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A PASSING GRADE

 

“What do you mean I’m going to fail?! I… I have to pass this class if I want to graduate!” Tyler paced frantically in the front of the classroom. He rubbed his face with his hands as he tried to figure a way out of this hole. A senior in college, he was almost done with his very last semester of school. His college degree in Economics was so close he could taste it.

He had it all planned out and had worked his butt off in all his classes so that he could coast through the last semester. But even the best laid plans often go astray, and one of his classes this semester had completely caught him off guard.

Everything else was going smoothly; the other classes he was taking were easy A’s. Needing one more core class, he thought it would be fun to take a psychology class about sex. Not only that, but he’d heard that the teacher was pretty hot. A class about sex with a hot teacher? Who could resist that?

That hot teacher, Ms. Abby Kilia, turned out to be rather difficult. The reviews for her all said the same thing: “hot, but strict,” and Tyler knew that going in. He figured the reviewers were exaggerating, but the workload for that class made up for the rest of the ones he was taking, and while the material was interesting, it was ultimately Ms. Kilia that kept him coming back to class.

Smart, cunning, and cold, Ms. Kilia showed no mercy. With a class that talked about sex and the psychology behind it, things could get out of hand fast, especially if the students were all horny coeds and immature frat boys who still laughed at dick jokes. Fortunately, Tyler was neither.

Two weeks into the semester, half of the class had dropped out. All that remained were the psych majors and other students like Tyler who needed the class to graduate. Unfortunately, the few women left either already had boyfriends, or were too unattractive for him, which left him with little to daydream about during lectures.

Ms. Kilia was the only hot one left. Her outfits were almost always skirt suits of different colors and styles, and she always wore high heels. When it wasn’t a suit, it was a dress; rarely did she wear pants.

She had black hair and dark eyes that glimmered behind short, rectangular glasses. When lecturing to the class, she often held the frames in her hands and she’d occasionally bite down on the curl.

Tyler never really had student-teacher fantasies. Most of the time, his sexual dreams were about slutty sorority girls, or the quiet nerdy girls with a secret wild side. It wasn’t until he stepped into Ms. Kilia’s classroom on the first day of the semester that he found himself fantasizing about visiting her during her office hours for some “one on one” time.

He figured that the combination of a body like hers—incredibly sexy for a woman who was probably forty—plus all the knowledge she had about sex would make her a very competent and skilled lover. Not to mention that she wore no wedding ring, which meant she was fair game.

Throughout the semester, Tyler tried to get to know her better, hoping to get on her nice list and score a date, and hopefully some amazing sex, too. But as the weeks went by, he found that just wanted to pass the damn class, which at the moment, wasn’t looking all that good.

Crumpled up in his hand was his graded essay, marked up with plenty of red ink and the terrifying letter “D” circled at the top. Tyler’s heart had sank when she’d handed it back to him in class earlier. But he wasn’t the only one; several others scored pretty low, but for every D and F, there was also an A and B. There were a couple other seniors in the class alongside Tyler, but he was the only one that was on the verge of failing.

Ms. Kilia watched him as he paced back and forth. She sat on her old school wooden desk, her legs crossed and her hands resting on the edge. She leaned forward and patiently waited for him to calm down, occasionally checking her nails or adjusting her seated position. “I’m sorry, Tyler, but there is nothing I can do. Study hard for the final.” 

He stopped pacing and set his essay on the desk behind him. “I have to get above a 95% if I even want to pass this class.”

“Like I said, Tyler, study and you’ll do fine.” She looked at him from behind her shiny black frames. Her voice was calm and collected; professional and apathetic. He would find no solace from her.

“Ms. Kilia, is there some way I can make this up?” he whimpered. “I’ll do anything.”

She hesitated. Normally, she’d reply right away with a cold, hard no. Tyler was not the first to come begging for extra credit or leniency, and he wouldn’t be the last, either. But she was feeling strangely accommodating today, and Tyler was different from the rest of her students.

Everyone else just came and went without a single hello or goodbye. It was just business with her students. But Tyler was so much more capable than they were, and she knew that he wasn’t trying hard enough. He needed motivation; a push. She thought about it for a second more, but ultimately, she shook the thought away.

She knew that he was attracted to her, and that complicated things. He wasn’t the first. In the years she’d been teaching there, she’d had male—and female—students straight up ask her out. Abby always reminded them that she was their teacher, and if they brought it up again, she would report the student.

Tyler was different. She would notice him staring at her, his eyes not on her chest or face, but on other parts of her body. At times, she’d catch him staring at her heels and legs. He was shy and timid in her class, never raising his hand to answer a question. He’d only say something if he was called on.

“Sorry, Tyler, but it wouldn’t be fair to offer extra credit to you and not to the rest of the class. But like I said, you can still pass. You just have to study.” Ms. Kilia slid down from the desk and stood in front of him. With her high heels on, she was just a tiny bit taller than him.

Tyler hung his head. His shoulders slumped. “Okay, I’ll try.”

“Don’t just try to work harder,” Ms. Kilia said. “Actually work harder. I know you have it in you.”

Tyler said nothing as he slowly walked out of her classroom, dragging his feet. Ms. Kilia watched him go.

If Tyler really wants to pass this class, he’ll have to study extra hard, she thought, her lips curling into an evil grin as she packed away her notes. His offer to do anything in order to pass remained on her mind, and the following week, she decided to take him up on it.

 

“Tyler, would you mind hanging around for just a few minutes?”

Tyler remained by his desk while the rest of the class shuffled out of the door. It was the Friday before a long holiday weekend, and about half of the class had decided to skip in order to get an early start. He was one of the few that remained. Even though there was nothing he could do to save his grade, he figured it would still be a good idea to stay on Ms. Kilia’s good side.

She stood behind her desk and waited until they were alone. Even after the last student left, she remained quiet for another minute or two.

“Did you need me for something?” he asked, looking around suspiciously.

“Last week, you asked me if there was something you can do to help with your grade. Well, there is something, but it will require some effort on your part.”

Tyler’s face lit up and he smiled from ear to ear. For all he knew, she could be offering him the best sex of his life, but that didn’t matter. At that moment, all that he cared about was not failing, and he hadn’t been looking forward to spending hours every day studying.

“Come to my office tomorrow morning at seven-a.m. sharp,” she told him, narrowing her eyes. “Tardiness will only harm your chances.”

The smile and the glow on Tyler’s face vanished, and she added: “You don’t have to come if you don’t want to, but you’re the first person I’ve ever offered this chance.”

“No, no,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry, Ms. Kilia. I’ll be there. I promise.”

“Seven-a.m. sharp!” she reminded him.

“Understood.” He smiled a fake smile as he grabbed his backpack and walked out the door.

“Don’t fail me, Tyler,” she said to herself once she was sure he was gone.

 

This place is creepy when it’s empty, Tyler thought, yawning as he stood on the top floor of the school. He looked down at the lobby below him. The building was long and rectangular with a wide, open middle. Plants grew out of pots on the bottom floor, and the early morning, sun beamed in through the skylights that covered the rooftop.

In the four years he’d been attending this university, he’d been in this building many times. Even on the weekends, there’d usually be people here, but on this extended weekend, it was entirely empty.

