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TRAINING THE INTERN

Justin’s new job might just be as an intern, but if he plays things right then he could make a big impression at Elsewhere Industries, one of the best research companies in the world and a place he’s dreamed of working since he was a small child.

But his new boss, Ms Boston, makes him so nervous, and when Justin makes a very expensive mistake he finds himself being offered a very unconventional way to make it all up to her.

Justin has dreamed of being a research scientist at Elsewhere Industries since he was a child, and now he finally has his chance. True, it’s just an intern position, but if he can impress then who knows where he might end up.

Only it all starts to go wrong when he makes a very expensive mistake.

His new boss, Ms Boston, is disappointed, but she has a simple plan for how Justin can apologise. Justin, desperate to make it up to her, will do anything, even agreeing to let her test several of her department's new technologies on him. Yet what Justin doesn’t know is just what effect these technologies will have on him.

So begins a journey of feminization and bimbofication as Justin is transformed and the boy who dreamed of being a scientist is remade into a girl who has other things on her mind. Things that are a lot more fun…


One

I stepped into the office with a sense of nervous trepidation, fixing a smile and keeping my head up to make it at least seem as though I were feeling confident—fake it until you make it as Darren, my best friend, always used to say. I definitely felt like I was faking it today, but maybe if I faked it long enough I really would make it?

The office building was everything I’d ever imagined it would be. Bright and spacious and chic, fashionably furnished, with polished stone floors and walls.

I still couldn’t believe I’d made it. Elsewhere Industries. One of the most prestigious research companies in the world. I’d dreamed of working for them since I was a small child, reading about their cutting-edge discoveries in popular science magazines, discoveries that were changing the world.

Stories of Elsewhere Industries were what had fired my passion for science, were what had encouraged me to go to college, to study hard. I wanted to be part of a company that was changing the world for the better.

And, after all my hard work, all that time in school and college, I’d made it. I’d finally made it. Sort of.

It was only an intern position. An unpaid intern position. But it was a step in the door. If this went well, if I impressed, maybe I could work my way up to the kind of position I’d always dreamed of, a researcher in a lab, maybe even a senior researcher in charge of my own lab, or my own department, making discoveries, changing the world.

The thought boosted me, and as I stepped into the building, walking through the vast double doors, I smiled as I looked around. The reception area was vast and plush, and at the far end sat a single desk with a small, distant figure behind it. My footsteps on the hard floor echoed around me as I made my way over, a nervous shiver running up my spine, my belly fluttering.

I looked to the side to see my vague reflection in the dark, polished stone, and I forced my smile even wider. I’d worked hard to get here. I’d worked and studied and had earned my chance. I had the grades and the qualification. I was skilled and smart, and diligent. And… I looked good.

I was dressed in a smart charcoal grey suit, well fitted, with a smart pale blue shirt. I looked almost dashing. Almost.

I knew I’d never really be dashing. I was too short and skinny to truly ever be dashing, and my features were too fine and delicate to be handsome, my face too smooth, my lips too full, eyes too big. But I looked good. I’d tied my hair—grown long in college in an attempt to look cool and give myself a much-needed edge with girls—into a neat, simple ponytail. I wondered now if I should have cut it like my friends kept telling me to.

I’d grown to like my hair long though, found it almost comforting. Yet, they were right in that it did make my already soft-looking face look even softer.

But that was what the suit was for. The suit, a sign of masculine vigour and confidence, made me look sharp, and boosted my confidence. I felt almost good with it on. Almost, but not quite.

As I stepped up to the front desk I took a deep breath and then… waited. A young, stunningly beautiful girl around my age was busy typing on a keyboard as she stared at the screen in front of her. She seemed not to even notice me, typing away. I wondered if I should say something, make a noise, and I began to slip into an anxious spiral.

I’d only just arrived and already I could feel myself falling back into old habits. This was meant to be a fresh start. Was meant to be about me stepping into the confident, empowered, adult self I wanted to be. A man starting his career at his dream company, taking the first step towards his goal. A man…

And then the receptionist stopped typing and turned to face me, a big, bright, dazzling smile on her painted lips. She was stunningly beautiful and I felt my knees go weak in the way they always did around beautiful women.

“Hello. How can I help you?” She asked.

I opened my mouth to speak but my tongue was slow to respond. Old habits really do die hard, but this was about a fresh start. I took a deep breath, forced myself to calm.

“Hi, I’m Justin. I’m here for the internship with Ms Boston.” I said.

Just her name excited me. I knew of Ms Boston by reputation but had never met her. I was excited to meet someone whose work I’d admired for so long. She'd made some incredible breakthroughs in her old field and had just taken charge of a new, quite secretive department.

The receptionist nodded, turned to her screen, typed, then looked back at me.

“She’ll be down to collect you in a moment.” She said.

And then she returned to her work. I stood there for a moment, feeling awkward and nervous and unsure.

My heart was racing. So much hope depended on me making a good impression. I just need to make a good impression.

***

In the end, I didn’t have to wait long. I heard the click of heels first, then saw a woman step out from the stairway.

She looked at me, smiled, and walked directly towards me. I felt my chest tighten. This was not good.

I’d assumed from her reputation and her body of work that Ms Boston would be in her late forties to early sixties. That she’d be much older than me, and less… hot.

But the woman walking towards me was young. Perhaps only in her late twenties or early thirties, and she was stunning.

I felt my chest tighten and my belly flutter at just the sight of her. Working with her was not going to be easy. I was always a mess around pretty girls and attractive women. Around women that attractive I was a veritable wreck.

I smiled back as she crossed the reception towards me, the click of her heels a sharp beat that made me shiver, unable to take my eyes off her. She was dressed simply, a black dress, short, coming to mid-thigh, high cut around the neck but sleeveless, that was tight and fitted to show off all of her curves, her hips, ass, her slim waist, and her chest. Her body swayed and jiggled as she walked and I could feel my cheeks turning pink.

Her hair was black, short, and her bright piercing blue eyes shone with a wit and intensity behind her black-rimmed glasses. Her make-up was simple, dark, with deep red lips and black painted nails. Her legs were bare, smooth, full, her gait sensual, confident, almost brazen and daring.

“Justin?” She said as she got closer.

I nodded, unable to speak for a moment. She just smiled, as though she were used to men losing the ability to speak and think around her—and given how hot she was I was pretty confident she was used to it.

“Pleasure to meet you.” She said.

As she spoke she looked me up and down carefully, her smile becoming almost a smirk, a sly sense of knowing, as though she were reading me as easily as a book. I felt immensely vulnerable and exposed despite my suit, but at the same time, I quite liked it, a cold thrill running through me.

“You come quite qualified. I’m looking forward to working with you.” She said. “Now, how about you come with me and we’ll get you settled in? I have a few tasks set aside for you already.”

“Sure.” I managed to say.

And with that, she offered me her hand. I took it, shaking her hand as she shook mine, and then she led me back towards the stairs. I couldn’t help but stare at her long, smooth, full legs, her ass and hips swaying and wiggling as she walked.

I could feel myself getting more and more flustered and distracted. I knew I had to make a good impression, but it was going to be a lot harder than I’d hoped.

***

Ms Boston spent the next few hours settling me in, introducing me to my co-workers, showing me around the office, showing me where all the important things like coffee and the bathrooms were. She went through my duties, which seemed simple enough, just do as she told me until I got used to how everything worked, until I settled into my role.

She showed me to my desk, which was in the corner of her office out of the way so she could keep an eye on me and be available to help if I needed, and then set me to work on my first task—data entry.

It was utterly mundane and incredibly simple and boring, but it meant I could immediately get started on trying to make a good impression. As Ms Boston settled down to get on with her usual work after the time spent getting me settled in, I began the task of trying to impress my new boss.

The internship was for the summer, just three months, so my time was limited. After it was done I would either have made enough of an impression to hopefully get offered a permanent job, or move on to try to find a job somewhere else, somewhere that wasn’t my dream company.

So, I did my best to focus. But it was difficult.

The task was simple enough. Sit at my desk and enter data from laboratory hardcopy notebooks into spreadsheets so they could be backed up and preserved.

The data was actually interesting too, the study was quite ground-breaking and in my field, so though it was boring and tedious to enter it, it was thrilling in a way to get to see it first-hand before anyone had even had a chance to analyse it, getting to observe cutting edge research before the rest of the word and be even a small part of what looked to be quite a revolutionary breakthrough.

I’d spent almost an hour on data entry and had almost managed to get engrossed in it and setted—almost, because though the data was interesting and the task kept me busy, it was impossible to ignore the fact that I was alone in a room with Ms Boston, my hot boss, a beautiful woman who had a habit of swaying her legs in her chair so her smooth calves and thighs caught my attention, or chewing on her pen as she thought, drawing my attention to her lips—when I felt myself beginning to flag. I figured a break would do me good, and coffee.

I saved my work, only a fraction of the way through the data entry, and rose to my feet, my movement causing Ms Boston to look at me with a curious sparkle in her eyes.

“I was going to get coffee.” I said. “Would you like one?”

Ms Boston smiled, said yes, told me how she liked her coffee—black, no sugar—and thanked me. Feeling even more useful, hopeful that my offer was helping me make a good impression, I headed out to see if I could remember where the bathrooms and the coffee machine were.

***

It took me a while to find the bathroom again, but the coffee machine was exactly where I remembered it. I took a moment to chat with several of my new co-workers who had gathered for a coffee break, and I answered their questions about my background, my new role, what I was hoping for, while asking them polite questions about their work—all of which sounded incredibly exciting and interesting.

When they heard I was working with Ms Boston they all smiled and wished me luck, though none of them would tell me why I needed the luck, which made me curious about what I was in for. Then, with coffees in hand, I headed back to my desk.

As I entered Ms Boston’s office she looked up and smiled at me again. Her smile was radiant, brightening the whole room. I felt my belly clench.

It had been bad enough before, having to work with such a beautiful and slightly intimidating woman, but after my co-workers teasing I was on edge and even more nervous than before. My hands were shaking.

“Ah, I was beginning to worry about you. I thought I might need to stage a search and rescue.” Ms Boston said, chuckling.

She shifted to clear a space on her desk, and I laughed back but moved carefully. The last thing I wanted to do was spill hot coffee on my new boss on the first day.

I walked toward her desk, the slightly too full cups in hand. They were hot and becoming almost painful to hold.

“Here. Black like you said. No sugar. Where should I…”

As I went to put the cup down where she’d cleared a space I couldn’t help but glance at her thighs, full, smooth, soft. The way she was sitting had made her short dress ride up slightly. If she shifted even a little I would probably end up seeing her panties. I felt my heart skip.

And then my foot caught. My foot caught and I stumbled forwards. I began to fall.

“Oops.”

Before I could catch myself Ms Boston was there, jumping up to grab me and save me. She stepped in close and pulled me back onto my feet. I could feel the heat of her body and caught the intense fragrance of her perfume. My heart skipped and my body was suddenly very tense.

“Thanks.” I managed to mutter.

Ms Boston just smiled.

“Can’t have you messing up and making a reputation for yourself as a ditzy clutz on your first day now, can we?” She said.

I looked down at her desk and saw several drops of coffee on some of her papers.

“I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t worry about it. There’s no harm done. You look so tense. You don’t need to be so on edge around me you know.”

I smiled back at her, trying, and failing, to relax. She reached out and took her coffee out of my hands, put it down on her desk.

“Now, put my coffee down and get back to your desk and sit down before you hurt yourself. Or, worse, damage or hurt me.”

Ms Boston was smiling at me, making it clear she was teasing, but there was a note in her voice, a hint of sternness that sent a shiver along my spine. I nodded, smiling back, and turned to go back to my desk.

Just the sight of all the lab notebooks laid out exhausted me. So much data to go through, so much data to enter. I was flattered I was being trusted with such valuable research but at the same time, I knew it was going to be exhausting and boring and…

I bumped the edge of my desk without realising, too distracted by thoughts of work, thoughts of my boss, fears of upsetting her, making a bad impression. The jolt caused the cup in my hand to slosh and, as overfull as it was, a large swell of coffee spilt out, spilt over my desk, over the open notebooks, over the priceless, groundbreaking, not yet backed-up data.

“Fuck.” I said, too alarmed to filter my words.

I tried to move quickly, to mop up the spilt coffee but even as I did I could see the numbers and letters melting away. Swathes of data were disappearing in front of my eyes. Priceless data that had not yet been entered, not yet backed up. I’d destroyed it.

There was the click of heels behind me. The presence of Ms Boston, Ms Boston, my boss, felt suddenly far more intimidating.

“It seems you really are insistent on making a reputation for yourself as a ditzy clutz Justin.” She said, exhaling a slow, disappointed sigh.

“How about you clean up as best as you can and then we talk about what just happened.”

I nodded, a sense of dread and foreboding washing over me. I’d only been in my internship for a few hours and already I’d fucked it up.


Two

“That data was incredibly valuable, and though we should be able to reproduce it with some effort, it’s not going to be cheap or trivial. Do you know how many weeks it took to generate the pages of data you just destroyed? Do you know the cost in time and materials?”

I shook my head, sat opposite Ms Boston as she sat behind her desk talking to me in a slow, stern, soft tone that made me feel small and weak and useless. I couldn’t even look at her I was so aware of how badly I’d fucked up.

I’d done my best to clean up, but by the time I’d mopped up all of the coffee, the spill had destroyed several pages of data. Several pages of data that was groundbreaking, that could, and would, change the world. Data that would need to be reproduced by others, costing the company a small fortune.

Ms Boston fell quiet for a moment, took a deep breath then exhaled a sigh. I could feel her gaze on me, her eyes watching me. I sat as still as I could, trying not to squirm, to do anything that might further her disappointment in me.

“You came highly recommended Justin, and you are clearly qualified academically, but perhaps you are just not suited to the kind of work we do here? If a simple cup of coffee represents a significant hazard in your hands, then think of the danger you would represent to yourself and your co-workers in the lab. I could have perhaps overlooked the accident if it hadn’t been for the fact that I’d saved you from pouring hot coffee all over me and my desk only a moment before.”

I was quiet, cheeks blazing. I felt so small. I felt like such a disappointment.

This had been my big chance, an opportunity to land my dream job, and now I’d fucked it all up. I’d ruined everything.

“We really can’t have a ditzy clutz like you working in our labs. I mean, I’m not even sure you’re safe to have in the office after this morning. Perhaps it would be best if…”

“Please.”

I managed to force out one word, breaking Ms Boston’s train of thought before she had a chance to finish.

“Please I… I was nervous and not thinking, but I’m not normally so clumsy. I can do better. I will do better. Just… another chance. Please.”

