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DIRTY LITTLE SECRET

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


One

I probably should have made sure to lock the door.

As it was, I figured I was safe, that I had enough time. Amy, my roommate, was heading out to the gym and was then meeting up with her boyfriend, Greg, for coffee and lunch. I should have had at least a couple of hours, which was plenty of time.

I probably should have waited, made sure she was gone, that she wasn’t going to return because she’d forgotten anything.

Yet, I was too excited, in too much of a frenzy.

It had been more than three weeks since I’d had the chance to be alone, to indulge my secret habit. With college finals both Amy and I had been busy and stressed, stuck indoors studying, fretting over coursework and essays, and neither of us had found much time for even the basics of self-care—showering, eating healthy, exercise—let alone the fun stuff.

Normally I’d have taken any opportunity no matter how small to squeeze in a little time for myself, but Amy had been home without a break for close to a month, and the only time she went out was when she had exams, which was when I needed to be out the the house too, which meant…

For almost a whole month, I’d found no time to enjoy myself. Even the nights she’d normally have gone to see her boyfriend, Rick, had been abandoned, and he’d come to visit her instead, playing the sweet, doting, caring partner, bringing her snacks and meals to take care of her, then taking her to bed to help her relax. The sounds of them fucking in the room next to mine had just made it worse.

I could almost imagine them going at it, the sounds of their breathy moans, gasps of pleasure, grunts, groans, all while I was in my room, in bed, alone, with not even the relief of being able to relax properly.

But exams were over. Amy was heading out for the first time in ages. I was going to be alone.

I was going to get a chance to be myself, for just a little bit. After weeks of having no time to myself, I was going to be able to let it all out, finally. I could feel it bubbling up, a pent-up need, a pressure inside me, like a balloon about to burst.

And that was why I hadn’t waited. That was why I hadn’t checked my door was locked. That was why I was in trouble.
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“Damien?” I heard Amy’s voice call out as the front door opened.

I froze. She’d only been gone ten minutes. Just enough time for me to start getting changed, but nowhere near enough time for me to start actually enjoying myself—the worst possible combination, and as it was the act of getting ready had only made the pressure of the pent-up need even worse.

Maybe if I didn’t say anything, maybe if I just stayed still, silent, she’d think I’d gone out. She could get what she’d come back for and leave and I could carry on. She’d never find out. I just needed to hide.

Because if Amy found out…

“Have you seen my purse? I left it behind, and now it’s been so long since I’ve gone out that I’ve forgotten where I last left it.” She said.

My hands were shaking. The moment Amy had left I’d rushed to my room, eager, excited, and I’d begun the ritual of getting ready.

I’d stripped out of my ordinary, boring boy clothes, and had slipped into the outfit I’d had picked out for weeks, my favourite, and had set a video playing in the background—flashing imagines and spirals, soft voices, bright, bold, commanding text—while I’d started doing my make-up. I’d almost finished my eyes when the front door opened and Amy had called out.

I’d only just had time to mute the speakers, and then I’d frozen, terrified I’d make another noise and alert her that I was still home. But then where else was I going to be? She knew I had no plans other than staying in and studying as I’d told her.

She’d told me I’d needed a break. I hadn’t told her I had everything planned for exactly the break I needed.

“I can’t find it and I’m going to be late.” Amy called out.

I could hear her moving about, rummaging through drawers. I couldn’t move. My heart was racing. I was holding my breath.

“Damien?”

I could hear footsteps. Footsteps coming towards the door I hadn’t locked.

I really should have made sure to lock it.

“Damien? You around? You okay?” Amy’s voice was just outside.

I should have called out, told her I was naked, but my head had gone blank in my panic. I couldn’t think. I was frozen.

I could just watch the door handle turn, and then the door opened.

“Damien? I…”

Amy stepped in, looked at me, and her eyes went wide.

“Damien?”

I forced a smile.

“Hi!” I said.
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It was the moment I’d been dreading for years. The thing I’d always feared ever since I’d developed my secret habit.

I’d been caught in girl-mode.

It had all started in my mid-teens, fuelled by curiosity and an unfiltered internet connection. At first, it had just been pictures of other people, dressed up, dressed pretty, and stories, images with alluring, hot, steamy captions. But it had quickly progressed.

I had tried to keep my desires purely in my head, just indulging in the cravings I had by looking at photos or videos, reading erotic fiction, but it had been impossible to keep the need contained. It was like a hunger, ravenous and insistent.

Soon I’d ordered myself a pair of thigh-high socks and panties, then a skirt. I’d wear them any opportunity I had, when I was alone at home, delighting in how they felt, how I looked.

After that things just progressed. Soon I had multiple outfits, make-up, wigs, even heels. I would dress up when alone and take selfies, post pictures and videos of myself to the internet, delighting in the compliments and attention I got.

In the beginning, it had all been quite innocent, but gradually I’d begun to indulge in more. Soon I was dressing up so I could watch videos, read dirty stories, enjoy the thrill of being pretty while living out wild fantasies. And that had been when I’d discovered hypno.

I knew it wasn’t real hypno. They were just fun videos, spirals and flashing images and soft voices and text meant to titillate and tease and excite, playing into the fantasy of brainwashing, but… I enjoyed them, and indulging in them while I was in girl-mode quickly became my favourite way to relax and unwind. And all too soon it became a bit of an addiction.

Which is why I’d found being trapped at home for weeks so excruciating.

Which is why I’d been in such a rush to make the most of Amy being out of the house.

Which is why I’d been caught.

Which is why I’d been caught by my room-mate, dressed in my favourite outfit—thigh-length socks, a short pleated skirt, a cropped sleeveless t-shirt, heels, with panties and a bralette on underneath—watching one of my favourite hypno videos, with make-up on, almost ready to play and enjoy myself.

I could feel my cheeks turning pink, my gut clenching in shame and embarrassment. I knew the video was still playing, and though it was muted, I knew what Amy could see, the images of hot women on their knees, sucking and licking and kissing cocks, the text overlay flashing obscene slogans meant to brainwash me.

I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me whole, but I knew it wouldn’t. So, I knew I had to explain. But… how?

I opened my mouth to speak but words didn’t come. My heart was thundering. How was I supposed to…

And then Amy smiled. She smiled, an expression I was not expected to see. She smiled and her eyes seemed almost to sparkle.
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“Well, I never expected this.” She said.

Amy was dressed in her gym wear, short, tight shorts, a loose vest, and trainers, her red curly hair up in a messy bun, with no make-up on. Yet even in such a dressed-down state I couldn’t help but admire her.

She was just so naturally pretty and beautiful. Her big green eyes were always so bright and dazzling, and her smile, her full lips, made me weak.

We’d known each other since we’d met in our first week of college, both of us on the same course, and we’d clicked right away, become fast friends. I’d always had a bit of a crush on her—who didn’t given how amazing her figure was, long, smooth, toned legs, wide hips, a juicy butt, with a trim waist and large, full breasts that even her loose vest could do little to disguise—but I’d also always known she was way out of my league.

She was smart, funny, and kind, but she was hot, so why shouldn’t she go for men who were her equal, men who were tall and broad, handsome, strong, muscular and rugged and athletic? Women like Amy didn’t go for men like me.

I was short, slim, almost petite, and though I wasn’t unattractive, I knew I wasn’t handsome—I’d been called cute by my friends and family and past girlfriends far too many times to have any notion of being handsome.

But I didn’t mind. I never begrudged her the happiness she had. Even when she had loud, vigorous sex with her boyfriend in her room next to mine.

It helped that I was happy with how I looked. I worked hard to keep my body slim, and I worked out deliberately to avoid muscle, to keep my core, legs and ass as toned as possible. I like that I was short, and cute, because it made my times in girl-mode all the more fun, and I loved the compliments I got on those rare occasions when I was feeling brave enough to post a selfie or a video on my secret social media accounts.

“I mean… I’d always known you weren’t the most masculine of men, but I never figured you were… that…” Amy was grinning. “What is this?”

Her question hung over me. What was it? I paused.

“It’s just… just fun, that’s all.” I said.

But even as I said it I began to wonder. I’d never really asked myself what it was before. Was it really just fun? I’d been doing it for so long now, it was so core to my being, that was it really just fun? Was there really nothing more to it?

Maybe…

“Just fun?” Amy said, still smiling.

I could hear the scepticism in her voice.

“Yeah… I mean… it’s just… I just… I just do it sometimes. That’s all.” I could feel the blush in my cheek deepening.

Amy just looked at me.

“But you’re so… pretty.” She said.

That word caught me off guard. The compliment stung, a hot burning that sank deep, making me squirm. I was stunned.

“I get the feeling looking at you, seeing just how impressive you look, that this is more than just a sometimes secret.” Amy said. “I mean… you look so… cute!”

“Really.” I said. “It’s just something I do sometimes. It doesn’t mean… it… it’s just fun, a thing I do to blow off steam and relax. You can’t tell anyone. No one else knows.”

Amy nodded.

“How long have you been doing it?” She asked.

I stalled, blinked. I thought over the question, calculating the answer.

“About six years.” I said. “Almost seven maybe?”

That was about right. I was in my early twenties so it was closer to seven than six since I’d dressed up for the first time, but what about the times before that when I’d thought about and obsessed over it?

Amy nodded, looking me up and down.

“And no one else knows?” She asked.

I shook my head.

“Please… you can’t tell anyone.” I said. “I’ll do anything. Just… please, you have to keep this a secret.”

Amy was quiet for a moment, and I could tell she was thinking. I knew that look in her eye. Normally I loved that look in her eye. It meant she was up to something, a wild scheme, a crazy adventure.

But, given how I was dressed, I couldn’t help but feel nervous.

“Anything?” She asked.

There was a note to her question. I nodded though. I really didn’t want anyone else finding out. What would my friends think, or my family?

“Yeah. Anything.” I said. “Just… please. Can it be our secret?”

Amy smiled.

“Sure. But… you’re going to owe me.”

I nodded, agreeing.

“What do you…”

Amy held up a hand to quiet me.

“Not now. I’ve got the gym and lunch, plus I’m going to want to think about just how you’re going to repay me for keeping this secret.” She was grinning, eyes alive with mischief.

The way she looked me up and down, eyeing me, made me shiver.

“But don’t worry, I think you’ll enjoy what I have in mind.” She said. “But for now, you can get your cute girly butt out here and help me look for my purse, otherwise I’m going to be late.”

I took a deep breath, exhaled a slow sigh, and nodded.

I stepped out of my room, strutting in my heels in the way I always did, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, and I could feel my hips and ass swaying. I felt suddenly very exposed, and I was aware of how Amy was watching me, staring at me, grinning. The hem of my skirt caressed my thighs.

“I think I saw it on the kitchen side.” I said.

Amy smirked.

“Well, you go first. I’ll follow behind to appreciate the view.” She said.

I blushed but did as she said. She was teasing me I knew. It was just like her to tease me, that friendly playfulness that bound us together, but at the same time, it felt almost as though there was more than just teasing in her voice.


Two

Amy’s purse turned out to be just where she’d left it, on the kitchen counter. She collected it and headed out, stopping at the door to say goodbye.

“Have fun, and… I’ll be looking forward to seeing you later, gorgeous.” She said as she stepped out.

I blushed at that, squirming, and my belly fluttered with nerves and excitement. Just what did she mean?

I knew I would just have to wait to find out, but still, my mind was racing with possibilities. And, in the end, after all the excitement, being discovered, having my secret uncovered by my hot roommate, I wasn’t able to settle into the fun I’d had planned after all.

Even after weeks of not being able to embrace my feminine alter-ego, I wasn’t able to enjoy the first chance I had to relax and unwind. There was too much on my mind.

I needed Amy to keep my secret. I’d do whatever it took. If that meant doing all her chores, being her domestic slave, even paying her, I’d do it. Yet, there had been something in her voice when she’d said she thought I’d enjoy what she had in mind, there had been a sparkle in her eyes.

What was she planning?

I had hours to wait though. So I tried to relax and enjoy the time alone. I sat down and tried to watch the video I’d been planning on enjoying, an hour-long ‘brainwashing’ video on a theme I always enjoyed—cum addictions and oral fixations—but in the end, I was just too distracted.

So, I got up and shut the video off, took my make-up off, got dressed back into boy-mode, and set about cleaning the flat. Maybe if I got everything looking neat and tidy Amy would take pity on me and be nice?

I didn’t expect her to be horrible, since I knew she was a good person, sweet and kind, with a good heart, but there was still that fear and uncertainty. She had power over me now, and I wasn’t sure how she was going to use it.

In the end though I didn’t have to wait long to find out.
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In the end, Amy was only gone for a few hours. I’d expected her to stay out for most of the day—it had been weeks since she’d been on a date with her boyfriend, just like it had been weeks since I’d got to engage in my secret hobby, and I’d assumed she’d be eager to spend as much time with him as possible.

I was clearly wrong. She arrived home while I was still in the middle of cleaning.

I was dressed again in my boy-clothes, clothes she’d seen me wear numerous times before, and I’d wiped off my make-up.

