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		Terri stared at the office door, a finger tucked between her plump lips, knees bent toward one another. She was focused on the sign hanging from the door's handle. OPEN, it said. She had come out from behind the receptionist's desk to turn the sign because she had a note taped on her desk that said she should do just that, but now that she was here, she wasn't so sure it was right. If she turned the sign around, it would say CLOSED. She tried that already. But then, they weren't closed. Courtney Tollwyn, Counselor was open for business, and Terri was sure there was something she was missing.

		She used to be smart, before Courtney made her eat the candy, and then she got dumb, but super hot, so it all balanced out. And she got to suck Courtney's big cock almost every day! But now, she stood flummoxed by the right direction for the sign on the door. She let her hands rest on top of her big, round tits and pouted.

		"Other way, Terri," Courtney called from her office door.

		"Thank you, Mistress!"

		Terri flipped the sign and returned, giggling, back to her desk. It was always so much better when Courtney told her what to do. She couldn't imagine what life might be without her. Who would fill up her big, juicy pussy every night?

		"Can the 'Mistress' talk at work, Terri. Do we need to make you another sign?"

		"No, Miss-" She stopped herself, straightened in the receptionist's chair and tapped her forehead like she'd solved for pi. "No, Doctor."

		"Good slut," Courtney said, and shut the door.

		What Terri lacked in brains, which was pretty much everything, she more than made up for in sex appeal. Her big tan globes sitting on her chest, her tiny waist, her inflated lips and ridiculous nails... she was every bit the bimbo slut Courtney wanted. She was only a fair receptionist, bordering on the incompetent. Truth be told, Courtney was afraid to leave her at home alone. Carmen was down the hall, but that whore was too self-absorbed to count on for bimbo-sitting duties. No, Terri came with, and that often paid off on those lunch breaks when Courtney needed to let loose a little steam.

		It began with a food experiment, strange as it seemed now. Targeting pleasure centers with nanomachines to enhance flavor profiles, but it turned out the manipulation of pleasure centers could do all kinds of things. The candies were like a genie's wish, where only one wish came true. But it was your deepest, most arousing wish.

		For Courtney, it woke her dominant side. One could argue her masculine side, as evidenced by the way her clit swelled to the size and rough shape of a man's cock when she became aroused. And sinking that pink tube in her slut, and the whore down the hall, had risen the ranks as one of life's great pleasures.

		Now, Courtney had learned to indulge herself without drawing attention, under the guise of a relationship and sex therapist. This way, she had plenty of access to frustrated women who could benefit from her unique brand of therapy. For Courtney, her transformation at the metallic claws of the nanomachines had not only made her a more powerful and dominant woman, she exuded a cocktail of pheromones that would inspire submission and lust from any around her. It was mild in its effects, but subtle application could work wonders on some of the women in the community. Besides, she told herself, should she ever decide to keep one, she could always give them one of the candies in her desk drawer. The kind that would make toys of them for her own pleasure. And theirs. They would become their most wild fantasy, and live in that happiness forever. With occasional pit stops in worship of Courtney, of course.

		The message app on her computer dinged, announcing the first appointment of the day. Terri couldn't seem to figure out how to actually announce the patient, after many lunchtime tutorials, so the ding had to do. Courtney straightened her smart black jacket over a silk white top, the knee-length pencil skirt clipping her stride to the door as she opened it for Denise Radcliffe.

		Denise was one of Courtney's favorites, because she represented everything Courtney was not. She had come to Courtney for help with her relationship with her boyfriend, Darren. He was some alpha go-getter in middle management who cared more about his fantasy football than Denise. Denise had troubles of her own, though. She came into the relationship a virgin at 22, and she was reluctant to give up her virginity to Darren, who wasn't as interested because Denise wouldn't go all the way, and on and on. A cycle of sexual issues that could be easily dealt with in a single conversation. But then, where was the fun in that?

		Not only was Denise a virgin, she was one hot little piece of ass, too. Deep auburn hair and fair skin, big blue eyes that looked like they'd been etched on her face by Disney artists. She had on a blue dress that cut across her chest, showing off a hint of cleavage. Her tits were maybe Cs, but perfectly proportional. And the blue dress flipped flirtily around her ample ass. When Courtney looked at her, she thought of a juicy peach she wanted to sink her teeth into, and let her tongue follow to collect the sweet nectar.

		"Come in, Denise, good morning."

		Denise followed into the office, her purse clutched with both hands in front of her while she sat on the reclining chair. She rarely tilted it back, preferring to sit up straight.

		"Good morning, Doctor. How was your weekend?"

		"Very good. I took off with a couple of girlfriends." Courtney grinned. "We get up to all kinds of deviltry."

		Denise gave a polite laugh and turned her attention to the ground between her feet.

		"And you? What did you and Darren do this weekend?"

		"We went shopping together."

		"Oh? That's encouraging."

		While they spoke, Courtney slid one stocking leg up the other, a little distraction for Denise, and one that would keep the doctor on her mind. Seduction didn't happen overnight and this was only the third session. She could expect some signs soon, but maybe not today.

		"Well, you would think," Denise scoffed. "Then he just went right back to his stupid games."

		"And you haven't done anything further with him? Sexually?"

		That gave her pause. Denise looked at her fingers curled in her lap.

		"I know it's crazy, but I can't help thinking, 'That's what bad girls do.'"

		"And what's wrong with being a bad girl?"

		Another incredulous chuckle from Denise. "It's right there in the name. Bad girls. They do bad things."

		"So, sex is a bad thing in your mind?"

		"Not sex in general," she said, her fingers lacing and unlacing nervously. Courtney loved when she got flustered this way. You could almost smell the sweat of her lusty thoughts, all hidden behind some big door in her mind she kept locked with her chaste silver key. But those sexy thoughts trapped behind the door were pounding, oh yes. They were most certainly insistent.

		"What I think, Denise, is that you associate being human with being bad. Besides having sex, what sorts of things do you associate with 'bad girls'?"

		Denise had to chew on that one for a minute, but only to decide where to begin. She knew precisely what bad girls looked and sounded like. Her sister had been a bad girl. Up to and including having to go away for a little while because all her bad girl behavior put a bun in the oven. She probably had diseases, too.

		Their parents had given them everything, and Denise appreciated all of it. But Sandy rebelled. She was the younger, maybe that was part of it, but she had looked for every opportunity to bite the hands that fed her. When she emerged for breakfast one morning with thick black eyeliner and whorish red lips, Mother told her to march right upstairs and take it off. And what had Sandy said?

		"You want it off, come wipe it off me."

		Of course, Mother hadn't stooped to that, and Sandy's behavior only got worse. It was Sandy she described to Doctor Tollwyn, now, from her ripped fishnets to her dyed hair. And that too-cool attitude she had, not to mention her loose standards when it came to drinking and drugs. She was deplorable.

		"How old did you say she was when this began?"

		Denise knew that, too. Sandy was a week into her fourteenth year when it all began. When she first started dating.

		"And don't you think it's natural for a fourteen year old girl to rebel, Denise?"

		"Yes, but not like that. She looked like a whore! That's what Mother called her. Never to her face. Father too, probably."

		"Did they ever talk to her about it? Besides their commands for her to change clothes or makeup and demeaning her for it."

