

Becoming Bambi

A Hypno Feminzation Novella

Keary Hayes





Copyright © 2023 Keary Hayes

This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Background Image and cover by Keary Hayes.

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

To stay up to date with news and new releases by signing up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. Or you can follow me on twitter or Instagram for news, chat, and fun @Keary_Writes!


Contents

Title Page

Dedication

BECOMING BAMBI

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

A Thank You From Keary

Also By Keary Hayes…

About the Author


Dedication

Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers

Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist

Thank you xx


BECOMING BAMBI

Jack is struggling. He’s terminally single, his life is a mess, and, worse, he’s stuck in a dead-end job struggling to make ends meet.

But then his friend asks him if he’s heard about the Bambi Challenge, a simple online contest. Only… none of the people who’ve tried it have made it through without giving in, and they’ve all changed…

Is Jack really that desperate, or that brave?

It was just another night playing online games with his friends, Brian, George, and Lee, but Jack’s mind was on other things. His life feels out of control, and he’s feeling trapped, struggling to cope with the rigours of being a functional adult with responsibilities and bills to pay. And then his friend Brian asks him if he’s heard of the Bambi Challenge.

It seems simple enough on the surface of it. Watch a few videos and survive them unchanged to win a massive payout. Only… no one has survived unchanged.

Fascinated, the friends dive into the new internet sensation, discovering numerous streamers, content creators, and influences who have tried the challenge only to either quit or succumb to the will of Bambi.

And the outcome of succumbing to the will of Bambi is both fascinating and unnerving.

Male or female the result it always the same. They become hyper-feminine bimbos who end up giggly, girly, and overtly sexual. But… it’s all just an internet meme, a performance, a joke, right?

That’s not possible…

The friends think it’s safer not to risk it. Only Jack is fascinated and in desperate need of cash. If he were to make it he’d become not only rich, but famous too. And just one video won’t hurt, will it?

So starts Jack’s journey, a roller-coaster ride of feminization and submission, as he becomes yet another Bambi…

But what will his friends think when they find out?


One

As the end-of-match screen came up I sat back in my chair and sighed. I’d hoped that an evening of gaming would have been able to distract me, but looking at the scores and my performance, it was clear my mind was occupied with other things.

“You okay Jack?” Lee asked. “You’re normally top of the leader board and we can’t get you to shut up barking orders at us.”

I heard him and the others on the team laugh. I chuckled, but without humour.

There was truth in Lee’s words. I was definitely the best player out of our small squad of friends and was normally the one to take charge and lead us to victory, or at least an epic defeat. Today though, it was different.

I’d been quiet and withdrawn. I’d barely said a word. My performance had been dismal. I’d let everyone down.

“Yeah, sorry. I just… I’ve got stuff on my mind.” I said.

“Yeah, we figured.” Brian said.”

“You want to talk about it? We can play something more chill and just chat if you need?” George said.

I laughed at that.

“Is my performance really that bad that you don’t even want to try another game?” I said.

The three of them laughed.

“Yeah, kinda.” Lee said. “I mean my ranking has taken a pounding after those games, and unlike you, I’m not good enough that it’ll be an easy thing to earn back.”

“Seriously though, what’s up?” Brian asked.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“Where to start…” I said

And then I began to explain.
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None of my problems were in and of themselves new, it was just more a case of them all hitting at once, and more intensely than I was used to. As I talked my friends all listened, and I realised how lucky I was to have them.

I’d not had a girlfriend for months, my place was a mess, I didn’t know what to do with my life, and I was stuck in a dead-end job that didn’t pay enough to make ends meet so that my debts were piling up and I was struggling to pay bills and I never had any money left over to for anything fun or exciting—my life was becoming a dreary drudge that was crushing me. I grumbled and complained, not expecting any of them to have solutions or fixes, but feeling better for sharing my woes, and they all listened, offering their sympathies.

I’d done the same for them in the past, and I’d do the same again for them someday. We were close, all of us, but I was especially close to Lee, my best friend since we were both barely old enough to walk.

We’d grown up on the same street, and our parents had got along, so we’d ended up practically living at each other’s houses. We were like brothers, and I knew if there was anyone in the world I could rely on it was Lee.

As I talked they offered words of sympathy, empathy. I hadn’t realised how much I’d just needed support. I knew they couldn’t fix anything, but it was nice to feel less alone, even if the problems in my life all remained.

“I can’t do much about any of it, but… if you’re struggling for money, have you seen that new contest that’s running online?” Brian said. “There’s big prize money if you can make it through.”

Lee, George, and I all perked up at that. I knew I was in a pretty bad state financially, but I also knew their situations weren’t that much better.

“No?” I said. “What’s it about?”

“I mean… I’m not sure it’s even real. It sounds like a bit of a made-up fake news story to me, clickbait, but… it’s a pretty big payout if real, and it’d definitely sort your problem out. The only issue is if it is real it’s pretty far out there.”

“What do you mean far out there?” I asked. “And… how big of a payout are we talking?”

Brian sighed down the mic, and I heard the clatter of keys.

“Give me a second, I’ll find the video I watched of it. Just… bear in mind that I’m not saying you should do this, nor that it’s even real, just… it's a thing that’s out there.” He said.

And then there was a ping as he messaged us all a link.
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“There’s no way that’s real.” George said.

“I don’t know…” There was a catch in Lee’s voice I recognised well.

We were sceptical but also intrigued. I could tell he was thinking deeply, pondering what we’d just seen, and I couldn’t blame him. It seemed impossible, yet… there were so many accounts talking about it.

We’d watched the first video Brian had sent us, a streamer detailing their attempt at the Bambi Challenge, and we’d all been awe-struck.

It was simple enough, watch five hypnosis videos that got sent to you once you signed up, each one sent in order only after you’d completed the video before, and if you made it through all of them without losing you’d win two hundred and fifty thousand. Only… no one had managed to make it through without losing, and the streamer we watched made it very clear what losing looked like.

“They have to be faking this for views. Right?” George asked.

I was lost for words.

“Like I said, I think maybe they’re being faked for views, but… it also looked really convincing. And I’ve checked out the site and it looks legit. Even the legal disclaimers you have to sign. And they really do send you out a video if you sign up.” Brian said.

We all froze at that.

“You… you signed up?” Lee asked. “And you…”

“No I didn’t watch it, but yeah I signed up. I wanted to see if it was genuine so I signed up and within minutes I was sent a file that I was told to watch. I was supposed to watch that and when I had they’d send me the second. I don’t know how they know but… I never even opened it and I never got the second video. I mean, you’ve seen what losing looks like. Hell, even the people that quit out after one or two videos are never quite the same.”

We all chuckled at that, teasing Brian about being a coward, but we could all also see why he’d not wanted to risk the whole thing being real.

After the first video we managed to find a second, and then a third, and they all seemed to follow a similar trajectory. They were all streamers and content creators looking to jump on the latest outrageous challenge for free clicks and views, but… for all of them, it did not go the way they were expecting.

The challenge was simple enough. Watch the videos. Make it through all of them and you win.

But no one had managed to make it all the way through without losing. There were dozens and dozens of videos of people trying it out, thinking it was all just a hoax, or that they could make it, or even just people doing it for a giggle, but the outcome was always the same. No matter whether people quit out after a couple of videos, or whether they spiralled fully, watching all of them only to lose, the outcome was always the same. For men and women, it was always the same.

They all ended up changed. They all ended up as more Bambi than they had been at the start.

That was the challenge. Watch all five videos and resist giving in to Bambi. Only it turned out Bambi was pretty irresistible, in more ways than one.

As we all watched the videos detailing peoples’ attempts we could see it happening. All the overconfident, cocky streamers and content creators going in certain it was fake or they could beat it, only to lose.

The ones who quit out after one or two videos got off the lightest. They were only slightly changed. The others, the ones who stuck it out, came off far worse. It was like once you went so far you were stuck and there was no way out.

“It has to be fake.” I said.

It had to be. But… it seemed too real.

We all saw it and watched it. It didn’t matter if it was a man or a woman. In the end, the result was always the same. They became more and more like Bambi.

Bambi, the eponymous name of the challenge, was a dumb, giggly, slutty bimbo. Becoming more like her meant becoming hyper-feminine. Getting dumber, sillier, gigglier, flirtier. By the end, man or woman, the result was always an empty-headed slut eager for attention and fun.

And from the way they looked, it was clear what kind of attention and fun they were looking for.

“They all have to be in on it, right?” George said.

None of us answered. Maybe they were all in on it? Maybe it was all fake?

Yet, it was so convincing. It seemed so real.

The changes in the way they all acted, the way they all dressed, spoke, looked, and the videos they made once the challenge was over, the things they went on to do…

More than a few of the streamers that had finished the challenge had gone from making content about games to making porn, and the porn they made was… hot. That seemed too real to fake.

And the transformations they went through physically… there was no way that could be faked, and it was all so extreme for just a few extra views and clicks. They couldn’t all be in on some elaborate hoax, could they? To go through all those changes physically, to put on such an elaborate act, to go out and start a career in porn, it was all too much to be a ruse.

Which meant… maybe it was real. And if it was real, then the prize was real.

“How long has it been running?” I asked.

“A few months.” Brian answered.

I paused.

“And no one’s claimed the prize yet?” I said.

“Nope. All the ones who made it through to the end have lost. They’ve all, apparently, become full Bambi. The rest all quit out before the end. But… you’re not really thinking about it are you?” He said.

“Jack… you watched those videos.” Lee said. “You can’t be thinking about it. I mean, even the ones that quit after one video were changed. If it’s fake, and they’re all putting it on, then there’s no prize, but if it’s real, then… I can’t see why you’d do it. You can’t do it. It’d be madness to do it.”

“Yeah, I know.” I said. “I wasn’t thinking of entering.”

“Good. Just… things will pick up soon. And if you need to borrow some money for rent just say. We’ll look after you, and we all know you’d do the same for us.” Lee said.

I thanked him, thanked all of them, and we ended the call. Yet I kept the videos open, the details of peoples’ accounts, their transformations, the videos they’d made afterwards, the porn.

My head was spinning. They’d all been so transformed, all become variations of Bambi, their looks all subtly different, but all clearly bimbos, their names varied, but all slutty and sexy and dumb.

I really could use the money. But it was more than that…

My life was a mess. I was lost. And this was a challenge I figured I could beat. It was just five dumb videos. Hypnosis wouldn’t work on me I knew, and certainly not hypnosis meant to turn me into a dumb Bambi.

If I could make it through, not only would I win the prize, but I’d also have proof that I wasn’t a complete loser. All I needed to do was watch five videos and not only would my money problem be resolved, but I’d have proof that I was a real man, that I was strong.

That was what appealed to me.

As I looked at all the people who’d attempted and failed the challenge I smiled. They all looked so dumb and slutty and hot, so happy and giggly, and there was something almost captivating about their transformations. Yet they’d all lost. And I wasn’t about to lose… was I?

Without thinking about it, aware that I could always just ignore the file if it was sent to me—I still wasn’t sure Brian hadn’t been playing along with the hoax—I entered my details into the website for the challenge, skipping over the legal disclaimers without bothering to read them, then clicked send. It was only moments before my phone sounded an alert to say I had new mail.


Two

The icon for the file hung on my screen like the sword of Damocles. I felt my heart racing, taking short breaths. I was practically shaking I was so nervous.

Once the email had arrived I’d opened it on my computer, the subject line reading Welcome To The Challenge Future Bambi. It had been simple enough, a warm greeting welcoming me to the challenge, restating again the terms and conditions.

To win I had to watch all five videos without fully submitting to my Bambi persona, whatever that meant, and I had to watch each video before the next would be sent out. Quite how they knew I had watched the video rather than just letting it play I didn’t know, but apparently some people had tried, and failed, to trick the system, which put any ideas of faking it out of my head anyway.

Plus, winning by cheating would make any victory hollow, and for me it wasn’t just about the prize money. It was about proving something.

Cheating would completely defeat part of the point. I mean, sure the prize money was the main incentive, but the other part was being able to prove that I was strong enough to make it through to the end, that I had the will and the endurance to make it through in one piece, and that mattered to me. Being able to prove I was enough of a man to make it through the Bambi challenge mattered to me.

Sure, I needed money for rent and bills, but it wasn’t just about the money. I’d spent most of my adult life, and much of my teenage years in a slump. I’d been out of college for only a few years and I knew these were meant to be my wild party years, but… they were anything but. I was lost, drifting, listless. I needed direction, needed a boost, and this challenge was just the thing.

I knew I’d never be able to compete with other men physically—and that was part of the problem, my niggling self-doubts and insecurities—but my mind I was more confident of. I might be too short, too slim, with a face that was too soft, but intellectually I knew I was well above my peers.

Where other men got to be tall and broad, with muscles and body hair, I got to be smart and cunning. Where other men got to be handsome, and rugged, I got to be wilful and sharp-witted.

I knew I couldn’t compete in bars and clubs, or on dating apps, and I knew I couldn’t compete at sports, but in a challenge like this, I knew I could excel. Winning this would give me money, an ego boost, and numerous bragging rights.

I’d be the only person, the only man to make it through the Bambi challenge in one piece, unharmed, intact. Where better men had fallen, become sexy, giggly, bimbo sluts, I’d survive, and that had to count for something, right?

So, smiling, feeling a sense of excitement and anxiety, I downloaded the file. As I watched the percentage creep up I almost hit cancel, but I stopped myself. Even if I couldn’t resist, I could always stop after one file, right?

With that in mind I smiled, chuckling to myself. Like it was going to affect me! I wasn’t some dumb streamer or wannabe influencer. I was smarter than them. I could make it through.

So, as the file finished downloading, not waiting in case my doubts got the best of me, I loaded it up. The screen flickered for a moment, then a pink and black spiral filled my vision.

A message reading please put on your headphones, and get ready flashed. The spiral was still.

With my hands shaking slightly I did as the message said. I put on my headphones and settled down.