There was silence.

“And why should I give you another chance Justin? You’ve already cost my department time and money. What incentive is there for me to overlook that? If you were to stay you’d need to prove yourself. Show me you could be an… asset to me, a useful resource.” Ms Boston spoke slowly, calmly, confidently.

There was a soft note to her voice that made me shiver. The way she said resource caught my attention.

“I… I’ll do anything. Please.” I said.

Again there was silence. I could feel Ms Boston watching me.

I lifted my head, looked up, saw her staring at me with a wide, almost predatory smile on her lips. She had every right to be angry at me, furious even, but she looked almost… happy.

“Anything?” She asked, grinning.

“Anything. Please… I… I’ll work overtime. I’ll work extra time without pay. You can extend my unpaid internship so I can work off the cost. Anything. Just… a second chance, that’s all I’m asking.”

Ms Boston’s smile widened.

“Well… perhaps there is a way I could keep you on. But you’re going to need to commit to an awful lot of training. Are you willing to do exactly as I say?”

There was a note in her voice that chilled me, thrilled me. I blushed, squirming under her gaze. Not only was she incredibly beautiful, but she was very intimidating.

“Yes.” I said.

“Yes Mistress.” She said.

For a moment I thought she was joking. But the way she looked at me, the way she said it, made me realise she was deadly serious.

“I mean. From now on, when we’re alone, it’s yes Mistress. If you can’t even manage that then there’s no hope for the rest of your training, so you might as well leave now if you’re unwilling to say it.”

I was silent. My heart was racing. I felt a hot flush radiate through me. My hot, older, sexy boss wanted me to call her… Mistress.

“Well, what do you say?” She asked.

I took a deep breath, exhaled a slow sigh.

“Yes… Mistress.” I said, slowly.

The word made my whole body ache and I felt my cock throb. What was wrong with me? Why was I going along with this? No job was worth whatever this was, was it?

“Well done. Now, onto the next step of your training.”

I was already dreading it. But I didn’t have a choice, did I?

***

Ms Boston told me to accompany her, so I did. She led me out of her office and down several flights of stairs towards the research facilities, the laboratories and the testing suites.

Though my heart was skipping, a sense of nervous dread, anxious fear, I still could not get over the excitement of what I was seeing. For years I’d dreamt of seeing inside Elsewhere Industries and now I was seeing more than I had ever hoped and it was only my first day.

As a company, Elsewhere Industries worked on everything from cosmetics to medical devices to pharmaceutics. If it was to do with human health or human beauty they were interested in it, and they were probably at the cutting edge of research and development in it.

We passed labs developing cures for common illnesses, treatments for common diseases, labs working on soaps and body creams, labs working on artificial hearts, prosthetic legs, hair replacements, systems to help with mental health and addiction. It was mind-boggling. I couldn’t even begin to take it all in.

“Here we are.” Ms Boston said. “Follow me please.”

We entered a lab where three researchers were working. They stopped, looked at me, then looked at Ms Boston, Ms Boston, my boss, the woman I had to call Mistress.

“Are any of the booths ready and available?” She asked.

One of the researchers nodded and pointed to one of several doors at the back of the room, a green light shining over it. Ms Boston nodded, thanked her, and led me into the room.

In the corner was a large, complex-looking device.

“I want you to strip naked and step into that chamber. But first, slip this over your hair.”

Ms Boston handed me a small black cap that looked to be made of plastic or silicone. I took it and stared at her. She couldn’t mean…

“Now, Justin. We have a lot to get through today so you can start work properly tomorrow.”

“I…”

I didn’t have a choice really. I knew it was walk out and abandon my dreams or obey. And really, how bad could it be?

So, I did as I was told. I slipped the cap on and began to undress.

“You can leave your underwear on until you’re in the chamber. I’m not a monster after all.”

I could tell from her tone of voice and her expression that Ms Boston was enjoying herself. I smiled though, thankful.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said.

And with that I stripped off my clothes, very aware that I was being watched. The feeling of my boss’s gaze sent a thrill along my spine. I felt small and weak and feeble, powerless, but at the same time… I felt hot, flustered, and excited. My heart was racing and my face was burning.

With only my underwear on I stepped over to the device and then paused. It looked very elaborate and intimidating.

“What will it…”

“Inside Justin. No questions. Inside, or leave.” Ms Boston said. “After how much you cost the company you’re lucky you’re even getting this chance. We need to do something about you being a ditzy clutz, and this is the first step. Inside, now.”

I took a deep breath. It was my choice at the end of the day, though it didn’t feel like much of a choice at all.

So, I did the only thing I figured I could do. I did as I was told and I stepped into the device and I waited for the door to close behind me.

***

“Underwear off before we start. You need to be naked as the day you were born for this to be properly effective Justin.”

Ms Boston’s voice came in through a speaker. I did as she said and stripped off, and called out once I was naked that I was ready.

“Good. Now, put on the goggles hanging up inside.”

I looked around, saw a pair of what looked like swimming goggles, and followed the instructions, fitting them. They were completely dark.

“I can’t see.” I called out.

“Good.” Ms Boston said. “Now, just stand there while the device works.”

I felt a cold shiver run up my spine. I didn’t even know what the device did, but I knew I was about to find out.

There was a moment of silence, the whir of electric motors. Air currents caressed my spine, and then there was a sharp astringent tang in the air and my skin felt suddenly warm then cold, like I was being caressed by ghostly hands.

“Stay still, almost done.” Ms Boston said. “And don’t panic, though the procedure is quite permanent, it is also reversible. Though I’ll be insisting you keep it until after your training is complete.”

Her words made my head spin. I could feel my heart drumming in my skull. The hot and cold grew more intense, ran over every inch of me, legs, arms, belly, chest, back, face.

“Now, spread your legs as wide as you can and lift your arms up please.”

I did as I was told. The hot and the cold crept over my armpits, over my butt, my cock, my balls, even invading my crack.

The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming, but also kind of pleasant. I felt my cock throbbing, swelling slightly. The whole ordeal had me on edge, yet I could not deny the reaction my body was having. I was beginning to think there was something wrong with me given how turned on it was making me.

And then the hot and the cold vanished suddenly, and my body was left feeling tingly and oddly sensitive, as though I’d just washed with an intense menthol soap.

“Done. You can take the goggles off now and put your underwear back on and step out.”

I did as I was told. I slipped the glasses off and looked myself over and froze. I was…

I was hairless. Utterly smooth. My head spun.

I’d never been particularly hairy, but now… now I was soft and smooth and hairless from my toes to my…

I reached out and felt my eyes. My eyebrows and eyelashes were intact. Then it clicked. The goggles and the cap. So it was just my body hair.

My legs, my arms, my belly, chest, armpits, cock, butt, and even in my crack. I was smooth, soft, and… I blushed.

With my body hair removed, gone, permanently, I could not deny the effect it had on my small, slim body. I’d always been short, petite, but had hoped I was simply a late bloomer, though admittedly I had begun to give up on that hope over the last few years. I’d not liked it, but I’d learned to be okay with it. Now though...

Now I was not so okay with it.

I’d always felt secure in my masculinity despite my size, confident in my maleness even as awkward as I was. I was a boy, a man. And I was hairy, even if I was small.

Only I wasn’t hairy any more. And as small as I was the lack of hair made my body seem… feminine. I looked almost girly.

I’d always kept myself fit, trying to look my best to compensate for my inadequacy in other areas, but I’d never really managed to put on muscle or bulk. Instead, I’d just tone up, which meant that now my legs looked shapely, my belly trim, and my butt looked… peachy.

“Done?” Ms Boston asked.

Her voice jolted me back to my senses. I needed to get my underwear on. I hurried to get dressed in case she opened the door, and gasped at the sensation of the material on my smooth legs, caressing over my soft ass, my cock that now looked almost cute.

I was so much more sensitive than before, and just pulling on my underwear felt good, my body fizzing with pleasure that made my cock throb and swell. I was almost nervous about how good anything else would feel.

Questions raced through my head. Why had Ms Boston done this? What else was she going to do? What was the training I was going to have to go through before I was allowed to have this all reversed?

But, before I could even think about answers, the door to the device opened, just as I pulled my underwear into place. I looked up to see Ms Boston looking me over, grinning.

“My, don’t you look adorable.” She said.

I opened my mouth to reply, not quite sure what I was going to say, but she silenced me with a look.

“No time for talk Justin. We have a lot more to do to get you ready. Now, quickly, get dressed as we need to move on.”

I looked at her, the glare in her eyes telling me it was pointless to argue. After the device I considered leaving, but then realised if I did that I might never be able to get it reversed.

No, it was better to go along. That way I’d get to hopefully make up for my mistake and still get my dream job, and once it was all over I could have my smooth, pretty, delicate, sensitive body undone.

***

After the first device, the removal of my body hair, Ms Boston took me on a whirlwind tour of the labs and the facilities. She took me to see medical doctors who checked me over, then gave me a series of injections, and then took me to see a group of specialists who measured me and took a detailed scan of my head and my voice, but who did nothing else.

“It should all be ready within the week. We’ll let you know.” The head of the group said.

Ms Boston thanked them, then headed out.

“What was that for?” I asked.

Ms Boston looked at me, her gaze hard. There was silence.

I trembled, my body hot. I knew what she wanted, what she was waiting for.

“What was that for, Mistress?” I said.

Ms Boston smiled and nodded.

“Better. I’m glad to see my ditzy clutz is learning.” She said. “But to answer your question… you’ll find out in a week.”

I sighed, shaking my head, chuckling. Of course…

“But don’t worry your pretty head about that. We’re onto the best bit now.”

And with that, she led me out of the laboratories and test facilities to the car park beneath the building, to her car.

“Get in.” She said. “We’re going shopping.”


Three

Shopping turned out to be one shop. One large, elaborate shop with a personal assistant waiting to greet Ms Boston at the door, an attractive older woman who greeted her like an old friend.

“Is this them?” The woman asked.

Ms Boston nodded.

“This is them. Do you think you can do anything? I feel like they have… potential.”

The woman looked me over, almost as though I were a pedigree dog at a show, then smiled and nodded.

“We can do a lot, I think. You’re right, quite the potential.”

With that, she offered me her hand.

“You can call me Ms Grey.” The older woman said.

“I’m Justin.” I said, taking her hand and shaking it gently.

“Are you now? Well, we’ll see about that.”

And with that cryptic remark she turned and led Ms Boston and me deeper into the store, to a private room with sofas and a coffee machine. As we walked Ms Grey and Ms Boston chatted in hush whispers, glancing at me often, nodding to each other as they discussed me and their plans.

“Sit there and I’ll be back soon.” Ms Grey said as we entered the room.

She gestured to the sofa and did not wait for me to comply. I looked around the room. It was well-furnished and elegant. I wasn’t sure what was going on, what we’d come shopping for, but I had a feeling it was going to be expensive.

“I really don’t think I can afford anything from here Mistress.” I said.

Ms Boston only smiled.

“You’re not paying. This is all part of your training. So you can help me, so you become the most useful and productive resource possible.”

The way she spoke made me shiver. After the removal of my body hair, my whole body was a lot more sensitive, and there was a constant ache in my cock, a dull throb, and being around Ms Boston, as beautiful as she was, only made it worse. That and the way she spoke to me and treated me.

It was like I’d suddenly become her pet or something. Her possession that she could do whatever she wanted to. Yet… I was, in a way, enjoying it.

There was the thrill of the unknown, the uncertainty of what was being done to me, and why, and the mystery of the training, but there was also the newfound pleasure of my sensitive body. If the rest of the training was as simple, and felt as good, then it’d all be relatively easy. I just needed to stick with it, keep doing what I was told, and I’d get to make up for my first mistake. And then, just maybe, I’d get to land my dream job.

It seemed almost like I was getting off lightly. So far it was just my body hair, and even that was reversible. It was nothing I couldn’t handle.

And then the door opened and Ms Grey entered followed by several assistants carrying bundles of clothes and underwear and shoes.

Women’s clothes. Women’s shoes. Women’s underwear.

I turned pale and then blushed. I looked to Ms Boston, hoping it was all a mistake, but saw her smiling. She looked at me, grinning.

“Ready to try on your new uniform?” She asked.

I opened my mouth to refuse, to argue, but the look in her eyes silenced me. It was clear that she was going to brook no comment, no debate, no discussion.

I had a choice. I either did what she said, did as my Mistress commanded, or I could leave, and leaving didn’t feel like much of an option at all. So, slowly, I took a deep breath.

I supposed I could at least try the clothes on before I made my decision.

***

There were, in the end, many, many, many outfits to try on. It was not one simple uniform, but rather an entire wardrobe designed to fit a new dress code being dictated to me by my Mistress.

The first outfit was the one that gave me the most problems. Not that it was hard to put on or wear, but rather it took a moment for me to build up the confidence and the will to step into the small changing room to undress and put it on. Ms Boston was patient, but not eternally patient.

“You need to decide soon. Put it on or the deal is off. What will it be?” She said.

I looked at her, hoping for softness, looking for signs that she might relent, but she remained stern, forceful. It was clear she was not going to back down. It was clear what she wanted, what she expected.

In the end, I gave in. I gave in and I tried them on. I tried all of them on.

The beginning was the hardest part, the undressing, putting on the underwear. Though I was given the privacy of a small changing room I could still feel my Mistress outside, Ms Grey, waiting for me, waiting to look me over and inspect what I was wearing.

I was hot, blushing, heart racing, and, worst of all, my cock was slightly hard, as though the whole thing was turning me on. But it wasn’t, was it?

I was embarrassed, ashamed, angry, perhaps even frightened, but I wasn’t turned on, was I? It wasn’t like I was having fun. Though my new boss had given me a choice, it didn’t really feel like a choice at all.

I was only doing it to keep my job, because Ms Boston was making me. I hadn’t wanted to be made smooth, sensitive, and I certainly didn’t want to try on the clothes she had given me, my new work uniform.

I didn’t want to put on women’s underwear, wear women’s clothes, yet at the same time… I could feel a fizzing in the pit of my stomach, a fluttering, a hot coal of… something. And I couldn’t deny that my cock was hard. What did it mean?

I had to put that out of my mind though. I had to focus, get this over with as quickly as possible. If I needed to do this to make up for my mistake earlier, the damage to the research data, the loss of so much valuable information.

If I did this then maybe I could show Ms Boston that I wasn’t a ditzy clutz, that I was a good worker, that I could be an asset to her. Maybe then I’d be able to get my dream job.

I just needed to focus, calm down, and do this. I could cope with the embarrassment and the shame—that was clearly my Mistress’s intention, as a punishment, maybe even to try to force me out with my tail between my legs to teach me a lesson—but what I was struggling with was my cock. My hard cock.