		"No." She was a bit slower to answer. Denise was beginning to see where Doctor Tollwyn was headed, and it wasn't territory she expected to find herself in. Conjuring sympathy for Sandy wasn't what she had in mind for today.

		"What I think, Denise, is that your parents had a very conservative view of your sister, one they instilled in you. For your homework this week, I want you to try to walk a mile in Sandy's shoes. Or heels as it were. And, if the mood strikes you, maybe try on a little of that makeup and see how it makes you feel."

		"Yes, Doctor," Denise sighed, her eyes fluttering.

		Courtney breathed out deeply, sharing her scent. She learned that if she emphasized a particular command with a blast of her musk, she could often get the subject to obey, so long as it wasn't too far outside their standard of normal behavior. A little makeup shouldn't put little Denise out too much, or so the futa doctor hoped.

		The session ended with a hug, another opportunity to blast Denise with her natural scent. When she left, a bit more dazed than when she'd entered, Courtney followed as far as the door to her office, watching the virginal hottie leave, eyes firmly fixed on the woman's tight rear. The session, and all the corruptive possibilities for Denise, had put Courtney in a mood. Terri was watching Denise, too, chewing the end of a pen lewdly.

		"Terri, in my office."

		"Oooh! Yes, Mistress!"

		Courtney rolled her eyes, but helped herself to a handful of her slut's round ass on the way past. Terri knew the position, and was already waiting on her knees, mouth open, when the office door closed. Courtney grinned crookedly at her slut. For what mattered, the slut could be taught.

		

	
		Denise stood at the bathroom sink, staring at herself in the mirror. Her hand hovered an inch away from her cheek, as if she had been frozen just before she could touch her skin. Dr. Tollwyn was right, of course. She could intellectually argue that she was a little too obsessed with being the kind of woman who could be relied upon. She was the one you married in the fuck/marry/kill game, the one who would always be there when you needed her. The good girl. That was the name for it. She was, and would ever be, the girl who picked up the friend from the airport, or brought extra food to the party so no one would go without. In her innermost thoughts, she considered herself the bedrock of the family. What would happen if she suddenly let it all go? What if she was naughty?

		Her face was smooth, still youthful, part of her beauty routine, and wasn't that part of her effort to be pleasing, too? That way, she would be the perfect wife on Darren's arm. Her body toned from the runs she would take on the treadmill in the mornings. Her hair was still the same ruddy auburn it was when they'd been in college, only a hint of dye needed to keep that rich color vibrant. She stood quietly beside her husband in his business encounters, and was cheery and friendly at the parties. She could have adopted a poodle skirt and some ankle socks, and Denise and her whole being could have stepped right out of one of those 50s sitcoms she watched when she was a girl. Donna Reed flitting around a kitchen and quipping cleverly, but not too cleverly, as she did.

		Her lip curled, a sudden downturn that showed her teeth. Was that a flash of anger? Why should she be angry? She was the perfect wife with the perfect life.

		Because sometimes, the thought came, she wanted to get fucked. Not made love to, not topped by her husband with the lights off and his socks on, but royally fucked by a man with savage intent. That was the sort of thing Sandy would go for, not Denise. But maybe the presence of the thought, the way it inflated inside her until it was all she could think of, that was some genetic piece she and Sandy shared. Where Sandy could not deny these urges, Denise could stamp it down and be freed from her more carnal urges. She did not have to live like some kind of sexual animal. She could be proper. She could be good.

		The liner was in her hand and fast at work before she realized she was doing it. Nothing too dramatic, she assured herself, but something different. She'd taken dark eyeliner and framed her eyes, making the lines thick and dark. It gave her a haunted and grim look she liked, especially when she squinted her eyes and looked almost evil. She chuckled at the reflection in the mirror, but she didn't wipe the liner away. She left it, and went on with her business, occasionally reminded, for a moment, that she looked like a bad girl.

		

		Darren hung his coat on the standing rack by the door, the same piece of furniture that held a trio of umbrellas at crooked angles. Pausing at the closed front door, Darren took in the prim appearance of his home. The dining room and its white-and-wood chairs and expensive hutch for the dishes, the sliver of the den he could see with the sectional sofa and carefully-chosen end tables, a set of stairs that curved oh so gently to the left as it wound up to the second floor. He took in a breath and held it, expecting a drift of aroma for tonight's meal, but none came. He scowled, peeking around the edge of the dining room and into the open kitchen, where his wife was notably not present.

		"Denise?"

		A quick tour of the downstairs showed him no more evidence of his wife than an initial glance afforded, so Darren made his way up the steps, a creep of worry infecting his previous good mood.

		The sewing room was empty, as were Darren's study and the guest room, leaving only the master bedroom at the end of the hall. He pressed his hand against the door and swung it slowly open, revealing his wife on the bed.

		She had her hand between her teeth, the meat of one palm choking the sounds she would have made had she not gagged herself with her own flesh. Darren looked down on her, shocked, unsure for an instant if this was Denise at all. She'd combed through her wardrobe, apparently. Her loose gowns were replaced by a black teddy he recalled only seeing once, on the night of their fifth anniversary. It formed a V between her legs, thin straps against her shoulders, and in between a body-hugging swath of black lace. The cups of the teddy were almost sheer, and Darren could see his wife's breasts, her nipples stiff, pooling against her chest while her hands roamed her belly, paused to squeeze her tit, and then dipped again between her legs. It was as if she couldn't get enough of her own touch. Her hair was loose and wild, a feral look Darren couldn't quite square with his demure wife.

		"Darren," she sighed, arching her back and widening her legs. "Why don't you climb up here and join me?"

		"Denise?" he asked again.

		She laughed, a low chuckle that raised the hair on the back of his neck.

		"What the hell has gotten into you?"

		"Maybe hell is exactly what's gotten into me. Come on, honey. It's just us. Why don't you come up here and give me what I need?"

		She rolled onto her stomach, lifting her hips to offer Darren the globe of her ass, exposed thanks to the thin lines of the teddy. Darren admired the soft, pale flesh, but then shook himself out of it. She was winding her body across the top of the bed, displaying herself like a common whore.

		"Get up. Get dressed. You're acting crazy."

		He was close enough to the bed that she easily reached him, pulling him toward the bed while she rose, settling on her knees so that she looked up at Darren, even as she held him by the seam of his work shirt. Her nimble fingers were already unfastening buttons as they descended, each button a small step closer to the growing bulge in Darren's pants.

		While he hated seeing his wife acting this way, like some kind of common hussy, there was a deeper and growing need, the alpha part of himself that got him almost to a partner's office at the edge of twenty-nine. The same primal urges that had him breathing hard while Denise buried her face in his neck, and he felt her wet tongue taste his skin. Yes, he was getting just the right kind of hard to show Denise what he did with sluts. He treated his wife like an angel, preferring to keep his more lustful urges separate. He had his stable of prostitutes and loose women, the kind of women you could text last minute and still find them waiting with legs open. But never like that with Denise. Not until now.

		"Careful," he growled, her lips sucking at his ear lobe while her teeth bit gently. "You may not like what you get."

		He could hear the smile in her voice as Denise whispered, "Try me."