Welcome, player, to the Bambi challenge.

I smiled, a fluttering in my gut, my heart skipping. My nerves and excitement and anxiety were making my head spin a little.

Now, sit back and relax. Watch the spiral. Watch it turn. Watch it turn around and around and around…

The spiral began to turn, the pink and back rotating slowly. I stared at it, and I could feel my gaze drawn towards the centre.

Now listen…

And with that, a voice began to speak through my headphones, a quiet whisper, a dull droning in the background. It was soft, soothing, soporific. I could barely make out what it was saying, but there was something so seductive about the tone, the words. I watched the spiral and listened.

Watch. Listen. Relax.

Words flashed across the screen. I watched the spiral turn, listened to the voice whispering, and relaxed.

I felt calmed, soothed. I felt sleepy. Slowly I began to feel my mind drifting, a sense of sinking.

The voice droned. The spiral turned.

And then images began to flicker across the screen, too fast to be made out clearly, images and text. I felt my mind sink deep.
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I woke with a start as my alarm sounded, and I blinked, head spinning, suddenly very alert. I was in bed, and my alarm continued to beep in my ear.

I rummaged for my phone and I found it by my bed, plugged in, charging. I was undressed, in just my underwear, tucked up but… I had no memory of going to bed. I had no memory of anything after pressing play, the spiral and the voice and the droning.

I grabbed my phone and shut off the alarm, grateful for the sudden deafening silence that rang out, filling the void of my room. I shifted, groaning, and sat up to look around.

My computer was off, and my room looked unchanged from the night before. The clothes I’d been wearing were in a pile at the foot of my bed. As I sat, waiting for memory to return, I felt a sense of panic rising.

There was no memory there. It’s like I’d pressed play and then woken up, with no time in between. Yet… there had been time in between. There had been hours in between.

What had happened in that time? Why could I not remember?

My heart thundered. Maybe listening to that file had been a mistake after all?

I shifted, throwing off my sheets to look myself over. There was no change, and I remained as I’d always been—short and thin and scrawny, with a body out of proportion for a man my age.

I felt glad for the first time for the sight of my lacklustre frame. It was just as it had always been. I smiled, giggled.

I’d always been short, thin, lacking in muscle, but for years I’d always assumed I was just a late bloomer. Now though, in my mid-twenties, I was beginning to accept that I was likely never going to bloom.

My shoulders and chest were too narrow, my waist too thin, and to make it worse my hips and ass had always been just a bit too pear-shaped, my thighs just a little too plump. My siblings had always teased me that I was more like my mother than my father, which was true, and which I wouldn’t have minded had I been a girl—my mother was gorgeous after all—but that had always annoyed me since I was a boy, a man.

Yet, for the first time, I was glad for the sight of my body, glad that I remained unchanged and unscathed by the Bambi challenge. I smiled, shifting, checking myself over carefully for any sign of alteration. There was, thankfully none.

I giggled again, moving my hands over my legs, my hips, checking my back. I was the same, and I felt full of joy knowing I was one video down without any change. And it was like… seeing my body just as it was, as it had always been, I felt suddenly so much more content.

The prospect of it changing helped me realise how much I actually liked my body. Sure it wasn’t a traditional man’s body, it wasn’t tall or strong or even particularly hairy, but it was mine, and it worked hard for me. And… it was even kind of attractive. I had a good butt and strong legs, and I was slim. With a bit of exercise and yoga, I could maybe look even better.

“I should start working out a bit.” I said to myself.

And that thought seemed to click. The idea of getting in shape was suddenly very appealing.

If my body was a gift, then I should appreciate it, show it love and care, look after it. I took a deep breath and decided what better time to start than now. With that in mind, I slipped out of bed and began rummaging in the bottom of my wardrobe for some shorts and a sports vest that I knew I had hanging around from when I last tried going to the gym.

What better way to start the day than with exercise? Why had I not done this before?

Once I was changed I found a fun-looking yoga and aerobic video on my phone, and I pressed play. The cute-looking female instructor—with a fantastic-looking ass—began telling me what to do in a cheery voice.

Soon I was bouncing and lunging and squatting and stretching away and I was working up quite a sweat. By the time I was done I was aching and exhausted, but also grinning.

“Maybe that can be a new morning ritual.” I said to myself.

Considering the burn in my thighs and ass and core I knew if I kept it up it would not be long before I started to see results. I’d always been so down on myself, my body, but seeing it this morning, glad for the fact that it hadn’t changed, it was like I could finally appreciate it. It felt… good.

And with that lifting my spirits, I set to shower and get ready for work.
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The day passed quickly and uneventfully enough, with no shocks, surprises, or startling revelations. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to have happened to me overnight, what I feared the video file might have done to me, but there remained no sign of any shift or transformation.

The only difference was how good I felt. After the burst of endorphins from the morning's exercise I felt almost as though I was floating, and moving around I felt so much lighter than normal. My mood was better, and I was more graceful. It was like my whole body was singing from the joy of having got a good workout.

And… my newfound gratitude for my body, free from any changes or transformations, full of relief that the first video had no effect, glad the memory loss was likely nothing more than just feeling overly tired, meant I was filled with a sense of self-confidence and enthusiasm. I was smiling more. I was giggling more.

I’d watched the first video and I’d come out unscathed and unharmed. Just four more and I’d win the prize. I’d practically beaten the challenge already. I just needed to get through a few more days and the prize was mine.

With that in mind, I basically floated through the day on a cloud of bliss. Even my co-workers who rarely spoke to me seemed to notice the change, complimenting me, telling me how good I looked or how happy I seemed. I couldn’t stop smiling and giggling and I felt almost as though I was buzzing.

And so the day flew by. I barely even noticed work, my mind on other things—the challenge and the prize money, the bragging rights for beating it. I’d told no one about the first video, afraid they’d talk me out of it, and I was glad for that now. I could keep it as a surprise.

What would they say when I told them I’d beaten the Bambi challenge? When they realised I’d won all that prize money? When I’d done what all those other men and women couldn’t? I’d be an internet celebrity. Maybe I’d even get on TV. Maybe people would want to take my photos for magazines, or have me on talk shows, or do interviews with me.

I’d never really considered the idea of being famous before, but now… I liked it.

I giggled as I considered all the perks of being a celebrity, and I daydreamed about it on the way home. All the other famous people I might get to meet, all the parties and the clothes I could wear, the outfits, the… I felt something almost sticky in the back of my head as I tried to picture suits, but couldn’t.

I shook my head, the feeling jarring, strange. All I could come up with was dresses, shoes, lingerie. Clearly the outfits my dates would wear once women realised I had money. That thought made me blush, a heat rising through me and my mind began to picture even more revealing outfits, heels, sexy underwear. I could feel something in me stirring, and I liked it.

So I let my imagination continue to roam, more outfits, shoes, underwear, as I made dinner and showered and settled down, and it was only once I was done with all my chores that I settled down at my computer. I felt almost eager as I opened my inbox to check and when I saw it I smiled a wide, cheesy grin. It really was going to be that easy.

The second email was already waiting for me, the second file attached, ready to be watched. After this, it’d just be three more and I’d have beaten it and won. Yet… still, I paused.

The first video had been fine and had no effect. Would I be so lucky a second time? But why wouldn’t I?

I knew I was strong enough to resist. I knew I could take it and survive unscathed. I knew it wouldn’t affect me. So… why not?

It was easy money, an easy victory. I couldn’t help but picture my friends' faces when they found out I was the one who’d conquered the Bambi challenge that they’d all been too scared to face.

I might be smaller than them, thinner, and weaker, I might be the runt, but… my mind was my weapon, and I was going to use it to the fullest effect.

So, confident and almost cocky, still grinning, buzzing with a sense of excitement and enthusiasm that felt unsettlingly keen, I pressed download, and I watched as the percentage climbed. Once it was saved, I clicked play.

The screen flickered and the same pink and black spiral showed on my screen. I could almost feel my mind turning fuzzy and foggy. I needed to focus though, I needed to resist. I needed…

Relax. The message read.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a slow sigh. Without thinking I leaned forward to pick up my headphones, slipping them on. Already the whispers were droning, the soothing, soporific voice lulling me, my mind sinking.

Focus on the spiral, and listen closely.

The spiral began to turn. The voice whispered. I sank deep into my chair, suddenly heavy. Just this and then three more and I’d be done.

The spiral turned and turned and turned, so settling. I felt my mind fading. I’d made it through the first video. I could make it through this one. I was safe. I could relax.

Now, are you ready to begin? The text read.

And without thinking, I nodded.


Three

As I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror I still could barely believe what I was seeing…

When I’d woken up in bed with no memory of the night before I’d dismissed it. Clearly I’d just been tired. That it had happened twice when watching the Bambi challenge videos was just a coincidence, right?

And the first video had zero effect on me, so it was fine, clearly. I was just exhausted after work, stressed with life, bills, and everything else going on, and the videos really were relaxing. I was able to resist them while still enjoying the soothing, calming sounds, right?

Yet, as I’d stepped out of bed something had felt subtly different. Not wrong, just altered, a new sensation that was pleasant and tingly, a thrill running up my spine. As I’d done my new morning yoga routine, pushing myself even harder than yesterday, working out until my glutes and thighs and core were almost shaking, drenched in sweat, that sense of difference continued, but… in a good way.

I definitely felt more comfortable in my body, glad for the gift of it, and I moved with more grace and poise than normal. Yet, it was deeper than that too, a subtle buzzing pleasure.

I remained puzzled by it all as I walked through to the bathroom, unable to put my finger on what had changed. It wasn’t until I looked in the mirror as the shower heated up that I noticed it.

“How the fuck…”

My voice was quiet, shocked, and my eyes were wide. I could barely believe what I was seeing.

In fact… I couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t until I reached down to caress my hands over my legs that I fully accepted the truth of what was in front of me.

I was smooth. I was utterly smooth. My whole body was hairless, soft and silky and sensual. As my hands slipped over my thighs I shivered at the sensation, a warm pleasure radiating out. I was so much more sensitive to touch, and even the lightest tease with my fingertips sent a rush of pleasure running through me.

There was no way that the increase in sensitivity and pleasure was due just to shaving, right? But what else could it be?

My face went pale as the realisation dawned. The videos. I’d watched two of them. Maybe I wasn’t resisting them as well as I thought?

But… how had I managed to make myself smooth without realising or remembering?

Then I saw my razor and the sink. I blushed, head spinning.

There were still a few stray hairs caught in my razor head and around the plug. It was clear I’d shaved last night, while in trance—that thought chilled me, that I’d fallen into a deep, real, mind-altering trance—and tried to clean up, but hadn’t managed a perfect job of it.

Yet, I had no memory of it. I had no memory of anything. If I’d shaved my whole body and blanked it out, what else might I have done that I couldn’t see? What else might have happened to me?

Was the increase in sensitivity and pleasure the only change? Would I discover more?

I didn’t know. There was only one thing I did know. I was quitting out of the Bambi challenge. Or…

“I suppose it’s just hair.” I said to myself. “It’ll grow back. And it doesn’t feel that odd. I suppose I can just see how the day goes and decide later, right? I mean, if anything else has changed I can quit, but… just shaving my body hair seems like a minor thing compared to some others. And I’ve only got three more left.”

I smiled at that, my confidence swelling. As the room filled with steam, I stared at my reflection.

After yesterday, the relief at finding myself unchanged, I had a newfound love and appreciation for my body, and the yoga was already beginning to make a difference, or so it looked to me—my ass definitely looked peachier, my legs more toned, and my belly flat with my waist trimmer—and with my body hair gone I couldn’t help but feel as though I looked… cute. There was just something right about how I looked, something attractive.

And feeling smooth was nice, the newfound sensitivity and pleasure making my dick throb as I trembled.

Maybe… maybe it wasn’t so bad? I shook my head, deciding not to worry about it for now, and I stepped into the shower to wash.

That though was even worse.
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Washing, slick soapy hands roaming over my newly smooth and sensitive body, proved to be a very distracting affair. Even the slightest touch felt good, and with my hands lathered with shower gel, body wet, my touches felt amazing.

It wasn’t long before my dick was hard, throbbing, and begging for attention. I blushed, feeling hornier than I could remember for a long time, and as I lowered my hand to grip my cock my blush only intensified as I realised I was shaved there too. I was shaved everywhere.

As water beat on my back, drumming, I worked my soapy hand over my cock, stroking, my breathing becoming heavy. Pleasure burst through me, dulling my ability to think, and I stroked faster, harder. I could feel my belly fluttering.

I couldn’t remember when anything had felt this good. It was giddy, bright, addictive, and I wanted more. I wanted… I needed to cum. If I didn’t I knew I’d be a distracted horny mess all day.

Yet, as much as I worked, release evaded me. I slicked my hand up and down my smooth cock, soapy, wet, hard, throbbing, and I could feel my pleasure rising, rising, a peak higher than any I’d reached before.

I was breathing hard, gasping, heart racing, body trembling but… there was nothing. No release. No fireworks moment.

I grew frustrated. I needed to cum or I’d be a mess all day I knew. My body felt so good. I just needed to cum.

Why…

And then, on a whim, driven by some instinct I didn’t understand or recognise, a subconscious desire that felt new but also deeply familiar, I moved one hand around behind me. I groped my butt, soapy, peachy, pert after the morning’s yoga. I felt my cock throb harder, swelling.

My fingers crept in, chasing the new joy that spread through me, the touch electric. Soapy fingertips slipped into my slippery, smooth crack, and slid along. I worked my hand on my cock, faster, harder, feeling it swell.

My head was spinning, thoughts dulled by the newfound bliss coursing through me. My fingers teased along, and found my ass, my hole, slippery, tight, and… I pressed.

Pleasure burst through me. Why had I never done this before? It felt so good…

I worked my hand along my cock, stroking, and pressed a finger just barely into my ass. My hole opened and it was like something in me was unlocked.

