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1.

Andrew woke with a start. Although his dorm room was empty, he couldn’t shake the sense of another presence. His room-mate, Cody, had dropped out months ago and because of some kind of fluke negligence in the college administration department, he’d had his dorm room to himself ever since. Now, however, he was sure that he was not alone. The moonlight coming in through the window lit enough of the room for him to see the dark rectangles of his rock band and video game posters on the walls; his desk on which his laptop lay closed and quiet; the closet doors, closed just as he had left them the night before; and the bed across the room, empty as always. 

What had woken him? A dream? A noise? No, he thought, just that feeling like there was someone else in the room. He pulled the sheets over his head and tried to go back to sleep again, but still he couldn’t help feeling as if he were being watched.

“Cody?” he called out to the silent room. Cody was just the kind of guy who’d get drunk and break into his old dorm room just for fun. It was no wonder he hadn’t made the grade and dropped out.

No answer.

“Hello?” said Andrew, feeling a little foolish, but still convinced there was someone else in the room with him. If he held his breath and kept really quiet, he thought he could almost hear their breathing. “Is someone there?”

A shadow shifted across the ceiling. A trick of the light? No, definitely not his imagination, something had definitely moved. He waited and watched for another sign of movement before he spoke again. “Who’s there?” He tried to make his voice as deep and commanding as he could, but it came out high-pitched and wavering. He was getting spooked now. 

His eyes darted across the room looking for his cell-phone. It was probably on his desk charging. He considered dashing over to it and dialling 911, but what would he tell them? 

As he lay contemplating his next move, the air above his bed began to shimmer like the reflection of light on water. He watched, frozen, as the shimmering particles coalesced into a vaguely human shape of incandescent air above him. 

Andrew didn’t believe in ghosts or anything like that. He considered himself a man of science for crying out loud. But then what the hell was floating above him? Was he still dreaming? Or maybe this was some kind of hallucination? The possibility that he was losing his mind was not lost on him. 

He watched the edges of the shape sharpen and it hung like a dark humanoid cloud over him, stretching out its smoky arms and flexing its ethereal fingers. There was something feminine in the way that it moved. Something graceful and hypnotic, as if it were dancing just for him. 

He felt himself being drawn in by the seductive motion and some of his fear abated. The cloud’s features became almost solid one moment and then completely ethereal the next. He caught sight of a pair of long, slender legs, an abdomen, a breast, flowing hair and even a soft female face in the ever-changing, billowing blue smoke. 

“Hello?” said Andrew again.

With what appeared to be some effort, the entity’s face became solid and it gazed down at him with bright white eyes and a gentle smile. The soft full lips moved and at first, Andrew couldn’t make out any sounds. Then, as if from the bottom of some deep abyss came a single word, spoken in the most gentle tone and sweetest voice Andrew could imagine. “Hello.”

The head now came into full visibility. The woman’s hair was nothing more than whisps of smoke, but the skin of her face had solidified and the rest of her body was slowly following suit. Her breasts seemed to gain consistency and hung down heavily towards him, their nipples pointing at him, seeming almost to reach out for him. 

“What are you?” asked Andrew, now fully accepting the fact that he had entirely lost his mind.

The creature smiled and a tendril of her smoky hair reached down from her horizontal position in the air and trailed gently over his cheek. “You seem to think I’m a figment of your imagination,” she said. “Maybe that is true.”

“You’re saying I’ve gone crazy, is that it?”

“I’m not really in the position to call you crazy if I’m just a projection of your mind,” she purred. The tendril of her hair slipped beneath his bedsheets and began to trace flowing circles down his chest.

As his arousal grew, so too did her presence in reality; her abdomen became a smooth, pale plane of lithe muscle. Her legs were folded over one another, hiding her naked sex from him, and stretched down into pointed, dainty little feet. 

His cock hardened as more tendrils of her hair floated down towards him, tugging away his sheet and swirling around his exposed naked body. The gossamer strands tickled his nipples, and brushed around the base of his cock, causing his testicles to tighten. 

The sensations, the gentle caresses, her hair, like silk on his skin, felt real. She smiled as if reading his mind. “Do you believe in me?” she asked.

He sighed as tendrils of her satin hair wrapped around his cock. “Yes,” he said. 

“Do you believe that I’m real?”

He nodded, unable to think of anything but her snake-like hair teasing his skin. 

She descended then, drawing down to inches above him, their skin still not touching. He could feel electricity pass between their lips as they parted, mere inches from his.

