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THE WOKE AGENDA




Daniel has always done what was expected of him. The job. The manners. The small, quiet life. But in the spaces between, he feeds another hunger. Online, under false names, he becomes a monster—spitting venom at strangers, tearing into anyone who dares to be free, feminine, or unashamed. The hate gives him something to feel.

Until someone finds him.

It begins with a message. A threat. The stranger behind the screen knows exactly who he is and what he’s done—and offers him a choice: exposure, or transformation.

What starts as blackmail soon becomes something else entirely. Daniel is drawn into a world of soft edges and hard truths, where each demand strips away another layer of who he thought he was. Makeup. Lingerie. Reflection. A slow unravelling that feels disturbingly like freedom.

The Woke Agenda is a darkly sensual tale of shame, desire, and rebirth—an intimate portrait of a man unmade and remade by the very forces he once despised, until he becomes the person he was always meant to be.

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


One

My fingers couldn’t move across the keyboard fast enough.

I was sitting at my desk after a long day of work at my dreary, dead-end job, in my dimly lit bedroom, the only light the glow of my screen, and I just wanted my fingers to move faster. It was like they couldn’t keep up with my brain.

There was so much I wanted to say, so much I had to say. I could feel it all bottled up inside me, the frustration, anger, the storm of emotions. I just wanted to let it all out. I wanted to pour it all out.

It was like an addiction. I knew I needed to go to bed to sleep so I could be well rested for work the next day but it was like I needed to get one more post out, one more reply. I figured one more reply would help get the feelings and emotions out so I could relax, but as I finished typing and pressed post the relief never came.

It was like an unstoppable force. A tide. A vast sea.

I scrolled down the post, looking at other replies, people agreeing with me, others disagreeing, faceless voices screaming at each other. There was something almost addictive about it.

I read one reply and I felt the swell of emotions again, the desire to reply and tell them they were wrong, how they were wrong, to point out the idiocy of their point of view. I’d promised myself one more but… one more after the one more wouldn’t hurt, would it?

In the end, it was a lot more than one more. I went into the early hours of the morning posting, replying, arguing. Some of that time I spent agreeing with people I knew online, mocking those with different opinions, taking screenshots of some of the ridiculous stuff I saw and putting it up so my friends and I could mock it, joining in with other mocking other screenshots and posts, while at other times a group of us would swarm someone's post or account with negative comments for a laugh, insulting them, mocking them, making fun of their opinions and the things they said, things they posted.

I knew I needed sleep, but there was just something so cathartic about it, about letting it all out, about ripping into some of the idiots out there who refused to see sense, the fools trying to force their crazy way of life onto sane sensible people.

I could see how ridiculous they were, how backwards. There was no way I was going to buy into their crazy delusions. They could think whatever they wanted, but they had no right to tell sensible, sane, normal people they were wrong or how to live their lives.

It was like… it was like waving a red cape in front of a bull. It just made me angry. I was sick of it all, sick of other people and their agendas, the demand to be woke. It was like a mental illness and I wanted no part of it.

Seeing some of the things they said, some of the things they demanded from other people, it was lunacy and I was glad other people saw it too. I wasn’t alone and we had every right to push back, to argue for common sense and decency, to mock and deride their foolish opinions and the outlandish way they wanted to live their lives.

I just couldn’t help it. It was like just seeing how stupid and arrogant and opinionated some people were, the way they insisted everyone buy into their deranged way of thinking, that people accept their mental illnesses as reality, made me angry, made me want to scream at them.

I just couldn’t take it. It was like they were in denial about the way reality worked, about the way the world worked, the way people and society worked. They just couldn’t see sense.

In the beginning, I’d tried to listen, to accept different opinions, but the world had gone mad. I could feel this pit of frustration and anger and more inside of me. Sitting in my room after work, screaming into the void of the internet, was my way of venting that internal feeling, it was my way of relaxing.

True, it wasn’t very relaxing, and I often ended up more stressed and annoyed and frustrated for it, but what else was I meant to do? I wasn’t going to ignore it all and let them win. I was right. I knew I was, I felt it. Why should I let the idiots online win?

So, I spent another night screaming at people, fingers racing across the keyboard, letting it all out, the irritation, the fury, the annoyance, and the frustration. I wasn’t kind or nice. Why should I be? They didn’t deserve kindness or respect. They were delusional idiots trying to force people to accept a warped version of reality and I wasn’t going to let them get away with it.

***

Work the next day was a slog. I was tired after staying up too late but I made it through by downing energy drinks and consuming vast quantities of sugary and salty snacks. I let my brain zone out and just went onto autopilot. It wasn’t like my job was particularly demanding or high-pressure, but I made sure to put in just enough effort that I wouldn’t risk getting noticed.

That pretty much summed my life up really. Never doing anything to risk getting noticed.

I kept my head down at school, never really excelling at anything but also never really drawing attention to myself. I was ordinary, unexceptional, middle of the road. I was never top of the class, never the star athlete, but I was also never made fun of or bullied. I had a few friends and we kept to ourselves.

And then after graduating, it was the same. Some classmates went off to college in different cities, or went into trade school. Some even started their own companies or joined the army, did something different. I went to the local college and played it safe. I took the easy road, the sensible path. I graduated without too much debt and was able to get a pretty generic office job that was low stress, low demand, and that paid my rent. It was easy, comfortable, and safe.

It was like ordinarily I was mild-mannered and easy to get along with. I never really joined in with conversations in the break room at work. I had colleagues I could chat to and joke around with, but we weren’t close. I had a few friends I would go out for drinks with sometimes, and we were closer, could be a bit more open with each other, but there was no one I was close to.

It was just me. Maybe that’s why I would spend so much time online at home, in my bedroom posting and trolling until the early hours. It was my way to let it all out, to vent, so I could function normally day-to-day. It was like my therapy.

So, when I got home after work, I made myself a simple dinner and settled down again. It was like any other night. I had a coffee, food, and I started up my computer to check in with my online friends and to see what was going on. It wasn’t like I had anything better to do.

As I scrolled through the various forums and groups I was a part of I ate my dinner, feeling my anger and frustration rising almost immediately. There were new posts I wanted to respond to, new screenshots of various things friends had shared that I wanted to react to, articles I wanted to read, some that sounded sane and sensible and that I knew I’d agree with, others that I knew would irritate me but I wanted to see just how remarkably dumb the other side was.

But then, as I logged into one of my favourite sites, I noticed a notification icon in the upper corner. I had a friend request along with a message.

I clicked on it, curious. It wasn’t uncommon for people to message me, normally someone responding to something I’d said with toxic comments and hate, which I always enjoyed, since I knew that nothing infuriated people like common sense and a sharp dose of reality, but it was pretty uncommon for me to get a friend request.

Maybe something I’d said spoke to someone? Maybe there was another sane human out there who’d seen what I’d posted and agreed with me. It was always good to connect with like-minded people, sane, sensible, normal people.

The friend request wasn’t a name I recognised. Janus_69. It was fairly innocuous as usernames went so I clicked on the message that came with it, not sure what to expect.

As I began to read though I felt a chill run down my spine.

Greetings Daniel,

They knew my name. My real name. How the fuck did they know my real name?

Was I being doxxed? I’d heard about that, had a few friends who’d doxxed people to make them shut up or to win an argument, but though I’d laughed about it I’d never done it. I didn’t know anyone it had happened to either. I just knew the stories. The fairly chilling stories.

If it’d been doxxed then… I had no idea what could happen, what it meant. I felt my usual frustration tinged with a sense of fear, anxiety.

We’ve been watching you. We’ve been watching you very closely. We’ve been observing you, the way you treat people, the things you say. We’ve been gathering information.

We are not happy with you.

I felt a shiver run up my spine, a sense of almost dread. I had no idea who these people were, what we they were referring to, and I wanted to dismiss it all as empty talk but the fact they had my real name, a name that none of my online friends knew, made it hard to dismiss.

I’d always been careful online, wary about what I said, posted. I’d been even more careful when I’d started to get into arguing and debating with people online. I kept all my troll accounts very separate from my other accounts, and none of them were linked to my real identity in any way.

Or at least that’s what I’d always thought. It was clear I was wrong.

We have plans for you Daniel. We are generous and kind. We are not as cruel as you. We are willing to give you a second chance. We are willing to give you an opportunity to redeem yourself, to earn forgiveness, to repent.

We are going to teach you a lesson. For all the harm you’ve done, all the things you’ve said, all the poisons and toxicity you’ve spread, you are going to have to pay, and we are going to collect payment.

It was starkly ominous, almost threatening. I felt a swell of nervousness, then a surge of rage. How dare they threaten me? I’d not done anything that bad. I’d argued with a few people online, maybe said some mean words and upset a few people’s delicate feelings, but there were worse people out there.

What about all the criminals, the offenders, the creeps online doing real harm. If anything I was one of the good guys, standing up for common sense and decency, traditional values. How about people go after the ones doing real harm, the ones behind the conspiracies and the ones with power? How about they go after the lunatics with their crazy woke agenda, demanding the world become a cosy safe space for people with delusions?

My hands shook as I read, a cocktail of emotions that was hard to process or put into words. I’d spent my whole life being good and decent, average, avoiding attention, my one outlet was online, anonymously, where all I did was talk sense.

So what if some people got hurt feelings? So what if some people left the websites I visited because people were mean to them? If you couldn’t handle proper debate and a few mean words then maybe you shouldn’t be on the internet.

And… if it ever did go a little too far, which maybe it did, it was never me. Not really. I had friends that could be a little extreme sure, but I was fairly mild by comparison.

You will do as we tell you. You will repent. You will be better, learn, improve yourself. You will redeem yourself, or there will be consequences. We have evidence, information. We know all about you, Daniel. We have been watching you for some time.

There is no point resisting. There is no point trying to find us. There is no escape. This is the consequence of your actions catching up to you.

You are not the first and you will not be the last. You are one more human wasting their potential on toxicity, poison, hate, but we have plans for you. You can be better. We will make you better.

In the end, you will thank us.

Janus

I felt my temper flare. Who were they to say any of that? They didn’t know me. They didn’t know anything about me.

Who were they to say I was wasting my potential. And the thought that I was going to give in to their demands, just do what they said because of some vague threats, was ludicrous. The idea that I would even thank them made me want to laugh.

But… I was too angry to laugh.

I deleted the message and blocked the account that had sent me the friend request so they could never contact me again. I knew the person behind it could always make a new account, it was a trick I’d used many times to message people who I disagreed with, so I knew it was pointless, but it still gave me a small amount of satisfaction.

I sat for a moment, heart racing, breathing hard. In my head, under the anger, was… worry. What did they mean by teaching me a lesson? And if they knew my name what else did they know?

My mind raced. Then, I laughed.

It was all probably a prank. A joke played by an online friend who’d found out my real name somehow. The whole thing seemed like something one of them would do.

That had to be it, right? A prank.

The thought put me at ease, but underneath it all, something ticked at the back of my mind. What if it wasn’t a prank?

***

I spent the rest of the night trying to work out who was pulling the prank.

I didn’t want to be too obvious about it because I didn’t want whoever it was to get suspicious about me knowing the truth, but I knew it was one of my online friends. It had to be, right?

Yet as I chatted to them all none of them did anything or said anything in the slightest bit suspicious. No one asked me about my day, my evening, or if anything unusual had happened.

No one seemed eager to hear about the impact their prank had.

Still, I knew it was one of them. There was no other logical explanation. I just had to pay close attention and try to figure out which one I’d let slip enough information for them to find out my real name.

So, while the rest of them got on with the usual activities of arguing online, sharing posts and screenshots to mock, insulting people and trolling the delusional lunatics who kept trying to argue back with us, I spent my time going through old messages, old posts, my internet history.

Had I done something? Said something? Let something slip?

That wasn’t like me. I was careful.

I’d always been careful. It was how I lived. I was cautious, quiet. I kept my head down. I was ordinary, mediocre, and I didn’t even mind. Middle of the road was safe. Being noticed drew attention.

I’d always been careful. I’d always made sure that I was average. It was where I was safe. Just ordinary, boring, unexceptional Daniel. Sure it got a little stale, but an uninteresting life was a secure one.

The only place I ever allowed myself any freedom was online. That was where I got to let it out, but I was safe there. I was anonymous. I hid behind numerous accounts, VPNs, layers of security. I hadn’t been so careful in the beginning, but I’d learned from the people around me.