		The restraint holding Darren back now gave, and he seized Denise's wrists in his hands, holding them fast. He forced her back onto the bed, climbing over her while he pressed her onto her back. Her hands were over her head, still held, but he detected less struggle from her and gave up one hand to touch those tits now standing up on her chest. With one swipe of his hand, he removed a strap holding the teddy in place, exposing her shoulder and upper chest. His lips found the plane of her exposed skin and he devoured her, kissing and licking and biting.

		Denise's legs wrapped around him, and her hands worked furiously to free her husband's cock from the tasteful slacks he wore to work. Even as she fished his rod from his clothing, Denise could feel the hard heat of him, and it made her cry out as if she'd been entered by the thing instead of only touching his rod. He spasmed with the touch, too, lifting his face from Denise's tender skin to release a moan.

		"I need it," she gasped. "Fuck me!"

		"You're a whore," he growled. "A cheap slut. Is that what you want? To be a slut like this?"

		"Yes!" she screamed.

		Now she had him free. His cock was in her hand and she whimpered at the feel of it, and how badly she wanted her husband's meat buried inside her. She guided his swollen, purple tip to her pussy, easily exposed by pulling the lower seam of the teddy to one side. Her pussy was a wet mess, engorged and hungry for Darren's length. When he felt the first slick warmth of her lube and the walls of her vagina, Darren thrust forward. Denise let out a squeal, and her eyes went wide, mouth forming a perfect O of surprise. And then then the pleasure followed, like ripples following the sudden intrusion. He moved easily into her, sinking himself deep in her canal. Her legs wrapped around Darren's waist and she clung to him with her thighs, riding his rapid thrusts with her own gyrations.

		Darren had never seen his wife like this, nor had he ever felt so wanton with her. He hadn't even been horny when he arrived home, and now all he could focus on was pounding her pussy until she was screaming, calling his name out again and again. She was tight around him, yes, but she was so wet and slippery, it felt like he was fucking one of his whores near the office. Denise was clawing at him, grabbing him in something like panic, urgently pulling him deeper.

		"Fuck me," she panted. "Fuck me! FUCK ME!!!"

		Darren obliged, as best he could, and let out a little sound of surprise when he found himself being turned over, flipped onto his back, and now Denise was on top of him. She had a grip on his dick by the root, angling his staff until she had just the right angle, and then Denise bucked like she was trying out for the rodeo. She squeezed her tits, bouncing on Darren's member until she felt him tense, and then heard the whisper of air that told her Darren was about to cum. It was almost a gentle sound, but Denise had no gentleness in her that night. She redoubled her efforts, milking his cock until it shivered inside and shot his seed deep inside her. The blend of cum and lube made the friction between them vanish entirely, and now she swirled her hips in a semi-circle, rubbing his thick dick against her special spot. Faster, harder, and then Denise was cumming, too. She collapsed on top of her husband as she bucked with the climax, kissing his sweat-streaked skin and licking the droplets that escaped her kisses.

		"Jesus, Denise," he managed. It came out with a unbelieving laugh. "What was that?"

		Denise curled against her husband's side. She had to admit, she wasn't entirely satisfied, but she didn't want to create a scene by attacking him again. Instead, she caressed his cheek and kissed his lips. Only now did Darren notice the dark lines around her eyes, making Denise look like she'd taken makeup tips from one of the strippers at Elliot's Gentleman's Club, a spot Darren liked well enough. Not for his wife, certainly not, and he'd have a talk with her about her behavior lately, of that she could be very sure. For now, she'd earned a reprieve from instruction for being so damn sexy, but she'd need to rein that in if she expected to be with him as his wife. She would be the mother of his children one day, and a woman who was going to be a mother needed to behave a certain way. He didn't want to be thinking of this teddy when he saw her holding his firstborn son, thanks all the same.

		While he silently judged, Denise lay perfectly content with the slow, hot creep of her man's cum slipping from her. When she slept, she dreamed of red lips and wet pussies, and she woke with a smile.

		

	
		Darren was in the shower when Denise's lids pried themselves open. The sound of the water running soothed her, and she stretched beneath the sheets. A gasp of surprise escaped when she realized she was still in the black teddy she bought for their anniversary. It was the kind of thing that looked strangely unflattering in the morning light. Or, maybe, it was that Denise couldn't quite square the idea that she had come home from therapy yesterday evening, found the most erotic clothing possible, and seduced her husband. And yet all of that lived in her memory. When she thought of how desperately she needed Darren's dick, it shamed her. Partially.

		There was a lingering, slavering part of her, too, that reveled in how she behaved the night before. While it wasn't how she thought of herself, there was something pleasing in the recollection of how she acted last night, and how hungry she was for her own pleasure. She still put Darren's needs first, but that didn't mean she abandoned the lustful thoughts that filled her head and made her body tingle. Her hands wound up her body again, and Denise felt the weight of her breasts under the teddy, and traced the slope of her waist. She had to get up, get herself arranged for the day. She couldn't remember the last time she woke up after Darren. She climbed to a sitting position, stretching again to feel her skin in the morning sun.

		The water stopped, and now she could hear Darren drying and opening the drawers that held his deodorant and toothpaste and hair gel. She wanted to move, she really did. It would have been perfectly normal for her to scurry out of bed and do the necessary primping to look 'presentable' for her husband. But what was more presentable than her body, still displayed in the teddy, lounging on top of the sheets for use by her big hubby?

		"You laying around all day?" he asked when the bathroom door opened into the master bedroom.

		"Mmmmm," she answered, a noncommittal response if ever there was one.

		"I swear, I don't know what has gotten into you. But I expect you to be a little more yourself by the time I get home tonight. Or else, I think there's going to be some real trouble, young lady."

		"You gonna spank me?" Denise grinned, rolling onto her belly and kicking her bare feet up, crossing her legs at the ankles as they swung.

		This hit the pause on Darren, but only long enough for him to drink in his wife's appearance and shake his head disapprovingly.

		"You heard what I said." She might have, must have, but her eyes were fixed firmly on Darren's crotch as he slid his belt through the loops on his pants and finished his preparation for a work day. The fixation on his dick was not lost on Darren, and he pursed his lips angrily, turning away from her.

		"You're no fun," she pouted and rolled again onto her back, kicking her legs up in the air.

		Darren could see the wet stain between her legs, left from the night before, dried and flaking on Denise's inner thighs. She looked every bit the slut, and that would not stand for Darren. Not his wife.

		"I'm going to pay a visit to your doctor, I think. Whatever relationship advice she's giving you, I think she's due for a piece of my mind. No wife of mine is going to go prancing around like this."

		He said it with finality, but Denise didn't pay much attention. Her pussy was waking with her, urging her to get up and get moving and, yes, find another nice big cock to fill her pussy with. She watched Darren leave the bedroom, dressed in his office uniform of a button-up and tie and a nice pair of slacks. Coats were rarely part of the ensemble. Denise liked the way her husband's pants showed off his ass. She wondered how he'd react to having a sneaky finger wander up that passage when they were fucking. She heard lots of good things about anal stimulation, not that she'd ever tried. That was something bad girls did, not her. At least not before.

