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Desteny checked her reflection in the mirror, turning sideways to see herself in profile. Some of her fellow college freshmen liked to talk about the freshmen fifteen, but if she had put on any weight, it settled in all the right places. She had a nice, round ass that gravity had yet to affect, and so its curves remained enticing. In the same way, her breasts, healthy c-cup breasts that got her plenty of attention, those, too, sat high on her chest and stood up proudly against her torso. Both of these attributes were covered in a plain pink top and bottom set that covered the naughtiest of her parts while leaving the rest of her bathed in a pale pink gauze, the culminating effect being that of a pink-clad harem girl. With the small coins attached to the headband resting against her forehead and a swath of pink gauze covering her face from nose to chin, she looked every bit the part of sexy concubine. 

Elijah would be arriving any moment. Her apartment was small, and she had to share it with a roommate, but Ronnie left an hour before to go to a Halloween party at one of the fraternities. She had other, more exclusive plans. With a pat of her flat stomach, she turned away from the mirror fixed to the back of her bedroom door and snatched the invitation off the nightstand by her bed. 

Even the feel of the paper used for the envelope felt like money. Desteny had grown up poor, and she was acutely aware when she was in the presence of those items or those people that reminded her of just how poor she was. While she was self-aware, she also found the allure of money and the social climbing that came with it to be intoxicating. That was the real reason she decided to spurn the invitations to a number of campus parties. Those invitations were flyers, at best, and word-of-mouth affairs at worst. This party... this would be something special. 

Elijah, as good as his word, appeared on her doorstep at a quarter of five. His car was a hand-me-down from an older brother. Where Luke, the older brother in question, was thick and athletic, Elijah was willowy and thoughtful. he did his best to disguise that thoughtfulness with a wildness that Desteny suspected was self-destructive, but they didn't talk about it. They didn't talk about much. 

Elijah didn't have a lot of luck with women in high school. When he and Desteny began dating, he hurried his way into her pants, and she was happy to receive him. That thoughtfulness hidden so much of the time appeared in his lovemaking. He could read her body well. Some nights they would have slow, tender sessions that lasted hours. But they learned from one another that each was lustful, and stolen moments in a public bathroom or, once, the campus library could bring them the same kinds of thrills. 

She looked at him out the window, sitting in the four-door sedan with its fading paint, his palm keeping time with some unheard song playing in the car, his childish bowl cut, the wispy sideburns that made his face look boyish and fresh instead of mature, and she was taken back by a swell of affection for him. She wanted to protect him and fuck him all at once. Was that what love was? Maybe, she decided. If not, it would do for now.

She slipped on the pink ballet slippers that completed her outfit and rushed out the door, the invitation in hand. 

She saw the look Elijah gave her through the windshield of his second-hand car, a double-take at the way her tits bounced as she jogged to the car. She slipped inside and kissed him, a brief kiss that he chased as she pulled away from him.

"You look amazing," he said. There was a rise of color in his cheeks. If she slipped her hand between his legs, Desteny thought that might not be the only thing rising. 

"You, too," she said, ignoring the flush of color. 

It was mostly true. Elijah pieced together a costume for the party made up of loose clothes and a bandana on his head, a smear of dark makeup to suggest the beard stubble that refused to grow thick enough for the pirate costume he wore. 

"Are you going to pillage me later?" 

"Oh yeah," he promised.

"Good. I wish we weren't driving Aubrey and Damian. We could slip back inside for a quickie."

"I want to spend a little time on unwrapping that outfit." His voice had a hint of a growl, a guttural sound that thrilled Desteny. 

"Come on, my beast. Let's go play Uber before I let you unwrap me right now."



Aubrey touched up her makeup, pursing her lips before the mirror while Damian wandered through her apartment, looking at pictures on the mantle he'd seen a hundred times before.

"When are they going to be here?" he asked, his volume louder than necessary in the small apartment with its open doors. 

"Any minute. Are you ready?"

Damian checked his outfit with a glance down. It was a prisoner's outfit he picked up from a local big box store. Nothing fancy, but it would do. Plus, it was light and loose fitting and he liked the plastic ball-and-chain attached to his ankle that he tossed from hand to hand. 

Aubrey stepped from the bathroom to the living room, a matter of a half dozen steps in the studio space, dressed all in black. Her legs were in sheer black tights, her body contained in a black one-piece bathing suit, long black opera gloves to cover her arms, and a pair of black velvet kitten ears on her head. The painted-on whiskers and blackened tip of her nose completed the look of a black cat. Behind her, a stuffed tail swung in jerky motions with each step.

"Here kitty-kitty," he grinned.

"Don't be gross."

His eyes were on her breasts, and she knew that she was showing some cleavage. She liked the attention. And knowing she was headed to a swank Halloween party with those she presumed were among the hoi polloi of Waverly, she expected and desired some of those well-to-do eyes on her. She was pretty, maybe even beautiful, and she had no qualms with using it to make her life better. 

A car horn honked outside. Damian checked the window by drawing a curtain and whistled. Aubrey joined him at the window. She could see down into the front seat from their second-floor vantage point. Desteny was in the front passenger seat, her big tits pushed up and threatening to fall out of the harem costume she wore.

"Hey," Aubrey scolded, her hand reaching between Damian's legs to cup his cock and balls, "remember whose these are."

"You got it," he said. 

Aubrey noticed how he took an extra second before he tore his eyes away from the window, however. 

Men were slaves to their lust. They followed their hard dicks wherever they lead, with no sense of regret or conscience in that loose bit of flesh. Aubrey believed herself to be a queen of sorts and grew angry when Damian refused to show her the proper amount of worship.

"Let's go," she said and grabbed the plastic chain he held in his hands, using it like a leash to pull him out the door.



The trip to the house led them to a more remote and affluent part of town. One house could hardly be seen from another, and each was an estate unto itself. Desteny used the flashlight app on her phone to check, again, the address on the invitation. 

"It probably hasn't changed in the last five minutes," Elijah teased. 

He tilted his head to check the number of a mailbox as it flew by on the two-lane road. The light was draining from the sky and everything was cast in a dull gray. 

"My mom knew someone who lived out here," Aubrey said, stretching in the back seat. Her legs were draped across Damian's lap and he squirmed as her dark heel dug against his inner thigh. 

"Does anybody actually know this lady?" Damian leaned forward a little as he asked the question, repositioning the dangerous position of his girlfriend's heel. 

"Just reputation." 

"Desteny is new to Waverly, after all," Aubrey said, her hands waving as she spoke in a regal way. "Nikki Crescent is a fixture of Waverly high society. Her parties are the most exclusive affairs. My mom and dad went to one back in the day and said they were wild, too."

"Wild? Like how?" Elijah asked.

"I bet it's orgies," Damian suggested.

"Orgies," Aubrey confirmed, "drugs, debauchery of every stripe. But that was years ago. I can't imagine old lady Crescent is still up to those tricks. She'd have to be in her sixties by now."