How was I supposed to hide that? If they saw…

My blush deepened, and my cock grew even harder at the thought of what they might do or say if Ms Boston and Ms Grey saw me hard while in women’s underwear and clothes. I took a deep breath, pushed the thoughts away, and calmed down.

As I pulled the panties on, slipping them up my smooth legs, a shiver ran up my spine. I did my best to tuck my cock out of the way, disturbed by just how neatly my cock, even hard, fit into the panties.

I knew I wasn’t particularly large, but still, the fact that a girl's underwear fit me so well caused the shame to flare, but also something more, a hot fizzing that bubbled up, and as I looked down at myself I couldn’t help but smile at what I saw. With my body smooth, in panties, I looked… good.

I was undeniably feminine, girly, with long, shapely legs, and the way the panties hugged my cock, tucked away as best as I could, I looked trim and petite, with subtle hips and a delicate waist. Yet it was my ass that was the most noticeable change.

The panties were tight, cupping, squeezing, and they lifted my butt to make it seem rounder and fuller and juicier. I shifted slightly and my butt jiggled. Just seeing it made my cock twitch, and I had to bite my bottom lip hard to keep from making a squeal of joy. Why was wearing panties making me feel like this?

I didn’t have time to process my emotions and feelings though. I needed to put on the first outfit. So, trying, and failing, to stay calm, I slipped on the rest of the clothes I’d been given—pantyhose, a bralette, a simple pink dress that came down to just below the knee, short-sleeved, with a scoop neck.

Dressed, I took a moment to check myself over. There was no mirror in the small compartment for dressing, so I wasn’t sure what I looked like, but everything was in place, smoothed down, and zipped up.

As I shifted the hem of the dress flared out, brushing against my pantyhose-clad thighs, and a shiver ran up my spine. My cheeks ached from smiling, and my head was spinning. I was glad for how loose the dress was because at least in it I could be sure my hard cock would not be seen.

With that in mind, I took another deep breath and prepared myself. I knew I would never be ready, so I settled for as ready as I would ever be. I prepared myself for the laughter and the cruel comments and the jibes, and I stepped out.

***

“Oh my, she really is quite lovely. Definite potential in this one. You’ve always had such a gift for spotting talent.” Ms Grey said.

Ms Boston, my Mistress, smiled, looking me up and down. I stood, frozen, just outside the changing room. The two women were staring at me, but I barely noticed them, as they looked me over.

I was transfixed instead by the image in the mirror facing me, the girl in the full-length mirror facing me. She moved as I moved, shifted as I shifted, smiled as I smiled. I knew her, recognised her, but at the same time, she was someone new.

She was me. I was her.

I turned to get a better look at myself and my dress swayed as I moved. My legs were long, smooth, full, clad in silk pantyhose that hugged me, a sensual caress. The pink dress was fitted, cinching in my waist, the way it flowed accentuating my hips and ass, and the tight chest squeezed the padding of my bralette to give me small, subtle, but very there tits.

I looked… hot. My body was undeniably feminine, girly, and even my face looked different in the dress. My eyes seemed brighter, my smile wider. I giggled as I turned to get a better look at my curves.

“Quite beautiful. But we can do better. That outfit is cute, and definitely work appropriate, but she’ll need more than one outfit, and more than clothes if she’s to be an asset to me.” Ms Boston said.

I looked at her and smiled, flustered. I had been expecting cruel mockery, but they had both been quite kind and flattering. Even the way they looked at me made me feel… pretty.

“Next outfit. Go on, we don’t have all day.” My Mistress said.

I blushed, nodded. Ms Grey handed me the next outfit and I stepped into the booth to change, and I was confused to find I was almost excited to see what I looked like.

***

I spent almost three hours trying on clothes in the end. Dresses, skirts, tops, shorts, even heels. There was lingerie too. Panties, pantyhose, stockings, suspenders, bralettes, bras.

By the time we were done, I was almost breathless from the excitement and the thrill of it all, buzzing, and my cock was aching from being so hard for so long, yet, miraculously, Ms Grey and Ms Boston had not noticed.

I was relieved about that. What I was less relieved about was the theme of my new uniform.

As I’d tried the clothes on I’d begun to realise they were all… similar. There was a definite theme to the outfits. They were all pink, hyper-feminine, and in some cases perhaps even slutty.

The words ditzy clutz rang in my head as I tried each of them on. It was clear what Ms Boston was trying to do. She was trying to punish me. Humiliate me. I had acted like a brainless clutz on my first day, ruining masses of valuable data, so she was going to make me dress and act like one. She was going to make me dress and act like a… a bimbo. Her bimbo intern, all in pink, a brainless ditzy clutz.

Only… I wasn’t that. I was smart. Really smart. I had the qualifications and the grades to prove it. I just needed a chance. Yet, one small accident and I’d ruined everything.

Now my boss thought I was a ditzy clutz, and she was going to punish me for the damage I’d done, was going to humiliate me, treat me as her bimbo intern, and there was nothing I could do about it except quit.

But I wasn’t going to do that. I would endure. Ms Boston could do her worst, but I was going to use my second chance to show her just how useful I was. I was going to show her I was an asset.

And it was with that in mind that we stepped out of the clothing store, finished at last. I couldn’t believe how many outfits she’d bought for me. It must have cost a small fortune. All this for a punishment. I was both impressed and terrified at her resolve and how far she was willing to go to make a point.

If she was willing to spend all this on making me suffer for one mistake, then what would she do if I made another?

“One last stop, then you can go home to rest.” My Mistress said.

I looked at her, blinked. What more could there be?

“No backing out now Justin. It won’t take long, and this last little detail will make all the difference.”

With that, Ms Boston walked me to her car, packed up the bags in the back, and then drove me to our final stop. My heart dropped when I realised what It was.

***

In the end, it really didn’t take long.

Had our final stop been our first I’d have refused, walked out, gone home, and given up on my dream job, but… I’d already come so far. I was smooth, soft, sensitive, and I’d spent hours trying on women’s underwear and clothes—pretty pink bimbo clothes—so it was like I had become inured to the process. I was committed, I was going to make the most of the second chance I was being offered and was not going to let Ms Boston scare me off.

But, even so, the last stop almost made me flee.

“Just remember, all of this is reversible. Though is it permanent, which is a good thing as it’ll make your life easier and much more manageable since this will all be new to you and you have a lot to learn, it can be undone, if you want, once your training is complete.” Ms Boston had said.

Her words had sent a chill up my spine, a cold shiver of dread, but also… a tingle of excitement at what it all meant.

I was in effect becoming a different person for the duration of her training. While her punishment for my mistake was going on I was going to be someone different, someone changed, someone new. So… why not embrace it as a chance to be different.

That last thought bubbled up and stuck. If I was being forced to do all this, if it was all permanent for the duration of my Mistress’s training, then why not embrace it? Why not enjoy it? Why not make the most of it?

It wasn’t forever, and it had been kind of fun to wear the clothes, feeling smooth and pretty, so maybe this would be too. And it was a second chance, so embracing it would mean I’d be more likely to make a good impression too. Plus… if Ms Boston really was using it as a way to humiliate me in retaliation for my mistake, then leaning into it all, enjoying it, would lessen that.

I smiled at that. I really was going to be the best ditzy clutz she’d ever worked with.

So, with that in mind, I settled into the beautician’s chair and let them get to work. I felt my belly flutter, a swell of emotions. I could feel Ms Boston watching me.

A group of women fussed over me as I sat still, trying to remain calm. They applied make-up to my face, permanent make-up, eyeliner, eyeshadow, fake lashes and mascara. They applied lipstick, shadow, highlight, gloss. They applied fake nails, nail polish. They applied polish to my toenails.

And all of it fit the theme of my new uniform. Pink. Bright, garish, pink, with only a subtle hint of black to make the pink seem even bolder, even using pink glitter on my nails and lips and eyelids.

After my makeup they cut and styled my hair, and then there was the finishing touch. They pierced my ears. Two piercings on each earlobe, fitting big silvery hoops through each, a sharp pain that faded quickly once the earrings were in.

With the earrings in I was done. It had taken just over an hour. But I was not quite finished.

“You need to change. You can’t go around dressed like that with your new face. Go into the room at the back and put this on.” Ms Boston said to me.

She handed me one of the bags from our shipping trip. I blushed, nodding. All the mirrors had been covered while I was made over, so I had no idea what I looked like, but I could feel my heavy lashes, and I could see my bright pink nails. Even that felt odd given the fact I had changed back into my boring, dreary suit after trying on my new work uniform.

So, with the bag in hand, I stepped into the back of the store, a small changing area, and I got dressed into my new clothes, my new uniform, embraced my new self, reminding myself that it wasn’t forever, so I might as well make the most of the opportunity. So I did.

I got undressed, and then pulled on my panties, my pantyhose, my bralette with a smile, grinning at how sensual they all felt on my smooth skin. Then I pulled on my dress. My pretty pink dress. And I stepped out to face the beginning of my training.


Four

As I stepped out of the dressing room I braced for the worst, but in the end, it was something very different to what I had been expecting.

The women, the beauticians, Ms Boston, were all being very complimentary, telling me over and over how cute and pretty I was, how adorable I looked. And then I looked in the mirror and I knew they were telling the truth.

I was dressed in the same pink dress I’d tried on first at the clothing store, along with black sheer pantyhose, black silk panties, and a padded bralette that gave me cute little tits.

In the dressing room in the clothing store I’d looked feminine, girly, changed, but with my make-up, nails, I… I looked like a woman. I looked like a sexy, slightly slutty bimbo.

The old me had vanished, replaced with a pretty blonde in a pink dress with pink make-up and big hoopy earrings wearing a big, beautiful smile. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing, but it was right there in front of me so there was no denying it. I was a woman.

And it was all permanent. Or at least it was until this was all over and I could have it all reversed.

With my face the way it was, with my earrings, nails, and hair, there was no way I could wear my normal clothes. I’d look… silly. Which meant I was going to be trapped in my new work uniform until Ms Boston was satisfied I’d completed the training she had in mind for me, and I’d earned forgiveness for the mistake I’d made.

Yet, for some reason, that made me smile. As I looked at myself, dressed up pretty, made over, I couldn’t help but smile, my body throbbing, hot, a swell of intense emotions that was difficult to decipher.

In my underwear, smooth, in my pink dress, with pink heels on, I looked…

“I think there is one last detail we are forgetting.” My Mistress had said.

I looked at her, wondering what else she had planned for me, gut suddenly tied in knots, heart skipping.

“Justin is no name for a ditzy clutz like you, is it?” She asked.

I took a deep breath, aware of what she was asking me. Looking at my reflection I had to agree, so I shook my head.

“No.” I said, my voice softer, more feminine.

I was very aware of the women around me, watching me, but my focus was on Ms Boston. The way she stared at me kept me transfixed.

I squirmed, feeling hot and flustered, giddy. The way she looked at me made me feel pretty and soft and small. And I liked it. I really liked it.

“I mean, what would people think if I called my new, pretty, sexy assistant Justin?” Ms Boston said. “No, I think a better name would be… Jewel.”

I blushed at the name. It was the kind of name I imagined a stripper to have, or a porn star. But at the same time, I liked that about it.

A name like Jewel, along with the uniform of pink, and my new nails and make-up, my new hair, my pink heels, would make me into the classic bimbo archetype. I’d be the perfect ditzy clutz, sexy and pretty and dumb.

Only I wasn’t dumb. I was smart. I was smart, but I’d messed up. I needed to remember that, focus on that. My Mistress might be punishing me by making me dress like a clutzy, ditzy bimbo, might be training me to teach me a lesson, but it was still a second chance and I needed to show her just how smart and capable I was.

“I… I like that.” I said. “Jewel.”

The name sounded warm and fuzzy in my mouth, and it made my head flutter.

“Hi, I’m Jewel.” I said, testing the name out.

Ms Boston smiled.

“Hi, Jewel. It’s lovely to meet you.” She said.

And I knew then that it was sealed. My new name had been chosen for me. My new identity was locked until the training was over and all the permanent changes could be reversed.

I was trapped as Jewel until Ms Boston’s training was done, until she was finished punishing me, teaching me a lesson. I just had to do my best to impress her during that period.

And I was going to do everything I could to impress her. I was going to make this very unusual second chance count.

***

The next day I woke early to get ready for work, wanting to get in early to beat the commuter rush and get settled at my desk before anyone else arrived. I was very nervous about what lay ahead and everything it meant.

Ms Boston had dropped me off at home after our trip out, something I was very grateful for because I’d remained as Jewel, dressed in pink, aware that putting my usual clothes, my suit, back on would look ridiculous with my new make-up and nails and hair, and I’d carried all my bags up to my apartment to unwind and process the events of the day.

I’d thought about everything that had happened, what it meant, while I put my new clothes away. It seemed so impossible and unlikely, had all been such a whirlwind, that I’d had no time really to work out how I felt about it all.

I’d started my internship with high hopes and had then fucked it all up, only to be offered a second chance that had spun out of all control, leading me to where I was.

Jewel. A clutzy, ditzy bimbo.

I wondered if Ms Boston had thought I would quit, that I’d back out and flee. Was it a test? If so I was determined to pass. My dream job was at stake. The job I’d worked so hard for.

I’d studied for years, had laboured to get excellent grades, earn numerous qualifications, so I wasn’t going to let one accident ruin it no matter what it took. My Mistress might be planning on treating me like a bimbo, but I was going to show her just what an asset I was.

So, once I was up, I showered and dressed in my new uniform, and I found myself quite thankful for the fact that my nails and make-up were permanent since it was one less thing to worry about. As it was, doing my hair and getting dressed was enough to contend with.

I managed it though, styling my hair into loose waves, shimmering blonde that was brighter and lighter after yesterday’s treatments, almost platinum, and I chose one of my more demure outfits—black panties and a matching black padded bralette, black sheer pantyhose, with a pink skirt and a white blouse, pink heels.

With my silver hoop earrings in, my pink make-up, my bright blonde hair, I looked… breathtaking. My blouse was sheer, so my black bralette could be seen underneath the fabric, and the skirt was tight fitting, cinched around my waist, making my hips and ass look wide and full, a sway to my body as I walked that was only made worse—or better—by the fact that the heels made me strut like a flirty tease.

I looked like a sexy slutty secretary out of a porn movie. A bimbo secretary, but… I was a highly qualified, intelligent, talented intern, wasn’t I?

I just needed to remember that. No matter how exciting or thrilling it all felt, I needed to remember that it was temporary. I just needed to impress Ms Boston, to show her I was an asset, not a liability.