		She was still puzzling over that when she heard the garage door roll up, announcing Darren's departure. She didn't have anything to do, not really. She generally filled her days with cleaning and organizing, some shopping for the house if they needed it. But the more Denise thought it over, it didn't seem like she was doing much with her life at all. And she was definitely not having any fun. Not like her sister, Sandy. She was probably on her hands and knees this very second, taking one cock from behind while she swallowed another. Naked as the day she was born, decorated by some tattoos she had done and nothing more.

		Denise hadn't noticed, but her fingers responded to thoughts of Sandy's whorish behavior by insinuating themselves under the thin line of fabric from the teddy, teasing along her wrinkled folds. When she felt a throb of pleasure and a wash of lubrication to make the job all the easier, Denise plunged two fingers inside her waiting snatch with enthusiasm.

		"Ohhhh fuck yes..."

		The groan carried all the way down the stairs, if there'd been anyone else to hear it.

		It was delicious to feel so sexual and so free. And all because she'd done some eyeliner. Who knew what she might achieve if she bothered to do more of her makeup? Maybe, perish the thought, even color her hair some?

		She slipped the pair of wet fingers from her, idly stuffing those same fingers in her mouth to clean them, sucking absently at her own juices. Denise rose from the bed and found the bathroom mirror again, staring at her reflection once more. She looked for signs of Sandy in her face, but could see only the dark lines around her eyes as a point of similarity. The rest was frumpy old Denise.

		Denise frowned at the delicate look that met her in the mirror and resolved that she was not too old to try something new. Something more daring, to hell with what Darren said. When he got a look at her, he wouldn't be able to complain.

		She laughed, picked up the hair dye, and went to work.

		

		He was furious. No matter how good the sex was, and it had been a particularly satisfying fuck if he did say so himself, he was not going to see his sweet wife corrupted. The whole reason he married her in the first place was because she was exactly the kind of girl he could take home to his parents. She was very pretty, no doubt about that, and he liked fucking her because of how hot she was. But she was quiet, too. A little shy. The kind of girl who did what you told her. A good girl, his mother would have said.

		And now she was acting like one of his other girls, the ones he paid sometimes. The kinds of girls who would do anything. They were fun for a night, but he didn't want that for Denise. And when had all this begun? Not with Sandy, though he knew enough about Denise's sister to make sure the two of them never spent much time together. Darren even intercepted a few letters to Denise from Sandy, long missives designed for apologies and healing. Sandy was a slut, that's all Darren needed to know about her. No, Sandy wasn't to blame for this. It was that doctor of hers. Some uppity bitch who wanted to make all women feel like they were wrong for doing what their man told them to do. Some women could function just fine on their own. But not good girls. They needed a man's hand to guide them.

		He hadn't realized he was driving to the row of doctor's offices until he was there. They were a series of squat buildings, former homes turned offices by time and circumstance. In one of those offices was the bitch therapist Denise was going to, the one filling her head with all kinds of things. Darren twisted his grip on the steering wheel, staring out the windshield. He was going to find her. Her name was Tollwyn, that much he knew from the bills. He was actually paying this cunt to make his wife some common street trash. How dare she?

		The sign in the window of Tollwyn's office flipped from CLOSED to OPEN, and he got a glimpse of the someone flipping the lock on the door. It was just a flash, but he would have sworn that the girl who unlocked the door looked like a bleached-blonde bimbo. Maybe the trip to Denise's therapist could net more than a correction in Denise's behavior. Just maybe he could get the number of the slutty receptionist, too. A win for everybody.

		Marching across the parking lot, he looked side-to-side, as if he were on some covert mission instead of merely crossing the pavement to the boxy white building where Dr. Tollwyn was fucking with his wife's head. A bell sounded a digital chime when he entered, snapping the receptionist to attention.

		"Oh, hi!" she said brightly. A black sweater was stretched across a pink top that was doing an admirably poor job of keeping the blonde's tits from bouncing when she moved. The girl couldn't ave been more than 30, if that, and had gorgeous bronze skin and swollen lips wet with gloss. Her blue eyes were pretty, but dim, and she rose to show off a brief miniskirt below the pink and black top, meaty thighs meeting just out of eyesight.

		"Hey there, beautiful," he began, planting his hands on the edge of Terri's desk and leaning toward her. "I am looking for Dr. Tollwyn. Is she around?"

		Terri pursed her lips, a look that immediately suggested oral pleasures to be had, and pointed her blue eyes at the ceiling.

		"Ummm... yeah. But she's, like, busy."

		"I'm sure she'll want to see me. I'm the one whose paying the bills for Denise Radcliffe. And I'm going to stop paying those bills if I don't get an opportunity to speak with Dr. Tollwyn."

		Terri blinked. Darren saw a bit of drool seep from her puffy lips, and she sucked her ruby pillows clean. "Um, okay," she said, and wriggled from behind the desk and into the office behind her, closing the door.

		Darren watched the receptionist's swaying ass with lusty appreciation. Yeah, he was definitely getting her number before he left. At least, until he caught sight of Dr. Tollwyn. When the office door reopened, Terri shuffled through, all curves and grinning sexuality, and resumed her seat behind the desk while the good doctor filled the doorway. She as tall, six feet in a pair of knee-length boots with a sizable heel. She wore a simple blue dress with a white belt around her waist that highlighted her athletic shape. Her thighs were visible under the dress, her skin shadowed by sheer black hose. The dress was low-cut enough for Darren to see the roundness of Tollwyn's breasts, and her chestnut hair was long and full. He was sure that burying his face in that kind of hair would be like Heaven.

		"Mr. Radcliffe," she said, extending a hand. "Why don't you come in?"

		She led him with a wave of her hand, and he followed to a chair before Tollwyn's desk. A longer lounge chair, the kind he associated with psychiatrist's, sat along the edge of the room. Tollwyn hopped on the edge of her desk, legs crossed, staring down at him in the chair. He smelled what he thought was her perfume, something rich and deep and powerful. That was his immediate impression of the woman on the desk. She was strong, and that kind of strength made him uncomfortable.

		"What can I do for you, Mr. Radcliffe?"

		"It's about my wife."

		"I assumed so. I am very busy, Mr. Radcliffe."

		He shifted in his chair and cleared his throat. "I want to know why she's acting like... well, she's acting like a slut."

		A thin smile crept onto Courtney Tollwyn's face and one foot swung in an arc, causing her dress to rise some, and giving Darren a good look at the depths of her thighs, the shrouded place where he imagined her pussy resided. His eyes were locked onto that vortex, and the good doctor willed herself to express more of her pheromones, clouding the office with her desire-inducing fragrance.

		"And you don't like sluts, Mr. Radcliffe?"

		"No. I mean, yes. Not my wife. She's not like that."

		"Like what?"

		"You know. Easy. A whore."

		"She doesn't like to fuck?"

		"What? No. That's not it. She likes sex."

		"That's not what I asked. Does your wife like to fuck? Not have sex. Not be made love to. Does your wife like to fuck and be fucked in return?"

		Darren felt sweat bead at the small of his back. "Yes, but I don't think the way you mean..."

