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Hypno Bimbo

The Tourist Trap

Marcus  was  the  perfect  husband,  except  for  one  tiny  problem. 

He was addicted to  sissy hypno. 

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on  sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo.

So,  when  Marcus’  wife,  Pam,  persuades  Marcus  to  join  her  on  a  luxury holiday  at  an  exclusive,  luxury  island  resort  he  decides  it  is  the  perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her  husband’s   dirty  little  secret.  She  knows  about  his  addiction  to   sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...

One

It was the trip of a lifetime, a luxury holiday to an exclusive, private resort on a remote island paradise, a get-a-way for Marcus and his wife, Pam, a break from the day-to-day routine, a chance to reconnect and reinvigorate what was an almost perfect, if slightly stale, marriage. That’s what Pam had told Marcus when she’d pestered him to commit to a whole month off work, that’s  what  she’d  promised  him  as  she  tried  to  convince  him  they  needed this holiday.

At first, Marcus had been reluctant. Couldn’t they just take a week off  instead,  go  camping,  or  rent  a  cabin  somewhere  remote?  That  wasn’t enough  though.  They   needed  this  holiday  Pam  said,  they  both  did.  They both worked hard and they’d been married for almost twenty years, the pair in  their  early  forties  now,  and  they’d  never  had  a  long  holiday  like  this.

Even  their  honeymoon  had  only  been  a  week  away  to  a  resort  in  Hawaii, and though it had been an amazing time, a memory they both look back on fondly, they’d only too soon had to return to the humdrum dreary world of work and chores and  reality. 

So Marcus had countered with two weeks, at a hotel, a city break, maybe even somewhere abroad, Italy or Mexico or Japan, somewhere Pam had always wanted to go, no expense spared. Pam said it wasn’t about the cost of the holiday.

They both worked hard, had done well for themselves, and Marcus ran  his  own  company,  couldn’t  he  take  the  time  off?  Marcus  said  it  was precisely because he ran the company that he couldn’t take a whole month off.  He  had  responsibilities.  People  relied  on  him.  He  was  needed  for decisions, meetings, and though he’d much rather just take the time off with Pam, there was no way it would work.

Pam was insistent though, and not to be denied. She spoke to those who worked closely with Marcus and got them to agree to help cover for him, all of them agreeing that if anyone deserved a break from all the hard

work it was Marcus. If any couple deserved a nice long break it was the two of them.

So Pam had gone back to Marcus with her plan, and the details all laid  out,  and  everything  booked.  The  four  weeks  were  remarkably  cheap considering everything that was on offer, so he couldn’t argue about price, and people would cover for him at work, so he couldn’t say he needed to be in the office or dealing with calls or attending meetings.

Marcus could see how badly Pam wanted his holiday, and he  loved her, wanted her to be happy, and she’d put in so much work planning it all, the  perfect holiday for the two of them. She was so excited and giddy with joy when she presented him with the itinerary and the tickets and photos of the resort. How could he say no?

Plus… the resort looked amazing. The island was a tropical paradise and  the  facilities  were  immaculate,  the  resort  complex  boasting  pools, sports  facilities,  restaurants,  a  gym,  and  even  a  state-of-the-art  spa  and rejuvenation centre, whatever that was.  So Marcus said  yes, and Pam’s joy and excitement made him happy.

Pam was overjoyed because not only did she want this holiday, but she knew Marcus would enjoy it, would  love  it, and… she really did think he deserved it, that they, as a married couple, needed it.

Marcus was a perfect husband in almost every way, hard-working, thoughtful, caring, generous, kind, and even handsome, but… he had never been   great   in  bed,  had  always  left  Pam  craving  something  more.  She’d never  minded,  had  just  thought  maybe  her  husband  wasn’t  particularly interested  in  sex,  which  didn’t  bother  her  that  much,  but  in  the  last  few years, it had only gotten worse, a sign of him ageing perhaps, she thought.

But then, one day, she’d discovered his secret... the one tiny problem with her  almost perfect husband.

Her laptop had broken and so she’d borrowed his, had opened it up to find he hadn’t shut it down properly, and that’s when she’d found a series of hidden folders still open. That’s when she’d discovered Marcus’ secret, the  secret  to  why  Marcus  had  always  seemed  so  uninterested  in  sex,  why he’d  always  seen  so  ambivalent  about   fucking  her,  why  he’d  never  quite been able to satisfy her, why he’d always left her wanting something  more.

He was  addicted  to  sissy hypno.

As  she  looked  through  the  folders,  the  videos,  the  stories,  the websites,  she  began  to  understand.  That’s  when  Pam  remembered  the
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stories  she’d  heard  about  an  exclusive  luxury  resort.  That’s  when  she’d started to plan.

They needed this holiday. Both of them. They  needed the exclusive services the Tourist Trap had to offer.

 

The plane landed after a flight that lasted several hours on a small runway on the far side of the island, and Marcus looked out the window to see…   nothing.  Nothing  except  sand  and  sun  and  palm  trees,  dense vegetation,  green  against  the  crystal  blue  of  the  sky  and  the  deeper  grey-blue of the sea. The island really was a deserted paradise.

“Wow.” Marcus said.

Pam had not been exaggerating when she’d told him how  amazing the island was. He looked back at her and smiled, reached out to hold her hand, squeezing it tightly. She squeezed back.

“Feeling  excited  now?”  Pam  said.  “I  did  tell  you  it  was  amazing, and I did promise you the best holiday of your life.”

“I know, I just… thank you, for planning all of this.”

“You’re welcome.” Pam said. “You deserve it, really. I’m just glad we get to be here together. I really do think it’s going to make our marriage so much  better.”

As  the  plane  slowed  to  stop  at  the  far  end  of  the  runway  the stewardess,  rose  up  from  her  seat  and  headed  down  the  aisle  of  the  small private  plane  towards  the  only  two  passengers.  Marcus  watched  her carefully, admiring her as he had all flight.

She was young, mid-twenties at most, with long sandy blonde hair with big blue eyes, slim and short, no more than 5’6” at most, with a  full figure  that  stretched  the  fabric  of  her  smart  uniform—her  wide  hips  and round ass wiggling as she strutted in her heels, her phenomenally full tits bouncing. She was  beautiful, dazzling, and Marcus felt a pang of envy as he looked at her. Her pouty lips curled into a polite smile.

She had been so attentive and sweet during the flight. If she was an example of the level of friendly service they could expect at the resort then Marcus knew he was going to have the holiday of a lifetime.

“Are you ready to disembark madame, sir?” She asked.

She had consistently addressed Pam first during the flight, a fact that had been a little jarring for Marcus at first, but that he’d soon settled into.

She’d organised the entire holiday, after all, a fact he was now even more impressed  with.  How  had  she  got  all  this  so  cheap?  The  private  jet,  the private island, the luxury facilities? It seemed almost…  too good to be true.

“We’re ready.” Pam said.

Marcus nodded, a polite smile, watching the young woman closely.

He loved how her hair flowed around her shoulders, and she shifted in his seat slightly.

Marcus  had  always  been  a   masculine  man,  ever  since  his  early teens,  blossoming  in  a  prime  example  of   manhood,  tall  and  broad  and muscular, with chiselled features and a brooding, intense stare, a face coarse with  stubble,  a  body  dense  with  hair.  Women  like  the  stewardess  were almost the polar opposite of him.

He was thankful for his  looks though. They were one of the things that had drawn women to him, had drawn Pam to him, and he was glad for that as he loved his wife dearly. Except… there had always been a part of him that had admired women like the stewardess, a part that had, over the years, only grown more  insistent. 

It  wasn’t  that  he  was  attracted  to  them  either,  he  preferred  women like  his  wife.  Pam  was  tall,  and  slim,  with  a  less   exaggerated  feminine figure, her hips and ass and tits more in proportion to her slender frame. Her hair was dark, cut shorter than the stewardess’, to her shoulders, soft waves that framed her striking face.

He had always considered his wife to be the most beautiful woman he  knew,  but  still…  there  was  something  about  sexy,  voluptuous,  blonde women.  Those  women  who  might,  with  the  right  personality,  be  called bimbos.  A quiet voice in the back of his head whispering to him every time he saw them, and there was always that pang of  envy. 

So  as  the  pretty  stewardess  led  the  couple  off  the  plane  Marcus watched her, not with lust, but with something more like  appreciation,  and as she waved to them as they walked down the stairs towards the runway he waved back, grinning.

The air was hot and dry, and as Marcus looked around, half-blinded by the glare, he was glad to see a dark car waiting for them. This holiday really was  luxury, he thought to himself.
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“Come  on.  They’ll  handle  our  bags.  We  can  relax  in  the  car  and enjoy the air conditioning. There’s meant to be champaign too…” Pam said.

“… we can enjoy a drink to celebrate the start of this  perfect getaway.”

 

Marcus and Pam climbed into the car and settled as the driver got out to fetch and stow their bags. Marcus watched him and felt a little in  awe of him.

Where  the  stewardess  had  been  almost  the  epitome  of   a  sexy woman, this man was almost distilled masculinity. Marcus was tall, at just over  6’2”,  but  the  driver  was  a  good  few  inches  taller,  and  while  Marcus had  always  taken  care  of  himself,  going  to  the  gym  a  few  times  a  week, eating  reasonably  well,  so  that  he’d  stayed  toned  under  the  slowly encroaching  middle-aged  spread,  this  man  was   built,  a  veritable  wall  of muscle that strained at the fabric of his smartly tailored suit.

Marcus  wondered  if  everyone  on  the  island  was  going  to  be  as stunningly  attractive.  But  then,  it  would  make  sense  that  a  resort  that seemed to offer  everything, would also hire only the very best, mentally and physically,  and wouldn’t working on an island paradise like this attract so many candidates that you’d have your pick of qualified applicants?

Marcus tried not to think about the logistics of it. He was trying hard to  leave  his   work brain  at  home  so  he  could  enjoy  the  time  to  reconnect with Pam.

He  worked  hard,  had  a  stressful  job,  so  didn’t  he  deserve  even  a little break? His company was doing well and provided a very comfortable life  for  the  pair,  but  it  was  demanding  and  exhausting  and  sometimes Marcus was left wishing for a chance to just shrug off his responsibilities and  go wild.

He smiled to himself. He supposed that was what drew him to his dirty  little  secret.  Hypno,  specifically   sissy  hypno,  gave  him  a  chance  to give  up  control,  to  embrace  the  fantasy  of  being  someone  else,  someone free to just have fun. The fantasy of becoming a silly blonde bimbo with a body  built  for   sex  was  just  that,  a  fantasy,  but  it  was  liberating,  and  it harmed no one. He was loyal and loving and caring, so what if he took a little time to himself to relax every now and again?

Yet…  the   habit  was  getting  worse  and  worse  every  year.  It  had started  maybe  ten  years  ago,  one  night  when  Marcus  had  been  bored  and frustrated and stressed.

He often looked at porn, on nights like that, but the usual sites had done  nothing  for  him,  but  then  he’d  found  one  video  that  had  caught  his eye. It was a simple black and pink spiral with the title ‘ Bimbos Have More Fun’ and Marcus, curious, had clicked it.

That video had kicked off a curiosity that had become an obsession, and now even Marcus had to admit to himself he was  addicted. He watched videos and listened to audio files every day now. He couldn’t stop  thinking about them.

And  worse,  it  was  starting  to  leak  into  his  normal  day.  Those  soft whispered voices, the lull of their words, he could almost hear them calling to him.

Still, he was going to use this holiday as a chance to kick that habit.

He was going to avoid the videos, the images, and the audios, was going to clear his head and be  a man. He’d left his laptop at home, had erased all his saved media off his phone, and he was going to connect with his wife again, be the  good husband he’d always tried to be.

They  were  going  to  laugh  and  dance  and  eat  and  take  walks together.  They  were  going  to  exercise  and  swim  and  sunbathe  and  read books. They were going to flirt and kiss and  fuck. He was going to make her happy.

With those thoughts in mind, Marcus settled into the back of the car as Pam opened the bottle of champagne that was on ice. He watched as she poured two glasses.

He  was  going  to  focus  on  her  this  holiday.  Four  whole  weeks together. He was going to be the husband she deserved.

“Here’s to us.” Pam said.

She  handed  him  a  glass,  the  champaign  pale  gold,  effervescing, dense foam on top. Marcus took it.

“Here’s to us  reconnecting, and rediscovering each other.” She said.

“Here’s to us becoming  better for each other.”

Marcus wondered at Pam’s odd choice of words for a moment, but her  smile,  her  beautiful  blue  eyes,  soothed  him.  As  she  offered  him  her glass he lifted his, and they  clinked them together.

“Cheers.” They said.

They  drank,  both  of  them,  deeply.  The  champagne  was  cool  and sweet  and  fizzy,  and…  the  car  started  to  sway.  Marcus  felt  heavy,  tired, sleepy, and…

Pam caught his glass as it fell from his hand.

“Sleep well darling.” She said. “I love you.”

And Marcus sank into darkness.

“I can’t wait to see you again.” Pam whispered. “Soon…

Two

Marcus’ head throbbed, a dull ache pounding at the back of his skull that made  him  want  to  retreat  back  into  sleep.  He  lay  still  for  a  moment, grumbling, and his mind began to stir.

He remembered the plane, the car, and then… what had happened?

A sense of panic washed over him and he sat up too quickly and the room  spun.  Marcus’  stomach  heaved  and  a  wave  of  nausea  washed  over him.

He  sat  still  for  a  moment,  eyes  closed,  and  waited  for  his  head  to stop spinning quite so wildly, waited for his stomach to settle. After a few moments, he felt brave enough to crack his eyes.

Marcus  blinked,  and  the  brightness  was  dazzling  for  a  moment before settling. The room was simple, white, square, with the bed Marcus was sitting in positioned in the exact centre. There were no windows, one door, and no sign of Pam.

Marcus  felt  his  panic  rise,  a  sense  of  fear,  dread,  and  anger.

Stumbling to his feet he realised he was naked, a fact that worried him, a sense  of  shame  and  embarrassment  at  the  thought  of  some  unknown assailant  undressing  him,  putting  him  to  bed  naked.  Who  exactly  had undressed him?

Looking around the room he saw no sign of other furniture, no sign of  his  bags,  so  he  grabbed  the  sheet  from  the  bed  and  wrapped  it  around himself  to  cover  his  body,  wearing  it  like  a  toga  and  he  stumbled  to  the door, only…

There was no handle. Marcus pushed on the door, testing it, but it didn’t  budge.  The  tried  pulling  it,  scratching  at  it  with  his  nails,  trying  to grasp  at  the  seam  of  it,  but  it  remained  locked  tight.  He  was  trapped, imprisoned. What was going on?

“Hello!” Marcus shouted.
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His voice echoed briefly around the room. There was no reply. His head  still  spinning  Marcus  returned  to  the  bed,  jumped  up,  and  he  sat, settling in to wait. There was nothing else to do.

 

After  perhaps  five  or  ten  minutes—it  was  hard  to  tell  how  much time  had  passed  with  no  clock,  no  natural  light,  his  head  spinning,  and Marcus had come to realise he had no idea how much time had passed since the plane, the car, was it hours, days, or maybe even… Marcus tried not to think  about  it—the  door  hissed  and  began  to  shift.  Marcus  sat  up  and watched as the door opened, and a woman stepped in.

The door closed behind her, quickly, the soft hiss of it  sealing shut ominous, and she smiled. That smile sent a cold thrill down Marcus’s spine.

She was tall and beautiful and slim, dressed in an immaculate black pencil skirt, seamed stockings, black heels that were so high they seemed almost like fetish wear, a tight white blouse. Her soft brown hair was pulled back into a tight bun and her hazel eyes shone with intelligence behind the glasses she wore. She was  exactly the kind of woman Marcus was attracted to, and he felt a fluttering of desire stir as she looked him up and down.

“Hello Marcus, and welcome to our resort. I am your host, Mistress Vienna. I am here to greet you and answer any initial questions you might have before we…  begin.”

Marcus frowned. So this was all… part of the holiday? Part of the plan? Pam had never mentioned anything like this.

“Hi, I… err… what’s going on?” Marcus mumbled.

Mistress Vienna’s smile twisted, and with the tiniest gesture of her finger, Marcus felt a stab of pain in the back of his skull. The pain swelled, radiating out, running down his spine, spreading out through his arms and legs, paralysing him, making him want to scream only… he couldn’t.

Another  tiny  gesture  of  Mistress  Vienna’s  finger  and  the  pain stopped.  Marcus  kept  still,  understanding  beginning  to  dawn.  She  had caused the pain.

“So, that is a small taster. If you displease me, you will suffer. If you try to resist, escape, or do anything that I think  unbecoming of one of my charges, you will suffer. Understand?”

