella’s flight to land he’s left wondering how she’s going to react when she meets the real him. He’s just hoping that she’ll be able to look past the surface and see his heart, feel how much he cares for her.

Annabella’s reaction is not what Michael hoped for. She’s frustrated, annoyed, and, worse, she threatens to leave and go home before they’ve even had a chance to get to know each other. Michael, desperate, promises to do anything if she gives him a chance.

Annabella accepts Michael’s offer and soon begins transforming him into her perfect partner. Michael had worried he wasn’t manly enough for a woman like Annabella, but what Annabella desires is someone soft, pretty, and obedient.

As Annabella takes Michael on a journey of feminization and self-discovery he begins realise Annabella might just be the best thing that ever happened to him. And then he finds out he’s not the only one with a secret...


PARTY FAVOUR
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When Sam is sent off to military school he figures his life as he knows it is over. But a year spent trapped in an all-boys school beats prison, right?

The school isn’t as bad as he feared though, and he even finds there’s a secret underground party every week, a party with girls.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? But then Sam finds out that he’s in charge of hosting a party, and he learns that hosting means being soft, pretty, and feminine…

Sam is despondent. While all his friends from high school are heading off to college, he’s been sent off to military school. He expects the worst from his new school, yet what he finds is something different. He finds a group of young men like him, and soon he finds himself making friends.

Maybe military school isn’t going to be so bad? The only real downside is how boring it is. But then he’s told all about the secret private parties the students hold every Friday night and Sam wonders if maybe it’s not so boring.

But what fun is a party if it’s just boys? Only… it’s not just boys. To Sam’s surprise, the party features girls, and entertainment. He begins to think that maybe military school won’t be so bad.

Only there’s one small snag. Part of the agreement in attending the parties is taking turns hosting them. Sam wants to do his best, doesn’t want to let his new friends down, but he doesn’t realise what he’s let himself in for.

All too soon Sam finds himself being transformed by a fellow classmate, made softer, pretty, more feminine, and then… he learns just how much fun it can be to be the centre of attention.


PAVLOV'S STUDENT
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Damien is at risk of losing his scholarship. He needs to boost his grades and he’s hoping psychology 101 is just what he’s looking for... an easy A.

Desperate, he plans to charm his psychology professor, the handsome, charismatic Professor Wickes. Professor Wickes offers Damien a way to earn extra credit.

Professor Wickes has been looking for someone to help him research the effects of classical conditioning, and he thinks Damien is the perfect guinea pig.

Only the research project has some very interesting methods, and even more interesting results, and Damien ends up with a lot more than an easy A.

Damien is loving college. He’s finally got friends, going to parties, having fun but… his grades are suffering and he’s at risk of losing his scholarship. What he needs is an easy A, but when he signs up to Psychology 101 having heard it’s just what he’s looking for he discovers that the truth is very different.

His teacher, the smart, charming, and handsome Professor Wickes, expects his students to earn their grades. Damien thinks he has a solution. Maybe he can flirt his way to an easy A? But his plan doesn’t go the way Damien is expecting.

Instead, Professor Wickes offers Damien the chance to earn extra credit, and a guaranteed A, by helping him with his private research. Damien figures that while it’s not as easy as flirting his way to an A, it’s still easier than studying, so he agrees.

And then he discovers what the research project entails…

Professor Wickes wants to investigate the effects of positive reinforcement and classical conditioning and he thinks Damien is the perfect subject. Damien soon finds himself on a journey of feminization, self-discovery, and transformation that rewards him not only with the extra credit and A grade he needs, but so much more.

Only what’s to come of Damien once the research ends? Given how interesting the results of the project are maybe there’s the possibility of a follow-up study?
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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