"Orgies?" Suddenly the invitation in Desteny's hands felt more ominous, something that was dangerous and not only a promise of a life she could only dream of.

"Purely voluntary. No one can you force you into an orgy, sweets," Aubrey went on. 

Damian nodded, partly in answer to the question he asked himself: Was this when Aubrey was happiest? She was the one who knew more than anyone else, the one in charge of the conversation. While she was gorgeous, and there was no doubt of that with her lean figure and perfectly shaped breasts, her round and toned ass, the wash of her blonde hair, the sharp, aristocratic features. She was well out of Damian's league and she said and did a myriad of little things to let him know. Even the kitty costume was designed to show off her youthful beauty, to keep eyes on her. Sure, he felt lucky to be going home with her after the party, but he also knew that he could never be truly happy with her. There would always be the sense that he was forever working to keep her attention. 

"We're leaving if that's what this place is," Desteny said, mostly aimed at Elijah. 

Night fell while they were looking for the house. All at once, it seemed, the world was black. There were no streetlamps this far from town, and Desteny had the feeling they were passing into some netherworld, a place stepped outside of time. 

The house anchored a long drive that terminated in a wide circle. Cars lined the drive and more than one driver sat leaning against the hood of a limousine, smoking a cigarette or lit by the glow of a phone while they waited for the cars' owners to emerge from the party.

"How did we get an invitation to this?" Elijah wondered aloud. 

"A mistake?" Desteny wondered.

"This is where we belong. Not some stupid frat party. Just watch me and I'll get us through this."

Damian said nothing but wrapped an arm possessively around Aubrey's shoulders.

"Where do we even park?" Elijah asked. 

They found a spot, farther from the front door than Aubrey would have liked, and she made her displeasure known on the hike from car to the front door. They were greeted the by a pair of tuxedoed men, rail-thin and with matching mustaches that were carefully manicured to be mere suggestions of facial hair.

"Invitation," one said, extending his hand and offering his palm.

"Here," Desteny said quickly.

She placed the invitation in his hand and waited for some kind of approval. The man nodded. The other swept an arm toward the house's interior. Aubrey moved ahead of them, marching into the house with a sway of her tail, her head raised as if she belonged there. The rest of them tried to mimic the same confidence. 

The house was brightly lit, and elegant piano played faintly from somewhere deeper inside the mansion. Aubrey led them toward the sound of the music, which grew until the hall opened into a grand ballroom, like something out of a period drama on television. 

The floor was marble, the ceiling high and decorated by stained glass overhead, which cast the room in a soft red glow. Electric lights were fixed in the corners of the room, but most of the light came from candles in fixtures. A raised stage at the far end of the hall showcased the pianist, and a three-piece string group waited for their cue. 

Moving and dancing in the hall were at least a hundred costumed party-goers. There were jesters and harlequins and human animals and masked revelers of all kinds. The one thing they all shared was an appearance of opulence. Even Aubrey felt her costume, while enticing, lacked the hints of wealth and sophistication of the others. 

"Maybe we should go," Elijah suggested.

"Nonsense."

The voice came from behind them and the quartet of friends turned as one to find the woman standing behind them. Aside from the masquerade mask covering the top half of her face, she wore no discernible costume. Instead, she wore a flowing black gown highlighted by jewels that were less likely rhinestones than the real thing. She was tall and narrow, with high cheeks and full red lips. When she smiled, Desteny felt something predatory in the show of her teeth. 

"I'm Nikki. This is my home. I'm so glad you could make it."

Aubrey immediately extended a hand and the elegant hostess took it. 

"It's so nice to meet you."

"Likewise," Nikki replied. 

There was something about the way this striking woman savored each word before it tumbled past her lips that had Desteny on edge. Behind her, the response was quite different from the boys. They felt a stiffening of their cocks when Nikki spoke and grew quite hard when her dark eyes flitted over them. 

"I hope you enjoy the party. There's a little something for everyone. Don't be afraid to indulge yourselves. That's what Halloween is for. Candy for the kids and for us... something just as sweet."

Desteny looked back to the revelers, sure after Nikki's description that an orgy was surely where the evening would resolve itself. She was already making up excuses for why they should leave when she turned back and found the lovely owner of the mansion gone.

"Where did she go?" Elijah asked, echoing her own thoughts.

"I was looking at the bar," Aubrey said.

"She was right here," Desteny insisted, but the others, who had also been looking away, were unphased. Perhaps, they suggested, she simply slipped back into the crowd. 

"You can play detective on the whereabouts of Miss Crescent," Aubrey teased, "or we can go have some fun. It's up to you."

Elijah tugged at Desteny's sleeve and drew her into the belly of the dance hall where soft music played and strangers danced closely together, lost in worlds of their own.

 Aubrey started with a drink. She wasn't a professional drinker, but she was a master at being in charge. She pulled Damian by his plastic chain from the entry to the bar situated along one wall. When she saw Damian's eyes drifting over the curves of the pretty bartender, she stepped in between them to order their drinks.

"I'll have a gin martini, dry, and this brute will have a vodka and tonic with a lime."

"Yes, ma'am," the young woman answered and went to work on the drinks. She and her male counterpart were both dressed in black pants and vests, a black tie against a white top, looking very much like hired help. Aubrey could get used to that kind of service. 

The drinks were delivered and she led Damian away from the bar along the wall, interested to see the other partiers and observe a moment. She looked for faces she knew and stood just in front of Damian, so those who didn't know her could get an eyeful. The form-fitting cat costume was enough to draw attention, and she made a show of delicately sipping the martini and meeting the eyes of the others in the crowd, especially the men. The look she offered was a knowing one, aware of their desire for her and doing nothing to dispel that promise. At least, not yet.

"Are we going to dance or something?"

"Not yet. You really don't know anything about anything, do you?"

Damian chuckled. "I know you look hot in that outfit."

"Always thinking with your dick. That's your problem. You have no appreciation for what a night like this could mean for me."

"It's just a party."

"It's not just a party, moron. And I say that lovingly. This is where you go to be seen. These are some of the most important people in Waverly. And we are now among them. get it?"

Damian scanned the crowd. "They're all in masks, though."

"Thank goodness you're pretty," Aubrey sighed. "Just stand there for a minute and drink your drink."

"That I can do."

Aubrey watched the dancers watch her and plotted her next action. One must have a plan, she knew, whether her beefy boyfriend knew that or not. 



Desteny had her arms around Elijah's neck, the two of them swaying with the music filling the hall. Bodies moved around them, masked guests engaged in the same sorts of pendulous rhythm. 

"How long do we have to stay?" Elijah asked.

"Are you eager to pillage?" Desteny grinned, tugging the fake gold hoop in Elijah's ear. 

"That's basic pirate behavior, baby. And you look amazing as a belly dancer."

"Harem girl," she corrected. 

"I don't think I like the idea of you being part of a harem."

"No? Does my pirate want me all for himself?"