Yet, at the same time, knowing it was temporary, that once the training and the punishment were done that it would all be reversed, made me inclined to embrace it too. I’d lived my entire life as a studious, boring boy, a young man trying to prove something, but now… now I was just a dumb bimbo, a ditzy clutz. So… why not embrace it and stop worrying.

I giggled at that thought. Maybe I could do both. Maybe I could have a little fun? I’d never been particularly attractive or hot, but now… now I was very hot. Maybe I could see what it was like to be sexy and flirty? Maybe I could enjoy it while also impressing my boss?

With that thought buoying me up I mentally fortified myself for the day ahead. I needed to be Jewel. I was going to be leaving the house as a girl. I was going to be going to work as a sexy, hot, bimbo blonde. From now until the training was over I was going to be trapped as Jewel.

I’d lived my whole life as a boy who was forgettable, barely noticed, but Jewel was not forgettable, and she was very, very noticeable. As hot as she was, as sexy as I was, I knew people would stare. People were going to stare at me.

I was nervous, but, at the same time, I was curious and almost… excited.

***

Leaving early I managed to miss the worst of the commuter rush, the worst of the crowds, and I was glad for that. I would not have managed the crowds, not without getting very flustered and overwhelmed. As it was, even with the train only half full I still ended up arriving at work feeling very flustered and overwhelmed, and I’d rushed straight to my desk to hide and calm down.

I had known people would notice me, and I had thought myself prepared, but I wasn’t. I couldn’t have been. The sense of being seen, being watched, the way men, and more than a few women, looked at me, sent a thrill along my spine and made my belly flutter.

I could tell what they were thinking—I’d have thought the same things if I’d seen a woman who looked like me heading to work—and I could feel their eyes on me. Worse, I… I found I liked it.

There was a thrilling and exciting and exhilarating feeling about being lusted after, knowing what they were thinking, that I was just a dumb, ditzy, clutzy, blonde bimbo. It made my whole body throb, and as I settled at my desk, the first into the office, I had to close my eyes and take deep breaths and wait for my hard cock to soften.

My heart raced, body throbbing. I felt so smooth and vulnerable, exposed. I had a whole day to get through still. And then there was tomorrow? And the day after. And all the days after that. I was trapped as Jewel, a blonde bimbo, until Ms Boston was done with me, and I had finished my training and punishment. Until then…

“Morning Jewel. Nice and early to work today? I’m pleased to see you’re doing your best to make up for yesterday’s mishap.”

My Mistress’s voice snapped me from my daydreams, and I opened my eyes to see her standing over me, looking down at me. I shivered at the sight of her.

She seemed even more intimidating than yesterday. Dressed in black, dark-rimmed glasses, her black hair neat, with dark make-up and deep red lips, even her smile seemed somehow threatening.

“I… thank you, Mistress.” I managed to whisper.

She stared at me for a moment, looking me over.

“Good girl for remembering.” She said. “And… I approve of your outfit. It’s cute. I mean, I’d like to see more flesh on show and see you dressing more for the role I set out for you as the ditzy clutz in pink, but there’s time for you to grow and develop and it’s a good start.”

I blushed. The outfit I was wearing was by far the most sensible of the outfits she’d bought for me, and some of them seemed very inappropriate for work. Did she really mean for me to…

“Now, be a darling little assistant and go fetch me a coffee. And try not to fuck it up this time.” Ms Boston said to me.

My blush deepened. Her tone was hard, firm, but also playful. I felt my body throb and burn. I nodded.

“Yes Mistress.” I said.

And with that I rose to my feet, slightly unsteady with how flustered I was, and headed off to fetch my Mistress her coffee.

***

By the time I fetched Ms Boston her coffee the office was starting to get busy, and it was clear that people were noticing me. Not only was I a new face, but I was a very pretty face, dressed far more outrageously than anyone else in the building.

I was surrounded by engineers, programmers, scientists, people with qualifications like mine, intelligent, career-motivated people, dressed sensibly, and there was me, a sexy bimbo in pink, tottering around in heels with what could only be described as pornstar make-up on. I felt so exposed, but… I really was beginning to enjoy it.

As I walked, strutting, I found myself putting an extra wiggle in my walk to draw even more attention to myself. And the extra attention made my cock throb and swell in my panties, a buzzing pleasure that was addictive and that made it hard to think.

Yet, I managed to deliver Ms Boston’s coffee without incident, not spilling a drop, something I was very grateful for. I had been very worried I was going to repeat yesterday’s accident again.

With the coffee on her desk, my Mistress thanked me and then set me to work.

“Since yesterday’s task was beyond you, I have something simpler for you today. There is a new programme currently in test designed to speed up detection in one of our key programmes. I want you to test it. It should be impossible to fuck this up as badly as you fucked up yesterday, but still… be careful Jewel. No more mistakes, please?”

I nodded, told her I’d do my best, and headed to my desk to begin. In the end, the work turned out to be incredibly tedious, but impossible for me to mess up, for which I was grateful.

It was a simple process, feeding in sets of hypothetical data and then monitoring the programme as it analysed it. I just had to sit and stare at a screen of incomprehensible gibberish as it worked, then check the outputs against a pre-generated table.

Yet, as I toiled, I found myself soothed, almost relaxing into it. It was so simple and straightforward that I was able to relax and let my brain float, let the events of the last day process in the background. I typed in numbers, waited, checked the output, recorded the result, and then repeated it. Even I couldn’t fuck it up.

Or so I thought.

***

As I worked my mind worried over the events of the last twenty-four hours. So much had happened. I had changed so much, and it was all permanent, or at least it was for now.

I had gone from Justin to Jewel. Had been transformed from a boring, ordinary, nerdy young man looking forward to starting his dream job into a sexy, blonde, ditzy bimbo. And… my heart skipped as I wondered about what might come next.

I had never imagined being pretty, being sexy, could feel so good, so liberating. There was something so terrifying and shameful and exposing to what Ms Boston was making me do, but at the same time I could not deny the thrill I felt, the constant burning ember of arousal.

Ever since I’d tried on my first pair of panties I’d felt it, that aching lust in my gut, and it had only grown hotter until now it was scorching me. As I typed in numbers, my brain barely occupied by the task at hand, I recalled all the outfits I owned now, my new uniform, the lingerie, the skirts, tops, dresses, tiny shorts, the heels. Would I need to wear them to work too? Just how slutty did my Mistress want me to be?

How would people stare at me? What would they think?

My body thrummed as I imagined it. My cock throbbed, hard, swelling, becoming almost uncomfortable.

I had been very horny when I’d got home the night before, but, after the day, as tired as I was, not sure how I felt about it all, I’d decided to take a cold shower and head to bed, and then in the morning I’d been in a rush to leave early, which meant I was feeling quite pent up. I realised now it was a mistake not to masturbate, not to cum. Dressed as I was, smooth, sensitive, a sexy bimbo in pink, I was feeling very distracted, and was getting only more distracted as time passed.

It didn’t help that the work was so boring. Had it been interesting or demanding, I’d have been able to lose myself in it, distract myself. But the work was so boring, which meant my mind kept wandering, and I became more and more distracted, squirmier, more flustered. My thighs pressed together, smooth and sensual in my pantyhose, and my brain seemed almost foggy.

I typed in the last of the numbers and pressed the button to analyse.

I waited. The screen flickered and then… went dead.

I stared at it for a moment. I stared at it, waiting, hoping. Nothing happened.

“Is there a problem Jewel?

I stared at the screen. What had I done? It was almost hard to think.

I was so turned on and frustrated, so distracted, that I’d not been concentrating, and now, on top of that, I was panicking that I’d fucked up again. My brain was mush.

What had I done?

Ms Boston rose to her feet and strode across the room to move behind me, looked at my screen. I felt her looming over me, but I daren’t look at her. Maybe it was an error in the code, something outside of my control?

Yet, I couldn’t be sure. I hadn’t been paying attention. I’d been too distracted.

I’d wanted to show her I could be an asset, that I wasn’t as dumb as she thought, but in the end, maybe I really was the dumb, clutzy, ditzy blonde bimbo she’d dressed me as? Maybe…

“Oh dear Jewel, it seems I can’t trust you to do even the simplest task.”

I blushed a deep pink, shame and fear and anxiety swelling, a crushing sense that I’d disappointed, again.

“I… I’m sorry. I… I don’t know what happened. I’ll… I’ll…”

“Hush now Jewel.” My Boston said. “There’s no harm done. I made sure after last time that my ditzy clutz couldn’t cause any real damage. You could consider that a test, of sorts. One you failed, which means I need to work out what to do with you.”

“I’ll do anything. Please…”

I felt awful, desperate. My body was throbbing. I was begging.

“Mmm… I really do believe you. But if I can’t trust you to do even the most basic of office tasks like that, then what purpose do you have around here?”

I was frozen. This was it. She was going to let me go. I’d ruined my second chance.

I turned to look at her, looked up at her. I was close to tears.

“Please, Mistress. I… let me make it up to you.” I begged.

Ms Boston smiled at me, a grin full of mischief. She seemed almost… pleased.

“Okay.” She said. “You can make it up to me, but it’s not going to be easy.”

“I’ll do it. Anything.”

Her grin widened.

“Anything?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Then get down on your knees for me.” She said. “And beg.”


Five

I did as Ms Boston said. I dropped to my knees and begged, whining and pleading for her forgiveness. I knew I’d fucked up, that I’d ruined my second chance, but I felt so awful that I just wanted her forgiveness.

For years I’d prided myself on being smart, diligent, capable. But only two days of being around Ms Boston had undone all of that. It was like she had stripped me down to my core, shown me who I truly was. I was a dumb bimbo, a ditzy clutz, and I just wanted her to know how sorry I was.

“You look pretty when you beg.” She said. “Very pretty. You know, I think I might be able to find a job for you here if you’d like, but it would be very different to the one I think you were hoping for.”

My heart leapt. She could find me a job?

“Please…” I whispered, desperate.

Ms Boston smiled.

“You’d need to interview for it though.” She said. “And it’s a very demanding position.”

I just nodded.

“Let me try. I know I can do it. Please. Let me try.” I whispered.

Her smirk widened. She stepped towards me, and, with one hand, reached out to stroke the side of my face, letting her fingers tease over my cheek, caressing up into my hair before gripping suddenly, hard, pulling my hair, making me wince.

“Consider your request grated Jewel. You can try for the position. But fail me a third time and the consequences will be quite severe. Are you still interested?”

The tone of her voice made it clear she meant it. I just nodded.

“Please.” I whispered, heart skipping.

My body was thrumming, heart racing. I didn’t know what was happening to me. It was like I had fallen down a rabbit hole and couldn’t stop myself from spiralling deeper. Only, instead of darkness, there was just pink. A dense overwhelming fog of pink. My brain was full of dense pink fog and I was sinking deeper.

“Then stay on your knees. We’ll start with the easy bit.”

And with that, Ms Boston began to lift up her skirt.

***

I sat, frozen, and my Mistress peeled her skirt up, revealing her thighs, her stocking tops, her bare skin, her hips, panties, her ass, and…

I blinked as I stared at the bulge in Ms Boston’s panties. Her thick, long, hard, throbbing bulge. She had a cock. A cock that was a lot larger than mine.

“Well…” Ms Boston said, looking down at me. “Does my pretty little slut want the job or not?”

I stared at her cock, stunned. My mouth felt dry and I was shaking. What did she want me to do?

My head was spinning, heart racing, and then all of a sudden I realised the full implication of my situation, what had happened. I felt trapped, giddy, fearful, and… elated. Why was my situation, and the hard cock in front of me, exciting me?

I giggled. I actually giggled, blushing, and my mouth started to water.

It had all seemed impossible, so lucky and then so unlucky. I’d never thought I’d get the internship—I knew I was qualified, but I also knew I would be up against hundreds if not thousands of others who were all just as qualified, but who had things that set them above me. The process had been exhausting, with psychometric testing, video interviews, detailed personal histories, but then, impossibly, I’d got the position. The chance at my dream job.

I’d landed the job, had been beyond lucky, and then I’d messed it up. Only… I’d never been clumsy before. Though I’d never been sporty or particularly agile or graceful, I’d never been clumsy. Yet I’d messed up on the morning of my first day. Why?

I’d put it down to nerves, but I couldn’t help but wonder given how my Mistress was looking at me if perhaps it was planned. All of it had happened so quickly, so rapidly. It had been so efficient that it had seemed impossible, but what if it had all been planned?

What if I’d been lured into a trap, meant to fail so that I could be punished and trained? What if this is what Ms Boston had wanted all along? Me, on my knees, her ditzy, clutzy, bimbo…

And then more pieces fell into place. The testing I’d had to do, the interviews, the personal histories and medical records. They’d picked me for a reason. They’d picked me because they knew…

I giggled again. I knew why I was so excited, why I hadn’t resisted. I knew why I’d given in so eagerly, willingly, happily. I understood why I was staring at Ms Boston’s cock with such a huger.

They’d picked me because I was the perfect fit for my Mistress. She’d picked me because she knew I could become what she wanted. She’d picked me because she had known that she could trap me, train me, remake me, and she’d been right.

Which meant… it had all been inevitable. The only one who hadn’t known was me.

I knew now though. I knew that this was where I was meant to be. On my knees in my Mistress’s office, applying for a very special job she had in mind just for me.

Accepting that, accepting the truth of who I was, I felt the last of my resistance fading, felt myself falling deeper into the trap that had been set just for me. All those tests, interviews, and records meant that Ms Boston knew me better than I knew myself, and if she thought I’d be good at the job she had in mind for me, then who was I to argue?

***

I shifted, moved forward, crawled closer to my Mistress, fully accepting my place. I was on my knees, at her feet, and I had an interview to get on with.

If it went well there was a job for me. I didn’t know what the job was, but I trusted that it was one I would be very well suited to.

“Good girl.” Ms Boston said. “Now, show me that my faith in you is not misplaced.”

I smiled, blushed. She had faith in me. She had planned all this just for me. I felt a giddy rush of emotions. Shame, fear, panic at how she had trapped me. But, brighter and hotter than those was a joy that was overwhelming. I felt liberated, free, like something deep within me had been unlocked.

I’d spent most of my life working hard to achieve, working to get good grades so I could get a good job so I could be worth something. It had been a cage.

I’d always known as a man I was unexceptional, that I needed something extra to give me an edge, that I needed money, a career, brains, that I needed to toil and stress and work. But now… what Ms Boston was offering me was different.