If I was going to troll and argue with people online as a hobby, if I was going to join the war against the insanity of some people, push back against the woke nonsense people were spouting, their crazy agenda, then I needed to keep myself safe.

It was that sense of anonymity that had really allowed me to have a voice. I’d felt the frustration, the anger, the rage at everything going on for a long time, but I never said anything. I bit my tongue. I remained boring, uninteresting. I didn’t want attention, didn’t want people to notice me.

Being anonymous online though it was… it was powerful. I could say anything I wanted. I could do anything I wanted. Sure I got blocked by a lot of people and I got a lot of hate, I got banned numerous times for things I did or said, but that was all to be expected when you were speaking out against the insane majority rule. I was like a freedom fighter in a war for common sense and decency.

At least, that’s how I saw it.

Now though… I couldn’t help but second-guess myself. The message had unnerved me. And, the more time I spent trying to work out who was pranking me without finding anything, the more concerned I became.

I couldn’t find any evidence that it was a friend pranking me. I couldn’t work out how anyone had my real name. Nothing made sense.

That was when I began to worry it was all real. What if the message was a genuine threat? What if there really were going to be consequences.

I couldn’t settle into my usual routine so I made excuses and logged off. I wanted to sleep but was too stressed. I lay down and tried to calm myself.

It was probably just a threat. Nothing would come of it. It wasn’t like I hadn’t sent messages like that to people and I’d never really intended anyone any harm. It was all done to scare people, to spook them, to make them quit the internet or…

I laughed at that.

If it wasn’t a friend pranking me it was probably just someone trying to scare me. Someone had just found out my name, which admittedly did spook me a bit, and was trying to scare me off the internet, to try to deter me from posting.

Well, I wasn’t going to give up that easily. I could spend a little time trying to work out who it was, lay low for a little while, and then come back. I wasn’t going to let some dumb woke kid with a crazy ideology beat me.

With that in mind, I felt myself relax a little. It was probably nothing, just a scare tactic. I wasn’t going to be scared though. I wasn’t going to give in. Nothing was going to happen so I just had it ride it out.

Right?


Two

I spent most of the next day fretting about the message I’d received. I’d checked my various accounts to see if I’d gotten any more messages during the night but there was, thankfully, no more. Part of me was relieved at that, but another part was anxious.

What if they really were planning something? What if they were just biding their time?

Part of me found the silence almost ominous, more threatening than direct threats, but I did what I could to put it out of my mind. I got ready for work and headed out and tried my best to get on with the rest of my day.

It was hard to concentrate at first. I’d keep checking my various accounts on my phone, not quite able to give my job my full attention, but as time passed without additional messages I began to relax a little. I began to convince myself it really was just empty threats, or a prank. Nothing bad was going to happen. It was just empty words meant to scare me.

By the end of the day, I’d almost forgotten about the message, the threat. Almost but not quite. As I left work, a little late because I’d struggled to finish everything I needed to, I could feel a pang of anxiety.

I checked my phone again, flicking through my various accounts. No unusual messages. Just updates from various friends. No more threats.

Maybe there wouldn’t be any more? Maybe I could just forget about it?

Yet with that, I realised I couldn’t forget about it. Someone had threatened me. Even if it was an empty threat or just a prank I couldn’t forget about that. I couldn’t forgive that.

I felt a swell of emotions harden around the fear and the anxiety. I felt anger, resentment, fury. I wasn’t going to forget about it. I wasn’t going to let it go. I was going to remember and I was going to get revenge.

As I travelled home I thought about how I could go about that. I’d need to find the people responsible. I had ideas on where to start. If they’d found me I knew I could find them. They had to have left tracks somewhere, right?

By the time I arrived home, I already had a few ideas about where to start, what I could do. I was feeling more confident than ever and the fear had almost fully subsided. I reached my floor of my apartment building, headed down the corridor towards my front door, but then… I paused when I saw a plain box sitting outside my front door.

It wasn’t large, but it wasn’t small either. I hadn’t ordered anything, wasn’t expecting anything, so the sight of it unnerved me. Maybe it had been delivered to the wrong door though?

I approached slowly, a chill running along my spine. The box was sealed with brown tape and on the top was my name but…

There was no address. There was no postage on the box. Just my name. It had been hand-delivered. Whoever had sent me the box had delivered it themselves. They had been to my apartment.

The fear and anxiety came surging back. Without thinking I grabbed the box and headed into my apartment, not sure what I was expecting to find, but certain I didn’t want my neighbours to suspect anything.

Once I was inside I was left with one question. Do I open the box or not?

***

I decided opening the box was a risk I was willing to take but I took precautions. I didn’t know what was inside, but I figured whoever had delivered it was also the same person who’d sent me the message the night before. It was too much of a coincidence to be unrelated.

So, with the words ‘This is the consequences of your actions catching up to you’ in mind, I cut the tape keeping the box closed with a knife and I opened the top slowly, cautiously.

Nothing happened.

I felt a swell of relief. The box hadn’t been too heavy, so I wasn’t that worried about what had been in it, but I knew that more than a few dangerous and harmful things were light, plus there was the risk of one of my friends playing a prank on me. None of my fear materialised though. The box just sat there, inert, waiting. I moved closer, opened the box fully, then looked inside.

There were layers of pink packing paper and on top, a folded slip of paper.

I picked up the note, opened it, and read the printed text.

Daniel,

This is the start of your redemption. Inside you will find everything you need to begin. You are to follow the instructions below to the letter.

Failure to complete your assigned task by midnight tonight will result in details of your online activities being sent to your friends, co-workers, and family. This is the activity from all of your accounts and contains a history of your vile comments, bullying, and harassment.

If you have any doubt about the sincerity of our threat please look at the enclosed folder of evidence. This is but a small part of the substantial collection we have on you.

I paused, heart racing. The threat was real. They were serious. They knew where I lived and they’d been to my front door, had delivered the package personally. Yet, they couldn’t really have that much evidence on me, could they? I’d been so careful. I’d followed all the various instructions from my friends about covering my digital footprint. There was no way they could know about what I’d been doing online.

They might know some, but… they couldn’t know all of it, could they? The worst stuff I save for only certain accounts, the ones with the tightest security. They couldn’t know about the really bad stuff, could they?

With shaking hands, I reached out to the box and rummaged for a moment before finding a small paper folder. I opened it and pulled out various sheets of paper with text and images and screen-captures printed on them. My heart sank.

It wasn’t an idle threat. They knew everything. In the folder were the details of all my accounts, evidence of the very worst things I’d said or done online. Seeing it printed made my gut turn cold.

It was one thing to do and say all that online, while I was anonymous, but it was another thing entirely to have physical evidence of it all in my hands. A dread weight settled. Someone knew about all of it, had evidence of all of it, and they knew who I was, where I lived.

If they knew where I lived and knew so much about my online life then there was a very good chance they knew about my friends, my work, my family. If any of them ever saw any of the evidence in the folder I knew it would forever change the way they felt about me, and there was even a good chance I could lose my job.

I felt the anxiety worsen. I turned back to the note, aware of just how serious my situation was, and read on. I felt my heart sinking as I read the instructions in the note.

“They can’t be serious.” I said, voice shaking.

I read the note again a second time, then a third time. There was no room for misinterpretation. They were pretty clear with their instructions. I put the note down and turned to the box, pulled out the layers of pink paper to uncover the contents.

There was a box of hair removal cream along with a razor and shaving cream, a few toiletries, and beside them… the panties and the pantihose. I was supposed to shave myself. I was supposed to wear the panties and the pantihose.

And I had to provide proof.

I stood for a moment considering my options. Then, slowly, I took a deep breath, and exhaled a sign. What choice did I have?

***

I stripped off and stood in the bathroom, staring at myself in the mirror. I hated how I looked.

I’d always been too skinny and scrawny. Too thin. It was why I’d never felt confident or comfortable in the real world, was why I’d always felt more comfortable online.

When I’d been younger I’d been like all the other boys my age but when puberty hit all that had changed. The other boys had all sprouted, grown taller, hairier, broader, stronger. They’d developed chiselled features, become handsome young men, while I’d barely changed.

I’d remained the same, had remained awkward and uncomfortable in my skin, constantly aware of how I was different, always struggling to feel like I fit in, trying desperately to be one of the guys.

For years I’d clung to the hope that I was a late bloomer, that things would get better when I got older, but eventually I’d given up on that hope and I’d accepted the reality. I was just not like other men. I wasn’t going to be tall and broad and handsome. I was doomed to be drab, boring, forgettable.

I resented it. I hated it. I felt bitter and angry at my fate, felt loathing toward myself and my body, despised seeing myself naked. It was the reason I’d never really had a girlfriend, why I was so reclusive. I stared at myself and I could feel all those hard, bitter, difficult emotions surging.

I felt them raging like a furnace and I projected them outwards, the way I always did. I didn’t want to feel them or face them so I sent them outwards, to the person who was threatening me. I hated the person doing this to me.

Why were they punishing me? I’d not done anything that bad and hadn’t I suffered enough? I was just trying to make the world see common sense, was just making a stand for public decency. Despite everything I had to put up with I’d always tried to live a decent life, a good life, had always tried to be productive, meanwhile, other people acted as though the world owed them something, as though they were special and needed special treatment.

No one had ever treated me as special.

Sure I’d been a bit mean and cruel at times, but it was just how the internet was. People knew that. If people were going to force their opinions down other’s throats then they had to expect some backlash. That was just normal.

Why was I being singled out for retribution? It wasn’t fair. None of it was fair. Life was just… cruel.

Yet I knew I had no choice. I’d been told what I had to do and unless I wanted my family, friends, and co-workers to find out about my online activities then I had to go along with it. So, I picked up the hair removal cream and I got started.

It was all simple enough. The instructions were clear and I’d read them several times.

I applied the cream to my legs and body, smearing it over my skin with the applicator that came in the kit, putting it everywhere except my most sensitive areas, then let it sit for the allotted time. The smell of it was strong and astringent, sharp. Once the timer on my phone went off I set the shower running then stepped beneath the flow.

The water rinsed off the cream, the thin coat of it sloughing off like old skin, and it revealed smooth, pristine, flawless flesh.

I was hairless. I was utterly hairless. I was soft and smooth and I felt my heart racing.

I felt a surge of emotions that were so intense they almost stung. I pushed them away and turned my attention to finishing the job. I grabbed the razor and started to shave, applying the shaving cream to my cock, balls, and along my ass crack. Everywhere else I’d used the hair removal cream.

I was careful while shaving, not wanting to cut myself, but it didn’t take too long. For the first time in my life, I was almost glad I’d never had much body hair.

Once I’d shaved I soaped myself up with the shower gel from the box, one designed according to the packaging to moisturise skin and keep it soft. The moment I began to lather it up I noticed the scent. Sweet musk, floral, slightly fruity. It was definitely feminine.

I hated it. I despised it. Yet I had to admit that it really did make my skin feel good. As I washed myself clean I noticed how smooth and silky my body felt. How sensitive it was.

Without hair, I could feel things I’d never felt before. Even the water on my skin from the shower felt like a caress. It was almost pleasant, in a way, but I pushed that thought away quickly.

Only women shaved their legs and bodies. Not men. What I was being forced to do was wrong.

I hated it. I could feel the bitter core of emotions rising in me, something hard and brittle, anger, rage. When I found out who was doing this to me I was going to make them suffer.

***

Once I was out of the shower I dried off, then finally applied the moisturiser that had come in the box. It was soothing and delicate on my skin and applying it made my belly flutter.

I refuse to acknowledge the pleasure of it though. It was wrong. It was all wrong. I was too angry to feel anything except my anger.

When I was finally done and the cream had soaked into my skin I turned my attention to the final step of my instructions… the panties and pantihose.

I had to wear them. I had to wear them and provide a photo, and I had to keep them on. I felt a shiver run up my spine.

It was one thing to wear them and provide a photo, but to be forced to wear them all the time was something else, but the instructions had been very clear. I needed to provide evidence I was wearing them whenever asked, and they were going to be asking often. They were very clear they were going to test and check my obedience.

I had wondered about trying to avoid the instruction. Maybe I could just carry the panties and pantihose in my bag and change when I needed to, but that had even more risks. What if someone caught me changing, or looked in my bag.

Not once in my life had anyone actually looked at my underwear under my clothes. I could wear them and take a quick snapshot when asked. That would be easy. Having to take panties and pantihose out of my bag, get undressed and changed, was far more complex and would increase my chances of getting caught.