For all intents and purposes it was like earlier had never happened. Maybe we could just forget about it all. Maybe I could repay her by just doing more cleaning or something simple, and she’d keep my secret, and we could forget anything happened.

Yet, as I heard the door open, I jumped. I feared it wasn’t going to be that easy.

“Home!” Amy called out.

I took a deep breath and stiffened my resolve. I fixed my smile.

As I heard footsteps coming towards me I turned to face the door. The large open-plan kitchen and living room were spotless and tidy. I figure that would impress Amy. That would…

Amy stepped into the room, glanced around, almost not noticing how tidy it was, and she looked at me. Was focused on me. She looked almost.. disappointed?

“You got changed?” Amy said.

I nodded.

“Yeah, after you left it felt… odd. So I got changed and decided to clean to avoid thinking about things.”

Amy stared at me. I had been expecting a look of delight, appreciation at all the hard work I’d put in. Instead, she just looked upset.

“I was hoping… I mean… you looked so cute! I had to leave so quickly that I barely got a chance to appreciate how you looked.”

I blushed at that. No one except strangers on the internet had ever seen me in girl-mode. They’d all been sweet and complimentary, but they didn’t know me. They didn’t see all of me, in person, as Amy had. To hear Amy call me cute felt different. It felt hotter, more embarrassing, and… good.

“Sorry.” I said, not quite sure why I was apologising. “I just… I figured I could clean, to… to pay you back for keeping my secret. I just… I wanted to show you how grateful I am that you’re not telling anyone. I won’t do it again. I’ll make sure I never do it in the apartment so you never have to see me like that again or…”

“I didn’t agree to that.” Amy said, sharply, interrupting me.

I stalled, stared at her. I had thought I had done something nice, something sensible, but she looked almost… annoyed?

“I… I’m not sure… what… you didn’t say anything, so I just assumed…”

“See… that was your mistake. You assumed.” Amy said. “You assumed I was appalled by you dressing up. That I thought you were weird and that I’d be freaked out. You assumed I’d want you to promise never to do it around me again, so I never had to see you all dressed up. Didn’t you?”

The question hung over me. She was right. I nodded.

“Yeah.” I said.

“Well, you’re wrong. Very wrong. I don’t want paying back with tidying, and you don’t need to worry about hiding it from me.” Amy was smiling as she spoke.

“Then… what do you want.”

Amy’s smile widened.

“I want you to try something for me. Please?”

Her voice was soft but with a note of force in it. I could tell that it was not really a request.

“What is it?” I asked.

And then Amy told me exactly what she wanted me to do in order for her to keep my dirty little secret.
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I wanted to refuse, to resist, but the alternative was worse. Much worse.

Amy wasn’t asking for a lot, and if it meant my secret staying a secret then it seemed a small price to pay. If doing what she wanted meant my family, friends, classmates, potential employers not finding out about my secret hobby, then it was worth it. Even if it seemed like a step too far.

And… why was she asking for it anyway? That niggling question in the back of my mind kept me alert. Was it all part of some elaborate prank or trick? But then something so mean-spirited didn’t seem like Amy at all.

Yet, despite feeling so alert to her request, there was something alluring and exciting about what she’d asked me to do. I’d never gone that far before.

In all the years since I’d started embracing my feminine side, wearing girl clothes, dressing up, teasing myself with the idea of ‘brainwashing’ and being transformed, I’d never actually shaved my legs. It seemed like a final step that would be committing myself to something I knew I shouldn’t be committing myself to.

It helped that I’d never been particularly hairy, and my natural hair was so light and fine that it was practically invisible anyway. When I dressed up I could just ignore it, and it never really showed in photos or videos. Plus, if I really wanted to pretend it wasn’t there I had some thick, sheer pantihose that did the job.

Amy though had been adamant.

“I saw your legs in that skirt.” She’d said. “And as cute as you looked, the hair just… it doesn’t go, so you need to shave.”

I’d paled. She’d insisted. I was to shave everywhere from my nose down. She’d even bought everything I’d need from the store on her way home.

So, with her request made, she’d sent me off to the bathroom to get ready, and to get changed.

“I want to see you wearing what you were wearing earlier, all made up like you would do if it was just you. I want to see how good you are, how pretty you look. But you need to be smooth. And I’ll be checking.”

I wanted to refuse, but I couldn’t. So, I’d taken the bag and had headed off to the bathroom to get ready as she demanded.
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In the end, it had been easier than I’d ever expected.

Sure, it took me a while, but the combination of products Amy had given me—hair removal cream for the bulk of my body, with a pink razor and delicate shaving foam for my sensitive areas—meant it was all relatively painless and swift.

After letting the cream sit and then washing it off in the shower, all I’d needed to do was shave in places the cream couldn’t go—around my cock and balls, and along my butt-crack. After that, it was just a case of washing myself clean with the scented, moisturising shower gel she’d given me.

I hadn’t known what to expect, but even still I was shocked and surprised by how different I felt once all my body hair was gone. Rubbing my soapy hands over my legs, butt, belly, arms, chest, felt sensual, my body felt so much more sensitive to touch. Even my smooth armpits felt kind of nice to wash.

My body throbbed as I washed myself clean, my head spinning, heart racing. I struggled to ignore my erection, my cock hard.

It had been weeks since I’d had the chance to properly play, so I’d spent the last week avoiding temptation in the run-up to Amy being out of the apartment for the first time in ages, so I could really enjoy myself.

Yet, I’d never got the chance. She’d found me, discovered my secret, and after that, I’d been too nervous and anxious to do anything but get changed back into boy-mode and clean in an attempt to distract myself and in the hope of paying Amy back.

Now though… now I felt so soft and smooth and sensitive. Worse, my body looked dramatically different. As I showered off the lather of soap, I couldn’t help but remark at how feminine I looked.

I’d never been hairy, so had thought I hadn’t needed to shave. Now though, I could see just what a massive difference being properly smooth made. I couldn’t wait to see how I looked all dressed up, couldn’t wait to feel how my outfit would tease over my skin. Yet I was still nervous. I was nervous because for the first time in my life I’d be dressing up for someone, someone real, someone who knew me.

I’d be dressing up for Amy. I didn’t have a choice though.

So, resigned, and a little eager, I stepped out of the shower and dried off, then headed through to my room to get dressed.
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Dressing up was quicker than making myself smooth. It helped that I was practised at it now. I was good at it now.

I picked out the same outfit I’d worn earlier, the one Amy had told me to wear. White thigh-high socks, black panties and matching bralette, a short pleated skirt—red and white and black plaid—with a short cropped sleeveless black t-shirt. The final touch was my heels, cute black high heels that made my legs look long and full and that made my ass pop.

After getting dressed I took a moment to do my make-up for the second time that day. I went for the same look I’d had when Amy had seen me—heavy black eyeliner and mascara, dusky pink and black eye shadow. I added shadow and highlights to my cheeks, to make my already refined features look even more feminine and cute, and added lipstick, deep pink to match my eyes.

With my make-up on I turned my attention to my hair.

When I’d started my secret hobby, I’d bought wigs, since my hair had been short. I’d enjoyed them, the ease of changing my hair colour and style on a whim, but gradually I’d begun to crave longer hair of my own, so I’d grown my hair out. Now it was grown down to my shoulders, messy, and it was long enough that I could do various styles with it.

I chose something simple and quick, loose waves framing my face. I always looked pretty I thought with hair framing my face. It made my blue eyes pop against the chestnut blonde of my hair.

Finally finished I checked myself in the mirror. I smiled, blushed. I looked hot.

I’d worn my outfit several times for photos and videos that I’d posted online and wore it often when wanting to enjoy ‘brainwashing’ videos alone, and I always loved how I looked in it, how it made me feel.

My legs were long, full, and the skirt made my hips and ass look full and girly. The cropped t-shirt showed off my slim waist, my svelte body, and the subtle padding in my bralette made it look almost like I had barely there tits. With my make-up on, my hair done, I looked transformed, had become my girly alter-ego.

Yet, as much as I was accustomed to seeing myself looking feminine and all dressed up, it felt new and improved. With my body hair gone the visible flesh of my thighs looked so soft and delicate that I couldn’t help but squirm, belly fluttering.

I hadn’t ever thought about it. Or rather, I had, but I’d never been willing to take that step, always fearing it would be one step too far, but now, looking at myself, relishing the way my body felt, I knew I’d been wrong.

“I should have shaved years ago.” I said.

My blush deepened. Amy had been right. I looked and felt so much more feminine, cuter and prettier.

Part of me was excited to show her, to see her reaction, but another part was terrified. I’d never dressed up for someone else before, had never shown myself off to someone in person before, and now I was about to step out and let her see me. I took a deep breath, exhaled slowly.

Even exhaling felt strangely sensual, the way my cropped t-shirt teased over my smooth torso, the hem of my skirt brushing my smooth thighs, my panties hugging my smooth ass. I had a feeling though that shaving was only just the start of what Amy had in mind for repayment for her keeping my secret.

And I was right.
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I stepped out of my room and headed through to the living room where Amy was waiting for me. My heels clicked, my hips rolled and my ass swayed. With my smooth thighs even that small act felt so much more exhilarating, more feminine and sensual, more arousing.

“Oh wow!” Amy said. “You look amazing. Even better than I remembered.”

Her exclamation, her look of shock and delight, thrilled me. I blushed, shy and timid, though I could not deny the pleasure that I was feeling from showing off, seeing and hearing her reaction.

“Turn around. Let me get a good look at all of you.” She said.

I did as I was told. I turned on the spot, slowly, letting Amy take in all of me, dressed up, smooth. I did my best to move with a sensual, feminine grace.

When I turned back to face her I knew from her face that I’d done a good job. She was staring at my legs and ass, grinning.

“You look so much better with your legs shaved too. And doesn’t it feel better?”

I nodded, admitting the truth. It really did feel better.

“I still can’t get over how hot you look.” Amy said.

My blush deepened, but I couldn’t resist the urge to pose for her, wiggling. My head was spinning.

“I just… I always knew you were softer than other men, and I always liked that about you, but this… I’m just… it’s such a fun little secret. You should have told me sooner.”

I didn’t know what to say.

“What should I call you?” Amy asked. “When you’re like this I mean. When you’re a girl?”

My heart skipped. The way she said it, so matter-of-factly, so simple. Not ‘when I was dressed like a girl’, but rather ‘when I was a girl’. My smile grew wider.

“I always like the name Daphne.” I said.

It was the name I’d used for all my secret social media accounts for years. It was how I thought of myself when I was in girl-mode. Sometimes I was Damien, but when I was pretty, I was Daphne.

Amy nodded.

“Daphne… I like it. It’s cute, and pretty, like you.”

I giggled. I giggled.

I’d always got on well with Amy, but despite always thinking she was hot, I’d never felt like I did around her in that moment. It was like there was a spark, a chemistry.

“So, Daphne, are you still willing to do anything so I keep your secret?”

The way she said that sent a thrill up my spine. I had meant it, but there was a tone to the way she said anything. Still, I nodded.

“Yes…” I whispered.

Amy smiled.

“Good.” She said. “Because I have a lot more planned for you.”


Three

“Like what?” I asked.

My voice was softer than usual, almost shaking, nervous and shy. Dressed as I was I felt smaller, weaker, more vulnerable, and knowing that Amy held my secret in her hand made me feel exposed, very aware of the power she held over me.

Yet… I liked it. There was a fizzing in my belly, excitement and joy and giddiness.

“You know, I’ve always been curious about girls, but I’ve never had a chance to experiment. I guess I’ve always been a bit shy. But seeing you like that, it gives me an idea.” Amy said.

She was smirking, but there was a pinkness to her cheeks, and she shifted in her chair. I couldn’t help but stare at her, mesmerised by how hot she was.

She had changed after heading out to the gym. When she’d left the apartment she’d been in her gym gear, and though it was sexy—tight and short and revealing, hugging her body and her curves—what she was wearing now was sexier.

She was dressed simply enough, a tight fitting short black dress, but it was low cut in the front and the back, sleeveless, with thin straps over the shoulders, and short. It showed off her curves, her long, stocking-clad legs, her full cleavage, her smooth, soft skin.

She’d obviously worn something nice for her date with Greg, her boyfriend, and she’d just kept it on. I was still able to appreciate it though, half imagining that she’d worn it just for me, that she… that she was interested in me.

“You’re a girl now. Or at least, as you are now, you’re a girl. Aren’t you, Daphne?”

Her words hung over me. She shifted again, and she uncrossed and recrossed her legs, slowly. I felt my cheeks flare scarlet as I caught sight of her panties. Her red panties.

Against the black of her dress and her stockings, her pale skin, her panties were stark and glaringly obvious.

Yet, even as exciting as I found the sight of her panties, it was her words that struck me hardest, her tone. I was a girl in that moment.

I was dressed up, made-up, and I was now smooth and soft and sensitive like her. I was Daphne. And… was Amy flirting with me?

I nodded though, not quite sure what else to do. Amy smiled.

“And since I know a secret about you, I know you’d keep any secrets you discovered about me, right?”

I nodded again, squirming.

“So if I told you I found girls hot, that I was into boys and girls, then you’d keep it a secret, right?”