Marcus remained still for a moment, then nodded.

“Good.  Now,  I  am  happy  to  answer  questions,  but  first,  you  must learn to address me properly. I am Mistress Vienna, and you will address me as Mistress, is that clear?”

Again Marcus nodded.

“Wonderful. I can see we are going to get along  perfectly. Now, you may ask again.”

Marcus  took  a  deep  breath,  the  last  of  the  pain  fading  away.  He exhaled slowly.

“I… what is going on, Mistress?” Marcus said.

Mistress Vienna smiled, nodding.

“Good  girl.”  She  said.  “Now,  since  you  asked   properly,  I  shall answer. You are booked in for a rather special holiday, all arranged for you by  your  wife.  We  are  going  to  offer  you  a  few,  new,  rather  exclusive treatments, and once we’re done you’ll be reunited to enjoy your last few weeks  here.  If  you  behave  this  should  only  take  a  week  or  so,  but  if  you resist, which I really don’t think you will, since I know  all about you, it’ll take longer, and you’ll have less chance to enjoy your vacation. Clear?”

Marcus shook his head. It was anything except clear.

“So Pam organised all this? This is all part of the holiday?” Marcus said.

“Mistress.” He added, catching himself at the last moment.

Mistress Vienna nodded.

“Indeed. This is her gift to you, something special to show you how much she loves you, and how much she values you. This is all planned to help  improve  your marriage.”

Improve?  Was  their  marriage  really  that  bad?  Was  Pam  really  that unhappy  she  wanted  to  lock  Marcus  away,  force  him  to  undergo…

treatments? What even were these  treatments? 

“Can I at least talk to her then? Please? Mistress?”

Mistress Vienna signed, shaking her head.

“No.  You  see  she  too  is  having  a  few   treatments  of  her  own.  She plans on becoming the best version of herself for you, just as she wants to make  you  into  the  best  version  of  yourself.  She  is  busy  and  is  not  to  be disturbed,  and  anyway,  you  wouldn’t  want  to  spoil  the  surprise,  would you?”

Surprise?  What  was  Pam  having  done?  What  did  she  plan  for Marcus to have done?
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“I… if I could just talk to her though, know she’s safe, and clarify…

I mean… I’d be able to relax more if…”

Mistress  Vienna  held  up  one  hand  to  silence  Marcus.  He  stilled, aware of the power she had over him. The whole situation had him on edge, but he was not  stupid.

“How  about  I  show  you  something?”  She  said.  “A  little  video  to reassure you?”

A video? Marcus nodded. Any kind of reassurance would be good.

Mistress  Vienna  gestured  and  the  wall  to  one  side  of  her  began  to whirr,  hidden  doors  sliding  back  to  reveal  a  screen.  The  screen  flickered, and a video began to play.

 

“Hi, honey.” Pam said.

Her  face  looked  out  of  the  screen,  a  video  filmed  from  their bedroom back home. When had she filmed this?

“So, if you’re watching this, which I expect you will be, you clearly have questions the staff can’t answer. You’re worried, or scared, or… well, I don’t know, just… this should hopefully help put you at ease and explain things to you.”

“What is…” Marcus began to ask.

“Listen!” Mistress Vienna snapped.

Marcus fell silent, chided, and he watched the video of his wife.

“You  see,  as  happy  as  I  am  being  married  to  you,  and  I  really  am very  happy  with  you,  there’s  just  always  been  something   missing.”  Pam continued.  “I  love  you,  and  I  know  you  love  me.  We’ve  been  together  so long,  and  you  make  me  so  happy  in  so  many  ways.  You  work  hard,  you provide for us, and you’re loyal and kind and sweet. You’re a good man, a good husband, and my best friend, but… you’re not a very good lover.”

Marcus  felt  a  pang  in  his  chest,  his  cheeks  turning  pink.  Had  his wife really just said…

He  turned  to  see  Mistress  Vienna  smirking  at  him.  She  had  heard.

What did she…

“But,  I  never  really  minded  that  much.  You’re  handsome  and thoughtful  and  you  were   good  enough.  Our  sex  life  might  not  ever  have been amazing, but it was satisfying enough, mostly. Recently though… the

last few years, well, I just thought you were getting older, slower. I tried to be compassionate about it. I never really pestered you, and I certainly never cheated. Yet… I feel like there’s something missing, some spark.”

Marcus turned back to the screen and listened to his wife talking. It was humiliating to hear her saying all this with another woman in the room, a rather  attractive woman.

Marcus squirmed, but he listened. If his wife had gone through all this trouble clearly it was something important.

“Then…  well,  first,  I  never   meant  to  go  snooping,  but…  you  left your  laptop  turned  on  and  I  mine  wasn’t  working  and…  well…  I  found some  things.” 

Marcus felt his heart sink. His laptop… if he’d left it running then, maybe, he’d left his hidden folders open. He’d never have been that stupid though, right?

The thought of Pam finding out about his  dirty little secret  chilled him. All those videos, stories, audio files, images. All that sissy hypno…

“I found your… well, is it  porn?”

She  had  found  it.  Marcus  felt  the  room  spinning.  Then  this  was  a punishment? Revenge?

“At first I didn’t get it, didn’t understand, but I kept looking and… it began to make sense. If you like all this then maybe that was why you’ve never  really  been  able  to  satisfy  me  in  bed.  Maybe…  maybe  you  just weren’t  man enough to satisfy me. And… well I had to take time to think about things but… I really do love you, and you’re a wonderful husband, so I  came  up  with  a  plan.  That’s  what  this  holiday  is  for.  It’s  to  help  us   fix things.”

Marcus could feel his heart racing, his face flush. He shook his head as though to deny what he was seeing and hearing.

He had never meant to get hooked on sissy hypno, never meant to get   addicted  to  sissy  porn,  but  he’d  just  fallen  down  a  rabbit  hole.  The spirals, the voices, the flashing images had taken root in his subconscious and he’d not been able to get them out of his head.

He  knew  that  over  the  last  few  years  his  habit  had  gotten  worse, but… he never imagined Pam was so unsatisfied. If he’d known he… what would he have done?

He’d tried kicking his addiction to sissy hypno a few times over the years,  going  cold  turkey,  deleting  everything,  but  each  time  the   cravings

had  been  too  much,  the  voices  in  his  head  too  strong,  and  he’d  fallen deeper. But… he’d also never  done  anything about it. He’d never cheated, never  bought  toys  or  clothes,  never  gone  out  or  to  clubs,  had  never  even talked  to  other  sissies  online,  thought  he’d  felt  the  temptation  for  all  of those things often enough.

He’d  remained  a  good  husband,  had  been  loyal,  had  worked  hard and… he’d let his wife down in bed. He’d left her sexually unfulfilled. And then she’d discovered his  dirty little secret.

It was all the fault of that one video, that first pink and black spiral, those  whispered  voices,  the  lure  of  the   bimbo   inside  of  him.  It  was  just meant to be a harmless fantasy, but it had become an addiction, but like any addict, he’d let it get out of hand.

He was going to use this holiday as a chance to finally get  clean, to be  present  with  his  wife  as  a  good  husband,  but  it  was  all  too  late.  The damage was done. He’d fucked up  and now he was going to be  punished, and he couldn’t say he didn’t deserve it.

“This is a gift, for both of us, so I just want you to relax, and enjoy this time for us. It’ll be worth it. I promise.” Pam said. “And I love you.”

Then the video cut out, and the screen went blank.

Marcus blinked, feeling hot, shamed, flustered. He was quiet for a moment.

“Does that make it any clearer?” Mistress Vienna asked.

Marcus at least knew his wife was safe. He knew she was okay, and that this was all part of her plan.

He also knew she was aware of his  dirty little secret.  He knew that this  was  his   punishment,  but  it  didn’t  make  it  any  clearer  just  what  the punishment was.

He  turned  to  face  Mistress  Vienna.  She  was  grinning.  His  cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink. She  knew he couldn’t satisfy his wife, knew he was hooked on sissy porn, addicted to sissy hypno.

“I…  a  bit,  but…  what  are  you  going  to  do  to  me?  What  does  my wife have planned? How… how is she going to punish me?”

Mistress  Vienna’s  smile  shifted.  She  looked  at  Marcus  with something close to pity.

“Punish? She doesn’t want to  punish you. She made that very clear to us, and I thought she made that clear in the video too, but perhaps not to you.  You  see,  there  is  no   punishment.  Your  wife   loves  you .  It’s  true  you

have been rather  remiss  in your marital duties, but that’s why you are both here. We’re going to help you fix that. We’re going to help both of you be better. This, all we’re going to do to you, it’s a gift.”

Marcus blinked. He was quiet.

“So… what is this gift then?” He asked.

Mistress Vienna chuckled.

“Now,  why  would  I  spoil  the  surprise?”  She  said.  “But  if  you’re keen to find out, watch the screen.”

Marcus,  without  thinking,  did  as  she  suggested.  While  he’d  been talking  to  Mistress  Vienna  another  video  had  begun  playing,  a  black  and pink spiral, turning. He blinked, recognising it immediately, only…

It was changed,  enhanced.  Something about this spiral only made it more effective.

Now he’d seen it there was no way he’d be able to look away, even if he’d wanted to, but… he didn’t want to. He wanted to watch the spiral turn. As he stared at the screen, feeling his mind grow fuzzy, head light, he heard the click of heels.

Mistress Vienna stepped in close, a waft of her scent, the musk of her body, the sweetness of her perfume. Her breath caressed his neck.

“Sleep.” She whispered.

And Marcus did.

Three

“Wake up sweetie.”

The voice was soft, close, soothing, but it was also a command. The word filtered down through layers of unconsciousness and sleep.

Marcus  woke  suddenly,  from  a  sleep  that  was  like  no  sleep  he’d experienced  before.  There  was  no  fatigue  or  tiredness,  but  his  mind  was fuzzy, clumsy, and it took him a moment to return to full awareness.

He  remembered  the  white  room,  the  video,  Mistress  Vienna,  and there was a surge of panic as he remembered that Pam knew about his  dirty little secret, his addiction to  sissy hypno.

“Shit…”

Marcus made to move, sit up, to get out of bed and… he couldn’t.

He was pinned, trapped, bound. As he struggled he realised his ankles were strapped down, his wrists were strapped down, and there was a strap around his waist, his chest, and one around his  neck.

He was tied down, and worse, he was  naked.

“What the fuck…”

“Calm  down,  and  watch  the  naughty  words.”  The  voice  said.

“You’re safe, but, like, we need to restrain you for the first few  procedures. 

It’s for your own safety. You don’t want to get  hurt do you?”

Marcus  blinked,  opened  his  eyes,  and  was  dazzled  by  a  wash  of pink.

He was no longer in the white room, but had been moved to a larger room  that  was  overwhelmingly   pink,  the  walls  and  ceiling  and  even  the lights a bright, intense magenta that soothed and calmed him.

“Now, let’s get you settled and  fed so we can begin.” The voice said.

Marcus  turned  his  head,  straining  against  the  strap  fitted  over  his neck, and saw a woman to his side. She was short, no more than 5’4”, with long blonde curls that fell down her back to almost her ass. Her figure was

curvaceous, full, an exaggerated hourglass shape, and just seeing her stirred something in Marcus, an envy more than a lust.

Her back was to him and she was preparing something on a small table to the side, wiggling her massive, pert bubble butt, her tight, narrow waist  only  making  her  wide  hips  seem  even  wider.  Her  legs  were  long, smooth, encased in seamed  white stockings. She wore cute white high heels with red soles, and she was  dressed in a…  nurses  uniform?

Only it was like no nurse's uniform he had seen before. The uniform was pristine white, with red trim, shiny, the whole thing made of  latex. She was intimidating and provocative at the same time, his situation terrifying while her look was like something out of a fetish magazine.

The  nurse turned to face him and she was beaming, holding a tray with a tall glass on, the glass filled with a pale pink frothy liquid that looked thick and  creamy. As she stepped forwards, towards the bed where Marcus lay,  she  wiggled  her  hips,  her  heels  clicking,  and  Marcus  watched  her massive tits bounce and sway, the front of her latex uniform, patterned with a  big  red  cross,  unable  to  fully  close  around  her  chest,  leaving  ample cleavage exposed.

Feeling so trapped and  exposed in front of her, being so powerless and  vulnerable  and  naked,  caused  a  wave  of  shame  and  arousal  to  wash over  Marcus.  She  could  see  his  body,  his  cock,  and  there  was  nothing  he could do to cover himself. There was nothing he could do to stop her from doing anything she wanted to him.

Yet… he couldn’t stop staring at her. She was stunning, and it was her  face that truly captivated Marcus. She was beyond beautiful, with big, bright  blue  eyes,  delicate  features,  and  pouty,  swollen,  wet  pink  lips.  Her make-up  was…   pornographic,  and  Marcus  felt  his  cock  swelling  at  the sight of her.

He was getting  hard, and given his situation, strapped down, naked, there was nothing he could do to stop her from seeing. There was nothing he could do to avoid her seeing just how much of a pervert he was.

And there was absolutely zero chance of him not getting hard.

She  was  perfect,  the  kind  of  woman  he  pictured  when  listening  to his  sissy  audios  or  watching  one  of  the  videos,  the  kind  of  woman  he fantasised about being, and just being this close to her made him both very aroused and very  uncomfortable. 
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“Now,  drink  your  milkshake,  and  then  we  can  begin.”  The  nurse said. “I bet you can’t wait for all the  fun!”

As she stood close Marcus got a waft of her perfume, and she even smelt sexy. His head spun, and he struggled again against his restraints as the fetish nurse lifted the glass to his lips, pressing it gently, lifting it slowly.

“Be  a  good  girl  and  drink  it  all  up.  It’s  specially  designed  to  help speed  up  your  recovery  and  to  also   enhance  the  effectiveness  of  your treatments. Trust me, you are going to  love what it does.” She said.

The  words  chilled  him.  Treatments?  Enhance  the  effects?  What were they going to do to him?

Marcus  tried  to  turn  his  head,  to  avoid  the  thick,  pink,  creamy milkshake,  but strapped down as he was it was impossible. The pink froth touched his lips and… Marcus’s mouth opened on its own.

It  was  delicious,  sweet  and  creamy  and   moreish.  Without  thinking Marcus began to drink, to swallow, unable to resist the urge to drink all of it. He had never tasted anything this delicious before.

The  nurse  lifted  the  glass  higher,  pouring  more  and  more  of  the milkshake  into  Marcus’  mouth,  and  he  drank  and  drank  and  drank, swallowing it all. When it was done, when the nurse lifted the glass away from his mouth, Marcus felt himself chasing it, wanting  more. His head was fuzzy  and  light  and  he  felt  a  bright  joyful  warmth  spreading  out  from  his belly, filling him, almost like a pink glow spreading through him.

“See, it's nicer than you thought, right? I remember  my first shake.

Mmm… so good!” The nurse said.

“I… what are you going to do to me?” Marcus managed to croak.

The nurse smiled.

“Oh, I’m not going to spoil the surprise. Now, face forwards.”

Marcus,  head  fuzzy  from  the  sweetness  of  the  milkshake,  obeyed without  thinking.  He  turned  from  the  nurse  to  face  forwards  and  saw…  a screen in front of him, a pink and black spiral, turning.

“Now relax …” The nurse whispered.

And Marcus did.

 

It was not sleep, but it was not waking either. Marcus, watching the spiral,  remained  aware  but  in  a  state  of  complete  relaxation,  calm  and

grinning as he watched the spiral spinning in front of him.

He was aware of the room, the nurse, what she was doing, but it was not important. The only thing that mattered was the spiral, was watching it turn, was  relaxing.

“Now,  your  lovely  wife  has  been  quite  specific  about  what  she wants,  and  I  have  to  say,  reading  her  instructions,  I'm   sooo  excited  to  be working with you. You're going to be a very, very happy girl by the time we’re done.” The nurse said.

Marcus  could  hear  her,  understand,  but…  though  a  part  of  him seemed to rail against what she was saying, a sense of fear and panic and resistance,  he  remained  calm,  sedate,  relaxed.  The  spiral  turned,  and  the nurse busied herself, bustling around the room.

“It  took  some  planning  to  get  everything  just  as  she  wanted,  and some  of  these  procedures  have  been  invented  just  for  you!  Lucky  thing.

This  though,  this  one  is  super  common  and  always  a  delight.  It’ll  sting  a little but it’ll be worth it.”

As  she  talked  part  of  Marcus  listened,  wondering  what  she  was talking  about,  but  it  was  a  passive  curiosity  without  fret  or  concern.  He knew she was talking about him, about what they were going to do to him, his   punishment  for  keeping  his   dirty  little  secret  from  his  wife,  but  he remained calm, transfixed by the spiral.

