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Better As a Lesbian Bimbo

By DeeDee Cupps

I never believed in magic… until it changed my life forever.

I used to be named Mark. I was just under six foot tall, dark hair just starting to thin out on top, brown eyes, not overweight but showing the results of sitting at a computer forty-plus hours a week. I'd played baseball as a kid but since graduation from high school I hadn't played at all, just gone to the batting cages a few times. In the last couple of years I had begun thinking about getting a gym membership, since the softness around my gut hadn't been melting away the way it used to when I'd been younger. But I wasn't even thirty yet, so I figured I had plenty of time.

I'd had a grand total of three girlfriends in my life. One in high school, one in college, and one since, all blondes. I guess I had a type? But none of them had lasted very long.

I lived in a one bedroom apartment, alone. Not a bad little place, but nothing very special about it either. Every night I’d come home from work, usually order in or get takeout, play video games until too late o’clock, then the next day would be basically the same. Sometimes I’d go out with the gang from work for a few drinks, or meet up on the weekends with my buddies for a movie or to see a band. My life had somehow faded into a dull routine. 

Then everything changed.

I’d gone out for drinks after work with the rest of my department. I’d had a few beers and a round of shots and normally I can handle my drinks pretty well but I’d skipped lunch to meet a deadline, so I’d just slipped from ‘pleasantly tipsy’ to ‘bad decisions are imminent’ when I saw her.

My ex, Hannah. Still blonde, still pretty, but dressed in a way I’d never seen her dressed when we were together. Back then she’d been big on t-shirts and jeans, her hair more often than not in a ponytail or a messy bun. She was a scheduler at a shipping company so their dress code was basically ‘don’t be naked’. Her idea of makeup was lip balm. We met at a sports bar, bonding over wings and baseball.

Now she was dressed like… well, like some kind of bimbo. Pink tube top wrapped around a killer body. Made up like an Instagram influencer, lipstick, blush, eyeliner, fake eyelashes, all that. Huge gold hoop earrings, rings on her fingers, long pink nails. Her pink booty shorts were barely able to cover her ass, which was quite a bit bootier than it had been when we were dating. She had on a pair of stiletto sandals that added a full six inches to her height, making her almost as tall as me.

I couldn’t help myself. I went over to her, not quite stumbling on my way through the crowded bar. “Hannah?”

She looked up from her phone and she obviously didn’t quite recognize me because she looked at me blankly for a few seconds, mouth kind of just gaped open, before giving me a smile.

“Oh my god hi!” she squealed, launching herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck for a huge hug. I was completely thrown off balance and we almost fell over.

“Hi,” I said back, setting her back on her feet. Even that brief contact had told me one thing - sometime since breaking up with me, she must have gotten implants, because what had pressed up against me had been a lot firmer and a lot bigger than I remembered.

She glanced down at her phone then back up to me. “How have you been? It’s been like, a really long time!”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “Man! I barely recognized you!”

Hannah’s head tilted to the side as she giggled, her blonde hair dropping to rest on one definitely larger breast. She slapped playfully at my arm. “Really? That’s so sweet!” Then she paused and mock-pouted, which was when I noticed her lips were much fuller than I remembered. “Wait, is that sweet? Like, do I look better than you remember? Or not?”

“Definitely better!” I said, grinning as I looked her up and down. A part of my brain was telling me I was definitely not being as charming as I wanted to be. A part of my body that was taking over my decision-making told me to keep going.

When she giggled again, I stepped in closer, sliding my hand along the bare skin at her side. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Waiting for a friend,” Hannah answered, trailing a finger flirtatiously up my chest, a move I remembered well. It always got my motor running.

“I’m a friend,” I said, probably the slickest thing I said all night.

“Not you, silly,” she laughed, pushing against my shoulder. Definitely flirting.

“Why not me?”

Hannah stepped back from my hand on her side, then looked down at her phone again. Her face brightened, excited, and she looked around the room. When she saw whoever she was looking for, the grin that spread across her face was like the sun coming out from behind the clouds. And one more thing I noticed, even as drunk as I was: the way her cheeks and forehead reddened, a sure sign I remembered well that Hannah was completely and utterly turned on.

I had ceased to exist, invisible. She left me standing there like she hadn’t just been flirting with me. Wiggled her way through the crowd, booty jiggling with each mincing, high-heeled step. She gave out a squeal of delight and threw her arms around whoever she had been looking for. Then I got the first shock of that night.

A woman’s tattooed arms wrapped around Hannah’s waist, pulling her close. And then the second shock of that night left me stunned. Hannah leaned in for a kiss. I couldn’t believe it! Hannah had never, not once, given me any sign that she’d been interested in women. She’d even been disappointed when her favourite singer had come out as bisexual. There was no way Hannah was into women. None. I had to find out what was going on!

The woman kissing my ex-girlfriend had short dark hair and a sharp jawline. She was dressed all in black, the complete opposite of Hannah’s new bimbo style. As her hands moved up Hannah’s back, her mouth moved passionately against Hannah’s newly-plump lips.

I grabbed Hannah’s arm and pulled her away. “Hannah what the hell? Who is this?”

The brunette glared at me. “Who am I? Who are you?”

“Oh he’s my ex,” Hannah said, pulling her arm against my grip. “We were just talking.”

“Just talking?” I said. The alcohol and my throbbing libido took over. “Like hell we were, you were flirting with me!”

The brunette laughed and Hannah stared at me, mouth gaped open. “Flirting? With you? Oh Mark, honey, no, nuh-uh.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I shouted, twisting her arm.

Now look, I know what it sounds like. I’m never like that, I swear. I’ve never hurt any woman, not ever. But something in the way she said it made it seem like… like I was nothing. Like flirting with me was the most ridiculous thing in the world. And being drunk, horny, and insulted all at the same time made for a bad mix, and I made a bad decision, grabbing her like that.

“Ow!” Hannah yelled.

Then everything was a sudden blur of movement and noise and pain and I was on the floor, confused. The brunette stood over me, one foot on my chest.

“You don’t ever touch her again, asshole,” she said, all cold fury.

“Baby I’m okay,” Hannah said, trying to pull her off me. “He didn’t hurt me, not really.”

“Ow,” I said.

The bouncers came over and the brunette took her foot off me.

“What’s going on here,” one said, not quite asking. The other hauled me off the floor. I wasn’t too drunk to notice his hand stayed on my arm, holding me tight in case I tried anything.

“He was hurting my girl,” the brunette said, one arm protectively wrapped around Hannah’s bare shoulders. 

“She’s not your girl!” I answered angrily. Even at the time I knew it made no sense. I turned to my ex. “Hannah, what happened to you? Since when are you some kind of… of lesbian bimbo?!”

Hannah’s jaw dropped, shocked and offended. The brunette’s eyes flashed in fury.

“Okay asshole, that’s enough,” the bouncer said, hauling me away.

“You say ‘lesbian bimbo’ like it’s a bad thing,” Hannah spat at me. “Maybe you should try it sometime.”

The brunette laughed, and everything just… stopped. Everyone but me and her. No sound but her voice, laughing. She glared at me, and I swear, her eyes were glowing green. “Maybe you should try it.” Then she said something in a language that sounded really foreign, like not Spanish or French or Italian or German, even. I’d never heard it before, not even in movies, and just the sound of it made chills go up my spine. If the bouncer hadn’t been holding me up, I swear I would have dropped to the ground.

Time kind of slingshotted back to normal speed, catching up with me as the bouncer tossed me out. I tripped and landed, hard, cracking my knees and scraping my palms on the sidewalk. I picked myself up and ubered a ride home. I stumbled into my apartment, in pain, humiliated, the beginnings of a killer hangover lurking at the back of my head. I collapsed in my bed, the room spinning, spinning, spinning…

I woke up very late the next day. I felt awful. Not just physically, but genuinely awful about how I’d acted the night before. I stumbled to the bathroom, got some painkillers from my medicine cabinet, and reluctantly looked at my reflection.

“Good going, jerk,” I said, my voice scratchy and rough. It seemed a lot higher than normal. 

And my eyes weren’t brown any more. They were bright blue.  

“What the fuuuu…” I blinked over and over, rubbed my eyes, not believing what I was seeing. Maybe I was still drunk? I got undressed and climbed into the shower, putting it as hot as I could stand it. I soaked my head for as long as I could, hoping it would sober me up.

Eventually the pounding in my head eased up and I began soaping up. I noticed that the little soft pot belly I’d been getting the past couple of year had somehow spread upwards, giving me soft man boobs. 

“Guess I better get serious about the gym,” I said, my voice still scratchy and higher than usual. I gargled some shower water to loosen it up, then began washing my hair. It lay in my eyes and I pushed it back. In my eyes?! I’d just gotten it cut a couple of weeks before. Something was seriously weird.

As my hand spread soap over my body, I noticed two things. I’d never been overly hairy, but the thin strip of hair I had on my belly washed right off. That would have freaked me out, if it weren’t for the fact that my hand brushed up against my nipple and the shock of electricity that shot through my body immediately distracted me. I touched my nipple again and my knees nearly buckled under me. I leaned against the shower wall, suddenly hornier than I’d been in months, if not years. If not ever!

Now I’ve never had a huge cock. I’d had no complaints, mind you, just longer than my closed fist, thick enough to please. But when I reached down to jerk off, it was definitely smaller. When I closed my hand around it, it barely peeked out from between my finger and thumb. I didn’t care right then, though, because compared to the electric shock I was getting from playing with my nipple, the tip of my cock was a lightning bolt. I gasped as my thumb brushed up against the very tip of my throbbing cock. I ran my thumb in circles around it, mimicking the circles my other thumb was making against my nipple.

My heart was pounding and I was panting, biting my lower lip to keep from moaning loud enough to scare the neighbors. My legs couldn’t take it anymore, and I slipped down the wall to my knees, the hot water pouring off my head and down my soapy body. I slid around onto my butt, spreading my legs, the stream of water blasting my throbbing hard cock. My fingers slid down to my balls as my thumb worked the tip of my cock, harder and faster. I tickled my balls, one of my personal favorites, but that time it wasn’t enough, and I pushed hard against them, the slick soapy water lubricating me, slippery and wet and hot. My middle finger slid between my testicles and I pushed hard, going in deep inside me, the ball sack stretching inward.

“Oh fuck YES!” I yelled, but it wasn’t my voice, it was a woman’s voice, and hearing a woman scream like that pushed me right over the edge, and my hips bucked hard enough to lift me off the bathtub bottom, spanking hard and wet back down, and that sudden shock of sharp pain bucked me again, and again, wave after wave of unbearable pleasure overcoming me as I groaned and grunted and moaned and screamed in lust.

I must have passed out. It’s the only explanation for the sudden chill of the water turning icy cold.

I pulled myself to my feet, my legs wobbly under me as a newborn colt. I must have done some kind of thrashing and writhing in the bath, because my hips were sore as hell. And I was so very sleepy. I wrapped a towel around myself and crawled into bed.

When I woke up hours later, it was dark. I reached for my phone and noticed two things. First, I had fallen asleep with the pillow under me, and second, there was a text notification. I didn’t recognize the number, but it said “Hi it’s Hannah, call me XOXOX”

I rolled over and realized the pillow under me wasn’t a pillow. It was as big and soft as my pillow, but it was attached to my chest.

It was breasts.

HUGE breasts. I’d never seen breasts that huge in real life before. I pushed back, trying to get away from them, sitting up, and the weight went from pushing on my ribcage to pulling on my shoulders.

“What the fuck,” I said, but my voice wasn’t my voice. It was a high-pitched woman’s voice. 

I looked at my hands. They were a woman’s hands. My legs were a woman’s legs. And between those legs…

My cock and balls were gone. In their place, a pussy.

My hands were trembling when I reached down to touch it. To touch myself.

Lightning coursed through my body, my nipples going hard to fast it hurt. I bit my lower lip again, I noticed it was thick, fuller. I pulled my hands away from myself, but it was too late. Lust coursed through my veins, my nerves were on fire, my willpower utterly gone.

I grabbed my breasts, squeezing hard, loving the feel of them, the weight of them, how electric they felt. My mouth opened and I groaned in pleasure. I lay down again, feeling my breasts spread against my ribcage. My left hand slid down my flat belly to my suddenly slick, wet pussy. My fingers trembled against the outer lips, sending waves of pleasure up into me. My fingers felt a sudden bloom of heat, hot as fire, hot as the sun. Inside me, explosions of bliss that seemed timing perfectly with my pounding heart.

“Fuck yes,” I whispered in my woman’s voice. “Oh fuck, yes, please.”

I slid my middle finger into my slit, feeling it deep inside me, no balls in the way, no sack holding me back.

“Oh fuck YES,” I said, louder, and slid my finger out. Two fingers went back in, stretching me wider.  “FUCK yes.”

My woman’s hand worked my huge breast. I pushed it up toward my face to suck on my own nipple, teeth sharp against it, tongue hot and firm against the hard bullet of electricity in my mouth. My other hand worked my pussy, sliding fingers in and out, slick and wet and glistening. 

Then I found my clit. My head exploded. I soared into outer space, one with the universe. My hips bucked and ground against my hand, utterly out of my control. My body had a mind of its own, and that mind had one need, one desire: to come, and come, and come forever.

I have no idea how long I masturbated. Every time I thought I would never need to come ever again, my hands would start playing with my breasts, or slide between my legs, and it would start all over again, building and building to an explosion that left me breathless, dizzy, stunned. At some point I must have fallen asleep or passed out from exhaustion. When I woke up, it was mid-morning, and I was starving.

I managed to keep my hands off myself as I grabbed some clothes. My old t-shirts fit my male body pretty well but stretched against my huge breasts almost too tight. The squeeze made me start thinking about taking myself back to bed, but I managed to find a pair of boxers and squeezed them over my enormous booty.

I went to the bathroom and realized I need to pee. I sat down and let my bladder empty, wiped and flushed. Then I caught a look of myself in the mirror.

Thick, full lips. Wide blue eyes with long dark lashes. Cute little button nose. Long, looooong blonde curls, tussled from a night of hardcore sex. I looked utterly fuckable. And that was just my face! 