Just that small touch in my ass was enough. My cock throbbed, swelled, and… I was cumming. I was cumming hard, ass clenching down on my fingertip, the pleasure deeper and more intense than anything I’d felt before.

I came over and over and over until I collapsed back against the wall of the shower, wet and soapy and sated.

“Fuck…” I said, voice almost hoarse.

I giggled, blushing.

“That was… new.”

My head was spinning. It was new, but also addictive. It had felt better than anything I’d felt before. So good I was no longer so worried about being smooth, my body suddenly more sensitive to pleasure.

I mean… there were worse things that could have happened, right? Maybe it wasn’t so bad. It was minor and I could hide it and… it did feel and look kinda nice.

“Maybe one more won’t hurt. I can always quit if it gets worse.” I said to myself.

I smiled at that. Maybe I could do one more. Decide after the third video if I should quit.

Yet, that was a decision for later. I needed to get dressed and get to work.
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Even with my morning’s relief in the shower, work proved to be very distracting.

My newfound smoothness and sensitivity kept me on edge the whole day—my work clothes felt almost scratchy and uncomfortable against my skin, as though the fabric were made of coarse, unfinished fibres—and even the way I moved sent a thrill through me. My newfound grace and poise, the subtle difference in the way I walked, meant that I was constantly very aware of the way my butt seemed to have changed from just a small amount of yoga.

It felt peachier, rounder, fuller, almost stretching the cloth of my trousers. And, worse, after the morning’s pleasure, I was left with a newfound appreciation for what my ass was capable of, and it was like there was a new hunger and need in me that I’d not known before, a hunger that kept me constantly distracted and on edge, squirmy and horny, almost desperate.

It was almost a struggle to concentrate at work, my mind wandering to pleasure, the thought of another shower like this morning’s or maybe more.

If just the tip of my finger had felt that good then what would more feel like? What would two fingers feel like or… I couldn’t help but blush as I imagined more than just fingers, my whole body lighting up, throbbing, a deep ache and hunger in me. I giggled, and did my best not to think about it.

But my best was definitely not good enough. So, by the time I arrived home, I was very on edge, horny and desperate and aching for another chance to get release. Maybe another shower like this morning’s, or maybe… maybe I could relax in bed for a bit, just enjoy my smooth body, and explore.

It wasn’t like I was going to stay smooth. I was going to let my hair grow back once the challenge was over and I’d beaten it, right? So I should just enjoy it for now, relish in the new sensations since it wasn’t permanent.

I giggled at that, blushing, heart racing. I also had the third video to watch, maybe.

I’d still not decided about that. I’d spend much of the day distracted, thinking about other things, which I took as a good sign. If it was working, then I’d have been thinking about the challenge right? Would have been craving the third video, right?

That was how they were supposed to work. That I wasn’t sure, and that I wasn’t obsessed with them, was a good sign, right? So… maybe the third video wasn’t such a risk.

And it was with that thought in mind that I arrived home to find a package on my doorstep with my name on it.


Four

I opened the package almost as soon as I was through the door. I was nervous about it for some reason, yet also eager to see what was inside.

I knew I hadn’t ordered anything, so… maybe it was a gift?

Yet there was an instinct in me, a niggling sense of unease, a hunger that kept me on edge. A what if feeling I couldn’t easily dismiss.

“Fuck.” I said as I opened the box to look inside.

I froze, staring down at the contents, a shiver running up my spine.

Maybe it was a prank? But that didn’t feel right, seemed like too much of a coincidence. I had to check.

Rummaging through the box, careful not to disturb the contents, wary of even touching them, I found the invoice and checked it. My name was on it. My card details.

Then… I’d ordered it. And from the date I’d ordered it yesterday, and paid extra for next day delivery.

I’d ordered it but I had no memory of ordering it.

“Fuck…” I said again.
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I emptied the box out onto my bed to see exactly how bad it was, and as it came tumbling out I felt my heart freeze in my chest. There was so much that I couldn’t believe it was all real, yet… the proof was there in front of me.

The panties and the stockings and the pantyhose were all there in front of me. Lingerie. So much lingerie. And I’d ordered all of it.

There were panties in black, white, red, pink, all of them skimpy, lace and silk, decorated with ribbons. There were stockings, black, white, pink, seamed, hold-ups, fishnets, matching suspender belts. There were pantyhose, sheer, black and tan, more fishnets.

I’d spent a small fortune—money I couldn’t afford—on underwear that I was never going to wear and that I couldn’t even gift to a girlfriend because I didn’t have a girlfriend and there was no one who was even interested in me. I had to send it back. Even if it meant paying postage and a restocking fee. I couldn’t keep it.

Yet… it was all in my size. It was all the right size to fit me.

Maybe I could just keep some of it?

I blushed as I realised what I was thinking. I shook my head, trying to dislodge the thought, but it remained stubborn, fixed in my brain.

They looked so soft and pretty and cute. I could always try on a pair, just to see, just one, so I knew how it felt, and could then send them back. If I liked it I could keep just one pair, or maybe a few items and send the others back.

Plus… my underwear had felt incredibly coarse all day, itchy and scratchy against my smooth, sensitive skin, the cotton of my masculine underwear nowhere near as silky or as sensual. It had been distracting, so… maybe keeping a pair would be okay?

I could keep the simplest, plainest pair to wear so I was comfortable until it was all over and my hair grew back. No one would know. And if it was just for comfort that was fine, right? It was just underwear after all, right? It wasn’t like I was wearing it for any other reason.

I looked at the selection on the bed and I could feel a nervous fluttering in my gut. Could I? Dare I?

Yet, I knew the answer. There was a curiosity in me, a craving. One pair. I could just try them on to sate my curiosity, maybe keep one pair for comfort, but send the rest back. And they were just panties, underwear, right? There was nothing else to it, right?

Feeling more sure of myself, I scanned over the array, I selected a simple pair of black panties, without lace or ribbon, scanty and silky, though not quite as scanty as many of the others. They were definitely more sexy than any underwear I’d worn before, pretty and cute, but… there was nothing wrong with wearing sexy underwear, was there?
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I slipped my clothes off in a hurry, my hands almost shaking, then pulled the panties on, tugging them up my smooth calves and thighs. The caress of the silk against my smooth, sensitive skin made me shiver, my dick throbbing.

As I pulled them into place I wiggled my hips and ass to make sure they were snug, and I was surprised by how comforting it felt to have my ass cupped and squeezed by the scant material, my cock fitting neatly into the tiny panties in a way that was both thrilling and humiliating.

Once on I turned to look at myself in the mirror, and I stalled as I saw my reflection.

“Fuck…” I whispered, my voice soft with tones of awe.

I looked… I looked good. Better than good even.

I looked amazing!

Grinning, blushing, giggling, I shifted to pose and wiggle, wanting to check myself out from every angle. In the panties, I looked hot.

My body was smooth, utterly hairless, and given my slight frame—how short I was how lacking in muscle I was—I looked undeniably feminine and pretty. Yet, it was more too.

With the recent bursts of yoga and aerobics, my ass had swelled noticeably. My thighs were thicker too, and that gave me subtle curves. In the panties, it looked like I had full, curvy legs, hips, a juicy, round, smooth ass—a peachy butt that was barely covered by my tiny black panties.

My blush deepened as I wiggle my hips, my ass jiggling, and my dick throbbed at the sight. It was a wild feeling, exhilarating and bright and addictive. I was hot. I was sexy and cute.

I’d never liked my body before. I’d never liked how I looked.

But now… I was proud of how good I looked. I liked it. I was undeniably sexy and it felt amazing.

“Maybe I could keep just the one pair. For comfort, and… to wear sometimes.”

My mind raced. Maybe I could wear them sometimes. Just to feel good about myself. I mean, it was going to take a while for my hair to grow back, so why not make the most of it? And… maybe I could keep my body hair shaved for a while? Maybe I could stay smooth and soft?

It felt good, and I looked good. So… why shouldn’t I? Wasn’t I allowed to feel sexy?

I was never going to be a manly man. I was never going to be conventionally handsome. So, why not play to my strengths, even if it was just for me, just so I could feel good?

My gaze fell to the bed, and all the other lingerie. I smiled.

“Maybe I could keep more than one pair?” I said to myself.

And then my phone pinged.
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I stared at my inbox, not quite sure what to do.

The third video was sitting there, waiting for me. Well done on making it this far. You’re almost halfway there. Dare you continue, or do you want to quit without finding out how much fun you could be having as one of the Bambi swarm?

The message loomed on my screen like a threat. It was almost goading me into quitting, making it seem like giving in was inevitable. But… I’d made it through two videos with only minor changes.

I’d not seen anyone else make it as far as I had with so few alterations. I clearly was good at resisting, even if I wasn’t immune.

The thought of letting the challenge beat me chafed. I wasn’t ready to admit defeat, but I was still anxious about the possible risks. What if it went wrong? What if… what if joining the Bambi swarm really was that much fun? Would I be able to hold out?

As I sat at my computer, in my panties and a pair of sheer pantyhose, pressing my smooth thighs together to enjoy the sensual caress of my body, wearing only a baggy hoody sweatshirt, I felt my heart race. I’d come this far, had done so well, and I was almost more than halfway through. If I watched the third video that’d be sixty percent of the way there.

I could always quit after that one if it went badly—and really, how badly could it go given the very few, minor changes that I’d suffered after the first two videos? And if I did well, if I continued to resist well, I’d be most of the way there, with only the last two videos left.

“I mean… I’ve already come this far. I’d be stupid to quit now. Nothing that’s happened can’t be undone, so one more can’t hurt, right?”

I giggled as I talked to myself.

The message was written like it was trying to scare me, or put me off, trying to get me to quit. Maybe the person sending them could tell I was doing well and was worried I was going to beat the challenge?

That thought buoyed me up, motivated me. If that were the case wasn’t that all the more reason to push on, to watch the third file?

If they wanted me to quit, then I should definitely watch the third video, right? That was just basic logic.

I giggled again. My brain always had been my best asset and it was my smart thinking that was going to help me beat this dumb challenge and get rich and become famous.

With my decision made, I pressed download and watched the percentage bar fill.

[image: ]

The spiral flickered on the screen and I immediately felt a sense of comfort and familiarity. The pink and black was stark, bright, bold. I reached out without even needing to be told to slip my headphones on, the pressed play.

Welcome back. The text read.

Even the font made me shiver.

Now, sit back and relax. You’re doing so well. You are such a good girl for sticking with it.

The words floated into my brain, and I couldn’t help but smile. That phrase—good girl—made me feel warm and fluttery.

Yet, I knew I needed to focus. I needed to keep resisting like I had been. I had to stay strong.

I had to…

I watched the spiral begin to turn, and I could feel my body growing warm and heavy. I could feel the slow drumming of my heart in my chest.

You don’t need to worry, you don’t need to fret.

I felt soothed. In my ears, the whispers had begun. Soft words floated, lulling me, the drone soporific, seductive.

Just sit back and relax. Sink deep. Float. Let your mind unwind.

And then the images started, flashing across the screen even as the spiral turned. They were going so fast I could barely make out what they were, catching only glimpses, snatches.

Yet, I recognised a few. Smooth legs, long and feminine, in pantyhose and stockings, suspenders, even heels. I felt a warm glow, a subtle buzzing pleasure. I saw round butts, wide hips, in skimpy panties.

I saw delicate, pretty, sexy bodies, beautiful and girly, curvy, seductive and wanton. I felt a craving. I felt a need. The spiral turned.

I was resisting though. I knew I was resisting. I was so good at resisting that I could relax a little, right?

You’ve done so well.

I had done well.

You can relax now.

I could relax. I could let myself sink. The challenge was having no real effect on me.

The thought of beating me, winning all the prize money thrilled me. But… there was something else too.

All the videos of the challenge I’d watched had ended the same way. Anyone who’d watched all five videos had ended up the same.

They’d all ended up as dumb, sexy bimbos. They’d all ended up as sexy girls, pretty women, wanton sluts.

And they all looked like they were so much happier.

It was like… completing the challenge, finding their inner Bambi, had unlocked something in all of them, had set something free within all of them. They were all so much more giggly. They smiled more, flirting and posing and strutting, discovering lives that would have been impossible before.

Seeing the transformations stirred something in me, a hunger and a desire. The thought of defeating the challenge was what motivated me. The money, and the kudos, the thought of the fame I could get, but… would it be so bad if I lost?

For the first time since starting the challenge, I considered the prospect of losing. The spiral in front of me turned, spinning, and the voice whispered sweet secrets, images flashing, lingerie and heels, outfits, dresses, skirts, soft feminine bodies.

If I lost then… then I’d become like the others who’d lost. I’d become one of the Bambie swarm. I’d become a dumb, slutty, sexy, flirty, giggly, brazen bimbo. I’d become feminine and girly, wearing outrageous clothes and underwear. I’d strut around looking for men and women to fuck me. I’d offer my body and my soul up to pleasure.

And… that didn’t sound so bad any more.

The thought of being remade almost appealed. What would I be like if I lost? How would I look? How would I act? What would I choose for a name?

Would I become a pin-up star? Would I date someone famous as their slutty trophy wife? Would I do porn? Would I go onto the club scene and fuck my way across the country?

All of it excited me and terrified me.

I wanted to win. I wanted to beat the challenge, defeat it, to win the money and the prestige, the fame, but… would losing really be so bad? The freedom to just let go appealed. I could just relax. I could let go. I could become softer, prettier, dumber.

I could shut my brain off. I could stop worrying. I just needed to be sexy, pretty. I just needed to be a slut. I just… I just needed to embrace the Bambi within.


Five

I moved through the store slowly, carefully, trying to act as nonchalant as I could, but it wasn’t easy. I was surrounded by women, and I felt as if all of them were staring at me, watching me, and it didn’t help that I was the only man in the women’s section of the store.