The nurse strutted around the room, her heels clicking, the sound of them a sharp punctuation that was almost sensual, and she gathered a series of  machines,  a  large  bulky-looking  device  on  wheels  attached  to  what looked  like  a  scanner  of  some  kind,  as  well  as  a  small  table  laden  with bottles and needles.

Part of Marcus knew he should be  scared, but… he wasn’t.

“Now, stay still for me, this will be over quicker if you just behave, and, like, I know deep down you want to be a  good girl  for me, don’t you?”

Marcus…  nodded. He nodded as he watched the spiral. He  did want to  be  a  good  girl.  Relaxed  as  he  was  it  was  easy  to  admit  the  truth.  The spiral, feeding his  addiction, made it easy for him to admit that he wanted to be a  good girl.

He  blushed,  cock  hardening,  as  the  nurse  leaned  over  him.  He couldn’t tear his gaze off the screen, the spiral, but as close as she was now he couldn’t help but appreciate her in all her glory.
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She  was  stunning,  beautiful,  sexy,  hot.  A  fetish  nurse  out  of  his wildest  fantasies,  dressed  in  latex,  looming  over  him  with  her  tits  all  but bursting out of her tight, straining uniform. She even smelt amazing.

As the spiral turned the nurse unbuckled the straps holding Marcus down,  yet  he  made  no  attempt  to  move.  She  had  told  him  to   stay still,  to relax and that was what he did. He wasn’t sure he could have moved even if he’d  wanted  to.  The  spiral,  and  her  voice,  had  complete  control  of  him and… he  liked it.

His  addiction  had  kicked  back  in  full  force.  The  feeling  of  being powerless, exposed, lost to hypno,  sissy hypno, under the control of a sexy, blonde,  fetish  nurse  made  his  body  burn  with  arousal,  his  cock  hard, throbbing. As she unstrapped his neck, chest, belly, wrists, Marcus saw her glance down, glance at his cock, and she…  giggled.

“Aww…  I’m  flattered,  but…  well,  you  just  enjoy  that  while  you can,  but  I  can  promise  you  our   alternative   is  going  to  be  so  much  more fun.” She said.

As  she  spoke  she  ran  one  finger,  one  pink   fingernail,  down  the length of Marcus’ hard cock. His cock throbbed, her touch electric, the thrill of the hypno, the sense of shame and exposure, the teasing over her words, all  combining  to  make  the  pleasure  more  intense,  just  her  barest  touch almost enough to make him cum. Almost, but not quite, and then her finger was gone.

She moved on to the straps on Marcus’ ankles, and then she stood up, smiling. Marcus was gasping, but still, he watched the spiral, unable to move,  relaxed. 

“Now, shall we begin?” The nurse said, grinning.

Marcus  did  not  respond,  but  he  knew  the  question  was  only rhetorical.

 

She was right. It did sting.

Well, it did more than sting, but it was also not  unpleasant. 

The  nurse  held  the   scanner   device  in  one  hand  and  the  large machine  it  was  attached  to  hummed,  vibrating  with  power.  She  held  the scanner over Marcus’ left foot and she pressed a switch.

Bright blue light spilled out of the head of the scanner, washing over his  skin,  and  she  moved  the  device  carefully,  washing  every  inch  of Marcus’ foot, ankle, calf, knee with the intense beam.

It  felt  at  once  both  cold  and  hot,  like  hundreds  of  tiny  needles piercing  his  skin,  and  then,  as  the  light  moved  up,  the  pain  vanished, leaving only a tingle behind.

The nurse hummed to herself as she worked, painting first one leg with light, then the other. As she moved on, up, Marcus felt the caress of air over  his  legs,  his  skin  suddenly  so  much  more  sensitive,  the  buzz  of newfound  pleasure making his cock ache.

“And  already  you  look  so  much  better!”  The  nurse  said.  “I  do always  love  this  step.  These  first  few  changes  always  make  such  a difference.”

Changes? What was the light doing?

Marcus  could  feel  part  of  his  brain  whirring,  but  he  was  too  calm and  relaxed  to  question  it  intently,  too  soothed  by  the  spiral.  The  nurse worked  up,  the  beam  of  light  burning  cold  and  hot  over  his  thighs,  belly, and hips.

It worked over his cock, balls, and the pain there was almost agony, but still, it did nothing to lessen his hard-on. As the nurse moved around to his  ass,  manoeuvring  his  limp,  relaxed  body  to  get  the  light   everywhere, even into his crack and over his back, he felt the caress of air current on his hard prick and they were bright and intense enough to make him whimper as he stared at the spiral.

He wanted to cum so badly. His whole body was suddenly so much more sensitive, and the nurse was so  hot. His addiction to  sissy hypno had kicked  back  in  and  just  watching  the  spiral,  floating  in  that   trance  was enough  to  excite  him.  With  everything  else  going  on  around  him,  with everything  else  he  was  experiencing,  it  was  an  agony  of  frustration  never quite reaching that peak.

The light moved up, over his ass, back, belly, hand, arms, chest. The cold  heat  stung,  painful  for  only  a  moment  before  moving  on,  leaving  a tingle in its wake and a newfound sensitivity everywhere it touched. Even Marcus’ nipples were suddenly more sensitive, standing erect as they were teased by the caress of air currents stirred by the nurse’s movements.

She  worked  efficiently,  quickly,  washing  every  inch  of  Marcus’

body with the blue light, up over his neck, face, only avoiding the top of his
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head,  his  eyebrows  and  his  scalp.  As  the  light  washed  over  his  cheeks, around his lips, the pain flared and then… it was over.

 

“There. All done. Would you like to see?” She said.

Marcus  could  not  speak.  He  was  too   relaxed,  transfixed  by  the spiral. She did not need an answer though.

She  moved  off  and  returned  moments  later  with  a  mirror  held  in both hands, the sheet of reflective glass as large as her torso. She held it up and angled it, but was careful not to block Marcus’ view of the spiral.

It was odd, the sense of being so fixated on the spiral but still able to see  what  she  was  showing  him,  almost  like  an  out-of-body  experience, feeling trapped in his own flesh yet still able to see and think.

He looked at his reflection and saw himself but…  changed.

His  skin  was  pink,  a  little  sore,  but  was  now   utterly   hairless, completely smooth from his eyebrows down. As he stared at himself he felt a  wash  of  cold  air  move  over  him  and  his  whole  body  lit  up  with  joyful sensations. He really was more sensitive now, and he was…

“So pretty, right?” The nurse said. “These first changes really make the  biggest  difference.  Just  something  as  simple  as  getting  rid  of  all  that yucky, gross hair can make you so  pretty.”

Marcus stared at his reflection. Maybe it was the spiral, the trance, the lingering effects of all the sissy hypno he’d watched, or maybe it was her  words  seeping  into  his  subconscious,  but  he  really  did  look  almost…

pretty. 

Seeing himself so smooth and soft and  feminine  sent a thrill through him. His cock throbbed, aching, so much more sensitive. He was so excited, aroused, shame and humiliation and desire mixed into one potent cocktail of lust.

“And it’s permanent too. So, no need to shave or wax or anything ever again. You’re going to be smooth and soft and hairless forever. And, as a nice bonus, you’re more sensitive now too, but I think given the state of your pretty little dick you’ve realised that, haven't you?”

It was permanent? Marcus was now going to be soft and smooth and pretty forever? The thought thrilled and appalled him.

His cock swelled, aching, so close to cumming. He needed to cum so badly. He was so turned on, despite, or maybe  because of, his situation.

His newfound sensitivity was real too? His body felt so good, and he wasn’t even being touched and he felt so  hot. What would it feel like if his nurse were to just touch…

“Which brings us to the final little  procedure  for this session. And this one is my  absolute favourite.” She said.

The  nurse  moved,  stepping  to  the  side,  putting  the  mirror  down before  turning  to  the  side  table,  the  one  laden  with  bottles  and   needles.

Marcus watched the spiral, unable to move, sedated in his trance, but was aware of the sound of bottles being opened, the tap of metal against glass.

When the nurse turned back to face him he caught, out of the corner of his eye, the glint of a tiny hypodermic needle. She was  smiling. 

“Now, time to fix that tiny little  problem of yours.  Permanently.”

Even if Marcus had been able to move or speak he would have done nothing to resist. He was  relaxed, calm, soothed by the spiral that spun in front of him.

The nurse stepped in close and leaned over the bed, focused on his hard cock. If she touched it, as sensitive as he was now, as hard and excited as  he  was  now,  he  knew  he  would  cum.  He   wanted  to  cum,  despite  the sense of shame he knew he would feel if he did. He needed to…

The pain was sharp and sudden. She had not touched his cock, but had instead stabbed the needle into the base of his hardon.

The pain swelled, bright, brittle, hot, searing, and it spread through Marcus’ cock. His dick throbbed, getting harder, so close to cumming as the pain swelled and then… it faded, and with it his erection.

He  was  so  close  to  cumming  but  it  was  gone.  The  moment  was gone,  leaving  him  frustrated,  aching  for  release,  desperate,  the  spiral spinning. His cock grew soft, shrinking, becoming limp despite his arousal remaining. He was still horny but his dick was  limp.

“There, now no more yuck erections.” The nurse said. “From now on your pretty little dick will stay nice and soft and be utterly numb, and as a cute little bonus you’ll find it’ll be even smaller than it used to be.”

The words floated down into Marcus’ consciousness. There was no panic,  no  fear.  He  was  too  relaxed,  too  fixated  on  the  spiral,  but  he understood the meaning.

Whatever  she  had  done  to  his  cock  was  intended  to  make  him impotent.  He  was  never  going  to  get   hard  again.  He  was  so  horny  and aching and he wanted to cum so badly, but with his cock soft, limp,  numb, how was he ever going to achieve release?

He  had  no  idea  what  else  his  wife  had  planned  for  the  rest  of  her punishment,  but  already  he  couldn’t  help  but  feel  he’d  been  punished enough. Yet… why was part of him  relishing what was being done to him?

As the results of the  procedures settled and he accepted the truth of his situation Marcus could hear voices, soft whispers, the call of hundreds of hours of  sissy hypno, and all of them were  delighted by what was being done to him.

Four

Marcus was given another milkshake after his first day of procedures, then put to bed, and allowed to rest. He was again locked in the white cell he had woken in and was left alone, naked, with only the bed to sit on or lie on.

As the effects of the trance faded he began to pace, a sense of terror and powerlessness mounting. Was this really happening to him? Maybe it was all a joke, a prank? Maybe none of it was really permanent?

Yet… that didn’t feel right. And, worse, a small voice in the back of Marcus’ head seemed almost upset at the prospect.

After hours alone, pacing the room, trying to find a way out, calling for help, he finally settled, sitting on the bed exhausted and aching. Naked as he was he couldn’t help but see himself, changed, someone  new, and he couldn’t resist the urge to examine his new body.

He looked so different without body hair. He’d been hairy ever since his late teens, and it was a sign of his masculinity, his  maleness and now it was gone.

The looked down at himself, his long, smooth, soft legs, his peachy, soft  ass,  his  smooth  belly  and  chest,  and  he  ran  his  hands  over  his  skin.

Marcus  gasped.

“Fuck…” His voice was shaking.

It felt good.

No, it felt amazing.

Marcus  had  felt  pleasurable  touch  before,  had  been  caressed  and kissed, but this… this was something new, something better.

Without  thinking  he  began  to  explore  his  new  body,  caressing  his legs, bells, arms, chest, teasing his nipples, even gripping his ass.

He had always been proud of his body, how strong and handsome he was, but he had never thought of it as anything exceptional, but now… now he had been stripped of one of the defining features of his maleness, but his

body  seemed  somehow   improved.  He  blushed,  giggled,  unable  to  stop touching himself.

He  looked…   prettier.  So  soft  and  smooth  now,  and  his  skin  felt amazing.

As Marcus continued his exploration his breathing became heavier.

His heart was racing.

In the back of his mind, he could still see the spiral, and the memory of the hot fetish nurse was still bright. He was so  horny…

Marcus  closed  his  eyes  and  tried  to  picture  her  clearly.  The  cute white latex uniform, her heels, stockings, the flowing blonde curls, so small and dainty but with such exaggerated curves. She was  sex personified.

He felt that familiar twinge of envy, and he wondered how much fun it  would  be  to  look  like  that,  dress  like  that,  to  be  a  sexy  blonde   bimbo wiggling  her  hips  and  ass  as  she  strutted  around  in  her  heels  and  a  tight latex dress. He wondered what it would feel like to touch her, hold her…

His  hands  roamed  his  body  and  he  moaned,  gasping.  He  felt  hot, sensitive, and smooth. He could almost imagine he was touching her. Could almost imagine he was her.

He  could  feel  the  familiar  pull  of  trance,  the  hypno  fantasies,  the lure of giving in to the  sissy  voice that was a part of his subconscious now.

Why not just give in, just this once?

He was being punished for it, so why not at least have some  fun?

His  hands  roamed  over  his  body,  squeezing  his  ass,  teasing  his nipples, caressing his legs. He moaned, lust rising.

He wanted to cum. He  needed to cum.

His hands roamed up, to his cock, and…

Marcus  was  limp.  His  cock  was  soft.  And  worse,  his  cock  was utterly numb. It was small and pathetic and useless.

He wanted to cum but there was no way for him to achieve release.

The frustration was so intense it was almost a physical pain.

Unable  to  do  anything  about  his  aching  need  Marcus  gave  up.  He curled up beneath the sheet, finding even the caress of the soft cotton to be an almost painfully pleasant stimulation, and he threw himself into sleep. At least there he wouldn’t be suffering.

He wrapped himself tight, shutting his eyes, and as he drifted off his head was full of spirals, whispers, and the image of that  hot fetish nurse. He
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squirmed  as  dreams  claimed  him,  dreams  of  being  soft,  pretty,  sensitive, and  frustrated. 

 

Marcus was woken the next morning by the same nurse, in the same uniform,  and  just  the  sight  of  her  was  agony.  If  anything  she  looked  only sexier after a sleep of frustrated dreams.

As she moved across the room carrying the tray with his  milkshake on it she wiggled her hips, ass, and her tits jiggled, barely constrained by her tight latex uniform, heels clicking. The sight of her made Marcus’ lust swell, but he remained utterly soft, a reminder of his predicament, what had been done to him.

As  she  offered  him  his  breakfast,  another  of  the  thick,  creamy milkshakes,  Marcus  tried  to  refuse,  to  resist,  but  the  smell  of  it  was  too much.  His  body  seemed  to  act  on  its  own  and  he  reached  out  to  grab  the glass and he drank deep, swallowing.

It was so delicious, so creamy and thick, and he felt the warmth of it spread through his body, joy and bliss, head fuzzy.

“Good  girl!”  The  nurse  said.  “I  knew  you  soon  start  to  enjoy yourself,  but  I’m  impressed  you’ve  taken  to  it  all  so  quickly.  Even  the sluttiest girls resist for a little while.”

The  nurse  giggled  and  Marcus  blushed.  Why  wasn’t  he  resisting?

He wanted to, but…

It  was  like  the  whispers  in  his  head,  all  those  spirals  and  voices, were taking over. What had been done to him, feeling so soft and sensitive, having  his  cock  rendered  small  and  useless  and   numb,  and  now  the delicious milkshakes that made him feel so good, it was all just too much, so overwhelming that he was getting lost in it all.

“Your  wife  is  going  to  be  so  happy  to  hear  you're  giving  yourself over to it all, that you’re having fun.” She said.

He emptied the glass, slurping the last drops, then put it back on the tray, licking his lips. It felt so  warm in his belly, like a pink glow spreading through him.

“Then… I can talk to her?” He asked.

If  he  could  talk  to  her  then  maybe  he  could  explain.  Maybe  he could…
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“Oh  no.  She’s  busy  getting  ready  for  your  reunion,  and  your schedule  is  packed  today.  You  want  to  look  your  best  when  you  see  her next,  don’t  you?  And  you  don’t  want  to  spoil  the  special  surprise  she  has arranged for you, do you?”

Marcus  felt  his  glimmer  of  hope  dull.  He  was  still  being  punished then.  What  had  been  done  to  him  so  far  wasn’t  enough.  There  was  to  be more…

“Fine.” He said, sullen.

“Oh cheer up. I promise you, today will be  very  special. We’ve got your  last  physical  treatment,  and  this  one  has  been  designed  just  for  you.

Your wife was very specific with the gift she wanted for you and, well, we weren’t sure we could do it to start, but we figured out a way and I think you’re going to be  amazed at what we’ve got in store for you. I can barely contain myself I’m so excited to see!” The nurse said.