My cheeks were burning, the blush spreading down my neck and chest. I could feel my cock getting hard in my panties. Why was Amy telling me this?

I nodded though, not sure what else to do.

“And if I told you I’d always had a tiny bit of a crush on you, specifically because you were softer than most guys, prettier, more feminine, then you’d have to keep that secret too, right?”

I nodded, head spinning.

“And if I told you that I found you even hotter as Daphne, that I thought you were cute and adorable and pretty, you’d not tell anyone, would you? Because I know your secret, so I know you’ll keep mine.”

I could barely think. My heart was racing. Was Amy trying to torture me?

“I… yes. I won’t tell anyone. But…”

“Ah, let me finish.” Amy said, raising a finger to silence me.

I fell quiet.

“Good girl.” She said, grinning.

The words hit me like a slap. A good slap.

“Now, where was I… ah, right. You’d keep my secrets. So… if I were to want to experiment with a pretty girl I found attractive, see how it feels, then you’d be a good choice, right? Because you’d keep my secret, wouldn’t you?”

Amy smiled at me, letting the words hang in the air between us. I blinked, stunned.

“You… you want…”

“I want to know if you’d keep my secret, in exchange for me keeping yours.” Amy asked.

I nodded, smiling, flush and hot. She wanted to experiment with another girl, with me, with me as a girl? There were so many feelings and emotions that I struggled to make sense of them all.

“Good girl.” She said. “Now, follow me.”

Amy rose to her feet and offered me her hand. I took it and she led me through to her bedroom.
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“Stand there and watch.” Amy said.

I did as she said, stood in the middle of her room, and Amy moved to sit on her bed, on the edge, sat up. Slowly, teasing, she spread her legs, flashing me her stocking-clad thighs, the smooth flesh, her red panties.

She let her hands fall to the hem, lifted it up, wiggling her hips and ass. I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

“Ready to show me how it feels to experiment with a girl?” Amy said.

My body was hot, throbbing, but I nodded. I’d have been a fool to say no. Not only did I want it—the thought of getting to be intimate with Amy breaking my brain—but she knew my secret, so I knew I had to keep her happy.

“I… what should I…”

“Get on your knees and crawl to me.” Amy said.

I smiled, blushing, did as she said. I fell to my knees and began to crawl. I did my best to keep my ass high, look as feminine and girly as possible, wiggling my hips and butt.

“So cute.” Amy said. “Now, come kneel between my thighs.”

I followed her instructions. When I was knelt between her spread legs I looked up at her. She was grinning, eyes sparkling with mischief and… was she nervous too?

“Take my panties off.” She said.

My blush deepened. I couldn’t believe what was happening.

I looked down at Amy’s legs, her thighs, her panties, and reached out to grip them, letting my hands caress over smooth, soft skin.

She whimpered as I stroked her legs, began to pull her panties slowly down. Amy shifted her hips and weight to aid me. Her panties slipped lower.

I stared at her legs, her thighs, her crotch. As close as I was to her I could smell her arousal, her musk.

Her panties slipped down, and then she was exposed to me, the neatly trimmed thatch of her hair, her pussy, lips glistening and wet, slightly parted.

I pulled her panties down lower, tugging them over her thighs, down her calves, then over her feet. Amy was watching me closely, grinning.

I looked up at her, not quite sure what to do next. I was hot, throbbing, my cock aching in my panties. It had been almost a week since I’d last cum. Was she going to…

“Now be a good girl and make me cum.” Amy said.

There was a slight waver to her voice, nerves, excitement, but there was no denying the force of it, the command. I felt a sudden urge to obey. Not only did she know my secret, not only did I want to, but something about her made me feel weak and submissive and compliant.

“I… how…” I whispered.

“Fingers and tongue. That’s how girls make each other cum, right?” She asked.

I blushed at that. I was a girl in that moment. I was Daphne, not Damien, so it made sense, and the thought of tasting my friend’s pussy, my roommate's cunt, was undeniably hot.

So, trembling, I shifted forward, and I lowered my face down.
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The scent was strong, heady, intoxicating. I took a deep breath, giddy. Amy’s cunt was wet and glistening, folds puffy and parted. I took a moment to marvel at the sight of it, bask in the thrill of my situation.

My roommate was treating me like a girl to have her first lesbian experience. She wanted me to use my tongue, fingers, to make her cum. And from the sight and smell of her, it was clear that she was very turned by the idea of it all.

I blushed, hot, throbbing, and shifted closer.

Amy’s hand stroked over my head, fingers entwining in my hair, and then she gripped, hard, and pressed my head down. She pressed my head down into the wet fold of her cunt.

I began to lick. She tasted rich and sweet and her juices quickly soaked my face, wetting my lips and tongue.

“Fuck… yes…“

Amy rutted her hips, grinding back onto my face. I let her fuck my tongue, licking deeper into her folds, head spinning, cock throbbing. I worked my hands up over her thighs, caressing the smooth skin of her legs, fingertips tracing over the slickness of her pussy.

I worked my tongue up, the tip teasing, until I found the swollen nub of her clit, and began to circle. From Amy’s reactions, her voice, her moans, the way she worked her hips, fucking her pussy down onto my face, I knew she was enjoying what I was doing.

I licked steadily, circling, and then began to press my fingers at Amy’s sopping hole. Her pussy opened, and I pressed my fingers, two of them, into her cunt.

Her moans were music, delight and lust and pleasure. I licked harder, faster, and began to tease my fingers in and out. My head spun with the joy and the thrill of my situation.

I’d only ever dressed up as a girl alone, had only ever let people online see me. I’d hidden Daphne from the world, despite her need and want to be seen and lusted after.

Yet now… now I was on my knees, between my friend’s legs as a girl, as Daphne, eating her pussy, fucking her with my tongue and fingers, trying to make her cum just as a girl would, so she could have her first experience with another woman.

I felt my cock throb in my panties, so turned on I could barely breathe, heart skipping. A joy was swelling in me, bright and hot and overwhelming.

I’d been with girls before, women, had gone down on all my girlfriends, had always enjoyed it, but this time… this time it was different. It was better, hotter, and I couldn’t get enough.

Amy fucked down onto my fingers, riding my face as I licked. Her breathing was ragged. I could feel her pussy clamping down on my fingers, her wetness increasing.

I worked harder to pleasure her, please her. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to prove to her that I could be a good girl.

From the way Amy squirmed, shifting, riding my tongue and fingers, the way her pussy clamped down, I knew she was close. She was close, and I wanted to push her over the edge.

I felt alive, hot, cock throbbing in my panties. It had been so long since I’d cum, I’d been saving it for play today, but in the end I hadn’t been able to. I was glad for that now, because this, being Amy’s good girl, making her cum, was better. I was alive with addictive, bright, joyful pleasure. I was going to make my roommate cum with my tongue and fingers.

I was going to make her cum as Daphne. And then I realised. I was having my first sexual encounter as Daphne, as a girl, and it was with my beautiful friend. She wanted me to make her cum as payment for keeping my secret.

It was all so hot and perfect.

Amy ground down, hard, gripping my hair tight, pressing my face into her pussy. Her walls squeezed on my fingers, and wetness flooded out.

“FUCK!” She moaned.

And then I knew. She was cumming. She was cumming from me fucking her with my fingers and tongue. I had made her cum, as a girl. I had given Amy her first sexual encounter with another woman, while also getting my first sexual encounter as Daphne.

It was so hot, so perfect, so right. My body throbbed, aching, and as Amy came, hard, soaking my face, I felt it rising in me. Pleasure, delight, my cock hard, throbbing, aching in my panties. I squirmed, shifting, chasing the pleasure inside me, fucking my friend harder with my tongue and fingers to gift her every drop of pleasure I could.

And then I felt it.

It swelled inside me, pleasure, joy, and… I was cumming. I was cumming with no more stimulation than my panties caressing my hard cock. Being smooth, pretty, being Daphne as I made Amy cum, was enough.

I was cumming as my roommate came, and I filled my panties with my spunk.

“Fuck… so good… but too much…”

Amy pulled on my hair, pulled my face away from her swollen, wet, glistening cunt. I slipped my fingers out. She was breathing hard, pink face. She looked down at me, grinning.

“That was good.” She said. “I think I’m going to want to experiment more with girls. Or, more specifically, with the girl in front of me. That is if you want me to keep your secret.”

I blushed, nodded. I could still feel the deep core of pleasure from having cum from just making Amy cum. My head was fuzzy and light.

“I thought you’d agree. But… just to make sure, I have another gift for you.”

I stared up at her, blinking.

“Or rather, several gifts.” She said.

And the note in her voice sent a thrill of fear down my spine.


Four

Amy’s gifts shocked me, but I knew I didn’t have much of a choice. She knew my secret.

Plus, a part of me was curious. Hadn’t it been fun after all to do as she wanted?

Being shaved smooth did feel better, and I looked cuter. I’d made her cum, on my knees, by licking her pussy and fucking her with my fingers, had even cum myself from the thrill of it.

Yet, maybe this was a step too far?

In the end, though, I’d submitted. I wanted to submit.

The first gift was simple, and terrifying. A cage. A small, silver metal cock cage, with a very sturdy-looking padlock.

“I’ll fit this, and I’ll keep the key. If you need to get out you can ask, but I want to know you’re behaving yourself.”

Her smile made it clear what she meant by behaving.

The cage was small, tight, confining, and as she fitted it I shivered, the snap of the padlock as it closed was intimidating and thrilling. I was locked away. My cock was locked away, and Amy held the key.

Why did that thought excite me?

“Now, second part…”

The second part was the worst. Mostly because it was such an unknown, but also because it excited me the most.

“I saw that video you were watching when I discovered your secret. This is a bit like that, only… better. For one, it’ll actually work.”

Amy gave me a list of files I was to listen to. Six in total, one after the other, listening to all six each night as I slept.

“They’ll help.” Amy said.

And that was all. I asked her about the contents, but all she would add was that I’d have to trust her.

I paused at that. I did trust her, but… there could be anything on the files. Yet, the thought of my roommate brainwashing me excited me too.

In the end, I agreed to her terms. I submitted.

So that night I went to bed caged, and set the files to play.
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The next day was more normal, but definitely not ordinary.

I got up early and paused to check myself over mentally. I’d listened to the files while I’d slept, had set them playing as I’d been falling asleep, and though I could remember the soft lulling voices, the soothing static, the droning whispers, I could remember nothing of the specific contents.

What had they said? What had they done to me?

I felt the same, and couldn’t notice any change in me, so maybe they hadn’t worked, or the effect was only minor or needed longer to progress or kick in? Still, I decided not to fret too much about it. I knew Amy wouldn’t do anything to hurt me or harm me, and also knew hypnosis couldn’t make someone do something they didn’t want to do—I blushed at that, realising there were probably lots of things I wanted to do that I maybe shouldn’t.

With that thought rattling around my head, I got up, feeling almost excited about any changes that might come, but also nervous.

I showered first, then dressed, pausing as I decided what to wear. It was only once I’d got dressed that I realised.

I’d defaulted to girl-mode without even thinking. I’d put on a dress, pantyhose, panties, a bralette, and heels without even thinking. I’d even put on make-up and done my hair.

Why?

I stared at myself in the mirror, at Daphne, and smiled. I supposed it didn’t matter too much. I wasn’t planning on going out and Amy knew my secret now, so maybe it was just me feeling more comfortable. After what had happened yesterday her seeing me in another cute outfit seemed like a small step.

So I just smiled and set about my day.
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“You look amazing!” Amy said, beaming as I stepped into the kitchen.

“I’m so glad you stayed as Daphne. I think you should just stay like that all the time from now on.”

I paled at that, opened my mouth to object, but the words caught in my throat for a moment, as though I were reluctant.

“Only when it’s just you and me around the apartment of course!” Amy added. “Though if you want to dress up pretty and go shopping with me sometime, or even go out for a drink and dancing, on a girl-date, I’d not object.”

I blushed at that. Amy, noticing my reaction, smiled, relishing making me squirm. I knew then that she was going to enjoy tormenting me, and the way my cock throbbed in my cage, a dull ache, trying and failing to harden, told me I was going to enjoy it too.

And I did enjoy it. I did my usual chores and settled down to start looking through course notes and summer work, not quite sure what I was going to do now exams were over, but I was never able to fully settle.

Amy was always there. She was watching me, noticing me, staring at me in a way she never had before, and I was aware of her in a way I never had been before. I could almost still taste her pussy on my lips.

Would she let me do that again? Would she make me lick her, fuck her with my fingers again?

I ached for it, longed for it. I wondered if she might take my cage off, or if I’d be forced to wear it for weeks, perhaps even months.

I thrill ran along my spine just imagining the agony of it.

Yet at the same time, I quickly settled into being Daphne around Amy. It was almost easier than being Damien, and I enjoyed spending more time in girl-mode than I ever had before, the act of just being a normal girl hanging around her apartment.

Normally the intervals between getting to be Daphne were so long that I’d almost feel frenzied when I finally got to be her, when I got to dress up in girl-mode.