		Courtney slid from her place on the desk, moving closer to the man in his chair, pinned to the back of the seat by pure intimidation. He looked up at her as she hovered over him. One more step, she'd be straddling him, and part of her wondered if he might be good for filling up her pussy. There was another urge jockeying for position, though, the kind that came from her swelling clit. Already, Courtney felt the dewy curtains parting to reveal her phallic clitoris, pressing more insistently against her delicate panties with each breath. She had Darren, had him squirming and sweating like the bully he was. That was the thing about men like this, Courtney learned. They had a head full of rules about how women should behave, how their lives should be built around the lives of their man, and in return they might get the satisfaction of motherhood. Her ire for Darren and his type rose, and now she was both horny and angry, a heady combination. And, it inspired creativity in the futa doctor.

		"You like being in charge, huh?"

		"Yes. I usually am, anyway," Darren said. The very nearness of this woman to him was making him hard as a rock. If this statuesque beauty wanted to go for a ride, he'd happily oblige. Hell, even if she wanted to be in charge for a little bit, he'd let this goddess do whatever she liked. Within reason.

		But reason was fading fast. With every inhalation, Darren's will was fading. And Courtney continued to talk. Lecture him, really. Telling him all about how hard it wa to be a woman and all the shit he'd heard a million times before. Only, for some reason, Courtney Tollwyn was far more convincing than any other woman he'd known. It was easy to fall into her words, allow her to guide him. She was leaning down to him, so close, and her hand wrapped around the back of his neck.

		"You want to listen to me, don't you, pet?"

		"Yes," he murmured. He was hardly aware of what he was saying. His whole body hummed with the single impulse - YES. Whatever she desired, Darren would give the doctor.

		"Good, because I want you to know what's going to happen to you. You have spent your whole life being the one in charge, haven't you?"

		Darren nodded. He could smell something more than her perfume, now. There was an earthy scent that reminded Darren of sex and the sweaty smells of it. It blended with the other aroma, filling his nose and mouth and mind with such a delicious, numbing haze.

		"But you recognize how little you are when compared to me, isn't that right? I am superior to you in every way, aren't I?"

		"Oh, yes," he groaned, reaching for Courtney, but she quickly smacked his hands away, leaving him hungering for her touch.

		"Good. You pathetic little slut. You came in here, expecting to bully another woman into getting what you wanted, didn't you?"

		He hesitated, understanding that what he admitted to was wrong, but he could no more hide himself from the doctor than he could decide to turn blue. "Yes, Dr. Tollwyn. I wanted you to make my wife the way she was."

		"So docile, so weak."

		"Yes. Like that," he confessed.

		"Good boy. Being honest with a strong woman feels so good to you. You know now where your place is, don't you?"

		"Where?" Darren pleaded. His eyes were brimming with tears. He was so close to discovering who he was and what he was for, he could hardly contain himself. Only dimly did he wonder why he was acting so strangely. It seemed so perfectly normal to do whatever this woman asked, no matter what task he was presented. He had to know, had to learn from her...

		"On your knees, boy. Now."

		One red nail pointed to the ground, and Darren dropped from the chair onto his knees, sighing with relief as he settled at the boots of the futa doctor.

		"Good boy. This is where you will be whenever a woman stronger than you is in the room. You are a pathetic, wormy little bitch of a man, Darren. And you will never be in charge again. Get your wife on the phone. I think it's time for a joint session."

		"Yes, Doctor," Darren said, fishing the phone from his slacks, now scuffed at the knees. He could feel the warmth of Tollwyn's body coming off of her, and he was inches away from her delta. He could have sworn he could smell her sex, but he didn't dare make a pass at her, not until she gave him permission. He was nothing compared to her, a piece of dirt on her sexy boots.

		"Oh, you do make a good bitch boy. But if I'm going to enjoy this, I think you should look the part, don't you?"

		"Oh, yes, please!"

		She laughed at his fawning need to please her, and then slowly lifted the hem of her dress. With each inch, more of her stocking-clad thighs were revealed, and then Darren bore witness to the bulge straining the doctor's panties. There was no mistaking what was contained within, the fleshy tube highlighted against the delicate material.

		"You know what a good little bitch boy does for me, Darren?"

		"What?" he asked, voice breathy and low. He was staring at the hidden phallus, his own cock at an almost painful attention. Courtney angled her boot against his crotch and slowly rocked the tip of her boot along the hidden turgidity.

		"A good little bitch boy likes to please. And that means he gets stuffed with a nice yummy cock like mine. Wouldn't that be nice?"

		To emphasize the question, Courtney pulled free her tool and aimed it at Darren's face. It was pink, slick with her own lube, and as hard as he was, though he had to admit that Courtney's phallus had a bit of length on his own. It was wet and pulsing and beautiful, right down to the thick vein that ran the length of her shecock. Even Courtney couldn't resist giving the pole a nice, slow stroke before presenting it to Darren.

		"If you want to be a good little slut, and I know you do, you'll get to work. And if you can swallow all of me down, I'll make sure you're the cutest little bitch boy the world has ever seen."

		"Oh thank you, Doctor," he gasped. His body angled forward, moving closer and closer to the tip of her fleshy spear.

		There was a flicker of concern, of muted shock that Darren Radcliffe was on his knees, about to give some impossible woman with a thick dick a blowjob. It was unimaginable, and yet there was nothing he wanted more than to make this woman cum, and to drink down whatever she gave him as reward.

		His scalp tingled where he felt Courtney's fingers running through his hair, drawing him closer until his lips parted and the slick pink tube passed over his lips. His mouth closed around her, and he felt the girth of the doctor's cock circling it with his tongue. His eyes slammed shut as he groaned at the delicious taste of the phallus, like it was coated with sugar. His body rocked gently, his mouth now offering Courtney a slow, sucking rhythm. The futa doctor let her head fall back and she laughed, letting out a satisfied moan alongside the glee. The alpha male was now completely subservient to her, holding himself close to her so he could fit more of her rod in his hole. She took him by the face and held him fast, keeping his head still while she found her own pace. The shecock drove deep into his orifice, tickling the back of his throat to make him gag, but only long enough for Courtney to stuff more of herself in Darren's waiting mouth. He was grunting, learning quickly to relax his throat and make a nice sleeve for Courtney's sensitive flesh.

		The idea to transform him wasn't new, Courtney had decided that the aggressive husband would do better in a different role, but it was only now that she decided consciously that she would steal Darren's body and soul and make it her own. Seeing the well-built man on his knees, wearing the same clothes he'd wear to harass the secretaries at work, made Courtney happy, but it wouldn't fit the new Darren at all. In fact, this version of Darren frozen in her mind would be a whole new kind of turn-on for her. And, if all went as planned, for Denise, too.

		The candies were on her desk, held inside a wooden box. The lid was painted, a cartoonish depiction of candies piled on a tray using every shade of pastels. It was this she opened, and removed a single candy. When she touched it, the microscopic nanomachines in her body reacted, an arc of electricity as she communicated with the robotic population of the candy, and they acknowledged the orders of their mistress.

		Darren looked confused, staring up at her in much the same way she expected a dog might like when you showed it a card trick.

		"I thought a little treat was in order." She patted his cheek. "You are such a good little cocksucker, aren't you?"

		"Oh, yes!" he exclaimed, rising some on his knees.

		Courtney placed the candy on the tip of her futa cock, balanced there just so. Darren's eyes latched onto it immediately, and he was consumed with hunger, both for the candy as his reward, and for the cock that had been so recently held on his tongue.

		"Open wide, pet," she sang, and Darren did as he was asked.