He breathed deeply of her breath and it filled his belly with desire. He wanted to kiss her, yet he seemed unable to move. “Do you want me?” she whispered into his open mouth.

“Yes,” he whispered back.

Her body writhed sensually in the air above him, teasing him, distracting him from the thick ropes of her hair now wrapping around his wrists and ankles. As they tightened, she kissed him, holding him in place.

Her lips slid down his body, inching closer to his throbbing erection. 

Slowly, her tongue encircled his cock while the tentacles formed by her hair held him in place.

“And will you be mine?” she asked him, looking up at him with her pure white eyes. 

“Yes,” he said without hesitation.

His cock thrummed with the low steady waves of vibrations emanating from this magical creature as she took him into her mouth. Her mouth felt so warm and soft as it enclosed him and he closed his eyes, lost in the pleasure she was giving him. She began sucking the head of his cock causing a deep and pleasurable ache, but gradually the force of her suction increased, growing more and more painful until he could take it no longer. He tried to pull away from her mouth, but the vacuum created by her mouth and the tentacles wrapped around his limbs held him in place. 

It was not so much an orgasm that caused him to ejaculate, but rather that she seemed to suck his seed directly from his testicles. He felt the fluid pulse through his shaft and into her mouth with great force and she swallowed hungrily. 

When she finally let up, having sucked every last drop from him, his cock felt used and swollen. She looked up at him with wickedness now glimmering in the white glow of her eyes. 

“This is to be sure, that you will be mine and mine alone,” she hissed, producing a device from the billows of her hair and fastening it around his now limp cock. The device was cold and metallic. He tried to make it out, but the light in the room seemed to be fading and he was feeling sleepy. So very sleepy.


2.

When he awoke the next day, Andrew was sure that he’d had some sort of strange sex dream. Already the encounter had mostly faded from his memory. When he felt something cold against his penis, he was sure that he had had a wet dream and was now lying in his own cooling cum, but when his hand slipped down beneath his bedsheets, his fingers touched something hard and cold wrapped around his cock. He threw off the sheets and sat looking down at it. He had seen pictures of such things on the internet. It was some sort of male chastity device: a curved silver tube fastened in place by a ring around his testicles. The downward curve of the tube meant that getting an erection would be impossible, or at least extremely painful. 

So it wasn’t just a dream. Chills crawled up Andrew’s spine as he recalled the wicked look in the entity’s eyes; possessive, malicious, but all too seductive. 

He’d heard of things such as Succubi that were supposed to be a type of demon that visited you in your sleep and fed off your sexual energy, but he never believed in anything like that. Now, he supposed, he had no choice. He wore its mark of ownership around his cock like a tiny leash. What would it do to him? 

Dazed and feeling as though he hadn’t slept at all, he climbed out of his bed, his muscles aching. His eyes alighted on the clock radio next to his bed and he saw that it was already ten thirty. He’d already missed his first lecture of the day and he had a compulsory tutorial at eleven.

As quick as he could, he threw on some clothes, slammed his laptop and textbook into his backpack and rushed out of his dorm room.  


3.

Andrew seated himself in the lecture hall with not a moment to spare. Now, sitting down, his attention focussed on the projector screen at the front of the hall, he became aware once again of the thrumming vibrations being emitted by the device attached to his cock. It reminded him of the kind of low humming you might hear near powerful electricity lines. He was trying to return his attention to the projector and the drone of his lecturer when the girl sitting in front of him dropped her pencil. He watched as she leaned forward out of her chair to reach it, her shirt hiked up at the back. Her jeans pulled low in her exertion and Andrew caught a glimpse of the waistband of a sexy pair of pink lace panties. As she reached further, her jeans slipped lower and her shirt hitched higher, revealing a g-string cleaving her tanned buttocks. The chastity device administered a sudden electric shock and he jerked in his desk. “Ow!” he cried. “Geez.”

Clearly the device prohibited him from looking at other girls. The girl in front of him reached her pencil and snapped back to glare him. He averted his eyes and sat staring at his desk until she turned around again. He had to get this thing off or it was going to be a seriously long day. 

After the lecture, he made a beeline for the bathroom, locked himself in a cubicle and pulled down his pants. The device was fastened in place by a tiny lock. He wouldn’t even begin to know how to pick it, so instead he tried to pull the device off. The more he tugged, the more the ring cut into his scrotum. By the time he gave up, his balls were red and swollen. There was no way it was coming off like that. He found a paperclip at the bottom of his bag and unwound it, but the moment it touched the opening to the lock, his cock was subjected to another pulse of electrical shock.