The quiet was unnerving. He expected to see a security guard patrolling, or even a janitor, but there was nobody except him.

The sunlight gave way to blinding fluorescent lights as Tyler left the atrium and entered one of the hallways. Most of the classrooms had doors that opened to the atrium, but all the offices had to be accessed from one of the passageways.

He walked down the long, narrow hallway that ran parallel to the atrium until he arrived at the psychology department. All the offices were cluttered together, their doors facing a large, open room with couches, tables, and desks.

The only office with a light on was Ms. Kilia’s. Clenching his backpack, Tyler walked up to her door and raised his fist to knock on the wood, but Ms. Kilia opened the door before he even had the chance.

“You’re late,” she said. Tyler looked away from her to the large clock mounted on the wall, then at the watch that he wore. The clock on the wall said it was a few minutes past seven, while his watch said it was seven-a.m. exactly.

“Guess my watch is slow.” He forced a laugh, hoping to lighten the mood. Ms. Kilia stared at him, unamused.

“Come with me,” she said, walking past him. He opened his mouth to speak, but his attention turned to the small suitcase that wheeled behind her. “Hurry up!” she called over her shoulder, sensing his hesitation.

“Yes, ma’am!”

He followed her down the labyrinthine hallways until they arrived at a small, secluded classroom located deep within the bowels of the building. I could probably find a doorway to Narnia in this place, he thought as he watched her unlock the door.

The classroom was small and square with five rows of six desks. At the far end was a rectangular wooden desk, and in the corner, there was a desktop computer hooked up to the room’s projector. The whiteboard on the wall was pristine and Tyler noticed a thin layer of dust on the smooth desk surfaces.

Ms. Kilia said nothing as she walked down one of the aisles with her suitcase in tow. The walk from her office to this classroom was short, maybe a couple of minutes, and the entire time, he’d wondered what was in her suitcase. Normally she carried a large designer bag where she kept her laptop, book, and notes, among other things.

When he left her classroom the previous day, his mind went over all the possibilities of what was in store for him. He figured it was going to be a private study session, but lingering in the back of his mind was the belief, and the hope, that the tutoring would get rather… intimate.

He thought there might be some validity to this possibility when he arrived at her office earlier. She’d greeted him wearing a long black coat pulled tight across her body. Other than the coat, she wore dark stockings and black patent stiletto heels. She moved so gracefully in them it was like she was defying gravity. 

Ms. Kilia left her suitcase by the desk at the far end of the room. Then she walked up to Tyler and sat on the desk in front of him.

“You said last week that you’d do anything for the chance to raise your grade, correct?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you still willing to do anything?” 

Tyler hesitated, his words stuck in his throat. 

“Tyler?” Ms. Kilia prompted him. “This is your last chance.”

Last chance for what? he wondered, though he answered anyway.

“…yes, I am.”

“Good.” She climbed down from the desk and walked to the door. He watched her poke her head out and look around. His eyes went wide when he saw her close and lock the door. Oh god, what did I get myself into?

She winked at him as she walked past and to the metal computer desk in the corner. After searching through a couple of the drawers, she pulled the cap off of the dry erase marker, inspected the tip, and then walked up to the whiteboard.

Tyler’s jaw hung slack as he watched her write the word “detention” in big capital letters on the whiteboard. He nearly died when she turned toward him after writing the word and removed her thick coat. His mouth dried up and he stared at her.

Ms. Abby Kilia stood behind the desk wearing a tight white blouse, gray miniskirt, black stockings, and high heels. Tyler could see the tops of her stockings and the garters that held them up. Her white blouse had the top buttons removed and her cleavage was in full view.

Tyler found himself in a real life student-teacher themed porno.

He remained seated in the desk, as standing up would’ve revealed the massive boner in his jeans. His dick pressed hard against the fabric of his pants and threatened to burst through the denim. It throbbed when she spoke.

“Tyler, you’ve been a bad girl, and you need to be punished.”

He was so entranced by her beauty that he only caught on to the last part of what she said. Tyler fidgeted in his desk as she sashayed toward him. Ms. Kilia played with the buttons on her blouse as she stood next to him. She bent down and placed her hands on his desk as she inched closer and closer to his face, her lips puckered and moist.

He lifted his head toward her as he slowly lined up to kiss her. Tyler closed his eyes as she moved within inches of his face, only her lips never touched his. He opened his eyes to see her lingering, taunting him with her beautiful red lips. His heart pounded in his chest and he whimpered quietly as she moved away from him back to the large desk at the front of the classroom.

She picked up the suitcase and set it on the desk. He heard the zipper open and he watched her remove the contents. Tyler went pale when he saw what she brought with her to “detention.” He saw a pink plaid miniskirt, a white button down blouse, white lace panties and a matching bra, a pair of shiny, pink patent Mary Jane high heels, white stockings, a brunette wig, and a makeup kit.

He sunk lower in his desk as she continued removing items. There was a strap-on, double-ended dildo with harness, an inflatable butt plug, a pink leather collar, a riding crop, and finally, a clear plastic chastity cage.

The raging boner he had seconds ago vanished. He looked back at the door and considered making a break for it.

“If you leave now, I’ll fail you,” she said, catching his furtive glance. “But if you stay and play along, you might just get an A.” Ms. Kilia walked around to the front of the desk and sat up on it. She crossed her legs and looked down at him. “You told me you’d do anything.”

“I… I…” Tyler’s heart raced and beads of sweat formed on his brow. He bit his index finger as he went back and forth in his mind. She said nothing, only smirking as she waited patiently for him to decide.

Either I fail and don’t get to graduate, thus losing the amazing job waiting for me, or I endure a couple of hours of sexual humiliation and I get an A.

Over the long winter break, a family friend told Tyler that there would be a job waiting for him once he graduated. All he needed was degree, and he would have a solid career right out of college. 

Not many get that opportunity…

He hung his head low and grumbled a reply.

“Louder.”

“I… I’ll do it.” 

It took all his willpower to say the words, and once they left his mouth, he wanted to grab them and stuff them back in. She got off the desk and walked up to him, holding the pick collar in her hands.

“From now on, until I unlock that door and set you free, you belong to me. You’ll address me only as ‘Mistress.’ Failure to do so will earn punishment. Do you understand, Tiffany?”

He grimaced at name. It was bad enough that she was going to dress him like a slutty schoolgirl, but did she have to give him such a girly name? “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” she replied. “Now stand up and take off all your clothes.” 

Tyler gulped as he did as he was told to do. He obediently took off his shirt, jeans, shoes, and socks and set them on the desk. 

“Those too,” Ms. Kilia said, pointing to his boxers. 

His face turned red as he slid the solid-colored boxers down past his ass, to his knees, and finally to his ankles. The cold air of the classroom touched his naked body and he felt goosebumps on his arms and legs.

Ms. Kilia stuffed his clothes into a black trash bag and set it down by the door alongside his backpack. When she returned, she picked up the pink collar that she’d left on the desk next to him and wrapped it around his neck.

The collar was tight, and a shiny gold heart shaped tag dangled from the front of it. Etched into the metallic surface in a cursive font was the name “Tiffany.” Ms. Kilia grabbed his hand and led him to the desk where all the items were laid out for him.