It was easier, and safer, to just follow the instructions, but… wearing panties and pantihose under my clothes in public was just… it was humiliating, shameful, wrong. But that was why they were doing it. They were punishing me. They wanted to shame and humiliate me.

I was still for a moment, then, resigned, I forced myself to dress.

I slipped the panties on first. The fabric was silky, smooth, soft, sensual. They were so much smaller than my normal underwear, so delicate, silk and lace, black, a tiny scrap of fabric.

As I pulled them up my legs I felt my skin prickle. If I’d had any hair left it would have been standing on end. I pulled them up and into place and the way they cupped me, my cock, balls, ass, was tight, confining, thrilling. There was something almost… intimate about the way they felt, unignorable, confining. I could feel my heart racing, skin buzzing as though my nervous system were alive with electricity.

After the panties, I picked up the pantihose. They were black silk, sheer, like gossamer. I’d never felt anything like them before.

I’d seen pantihose, but never touched them. There was something almost erotic about them. I slipped one foot in, then the other. I felt my cheeks blush.

I began to pull them up. They were tight around my calves, thighs. Tight like a second skin, hugging me. I could feel my belly fluttering, cock throbbing. It was almost… exciting.

I tugged them up and into place, sealing them over my panties, the black silk making my smooth legs look even smoother. As I looked down at myself it was almost like looking down at a girl. Something about that made sparks go off in the back of my head.

I hated it though. I hated every moment of it. I could feel myself raging, struggling, an inner landscape full of turmoil and conflict. I pushed the feelings down, refusing to let the punishment get to me.

Finally done I turned to face the mirror, not wanting to but aware I had to. What I saw shocked me.

I had assumed I was going to look stupid, foolish, ugly. I always hated my reflection, felt I looked drab and boring and plain, but in that moment, for a fleeting second, I felt my heart skip.

I didn’t hate how I looked. I kind of liked it.

I looked almost pretty, soft and feminine. My body was smooth, in panties and pantihose.

I looked… almost good. Kind of sexy, soft, trim and petite. I felt a swell of emotions but I didn’t want to feel them. I wanted to feel angry. Anger was safe. I was angry at whoever was making me go through all this. I was angry at the world.

My expression turned to a glare and I felt a hardness in my chest. I didn’t want to like how I looked, didn’t want to like how it felt to be smooth, in panties and pantihose. It was wrong.

I had one last thing to do. The photo. The proof.

I had instructions for that too. I grabbed the marker pan I’d brought into the bathroom and wrote several of my various usernames on my belly, then I grabbed my phone and pointed it at the mirror.

I was careful not to show my face, blocking it with my phone. I shifted slightly, wanting not to look too foolish, and I tried to find a pose where I looked… kind of good. I knew it was a punishment but if I looked good then that was one less thing to be humiliated by. Or was it?

I was a guy, after all, a man. I wasn’t supposed to look good in panties and pantihose. I wasn’t supposed to look pretty shaved smooth.

But I did. I couldn’t deny that I did. Had I looked ugly and weird it would have been one thing, humiliating sure, but to look good in it all… that was a special kind of torture.

Still, I had to take the photo, send proof, so I snapped several images. I chose the one I hated the least and, pausing for just a moment, sent it to the number I’d been given. I could feel my heart racing.

It took only a moment before my phone sounded a message alert. I checked it.

Well done Daniel, your secrets are safe with us, for now. Just make sure you keep behaving like a good girl.

I felt anger. They’d called me a good girl. I wanted to smash my phone into the wall.

They were going to make me keep wearing panties and pantihose, keep punishing me. Who knew how far they were going to go.

I needed to find out who they were and stop them, get my own back.

In the meantime, I could just play along, pretend like they were winning. When I found out who they really were I was going to make them pay.

I smiled at that thought, my anger almost comforting, suppressing all the other emotions and feelings. Then my phone sounded again.

Oh, and we wanted to say, you look good. You’re quite pretty. You could definitely pose a little better, but given how new you are to this, you look lovely. Put in a little more effort and you could be quite stunning.

I stared at the screen of my phone, cheeks burning. They were complimenting me, telling me I was pretty. I wanted to be angry, furious, but inside I felt something different.

I’d never been complimented before. I… liked it.


Three

The next day was a special kind of torture. I wore the panties and pantihose as instructed, kept them on all day, and it was a good job I did too because I got several messages throughout the day demanding proof.

Each time I was given thirty minutes to take a photo and send it. It was normally plenty of time for me to get to the bathroom at work, get a cubicle, and snap a photo to send.

I’d stand and wait, making sure my proof was acceptable, and each time I’d get a message back complimenting me, flattering me. They would call me a good girl, and tell me I was pretty, or hot.

I hated it. I hated the words they used. Hated how they made me feel. And, worse, I hated myself for almost enjoying it.

I’d never been complimented before, had never been told I was good-looking. I was always overlooked, never really seen or noticed, but now I was being told I was hot, cute, pretty, even sexy. Part of me liked it, enjoyed it. I hated that part.

I could feel a core of emotions bubbling but I refused to acknowledge them. It was all wrong. It was everything I’d railed against online. It was degenerate, perverted, dirty. I felt ashamed.

I knew it was all part of the punishment, their attempt to brainwash me and corrupt me, their way of making me feel bad for the things I’d said and done, but I refused to give in. I wasn’t going to let them win.

The night before, before going to bed, I’d done a little research on the message I’d received. I wanted to see if anyone else had gone through anything similar or had gotten any other messages like it before.

I asked friends cautiously about the message, about their experiences. I asked them about their friends, asked the wider network of people I knew. I made sure to keep it vague, but I had to give away a few details as hooks just in case someone else had gone through anything similar. I wanted to find someone who could help me though.

There was nothing. No scrap of information. No one knew anything. That was until someone messaged me. A friend of a friend of a friend. Someone whose name I knew but who I didn’t know personally.

They’d seen my questions on one of the message boards we all hung out on, one of the private spaces where we could gossip and joke and strategise, and something about it rang a bell for them. They had a friend who’d gotten messages like I was describing, or rather they used to have a friend…

A few months before they’d known someone in our circle of internet vigilantes and trolls who’d gotten some weird threatening messages out of the blue from someone who knew a lot of personal information about him. The friend had been panicked and had reached out for help.

He’d not been willing to go into specifics about the messages and what those threatening him wanted, but he’d sounded desperate, had wanted his friends to help him work out who was doing it and how to stop them.

I felt a swell of hope. I wasn’t the first one to go through it. I wasn’t alone.

I asked him how they’d stopped them, how they’d managed to end the threat.

The reply I got made my heart sink.

They didn’t get them to stop, or at least they had no idea how or even if he’d made them stop. He just disappeared. He stopped logging in one day and hadn’t been seen since.

Was that the end goal of the messages? Did they want me to stop doing what I was doing? Was it all an elaborate punishment meant to humiliate and shame me and make me give in? Were they going to force me to vanish too? To disappear off the internet, assassinate my online presence?

If that was their plan then how many people had they gotten to already? If I let them beat me how many more people would they get to? They were taking out the voice of sanity and reason and good moral sense one person at a time. It was a coordinated attack to silence all of us.

Yet… I couldn’t talk about it. Not in detail.

I knew enough not to trust anyone online. I wasn’t going to share personal information with anyone I knew, and I certainly wasn’t going to go into detail about what they’d said to me or what they were making me do.

Instead, I kept it vague. I asked people to keep their ears and eyes open for me, to let me know if they heard or saw anything. I didn’t want to let on that I was being attacked because I didn’t want anyone to know that I’d left myself open to it.

It was my mistake to allow them to find my personal information. I didn’t want my friends to know how weak and foolish I’d been so I kept most of the details to myself, but still, they all offered to let me know if they found anything out. I just had to hope that whoever was behind it all had left some trace of their tracks.

If I could find them I could attack them back, I could make them pay, and I could put a stop to it all once and for all. I could make sure that the woke agenda didn’t win.

Yet, in the moment, that didn’t help me. I was still stuck in panties, pantihose, constantly reminded of how smooth and soft and delicate I was. It didn’t help that my body was more sensitive.

Shaved as I was everything felt more intense, so the silk and satin and lace of the panties and pantihose were like constant caresses, tight and constrictive, squeezing and almost groping me. It left me flustered, embarrassed, and slightly aroused, which made it very difficult to concentrate. I got very little work done.

Between checking my phone to see if there were any new messages from friends, any new leads on finding out who was threatening and blackmailing me, and having to take photos of me in the girly underwear as proof, I was left constantly distracted. By the end of the day, I felt frazzled, head spinning, so I left a little early.

I’d have to catch up tomorrow, force myself to focus and work twice as hard. If I kept letting the panties and the pantihose and the treats distract me then I’d end up losing my job, and they really would have won.

I wonder if this had been what it was like for the person who’d vanished from the internet. Had they just given in because it was easier, because they couldn’t cope with it all and the toll it was taking on their real life? Could I do that? Just give in?

I shook my head. As I made my way home I made my mind up. I was going to resist. I was going to fight.

Tomorrow would be better. I was strong enough to cope. I wasn’t going to let them humiliate me, beat me. I was going to resist.

And then, when I was midway between work and home, I got another message demanding proof. I had thirty minutes. It was going to be close. I began to panic.

***

I made it with minutes to spare. I’d had to run from the bus stop and I’d arrived home sweating, gasping for breath. I dashed in, barely noticing the box sat on my doorstep, and snapped a photo of me in my hallway with the door closed behind me.

It was nothing special, just a shot of my panties and pantihose with my trousers pulled slightly down. I didn’t have time to pose or take more than one photo.

I snapped one image, then sent it. I waited.

There was a longer delay than normal. I felt a threat of fear. I thought I’d made it on time but… what if I was wrong? What if I was late, or if the photo wasn’t good enough?

I’d made some effort with the others, to ensure the proof was accepted, but with the one I’d just sent, I’d snapped one image and then sent it, not really caring. Now though I felt anxious.

Were they even then in that moment releasing all the information they held on me to my family, friends, co-workers? Was my life as I knew it over? The resolve I’d felt on the way home began to crumble and then…

Just in time Daniel. We were worried you were going to miss our deadline but you just made it. However, the image is very low quality. We expect you to improve, not regress. We want you to look pretty for us, to pose for us. Next time do better.

I felt a swell of relief. I’d made it. The ‘do better’ part though was slightly ominous.

My phone pinged again, alerting me to another message,

Fortunately for you, tonight’s task should help you improve. A chance to develop those skills of posing and photographing yourself. We look forward to seeing what you create for us. And remember, you can either obey or have everything we’ve gathered about your online activities published.

I felt my heart skip. Task? In my rush to take the photo, I’d left the box on my doorstep and forgotten about it.

I turned back and opened the front door, saw the plain box still sitting there, my name on it, no address. It had been hand delivered again. That gave me a thought.

Maybe I could film my front door? Set up a camera and film it to see if I could catch the person delivering the box. Maybe that would help me work out who was doing this to me.

It was more of a plan than I’d had before so I made mental notes on how to go about it. I had old phones I could use and a few tools lying around. It wouldn’t be too hard.

I could do that before heading to bed. First though… I needed to look in the box and get on with whatever stupid task I’d been set. I needed to keep the people threatening me happy and avoid raising suspicions.

I hated that I had to do what they were saying, but I felt better about it now I had an idea of something I could do to begin escaping their clutches.

***

I was not expecting what I found in the box.

I’d figured it would be more panties, pantihose, and in that, I was correct at least.

There were more panties, more pantihose, but that wasn’t all. There was other underwear too, other lingerie.

The box contained stockings, suspenders, bras, and even heels. There was makeup too, various colours and items I had no name for, things I recognised like lipstick, mascara, and eyeliner. There were brushes, sponges, and other items.

Plus… there was a wig. A wig of bright platinum-blonde hair, wavy. It looked very realistic and I imagined it must have been expensive.

That was one of the things that really worried me. The whole box must have cost a lot. Whoever had that kind of money to throw away on some dumb threat intended to scare someone was clearly not someone to take lightly. Whoever was threatening me, blackmailing me, had considerable resources. Not only had they gathered a lot of information on me, found out who I was, but they had money to spend on… underwear and various other things too.

I could feel my heart racing, belly fluttering. I felt slightly sick, felt angry.