Today though was different. I’d been Daphne yesterday, so today I was calmer, and it felt more natural. The fact that I was out and around Amy too changed things, and I got to spend the whole day just relaxing and working and getting on with being me, all while being feminine and pretty and soft.

It was… nice.

I felt cute, smooth and soft, hairless. At times the cage was a little distracting, but also comforting, keeping me under control, reminding me of the new dynamic that existed between me and Amy. She held the key to my cage, a symbol of the power she had over me.

By the time I headed to bed, I felt almost more Daphne than Damien.
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I listened to the same files that night, and the next morning I woke up feeling… exactly the same.

Maybe they really were having no effect?

It wasn’t my place to worry about though. Instead, I got up and showered and dressed—choosing a pair of short booty shorts and a vest with a baggy sweater, knee-high socks and cute sneakers. The finishing touch was make-up and hair

I grabbed breakfast and coffee with Amy, then headed out to do my week's grocery shopping. It was only as I was paying that it clicked why people had been treating me differently.

The entire time people had been noticing me more than normal, staring, men looking me up and down. I’d tried not to worry about it, thinking maybe I was imagining it, but as I was paying I caught my reflection in the window at the front of the store.

I was out as Daphne. I’d left the house as Daphne without even thinking.

Yesterday had been so easy and free, so liberating, that I’d slipped into girl-mode on rising without even thinking about it. I’d come out as a girl, as a woman, and… no one had noticed.

I blushed as realisation dawned, then paid and rushed home, wondering just what was happening to me. I was getting too comfortable as a girl. I needed to get home and change back into boy clothes, be Damien for a bit, otherwise…

And then as I was hurrying home I passed a store window and I froze. I looked up at the display and broke into a wide smile.

“Maybe I could just pick that up first.” I said. “I mean… I think Amy would like it.”

I took a deep breath and headed into the store. I was nervous, but I was forcing myself to be brave. Daphne was definitely braver than Damien.
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I got home flustered and giddy, excited by my trip, giddy at what I had bought. I couldn’t believe I’d actually bought it. I didn’t know what had come over me, but it was like I was becoming a whole new person, someone braver and more exciting and more fun.

I slipped the bag with my purchase into my room, then went into the kitchen to put my groceries away. Amy told me I looked cute, complimenting me, but said nothing about me going out as Daphne, treating it almost as though it were normal, which in a way made it seem normal.

And nothing bad had happened. It had been fun. Maybe I could do it again?

I smiled at that thought. And I remembered my on-a-whim purchase. Maybe I should do it again… at least if it turned out to be a fun purchase. Just thinking about it made my caged cock throb in my panties, yet, caged as it was, there was nothing I could do but whimper in frustration, the ache almost familiar now as my cock tried, and failed, to harden.

The rest of the day was more mundane, but still fun. I was getting used to being Daphne now. I was getting to fully be her, rather than just dressing up for fun, to pose for photos on the internet and play. I was just living my life, but in a more fun way, one that felt surprisingly natural.

It helped that the way Amy spoke to me, treated me, and looked at me, was motivation too. After our moment together in her room, there was a new tension between us. I could still remember the taste and feel of her pussy on my fingers and lips and tongue, could still vividly recall the thrill of making her cum.

She flirted with me often, complimenting me, and I began to do things around her deliberately to draw her attention, to earn compliments, bending over in front of her, sitting coyly, trying to look cute. It was a brighter joy than I could have expected.

I even began to wonder about my purchase. Maybe I could tell her, or show her, or…

But in the end, those hopes were dashed when Amy told me she was spending the night out with Greg, her boyfriend, and she’d be home late. I wished her a fun night, and could only watch as she got changed into a fancy, sexy dress and headed out for the night.

My frustration was only made worse by the fact that as she said goodbye she made a point to come in close, letting me smell her perfume, letting me feel her body, hugging me, and then…

She kissed me, once, gently, on the lips.

“You have fun.” She said. “And don’t change. I like what you’re wearing. I want to see you in that when I get home later.”

And then she left.

I was so pent up and frustrated and aching that I could have cried. I was caged. There was nothing I could do about it all.

Or… was there?


Five

I emptied the bag out onto my bed and stared down at the contents laid out. I blushed, giggled.

I had bought it for Amy, on a whim, because I thought it might be fun. But… I couldn't use it, could I?

I’d never thought about it before. I’d kept my girly moments to just dressing up, photos, videos, touching myself, my cock, but I’d always been curious. I’d always wondered what it might be like. And… it was how girls fucked, wasn’t it?

The strap-on harness and the fat, long dildo sat on my bed like an accusation of what a pervert and a slut I was, and my blush deepened. My caged cock throbbed, hard, a dull ache.

Amy’s kiss goodbye had got me excited, and there was nothing I could do about it given how I was caged, but the dildo was a possibility. I might be caged, but I was also a girl. I was Daphne. And girls didn’t need cocks to play with themselves, to have fun…

I knew Amy would be out for hours. I had time. Maybe I could just see what it felt like?

Maybe that was sensible. I could try it out, see if I liked it, and if I did I could give it all to Amy as a gift. If I didn’t like it I could throw it all away. Something about the fluttering in my belly though told me that I was probably going to like it.

So, nervous, trembling, curious, I began to slip my shorts off.
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I climbed up onto the bed and reached out to pick up the fake cock. It was so heavy and threatening. My cheeks burned.

I’d taken a moment to get changed, wanting to make the most of my play, wanting to feel sexy. I’d stripped my shorts and top off, and had changed into stockings, suspenders, panties and a bralette, with heels to match. It was one of my favourite slutty outfits, and I felt brazen and flirty.

Maybe I could wear it for Amy sometime? Maybe she’d want to wear the strap-on while I wore the outfit?

Just imagining my roommate wearing the fat, thick, fake cock, standing over me, made me shiver in delight and lust and want.

“I should definitely try it first.” I said. “Just to make sure I like it”

I smiled at that. It made sense.

So, trembling, I shifted and picked up the bottle of lube I’d bought to go with the strap-on.

I was nervous, but also eager. What would it feel like? It was so big. Would it even fit?

There was only one way to find out…

I put the dildo to the side, aware that I’d need to warm up first, and poured a generous dollop of lube into my palm before tossing the bottle to the side

The cool slickness of it thrilled me. Grinning, hand shaking, nervous and anxious and eager, I reached back with my wet hand, tugging my panties aside with my free hand I ran slippery fingers along my crack. I shuddered at the rush of sensation.

I was so smooth now, so soft. My ass was round and pert and juicy, my soft thighs clad in stockings. I felt sexy and pretty and cute, but also… different, changed.

Maybe it was being free to be Daphne for two days, maybe it was the lack of the usual frenzy at being able to dress up, or maybe it was being smooth and soft and sensitive. Whatever it was it felt better…

And then it clicked.

The files. The hypnosis.

Amy had brainwashed me. She’d done this to me. She’d turned me into a horny slut.

The thought made my heart flutter and my caged cock throb with excitement and arousal and lust. She’d turned me into a horny slut who wanted to play with her ass.

I giggled, realising the truth of it. I did want to play with my ass, wanted to be fucked. I’d always been curious, but it wasn’t until Amy had discovered my secret and had caged me and begun brainwashing me that I’d done anything about it.

Within two days though I’d gone and bought a strap-on, a dildo, a fake cock, and I was already playing with my ass, fingering it to lube my hole to make it ready for the fake cock I’d bought.

My cheeks burned with shame, lust, the thrill of it all. I didn’t know quite who I was becoming, but it was fun, so… why not enjoy the ride, the spiral down, why not embrace it? And I didn’t have much of a choice, not if I wanted Amy to keep my secret a secret.

“Fuck…”

I gasped in delight as my fingers teased around my virgin entrance. It felt so good, so hot and bright and intense. Why had I never tried this before?

My crack was wet and slippery, my fingers slick. I pressed, and I felt my hole open, stretching, a deep craving and hunger and need awakening within me.

I worked my hips, closing my eyes, breathing hard, grinding down on my fingers. My ass opened, and I worked one finger in, the tip entering me, then a second.

It felt good. Hot and urgent, a ravenous need in me. The thought that this was all the brainwashing, all Amy’s plan, made me giddy and dizzy and anxious, a nervous excitement about what else she might do to me. She had seen the video I had been watching, had seen what it was about, so what else might be in those files?

What kind of slut would I become?

I giggled at the thought, but couldn’t focus on it. The pleasure of my fingers was too much. I began to fuck myself, slowly, working first two fingers in and out then three. My hole stretched, became wet, gaping, slippery.

It was only as I worked the fourth in that I knew I was ready. I slipped my fingers out and turned to face the dildo beside me. It was easily bigger than my four fingers, but I knew I had to try.
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I worked lube along the shaft of the thick, fake cock. My virgin hole was already slippery and wet. I shifted, a nervous excited fluttering in my gut bubbling up. I shifted slightly, then reached back between my spread legs with the fake cock in one hand.

I held it in place, and with the other hand took hold of the tip, aiming it, keeping it steady. Slowly I sat down, felt the tip press at my hole, my entrance. I felt my ass opening.

“Gods… fuck…” Even my voice sounded girly now.

I felt sexy and pretty and free. I’d always felt trapped before, when dressing up as Daphne, but this time it was different. I’d spent two days in girl-mode, and been embraced by my roommate, so now it wasn’t so much that I was dressing up as Daphne to have fun, more… I was Daphne, and I was just making time to enjoy myself, relieve some pent-up tension, to play and experiment with my new toy.

The difference was subtle but stark, and it felt good.

So it was that as I sank down I had a big, wide, happy grin on my face. I was smooth, hot, and as I felt the head of my new dildo stretching my ass open I pictured Amy with the cock strapped to her crotch, beneath me, with me lowering myself down onto her fat cock.

I could almost feel her thrusting, trying to fit her cock inside me. My hole was slippery, slick, gaped, but there was a moment of pressure, almost pain. My belly was fluttering.

I took a deep breath, forced myself to relax, but there was a niggling worry. What if it was too big? What if it wouldn’t fit?

I wanted it so badly. I was so horny. My cock was locked away and I had no other way to play with myself. I’d been brainwashed into becoming a slut, and I needed to, so if it wouldn’t fit then…

I sat my weight down, the head of the dildo sinking deeper. The pain grew more intense, my caged dick throbbing. The pressure grew. My virgin ass stretched. I sat my weight down.

And then…

The fat, thick head of the dildo popped past my entrance, slipped deep, filling me, making me gasp. There was pain, but more overwhelming was the pleasure. My whole body throbbed with bright, urgent, insistent pleasure.

“Fuck!...”

I could feel my brain melting. I sat more of my weight down, taking more, deeper, until I had all of the fat, long toy inside my ass. The thought made me blush with shame and arousal, heat. I was a slut.

I was a sexy, hot, pretty, beautiful slut.

I wondered what it might be like to have my ass full while I tasted Amy’s pussy.

I giggled and began to rise up, gripping the base of the cock, letting it slip out. The head teased over a knot of pleasure inside me. I whimpered and felt my caged dick throbbing.

As smooth as I was, in lingerie, everything felt more intense. I worked my hips, letting the fat prick slip out of my ass until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance. I took a deep breath and sat my weight down, taking it deep again.

“Fuck!”

I moaned, squirmed, chasing the pleasure. I was a brainwashed slut. I was Daphne. I blushed and began to fuck myself.

I rose up, let the cock slip out, then sat down. The cock fucked in and out, training my hole, stretching me. The pleasure swelled. I was giddy, eyes closed, breathing hard, gasping. In my head I could clearly picture Amy, standing there with a big fat cock, or her pussy, and both made my heart flutter and my belly tighten. I wanted to serve her, wanted to be her good girl, her slut, her…

“What are you doing Daphne?”

I froze. It was Amy’s voice. I turned and saw her at my bedroom door, watching me. The fat cock was in my ass filling me. My caged cock throbbed. My blush scalded me.

How long had she been watching me?

“I can explain.” I said.

Amy chuckled. The way she looked at me suggested she’d been watching for a while, and the sparkle in her eye suggested she’d enjoyed what she’d seen.

“You’re going to have to do more than explain young lady. After that show, you’re going to have to do a lot more than explain.”

And she stepped into my room and swung the door shut behind her.
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In the end, I didn’t even need to explain. Amy had other things on her mind.

“You know, watching you fuck yourself like that, like a dirty little slut, has me all horny, and I was already feeling pretty horny after a fun date. So… I expect you to take responsibility.” She said.

As she moved towards me she lifted her dress up and slipped her panties down, exposing her wet pussy, folds parted, puffy with lust. It was clear what responsibility she expected me to take.

I was only too happy to take such responsibility. As Amy sat down on my bed I smiled, heart racing, chest tight.

“Keep the dildo inside you though. I want to see you fucking yourself as you make me cum with that pretty tongue of yours.” Amy said.

Her smile was bright and mischievous. I blushed, hot with shame and excitement and arousal. I’d never seen this side of my roommate before, but I liked it and wanted more of it.

So, with one hand on the dildo inside my slippery, tight, wet hole, keeping it in place, I shifted down to my knees—the dildo teasing a bright spot of pleasure inside me as I moved, intense pulses of bliss that made me whimper and moan—and I began to pleasure my friend.