		The nanomachines infused in the chocolate had been originally designed to heighten the pleasure of eating, but Courtney learned they could do so much more than that. They could change the person ingesting the candy inside and out. The futa doctor had but to fix in her mind the image of this new version of Darren, and she had that image crystal clear in her mind. It was this image she'd transmitted to the machines in the candy, and now that they had found their host, the miniature robots swam through Darren's body, replicating and carrying out the task of making Courtney's desires come true.

		For Darren, it was like being drowned in orgasmic bliss. The flavor exploded in his mouth, the most delicious chocolate he'd ever tasted. He was hardly aware that he'd settled to the floor, his limbs suddenly very heavy, his eyes drooping. He was being put to sleep while the experimental candy could do its work. Already, Courtney could sense his mind being invaded by new thoughts, a litany of kinks and desires Darren probably never knew existed.

		Now, Courtney decided, it was time for couples' therapy. And she had an idea that one more piece of candy would do the trick...

		

	
		The sink was splattered with black dye, a crime scene had the dye been red instead of black. As it was, two towels and much of the counter were decorated by these inky droplets, left behind as Denise finished drying her new onyx mane. The darkness of her hair, the perpetual and artificial blackness of it, made her skin look all the more pale in contrast. That suited Denise just fine. She shrugged her shoulders together, showing off a bit of snowy cleavage, a towel wrapped around her for modesty. That modesty that had long been part of her makeup was slipping, though. It was easy to let the towel drop, to see her body in all its bared glory. Her stomach was trim, not overly muscular, but she was fit. Maybe a bit more ass than was proportional, but that ass did look good in her red boy-short panties.

		There was a sway to her walk as she abandoned the bathroom, foregoing a bra today. There was something about how her not-so-giant boobs were bouncing on her chest. It made her feel intensely sexual. It made her feel like a bad girl.

		She combed the closet for a black dress she liked, one she hadn't worn in some time. It was decorated by small cherries along the bottom, and more on the collars and cuffs. The dress reminded Denise of old pin-up posters, or the drawings you'd see on the sides of planes in World War Two. The skirt flared out, but left her legs exposed below the knee. When she slid her feet into a pair of patent black pumps, she felt positively radiant. Her hair was left down, but she gave her bangs a little curl to emphasize the retro look she'd aimed for.

		While she wasn't nervous, there was a peculiar buzz in her head, and a tight little knot in her stomach that left her feeling a bit queasy. Not sick, not quite, but... off. Ever since she'd seen the text from Darren, asking that she meet him and her doctor at Tollwyn's office, Denise was filled by a strange energy that hummed through her body. Part of her wanted to pump her fingers into her pussy again, she knew that would make her feel better. But she had to go, too. She had to see Dr. Tollwyn. She found it very important that she do what Tollwyn asked, and she did ask so very little. And if it would help her marriage with Darren, even better. Especially now that she'd explored all these new and forbidden feelings. It would be nice to be honest with him about how needy she was, sexually speaking.

		With a red purse slung over her arm, Denise tick-tocked her way out the door, staring up at the morning sun as she entered the car, excited about what the day might reveal to her about her marriage to Darren. And maybe, just maybe, she'd get off a few times.

		

		Terri had just come back with a pair of bags in her hands, filled to the brim with all manner of feminine finery culled from Terri's ever-growing wardrobe. Aside from being consistently airheaded, Terri was obsessed with clothes, and showing off her body in the most creative ways possible. It was an urge Courtney appreciated, and often rewarded Terri with thorough fuckings when she found just the right outfit to tease the good doctor.

		"I got all kinds of stuff!" Terri chirped.

		"Good girl," Courtney said, "Now help me get him dressed."

		Darren was still passed out in the floor of the office, but a fine argument could be made that the person lying in a fetal ball in Courtney Tollwyn's office was not Darren Radcliffe. He'd shrugged off much of his weight and muscle mass, discharged from his body via a prolonged session of vomiting where the half-conscious husband ejected fat tissue in bulk, transferred from its previous home by the nanomachines busy inside Darren. He looked scrawnier, and Courtney would have bet he was a couple of inches shorter, too. Tiny little workers in his body, doing the work of carving away his most masculine aspects. His muscles were thin, his face shaved to highlight cheeks and his lips, which were much fuller than they had been before. His hair was longer. Not as long as Courtney envisioned, and so work continued, but long enough to give him a shaggy and shoulder-length mess of hair. The sandy color faded into a lighter blonde, and gentle curls twisted the ends of his hair. While he lay on the floor, Courtney thought she saw peace in his expression, even as his face took on increasingly feminine shape.

		"He looks pretty!" Terri exclaimed, dropping her bags of clothes on the floor.

		"Did you bring some makeup, too?"

		Terri looked flummoxed by the request, placing a nail against her lips as she trudged through her thick memory then she brightened. "Oh, yeah, but, like, most of it's pink."

		"I think pink will do just fine. Help me get him in the other room. You can help him get dressed when he comes to. I need a few minutes alone with his blushing bride."

		"You bet!" Terri giggled, bending to lift the now-waifish man from his place on the floor. Courtney helped them as far as her private office, where Terri could take over. Before she left the bimbo and the transformed husband alone, she helped herself to a grope of Terri's ass. The slut cooed and squirmed under the grip, but Courtney knew well that Terri was leaking at the rough grasp, and would be eager to take Courtney's cock if time weren't so pressing.

		As it was, Denise was arriving just as Courtney closed the door on her husband, Terri already hard at work to give the man a bit more style, especially considering his new proclivities.

		The chime sounded over the front door and in walked Denise Radcliffe, looking ravishing in black hair and a matching dress. Immediately, Courtney knew her suggestions had not only worked, they had taken root and borne delicious fruit.

		"Well, well, hello, Denise," the doctor smiled, leaning against the empty receptionist's desk. "I see you found some inspiration in our discussion yesterday."

		"Oh, yes," the sexy wife purred, "I understand Darren wanted a session together?"

		"He does. Come into the office."

		Courtney waved Denise in ahead of her, appreciating the curves shown off by the dress. She wasn't exactly cherubic, but the few extra pounds she carried settled wonderfully in her tits and ass.

		Denise took a chair, tossing a sheath of black hair over one shoulder, and crossed her legs. The black heels gleamed in the soft light of the office. With every passing second, the image of Denise perfected solidified in Courtney's mind. The doctor enjoyed her creations, and this would be one for the ages. A two-fer, husband and wife, transformed as Courtney saw fit.

		"You look wonderful," Courtney admired, taking her recent spot on the edge of the desk. She wanted to be close enough when the moment came to take this ripe, dark peach in her arms.

		"I feel wonderful," the sexy housewife admitted. When she said it, she wiggled some in her chair, and Courtney was sure she was wet already. That was a good start. "But I think maybe Darren isn't as thrilled with me being more... sexually aggressive."

		"Is that so?"

		"Yes. I mean, he enjoyed last night, but he let me know how dirty I was. What a slut I was." As she recounted the previous night, the doctor heard a hint of shame in her voice, but there was a deeper velvet pleasure in her words, too.

		"I think what you need is a new perspective, Denise. After all, your husband has been the one in charge for some time, right?"

		"Yes," she answered, tentative and curious.