I looked into the box and, in the corner, saw a note. I picked it up, unfolded it, and read my instructions, the sinking feeling getting worse.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh. I didn’t really have a choice though.

If I didn’t want to be exposed I had to go along with it all. Yet, under the shame, the humiliation, the rage, I felt hope. I had a plan now. I could do the task and then set up the camera. That would at least, hopefully, get me one step closer to escaping the clutches of whoever it was that was blackmailing me.

With that in mind, I looked back to the box.

“Guess I need to get ready then.” I said, quietly.

I was resigned, but I was not defeated.

I picked up the box and headed through to my bedroom to begin the task of getting ready.

The first step was to get changed. I stripped naked, slipping off my work clothes and my pantihose, my panties, then I got dressed.

The instructions were very specific. I was to wear a matching set of lingerie, which meant panties, bra, stockings, and suspenders.

I picked a black set, the least ostentatious set, avoiding the hyper-feminine pink one or the ultra-sexy red one. Still, though the feel and the look of the scraps of fabric sent a shiver down my spine.

I’d seen women wear lingerie like it in porn or in magazines but never in person. I’d never had a girlfriend, had never had anyone wear something so sexual for me before. Now, my first time touching lingerie was going to be with me wearing it.

It felt wrong, like an insult, a mockery, but I knew I couldn’t refuse, not unless I wanted to face the consequences. So, I picked up the stockings and I slipped them on.

The silk of them was sheer, tight, hugging my calves and thighs as I pulled them up. The tops were decorated with lace. Once the stockings were on I fitted the suspender belt, wrapping it around my waist, then adjusting the straps before attaching them to my stocking tops—a process that was fiddly but not too difficult.

Then I slipped on the panties, tugging them up over my smooth, stocking-clad legs, the fabric cupping my cock beneath a tiny scrap of fabric while the back slipped into the crack of my ass, leaving much of my butt exposed. Last came the bra.

After that, I sat down and readied myself to do my best attempt at makeup.

The note had given me a few video tutorials to try, a minimal but sultry look, and though it was indeed very simple, it was more difficult than I had thought and it took me several attempts and almost an hour before I was happy with the final result.

I applied eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, then a blend of shadow and highlight, before finally adding lipstick. Once the makeup was on I picked up the wig, which I fitted to my natural hair with a series of clips. I took a moment to style it before I was satisfied.

I was almost ready. The last detail was my heels. Black high heels. Stilettos.

I’d never worn anything like them before. They were a perfect fit, which unnerved me. The person or people who were threatening me clearly knew a lot about me.

I tottered for a moment with them on. It was harder to stand and move in them than I had imagined. The way they shifted my posture, my gait, the way they forced me to stand was… strange.

I moved to the mirror to look at myself before taking on my task, wanting to see how foolish I looked, but when I stepped in front of the mirror I felt a shock. I looked… good.

I looked really good.

With the lingerie on, in heels, my body looked… soft, feminine, sexy.

I’d always been slim, slight, petite, and I’d always hated it. Yet in the sexy underwear, it seemed right. My body looked good. The suspenders and stockings made my legs look long, full, my hips almost wide, and in the tiny panties, my ass looked juicy.

The bra had slight padding in it, giving me just barely there tits, and my waist, already flat and trim, looked svelte. All of that while the heels made me stand and move in a way that was brazen and provocative. I smiled, blushing.

Yet my body was the least of it. My face was… was pretty, almost beautiful. I felt something in me swell, something brittle and delicate and vulnerable. I smiled.

As I stared at my reflection I shifted, posing, unable to take my gaze off my reflection. I was stunning. I looked like a girl. Like a hot girl.

I giggled, not quite sure what it was I was feeling. It was so strange. Yet, I couldn’t spend too long worrying about it. I had a task to be getting on with.

***

I downloaded the application to my phone and set it up on my desk so it had a clear shot of my room. I set a playlist going, songs I knew I could dance to, then entered the details according to the note.

I joined a room with several other anonymous users already in it. I was the only one with their camera on. The camera that could see me dressed up in lingerie, heels, with makeup and a wig on.

Yet I felt comforted by the fact that I was almost unrecognisable. If I’d seen a picture of me I’d have thought it was a cute girl, a fact that was soothing in one way, but humiliating and shameful in another.

What did it say about me that it took so little to turn me into a convincing girl?

Hello Dani. A user wrote in the chatroom. Are you ready to perform for us?

I nodded, not daring to speak. I knew they were watching me, waiting. I hated them but at the same time, there were other emotions, warm, fluttering emotions that were unfamiliar. I tried not to pay them any attention. I clung to my anger like a life raft.

I shifted, turned to set my music playing, and then… I began to dance.

My task was simple enough. Dance. Perform like a girl for them using the application they’d told me to install on my phone. Dress up in lingerie, heels, makeup, a wig, and then dance.

I was to perform for them. I hated it, hated them, but I put up with it because I had a plan now. I was going to video my front door to find out who was delivering the boxes. I was going to get my own back. To do that though I needed to avoid raising suspicions.

So, I danced. I danced hard, fast, doing my best to look sexy, to perform.

I could see myself on my phone. The image was small and grainy, so it looked just like a video of a hot girl dancing, performing like a stripper. The sight of her excited me, dressed in heels and lingerie, her moves sultry, shy, slightly awkward.

As I let the music flow through me I began to loosen up, and as I loosened up the girl’s movements became more sensual, more sexual. My excitement grew.

I could feel my heart racing.

You’re hot. One of the viewers said.

Who knew you’d make such a sexy girl. Said another.

More compliments came. I hated them and relished them at the same time. My head was spinning. It was like being drunk.

I danced harder, faster, moving my hips and ass, posing in ways that were daring and bold. I watched the girl on my screen and knowing that I was her, that she was me, did things to me. Things I didn’t want to admit.

I began to feel almost… good. I’d never felt that comfortable in my body, that at ease in my skin, but watching my screen, feeling smooth, soft, in lingerie, heels, makeup, a wig, it was like I was someone else, someone hot. I began to slip into the fantasy of it and I felt my cock getting hard.

It was like there was something wrong with me but I couldn’t stop it, couldn’t help it. The compliments kept coming, telling me how cute I was, how sexy, how hot, and I kept dancing. I felt my heart racing. It was like I could feel something rewriting my brain, corrupting me. I tried to resist but in the moment the lure of it was too strong.

I felt my cock throb and my body thrummed with pleasure, lust, excitement. I felt my anger fade, replaced with something warm and soft and… pleasant.

Finally, the last song came to an end and I stopped dancing. I could still feel my heart racing. I was trembling.

Well done Dani. You were exceptional. We always knew you could perform but not even the most optimistic of us expected such a rapid transformation. You’ve exceeded our wildest dreams. We’re going to expect great things from you.

I felt my cheeks blush. I felt a storm of emotions and feelings. It was all too much. My attention was fixated on my hard, throbbing cock. Had they noticed? I felt shame, desire, lust, excitement, and more.

We'll be in contact soon.

And then, one by one, the anonymous users left the room. I quit out last, was left alone in my room, turned on, dressed pretty. I felt hot.

I stood still for a moment then turned slightly to look into the mirror, saw Dani, the pretty girl. She was hot.

Without thinking I shifted, posing. The way she moved was alluring, sensual, brazen. It turned me on. Knowing I was her, that I was so hot turned me on even more.

Without thinking I began to touch myself, caressing my body. I let my hands roam over smooth, sensitive skin, teasing my flesh through the silk and lace and satin of the lingerie. I moaned, whimpered.

I felt amazing.

One hand slipped lower, to my cock, caressing my hardness through the thin cloth of my panties. I’d never felt anything so erotic or stimulating. My cock got harder.

I watched the girl in the mirror, my shame and embarrassment and anger forgotten. All I felt was lust, excitement, desire, pleasure.

I teased my cock, working my hand, writing, moaning in delight. I felt pleasure surge, brighter than anything I’d felt before.

I was close. I was really close.

I’d only just begun and I was so close. Dare I cum? What would that mean?

I stroked my cock through the fabric of my panties and I felt it throb, hardening. I couldn’t stop.

I thrust my hips, moaning, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before, cumming into my panties. The pleasure was so intense I couldn’t breathe. I almost collapsed.

I came over and over and over again, filling my panties with spunk, watching my reflection. Only when the pleasure began to subside did my sense start to return and with it my shame

What had I done?

“Fuck.” I said.

I needed to stop whatever was happening to me, stop what those threatening me were doing to me before it was too late. I needed to set up a camera to film my front door before I did something terrible.


Four

The following day was worse than the one before. After the night before, dressing up in lingerie, heels, makeup, a wig, it was like something had shifted in my brain, like something had snapped.

I couldn’t get the images of Dani out of my head. The girl in the mirror. The girl on the screen. The hot, slim, pretty blonde dancing, looking sexy and brazen.

I’d never had a girl in my room, a woman in my room, let alone one dressed in lingerie, heels, dancing. But the truth was I was that woman, I had been that woman. The images in my head were of me.

I couldn’t help but recall how it felt, the sensations, the emotions, and the worst part was most of it was pleasant.

I remembered the rage and the humiliation and the shame in the beginning, the feeling of frustration and guilt and so much more, but the truth was that as the evening had progressed the negative feelings and emotions had faded into the background.

Seeing myself like that, feeling soft, attractive, hot, had been a revelation. I never felt hot as a man. I was aware I was too small, too slim, too plain. I was never going to be handsome and buff like other men.

I hated it. It was a major source of frustration and anger, a source of stress and discontentment. Yet as a girl, a woman, as Dani, I’d been hot. More than hot, I’d been sexy.

In the beginning, the feelings had been confusing, but as I’d danced, watching myself, I’d begun to almost enjoy it. I’d been excited by the sight of myself, a sense of arousal and joy.

All the comments in the chat, all the flattery, it had gotten into my head. I’d gotten carried away. After the performance was done, after I’d completed my task, I’d been so turned on I hadn’t been able to think clearly.

The moment I’d quit out of the application I’d begun touching myself. It had felt amazing. I could still remember how it felt, how sensual and erotic it had been. I’d never felt anything like it before. The touch through the lingerie, on my smooth body, was sensitive and arousing, exciting.

I’d been so turned on I hadn’t been able to think clearly. I’d just wanted pleasure, to feel good, to feel sexy.

I’d cum quickly, hard, the pleasure overwhelming. Afterwards though…

Afterwards, it was hard. There was a tide of emotions. The shame returned, stronger than ever, and the humiliation. I hated what I was being made to do, hated how it felt, but worst of all I hated myself for the way I’d responded.

I hated myself for the way it had all felt. I hated myself for giving in to it all. I hated myself for the fact that even after all of it I couldn’t get it out of my head.

I felt angry, furious, at what was being done to me. It wasn’t right. It was wrong. It was disgusting. I was…

I couldn’t stop my mind from racing. And, worst of all, I still had to spend the next day dressed in panties and pantihose, wearing them under my normal clothes. I had to spend the whole day smooth, soft, in feminine underwear, feeling their sensual caress while the memories of the night before played through my head.

I was angry, humiliated, full of shame, but more than that… part of me still wanted more. Part of me remembered the night before fondly, eagerly, craved more pleasure, craved the sight and the feel of Dani. It was like I was broken, defective, and it just made me angrier at the people who were threatening me.

But, thankfully, I had a plan.

I’d set up a camera to film my front door and if there was another package, I’d have an image of the person who was doing it all.

***

I arrived home later than usual. Between the lack of focus thanks to the underwear I was wearing and the memories that kept playing in my head, and the constant messages asking for proof that I was still wearing the panties and pantihose as instructed, I’d gotten little work done, so I’d stayed late to try and make sure my day wasn’t a complete waste of time.

Despite the threats and the messages and everything that was going on I still had deadlines to meet and work to do. I couldn’t just stop.

Maybe it would be easier just to give in, to ask the people blackmailing me what it would take to make them stop? Maybe then I could get my life back?

But… then they’d just move on to someone else, ruin someone else’s life. I had to resist, stay strong. The thought of catching them on video motivated me to keep going.

When I arrived home the sight of another box on my doorstep made me smile. Just like the others it had my name on it but no address. My smile widened and I looked up to the corner where I’d hidden my old phone. It was still there.

I’d caught them.

Without hesitating I grabbed the box and snatched my phone from its hiding place and headed into my apartment. The first thing I did was connect my old phone to my computer to download the day's footage.