My heart was racing, head spinning. I tried to seem calm though, nonplussed. I knew if I acted nervous or out of place then it would be obvious, that they’d know, so I kept my cool and moved casually. I tried to pretend I was just a boyfriend buying a gift for their girlfriend. I tried to pretend that I wasn’t shopping for myself. I tried to pretend that all the clothes and lingerie in my basket weren’t for me to wear.

Yet, I could still feel the heat in my cheeks, the fluttering in my belly. Why was I even doing this? Why didn’t I just put them all back on the shelf and leave, go home and do something else?

I knew the reason though. I was curious.

After the third video little had changed. I woke again with no memory of the night before, but that was usual, and after checking myself over it was clear I was almost completely immune to the videos and the hypnosis.

That thought lifted my spirits. Only two videos left until I won!

So I rose and got on with my new routine of exercising, pushing myself even harder than ever, doing a double session of yoga and some aerobics, even some weighted squats using the old dumbbells I’d bought years ago but had left in the bottom of my wardrobe.

The burn from the squats felt amazing, and I was thrilled when afterwards I noticed an obvious perkiness to my ass, thighs and hips. I couldn’t wait to see how working out was going to change my figure over the coming weeks and months, and I even began to think about joining a gym for the extra potential for workouts.

I’d never liked exercise before, had always struggled to enjoy it and put on muscle, but before I’d been focussing on different areas—arms, chest, shoulders, calves. Now though I was focussing on areas that were fun, and I was noticing quite rapid gains.

I wondered how far I could go. What would it be like to have a perky round bubble butt and thick thighs, a tiny waist and upper body, to be smooth and slim and svelte, to be feminine and cute and pretty? The thought made me shiver.

I’d always hated my body, but ever since that first morning I’d felt my confidence increasing, and I wanted more of that. I wanted to feel even better, and I knew that I really could finally have a hot body. I just needed to work at it, and I was going to keep working because now I was motivated. I could beat the challenge, could look good, become rich and famous, and then…

I felt a warm glow as I imagined all the fun parties I could go to. And to go to parties I’d need clothes. Yet, none of my clothes were suitable.

What would I wear? When I thought about it my mind wandered. If I finally had a body I was proud of it made sense to show it off, right?

And I was certain now that I was going to stay smooth, since I liked how it looked and felt, liked how sensitive I was. So I’d need clothes that were comfortable.

Which meant… new clothes. Softer clothes.

While I’d kept wearing my normal old boring clothes to work, because that was all I had, I’d quickly noticed how scratchy and uncomfortable they were. Even with a pair of soft silk panties on underneath, even with pantyhose on to protect my legs, to make me feel cute, they were still so uncomfortable.

So I needed new clothes, right? And then I started to wonder what kind of clothes I wanted. And I got curious. If panties were so comfortable, and looked so good, and felt so right, then what would more feel like?

And it was with that in my head, unable to dislodge it, that I headed out to do some shopping, just to browse, but for some reason, I’d not been able to resist picking up a basket, and picking up more than a few items. Just the look and the feel of them excited me, made me smile and blush.

Even though I felt shy and timid, nervous, I still couldn’t resist. But then why should I resist?

I should be celebrating.

I was doing so well. I only had two videos left. I was completely immune, or at least as good as immune, to the Bambi challenge, so why shouldn’t I do something crazy to celebrate? I could enjoy myself, right?

And then, despite having a full basket, I saw it. A tiny micro dress in hot pink, the fabric clinging and shiny.

It was outrageous and sexy and so provocative. The mannequin even had on matching stockings, heels, and… a pink leather choker that looked a lot like a collar.

“Why not.” I said to myself, giggling. “But if I get that, I’ll need some extras too.”

And I knew already exactly what extras I needed.
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By the time I set off home, I was buzzing with excitement, fizzing with the nervous anxiety I’d felt the entire time I was out, worried I’d be spotted, detected, noticed, that someone would realise, but in the end, it had been surprisingly easy and almost anticlimactic. I managed to buy all the clothes I wanted and all the extras I needed, and no one said a thing.

Yet… the last shop assistant, a pretty girl around my age, had given me a look and a smile that had set my heart fluttering. The way she’d looked at me, at what I was buying, was almost like she suspected something, but rather than say anything, she just… wished me well, and told me she hoped I enjoyed my purchases.

And the way she said that word, enjoyed, sent a thrill up my spine. A thrill that had lasted the entire journey back to my apartment.

I’d sat on the bus practically vibrating, wishing it would go faster so I could get home and try out my newest purchases. I felt so energised and happy, so light and full of joy. I knew it was the exercise and the deep rests I’d been getting, rather than anything else, but I was still savouring it and if anything it only made me want to commit more time to working out, eating healthy, and getting my life back into some form of order so I could have more fun.

And the thought of fun made me squirm. I was still thinking about all the parties I’d get to go to once I finished the Bambi challenge and became rich and famous. I wondered about all the people I’d get to date.

As the bus rumbled I looked around, scanning the people around me. I’d been single too long. I couldn’t wait to hook up with some pretty girls.

Yet… none of the girls around me seemed that interesting. I was daydreaming about what my dates might look like and still none of the women on the bus appealed. They were cute, sure, and some of them could even be called beautiful or sexy, but if anything I just felt an odd sense of admiration for their clothes or their make-up, their hair, their figures, perhaps even twinges of envy or jealousy.

I frowned at that, puzzled, and looked around. And then I felt the fluttering in my belly get worse.

He was tall, and broad, in his early thirties, with his hair grown out, messy, and a short beard, dressed in black ripped jeans and a fitted black band t-shirt with heavy boots, tattoos. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. His arms were thick, hairy, his chest broad, and I could see his muscles straining at the fabric of his t-shirt.

I felt my heart skip and my face grow hot. I felt myself blushing, squirming in my seat, a throbbing. I couldn’t stop staring at him. And then… he looked at me, saw me staring, stared back for a moment, and smiled.

I felt my blush blaze, and I had to look away. The whole bus seemed to swim and I felt a rush of emotions and sensations that were new and strange. Cravings, needs, desires, wants, urges. I’d never felt this way before, this intense hunger before, and… I was feeling it about a man.

I’d always thought of myself as straight, but… maybe…

Images flooded my head, making it hard to think, hard to breathe. I looked at the floor, trying to slow my breath, trying to calm down. I felt terrified that he might have noticed, that he might come over, that he might talk to me.

What if he angrily accused me of staring at him? Or, worse, what if he tried to flirt with me? That thought caused my whole body to tremble and I realised if he did that there’d be no way to resist him. I’d never be able to say no to him.

I giggled, a light fluttering, as my head spun off with fantasies and thoughts and imaginings. Maybe…

And then the bus slowed, stopping, and I realised it was my stop. I needed to get off. I looked up and saw him still looking, still watching.

I needed to get off the bus. I blinked, fluttering my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip nervously, then moved, forcing myself to stand up and walk past him, unable to look away, and the way he stared at me, eyeing me like a piece of meat, made me weak.
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It was all I could do to force myself off the bus and into my apartment building, but I managed it. By the time I got to my apartment, I’d calmed down a little, but I was still flustered, head spinning.

It felt so new but also… right. How had I not realised this about myself before? I giggled again.

“Guess I’m just a little dumb.” I said. “So it’s a good job I’m pretty.”

And then I smiled as I realised I still had all the things I’d bought. I really was pretty, but I could be prettier.

I’d spent my whole life trying to be handsome and masculine, which had stopped me from seeing the truth. I was pretty. And being pretty was fun. Being sexy was fun. Luckily for me, I’d realised the truth, and now I had all I needed to make the most of how pretty I was.

Grinning, still blushing, I set off to try out my purchases.

I stripped off and put on my underwear first, my new lingerie—black panties and a padded bralette, stockings and suspenders, putting the panties on over the stockings and suspenders because that’s what I’d read you were supposed to do so that it was easier to slip them off—and then I slipped on my dress. I couldn’t stop smiling, my grin so wide my cheeks hurt.

It felt so sensual and seductive, so hot and pleasant. My skin was still flawlessly smooth, and was perhaps even more sensitive to pleasure, so that slipping on the stockings, panties, bra, was like the most sensual caress in the world. My whole body thrummed with pleasure, hunger, need, desire, and it was almost like I was burning up from the inside.

The underwear helped shaped and lift my body, making my thighs and ass, already thick and perky from the recent exercise, look even more feminine and sexy. They gave me subtle curves, and I couldn’t help but wiggle and pose, enjoying the thrill of it.

The dress too helped shape my body. It was tight and clinging, cinching my waist in, short to show off my legs and stocking stops, low cut to flash the top of my chest, the hint of cleavage the padding in my bra had given me. And the way it clung to my waist and ass made it seem as though it was almost painted on.

I smiled as I checked my reflection. The dress was so pink and shiny, so sexy and revealing, exactly the kind of thing a sexy woman would wear, the kind of thing a slutty bimbo would wear. I bit my bottom lip and felt my heart swell.

I had hoped I’d look good, but I looked…

“Too cute!” I squealed, giggling, posing, wiggling. “Now, just need to put on the finishing touches.”

And with that, I began to lay out the extras I’d bought.
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The make-up was the hardest part. I’d never done make-up before and I had no idea how to start, so I made sure to do a little research first, reading a few guides, watching some videos, then trying out a simple yet bold look that was meant to suit my face and colouring. It was not as easy as the pretty girl in the video made it seem but, I was careful, and patient, and I took my time. I didn’t do an amazing job, but it was good enough, and the results were surprising.

“Practice makes perfect.” I said to myself.

And I was looking forward to lots of practice so I could look utterly perfect.

I’d bought a whole range of make-up products and had used a lot of them. I’d put on a cream foundation, adding highlights and shadows, then eyeshadow, fake lashes, mascara, eyeliner. The last touch to my make-up was lipstick, lip gloss, and a set of long, pink, fake nails.

I stared at my reflection unable to quite believe the transformation. I looked so different, so soft and cute and pretty, so…

“Hi, cutie.” I said to myself.

And I giggled, blushing.

“Ready for the finishing touches?” I asked the pretty face in the mirror.

But I already knew the answer.

I turned and picked up the last details. A leather choker that was almost like a collar, pink to match the dress, high heels, a pair of clip-on hooped earrings, and a long, wavy, silver blonde wig.

I felt my belly fluttering at just the sight of the hair. It was perfect.

I put the heels on first, then the earrings, loving how they dangled and tapped against my neck as I moved my head, then slipped the collar around my throat. I imagined for a moment it was the hands of the man on the bus, gripping me, pinning me against a wall, and I felt a rush of emotions and feelings that were bright and hot. I whimpered.

It took me a moment to recompose myself and calm down. I still needed to slip the wig on. I slicked my hair back and put the wig cap I’d bought on, then pulled the wig on, shifting it and moving it until it sat just right before clipping it into place. Finally, I took a moment to style it, to make it look as natural as possible. By the time I was done, I could not stop smiling.

I looked… amazing.

I was glamorous and sexy, slutty, pretty, cute, beautiful. I looked feminine and wanton, and just the sight of myself, the way it felt made my whole body thrum with pleasure. I couldn’t think why I’d never done this before.

I had the perfect body for it. I’d spent so long trying to be a man, but… I was clearly meant to be feminine. And it was definitely more fun.

Wiggling, strutting around in my heels, practising how to walk and sway and wiggle in them, I could feel my joy and pleasure growing. I could feel my excitement growing.

I walked around my flat, unable to sit still, and I could feel a deep hunger. I wanted… more.

I put some music on and began to dance, unable to resist the urge. I watched myself in the mirror, the pretty girl, the slutty bimbo in pink, and I couldn’t stop grinning, giggling, blushing.

Once I’d beaten the challenge I’d be rich and famous, and I couldn't stop thinking about all the parties I’d go to, all the clothes I could buy. Maybe I could even get a professional makeover, or… maybe I could even get some surgery to look even better.

I thought about all the people I might meet, the fun I could have. My mind drifted back to the man on the bus and I felt my cock throb. I let my hands roam my body, teasing myself, let them roam down. It felt so good, so hot, and yet… my cock was still soft, limp. It was still utterly flaccid, which felt strange.

I frowned at that, a little puzzled. And then my phone rang.”
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“Where’ve you been? We’ve not heard from you in days. You okay?” Lee asked.

I hadn’t even thought about my friends in days, not since starting the challenge and the videos. I’d clearly been too caught up in my routine, all that exercise and the thoughts of the money.

Yet, it felt odd to hear Lee’s voice. It was almost like a ghost, something from a long distant past, but… it had only been a few days.

Normally we all gamed every night together, chilling out and chatting, catching up, so it was unusual for me not to be on for several days in a row. I’d been too distracted though. And I didn’t want to tell any of them about the Bambi challenge. I didn’t want to spoil the surprise.

Plus I knew Lee would worry about me, try to convince me to stop. He’d not believe me when I told him I was immune to the videos. He’d try to make me stop.

But I wanted to surprise him. I wanted to surprise all of them. I wanted to show them I could beat the challenge, that I was strong enough. And… I was also excited to show them the new me.

For years I’d been awkward and shy, but I was feeling so much more confident recently, so much more fun. Once the challenge was done I’d have a big reveal, showing off how well I’d done at beating the Bambi challenge and also how amazing I looked, how amazing I felt.

I wondered how Lee might react when he saw me, what he might say, what he might do. Just imagining made me flustered.

We’d been friends for almost our entire lives, and I trusted him more than anyone, yet suddenly I felt almost nervous.

“I… yeah, I’m good.” I said. “Super good even. All fine here. Just busy with all the things. You know…”

I was grinning as I spoke, my secret thrilling me. I couldn’t wait to show him how well I’d done at beating the challenge, couldn’t wait to show him how hot I was now. Just thinking about his reaction was doing things to me.

“You sure?” He asked. “You sound a little off, distracted. If you need anything I can come over and we can hang out and…”

“No.” I said suddenly.