If I did this, if I passed her interview and got the job she had in mind for me, I wouldn’t need to work hard or think. I wouldn’t need to stress or struggle. I could just be… I could be a ditzy clutz, a bimbo, could focus on being pretty for her, and that would be enough.

As a man, I knew I’d always need to work. But… as Jewel, I could be free.

With that thought I reached up and gripped the waistband of Ms Boston’s panties, and began to pull them down, freeing her massive cock. The sight of it made my heart skip.

I’d been with a few women, had been intimate with a few women, but never a man, and never a woman like my Mistress. I’d never seen another cock in real life before besides my own, had never seen another hard, throbbing cock before.

Were they all this big? Was I just abnormally small? And why did that excite me?

My head was buzzing, my dick aching in my panties, harder than I think it had ever been. Grinning, licking my lips to wet them, I reached up to touch my Mistress’s cock, wrapped my slim, delicate hands around it, and stroked.

Her moan of pleasure was music to my ears. The way she thrust her hips made my belly flutter. My hand on her cock, pink long fake nails, looked so pretty and feminine. The smell of her musk stirred a need in me.

Ms Boston’s cock was so hard, but the skin was so soft and smooth. I could feel the drumming of her heart through the throbbing of her fat prick. I couldn’t wait any more. I wanted the job she was offering me, no matter what it was.

Slowly I leaned forward and pressed my wet, hot, pretty lips to the head of her fat cock, and I kissed, firmly. A tingle ran up my spine, making me shiver, a pulse of delight.

“That’s it Jewel. Show me you are everything I hoped you’d be. Impress me.”

Her words sank deep, warming me, encouraging me. I could let go of my old life, Justin, the need to work hard and think, I could embrace Jewel, be a pretty pink ditzy bimbo. It was what I was meant for. All I needed to do was suck my Mistress’s cock.

It was that easy. So I did it.

I pressed my lips tight, forming a hot, wet seal, then pressed my head down. The girth of Ms Boston’s cock began to force my mouth open, a tingling radiating out from my lips and mouth. I moaned as my lips parted and her cock entered my mouth, and then she thrust.

She thrust and her cock sank deep, filling my hot wet mouth, and I began to suck. I worked my tongue, my hand, and sucked, taking more and more of her fat prick into my mouth.

The head pressed at the back of my throat, gagging me, and then I pulled back, let it slip out, wet and throbbing. I forced my head back down, and began to suck my Mistress’s cock like the pink bimbo I wanted to be.

***

I fucked my face up and down, let Ms Boston thrust her hips, pressing her cock deeper, faster, fucking my mouth. I worked my hand, wetted with my spit, and kept my lips wrapped tight around her girth, the thickness of it splitting them into a wide ‘O’.

I moaned in bliss, submitting to her. As I worked my tongue I tasted the tang of her precum, sweet and salty, clinging to the back of my throat. In my panties my cock was hard, so much smaller than Ms Boston’s, aching, throbbing. I squirmed from the joy of submitting to my truth.

Ms Boston’s grip in my hair tightened and she pressed my head down. I let her. I let her force my face down as she fucked her cock deeper, sucking, licking, moaning in joy.

I could hear the pants and gasps of her pleasure, but they seemed almost distant. My whole body was thrumming with a joy brighter and more subtle than anything I’d known before. I was Jewel, a pretty, sexy, dazzling pink bimbo, a ditzy clutz, and this was where I belonged, on my knees, sucking my Mistress’s cock.

My body burned hot.

Ms Boston’s cock pressed at the back of my throat, choking me, gagging me. I couldn’t breathe. And then she fucked deeper. Her cock pressed at my throat, stretching it, and then… it slipped deeper.

My Mistress’s cock was in my throat. There was a subtle pain, but brighter was the bliss of knowing I was swallowing her cock. She fucked deep, and I choked, gagging, dizzy from lack of air.

“Fuck… you have talent. I can’t wait to see how good you are with your mouth after some more training.” Ms Boston said.

Her words made me happy. I couldn’t wait for her to train me. Couldn’t wait to really impress her, pleasure her.

She fucked her cock into my throat, slipping deep, pulling back, but never pulling it out. I could feel it throbbing, and I struggled to swallow it, my throat clenching, milking.

I was dizzy, light-headed, sucking cock. My body throbbed, my dick aching in my panties, and I felt Ms Boston’s cock swelling, growing fatter and longer in my throat, throbbing hard. I knew she was close. She was going to cum.

She was going to cum down my throat.

That thought seemed to unlock something deep in me. A need and a hunger I had never known. I wanted to pass this interview. Knew I could not mess this up.

I needed her cum more than I needed air.

I sucked, hard, and took her cock deep, forcing my face down until all of her cock was deep in my tight throat.

“Fuck… you are so hot.” She moaned, thrusting.

And then… she was cumming. I could feel it. I could feel her cock pulsing, cumming down my throat. I swallowed as best I could, but there was too much. I pulled back, let her cock slip out until it was just in my mouth, and she was still cumming, jet after jet of hot, sticky, creamy cum coating my mouth, my tongue. The taste of it lit me on fire.

I swallowed, shivering, floating on a cloud of bliss. My body was shivering, head spinning. I felt free.

“Fuck… that’s it, swallow all of it, Jewel. Swallow it like a good girl.”

I did as she said. I swallowed every last drop, and it was only as her cock began to soften that I pulled back and let the head slip from my lips with an audible pop. I licked my lips and opened my mouth to show how empty it was.

I shivered and felt… dampness. Dampness in my panties. I realised even as I looked up at my Mistress that I had cum. I had cum in my panties while she choked me with her cock and I’d been too focused on her pleasure, on pleasing her, to even notice.

“Such a good little cum-slut.” She said. “You’re hired.”

I beamed, delighted. I didn’t even know what the job was, but I knew I wanted it more than I’d wanted anything.

“Which means… time we fitted you with the rest of your uniform.”

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes.

“Yes, Mistress. Please, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.” I said.

I couldn’t wait to find out what the rest of my uniform was.


Six

The two additions to my uniform were simple enough on the surface, but Ms Boston made it clear they were far more complicated than they looked. She told me that each was the result of considerable research and development, a line of bespoke, advanced accessories being developed by Elsewhere Industries under the direction of Ms Boston’s department.

The first was a cage. A small silver device that fitted neatly over my cock, fitted by Ms Boston who made sure to make it clear that she had noticed the mess I’d made in my panties and that the cage would help prevent future messes, while also keeping my shape feminine and svelte in even the tightest of outfits.

Ms Boston made sure it was snug and secure before locking it on with a cute heart-shaped padlock, slipping the key around her neck on a slim silver chain. It was only once it was locked on that she told me about the additional features.

“When inactive this will function just like any normal chastity cage. It’ll stop you from getting access to my property. From now on your cock, and your pleasure, belong to me. If you want to cum you need to earn it, by behaving. But if you do behave, that cage will allow me to give you pleasure in larger or smaller amounts, even up to and including making you cum whenever I like.” She said.

I blushed at the thought of that, being completely at her mercy, having to earn pleasure. With that power over me there was no way I’d be able to resist or escape her, but then… why would I ever want to?

“Would you like a demonstration?” She asked.

I nodded, eager. My Mistress smiled and moved around to her desk.

She had already slipped her cock away and eased her dress back down, but still, I couldn’t help but stare at her, the sway of her ass and hips as she strutted in her heels. The thought that I had just sucked her cock, deep-throated her cock, swallowed her cum, made me whimper.

My Mistress bent to retrieve a small device from a drawer and then, with a grin, pressed it. I almost doubled over and collapsed from the sudden pleasure that buzzed in my crotch. It was… addictive.

I moaned, gasping. I could feel it swelling, building, hot, and I was unable to resist it. Then it ended just as suddenly as it had begun.

“And that was on the lower end. So, as you can see, though you can no longer access your pleasure, I am able to reward you with plenty of pleasure, should you earn it.”

I blushed, understanding exactly what she meant. The cage was just another means to train me, a way to very effectively reward me, motivate me. And given the lingering taste of my Mistress’s cum in my mouth, I had a feeling I knew just what kind of training she had in mind.

“But now… time for the last piece of your uniform.” She said. “Now, bend over my desk, and lift your skirt up.”

I paled. I stared at her.

Ms Boston pulled another item out of her drawer, silver metal, a thick bulb that came to a dull point on one end, the other connected to a heart-shaped pink gem on the other. I knew immediately what it was. A buttplug.

I’ve never played with my ass before, had never even thought about it, and now… now my Mistress was going to plug my ass. I was nervous, anxious, but… I wanted it. I wanted it more than I could have ever imagined. Just looking at the plug made my ass clench, a fluttering in my belly as I wondered what it might feel like.

And at the same time, I knew that it was not just a simple plug. It, like the cage, was sophisticated, and designed to speed up and enhance my training. I had no idea what it would do to me, but I couldn’t wait to find out.

So, without question, I stepped off towards my Mistress’s desk, bending over, lifting up my skirt. I wiggled my ass and hips, curving my back and spreading my legs in invitation.

I looked up and saw Ms Boston watching me, grinning, and the way she looked at me made me feel warm and beautiful.

“Such a pretty slut. Now, are you ready to have your tight hole plugged?” She asked.

I paused for only a moment, then nodded.

“Yes Mistress. Please, Mistress.” I whispered.

She smiled.

“Then panties down.”

I giggled, reached back, and peeled my messy panties down to expose my butt, my crack, my hole, and I felt a shiver run up my spine as Ms Boston moved to stand behind me. With infinite gentleness, she put the tip of my plug at my virgin hole and she began to press. There was wetness, smooth, slippery, and my hole began to stretch.

***

The cage alone would have been enough to motivate me. Having it on was a constant reminder of my situation, what had happened, my new position, while also keeping me hyper-aware of the fact that I couldn’t cum without permission. That alone made me hornier, needier, all while not being able to experience pleasure except by pleasing my Mistress.

But the addition of the plug was enough to truly break me.

The plug was by far the more sophisticated of the two devices. Where the cage simply kept me locked away while granting me pleasure at my Mistress’s whims, the plug did a lot more.

At the very basic level, it was self-lubricating, slowly dispensing a nourishing skin oil that kept my hole wet and slippery, while making sure my skin stayed flexible and healthy and also very sensitive. But it did more too…

It would thrum at random intervals, to tease me and keep me on edge, making sure I was always horny so that I could barely think and was left a distracted, giggly mess. On top of that, it learned to respond to my body, learned to react to me, was trained to encourage certain behaviours.

When I walked the plug would buzz subtly. But when I walked with a wiggle in my hips and ass it would give me even more pleasure, which meant soon I was walking around with a very exaggerated strut.

When I giggled or flirted or felt particularly excited the plug would reward me, which meant I found more and more reasons to giggle or flirt, began to look for and find reasons to get excited.

And, perhaps worst of all, it was trained to respond in the same way as the cage, to the pleasure granted to me by my Mistress so that the experience was enhanced and magnified, the pleasure coming not just from my cock but from my ass too, so that when she did grant me pleasure it filled me in ways I was not used to and that I could not resist. Soon I began to crave it, and I began to do everything I could to earn pleasure.

I only had the cage on for a few hours when I began to notice changes to my behaviour, small and subtle, but obvious to me. I couldn’t have resisted even if I’d wanted to resist, but I didn’t want to resist.

I giggled and blushed as I realised what was happening. In only two days I’d been transformed. What would I be like in a week, a month, or… a year? Who was I becoming? And… why was I so excited to find out?

***

After passing my interview, after the additions to my uniform, Ms Boston took a moment to explain my job to me. It was nothing like the job I’d been expecting, and just listening made my heart skip and my belly flutter.

“Simply put you are to be my assistant, but… it is more complicated than that. Clearly, you can’t be trusted with anything important or essential, since you are too clumsy. A silly ditzy clutz like you needs to prove her worth in other ways.”

I nodded, blushing.

“So, you are to become my bimbo. My toy. I will use you to show off the newest developments in our research section to my superiors and our investors. You won’t need to think or worry, and won’t need to do anything more complicated than fetch coffee, but in exchange, you are expected to look pretty and sexy at all times, and you are expected to showcase all our new methods and devices. Understand?”

My head spun.

I had already been made hairless, made over, and was now dressed like a pink bimbo, caged and plugged. What more could they do?

I didn’t know, but I did know that I wanted desperately to please my Mistress. So, I nodded.

“Good, which means over the next week we are going to be giving you an even more extensive make-over. There are some rather spectacular developments coming out of my section, and there’s a big meeting coming up that I’ll expect you to accompany me to. There I will need your help to show off how well I’ve been doing in hitting my targets.”

I blushed, realising what Ms Boston was suggesting. She was going to do even more to me. Was going to push me even further. Was going to use me as a display model.

Yet… the thought of it thrilled me. So much had happened already, and it had all felt so good, so right. The thought of more made me tremble.

“Are you willing?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Yes Mistress. What… whatever you need of me I will do. I am you bimbo after all.” I said, grinning.

Ms Boston smiled, and then there was a warm caress of intense pleasure running through me as she activated my cage and my plug. The sensations were hot, addictive, corrupting me further. I knew then I’d never be able to get enough, would never be able to escape. I knew then that I would never want to escape.

***

Ms Boston got me started on my enhanced make-over after lunch, taking me out to eat as a treat to celebrate me being even better suited to my new role than she had hoped. I basked in her praise and did everything I could to earn her attention and her favour.

I walked with a strut, flirted and giggled, acting like the pink bimbo she’d made me into, the ditzy clutz she wanted me to be, dumb and giggly and sexy.

At lunch she teased me with moments of intense pleasure, keeping me very distracted, and I couldn’t help but feel exposed and vulnerable, whimpering, trying to stay quiet so the people around me wouldn’t realise what was happening, but at the same time safe because I was with my Mistress. I was aware of people staring, looking at me, eyeing me with obvious lust, and that only fed my desire.

Ms Boston too flirted with me, teasing me, and by the time lunch was over I was a mess. A very horny, very distracted mess, yet I had a feeling things were going to get a lot worse.

And they did.

That afternoon my Mistress took me for the first of my many extra make-over sessions, eager to get started so I would be ready for her big meeting. She led me down to the labs and the testing rooms where I had been made hairless and smooth, but to a different room this time, introducing me to a team of women.

“Are you ready?” Ms Boston asked me.

I smiled. I did not know what to expect, what I was supposed to be ready for, but… I was ready. I was ready to do whatever she wanted.

She had chosen me out of all the hundreds if not thousands of applicants specifically for this purpose, had chosen me for this role. I hadn’t known it when applying, but she had chosen well. She had found my secret talent, had given me the dream job I’d never known I wanted, and I was ready to do whatever it took to repay her.

I nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” I whispered.

And she smiled.

“Then let's begin.”

***

The first treatment was simple enough, a cosmetic overhaul to enhance my appearance and make me more ideally suited to my new role, only… it was nothing like the cosmetic surgery I was familiar with.

“This is cutting-edge science. The use of this technology will allow me to shape your body to my will without the need for invasive surgery, but at the same time, it will also adjust to your needs, wants, and your behaviour. It is an adaptive learning technology. It will respond to you. The things you do will help inform the kind of body it gives you, the things you want and feel. It can’t read minds, but it can read bodies. The way you end up looking will be partly how I want you to look, but mostly will be how you want to look and how your body wants to look and an instinctive level. Does that make sense?”

The words washed over me. I was so horny from the teasing over lunch that I was barely able to focus and I hadn’t been listening properly, so it didn’t make much sense at all. I knew though that it didn’t matter if it made sense to me. I wasn’t there for my brain after all. I was just a pretty body, a pink bimbo.

I shook my head.

“Not really. I… I’m a bit confused and I’m finding it hard to think.” I said, voice soft.

Ms Boston smiled at me, reached out and petted my head. She reassured me that I was safe, and told me that I didn’t need to think, and I felt calmed by her. With my Mistress by my side, I was happy to have the treatment, a series of injections in my arms, chest, legs, butt, belly, cheeks, and even lips.

There was a warm glow, a heat, but that faded quickly enough, leaving me with just a tingling sensation. My skin felt prickly and tight.

“The changes will be quite rapid, but not instant, so it will take a day or two to fully realise.” My Mistress said.

I nodded, accepting her wisdom. For my obedience and good behaviour, she gifted me pleasure and I couldn’t help but whimper, my cock and ass throbbing, aching, and I blushed as I realised the research staff around me were all watching me, grinning, amused by my pleasured suffering.

I couldn’t believe that just a few days ago I’d wanted to be like them, to have a job like theirs. It looked so boring now, so mundane. Being a bimbo was a lot more fun.

Already I could feel my body shifting, changing, and I was buzzing at the thought of how it might change. Given the theme of my uniform, and how my Mistress was treating me, I had an idea, and I was eager to find out if I was right. Yet, at the same time, knowing my new body would be a reflection of me, my secret wants, my body’s desires, the way I behaved, left me feeling very, very exposed.

It was done though, and I was committed to finding out what kind of bimbo I was destined to become.

After that first session, my Mistress took me to another lab where they had me lie down so they could give me a tattoo. Or rather, it looked like a tattoo, but it was more than just a tattoo.

The technicians gave me a pink mark just above my crotch, like a decorative heart branded into my skin. As they worked there was no pain, only a tingling warmth, a growing sense of pleasure, and it seemed almost to light up as they finished.

“That is one of my favourite new developments.” My Mistress said. “It looks a lot like a tattoo but has extra features. The first is its slow release of aphrodisiacs. You’ll find you’re even hornier than before now, and that the longer you go without release the harder you find it to resist pleasure and the easier you find it to submit. You’ll also be more sensitive to pleasure, so that soon your whole body will feel like one massive erogenous zone. The light touch anywhere will feel good, whereas touch where it used to feel good will now feel overwhelmingly amazing. The final touch, and this is my favourite bit, means that the mark will start to glow as you become more aroused. Your tattoo will glow brighter the hornier you get, and if you wait too long it’ll start to feel hot, like a throbbing that only serves to make you hornier.”

Ms Boston was smirking as she told me this. My head spun. I looked down at the finished brand and I couldn’t help but notice the soft glow was brighter now. I reached down to touch it and there was a sensual pleasure at even the softest caress.

“Again it’ll take a few days to fully settle and reach its full potential, but you should already be feeling something. Are you?”

I blushed, then nodded. The way Ms Boston smiled at me told me how pleased she was.

“That’s enough for today though. I think what you need is rest. But… I expect you bright and early tomorrow. There is so much more we have to do to get you ready for my big meeting and presentation. And you want to make sure I impress, don’t you?”

I nodded, eager.

“Yes Mistress. I… I want to make sure everyone knows how wonderful you are. I’ll do anything you need.” I said, meaning every word.

As horny and distracted and dumb as I was I couldn’t do anything else. I was hers to command and I would become anything she wanted to be so long as it pleased her, and it earned me pleasure.

“Good girl.” She said.

And I couldn’t help but bask in her praise.


Seven

The days that followed were a whirlwind. Each day I noticed more changes to my body, my figure and face slowly changing to become more suited to my role as a pink, ditzy bimbo, and I could barely contain my joy as I wilfully and excitedly abandoned my old life.

Being a bimbo was more fun after all. And I was becoming more and more of a bimbo with each passing day.

The first change I noticed was my chest, or more specifically, my breasts. It started as just a change to my nipples, a tenderness and a puffiness, but quickly they began to grow in size, becoming more sensitive, thicker and longer, so much so they began to poke through the thin material of my bralettes. Then my breasts began to grow too, swelling rapidly, so that after only a few days I had full, large, bouncy, jiggly breasts. It seemed impossible, but I could feel the weight of the change with every movement, and I could see them in the mirror, see them when I looked down, feel them with my own hands.

They felt good, and seeing them gave me a swell of joy that was hot and bright. Soon I had to upgrade to full bras, and my tops became stretched so that I looked like even more of a dumb, pink bimbo who was only good for one thing.

Yet, my breasts were not the only thing that grew. My hips widened too, and my ass swelled, becoming round and perky and jiggly, a luscious expanse of flesh that gave me wanton curves.

My thighs too became thick and juicy, and my lips swelled becoming plump and sensitive, bee-stung blowjob lips that made me look even dumber, even sexier.

Other parts though became smaller, slimmer, less bulky. I’d never been a large man, but now I was becoming even more petite. My shoulders slimmed down, my arms became thinner, and my waist cinched in. Even some of my facial features, which were already cute, became daintier, cuter.

My tattoo too came into its full power. By the end of the second day, it was glowing a vibrant pink, throbbing constantly, signalling just how horny I was, keeping me constantly on edge, making my body eager and sensitive to pleasure.

Ms Boston took great joy in teasing me over that, giving me small morsels of pleasure with my cage and plug to tease me and reward me, but never enough to push me over the edge and grant me release, keeping my brand glowing bright, throbbing, my whole body aching with need so I could barely think about anything other than pleasure, and my Mistress’s cock.

I did everything I could to please her in the hopes of the chance to serve her again, to get more pleasure, but though she was kind and offered plentiful praise and reward, it was not enough. It was never quite enough to grant me release.

Things were made worse too by the extra changes she put me through. I got new piercings, in my nipples, that were much like my plug and cage in that they could be used to tease and reward me, and they made my nipples even more sensitive, fatter and longer, keeping them hard.

I got a tongue piercing too, that gave my mouth pleasure when it was stimulated, and one in my lip. After that, I got fitted with a new cage, smaller than my first, since it had become too large for me as my body changed. And I got my make-up enhanced so it was bolder and brighter and pinker and sluttier.

Then Ms Boston took me shopping. She took me shopping for more outfits to suit my new body, and they were far more extreme than the ones she had bought me before. And I loved them all the more for it.

I wore the sluttiest one she’d bought me home from the store, and I gave my best bimbo wiggle to attract as many stares as I could, relishing the way people watched me, stared at me, molesting me with their attention. I felt sexy, powerful, dumb, and very, very horny.

***

But… that wasn’t all. I was still expected to attend to my duties as Ms Boston’s personal bimbo assistant.

Her job was stressful and busy and demanding, and I did my best to make sure she was relaxed and comfortable. I couldn’t do much, since I was too distracted and horny to be able to do anything demanding or complicated, I was too dumb, too much of a pink bimbo, so I did little things for her. I fetched her coffee and lunch, brought her snacks, and water. I gave her massages, head, shoulders, feet, and took her calls, though it was often hard for me to remember the messages people left for her so she had to keep reminding me to use the little pink pad she’d place by my phone.

But my main duty was to ensure she was kept calm. It turned out that Ms Boston had a very high sex drive, and my main duty was to attend to her need. I was her bimbo after all, designed specifically for her, and it was my job to keep her soothed.

Several times a day she would summon me for training, making me get down on my knees in her office, or crawl under her desk, lifting her skirt or her dress up, peeling her panties down to free her massive, thick, throbbing, perfect, beautiful cock. She would make me stare at it for a while, watching it throb and swell, and only when I was ready to beg, would she let me touch it.

I loved that, loved how she made me beg for her cock, made me feel like a true bimbo slut, like her cum-slut, and I loved how it felt when I could finally touch her cock, the thrum of pleasure she rewarded me with, the addictive pleasure that made me crave her cock more and more each time.

She would make me stroke her, gently, and only when I’d earned it was I allowed to wrap my lips around her cock, kissing, sucking, lapping, fucking her fat, beautiful cock with my mouth, my throat. Just the pleasure of that was intense, my body so much more sensitive, my brand throbbing, burning, my lips and tongue and throat potent sources of joy that was only enhanced by my piercings, but added to the pleasure granted by my plug and cage and my nipple piercings, it was a heady cocktail of delight that corrupted me totally, making me into her brainless, dumb, bimbo cum-slut.

My Mistress trained me, using my mouth often, and I became hooked on the taste of her cum, her seed. She trained me how to suck, how to lick, how to use my hands, and I learned quickly, motivated by a need for pleasure and praise, became desperate to satisfy her.

She trained my throat too, teaching me how to relax it, subdue my gag reflex, taught me how to swallow the whole of her fat cock so she could fuck my face fully, bury her prick deep, and cum down my throat. I learned to love it, the slight pain of my throat stretching wide, the pulsing of her cock deep inside my mouth, the warmth of her cum in my belly as she forced me to swallow her thick cream, only the lingering traces on the tip of her cock meeting my tongue so I could taste her—I craved the taste of her.

I became her perfect bimbo, her cum-slut, and I was happier than I had ever been. I was so horny and distracted and squirmy that I really was a brainless, dumb, cum-drunk, ditzy, pink bimbo. And I was happy.

I was sexy, cute and pretty, beautiful. I was hot. And I was happy.

***

“I have something special for you today.” Ms Boston said.

It had been just over a week since I had started working for her, and my life had changed completely. I had been transformed, corrupted, defiled.

Justin was gone, replaced with Jewel. The smart, qualified, motivated intern was gone, and in his place was a dazzling, vivacious, flirty, giggly, brainless bimbo. I had become someone new, someone better. I had been picked specifically for this job, this role, this position, because there had always been a bimbo deep inside me and I had never known. But Ms Boston had known. She had spotted it and she had drawn it out of me and made it real. I was grateful beyond words for all she had given me and I was excited to see just how much further my Mistress’s training would take me.

“Oh yay!” I said, practically squealing in excitement.

I jumped up and down, clapping my hands. My tits, massive now, straining at the cloth of my bra and the dress, bounced, jiggly—I still could not get over how big my tits were, and how good they felt, how right they felt. Even my ass jiggled.

“Such an eager little bimbo.” Ms Boston said. “I like it. Now, this is a reward for you, because you’ve worked so hard to become the best bimbo possible for me. I want to thank you. I just know that with your help we’re going to impress.”

I smiled. Her praise was like warm summer sun.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said.

Ms Boston smiled. She instructed me to come kneel at her feet, and I did as she said, eagerly, kneeling to look up at her.

It was a position I was intimately familiar with, and just being in it made my mouth water and my lips tingle. Was she going to have me suck her cock again? But I’d done that so often and so many times that it didn’t seem to fit her phrasing of something special, though it was always special to me.

“So pretty. Now, stay like that.”

I smiled, watching her. She was so hot, dark and commanding, beautiful and dazzling and intelligent. I was honoured to be her bimbo, wanted so much to impress her.

Ms Boston moved to the side and I waited. Within moments she was back, something pink in her hands, a strap, a…

I giggled, blushing.

“You like your gift?” She asked.

I nodded.

“I love it.”

I really did.

It was a collar. A pink collar. A thick, sturdy, pink collar with a lock on the back and a tag on the front, the name Jewel etched on it, glittering.

“This is yours. It was finished yesterday, just in time for your demonstration later today.”

I giggled again. I was nervous and excited for the demonstration with my Mistress, the meeting where she was going to show me off to show the developments of her department, where she was going to use me to let the senior members of Elsewhere Industries see what her division of the company had created. She had told me nothing about what she had planned, so I had no idea what to expect.

“And of course, it’s far more than just a collar.” She said. “This has been programmed for you specifically, and is perhaps the most advanced item I’ve gifted you yet. Wearing it will create a dampening field that reduces your ability to think logically and clearly. It’ll make it even harder for you to stay focussed on anything other than sex and pleasure.”

I bit my bottom lip, whimpering. Why did that thought excite me so much?

I’d spent my life working hard, being a good student, studying to get good grades so I could get a good job, so I could achieve, show how smart I was, and now…

Now I was throwing that all away, eagerly, gladly, willingly, so I could become Ms Boston’s bimbo. If I let her put the collar on me then I was sealing my fate, my destiny.

“So, do you accept, are you willing to let your Mistress collar you?”

I smiled, batting my eyelashes.

“Please.” I said.

Ms Boston smiled.

“Good girl.” She said.

And then she fitted the collar around my neck.

***

The moment the leather closed around my throat I felt it. A full pink fog closed around me, warm and soft and safe. My brain fluttered, and my body throbbed, warm.

My thoughts slowed, stopped, and I giggled. I felt so good.

There was a click, the lock at the back sealing the collar on my. My collar. The collar that marked me as my Mistress’s bimbo. I was Jewel.

I was a ditzy clutz. A pink bimbo. A cum-slut. And I was collared.

“I… like… thank you, Mistress. I am going to be the bestest prettiest bimbo for you ever.”

I was beaming, smiling, hot and fluttery. I barely knew who or where I was, but that didn’t matter, because I was safe. I was with my Mistress.

“Are you going to be a good girl for me, Jewel?” She asked.

I nodded without hesitation.

“I’ll be the goodest girl for you Mistress. I will do everything you tell me, and I’ll look pretty for you, and will wear all the slutty clothes you want, and will be your willing cum-slut. Whatever you want.”

I could feel it, a pink fog surrounding me, corrupting me. I was hornier than I’d ever been before, desperate for pleasure, and I knew that all pleasure came from my Mistress so I would do anything she wanted.

I didn’t need to think, to worry, to work or stress. I just needed to obey, to be a good girl, an obedient bimbo. Then I could get pleasure.

Ms Boston smiled at me. Even her smile made me shiver in anticipation of what was to come.