“Now, are you ready?”

Marcus knew the question was rhetorical. It did not matter if he was ready or not, whatever they had planned, whatever Pam had planned, was going to happen. Resisting would just mean pain and…

He was kind of curious. That small whisper in the back of his head was kind of curious. The lure of the spirals, of the  sissy hypo,  was difficult to resist.

Marcus nodded.

“Ready.” He said, resigning himself.

The nurse smiled.

“Then come with me.”

 

Marcus was not even given clothes as he was led out of his room, his  cell,  but  the  nurse  did  not  object  to  him  carrying  his  bed  sheet  so  he wore that as a robe around his shoulders to cover himself. He was led down corridors  with  shut  doors,  but  there  were  no  windows,  no  stairs,  and  the complex seemed vast and labyrinthine.

They  walked  and  walked,  but  Marcus  did  not  complain.  He  was behind the nurse, and he could not deny that the view of her round bubble-butt  in  the  taut,  short  latex  skirt,  her  stocking-clad  thighs,  her  heels,  was exceptional, the wiggle and sway of it almost  hypnotic.

After around ten minutes of walking, they arrived where they were headed, and the nurse stopped by a door and gestured to Marcus.

“After you.” She said.

The  door  was  shut,  but  Marcus  reached  out  and  turned  the  handle and it opened easily and he stepped in. The room was pink, like the room from the previous day, empty except for a full-length mirror, a small table, and Mistress Vienna.

“Good morning.” She said, voice soft, soothing. “Lovely to see you again, and to see you looking so  cute.”

Marcus  blushed.  He  could  tell  from  the  way  Mistress  Vienna  was looking him up and down that she was  admiring  his smooth body, his lack of hair. He was glad he had brought the bed-sheet, that he had some way to cover his limp, tiny, numb dick.

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  Mistress  Vienna  waited.  Behind Marcus, the nurse entered and the door was closed behind him, the click of a lock falling into place loud and ominous.

“Is  that  really  any  way  to  thank  me  for   complimenting   you?  And why  so  shy?  I  want  to  see  all  of  you,  admire  the  work  we’ve  put  into making you pretty. You’re going to have to get used to being seen Marcus, so  off  with  bed-sheet  and  let  me  take  a  look  at  you,  and  you  won’t  be needing it for today’s procedure anyway so… quickly now.”

Marcus  knew  there  was  no  point  resisting.  Aware  that  Mistress Vienna and the nurse were watching him, blushing from the shame and the humiliation  of  it  all,  he  untucked  the  bed-sheet  and  let  it  fall  to  the  floor, stood naked, squirming, body smooth and soft and sensitive, his cock limp and tiny and worthless.

The  two  women  were  silent,  and  Marcus  kept  his  head  down,  not daring to look at them, too ashamed, too humiliated, yet… he was burning with  desire,  lust,  arousal,  and  his  cock  remained   limp.  It  was  a  storm  of conflicting, bright, overwhelming emotions.

“Oh, you look just perfect. Such a pretty little  sissy bimbo.” Mistress Vienna said. “And after today you’ll look even  better. Now, why don’t you come over here so we can begin?

Marcus could not tell if Mistress Vienna was mocking him or not, but  it  did  not  matter.  Her  words  made  him  burn,  and  ache,  and  his  heart skipped. She’d called him a  sissy bimbo. That was the phrase in so many of

the videos he’d loved, so many of the audios. In all his fantasies that had been the phrase, the  ideal.

And he burned hotter still at the idea that there was even  more  they were  going  to  do  to  him.  Resigned,  and  a  little  excited,  Marcus  stepped forwards  and  crossed  the  room  to  stand  in  front  of  Mistress  Vienna.  He could feel the nurse standing close behind him.

“Now,  my  part  in  this  procure  is  really  very  simple.  A  small injection at the base of your skull and then… well the rest is up to you. I want you to face the mirror please Marcus.” Mistress Vienna said.

Marcus took a deep breath, girding himself to face his reflection. It was  going  to  be  the  first  time  he  saw  himself  since…  whatever  the  nurse had done.

He turned, looked up, and… saw himself,  changed.  He was smooth and  soft,  his  cock  limp,  tiny.  He  looked  so  much  more   feminine  it  was startling, but also  exciting. The whispers in the back of his head began to stir.

“Now, I want you to picture the woman of your fantasies.” Mistress Vienna said. “Not the kind of woman you want to be with, but the kind of woman  you  want  to  be.  I  want  you  to  picture  that  perfect   sissy bimbo  of your dreams. Let her take form in your mind.”

As  Mistress  Vienna  spoke  Marcus’  mind  began  to  wander.  It  was easy to do as she said, as Marcus had done it countless times before.

The woman of his fantasies. The woman he fantasised about  being.

She  was  platinum  blonde,  with  long  curly  hair  down  to  her  waist, short,  no  more  than  5’2”,  with  big  bright  blue  eyes  and  pouty,  bee-stung, blowjob lips.

“Imagine her face, her eyes, nose, lips. Imagine her hair, the colour, the thickness, the style. Imagine her body, her shoulders and arms and legs, how  soft  and  shapely,  her  thick  thighs.  Imagine  her  wide  hips,  her  round ass,  her  tiny  waist,  her  fat   tits.  Imagine  her  fingernails,  how  long,  what colour. Leave no detail out. Imagine how she feels to touch, how she smells, the sweet musk of her. Imagine her pretty little cute limp dick. Imagine her juicy, wet, pliant  fuck-hole.”

She  took  shape  easily,  the  perfect  woman,  the  perfect   sissy bimbo.

Marcus could feel his lust rising, his desire, his desire to  be  her.

“Picture her, let her become as real as possible. Imagine how good it would feel to  be her.”
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As  Marcus  stared  at  his  reflection  the  mirror  shimmered,  in  the background  a  spiral,  black  and  pink,  beginning  to  turn.  He  pictured  her clearly,  and  he  imagined  how   good  it  would  feel  to   be   her.  He  moaned, body  aching,  hot,  and  he  could  almost  see  his  reflection  changing, becoming her and then…

A  sharp  pain  at  the  base  of  his  skull.  A  needle,  a  wash  of  heat spreading out from the ejection site, the room spinning.

“Become that  sissy bimbo.” Mistress Vienna said.

And then everything changed.

 

Marcus  could  feel  it,  see  it,  but  could  not  believe  it.  His  gaze remained fixated on the spiral that turned in the background of the mirror, his mental image of the perfect  sissy bimbo  fixed, and his reflection shifted.

The  room  spun,  seemed  to  get   larger,  and  his  reflection  became smaller. He was…  shrinking.

There was pain, but also pleasure. His head was full of pink fog, the spiral, Mistress Vienna’s words, the sweetness of his morning’s milkshake.

His body was so smooth and soft and sensitive, and he shivered and the  heat  from  the   injection  spread  through  him.  He  moaned,  the  pain  not fading but instead becoming overwhelmed with a pleasure that was bright and  hot  and  that  numbed  thought.  His  cute  little  soft  dick  remained  limp, useless,  worthless, and his body began to  shift.

His  arms  became  thinner,  hands  dainty,  long  fingers,  long fingernails, bright  pink. His shoulders became narrower, his formerly broad, tall,  masculine  figure  vanishing  as  he  became  more  and  more  like  the woman from his fantasies.

This was all a part of the trance though, wasn’t it?

There  was  a  pulse  of  hot,  brilliant  bliss  as  Marcus’  bones  shifted.

His ribcage became smaller, his hips splitting, getting wider.

His thighs parted, a clear and obvious  thigh gap, and Marcus could only  watch  in  horror  and  delight  as  he   became   the  woman  from  his fantasies. Wasn’t this what he’d always wanted?

His  legs  shrank,  but  only  a  little,  remaining  long,  though  they became  plumper,  softer,  becoming  elegant  and  graceful  and   thick.  His muscle  and  fat  seemed  to  vanish,  redistributed,  his  belly  flat,  arms  weak.

His ass became round, fat, a juicy plump bubble butt, and his chest lost its tone  and  definition,  his  nipples  swelling,  thickening,  growing  larger,  pink and puffy and delectable. He grew  tits, fat heavy breasts that weighed him down, perky and jiggly, fantasy melons perfect for a  sissy bimbo.

But that was not all. His  change  was not done.

His  face  too  altered.  He  was  transformed.  His  hair  became  bright platinum blonde, grew longer, thick curls growing down to below his new tits.  His eyes became bigger, bluer, bright and dazzling, and his features, his nose and cheeks and jaw, became daintier, more refined, more feminine.  He became   beautiful,  and  his  face  seemed  almost  to  be  wearing   make-up, perfectly  applied  slutty  make-up  like  the  woman  he’d  always  dreamed  of being, pinks and black, long false-looking lashes, heavy eyeshadow, glossy pink lips… bubblegum pink, bee-stung, pouty  blowjob lips.

Marcus  giggled,  and  even  the  sound  of  his  laughter  was  changed, softer, cuter, more feminine.

The reflection in the mirror was no longer  him. He was  transformed.

“Oh  my,  you  really  did  turn  out  beautifully.  Who’d  have  thought that  such  a  big  strong  man  wanted  to  be  such  a  tiny,  pretty,  sexy  little bimbo.” Mistress Vienna said.

The  pain  faded,  the  heat  faded,  and  the  changes  stopped.  Marcus was tiny, a slim pretty blonde with  obscene curves, massive tits, wide hips, a huge round ass. His legs were thick, hands small, and as he blinked his thick black lashes fluttered, his pink lips full and pouty.

As the spiral in the mirror faded Marcus blinked again and his head cleared but the reflection in the mirror remained. He really had  changed.

The  only  remnant  of  his  previous  masculinity  was  his  tiny  limp dick, but even that was pretty now, soft and useless and  cute. 

“What did you… what did you do to me?” He said.

His voice… his deep masculine voice was gone, replaced with the high pitched quiet breathy voice of a slutty  sissy bimbo.

“Oh, we did very little.” Mistress Vienna said. “We merely provided the means for your transformation. The form you took, what you look like, that’s all down to  you.”

Marcus turned to face Mistress Vienna and he baulked. She loomed over him now, tall and domineering, and beside her, the nurse, shorter, also seemed  larger,  only  slightly  taller  than  Marcus  in  her  heels  but  now  far more intimidating given his shrunken stature.

“What do you mean.”

“Oh,  it’s  really  simple  and  elegant!”  The  nurse  said.  “We  just injected  you  with  a  new  invention  we  made  just  for  you.  They’re  like nanothingies, and they’re what helped you change how you look, but, like, it  was   you  who  programmed  them.  The  image  you  had  of  the  perfect woman, the woman you wanted to be, the one in your head, that’s what they made you into. You got to pick how you look, and I’ve got to say, you have totally excellent taste.”

The  nurse  giggled  as  she  talked.  Marcus  understood  her  meaning.

Looking at her and his reflection they could almost be sisters.

“I… that’s impossible.” Marcus said. “You can’t…”

“And yet it is possible, and we did.” Mistress Vienna said.

“And we did it with your help Marcus. The woman you are now, the tiny, sexy, brazen little  sissy bimbo you are now, that’s all down to you. We provided the means for your change, but it was you that shaped it.”

Marcus shook his head. His heart was racing.

“That’s impossible. I… you can’t…”

“Shush Marcus. You’ve been through a lot. You need to stay calm.

You need to…”

Marcus turned to face the mirror. He was beautiful, sexy, gorgeous, glamorous. It was like a dream come true, like a  nightmare come true.

“I can’t… this is… I…“

His head was spinning. He was being punished and…

“I  think  you  need  time  to  relax,  and  recover.  I  think  you  need  to sleep.” Mistress Vienna said.

And Marcus slept.

Five

It was almost normal now, the waking, not quite knowing where he was or what was going to happen, so as Marcus returned to consciousness he felt only  a  minor  twinge  of  panic  and  then  he  remembered…  he’d  been transformed!

That memory woke him with a start. He’d been turned into a petite, curvaceous, buxom, sexy, blonde  sissy bimbo. He’d been transformed into the woman from his wildest sissy fantasies.

Marcus  opened  his  eyes,  blinking  against  the  light,  and  found himself in a pink room, laid out on a simple bed beneath white sheets. He sat up and looked down and…

He  was   himself.  He  was  back  in  his  body,  broad  chest,  tall,  hard muscle  under  a  layer  of  middle-aged  fat,  big  hands,  narrow  hips,  wide shoulders.

He lifted his hands to his face, felt his features. His nose was large, jaw square with short hair. He felt a jarring mix of emotions, relief that he was still  himself, but also… disappointment.

He  examined  his  body  closely,  seeing  no  sign  of  the  previous transformation  he  had  gone  through.  Had  it  all  been  just  part  of  some hypnotic trance?

He  remembered  the  spiral  in  the  mirror,  Mistress  Vienna’s  voice, telling  him  to  imagine  the  woman  from  his  fantasies,  and  then…  he  had become  her.  Hypnosis  made  sense,  but  it  had  seemed  more  real  than  any trance he’d gone through before, had felt more real.

He  chuckled  as  he  touched  his  body  to  make  sure  it  was  real.  He was still himself, unchanged, except... that wasn’t quite true.

Marcus  was  still  utterly  smooth.  His  entire  body  was  still  smooth and soft and  hairless. His legs, arms, chest, belly, even his cock and balls and ass were utterly smooth, even his  face. The only hair on his body was
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his  eyebrows  and  the  hair  on  his  head,  and  he  was  still  so  much  more sensitive than before.

As  he  examined  himself  he  could  not  help  but  linger,  caressing himself,  fondling,  squeezing,  touching,  and  he  moaned,  squirming.  It  felt amazing,  his  body  bright  with  pleasure.  As  his  hands  roamed  he  felt  his belly flutter, a sense of joy he’d never really known before.

He squirmed, horny, aching, his sensitivity growing, yet… his cock remained soft, limp,  tiny. That change too had really happened then.

Wanting  to  test,  wanting  to   confirm  the  permanent  nullification  of his prick, Marcus reached down and touched his cock. He felt…  nothing. 

It really was numb. A tiny, soft,   pretty little dick. His head spun, yet as his other hand stroked his chest, teasing his nipples, some small part of him seemed almost  happy with the change. Without his cock getting hard he could really connect with the rest of his body. He could appreciate how other pleasure felt, could experience new, more nuanced sensations, subtle joys, without being fixated on his cock, on getting and staying hard. And, as a bonus, his new, limp, worthless cock was kind of  cute.

Marcus chuckled, shaking his head. What was happening to him?

Maybe…  maybe  since  the   transformation  had  not  been  real,  these changes too were fake, maybe they were not as permanent as he’d been led to believe?

 

Marcus finally, after a long period of thorough examination, decided to get up and inspect his new room. It was as secure as his white cell, the same size and specifications, in pale pink instead of white.

He  still  had  no  clothes  and  so  he  dressed  in  the  bed-sheet  again, using it to cover his modesty. With that worn as a robe, he paced the room, circling,  stretching  his  legs  as  he  waited  for  something  to  happen, wondering  what   trick  they  were  going  play  on  him  today  as  part  of  his punishment.  He  did  not  have  to  wait  long  before  the  door  hissed,  sliding open.

He stopped where he was, remembering keenly the pain he had felt on that first day and thinking better of his impulse to try to escape, and he watched as Mistress Vienna entered.

“Good morning beautiful.” She said.

Her  words  sent  a  thrill  down  his  spine.  He’d  never  been  called beautiful before, but he kind of liked it, and it spoke to a deep, soft part of him that lingered in the back of his mind.

“Good morning Mistress.” Marcus said, remembering himself.

“So are you all recovered from yesterday?” She asked.

Marcus  nodded,  smiling.  He  could  not  help  but  admire  Mistress Vienna.

She was  hot. Tall, slim, with sharp, intelligent eyes, she wore a fitted black  dress,  black  stockings,  and  black  heels.  Her  figure  was  trim  and curvy,  but  in  reasonable  proportion  to  her  body.  Her  figure  was  not  the outlandish curves of the fetish nurse, not the wide hips and tiny waist and jiggly  ass  and  massive  tits  of  the  woman  Marcus  had   thought  he  had become.

She was everything Marcus desired in a woman. Whereas the nurse, and  that  blonde  in  the  mirror,  were  everything…  everything  he  wanted  to be. 

Again he felt that stabbing  regret that he’d woken up as himself, that it had all been an illusion, part of a hypnotic suggestion, a trance. Was that the  sissy hypno, or was it… was it  him?

“Glad to hear it.” Mistress Vienna said. “Because today is also going to be a big one. We’re all done with the  physical, and we’re onto the  mental now.”