Elijah blushed. "I want to be alone with you so badly right now."

"Patience. Once we get home, how about we strip each other out of these costumes and see what happens?"

"I love that idea."

"For the record, I want to go, too. All these people in masks kinda freak me out."

Elijah chuckled and nodded. "And they dance like old people. We have to be the youngest people in this place by about a million years."

"Maybe not Nikki," Desteny said. "She looks like she's in her thirties, but a young thirty."

"She probably had some work done."

Desteny gave him a playful smack and they held each other again, close, feeling a happy intimacy even among the strangers.

Their moment was ended abruptly by Nikki, striding through the center of the hall, dancers parting for her like the Red Sea. Desteny thought to chide Elijah for staring at their host's tick-tocking ass, but she realized she was staring, too. If Nikki hadn't had work done, she was a rare specimen of natural feminine beauty. 

She mounted the steps of the stage in her sharp heels and turned to face the crowd. The band ceased their playing. 

"Good evening to all my guests. I have had the honor of speaking to most of you individually, but let me take another opportunity to welcome you again. Each and every one of you has attended my party before, with some exceptions."

A murmur of low laughter rippled through the room. 

"As you know, a few new guests are essential to this masquerade. And a special greeting for Aubrey and Damian-"

A spotlight fell on the young couple sipping their drinks against the wall of the room. Aubrey raised her glass as if in a toast to Nikki. 

"-and Desteny and Elijah."

The light swam over the crowd to find them. Elijah blinked heavily and Desteny lifted a hand to block the light.

"The rest of you have been here before and have enjoyed the unique fruits of this special night. Your first parties were nights to remember, as it will be for these young people. But enough preamble. We cannot exist without their vitality, without their sacrifices." 

Nikki's gaze fell on Desteny and Elijah. The smile that Desteny thought appeared predatory was now unmistakably hungry. Her tongue slid over her full red lips and her eyes twinkled in the shimmering lights of the party.

"And we have some business to conduct so that this party can go on for everyone here. Forever. Let's begin. Unmask! Unmask, everyone!"

Desteny's heart froze in her chest as her arms went up, gripped the masquerade masks, and ripped them away. They seemed to turn as one staggering thing toward her, and Desteny saw a sea of black eyes staring at her. Mouths split into impossibly wide smiles. She was sure if they kept smiling that way, their heads would simply roll back and away, cleaved in two by the ever-spreading grins. 

And, suddenly, they were gone. All that remained of the dozens of guests was a faint drift of black dust floating in the air. The band was gone, too. The only living things in the expansive hall were the two couples who arrived together and Nikki, standing on the stage.

"Happy Halloween, kiddies," she purred.

"We're going," Elijah said, taking Desteny's hand in his, pulling her out of the room to the front door. Desteny hazarded a look back. Aubrey and Damian were on the move, too, fast on their heels. Nikki hadn't moved an inch, her head lowered as she followed their flight from the hall to the entrance of the mansion. 

"What the fuck?" Damian panted.

The four of them slammed into the front doors. 

"I mean, what the actual fuck?"

That seemed the best analysis of the situation to Desteny, who clung to Elijah's breezy shirt. His focus was on the door and the handles that wouldn't turn.

"Come on. Come on," he urged, but they wouldn't budge.

"You all seem very upset. Maybe we should talk about it."

Nikki was following now, a slow and slinky walk to emphasize her long and shapely legs. She was no more than twenty yards away, her voice carrying in the high-ceilinged foyer.

"Go!" Damian cried, and they were moving again, only not as one as they had in their journey to the door. Elijah was pulling Desteny down a long hallway, while Damian and Aubrey were moving up the stairs, taking them two at a time. Desteny lost sight of them as the hall took a turn, the bright lights of the party giving way to a softer glow of lamps fixed to the walls of the passage, tall doors passing as they fled deeper into the house. 

There was no rhyme or reason why Elijah might pick the door he did, but one opened under his hand and they fell into a well-furnished and spacious bedroom decorated in rich woods and red velvet. Elijah slammed the door and locked it, putting his back to it. His chest rose and fell too fast, and Desteny thought he might pass out.

"Those were ghosts, right? I mean, I don't believe in ghosts, but what we saw in there were ghosts. Right?"

"I don't know," Desteny confessed.

"How did you get that invitation in the first place?"

"It just showed up. And Aubrey was so excited... we have to find Aubrey!"

Elijah shook his head. "What we have to do is find a way out of here. Did you notice there are no windows in the room?"

Desteny spun. He was right. As inviting as the furnishings were, and the wide, four-poster bed was especially so, they were prisoners in here. The only way out was back into the hallway. 

Aubrey bounced off on locked door and then against another. She frantically turned the knobs, shoving against one with her shoulder before she abandoned it for another door. Damian was behind her, testing the same door she had just left. 

"I already tried that one, you idiot!"

Damian said nothing. Perhaps he was used to it. Or perhaps the situation they found themselves in, a situation in which all reality was up for grabs, required the ability to let some slights go. He registered the insult and then it was gone, almost as fast as it had come. 

"Here!" Aubrey said, finding an unlocked door. 

Damian followed her inside and slammed the door shut behind them. 

"What's going on?" he asked.

"I have no idea. But I know that Nikki Crescent isn't just some socialite. Whatever's going on here, she's in charge of it. And that scares the shit out of me."

"So, what do we do?"

Aubrey loved him in the moment. He was an oaf, yes, but he was her oaf. And he was looking to her for some kind of guidance. It would, she knew, be up to her to get them out of this predicament. Damian would do whatever she asked, short of coming up with a good plan for their escape.

"Let me think for just a minute..."

She drank in the surroundings. They were in a bedroom and a big one. A wide bed sat on a raised platform against one wall, the covers casually cast askew on the top of rich silk sheets. Every piece of furniture looked expensive and suggested a vain femininity that Aubrey would have appreciated under normal circumstances. At present, the thing that stood out was an open door across the room. 

"Wait here," she ordered without bothering to look if Damian obeyed her command. 

Inside the doorway was a grand en suite bathroom, with a delicious clawfoot tub on one side and marble shower on the other. At the end of the room, past both of these, was a vanity over a marble sink, the mirror itself decorated by the gold veins that stood out on the marble's face. 

Her hands drifted over the sweet fabric of the robe that hung near the shower door, some kind of cotton that was softer than any she had touched before. Everything in the room spoke of money and privilege. Despite the absurd danger in which she found herself, Aubrey could not resist the thoughts that came. They told her this was her place. She belonged in this sort of luxury. Her beauty, her cunning, these qualities should elevate her to the places of the wealthy and the elite. 

"Some bathroom, isn't it?"

Aubrey spun. The bathroom door was closed now. And sitting on the edge of the ornate bathtub was the party's host, holding a caramel apple on a stick in her hand, one obvious bite missing from the side of it. She ran a slender finger around her mouth and collected a thread of caramel, then deposited it onto her tongue, lewdly sucking her finger clean.