Maybe she’d let me suck her cock again, taste her cum—I was craving it so badly. Maybe there’d be pleasure. Maybe…

It had been so long since I’d cum, I didn’t dare hope.

“Perfect. I think you’re finally ready.” She said. “Now, do you want to come with me so we can get you dressed for our presentation?” She asked.

I nodded. There was no thought, no resistance. I would do anything she wanted.

I had no will of my own. I didn’t want any will of my own. I wanted only to be her obedient bimbo slut.


Eight

Ms Boston brought out an outfit she’d had made specially for me and my eyes went wide as I saw it. My outfits had been getting sluttier, pinker, but the outfit she had in mind for our presentation together was something else.

It was bright pink, latex, and tiny. A dress that was skin tight and short, fitted around the throat and shoulder, sleeveless, but with a large window in the chest that would leave almost all of my tits exposed—the window was shaped like a heart.

I giggled at the sight of it. It was…

“It’s perfect.” I whispered.

“I knew you’d love it.”

Ms Boston helped me get changed, watched as I stripped naked—the latex was so tight that I’d not be able to wear any underwear beneath it, then helped me into the dress. I was glad for her help.

The latex was stretchy, but clung to my skin, so it was difficult to get on. Ms Boston showed me the knack of it though, stretching it over my head, helping me get my arms, in, stretching it over my massive breasts, my wide hips, my fat ass.

Once it was on she zipped me in, and it tightened, sealing around me. It felt…

“You look good.” Ms Boston said. “Sexy, slutty, perfect for what I have in mind.”

I blushed and giggled. I thanked her.

The latex was hot, sweaty, and I was glad so much skin was free, and very glad for the window over my breasts that caused fresh air to tickle my cleavage. I turned to look in the mirror that sat in the corner of Ms Boston’s office and I felt my body throb.

My caged cock ached, my hole clenched around my plug, and my tattoo burned on my skin. I could see the glow of it even through the latex, marking me as a horny slut in heat. I giggled again, and wiggled, delighting in how the latex showed off all my curves, the wanton jiggling of my flesh, my new, sexy, slutty body.

“You like how you look?” Ms Boston asked.

I nodded, unable to take my eyes off my reflection. I really did.

I was utterly transformed. Beautiful and sexy and pretty, a perfect bimbo slut. Even my face was almost unrecognisable, my hair fuller, blonder, curlier, my make-up heavy and bold, and the collar around my neck was by far my favourite thing—marking me as Ms Boston’s property, her bimbo, her cum-slut.

“I really do. Thank you.” I said. “Thank you for… for everything.”

Ms Boston grinned at me.

“You can thank me by doing your best to impress during our performance. Now, come on. It really wouldn’t do to be late, and we have to finish getting you dressed. After all, you can’t go barefoot, can you? A slut needs heels and I have the perfect heels in mind for you.”

And with that, she showed me my shoes and my heart skipped a beat. They really were perfect.

***

Ms Boston had me put on a pair of white latex stockings first, the material clinging to my legs so tightly that I didn’t need suspenders for them to stay in place, then helped me into my heels.

They were pink, of course, and very high. Precarious pink platform heels, pleasers, strappy, and I knew that they were the perfect finishing touch to my outfit. As my Mistress helped me into them I wobbled, and it took me a moment to find my balance in them. Just a few days ago I’d never have even been able to stand in such heels, let alone walk in them, but I’d had so much practice walking and crawling and strutting in heels recently that it did not take me long to get the knack of them.

Soon enough I was strutting in them as though I were born wearing them, hips rolling, ass wiggling, tits jiggling, and I felt a thrum of pride at what a good bimbo I was.

Ms Boston, satisfied I was ready, led me off towards our meeting. I could feel my heart drumming in my chest, my head dizzy, a potent mix of fear and eager anticipation for what was to come. As we walked through the office I could feel my co-workers staring after me.

I smiled, a swell of joy. They had seen my transformation, knew that I belonged to my Mistress. It was their work, their research, that had allowed me to be transformed, so I wanted them to look at me, to see how amazing the product of their labours was.

I relished in the lust I could feel, the lascivious attention, the lingering stares on my legs, tits, ass. I knew how I looked, what they were thinking, and I didn’t care.

Or rather, I did care, but I delighted in it. I was a dumb bimbo slut and I took pride in it. I was the bestest bimbo slut ever!

“We’re in here.” Ms Boston said. “Are you ready?”

She had stopped by a set of doors, dark wood, polished. I paled, heart thundering. I knew I wasn’t ready, but I also knew I’d never let my Mistress down.

I nodded.

“For you I am.”

She smiled at me.

“Good girl. Just… do what I say, be yourself, and have fun. They’re going to love you.”

And with that she opened the doors and stepped through, holding them open for me to follow. I took a deep breath, head spinning, fuzzy, cloudy with pink fog. I stepped into the room and looked around and… I froze.

***

The room was massive, with row upon row of chairs arranged so they all faced the front of the room and the small stage set up there. There were perhaps a hundred people, maybe even two hundred, all watching me. In the front were a few faces I vaguely recognised, faces I knew that Justin looked up to, people who helped run the company.

Smart people, men and women who he had admired. But I didn’t know their names. I didn’t know why they were famous. They didn’t matter to me. Only Ms Boston mattered.

Yet, the weight of so many people watching me, staring at me, looking at me, like a piece of meat, like a bimbo slut, struck me hard. I could feel their lust, their desire, their curiosity, and it made me hot. I giggled, blushed, and then on a whim, I jiggled, wiggling to give them all a good look at my slutty body.

“When you’re finished Jewel, come with me.” Ms Boston said.

I turned away from the crowd and looked to my Mistress. She was watching me, smiling, and my blush deepened. She offered me her hand and I took it, let her lead me up onto the stage. Behind me, I could feel people staring at my ass, my legs, and I gave them my best strut.

“Sit there please.” Ms Boston said. “And do your best to look pretty.”

She pointed to the only piece of furniture on the stage, a high padded bench that was wide, sat at the front of the stage so people would be able to get a good view of me. I obeyed, jumped up onto the bench and sat facing the crowd. I giggled as I looked out and saw them all staring at me. It was clear I was the centre of attention. I wiggled and jiggled, my tits bouncing, and I was delighted to see more than a few of them squirm.

“Thank you for coming. Now, if you’ll make yourselves comfortable, I will begin with the talk, and afterwards, Jewel here will assist me in demonstrating the fruits of my department’s research.”

There was quiet applause, and then silence. Ms Boston began to talk and it was super, super boring.

***

As Ms Boston talked I sat and looked out over the crowd, feeling very bored and neglected. The crowd all shifted their attention from me to her as she showed them figures and data and research findings, but none of it made any sense to me, and it wasn’t important. I knew once it might have been, to Justin, but to me, it was incomprehensible gibberish and it was boring.

I knew that I needed to help Ms Boston make a good impression though, but it was so hard to sit still and do nothing while she talked about boring science, and it seemed to go on forever. I was so horny and distracted, and my body was throbbing. I had thought we’d be having a fun demonstration, that she’d make me do dirty things, that she’d show me off, but instead I was being made to sit still and was being neglected while she talked on and on about data and numbers and things I had no understanding of. I could feel my brain crumbling to dust.

“And, to demonstrate, I want to show you this…”

A video popped up on the screen behind me. Finally, something I’d be able to understand!

It was a video of… me. I blinked, frowning. It was the old me, Justin. My head was so foggy it was difficult to remember.

I’d made that video as part of my interview process. I looked so different, so boring, and I was talking about all my work at school and college, all the boring pointless qualifications I had, all the things I wanted to do in the future. I couldn’t understand even a fraction of what my old self was saying.

He was talking about things Elsewhere Industries had done that he admired, feats of science and engineering, and he talked about their current research, areas he’d like to work, and it made me want to go to sleep. How had I ever been so dull!

I sat and watched as the old, boring, plain, smart me waffled on and on and on until the video ended. I blushed, slightly embarrassed I’d ever been so lame. I was better now though. I was the bestest version of myself now.

“Justin was chosen because their psychometric testing showed they were a perfect fit for my department. They were brilliant and motivated, and would have been an excellent addition to our research team, but, more importantly, the data suggested to me that they’d be a prime candidate for the product of our research, that they would make an excellent test subject, a willing, eager, enthusiastic participant in our work. And, as you can see, I was right.”

Ms Boston pointed to me.

I giggled, realising she’d been talking to me. This was my time to shine.

I turned to the crowd, not quite sure what to do. I smiled, waved, jiggling and wiggling, and I giggled.

“Hi everyone, I’m Jewel, and… I’m here to show you how amazing my Mistress, I mean Ms Boston, is”

I blushed. Everyone in the room was staring at me, at my body, my tits and thighs and ass and hips. I could feel their attention like a physical caress.

“Jewel here was once Justin. The young, intelligent, motivated young man in that video, plain and ordinary, has become the young woman in front of you, a dumb, horny bimbo, a cum-slut. My cum-slut. And I will now demonstrate just how effective our work is.”

There was a silent awe hanging over the room. I giggled.

Was this going to be the fun bit?

“Jewel… come kneel in front of me. It’s time we showed everyone just how talented and obedient you are.”

I beamed. This was going to be the fun bit!

I jumped up off the bench and rushed to my Mistress, tottering in my heels, aware my latex dress had ridden up to expose my ass but not caring. I quite like that people could see more of my slutty, wanton, sexy body.

I dropped to my knees and looked up at Ms Boston.

“What can I do Mistress.” I whispered, eager, keen, willing.

“Take my cock out, and show them all what a pretty cum-slut you are.”

I felt my body throb with glee and arousal and excitement. I couldn’t move fast enough.


Nine

I wasted no time in doing just as my Mistress said. I lifted her skirt up and was delighted to see the bulge of her hard cock in her panties, pulled her panties down and eased her fat, thick, long, beautiful prick out.

I knew people were watching, and… I liked it. There was a naughty thrill knowing that people had just watched a video of the old, boring me talking about silly science and numbers and data, and that were now going to get to watch the new, slutty, sexy version of me suck my Mistress’s cock, that they were going to watch me perform like a pink, ditzy, horny bimbo.

My cage and plug buzzed, rewarding me with pleasure, motivating me, and my piercings made my tits light up with joy. My brand burned hot, and I could not resist, could not hold back. I held my Mistress’s cock, pointed it at my fat, bee-stung lips, and leaned forward to kiss the tip gently.

The moment her cock touched my lips I whimpered. My moan was loud in the silence of the large room as the crowd watched me. Their attention, their scrutiny, turned me on, made me even more eager. I opened my lips wide and pressed my head down.

The girth of Ms Boston’s cock stretched my mouth wide, and I swallowed it deep. I felt it throb, pulsing, and the tang of her precum on my tongue was heaven. I moaned in bliss and joy, pleasure swelling and coursing through me.

“As you can see… fuck… Jewel is very eager and very talented. Just over a week ago she’d never even touched a cock, let alone sucked one, but with the help of… fuck that’s good… of our products, and my training of course, she’s become a very talented, and quite cock obsessed, cum-slut.”

I could feel people staring, and… I loved it. I made sure to put on a show for them, wanting to impress, wanting them to be impressed with my Mistress. I took Ms Boston’s cock deeper, sucking hard, licking, letting it just barely enter my throat.

Her hand gripped my hair and fucked deep, thrusting into my throat, fucking me hard. I subdued the urge to gag and delighted in the way her girthy prick stretched my throat.

“As you can see, in only just over a week she’s become a perfect bimbo, a pretty slut. I took an unhappy, nerdy young man and made him into a dumb, happy, slutty, pink bimbo. With our technology, we can help anyone reach their dream. All of it is possible. Fuck… her mouth is so hot and wet…”

Ms Boston thrust hard, sheathing her cock in my throat. I choked on the meat of her and my head spun, surrounded by pink fog. My whole body thrummed with pleasure, need, hunger, lust.

“We can make anyone into anything. Jewel here secretly longed to be a bimbo slut, and we granted her that wish, but our clients can be anything. Imagine a world… fuck… a world full of that much joy and happiness… gods she’s good…”

My Boston gripped my hair tight, pulled my head back, slipped her cock out of my mouth, the tip leaving the seal of my lips with a pop.

I whined, wanting more, wanting her cum. I looked up at her, pouting, batting my long fake eyelashes, desperate to taste her cum.

“As you can all see, she’s quite addicted to my cum, my cock. She can’t get enough. But… today, to show you all just how effective her training and transformation has been, and to reward her, I have something extra in mind.”

Ms Boston looked from the crowd to me, smiled.

“Get up and bend over the bench Jewel. Face the audience. I’m going to claim you as my personal bimbo slut in front of all these lovely people. I’m going to breed you and make you my toy. You’re going to show them just what a slutty, dumb, pink headed good girl you’ve become.”

My head spun. Her words were hot, filling my head.

She was… she was… She was going to claim me.

I giggled, blushing. I’d had sex with women before, or rather Justin had, but I’d never… I was… I was a virgin. My Boston was going to fuck me, breed me, and she was going to take my virginity, claim my ass. I had never wanted anything more in my life. Ever.

***

As I rose to my feet Ms Boston let go of my hair, and I stepped back, crossed the stage to step up to the bench, tottering and strutting in my heels. As hot and horny as I was there was no way I could control my body and I walked with a sexy wiggle and jiggle, ass jiggling, tits bouncing.

When I reached the bench I moved to stand with it between me and the audience, staring out, then bent over, hand flat on the surface, looking out at the sea of faces. They were all watching me, rapt. Their attention was such a turn-on. They were all going to watch me get fucked in my virgin ass.

They were all going to watch my Mistress breed me, claim me. They were all going to watch me embrace my truth, become the bimbo I’d always been meant to be.

I giggled and my body pulsed with need and hunger. I realised the heart-shaped boob window in my dress gave the crowd the perfect view of my massive tits. My Mistress really had thought of everything.

“Lift your dress up, Jewel.” Ms Boston said.

I blushed but did as she said, reaching back to peel my dress up. As I did I looked back over my shoulder and realised the large screen on the back of the stage was filled with a view of my ass. I was being filmed from the back so the crowd would be able to see everything. The thought thrilled me.

I peeled my dress up over my wide hips and fat ass, the latex stretching, bared my ass for the camera, my crack, the heart-shaped gem of my plug, my tiny caged cock.

The crowd could see everything.

“Now, back to facing front. We’ll give these lovely people a show they won’t forget.”