I ran my fingers through my hair, since I lacked anything for dealing with hair like these long goddess locks, then tried to pull them into a messy bun like I’d seen my girlfriends do hundreds of times. It was harder than it looked and took me several attempts to get it to behave. Then my tummy rumbled and reminded me I hadn’t eaten in two days.

I went to the kitchen and got myself some toast and coffee to tide me over while I decided what to actually eat, but by the time I’d had two pieces of toast with jam and a mug of coffee with milk and like three sugars, much sweeter than I usually took it, I was full. So weird!

My boxers were definitely uncomfortable, the seam in the crotch rubbing against my pussy, making me horny again. Unlike the hurricane of lust from the night before, though, this was just a spring squall in comparison. Just a reminder that I could, whenever I wanted, just give in to my body’s demands. It would be so easy…

But finally, I decided I needed to figure out what had happened to me. I went to find my phone and began searching the internet. All I got for ‘sudden spontaneous sex change’ were sites for transgender people, or fanfic. I looked up gender stuff and other stuff and somehow wound up on porn sites. I used to like watching porn, usually of guys banging impossibly hot women. But instead I wound up looking at lesbians fucking. Fucking and sucking, fingering, scissoring, eating each other out, fisting, dildos and vibrators and massive strap-ons…

So I spent the afternoon masturbating, of course, finding more and more lesbian porn to fuck myself with. I needed something bigger than my fingers inside me, and couldn’t fist myself, and couldn’t think of anything else, so I made do, or did me, or diddled myself, or something. It was so hard to think, being so horny all the time! No matter how often I came, I wanted to come again! And when I would collapse, exhausted, I would just find another video to watch and soon I would be at myself again. Finally, when my hand reached for the phone, I swore I would do anything else, and found Hannah’s text.

Hannah? I texted. Then waited. Nervous that I might start again, so I got up and started pacing, but the bouncing of my giant boobs was so distracting I had to stop. I realized I hadn’t eaten since that toast and coffee, so I went to the kitchen. I looked in the fridge but nothing tempted me. I suddenly remembered I had ice cream in the freezer and pulled it out. I grabbed a spoon from the drawer and sat on the counter to eat that cold, creamy sweetness straight out of the tub.

My phone chimed an incoming text:

Hey baby

Something really weird is happening to me

Don’t worry sweetheart we can help xox

What?

This is Jess, Hannah’s girlfriend. Get dressed. 

I’m sending an uber to pick you up and bring 

you to our place.

WTF is going on????

I’ll explain everything when you get here

Did you do something to me???

I told you we’d see how you liked it

WHAT

Did you like it?

I had to admit… I did. This body was incredibly, unbelievably hot. I was gorgeous. Beyond gorgeous, I was a goddess. And the orgasms were mind-blowing. Just thinking about them made me want to come again.

I don’t have anything to wear. 

I can’t go out like this

LMAO Just wrap a bed sheet around yourself and

say you’re going to a toga party 

Oh god

Uber will be there in seven minutes

See you soon xox

I stared at the phone’s screen, wanting to scream in frustration. She knew something, she’d done something to me, turning me into this… this bimbo. This LESBIAN bimbo! Oh god, what the hell was happening to me?

I didn’t really have time to complain, though, not with the uber coming to pick me up. I did what Jess told me to do - wrapped a white sheet around myself, trying to figure out how to keep it on without leaving a huge gap somewhere. Finally I just googled it on my phone, wrapped around my back and across my enormous tits, then tied the top corners in a knot behind my neck. I wouldn’t win any sexy costume contests, but whatever. 

I looked in the mirror. My hair was a mess, my face all red from the effort of getting the sheet properly placed. Plus, my huge breasts made the toga drape like a muumuu! I looked for something to use as a belt and settled on one of my actual belts. There weren’t any belt holes where I cinched my belt around my tiny waist, so I just tied a knot into it and said “Good enough.” Then I grabbed my wallet, keys, and phone and realized I had no pockets to carry anything in.

“Ugh!” I groaned, tossing everything into my work lunch bag. Better than nothing!

I didn’t have any shoes that fit my newly petite feet so I slipped on a pair of way-too-big-for-me flip flop sandals. I left my apartment and headed down to the street to wait for my uber. When I got in the driver stared at me for a solid minute before putting it into drive and pulling into traffic.

“Going to a party?” he asked. He was maybe my age, or a little older, with a thick dark beard and short, slicked-down hair.

“Kinda? I mean, the toga, right? Yeah.”

My finger found its way into my blonde curls and I wrapped a lock around my finger, staring out the window, zoning out. At some point I realized he was still talking.

“Huh?” I asked. 

He glanced at me in the rear view mirror. “I said, if your party turns out to be lame, give me a call and I’ll show you a great time.”

“I’m sure you would, handsome,” I found myself saying, raising one eyebrow flirtatiously. 

“Anyway, here we are,” he said, glancing back at me. His eyes were drawn right to my boobs. Men were so predictable!

He let me out at this huge mansion in the rich part of town. Like, huge. Probably thirty or forty rooms? I dunno. 

I got out of the car, staring at the mansion, mouth hanging open. Who was this Jess chick, anyway? The front door opened and Hannah appeared, shrieking with joy when she saw me.

“Oh my god, you look so good!” she said, running into my arms. Her much smaller boobs pushed up against my much bigger breasts, and my knees nearly buckled when her nipples, already hard, rubbed against mine, which hardened in response.

Hannah looked past me at the uber driver. I turned to see him gaping in amazement at the pair of us.

“Thanks, bye!” I said, blowing him a kiss.

Hannah slapped my ass. I squealed. “Quit it, you flirt!”

My pussy was already wet; the slap just made me dizzy with desire. “Okay, okay!”

“Get inside,” she said, pushing me toward the open door.

I entered the mansion. Hannah locked the door behind us. 

“You. Look. Sooooooo fuckable, baby,” she said, looking at me through her thick lashes. 

Suddenly embarrassed, I crossed my arms in front of me. “Really?”

“Totally. C’mon, let’s show Jess.”

She took my hand and led me through two or three rooms, all elegantly decorated and full of expensive stuff. When she pulled me through a pair of huge dark wood doors into a warm room lit by flickering firelight, I knew we’d arrived.

Jess was sitting on a sofa by the huge fireplace, arms spread along the back of the couch. She was wearing a dark pantsuit, gold rings glittering on her fingers. “Well well well,” she said, amusement playing on her sharp features. My breath caught in my throat. Her voice was like an instant turn-on.

“What happened to me?” I asked, almost breathless with a pounding need to be fucked.

“I thought you’d like to see what it felt like, being a ‘lesbian bimbo’,” Jess said, standing. She walked toward me, slowly, purposefully, like a jungle cat stalking her prey. “I guess you really, really liked it.”

“Huh?” 

“See, the more you liked it, the more bimbo-ish you’d become,” Jess said, smiling slyly. I almost groaned with desire, the need blooming between my legs making me squirm. “That’s how I structured the spell, anyhow.”

“You’re a witch?”

“Something like that.”

I couldn’t help myself. “Why are you so hot? I mean, you were okay the other night, but now I just want to be fucked by you until I pass out.”

She reached up and stroked my cheek. My eyelids fluttered as my eyes rolled back, a whimper escaping my lips. “Do you? Want me to fuck you, babygirl? Is that what you want?”

“Oh,” I panted. “Yes. Please. I’ll do anything you want.”

“On your knees, babygirl,” Jess ordered, and I so very eagerly complied.

She reached down and undid the knot holding my toga top up.

“Would you look at those big, big titties,” Jess said, her voice rough with desire.

“Do you… do you like them?” I asked, so desperately eager to hear her say yes.

Jess lifted my chin with one elegantly-manicured finger. She looked right into my eyes, and I could feel her looking into my soul. “Do you?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I can’t hear you, babygirl.”

“Yes, Jess,” I said, louder. “Yes, I love my huge titties.”

“Do you want me to fuck you?”

“Yes, please,” I begged. “Oh please, please fuck me.”

Hannah stepped into view. She was naked, except for a pair of six-inch stilettos, and looked amazing. Hotter than ever. Much hotter than when we had dated. Big firm breasts, wide hips, blonde hair reaching to her hard nipples. In her hand, she held a strap-on dildo. I whimpered again.

“Get undressed, babygirl,” Jess ordered, and I nearly ripped that sheet right off me.

Jess undressed much slower, taking her time. Hannah helped her with the strap-on. Then Jess sat back down, the dildo eight inches of hard pink rubber standing up from her lap. She stroked it, slowly. I have never wanted to put anything in my mouth as I wanted that dildo at that moment.

“Let’s have a little pre-game show,” Jess ordered. 

Hannah wrapped her fist in my hair and pulled my head back. “You wanna fuck, babygirl?”

I was too far gone for words so I just nodded, as much as she would allow. She dropped her face close to mine and kissed me, harder than she’d ever done before. I nearly came, feeling her plump lips push hungrily against mine. Then her tongue pushed past my lips, deep into my mouth, and I moaned against her mouth. My hands reached up to touch her breasts, soft and firm and so, so round, so heavy in my hands. I heard her gasp as I pinched her hard nipples. 

Hannah lowered herself to her knees in front of me, pressing her breasts against mine. My eyes rolled up as my eyelids fluttered, my heart pounding, my pants of desire the only noise other than the crackle of the fire in the fireplace. Hannah kissed down my throat and I moaned again. She buried her face in my cleavage and I had to slip onto the floor, too weak with lust to stay on my knees. I grasped her head and kept her in place, licking and kissing and sucking my great big titties.

Her hand slipped down between my legs and found my hot, wet pussy. “So ready,” she mumbled against my nipple. Her fingers slid against my lower lips. “So hot. So wet.”

My hips bucked against her hand, desperate to get her inside me. “Please baby please please,” I begged.

“Not yet, babygirl,” Hannah said. “I need something first.”

“Yes anything!”

She spread her legs wide. “Eat me, sweetheart.”

I pretty much dove into her, pushing her back onto her ass so I could get at that sweet pussy. I pushed my lips against hers, slipping my tongue in as far as it would go, tasting her juices. I slid two fingers into her, pushing in and pulling out, as fast as I could, and was rewarded with a moan of pleasure from Hannah.

Then I felt hands on my hips, pulling my ass up, back up onto my knees, but I fought to keep my face between Hannah’s thighs, not willing to give up that salty sweet heaven.

“Perfect,” I heard Jess say behind me. I felt her fingers stroke along my dripping wet pussy. Then something bigger than fingers pressed against me.

“Want it, babygirl?” Jess asked.

“Yes oh god yes please,” I panted.

And she pushed into me. Softly, gently, slowly spreading me wider than my fingers had gotten me, pulling out briefly to let me relax against the stretching happening to my pussy, then pushing back in, deeper each time, making me moan, making me beg for it, long for it, need it. 

I thought masturbating was amazing. Compared to that dildo sliding into me, it was only pretty good. With Jess skillfully gliding in and out, filling me, pushing deeper inside me than anything had ever been, I felt whole, complete, a goddess at one with the universe, the power of the cosmos rushing through my entire body, electric, supernova, beyond anything I’d ever felt before. I lost track of time, of space, of anything but the cascading waves of pure mind-blowing pleasure.

At some point another strapon appeared around Hannah’s pelvis and they double-teamed me, Jess in front and slamming into my mouth as Hannah pounded me from behind. Then something pushed in where I’d only ever felt anything pushing out before and suddenly my ass was full of something big and hard and I came and came and came…

After, panting with exhaustion and the after-effects of orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm, the three of us lying on the floor, slick with sweat and pussy juice, lit only by the flicker of firelight, we kissed and caressed and snuggled. I finally understood why my exes always wanted to be held after sex, while I only ever wanted to sleep. The touching and stroking, the kisses and cuddling felt amazing, helped me calm my overexcited nerve endings, stopped the twitching and the hypersensitivity, and filled me with a deep sense of joy, of calm, of … of love.

“So,” Jess said, unbuckling the strapon. “I’ll ask again. Did you like it?”

“Like what?” I asked, not thinking very clearly. 

“Being a lesbian bimbo,” Hannah said, getting up.

“Oh Hannah, I’m so sorry I said that,” I said, and I meant it. Right to my core, I was deeply sorry. “I was such an ass.”

“And now you have such an ass,” Jess said, caressing my enormous butt. Her touch was like ice, like fire, and I closed my eyes and smiled.

“And I love it,” I admitted. “I love my booty. I love my tits. I love this entire body!” My emotions were welling up inside me, desperate to let loose. “And I love you!” 

Tears of joy spilled down my cheeks and I sobbed. “I love you both. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want to be with you forever!”

Jess and Hannah shared a look, then Hannah jumped into my arms for a huge hug. “Oh baby I knew you would!”

Jess wrapped her tattooed arms around us both. “You can stay as long as you want. But what should we call you?”

I’d never thought about it before, but before I could think, I answered, “Candy?”

“You sure are sweet as candy,” Hannah said, kissing me passionately. I kissed her back, then kissed Jess.

“And Candy makes three,” Jess said. I felt like I had finally found my place in life.

Well, I moved right in. Jess was actually a billionaire. I quit my job via email, told my friends I was moving out of town. I spent my days by the pool, or out shopping for clothes and jewelry and makeup, then afternoon sex, then the three of us would go clubbing and maybe pick up a guest for a foursome. My life as a het man had been pretty dull, but there was no denying that my life was much better as a lesbian bimbo.


Only Good for One Thing

By DeeDee Cupps

When Tom woke up, the first thing he noticed was he was completely naked. Well, almost completely naked - there were straps at his waist, wrists, and ankles. It wasn’t the first time for the wrists, but the others - and the one around his throat, he realized - were new. He couldn’t quite remember how he’d wound up strapped to a bed, but that also wasn’t new. 

He blinked away the morning grogginess he recognized from a wild night before, but it wouldn’t quite go away. He shook his head to clear it. “Hey! Hello? You forgot to untie me.” Whoever she was, her taste in decor ran to the minimalist. White walls, white ceiling, white tile floor. Lights from… somewhere near the ceiling? Everything was still groggy.

A door opened across the room, and a tall, sexy woman in a lab coat and high heels stepped through. Her long black hair was piled in a messy bun. She had black-framed glasses on, and was carrying a white tray. The only color she wore was the bright blood red lipstick on her plump, kissable, oh-so-fuckable lips. No wonder Tom had gone home with her.