Aubrey gasped, her mouth working like a fish pulled from the water, drowning in air. 

Nikki's legs, crossed, slid over one another as she stood and approached. Aubrey was very aware of the click of her heels on the marble floor, the way Nikki's legs folded before the other as she moved languidly toward her. She tossed the ravaged candy apple behind her. It landed in the tub with a thump! but Aubrey's eyes were on Nikki's, cool and gray. 

"I'm trying not to take your running away screaming personally, but I have to admit that it feels directed at me."

"Please," Aubrey whimpered. 

She had never felt so small or so scared as she did at this moment. 

"Please, what?" Nikki said, feigning innocence. "What is it you think I'm going to do to you? Why do you think I invited you to this party?"

"You said there was some kind of sacrifice."

"Oh. That. I wouldn't worry about that part. It's really a formality. I promise you that nothing I have in mind would bring any physical or mental harm to you or any of your friends."

Nikki stopped, now mere inches from the tip of Aubrey's painted nose. 

"What I want - Kitten - is something I am sure you would give me anyway. Especially when I tell you what's for sale."

Aubrey's fear still coiled in her belly, but curiosity was battling for attention. Her head leaned at a slight angle while she stared at the beautiful woman, eyes narrowing to divine what sort of trick this might be.

"Go on, ask," Nikki grinned.

"When you say for sale-"

"Uh-huh?"

"You're offering something?"

"No. I'm offering everything."

Nikki turned on one of her pointed heels and paced the room, gesturing grandly with her hands while she made her pitch.

"Aubrey, you have come here because you wanted a shot at the good life. You have always felt as if you deserved more than what you had. And one could hardly blame you. Just look at that tight little ass of yours. And those tits!" Nikki rolled her eyes dramatically. "Who wouldn't want a pair of luscious tits like that? Let me guess. No tan lines?"

Aubrey couldn't suppress a slight giggle.

"I knew it. But being born a stone-cold beauty doesn't get you everything. It gets you a look at the high life, so long as you are willing to view it from the arm of some man you're willing to spread your legs for and give him a taste of that fragrant peach between them. That's, pardon the expression, being a whore. And you are so much more. What no one has ever given you credit for, besides me, that is, is the brain beneath the blonde hair. You know the angles, Aubrey. And you are willing to play them. You are strong. You are sexy. You're confident. And you have a bigger dick than most of the men you encounter. All you need is the resources to play on the same field as the big boys and you'd have them eating out of your hand, just like Damian in there."

"And you're going to give me something that will let me do that? What? Money?"

"You're thinking too conventionally, sweetheart. What I can give you is deification. I can make it so that you are worshipped. Every man, woman, or anything else you desire will fall at your feet. You'll have as much power as any man. More, because you'll have your beauty, too. Beauty, brains, charisma, and a big swinging dick. What do you say?"

"What's the cost?"

"Now we're talking. Not much. Just your innocence."

"Not my soul?"

"What's the difference? Whatever thing it is that makes you some naive and hapless human, I get that. You keep your memories and desires and all that, I just get the sappy first birthday sweetness. And, let's face it, you ain't all that sweet, darlin'."

Aubrey chewed her lip. The offer was too strange to be real, but then she'd seen the ghostly partiers disappear before her very eyes, saw their oily black pools for eyes. She recalled thinking how she so wanted to be one of them when she thought they were simply rich suburbanites. Is that still what she wanted?

"What do you get out of this?"

"See?" Nikki grinned, "Always considering the angles. What I get and what you will get for becoming part of our little family is this - life eternal. You will always be just as beautiful as you are today. You will have power and wealth and all the things you've dreamed of. And, once a year, you will come here to this house with me and the others, and you will have one hell of a party."

"And force someone else to make this same sacrifice?"

Nikki looked hurt by the suggestion with her pouting lips and lowered brow. 

"I would never force anyone to do anything they didn't want deep down. You can refuse right now and you and your boy toy can leave, but you'll be back where you were. On the outside looking in. I'm offering you the best of everything, Kitten. All you have to do is say 'yes.'"

Aubrey considered, ignoring the leer Nikki gave while she studied the younger woman. It was everything Aubrey dreamed of. The future Aubrey envisioned for herself was attainable and at the cost of what? Innocence? Nikki was right about one thing - Aubrey had little use for innocence. She wanted power. She wanted to be able to level the playing field in this man's world. Not only to compete but to succeed. To win. 

"What's it going to be, Kitten?"

"Yes." Aubrey said it fast, not allowing herself to second-guess. 

"I knew you were the smart one, Kitten. Now we seal it with a kiss. And your life changes forever."

Aubrey's heart clenched, and her skin crept with cold fingers walking up her spine. Even as Nikki wrapped her slender arms around Aubrey's waist, Aubrey felt cold like she never had. Her pelvis pressed against Nikki's and then the seductive host's lips were on hers. The kiss, at first, was tender and exploring, like that of a new lover. Aubrey felt a rush of desire and her mouth opened. She felt the quick flick of Nikki's tongue and then Nikki's mouth sealed over hers and she inhaled.

It was like something inside Aubrey became unmoored and ripped from her, connective tissue being torn away while this essential piece of her soul ripped loose and drained from her mouth into Nikki's. At first, that left a strange emptiness inside her. Then, it filled.

If her skin felt cold, that was nothing to the chill that rose inside her. Whatever sympathy or caring she once held was vanished. What remained was her cunning, her desires. Her body shifted underneath the cat costume, her muscles growing harder and thicker, the soft shapeliness of Aubrey's body giving way to a more toned and sharper version of itself. And there was the feeling at the center of her. She looked down between her breasts to see the bulge grow at her pelvis, a swelling that indicated masculine sex. The arousal she felt, growing to a mind-numbing level, shifted from the familiar internal itch to an external hunger, a need to penetrate and ravish.

'Beauty, brains, and a big swinging dick,' Nikki had said. 

When Aubrey looked up to question Nikki, she was gone. That was fine. Aubrey's new desire guided her to the mirror where she admired this muscular, more aggressive version of herself. She liked how her fingers could trace along the ridges of well-defined abs, how the corded muscles of her arms shifted while she moved. And there was the round, thick swell at her crotch. She had never experienced an erection, but she loved the insistence of it, the way the tight spandex of her cat costume restrained her new cock and excited it all at once. 

"Aubrey?" Damian called from the bedroom. "Are you okay?"

"Oh, yes," she purred. her voice had deepened a touch. Not enough to be confused as masculine, but with a new huskiness that dripped with seductive promise. "I am feeling just fine. Be right there."

Desteny felt safe against Elijah's body. He was taller and thicker and having him wrap himself around her made Desteny felt like there was a sort of cocoon keeping her safe from the bizarre world outside the door. 

"We haven't heard anything in a while," he whispered.

"We just need to wait until morning," she replied.