“Sit on the desk and spread your legs.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He climbed up onto the desk and opened his legs, exposing his flaccid cock. The desk was cold and prickled his bare ass. Tyler said nothing as he watched her play with his dick for a moment before locking it away in the clear chastity cage. He grunted as she slid it over his shaft. It was tight, but not too tight.

“So thin, and with barely any body hair! I lucked out,” she said with a devilish smile. “Now, put these on, Tiffany.”

Ms. Kilia handed him the white lace panties and he hesitantly took them from her. He held the dainty garment in his hands, his fingers stroking the soft, sheer fabric that would soon cover his groin.

Tyler paused, and he was rewarded with the sharp sting of her riding crop. Almost fumbling the panties, he froze when she placed the rubber tip of the crop under his chin.

“Pick up the pace, Tiffany. I don’t have all day.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered.

Tyler looked down at his feet as he stepped into the panties. He pulled them up past his knees until they were snug on his groin. His dick pulsed, and the fear of getting turned on by this grew in his mind.

The panties were light and delicate; he could barely feel them on him. There was a decorative floral pattern in the design, and the bra that she handed him had a matching pattern.

He slipped his hands into the straps and Ms. Kilia tucked her crop under her arm as she walked behind him to fasten the clips. The cups of the bra deflated against his flat chest, but that was quickly remedied with the insertion of some balled up socks that filled the B-cup bra.

Unlike the panties, it was hard to ignore the bra, and he felt the warmness in his body gather at his groin as Ms. Kilia led him to the large wooden desk and gestured for him to sit up on it. Tyler watched her roll up the snow-white stockings into a donut and slowly slide them up past his feet. The thin, stretchy material caressed his legs like a second skin. 

He bit his lip as he watched her put the stockings on him. With each item added, he grew more and more aroused.

When she finished with the stockings, Ms. Kilia handed him the tiny pleated skirt. Tyler stepped into it and pulled it up to his waist, then buttoned the two round, flat buttons on the side. The pleats jutted out, and the tops of his stockings were clearly visible. This outfit was obviously designed for either a stripper, or as part of a sexy Halloween “costume.”

After the skirt came the blouse. The thin white top had sleeves that went just past his elbow and had large cuffs that were folded over. He started to button the blouse, but she slapped his hands away from the silver buttons.

“Unbutton the top two, leave the last one buttoned, and tie the bottom.”

This is ridiculous, he thought, but only said: “Yes, Mistress.”

He unbuttoned the top, and thanks to the stuffed bra, his blouse opened wide. The bottom half was tied in a knot, showing off his bare belly. She sat him back down on the desk and slipped the five-inch heels onto his feet.

The bright pink shoes reflected the white lights of the classroom, and thanks to the stockings, they slid onto his feet effortlessly. Ms. Kilia buckled the tiny strap and helped him back onto his feet.

“Walk up and down the aisle, one foot in front of the other.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

He turned and walked away from her. His movements were slow, and he extended his arms out to his sides as he tried to maintain his balance. Walking became a chore, and he tried his best not to fall.

“Move your hips, slut! Show off that ass of yours.” Ms. Kilia walked parallel down the row next to him, her eyes focused on him. She barked orders at him like a drill instructor. “Arms at your sides, hands flat, fingers pointing outward!”

Tyler lost track of how many times she made him walk up and down the column of desks. With each pass, he felt his movements get smoother and walking in the heels became easier. His hips swayed back and forth and he pulled his shoulders back, forcing his chest—and imaginary breasts—outward.

“Looking good, slut! Now, sit down at the front middle desk. Time for your makeup.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said as he scurried to the desk.

“Cross your legs!” she said, hitting the top of the desk with her crop. Tyler crossed his legs in the feminine fashion and watched as she placed her portable makeup kit on the desk and bent down in front of him. He said nothing as she transformed his face.

Much like the hair on his body, Tyler had very little on his face. He could go a year without shaving, and at the end of the twelve months, there would be nothing but stubble. The hair on his head was short and thick, but his eyebrows were thin in comparison.

She applied plenty of makeup to his face, hiding any blemishes and imperfections with foundation and concealer. Then she moved to his eyes and used a dark, earthy color for eye shadow. Mascara followed, and she finished with bright pink lipstick—a color that matched his shoes and skirt—and topped it off with a shiny coat of gloss.

“Perfect lips for sucking cock, don’t you think, Tiffany?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered. Tyler dreaded having to walk, talk, and act like this. But there was nothing he could do. Ms. Kilia was tenured and very good friends with the dean. Not only that, but who would even believe his story? If he went around telling people that she dressed him like a slutty schoolgirl, it would only make matters worse.

“Pucker those lips for me,” she said. Tyler mimicked her and she smiled. “Perfect. Almost done.”

Ms. Kilia dug around her suitcase and came back with a handful of costume jewelry. She clipped gold hoop earrings to his ears and glued a piercing to his belly button. In addition to the temporary piercings were a couple of dangly bracelets and a rhinestone anklet.

She had him bend over the desk, and he felt the cold, wet application of a temporary tattoo. The tramp stamp that she gave him was nothing more than the word “slut” with a tribal pattern. Ms. Kilia was going all out for this. He half expected her to produce a futuristic voice changer.

The final addition to his transformation was the layered brunette wig. It was styled, and once she put it on his head, the makeover was complete. Ms. Kilia handed him a small hand mirror and he took in his new appearance.

“Like it, Tiffany?”

“I… I can’t believe that this is me, Mistress. I look so—”

“Girly? I know. It’s as if it was meant to be.” She swiped the mirror from him and put it back in the suitcase along with the makeup. “Now the fun begins. From now on, you must talk like the slutty schoolgirl that you are, understand?”

“Yes, Mistr—” He jumped when he felt the sharp sting of her crop. I forgot she had that. “Yes, Mistress,” he said again in his best female voice.

“Good girl. Now, sit back down.”

Tyler returned to his desk and faced her. He crossed his legs and waited patiently.

“Tiffany, you are here in detention why?”

“Because I’ve been bad.”

She slapped her crop on his desk.

“Because, Mistress, I’ve been, like, a bad girl,” he said again, trying to talk like a bimbo schoolgirl.

“Yes you have, Tiffany. And now you need to get punished. Stand up and bend over.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Tyler placed his hands on the desk and his back to her. He could hear her walking around behind him, but he couldn’t see what she was doing. She lifted up his skirt and exposed his panty-clad ass.

“Bad girls get spanked,” she whispered softly into his ear and he yelped when her hand made contact with his rear. The sting lingered for a moment, but before it could fade, she smacked his ass again. “Tell me you’ve been a bad girl.”

“I’ve been a bad girl, Mistress.”

She slapped his ass. “Again.”

“I’ve been a bad girl, Mistress.”

Another smack. “If you want to get an A, you have to play along.”

Tyler swallowed. “I’ve been, like, a bad girl, Mistress. I need to be punished.”

Ms. Kilia pulled down his panties and rubbed his now red cheeks. “Still not convinced,” she said, slapping him once more.

“Please punish me,” Tyler cried. “I’ve been a naughty girl!”

He waited for another slap, but it didn’t come. Instead, he felt the cold application of lube around his asshole.

Oh shit.

He remembered seeing the inflatable butt plug as one of the items she pulled out of her suitcase. Looking over his shoulder at her, he saw Ms. Kilia grin as she held up the black toy. He looked away and prepared for the inevitable insertion.