“Hey babe,” Tom smiled his second-most charming smile. “Why don’t you untie me and we’ll go out for breakfast, my treat.”

One eyebrow rose above her glasses frames and she smirked down at him. “You really don’t recognize me, do you?”

Tom blinked a few more times, shaking his head. “Hang on… um…”

“It has been a while, I admit. Almost ten years.”

“Ten years… Sasha?”

“You do remember. I’m touched.”

“Hey, we were together for a few months, right?” Tom grinned, not quite understanding what was happening, but some animal instinct told him he might need to be careful. “Not just one of those one-nighters or weekend chicks, you know? I cared about you.”

“Cared?!” Sasha laughed, a bitter, almost angry laugh. “You never gave a damn about me. I loved you, you asshole. You lied to me for most of a year, and then you dumped me. Do you remember what you said when you left?”

“What? No! It wasn’t like that-”

“Oh shut up,” she interrupted. “I’ll tell you, since you clearly don’t remember at all. You said ‘Sash, you ought to know, chicks are only good for one thing - fucking.’”

That did sound like something he might have said, back in college. Hell, he probably said it at some point in the past month. But that animal instinct told him he was definitely in trouble here. “Look, I’ve changed, I promise. You’re right, I was an asshole, but I… I’m a different guy now. I uh… I volunteer at my church every week, I’m nice to strangers-”

“Oh please,” Sasha said, placing the tray on the side table. “I watched you all last night. Watched you hitting on the waitress, arguing with that guy at the bar, getting angry when the bartender cut you off. You’re still the same asshole you were in college.”

Tom glanced over at the tray and saw several long syringes filled with liquids. “Hey look, this isn’t funny anymore. What’s that?”

“Do you remember my major? No of course not, I was only good for one thing, right? I’ll tell you,” she said, reaching for the first syringe. “Biochemistry.”

“So? Don’t you stick that in me, you crazy bi- OW!”

Sasha injected the liquid into his bare thigh. “When did you become such a sissy?” she said, then laughed like she’d made the funniest joke she’d ever heard. “Today, of course,” she added.

“You’re fucking insane!” Tom thrashed and strained against the straps, but his muscles felt heavy and slow… and getting slower.

“So, back to my major,” Sasha said, wiping away tears of laughter. “Whew! Been a while since I laughed that hard. Biochemistry! And the more practical applications thereof.”

“What’re you talkin’ ‘bout?” Tom said, but the words were hard to shape in his mouth. His lips felt hot and… full? And the room was getting twirly. 

“You’ll see, very soon,” Sasha said, injecting the second syringe in Tom’s chest.

“Owwww.”

“Suck it up, you big baby. The last one is the one that really hurts. Or so I’m told.”

“Why’re y’doin’ dis..”

“Because Tommy, I told you. I loved you.” Sasha reached down and stroked Tom’s cheek. “And you treated me like trash. So let’s see how you like being treated like trash, hmm?”

“Whaaaa…”

Another syringe went into Tom’s other thigh, and a fourth into his left arm. Sasha moved to his right side and said, “Now try to relax, but this one’s really going to hurt,” she said, then plunged it into his right shoulder.

Tom’s world exploded in bright white fire, like the sun had suddenly appeared inside him. He tried to scream but there was no sound that could change that fire, could end the pain. He couldn’t breathe, he couldn’t think, he couldn’t exist outside the pain. The pain drove everything away from him, all memories and emotions, all thoughts, all sense of self. His bones were shards of glass shredding his muscles, which were boiling hot acid, contained inside his freezer burned skin. His entire body hurt. His face hurt. His eyelashes hurt! How could eyelashes hurt?

And then, after an eternity of shrieking, all the pain just… stopped. Like a switch had been thrown.

Tom took a deep breath. “What the fuck was that?!” he screamed, but his voice wasn’t his voice. In fact, it wasn’t even a man’s voice. 

It was a girl’s. High-pitched and immature-sounding. “What… what…”

Sasha was standing over him, undoing the straps at his waist. “Well well well, look at you. Good enough to eat.”

“What are you talking about, you psycho?!” that girlish voice yelled from Tom’s mouth. And what the hell was wrong with his lips, they felt as swollen as if he’d been punched in the mouth.

And then the straps at his waist were untied, and Tom could see down the length of his body… to the notable absence between his legs.

“What the fuck did you do to my dick?!” Tom screamed. “Where’s my dick?!”

“I should have thought it was obvious, sweetheart,” Sasha said, smirking. “I turned you into a woman.”

“A.. what? What the fuck?!” Tom tried to sit up but the strap at his throat kept him pinned to the bed.

“You keep saying that word,” Sasha giggled, undoing the straps at Tom’s ankles. “Fuck. Is that all you can think of? Fuck, fuck, fuck, fucking, fucking and sucking and sucking and fucking…”

“You’re crazy!”

“Oh no, I assure you, I’m quite sane,” Sasha said, calmly deflecting Tom’s attempt to kick her. His legs were so weak! The second time he tried to kick her, she grabbed his ankle and slammed his leg to the mattress. “Now be a good girl or I’ll keep you strapped down until you piss and shit yourself. Would you like that? I don’t think so.”

No woman had ever talked to Tom that way. He preferred them submissive. But suddenly, being talked to like that, so commanding, so dominant, did… something… to his new body. Something hot started happening in the lowest part of his belly, just around his pubes. 

“I asked you a question, Tommy,” Sasha said, her grip tightening on his ankle. “No, that’s not right. Tommy doesn’t work for you, not like this. What about… Tami? With an i?”

“I don’t give a fuck, you crazy-” he started, but Sasha gripped his ankle even tighter and gave it a shake.

“You mind your language, young lady,” Sasha ordered. “Or I’ll leave you strapped down in your own filth for days. Do you believe me, Tami?”

Tom looked up into her face, saw the determination in her eyes, and felt true fear for the first time in… years. He suddenly realized he was completely at Sasha’s mercy. “...yes,” he muttered.

“I didn’t hear that.”

He rolled his eyes. Something was wrong with his eyes too? Or… his eyelashes? What had she done to him? “Yes, okay? Yes.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Sasha said.

“What? No!”

Sasha didn’t respond, just pulled the strap back over his ankle. She paused, before slipping the strap through the buckle, and looked at him.

“...yes mistress,” he muttered, but deep in that warm spot low in his belly, something seemed to… grow. Warmer. Much, much warmer. And between his legs, where his balls once were, was a sudden wetness. He felt his face redden.

“I didn’t hear you, Tami.”

Tom closed his eyes. “Yes, mistress.” Oh that wetness felt so good. And that heat, like the fire that had transformed him into a woman, burning deep inside him. He squirmed on the bed, pressing his thighs together.

Realization lit up Sasha’s face. “Really? Well, Tami, are you getting hot? Answer.”

“Yes mistress.”

“You like that? You like it, being dominated?”

“I… I don’t… what do you…”

Sasha forced Tom’s legs apart, and he gasped. He’d never been handled so roughly before. His eyes rolled back in his head and his heart was pounding. The sudden rush of cooler air on his… his pussy lips… so wet, so hot, that cool air on his open, exposed pussy…

“Answer me, Tami.”

“Yes mistress,” Tom panted. 

Sasha ran her fingertips along the inside of Tom’s thighs. “Babygirl, you’re already so, so wet!” she laughed. “You dirty little slut. You love this!”

“Oh, oh, oh,” Tom panted. “Oh please, oh god, please oh, oh, oh…”

Tom’s tormentor ran a single finger along Tom’s soaking wet pussy lips and he moaned like every woman he’d ever fucked. “Oh god oh god oh please…”

“Please, what, Tami?”

“Please, mistress, please, oh please, make it stop, make it better!”

“You don’t like this?”

“No, I, I, oh goooooood,” Tom moaned, more confused than he’d ever been in his life. If this was how it felt to be horny and ready to come, as a woman? Why did women ever want to do anything else?

“You do like this?” Sasha asked, toying with his pussy lips.

“Yes mistress!”

“Now what about… this?” 

She touched something. Something right at the top of Tom’s pussy. A hard little mound that contained all the pleasure in the universe, like a button of bliss. Waves of electricity exploded from that button, reaching to every inch of Tom’s body. “OOOOOHHHH!!” he yelled, mindlessly, wordlessly. His back arched, lifting him right off the bed.

“So sensitive, babygirl,” Sasha said when Tom finished yelling. She was stroking his inner thighs, a sweet caress that felt wonderful, calming. “What a good little slut you are, Tami. Coming for me so quick? What a sweet thing.”

Somehow the praise was better than the orders. “Thanks…”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“That’s right. Now let’s get you out of those straps.”

Sasha undid the straps, leaving Tom’s throat for last. He was so exhausted from his orgasm that he could barely move. Before she unstrapped Tom’s throat, Sasha bent down, barely an inch from his face. 

Sasha looked Tom right in the eyes. “If you’re a good girl, I’ll feed you every day. If you’re a very good girl, I’ll fuck you every day. But if you’re bad…”

Tom felt a tiny spike of fear run up his spine, then Sasha was kissing him hard, passionately, grinding her lips against his, forcing her tongue into her mouth. Tom melted into the kiss, lifting one hand to reach for Sasha’s head, to stroke that midnight black hair, to hold her in the kiss. Sasha fended off his hand easily, then ran a fingertip down Tom’s chest to his nipple, which he just then realized was as hard as a diamond. Sasha broke off the kiss and flicked Tom’s nipple hard, her nail scraping against the sensitive flesh. Tom gasped and whimpered.

Sasha leaned in and breathed on Tom’s neck, and he shivered. “If you’re bad, babygirl, I’ll get you revved up, but not get you there. Just like you did to me all those times ten years ago.”

“What? But?”

Sasha pulled away and walked out of the room, pausing at the door to say over her shoulder, “Get yourself off that bed, Tami.”

“What? Where are you?”

But the only answer was a slammed door, then silence.

Tom had never been so horny in his life. He needed something, but he had no idea how to make it happen. He rubbed his aching nipple, and that felt so good, so electric, so thrilling, he spent some time doing that. His whole chest felt good. Softer than it had been before Sasha had done… whatever it was that she did to him. He couldn’t think clearly enough to figure it out just then. The only thing he had in mind was touching himself, feeling that beautiful bliss growing, that tension, that heat, that wetness. He didn’t even bother undoing the strap around his throat, just lay there in the bed, playing with his soft chest. Then he remembered the button. That miraculous button down between his legs…

He reached down and felt where his penis and testicles had been. Now there was nothing but a soaking wet pussy, lips swollen and on fire and oh so sensitive, so very sensitive, even the slightest brush of his fingertips sent his heart racing and his breath panting. Hands trembling, he explored his pussy, the dripping wetness, the heat, the tension building and building as he stroked his pussy lips.

“Oh. Oh. Ooooooohhhhh….” he panted as he sank a finger deep inside himself, right up to the palm, touching the inside of his pussy, feeling his woman-ness. It was absolutely undeniable now, he had a woman’s body. He would never have been able to imagine anything like this before. He’d never even wondered what it must feel like. Now he knew: it felt incredible.

The button! He had to find it. He pulled his finger out and brought it to his lips, tasting his own juices, those sweet pussy juices. He licked them off his finger, then stuck the finger into his mouth and sucked hard on it. His other hand explored his pussy until he found that hard little nub, his clit.

There.

Oh god, right there. Everything concentrated down to that one spot. Nothing else existed. Nothing in the entire universe. His button was everything, his button was the source of all joy, all good, all pleasure, and the heat, the wet, the tension suddenly released, and he yelled out animal noises, coming and coming and coming for all eternity.

When he woke up, dizzy and cold, he couldn’t figure out what had happened. He was still strapped down at the throat.. It almost felt good, having that collar on, controlling him. Then he realized - he had to get out of there! This wasn’t him! He wasn’t anything like this… whatever Sasha had turned him into. He called the shots, he was a man!

He undid the strap around his throat and felt a tiny little spike of… regret? But he squashed it down hard, getting up off the bed. He swayed, dizzy, as he stood, trying to find his balance. His new body was shorter and smaller than he had been before - not by much, but enough that it made it difficult for him to judge his balance. He searched the room quickly, but there was nothing in it. The side table had no drawers. The bed had nothing to offer, either. Not even a sheet.

There was, however, a full length mirror, and in it, a little beauty. Not his type, really - he preferred curvier girls with bigger tits. His ass was tiny and tight, his legs shapely but thin, his chest - his tits - were tiny as well. The fullness of his lips was explained - they were definitely cocksucker lips, big and puffy and full. The other surprises were his hair - which had paled to light blonde, and lengthened, to just around chin length - and his eyes, which were a wide, bright blue, with long, dark lashes.

Tom spent a long time staring at himself in the mirror, unable to completely believe what he was seeing. He spread his legs and looked at his pussy. He had to admit, it was a nice little pussy to look at. Just thinking about his pussy was enough to get his motor revved up again.

He looked at himself in the mirror. One hand playing lightly with his tiny breast, the other on his lower belly, inching closer and closer to his pubes....

God, he was so fucking hot. He licked his lips and the dirty little slut in the mirror did the same. “Fuck yeah,” he said quietly. “You want it, don’t you baby? You want to touch yourself, you dirty slut.”

He sat down on the floor right there in front of the mirror, spreading his legs to see his wet pussy. “You’re such a little whore. You want it bad, don’t you, slut?”

His clit was so hard it hurt. The slut in the mirror played with her tits and her pussy, panting hard, moaning and whimpering as she finger-fucked herself, thrashing her head side to side, eyes rolling back, groaning and grunting as she fucked herself to orgasm.

“Tami’s such a fucking slut,” the girl in the mirror panted once she’d come. “Tami’s a dirty whore.”

“You sure are,” Sasha said behind her.

Tom got up, turned around, and saw Sasha standing there naked except for one thing: a massive strap-on. She raised an eyebrow at him and smirked.

“Tami, you dirty little tramp, have you been fucking yourself?”

“What have you done to me?”

“Answer the question, slut.”

“I… I…” Tom tried to fight it, but couldn’t. “Yes, mistress.”

“You are a horny little thing, aren’t you?”

“Yes mistress.”

“I bet you want me to fuck you hard, don’t you?”