That had been her mantra. Once the sun rose on this house of horrors, they would be safe. They could resume their lives and forget all about this. Part of her stung with the guilt over abandoning Damian and Aubrey, but this was a life and death situation, right? She couldn't be expected to take care of everything? It was best to let Elijah worry about such things. He was the man, after all. Her whole job was to be alluring to a man, and a man's job, not that Elijah was doing such a great job of it, was to take care of his woman. She'd wanted a glimpse of the good life. Now, she just wanted to be home.

Elijah was too scared to consider much past the individual seconds that ticked by. He was frozen by the unreality of the night. His greatest ambition going into the evening was to get laid. Here he was consoling his girlfriend while he wrestled with the existence of ghosts and the afterlife and the fact that something was chasing them that he couldn't begin to understand. What the hell was he supposed to do?

All of that gender-specific behavior was bullshit. He didn't want to have to be the one who took charge here. And why should he? Because he had a dick? Was that supposed to make him some kind of all-knowing sage that could get them out of this? 

"We should find Aubrey and Damian," Desteny said with a sniffle. "I keep thinking about them. I feel like we abandoned them."

Sure, Elijah thought, what she means is that I should go look for them while she stays locked up and safe in this bedroom.

Desteny nestled deeper into the crook of his arm. "Don't you think we should do something?"

Maybe he should. Maybe that was better than the knot of fear in the middle of him that made him feel sick. If he was to walk out the door and be - What? Attacked? Killed? - taken by the forces that were alive in this house, at least the anticipation of the horror would be done with. He could be satisfied knowing he had done what Desteny wanted him to do. He would have lived up to her high expectations of him.

"You want to wait here while I go check?"

Desteny looked up at him with her plaintive doe eyes. 

"Would you?"

"Yeah. Yeah, sure I will."

He had to untangle himself from Desteny and climb up the wall and back to his feet. The walk from her to the door felt like it went on for a thousand years before he felt the cool handle of the door under his hand. 

"Stay here. I'll be back."

"Hurry," she said.

Sure, he thought. If you're so worried about my safety, why make me leave in the first place?

He eased the door open and stepped into the empty hall. The same dim yellow glow from the wall sconces greeted him, a glow that would have been comforting under different circumstances. Now, it felt as if the shadows grew and leaned and writhed, each a pool from which some new horror might arise. 

The door closed with a click behind him and Elijah felt more alone than he ever had before. Guilt resonated in his thoughts while nonetheless wishing he could be the one left behind, the one safe behind a door. Still, he pushed on, exploring the hall from whence they had come. He moved quietly, his hands outstretched as if to make his tread lighter in the hall. 

He would have to make his way upstairs and then find Aubrey and Damian. Then, back up to get Desteny, and then...? Then. That was the problem. He supposed to wait until morning with the notion that there was some safety in numbers. This was all Desteny's unspoken idea. But every time he wanted to double-back and refuse her, he thought of the way she filled out that harem outfit, how much his lust for her clouded his judgment. 

Shockingly, he made his way to the foyer and up the steps to the second floor. More hallways, more shadows, and the light here flickered and danced. 

"Damian? Aubrey?" he called out in as loud a whisper as he dared. 

No answer.

He would have to begin opening doors and face whatever waited on the other side. And so he began with the door closest. The first was locked. The second immediately gave under his hand and he pushed into the room. 

It wasn't a room, exactly. At least not the kind with which Elijah was familiar. He supposed it was the kind of room you had when you had a big mansion like this. A haunted mansion, he reminded himself.

Against the opposite was a full-length mirror and a vanity, a backless stool in front of that. Every other bit of the walls was given over to dresses and tops and skirts and shelves of shoes and hats and accessories of all sorts. Women's finery the like Elijah had never seen. The clothes looked expensive and decadent, an entire room given over to feminine beauty. Even the vanity was decorated with scarves draped over the back, while makeup and skin treatments dappled the surface of it. He guessed that the sweet scent of the room came from those lotions and potions dedicated to perfection. 

"See something you like?"

Elijah spun and realized he had drifted into the middle of the room. The door had closed behind him, silent, and now the woman who invited them here stood between him and his escape. 

"Don't come any closer."

"Or what?" she asked, eyebrows raised. "What is big, strong Elijah going to do to me?"

"I don't want to hit a woman, but I will."

"You're not going to hit me, darling. And I don't want to hurt you. I just want to help."

Elijah's eyes narrowed. "Help me?"

"Mmhm. I admire how you were so brave and came crawling out of your little hidey-hole to protect your lady fair. But it's unfair, isn't it?"

Nikki took a step closer, and Elijah took an unconscious step backward. 

"Look at how much you have to carry on those broad shoulders of yours. Wouldn't it be nicer to be the one cared for? Just once? Not to have to live up to any expectations, just be pretty? That's what Desteny does, isn't it? She can do whatever she wants, whenever she wants. All because she's hot. And, between us, she is one hot piece of ass, isn't she?"

Another step forward from the gorgeous woman, another step back from Elijah. The backs of his knees struck the stool in front of the vanity. 

"What are you going to do to me?"

"Nothing you don't want."

One more step, and there was nowhere for Elijah to go. He tried to side-step Nikki's advances and only managed to sit suddenly and heavily on the stool behind him. She was directly in front of him, now, and he watched her hands at her sides, waiting for her to reach out and grab his throat or claw his eyes. 

Instead, when they rose, her hands held his cheeks and brushed them tenderly. 

"All I want, Elijah, is to take care of you the way you take care of Desteny. You all ran from me before I had a chance to explain myself. I don't want to hurt any of you. I want to make you the best version of yourself. The true version of yourself."

She used his shoulders to spin him on the stool so that he was facing the mirror. Her head floated beside his in the reflection. She had a lean and sharp-featured face, aristocratic and beautiful. His was round and meaty, the head of a young man who possessed a common kind of attractiveness. He was, next to Nikki, nothing special. And that was a feeling, that unremarkable nature, that dogged him his whole life. Wasn't his relationship with a woman as beautiful as Desteny just a way for him to be remarkable by proxy?

"Women have it so much easier, don't they?"

"Yeah," he said, his voice hardly a whisper.

"Look at this room. Devoted to women. To be perfect and soft and cared for. Pampered. Wouldn't that be nice?"

"Yes," he agreed.

"I can make that happen, Elijah. All you have to do is kiss me, and you get a chance to be just like Desteny. Adored. Lusted after. Cared for. No more worries. All you have to do is indulge your pleasures. And don't worry, there will be a lot of pleasure. Doesn't that sound nice?"

Elijah watched Nikki's red lips moving and heard the words slink from her mouth into his ear, coating his brain in a fuzzy kind of acquiescence. Just like she said, it was easier to go with the flow, to not have to worry or be afraid or be the one who had to go into the hallway in the scary house. What if he could be free of all that? 

"Kiss me," she said, head turning to his. 