Amy gripped my hair, pressed my face down, and I licked, delighting in the taste of her, the musky sweetness. I lapped up and down, circling her clit with the tip of my tongue.

“Fingers… use your fingers too… fuck my cunt with your fingers while you lick me. Be a good girl and make me cum.” Amy said.

Her words made my head spin, made my caged cock throb, my heart skip and my belly flutter.

I did as she said. With one hand holding the fake cock inside my ass I lifted my spare hand up to her sopping pussy and worked first two, then three fingers into my roommate’s cunt, began to fuck her with my fingers as I licked.

She ground down hard onto my face, fucking my tongue and fingers. I could feel her pleasure building, her moans, her grunts, almost feral.

“Such a pretty girl.” She said. “And you’re all mine. Fuck that’s such a hot thought. That you’re my pretty girl. My good girl. And you are, aren’t you?”

I nodded as I licked, her words crashing over me like a wave. I licked harder, fucked my fingers deeper, and, feeling pent-up, horny, eager, I pressed the fake cock in my ass deeper.

I moaned, the heady bliss addictive. I pulled it out, pressed it in, the fat head of it working over the sensitive, slick walls, pressing on a hot spot of pleasure.

I began to fuck myself as I licked Amy’s cunt, fucking her with my fingers. I worked my hips and ass to ride the cock inside me.

“And look at you. Such a slut, riding that cock while you eat my pussy. You like that, don’t you?”

I nodded, moaned, but didn’t speak. I was too busy.

I licked, fucked my fingers, and worked the cock in and out of my wet, slippery, hot hole, chasing the twin delights of Amy’s pussy, pleasuring her, and fucking my hole.

“Gods that’s hot to watch. Fuck me harder, fingers deeper, work that tongue, make me cum.” Amy said, voice breathy.

I did as she said.

It was not long before she was cumming all over my face, her juices soaking me. I pressed the cock into my ass, deep, caged dick throbbing, but it was not enough, and I was left more pent-up, more frustrated, than I’d been before I’d started playing with myself.

“Fuck that was good.” Amy said. “Who knew you were such a butt-slut.”

I blushed at that. I looked up at her, chin and lips wet with the juices of her cunt.

“I wasn’t. It’s your fault. Those hypno tapes. They’ve done something to me.” I protested weakly.

Amy just chuckled, the sounds bright and almost harsh. She shook her head.

“Those tapes were just to give you confidence to embrace your true self. They just encourage you to become who you are deep down. They’re not programming you to become a slut, so if you’re becoming a slut, then that’s just because you are one, deep down, and you’ve just been hiding it.”

I blinked. Then…

My cheeks burned.

“Exactly.” Amy said, chuckling. “That toy in your ass… it’s there because you’ve always wanted it there, you were just too timid and scared to admit it.”

“I…” My head was spinning.

I thought Amy was brainwashing me, making me a slut, but the truth was… I’d been a slut all along, just too unsure of myself to embrace the fact.

“However, I think you deserve a gift for being a good girl and I have just the perfect thing in mind. I was going to save it, build up to it slowly, but clearly you’re a quick learner, and very motivated, so I think you’re ready for it.”

And as it turned out I was very ready for it.


Six

I slept heavily, the files Amy had given me playing while I dreamed.

Knowing what was on them, that they were just helping me embrace what was inside was both soothing and terrifying. It was a relief to know that Amy wasn’t going to make me do anything I didn’t want to, that I wasn’t going to have my mind wiped and reprogrammed—though a little disappointing too if I was honest, as that fantasy was always hot—but the fact that now anything I did do was just part of me made me feel exposed and vulnerable and almost naked.

It was like my inner secrets, ones I’d never even admitted to myself, were being laid bare for Amy to see. Ever since those files I’d found it easier and easier to slip into girl-mode, to become Daphne. I no longer even felt connected to my boy-mode.

For years I’d thought about leaving the house as a girl, a woman, to see how it felt, but though I’d tried a few times, each time I’d chickened out, terrified of what might happen, what people might say or do. Yet, with the help of those files, I’d finally done it, and it had happened naturally, without any effort, without me even thinking about it.

And nothing bad had happened. No one had noticed. What did that say?

Did I really make such a convincing girl? Why did that make me happy?

I could feel my confidence boosted, knowing that I could exist as Daphne beyond the walls of my bedroom. I’d been accepted, even embraced by Amy, my roommate, and had been out in the world. So maybe I could be in girl-mode more. Maybe it didn’t need to be something I did rarely, in a frenzy, as though to get a fix or meet some deep-seated need.

Maybe I really could just be Daphne when I wanted, around the flat, around Amy, even sometimes when I went out.

Amy certainly seemed to like it, was encouraging me to dress pretty more often, and being smooth meant feminine, girly clothes felt even better.

Yet, there was a catch. The more I embraced Daphne the stronger she seemed to become. The longer I was in girl-mode, the harder it came to feel connected to boy-mode. I felt more and more removed from Damien, and more and more connected to Daphne.

And it was not helped by Amy’s gifts.

The cage had been bad enough, locking my cock away, keeping me contained, unable to get release, keeping the key to my pleasure, but the plug was worse.

After I’d made her cum with my tongue and fingers for the second time Amy had fitted me with a thick plug in my ass, a gift, and she had sent me to bed. I’d not cum in days, had played with myself, my hole, had experienced pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before, and I’d eaten her pussy, had made her cum, but I hadn’t cum.

I was so pent-up and horny and turned on it almost hurt. And that was only amplified by the fullness in my tight ass. Every tiny movement made the plug shift inside of me, teasing over my slick walls, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure that was becoming more and more intense.

I couldn’t think properly. I was kept constantly on edge. My hole was trained and stretched, made into a source of pleasure, and all my cock could do was throb uselessly in its tiny cage.
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I woke feeling refreshed and invigorated, got up, then, showered, and got on with chores. I didn’t even pause to think about what to wear, choosing a light dress.

It was only as I checked myself in the mirror that I realised I was still Daphne. It had been days now, and it was getting easier and easier.

“I’m going to have to order more clothes at this rate though.” I said to myself.

I smiled at that. I didn’t have many clothes, just a few bits I’d bought over the years that allowed me to indulge in being Daphne every now and then when the need got too great, but dressing as her every day meant I was going through my outfits quickly. Shopping for more clothes would feel nice.

I’d need different outfits too, maybe some that were more every day, some that were more dress-up, some that were fancy, and maybe even a few that were sexy. Maybe Amy would help, might like to pick something for me to wear? I could use more lingerie too.

But… I’d need more space to store them. Maybe I could clear out some of my boy-clothes? I was dressing as Damien less and less so… did I need so many boy clothes?

That was a problem for another day though…

So, dressed, grinning, blushing, I stepped out to start the day, and as I made my way through to the kitchen to get coffee I couldn’t help but work my hips and ass with a more exaggerated sway to feel more of the plug moving inside me. It felt good, hot, bright pleasure, and I bit my bottom lip, growing distracted.

“Someone like the present I gave them?” Amy asked as I walked into the kitchen.

I giggled, blush deepening, and nodded.

“Yeah… it’s… kinda nice.” I whispered, shy.

“Butt-slut!” Amy said. “But it suits you. I mean, watching you squirm like that is getting me hot. I think I’m going to prefer having Daphne as my roommate. Not only is the view nicer, but the other perks are amazing.”

With that, she stepped forward, a cup of coffee in her hand. She handed it to me, then reached out to squeeze my ass, slipping it under my dress to cup my smooth, pert cheek through the cloth of my panties.

I yelped in surprise, but pressed back into her grip. Her fingers teased into my crack, then pressed at the head of my plug, pressing it in. I moaned louder, savouring the sensation, caged cock throbbing.

And then her hand was gone. Amy smiled at me, grinning, delighting in teasing me.

I knew I was in for a lot of that. But I didn’t mind.
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It was more than just teasing. A lot more.

Over the days that followed Amy and I fell into a new, easy, comfortable routine. There was plenty of teasing, and plenty more besides.

We were both busy working out what we needed and wanted to do now our exams were over, but we found time to spend with each other too.

I asked her, nervously, if she’d help me go shopping, and I was delighted by how eagerly she agreed. My bank account was not so delighted though by the time we were done—but I was too giddy with excitement to care. We’d bought so many new items and outfits that my head was spinning.

I had new skirts and tops, new dresses, new jeans and sweaters, new shoes, new panties and bralettes, even a few padded bras that would give me bigger tits, and more make-up too. Amy even bought me a new set of lingerie, as a gift for her girl-friend.

“I’ll keep hold of this though.” She’d said as we got home. “And you can wear it soon. I have the perfect occasion in mind.”

That made me tremble and blush, eager to find out what she’d had in mind. But I was more eager to relax.

We’d gone out shopping with me as Daphne, my first full day out, and though I was more confident than ever thanks to the files and Amy’s help, buoyed up by the fact that I’d already successfully been out as Daphne I was still undeniably nervous. It went well though, was fun, and I returned home eager to try on my new outfits.

“Go put on that new skirt, the pink one, with the black top. And the fishnets.” Amy said when we’d got home.

I blinked. She stared at me.

“I did help you shop, so I figure I deserve a reward, don’t you? Now, go put on something nice for me so I can admire my pretty girl while she makes me cum with her fingers and her tongue.”

Amy just smiled at me. My blush deepened, but I nodded and obeyed.

I went off to get changed, and then I attended to my roommate’s needs. I, however, was left caged, plugged, and as hot as it was to lick her pussy again, finger-fuck her cunt, there was no release. The frustration and pent-up arousal just got worse.

[image: ]

The next few days were more of the same and it became almost effortless. We would hang out together, would do things out of the house together, and during all of it, I remained as Daphne. Damien was becoming an almost distant memory.

The files, the cage, the clothes, the plug, were changing me. I was always in girl-mode, always pretty and cute, and I kept myself soft and smooth, relishing the feeling, how sensitive I was, enjoying how Amy looked at me, teased me.

I loved feeling like her girlfriend.

She went out a few times with Greg, on dates, but when she wasn’t out with him she was with me, and we had a lot of fun. I never knew I could feel so settled and calm and comfortable in my own skin.

Plus, the constant teasing of the plug, the frustration of my cage, was slowly corrupting my brain. I was so eager and horny that I was readily embracing my inner slut.

Amy only made it worse too. She teased me constantly, touching me, groping me, fingers pressing my plug into my hole, and she complimented me whenever I acted like her ‘pretty little butt-slut’ as she’d taken to calling me. I could feel Daphne getting bolder, strong, more lusty and brazen. And I liked it.

I loved the hot feeling of burning desire that kept me on edge, I loved being teased, feeling pretty and sexy and hot. And I loved looking after Amy, getting to attend to her needs, getting to be her good girl.

At least once a day, sometimes as many as three times, Amy would have me get on my knees and make her cum. She would have me use my tongue, my fingers, and I would lick and worship at the altar of her pussy to give her pleasure.

I loved it.

Being caged, plugged, soft and feminine, pretty, spending days as Daphne, it all felt so different to going down on my previous girlfriends. It felt better.

With my cage on I wasn’t distracted by my cock, was able to focus on the slippery wet heat of Amy’s pussy. The scent, the taste, her breathy moans, the way she squirmed and gripped my hair. And with my ass plugged I was able to wiggle and grind to give myself pleasure, the sensitive knot of bliss in my belly becoming hotter, larger, more sensitive over time.

Each time I made Amy cum I felt a swell of pride at the pleasure I was giving her, and over the days my body became increasingly sensitive, in tune with her, so I too experienced much pleasure, yet… there was no release.

Caged as I was I remained unable to cum. Despite the pleasure of going down on my girlfriend, the burning lust and need in me, the thrill of being pretty and sexy and soft and feminine, the sheer bliss of having my hole plugged, I was unable to cum. I could feel it building, the hunger, and it became so I found it difficult to think about anything else.

I might have been able to cope had I been able to return to boy-mode, my dreary prior existence, if I’d been able to distract myself, but I was trapped.

I was trapped as Daphne, soft and pretty and cute. I felt free, liberated, and that freedom came with joy and pleasure and giddy bliss that kept me feeling hot and light and happy. I was teased constantly by Amy, complimented, touched, groped, caressed, kissed, and made to pleasure her.

And I was going mad. I was going to break if I didn’t get to cum soon.

I had to cum.

So I told Amy.

“Please.” I said. “I feel like my brain is melting.”

She smiled at me.

“So… what is it you need?” She asked.

“I… I need you to unlock me.” I said, blushing.

If the cage came off then I’d be able to cum.

“So, if I unlock your cage that’ll fix your problem? If I take it off, but forbid you from cumming, that will solve the issue?”

I blinked. I shook my head.

“No… I… I need the cage off so I can cum. It’s been so long, and being around you, pleasuring you, getting to dress up all the time and just… just be myself, plugged, I… I’m just struggling to cope. If I could cum once it would help.”

Amy smiled.

“So the problem then isn’t the cage then, is it?” She asked.