Tyler gritted his teeth and groaned as Ms. Kilia slid the rubber plug into his tight asshole. She didn’t slide it in all at once; instead, she pulled it out and pushed it in deeper; two steps forward, one step back. It was tight and awkward, but the foreign object managed to inch its way into his rectum until his sphincter swallowed the last bit. The flared tip kept it in his ass.

She pulled his panties back over his still red cheeks, the hose for the pump hanging out through one of the leg holes.

With a playful slap and a rub, she ordered him to straighten back up. Tyler did so unwillingly, forcing his back into an odd curve. The toy in his ass rubbed his insides with every little movement he made.

“Now, Tiffany, I want you to go up to the whiteboard and write: ‘My name is Tiffany, and I’m a naughty girl.’ Use any color marker you like.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He took a step forward and grimaced, the plug was right up against his prostate, making his dick throb inside its plastic cage. God damn it, why is this turning me on?!

Tyler’s gait was stiff. His body moved like he was incredibly sore. His trek was only made worse by Ms. Kilia’s riding crop. It repeatedly struck his ass as she urged him to move faster.

“What’s the matter, slut? Never had a dick in your ass before?” Tyler said nothing as he grabbed the marker and walked up to the whiteboard.

“Legs together, ass out!” Ms. Kilia commanded. She sat on the desk and watched him like a hawk as he wrote the first sentence on the top left corner of the whiteboard. She reminded him of her presence with the occasional whipping.

“You call that handwriting? Erase and start again. You write like a man. Dot your I’s with hearts and throw some curves in there!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tyler said, wiping away the sentence with the black Styrofoam eraser. He cursed her under his breath and cringed as he wrote each sentence and dotted the I’s with little hearts. The process got easier with time, but an unfortunate side effect was that he was repeating it over and over in his head as he wrote it.

My name is Tiffany, and I’m a naughty girl.

He bent his knees and squatted in order to write the last couple of sentences for the first row, only his action earned him a couple strikes.

“Bend at the waist, not the knees. Stick that ass out.”

Tyler stood back up and bent over. He felt the toy in his ass swell up and he looked back at Ms. Kilia. She had the football-shaped pump in her hand and a cruel smirk on her face as she squeezed it again. The plug expanded and stretched the lining of his rectum. He said nothing as he returned to his sentences.

My name is Tiffany, and I’m a naughty girl.

Only a third of the board was filled with the sentences. He sighed as he straightened back up and moved further down the whiteboard. Tyler lifted the marker up and started with the second row, and removed ‘detention’ when it got in his way.

Halfway through the second column, Tyler could no longer stand still. He squirmed as he wrote the words, his stocking-clad legs rubbing together and he gripped the hem of his micro-skirt with his free hand. Biting his lip didn’t help to dull the arousal that was building up inside of him. His dick throbbed more and more often as the toy rubbed his insides, and Ms. Kilia inflating it only exacerbated the situation.

He covered his mouth as he moaned, and a dollop of cum oozed out of his imprisoned dick into the lacy panties. 

Ms. Kilia snickered behind him. “Is my little slut getting all wet between the knees? Are you getting off on this, Tiffany?”

Tyler said nothing as he tried to recover from the sexual ordeal. No release came from the ejaculation; no relief from the erotic tension that was building up inside of him. He returned to writing the sentences and hoped that this would be the end of it.

He was wrong.

When Tyler finally covered the entirety of the whiteboard with his girly handwriting, he realized that his punishment was only just beginning. He set the marker down on the tray triumphantly and turned toward Ms. Kilia. The movement was so quick that his skirt flared up and exposed his panties. Anyone with eyes quick enough would’ve noticed the wet patch on the front.

She smiled and quickly glanced at the writing on the wall. “Very good, Tiffany. Looks like you’ve earned a reward.”

Tyler’s smile grew wider as he watched Ms. Kilia remove her gray skirt. She unzipped it, and he realized that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

The smile on his face vanished when she turned around and grabbed the double-ended strap-on. Fear and arousal fought for dominance inside his mind as he watched her step into the harness and insert one of the ends into her pussy. She moaned as it slid into her, and Tyler’s heart raced in his chest. Ms. Kilia exhaled and adjusted the straps.

“I don’t know, Tiffany—would a slutty girl like you consider this a reward, or a punishment?” While waiting for his reply, she playfully stroked it. “Well? On your knees, slut.”

Tyler once again hesitated. It took three whips from her crop to get him moving.

He whimpered as he got down on his knees and came face-to-face with Ms. Kilia’s dildo. It was a silicone replica similar to the phallus that he had locked away between his legs, and much like the one he had, the dick pointed at him had a bulbous head, veins, and a pair of heavy balls that hung from the base.

Ms. Kilia pushed her hips forward, bringing the tip of the dick to Tyler’s hot pink lips. She moved it around his mouth and slid it on his cheek, teasing him. After slapping his face with it a couple times, she pressed it against his lips once more and pushed forward.

“Take it, you cock sucking slut! You want that A?”

I do want the grade… Just get this over with, Tyler.

He closed his eyes and opened his mouth. The rubbery phallus slid in and he wrapped his lips around it. She pushed it in deeper, then pulled it out. The dildo left his mouth with a pop and he took a couple deep breaths.

“Use your tongue. Show me how much you want that A.”

Tyler sighed and went to work on the dick in front of him. He leaned forward and stuck his tongue out, cradling the head of the dildo with his slippery appendage as he licked the tip and moved down the base to the shaft. He stroked it with his left hand as he sucked on the fake testicles that hung below it.

Ms. Kilia moaned as the other end of the dildo writhed around inside her pussy. Every bit of movement sent jolts throughout her body, and watching Tyler suck on the dildo heightened the pleasure.

He took the cock in his mouth once more and bobbed up and down on it, sliding it deeper and deeper. In no time, he was taking in the entirety of the pole, the slurps and the sucking noise filling both his and Ms. Kilia’s ears.

She gripped the desk with both hands as the Tyler picked up the pace. The faster he moved on the shaft, the quicker Ms. Kilia approached orgasm. Tyler’s own dick throbbed in its cage and he ignored the spurt of cum that leaked out into panties. He needed to get this over with as quickly as he could, and if it meant throwing his inhibitions to the wind, then so be it.

Her moans grew louder and louder until she jerked her hips forward and orgasmed. Tyler watched her knees buckle and he removed the dick from his mouth. He looked up at her and waited for her to tell him that he was free.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t done with him yet.

Ms. Kilia’s body was flushed and her breathing heavy, but she was an experienced woman and she wasn’t quite ready to throw in the towel.

“That was wonderful, Tiffany. I wonder how many men you’ve satisfied?” Tyler said nothing, his face turned bright red. “Up on your feet. Hands on the desk.”

She stepped away from the desk and watched Tyler climb to his feet. He placed his hands on the flat surface and stuck his butt out instinctively. He looked over his shoulder and watched her smile as she lifted up his skirt and pulled down his panties. She rubbed his ass, and seconds later, he felt immeasurable relief as the butt plug inside of him deflated.

He grunted as she pulled the plug out and set it aside, but his ass wouldn’t be empty for long. Tyler felt the tip of the dick press against his asshole and he knew what was next. Closing his eyes, he gritted his teeth.