It was set up to record only movement, so there wasn’t too much footage to go through. My apartment was at the end of the corridor so not many neighbours had to pass my front door to get to theirs. I flicked through the first few hours, not interested, and then paused when someone approached my front door with a box in hand.

I had them!

I’d caught someone delivering the box to my door and I had a pretty good shot of them.

I watched as the person, a woman, young, quite pretty, walked past my door then came back, stopping in front of my door.

She had red hair, pale skin, and was dressed simply. She looked nervous as she stood outside my door, looking up and down the corridor, clearly looking to check if she was being observed. She didn’t see the camera though.

I smiled at that. I’d hidden it well.

I took several captures of her face, trying to get a range of angles. She was dressed in loose, baggy clothes so I had no idea what her body was like or if she had any tattoos or other identifying features, but at least I had a good shot of her face.

I was puzzled though. I didn’t know her. Had never seen her before, a fact I was certain of because as pretty as she was I knew I’d remember her. So, why was she targeting me? Why was she going out of her way to punish me?

I’d never done anything to her so what was she targetting me?

I could work that out when I worked out who she was. I was just happy to have somewhere to start. Having a photo of the person blackmailing me would help me work out who they were and once I knew who they were I could figure out how to stop them.

I sent a quick flurry of messages out to friends, contacts, attaching several photos of the woman who’d delivered the box, asking if anyone recognised her. I didn’t put in any information about why I wanted to know though. I didn’t want people to know what was happening to me.

I was struggling enough with it all as it was, the shame, the humiliation. I wanted to keep it a secret from my contacts because if they found out… I knew they’d never understand, that I’d never be able to get over it.

I waited for a few minutes for replies. I got a couple from people who were online but they didn’t know anything about her and had no idea who she was. Other people I knew would take longer to reply so I logged off.

I needed to avoid arousing suspicion so I finally turned my attention to the box that had been delivered. Part of me didn’t want to face it, didn’t want to see what was inside.

There was part of me that was hesitating more than ever before and it wasn’t fear. Or rather, it wasn’t fear of what was in the box. I knew I could handle anything they could throw at me. I was tough, resilient. I had a photo of them now so I felt less powerless. I knew I could get my own back, could stop them.

It wasn’t the people threatening me or the content of the box that scared me. I was scared of myself. I was scared of what was inside me. I was scared of what had happened the night before, how it had felt, what I’d done. I was scared of the memories inside me, the feelings I was having.

Had I been disgusted and angry, I could have coped easily. But it was more than that. There was part of me that was excited to see what was in the box. Part of me wanted to see what happened next.

That was the part that scared me. The part of me that was excited for what was in the box.

There was nothing good in the box. It was all wrong, sick, a punishment. So… why did I want it?

I felt my anger grow worse and I clung to that feeling. My anger would keep me safe.

I knew I needed to open the box and get on with whatever it was I’d been set as a task so I took a deep breath and then tore the box open.

***

My hands were shaking.

“FUCK!”

It was all I could think to say.

The box was mostly empty, but on top of the now familiar pink packing paper, there’d been a note and a folder. I’d picked up the folder, curious.

The last one had contained all the evidence my blackmailers had gathered on me so I wondered what the new one would contain. I was not ready for what I saw.

Photos of me. Photos of me in the lingerie, wig, makeup, heels. Photos of me touching myself, cumming. Photos of me undressing.

I could feel my head spinning, heart racing.

I’d expected them to capture images from my task but had been okay with that. With the wig, lingerie, and makeup on I didn’t look like myself, so I’d been happy that no one would recognise me. However, the images of me undressing afterwards made it clear that it was me in the lingerie. There were clear images of me taking the wig off, taking off my makeup, all while still dressed in the lingerie.

The proof was undeniable.

And, worst of all, there were the images of me masturbating, cumming, clearly showing I was enjoying it all. I was fucked.

I’d not even thought about the application spying on me. I’d been too caught up in the feelings and emotions, too distracted. I’d just wanted to get it all over with. I’d fucked up and now I was in serious trouble.

Aware that there was nothing I could do now to fix the issue I turned my attention to the note, and as I read I felt a storm of emotions. Part of me felt dread, while another part, a part I loathed was almost excited.

***

I got changed into the outfit they’d provided. More lingerie, stockings and suspenders, panties, a padded bra, all white, innocent, virginal. Then I slipped on the white heels before finally putting on the cute white dress, short and slim-fitted, low cut. It was not the kind of outfit anyone would wear in public.

The dress was so low cut my bra was visible, with tiny thin straps, and so short that just standing still meant my stocking tops, suspender straps, and even a peek of my exposed ass was visible. It was… slutty.

I hated it, yet at the same time, I loved it. I hated that I loved it.

After dressing I did my makeup again, following a new video tutorial I was given. The makeup was heavier, sluttier. Finally there came my wig, platinum blonde, long, wavy.

I moved to look at myself in the mirror and the moment I saw myself I felt the familiar surge of emotions and feelings. I couldn’t help but smile. I was Dani.

I was a hot girl, a pretty blonde, a sexy, slutty woman dressed cute and innocent. The contrast of the white clothing and lingerie with the brazen makeup was dazzling, and standing there, shifting, posing, I couldn’t stop staring at my face, my body.

I could feel my heart rate increase. My ass was peeking out under my dress, barely covered by my tiny panties, and the stocking and suspender straps made my thighs look full, my legs long. With my heels on I looked undeniably flirty.

Yet, getting dressed was only the beginning. As I thought about the rest of my task I felt a raging storm of emotions. Could I really do it?

I didn’t really have a choice. It was do as I was told or give in, admit they’d beaten me, surrender, beg for them to release me. I wasn’t ready for that. Now I had the photo of the woman who’d delivered the box I was close to beating them. I couldn’t give up, not now I was so close.

I would go through with it. I wouldn’t let them beat me.

So, I set my phone up and, steadying my nerves, set the application going and joined the room I’d been told to join. The same anonymous users were sitting there waiting for me.

At least this time I knew my phone was spying on me.

Hello again Dani. A user typed. We’ve all been looking forward to seeing you again. You’ve left quite the impression on us after last night’s show. We’re all really looking forward to seeing what you do for us tonight.

I felt a surge of emotions. Anger, frustration, fear, but also… excitement, joy, desire. Part of me was enjoying it all, was excited for what was to come. Part of me liked that there were anonymous people complimenting me, eager to watch me perform. The flattery felt good.

Are you ready to be a good girl for us,, Dani? Another user asked.

I just nodded. I didn’t dare speak.

I could feel the sense slipping out of my head. I felt shy, flustered.

Then begin. Said another. Show us what a good slut you are.

I felt my cheeks turn pink. I turned and looked back to my bed, stepped towards it. My gaze settled on the items laid out waiting for me, the bottle of lube from the box, and the life-like fake cock.

I was going to have to fuck myself on camera. I was going to have to perform like a pornstar and fuck myself on camera, like a slutty girl.

I hated it. I loved it. I hated that I loved it.

I put the thoughts of the camera out of my head and focussed on the feelings in my body. I felt sensual, pretty, sexy. I had to do this. I wasn’t going to be beaten, so… why not in the moment enjoy it. It wasn’t like I wanted to do it, so why not get what pleasure I could out of it?

I smiled at that. If I refused to let them shame me, humiliate me, then they weren’t punishing me. If I enjoyed it, found pleasure in it, then they weren’t winning.

So, I embraced Dani. I embraced the excitement, the desire, the hotness. I embraced the femininity and the wanton lust. I embraced all of it instead of pushing it away, rejecting it, suppressing it, and I felt it blossom. I felt as though something in me was unleashed.

I felt my movements shift, felt my heart flutter, felt an aching throb. I strutted to the bed and, blushing, crawled up and on, flashing my ass at the camera. It was like something had taken me over, something was in control of me. I smiled, giggled.

I was going to show them that I would not be beaten.

I reached out and picked up the fake cock, shifted into a sitting position, legs spread, facing the camera. With my other hand, I opened the lube and poured a thick dollop of the viscous clear liquid over it, worked it slick with my hand. Then, on a whim, I lowered my hand to between my legs.

I pulled my panties to the side and I smeared lube around my ass.

The sensation was bright and intense, more pleasure than I had expected. My ass was smooth, soft, and the way I looked, the clothes, the lingerie, the makeup, and the wig, made me feel pretty, sexy, slutty.

I worked my fingers around my hole, teasing, making my ass wet, slick. I could just about see the screen of my phone, the hot girl touching herself, legs spread. That was me.

I felt… it was like a dream. Like the hottest dream I’d ever had.

I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t stop. Something was taking me over.

With the fake cock lubed up, my hole slick, I shifted to press the tip at my entrance. I held it there, teasing for a moment, the head just barely entering me. I worked it, heart beating hard, breathing ragged.

I moaned. I actually moaned. The sound was hot, desperate. I was so turned on.

I couldn’t resist. I wanted more. I pressed the fake cock against my hole and, working my hips, I forced it in.

There was a moment of pressure, a hint of pain, but my ass and the cock were so slick there was little resistance. It was like my ass was eager, willing, ravenous. It was like… like I wanted to get fucked.

I giggled again as the cock fucked into me. I felt my ass open.

I was fucking myself. I was actually fucking myself, on camera, while people watched, dressed like a hot girl. Yet… in the moment I felt no shame, no embarrassment. I just felt sexy, full of lust and pleasure.

I eased the cock out slightly then pressed it in deeper, fucking myself, making myself moan. I repeated that, over and over, the cock sinking deeper each time. I couldn’t help but whimper in pleasure. I’d never felt anything like it.

I spread my legs as wide as they would go and I began to really fuck myself, fucking the fake cock in and out of my tight ass. It felt… amazing.

I forgot about the camera, the blackmail, the threats. I no longer cared. I forgot about Daniel.

I was Dani, a pretty girl, fucking herself. I worked the cock in and out of my ass, each thrust teasing over a knot of pleasure inside me. It was brighter and hotter than anything I’d felt before and I wanted more.

I kept working, began to work my hips and ass in time, almost riding the cock.

What would it be like to get fucked? To ride a cock?

I began to imagine I was getting fucked, that I was being claimed like a slut, a pretty girl, her hole full of cock. The image burned itself into my mind.

I felt the pleasure swell.

“Fuck… fuck yes. Fuck…”

I was almost babbling, gibberish from the pleasure. I could feel the cock fucking in and out of my ass, teasing over the knot of pleasure, bright fireworks going off in my brain.

It was like my mind was being rewritten by the pleasure, like I was being corrupted by it. I didn’t care. I just wanted more.

In that moment there was no shame, no anger, no confusion, just pleasure, lust, desire. I was… happy.

I fucked myself harder, faster, chasing the pleasure, working my hips and ass. My hole clenched down on the cock, milking it for pleasure. I thrust it deep, and then… I felt my cock throb.

I felt my whole body tense, shudder, bright pleasure. I forced myself down onto the fake cock, taking it deep, and I came, hard.

I came over and over and over, filling my panties with cum. I came on the fake cock, a climax unlike any I’d experienced before. I’d never even touched my cock. I’d cum only from fucking my ass and it had been the most incredible experience of my life. I’d cum like a girl, like a slut, and the pleasure was… addictive.


Five

I woke the next morning feeling frazzled and confused. I still couldn’t quite get over what I’d done the night before.

I’d fucked my ass with a toy. I’d made myself cum by just playing with my ass. I’d dressed up like a girl, had played the role of Dani, and had fucked myself in the ass on camera until I’d cum.

And worse, I’d enjoyed it. There was no denying it. I could still almost feel the bright, hot, addictive pleasure of it all.

Dressing up, being pretty, feeling sexy and cute and hot, it felt amazing. I was so used to feeling plain, boring, drab. I’d gotten used to the idea that I was, at best, unexceptional. I knew I was never going to be handsome or dashing, that I was never going to be like other men, so I’d just assumed I was always going to be unattractive.

Now though I knew I could be hot. I knew I could be sexy. It was just… nothing like what I’d always expected or assumed.

I was a hot woman, a sexy girl. I could be attractive if I wanted. I just needed to dress feminine. I could feel the internal struggle, the battle raging within me.

The pleasure of the night before was practically corrupting me. I could feel Dani eroding my sense of self, the newfound pleasure of looking hot, the praise and compliment, the feeling of being smooth, the sensual caress of lingerie, the way I felt in makeup, with my wig on, it was making part of me rage.