Tom’s eyes went to the massive black strap-on she was wearing. He licked his full, luscious, cocksucking lips and got to his knees. “Yes, please, mistress.”

“Pussy or mouth, slut?”

“Yes please, mistress.”

“You greedy bitch,” Sasha laughed, then moved to stick the strap-on in Tom’s - in Tami’s - mouth.

Tami moved her head back and forth on the long rubber strap-on, happy sucking her mistress’ cock. She was such a dirty slut, a real little cock-hungry tramp. She looked up at her mistress, big bright blue eyes wide with joy at sucking that cock.

Sasha pushed her off. Tami whined with disappointment, but then Sasha pushed her around to take her from behind.

“You want this, slut?”

“Yes mistress!”

The strap-on slammed into Tami’s wet pussy and she moaned with pleasure. Everything went away, just the feeling of her mistress fucking her, in and out, slapping her ass, pounding her pussy until she came and came and came. Pure joy, pure happiness, pure bliss, as her mistress fucked Tami, the good little slut.

She woke up on the bed with the straps. There was something heavy on her chest.

“Wha?” she muttered, then looked under the blanket that had been draped over her.

Massive breasts were waiting for her. 

“Oh my god.”

Tami got out of bed and went to the mirror. She had huge boobies! They were so fucking gorgeous and she was so fucking hot. Her ass was bigger, too. She wiggled it, seeing the dirty slut in the mirror wiggle her own perfect big ass back. 

“Oh fuck me, I’m so fucking hot,” Tami said, grabbing her tits. Just the sight of the dirty little slut in the mirror grabbing her own tits made Tami so wet, and hot, she nearly came right away. She turned around and tried to twerk a little. Oh fuck, she was such a yummy little fuck!

The door opened and Sasha - Mistress, Tami reminded herself - walked in, then paused to watch Tami twerk a little more.

“Good morning, Tami,” Mistress said, smiling at her.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Tami said, turning to offer her big rump to her mistress. “Wanna fuck?”

“You’re such a little slut, Tami,” Mistress laughed.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Tami said, with another wiggle of her ass.

“Your new body seems to have changed overnight,” Mistress said. “Unexpected.”

“Huh?”

“On your knees, slut, and eat my pussy,” Mistress ordered, hiking up her skirt to reveal her lovely trimmed pussy. Tami jumped to obey.

“Yes mistress thank you mistress,” Tami said, dropping to her knees in front of her Mistress, licking at her inner thighs, diving into Mistress’ pussy. She licked and licked, sucking Mistress’ clit, eager to be Mistress’ perfect little slut. When Mistress came, Tami came too.

“Thank you Mistress,” Tami whimpered, panting, her face covered with Mistress’ pussy juices.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, Tami,” Mistress said.

Mistress fucked Tami again in the shower, and again as she took Tami into a room full of pretty clothes. Tami loved her new pretty clothes. Tami loved her new body, with her big boobies and big ass and dripping wet pussy. Mistress liked it when Tami dressed in the schoolgirl uniform, so it was Tami’s favorite. The short skirt made it soooo much easier for Mistress to slip a finger into Tami’s wet pussy, and the shirt barely covered Tami’s massive titties, leaving her flat belly exposed. Mistress put makeup on Tami’s face, thick eyeliner and glossy red lipstick. Her slutface, Mistress called it. And Tami’s long blonde curls were so thick that the best hairstyle for her was big thick twin pigtails high up on her head. And best of all, Tami learned to walk in high heels, the higher the better. Tami loved being Mistress’ dirty slut.

Every night, Mistress would fuck Tami, then lock her in her room. Tami would fuck herself to sleep. She loved fucking herself. She loved being fucked by Mistress.

Finally came a day not like the other days. Mistress opened the door, but she wasn’t wearing the strap-on Tami loved to fuck and suck. Instead, she was carrying a beautiful white dress.

“Mistress?” Tami asked, spreading her legs to be fucked.

“Not today, you bad girl,” Mistress said. “You need to be good.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“We’re having a party, Tami,” Mistress said. “Put this dress on.”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”

Tami put on the dress. It wasn’t sexy like the schoolgirl outfit Mistress loved, but it was sexy. Definitely sexy. Tami felt her pussy getting wet, thinking about Mistress fucking her in the beautiful sexy white dress. Tami looked so fucking hot in the white dress. It followed Tami’s curves perfectly.

Mistress put on Tami’s makeup, not the usual slutface makeup but somehow still sexy. Fuckable, but sophisticated. Mistress did Tami’s hair, not in the usual twin pigtails, but straightened and sexy. Tami got to wear jewelry, which Mistress never let her wear, because it just got in the way of fucking. Finally, six inch heels. Tami looked at herself in the mirror. She looked like a high-priced call girl. She didn’t know how she knew that, but she felt sexy and powerful and fuckable.

The party happened in a part of Mistress’ house Tami had never seen before. People started arriving, and Tami smiled at them, not saying much. Mistress had Tami sitting on her lap, and Mistress’ friends were all so beautiful and sexy that Tami was getting turned on just looking at them. All of them wore beautiful clothes. All of them were beautiful and handsome and sexy. They said things, smart things, that Tami didn’t really understand. Sometime she would start fantasizing about Mistress fucking her in front of all these people and that got Tami hotter and wetter.

“Mistress, please fuck me,” Tami whispered in Mistress’ ear. “I need to be fucked.”

“Not right now, Tami,” Mistress replied quietly. “I’m talking to my friends, naughty girl.”

Tami whined her disappointment.

“Go get me a drink, Tami,” Mistress said, spanking Tami’s fat ass.

“Yes Mistress,” Tami said, jumping up and hurrying over to the bar.

“What can I get you, beautiful?” the bartender asked. He had a shaved head and his rolled-up sleeves showed tattooed arms. Tami thought tattoos were so hot.

“Mistress needs a drink,” Tami said, looking over her shoulder at Mistress, who was talking to some of her friends.

“Sasha? Sure, no problem,” the bartender said. He was handsome, with broad shoulders and long fingers. Tami wondered what his fingers would feel like in her pussy, then thought about his cock in her. Just the thought made her soak through her panties, and she blushed.

“How about you?” the bartender asked, setting Mistress’ drink on the bar. “What do you need?”

“I need to be fucked,” Tami said, then felt herself blush even harder.

The bartender looked surprised, then grinned. “Yeah? I think I got that in the back. You wanna come with me?”

All Tami heard was ‘you wanna come’ and she said “Yes!”

The bartender led her out of the party room and through the kitchen to another room. Tami was so horny she didn’t care what the room was for. The bartender was texting someone.

“Are we gonna fuck now?” Tami asked, looking for a good place to fuck. There was a couch, a desk, the floor...

The bartender grabbed her and kissed her hard. Tami whimpered, feeling her pussy get so hot and so wet. Then he turned her around and bent her over the sofa.

“Please fuck me?” Tami begged as he hiked up her skirt and pulled down the thong she’d been wearing.

“You dirty fucking slut,” the bartender chuckled, pulling his cock out of his pants and sliding it into her.

“Ohhhhh!” Tami moaned, feeling the bartender’s cock spreading her wide, filling her up. She couldn’t see it, not with him behind her, but it felt kind of like Mistress’ medium strap-on, the one she used most often. Long but not too long, thick but not too thick. Sometimes Mistress used the small one to punish Tami because it got her horny without getting her to come and that really sucked. Not coming was the worst thing in the world.

Tami felt him sliding in and out of her, spanking her fat ass and fucking her wet pussy. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension, the heat, the dirty little slut being fucked hard by a hot stranger.

Then there was another cock in her face. 

She didn’t wonder where it came from, or how. A part of her brain recognized one of the other servers, the cute one with the beard, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was having that cock in her mouth. Tami slurped it in, sucking it deep into her mouth, feeling it all the way at the back of her throat as she turned her head to deep-throat it. She groaned as the bartender fucked her pussy and the server fucked her mouth, her great big titties swaying back and forth under her. 

The server’s fingers soon clenched in her hair as he came, filling her mouth with thick ribbons of his come. Tami swallowed every last drop like the good little slut she was. Then the bartender came in her pussy, filling her up with his come, and Tami knew a perfect happiness unlike any she had ever known. She came then, happiness mingling with that pure bliss, one cock in her mouth and another in her pussy. Tami was only vaguely aware of the bartender and the server high-fiving over her.

She was lying there, catching her breath, when the server pulled his cock out of her mouth and the bartender pulled his cock out of her pussy. She whined in disappointment.

“Tami.”

That was Mistress’ voice. Tami opened her eyes and saw the bartender and the server hurriedly pulling up their pants.

“You really are a dirty slut,” Mistess said. The bartender and the server hurried out of the room.

Tami felt a bead of come on her chin. She wiped it away and licked it from her finger. “Yes, Mistress.”

“My dirty slut.”

“Yes Mistress, always.”

“Eat me, slut,” Mistress ordered, sitting in front of Tami. Tami fell to her knees in front of her beloved Mistress.

“Thank you Mistress,” Tami said, diving in to lick her Mistress’ pussy.

Tami felt Mistress’ hands settle on her head, fingers clenching tightly in Tami’s long blonde hair. Tami licked and sucked her Mistress’ pussy, sticking her tongue into her pussy as far as it would go, then flickering along her Mistress’ pussy lips, working up to the hard button of Mistress’ clit.

Tami grinned as Mistress spoke:

“Tami…” Mistress sighed. “You really are only good for one thing.”


Dr. Goodbody’s Gender-O-Matic

By DeeDee Cupps

“I can’t believe you’re willing to go through with this, baby,” I said, probably for the tenth time.

Dan, my boyfriend of three years, grinned. “Alli, you only turn thirty once. And you said just last week that you hadn’t been with a woman since college.”

I rolled my eyes. “I didn’t mean you should… you know, buy us a treatment, here,” I said.

‘Here’ was the waiting room of Dr. Goodbody’s Gender-O-Matic clinic. Not the actual real first clinic, that was in Cleveland, but the local franchise outlet that had opened up about six months ago. 

The waiting room was nothing to write home about. Just the usual dozen or so chairs ringing around the room, a half-dead plant in the corner of the room, a coffee table in the middle with all sorts of magazines to read. Most of the magazines were about the gender affirmation process that Dr. Goodbody had pioneered, allowing for fully customizable new bodies to be given to the patients. Of course, it had revolutionized the transgender experience. No more body dysmorphia! All thanks to a quick, painless process that turned your body into the body of your dreams!

Of course there had been the standard opposition from the usual suspects. So-called Christians who thought it was an effrontery to God, government representatives who objected to the science without understanding it, scientists who understood the science but disagreed with the morality of it, and plastic surgeons who had been put out of business. But Doctor Emil Goodbody met with them all, listened to their concerns, and then brought out case after case after case of happy, satisfied patients, ecstatic with their new bodies.

So as a thirtieth birthday gift, Dan had offered to give me something he wouldn’t have been able to without a trip to Dr. Goodbody’s. One night with a woman, something I hadn’t had in years. Don’t get me wrong, Dan’s a great lover and we’re entirely satisfied in the sex department. But as a bisexual, I just missed the touch of a woman, to be touched by someone who understood exactly how to touch me, who knew instinctively where to touch me. And since we were talking about marriage in a more-or-less serious way the last few months, I didn’t want to cheat on Dan, even if he accepted it and approved. I only wanted him. Anyone else would feel wrong.

So he’d offered to undergo the procedure and become a woman for a one-night stand with me. 

“Richardsen?” the nurse asked, looking up from her clipboard. She had the kind of face that would have inspired Renaissance artists, and the kind of body that would have been perfect in a Vegas strip club. Long blonde curls swirled down her back. I noticed Dan appreciating the view and nudged him.

“How about something like that?” I whispered.

“Yeah maybe,” he muttered back. “You like that?”

“I wouldn’t say no.”

“Daniel Richardsen?” the nurse announced. Dan raised his hand and we both got up from our chairs.

“Come with me, please,” the nurse said, turning and walking down the corridor that led away from the waiting room.

“Last chance to back out,” I offered.

“C’mon, babe,” he said, taking my hand. “Go big or go home.”

The stunning nurse led us to a large touchscreen monitor that showed the familiar Gender-O-Matic logo. With a few quick taps, she pulled up Dan’s file, then accessed the body designer, which looked a lot like the character creator screen you might find in some video games. A glowing green digital female body,  hairless, naked, floating next to a bunch of menu options. Height, weight, build, hair, eyes, skin tone,  all fully customizable. 

“Once you’re satisfied with your selections, press this button-” the nurse pointed out the greyed-out ‘Selection Complete’ button- “and I’ll bring you to your transformation booth.”

“Great, thanks,” Dan said with that boyish grin I loved so much. He stepped up and tapped on the first menu.

I watched the nurse sashay away while Dan started making selections. “Taller, shorter?”

“Mmm… Maybe a little taller than me? Not too much,” I said, turning to help him with the selections.

Taller than me, long blonde hair, hazel eyes like Dan’s, full lips, wide hips. The ‘character’ on the screen looked damn good. Then Dan tapped the ‘Breasts’ menu, which opened up a number of sub menus. Size. Shape. Position. Firmness. Designing my dream woman was surprisingly complicated.

“Go big or go home?” Dan asked, fingertip hovering over the size slider.

“Sure,” I said, biting my lower lip. Watching the character’s breasts swell and grow was definitely turning me on. “Maybe a bit bigger?”

“You got it,” Dan said, pushing the slider even more. He paused at what the slider noted was a DD-cup. “Bigger?”

I’d always been a fan of big breasts. My two girlfriends had both been DDs. I licked my lips. “Let’s see what the other sub-menus do to her first.”

Shape went from very droopy natural to obviously fake semi-spheres under the skin. We settled on somewhere closer to natural. Position wasn’t just up and down but side-to-side as well, creating a wide plain between each breast or a narrow crevice of cleavage. Firmness from maturely saggy to precociously high. “Definitely not saggy,” Dan said, sliding the selection to big but firm. Nipple selection was simple: placement and size. Bigger boobs meant bigger nipples, I found. By the end of our selections, she looked like a stunning woman in her mid-twenties with massive porn star tits.

“What do you think?” Dan asked.

“I think I’m going to fuck you into next week,” I said, my voice husky.

“I sure hope so,” Dan laughed. “We done?”