		"Wouldn't it be nice, just for a change, if you were the one in charge? Don't answer. Just imagine." As she spoke, Courtney gave off another cloud of pheromones, stoking the fires that burned inside the pretty wife. "Imagine if you were the one in charge. So powerful and sexy. So strong. And Darren is your sweet little boy. I bet he's the kind of man who would love to be whatever his wife wanted. And he'd be especially happy if what she wanted was a pretty little sissy boy to play with."

		"Play with..." Denise droned. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, and a soft smile played at the corners of her mouth.

		"That's right. A little pet for you to play with whenever you want. However you want. But he's not the kind of man who can truly satisfy you. You might want to take a few lovers on the side, maybe even share your little pet with them, too."

		"Oh, yes," the pretty wife sighed, "someone to play with both of us."

		"That's right, Denise. And no one will ever tell you what to do again. You're in control, now."

		"Control..."

		"Now open your mouth, Denise. Open wide for Doctor Tollwyn."

		Her eyes shut completely. Courtney looked down at the lovely young woman, her mouth painted a deep red, her mouth open and inviting. Courtney had a few things that would fit nicely in Denise's open mouth, but she kept her hidden appendage in check. For now, she removed another piece of candy from the wooden box and felt another rush of connection with the sweet. Inside, the army of miniature robots awaited instruction and received it. If the candy were a gun, Courtney mused, the hammer would now be cocked, and the trigger ready to fire.

		With careful fascination, Courtney deposited the candy on Denise's tongue. She saw the young woman shiver as the wash of flavor struck her, followed by an intense blast of new thoughts and wants. There was nothing new in this brew, a conglomeration of all the notions Courtney was filling Denise's head with already, only finer and more specific. When her dark eyes opened again, there was something else behind it. There was mischief.

		"Oh, God," Denise sighed, her hands floating up her body, cupping her tits even as nanomachines inflated her flesh. She was passing her more modest B cup to a C, on her way to a full D cup that would give her a bountiful physique.

		While her tits grew, her skin faded in color, making her complexion near alabaster, an almost unnatural, ethereal glow to her white skin. While more subtle, Courtney watched her waist bend more sharply inward, giving her a pronounced hourglass shape. Unseen, beneath her dress dark stains appeared on her skin. Under the left sleeve, a pentagram formed on her shoulder, skin permanently inked by the nanomachines inside. On her belly, a colorful cherry to match those on her dress, a reminder Courtney liked. Her lips filled out more, becoming twin crimson pillows. Her eyebrows thinned and rose, her nose making a hole for a piercing that she would have filled later. Her nipples and navel sported similar holes, waiting to be filled by silver studs and medium gauge bars. When the rippling effect of the candy was done, Denise rose and stretched, highlighting the new contours of her voluptuous body.

		"Oh wow," she grinned, turning back to Courtney. Her hair had taken on a twist at the top of her head that drooped over one eye, emphasizing the retro 50s look and giving Denise a coy appearance that was stirring Courtney's shecock already. "I feel. So. Good."

		"You look gorgeous, darling. What would you say to a little fun?"

		"With you, Doctor? Anytime." And she winked, a lewd gesture on that pale face.

		"Come here, then."

		Denise slunk to the desk where Courtney waited. As she moved, she unbuttoned her dress at the back. By the time she reached the doctor, the straps of her dress were sagging off her shoulders. Courtney eased them down, taking time to brush fingertips over Denise's flawless ivory skin. The young wife purred at the touch.

		"I bet your pussy is practically gushing," the doctor laughed.

		"Why don't you find out for yourself."

		Courtney was surprised when Denise took her wrist, then understood quickly where it was headed. Pulled between her legs, Courtney gathered the dress in her fist until she found the end of it, then explored deeper, finding her warm, soft thighs and then the wet fabric of her panties.

		"We need these gone," Courtney laughed, tugging the panties down Denise's legs until they sat in a pile at her feet. Now, her hand returned to that sweltering V, running fingers on either side of her puffy lips, gathering her moisture and finally splitting her seam to dive a finger into the silken heat of her snatch.

		Denise clung to the doctor, spreading her legs wantonly, giving the larger woman access to every part of herself. When Courtney spun her and pushed her back against the desk where Courtney once sat, Denise needed no further urging. She made the short hop from the floor to the desk, leaving the puddle of panties behind. She opened her legs for the doctor, gathering her dress up to reveal her fur-covered pussy. There was a tattoo on her left hip, too, a pair of handcuffs linked together. Courtney hadn't thought of that one. That had come from Denise, and the doctor loved it.

		Courtney took a step back, both to soak in the sight of the newly Goth girl writhing in tantalizing fashion on the desk, and to unbuckle the silver belt of her skirt. It fell to the floor, and now it was Denise's turn to register delight. She'd seen the bulge in Courtney's panties and groaned with want of it. Her fingers played around the perimeter of her pussy, presenting the pink interior to Courtney.

		"Want some?" Denise teased.

		"All of it," Courtney confessed, and shed the panties on her way back to her latest subject.

		There was no teasing or foreplay, only a sudden intrusion. Courtney's hard and swollen clit parted Denise and sank deep in her, eliciting a high sound of pleasure from the young woman. Courtney fit well between her thighs, burying her length in the new slut's slit. Denise gripped the edge of the desk, growling as she met each of Courtney's thrusts with her own. Pheromones soaked the room with lust-inducing bliss, and the two women moved together in animal urgency. Their mouths found each other, and Courtney tasted Denise's tongue on hers, forcing her further back on the desk as the stronger woman devoured the pale flesh of her conquest.

		"Fuck my whore pussy!" Denise screamed.

		Courtney obliged, renewing her efforts until all that came from Denise was a soft gasp with each pump. The pace increased, and now the sighs were one long sound, raising in pitch as Denise's first climax in her new, enhanced body climbed to its peak.

		"Oh yes fuckmefuckmefuckme!" Denise cried.

		Courtney had the girl by her hair, pulling her head back while she continued the unrelenting assault on the sexy wife's pussy. Only when she felt her own release coming did Courtney notice how Denise was wrapped around her, a warms leeve for both her shecock and body.

		"YES!!!"

		After, Courtney wasn't sure if she'd made the affirmative sound or Denise, but they were collapsing together, Courtney dragging down Denise's top to suck a hard nipple into her mouth while the transformed wife shook with the aftershocks of her orgasm. When they'd both reached their apex, Courtney drew Denise deep into her arms and kissed those soft, full lips once more.

		"You have a wonderful pussy," Courtney teased. "I could get lost in there."

		"You are welcome to visit any time you want, sexy," Denise grinned, twisting lazily on the desk, her dress little more than a ring of fabric around her waist. The rest of her was wonderfully exposed, down to the tats and empty piercings. "Isn't Darren here?" she asked, recalling vaguely what had brought her to Tollwyn's office in the first place. She didn't remember the details, or her transformation into the raven-haired sexpot she had become, but she did know that her husband was here somewhere, she had but to find him. An annoyance rose in her, a frustration at having to look after her useless husband yet again.

		"He is. Terri was helping him with a makeover. I'm sure he's ready. If you are."

		"Let's get that silly little boy in here," Denise said, making no effort to hide her luscious body.

		"Wait right here."