Nothing could prepare him for what came next.

Ms. Kilia gently slid the head of the dick into his ass, then thrust forward all the way to the hilt. Tyler cried out as he rocked forward. His right arm gave out and he fell onto his elbow.

She pulled the dick out slowly, then thrust in again. If it weren’t for the inflatable plug that had stretched out his insides, he would’ve been in agony.

Ms. Kilia moaned as she thrust her hips backward and forward, the dildo inside of her moving her toward a second orgasm. Tyler’s grunts turned to moans as she fucked him relentlessly, her pace constant.

His hips and legs hit the desk with each thrust, and the antique piece of furniture moved slightly. Tyler grabbed the edges of the desk, his knuckles white from the force of the grip. He was bent over at a right angle and his face rested on the smooth wooden surface.

“Scream for me, Tiffany!” she demanded, slapping his ass.

“Ohhhh!” Tyler cried out, his voice high and feminine.

“Oh god, you’re such a whore! Come on, beg!”

“Please… please fuck me, Mistress.” He let go of the desk and lifted his chest off of it with his elbows. His jaw hung slack and his tongue flopped around his pretty pink lips.

“Louder, slut!” She slapped him again.

“Fuck me, Mistress! I’m such a slut!” Tyler could feel the orgasm building up inside of him. His dick fought to be free from the cage, but the plastic held firm. He swelled up inside of it, longing for release.

Ms. Kilia pulled out of his ass and turned him around. Tyler’s body moved on its own and he climbed up onto the desk. She lifted his legs into the air and he fell onto his back. Only a couple seconds passed before her dick was once again pounding his ass.

Tyler moaned loudly as she fucked him relentlessly. The desk rocked like a boat until she cried out once more. His own climax was delayed from the constricting chastity cage, but the front of his panties was completely soaked. He breathed heavily as Ms. Kilia’s thrusts grew weaker and slower until she stopped all together.

Both parties were exhausted and breathing heavily, but there was one more thing left.

“Up on your feet.”

Tyler slowly climbed off of the desk and stood by her. He didn’t even smile when she produced the little key to his cage.

“I see you enjoyed yourself,” she said noticing his soaking wet panties.

She pulled aside the soiled undergarments and unlocked the cage. Tyler’s dick sprung to life, hardening instantly.

“Kneel.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, obeying her command.

“I’m sure you would like to finally cum.”

“I would, Mistress.”

“Well, I will allow it, but only if you cum on my heels and lick it up.”

She leaned against the desk and slid her foot toward him. Her black patent heels reflected the white lights of the classroom. He wanted so badly to cum—to release the potent arousal that had been building up inside— but he would have to lick it off of her shoe.

Ah, fuck it. I’ve already gone this far. Who the hell cares anymore?

Tyler lifted up the front of his skirt and grabbed his dick. He eagerly stroked it, and it wasn’t long before he was about ready to blow. Ms. Kilia moved her foot right up to him and he aimed his cock at her. Seconds later, white-hot cum erupted from his tip and blanketed her stocking and heel. He jerked forward, the milky-white fluid jetting out of him in bursts until at long last, his balls were empty and the soothing post-orgasm chemicals flooded his brain.

It was the best orgasm he had ever had. But it was not over yet.

Knowing what he had to do, he bent down and licked his cum from her heel. The salty, sticky treat wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be, and after several good licks, her foot was clean.

“Good girl, Tiffany,” Ms. Kilia said as she removed the double-ended dildo from her vagina. Tyler watched her lick her own fluids off of the dildo as she removed the harness. He waited patiently for her to remove the clothes he had on.

She hummed to herself as she put her belongings into the suitcase and zipped it closed. Tyler stood there confused as she put her skirt back on and walked away from the desk toward the door, wheeling her suitcase behind her. Tyler was still in the outfit she made him wear. His eyes went wide when she grabbed the black trash bag that contained his clothes and unlocked the door.

“Wait! Ms. Kilia!”

“Don’t worry, Tyler. You’ve earned that A.”

“But—”

“See ya next week!” She smiled as she walked out the door, leaving him with nothing but his backpack and the slutty costume he still wore. He looked back at the whiteboard and the text scribbled all over it. My name is Tiffany, and I’m a naughty girl. 

“Son of a bitch!”

ADVENTURES AT BIMBOCON

 

It’s the most wonderful time of the year. 

No, it’s not Christmas... it’s convention season! Yes, while a lot of folks are enjoying the summer sun with trips to the beach, I’m spending my time indoors at my favorite comic book convention. It’s more than just comic books; it’s anything and everything “geek”: video games, anime, movies, television, the whole nine yards. 

I’ve been attending the con for as far back as I can remember. There’s nothing better than walking up and down the countless aisles in the exhibit hall, browsing what the vendors have for sale and meeting fellow like-minded individuals. And don’t forget the cosplay! Holy fuck, some of those women are total babes, and they dress so slutty too! They complain about getting too much attention and unwanted advances, but what do you expect when you dress up in a skintight outfit and purposefully display your ripe cleavage for the world to see?

I wonder how many of them are actual nerds and not just paid models. I know there are plenty of “real nerds,” as I follow their social media, but some are just too good to be true. Every year I see so many slutty cosplayers and every year I go back to my hotel room and jerk off to the photos I take. I want to squeeze those big bouncy breasts and feel their thick lips on my co—

I violently shake my head, trying to get rid of those thoughts. The middle of the exhibit floor is not a good place to pop a boner, I remind myself. 

Focus… focus… try not to think of dem titties…

The arousal subsides and I let out a sigh of relief. Of all the days of the convention, today is the one I need to be the most focused. This is the first year that I didn’t get a ticket for preview day, a testament to how crowded this convention has become and how stupid the ticket sale process is now. Any respectable collector would say that preview day is the best day for exclusive hunting. The convention normally runs from Thursday to Sunday, but preview day is the Wednesday prior. It’s a half day of sorts, where the attendance is low but all the booths are—mostly—set up and operational. When the convention is in full swing, like how it is today, the aisles can get pretty packed, which makes maneuvering from booth to booth troublesome.

Not that my size has anything to do with it. There’s just too many people here.

I casually hold onto the straps of my backpack as I make my way to another row. I see a lot of familiar booths and even recognize some of the owners. Some of them always make me chuckle, like the wig booths that sell the bright, neon-colored hairdos of anime characters. Having watched countless animes myself, I’ve seen main characters with hairstyles of every color of the spectrum. 

I pass by a booth that has two booth babes in front, both of them brunettes of similar height wearing identical costumes, which of course includes some kind of corset that enhances their curves and cleavage. Their legs are covered in torn fishnets in a sort of punk-goth look. They’re wearing heavy-looking black leather boots with shiny buckles and a platform that looks to be several inches thick. The two women show no signs of being uncomfortable in the clunky footwear, but then again, it’s only the first day. I whip out my phone and take a quick picture anyway. 

Almost immediately after taking the photo, I get nudged by someone behind me and nearly drop my phone. I’ve lost count of how many times this has happened, but as much as I like to grumble about it, there’s nothing I can do. It’s a fact of life here at the con, that oftentimes you need to squeeze by people. It can be a nightmare for folks who are claustrophobic or agoraphobic. You sign away your personal space when you enter the exhibit hall.