“Fuck!” he cried out into the cubicle.

He heard muttering from the cubicle next door and waited until the person had flushed and left the bathroom before he tried again. The shock was even more intense the second time. It looked like he was stuck with this thing around his dick indefinitely. What if it never comes off? he wondered, on the verge of panic. His mind flashed back to what the succubus had said: “This is to be sure, that you will be mine and mine alone.” He took some comfort in this, assuming this meant that she would return. Perhaps he could reason with her when she did. 

As Andrew navigated his way through campus to his next lecture, he became aware of her presence once again. He felt her breath on his neck, but when he spun around, there was no one there. Her lips pressed against his ear and her tongue licked his lobe. Tingles ran down across his neck and he became aware of her tendrils slipping under his shirt, teasing his nipples. Despite himself, he could feel his cock throbbing and squeezing against its prison. As her tendrils slipped behind his waistband and stroked his inner thigh, his cock hardened as much as the short, downwardly curved tube would allow. It throbbed painfully, its confines preventing a full erection. He marched on, trying desperately not to react lest people think he was crazy. 

He heard her giggling quietly in his ear and then she was gone just as quickly as she had appeared. He had to be free of her or he thought he would go insane. 


4.

Later that evening, after doing his best to spend the afternoon studying, he decided to try to go to bed early. He drew his curtains and climbed into bed. The cock prison pressed against him painfully, forcing him onto his back. He tossed and turned, unable to sleep. 

Eventually, out of desperation, he called to her. “Where are you?” he said out loud.

In a flash, she appeared at his bedside. She was now completely solid, as real as the room around her. It seemed the more she fed from his discomfort and arousal, the more present she became in reality. 

“Hello, my pet,” she purred. She slipped into the bed beside him, her naked skin pressing against his. He could feel the soft mound of her vagina grinding against his hip and again his cock throbbed to a painful semi-erection. As she stroked his body and kissed his neck, his anger for her disappeared and was replaced by the blind lust that had put him into this position in the first place. 

The long, snakelike ropes of her hair found their way down between his legs and crept between the crack of his ass cheeks, brushing lightly against his anus. 

“Please,” he said. “Take off this thing off me.”

She smiled warmly. “Does it hurt, my pet?”

“So much. I beg you.”

“I tell you what,” she said, trailing a finger over his chest. “I’ll take it off, but first you must let me tease you.”

Andrew lay back submissively and abandoned his body to her as she straddled him. Her breasts heaved above him, perfectly formed areola and little pink nipples. He wanted to reach out and touch them, but the ropes of her hair held him in place. He rocked his hips upwards, grinding up against her, but he was met with only the frustrating hardness of the silver sheath.

Her breasts stroked over his cheeks and down his body. It felt as though ten sets of hands were stroking and massaging him as she used her hair to tease every inch of his skin, while her own hands held his face between her palms, in a nurturing fashion. Still, his arousal was stifled. He’d never been so turned on and frustrated before in his life. 

“Please,” he begged finally. “Take me. I want you!”

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” she said. 

“Why not? I’ve read about your kind. Isn’t that what you do? You seduce men and feed off their sexual energy by having sex with them.”

She laughed. “Close, but not exactly.”

“What then?”

“I’m not feeding off your sexual energy. I’m feeding off your masculinity.”

“What?”

“Let me show you.”

A strand of her hair slipped into the keyhole of the lock and the device sprang open. He felt immediate relief as his erection sprang to its full length “See, look how cute it’s becoming.”

Andrew looked down at himself, fearing the worst. His cock had shrunk to half its size, even though it was erect. 

“What have you done to me?”

“You see, the hornier you get, the smaller you become,” she taunted, “until there’s nothing left, but a little clit.”

As she said this, she spread her legs and he saw that her own clit had become large and engorged, like the head of a tiny penis. “It’s too late to turn back now,” she said, raising herself up and guiding his tiny cock between her labia. He could say nothing. Nor could he move. As she thrust down on him, he was filled with such incredible bliss that he knew he could not fight her. Nor did he want to. 