I stared at her. She chuckled.

“The problem isn’t the cage. The problem is that you’re struggling to cum with the cage on.” Amy said. “Luckily I think I can fix that. If you’re willing to be a brave girl for me?”

I stared at her.

“What…”

She held up her hand to quiet me.

“No details. But… it’s something I’ve been thinking about a lot since I first saw you all dressed up, and I’ve been unable to stop thinking about it. I know you’d enjoy it too. So, what do you say? Do you want to try and fix your problem?”

I paused. I didn’t know what Amy’s solution was, but if it might fix my problem, if it might help me cum, then I was willing to take a chance. Plus, Amy had so far shown me more joy and wonder than I knew was possible, so one more leap into the unknown with her seemed like it might even be fun.


Seven

“Put this on.” Amy said.

She handed me a bag. I recognised it immediately and my heart fluttered with joy and excitement. It was the bag containing the lingerie set she’d bought me as a gift.

I’d not worn it yet. I hadn’t even seen it since our shopping trip. I’d been wondering if Amy had forgotten about it, but clearly I needn’t have worried.

Quickly, with shaky hands, I emptied the bag out and looked at the contents with a wide, eager grin on my face. It was just as pretty as I remembered.

The set was pale pink, pretty silk and lace panties, a matching padded bra, a pink suspender belt, and pink fishnet stockings. Amy had even bought matching pink heels. The final touch was the collar—a bright pink collar, a padlock at the back, and a large metal ring at the front with a tag hanging from it, the words good girl stamped into the tag.

Just looking at it all made me blush, flush hot, a giddy sense of excitement, shame, arousal, lust, desire. I was going to look so hot. I was going to look so hot for Amy.

And she was going to make me cum. All I needed to do was get dressed, do what she said, be her good girl, and I’d finally be allowed to cum.

I smiled, and without even arguing, without any protest or resistance, I began to undress.

Something had changed in me. I could feel it. I was softer inside and out, more compliant, more willing, more submissive. I was more feminine, more of a slut.

Maybe it was the days I’d spent as Daphne, the feeling of freedom, being smooth and sexy, pretty, sensitive, or maybe it was the files helping set free all the desires and wants and needs I’d kept bottled up for so long, or perhaps it was being caged and plugged, being made to make Amy cum daily, worshipping her delicious pussy while I was unable to cum but kept constantly teased and on edge. It didn’t matter what it was though. Something had shifted, and I was eager to embrace it.

I was eager to be a good girl. I was eager to cum.

So, while Amy stood watching, I stripped off, and began to dress in the lingerie she’d gifted me.
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I took my time, savouring the slow build of emotions and feelings. I was buzzing with excitement, eager to see what Amy had in mind, how she was going to fix my problem, but I wanted to relish the sensation of getting dressed in the cute, sexy, hot lingerie set she’d bought me.

My whole body throbbed as I pulled the stockings on, the feeling of the sheer material caressing up my smooth, soft, sensitive thighs making the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end. My caged cock was already throbbing, a hot, burning agony as it tried to harden against the confines, but… it was slowly becoming an almost comforting agony, the constant burning ember of lust and need and desire, the smallness of my cock almost right, the fact that Amy held the key, the feeling of submission and ownership that came with it all. I was a pretty girl, caged, and I was happier than I’d been in a long time.

After the stockings I pulled on the suspenders, taking my time to fit and adjust the straps, before pulling on the panties. I relished the feeling of silk on skin, the way the panties cupped my ass, lifting it, slipping into the crack of my butt, and I blushed with shame and joy at seeing how neatly and completely the panties hid the small bulge of my caged cock—but at the same time, I could not deny how giddy I felt at seeing my body soft, delicate, feminine.

I’d hid my secret for years, and now it felt like I’d been suddenly set free, like the doors to my cage had been opened and I was able to step out into a vast world of possibilities. Hot, sexy, feminine possibilities.

I was getting to be Daphne more fully than ever before, and I was getting used to it. Maybe it was the files, the hypno, my confidence to express my hidden, buried desires, or maybe it was Amy’s compliments, the way she looked at me, encouraging me to be pretty, or maybe it was being allowed to just express myself, and getting to serve her, pleasure her.

In the end, though, the reason didn’t matter. The important thing was the joy. The joy that was bright and hot and additive.

After the panties I slipped on the bra, the padding more than my bralettes, and the fit of it lifted my chest to make it seem like I had cleavage, small tits. I wondered what it might be like to have real breasts, small and perky, or large ones, fat and heavy. The thought thrilled me.

With the bra on I added the finishing touches. I put on the heels, and then Amy made me kneel at her feet while she fitted me with the collar. The feeling of it closing around my throat made my heart skip, a soft sigh escaping my lips.

“You like that?” Amy asked as the clasp of the collar clicked into place.

She looked down at me, grinning. I nodded, grinning, blushing.

“Yes…” My voice was soft, breathy, head spinning.

“I thought you might. Now, why don’t you touch up your makeup while I go prepare myself? I want you looking slutty.” She said.

I nodded. She reached down to stroke my hair, a soft gesture, before turning to leave. I was grinning, excited, nervous about what was to come, but eager too.

“Slutty.” I said to myself. “I can definitely do slutty.”

I was excited to show Amy just how slutty I could look.
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I sat and touched up my makeup, taking my time, wanting to look my best. I could hear Amy moving around outside, and my heart was racing. What was she going to do? As I shifted I could feel my plug moving in my tight hole, pressing on the spot of pleasure inside me that had only grown more sensitive and eager.

I went with pinks and blacks, heavy eyeshadow and eyeliner and mascara. I added highlights and shadows to make my features pop, and then added lipstick, a bubblegum pink to match my eyes and my lingerie, before adding a topcoat of glittery gloss.

My cheeks ached from smiling, and as I looked at myself I couldn’t help but wonder how I might look with long nails, bright pink to match. How would I look if I embraced Daphne even more, if I went further?

The thought of growing my curves, breasts, long nails, longer hair made me smile. My caged cock throbbed, yet… the joy was more than just arousal and lust. It was deeper, coming from the heart more than my dick. It spread through, radiating out, hot and vibrant.

Even the thought of going back to being Damien made my heart sink, a swell of dread and nausea. What did that mean? Was I really ready to commit to being pretty, being soft, being feminine, being Daphne?

If I was, then…

And then my thoughts were thrown off track but a noise. A knock. A knock at the front door. Someone was knocking.

I felt panic. But then I remembered Amy would answer it. I was safe. I relaxed.

There were footsteps, the sound of the door opening.

“Hi, you’re early, but come in.” Amy said.

My heart froze. Early? Come in? Then… whoever had knocked was expected. There were more footsteps, the noise of the door closing.

“You go sit down. I’ll go check on her.” Amy said, her voice just outside the bedroom door.

I felt the colour drain from my face. What was happening?

And then the bedroom door opened.
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“Are you ready?” Amy asked.

I was, and I wasn’t. I looked at her, pale, heart hammering.

“Who was that?” I asked, voice shaking.

Amy just smiled.

“Do you trust me?” She asked.

I stared at her. She had changed her outfit, was dressed now in a set of black lingerie, stockings and suspenders, thong panties, a skimpy lace bra, heels, and her makeup was darker, more sultry. She looked so beautiful.

And… I did trust her. She had always been kind and honest and good-natured with me, and after all we’d been through recently my trust in her had only deepened.

I took a deep breath. I nodded.

“Then trust me now.” Amy said. “I want to help you with your problem, and I think you’ll enjoy what I have planned. I know I’d enjoy it. But… there’s also no pressure. If you don’t want to come out and see what I have planned, you can stay in here.”

I blinked, quiet. Amy’s smile was full of mischief, but also kindness.

“Either way though, I’m heading into the other room to have fun. I know I’ll have more fun if you come with me, but if you don’t want to cum, you can stay here, and just listen.”

Her words made me blush. I had no idea who was in the other room, but I trusted her, and my brain was foggy with lust and desire, a need to cum. If I stayed in the room I’d remain caged, plugged, would be forced to listen while Amy enjoyed whatever she had planned, would be forced to sit, pretty, sexy, all dressed up, feeling hot, burning with an aching need for release, while Amy enjoyed herself.

Yet if I went with her I’d be facing the unknown. But… I’d already faced the unknown. From the moment Amy had discovered me I’d been facing the unknown, and it had been amazing. So maybe I could face the unknown one more time, and maybe I’d even enjoy it.

“What do you say?” Amy asked.

I smiled.

“Okay.” I said.

And, slowly, I rose to my feet. As I moved towards her I caught sight of my reflection in her full-length mirror and I paused.

I looked… beautiful.

Damien was gone, and instead there was Daphne, a young, pretty, sexy woman looking slutty and brazen in pink lingerie, heels, and a collar. I smiled, shifted, posing, looking myself over.

My legs were long and smooth, and my hips and ass were wide, full, plump. My waist was trim, and I even had small, perky tits. Yet it was my face, my smile that captivated me. I looked so pretty, so happy.

The knowledge that I was that girl in the mirror filled me with a deep joy that was almost overwhelming. I was that girl, and I never wanted to stop being her.

“You look good.” Amy said. “Now, are you ready to show off?”

I turned to her and I was ready. I didn’t know what for, but I knew, for certain, that I really was ready.


Eight

Amy led me out of the bedroom and along to the living room, pausing just outside the closed door. She turned to face me.

“Ready?” She asked.

I took a deep breath, then nodded.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said.

Amy reached out to offer me her hand. I took it, and together we stepped into the living room.

“Greg, I’d like you to meet Daphne.” Amy said.

I turned and saw Greg, Amy’s boyfriend, sat on the sofa, and I felt my belly tighten. Greg…

Greg, Amy’s hot boyfriend, the tall, masculine, muscular, charming, boyfriend she’d been dating for several years now. The man I’d met many times. The man who was a friend. The man who knew me.

I stood still, a sense of fear and panic rising. I wanted to turn and run but couldn’t move. Amy squeezed my hand, gently.

Greg looked up at me and smiled. I’d forgotten how handsome he was.

He and Amy made a perfect couple, both of them stunningly attractive and annoyingly sweet and pleasant, generous and charming and witty. I’d always got on well with him, had enjoyed his company, and though I’d always felt a pang of jealousy that he got to date my hot roommate, it had always made sense too.

A woman like Amy should date a man like Greg.

He was everything a man was supposed to be. Yet, seeing him now, in that moment, he seemed even more.

I’d always been in boy-mode when I’d met him before, had always been Damien when we’d all gone out for drinks and food, or stayed in watching movies. We’d always got on well, but I’d never felt… what was I feeling?

Slowly Greg rose to his feet and moved towards me. Even in my heels, he was a good head and shoulders taller than me. He was broad, dashing, dressed in black jeans and a white shirt. His smile and the sparkle in his eyes made me feel weak.

I was dressed in lingerie, with make-up on. I was a pretty girl and he was a handsome man.

Worse… after all I’d been doing with his girlfriend over the last few days, pleasuring her regularly with my fingers and tongue, after being locked away for days without a chance to cum, there was a tension that had never been there before.

It was like I was seeing Greg for the first time. He really was attractive, and… hot.

I’d never found a man hot before. I’d thought about them, curiously, but it was more the concept of cocks, and being feminine, embracing girl-mode, rather than a complete man. But now I was faced with a complete man, a full man, a flesh and blood man. And a very attractive one.

“Hi Daphne. Amy’s told me so much about you. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.” He said.

He was grinning. The way he looked at me, looking me up and down, made me squirm.

I opened my mouth to speak but no words came. I felt my cheeks burn, my blush spreading down my throat and over my chest.

“Her words didn’t do you justice though. You’re far more beautiful than she said.”

I giggled. I giggled like a girl. Was Greg flirting with me?

Did he know? Surely there was no way he couldn’t tell who I was.

“Greg knows all about you, and about everything we’ve been doing—I keep no secrets from him after all. He knows all about your problem, and he’s willing to assist me in helping you. If you’re willing?”

I felt my whole body tense. My hole squeezed down on the plug inside me, forcing it deeper, making it press on a bright spot of pleasure within me. I bit down on my bottom lip to try to muffle my whimper.

“Are you willing?” Greg asked. “Because I think together Amy and I can definitely fix your little problem. And I hate to think of a pretty girl like you suffering.”

What were they suggesting? My head was spinning. I was so horny I was struggling to even think properly, clearly, and in the pink lingerie, in heels, collared, I felt pretty, sexy, brazen.

Maybe it was the files, the liberation of my deepest, secret desires, or maybe it was the freedom to be Daphne more fully, but I could feel something new, something hot and urgent, an eagerness. Could I really take that step though?

It was one thing to pleasure Amy, my hot roommate, but to offer myself up to the mercy of her and her boyfriend, to submit to their plan to fix my problem, to make me cum, seemed almost like a step too far. What would they do to me? What would they make me do?

I knew though that there was really only one way to find out.

So I nodded. I nodded, terrified and excited beyond words.

“I’m willing.” I said. “I… please… help me. Both of you.”

Greg smiled. Amy squeezed my hand hard.