“Mental?”  Marcus  said.  “But…  I  know  it's  not  real.  I  mean,  I  can see  that  it’s  all  just  a  trick,  isn’t  it?  So,  why  keep  pretending?  You  can…

you can’t really transform people, and there’s no way Pam would arrange to have you brainwash me.”

Mistress Vienna smiled. She took a deep breath and sighed.

“Ah, and you were doing so well. Still, I suppose a little  resistance is to be expected, and it’d be no fun at all if you didn’t put up at least a little fight.” Mistress Vienna said. “But, as it is, there’s nothing you can do about any of this. It’s all been approved by your wife and signed off. It’s all been paid for. And everything we’ve done is very real, and  very permanent. You can  deny  it  all  you  want,  and  you  can  try  to  resist,  but  there  really  is  no escape.  The  only  way  for  you  to  get  out  of  here  is  for  us  to   finish  what we’ve started. But trust me, I think you’re going to be very,  very happy with the finished  product.”

Marcus blinked. She was still insisting it was all real, but… he could see that it wasn’t.

Yesterday they had pretended to transform him into the  sissy bimbo of  his  wildest  fantasies,  but  today  he  was…  he  was  himself  again.  The evidence that it was all  fake  was right in front of him.

“I…  but  I  can  see  it’s  not  real.  Yesterday,  you…  you  pretended  to make me into a woman, a… a sexy blonde, but it was all just hypnosis. You used the spiral and your words to make me think I was changing, but… you can’t actually change me. I mean, when I woke up this morning I was still me.”

Mistress Vienna laughed.

“Oh,  you’d  be  amazed  just  exactly   what  we  can  do.  But  yes,  I suppose  waking  up  in  your  more   masculine  body  would  confuse  you.

However,  I  can  assure  you  that   nothing  we  do  is  fake.  But…  how  about instead of me explaining exactly what’s happened to you, and what is  going to  happen  to  you,  I  just  show  you.  Come  with  me  so  we  can  get  today’s procedures over with and I’ll be able to show you something  wonderful  that I just know a  sissy hypno addict like you will love.”

Mistress Vienna’s certainty made Marcus falter. She seemed so sure that it was all real. Why was she still pretending?

“I… but…”

“If you think it's all fake, where’s the harm? If you think it’s all just hypnosis why not consider it like a luxury version of one of your dirty little videos.”

Marcus  considered  her  words.  She  had  a  point.  This  was  the   best hypnosis  he’d  ever  experienced.  Mistress  Vienna  was  clearly  talented,  an experienced Domme and…

It all clicked. This  wasn’t  real. It was all hypnosis. Mistress Vienna, the  fetish  nurse,  they  were  all  part  of  the  resort,  the  holiday.  It  was  part punishment and part surprise arranged for by Pam, to show him what real hypnosis was like, how dangerous it was. Maybe… maybe after this was all over they could talk, and he could explain, and she’d forgive him and they could both move on and he could get over his addiction and…

Marcus smiled.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said. “I… I’m ready.”

Mistress Vienna’s smiled twisted, cunning and mischievous, and the glint in her eye sent a cold thrill down Marcus’ spine.
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Mistress Vienna led Marcus to another room, again pink, small, with no windows. He realised he had not seen outside for days, and something about that fact  unnerved him. Where even was this vast complex of rooms and corridors? Were they even still on the island? Was his wife really okay?

Still, the fact that he knew now that it was all  fake  reassured him. It might  seem  ominous  and  intimidating,  but  he  felt  more  confident  than  he had in days.

As  Mistress  Vienna  stopped  and  opened  the  door,  holding  it  open, she  gestured  for  Marcus  to  enter.  He  stepped  in  first,  and  she  followed behind. The door clicked shut, the lock falling into place.

“Now, sit please so we can begin.” Mistress Vienna said.

The room was small, pink, with one chair facing a vast screen. The chair  looked  plush  and  comfortable,  but  also  ominously   high-tech,  as though it were far more than  just a chair.

Still,  Marcus  knew  it  was  fake,  right?  It  was  all  just  theatrics, surely? Yesterday, the transformation, was just an illusion. None of it was real.

Saying that to himself over and over Marcus felt less anxious, and so he obeyed, crossing the floor to sit.

As he made himself comfortable the chair shifted, moulding to his body and then… straps extended around his ankles, wrists, around his chest.

“What…”

As  Marcus  tried  to  turn  to  face  Mistress  Vienna  a  strap  extended around his face, over his mouth, pinning him and silencing him, holding his head forwards so he was facing the screen. The bands tightened, becoming snug but not painful.

“No  talking  for  this  bit,  and  no  looking  away.  This  is  the  most delicate of all the procedures we have planned for you and we don’t want anything going wrong. You need to stay looking at the screen, even when you’re  relaxed.  If  your  head  were  to  tilt  forwards  or  turn  aside  even accidentally then… well, best not to go into the details with you now.”

Marcus’s eyes went wide. It was all fake, but they were going too far to convince him it was  real.

“Now, this is all really very simple. You just need to sit, watch, and listen.”

As  Mistress  Vienna  spoke  speakers  extended  from  the  headrest  of the chair, one on either side of Marcus’ head, close to his ears.

“You don’t need to do anything. You can just  relax.”

That word, spoken softly, caused Marcus to relax. Mistress Vienna knew the effect her words had, and she smiled.

“Now, we’ve worked hard on this mental adjustment. Your wife was kind enough to send us  all the sissy hypno files she found on your computer and  we  were  able  to  analyse  them  to  come  up  with  a  list  of  reoccurring themes that you clearly enjoy. Your new…  personality has been specifically designed for you with those themes in mind. We built it for you, and only you, and all we need to do now is implant it, implant  her.”

New  personality?  Mental  adjustment?  They  were  talking  about brainwashing.

Even though Marcus was  pretty  sure it was all fake the concept still scared him. He tried to struggle against his restraints but he was too calm, too  relaxed, and even his fear seemed distant and unimportant.

“Now, are you ready to meet  Maddy?” Mistress Vienna said.

The question was rhetorical. She did not wait for an answer.

At  a  gesture  from  her  hand,  the  screen  flickered,  coming  to  life,  a spiral, pink and black, spinning. Marcus, facing forwards, was captivated by it immediately. It spun, and his mind spiralled away, soothed, calmed.

“All you need to do is  relax,  sleep, and let Maddy become part of you.”

Marcus felt the words sink deep. He relaxed, falling deep, opening his mind to  Maddy.

Six

The spiral stopped and the droning cut out. The whispers stopped and the restraints withdrew. For a moment Marcus sat still, eyes wide, staring at the blank screen and then…

He blinked, groaned. He shifted and sat up.

“Welcome back.” Mistress Vienna said. “How are you feeling?”

How  was he feeling?

Marcus sat for a moment, looking himself over, mentally inspecting himself. He didn’t feel any different.

“I… I feel fine. The same. Did it not work or… or was it just fake again?”

There  was  doubt  in  Marcus’  mind,  enough  to  leave  him  wary.

Mistress  Vienna  was  so  certain  and  confident  and  her  smile,  her  eyes,  set him on edge.

“No, it worked. It worked perfectly.” She said.

Marcus was quiet. He tried to remember. There was the spiral, the hissing drone, and… voices?

There  had  been  a  whisper,  talking  to  him,  but  he  could  not remember  what  it  said.  Snippets  flashed  in  the  back  of  his  head  as  he probed. Words, phrases.

Cumslut…

Fuckdoll…

Size queen…

Anal addict…

The intensity of them, the way they made Marcus’ body throb and ache, chilled him. Had it been real? He looked deeper, and more surfaced.

Pink thoughts…

Legs spread…

Face down ass up…

Worship cock…

The phrases flashed into Marcus’ head, his mind reeling, spinning.

His heart was racing. He tried to retreat, but they kept coming.

Swallow like a good girl…

On your knees feels good…

Lock cock love cum…

Begging makes me horny…

Words, phrases, thoughts, feeling. They came crashing over Marcus and there was nothing he could do to stop them.

Limp dicked sissy slut…

Obedience is sexy…

Giggling turns me on…

Sissy bimbo slut…

“Marcus?”

The  word  was  soft,  his  name,  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  The  words stopped, and he returned to the room. His head was spinning, throbbing.

Mistress Vienna was looking at him, smiling.

“You need to be careful. Maddy is still new and excitable. It's quite a traumatic experience, even for someone  receptive. Consider your mind a fresh wound, and be gentle. Don’t go poking about too deeply.”

Marcus looked up at her, the words and phrases still ringing in his ears. The emotions, the feelings, the  hunger had been so vibrant, so  real.  He could almost hear  Maddy’s voice in the back of his head.

“So it was… it was all real? You really… you put… Maddy…”

Marcus was struggling for words. Mistress Vienna nodded.

“Yes, she’s very real. Just as everything else we’ve done to you has been  very  real.  Your  wife  was  quite  specific  with  what  she  wanted.  She loves  you  very  much,  and  she  didn’t  want  to  lose  you,  but  she  also wanted… a little  extra.” Mistress Vienna said. “You see, she’s been feeling unsatisfied  for  quite  some  time  now,  and  she  knew  that  if  your  marriage was  to  last  she’d  need  to  do  something  to  fix  that.  Finding  your  stash  of dirty  little  hypno  videos  was  what  inspired  her,  so  really,  you  deserve  at least some credit for her rather elegant solution to your mutual problem.”

“I don’t… I don’t understand…” Marcus managed to moan.

Mistress Vienna laughed, shaking her head.

“Oh, I think you do. I think you understand more than you realise. I just  think  you’re  being  stubborn,  but,  if  that’s  how  you  want  to  be  then  I suppose a  dramatic reveal is in order.”

Marcus  felt  a  shiver  run  along  his  spine.  There  was  nervousness, maybe  even  fear,  but  also…   excitement,  eager  anticipation,  a  trembling giddiness.

If this was all real then…

“Now, stand up and step to the side.”

Marcus  did  as  Mistress  Vienna  said.  As  he  rose  to  his  feet  she gestured to the screen facing the chair and shifted, sliding back into the wall as a full-length mirror emerged. She gestured to the chair next, and it was lowered  into  the  floor,  the  ground  sealing  shut  behind  it  as  though  it  had never been there. No matter what, the  theatrics of the resort were absolutely phenomenal.

“Face the mirror.” Mistress Vienna said.

Marcus did as he was told. He faced the mirror and saw himself, his reflection, ordinary and unexceptional, except now he was smooth, and his dick  looked…  tiny.  There  was  a  wave  of  shame  and   joy  at  that,  a  mix  of emotions that made his body flush hot.

If he’d still been able to get hard he knew he would have been.

“Now,  as  you  see  yourself  right  now  is  how  you’ll  spend  most  of your time. You’ll always be smooth and soft and hairless, always be just a little  more  sensitive,  but  you’ll  be  the  same  as  you  always  were,  for  the most part. Obviously, you’ll never be getting hard again, but that’s part of the  fun.  You’re  going  to  be  spending  a  lot  of  time  horny  and  frustrated, which will help you get into the  mindset, and if you do want to cum you’ll have to  earn it, and you’ll have to cum like the good little  sissy bimbo  slut you are.”

Mistress Vienna’s words were enough to make Marcus squirm. He was  so  hot  and  horny.  It  had  been  so  long  since  he’d  cum,  and  after everything he’d been through it had only made the need worse.

How was he supposed to earn it? And… how did good  sissy bimbos cum?

“And now for the highlight, the part of your transformation you’ve been  pretending  was  fake.  You  see,  your  wife  still  wants  her  loving husband,  her  loyal  partner,  but  after  seeing  your  sissy  hypno  videos  she realised she wanted something else too, and you obviously wanted it to. As you  are  now  you  can  continue  to  live  your  ordinary  life,  but  now,  when your  wife  wants  a  little   fun,  you’ll  be  able  to  provide  that  for  her,  and Maddy.”
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Mistress  Vienna’s  smile  grew  wider.  At  the  mention  of  that  name, Maddy, Marcus could feel part of himself flutter.

“You see, the transformation yesterday was real, and permanent, but it's not  constant. That body, and Maddy’s personality, are linked. The two go together, so when you’ve been good, or your wife wants some  fun, you’ll get to play.”

Marcus blinked. It was all real? But… that was impossible, wasn’t it?

“Would you like to see?” Mistress Vienna asked.

Marcus  nodded.  His  heart  was  racing.  He  really  did  want  to  see, wanted to know for certain if it was fake or real, wanted to see…

“Maddy, come out to play.” Mistress Vienna said.

And Marcus felt a wash of pleasure unlike anything he had ever felt before.

 

Marcus, facing the mirror, could see it happening, but still, he could not believe it.

He  was  changing,  his  body  was   changing,  he  was  transforming into… that woman. That woman from his fantasies. The hot, sexy, blonde woman, petite, with outrageous curves.

He  watched  as  he  shrank,  becoming  shorter,  smaller,  whimpering with pleasure, heart racing, belly fluttering. It felt so good…

His shoulders became narrow, arms and hands dainty, and his chest shrank even as his  tits swelled, nipples becoming large and perky and  puffy as he developed massive, pert breasts.

His  muscles  vanished,  his  body  becoming  soft  and  cushiony,  his thighs  thick,  ass  round  and  jiggly  and  juicy.  His  hips  widened,  giving  his obvious  thigh gap  despite  his  plump  thighs,  and  his  waist  became  tiny,  a brazen hourglass figure with fetish curves, tits, ass, hips, a sultry, sexy  sissy bimbo body.

It was all real?

His  face  changed  too,  just  like  before.  His  hair  became  long, platinum blonde curls, his features feminine and  cute.  His eyes grew larger, big bright blue, long black lashes that looked almost  fake, with immaculate

make-up.  His  jaw  shrank,  even  his  Adam’s  apple  vanishing.  His  lips swelled, pouty, puffy, bee-sting blowjob lips, wet and glossy and  pink.

The only thing that didn’t change was his cock. His tiny, worthless, limp cock remained, but it seemed somehow  right  on  this  new  body,  cute and pretty, perfect for a  sissy bimbo.

“Oh, my, god! I look, like, totally  adorable!” Marcus said, his voice soft, cute, feminine, with a bimbo-like lilt to the sing-song tones.

Only… Marcus hadn’t said anything.

“And will you, like, look at my tits? They’re just so fat and juicy.

And I love my ass! Soooo bouncy and  thick.”

Marcus spoke again, but it wasn’t him. He wasn’t saying anything.

Confused,  he  tried  to  move,  but  his  body  stayed  still,  staring  at  himself before shifting to strike a pose, turning slightly, rising up on tiptoe, curving his  back  to  make  his  massive  thick  ass  stick  out  even  more.  He  was  the perfect sissy bimbo. 

“Marcus, you dirty little perv, you have outdone yourself with this body. I’m, like,  totally going to to put it good use. We’re going to have so much fun.” He said—but again, he’d not spoken.

What was going on?

He  tried  to  scream,  to  move,  but  nothing  happened.  It  was  like  he was a passenger in his own body, trapped, watching, unable to do anything.

“So you approve then Maddy?” Mistress Vienna asked.

Maddy…  it  was…  Maddy.  She  was   real.  She  was  in  control.  He remembered  what  Mistress  Vienna  had  said.  Body  and  personality  were linked.  His  new,  perfect,  slutty  body  was  Maddy’s.  The   bimbo  sissy personality  from  his  hypno  videos,  the  one  they’d  implanted  in  him.  She was in control.

“Oh I definitely do, just… there's one tiny, teeny, weeny problem.”

Maddy said.

As she spoke she shifted, still looking over her  sissy bimbo body in the  mirror.  She  was  squirming,  posing,  and  her  hands  began  to  touch herself.

They roamed up over her thighs, hips, ass, over her belly, up to her tits,  hefting  them,  squeezing  them,  pinching  them,  and  she  moaned  in pleasure, lurid and brazen, and her body grew hot. Her belly fluttered and her face blushed and she bit her bottom lip.

Just  the  sight  of  her  was  enough  to  make  Marcus  weak.  She  was perfect,  and he  was her, he could feel everything she could feel. Though he couldn’t control her he was still a part of her. He could feel everything she felt, the pleasure, the emotions, the lust and desire, the delight as she groped her own tits, pinched her own nipples.

“What’s  that  Maddy?  What  is  the  tiny,  teeny,  weeny  issue?”

Mistress Vienna asked.

From her tone though Marcus could tell that she knew  exactly what the problem was.

“I’m  just  so   horny!”  Maddy  said.  “This  body  feels  so  good,  and  I just... I just want to get  fucked. Are there any cocks I can suck? Any boys around  who  can  fuck  me?  Or  maybe…  maybe  I  can  play  with  you, Mistress?”