Up ahead I notice a crowd. Which means one of several things are occurring: there’s a top-quality cosplayer getting their photo taken, there’s a celebrity walking among the plebs, or there’s some kind of giveaway at a booth. The celebrity sightings are rare, unless they’re at a booth doing a signing. Most of the celebrities that walk the floor do so incognito, so that man in a Boba Fett mask that I just walked by could be Brad Pitt for all I know. As I get closer to the crowd I notice that it was what I figured it would be for: a hot cosplayer.

The hired security are shouting their usual nonsense of “take your pics and keep moving,” or “don’t block the aisles,” and what not. As annoying as it is, I’d rather hear them yelling than have the city’s Fire Marshal shut down the convention because of some crowd violations.

I slide into the photographers’ circle and take my phone out. But when I go to take the photo I can’t help but stop and stare. 

This woman can’t be real. 

Of all my years attending comic book and video game conventions, I’ve seen my fair share of perfect, ten out of ten hotties. Women that make the Playboy models look like crap. Cosplayers with perfect bodies, flawless makeup, and costumes that look straight-off-the-set professional. I can easily see why this woman has attracted such a crowd of both amateur and professional photographers. 

I recognize the outfit. It was already sexy enough to begin with—much to the chagrin of feminist SJW nerds—but the cosplayer took it even further. The top is cut lower, the heels are higher, the material tighter… how she was ever allowed in here astonishes me. 

Not that I mind of course. I regain my composure and take multiple photos as she turns and playfully poses. The cameras are eating her up and she is loving it too. I wouldn’t be surprised if she is the focus of feminist attack blogs complaining about how they’re trying to get away from the sexual stereotype and here this woman is. 

What I wouldn’t give to have some one-on-one time with her.

To top it all off, as I—regrettably—leave the cosplayer, I see a mother and her son walk past. The kid, who is probably right at that age where he starts looking at women in a whole different light, is up on his tiptoes to see the babe in costume. The mother, on the other hand, has an appalled look on her face and immediately turns and starts walking in the other direction, dragging her kid along with her. He cranes his neck to get one last look at the cosplayer before they disappear into the crowd.

It’s not even noon yet and I think I’ve hit the jackpot. The problem with how densely packed the convention is, is that you can easily miss a good amount of booths just because there’s so much going on and you’re constantly having to keep moving.

I have never seen this booth before, but while I have seen other booths like it—they all seem to sell the same items—this one just looks interesting. It has a little doorway. From what I can see from the aisle, it has an odd assortment of stuff I’ve never seen before. While most booths are wide open with everything visible, there are some that are enclosed like this—little stores within the exhibit hall.

But what really makes me curious is that I seem to be the only person to notice it. The booths on either side are abuzz with attendees, and it’s the same with those across the aisle. I reach into my backpack and flip to the booth directory. 

Strange, it’s not on there. 

I inspect it some more, and out of the corner of my eye I see one of the security guards staring me down. He’s about ready to open his mouth and shout at me to move out of the center of the aisle, so I quickly stow the guide and squeeze through the narrow booth opening.

“Huh,” I say aloud. “Bigger on the inside.” It isn’t necessarily roomy, but from the outside, the booth didn’t look big enough for even someone like myself to browse through. In fact, I can extend my arms all the way out.

“Can I help you?” The little voice comes from behind me. I turn to see a little old lady sitting on a chair. On a small table next to her is a cash box and an iPad with a card reader, which is something I’m not expecting from a woman as old as she is.

“Sorry, just browsing,” I say, scratching my head.

“Let me know if you need anything,” she replies as she turns her gaze back toward the book in her hands.

I’m at a total loss. I recognize nothing in the store and there is nobody else in here but the two of us. I look out of the small door that I walked through moments ago and I can see people passing by. The convention is going on as usual outside this dark, strange little booth. Some light from the exhibit hall is creeping in, but other than that, the only other lighting in this dark booth are little electric candles set up. As I take it in, it feels more and more like I’m in some back alley shop in a fantasy world like Harry Potter.

Everything the woman has for sale is neatly arranged. There are a couple little tables, a rack of books, and a small glass cabinet. It has a very antique shop vibe to it, but it still bothers me that I don’t recognize anything. Nothing has a price tag on it either.

“Where did you get all this stuff? I don’t know any of it.”

I grab one of the books off of the spinning rack and examine it. The cover is hard leather, smooth, but definitely shows signs of aging. The paper inside has yellowed and has that iconic musty smell. Come to think of it, it looks more like some kind of spell book than a novel.

Maybe it’s some kind of Dungeons and Dragons manual?

I only have a brief chance to look at the text before it is snatched out of my hands. 

“That’s not what you want,” the old lady says as she gingerly returns the book to its place on the rack.

“I don’t?” I cock my head to the side and watch as she inches her way around to the other side of the glass cabinet. I walk up and place my hands on the glass as she bends down and slides open the back. Moments later she places a flat, rectangular package on the surface in front of me, and even before she opens it to reveal the contents I know what it is.

“You like science fiction, no? With scantily-clad women, humans fighting aliens?”

I nod. “I’ve always been a fan of that old-school sci-fi. It was always full of action and adventure, good guys versus the bad guys, sexy space babes, and all that.”

That’s the problem with today’s science fiction. Everything has become so politically correct. There’s no more sexualized women who are purely eye candy. All the feminists get so pissed and rant and blog and complain. I miss those days.

“Then I’m sure you’ll like this rare space comic from the 50s—” 

My eyes go wide. “From the Golden Age of science fiction?!”

The old woman smiles as she carefully opens the cardboard sleeve and pulls out the comic encased in clear plastic. A million scenarios run through my head, and most of them lead to the same thing: a rare, vintage, comic book that I can sell for shit-tons of cash. In the blink of an eye I envision myself selling it, moving out of my shitty apartment away from my shitty roommates, to a place of my own. Maybe I can even find a hot model girlfriend who’ll dress up for me in slutty costumes. 

They like rich guys right?

My eyes feverishly scan the comic as she removes it. Then as fast as the dreams come, they vanish. Instead, my excitement is replaced by confusion.

“What is that? I’ve never heard of that one before.” I lean in closer and read the title aloud. “Far Out Space Tales! Val Quinly and the Treacherous Tenants on Planet T!”

“Old and rare!” the lady says, gingerly flipping the comic over to show the back side.

“Lady, what is this? No way is this legit. Sounds like some kind of parody. You don’t have any Action Comics or anything? Something, you know… actually worth something?”

I try not to laugh at the comic in front of me. Don’t get me wrong, the cover art is actually kind of cool, but the whole thing just screams of pulp trash—something hastily produced during the Golden Age in hopes of becoming a big thing. It happens time and time again. Whenever a book or comic makes it big, many try to imitate it with dreams of financial gain.

“Well, the cover is pretty cool and the lady is smoking hot,” I shrug.

It is your typical pulp sci-fi cover: the background is some desolate alien planet, with stars littering the black sky and a retro-futuristic spaceship all chrome and shiny. There are some menacing aliens that look like they came straight out of Star Wars lurching toward the sexy heroine. Who I’m assuming is Val Quinly, a smoking-hot blonde with boobs the size of melons that are barely contained in her skintight outfit. 