I knew it was too soon, too early. I wanted to finish before I showed him. I knew I needed to keep it a secret. He wouldn’t understand. He’d think I was being brainwashed, becoming a dumb slutty bimbo. He’d think all the hot, sexy, fun hypno videos were rewriting my brain and turning me into a dumb, pink, giggly girl.

“I’m totally fine. Really.” I added. “But it’s super sweet of you to offer. I just need a few more days to finish everything that’s all.”

“Finish? What are you…”

I giggled, suddenly very excited about revealing everything to Lee, to all my friends. I couldn’t wait to see their faces, their reactions when they realised that not only was I amazing enough to have beaten the Bambi challenge, but that I was also super super hot!

“Just trust me. You’ll enjoy the surprise.” I said.


Six

After reassuring Lee that I was fine, convincing him that he didn’t need to worry about me, which he totally didn’t as I knew I was definitely immune to the hypnosis and that it was having no effect on me at all, I couldn’t help but feel flustered and squirmy. Maybe it was the thrill of having such a fun secret, or the feeling of being so sexy in my new outfit while talking to him, while he had no idea just how hot I was now, or maybe it was all the pent-up excitement of the day, in the end it didn’t matter why.

In the end, what mattered was the effect. I was horny. I was really, really fucking horny. I don’t think I’d ever been so horny in my life.

It turned out that feeling sexy made me really horny.

“Maybe I can have a little fun before I watch the next video.” I said to myself. “I mean, it's a shame to get all dressed up and waste this hot body…”

I was staring at myself in the mirror, watching the pretty girl in the glass. The way she moved and squirmed and posed, pouting, wiggling her hips and ass, was so sensual and slutty and brazen that it made my whole body throb and my head spin.

“Just a little fun.” I said, giggling.

And with that decided I began to caress myself.

It felt electric, pulses of soft pleasure radiating through me, buzzing joy coming from my belly and spreading out. I felt so much more alive now, so much more sensitive to pleasure and touch. I knew I’d never be able to get enough.

I wanted to be teased. I wanted to be played with. I wanted…

I wanted to cum.

I wanted to fuck.

I wanted to be fucked.

I was a pretty girl after all. I was a sexy slut. That’s what sexy sluts were for. They were made to be fucked and played with and used. Right?

That’s what I was made for. I should just embrace it.

It was more fun.

And when I won the challenge, when I beat the Bambi hypno challenge, I was going to be rich and famous and just thinking about all the fun I’d be having made me buzz.

I watched my reflection and I let my hands roam down, teasing over my padded tits, over my belly, wiggling, squirming, posing, pouting.

My cheeks burned, and I giggled, nervous, eager, brazen.

The girl in the mirror was so sexy. So glamorous. She was so beautiful and confident and hot.

I fluttered my eyelashes at her, blew her a kiss.

A thought filtered through my empty, fuzzy head as I let my hands roam over my hips, ass, groping, squeezing. All the exercises really were beginning to pay off.

“I need a new name.” I said to myself. “I mean… I’m far too pretty to be called Jack.”

The words hit hard, but there was a truth to them. Jack was a silly name. A dumb name. A boy's name.

I wasn’t a boy. I’d never been a boy. I’d just been pretending to be a boy.

I was… I was cute and feminine. I was hot, sexy, wanton, slutty. I was a Bambi. I was a bimbo. I was…

“Jenna.” I said.

My blush spread across my face. I smiled, giggling even louder than ever.

“Hi, I’m Jenna, pleased to meet you.” I said.

I wiggled and let my hands roam. I moaned at the touch, thrilled by what I was doing, by how I looked. How had I been so stupid as to never realise the truth before?

I wasn’t Jack. I was Jenna. And life was more fun if you were pretty.
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I couldn’t take my eyes off the pretty girl in the mirror, Jenna, and the fact that she was me only made everything so much hotter, better.

I was so smooth, sensitive, sensual. I writhed, my body hot and throbbing. I let my hands roam around to my thighs, squeezing flesh through the sheer fabric of my stockings, and it sent a shiver along my spine.

I eased one hand over, under my dress, let fingers snake in toward my panties, my dick. Fingertips roamed over the soft flesh of my cock, limp, dull, lifeless compared to the rest of my body.

I puzzled at that for a moment. The rest of me felt so good, and I was so turned on that I could barely think, but my cock was completely flaccid, and it felt almost… numb.

I shifted my panties to the side, stroked gently, exploring the sensation, but I felt nothing. A voice in the back of my head stirred, but I could barely hear it over the louder voice, the soft, pretty feminine voice that suggested other things.

I giggled again, wiggling my hips, and I stopped stroking my cock. It was pointless anyway. It was limp, useless, numb, and I wanted to feel pleasure. I let my hand roam between my legs, fingers teasing along my crack, and pressed the tips into the fabric of my panties, pressing at my hole.

I moaned loudly, working my hips. It felt amazing, better than my cock had ever felt. I worked my panties to the side and began to tease more, pressing my finger just barely into my tight ass.

Watching myself was such a turn-on. I smiled, my lips wet and lush, and acting on instinct I lifted my hand up to my face, my lips, pressed my fingers against the plump painted pillows, and caressed.

My mouth thrummed with joy, bliss, my mouth so much more sensitive than usual. When had that happened?

But that didn’t matter. I didn’t need to worry about that. I didn’t need to think. I just needed to be pretty and have fun. I just needed to be Jenna.

I worked a finger just barely into my ass, and I pressed the other into my hot, wet, tight mouth. The twin sensations were mind-numbing.

I pressed my fingers in deeper, working it, my ass tight and sensitive, a source of hot addictive pleasure, belly fluttering, and sucked harder, pressing first one, then two, then three fingers into my hot, wet mouth.

It was so much better than touching my cock. It was so much more fun, so much more pleasure. I worked harder, faster, chasing the thrill.

I could feel new sensations coursing through me, new instincts awakening, new desires and wants and needs. I stared at my reflection, Jenna, the slut, the bimbo. She was perfect. I was perfect.

I ached for release. I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum so bad it hurt.

I needed it. I was so horny I could barely think. I’d do anything.

I pressed another finger at my ass, working two in, my ass opening willingly, hungrily, and I fucked deeper, harder, faster.

I sucked my fingers, slurping, wet and hungry, the tip pressing at the back of my throat, and I was drooling, face wet, smearing my make-up.

It was so hot, so good, yet… I still couldn’t cum. I tried my hardest, working my fingers, wiggling my hips, working harder and harder, and though the pleasure became more and more intense, becoming almost overwhelming, corrupting me, brain blank, dumb, desperate, there was no release.

There was no peak.

The pleasure just got more, the need worse, and…

“FUCK!”

I collapsed in a heap, frustrated and desperate. And then my phone pinged.
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I looked at the message on my screen. It was the fourth file. After this one, there was one more to go. I smiled.

As horny and frustrated as I was I knew I could use a distraction. Maybe watching this would enable me to get a good night’s sleep, and then tomorrow I’d be able to cum?

With that thought in mind, squirming at just the idea of cumming, desperate for it, I clicked download without even hesitating. I knew I was immune to the hypno so I knew I didn’t need to worry.

As the percentage crept up I turned to face the mirror again, staring at my reflection.

After my failed attempt at playing with myself, I’d cleaned up and reapplied my make-up before settling down to check my message—an excited fluttering in my gut at the thought of watching the fourth video, of being so close to the end, to victory. I was still dressed in my pink dress, my stockings and suspenders, panties, bra, heels, and I didn’t want to ever take them off.

I loved how they felt, how I looked, how I moved in them. I smiled at myself, still buzzing, my name ringing in my head. Jenna.

It was such a pretty name. So much better than Jack.

I couldn’t wait to introduce the new me to my friends. I couldn’t wait to see what they thought. I couldn’t wait to get out into the world and enjoy myself. But first…

I looked back to the screen and saw the file had finished downloading. I pressed play without even thinking about it, excited and eager. While the screen flickered to life I slipped my headphones on.

The spiral began to turn, and I felt my mind drifting. I relaxed.

Welcome back Bambi. We are so happy you made it this far. So close to the finish line now. Aren’t you excited?

I nodded slowly. I was so close to the finish line. I was so excited. I was so close to beating it.

Knowing that I was immune to the effect of the challenge was comforting, reassuring, and knowing that nothing would happen meant I could relax and just enjoy the pretty spiral, the soft whispers, the soporific droning, and the pretty pictures.

Just watch the spiral. Watch closely. Relax. Let your mind drift. You don’t need your mind. You don’t need to think. You only need to relax.

I relaxed, sitting back in my chair. I could feel my mind drifting, filling with pink fog, fluffy clouds, my thoughts and worries and anxieties drifting away.

It was better to be dumb. It was better to be pink. It was better to be pretty. I could relax, let go.

Listen, watch, relax. Good girl.

I smiled. I was Jenna. I was pretty, hot, sexy. I didn’t need to think. I just need to relax. I could relax and have fun.

The only thing that mattered was being a good girl.

And then images began to flash in front of me. Voices whispered, droning, filling my head. I felt my body throb hot. Already horny and frustrated I could feel it getting worse, fed by something in the video, the images, the words, and the spiral turned.

I could feel my body aching, desperate, a need getting worse. I would do anything to cum. I would do anything for release, that pleasure, the bliss of it.

I stared at the screen, and as the images flickered, understanding dawned. I knew what I needed to do.


Seven

I stood for a moment outside in the dark, nervous and trembling. I still wasn’t quite sure what I was doing, or why, but all I knew was that I couldn’t stop. It was like a compulsion.

Yet, at the same time, I knew this was what I needed.

I’d woken after the fourth file as usual with no memory, except this time it had not been morning. Only a few hours had passed, and I was still sitting in my chair, dressed in my slutty pink dress, still made up, with my heels and wig and collar on. In front of me my computer was on, with the browser window open, a search result loaded up, and a map. I stared at it for a moment before I understood.

And then I felt the fluttering in my belly, a nervous excitement. Before I knew what I was doing I was up and on my feet and heading out the door.

I was heading out the door in a pretty pink dress, in make-up, heels, a wig, as Jenna, and I couldn’t stop myself. I was a girl on a mission.

As it was, the walk to the bar did not take long, and it was dark, so I was able to mostly go unobserved, but still, I noticed a few people out and about and all of them noticed me. There were men and women, groups, couples, and not a single one of them failed to see me.

But then, I was very obvious, the only pink bimbo out in heels with long silver-blonde hair, wiggling her ass as her heels clicked down the street—even the way I walked felt different, more confident, strutting in my heels, brazen, slutty, and it was like I was barely in control, like new instincts and needs and appetites were taking over.

At first, I was timid, afraid people would see me and shout insults, mock me, but… that never happened.

Instead, they all just stared. They looked at me like… like they wanted me. They looked at me like I was a steak, and they were starving lions.

The men and even the women eyed me with desire and lust and want, hunger, and it felt good. The more they looked at me the more confidence I had, and the more the fluttering in my belly intensified. As I walked I could feel the doubts in the back of my head, unsure if I was doing the right thing.

Maybe I should turn back, go home? But then… I knew if I wanted release then this was what I needed to do. If I wanted to cum there was no other way. And I really wanted to cum.

So, I walked quickly, enjoying the new attention I was getting—Jack had never got this kind of attention, since he was drab and boring, but Jenna was hot and sexy and slutty and so much more fun—and it was not long before I arrived. It did not look how I expected though. It looked… just like any ordinary bar.

“Well, I suppose now I’m here it’s at least worth a look?” I said to myself, my voice soft and cute.

I giggled at that, squirming, excited, hopeful that it was true. If it wasn’t I didn’t know what I’d do, or how I was supposed to cum.

I took a deep breath and I pushed the door open and I stepped in.
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Being a sexy girl in a bar was a lot easier than being an ordinary boy. Within moments of stepping up to order a drink the server was in front of me, paying me rapt attention, and two men were competing to buy me a drink.

I giggled at that, flustered by their eagerness. I thanked them, let both of them buy me a drink, and sipped at them while they competed to impress me while I waited for my nerves to settle.

It was such a vastly different experience compared to being Jack. It was so much better. But there was one downside…

All their attention, the way the two men, the bartenders, and the way many of the other customers were looking at me was doing things to me. I could feel them eyeing me up, staring at my legs, ass, chest, face, and I knew what they were thinking. If I’d seen a sexy girl like me in a bar a few weeks ago I’d have thought the same.

Slut.

It’s what they were all thinking. It’s what I would have thought.

And… they weren’t wrong. Not really, not given why I’d was I’d gone there.

As I finished my first drink, then my second, I felt my heartbeat slowing. The bar seemed like a nice enough place, and everyone there seemed ordinary enough. It wasn’t as bad as I’d feared, but also it wasn’t as exciting as I’d hoped. There was still part of me that figured maybe the search result had been wrong.

There was really only one way to find out though.

I asked the barman where the bathrooms were with a smile and what I hoped was a twinkle in my eyes. He eyed me for a moment and I could feel the men on either side of me who had bought me drinks shift, like wolves ready to pounce.

Maybe the things I’d read were right? I hoped they were right.

I didn’t know what I’d do if they weren’t. I was desperate, hungry, with needs and wants that I couldn’t tame.

The barman pointed me to the ladies, clearly on display at the back of the room, then…

“There’s the unisex restrooms out the back too of course if… if that’s what you were looking for?”

My heart skipped and my belly fluttered. I could feel the blush in my cheeks spreading, becoming more intense. The heat of it was almost scalding. I was nervous, anxious, slightly shamed, but also… very excited.

“Thank you.” I said, nodding.

And then I slipped off my chair.

I could feel people watching me, staring at me, wondering what I was going to do. I smiled, not making eye contact with anyone. I was so nervous.

Could I really…

But I knew the answer. I could feel the answer in my gut. I had no other choice. I needed it.

I turned and headed towards the back of the bar, the unisex restroom, and behind me, I could already sense people shifting to follow.
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The room was small and cramped, but clean enough—though a little dingy and grimy in a way that only made things hotter, more shameful and degrading. There was a sink, a mirror, and three stalls. I chose the middle stall.