And on top of it all was the newfound knowledge of how good it felt to play with my ass. How good it felt to fuck my ass with a toy. How good it felt to cum from just fucking my ass.

What did that mean? I’d always assumed I was a straight man. It’s how I’d been raised, who I’d been told I was, who I’d thought I had to be, but… was I?

I could feel part of me getting stronger, longing to express itself, but at the same time, I could feel another part of me battling against it, forcing it to stay repressed. I was full of shame, embarrassment, sadness. I hated those feelings. They felt awful.

But then there was my anger. My old, familiar, safe anger. I clung onto that. I let my anger, my frustration, my rage fill me. I projected my feelings outward in a way that felt safe and comfortable.

This was all the fault of the people who’d been threatening me, blackmailing me, forcing me to dress up. They were confusing me, messing with my head and my emotions. It wasn’t me. It wasn’t my fault.

It was all them. And I had an image of one of them now. If I could find that person I could track them down and hurt them to get back at them for what they were doing to me. I could punish them. It wasn’t my fault. There was nothing wrong with me.

It was all them.

That train of thought felt better to me than the others that had been running through my head so I clung tightly to it, held it close. I could use that anger. I could use it to stay motivated. I was going to find those who’d messed with my life, my head, my emotions, and I was going to get revenge.

But first… I had to find out who they were.

The first thing I did was check my messages. I’d put out feelers the night before to see if anyone had any idea who the woman who’d delivered my package was. Maybe she was someone who had crossed paths with me or one of my friends before. Maybe she was someone we’d argued with online or trolled. It was highly possible since we all spent a lot of time arguing and trolling and irritating people online.

Yet there was nothing. There were a few replies but no one knew anything. She was a ghost.

I was going to have to try harder. I was going to have to search wider. First though I was going to have to go to work.

I slipped on a clean pair of panties and pantihose, trying my best to hate the way they felt but failing, then dressed in my normal clothes before heading out. I could feel the sensual caress of the feminine underwear, my smooth skin. I could feel my ass, still slightly sore from the night before, almost more sensitive, as though it had awoken to the kind of pleasure I could feel.

I forced myself to calm and then… headed out for the day.

***

The day passed slowly, agony.

Before wearing the underwear, having to provide proof at irregular intervals, had been an onerous task, but now there was almost something pleasant in it. The newly awoken part of me, the part that I’d come to think of as Dani, was enjoying it, the feel of panties and pantihose, the sensual caress, the thrill of being smooth and feminine under my ordinary clothes.

That part loved being forced to show off, the compliments I got, being told I looked cute. That was the part of me that wanted to pose, show off, take cute photos for proof. It was exhausting having to battle that side of me, having to force Dani down, repressing the desire for more.

I forced myself to take functional photos only, never showing off. Over the last couple of days, I realised I’d become more and more comfortable in front of the camera, had enjoyed the compliments so had shown off more. It had been slow and subtle but now I realised it had been a gradual corruption.

I’d started to pose and show off in the photos, had almost started to enjoy them. I put a stop to that. I forced that side of me down, focused on my anger, and took only the photos that I needed to for proof. Yet, even with my anger as armour, I could still feel the urge to be pretty and feminine and cute. I could still feel the urge to be sexy.

What was wrong with me?

I struggled to concentrate at work. I could feel the underwear, the panties, the pantihose, the smooth skin, and I couldn’t stop thinking about the night before, how it had felt. On top of that, I had to keep battling with myself, forcing Dani to stay in the back of my mind.

I hated it, hated the confusion, the feelings, the shame. I fixated on my anger but at times even that wasn’t enough.

And then, towards the end of the day, I got a message. I opened my phone, hoping it was from a contact or a friend with information about the woman who’d delivered the box to my door, but it wasn’t.

Daniel, you are doing so well! You are progressing so much faster than we anticipated. After last night we have decided you are ready for the next stage. Congratulations!

I wanted to throw my phone against the wall, but I knew I couldn’t.

You are not to go home after work today. You are to come and meet us. We expect you at 6pm sharp. Don’t be late. Failure to show up will result in consequences.

That word, consequences, sent a shiver up my spine. As though to emphasise their point the message was followed up by two images, one of me dressed up in lingerie, dancing, and the other of me on the bed, legs spread, the toy cock deep in my ass.

I knew the threat they were making. I didn’t have any choice but to do what they wanted. Yet, despite that, part of me, the part I thought of as Dani, was almost… excited.

***

I arrived at the address just before six. I stood outside and looked the building over.

It was an apartment block just like the others around it, unexceptional and plain. From the front, it was clear there were multiple apartments inside. I’d been told to go to apartment 216.

I paced up and down to pass the time, not wanting to be early. Around me rush hour traffic bustled. I wondered what awaited me, what was in store for me.

I was nervous, filled with a sense of dread, but at the same time, part of me was eager, excited. I could feel part of me buzzing at the thought of more pleasure like I’d experienced the night before. My mind was filled with images, fantasies, daydreams. I tried to force them away but with each one I dismissed several more would spring forth. It was like battling a hydra.

I wondered who was waiting for me inside 216. Was it the woman who’d delivered the package to my door?

I had heard no more about her. No one knew anything. She was a complete mystery. Who was she and why was she targeting me?

Maybe I would find out? Maybe I could plead my case and get them to leave me alone?

I could feel Dani getting stronger the longer it all went on. Maybe I needed to quit now before Dani became too strong, before she took over. Maybe I should just give in?

I was stubborn though. If I gave in, let them win, then they would just move on to someone else. I had to stay strong, be resilient. I couldn’t surrender. But if I didn’t give in then… what was going to happen to me?

And why did the thought of finding out excite me?

The images that ran through my head sent chills through me, spiking my shame, my anger, my lust. I felt dizzy from it all, and then, before I knew it, it was almost time.

I took a deep breath and headed into the building, heading up to the second floor and heading along corridors to find apartment 216.

By the time I found the door my heart was racing, my breath shallow. My hands were shaking slightly. I lifted my right hand and made a loose fist, knocked. The sound was hollow.

I waited for only a moment before there was the sound of footsteps, the lock inside turning, and then… the door opened.

The woman from the video greeted me. Her skin was pale, freckled, and her long red hair hung in loose curls. Her eyes were a dazzling pale green. She was unnervingly pretty and she looked almost… nervous?

“Come in.” She said.

Her voice was soft, alluring. I wanted to be furious at her but it was hard. She was cute, pretty, slim and petite. She was dressed in cut-off shorts, fishnets, with a loose vest, barefoot. Her demure demeanour was disarming.

She stepped back and gestured for me to enter. I paused for only a moment then stepped through the door. I heard it swing closed behind me, heard the click of the lock.

“Follow me.” She said.

She stepped past me and let me through to the living room, gestured to the sofa.

“Would you like a drink?” She said. “Tea, coffee, something stronger?”

“Water.” I managed to croak.

I felt oddly nervous.

It was nothing like I’d expected. There was just the one person, the woman who’d delivered the box to my door, and she looked almost as nervous as I was.

“I’m going to make some tea for me. You sure you just want water?” She said.

I nodded.

I watched, silent, as she headed through to the open-plan kitchen at the other end of the room. I watched as the redhead made tea, fetched me water. She headed back and handed me a glass, sat down with her mug of tea.

There was a moment of quiet.

“I… can I ask… who are you?” I said.

The redhead blushed, looking flustered and nervous.

“I’m so sorry!” She said. “I forget to introduce myself. I’m Rose. I’m… well, I’m here as an agent of Janus. I’ll be the one looking after you tonight.”

I shifted, feeling a swell of anger. So it was her that had been blackmailing me.

“So you’re the one who sent me those messages?” I said, almost spitting my words.

Rose shook her head, smiling softly.

“No. I’m not in charge of that. I’m… I’m new to the project so my duties are still small. Just delivering packages and stuff. This is… tonight is my first major assignment.”

I felt the anger fade slightly. She wasn’t the one in charge, but she was still responsible in some small way. It was Rose who’d been dropping the boxes off at my door.

“Have you… have you seen… I mean… there’s been…”

I couldn’t bring myself to say it. I felt myself blush, cheeks hot. Rose looked even more flustered than I felt, biting her bottom lip. She was really cute.

“You’re asking if I saw your performances?” Rose asked.

I felt the heat in my cheeks grow. I could only nod.

Rose giggled. She nodded.

“I did. I… you’re really pretty. I enjoyed watching you. I’m sort of looking forward to tonight and my assignment with you.” She said.

I was still for a moment.

“What… what is the assignment?” I said.

Rose looked at me, her smile almost a smirk.

“It’s probably easier just to show you.” She said. “Do you want to follow me?”

I was quiet, still. I stared at her. She was cute and the way she’d talked to me it was almost like she was flirting with me. Still, she was one of the group that was blackmailing me, threatening me. I couldn’t give in even if she was hot.

“Do I have a choice?” I asked.

Rose was still for a moment.

“Always.” She said. “You always have a choice. I’m not going to force you, but… if you say no you are aware of the consequences.”

I was still. The images, the videos, the evidence. If I said no all that would be leaked to my friends, my family, my co-workers.

The thought of all of it coming out, the things I’d done and said, the people I’d harassed… I knew people would be shocked, perhaps even horrified, but then to have the images and video of me as Dani leaked along with it… I felt a surge of emotions.

All the things I’d done and said, the way I’d treated people, and then to be made to do exactly the things I’d always fought against. What would people say? How would they react? I’d be an outcast in every way. I couldn’t face it. I could feel the shame and the humiliation rise up. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me.

“I… I can’t… people can’t find out.” I said.

Rose was quiet.

“I know why you’re here.” She said. “I know what you did, the things you’ve said. I’ve seen everything Janus has on you.”

I felt exposed. It was one thing to say those things anonymously on the internet, but to face someone knowing they had seen that side of me, that my online persona was known…

I felt shame more intense than any I’d felt before. But why? Didn’t I believe in what I was doing, what I said?

I felt dizzy, sick. Inside me, there was a storm.

“Do you know why you treat people the way you do?” Rose said. “Do you know why you’re so angry and aggressive? Why do you attack people just for being themselves? Why are you so opposed to other people finding happiness? They’re not harming you. They just want to live. So why do you spend so much time and energy trying to make them miserable, trying to convince them that there’s something wrong with them?”

I was still. Silent. Her words hung over me like judgment. I felt more exposed than I’d ever felt. My mind was blank.

“I… I don’t know.” I said. “I just… it just seems right. People need to see sense and I just… it’s the right thing to do.”

“Then why do you put so much energy into hiding who you are? In staying anonymous? You say so much online but in person… do your friends, your family, your co-workers know your opinions, how you feel about people?”

I was silent. It was true. I was very vocal online, then I was anonymous, but in real life, I was quiet, withdrawn, and kept to myself. I shook my head.

“I think I understand.” Rose said.

I stared at her. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t have any words.

“You are at war with yourself. I can see it. We can all see it. You feel something inside you, gnawing, and you hate that feeling so you project it outwards at the world. There is something inside you that fills you with shame and you try to hide it, force it away. Yet you can’t, not really. It’s always there, always clawing at the back of your mind, and when you see other people living the life that you’ve forbidden yourself from living you feel overcome with emotions and feelings that you despise, so you get angry and you attack them. You are riddled with shame and confusion and self-hate, but… there’s a better way.”

I could feel my heart racing.

“We at Janus understand you. We are here to change you. The life you’ve been living is one of anger and poison, but we can help you change, can help you find something better.”

I stared at Rose. I shook my head even though I wasn’t sure what I was shaking it at.

“How… I mean… I… why are you saying all that.”

Rose’s smile widened.

“I know you because I know myself. Trust me when I say I understand. Now, do you want to come with me? I promise you, if you let go and just stop fighting it, everything will feel so much better.” She said.

Rose stood and faced me. She offered me her hand.

“Will you come with me?” She said.

I looked up at her, beautiful and alluring, soft, pretty. I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting but it wasn’t the hot redhead, speaking softly to me, making me doubt everything I’d believed.

What she’d said dug at the core of me. I felt things I didn’t want to feel and I was tired of fighting it. Maybe I could give in, just once, just for one night. Maybe… maybe what she was saying had some truth in it.

And, at the end of the day, it was do what she wanted or I was going to be exposed. With that in mind I gave myself permission to give in, to surrender, fully, for one night. Maybe there was something better out there, and maybe Rose would help me find it.