“It’d be our pleasure.” Amy said. “Now, why don’t you get on your knees so we can start.”

I froze for a moment. Amy moved to stand in front of me, letting go of my hand. She stared at me, grinning, and then, slowly, parted her legs, reaching down to grip her panties, pulling them to the side to bare her pussy, her wet, inflamed, glistening pussy.

My head spun. I could smell her arousal. I could see her lips parted.

The memory of how she tasted flared bright and I knew I could not resist. I fell to my knees in front of Amy and Greg and I looked up at them, willing to do whatever they wanted, willing to let them do whatever they wished.

Amy reached out and stroked my hair, gripped it hard.

“You always look so pretty on your knees.” She said, voice hard. “Now, it’s time for you to show off just how skilled you are with that tongue of yours.”

I smiled, heart fluttering. Slowly I leaned forward, taking a deep breath of Amy’s musk, the rich scent of her sopping pussy, and then I began to lick.
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The taste of Amy’s pussy was nectar, and I could not get enough. It was like an addiction I knew I’d never be able to fully sate, a need, and I began to lick harder, deeper, burying my face in the folds of her cunt to get more.

“Fuck… more… such a good girl.” Amy said.

She ground her hips down, pressing her pussy onto my face, working her hips. My tongue worked up, licking, pressing into her sopping hole, tasting her, juices flooding my face. I wanted more, wanted to give her more.

I worked my tongue up, lapping, and found the hard nub of Amy’s clit, began to circle and flick and tease. The change in her breath, the way she pressed down harder, demanding more, told me I was doing something right.

“Fuck… fingers too. Your tongue and fingers together always feel so good.”

I smiled even as I licked, and then obeyed. I lifted my hand up, ran my fingers along Amy’s wet folds, then pressed the tips of my three middle fingers to her entrance.

I felt her folds opening, dripping, lubricating my fingers, and I fucked them into her, began to fuck her with my fingers even as I licked, pressing on all the spots of her pleasure that I’d come to know so well.

My head was spinning. I felt so free. I was pleasing my hot roommate, my friend, in front of her boyfriend. I was hot, sexy, pretty, I was Daphne, and I could feel my whole body burning with desire.

I licked, working my tongue. My fingers fucked in and out, teasing, working the pleasure from Amy’s pussy. Her walls squeezed down, her climax nearing. I could hear her breathing becoming ragged, and I worked my tongue faster, wanting to make her cum, wanting to taste the shower of her juices that was my reward.

“Fuck… more…” Amy said.

Amy ground her hips down, gripping my hair tight. I licked, fucked her with my fingers.

“Such a pretty pair of sluts.” Greg said. “I can see what you mean.”

“Right? I… fuck… I… I told you her tongue was… oh gods… was good.” Amy was struggling to speak. “But it feels even better than it looks.”

“She certainly seems to be talented, but… I think I’d need to experience her mouth for myself to properly judge.” Greg said.

I whimpered. I licked harder, my caged dick throbbing, my hole clenching tight on the plug inside my ass.

For years I’d fantasised about being a slut, a good girl, on my knees. I’d watched videos, read stories, listened to hypno files, and one of the recurring themes I kept returning to was cum-sluts.

Being a cum-slut. Being an obedient, willing, eager, cum-slut.

I’d never even seen another cock though. I’d never even really thought about men like that. It had just been harmless fantasy, or so I’d told myself.

I knew now that I’d been lying, had been burying the truth. But no longer. Now I could feel it, the hunger and the need and the desire.

It had been set free by Amy’s files. All those repressed wants and needs had been unleashed, and I could feel it. I wanted…

Amy’s moans became loud and fervent, wild. She ground her cunt down hard onto my face, my lips, my tongue. She was breathing hard, quick shallow gasps, and then…

Amy pulled my hair, hard, pulled my face away from her cunt. I could feel her thighs quivering, her pussy pulsing, throbbing, clenching, cumming. I whined, desperate for more

“Fuck.” Amy smiled at me. “Easy there… I’m sensitive, but I love how eager you are.”

I blushed.

“And anyway, you have other duties now. Didn’t you hear? Greg wants to see for himself just how talented that slut mouth of yours is. What do you say?”

I smiled, giggled, blushing.

“Yes.” I said, without even needing to think. “Please…”
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I felt a second hand on the back of my head, larger, stronger, the grip firmer. Amy lifted her hand away and Greg turned my face slowly towards him.

On my knees as I was he loomed over me, tall and broad and powerful. I felt a thrill of delight, a sense of lust and pleasure at the juxtaposition. Greg was tall and handsome, muscular, masculine, and I… I was none of those things.

I was slim, small, smooth, soft, in pink lingerie, heels, collared, with make-up on. For years I’d dressed up and enjoyed time in girl-mode, but I had never felt so fully feminine as I did in that moment. I was caged, plugged, a pretty slut on my knees in front of a man, and I could see the fat, throbbing bulge of his cock in his trousers.

I had done that. Watching me eat his girlfriend’s cunt had turned him on. He wanted to feel my mouth on his prick, wanted to feel my tongue. My head spun from the giddy delight of it.

“Be a good girl and undo my trousers and take my cock out. Stroke it. But no lips or tongue until I say.” Greg said.

I giggled, blushing. I had watched enough porn to know what cocks looked like, enough videos of women sucking, getting fucked, had watched numerous ‘hypno’ videos on themes of cum-addiction, cock-addiction, oral-fixation, that I had seen plenty of cocks, but I’d never seen one in real life other than mine. Had never touched another cock.

I’d always thought of myself as straight. I was just a man who liked to dress up pretty and fantasise. Sure I imagined what it might be like to get on my knees and suck dick, or be bent over and fucked, but I’d never even considered that I might do it. Straight men weren’t into men.

But I was starting to consider… maybe I wasn’t straight, and maybe I wasn’t a man. But if that were the case what did it mean?

My blush deepened and my heart skipped. There were too many emotions and thoughts to process, but I pushed them aside.

I had other things I wanted to focus on. And one of them was the man in front of me. The tall, handsome, muscular man stood over me gripping my hair, telling me to take his cock out. The man with his hard, throbbing, fat cock.

My belly fluttered, cage throbbing, and my hole clenched down on the plug in my ass. Slowly, hands shaking, I reached out to do as I was told. I undid Greg’s trousers and began to pull, tugging them down.

The fabric of his trousers and his underwear caught on the girth of his cock for a moment. I tugged harder, shifting them from side to side and then… his prick popped free, and I froze.

I was in awe of it. It was massive, thick and long and throbbing, skin smooth, the thatch of his hair cropped short to make his size, which was already intimidating, seem even larger. The fact that he was so much bigger than me thrilled and delighted me.

“Hands only Daphne.” Greg said.

I paused, looked up at him with big eyes, biting my bottom lip.

“Show him you can be a good girl. If you do well we’ll even help you with your problem.” Amy said.

My head spun. My problem. I was so horny I could barely think. All I needed to do was stroke his cock and they’d help me cum… I didn’t hesitate.

I smiled and reached out and began to stroke my soft hands along the hot, throbbing girth of Greg’s perfect cock.

EIGHT

Greg moaned and thrust his hips as my hand slipped along his length. His cock throbbed, becoming harder, and a bead of precum formed on the tip.

I could feel my mouth watering, my tongue aching, lips tingling. What would it be like to feel that in my mouth, to feel it cum down my throat, to swallow? What would it feel like to have his cock inside my ass, fucking my tight hole, filling me, pounding me, cumming inside me, breeding me?

“Fuck your hands feel good, and you’re so pretty.” Greg said.

I blushed. His words made my heart swell.

I stroked gently, up and down, teasing. On a whim, on instinct, I leaned forward and let a dribble of spit spill from my lips, wetting my fingers and palm. The wetness made it easier to work my hands, and from Greg’s reaction I knew my instinct had been right.

My slippery fingers teased up and down, palm slipping over the throbbing head. The slick noise of it, the smoothness of wet skin on wet skin, the heat, the hardness, the pulse, was addictive. My whole body thrummed.

“Fuck… if you’re that good with your hands then… how good is your mouth?”

I smiled. I couldn’t believe how sexy I felt, how hot and pretty and attractive. I felt good. I felt amazing.

“Well… there’s an easy way to find out how good my mouth feels.” I said.

I blushed even as I said it. What was happening to me?

Yet… it felt right. I was acting like a slut, eager for Greg’s cock, but it felt right. Was it the hypno files, or Amy’s acceptance? Was it being her pleasure slut? The clothes I’d been wearing, or the freedom to be Daphne more? Maybe it was the lingerie, or the collar and the heels?

Yet… I doubted it was any of them. I had a suspicion I’d always been a slut, and I’d been hiding it, even from myself. Now though… now I felt free to let her out.

“Show me then.” Greg said. “Wrap your lips around my cock. Use your tongue. Show me how good your tight, pretty, wet mouth feels.”

My blush deepened. My whole body thrummed with delight.

I smiled and, still stroking with my slippery hands, leaned closer, poked my tongue out. The scent of Greg’s musk hit me, deeper and heavier than Amy’s, more masculine. His scent overpowered me.

I took a deep breath then touched the tip of my tongue to the base of his cock, ran it up, slowly, teasing, to the tip. Greg’s moan of pleasure made him squirm.

At the tip I paused, looked up, pressed my pursed lips to kiss, sucking, gently. And then I began to press my head down.

I kept my eyes on him, maintaining eye contact. I loved how he was looking at me, the lust and the fire.

His hips thrust, wanting to penetrate my mouth, but I took my time. I sucked on the tip, gently, then pressed my head down. The girth of Greg’s cock forced my mouth wide, lips opening, a tight seal forming around his pick. I let my spit pool, wet and hot, and I took his cock deeper, deeper, feeling it fill my mouth. My head spun, giddy from the joy and the thrill of it.

“Fuck…” Greg’s moan was one of deep bliss.

I sucked harder, taking his cock deep. The head pressed at the back of my throat, threatening to choke me. I held it there for a moment, then pulled back, began to work my mouth and hands up and down.

I sucked, teasing my tongue, lips tight. His cock became slippery with my saliva, and I lifted my head until just the tip was within my mouth, tongue flicking, hard suction.

Greg’s grip in my hair tightened and he thrust, hard, forcing his cock back in. He began to fuck my face, my mouth, and I let him.

My head spun. The tip of his cock pressed again and again at the back of my throat.

What would it be like to take all of his cock, to let him fuck my throat? Just imagining it made my caged cock throb and my hole clench tight on my plug.

“Fuck… you were right. Her mouth is incredible. I can see why you want to keep her.” Greg said.

Keep her? Keep me? What did that mean? Had Amy and Greg been talking about me? What had they decided between the two of them, and… why did it excite me?

My caged cock throbbed, hard, and my hole clenched down, bright bliss. I felt happy, free, and I wanted more. But…

There was a problem. I still hadn’t cum. I could feel my brain melting. If I didn’t cum soon then…

“So she’s doing a good job? She’s being a good girl?” Amy asked.

I was looking up at Greg, and I saw him nod. I smiled, sucked harder, wanting to be an even gooder girl.

There was movement behind me, Amy out of sight. I felt a hand caress my ass, gently, squeezing.

“Well, I guess I should give her her reward then.” Amy said.

And with that, she gripped my panties and began to pull them down.
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Amy tugged my panties down and off, forcing me to shift my legs so she could get them out from under my knees, my movements awkward as I did my best to keep sucking Greg’s cock. When they were off I felt her feet between my calves, tapping, encouraging me to spread my legs.

“Nice and wide Daphne. You do want your reward, don’t you? I think this will definitely help with your problem.”

I could hear the grin in Amy’s voice, her smirk. I felt my heart flutter and I did as she said. I spread my legs as wide as they could go.

Yet, even as I did that I kept sucking, working my hands and lips up and down Greg’s fat cock. My lips buzzed, tongue wet, and my hands were slippery. The throbbing of it, the drumming of his heartbeat felt through the meat of his prick, reverberated through me like a dull pleasurable ache. I could taste the salty tang of his precum at the back of my throat.

“Such a pretty view.” Amy said. “Shame you can’t enjoy it.”

“I’m quite fond of my view.” Greg said. “She has pretty eyes and a slutty mouth, and watching her suck and lick and stroke my cock is so fucking hot. That said though… I’m sure I’ll get to enjoy that view in the future.”

I blushed.

I knew what view he meant. My ass. My ass as I was bent over with my legs spread. I looked up at him, sucking his fat prick, and nodded.

“I think she’s excited for that.” Amy said. “But since she’s my good girl, I’m going first.”

With that I felt a hand on my ass, caressing, teasing in, fingers roaming along my crack, pressing my plug in deeper. I moaned, pressing back, wanting more.

And then fingers gripped the head and began to pull, gently at first, becoming firmer, hard. The plug began to slip out.

I moaned louder as pressure built. I sucked. I could feel my hole stretching, gaping.

I had been wearing the plug for so long that I’d grown used to feeling full, having my ass teased, the bright spot of pleasure inside me becoming more and more sensitive. To feel it slipping out now, dressed as I was, while on my knees, sucking cock, was driving me wild.