I shut the door, locked it, and settled down to wait, looking around at my surroundings. There was graffiti on the wall, crude slogans and rhymes, obscene cartoons, and on either side of me, at about waist height, were the holes.

One hole in either wall. Each one large enough to slip my fist through, the edge padded with foam and tape.

I could feel myself trembling, giddy and excited, nervous, anxious. Why was I even here? I should leave.

But then, the core of me knew this was what I needed. I needed to cum, and to cum I needed…

The bathroom door opened, creaking, and I froze. Someone had followed me. They knew why I was here. They knew what I was. A slut.

I giggled quietly. I had never done anything like this before. It was new and wild, but then I was feeling so wild lately.

Since starting the Bambi challenge, realising I was immune, special, that I was going to be both rich and famous, my confidence had skyrocketed. I had such a bright newfound appreciation for my body, glad that the hypno was having no effect on me, and I was just so delighted with everything.

I was less anxious and stressed, less worried about things like bills or work. I didn’t need to worry about those things any more.

I was hot. I was pretty and sexy and cute, and pretty, sexy, cute people didn’t need to worry. They could just relax and have fun.

And that’s exactly what I was about to do.

There were footsteps, several footsteps, and my heart skipped. I’d thought about one person but… people in the bar had seen me. The men in the bar had all seen me, and I’d felt their lust, their desire, and then they’d watched me coming into the restroom knowing exactly why I was here, and more than one of them had followed me. How many of them were there?

I knew there was really only one way to discover, and I could feel my lips tingling at that thought.

The door to the stall on my right opened then closed, the lock clicking. The door to the stall on my left did the same.

I waited, mouth watering, belly fluttering. There was movement, the sound of a belt, clothes. And then…

A cock slipped through the hole on my right, shortly followed by a cock slipping through the hole on my left. They were so different to each other, but both large, long and thick, hard but getting harder, throbbing.

I stared at them for only a moment, but I was unable to contain myself or restrain myself. I needed them, needed the pleasure of serving them, needed to make them cum because I knew deep down that the only way I’d be able to cum was to make them cum, was to feel them cum in my mouth, feel it pulsing, throbbing, was to swallow it, feel it warm and sticky in my belly.

Only then would I be allowed to cum, because that was what good girls were made for. That was what sluts were meant for.
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I fell to my knees on the grimy bathroom floor and reached out with both hands to grasp the cocks on either side of me. I felt them swell in my hands, throbbing, warm and velvety, so hard it made my head spin. I dithered for only a moment, trying to decide which one I wanted to taste first, but in the end, it was easy.

I went left. The largest cock.

I parted my lips and I kissed, sucked, took the faceless cock into my wet, hot, tight mouth, sealing my lips around it. I sucked down, stroking the cock on my right to tease it and keep it hard.

I took it deep, letting my mouth fill with spit, sucking, working my tongue. It felt so much better than sucking on my fingers. My tongue and lips tingled with a bright pleasure.

I took it deep, the head pressing at the back of my throat, and I choked for only a moment before new instincts awoke within me. It was like my body, my throat, knew exactly what to do. I felt myself relax, a deep breath, then pressed down.

My throat stretched, pain and pleasure, and I took all of it until my nose was pressed against the wall, mouth and throat stuffed with cock.

My body thrummed with bliss. I felt it throb. I swallowed, milking it over and over, and then… I felt it cumming.

The pleasure was bright and giddy, addictive. I swallowed over and over, every last drop, the load of sticky jizz shot directly into my belly, thick and creamy. I felt my whole body light up, squirming, wiggling, the desperate need to cum.

But I knew a good girl made everyone else cum before she could cum. It was my job as a good slut to make sure everyone else had cum before I could cum. Which meant…

I pulled my head back, slurping, sucking, licking, and the last of the cum oozed out into my mouth. I sucked hard on the head, wanting every last drop of spunk, then let it leave my lips with a pop. It was already beginning to soften, but luckily I had one more left.

I turned my attention to the other cock in my hand, throbbing, hard, and I put my lips to it, kissed, licked, tasting precum. Then I parted my lips and pressed my head down, and I began to suck.
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In the end it was more than just the first two. Five cocks had followed me into the bathroom, and as I finished one off another would take its place. Cock after cock after cock.

I was in a heaven that I had never known existed. Sucking cock was amazing, and I loved the feel and taste of cum. My belly felt heavy and bloated with five thick, creamy loads.

I sucked, stroked, teased, deep-throated, licked, kissed, and sucked my way through four cocks, giddy with the thrill of it, then turned my attention to the last one. The last, fat, thick, long, throbbing cock.

It was easily the largest of all of them, massive, and just the sight of it made my head spin. Only hours earlier I’d never even touched a cock other than my own, but now here I was on my knees in a bathroom, dressed up, sexy, pretty, Jenna the slut, sucking cock, four thick loads of spunk in my belly, ready to take my last load.

And I was desperate for it. After this, I could cum. I could finally cum.

I leaned forward and took it between my lips and began to suck. I was good at this now. I’d had practice. I might have been a complete novice when I’d stepped into the bathroom, but after pleasing four cocks I knew what to do. It was like my body had been made for this.

I sucked hard, deep, and swirled my tongue. The way the cock responded let me know I was doing a good job.

I felt my whole body throbbing, aching, desperate. I had one free hand now so I let that slip down between my legs, under my sexy pink dress. I teased my fingers over my panties, ignoring my limp, useless cock, and headed straight for a source of better pleasure. I pulled my panties to the side and pressed my fingers at my hole, my ass, pressed until just the tip entered me.

I moaned at the rush of sensations. My cock drooled into my panties. I sucked harder, eager for the last load of cum.

As I worked my mouth up and down, sucking, licking, letting it slip into my well fucked throat, choking myself, I worked a second, then a third finger into my ass. It felt amazing.

If my fingers felt that good then what would something more feel like? What would something thicker, longer, harder, throbbing feel like? What would a cock feel like? What would it feel like to be fucked?

The thought buzzed, hot, urgent, and I whimpered, sucking, working my fingers deeper, faster. I needed to cum so badly. I needed…

And then I felt the cock in my mouth swelling, throbbing harder. I giggled even as I sucked harder, taking the whole length into my throat. It pulsed and then… came, hard, cumming down my throat.

I swallowed, feeling the fifth load adding to the hot cream of cum in my belly. I moaned, and then…

I was cumming. Cumming hard on my fingers. Cumming on my fingers while I sucked a cock, swallowed cum.

I moaned, loudly, drunk on the pleasure of it, and I came over and over and over and I milked every drop of cum from the cock in my mouth.

I was Jenna, the slut, and I’d never been happier.

There was only one video left. The last file. One more video to beat. I was going to do it. I was going to defeat the Bambi challenge.

I squirmed as I came, pulsing with hot pleasure, giggling, swallowing cum. I couldn’t wait to watch the last file.


Eight

I stared at myself in the mirror and blinked, stunned. I giggled, brain a cloud of pink fog.

I’d got home after my night at the glory hole eager to finish the challenge, to prove that I was immune, that I could do it. I couldn’t wait to show my friends how well I’d done at beating it. I couldn’t wait to become rich and famous.

So, I’d settled down with my headphones on, and I’d pressed play on the last file. The voice had whispered, the spiral had turned, and then…

I’d woken up.

I’d woken up and I’d got out of bed and I’d walked to face the mirror, and it was like the veil was lifted. After the last file, everything clicked into place.

“Silly dumb slut.” I said to myself. “No one is immune from Bambi.”

I giggled and wiggled and squirmed. The truth was so much fun.

The hypno had worked perfectly, just as it was meant to. It had worked because deep down I’d wanted it to work. I wanted to become a Bambi, had wanted to be set free, to become Jenna.

What kind of person would try a challenge like that if they didn’t want to lose? What kind of person would watch a series of brainwashing bimbo videos if they didn’t want to be transformed and corrupted and remade?

No one.

It was why it was always successful, why it always worked. If you watched it you were exactly the kind of person who wanted it all to be real, who wanted it to work.

I’d been miserable as Jack. I’d been lonely and crushed, trapped, anxious and fed up. As Jenna, I was… better.

Jack was boring and dreary, forgettable, dull and shy and timid and useless. But as Jenna, I was none of those things.

I had become the very best version of myself.

I was beautiful. I was pretty and cute and sexy.

My body was smooth, soft, and so sensitive that even the slightest touch sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. I was small and cute, adorable, lithe, petite, and with the recent exercises I’d been doing I was beginning to get quite the prominent bubble butt, juicy hips and thighs, a trim waist and taught belly.

I wiggled and posed as I stared at myself, delighted by the pretty girl in the mirror. I let my hands roam over my body.

“The only thing missing is big bimbo tits.” I said, voice soft, an alluring purr. “I’d look good with big, juicy, bouncy bimbo tits.”

I’d seen the others who’d finished the Bambi challenge finish their transformations and I felt a pang of envy and remembering the bodies they’d chosen for themselves. They were all alike, but all different, so many forms of Bambi bimbo.

I knew what I wanted though.

“I want big tits. I want to look slutty.” I said to myself.

I knew it was possible too. I could quit work and take up a job as a model. I had the figure for it, and the face. I liked the idea of people taking pictures of me, making videos of me. I could let people donate to a fund to buy me new big fake tits.

I knew people would want to help me get big fake tits so I could show them off. I’d seen it before with many of the other Bambis.

“Not too big though.” I said. “I don’t want all the attention to be on my tits.”

I wanted to look sexy, outrageous, but also wanted to still be able to wear sexy outfits and costumes. And I wanted people to still notice my legs and my ass, wanted people to pay attention to my face, my lips, my mouth.

I smiled, licked my lips at that thought. A tingle ran down my spine.

Ever since last night, sucking those five cocks, swallowing five loads of cum, my mouth had been so much more sensitive. It was like I was hooked on it now.

I’d never done anything like that before, but Bambi had helped me be bold and brave, be daring and brazen, had helped me become the slut I was always meant to be. Bambi had opened me up, had revealed my true self, the one I’d kept hidden for my entire life.

I understood that now. The hypno files had worked, but it was nothing like people assumed. They were a key to setting people free. They had let me unshackle myself from the chains society had placed on me.

My life I’d been told I was one person, had been told I was to act a certain way, be a certain thing, perform certain duties, but… I’d never been that person. I never would be that person. It was a lie. I’d never chosen to be Jack. It was an identity forced on me.

Now though I was free. I was finally free to choose who I wanted to be. I could be anyone I wanted. I could be the person I’d always longed to be but who I’d kept hidden from even myself.

I could be happy. I could express every part of myself. I could be pretty and beautiful, sexy, brazen, pink, slutty, wanton, brave and bold and dazzling.

I could be Jenna.

And it was as I stared at myself in the mirror that I fully embraced who I was. Who I’d always been.

I’d woken fully dressed, but had clearly got changed, though I had no memory of it, yet as I looked at myself I knew why I’d picked what I was wearing. It was the perfect representation of who Jenna was.
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I was in heels, stockings, suspenders, panties, and a bra that had even more padding than the bralettes I’d been wearing over the previous day or two. I had full make-up on, blacks and pinks and silvers, with thick fake lashes, my long silver-blonde wig, big hooped earrings. I even had on my long, pink, fake fails.

But it was my outfit that really caught my attention. I loved it. I loved how it fitted me. I loved how it looked. I loved how it made me feel.

The dress was by far the smallest and tightest fitting one I’d worn yet, bright pink, in a shiny rubber-like material that clung to me like a second skin. It was so short that it left my stocking tops on display, my suspender straps, my panties.

The waist was cinched and reinforced so that it squeezed my belly and my ribs to give me an hourglass figure, making my butt and hips—already full and perky and feminine after my recent intense workouts—look even wider, larger, fatter. I wiggled and loved how my body moved, swayed, jiggled. I even loved how hard it was to breathe, the shallow sips of air making me giddy, making me feel weak and pretty.

And the effect of the cinched waist was not limited to my lower half. The squeezing combined with the padding in my bra made my tits look even larger, fuller, rounder. The front of the dress was low-cut, flashing my ample cleavage, and I loved it. I reached up to feel my chest, and I moaned in bliss.

“I want more though. Big juicy bimbo tits.” I giggled at that and blushed, but it was the truth.

Admitting the truth felt good. I stared at my reflection, my long bare arms, smooth, slim, my dainty shoulders. How had I ever been so stupid as to think I was a boy, a man?

Clearly this was who I was always meant to be. I looked better, sexier, prettier, and I felt… I felt better than I ever had.

I stared at myself and pouted, smiled, my face dazzling, long flowing hair down around my shoulders. Even the collar on my neck was more brazen than before, the word SLUT written across it, pink leather, silver letters. I was Jenna, a Bambi, and I was finally free.

Only… there was one more thing I needed. I needed to cement my new self, and I needed to celebrate my transformation. I needed…

I giggled as I realised just what I needed. I turned, picked up my phone.
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I did not need to wait long, yet it felt like an age, an eternity, but I didn’t mind. I sat and waited, empty head full of thoughts, imaginings, fantasies, each of them more lurid than the last. I was so excited I could barely keep still, but… there was fear there too, anxiety, hope, joy. So many emotions all jostling in my empty pink head.

I couldn’t help but squirm as I waited, my body hot and flustered, pressing my smooth, stocking-clad thighs together, touching my body without thinking, fingers caressing over thighs, chest, neck, biting at my bottom lip as my mind fluttered, mouth hot and wet, ass almost quivering, my dick soft, useless, and ignored.

And then there was a knock.

I jumped out of my seat and dashed to the front door. I paused for only a moment to check my make-up and my appearance, fixing a flirtatious smile, then opened the door.

They were all there. Perfect.

“Hi.” I said, voice soft and teasing.

I stood and wiggled, in my pink dress, wig, make-up, heels, stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, and my three friends just stared at me with wide eyes. None of them spoke, so I put an extra jiggle into my movements.