“Maybe give her some more booty, to balance out the boobies.”

Dan made the alteration. She was absolutely perfect.

“One last menu,” I said, pointing at it. 

Dan opened it with a tap. “Whoa.”

The selections weren’t physical choices, like leg length and breast size. “Sexuality? Libido? I don’t get it.”

Dan tapped the ? at the right side of the menu. A text box popped up. “Some clients find minor alterations to their sexual experiences in their new bodies heightens their enjoyment of their new bodies and eases the transition from their birth bodies.”

“Oh, I get it,” Dan said. “Like, I’m cishet, right? So if I change my body to a woman’s body, I’ll still be cishet, but cishet for a woman.”

“Oh! Well we can’t have that,” I laughed. “You will still need to be horny for me in that new body.”

“Yeah, exactly,” he said. He slid the Sexuality slider to ‘Lesbian’ and the Libido slider to ‘Extreme’. “What do you think?”

“I always found checking out guys with my girlfriends to be a turn on,” I said, sliding Lesbian to Bisexual.

“I dunno, babe,” he said, but he was smiling so the selection stayed. “But okay, it’s your birthday.”

“Be nice to have a conversation too, instead of being totally hypersexual,” I added, sliding the Libido slider back towards the middle, but it seemed to be stuck and glitchy. I tapped it a few times and it finally sorted itself out.

“Okay?” Dan asked. “All done?”

I nodded excitedly and Dan pressed the Selection Complete button. The view on the screen changed, locking out the menus. A minute later the nurse showed up. 

“If you’ll come with me?” she said, and we followed her through a set of passcard-secure doors to a small room with what looked like a fancy tanning bed inside.

“Please get undressed,” she asked Dan. “Did you bring a change of clothes?” 

“Uh,” Dan glanced at me. “No, we didn’t think of that.” 

“No problem,” the nurse said. “We have a shop with a wide variety of clothing options just next door.”

Dan handed me his clothes. I kissed him. He hugged me, then lay down naked in the transformation bed. “See you soon,” he said with a wink.

The nurse closed the bed lid on him, then went to a control panel nearby. She tapped a few instructions into the touchscreen and gave me a smile. “Don’t worry, she’s in good hands.”

She. Oh wow. It was really happening. I was giving up my boyfriend to get a girlfriend. Even if it was just for one night, the sudden realness of it felt totally weird.

The bed produced a hum and a whir and a whine that got louder over a few minutes, then stopped. The nurse checked a few things on the touchscreen, then smiled at me. “Ready to meet your new girlfriend?”

I nodded, suddenly nervous. The lid lifted, and revealed a blonde goddess.

“Wow,” she said, her voice not Dan’s. More like Dan’s sister, Nicole. “Oh wow, is that my voice?”

She sat up. “Oh man,” she said, looking at her gorgeous breasts. “These things are heavy!”

“Well, you’ve also lost significant muscle mass,” the nurse explained. “Part of the process.”

She helped Dan stand, one gorgeous woman standing next to another. I felt a familiar warmth in my lower belly, a flush of excitement giving me butterflies. I wanted Dan so bad right then.

“Babe, you’re gorgeous,” I said, moving to her side. I touched her arm and she shivered. She looked at me with big beautiful hazel eyes, Dan’s eyes, and saw a familiar grin slide into place on her new face.

“Thanks baby,” she murmured, blushing. 

“Let’s get you some clothes,” the nurse said, leading us out of the transformation room. 

Dan took my hand as she walked, barefoot and naked, next to me. “Is it normal that my heart is beating so fast?” she whispered to me. “That all I want to do is kiss every inch of you? That between my legs feels like it’s on fire? That I just want to feel your body press me down into our bed and-”

“Yes,” I said, feeling the same. “That’s what being horny feels like for me.”

“God,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Let’s get home as fast as we can.”

I just nodded. We picked out the easiest things for Dan to wear - a half-priced red t-shirt that read “Body by Goodbody” in bright yellow letters, a simple pink skirt, and a pair of flat sandals. 

“Don’t I need a bra?” she asked. 

“Probably but that’ll take a while to get you fitted properly,” I explained. “As it is I don’t know if I can wait that long to get you into bed.”

“Good plan,” Dan said, pulling the t-shirt over her head and squeezing it over her great big boobs. God I wanted her!

The nurse rang up the charges and asked, “Have you chosen a new name yet? If not that’s fine, but it would be better if I had a new name for your file.”

“Oh uh,” Dan said, glancing at me. She shrugged, which did absolutely amazing things to the contents of her shirt. “Just put Dani, I guess?”

The nurse made a note in her file and smiled at us both. “Now the effects are temporary, as you probably remember from the terms and conditions? You have 24 hours to try out your new body, decide if it’s a good fit for you, and then you can come back tomorrow and make any changes you’d like. Then the transformation is completed.”

“Okay, great,” I said.

“Yeah, thanks,” Dani said. “See you tomorrow!”

We hurried back to our car. Dani was staring at me as I started the engine.

“What?”

“I never noticed how russet your hair is,” she said, running her fingers through my brown ponytail. “Or how there are streaks of teal in your blue eyes.”

“Women can see more subtleties in colours than men,” I explained. 

“That sucks,” Dani mock-pouted, crossing her arms under those huge tits.

I leaned over and turned her chin toward me. “It’s okay babe, I’m sure there are some benefits to being a man.”

Dani looked shocked, so I leaned closer and kissed her, hard, passionately. Her fingers reached up and twined in the hair at the base of my neck. I pushed my tongue between those lovely plump lips and felt her part for me, her tongue meeting mine. Dani made a noise halfway between a whimper and a moan. Dan had never responded so openly to me before.

She pulled away from the kiss. “If you don’t fuck me soon I’m gonna come all over the car seat.”

I kissed her again, just a peck. Dani whined in disappointment.

“Let’s get back home,” I said, pulling into traffic, trying to focus.

Dani didn’t make it easy for me, exploring the sensations of her new body, hiking her knee-length skirt up her legs to expose her smooth thighs. She trailed her fingertips along the sensitive skin there, and shivered. 

I grabbed her hand. “That’s really distracting.”

“As distracting as this?” she said, twisting her hand so it was on top of mine, and my palm smacked onto her bare thigh. Before I could stop her she’d slipped my hand between her thighs. She was so hot down there it felt like getting too close to a candle flame. I pulled my hand away before I made contact with her pussy, grabbing the steering wheel to keep us from crashing.

“Dani!”

She laughed, loud and bright, not the deep chuckle I usually heard from my boyfriend. “Oh this is so much fun!”

“Okay babe, relax! Or we’re going to get into an accident,” I answered, but she was already distracted, lifting her breasts and dropping them to watch them bounce.

“After we fuck can we go shopping? I definitely need a bra,” she said, completely ignoring what I’d said. She gave a little gasp of pleasure as she ran a fingertip over her hard nipple and squirmed in her seat. “Oh my goooooood you never told me these were so sensitive!”

She bit her lower lip as she played with her tits. It was all I could do to fight my growing desire to fuck her while negotiating through traffic to get to our place. It felt like an eternity later when I pulled into the apartment parking lot. And eternity of Dani moaning and panting as she masturbated next to me in the car. I parked in our spot, got out of the car and started towards the building when I realized Dani wasn’t with me. She was still in the car, finger-fucking herself. 

“Oh fuck yes,” she said when I opened the door. “Oh fuck this feels so good baby, oh so good.”

I pulled her hands out of her pussy and pulled her out of the car. “Come on,” I said. “I think we overdid it with the libido menu.”

Dani grabbed me and pinned me to the side of the car. “I need you right now,” she said, rubbing her gorgeous body on mine. “I’ve never been this horny in my life.”

“Okay, okay!” I said, starting to protest when her head dipped to my shoulder and I felt her kissing my neck. Those full lips really knew how to work my every nerve cluster. Dan had been good, but Dani was amazing. Panting against her touch, her kisses, her enormous firm breasts pressing against mine, one knee between my legs, forcing them apart to grind into me, my knees began to buckle.

“Wait, wait, geez, at least let’s get to our place!” I pleaded.

“I need you so bad, babe,” she said into my neck, pulling my hips against hers. “I can’t control myself!”

I pushed her, putting space between our bodies. “Three minutes! Three minutes and we’ll be in the privacy of our own apartment!”

“Race ya!” she laughed, dashing away. I ran after her, chasing her into our apartment building.

I caught up to her at the elevator doors. She was out of breath and hugging her boobs. 

“Ugh running without a bra, not a good idea,” she complained.

“I could have told you that,” I laughed. “Not so fun is it?”

“Worth it, though,” Dani said, pulling me roughly into her embrace, pressing her massive breasts against mine. Her hard nipples poked at mine, a sensation I hadn’t felt since college. Such a turn-on! Her lips pressed into mine, her tongue spreading open my lips. Her hands slipped around my waist, her fingers digging into my ass cheeks, squeezing as hard as she could.

“You’re so fucking hot, Alli,” she said, kissing along my jaw and then down my throat. “How come I never saw how fucking hot you are? I mean I knew you were hot but I should have been fucking you every moment of every day.”

My insides were boiling lava, hot and wet and fire. The elevator arrived finally and we stumbled in, groping each other and laughing, a tangle of legs and arms. I kissed Dani’s throat and she moaned so loud I was sure the neighbors would hear but I didn’t care. We made out with so much passion it left me breathless and dizzy, horny for more.

We tumbled out of the elevator as clumsily as we had stumbled in. Luckily our apartment wasn’t far from the elevators. I fumbled my keys into the locks and eventually got the door open, Dani’s hands in the front of my waistband and on my breasts as she ground her pelvis into my ass behind me, kissing my neck.

Back when Dan and I started dating, it was like this. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. And at this point he’d pick me up and I’d straddle his waist, wrapping my legs around him as he carried me to the bedroom, or the couch, or the shower, or the kitchen counter… well, you get the idea. But I couldn’t lift Dani, and she couldn’t lift me, so we kept kissing and grinding and groping and eventually stumbled into the bedroom, where I gave Dani a shove and she stumbled back onto the bed, eyes wide with surprise and delight.

“Get undressed,” I said, voice low and husky, pulling my tank top over my head and shucking out of my capri jeans, my panties soaked. I don’t remember ever getting naked that fast. I climbed onto the bed where Dani was pushing off the skirt we’d bought her and tore it away even faster. 

Before she could do anything I shoved her knees apart, spreading her wide open, giving me a look at that gorgeous, dripping wet pussy. I went down like a starving woman at an all you can eat buffet, lapping up her pussy juices and tonguing at that sweet, hot cunt. Dani was moaning loudly and wordlessly, all “Ooooh” and “aaaaahhh”, while I explored every fold of her pussy lips.

Then I found her clit and went to town. She yelped in surprise as I sucked at her clit, bucking her hips in surprise. “FUUUUUUUUCK!” she screamed then words were beyond her and it was just “UH! UH! UH! UH! OH! AH!” panting with every exhalation. 

I slipped my fingers into her and she yelled “FUUUUCK YES” as I penetrated Dani’s pussy, fucking my boyfriend the way he’d fucked me so many times before. She was so gorgeous, so responsive, so utterly abandoned into the moment that I knew, from experience, that she was heading for a king-sized orgasm.

“What what what what uh oh god oof oh fuck yes yes what the FUUUUCK YES ALLI YES FUCK YES!” Dani screamed, fingers clutching at the bedcover, back arching as she came, waves of pure pleasure exploding from her pussy, expanding out from that spot that I controlled, and the knowledge that I was responsible for Dani’s first orgasm as a woman sent me right over the edge, and I grunted, panting, into Dani’s wet slick pussy. I’d been so focussed on her that I hadn’t realized how close I was to coming, and she came into my mouth just as I came into her pussy. 

I don’t know how much time passed. A couple of minutes, a few seconds, a century, nothing meant anything except the shuddering, twitching joy of the aftershocks of our orgasms. I climbed up the bed to lie next to Dani, who was panting and twitching and shivering. 

When she could finally speak, all she said was “Wow” for probably five minutes. And then, “Again?”

“Slow down, baby,” I said, still recovering from my mind-destroying orgasm. “Let me catch my breath.”

“Okay,” she said, rolling over to face me. She kissed me, I kissed her. Soon that kiss became a hand sliding up my thigh, a finger in my pussy. 

“Oh, careful, oh, oh,” I began.

“Shh…” Dani said, stopping my protests with a kiss. “Your turn.”

She slid that gorgeous sweaty body of hers down my own body, kissing my collar bone, sucking my nipples, tonguing my cleavage, down, down down down down, pausing to kiss my pelvic bone, something that always drove me crazy, then lowered herself into my spread legs, first kissing then licking my vaginal folds. I grabbed two handfuls of her long blonde curls and said “Get in there baby.”

Dani’s tongue spread my pussy lips, thrusting suddenly then flickering on the way out. She knew where my clit was and paid it plenty of attention, sucking and nuzzling me, then licking and tonguing. I looked down to see her watching me as I began to thrust against her face, grinding into her.

“You look so fucking slutty right now,” I said, rediscovering a rougher, dominant side of me I hadn’t let loose in years. “Oh you fucking slut, eat that pussy, eat me slut, eat me!”

I gasped and held my breath as my orgasm hit me hard and explosive, my hips bucking into Dani’s slutty gorgeous fuckable face. Her eyes rolled up and her eyelids fluttered as I watched her come, too.

We took a little longer to recover from that one, but Dani was fucking insatiable. She reached into my side table and pulled out my dildo. “Please?” she begged.

“I didn’t even know you knew that was there,” I said, taking the ten inch neon green dildo from her.

“I found it a long time ago,” she answered, turning to present her stunning big round booty to me. “I thought it was hot that you had it.”

“I only use it when you’re out of town,” I said, sliding it along her ass crack toward her waiting cunt. “But you’re here, now… Do you want it?” I asked, just lightly touching her swollen pussy lips with the head of the dildo.

“Oh god yes,” Dani panted, pushing back on the dildo. I pulled it just out of reach.

“Do you? You want this dildo? You want it in your pussy, bitch?”

“Yes, yes, oh god, talk dirty, I love it, yes,” Dani moaned, one hand sliding between her legs. I slapped them, just barely a tap, but she let out a yelp like I’d spanked her.