“Look at her. Such a slut.” Amy said.

I felt her free hand slap my ass, spanking me. The pain and the sting felt good.

“Isn’t that one of the things you love about her?” Greg asked.

Amy chuckled.

“True.” She said.

I blushed. She loved that I was a slut? The thought thrilled me, drove me wild. Maybe I could be even more of a slut then?

With that I spread my legs wider, giving in to my deep instincts. The plug slipped out, hole wider, pressure, pain, and then…

The plug popped free and my hole was left empty, gaping, and I was left with a deep void, a deep to be filled, to feel full.

“Fuck… she’s sucking even harder.”

I could hear the pleasure in Greg’s voice. It drove me to suck deeper, faster, and was almost enough to distract me from the gaping void in my ass, the hunger, the need. Almost, but not quite.

I yearned to feel that fullness again. My caged cock throbbed.

I did not have to wait long.
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Hands fell to my ass, roaming up to my hips, gripping me. I felt Amy shift, move in closer, and then…

Something hard and wet slipped along my crack, teasing over my gaping entrance. There were sparks of pleasure, tingles running up and down my spine. My hole stretched and I pressed back, wanting to feel full, sucking hard, but Amy shifted again and whatever it was she was teasing me with slipped away.

“Does someone want to feel my cock inside them?” Amy asked.

Her cock? Her…

The strap-on I’d bought. Amy was wearing it. The thought made my head spin.

I could clearly remember the size of it, easily the equal to Greg’s cock. I could remember how good it had felt to play with myself with it. If Amy were to fuck me with that then…

I nodded, eager for it. I wanted her to break me. I wanted her to train me, corrupt me, make me into her good girl. I wanted her to make me cum.

I sucked hard, wiggled my hips and ass. Amy moved, and the head of her cock slipped down, again pressing at my hole, teasing at my wet entrance.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” Amy asked.

I nodded, sucking.

“Do you want me to breed you, claim you, make you my good girl?”

I nodded again.

I whined in need as the head of her fat cock pressed at my entrance, the tip just barely entering me. The pleasure of it was bright and addictive and made my whole body shudder.

“Will you be my toy? My pretty little slut?”

I nodded again. Anything. I’d do anything, so long as Amy…

Amy pressed forwards, hard, and her cock forced my ass open. There was only the briefest moment of pressure. My ass was well trained now, wet with lube, stretched and gaped by the plug I’d been wearing.

Amy’s cock forced my hole opened and fucked into me, filling me, going deep. I felt any last vestiges of resistance and reluctance vanish.

“Good girl.” Amy said.

I sucked hard, deep, my ass full of cock. I was being spit-roasted. I was being spit-roasted by my beautiful roommate and her handsome boyfriend and I was loving it.

I was Daphne. Damien was gone, a distant memory. I was a slut, and a good girl.

And I wanted, needed, to cum.

Amy pulled back, her cock slipping out of my tight hole. The head teased over my sensitive inner walls, making my body thrum with delight. My caged cock throbbed, leaking precum.

I sucked Greg’s prick deep, stroking, sucking, lapping, and worked my hips and ass backing, chasing the bright new sensations inside my belly, my whole body alive. I’d never felt so happy, so free.

“Ready slut?” Amy asked.

I nodded, sucking hard. I thought I was ready. I was wrong.

Amy slammed into me, hard, deep, fucking me hard, and she knocked the breath from my lungs. She began to pound me, fucking me like the slut I was. I couldn’t think, couldn’t resist.

All I could do was spread my legs as wide as they would go, lift my ass up, and offer myself over to Amy, to the pleasure, trying my hardest to keep my mouth on Greg’s perfect cock.

“Fuck you both look so hot.” Greg said.

“She’s a pretty little thing, right?” Amy said, fucking deep. “I think we could have a lot of fun with my new doll.”

Her cock pounded into me, Amy’s hips slapping against my ass. Her grip on my hips was tight, almost painful, but I loved it. I loved the feeling of her cock stretching my ass open, teasing over my slick inner walls, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure within me.

My belly fluttered, something deep within me unravelling. I sucked, lapping, the tang of precum, Greg’s cock throbbing. Amy slammed into me, brutal and powerful, calming me.

I was hers. Her doll, her toy, her slut, and I was glad.

“We still need to fix your problem though.” Amy said. “Help you cum with your cage on.”

I moaned. Bliss and joy and pleasure. I sucked, stroked, fucked back, working my hips and ass to feel more.

“But then… I think we may be close to fixing that problem.” Amy said.

With that, she thrust deeper, harder, and I could feel it. I could feel something building, blossoming.

I sucked, floating on a tide of joy and delight. Greg fucked my mouth, my face, and his cock swelled, throbbing hard. Amy fucked me.

“Fuck… I’m close. I’m… fuck…”

Greg fucked his cock deep, pressed my head down. The head of his prick pressed at my throat, slipping deep. I choked, felt his cock throbbing, swelling. I knew what was cumming.

Amy fucked hard, deep, pounding me, and then…

Greg was cumming, cumming hard down my throat, cumming into my mouth. I swallowed, choking on his spunk, head spinning.

Amy fucked me harder.

“Dirty slut. Sucking my boyfriend's cock while I fuck you. Such a good girl.”

I could feel my whole body thrumming. The thrill of being choked, swallowing cum, sucking cock, being fucked. Amy fucked deep, hard, gripping me tight, and then something clicked. I rose to the summit of my pleasure and with one last thrust Amy pushed me over the edge.

I fell. And I was cumming.

I moaned even as I choked. Amy fucked deep, thrust, and held her cock there, milking the pleasure from me as my hole squeezed down. I whimpered and squirmed and my caged cock throbbed, limp and useless, and I was cumming, a thin trickle of spunk as I swallowed Greg’s thick load, his whole body shaking from the overwhelming sensation of it.

“So fucking hot…”

I could even hear Amy’s voice shaking, her hands squeezing hard, her legs quivering. She was cumming too. She was cumming from fucking me in the ass, her toy, her doll, her slut.

That fact made my climax even brighter.

I came harder than I ever had before. I came as Greg came in my throat, swallowing his spunk. I came as Amy thrust her cock deep into my ass, forcing every inch of it into my hole as she squirmed.

We came together, and it was more than I had ever known was possible.

“Fuck…” Greg was breathless.

I swallowed and choked, the last of his cum on my tongue spilling from my lips. As he pulled back his softening cock slipped from my cum-stained lips with an audible pop.

“I know right? Such a pretty little slut, and so talented.” Amy said.

She shifted too, pulling back, easing her fat, strap-on cock out of my ass.

Even though I’d just cum I couldn’t help but squirm from the bright pleasure of it teasing over my slick inner walls.

“And now we know she can cum while caged we won’t ever need to unlock her.” Amy said.

I shifted, turned to look back over my shoulder to her, eyes wide.

“I… you…”

“Do you want to be unlocked?” Amy asked. “Or do you want to stay as my doll, my toy, my good girl, and be a slut for the both of us to enjoy?”

She smiled at me. I blushed.

“I can unlock you if you want, and set you free…”

There was silence. I could still taste Greg’s cum on my lips and tongue.

I looked at him, looked back to Amy. It had been fun, sucking his cock while Amy fucked me, but I couldn’t help but wonder…

What might it feel like to have Greg fuck me, cum in me, while I ate Amy’s pussy? What might it feel like to serve both of them with my mouth, one after the other, or both at the same time? What would it feel like to watch Greg fuck Amy and then serve to clean her up?

Could I really stay caged? Could I really become their slut? Could I so fully embrace Daphne? Could I really just abandon Damien?

It had been a wild adventure ever since Amy had discovered my dirty little secret but was I really ready to submit so fully.

“Well?” Amy said.

She waved her hand in front of me, the key to my cage between her fingers.

“What do you want? Freedom, or to become our toy?” She asked.

I smiled. In the end, it was an easy choice to make.

THE END
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TRANSFORMED BY TENTACLES
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It was meant to be a romantic camping trip for Liam and Emma, but when a shooting star crashes to earth their quiet weekend is suddenly far more exciting.

When the pair discover a strange alien creature everything changes, and all too soon they’re both transformed by their encounter with tentacles.

Liam had organized the camping trip as a perfect weekend away, a chance to share one of his favourite places with the love of his life, Emma, and was excited for the weekend. Especially the romantic proposal he was planning on making as the sun set.

Everything was arranged. The backpacks, the tents, the food, even the ring, and as they both settled down to watch that first magical sunset over the wilderness, Liam got ready to make his move. Only… he never got his chance.

As the stars begin to emerge they both spot a shooting star, and Liam encourages Emma to make a wish. Only it’s far more than just a shooting star.

When the strange object crashes to earth the pair’s weekend is suddenly derailed, and as they set out to explore neither of them is aware of what waits for them, lurking at the crash site.

A strange, alien creature, an amorphous mass of creeping shimmering-black tentacles. Liam tries to defend Emma, but she’s insistent it means no harm. All too soon however Liam finds himself overpowered.

And then the true reality of their situation sinks in. Emma is delighted as she becomes a goddess, a powerful, sensual woman, while Liam finds himself not quite able to believe what is happening as he becoming smaller, prettier, softer, and he struggles resits the changes.

That is until Emma shows him the pleasure in being her pretty toy. And in the face of such pleasure, can the pair resist being slowly transformed by tentacles?


PLAYING WITH DOLLS
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Matt is into collectable dolls, but they're only plastic, and there's only so much fun you can have with plastic.

When Conner, Matt's roommate and best friend, complains about his toys Matt decides maybe it's time he showed Conner just how much fun dolls can be, and in the process perhaps he can expand his collection.

Matt is into collectables, figurines from his favourite shows and games, dolls, but his roommate and best friend Conner thinks they're a waste of money. When Conner finds out how much Matt spent on the Sapphire Sorceress, his latest collectable, he can't help but rant at him.

But what Conner doesn't know is that this doll is a rare, prestige collectable. Not only is the figurine a work of art, but she also features working accessories, and the sapphire sorceress is a witch specialising in mind control.

It seems impossible, but his latest doll includes a working hypno-staff, and Matt just can't resist. Soon he had Conner under control, and what starts out as just a way to get Conner to leave him alone with collection peace turns into so much.

When Matt realises just what a soft, pretty, feminine doll Conner makes he can't resist temptation. He always did have a weakness for pretty dolls.

But then things spiral out of control, and Matt's left wondering if maybe it was all too good to be true, but in the end, can he really abandon the pleasure of Playing With Dolls?


GET CAGED
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Mitch has had a crush on his friend and roommate, Rose, for years, but there’s one problem. She’s a lesbian.

But When Mitch drunkenly confesses he yearns for a girl just like Rose, Rose offers him a proposition. She thinks she can help him get a woman just like her, but first, he needs to do everything she says.

When Mitch is celebrating landing his dream job with his best friend, Rose, he ends up drunkenly confessing to her that he longs for a girl just like her. Rose, never willing to miss an opportunity to tease her friend, questions him over his confession.

Mitch, begrudgingly, admits to Rose that she’s pretty much his dream girl. She’s cute, funny, and easy to be around. There’s just one problem… she’s a lesbian.

Rose though is adamant she can help Mitch find a girl just like her. Only he needs to agree to her terms if he wants her help. He just needs to do everything she says.

And as an added incentive, if she fails to find him a girl in a month, she’ll give him one night he’ll never forget.

Not believing his luck, Mitch agrees, and so begins a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, frivolity, and fun as Rose helps Mitch become exactly the kind of person a girl like her wouldwant. And in the end, Mitch discovers more about himself than he had dreamed possible, and he realises that sometimes to be set free, you need to get caged…


THE DAIRY
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When Dillon gets a job working at Gaia Farms dairy he is thrilled at the prospect of discovering just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

But is Dillon ready to learn the secret behind their milk, and, more importantly, is he willing to do every required of him to help with production?

Dillon and Ben are fresh out of college, and they’re keen to land summer jobs at the cutting-edge Gaia Farms—not only do they pay well, but the company is on the verge of revolutionising agriculture and animal husbandry. Neither of them can contain their excitement as they step into a future brimming with promises of innovation and sustainability.

Only when they arrive the summer jobs are all gone. But they’re in luck…

There are two jobs available, but the work will bit harder and more involved. One vacancy is for a farm labourer, while the other is for a worker in the dairy, Gaia Farms' most secretive and revolutionary department.

Ben, as the stronger. more athletic of the two, takes the position of labourer, while Dillon, much to his delight, gets the job in the dairy—as a fan of Gaia Farms' work he is fascinated by the mystery of the dairy, and maybe this will be his chance to learn just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

Only, the dairy is unlike any they have seen before, equipped with advanced technologies and state-of-the-art facilities. Immediately Dillon notices something strange—the dairy is staffed only by women, incredibly beautiful and voluptuous women. As days pass, Dillon’s intrigue only grows.

And that’s not all that begins to grow. All too soon Dillon notices changes. His body is transforming, growing.

Dillon becomes softer, prettier, more voluptuous, and then, finally, he’s ready… ready to discover the secret of THE DAIRY.


About the Author

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

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

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

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