He saw that tilt in the mirror, and instinctively turned to meet Nikki's mouth. Her lips were warm and soft and he closed his eyes, dissolving into that kiss. When her mouth opened, he opened his, and then she sealed her mouth, and she breathed him in. 

His essence clung to his body as he realized that Nikki's promise included a price he didn't know he would have to pay, but he was too weak to resist her gravity. Part of him felt he deserved whatever fate she held for him because of that weakness, and then all his previous self-awareness was gone. For an instant, he was empty, a vessel to be filled. 

When his eyes opened again, that void was occupied by new desires. His body melted and shifted, broke apart to remake itself in a new image. In many ways, little in his face changed when he regarded himself in the mirror. It still displayed a roundness, but was now smoother, with cheekbones high and lips full. His eyebrows were thin, his eyes big and inviting, flecked with brilliant green that caught the eye and held one's gaze. 

The rest of him was vastly changed. Nikki guided him to his feet, and he felt the shifting weight on his chest as his new and heavy breasts swayed pendulously against his chest. He felt at once smaller and more compact and oddly bounteous. His ass and hips and breasts gave him a feeling of vastness, while his narrow waist and slender arms and legs made him feel weaker and softer. 

Between his legs, the cock that dominated his attention for all his teen years until this day was gone. When his fingers reached between his supple thighs, he found slick and puffy lips. He inhaled sharply as a cascade of pleasure issued forth from that new center of him and gathered in his nipples and asshole. God, how he wanted to feel something fill that new hole and his mouth. Yes, even his ass. He wanted to be fucked well and repeatedly. He moaned when Nikki's hand brushed long, chestnut hair back from his new face.

"Look at you. What a gorgeous slut you are. And I think you'll feel much better once we get you out of these clothes. I have just the thing for you, too."

Elijah nodded and licked his lips before following Nikki to the wall of clothes. It was so much better to be led. And to cast away the last of his masculinity. There was no Elijah anymore. It was Elle that remained. And she was hungry. 

Aubrey strode back into the bedroom, noting Damian's attention on the door leading out into the hall. It was so cute how he worried about Nikki and what she might do to him. Aubrey had been assured that she would be the one to bring Damian into the fold. One thing Nikki neglected to mention in the deal she offered was how, in the absence of innocence and goodness, one craved it. It was an itch that had to be scratched, a hunger that had to be sated. She could almost smell that goodness in Damian. She wanted to see it spoiled and then she would drink it down and fill the hole in the middle of her. 

Coupled with that hunger was another. Her erection was a tingling, insistent need in her tights. Her hand kept moving to it, stroking it through its tight confines under the black leggings and spandex. It did feel good, though, to feel that soft and stretchy material rub against the veiny length of it. She wanted to free it, to bury it in something even more luxurious. 

"I don't think she's outside," Aubrey said. Her voice was like warm honey flowing over her tongue, deep and rich and slow. 

"Should we get out of here?"

Damian turned and saw her standing in the doorway of the bathroom. She looked different somehow, but nothing he could put his finger on. What was familiar was the crooked smile she wore, the one that said she was horny and was going to allow him between her legs. 

"You're not serious."

"What?" she grinned, moving closer. 

She loved how the sway of her hips rocked her new cock inside her costume. 

"This is not the time or the place."

Aubrey pressed close, draping her arms on Damian's shoulders. He noticed how thick they were, and heavier than they had ever been before. In fact, now that she was close, he could see how much more muscular she looked all over. She looked like she'd taken some kind of super steroids in the bathroom.

"What's gotten into you?"

"Kiss me," she said.

She didn't wait for him to answer. She took his face in her hands and she kissed him. It was a hard, needy kiss. It felt good to handle him this way, to use him as she desired. And after that one kiss, she could see that Nikki's promise had been fulfilled. He looked at her after the kiss broke with a dazed expression, focused entirely on her.

"You need me, don't you?"

"Yes," he groaned.

"You would do anything to please me, wouldn't you?"

"Yes," he repeated.

Fuck, his obedience made her more horny. She loved this feeling, the power she wielded over Damian. She wanted more. She wanted to see him reduced. Humiliated. Doing anything and everything she desired just to please her. 

"Get on your knees, slut," she growled.

He did. He stared up at her in his faux prison uniform, looking as helpless and lost as she hoped. She reached to her crotch and tore at the fabric. Her muscles flexed as she rent the costume and revealed her hard cock trapped inside. She grunted at its release, the anticipation of its satisfaction welling within her. 

"You like my pretty new cock," she said. It was not a question.

"Yes," Damian said again. 

His eyes were fixed on it, how it emerged from her pussy, which still split her. Her cock grew out of her, her clit now grown long and thick, while her labia glistened beneath it. She was possessed of both sexes, able to experience pleasure in all ways she desired. She was a sexual promise made flesh in all its forms. And Damian's mind, dulled by the Aubrey's newfound influence, could only stare in worship at this protuberance aimed at his face. 

"Suck it, my slut," she commanded.

Once more, Damian obeyed.

His lips parted and he leaned to her, taking the swollen tip of her shecock into his mouth. His tongue circled the tip, explored its circumference, and he sucked at it as if it might feed him. Aubrey inhaled at his expert manipulation of her futa member, her hands winding into his hair. She had not yet drank his innocence from him, but she could feel it corrupting with every inch of her he took into his mouth. She had willed him to be compliant and weak for her, and his mind twisted just as she chose. She wanted to feed on what remained of his goodness, but first, she would give him her seed.

Her grip on his head tightened. Her hips moved with a regular, quick thrusting into his mouth. She heard him gag and she almost exploded. She held him fast and fucked his face, pumping deep into her boyfriend's mouth until her tip struck the back of his throat. She loved the sound of his breathing interrupted, the way she filled him and elicited those delicious sounds of subservience. With every grunt and gag, her desire built until her hips were pistoning quickly. 

Her first external climax was shockingly full-bodied. Her entire being tensed and she froze with her thick futa meat stuffed in Damian's mouth. When she came, she felt it come flooding through her flesh and then spill into Damian's mouth. She delighted in how that oily seed spilled around the seal of Damian's lips and bubbled down his chin.

She left him no time to react or to think. She lifted him up by the collar of his costume and pulled his mouth to hers. First, it was only a kiss. Her tongue met his and she tasted her cum on his breath and felt it lubricating his mouth. And then, like Nikki had, she inhaled with her mouth tightly fixed on Damian's. She could sense the spark of his humanity, the kindness and goodness of him, rip loose and she drank it. It was sweeter than any wine and more satisfying than any food. The best parts of him were devoured and digested by Aubrey and the whole of Nikki's tribe. She heard them sigh in her head as she shared with them the last shreds of Damian's identity. 

As she drank, she felt him wither. Where she gained strength and power, Damian's body grew thin and weak, and his features softened. She did not take from him all of his gender, but when the kiss broke the Damian she knew before was gone. What was left was a paler, more feminine version of him, one that looked at Aubrey with pure worship. She envisioned all the humiliations she might visit on the femboy version of her lover, and how he would thank her for each of them. 