“Don’t you touch that cunt until I say so, slut,” I warned her, then without warning I slammed the dildo into her hungry, slick pussy.

“OOooooooohhhhh!” she moaned, burying her face in the pillow. 

“You like that, slut?” I asked, thrusting into her again and again. 

“Oh yes, oh yes, yes yes don’t stop yes YES YES YEEEEEEESSSSS!” 

Dani came so hard and so fast she nearly kicked me off the bed. I scrambled towards her and slapped her big round ass. She yelped in surprise and pleasure.

“Oh god,” she panted. “Oh god, oh god…”

I slid the dildo out of her and flipped her over, straddling her to grind my pussy against hers. Scissoring wasn’t easy but it felt so good when it worked right.

“Oh oh oh,” Dani moaned. Dan never made this much noise during sex. Honestly it was a little distracting, so I shoved the dildo between those thick full lips.

“Suck it, slut,” I ordered, and she started giving the dildo one of the hottest blow jobs I’d ever seen. I thrust and rub my pussy against hers, watching my girlfriend sucking dick. My heart was pounding, the muffled moaning and slurping of Dani blowing that neon green dildo the only sounds in the room. I concentrated on getting into my own groove. My orgasm built really fast and I came with bucking hips and thrusting pelvis, fucking that dirty cocksucking slut.

We were both exhausted, sweaty, utterly and completely fucked. Dani rolled over, unwilling to give up the dildo, and fell asleep with the neon green cock in her mouth. I rolled up against her, the big spoon for once, and fell asleep soon after. Best sex of my life. Best thirtieth birthday gift ever. All thanks to Dr. Goodbody’s Gender-O-Matic.


The Feminization Elixir

By DeeDee Cupps

The snap of the handcuffs around my wrists was such a turn on. I felt my dick begin to harden, the heaviness as it filled, the muscle spasms as it moved, pushing against my boxers.

“Now don’t go anywhere,” Angela, my mistress, said playfully. She was wearing a black lace bra, black lace thong, thigh-high black nylons, and six inch spike heels. Her dark hair flowed down her back. Her lips were bright, bloody red; her eyeshadow a perfect dark smoky eye, razor-sharp cat’s eye eyeliner outlining her brilliant pale blue eyes.

She was everything I’d ever wanted in a mistress. I’d known I was a sub for a long time, but I’d never really done anything about it except date a few bossy women who made me feel inferior and left me unsatisfied. When I’d turned to online dating sites specifically for the fetish scene, that’s when I knew I’d found my people.

There had been only one mistress before Angela, but she’d been more into physical domination and humiliation. I needed someone who was more… full service? When I had messaged Angela she’d taken the lead immediately. While she was out of the room – her bedroom, lit by candles, almost uncomfortably warm, her bed covered in black satin sheets – I remembered the words she’d written:

You want to be my toy?

Yes please

Be good and you will be. Are you good?

Yes

Prove it. Tonight.

My dick was as hard as a rock, almost painful, straining against my boxers, pushing, yearning to be free, by the time she sauntered back into the room, carrying two large wineglasses filled with the darkest red wine I’d ever seen. Angela paused when she saw my massive erection.

“Well, aren’t you a sight?” she said with a low chuckle. “What have you been thinking about, you naughty thing?”

“You, mistress,” I said. “Only you.”

She raised one perfect eyebrow, whether in doubt or amusement I couldn’t tell.

“Me… hmm. I bet you were thinking about all the things you’d like to do to me with that… big… hard… thing… in your underwear.”

“No mistress.”

“You’re a terrible liar, Matt.”

“I’m not lying, I swear!”

“Hmm.” She knelt on the end of the bed, walking on her knees up toward me, straddling my legs, grinding against my hard cock – I moaned and fought to keep from coming – settling on my lap.

“Don’t you come yet,” she warned. “Not until I say, understand?”

“Yes mistress,” I panted.

“You’re such a naughty thing,” she said, grinding against me again. I moaned again, almost in pain, as I fought my orgasm. “You just want to stick that big… hard… cock… in me, don’t you?”

“Oh god,” I said, my head spinning, my heart racing, desperate to come. “Please mistress, please? Please can I come?”

“Not yet you dirty girl,” she whispered in my ear, then leaned back and took a long swig of that dark, glistening red wine.

“Wha?” I started, but then she put the other glass to my lips and ordered me to drink. I chugged the wine like my life depended on it.

I’d never been a big fan of wine – I was usually a beer or three kinda guy, or maybe a couple of rum and cokes – but this wine was the best thing I’d ever tasted. Blackberries, cherries, something smoky, something earthy. More like a sweet Scotch than a wine. She poured the entire glass into my mouth and I swallowed and swallowed and swallowed. The room began to spin and sway, my eyes fluttered closed.

“Oh god,” I muttered, but something was wrong with my voice. It was way too high.

I opened my eyes and saw the most gorgeous set of tits I’d ever seen – on my own chest! “What the fuck!” I yelled, but a girl’s voice came out of my mouth. I raised my head and long, dark, waves of black hair tumbled from my shoulders to cover the large, round tits.

Angela was still sitting on my lap. She put aside the wine glasses and reached behind her to undo her bra.

“That’s better,” she said, licking her lips. “You were okay before, but now you’re more my style.”

“What are you talking about? What did you do to me?”

She threw her bra to the floor, revealing the second most stunning tits I’d ever seen. Smaller than mine, perkier. I suddenly needed to wrap my lips around her nipples, and I licked my lips.

Angela laughed. “Dirty girl, you’ll get your turn. Let get these off you, shall we?”

She moved down the bed, her head dipping low to kiss my flat belly. She slowly stuck her tongue into my belly button, and a shiver shook my entire body. Then she kept kissing down my belly, heading for the band of my boxers. She slid her fingers under the band and gave a tug, and I lifted my pelvis off the bed to let her undress me.

Only problem was, my hips and ass were too thick. Whatever she’d done to change me into this hottie, she’d given me a great big ass and hips wide enough to get stuck in the male boxers I’d been wearing. Angela pulled and pulled, and eventually we managed to get them off.

The air on my new, wet pussy was like a baptism. My eyes rolled back in their sockets as I moaned. Angela spread my knees apart with her hands, spreading my legs, spreading my pussy lips, wide open for her to admire. She slowly, oh so slowly, leaned in, kissing along my inner thighs, each kiss a blessing, sending shivers through me, electric and blissful.

I was panting hard, then, each pant a tiny “Oh… oh… oh…” from my lips as she neared my pussy. I held my breath as I felt her breathing against my wetness, hot breath and hot pussy and dizzying, delicious pain of pleasure denied. I bit my lower lip to prevent the orgasm I knew was coming, and soon. My whole body was on fire, glowing like a star, like a supernova, ready to explode.

“What a pretty little pussy you have, you naughty girl,” Angela breathed against my hot wet pussy lips, swollen and ready for her. “What should I do to it?” she asked, leaning in closer. I felt her beautiful full lips brush against my pussy lips. I whimpered as she kissed me down there.

“…please… mistress… please…”

“Please what, pretty girl?”

“May I… May I come?”

Her tongue, hot and strong and insistent, spread my pussy lips, flickering against my clit. I panted so hard and so fast I thought I might pass out. I whimpered and moaned and begged. Just as I thought I couldn’t take it any more, with a sudden movement Angela lunged up me, taking my long black hair in her strong hand and pulling hard. I gasped in pain and shock and delight. She pressed her lips against mine, and they tasted like pussy, like my own pussy, like the juices dripping from me to stain her satin sheets, and as her tongue spread my mouth open she thrust a finger into my pussy, rubbing my clit, and I couldn’t hold it for one second longer, and I came and came and came, the universe collapsing into a bright star of pleasure. My hips bucked with each spasm as I orgasmed, my legs weak and shivering, my mouth hungry for her tongue, reaching up to kiss her, to feed from her. My wrists strained against the handcuffs that kept my arms spread wide open. I needed to hold her, to be held by her, as the pleasure of my orgasm swirled around me, through me, in me and around me.

I know I blacked out then, because the next thing I remember, Angela was sitting on the side of the bed, drinking her wine, watching me over the rim.

“I have to say, I didn’t expect you to be quite so enthusiastic about the change,” she said when she realized I had come to.

“You mean, being turned into a girl?” I asked, that girl voice from my mouth strange to my ears. “Can you, y’know, turn me back?”

“Of course,” she answered, tossing back the last of her wine. “If you want.”

“Well I mean, I do have a life,” I said. “But if the sex is always this good I might want to think about it.”

“Did you enjoy that, dirty girl?”

Being called that sent a shiver through me again. “Now I understand why women are always ready to go again after sex.”

Angela laughed. “Not always. It depends on the lover.”

“So uh… please? Mistress?”

“You’ve had your turn, you greedy thing,” she said, slapping my thick thigh. “Now you’ll serve me.”

The idea excited me even more than the idea of having sex again. “Yes mistress. Thank you mistress.”

She unlocked the handcuffs and led me to a mirror. The woman in the mirror was… my dream woman. Every inch of her – of me – was absolutely ideally suited to my taste. Big round boobs, dark nipples, flat belly, wide hips and a bubble ass that would make J-Lo jealous. Dark hair and dark eyes, plump dark lips. My tan skin glistened with sex sweat. Every breath I took raised my breasts, making then seem larger. I was even more turned on, seeing myself in my dream woman’ body. An absolute ten, even without makeup or hot clothes.

Angela turned me around again, pulling my arms behind me, arching my back and thrusting out my chest even more. The handcuffs clicked behind me, trapping my wrists. Angela stepped in front of me, lifting my chin to look her in the eyes.

“What should I call you, hmm? Matt is such a male name.”

“Whatever you want, mistress.”

“How about Maddy? That’s close enough, I think.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“That’s my good, pretty, girl. You love being a pretty girl, don’t you, Maddy?”

“Yes mistress, thank you mistress.”

She turned me around and shoved me towards the bed. “Show me how grateful you are, pretty girl.”

I knelt down by the bed, and Angela sauntered toward me, spreading her legs wide, right in my face. I had to lean back to keep from being bowled over, but the bed was right behind me. She kept pushing me back, almost painfully, to finally straddle my face. The heat of her pussy was intense, the smell intoxicating.

I stuck out my tongue to taste her, but fingers in my hair pushed me away. “Did I tell you what to do?”

“No mistress.”

“You do as I command, Maddy.”

“Yes mistress. Always.”

“Good girl,” she smirked, then released my hair. “You may serve me, Maddy.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

I licked her pussy lips, tasting her juices. So deep and dark and musky, so delicious. Like a part of me that I never knew was missing until that moment.

Angela pressed harder into my face, and I had to close my eyes to keep her trim pubes from poking me. I licked and kissed and sucked her pussy, eating her out as she sat on my face. I felt my own orgasm beginning to build, that warmth, that electric hum. My knees were much more flexible in this hottie’s body; being folded basically in half would have had me in agony in my man body. My arms were pinned under me, not comfortable but not quite painful. I ate that pussy like a starving man – or a starving woman – at a buffet. I found and sucked the swollen mound of Angela’s clit, putting my full lips to good use. In short, I wanted to be Angela’s good girl more than anything I’d ever wanted in my life.

Angela grunted, her hips bucking against my face, and I tasted her orgasm, smearing her pussy juices all over my lower face. I licked and licked and licked up every drop I could find by taste alone.

“Good girl,” Angela panted. “Good girl.”

And those words, so sweet, so tender, sent me over the edge again, and I moaned my orgasm into Angela’s pussy.

Straddling my face, leaning forward, Angela lifted herself to release some of the pressure on my knees. I shifted my weight and managed to straighten out my legs. Angela shifted away from me, lying on her side on the bed.

My arms were going numb, so I rolled over onto my knees and knee-walked to the bed, leaning forward to kiss Angela’s foot.

“Thank you, mistress, thank you, thank you,” I rambled. I’d never had such an earth-shattering explosive orgasm in my life, and I was beyond grateful.

Angela reached down, still panting, and stroked my hair. “My good girl, my pretty girl,” she said, and the praise made me feel so very loved and wanted and appreciated.

I slowly pushed my way onto the bed. My legs shook and shivered as I raised myself up, and Angela pulled me up. We lay there for an eternity, sharing our warmth and our caresses. At some point she removed the handcuffs, and she stroked my hair, and made me feel safe and protected, wanted and desired and perfect. I’d heard about aftercare, but this was better than anything I’d ever imagined.

Hours? Days? Lifetimes? Later, sleepy and warm, a tangle of arms and legs, murmured words without meaning, quiet reassurance and comfort, it suddenly struck me. I had overstayed our pre-arranged time.

“I’m sorry, mistress, but I think I should go. Can you change me back, please?”

“I decide when you leave, Maddy,” she said, stroking my check. “I’m not ready to let my best sub leave right away.”

“Your… your best?”

“Yes, Maddy, my perfect girl,” she said, kissing my lips, my cheeks, my eyelids, my forehead. “My perfect, pretty, naughty girl.”

“Did I please you, mistress?”

“Better than any I’ve had in a long time, my pet,” she said, smiling. “Do you want to stay the night?”

“I want to be your toy, mistress, your pet, your perfect girl.”

Angela kissed me again. “In the morning, I’ll give you the antidote to the Feminization Elixir.”

I must have made a disappointed, pouty face, because she seemed surprised. Surprised, and happy.

“Let’s get some sleep, then,” she said.

“May I please you first, mistress?” I asked, hopeful.

“Naughty girl,” she laughed. I kissed her neck, her collarbone, down into her beautiful cleavage.

This time the sex was slower, more deliberate, less dominatrix and new sub, more two lesbians enjoying each other’s bodies. More kissing, more caressing, more care. Fingers sliding into each other, slow languid panting against each other, low moans and sudden grunts and meaningless words of pleasure, of affirmation, of delight.

At some point, Angela pulled out a strap-on dildo. I lay there, nervous, biting my lower lip as I watched her buckle it on. I’d never thought about being pegged when I’d been a man, but now, as a woman, I felt curious and eager to explore the sensations of my new body.

“It’s best if you’re on all fours,” Angela said.

“Yes mistress,” I said, flipping over and presenting my big, beautiful booty for her to do whatever she wanted to.

The dildo pressed up against my pussy lips. “Ready?” she asked.