Her outfit is a one-piece bodysuit, similar to the outfits of the Playboy Bunnies, with thigh-high, high-heeled boots, and long gloves that go almost all the way to her shoulders. The suit leaves little to the imagination, highlighting her curves. Almost all of her ass is exposed in the thong-like back of the suit, and the skin exposed between her hips and her thighs is covered in black fishnet. The outfit is colored bright pink with purple trim. Around her wrists and ankles are shiny gold bracelets and a matching gold collar around her neck. Her hair is long and blonde, pulled into a ponytail with a matching pink hair band. Her eyes are a sky blue and her lips are thick and plump with glossy pink lipstick that matches her outfit.

“She looks more like a hooker than a sidekick.”

“And it comes with a free button!” 

I let out a little chuckle as the old lady places a round metallic button on the glass next to the comic. I pick it up and inspect it, sliding my thumb across the smooth glossy surface. On it is a single planet with a ring around it, like Saturn, with a dull gray background. The planet and the single ring that surrounds it are the same colors as the woman’s outfit on the cover, with the planet being pink and the ring purple. She wore it on her hip, much like the Playboy Bunnies wear their name tags.

That’s when I realize the lady never brought up the cost of it at all. I look at the comic one last time and do my own silent appraisal. It definitely looks like it was produced in the 50s, and it is in great shape too. No scratches or creases, and it doesn’t even look like it’s been opened once. 

Most I’ll probably pay is like twenty dollars for this.

“How much?”

The lady remains silent for a few moments, tapping her chin in thought. 

“How about twenty dollars?”

I laugh. “Seriously?”

She shrugs and her wiry finger moves to the cover to tap on the blonde woman. “Trust me, you’ll like this one.”

Normally, I’d pass. For the past several years I’ve always come to the convention on a strict and limited budget. There’s just so much awesome stuff to buy here that I can’t afford to buy everything I want. However, I just got my bonus from my job, so this year is something special, and I can splurge some. 

Besides, it’s only twenty dollars. Not like I’m spending a hundred or more on it.

“Sure, why not?” 

I hand the lady a crisp twenty-dollar bill and she puts the comic back in its cardboard sheath and hands it and the button to me. I put the comic in my backpack and walk out of the little booth with the button in my hand.

It is when I nearly bump into another crowd of people that I realize I have been zoning out. I wasn’t even in the same row anymore. I freak out a little when I realize that I might have missed a booth, so I backtrack until I recognize some of the booths and return to the aisle where the old lady’s booth was.

“Well that’s weird. I could’ve sworn it was here.” I look around and double check the tables. I am in the right spot, only instead of where the entrance to the lady’s booth is, there is just a gap in between the two booths on either side, with a little caution tape up to prevent folks from wandering in. 

Maybe she’s in a different row?

I scratch my head and discover that I’m still holding the button. I step aside out of the middle of the row and slide off my backpack and put it on the floor in front of me. Just as I am about to put the button on my backpack with the rest of the buttons, pins, and patches from conventions past, I get the urge to wear it on my hip like the lady on the cover. A lot of attendees wear their rare pins and buttons to show them off.

“Ah what the hell, let’s do it! Maybe a hot chick who knows of this comic will see it and it can be an icebreaker!” 

I stand back up, slip into my backpack with practiced ease, and attach the button to the waistband of my pants. Seconds later, I’m back to my routine of navigating the endless rows and completely forget about the button on my waist.

Fuck, it’s warm in here. 

I tug on my shirt collar and pull at the bottom of my shirt. Sure there are a ton of people in here, but normally the exhibit hall has their industrial-strength A/C units turned up to maximum. Otherwise it would be a sauna, and with how bad the body odor of some attendees tends to be, the exhibit hall would smell like a dump on a hot summer’s day. Though it is the middle of summer, and it is hotter than normal, but I’ve never felt this warm before. 

Maybe I’m coming down with something? No that’s never happened.

I’m a convention veteran. I don’t get the “con flu.” I have a beefed-up immune system. Besides, I did drink one of those vitamin C boosts just in case. I’m warm, but I’m not sweating. It’s a different kind of heat, like the kind you get from a nice glass of whiskey. It’s almost like… an erotic heat.

Come to think of it, I do feel a little turned on. That cosplayer from before maybe?

An image flashes into my mind’s eye: the woman from the cover of the comic I bought from the strange old lady. 

What was her name again? Val Quinly? 

The warmth rises and I startle myself when I brush past a metal frame and get an electric shock from it. My pace slows to a stop and I close my eyes as a sharp pain pierces my head. 

God, my head fucking hurts. Fuck, what’s happening? Why is it so fucking hot in here?

I take a swig from my water bottle. My mind is racing as I try to convince myself that I’m not dying. These feelings are strange sure, but they’ll pass. There’s no need to raise any alarms or call 911 or anything. Just a little dehydrated and my allergies are acting up. That’s all it is.

“Is the A/C off or something?” I mutter to no one in particular. I get some strange looks, a shrug, and one guy just saying it’s because of all the bodies, but for the most part I’m ignored.

Maybe it’s because I’m out of shape. 

I tug at my shirt one more time only to discover that it feels loose on me when a moment ago it was a little tight but not too snug. I feel my shorts start to drop and I pull them up. 

I did wear a belt, right? My shorts only do that when I’m not wearing a belt.

I check and I am wearing a belt, but the second I let go of the waistband I feel them start to sag again. Annoyed, I slide out of the stream of people and step in behind one of the massive concrete pillars and adjust my clothing. I pull my belt tighter—much tighter than I’ve ever pulled it—only to discover that I am noticeably thinner. 

What the ever-living fuck is going on?!

A surge of heat travels through my body, enough to make me audibly moan. I immediately cover my mouth and look around in sheer panic, hoping no one heard me. Fortunately, my strangely erotic outburst is lost in the cacophony of a million different conversations and the too-loud noise coming from the many videos played by the all the booths.

The heat rising inside of me is making it hard to think and focus. I lean against the concrete pillar, breathing heavily, and I once again recoil from a static shock.

Another pain spikes in my mind. It’s getting harder to think.

What is… what is, like, going on?

My skin is tingling all over. I feel so turned on, so aroused. I clench my hand into a fist and bite my fingers to suppress another moan. I put my back to the pillar and hope no one sees me.

So warm, I feel so… like… hot! What is… what is happening to me?

I giggle.

The shirt is tight again. It’s hugging my body—my thin, skinny body. It’s tight on my chest, growing tighter and tighter as my chest swells. I open my eyes and look down to see two mounds growing on my chest. I can feel their weight as they get bigger and bigger.

Breasts? Like, why do I have… 

My mind drifts off as my hands rise and carefully squeeze the still-growing breasts.

They’re so… big and bouncy… oh my God, they feel sooooo good!

I squeeze and play with them, pinching and rubbing my nipples, forgetting where I am. 

I hope no one sees me playing with my boobies.

I giggle and moan.

When I lift my hands to play with my oh-so-wonderful breasts, my pants sag and fall down below my butt. It too is getting bigger. I peer down at it and marvel at its size. I have a butt the Kardashians would be jealous of. A butt shaped by countless squats and lunges and covered in black fishnets.