As she grinded on top of him, milking his now tiny little cock, he wanted only to give her what she wanted. He watched her playing with her breasts and tweaking her own nipples. His arousal grew and as it did, he could feel his cock slowly disappearing. Meanwhile, her clit throbbed and twitched, growing in length and thickness until it formed a large, rock hard penis above her lips. His nipples ached and as he looked down at his body, he saw them becoming bigger, his areola stretched as breast tissue filled his chest. Within moments, he had developed a pair of large, heavy breasts. She cupped them and sucked his nipples. He could feel her cock twitching against his skin and when she sat back, he realised that he was no longer inside her. Between her legs where her vulva had been was now a large pair of testicles. And between his own legs, he knew, he had completely transformed into a woman. 

She smiled down at him. “You’re beautiful,” she told him. But for her cock, her body was still as elegantly feminine as ever. 

“Why have you done this?” he asked, his voice high-pitched and girlish. 

“Why does a lion hunt the buck?” she replied. The thick ropes of her hair pried open his legs and she forced her cock between his moist pussy lips. With three quick thrusts, she had fully impaled him, filling him with a sensation that he could never have imagined. He could feel her cock moving inside of him, twitching, throbbing, sliding in and out. With every stroke, her body slammed against his, sending jolts of pleasure through the sensitive little nub of his clitoris. It was so much more sensitive than his cock had ever been, as though the nerves had been multiplied and condensed into an area a fraction of the size. He found himself moaning in response to overwhelming new sensations. Her tentacles groped his buttocks, lifting him up so that only his shoulders still rested on the bed. They pried apart his cheeks and stretched open his asshole. A finger sized tendril slid quickly in and out of his anus while she reamed his fresh new pussy. The tendril expanded strand by strand and soon it was the thickness of her cock. Penetrated in both holes, he felt full enough to burst. Her cock beat against his g-spot and her tentacles probed places inside him that sent trembles through his body. 

He felt so utterly helpless but to endure this exquisite pain and pleasure. So weak and vulnerable, yet given over to sweet surrender. 

Her tentacles lifted him into the air and he felt a wave of disorientation sweep over him as the mattress fell away from beneath him. He dangled upside down, his asshole still impaled on one adventurous root. She floated up to meet him, forcing her enormous cock into his mouth. He gagged as it hit the back of his throat and tears sprouted from his eyes. Another tentacle crept in between his pussy lips and curled upwards against his g-spot, stroking him into a state of complete ecstasy.

Her cock forced his jaws open and the head slid down the back of his throat, choking him. He was being molested through every orifice of his body and still he could not escape the bliss of this total surrender.

He was thrashed around like a ragdoll as the tentacles forced him into yet another position, his legs drawn up to his chin and held in place. Her saliva slick cock slipped easily into his pussy from behind and he moaned helplessly, his own feminine voice increasing his arousal to the point of orgasm. He came hard as she continued to writhe and throb inside of him. Her onslaught was merciless and the peak of another orgasm gripped his belly, blurring into the first.

She was like a wild animal in her ferocity and desperation to cum. Eventually, his asshole and pussy raw, she came inside him, letting loose an orgasmic roar. Her semen pumped into him in an endless fountain until it dripped down the backs of his legs and from his toes down onto the bed below.

Without warning, she flickered out of existence and he fell a metre through the air and landed in a sprawl of limbs on his bed. He lay there breathing heavily, wondering what had just happened. As the fluids cooled on his skin, the room darkened around him and once again he felt an overwhelming sleepiness pulling him into the darkness.


5.

The next day, he woke with a start and clutched his chest. His fingers met the soft flesh of his breasts and his worst fears were confirmed. The encounter had not been a dream. He had been transformed into a woman. He launched himself from his bed, threw open his closet door and looked at himself in the full-length mirror set into the door. He no longer resembled himself at all. His hair was long and blond, his shoulders narrow and dainty, his breasts full and pert and where his cock had once been was now a crease of fleshy folds. How was he supposed to go to class like this? What if he was recognised? 

No chance of that happening, he barely recognised himself. He pulled a shirt from his cupboard and slipped it on, but it hung loosely on his now much smaller frame. Think, Andrew, think! he urged himself. 

He knew he would drive himself crazy if he kept himself locked in his bedroom all day hiding from the world, so instead he decided to embrace his new appearance and get down to the university library to do some research. 

He put a tank top on under his shirt, rolled up the sleeves and tied it across the middle. None of his jeans or underpants fit, so instead he tore a square of his navy blue bedsheets and wrapped it around his waist as a makeshift skirt. He fastened it in place by stapling it a couple times down the join and securing it with a belt just for good measure. If anything, he looked like a hipster chick, rather than someone with no clothes to wear. He completed the image by pulling on a woollen cap. He had to admit, he looked damned cute as a hipster girl. 