***

Rose led me to her bedroom and told me to strip. She smiled as she said it but the tone of her voice made it clear it was a command.

I did as she said, blushing, squirming. I’d never been naked around a woman before. I stripped down to my panties and pantihose, but Rose made it clear that everything had to come off.

I obeyed, and once I was naked she handed me a new set of lingerie to put on. Pink panties and a matching padded bra, pink fishnet stockings, and a pink suspender belt.

They were far more brazen and sexual than anything I’d worn before. The panties were tiny, the bra skimpy, and the whole outfit fit into one hand there was so little fabric to it.

Yet, I still put it on, willingly, almost eagerly. I could feel Dani get excited at just the sight of it. I pulled the stockings on first, the fishnets caressing my smooth legs, then pulled on the suspenders before slipping on the panties and the bra.

After that Rose helped me with my makeup, refusing to let me look into a mirror. She spent a while applying eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, lipstick. Shades of lurid pink, hints of black. She added highlights and shadows to my face. It felt thrilling to have her so close.

Staring into her eyes made my belly flutter. I’d never been so close to a woman before, her hands on me, let alone a woman as pretty as she was. The way she looked at me, touched me, made my head spin.

After the makeup, she fitted me with a wig, pink hair, long and wavy, like something out of a cartoon or a porn movie. She clipped it to my natural hair so it felt almost real.

Finally, she fitted me with the finishing touches. Pink high-heels and a pink collar.

The heels fit perfectly, higher than anything I’d worn before, sexual, like stripper shoes, and the collar… it was pink leather with a silver clasp at the back. Just seeing it sent a shiver down my spine. I wanted to refuse but as Rose moved towards me I felt something clawing in the back of my head, desperate to wear it.

“You want this?” She said.

She waited, the silence demanding an answer. I wanted to say no, wanted to refuse, but… that would have been a lie. I wanted it. I needed it.

I looked up at the hot redhead and nodded.

“Please.” I said.

“You’ll do what I say tonight? You’ll be a good girl? You allow yourself the chance to experience what life could be like if you just stop fighting?”

I nodded.

“Let go of the fear, the shame, the anger. Allow yourself the chance to enjoy who you really are. There is no judgment here. There is no shame. You can be free. You can have fun. You can be a good girl.”

I felt my belly flutter, my cock throbbing. Her words seeped into my brain, alluring and seductive. I nodded again. I felt Dani taking over, allowed her to take over. I gave myself permission to have one evening, to surrender to it, and in that moment I experienced a joy and a bliss like nothing I’d felt before.

The shame fell away, the anger fell away, and I experienced something better.

“Please.” I said again.

Rose’s smile widened, and then… she fitted me with the collar.


Six

The pink leather was snug, tight, confining, but something about it sealing closed around my neck felt almost right. It was an outward sign of my acceptance, my acquiescence, my obedience. In that moment I was giving in. I’d stopped fighting. I could just… enjoy myself.

And the truth was that it was fun. Being pretty, being cute, being hot, was fun. I felt a sense of joy I’d never felt before. I felt good in my body.

I knew it was a paradox. I was a man, and yet I felt good about being feminine. Being shaved, in lingerie, in stockings and suspenders, a bra, panties, looking beautiful, made me happy.

Over the last few days, I’d fought so hard against it. I had resisted, struggled, refused to give in. I had denied all the things I’d felt, experienced shame, humiliation, embarrassment, anger, even sadness. Yet, I had refused to allow myself to feel the core emotion.

Joy.

Being pretty made me happy. Being sexy made me happy. Being soft and feminine, in panties, smooth, feminine, provoked joy in me.

In that moment, with the collar on, I accepted it all, embraced it all, and I stopped fighting. I smiled, looking up at Rose, and I felt something in my head almost click, as though a lock were being undone or some long-buried mechanism were snapping into its right place.

“You look cute with it on.” Rose said.

Her words were soft, kind, affectionate. I blushed, head spinning.

“Would you like to see?” She asked.

I could only nod. Rose offered me her hand and helped me to my feet. She led me to the full-length mirror at the back of her bedroom door.

I hadn’t yet seen myself. I could look down and see my body, smooth and soft, clad in pink lingerie, and just the sight of it thrilled me, but I hadn’t seen my face, hadn’t seen how I looked with my collar on, my pink wig on.

As I stepped out in front of the mirror I felt a tremble of fear. Part of me didn’t want to see yet it was not the same as before. There wasn’t resistance, or refusal, it was a cold sense of dread. What if I wasn’t pretty? What if I just looked like a man dressed in underwear?

I hated that idea. I didn’t want to see a man in pink lingerie. I realised… I wanted to see a girl. I wanted to see a woman. In that moment I wanted to look into the mirror and see a beautiful, sexy, hot woman.

“Go on.” Rose said, gently encouraging me with a hand on my back.

It was like she could feel my hesitation. I smiled at her, stepped forward, and looked at my reflection. I felt my heart swell and if I hadn’t been so scared about ruining my makeup I would have cried.

I was beautiful. I was utterly beautiful.

My pink hair flowed down around my face, framing it, and cascaded around my shoulders. My makeup was flawless, perfect, so much more refined and polished than the makeup I’d done before.

I’d thought I’d looked pretty then, with my makeup on, but I realised now that if I got better, practised, then I could look incredible. My eyes were big and bright and dazzling, eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, and my lips looked full and pouty and wet.

In my heels, I stood tall and proud, legs long, ass round, shoulders back making my padded bra stick out. If I exercised, worked on my glutes, toned my waist, and maybe put a little meat on my thighs I’d look even sexier, but what about my chest. I felt thoughts spin out. What would it be like to have real tits?

In the lingerie, the heels, collared, I looked like a hot actress out of a porn movie, at once both cute and brazen, innocent and sexy. It made my belly flutter and my head spin. I smiled widely, happily, overcome with emotion.

“Can you see it?” Rose asked.

I stared into the mirror. My smile fell. I was confused. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be seeing.

“I… I don’t know.” I said.

Rose moved in to stand beside me. She looked at me in the mirror.

“Look at yourself, look hard. Can you see?” She said.

I stared at my reflection, not sure what I was supposed to be seeing. I tried hard to see what Rose wanted me to see but there was nothing.

“I just see… me.” I said, voice soft, nervous.

Rose smiled.

“But what you do you see?” She said. “Tell me what you see when you look at yourself.”

I froze. I knew in that moment what she meant.

“I see a girl.” I said. “A pretty girl.”

Rose nodded.

“And do you like what you see? How does it make you feel?”

I blushed.

“Yes, I do.” I said. “I like it a lot, and… it makes me happy. I feel good.”

Rose’s smile widened.

“Exactly.” She said. “Which is why you’re here. We’ve been watching you. We know you. The way you feel, the confusion, the anger, the projection, all of it. You’ve been living a lie Dani and we’re here to help you discover the truth. We’re here to make you better. You just have to embrace it. Shed the shame, the fear, and the anger. Embrace who you are.”

I turned away from the mirror, reluctantly because my reflection was so hypnotic, and turned to face Rose. There was something in her words, her tone, that struck at my heart.

“So all of this… it’s…” I faltered.

“Oh, don’t get me wrong, you are in a way being punished. The things you do and say are wrong. They’re cruel and harsh and poisonous, but we understand. A lot of us were once like you. Full of hate and anger, but we understand that it comes from a dark place of shame and fear. It’s all projected outwards because you’re too scared to look inwards. We absolutely want to stop you from harming others, from hurting people, but we know the best way to do that is to help you heal.”

I stared at her. There was something in her words that frightened me but that also called to me. I could feel the truth in it.

I’d been throwing hate and venom out to soothe something inside of myself. I’d been running from the feelings I had inside. I’d said and done awful things to try to bury the part of me that I thought was unacceptable.

But that part had been brought to the surface. It had been dragged up and exposed and I had seen it and… it was beautiful, sweet, and it made me happy. I wanted to scream, to cry, to just fall in on myself, but at the same time, I wanted to unfurl, to blossom, to grow.

“This is your chance to heal. To become better. Join us and help us. Become one of us. We’re making the world better one lost girl at a time. Accept who you are and help us help you, help us help others like you.” Rose said.

I stared up at her.

“What do I need to do?” I said.

She smiled at me.

“Close the circle. Complete the transformation.” She said. “Become Dani. Accept who you are.”

I nodded.

“How?” I said.

Rose blushed.

“I… this is the bit I’m really nervous about…” She said, giggling. “I’m new at this. You’re the first girl I’ve ever brought in.”

She looked cute when she was nervous.

“I’ve been looking forward to it though. A lot. I… I think it’s best if I just show you.” She said.

And with that, she offered me her hand. I took it and she held me tight, led me away from the mirror and towards her bed.

***

Rose pushed me backwards and I fell down onto her bed, surprised slightly at her strength and eagerness. There was a glimmer in her eyes that excited me and made me nervous at the same time. As I watched she crawled up onto the bed, crawled up over me.

“I’m not going to force you.” She said. “I’m not going to take. I want you to offer yourself up. If you want to embrace Dani, become who you were always meant to be, you have to give yourself to me willingly, eagerly. Understand?”

Rose stared at me. I was breathing hard. She was beautiful. I’d never been so close to a girl before, let alone one as hot as her, and at the same time… I felt more attractive than I’d ever felt before. I felt hot, cute, pretty, sexy. I felt feminine.

I nodded. I could feel my body growing warm with desire and lust, want. The way Rose was leaning over me gave me a perfect view of her body, her curves, the smooth softness.

“If you want to become a girl, embrace your true self, then the last step is getting fucked like a girl. We’ve seen you cum like one, so how you need to be fucked, embrace the pleasure of being feminine and cute, being sexy. You’ve got to embrace your slut.”

The words washed over me, making me dizzy. I could feel something deep inside me surge, clawing to be unsealed.

My slut. The feral untamed feminine within me, the force I had kept locked up for so long.

My body still remembered how good the fake cock had felt in my ass. How good it had felt to fuck myself. How good it had felt to cum from just fucking my tight hole, playing with my body like a girl.

I wanted more. Rose was offering me more.

“I… please.” I said.

I was squirming. Rose loomed over me, looking down at me. She hadn’t touched me but she was close, her breath felt like a warm wave over my face. Her lips looked so soft.

“Please what?” She said, teasing.

My blush deepened and I squirmed. I wanted her, wanted her to fuck me like a girl, wanted her to make me a woman.

“Please fuck me.” I said, the words bold and loud. “Help me embrace my slut. Help me… help me become a woman.”

She smiled at me kindly.

“You were always a woman.” She said. “But I’d love to fuck you and make you a slut.”

And with that, she moved, leaned down, kissed me.

The kiss was soft, wet, eager. I kissed back, body lighting up with desire and lust and pleasure.

Rose kissed me hard, her tongue slipping into my mouth. I kissed back, feeling wanted and wanton. I felt hands on my body, exploring and teasing. I could feel myself getting more and more excited, a fire in me raging. I felt my cock throb, hardening, pulsing with need.

Yet it was my ass that felt the most ravenous. After playing with it, feeling how good it could be to get fucked, I wanted more. I wanted Rose to fuck me like a pretty slut.

I could feel so much rising to the surface, so much that had been hidden and squashed down. It all rose up and burst forth, longing, joy, lust, passion. I’d spent so long hiding from myself, forcing my shame outwards, hiding the truth, but in the end, it was better to embrace it.

I wanted to embrace it. I wanted to embrace all of it.

Rose pulled back, breaking the kiss, looked down at me.

“Ready to show me you can be a good girl and a slut?” She said.

I just nodded.

“Then get on your knees.” She said.

I did as she said without a moment’s hesitation.

***

I was on my knees, looking up at Rose as she stood over me. I stared at her as she undressed, baring her flawless skin.

I could smell the musk and perfume of her. I wanted to touch her.

She stripped down to just her underwear and then…

“Pull my panties down.” She said.

She was beautiful, sexy, hot. I’d never been intimate with a woman before and now… now I was getting to be with an incredibly hot redhead, except it was going to be Dani. I was a girl, a woman.

It was confusing, but also right, comfortable. I felt eager and wanton and slutty.

I reached out and caressed my hands up Rose’s thighs, teasing over smooth skin. I felt her shiver. My hands reached the hem of her panties and, gently, I began to tug them down.