“Please mistress,” I begged. “Fuck me hard!”

The dildo slid into me, spreading me wider than anything I’d ever felt before, thrusting deep, deep, deeper than I thought possible. I moaned loudly, tears spilling down my cheeks. “Oh yes mistress, please mistress, yes please, yes, do it, fuck me mistress!” I begged.

She began thrusting in and pulling out, digging that dildo deep inside me, as her fingers gripped my ass cheeks, pulling me onto the dildo as she thrust in, making it harder, faster. I felt my big fat boobs dangling under me, swaying in rhythm as we found the perfect tempo of thrusting and pulling, in and out, moaning and grunting and panting and whimpering, and soon I came hard, harder than before, so hard I blacked out. When I came to, Angela, still wearing the strap-on, was laying down beside me, breathing hard. Seeing the strap-on sticking straight up like a flagpole, glistening with my pussy juices, I couldn’t help myself, and I bent down and lifted my head over to it, licking it, all the way up the shaft, cleaning it, tasting my juices on my mistress’ thick dildo cock. I raised myself up to lick the head of the dildo, looking through my eyelashes at Angela’s face.

“May I, mistress?” I asked, kissing the head of the dildo.

She was so close to coming she couldn’t respond more than to nod, so I wrapped my thick, plump lips around that hard plastic cock and dove in, getting it as deep into my mouth as I could without gagging, putting on a show for my mistress, licking and sucking her dildo cock, moaning as I did. I glanced up at her as she played with her tits, pinching her nipples and watching me be the best little cocksucker she’d ever seen.

Angela’s eyes began to roll up in her head, and she moaned and moaned and I couldn’t take it any more, I pulled the dildo out of my wet mouth with an audible sucking pop, then lifted myself up and impaled myself on her cock, sliding it into my dripping wet pussy with a gasp of pleasure. I rode her and she reached up and squeezed by big titties, flickering my hard nipples with her thumb, and we came together, hips bucking and bodies shivering, panting and moaning and groaning.

My arms were shaking so hard after that I couldn’t hold myself up any more, and I lowered myself onto my mistress, kissing her, hearts pounding, panting together, sweaty and spent.

“Did I do good, mistress?”

“You were wonderful, my beautiful girl, my perfect girl.”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“I don’t know about you, but I’m exhausted. Let’s sleep. In the morning, I’ll give you the antidote.”

“Okay, mistress,” I agreed, already sleepy. I snuggled up against Angela, feeling better, more complete, more at peace than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Good girl,” she said, kissing me.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“Don’t thank me,” I heard her say as I drifted to sleep. “Thank the Feminization Elixir.”


Embrace Her Inner Bimbo

By DeeDee Cupps

I looked over my client. Being a divorce lawyer, I’d seen all kinds of women in my office. Older women, betrayed by their cheating husbands. Younger women, abandoned by their immature husbands. Even one eighty year old, fed up with her husband. “If I have to spend one more day married to him, I’m going to kill him, and I’d rather not die in prison,” she told me, dead serious.

But the woman across my desk was something else. Everything about her was… basically a walking, talking stereotype. Bleached-blonde hair. Face like a model, covered in makeup like a Youtuber. Big, obviously fake breasts, showing as much cleavage as she could legally get away with. Long painted nails. Diamonds at her throat, earrings, and fingers, and a diamond anklet, something I’d never seen before. And every stitch of clothing on her was bright, Barbie pink, right down to her six-inch stiletto-heeled open-toe pumps. Her toenail polish matched her nail polish. Just a caricature of a bimbo. 

“So you’ll like, take my case or whatever?” she asked in a sing-song, airheaded voice. 

“Well Mrs. Williams, I’m happy to take the case, but-”

“Call me Candy,” she grinned. “I hate being called Mrs. anything.”

“No problem, Candy,” I continued smoothly, scooping my long brown hair behind my ear. I needed a haircut soon. It was getting annoying to deal with in court while maintaining a professional attitude. “We just need a reason for the papers.”

Candy sighed. “Like what?”

“Well, has he been unfaithful?”

She giggled. “Are you kidding? When he can have this?” She waved her hands at her admittedly impressive body. “Why would he ever look at another woman?”

“Well, that’s an excellent point,” I admitted. “But men have been known to have extramarital affairs, even those married to some of the world’s most beautiful women.”

“No, there’s no way Malcolm would go looking for any other woman. I’d know.”

“It can be a surprise to many women,” I said.

“Look, Amanda, can I call you Amanda? Thanks,” she said as I nodded. “My husband had no reason to look outside our marriage for sex because we had sex all the time. Three, four, sometimes five times a week.”

“For how long?”

“Since about a year before we got married?”

I glanced down at my notes. “You’ve been having sex three to five times a week for four years? So he’s a sex addict?”

“Oh it’s not him. I have sex whenever I want it.” She must have seen something in my expression because, mischievous twinkle in her eye, she added, “It would have been more but he needed to have some time to sleep.”

“Was he unsatisfactory in the bedroom?”

“Oh no, he was phenomenal in bed. Eight thick inches and a great imagination.”

I felt my cheeks redden and retreated into my notes.

“Oh my god you’re so cute when you blush,” she giggled. “How long’s it been, hon?”

“What?” I blurted, astonished how quickly I had lost control of the conversation.

“Come on, you can tell me,” Candy said, scooting her chair closer to my desk and reaching across to take my hand. “You’re on my case, we have to be able to trust each other completely. How long since you were well and truly dicked down?”

“I’m not sure-”

“Okay I’ll go first. I had sex yesterday. He started from behind me, then after he came I climbed on top and rode him until I had three orgasms.”

“Uh, that’s a little-”

“TMI? Hon, I’m all about TMI. There’s really no such thing.” She paused and I struggled to regain my composure. “Wait a minute,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Are you bi? Am I getting a little vibe between us? Is that why you haven’t been dicked down lately?” She put two fingers in the shape of a V to her obviously fillered lips, then flicked her tongue between them.

I must have looked completely shocked. I’d never had a client act like that in my office, ever. Not even the stripper who was leaving her drug dealer husband I’d taken on as a pro bono case, early in my career.

Candy just laughed. Not the little girl giggle she’d used before, but a full body laugh, low and calculating. When she spoke again, her voice had completely changed. Not the brainless immature breathy voice she’d been using the entire time, but a deeper, intelligent voice, coming from a bimbo’s mouth on a bimbo’s face with a bimbo’s body. “Councillor, let’s get one thing clear. I’m not the brainless stereotype you no doubt assumed I was when I walked in. I use my looks and my body and my act to get what I want, when I want it, how I want it. I have an art history and classics dual major from an Ivy League school. It got me nowhere. But my body got my student debt paid off in two years, okay?”

I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “But… I mean, why?”

“Why? Oh hon. Because men have allowed themselves to be conditioned into wanting women who look like me. Big fuckable lips, gigantic tits, a hot ass, and no brain. I only had the hot ass when I graduated from university. Now, ten years later, do I look 32? No, right? The magic of plastic surgery got me the body every man thinks he wants. So why not give them what they want as long as I’m getting what I want?”

“And what do you want?” I asked, my mind reeling. She was a bimbo… on purpose?

“The house, the car, and twenty grand a month,” she said.

“And your reason for leaving?”

“Oh god,” she said, almost slipping back into her bimbo act. “Mal is sweet, you know? A really great husband. But he’s been bugging me for a kid, and I’m not ready for that. He’s just...  boring. I’m only 32. I don’t want a kid yet. I figure I’ve got five, maybe eight more years to get everything I need to keep me going for the rest of my life.”

“You… want to retire at forty?” 

“Yeah, absolute latest,” she said, pulling out her phone. Her thumbs flew faster than I thought possible with those long nails, pulling up apps. She held it out to me. “I’ve calculated the rising interest rates and long-term yields on investments, and I’m about sixty percent there. With Mal’s alimony I’ll be eighty percent there in five years. So it’s really just a matter of finding some sugar daddy sometime in the next three or four years, putting up with him until I hit forty, and then boom! Retire to the islands, pina coladas, handsome horny twenty year olds who want to bang a MILF…”

“Your retirement plan is… to be a golddigger?”

She laughed again and slipped into her bimbo act to say “You say golddigger like it’s a bad thing!”

“What about love?”

Candy rolled her eyes. “Look, if it happens, that’s great. But counting on it as a plan? Brings nothing but pain. Let me ask you something. What’s your retirement plan?”

“I uh… I mean, I have investments,” I said, but honestly, I had no idea about retirement. I was focussed on getting through the day, week, month, year, and hopefully making partner before I was forty. 

“So no real plan,” she said sympathetically. “You’re what, 35?”

“Thirty.”

She looked embarrassed for me. “Oh. Sorry. Listen, you have a nice little body, you go to the gym, right? Three, four times a week? And you’re probably a bit of a workaholic, most lawyers are, and female lawyers have to work twice as hard to get half the credit, am I right?”

I laughed, more than just a little bit bitter at how right she was. “Yeah.”

“I bet there’s guys in this firm who are being fast-tracked right past you to partner.”

That sudden bloom of resentful anger? Yeah, that was right there inside me, all right.

“So you’re going to keep working hard, hoping to make partner by forty? Forty five? Unless you meet a guy and you get married and have a kid and have to give up your career because god knows he won’t give up his career, no way a man would, right?” She snorted and shook her head. “So really you’ve got: work like crazy for the next ten, fifteen years so that you can work even harder for twenty or more years after that, or rely on a man to provide for you after you’ve popped out a couple of kids and given up your career. Meanwhile, I’m on a beach sipping margaritas and getting hot studs to fuck my brains out well into my fifties.”

“When you put it that way…”

“Makes sense, right?” Candy laughed, then tapped one long nail to her temple. “Not a dummy. Don’t forget.”

“Never will again,” I promised.

“You wanna get outta here? Go get a drink?”

I glanced at my laptop screen, checking the time. “It’s barely four o’clock.”

“So? Margaritas on me.”

“I’ve got too much work to finish,” I said, honestly regretful at a chance to spend more time with Candy. Her attitude was so different from other women I’d known, especially women lawyers, who tended to be part shark and part bully, all to make it in a man’s business.

She looked at me like I was crazy. “But it’s Friday.”

“Yeah, I usually work until seven or so? Then come in tomorrow for a quick six, eight hours.”

Her bright blue eyes were as wide as her mouth was gaping. “You work six days a week?” 

“Seven, when there’s a big case coming up.”

“That’s it, you have to come out with me,” Candy said, reaching across the desk and squeezing my hand. “You need a drink more than I do.”

“Honestly, I’m fine, I really appreciate it, but…”

“No buts. I’m your client, right?” she said. “You’re gonna make a bundle from my case. And I’ll recommend all my rich friends to you. One night of drinks, okay?”

“I just… I have all this paperwork to file,” I hesitated. 

Candy shrugged, moving those massive breasts most impressively. I wasn’t into women, but I understood why men would be drawn to women who looked like Candy. “So get someone else to do it for you.”

I laughed at the thought of any of the other lawyers doing my work for me. “Yeah, right.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, lesson one: men always want to rescue women. It’s like, in their DNA or something. Big Protector Man help puny weak woman.” 

“Not lawyers,” I muttered. “They all want to see me drown.”

Candy raised an eyebrow at that, determination fierce on her face. Gone was the ditzy blonde bombshell. A warrior goddess had taken her place.

“You listen to me, and you’ll make partner by the end of the year,” she said, pointing one long nailed finger at me like a sword. “If you even want to make partner. What good is working hard to earn a shot to work even harder? With my tested and proven method, you can be a millionaire by the time you hit thirty three.”

“Three years?” I laughed. 

“You just listen to me and you’ll see. First, undo the top two buttons on your shirt.”

“What?!”

“No questions, just do it. Now, who’s the weakest link in the male lawyers?”

“Um,” I stalled, thinking about it as I undid the top two buttons on my sensible blouse, showing more cleavage than I had since my undergrad year. “Jerry, I guess. Not very motivated, came from money.”

“Party boy?”

“Not really,” I said. “Just no predator instinct.”

“Oh, one of those,” Candy said, nodding. “The nice guy.”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Okay, go tell him I’m being a real bitch and insisting you come with me to meet with my witnesses or whatever legal blah blah you need, and you really need his help, and you’d really appreciate it if he could finish up your paperwork. And touch his arm.”

“That… that’s career suicide,” I said, shaking my head. “Admitting Jerry’s … superior to me? I’d lose all credibility. Might as well shoot me dead.”

“He’s not superior to you,” Candy said slyly. “You’re getting him to do the menial tasks that you’re too important to deal with. How many partners do that paperwork crap?”

“None.” 

“So why should you?”

I couldn’t believe how quickly this bleached-blonde bimbo had turned my entire world upside down. There wasn’t a single thing she said that didn’t make sense. Which is why I was at Jerry’s office five minutes later.

“Hey Jer,” I said, smiling my nice-girl-next-door smile. 

“Oh hey, Amanda,” he said, looking away from his laptop screen. He blinked his brown eyes behind his glasses. “What’s up?”

I stepped into his office, closing in towards his desk. “I have a new client in my office and she’s being a real… handful.”

“Oh yeah? Cheater or cheated?” he laughed. In our experience, the angrier and more demanding the client, the more likely infidelity was involved.

“Neither, but she wants me to meet her friends and relations to get corroborative testimony,” I lied. Lying comes so naturally to lawyers it’s amazing we believe anything any of us say.

“That’s weird,” he said. “So early in the case?”

“She really wants out, I guess.”

He shrugged and glanced back at his laptop, a tactic that implied he was too busy to talk to me. Candy had predicted it perfectly. Her words of advice came to me, and I followed them.

I took a deep breath, hands on hips, which spread open my blouse a little wider, looking away, sort of dejected, and sighed. “I don’t want to lose her, but she’s insisting I come with her right away, and I have so much paperwork to finish.”

Jerry, the nice guy, had taken the bait. With me looking away, and my shirt open, he was staring at my cleavage. I sighed a little huff of resignation, which jiggled my breasts a little, then crossed my arms beneath them, pressing them together, making them look bigger. Candy made me practice this move a dozen times to get it right.

“I just don’t know what to do,” I admitted, biting my lower lip.