At least it would allow him to move relatively unnoticed. 

A couple eyes followed him as he left his room. He didn’t mind so much, he assumed they would suspect her spending the night and now sneaking out. 

He was doing his best to keep his head down and get to the library with as little human contact as he could when he was stopped crossing quadrangle by a guy dressed in a football shirt. 

“Hey pretty lady,” he said. “Do I know you? You look really familiar.”

Then Andrew recognised him. A guy from one of his classes.

“No, I don’t think so,” he said, trying to act casual.

“I wouldn’t mind getting to know you. I like your style.”

What a douchebag. “Sorry, not today, I gotta get going,” he said and quickly went on his way. 

In the library he found as many books about folklore as he could and slowly waded through the sections on Succubi. The day went by and all of his efforts turned up nothing. 

Dejected, he returned to his room. The sky was already darkening then.


6.

The succubus was waiting for him on his bed, stroking her even larger cock and fondling her breasts. He quickly shut the door behind him.

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“What do you think?” she asked. A tentacle gripped him around his waist and pulled him across the room towards her. Tendrils undressed him and before he could so much as object, he was lying naked in the bed next to her. 

“What do you want from me? You’ve already turned me into this.”

“This is only the beginning,” said the succubus. 

In one quick movement, he was restrained and the succubus was once again ravishing him. The maddening lust overcame his resistance and he gave himself up to her to use. As she once again pumped him full of her seed, a frightening thought occurred to Andrew. It all made sense. The succubus had drained his masculinity not only as a means of feeding. Now it had to do what every creature must in order to secure its genetic survival. It wanted to breed. And he was to be its mate.


Other Works by Katie Sin

Sissy Boy for the Wild Girls

When Nick is asked by his boss, Jackie, a stern and professional woman, to provide entertainment for her best friend’s Hen Party, the last thing he expects is a pool party packed with bikini model lookalikes. Even less does he expect beings dragged away from the party by five woman to be waxed, made up and dressed as a French maid. Completely feminized and willing to please, Nick finds himself in situation rapidly spiralling out of control and down into the seductive depths of sexual depravity.

Stag Night Sissy

It’s Steve’s last night as a free man before his wedding and in typical fratboy style, his friends have organised a stag party complete with beer chugging, bar hopping and a stripper…who also happens to be a hypnotist. Things start to get weird when after the show, Steve notices that his friends seem dazed and slack-jawed; more so than usual. When he is invited into the backroom for a “private session”, Steve realises that he too is under the hypno-stripper’s spell. His will and quickly evaporating masculinity is entirely under her control. Dressed in lingerie and make-up, Steve soon realises that he is the party’s next morsel of sordid entertainment.

The Witch and the Sissy

Lost in the woods, hiker Matt, discovers a neat log cabin and is welcomed in by its two strange but beautiful female inhabitants. Glad to have a place to spend the night, Matt plans to leave the two sisters the next day, but that might not be what they have in mind for him: the curse of the sissy leaves Matt somewhat less masculine than before and at the whim of his captor.

Bi Sissy Boy Bondage

When Carl’s gorgeous wife, Daisy, asks to introduce some kink into their sex life, Carl doesn’t hesitate to acquiesce. Of course, he doesn’t know quite how sexually depraved his wife can be.

Forced into make-up and lingerie, Carl finds himself in a situation beyond his wildest fantasies when Daisy’s former lover, Antonio, arrives as part of the surprise.

Tranny Dominatrix Surprise

Dave’s confidence is at an all-time low after a breakup. When his best friend Jim offers him a night with the mysterious dominatrix, Mistress Bella, Dave reluctantly agrees, only to discover that Mistress Bella has more than just a few mischievous tricks up her sleeve.

Ménage à…Tranny? Tranny Threesome Surprise

Blake can’t believe his luck when he finds himself talking to the two hottest girls at the bar. And what’s more, they’re practically fighting over him! After he arrives home with the two lady lovers, tied to their bed and teased to the brink of insanity, Blake is shocked to discover their dirty little secret. But of course, he’s already beyond the point of no return…

Boyfriend Bodyswap

When Jason and Susan try to make a little extra money by signing up for medical trials, they never dreamed that they’d end up in each other’s bodies. Jason is initially unimpressed by having his masculinity ripped away from him, but with the right touch and a sexy surprise, Susan is more than able to convince him of the joys of being a woman.

OEBPS/images/image_c2ebe42c-b8bc-483a-af18-20da8d3dbfdf9063598619798328832.jpg