Maddy  turned  to  look  at  Mistress  Vienna,  touching  herself, wiggling, pouting, fluttering her eyelashes. She was a  slut.

Marcus could not stop her, could not control her, but he could feel her pleasure, feel her desire, the heat of her body and her lust. He could feel the  tingle  of  delight  as  she  pinched  her  nipples.  Could  feel  as  one  hand slipped down, around, to her ass.

There was an aching inside him, a  hunger, and Maddy’s hand went to  it,  slipping  over  her  round,  smooth,  juicy,  peachy  ass,  to  her  crack, fingers  slipping  down  to  her   hole,  her  wet,  aching,  pliant  hole.  Her   fuck-hole.

As her fingers slipped inside her Marcus felt the throb of bliss, could feel Maddy’s delight, her lust, could see Mistress Vienna watching her with obvious  amusement.  Maddy  squirmed,  fingering  her  wet,  slippery,  juicy ass, fingers slipping into her fuck-hole, slipping deep.

Marcus  could  feel  all  of  it,  and  it  felt  better  than  anything  he  had ever felt before. The pleasure was corrupting, addictive, and he could feel any resistance melting away in the face of it.

“Pretty  please  Mistress.  Won’t  you  let  me  get  on  my  knees  and worship  your  cunt,  or  your  cock,  or…  just  let  me  pleasure  you…  please?

I’m  soooo horny I think I might, like, totally die.”

Mistress Vienna’s smile did not falter.

“Oh,  that  does  sound  serious.  However,  I  don’t  think  I  can  help you.”

Marcus  could  feel  Maddy’s  agony  at  being  denied.  Her  lust,  her arousal, the pleasure of her fingers slipping in and out of her tight ass, was overwhelming.  Maddy  moaned  in  need,  spreading  her  legs,  pinching  her nipple  hard.

“Please… pretty please. I’ll, like, do anything. Anything you want.

Just…  let  me  be  your  slutty  little  sissy  bimbo  whore.  I’m  soooo  horny!”

Maddy whined.

Marcus  could  feel  her  body,  her  mind,  the  pleasure.  It  was corrupting him.

“Nothing I can do.” Mistress Vienna said. “However…”

She smirked.

“I think I know someone who can help you.”

Maddy’s joy was overwhelming. Her fingers slipped deep, her hole wet, aching, throbbing.

“But first, you need to get dressed…” Mistress Vienna said.

Seven

Maddie could not move fast enough, and Mistress Vienna had to work hard to constrain her, make her focus on the task at hand.

Marcus  could  only  watch  as  Maddie  followed  Mistress  Vienna’s instructions.  He  could  feel  her  excitement,  her  throbbing  desire,  the  lust building in her. He could hear her mind at the edge of his thoughts, her need for cock, cum, cunt, her desire to fall to her knees, to obey, her willingness to spread her legs, bend over, put her face down while lifting her ass high, her desire to have her mouth filled, her  fuck-hole stuffed.

“Now, white or pink or black?”

“Like,  pink,  always.”  Maddy  said.  “Pink  is   totally  my  colour Mistress.”

Her brain was so silly and fluffy, pink fog, full of lust and pleasure and hunger. She was the perfect  sissy bimbo in mind, body, and soul, and it was  Marcus  who  had  been  responsible  for  her  creation.  And  it  was Marcus’s  body  she  was  now  in  control  of,  his  slutty,  sexy,  feminine   sissy bimbo body.

“Mmm… pink is such a perfect colour for a  sissy bimbo. Excellent choice.”

Without  another  word  Mistress  Vienna  moved  to  the  side,  making another  gesture,  and  the  wall  opposite  the  full-length  mirror  opened, revealing  a  wardrobe  full  of  the  most  stunning  clothes  Marcus  had  ever seen.  It  was  a  wardrobe  full  of  clothes  perfect  for  a   sissy  bimbo,  a  fetish model’s wet dream come true.

There was leather and latex, silk and satin, PVC and vinyl, stockings and  suspenders,  panties,  bras,  corsets,  basques,  petticoats,  dresses,  skirts, tops, gloves, socks, heels, boots. There were masks, gags, collars, fluffy cat ears, bunny ears, butt plug tails, paw mittens, nipple clamps, jewellery.

Marcus  was  stunned.  Maddy  was  bouncing  up  and  down  in  glee, clapping  her  hands,  squealing  like  a  kid  in  a  candy  store,  and  as  she

bounced  her  ass  and  tits  jiggled,  the  weight  of  them  and  their  movement sending throbs of pleasure through her body.

“Oh, my, god! This is just perfect! Can I pick anything I want?” She asked.

“Just something simple for today. Underwear and heels and a collar only.” Mistress Vienna said.

“Oh… spoilsport.” Maddy said, giggling.

Marcus  could  feel  how  delighted  she  was  though.  Even  such  a simple  command  was  a  chance  for  her  to  obey,  to   submit,  and  she  really, really wanted to submit.

Maddy  threw  herself  into  the  task  of  choosing  her  outfit,  pink fishnet  stockings  with  lacy  tops,  pink  suspenders,  a  matching  set  of  pink panties and a pink bra, pink heels. The final touch was a thick pink collar with a big silver ring on the front.

Once the items were picked Maddy began to dress, watched over by Mistress Vienna. Marcus could feel her excitement, her delight in choosing a slutty outfit that would show off her body, and he couldn’t help but feel that delight too, a sense of excitement as she picked out the skimpy panties that would barely cover her cute little limp dick, a simple string nestling in the crack of her ass, a thrill as she picked out the bra, so lacy and tiny, the cloth  insufficient  to  contain  all  of  her  tits,  not  even  enough  to  hide  her nipples.

She  picked  only  the  sluttiest  items,  bright  pink,  the  clothes  that  a true  sissy bimbo would pick, the clothes that Marcus knew he would pick if he’d had the chance. Maddy was brazen, sexy,  ditzy, flirty, and she was the sissy bimbo he had always fantasised about being.

The  act  of  slipping  on  the  stockings  sent  a  thrill  along  Maddy’s spine, the sensual fishnet material making her smooth, sensitive skin tingle.

They hugged her thick thighs, and she giggled as she looked over herself.

She looked  hot, even in just fishnets.

She  slipped  on  the  suspenders  next,  attaching  the  straps  to  the stockings, and then slipped on the panties. The caress of them, the way the string slipped deep into her ass crack, teasing against her wet, eager  fuck-hole making her whimper and blush, making her bite her bottom lip as she squirmed.

Then  came  the  bra,  the  straps  slipping  up  her  arms  making  her giggle, the way the silk cupped her tits making her squirm, barely brushing

against her stiff, puffy nipples, causing more hot delight. Marcus could feel how  horny  Maddy was and it was so keen it was almost painful. The way the bra squeezed her tits, lifting them and shaping them to make them seem even  more  massive,  was  a  bliss  that  made  Maddy  moan,  breathy,  sultry, brazen.

Finally, she fitted the heels, and for a moment Marcus worried she might fall and hurt herself, but she stood in them perfectly, with grace and poise, fully equipped as a  sissy bimbo to walk in and strut and jiggle in even the most outrageous platform heels. She turned to face the mirror to inspect herself and what Marcus saw through her big, bright blue eyes made him weak.

She was  perfection. The pink underwear only enhanced her already amazing body yet covered the barest portion—and even that just made her sexier, the mystery of what she had covered only adding to her allure. And in her heels, she stood… differently. There was something in how her heels made her stand and pose and move that made her legs look longer, her ass rounder, her tits bigger. She was sex and lust and desire, beauty and grace and femininity, she was the  sissy bimbo of Marcus’ wildest fantasies.

“And now for the final touch.” Mistress Vienna said.

She  stepped  forward,  the  pink  collar  Maddy  had  picked  in  her hands.

The sight of it made Maddy, and Marcus, weak with hunger, need, desire,  the  urge  to  submit.  Without  thinking  Maddy  fell  to  her  knees, looking up.

“Please Mistress.” She begged.

And even  begging was a source of pleasure.

“Since you’ve been such a good girl.” Mistress Vienna said.

She  stepped  forward  and  fitted  the  collar  around  Maddy’s  neck.  It was tight, confining, but it felt  right, and the sense of joy sent Maddy, and Marcus, reeling.

Mistress  Vienna  fastened  the  buckles  and  there  was  the  click  of  a padlock sealing it on. She was collared. Maddy was a collared  sissy bimbo, and Marcus could feel her giddy happiness corrupting him.

“There. All dressed. Now, are you happy with your make-up? One of  your  nice  little   features  is  that  you  can  change  it  at  will  just  by concentrating.” mistress Vienna said.

Maddy blinked, then giggled.
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“Really? Oh, that’s, like, totally amazing! I have to try.”

Maddy rose to her feet and turned to face the mirror. She looked at herself, focused on her face. Her make-up was dark and sultry, but Marcus could  sense  her  mood,  more  playful  and  silly  and   slutty  bimbo.  Maddy focussed,  and  the  colours  on  her  face  lightened.  Her  make-up  became bubblegum  pink,  her  nails,  eyeshadow,  lips  all  turning  bright  glorious bimbo pink.

She  giggled  and  bounced  up  and  down  in  glee.  Her  tits  and  ass jiggled,  her  curves  barely  contained  by  her  underwear.  Her  make-up  was bright  bimbo  pink,  eyes  lined  in  pink,  with  dark,  full,  long,  fake-looking lashes, and long, bright pink nails.

“I look  amazing!” Maddy said.

Marcus  could  feel  her  joy,  her  pleasure,  the  burning  fire  of  her libido. It was contagious, corrupting, and he could feel the last vestiges of his resistance crumbling.

“This is, like, the  best  body ever. I am going to have  sooooo much fun.”

Maddy turned to face Mistress Vienna.

“So,  Mistress,  you  said  there  was  someone  who  could  help  me?

After all that dressing up and getting to see how  hot I look I’m even hornier than before, so, can I meet them now? I mean, I am all dressed up  cute.”

Maddy said.

Mistress Vienna smiled, and nodded.

“Just  follow  me.”  She  said.  “They’ve  been  looking  forward  to meeting you.”

 

Mistress  Vienna  turned  and  headed  to  the  door,  opened  it,  and stepped  out,  pausing  to  wait  for  Maddy.  Maddy  almost   skipped  after  her, strutting in her heels, tits jiggling, hips and ass wiggling. Marcus could feel the pleasure in her as she walked, the joy in her body, the delight at how soft and  sexy she felt. He could feel her excitement.

Who  was  this  person?  What  were  they  going  to  do  to  Maddy,  to him? And… what was Maddy going to do to them?

It was only a short walk, but by the time they arrived Maddy was an aching, giddy mess. She was horny, obsessed with cock, cum, cunt, aching

to serve, and Marcus could feel how  wet her hole was, how eager, could feel the hunger in her, her lips tingling, an unquenchable thirst, even her tits and nipples begging to be molested.

Just  the  thought  of  what  she  might  do  with  his   sissy  bimbo  body made him burn with shame and desire and…  pleasure. What was happening to him?

Was she corrupting him? Or was… was she really just a part of him?

A part of him that he was beginning to  embrace?

Mistress Vienna stopped outside a door, much like any of the other doors, and turned to face Maddy. She was smiling.

“Now, this is where I leave you. You go in here alone, if you think you  are  ready.  What  you  face,  who  you  face,  you  face  alone.  Do  you understand?”

Maddy licked her lips, a nervous fluttering in her gut, but her hunger and need and lust overpowered it easily.

“I… I’m ready.” She said.

Mistress Vienna nodded.

“I think you are too. I think you’re just  perfect. So, enter, and have fun,  slut.”

At  that  Mistress  Vienna  pressed  the  door  open  and  stepped  back.

Maddy  paused  for  a  moment,  then  stepped  in,  and  the  door  swung  shut behind her. She was alone, the room dull lit, soft pink, a large bed, covered in pillows and blankets and… she  wasn’t  alone after all.

There was a body on the bed, half hidden in shadow.

“Hello, honey.” Pam said. “Play time’s over.”

And  Maddy  felt  a  wave  of  pleasure  crash  over  her,  intense  and brilliant, making her gasp. Her body shifted,  changed, and in only a matter of moments she was gone, and Marcus was back, his mind in control of his body, and yet still he could feel Maddy in the back of his mind, could feel the pleasure of her body, that perfect  sissy bimbo body, could feel her lust, so horny, and he… part of him wanted so badly to be her again.

He looked down and saw… he was still in the underwear, the heels, the  stockings  and  suspenders  and  panties  and  bra,  still  in  the  collar,  pink, but they all fit him perfectly still. One more miracle of the resort he figured.

He looked up, saw his wife watching him, smiling.

“I think we need to talk.” She said.

Marcus nodded.
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“Come  sit  with  me.  We  can  talk  before…  we’ll,  let’s  just  talk  for now.” She said.

Marcus  stood  still  for  a  moment,  wary  and  also  flush  with  many emotions. There was shame and humiliation, at being so smooth and soft, his cock so  useless, dressed in pink lingerie and heels, and fear, anxiety at the thought of what else his wife might have planned for him, but there was more than that. There was, first and foremost, arousal.

He  had  not  cum  for  days,  had  been  through  so  much,  and  his experience as  Maddy had left him fuzzy-headed and aching for… for cock, for  cum,  for  cunt,  for   sex.  Just  the  sound  of  his  wife’s  voice,  the  barely visible form of her body, the soft musk of her scent, was enough to make his body throb with need.

He took a deep breath, and stepped forward, carefully, aware he was still in heels but… it was easier than he had thought. It came naturally, as though he had been walking in heels his entire life, and before he knew it he was strutting over to the bed, wiggling his ass, hips, blushing from the thrill of it.

Maybe  there  was  more   Maddy  left  in  him  than  he  had  thought,  or maybe there were more changes that had been done to him than he realised.

As his heels clicked he moved to the bed, his soft, smooth,  hairless body tingling.

He was still not used to how much more sensitive he was and now…

now  there  seemed  to  be   extra  layers  to  it.  After  being  Maddy  for  a  time parts of his body seemed permanently  altered.

As  Marcus  walked  he  could  feel  the  wiggle  of  his  ass,  less exaggerated  than  Maddy’s  but  there  all  the  same,  and  it  was  entirely involuntary,  a  sexy  strut  that  he  couldn’t  help  but  add  to  his  movements.

And worse, it felt  good, addictive, and the caress of his stocking, made his legs tingle, a thrill running up his spine.

His ass too felt good, the soft fabric of his panties teasing him, the thin string deep in his crack caressing over his hole his… his  wet, aching, hungry  hole.  Marcus  blushed  as  he  realised  that  his  ass  was  permanently changed, was now more like Maddy’s, was an eager, aching, dripping,  fuck-

 hole, yet  he knew that, had he been able to get hard, that realisation would have made his pretty little dick so hard it  hurt.

Yet  he  could  not  help  but  feel   glad  that  his  dick  was  soft.  It  was prettier,  cuter,  more   feminine,  and  without  his  hard-on  to  distract  him,  to fixate  on,  he  could  savour  the  sensations  coursing  through  the  rest  of  his body, could relish how amazing the rest of his body felt.

His nipples, for example, the way his bra teased them, so hard and puffy,  more  like  Maddy’s  than  his  old,  boring  nipples,  and  they  were  so much more sensitive.

As he shifted, moving to sit on the foot of the bed by his wife’s feet, it was all he could do to stop from whimpering in pleasure at how good it felt to have the fabric of the bra tease them. How good would fingers feel?

Or lips? Or a tongue? His  fuck-hole  clenched at the thought, a new throb of pleasure, and Marcus moaned.

“Having fun darling?” Pam asked.

He was still, then, slowly, he nodded. He could not deny that some parts of it were fun.

“So you’ve stopped thinking I’m punishing you?” She asked.

Marcus was still for a moment. He was squirming, facing away from his wife.

He  was  used  to  being  the  one  in  charge,  the   man,  but  given  how much had changed, his situation, his new  body and  mind, he felt so much smaller and weaker and more vulnerable, and… he  liked  it.

Just like a pretty little sissy bimbo slut. A voice in the back of his head whispered

Maddy? Could he hear her? Or was he…

“You know, this was never meant to be a punishment. This is a gift, for  both of us.” Pam said.

She shifted, moved down the bed towards her husband, shifted to sit close behind, pressing her body into his back.

Marcus moaned at the delight of her warmth, the soft curves of her figure were so much more pronounced now given his newfound sensitivity.

She snuggled into him, hugging him, wrapping her arms around him, and she  felt   amazing.  Marcus  relaxed,  all  tension  and  fear  and  worry  leaving him. Maybe it really was a gift?