		Rather than dress on her way to the door, Courtney shed the rest of her clothes, save for the black stockings that rose high up her thighs. Denise would have said she looked sexier that way, her shecock slowly retreating into her pussy, the doctor's long and sensual body on display. She had gorgeous teardrop tits, smaller than Denise's, but perfect for wrapping lips around and claiming with a tongue. She opened the office door, leaned out into the lobby and called, "Terri? Is he ready?"

		There was a high-pitched response in the affirmative, though Denise couldn't quite make out the exact words used. Another voice came along with the receptionist's, a bit deeper than the bimbo's, but not by much.

		Tollwyn stepped aside to allow Darren entry into the office.

		"There's my cute little slut!" Denise exclaimed, sitting up on the desk. Her body was lewdly displayed by the displaced dress, and her full breasts stood proudly up as she held her posture. Tollwyn thought she looked almost like a geisha with her pale skin, and her lips painted such a dark red, the black around her eyes. There was a dark glee in those eyes that the old Denise would have recognized. The eyes of a bad girl, to be sure.

		While for Denise it was as if her husband had always been so, but Tollwyn was delighted by the changes in Darren Radcliffe. His shrunken body looked like that of a teen girl rather than an adult man. That femininity was heightened by his outfit, a tight gold mini that hugged his shapely ass. He had the soft skin of a girl, too, and his hair was long and straight, parted in the middle. With a tube top around his torso, he would have looked entirely feminine save for the utter lack of breasts. His chest was as flat as it had ever been as a man, not that it did much to promote any kind of masculinity. With his face made up, too, he sacrificed all attempt at presenting himself as the alpha male he'd been. In fact, he was a pretty femme boy, and the rocking of his hips said he was ready for some fun. Good, Tollwyn thought, she was ready for a second round herself.

		"Look at you, cutie!" Denise beamed, extending her arms in welcome. Darren, a new and slender femme version of Darren, fell into his wife's arms. She buried his face in her tits, slipping from the edge of the desk to press her body fully against Darren. He was four inches shorter than her, now, and easily thirty pounds lighter. While no Amazon, Denise loomed over her husband. She grabbed his ass with both hands and held him close by this grip, and the feminized man let out a giggle.

		Courtney Tollwyn almost cackled at the change in Darren. He'd gone from a demanding, aggressive husband to a shameless sissy trap in one afternoon, and Courtney was eager to see how far the sissy's thoughts had been warped into something far more pleasing.

		"Hey, Ma'am," Darren grinned, squirming happily in his wife's generous flesh. "Terri helped me pick out some things. Isn't this skirt the cutest?"

		"It is," Denise replied, "Did you thank Terri?"

		Darren's glossy lips drooped into a pout. "She didn't want me to. She said you had to get me first, but I told her you had me all the time."

		"It was sweet of her to think of me," Denise smiled and helped herself to another squeeze of her sissy boy's well-defined rear. "But now why don't you put those lips on Mommy's pussy and make me cum."

		"Oh, yes, Ma'am," Darren sighed.

		Without another prompt, Darren fell to his knees, staring face-to-genitals with his Goth wife. She was still wet from her first go-round with the doctor, and it took little effort from Darren's tongue to get the pumps primed again. In seconds, she had a grip on his face and was using his tongue to guide her closer to another revelatory climax.

		Behind Darren, who was far too focused on his wife's pleasure to notice, Courtney Tollwyn was getting aroused. Her clit, sheathed within her own glistening folds, grew again at the sight of the transformed husband, his face deep in his wife's lap. He looked like a mini-Terri with his blonde hair and colorful clothes, only far smaller and more cute than sexy. His new thoughts had him wrapped in rapture as he worshiped the pussy of his gorgeous, tatted wife. He knew he was no kind of man in comparison to his powerful mate, so he would be her perfect sissy boy as long as she'd have him. It was an honor, he knew, to taste her juices on his tongue.

		Courtney's unseen approach ended with her hands on the man's body, testing the feminine shape of him and the softness for herself. Before her hands found his stiff nipples against his flat chest, her shecock was already at full attention, pulsing delightfully between her legs. With some subtle guidance, the entourage in Tollwyn's office shifted together. Denise rose back to the desk and Darren's mouth chased her, drawing him off the floor, and instead bending at the wist to keep his mouth on his wife's drenched slit. That bending now presented Courtney with fine access to the femme boy's ass. Wasting no more time admiring, Tollwyn removed Darren's tight skirt, showing off the cute bubble in all its glory. There were no panties, which was probably Terri's doing, and it made access all the easier. While the doctor supposed it might have been more fitting for his wife to claim Darren's anal virginity, Tollwyn was too greedy. Besides, the doctor mused as she sidled up to Darren's bare and cute ass, she brought her own lube.

		Her futa cock was slick with her own lubrication, and pressing the rounded tip of the protrusion against Darren's unused knot gave her another, deeper pulse of pleasure.

		"Yes, I think you make a wonderful sissy slut, Darren. Now let's see how tight that boy pussy is."

		Darren never spoke, tending to his love's dripping cunt. When the slick end of Dr. Tollwyn's cock pressed against his asshole, his first thoughts were 'Yes,' and 'Good.' And then the hot, slippery rod opened him and dove into his ass. In Darren's mind, this had been done a hundred times. A thousand, maybe. His cock was too useless to ever please a woman, and barely worked in the first place, small as it was. No, it was his mouth and ass that could offer women, real women, the kind of pleasure they deserved. And being consumed by the taste of his wife in one hole and being rammed from behind in the other.... Well, it was just about the happiest a sissy slut like Darren could be.

		He showed his appreciation by pushing back against Courtney's thrusts, but she gripped him, held him still. She wanted none of his help. He was just a hole for her, and so that is how he would be pleasing.

		Courtney knew Darren would never contradict a woman, least of all his wife, and so gentle direction was all that was needed to keep the sissy still. Now that he was, she gave his ass her all, pounding him with the same aggression he'd possessed when he marched in the office, demanding to know what the hell Tollwyn was doing with his wife.

		And now she had them both. More subjects for her growing empire, more tools of desire for her own delight. She sank her shecock deep into the sissy again and held herself there. She felt his inner walls tense around her, but she was rocketing to her own orgasm. When she heard Denise gasp, cry out, and then pull her husband's face against her pussy, Tollwyn released, too.

		Between them, Darren's face was suddenly coated with the expulsions from his wife's squirting pussy, marking him with her cum. Courtney's cock was buried deep inside him, and that feeling was making him twist on the end, like a fish that had been speared. And then he felt the heat of her cum, a rush of it that filled him with heat and sticky lube.

		Courtney withdrew slowly, panting and happy. As she removed her cock from the sissy's ass, she chuckled as a thick river of cum and lube swam from his gleaming asshole.

		"Well, now, that was what I call successful therapy," Tollwyn announced, rising to her full height. Her cock swung heavily between her legs, cum-soaked and shining. Denise saw the rod that had been buried in her husband moments before and felt another trill of hunger in her pussy.

		"I don't know, Doctor. I really feel like the big breakthrough is still right around the corner. How about we give Darren another ride and see how he does?"

		Tollwyn grinned wide and shoved Darren to his knees again, making way for her to kiss the plump Goth princess.

		"You know, Denise, I think that sounds like just what the doctor ordered."
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