“Oh hey,” Jerry almost stammered. “I could, you know, uh… Give you a hand. With the paperwork, I mean? Just shoot me an email and tell me which cases need closing and which have billables, you know, the usual.”

“Really?” I gave him my wide-eyed shocked and happy look. “Oh Jer, that’s so great of you!”

“Yeah, hey, no problem.”

I leaned across the desk and put one hand on his arm. My shirt was pretty much wide open. This plan of Candy’s had better work or I was absolutely done at this firm.

“I’ll make it up to you,” I said, looking him in the eyes. “I promise.”

“Uh…” His eyes couldn’t decide where to look - my face, promising him maybe something more than he had been led to believe possible, or my tits. He finally settled on his desk. “Yeah, no, no problem, sure.”

And ten minutes later Candy and I were leaving the office and heading for a bar she knew. After the bar, where five guys offered to buy us drinks, more than the maybe one or two I might expect, Candy arranged to meet some of her friends at a nearby restaurant where she somehow got three guys to buy our entire group dinner in exchange for three phone numbers. There were five of us, and I was the only one not wearing pink. Halfway through the night they started calling me Mandy, something I hadn’t been called since I was nine. Any other group, I would have insisted they call me Amanda. But with Candy’s girls, I felt included. 

After dinner we went to a club. I hadn’t been out dancing since I passed the bar. One of Candy’s girls, Sashay? I think? Got a tall, massive football player of a hunk to buy us shots… and that’s pretty much where things kind of black out for me.

Which explains how I woke up past noon on a Saturday, when normally I would have been up at seven, hit the gym, then gone into work. I was so hungover I wished quite simply to die. I refused to open my eyes, lying there until the world stopped hurting. When that emphatically failed to happen, I opened them just a crack.

Okay, good, I was in my own bed. I held my breath and listened. Couldn’t hear anyone else breathing, so that was also a good sign that I hadn’t done anything colossally stupid. I closed my eyes again and resumed breathing. I continued to fail to die, despite my sincere prayers to do so. An unfeeling or uncaring god must have been ignoring me.

My phone chimed a text notification. That tiny sound was enough to send icicles of pain into my brain. Why couldn’t I just die in peace? But my hand was already moving, traitor that it was, to find my phone.

	Hey Mandy! Are you up??, it read, followed by pink hearts and laughing face emojis 


It was Candy. She was in far too chipper a mood after poisoning me.

	Barely 



	Girl you said you didn’t party!!! 


“Oh god,” I whispered.

	What did I do? 



	Nothing you can’t be proud of 


And more laughing face emojis.

“What the hell does that mean?” I muttered. Then I noticed my nails.

Or at least, the fake nails on top of my own nails. They weren’t anything crazy, like Candy’s inch-long bright pink talons. Just a quarter-inch of French nails buffed to gleaming. Tasteful. Just… nothing I’d ever done before.

I closed my eyes, to minimize the pounding in my head, and slowly sat up. I pulled my knees up and rested my elbows on them, then rested my head in my hands. When everything stopped hurting, or at least became tolerable, I let my eyes open again. I immediately wished I hadn’t.

Not from the hangover. From the curtains of blonde hair to either side of my face.

“What the FUCK?!”

Shouting was a horrifically bad idea. Moving quickly, even worse. But I got out of bed, staggered to my bedroom mirror, and saw what Candy had been talking about. There was a hungover blonde in the mirror where a hungover brunette should have been.

“What the fuck,” I repeated, quietly. My lips were bright pink, a shade of lipstick I’d never bought in my entire life. I staggered back to my bed and grabbed my phone.

	What did we do last night? 

	Do you love it? It was your idea! 
	That’s not possible 

	Doll, check your phone pics 


I opened the camera app and went to the gallery. There I was with Candy and her girls. At the bar. At the restaurant. At the club. Group shots and hugging and shooters. All of us piled into an Uber. My face getting happier, and clearly drunker, as the night progressed. The time stamps showed the Uber pics were sometime around two in the morning. Then we were in a beauty salon. An all-night beauty salon? And a tattoo shop. Great. I quickly checked my entire body and found no tattoos, so there was that, at least.

Me hugging Candy. Me hugging Sashay. Me happily chatting with the stylist. Me in the stylist chair. Me getting my hair bleached blonde, cut, styled, while the nail technician gave me the acrylics, me grinning the whole time. When they were done with me, my blonde hair tumbled from my head in gentle curls and gorgeous waves. Then the ride home, hugs and kisses for all my new friends. Then a selfie taken by Candy, with my sleepy head on her shoulder. I was smiling in my sleep.

If asked under oath I would have to admit I hadn’t had that much fun in years. Maybe ever.

	ready? 
	For what? 

	We’re going shopping, remember? 
	I don’t think that’s a good idea 

	Too late I’m here already 


The doorbell rang. I grabbed my housecoat and went to answer it.

“Hey doll,” Candy said, handing me a latte as she entered, not giving me any choice in the matter. “Go shower and we’ll hit the shops.”

“Candy, I… I think maybe we went a little too far last night. This…” I scooped my blonde waves behind my ears. “This isn’t me.”

“Mandy, sweetie, you told me you’d say that, so I have to show you this,” Candy said, pulling out her phone and opening a video.

It was me, just outside the all-night beauty salon. Candy was standing right next to me. I looked straight into the camera. “Amanda!” I yelled at myself drunkenly. “Don’t you fuck this up for us! Don’t! I had more fun tonight than in the past twenty years. Or more! Better than the fucking pony party dad got me when I was nine. Better than ponies, Amanda! And you’re gonna fucking back out, now that I am gorgeous and fabulous and fucking powerful? I don’t think so. Don’t be such a chickenshit, Amanda. Now throw out all those fucking granny panties, bitch, because we are doing this! Okay peace out love you.”

“What the fuck,” I whispered. 

Candy took back her phone and smiled at the still image of me blowing myself a kiss. “Last night we let Mandy out to play. And you loved it! There’s nothing wrong with that, is there? Having fun with your friends and being a badass bitch?”

“It’s just… it’s not what…”

“You just never thought of yourself as a gorgeous blonde bimbo? You did really good in school, worked hard, dated some pimply boy from the what, the chess team?”

“Debate squad,” I said.

“Oh god, honey,” she said, moving to sit beside me on the couch. She took my hand. “They’re just the worst.”

“We ‘debated’ about everything,” I nodded. 

“And when you wouldn’t put out, he dumped you? Real asshole, huh?”

There was an incredible pressure inside me, this emotional pressure that I hadn’t even known I was holding back. All those years of hard work, all those years of sacrifice, of hiding behind books and sarcasm, of keeping my nose to the grindstone and still never, not once, getting the respect I earned. Being ‘smart for a girl’ and ‘she’d be prettier if she wore makeup’. Being treated like meat, even when I had the top grades in the class. Hit on by that professor, just like in Legally Blonde. Having to work twice as hard to earn half the respect I was due. 

And all that anger, all that frustration, all that loneliness and tension and stress came bursting out of me and I cried, cried hard. Great sobbing gasping weeping crying, beyond ugly crying and into utter destruction crying. 

Through it all, Candy just held me, patted my back, said soothing nonsense, and let me let it all out. Maybe it was ten minutes, or an hour, or a lifetime, but soon I had settled down to sniffles.

My face felt hot, my eyes swollen, my housecoat soaking. Candy handed me my latte. “Drink up. You’re dehydrated.”

The coffee had cooled and I drank half of it in a gulp.

Candy lifted my chin with her long perfectly-manicured nail. “Your whole life you’ve been underestimated for being a woman. No matter how hard you worked or how tough you withstood it.”

“Yeah.”

“And what’s all that got you? You don’t even have a cat.”

“No. Nothing.”

“All that hard work. All that playing yourself down, making yourself look serious, to be treated serious.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you even own clothes that aren’t brown, grey, or black?”

“I have a blue blouse,” I said, understanding how pathetic that sounded.

“You wild bitch,” Candy laughed. 

That got a smile out of me. 

“There’s my girl!” Candy grinned. “Okay, shower, but don’t get your hair wet, and then brunch and shopping.”

It sounded amazing. More than amazing. It sounded… perfect. Spend my Saturday working for the firm so some partner could get the credit? Why? For what?

I showered, put on a tshirt and jeans, my least conservative look, and we went out for brunch and shopping.

When I walked into the office at nine on Monday, two hours later than usual, I was a new woman. No more pants suits - pencil skirts, bright blouses, fitted jackets. Jewelry that didn’t sparkle was gone. Makeup like war paint, a war of the sexes. And blonde Veronica Lake waves. If I was going to be discriminated against for being a woman, let me at least be feminine doing it.

Jerry was the first to say anything, knocking on my office door to pop his head in. “Hey Amanda, uh… nice look.”

I gave him my best smile. “Thanks Jer. You got that paperwork done like I asked?”

“Yeah, no problem,” he said. He couldn’t stop staring at me.

“You’re the best,” I said. “Talk later?”

“Oh, sure,” he said, wandering off like a man stunned.

Over the rest of the week, I never walked into the office before nine. No more stupid early mornings! No one said a thing! And by Wednesday, Michael, one of the senior partners, asked me to have lunch with him. He was a happily married sixty year old with grandkids he doted on, so I thought I was safe with him.

We’d barely gotten past the salad course when he made his first clumsy pass at me.

“You know, a pretty girl such as yourself could go far in the firm,” he said, putting his hand over mine.

A pretty girl? I was fucking gorgeous and I knew it. But Candy had taught me how to handle this. Time for Mandy to have some fun. “Really? How?”

“Well, we can talk about that later,” he said, smiling patronizingly.

“Sure Michael, that would be great,” I said. “I’d love to learn from the best.”

“I don’t know about the best,” the smug jerk said. False modesty. What a fucking turn off. 

“Oh but all the girls think so,” I said, eyes wide. “In fact, if you weren’t a happily married man, with kids and grandkids and such a great reputation in the community, one of us would have scooped you up by now.”

That threw some ice water on his fire. “I, uh, really? How flattering.”

“Oh for sure!” I winked. “Who knows? Maybe even me.”

Having the tables turned on him turned him off real quick. “Well, that’s hardly-”

“So what’s good here, Mike?” I asked, switching gears and checking out the menu.

Of course I ordered the most expensive thing on the menu. And two twenty year old Scotches. Fuck that gross old asshole. Pretty girl? I’d show him.

Over the next three months my caseload nearly doubled as Candy brought me friend after friend. Not just divorces, either. And yet somehow my workload didn’t double, as I farmed out the paperwork and filing and all the rest of that bullshit to the other lawyers in the firm, asking favors and promising to make it up to them. What they imagined I was promising was their problem, not mine.

Amazingly, it worked. Bringing in more money in those three months than I had in three quarters prior sure got the partners’ attention. I didn’t have to pay for my lunches ever again. They were all taking me out, asking me how I’d handle their cases, asking me what my tricks were for getting more clients. Happy hour every day, never bought myself a single drink. When I wasn’t out with the partners I was out with Candy’s girls, which I soon came to think of as my girls. I didn’t quite have the knack of getting complete strangers to buy my dinners, but with Candy around it didn’t matter. And no more working on the weekends. Weekends were when Mandy came out to play!

One weekend about four or five months after meeting Candy, I was out with the girls for Sunday brunch. Crystal had just gotten her new breast implants and they looked amazing. 

“They’re still sore, but I think they’ll look amazing when everything settles,” Crystal said. 

“You went up two whole cup sizes?” I asked.

“I would have gone more but the doctors think 34G will get me what I want,” Crystal said.

“Girls, a toast,” Candy said, raising her mimosa. “To getting what we want!”

We all drank to that. The conversation changed to the weekly comparison of who had banged which hot guy. As usual, I didn’t have anything to report. I wasn’t quite there yet. But the girls didn’t judge, didn’t mock, didn’t taunt. They let me have my space and find my own pace. 

Near the end of the meal, I asked Crystal for her plastic surgeon’s number.

“You want to get something done, Mandy?” she asked, grinning.

I nodded slowly. “I think… yeah, I think I do.”

“Tired of being the smallest at the table?” Crystal said, and there was no mockery in it, just honest sympathy. I just nodded.

A month later I’d gone from a 34B to a 36D, the biggest I felt comfortable going. “I’ve never had a patient say I made them too big. You can always go bigger once your skin has a chance to stretch,” Rafael, the hunky Brazilian doctor, had said. His little accent was such a turn on. He’d also given me lip fillers, and collagen around my eyes and forehead. “Let me know if you change your mind about the buttocks. I could sculpt you into a goddess!”

I’m not going to lie, he filled my sexual fantasies for a few weeks, imagining those strong, refined hands on my body, making me into whatever he wanted, turning me into another Candy. I wondered what his penis tasted like, and sucked my own juices from my fingers. When I told Candy, she told me how to get him. I made an appointment the next day.

A week later I was on my knees in front of him, sucking his cock. It made me so fucking horny to be his dirty slut. His delicate fingers twined in my hair, pushing me down further and further, deeper and deeper into my throat. When he came, those hot spurts shot right down my throat and I swallowed every last drop. I whined seductively as he pulled out of my mouth, but he didn’t disappoint, bending me over his desk and pounding my pussy hard enough for me to come three times.

That’s how Rafael and I started dating. He was fantastically wealthy, extraordinarily gentlemanly in public, considerate and charming, and a fucking dynamo in the sack. He pounded my every hole, and I thanked him for it. I moved in after two months. He convinced me to get my ass implants a month later. I had more sex over the next year than I’d had my entire life. Was it love? Not really. But it was fucking amazing.

By the end of that year, I’d made partner. Not that I was really into being a lawyer all that much any more. I’d wander into the office around ten or eleven, make a few calls, have two hour lunches with the other partners, then head out for drinks around four - sometimes with a client, sometimes with Rafael, but always at least once a week with Candy.

And I’d gone up another cup size, to a double DD. I was still the smallest at our weekly brunches, but at least I looked like I belonged with Candy’s girls.

In a year I’d gone from mousy workaholic to gorgeous goddess, badass bitch, making serious bank, dating a rich stud, with a crew of goddesses I would ride or die for, who would ride or die for me. And all I had to do was embrace my inner bimbo.

OEBPS/image_rsrcX1.jpg
FEMINIZATION BIMBOFICATION

—





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