I did as My Boston said, faced forwards, hands down, looking out at my audience, butt high, legs spread. Ms Boston crossed the stage to step in close behind me. Her soft hands caressed over the smooth skin of my ass, squeezing, molesting. Then her fingers slipped down, into my crack, and they gripped the head of my plug, pressing it in slightly before…

I moaned out loud as Ms Boston began to pull on my plug, tugging it out. My hole squeezed down, tight, but she would not be stopped. She tugged, harder and harder, and my plug slipped out.

My ass was well trained by this point, a source of bright pleasure, and slippery from the oils the plug pumped out to keep my hole wet and pliable and sensitive. As my hole opened, stretching, I moaned louder.

“Fuck… fuck… I… that… don’t stop.”

A knot of joy began to form in my belly. My tiny caged cock drooled a limp stream of precum.

“As you can all see, she’s quite well-trained now. Quite the eager slut.”

I nodded. I really was.

My hole opened, stretching, Ms Boston tugged on my plug and then… it slipped out, slipped free, leaving my wet hole gaping, empty. The void inside me yearned to be full.

“Please… I feel so empty. Please… fuck me, Mistress. I need you. I need your cock. Fuck me. Fuck me in front of all these people. Fuck me, claim me, breed me. Make me your slut. Make me you bimbo whore.”

I could feel my Mistress’s hands caressing my ass. She stepped in between my legs and her feet forced my legs wider apart. I wiggled my ass in invitation, lifting it up.

“See what a good girl she had become? With this technology, we can do anything. We can make dreams come true. Just like we made Jewel’s dreams come true.”

I moaned as something thick and hard slipped along my crack, hot, throbbing. The head of my Mistress’s prick teased over my gaping ass, pressed just barely into my hole, stretching me, then slipped away.

I whined, aching, desperate, but Ms Boston wanted to tease me. Her cock slipped up and down, over and over, each time barely entering my virgin hole before slipping away. My brain was pink fluff.

“What do you want Jewel?” She asked.

I moaned, pleasure drunk, desperate, barely able to think, words difficult.

“You. Your bimbo. I need… to be your bimbo. Fuck me. Fuck my ass. Make me your slut. Fuck me. Cum in me. I want… let them watch. I want to be your slut. Dumb slut. Cum-slut. Ditzy pink bimbo. Blonde whore. Your blonde whore. Please…”

I was speaking gibberish, needs, wants, desires. I was so desperate I’d have said anything, but Ms Boston was making me speak the truth, making me confess my heart’s desires.

“Good girl.” She said.

Her cock slipped down, pressed at my hole, barely entering me. I moaned, staring out at the crowd who were watching me.

I giggled as I realised I’d got exactly what I always wanted. My dream job, only… it was nothing like the job I’d imagined.

And then my Mistress thrust, and she fucked all thought out of my head as she sank her cock deep into my ass.

***

Ms Boston fucked hard, deep, and she buried her fat cock in my virgin hole, claiming me. I moaned, loudly, and worked my hips back, ground down. My hole stretched, and there was a bright blossoming of pleasure.

“Fuuuckkkkk…” My moan was one long cry of pleasure.

Ms Boston fucked her cock deep into my ass, slammed it into me, and her belly and her hips pressed against my ass. She was inside me. The whole of her cock was inside me.

“Such a hot little slut. Such a tight wet ass. Pretty little bimbo.” Ms Boston said.

She gripped my hips tight, then pulled back, began to slip her cock out. She pulled her cock out until just the tip was inside my ass, tugging at the seal of my entrance. My belly fluttered, my brand hot, my whole body thrumming with need.

“Ready for me?” She asked.

I nodded. There were no words though. My brain was too dumb.

My Mistress understood. She had helped make me after all. She knew me better than I knew myself.

She thrust forward, filled me with her cock, and knocked the breath from my lungs. She thrust into me, hard, deep, and then… she began to fuck me.

“Good girl… such a good slut, pretty bimbo.” She said.

Her words washed over me. I was fixated on the feeling of her cock in my ass though, stretching me, fucking me, filling me, pounding me.

I could feel it throbbing, hard, thick and long, slamming into me, pulling out, fucking my tight, wet hole as the knot of pleasure in my belly began to unfurl.

I stared out at the crowd, watching them as they watched me being claimed by my Mistress. I smiled, giggled. It really was my dream job.

My whole body was alive with pleasure, joy, bliss. My tits and ass jiggled with each thrust, and my Mistress’s cock teased over my sensitive inner walls, making my caged dick throb and pulse.

I’d not cum in ages, was desperate for pleasure, and my Mistress was giving me more than I could cope with. She was breaking my brain, breaking me, but I didn’t care. I wanted her to break me, wanted her to ruin me, wanted her to make me into the bestest, dumbest, sluttiest bimbo ever.

I spread my legs wide, lifted my ass up, and I began to fuck back. I worked my hips and ass, squeezing down, milking my Mistress’s cock. I could feel it throbbing, each thrust into me making me dumber, more pleasure, cum-addicted. I wanted her to breed me, claim me, make me cum.

I fucked her as she fucked me and I watched as my audience watched me, putting on the best show I could to show them what a good slut I was, how amazing my Mistress was. I was going to be bred while they watched, and I was going to cum from being fucked in my ass while the whole room stared at me.

That was the final straw, the last push. My body was alive with joy, pleasure, jiggly and soft and sensitive. My Mistress, gripping my hips tight, was fucking me hard, deep, slamming into me, and her cock stretched my ass wide.

I felt the knot inside my belly untangle, unravelling. My caged cock throbbed, hard.

“Fuck… I’m… I’m going to cum. I’m so close. Cum in me. Please, cum in me and make me cum and fuck me and make me your dumb bimbo slut…”

The words came tumbling out. Ms Boston heard them, and took pity on me. She gave me what I wanted, what I needed.

She thrust hard, deep, fast, and I felt her cock swelling, throbbing. I knew she was close.

“Cum on my cock while I claim your slutty ass.” She said. “Cum for me while I breed you in front of everyone. Show them what a good little cum-slut you are.”

I moaned. My Mistress thrust, filled me with her cock, and my ass clenched down.

She thrust, held her cock deep, and I felt it throb, swell, and then pulse. There was hotness, wetness, and I knew she was cumming. She was cumming inside me, inside my ass. Ms Boston was breeding me. She was breeding me, and I was…

I was cumming. My caged cock throbbed, my ass clenched, milking, and then I was cumming as she came inside me.

I was cumming, hard, and my whole body lit up with a bright, intense, overwhelming pleasure that shattered me. I felt my Mistress’s cock throbbing, hot sticky cum filling my ass, and I came in front of an audience as she bred me.

“Fuck… fuck… fuck…”

I ground down, working my hips and ass to feel all of it. Slowly I felt my Mistress’s climax subside, my pleasure ebbing. I was left panting, heart racing, a sticky, cum-drunk mess.

***

My Mistress eased back, and her thick, sticky, slowly softening cock eased out of my well fucked, cum-slicked hole. I was gasping, riding the high from my orgasm, a climax unlike anything I’d felt before, my whole body shaking.

My caged cock was still drooling a limp stream of cum, but I hadn’t cum from my cock. The pleasure had come from inside, from my ass, had cum from my Mistress fucking me and had radiated out to fill the whole of me, my entire body alive with bliss that was addictive and heady and corrupting. I could still feel my breasts aching with the buzzing joy of my piercings, my collar thrumming, and even my brand pulsing with delight.

“As you can see, Jewel here is now very suited to her new life. The life she dreamed of having. Imagine if everyone on earth could live their dreams as fully?”

I moaned. I was happier than I’d ever been, more satisfied. Ms Boston had given me everything I’d ever wanted, things I’d never even known. She’d unlocked the real me, the pink, ditzy, slutty bimbo, and was happier than I’d ever been.

And I was hers.

She’d transformed me, remade me, and then she’d claimed me. She’d trained my mouth, taught me to be the perfect cum-slut for her, and then she’d fucked me, fucked my virgin ass, had bred me in front of an audience to prove her ownership. She’d collared me and then filled my tight hole with her cum.

I giggled at the thought, clenching down to stop the trickle of warm cum leaking out of me, wanting to keep her seed inside me for as long as possible. My whole body was flush.

“Now, if you’d all like to join me in thanking Jewel we can draw this demonstration to a close.”

There was a moment of silence. I was still bent over the bench, dress hiked up around my waist, ass leaking cum, breathing hard, heart racing. I could see the faces of the audience staring at me, staring at my tits through the cleavage window in my dress. I was a sweaty, cum-drunk mess, barely able to think.

And then the room burst into applause. I blinked.

The crowd were cheering me, clapping for me. They had all watched me get fucked, watched me fully become the bimbo slut I’d always wanted to be. They had seen Ms Boston claim me, breed me, and now… they were applauding me.

I giggled and blushed. Their applause made me feel good. I wiggled to shake my butt, making my tits jiggle. The applause grew louder. I was glad I had been able to help Ms Boston make a good impression.

“I think they like you, Jewel.” My Mistress said, leaning down to whisper in my ear.

Her hand groped my ass cheek, squeezing hard enough to make me gasp and moan. I smiled, glad I had been able to assist her. I had finally shown her I could be useful, an asset to her.

“I think we’re going to need a little more practice though.” She said.

I turned to look at her, frowning, confused.

“I mean, that performance was good enough for a small internal meeting, but we’ll be presenting to the shareholders next month. There’ll be hundreds of people watching you in person. So you want to make sure to impress, don’t you?”

I giggled again, a bright swell of joy. I nodded. The thought of lots of practice excited me.

“Yes Mistress.” I said. “I… I want to make sure you impress.”

She smiled at me, and I felt safe, pretty, sexy, and owned.

“Good girl.” She said.

And Ms Boston leaned down to place a small kiss on my forehead, and I knew that I really had landed my dream job.

THE END
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FULL SERVICE NURSE
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Ben has moved across the country for his dream job and the move has drained his bank account to the limit. The job pays well though so he’s not worried, only… when he arrives he discovers the clinic is closed permanently.

Stranded in a strange city with no friends and no money he’s in desperate need of work, but there’s none out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost perfect and that pays well. There’s just one problem. It’s for female nurses only...

When Ben moves city for his dream job he can’t wait to start his new life, only it’s all over before it’s even begun. When he arrives at his new place of employment he discovers the clinic closed… permanently.

In need of work to pay his rent and bills, his bank account drained from the move, he scours recruitment boards, but there’s no work out there. And then he spots a job that looks almost too good to be true. A prestigious clinic is looking for nurses, and they boast a high-paying benefits scheme too. Only… they’re only looking for female nurses.

Ben, desperate, makes up a brand new resume under the name of Bianca, certain that his application will be looked over anyway. Yet it isn’t, and when Bianca is asked for an interview he’s left with a decision. Can he really become a pretty, feminine nurse?

So begins a slow, sensual, seductive journey of feminization and self-discovery as Ben embraces his girly side. But when he learns how the benefits scheme works will he embrace the opportunity to make a little extra cash?

Is Bianca the kind of girl who’s willing to work as a Full Service Nurse?


THE SUCCUBUS CURSE
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It was Mitchel and Jacob’s last summer at bible camp, and the best friends were dreading it. But then they found the Grimoire.

Bored, the pair decide to mess about with the rituals inside. After all, it’s just harmless fun, right? Demons aren’t really, are they? But when the pair summon a succubus their lives are forever transformed...

Bible camp was how Mitchel and Jacob met. It was how they’d spent every summer of their teenage years, and now… it was almost over. This was their last summer.

They'd grown from boys to young men, and after this, they were off to college to start their adult lives. The best friends just needed to get through one last summer.

That was easier said than done though. Bible camp had always been hard for the pair, neither of them ever really fitting in with the other boys, but this year it was worse.

Everyone around them had blossomed into whole wholesome young men, while Mitchel and Jacob had… not really changed. While the other boys wanted to play sports or attend prayer meetings, the two friends were more content to hide in the old basement and read the collection of old confiscated comics and books they’d found down there.

They just wanted to get through the summer any way they could. They just wanted to stay out of the way.

Then they discovered the Grimoire. A book dedicated to demonology and magic, and one section leaps out at them. A ritual to summon a succubus.

Bored, the pair decide to conduct the ritual for fun. After all, magic isn’t real, is it? But when they summon Her they realise they’re in trouble. Especially once it becomes clear that their binding circle is flawed and the ritual is imperfect.

Soon the pair find themselves the targets of Her magic, and the consequences see their lives forever changed and transformed as they fall deeper under the influence of THE SUCCUBUS CURSE...


DRESSED UP BY CHEERLEADERS
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Getting invited to a house party by three cute cheerleaders at the gym was the last thing Joe expected, but when they asked, what else could he do but say ‘yes’?

Only the three cheerleaders forgot to tell Joe it was a costume party. Luckily they know just how to help him…

Joe is still reeling after his high school sweetheart broke up with him soon after starting college. The fact that she left him for exactly the kind of man he wasn’t—tall, masculine, buff—was the final nail in the coffin of his ego.

So, what else was he to do but join the gym and try to bulk up? And as a bonus, Joe can’t help but admire the three cute college cheerleaders he keeps seeing.

Then one day, to Joe’s surprise, they approach him and invite him to a house party. It’s exactly what Joe needs, a chance to make friends, meet people, and maybe even get over his ex.

Only the girls forget to tell Joe it’s a fancy dress party, but when he arrives without a costume they have a perfect solution. That is as long as Joe doesn’t mind being pretty.

And so begins one wild night of feminization and party games that changes Joe in ways he could never have imagined...


POSSESSED FOR PLEASURE
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Caleb’s new apartment is amazing, and for how much he paid for it he can’t believe what a good deal he got. Only the apartment has more than Caleb expected… the ghost of the former owner.

On his first night in his new home, Caleb meets Alice, a young, beautiful woman who died full of regrets. She’s been watching Caleb, and she thinks he can help her. That is if he’s willing to let her possess him, and use his body for pleasure.

Caleb’s new apartment was a bargain. For some reason, no one wanted to put an offer in, even after its price was lowered again and again.

It was creepy and cold, people said. But Caleb never found that. For him it felt warm, welcoming, like home, and he was thrilled when his offer was accepted and he was able to move in.

But then, on his first night in his new home, he finds out why the apartment was so cheap. It’s haunted.

The ghost of the former owner, a young, beautiful woman by the name of Alice, lingers, unable to pass over due to her regrets over her life. Caleb, enchanted by her story, offers to help.

So begins Caleb’s adventure as Alice takes possession of his body, determined to overcome her biggest regret. An adventure that sees him becoming prettier, softer, and more feminine.

And perhaps what Caleb discovers along the way will stop him from having similar regrets… after all, to live fully, sometimes we need to take risks.


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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