I’d messaged the group chat to apologise to all my friends for being missing for a while, but letting them know that I had a surprise for them. I asked them to come around as soon as possible, letting them know the surprise would be worth it.

Lee had been keen to see me, and curious, while George had been reluctant, complaining that he was tired after work. Brian was mostly quiet in the chat, but once Lee had convinced George to come along he’d agreed to come too. I’d made it clear that I’d only reveal my surprise if it were all three of them. I needed all three of them for what I had in mind.

Yet, from their faces, it was clear they were more than surprised. They were shocked, and… confused.

“I, hi. Sorry, I thought was apartment two thirteen.” Lee said, staring at me.

Lee was blushing, and George was struggling not to openly gawp at me. Brian, at the back, must have thought he was being subtle, but I could feel his gaze molesting me, my legs and ass. I wiggled again, and giggled, showing off my body, fluttering my eyelashes.

“This is two thirteen.” I said.

My three best friends stared at me, and I waited for realisation to dawn, but they just stood there, blank.

“I… is Jack in? He called us. I guess… I guess you’re the surprise? You’re his… girlfriend?” Lee said.

It was clear he was trying to be polite, but also struggling to process. Jack had been with a few girls, had in the past had a few long-term girlfriends, but they’d always been plain and smart, hard-working, sensible, much like Jack. Jenna was nothing like any girl Jack had ever been with, and she was also way out of Jack’s league.

“No. I’m not his girlfriend.” I said, voice teasing. “Can’t any of you see? I thought I was the dumb one.”

I giggled again, acting coy.

And then Brian’s eyes went wide. He stared at me, a gasp of shock.

“Jack?” He said.

I kept smiling.

“Jenna.” I said. “But… why don’t you all come in and get comfortable, and I can show you the surprise I promised you.”
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Brian got it first, realised the truth, but as soon as he said it, as soon as he reacted, recognition dawned for Lee and George too. They stared at me, and even though it was right in front of them, even though I was right in front of them, they could still barely believe it. So I invited them in and I explained.

“We need to get you help.” Lee said.

He seemed the most disturbed. He looked almost angry.

George was quiet, but I could tell from the way he was looking at me that he was struggling. And I could tell from the way he kept shifting just what he was struggling with. I was enjoying watching his struggle.

Brian just nodded, accepting it almost easily. He seemed intrigued, fascinated, and though I could see a hint of lust in the way he was looking at me, there was almost something more there.

“I don’t need help.” I said. “I’m happier now. This is… this is what I want. It’s what I’ve always wanted, but I never knew that before. I mean, look at me! I’m stunning. I’m hot and sexy and I looked amazing. I feel amazing. And I’m not going back to being that boring stupid boy. I’ve spent my whole life in a cage but now I’m free. Free to roam and be wild and have fun.”

George nodded, Brian smiled, but Lee shook his head. He was my oldest friend. My best friend. I knew he’d struggle the most, but I also knew he cared about me, wanted me to be happy. I knew he would accept eventually. I hoped he’d accept eventually. I just needed to show him how happy I was. I just needed to show him what a good Bambi I was.

But I knew just how to do that. I had a plan.

“It’s those files. They’ve rotted your brain. They’ve done something to you. This is… this is wrong. You’ve been brainwashed and…”

“I thought it was like that at first too, but it’s not. Think about it, would any of you watch those videos, even for all that money?”

Lee and George shook their heads immediately, while Brian was slower, less sure. I saw that and took note, smiling to myself, wondering about that.

“Exactly. Yet… I was excited to watch them. Even with the risk I wanted to do it. Jenna was always inside me, just… hiding, trapped behind social programming and all the bullshit I was taught to believe growing up. The files just offered her a chance and she took it. She made me think I could beat it, tempted me to listen and watch, and then she escaped. This is the real me. This is the me I want to be. The files are just helping people.”

My friends all stared at me. It was clear they were struggling.

“This about it. I could be Jack, a stupid boring boy, or I could be Jenna, a hot girl who doesn’t need to think about anything more than having fun. Why would I want to be Jack and live an ordinary dull life when I could be Jenna and I could be having wild adventures.”

Lee and George stared at me. The mention of wild adventure caused George to blush. Yet Brian nodded, as though it all made sense. I noticed that too.

“But you… look at you… you’re a…” Lee couldn’t even say it.

I giggled again.

“I’m a bimbo. I’m a slut. I’m dumb and pink and I’m happy.” I said, grinning. “And if you let me show you the surprise I promised you, I’m pretty sure I can convince you I’m happy like this, and that Jenna is more fun than Jack.”

My three friends stared at me, silent.

“What are you… isn’t this the surprise?” Lee asked.

I shook my head.

“No, the surprise is a lot more fun.” I said.

I giggled again, wiggling. I could see the way George was looking at me, the way Brian was looking at me—both of them eyeing me with lust and desire, but subtly different.

Only Lee was resisting, but I knew I could tempt him. I was going to tempt him. I was going to tempt all of them.

I licked my lips and lifted one hand to my mouth as I caressed my body with the other. I teased a finger over my painted, wet, plump lips, then sucked it, suggestively, making it clear exactly what I had in mind.

Slowly I sank down to my knees, and I pouted.

“Now, which one of you wants to go first…” I said.

And I waited.


Nine

Lee shook his head, denying me, but I could see his struggle. Brian stated in shock and awe. George wasted no time, and before anyone else could act he rose to his feet and moved towards me.

“George? What are you doing? You can’t really be thinking about…”

“Dude you heard her. She’s happy, and this is who she wants to be. She wants to have fun, wants adventure, and… she’d really fucking hot!”

I blushed at that. George’s excitement for me was intoxicating.

He’d known me for years as Jack, but he was willingly accepting me as Jenna, thought I was hot, and his keenness for what I was offering was proof of how sexy he thought I was. I shuddered, and as he stepped in close to me I felt my mouth grow wet and eager, body aching.

This was what I wanted. Adventure, fun, sex. I was Jenna. Jack was gone.

As George stepped in close I could see how nervous he was, how turned on. I made him that nervous. I turned him on. I was hot and sexy and he wanted me. I looked into his eyes and bit my bottom lip as I fluttered my eyelashes, wiggling to display my body.

“Ready to feel my hot wet mouth?” I asked, voice soft.

George nodded.

“Fuck you are so hot.” He said.

But I was done talking. I kept my eyes looking up but reached out to grab his belt, fumbled to get his trousers open.

“George you can’t… it’s wrong. She’s our friend… she…”

“I want you in my mouth. I want you to fuck my face, my throat, and cum in my mouth.” I said, cutting Lee off.

If there had been any doubt or hesitation left in George that got rid of it. I felt his cock throb as I undid his buttons, his zip, pulling down. I was making him hard, and that thought made my belly flutter.

I pulled his trouser down and finally looked down to his cock. I smiled.

It wasn’t large, but nor was it small. Thick and long and throbbing, it was perfect. Without waiting I leaned forward, desperate, aching, and I took my friend's cock into my hot, wet, tight mouth, and I began to suck.

“Fuck…”

I could hear the pleasure in George’s moan. His hips thrust. He fucked his cock deeper. I felt the head press at the back of my throat and I pressed down, choking myself.

“George! What the fuck are you doing! She’s our friend!”

I could hear the shock in Lee’s voice, but there was more there too, tones of lust, jealousy, envy, desire. I worked my lips and tongue loudly to make it clear what he was missing, to show how much fun I was having, making a noisy show of it as I slurped.

“Fuck man… I can’t… she’s really fucking hot and really fucking good. I’ve never had anyone suck my cock like this. She’s gifted.” George said.

I blushed, squirmed. I pulled my lips back, sucking, and pulled my mouth off my friend’s cock with an audible pop.

I looked over to Lee and Brian, fluttering my eyelashes, wiggling, licking my lips. I smiled.

“There’s plenty for everyone. I’m not just gifted, but I’m also really fucking horny and a bit of a slut.”

Brian stared at me with pink cheeks, struggling, while Lee looked shocked. I winked, then went back to George’s cock, taking it deep into my wet, hot, tight mouth in one smooth move, sucking, slurping, putting on a show.

And then I heard movement. Brian was coming to join us. I was winning them over.

I felt my belly flutter.

“Brian?” Lee said.

Brian didn’t speak though. He came to stand next to me as I sucked George’s cock deep, slurping, sucking, tonguing, and he began to undo his trousers, pulling them down to get his hard cock out. I reached out to take it in my hand, stroking it as I sucked.

His moan let me know that my hand felt good. I really was gifted.

I worked my lips, tongue, hand, and I felt both my friends working their hips, fucking my mouth, fucking my hand. I felt giddy, free, and I wanted more.

I pressed my head down and I felt the tip of George’s cock press at the back of my throat. I let my throat relax, suppressed the urge to gag, and took him deep, swallowing over and over to milk his cock.

“FUCK!”

The pleasured gasp of his surprise delighted me. I worked harder. I felt his cock throb, swelling, growing harder, thicker, choking me. A hand gripped the back of my head, holding me in place, pressing me down.

I let George fuck deeper, feeling his cock pulse. I knew what that meant and I wanted it. I moaned in joy, stroking Brian’s cock harder.

“George, you’ve got to stop. You can’t…” But Lee was speaking in vain.

George was cumming. He was cumming down my throat. My friend was fucking my mouth, my throat, and I’d made him cum. I moaned in joy as I swallowed, his thick sticky jizz shot directly into my belly.
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As George’s orgasm subsided I pulled my mouth back, letting a trickle of cum out onto my tongue so that I could taste him. I sucked hard, licking, wanting every last drop of cum that I had earned. He shivered, cock sensitive, and pulled back, his softening prick leaving my mouth with an audible pop.

I looked up at him and smiled, swallowed, then opened my mouth to show him how wet and empty it was. He stared at me in disbelief.

“You are such a hot slut.” He said.

“Thank you.” I replied. “You’re welcome to use me any time.”

I could see the delight in his eyes, and I knew he’d be back for more. But before that…

I turned to face Brian, smiled up at him, fluttering my eyelashes. I stroked his cock. He was so hard and thick, drooling precum. I licked my lips.

“Are you… are really happy?” He asked. “Are you happier, like this, as Jenna? Is it really… is it really that much fun?”

I smiled. I knew what he was asking. It was Brian who’d told me about the Bambi challenge and I had my suspicions.

“I am, and it is. But if you want to find out… I’d be happy to help you. We could be bimbo sluts together if you wanted, slutty sisters having fun?”

His face told me I was right. He nodded.

“Later though, because right now you need attention, and I need cock.”

And with that, I took his prick between my lips and I began to suck.
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It did not take long for Brian to cum. I was gifted after all and I knew he was already excited by watching me, by the thought of becoming like me.

I took him deep, sucking, tight hot wet mouth working hard, tongue lapping. It felt good, my lips buzzing, my throat stretched, and I knew I’d never be able to get enough of feeling a cock in my mouth, tasting cum, swallowing. I really was a slut, and I loved it.

“Fuck… oh god… you look so pretty and your mouth feels so good.”

I sucked harder, lapping, teasing, and I felt Brian’s hips buck. I wondered what he’d look like as a Bambi. What would her name be?

I blushed as I thought about visiting the glory hole with her, all the clubs we could go to, the adventures we could have. Slutty Bambi sisters. I couldn’t wait to see how pretty and sexy and slutty she was going to be.

But first…

I took Brian’s cock deep, sucking, took it into my throat, and I felt it pulse, throbbing. I held it there, choking myself, and as he came I swallowed all of it, belly full of hot sticky spunk.

I shivered from the joy, more turned on than ever. I’d sucked two cocks, swallowed two loads, but I’d still not cum. For that, I had something else in mind.

As Brian’s cock softened I let it slip from my lips, sucking the last of his cum from the tip. I smiled up at him.

“Once this is done, you and I need to talk.” I said. “I can’t wait to see what a pretty Bambi you make.”

Brian blushed but nodded.

“Brian… you can’t really be thinking of… I mean… letting her suck your cock is one thing, but to join her, to actually watch those videos after seeing what they do, you can’t really be thinking of…”

“Shhh…” I said, turning to face Lee.

He was bright pink, frozen, almost timid. He couldn’t stop staring at me. I began to crawl towards him.

“I told you I was happier now. Didn’t that prove it?” I asked.

Lee was still. I was a cat, hunting, and he was my mouse. I’d sucked two cocks, but I needed more.

Lee was my oldest friend, my best friend, and I had something special in mind for him. I had something special in mind for the both of us.

“Well, I guess if that didn’t prove how happy I am, how glad I am to be free, to be Jenna, then I guess I’ll need to work harder to show you that this version of me is just better. Luckily, I think I know just how to show you.”

Lee stared at me, watching me. I could feel my body aching, the sway of my hips and ass, sensual and wanton and brazen. Before he could react, before he could speak, I was on him, and I practically leapt on him, climbing up onto his lap, straddling him.

“Why don’t you just sit back and let me prove to you how happy I am.”

Lee opened his mouth to speak, to argue, to protest, but no words came. I silenced him with a kiss.

My first kiss as Jenna.

I’d sucked cock, but I’d never been kissed. My first kiss was with Lee, my best friend, and that was not the only first I planned on giving him.

I felt him stiffen for only a moment and then he melted into me. He struggled for only a moment before giving in to his desires and his lusts. He wanted me, and I was going to let him have me.

We kissed, deeply, passionately, and I felt his hands roam around to my ass, gripping it tight, squeezing, and I moaned into the kiss, tonguing him.

I lowered my hand to his trousers and fumbled for a moment, eager to get his cock out. I undid his belt, button, zipper, and as I tugged Lee worked his hips to help me. His trousers and his underwear slipped down and his cock popped free.

As my hand closed around it I moaned again, delighted, and as I began to stroke Lee moaned back. His cock was massive. Thick and long and hard. Hard for me.