“You've always been the perfect husband.” Pam said. “But… there was  always  something  missing.  I  was  never  quite…   satisfied  with  our

lovemaking,  our  fucking.  It  was  nice  enough,  but  it  just  was  never  quite amazing, not the way I wanted it to be. And that’s not just you either, before you start to worry. I’ve never had that  mind-blowing experience people talk about.”

As  Marcus  listened  he  felt  his  male  ego  bruised,  but  at  the  same time,  there  was  something  soothing  about  what  she  was  saying, something…

See, you were never a good fuck as a man, so why not embrace who you really are. A slutty, dirty, sissy bimbo. You were made to get fucked, not be fucked. Maddy whispered.

Was  that  true?  The  thought  of  it  excited  Marcus  more  than  he wanted to admit.

“I was able to overlook it though, since it was  good enough, and in all other ways you were amazing. But… recently, in the last few years, it got  worse. I thought it was your age, but then… then I found those videos, and I understood.”

“I…” Marcus opened his mouth to explain, to apologise, to beg for forgiveness.

“Shush.” Pam whispered. “Let me talk.”

To quiet her husband Pam shifted, her hands stroking over his chest, teasing  him,  light  caresses  with  her  fingertips,  stroking  up  to  his  hard, swollen, puffy nipples.

Her  touch  was  electric,  sending  bright  bolts  of  bliss  through  him.

She  circled,  flicking,  pinching  gently,  and  Marcus  melted,  whimpering  in pleasure.

Feels better to just be a slut, doesn’t it? Maddy said.

It did.

“I saw those videos, those files, those pictures, and I read some of the  stories.  I  understood  then  what  you  wanted,  what  you  needed,  why you’d never been able to fuck me properly. I understood then, for the first time  what   I   wanted.  Those  videos,  those  stories,  they  opened  my  eyes.”

Pam said.

Her  fingers  teased  and  Marcus  could  not  help  but  relax,  pressing back  into  the  soft,  warm,  feminine  curves  of  his  wife’s  body.  She  felt  so good. Her touch felt so good.

“I  just  wish  I’d  known  sooner,  but…  well,  no  point  looking  back with  regret.  I’ve  loved  being  married  to  you  and  now,  hopefully,  we  can

begin a new journey. That’s what this  gift is. It's a new beginning.”

Marcus moaned as Pam flicked her fingers over his perky nipples.

“I  worked  hard  on  this  idea.  This  way  we  get  everything.  We  can still be married and live our life. You get to go to work, have friends, and nothing  has  to  change  on  the  surface,  but  then…  then  we  get  to  have   fun too. You get to be my little  sissy bimbo slut, so soft and pretty. I can send you to work in panties, your cute little dick wrapped up tight, all horny and frustrated  for  me,  so  soft  and  sexy.  And  you  like  the  new   enhancements, don’t  you?  I  mean…  I’m  loving  touching  you,  teasing  you,  and  I  think you’re enjoying it too, aren’t you?”

Marcus  nodded  without  having  to  think.  Her  touch  on  his  nipples felt  amazing.  His  whole  body  was  alive  with  a  pleasure  greater  than anything he had ever known and this was just the barest touch. How would it feel to have his wife…

“Good.” Pam said. “Because I want you to have fun. I  want you to be my pretty little slut. And… as an extra bonus, when you’ve been a good girl for me, or I want to  play with my slut, I can just ask Maddy to come out,  and  I  can  have  fun  with  my   sissy bimbo slut. Don’t you want that? I want it…”

Yessssss. Maddy whispered.

Marcus  could  feel  her  lust  and  desire  burning  him.  He  knew  how good it would feel to be her, to get on his knees, to submit to his wife, to obey,  to  serve,  to  worship  her  cunt,  to  have  her  bend  him  over  and…  his mind was full of cravings, cocks, cum, cunts. He moaned.

“I… yes.” Marcus whispered.

He smiled. This really wasn’t a punishment then? It was a… a gift?

He giggled. His heart swelled with love and delight.

“I… please. That sounds… perfect.”

Pam smiled.

“So you accept then? You accept my gift? And you accept Maddy, as part of you? No more hiding this side of yourself?”

Something  clicked.

Maddy  wasn’t  a  separate  person.  Maddy  was   part  of  Marcus.  She always had been. The sissy hypno, the videos, the audios, the stories, they were  all  just  a  way  for  Marcus  to  connect  with  that  side  of  himself,  the desire  to  be  a  slut,  a  bimbo,  the  need  to  be  pretty  and  submissive,  the craving to obey, the hunger to be used,  fucked. 

Marcus and Maddy were the same person. This  gift  was just a way to let him be both of them more easily, more fully, and more  completely.

“I…” Marcus paused.

Could he really just accept? Could he really just become his wife’s sissy bimbo slut?

Just say yes, you idiot! We’ll both enjoy it.  Maddy said.

Marcus  chuckled.  He  could  hear  the  frustration  in  her  voice,  hear her hunger, her desperation to be free of the constraints he’d put on her.

“Yes.” Marcus said.

And that  yes sent a wave of pleasure and joy washing over him as he finally accept who he was. He was Marcus, yes, but he was also Maddy. He was a pretty, sexy, submissive, sissy, bimbo  slut.

Eight

As Marcus whimpered, moaning and squirming and gasping in pleasure, a sense  of  euphoria  crashing  over  him,  his  wife  leaned  forward  to  kiss  his cheek, gently, pinching his nipples hard.

He  arched  his  back,  pressing  his  chest  up,  wanting  more  of  her touch. Her teeth nipped at his skin, and the pleasure was overwhelming.

“So, you like your gift now then?”

“Yes… I… thank you.” He moaned.

Pam chuckled.

“Good.  Because  there’s  more.  You’re  not  the  only  one  who  got  a little  gift while they were here. Do you want to see mine?”

Marcus felt his head spin. Pam had… what had she done to herself?

Part of him was appalled, since he loved her, cherished her, did not want her to change herself, but the other part was curious, excited, eager to see how she had changed, been  enhanced. 

If his gift was his new body,  Maddy, then what was hers?

“Please…” Marcus whispered, voice hoarse with pleasure.

Pam stopped teasing him, unwrapped her arms, and shifted.

“Get  off  the  bed  then  and  get  on  your  knees  in  the  middle  of  the floor. I want to  surprise you.” Pam said.

Marcus could hear her smile, her grin, and he felt heat in his cheeks as he blushed. As his wife released him from her hug he shifted and slipped off the bed, walking to stand in the middle of the room, swaying his hips, his ass, heels clicking. His nipples were still hard and he could feel Maddy, giddy and joyful, at the back of him, delighted that he had finally stopped resisting her, that he had accepted her, accepted himself.

“Now, keep facing away, and kneel.” Pam said.

Marcus did as he was told, stopped, back to the bed, to his wife, and he  knelt.  He  could  almost  taste  her  cunt.  He  wanted  to  submit,  to  be  her sissy bimbo slut, wanted to serve her.
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“Ready?” Pam asked.

Marcus nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said, smiling.

 

Marcus heard the creak of the bed and the click of Pam’s heels as she slipped off the bed and moved towards him. He shivered in anticipation, eager.

He  had  not  got  a  clear  view  of  her,  hidden  in  shadow  as  she  had been on the bed, and he wanted to know how she had changed. He wanted to worship her, serve her, thank her for his gift.

We can both serve her now. Just think how much fun we’re going to have. Maddy thought.

Only… it wasn't just her though. It was  their thought. Her voice was Marcus’ voice now too. They were becoming  one.

Marcus  smiled,  joy,  and  there  was  movement  to  the  side,  Pam stepping into view, and he turned and looked up and his eyes went wide.

She  was  dressed  in  a  long  black  robe,  elegant,  and  she  had  barely changed  but  he  could  see  the  difference  in  her.  She  looked  younger, healthier, more vibrant. Her eyes were brighter, tits perkier, ass rounder. She was  the  same  woman  he’d  always  loved,  just…  she  was  now  the   perfect version of herself.

“Do  you  like  it?  I  wanted  something  subtle.  Nothing’s  really changed  on  the  surface,  just  been…  polished.  But  there  are  a  few  fun additions. ”

Marcus  wondered  what  else  Pam  had  done  to  herself.  Was  she permanently  hairless  like  him?  Was  she  more  sensitive  to  pleasure?  Was she…

“Now,  do  you  want  me  to  show  you  my  favourite   enhancement?”

She asked.

To  emphasise  her  point  Pam  shimmied  her  hips,  her  tits  jiggling.

Marcus nodded, smiling.

“Please.” He whispered.

Pam smiled, watching him. She played with the waist wrap that held her robe closed, the silky black cloth falling over her shoulders, falling to the floor, hiding her perfect body from him.

“Beg me… but… beg me as  Maddy.” She said. “Maddy, come out to play. ”

Those  words  sent  a  wave  of  pleasure  crashing  over  Marcus.  His body  shifted,  throbbing,  changing.  He  became  smaller,  daintier,  shoulders narrowing,  chest  smaller,  hands  and  feet  shrinking.  His  hair  grew  longer, platinum blonde, face becoming  pretty,  beautiful, lips pouty, eyes bright and wide and dazzling.

His  tits  swelled,  nipples  engorging,  perky  and  fat  and  jiggly.  His hips  widened,  and  his  ass  become  a  plump,  round,  cushiony  bubble  butt.

The only thing that  didn’t change was her cock. Her cute, pretty, tiny, limp, useless dick.

Maddy  giggled,  squirming,  her  clothes  still  a  perfect  fit,  and  she looked  up  at  her  wife,  a   sissy  bimbo  slut  in  pink  lingerie,  heels,  collared.

She was  free, and she was very,  very horny.

“Hi,  Mistress.”  She  said,  her  voice  soft,  flirtatious.  “I  hear  you’ve got something you want to show your sissy slut.”

“Hello, Maddy darling. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you, to  playing with you.” Pam said.

Maddy blushed.

“I… I’m always happy to  serve you, Mistress.” She said.

“Good, because you’re going to be doing a  lot  of serving. Beginning now.”

And  with  that  Pam  moved,  shimmied,  opening  her  robe,  letting  it fall to the floor, a puddle of silk at her heel-clad feet. Maddy looked up at her in awe and worship, her body, her face. She was stunning.

Her tits, her belly, her hips, and her ass were all flawless. Her legs, her thighs, her arms, her skin. She seemed to glow, radiant and confident, but it was her  cock that Maddy was focused on.

“Mistress… you…”

Maddy was lost for words.

Pam’s  cock  was  massive,  thick  and  long  and  throbbing.  Even  if Maddy had retained the use of her cock, had maintained her previous  size, she knew her wife, her  Mistress, would have dwarfed her, but that fact only thrilled her further.

“Ever since I saw those videos of yours, read those stories I’ve been thinking about  fucking  you. Making you my slut.” Pam said.

Maddy’s head spun.

“And I figured, since you were never very talented with your cock, that  perhaps  it  was  better  if  I  had  one.  You’re  such  a  useless  slut  you’re really only good for being fucked, used,  bred, so if I want to enjoy myself I’ll have to take charge, and  fuck you. Won’t I?”

Maddy nodded, mute, struck dumb by her Mistress’s perfect cock.

“And when I’m bored of fucking you I can put it away and get my cunt back and have you lick me, worship me, maybe even get a real stud to fuck me while you watch. Or maybe I can just watch and play with myself while a real stud fucks you.”

Maddy whimpered. Her whole body was growing hot.

Without  thinking  she  began  to  touch  herself,  feeling  her  tits, squeezing them, playing with her nipples, one hand roaming around to her ass, fondling, groping, fingers teasing along her crack, pressing at her wet, aching, sopping  fuck-hole.

“Or maybe I could even join in, let you eat my pussy while a stud pounded  your  tight  ass,  or  let  you  suck  my  cock  while  you  got   fucked.

Would you like that?”

Maddy nodded. Pam smiled.

“I think I’d like that too. Watch my perfect cock fucking in and out of  your  mouth  while  you  got   fucked  like  the   sissy  bimbo  slut   you  are.

Watching my cock fuck in and out of your ass while you worshipped some pretty slut's pussy, or sucked a fat cock. My cock is beautiful, isn’t it? So fat and thick and  hard. And it's you that made me hard Maddy, putting all these filthy thoughts in my head,  so you’re going to have to take  responsibility.”

Maddy nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course.”

“You’re  going  to  have  to  take  responsibility,  and  apologise,  for keeping this  dirty little secret hidden from me. Think of all the fun we could have been having if I’d known my husband was such a  sissy bimbo slut.”

“Sorry Mistress. I… I’ll do  anything  you want. You can use me any way you want.” Maddy said.

“Oh, I will.” Pam said. “I’m going to use you, and use Marcus, and if you’re very,  very good, I might even invite others to come use you too.”

Maddy smiled, giggled. She could barely contain her joy.

“But for now, how about you start by showing me what that pretty, slut mouth of yours can do.”
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Maddy  needed  no  further  encouragement.  She  crawled  forwards, towards her Mistress, and reached up with both hands to grip the fat, thick, throbbing cock in front of her.

She moaned as her fingers wrapped around the girth of it, relishing the  feel.  Despite  being  a  committed   sissy  bimbo   this  was  the  first  cock beside  her  own  that  she’d  ever  touched,  and  it  was  better  than  she  could ever have imagined.

Maddy began to stroke, first slowly, then faster, and then, unable to contain  herself  any  longer,  she  opened  her  mouth,  leaned  forward,  and pressed her fat, bee-stung, pouty pink lips to her Mistress’ cock.

The  touch  sent  shudders  of  pleasure  through  her.  Her  lips,  her tongue, were both sources of miraculous pleasure now, soft and sensitive, and the wash of sensations made her crave  more.

She opened her mouth wider and took her Mistress’s cock  deeper.

Her tongue wrapped around the length of it, the thickness. She felt it throb, and  Pam  thrust  deep,  hard,  forcing  her  cock  all  the  way  to  the  back  of Maddy’s throat.

“Such  a  talented  slut.  You  suck  cock  like  a  natural  cum-slut.”  She said. “Given how good you are at this you’re going to be spending a  lot of time on your knees worshipping my cock.”

Maddy moaned at the thought. She wanted it. Wanted to be put on her knees often, made to serve, made to suck cock, made to drink  cum.

She worked her hands and mouth even as her Mistress thrust, hard, deep,  forcing  her  cock  into  her  tight,  virgin  throat.  Her  mouth  thrummed with pleasure, joy, her lips and tongue and throat made for this, rewarding her with addictive pleasure, bliss.

Pam reached out and gripped Maddy’s hair tight, and began to  fuck her mouth, forcing her cock deep into her throat. Maddy submitted, taking all of it, gladly, eagerly, willingly. It was pure pleasure, a joy greater than any she had known before, her whole body alive with the giddy hedonism of it. Her  fuck-hole was quivering, sopping wet. She needed more, wanted more,  wanted  everything  her  Mistress  could  provide  and  more.  She  was made for this, made for sex, made to be fucked. She was born to be a  sissy bimbo slut.

“Fuck…  I’ve  been  waiting  so  long  for  this.  Cumming  for  the  first time  in  my  slut’s  mouth,  down  her  throat.  You’re  my  little   sissy  bimbo, aren’t you? You belong to me. I own you. You’re my slut to use however I want. Aren’t you?”

Maddy  nodded,  moaning  in  delight  as  the  words  crashed  over  her.

She  belonged to her Mistress.

Desperate  to  show  her  Mistress  that  she  was  a  good  slut,  a  good sissy bimbo, Maddy began to work harder. Her lips wrapped tight, tongue lapping, and she forced her head down, taking the entire massive length into her mouth and throat.

Maddy choked herself, and Pam thrust, forcing every last millimetre into Maddy’s mouth, her cock throbbed, hard, growing larger,  fatter.

“Fuck, that's it. Stay there… like that… I…”

Maddy did as she was told, aware of what was happening, eager for it.  She  felt  her  Mistress  thrust  one  last  time  and  then  she  was  cumming, cumming hard down her throat, filling her belly, her throat, her mouth with hot, thick, creamy  cum. 

“Fuck!” 

Maddy  swallowed  as  fast  as  she  could  but  there  was  too  much.

Some spilt from her lips but she was determined not to waste a drop. Her throat  clenched,  milking,  and  as  the  flow  of  cum  slowed  she  swallowed, then parted her lips to lick and capture every morsel of her Mistress’s cum.

Pam pulled back, her cock softening, and the head slipped out from between Maddy’s lips with an audible  pop.  Maddy giggled at the lewdness of it.