"Good boy," she chuckled. "Let's go join the party."

"Yes, Mistress," he replied weakly. 

The response stirred her cock again. She was determined to use it again before the night was done, and perhaps claim another of her femboy's holes. 

 Elle wound through the halls on her way back to the bedroom, fingers brushing over the wallpaper. It was as if every nerve ending was cranked to eleven. She felt the soft breeze of the air moving around her as she walked, the way the floor felt smooth beneath her bare feet, the way the top of the costume held her breasts and tickled her nipples, the way the panties brushed against her engorged lips. 

When she came to the door where she'd left Desteny, way back when she was a boy named Elijah, Elle leaned against the door and pressed her ear to it, grinning. She couldn't hear her former girlfriend breathing, but she could hear the swirling essence of her, the bits of her that Elle needed to feed on. Elle had a message for Desteny, one that she would love to hear.

She ticked her fingernails on the door in a soft, sharp knock. 

"Desteny? Are you there?"

Within, Desteny strained to hear and to place the voice. 

"Aubrey?"

"No, silly, it's me. Elijah. Kind of." She giggled again.

"You don't sound like yourself."

Desteny's voice was muffled through the door. Elle thought of her body on the other side, her curves, and the way she would taste on Elle's highly sensitive tongue. 

"I know, but it's okay. Just open the door. I can explain everything. You don't have to worry anymore."

Mmmm. It was good not to worry. All Elle had to do was bring Desteny with her to the party and they would be all taken care of. Nikki promised her that much, and Elle knew it was true. 

There was hesitation from the other side. That was another thing that would disappear once Elle was inside and in Desteny's arms. They would never doubt or hesitate again. Finally, though, Elle heard footsteps approach the door and the lock turned. As soon as the door cracked, Elle pushed against it, spilling inside before Desteny had a chance to prevent her ingress. 

She cried out, rushing back from the door in fear and pressing herself flat against the far wall, panic and terror pasted on her face. Elle remained at the door, closing it behind her. 

"Don't worry, Desteny, it's just me."

"Who are you?"

"Elle. Elijah. But I'm different, now. I'm better."

"What happened to you?"

Desteny was agape. She could see the hint of Elijah's features in the young woman before her, enough that she could believe this was Elijah. But he was not the right gender, and whatever light he had inside him had fluttered out. The creature at the door was sex personified, lust in a Halloween costume, a hunger that stared at her like a piece of especially savory meat. 

And the costume... It was a parody of hers. Like Desteny's, it was a soft pink, a top and bottom that hid the lewdest parts of Elijah's feminine frame, draped in a gauzy fabric to complete the harem outfit. Where it differed was in how nearly his tits spilled out of the top, and how his ripe ass was so neatly exposed by the bottom portion of the costume. And his new body was so curvy, so inviting...

"Nikki. I was scared of her at first. And then she gave me just what I wanted. You know what that was?"

Desteny shook her head, still pressed hard against the back wall of the bedroom. It was impossible to believe, just as she could not deny that this person was Elijah somehow. 

"What?" Desteny asked. 

She no longer felt the wall at her back. Somehow her feet were moving, carrying her toward the feminized version of her boyfriend. A woman whose body seemed built for sexual allure. 

"She gave me the chance to submit. To be taken care of. And even more, she gave me the ability to convince you that we still belong together. That we can be together forever. Don't you want to be with me? Like we were before, only as equals. We will both be taken care of and we never have to worry about anything ever again."

"Taken care of?"

Desteny blinked, shaking her head. Why was it so hard to think? And why did the notion of being taken care of feel so right? She could see herself alongside Elijah - Elle - kneeling before their owner. They would be so sexy like that, on their knees, ready to please.

She was in Elle's arms and trying hard to remember how she'd gotten there. But it didn't matter, did it? She could let Elle take care of her for now, and soon someone else would care for both of them. She didn't have to worry or doubt. She barely had to think. 

"Taken care of. Owned, Desteny. Will you be owned with me?"

"I-" she began, and tried in vain to remember any words but the one she finally spoke: "Yes."

"Good girl," Elle said, and felt the shiver of pleasure course through both of them as their lips met and parted. 

Elle breathed deeply and sucked in the will and resistance of Desteny. Desteny did not fight or struggle. She was ready to be one with Elle in service to their betters. And when the transformation had taken place and the goodness in Desteny had been supplanted by that hunger for the innocence of others, the harem girls moved together toward the ballroom. There was, after all, a party to attend.

The crowd was back when they entered the hall. The music had resumed and the celebration had taken on a fevered atmosphere. When Elle and Desteny entered, a cheer went up. The two servant girls noticed how many of the revelers had shed their clothes, writhing in sexual congress on the floor of the hall. Some lowered themselves to join in, forming threesomes and foursomes, while others simply danced around the humping guests. 

"You made it," a husky voice said, and the two turned to the speaker.

Aubrey looked down on them, a confident smile on her face. She held a leash in hand, the thin chain affixed to it draped over her shoulder. Behind her, a feminine and smaller version of Damian sat on his knees, awaiting instruction, the chain clipped to a collar around his dainty neck. The harem girls saw him and envied him at once.

"You look amazing," Elle managed.

"Nuh-uh," Aubrey said, wagging a judgmental finger at them, "You look amazing, Mistress."

"Oh!" Elle exclaimed. 

She looked to Desteny for words but saw that her lover was already lowering to her knees. Elle followed suit. They looked up and saw the tear in Aubrey's costume and the slick cock stiffening between her legs. 

"Why don't you girls have a taste of that?" she chuckled. 

Their eyes fluttered and rolled up in ecstasy as the matching servants extended their tongues to lick along the length of their owner's futa cock. As they did, they knew with certainty that they had both found an owner to care for them. With that knowledge came release. They would never need to decide again. They would only need to obey.

Behind her, Damian whimpered.

"Don't worry, slut," she assured him, "you can drink any cum I give them right from their mouths. Your belly is just where my spunk belongs, isn't it?"

"Yes, Mistress," he quickly agreed. 

Around them, the party continued until dawn. Their time was spent dancing, and occasionally joining the trysts on the ground around them, sometimes making their own unique foursome. As the crowd feasted on their fallen grace, so did they feast on one another until the sun rose and the party ended with the abrupt announcement of dawn.

With the night's magic spent, the revelers staggered toward their expensive cars, drivers making no note of the torn clothing or drunken lechery of their passengers. The elite could afford discretion from their employees.

Aubrey led her stable of servants by leash to their car. Damian was chosen to drive while Aubrey enjoyed Elle's talented mouth in the back seat. Once home, they would need to make arrangements to find a home together, and Aubrey would set about her climb to true power and money. For now, they would delight in their new roles, and look forward to next year's party, when a new sacrifice would be theirs to enjoy. And, until then, they would hunger. 
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Futa Academy 3: The Devil and the Futa: After escaping the clutches of Queen Mona and her bee girls, Brittany is summoned to appear before Abaddon, the evil ruler of the underworld, where she expects to be made his concubine. In her search for a way to escape her fate, Brittany finds T.S., the sexy occultist with a possible way out for Brittany. If Brittany can resist making T.S. another victim of her dark desires.