I teased my hand along, stroking gently, feeling the weight and throb of his prick. I did not stop kissing, and I loved how his hands felt on my ass, groping me, molesting me. I wiggled and his hands roamed deeper. I kept kissing him, tongue entwined.

His cock was so hard it made my head spin, thick, throbbing. And I knew what I needed. I broke the kiss and rose up, reached down with my free hand to pull my panties to the side.

“Ready to be my first?” I said.

Lee stared at me, blushing.

“You… you mean…”

I nodded.

“I might be a slut and a bimbo but I’m also a little bit of a romantic. Who better to be my first than my best friend. Now, are you ready Lee? Are you ready to fuck your best friend in her tight, hot, wet, hungry virgin hole? Are you ready to make a true bimbo slut out of me?”

Lee was frozen, timid, unsure. He needed one last push.

With one hand holding my panties to the side, the other holding his cock, I lowered myself down. My hole was wet, lubed—I’d made sure to prepare myself before my friends all arrived—and I let the tip of Lee’s cock slip over my twitching entrance. I sat down, allowed the tip to just barely enter my ass.

I wanted all of it so badly it hurt, but I wanted Lee to give in to me more, so I waited. I could feel him struggle, then give in. He thrust his hips but I moved, allowing no more than the tip inside me.

“You have to say it. Tell me you want me.” I teased.

Lee looked up at me, hands gripping my ass tight. I could feel my belly fluttering. I watched Lee’s face closely.

“Please… I want you.” He said, giving in to me. “I want to fuck your ass. I want to fuck you like the bimbo slut you are. I want to fuck your tight virgin ass and cum inside you.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

I giggled, wiggled, and sat my weight down on my best friend’s cock. I felt it enter me, slipping in. There was pressure, pain, the girth of him stretching me wide. Would it fit?

The pain grew, my ass stretching wider, but I would not be defeated. I worked my hips, sitting myself down, and then I felt it…

I felt my ass open, stretching, gaping. I was so sensitive and it felt so good. I wanted more.

I forced my weight down, spreading my legs, and Lee, gripping me, pulled me down onto his cock as he thrust. His cock slipped deep, popping past my outer ring, and he was inside me, sheathing his cock in my ass in one smooth movement. I could feel his throbbing cock inside me.

“Fuck… that feels so good. More. Fuck me more. Harder.” I moaned.

I was drunk with the pleasure of it, the thrill. Lee did not need to be told twice.

He began to fuck me, gripping me tight and he worked his cock in and out, lifting me up, pulling me down, working me on his stiff prick like a fuck-toy, a slut, a bimbo Bambi. I loved every moment.

I spread my legs wider, worked my hips and ass, clenching my hole down to feel more of Lee’s cock. He fucked me hard, knocked the breath from my lungs and the sense from my head. I was a dumb slut. A bimbo. I was Jenna.

“Fuck… yes… more… fuck me more. Harder, deeper, more. Fuck me, cum in me, make me cum, treat me like your slut, your fuck-toy, your bimbo whore. Fuck me.”

I was babbling, senseless, but I meant every word.

Lee obliged. He fucked me harder, deeper, faster, fucking his massive cock in and out of my slick, tight ass. The head teased over my sensitive inner walls, a knot of pleasure unfurling. I could feel something bright and mind-shattering coming. I chased it, worked my body on instinct to hunt it, the pleasure I needed more than anything else.

“Fuck you are so hot and you feel so good.” Lee said.

I smiled at him, giggling.

“Well, you’re welcome to use me whenever you want. Ass, mouth, hands, tits. That’s what bimbo fuck-toys are for. I’m happy to be your free-use slut.”

My words clearly thrilled him. I felt his cock swelling, growing fatter, longer, harder, throbbing hard. I clenched down, milking him, and the fluttering in my belly grew more intense.

“Fuck… you feel so good. You’re so fucking hot. I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum inside you.” Lee said.

“Do it.” I moaned, urging him on.

I rode him harder, faster. I clenched my hole tight. I spread my legs wide and I sat my whole weight down onto Lee’s cock, taking all of it. He stretched me wide, gaping my tight no-longer virgin ass.

“FUCK!” Lee almost roared, his grip on my ass so tight it hurt.

I moaned, squirming on his fat prick. I felt it throb, and then…

He was cumming. I could feel it. He was cumming inside me, filling my ass with hot, thick, creamy cum, cumming inside my ass.

The sensation was bright and addictive and it was the last thing I needed to become Jenna, to fully embrace her.

Jack was gone.

I was a slut, a slut getting fucked, getting her ass pumped full of her best friend’s cum.

And I was cumming too.

We came together, hard, panting, kissing, Lee cumming inside me as my whole body lit up with joy and pleasure. My dick drooled a limp stream of cum, but the pleasure came from elsewhere, from everywhere my entire body cumming as he fucked me, filled me, bred me.

“Fuck…” Lee moaned, exhausted.

I giggled, squirmed, relishing the sensation of his cum in my ass, the feeling of his cock growing slowly soft inside me. I clenched down, milking the last drops of cum from his cock, my ass wet and sticky and full of spunk. I knew then that I’d never be able to get enough of that feeling.
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“That was fun.” I said, fluttering my eyelashes.

I wiggled on his lap, teasing his slowly softening cock as it slipped out of my well-fucked hole. The smile on his face told me all I needed to know.

“So much fun in fact that I think I want to go again. How about you rest up, then you and George can take me together. You can have my mouth while George tries out my slutty ass.”

I looked around the room and their expressions made me giggle. I could see that George was keen, and the twitch in Lee’s cock let me know he was too. Which left…

“And while those two recover, how about you and me talk.” I said to Brian. “I can let you know all about my experience.”

Brian stared at me, then… he nodded.

“And if you want, I can even lend you my computer to get you started. Trust me, you won’t regret it.”

Brian was quiet. He looked between me and Lee and George. Before they might have argued, resited, but now.

“If it makes you happy, do it.” George said. “I mean… Jenna seems pretty happy, and she looked amazing.”

“I can’t disagree.” Lee said. “If you want, do it.”

Brian looked at me.

“Maybe just one, to start?” He said.

I smiled. From experience, it wasn’t going to be just one, but I didn’t argue. I was too excited. I was going to have my very own Bambi sister. I couldn’t wait for all the adventures we were going to have together.

“Of course.” I said. “Just the one, to start. And if you want to stop you can. But if you want more, if you want to be like me, then you can watch more, you can just… relax, and let the transformation happen.”

Brian nodded. I could tell he was interested, that he wanted it. I couldn’t wait to see what she would look like, who she would be.

“And once you’re finished, once you’re like me, I think I know two cute boys who’d be willing to help you discover the joys of being a Bambi.”

“Definitely.” George said, almost eagerly.

“I… yeah. I mean… that was fun, and I’d not say no to more.” Lee said, flustered and almost shy.

Brian looked at me and blushed.

“Are you sure… I mean… I… maybe…”

“No one’s forcing you.” I said. “It doesn’t work like that. But… I suppose the question is, do you want to be like me, or do you want to be like them.”

I gestured to Lee and George.

“Do you want to fuck? Or do you want to be fucked? Because for me, it’s an easy choice”

Brian’s blush deepened, his cheeks scarlet. From his smile, his awkwardness, I knew the answer.

“I… I want to be fucked, like how you got fucked.” He said. “I… I want to be a bimbo slut like you.”

I smiled, excited.

“Then come with me.” I said. “It’s very, very easy. Just like falling asleep, and then you wake up someone new, someone better, someone sexier and sluttier and happier. Now, doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Brian nodded. I couldn’t wait to meet the Bambi she was going to become. I couldn’t wait to meet my new sister.

But I knew while she was emerging I had two close friends willing to keep me amused. And I was definitely looking forward to amusing them over and over and over.

Life as Jenna had only just begun, but already I was so much happier than I’d ever been as Jack, and it was all thanks to the Bambi challenge. I might not have won the money, but I knew I’d won the real prize.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

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

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


SIZE QUEEN
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Ryan’s new neighbours, Madelyn and Terry, are the very definition of a hot couple, and he can’t help but feel a little intimidated by them, especially given how awkward and shy he is.

But when Madelyn knocks on his door unexpectedly Ryan feels a sense of excitement. But the excitement soon turns to fear when he realises the very private package he’s been waiting for has been delivered to her by accident. And, worse, she’s opened it...

Ryan has a very special, and very private hobby. He collects toys, private toys for his pleasure. He’s not hurting anyone, and he has fun, so there’s no harm, right?

And what does it matter if his collection features many strange, bizarre, and monstrous toys? They’re fun, and he enjoys them.

So when Ryan orders a very special, and very large toy to add to his already vast collection, he cannot wait for it to arrive, but it has to be custom-made to his specifications so it’s going to take a while to be delivered.

Ryan is only slightly distracted from his waiting by the arrival of a young, hot couple moving in next door. They seem nice enough, but Ryan is shy and introverted and too timid to really interact with them.

But then one day Madelyn, his sexy new neighbour arrives at his door with a package and an apology. The package was addressed to Ryan and she opened it by accident.

Ryan realises to his horror that his stunning new neighbour has discovered his dirty secret. He’ll do anything for her if she’ll keep it a secret.

But Madelyn has seen what’s inside, and she’s had an idea.

She asks Ryan if he really plays with such impressive toys. Can he show her? Because if he’s that talented she has a favour to ask of him.

Her husband, Terry, has a birthday coming up, and she’d love to surprise him…

Ryan is shocked, but he is drawn to the offer, intrigued. And so he accepts.

So begins his journey of training and feminization to get him ready to be Terry’s gift. Ryan finds himself caught up in a whirlwind of discovery and pleasure as Madelyn prepares him to become her husband’s Size Queen...


SIDE EFFECTS: GONE GIRLY
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Callum and Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that just might change the world. The cure for baldness.

But the pair haven’t planned for side effects. Callum, as test subject zero, finds not only is his hair growing, but his body is changing. He becomes softer, prettier, girlier. And then the urges start...

Callum and his best friend Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that will make them both rich and famous, and might just change the world. The cure for androgenic alopecia. The cure for baldness.

But when Callum, whose hair loss inspired the projects, becomes the very first test subject, he encounters some unintended side effects. Not only does his hair grow, but his body undergoes subtle yet undeniable changes.

Initially, the metamorphosis is gradual and minimal, so the pair push on, collecting as much data as they can on their new formula, but eventually, the changes become too much and too many to ignore. Troy, hesitant, wants to pause the experiment. Callum though wants to push on, and he ignores Troy’s attempts to make his stop.

And then the changes become more obvious. Callum becomes softer, prettier, more feminine, he can no longer deny the truth. He’s gone girly, and he can’t deny the exciting allure of his new body, especially with all his new desires.

Troy, reviewing the data, reassures Callum that the side effects are temporary and reversible. They just need to work out a counter formula, and for that, they’ll need to put their heads together and focus. But Callum finds it increasingly difficult to concentrate given how hot his new body feels.

As Callum’s changes become more dramatic, brazen and sensual, and as his urges become stronger, he begins to wonder if there isn’t some useful data to be gathered about his transformation. And if he has some fun at the same time what harm could it do? He just needs to be careful. Especially given what Troy said about the changes becoming permanent.

It’s just a little fun, for science. And it’s not like he’s going to go all the way… is he?


PANTY RAID
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For Brian college is a fresh start, and what better fresh start than joining the biggest party fraternity on campus?

Only to get in he needs panties. Panties stolen from the most intimidating sorority around. All Brian needs to do is make sure he isn’t caught…

Brian has been looking forward to college. It’s the fresh start he needs to kick start his life. And what better way to kick start his new life than to join the biggest, loudest, most brash fraternity on campus? Only to get in he and the other pledges need to prove themselves, and to prove themselves they need to plan and commit the most daring or capers… a panty raid.

Only he and the other pledges are expected to raid the most intimidating sorority on campus, and if they get caught college will be over for Brian before it’s even begun. But Brian has a simple plan. Don’t get caught.

Yet when the day of the raid comes it’s not that easy. The house was supposed to be empty for hours, giving the pledges enough time to get in and out with their loot in hand, but their raid is disturbed, and the pledges need to flee the scene. Only Brian’s attempt to flee is less than successful.

When Brian is caught with panties in hand, he has to face the consequences of his actions. Fortunately, the sorority sisters are more forgiving than he expected, and they’re willing to keep his transgression secret from the campus authorities… for a price. All Brian has to do is submit to being taught a lesson in what it’s like to be objectified, fetishized, and treated like a toy, and once he’s learned his lesson, he has a whole sorority of very intimidating women he needs to apologise to. Women who expect a lot more than just lip service.

So begins Brian’s fresh start at college, a fresh start that’s a lot softer, prettier, and more feminine than he expected. But in the end, it might be just the fresh start he always needed and never knew he wanted...


DIRTY LITTLE SECRET
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Damien has a secret. A dirty little secret. One he’s done his best to keep out of sight.

But when his roommate, Amy, discovers just how pretty he is when he’s all dressed up, she’s adamant that he stops hiding, and she’s not taking no for an answer.

For years Damien has been dressing up when he’s alone. It’s his private joy, his hidden passion, his dirty little secret, and though he knows he shouldn’t love how it feels to be cute and pretty and feminine, he knows he’s not hurting anyone. Not so long as he keeps it hidden.

But when his roommate, Amy, returns home early Damien realises keeping his dirty little secret hidden might be harder than he thought, especially when he remembers that in his excitement to change into girl-mode, he forgot to lock his bedroom door.

To Damien’s horror, Amy uncovers his secret. Shamed, embarrassed, humiliated, and terrified of the consequences, Damien offers to do anything if Amy will keep his secret, telling Amy that he’ll make sure she never sees his femme side again.

Amy accepts Damien’s offer. She tells him she’ll keep his secret, but there are conditions. And the first of them is that she wants to see more of Damien’s feminine side.

And so begins a wild adventure for Damien, as he discovers what it's like to not only have his secret exposed but accepted...


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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