Rose wiggled her hips to help and as her panties slipped down I saw a thatch of cropped hair, red, and then… her cock popped free. Her hard, fat, throbbing cock.

I felt my eyes go wide.

“Surprise.” Rose said, grinning. “Like I said, we really understand you. We know what it’s like. We’re here to help you if you’ll let us.”

I stared at her cock. It was… mesmerising, beautiful.

“We’ve all been in your situation, confused and angry and full of shame. Life is better now, life is good and fun. Join us and you can become like us. You can become the woman you were always meant to be and you can help us help others like you, like me.”

I felt my mouth water. I couldn’t take my eyes off her cock.

“Do you want to join us, become like us, help us?” Rose asked.

I nodded.

“You want to help other girls like you realise the truth? Want to help make the world a better place instead of a worse place?”

I nodded again.

“Then put those pretty lips on my cock. Show me you can be a good slut. Show me you’re a good girl.”

I felt a buzz run up my spine, the back of my head tingling. I felt part of me resist, the old me, but I didn’t want to be that person anymore. I wanted to be someone better. I reached out with one hand and wrapped my fingers around the girth of Rose’s cock. I stroked, felt her throb, and then… I leaned in, parting my lips.

My mouth pulsed with pleasure as my lips touched the warm soft skin of Rose’s cock. I felt her thickness force my mouth wider, took her deep. I began to suck, feeling her cock fill my mouth, warm on my tongue. I felt her thrust.

“Fuck that’s good. You look so pretty. You’re such a good girl, such a naughty little slut.”

The words just encouraged me. I took her cock deeper, working her cock in and out of my mouth, wetting it with my spit, working my hand.

I felt Rose’s hand on the back of my head, encouraging me. I let her tell me what she wanted. She pressed me down and thrust her cock deep.

I sucked, working lips and tongue and hand. It felt good, more pleasure than I would have ever imagined. The thrill of pleasuring her cock turned me on, made me want more. I could feel every pulse and throb of her cock between my lips. I let her fuck my hot, wet, tight mouth.

Rose fucked my face, using me, and I submitted. I let the pleasure wash over me, allowing my personality to be rewritten. I wanted to be Dani, the hot woman, the sexy slut, the good girl, and Rose’s cock in my mouth was transforming me.

I tasted the tang of precum on my tongue, felt her cock getting harder, throbbing. I knew what that meant. She was getting close. She was going to cum. I surprised myself with how much I wanted her to cum, how much I wanted to feel it, taste it.

I sucked harder, faster, working my hand, only… Rose pulled back, slipped her cock from my mouth, the tip leaving the suction of my lips with an audible pop.

I shivered, pining, wanting more. I looked up at her and saw her smile.

“You can have more. A lot more. But later. Right now is about you embracing your truth and that means you spreading your legs.” Rose said. “I want to fuck you.”

I blushed, head spinning, but I nodded. I was shocked to realise how much I wanted to feel her cock inside me.

I moved quickly, eager, wanton, and crawled back up onto the bed.

“Panties off.” Rose said.

I obeyed, slipping my panties off. I felt exposed, vulnerable, my cock hard, but the feeling was thrilling and exciting instead of unpleasant. Being Dani was easier. I was hot, cute, pretty. I felt good about myself. I felt comfortable in my own body.

With my panties off I spread my legs, slowly, teasing Rose. The way her cock throbbed as she saw my ass, my virgin hole, made me giggle. I loved feeling her lust for me. I’d never felt anything like it before.

“You want me to fuck you?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Say it.” She said. “Say the words.”

I was quiet for a moment. Then…

“Please, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Make me cum. Make me a slut.” I said.

Saying it was thrilling, liberating. Rose needed no further encouragement. She climbed up onto the bed and moved to between my legs. I watched as she held her spit-wetted cock in one hand and moved close to me, her cock aimed at my entrance.

The touch of it was exhilarating. Wet and hard and hot. I felt her tease along my ass crack, the tip of her cock pressing at my hole, pressing just barely in.

A tide of sensations washed over me, pleasure, euphoria, bliss. I wanted her cock inside me.

I worked my hips to capture more, felt Rose’s cock stretch me open, twinges of pain, but the pleasure was too much, the need was too much.

As Rose pressed her cock into me I forced myself to relax, pressed back, working my hips and ass. I felt her cock stretch me, fill me, felt pressure, pleasure, and then… I felt my virgin ass open as though invitation. Rose thrust, hard, and she filled me with her cock.

I was so much better than the toy.

The beautiful redhead was on top of me, between my spread legs, filling me with her cock. I could feel it getting harder, forcing my hole open, hot and thick. I squirmed and moaned, delighting in the sensations, the tide of feelings and emotions.

“Please… fuck me, hard.” I said.

Rose smiled.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

She eased her cock out, pulled it out until just the head was inside me, then thrust hard, fast, deep, filling me utterly. The pleasure of it was nothing I had ever felt before. I moaned, loudly, and spread my legs as wide as they would go, arching my back and working my hips to feel more.

Rose worked her cock, fucking me, thrusting in and out. Each time her cock pressed deep I felt it tease over a knot of pleasure inside me. Each thrust sent shocks of bliss through me, the heights of pleasure becoming more and more intense.

Rose fucked me, looming over me, working her cock in and out of me. She was stunning, glorious and beautiful. I felt sexy, hot, lusted after. It was like nothing I’d felt before. My body felt sensitive, willing, smooth and soft and dressed in skimpy lingerie.

It was overwhelming. The bliss of it, the sensations, the pleasure, the emotions. It was all too much to take but I never wanted it to end. I wanted more.

As Rose fucked me I fucked back, riding her cock as she worked it in and out of my ass, pleasure rising. I could feel her cock getting harder, thicker, pulsing. She was close.

“Cum in me.” I said.

I shocked myself by how much I meant it, how much I wanted it.

“Cum in me, please. Fuck me hard and cum in me.”

I moaned in pleasure as Rose fucked me harder, faster. She pressed her weight down on me, fucking her cock deep. I worked my hips and ass to fuck her back. Each movement was a new pulse of ecstasy. I was drunk on it all.

“Fuck I’m going to cum.” She said. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

I smiled, reached up to grab her ass, pulling her deep. I wanted to feel her cum inside of me.

I pulled her into me, holding her close, feeling her cock throb. I could see the pleasure in her expression, could feel the pulse of her cock, my body throbbing.

Rose rutted, deep, and then… I felt her cumming. Her cock throbbed hard, fat, and I could feel her cum inside me, hot, wet, filling me. Rose was fucking me, cumming in me, breeding me. I was her slut.

I loved it, all of it. The sensations, the emotions, the bliss. I surrendered to it, working my ass down, feeling the pleasure swell and then I was cumming too, cumming harder than I ever had, cumming on the hot redhead’s cock, cumming over and over and over.

We came together, hard, and it was only when both our climaxes had ended that Rose collapsed on top of me, rolling off, her cock slipping out of my well fucked hole. I clenched down as a trickle of cum escaped, wanting to keep as much as I could inside of me like a good girl.

Rose looked at me, grinning. I felt a glow inside me that I’d never felt before.

“That was amazing.” I said.

I meant it.

“It was for me too.” Rose said. “I… I’ve never done that before, like that I mean. When I joined I had the same initiation you did, but you… that was… wow.”

I blushed. It was like the life I’d been living up until that point had been a dream and I was finally waking up.

“So I can join you?” I asked, smiling nervously.

Rose nodded.

“You can. You can join and help us. It’s not quick and easy. There are more steps, but that’s what all this has been about. Stopping you causing harm, helping you, and hopefully recruiting you so you can help us help others.”

I smiled. I could help others in the way Rose and the rest of Janus had helped me. I liked that idea. I liked it a lot.

“I think… I think I know a few people who could definitely use some help.” I said, giggling.

I had no idea what the future was going to hold, but I was already looking forward to it all.

THE END
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Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


MAID SERVICE




[image: ]

Kieran only wanted adventure, a few months of travel before settling into adult life. But when his bag is stolen along with all his money and passport, he’s left stranded and desperate in a foreign country. Then he sees the ad... Room, board, wages. Apply within.

The hotel is nothing like he imagined. The “interview” takes him not to an office but to a luxury spa, where his body is pampered, reshaped, and revealed as something wholly new. Kieran is transformed into a maid, a girl in silk stockings and short skirts, and is then trained to serve the guests with more than just fresh sheets.

What begins as humiliation becomes heady, intoxicating bliss. Each new task awakens cravings he never knew he had, until he can no longer deny the truth, he loves being a pretty, obedient maid, desired and adored. And under tender yet commanding guidance, Kieran’s shame melts into joy, his service into love.

Now, with his contract nearly over, Kieran faces the choice of a lifetime. Should he return to the boy he once was, or surrender fully to the girl he has become, a shameless, devoted maid, ready to give her heart and body forever.

A decadent tale of feminization, service, and unexpected romance, perfect for readers who crave transformation, surrender, and the intoxicating thrill of becoming.


THE BIMBO CURSE
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Your girlfriend dumped you for a younger guy, and now you’re stuck in the most boring version of your own life. Work, sleep, sulk, repeat. Yawn.

Then she struts in.

Honey. All boobs and blonde hair and bubblegum giggles. She’s a dream in too-high heels and too-tight clothes, and she takes you home like it’s the easiest thing in the world. One drink, one kiss, one night, and the most mind-blowing experience you’ll ever have. You’re wrecked. You’re ruined. You’re reborn. You’re… confused.

Because when you wake up, Honey is gone, but your body, and your mind, are changing.

Your skin? Suddenly as smooth as silk. Your lips? Plumper. Your curves? Growing by the day. Suddenly you’re buying pink lingerie without thinking, craving lip gloss like oxygen, and moaning at your own reflection. You’re not losing yourself, you’re getting hotter. Sexier. More feminine. Bimbofied.

When you call Honey, begging for answers, she reappears like a dream and spills the truth.

You’re cursed, babe. Cursed to sparkle, to strut, to live shameless and fabulous and carefree. Cursed to be a bimbo.

And honestly? You’re going to love it.

So slip into your stilettos, shake those hips, and get ready, because Honey’s waiting to show you just how delicious your new life can be.
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

It was supposed to be a dare.

One night alone in the woods beneath the full moon to prove he was worthy of joining the fraternity. But when Trent is chased and bitten by something not quite human, his life, and his body, begin to change in ways he never expected.

Each day brings new cravings. New curves. New heat.

He’s becoming softer, hungrier, more wanton. And always, he feels the presence of something watching him in the dark. The Alpha. The one who marked him.

As Trent's body transforms, so does his heart. Confusion gives way to longing. Shame gives way to pleasure. And as the last traces of his old life fade, someone new rises in his place. Someone powerful, beautiful, and born to belong to the beast who claimed her.

Now she must choose. Should she return to a life that no longer fits, or embrace the wild, aching love that calls to her under the moonlight.

Claimed by the Alpha is a searingly sensual story of gender transformation, forbidden desire, and feral romance. For readers who love erotic myth, queer metamorphosis, and love stories that defy every rule… this is the tale you've been hunting.


EXTRA CREDIT
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Leon is failing Gender Studies, and maybe himself, too.

He knows his best friend Jack should be flunking alongside him, but despite Jack’s grades being awful he’s adamant he’s going to pass gender studies. When Leon demands answers, Jack finally confesses. He’s been earning “extra credit” from Professor Tanner. One-on-one sessions. Private tutoring. Something more. Something secret.

Jack makes Leon promise that he won’t tell anyone. Yet, that Jack is getting extra help to pass seems unfair. There has to be something he can do, right?

When Leon confronts Tanner, it isn’t anger that greets him, but an invitation. Jack broke their agreement, broke the secret trust, and now, someone has to pay. Leon, flushed and desperate, terrified he’s let his best friend down, whispers the words that seal his fate... I’ll do anything.

Professor Tanner doesn’t punish. She reshapes. Leon becomes something softer, sweeter. Lipgloss and lace. Tight skirts, smooth skin, an aching need under every new layer of femininity. Tanner doesn’t just want obedience, she wants transformation. And Leon realises he craves it too.

But the final test is yet to come.

Tanner has one more assistant. One more beautiful, blushing girl she’s trained. When she introduces them things really begin to escalate.

Two best friends.

Two perfect, polished girls.

And a desire they’ve never dared name, until now.

Both of them willing to do anything for Extra Credit...


About the Author

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

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

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

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