Futa Academy Gaiden: Circe: Set alongside the events of the Futa Academy series, the world of the Immortals is under assault by an unknowing human race. Eager to learn more about the human,s faeries Flirt and Flan are given a mission to live among the humans and learn what they can about the species that threatens the world of magic. An inventive and evil witch has discovered the faeries' plan, however, and has plans of her own for both the faeries, and the mission they have undertaken.



Freshman Re-Orientation: Wallace is a college freshman looking to enjoy his first time away from home. Little does he know that he and his roommate, Ren, are about to go through changes they could never have imagined!



Freshman Re-Orientation 2: As Wallace embraces his new life as the sissy Wendy, he and his feminized roommate discover the true purpose of the changes they've experienced. While their minds and bodies become perfectly girly, they begin to explore their new lusts and urges. A new imperative emerges - to find dates to the big school dance where they can satisfy their sissy hunger and recruit more for the project that has changed them.



Freshman Re-Orientation 3: A new year, a new school, but more feminizing, seductive evil lurks for Brian as he begins class at Llewellyn University. Enticed by the beguiling Kate, Brian finds his body and very soul twisted into something less than a man.



Freshman Re-Orientation 4: Big Sisters: Tyler has come to MacIntyre College in pursuit of his fantasy - his high school crush, Becky. When he and several other students are assigned big sisters in the Alpha Theta sorority, Tyler is taken under Becky's wing, but the pleasure of her company harbors a darker secret.



Freshman Re-Orientation 5: Home Ec: With Tyler now transformed into the sissy Taylor, a new world is opening up for the feminized boy. Under the tutelage of the domineering Miss Slade, Taylor will learn what it truly means to become a sissy.



The Island of Dr. Whoreau: Detective Frank Lane follows the beautiful and wealthy Ruth Van Patton to a remote island in search of Ruth's sister. When they arrive, Lane suspects the lair of a cult, but the truth is far more sinister and far more transformational than he could have ever suspected.



Witchy Woman: The QB Curse: Reggie Baker has it all - the cheerleader girlfriend, renown as the star quarterback of the college team, and a bright future all waiting for him. But his wandering eye finds the bewitching Selene too sweet a temptation to resist. With a healthy dose of charm, Reggie seduces the gorgeous Selene, unaware that his latest conquest has powers he couldn't imagine! When his deception is discovered, Selene finds the perfect revenge, and Reggie will never be the same!



Venus Vanity: Cassidy and Mattie are local losers, out drinking beers and looking for trouble when they find themselves drawn to a new shop in town - Venus Vanity. Inside, they find themselves under the thrall of a beautiful goddess with visions of a new world, and these two boys will be only her first victims!



Cosplay Cutie: Ben's new house has it all - an attic bedroom for home, a secret room, and the spirit of a girl who is all too ready to use Ben's body as a way to get what she wants. Consuming him with thoughts of passion, Ben's new friend is changing him in ways he could have never imagined and now he may never be his old self again!



Night's Wood: Urg is a fierce warrior. Eveline is a half-elf priestess. When a fateful errand unleashes a curse, they find themselves inhabiting the other's body and must make their way to the witch who has doomed them to life as another gender.



The Wig: A webcam girl falls prey to a jealous former employer and all that's left of her is a wig made from her hair and the desire for revenge. When a former fan comes into possession of the wig made from Honey Domain's hair, he unlocks something sensual and supernatural. The wig will transform the wearer into the living embodiment of sensual revenge.



Magical Makeover: Kyra and Titus are outcasts at the Narton School for Witchcraft. The adventurous Kyra wants to investigate the mysterious clock tower, which results in a magical accident granting her great power. Enough power to turn Titus into the girl of Kyra's dreams. But Titus has plans of his own, and his attempts to subvert Kyra's plans may place them both in jeopardy of losing more than their student status at the witch academy!



Turnabout: Chris thought he was made to be a Dominant. But when he attends a local BDSM group meeting, he meets the enigmatic and alluring Renee, who is eager to show Chris his proper place. Soon, he will find himself molded into the submissive Renee most desires, and he may have no choice but to obey!



Trilogy of Temptation: In this three-story collection, a lecherous security guard finds his comeuppance in the form of real magic; a reclusive pornographic actress grants an exclusive interview to a reporter unaware of her true intentions; and, a gorgeous woman on a night out meets a pair of young men and grants them a night of pleasure - but is she who she seems?



Starting Over: Terrance has been a little too free with his hands around his co-workers and is sent for counseling into the clutches of the gorgeous Dr. Deveraux. Terrance discovers Deveraux's methods are uncovering new feelings inside him... feminine feelings. But are these his own desires, or something more insidious? As his body changes, the truth will become all too clear and his life will never be the same!



The Girl in 2F: It begins with the body of girl dressed in latex, found dead in an alley. The mystery of the girl's identity and how she came to be there will dog Detective Jack Palmer enough to do something rash...



Changed Into My Wife's Sister: Carl thinks his trip to the mall with his wife is just a nuisance, but he'll be changed forever by her scheme involving a magical salon and a shopping trip designed to help him be the best girl he can be!



Blackmailed Into Beauty: Mark has always kept the secret of his cross-dressing from his wife, but on one fateful day, she will discover his hidden passions and twist them into her own desires - a feminized husband to serve her and please her! While his wife makes increasingly dramatic demands, his co-worker, Donna, joins in the fun and no place is safe from further changes to Mark's body!



Sissy Sage: Jason has always been small and weak, a shy and reserved young man. When he meets his college crush Alyson, she lures him into a night he'll never forget! Jason becomes Sage, a girl who is given free reign to indulge his innermost fantasies, and some he's never conceived of before.



Bound to Womanhood: Phil loves his wife. When she asks him to visit her therapist, he agrees, but nothing can prepare him for the journey his new therapist and wife will guide him on. Inch by inch, Phil is losing his control to his wife, and now he is no longer sure he wants to stop it. With every stocking and heel, something is changing in Phil, and his mental bondage may be matched only by the physical.



Mother's Day: Awake in a strange place, Parker struggles to recall how he came to be here and why he is so compelled to dress himself in such feminine clothes. With his very masculinity on the line, can he resist the lure of a new life with Mother? Who or what is Mother and who are these women so devoted to her?



Hallowitch: Milton is home for Halloween, eager for the night to fall so he can indulge in his cross-dressing fantasies. His new robe comes with a surprise - a resurrected witch! Constance gives Milton a new body and a new outlook on life and even manages to capture the nosy neighbor in her magical web.







And you can find much more at www.LykaBloom.com!

Thank you so much for reading and please offer your feedback!
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