She  swallowed  the  last  of  her  Mistress’s  cum,  then  licked  her  lips again,  making  a  show  of  demonstrating  how  empty  and  clean  her  mouth was.

“Such a  good girl.” Pam said.

Maddy  giggled,  blushing,  squirming.  That  had  been  fun,  but  now she was even hornier than before.

“Thank you, Mistress. That… that was fun. I’ll be looking forward to more.”

Pam just smirked.

“Oh sweetie, we’re not done yet.”

Maddy wondered what her Mistress meant, and then she saw…
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Her cock was getting hard again, swelling, becoming thick and long, still wet with spit and cum.

“As I said, you’re not the only one with enhancements. Now, bend over  the  bed.  I  think  it’s  time  I  claimed  you   officially  as  my   sissy  bimbo slut.”

Maddy’s heart leapt. Did that mean…

She didn’t bother to even consider the question, instead leapt to her feet, rushing to the bed to bend over, eager for  whatever  her Mistress had planned for her.

 

Maddy kept still, on her knees bend over the bed. She kept her face down, her tits pressed to the mattress, her back curved to lift her ass high, offering it, hoping that her Mistress would accept her offering.

Maddy  couldn’t  see  what  was  going  on  behind  her,  but  she  heard heels clicking, footsteps coming closer, she hoped…

“Such  a  fucking  hot  ass.  You  really  are  stunning.  Who  knew  my husband wanted to be such a sexy little  sissy bimbo.”

Maddy giggled, wiggling her hips, making her ass jiggle.

“I… thank you.” Maddy said.

“But.. after all the years of you never quite fucking me hard enough, maybe I should deny you too? What do you think?”

Maddy’s heart almost broke.

“No  Mistress,  please,  I…  I’ll  do  anything.  Please  I  just…  please fuck me. I’m so horny and hot and I just… your cock is so  perfect. I’d do anything you want. Just please  fuck me.” Maddy said.

She was begging, pleading, desperate. Pam laughed.

“So keen. I was only teasing, but… hearing you beg like that I think I might have to tease you more often. As it is though you’re in luck. I’m so fucking horny looking at you, and I’m so keen to try out my new cock in your tight ass that you couldn’t beg me  not  to fuck you.”

Maddy giggled again. The words were a  compliment to her.

“Thank you, Mistress.” She said.

“Now, legs  spread,  and lift your ass high for me. I’m not going to go slow, and I’m  not going to be gentle.”

Maddy did as she was told, spreading her legs and curving her back to lift her ass up. If felt good,  right to offer her body up like this, to be a slut,  to  offer  her  Mistress  her  tight,  wet,  drooling,  virgin   fuck-hole  to  be used and claimed and  bred.

Her  ass  was  hungry,  quivering,  gaping,  wet  and  slippery,  a  virgin hole begging to be claimed by her Mistress.

Maddy squealed as a hand slapped her ass, hard, the sting sharp, a hot delicious pain, and her ass jiggled, fat and round and perky.

“Oh  fuck…  that’s…  I  like  it.  More…  spank  me  more  Mistress.”

Maddy said, unable to contain herself.

Pam laughed, but obliged. She slapped Maddy’s left cheek, her right cheek, both at the same time, leaving red hand prints on the flawless flesh of her bubble butt.

Maddy moaned in delight, wiggling her hips. Pam smiled.

“You’re right, that is fun. I’ll remember that, but right now there’s something I want even  more.”

Maddy smiled, pressing her ass back, lifting it, spreading her legs, and she felt hands roam over her butt, caressing, squeezing, groping. They slipped up to her hips, gripping her, and she felt her Mistress move to kneel between her spread legs. She gasped as she felt something hard and  hot and thick slip along the crack of her ass.

“Fuck… Mistress… you’re so  big…”

“I am, but I know a slut like you can take it. My filthy little size-queen.”

As  Pam  spoke  she  thrust,  and  her  cock-head  slipped  up,  over Maddy’s  wet,  gaping,  hungry  hole,  pressing  just  barely  in  before  slipping away. Maddy moaned, desperate for it, but Pam was in control and she was content for the moment to  tease.

“Such a filthy little  sissy bimbo.” Pam said.

“Yes…

“My nasty little butt-slut.” Pam whispered.

Her cock slipped down, teasing over Maddy’s hole again, pressing in, stretching the tiny, thin, flimsy string of her panties. Maddy moaned and pressed back, but her Mistress’ cock slipped away.

“Please…” Maddy whined.

“My sissy little husband. My nasty little slut. My submissive little bimbo harlot.” Pam whispered.

The words were a joy. Maddy moaned, wiggling her hips, using her body to beg. She was so horny, so drunk on pleasure, that she was beyond words.

Her  Mistress  gripped  her  hips  hard  and  thrust  her  hips  as  Maddy pressed back. The head of her cock slipped up, pressed at her wet, gaping, virgin hole. It pressed in.

Maddy’s  hole  stretched,  wider,  the  string  of  her  panties  straining.

Pam forced her cock in, the wide head splitting Maddy’s virgin hole wide.

Maddy,  wet,  aching,  so  horny  she  could  barely  think,  pressed  back,  eager for it.

The string of her panties stretched, her hole was forced wider, wet, aching,  and  her  Mistress  forced  the  fat  head  of  her  perfect  cock  deeper.

There was pressure, pain, pleasure and then… it happened.

The  string  of  her  panties,  the  last  barrier  between  Maddy’s  tight, virgin  hole  and  her  wife’s  thick,  massive,  throbbing  cock,  ripped.  Her Mistress’s cock pressed suddenly deep, and it  popped past the outer ring of her ass, slipped deep, filling her, fucking her.

“Fuck…”

The two moaned as one, each drunk on the pleasure of their joining.

Pam  thrust  forward  as  Maddie  pressed  back,  both  working  their  hips  for more, bodies acting on their own to chase the delirious bliss of it, and Pam’s fat cock sank  deep, filling Maddy, stuffing her tight fuck-hole.

Maddy felt it, a sudden bursting, the walls collapsing. A knot of joy inside  her  began  to  unravel  and  any  last  vestiges  of  resistance  began  to crumble.

Pam fucked deep, then pulled back, slipping her cock out until only the head was inside Maddy’s ass, tugging at her entrance. Maddy whined, wiggling her hips, and her Mistress slammed her hips forward, hard, fast, and she began to  fuck  her.

She was not gentle, was not sweet, or loving, or kind. Maddy could only submit as her Mistress claimed her, fucked her,  used her, and she loved every  moment.  Her  body  quivered,  hips  working  to  match  her  Mistress’s thrusts, tits jiggling, her tiny, sexy body built for this. She was a  sissy bimbo slut and she was happier than she had ever been.

“Yes… fuck, more, harder, please… Mistress… please… yes.”

Maddy was drunk on it, mad with lust and pleasure.

Pam  obliged,  fucked  harder,  faster,  deeper,  the  pair  rutting  like beasts, Maddy bent over the bed, legs spread, face down, ass up, with her wife behind her, her brand new perfect cock buried deep in her ass. It was Maddy’s wildest dream come true. She was free, she was accepted, she was loved,  and  she  no  longer  had  to  hide  who  she  was.  Even  better,  she  was finally getting  fucked like the  sissy bimbo slut she was born to be.

“You ass feels so good. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of this hot body. You’re going to be my personal cum-dump, my hot little cum-slut, my obedient sissy slut, my princess, aren’t you?” Pam said.

Maddy nodded, unable to speak coherent sentences.

Maddy worked her hips, thrusting back as her Mistress fucked her cock  in  deep,  hard,  wiggling  as  she  slipped  it  out,  gasping  as  she  fucked back in. Pam worked her hips, fucking, in and out and in and out. Over and over, harder, faster.

It was better than Maddy had ever imagined. I was perfect, and she knew she would never be able to get enough of her Mistress’s cock.

“Fuck… I… I’m going to cum, I’m going to cum on your cock, I’m going to cum as you fuck me, fuck my ass, I’m going to cum…”

Maddy didn’t understand it. Her cock was still limp, numb, useless, a  tiny  little  pretty  dick,  but  she  could  feel  it.  Her  whole  body  was thrumming, tense, her ass clenching down hard on her Mistress’s cock.

Her  belly  was  fluttering,  and  with  each  thrust,  her  Mistress’s  cock pressed on a spot of intense pleasure that pushed her closer and closer to her first anal orgasm. Once that happened, she knew, there would never be any turning back.

“Make me cum, please… make me cum with your cock, make me cum as you cum in me. Fuck me. Cum in me. Pump me full of your cum as you make me your little  sissy bimbo slut. ” Maddy said.

Pam smiled. She was only too happy to oblige.

She fucked hard, fast, deep. She gripped Maddy’s hips tight and she fucked her, hard, her cock swelling, throbbing, engorging. They were both so close.

Maddy thrust her ass back, impaling herself on her wife’s cock-head down,  tits  squashed  against  the  bed,  legs  spread  wide.  She  wanted   more.

She  imaged  all  the  ways  her  wife  was  going  to  fuck  her  now.  Bent  over, stood  up  against  a  wall,  facing  her,  on  her  back,  on  all  fours,  riding  her

cowgirl,  reverse  cowgirl.  There  were  so  many  ways  she  could  be   fucked now and she could wait to try all of them.

As Pam fucked deep she gripped Maddy’s hips hard. She held her cock  deep  and  it  swelled,  throbbing,  Maddy's  hole  squeezing  down, milking, and then… they were cumming, both of them, together, They were cumming. 

Maddy could feel her Mistress’s cock erupt, hot cum filling her tight ass,  and  that  sensation  drove  her  over  the  edge.  She  came,  hard,  bright,  a climax unlike any she had experienced before, her whole body lighting up, ass  clenching  down.  She  shuddered,  whimpering,  as  her  limp  little  dick drooled a thin stream of cum into her panties.

“Fuck!” Pam almost roared.

She  was  claiming  her  husband,  her  slut,  her   sissy  bimbo,  and  her brand new cock was filling Maddy’s tight ass with shot after shot of thick, hot,  creamy  cum.  Maddy  squirmed,  hole  milking,  and  she  writhed  in delight, ass full of cock and cum.

“Fuck… I… I’m cumming… sooo goooooood!” Maddy moaned.

Her walls crumbled. In that moment Maddy and Marcus were one, and Maddy’s new body was baptised in a fire of pleasure, cum, cock, and climax.

The pair worked their hips slowly, relishing the aftershocks of their shared  orgasm.  Pam  leaned  down  and  kissed  her  slut  on  the  back  of  her neck.

“You did well beautiful, but for now…  play time’s over.”

With  those  words,  Maddy  felt  pleasure,  intense,  and  she  shifted.

Within  moments  she  was  back  in  her  other  body,  Marcus’  body.  Marcus moaned, drunk on bliss.

His wife’s cock was deep in his tight, wet, sensitive  fuck-hole, sticky with cum, and he felt…  good. His panties were damp with his thin trickle of cum,  and  he  could  still  feel  the  last  small  waves  of  his  mind-shattering orgasm.

“Fuck… that was…”

Marcus  groaned  as  his  Mistress  pressed  her  softening  cock   deep, fucking his cum drenched, well fucked ass.

“Amazing?” Pam asked.

Marcus nodded.

“Good, because I enjoyed it too. Now, how about some food, then we can try for round two. I’ve got so many outfits for you to wear for me this holiday.”

Marcus could only murmur his agreement. He couldn’t wait to see what sexy outfits his wife had in mind for him, couldn’t wait to see how he, and Maddy, looked in them.

“Only next time… I think I’m going to fuck my husband in the ass, dressed in just stockings, suspenders and heels. My pretty little  slut.” 

Marcus wiggled his hips.

“I’d like that…  Mistress. ” He whispered.

Pam  kissed  his  shoulders,  lifted  her  lips  to  his  ears.  Her  cock  was softening  slowly  but  it  still  felt  so  good  in  Marcus’  well  fucked,  cum drenched hole.

“And  you  just  wait  until  you,  and  Maddy,  see  the  party  I  have arranged for you when we get home.” Pam said. “I just hope you’re ready to serve me, and a few new  friends of mine.”

As Pam thrust her hips, her cock already beginning to harden again, stretching his ass, Marcus moaned.

This  is  going  to  be  the  best  vacation,  like,  EVER. Maddy thought.

And for once, I can't wait to get home. 

THE END
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Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties

The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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When Nate discovers a pair of pretty pink panties, how was he to know that trying them on would leave him cursed? 

Nate’s  life  is  in  a  slump—one  long  extended  slump  that’s  just  got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years  they’ve  spent  together.  How  was  he  ever  going  to  make  her  happy when  he  couldn’t  even  make  himself  happy.  He’s  miserable,  and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?

Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly  barren  apartment,  Nate  sets  about  trying  to  give  order  to  his  life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry  have  lost  their  lustre  and  charm  now,  the  piles  of  dirty  clothes consisting  only  of  his  dull,  dreary  garments,  bereft  of  the  delicate,  sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.

But  then  his  night,  and  his  life,  takes  an  interesting  turn  when  he finds  a  pair  of  pretty  pink  panties,  lost  in  the  laundry  room—curious, captivated,  oddly  enchanted  by  the  sight  of  the  feminine,  pink,  sexy underwear,  Nate  cannot  resist  the  urge  to  pocket  them,  and  when  he  gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.

What  he  sees  in  the  mirror  makes  him  happier  than  he  can remember  feeling  in  a  long  time,  but  when  he  tries  to  remove  them  he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.

Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink  panties,  Nate  finds  his  life  propelled  in  a  new,  wonderful,  exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?

Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier,

sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.

Shipwrecked: Feminization Island

The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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Eddie  is  home  alone,  and  bored.  His  favourite  hobbies  no  longer interest him, and something just feels missing. Surely there was something he could find to amuse himself, but… what?

Wandering past his older sister’s bedroom he decides to explore her forbidden  domain  of  femininity—he’d  been  banned  from  her  room  for years, and it had always held a certain mystique for him, she was away at college now, she wouldn’t know, so he was free to explore. Entering, it all seems  oddly  ordinary,  despite  being  obviously  girly,  but  something  in  the corner catches his eye.

On her dressing table, left behind when she went off to college, her old make-up, and amongst it her lipsticks. Eddie had always been fascinated by her make-up, by how beautiful it made her, how glamorous, and now…

now seemed like the perfect opportunity to indulge his curiosity.

It  doesn’t  take  long,  but  still,  Eddie  is  stunned  by  the  result.  With just a little lipstick he looks, and feels, so much prettier. The only problem is that he likes how he looks so much he almost wants to show off.

On  a  whim,  Eddie  decides  to  take  a  selfie.  He  looks  good,  and  he ends up enjoying it so much he takes a multitude of photos. Looking them over he realises if he were to crop them just so he'd be barely recognisable.

Could he…

Feeling  bold,  Eddie  sends  a  photo  of  a  ‘girl  he’d  been  talking  to online’ to his best friend, Adam. If he realises it’s Eddie, Eddie can just play it off as a prank, if he doesn’t though… just the thought makes Eddie feel warm and joyful.

That  photo  though  sets  off  a  chain  of  events  that  leads  Eddie,  and Adam, to some very hot discoveries...

Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran  loves  his  new  job,  but,  unfortunately  for  him,  his performance  has  been  found  to  be  lacking.  Luckily  the  beautiful  and Domineering  Ms  Cwen  sees  potential  in  him,  so  he  is  given  one  more chance  to  impress  her,  and  show  that  he  can  meet  her  very  specific, demanding standards.

To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of  hypnosis  self-help  files,  to  help  him  correct  his  unwanted  behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.

Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough  Kieran  finds  himself  submitting  to  Ms  Cwen’s  will,  obeying  and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when  it  finally  becomes  clear  that  Ms  Cwen  has  been  training  Kieran  to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?

Advisory  note:  this  book  features  themes  of  feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and  repeated  phrases  that  some  suggestible  readers  might  find  to  be irresistible…

Best Friends

Just the Tip
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Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.

Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.

Deciding  they  both  need  cheering  up,  Adam  sets  about  planning  a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and  James  seems  to  be  enjoying  himself,  and  the  pair  reminisce  over  old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.

Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…

When  James  confesses  his  secret  to  his  best  friend,  telling  Adam how  he’s  been  earning  money  to  pay  the  bills  Adam  is  shocked,  but intrigued.  James  has  been  wearing  sexy,  feminine  underwear,  posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…

Can  Adam  really  say  no,  now  he’s  realised  just  how  hot  his  best friend  is?  What  does  it  mean  for  the  future  of  their  friendship,  their relationship?  Why  is  he  so  drawn  to  James,  and  to  the  exotic,  feminine outfits he wears?

And does it really count if it's just the tip… ?

About the Author

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

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

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

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