In a moment of clarity, my hands shoot down below my belly button and sheer panic fills me as all I can feel is a flat surface where my junk would be. My once-green shirt is now a hot pink, and my sleeves have broken off to cover my arms with long gloves. The bottom of my shirt wraps around between my legs to connect with the backside. 

I bite my now-swollen lower lip—and taste strawberry—as my slender fingers investigate and discover a slit hidden behind that hot pink fabric. I press a little harder and feel my body shudder. I nearly topple over from the sensation, and at the moment I discover my pants have turned into thigh-high boots with a five-inch heel. 

My backpack is gone. Long blonde hair tickles the sides of my face and my back. My massive breasts are barely contained in this outfit and it’s not until I look down at my side to see the planet badge on my waist do I realize what has happened.

I have transformed into Val Quinly, the woman on the cover of the comic.

My wrists and ankles grow heavier as gold bracelets appear on them.

When the faint clanking of the jewelry fills my ears, my mind goes blank. There is a voice. It is a woman’s. It is soft and sensual and piercing.

You are Val Quinly. You are a sex object.

I can’t move. I can only stare straight ahead.

You are Val Quinly. You are a sex object.

“I am Val Quinly. I am a sex object.” I say, my voice soft and feminine.

You like to look sexy and slutty.

“I like to look sexy and slutty.”

I want to scream, to fight it. But it is so hard. It feels so good to say those things. It feels so right. 

Your purpose is to please others. You are a mindless bimbo.

No! I’m not… I’m not… a…

Forget who you were. This is who you are. Say it.

“I… I….”

You are Val Quinly. A mindless bimbo space slut. You are a sex object.

I close my eyes and try to focus. It’s getting hard to think. Everything’s so blurry. There’s a fog covering everything. The harder I struggle, the louder the voice gets.

“No… please…” I whimper.

A shock travels through my mind and everything becomes clear.

I slowly stand up and stare blankly ahead. My swollen lips are pursed, in a permanent O-shape. I lift my hands up and blink as I take in my surroundings. People are noticing me. I see guys smiling as they pull their phones out to take pictures of me. It feels good to have my picture taken. I see more cameras show up, this time real professional cameras.

I step forward and pose. The more I pose, the more photos are taken. The more photos are taken, the hotter I feel.

Good girl. You like that? Don’t you, slut?

I giggle. I like the voice in my head. I like what it tells me. It makes me feel so good. I look at the men in the crowd. They’re all so good-looking. I want to please them.

My poses become naughtier, which makes the crowd happier.

Then a couple security guards show up and break up the crowd. One of them turns toward me. He opens his mouth to say something, but he stops when he gets a good look at me. I watch his eyes scan my body and I smile playfully at him, which makes a bulge in his pants appear.

“I ugh… sorry ma’am, but you’re creating a scene. You’ll need to um…” he tries to look away but can’t. “You’ll need to go outside the exhibit hall where there is more room.”

I pout, but the hunky security guard is right. The guards disperse the crowd and even escort me through the maze of tables and booths. As we walk, I catch men—and women—taking out their phones and trying to take pictures of me. Several times I catch the guards casting lingering stares my way, trying to admire my body when I’m not looking. I don’t mind the stares, and when I do catch them staring, I just wink and giggle. One of the guards looks so young and nervous. He’s really trying hard to not stare at my big boobies as we walk, but he’s failing.

They open the doors and I walk out of the dense hall into a more spacious part of the convention center where more people wander. At least here there is plenty of room for people to walk around. There are other cosplayers taking photos, and it doesn’t take long for another crowd to form around me. Lots of guys with professional cameras are running up to snap photos of me. Every single flash from their cameras turns me on and moments later, I’m swimming in pure, erotic ecstasy.

My mind is flooded. I can’t think or focus; I can only react. My body moves on its own. I’m a living doll, built only for the sexual satisfaction of others.

Pose me. Love me. Fuck me.

I giggle and tease the audience. I wonder how many of them will jerk off to these photos of me. I see a couple of young teenagers with faces of pure disbelief as their thumbs press against their screens as fast as they can. I turn toward them and bend forward, their jaws dropping to the floor as I smile and wink at them.

The photo flashes are bright, but they’re not blinding. They make me feel so good inside. 

So slutty. So hot. So wonderful.

I press my finger to my crotch. I’m soaking wet and I moan as my other hand grabs my breast. This lewd display only seems to bolster the photographers and it fuels my lust-filled exhibition. My gloved finger pulls aside the small strip of fabric and I expose my cunt for all to see. I feel no shame, only desire.

My body burns as my vision fogs.

Everything is blurry as a pink haze engulfs me and it claims its first victim. A man gets up and approaches me, his hands hastily trying to unbutton his pants. He grabs me and pushes me up against the wall and the crowd moves with him.

He lifts my hands up above my head and kisses my neck. He’s burning with fiery passion and I can feel it emanating off of him. He releases my hands but they remain above my head as his hands grip my breasts.

A living doll. A sex slave. Bimbo fucktoy.

The man squeezes and plays with my breasts, pulling down the low neckline of my costume to expose them fully. The crowd cheers and pulls in tighter. I can’t count the number of cameras pointed toward me. 

One hand vanishes from my breasts and only a moment after I feel the costume pulled aside do I feel him enter me. The man slides his cock in all the way, pushing as deep as he can go.

I moan loudly as my already-broken mind shatters into erotic oblivion.

I look at the crowd gathered around me with glazed-over eyes. I see the young guard from earlier watching and filming.

The man pulls out and quickly spins me around and positions me so that I’m bent over at the waist and my face is pressed against the wall. One hand continues to grope my breast while the other grips one of my cheeks. I place one hand on the cold concrete wall to stabilize my body, while the other finds and rubs my clit. The man’s thrusts start gentle, but they become wild and savage. I’m being pressed against the wall and after what feels like an eternity, I feel him jerk and spasm.

Something hot flows into me. I’m too far gone to even recall the name of what it is. 

Don’t think. You’re a doll.

The man pulls out and I twist, putting my back against the wall as I slide down onto my knees. Realizing what he just did, the man quickly pulls his pants back up and barrels out of the crowd. My half-open eyes find the guard again and all I can do is smile at him.

He stares at me, and looks around, unsure if I’m looking at him or someone else. After a drawn-out moment, he steps forward and nervously approaches the blonde woman on her knees against the wall with her boobs hanging out and cum dripping out of her pussy.

Cum. I want cum.

He takes a step back as I crawl toward him, and before he can change his mind and run, I pull down his pants and wrap my plump lips around his cock. He fights it at first, which is cute, but when I’m halfway down his cock and my tongue grazes the underside of his shaft, he gives up the fight and puts his hands on my head.

Much to my dismay, he doesn’t last long. Only seconds into the deep-throating do I feel his cock twitch and his hot sticky load shoot down my throat. I look up at him as I effortlessly swallow every bit of it. His nervousness returns and gets the better of him. He pulls out, but not before he finishes and some of his cum lands on my face.

An army of security guards shows up and breaks up the crowd. One of them grabs my arm and lifts me onto my feet and starts escorting me away. A couple other guards follow him, surrounding me until we vanish behind an unmarked door into what looks like an employee breakroom. 

There are a couple of tables with chairs, two small couches, and a television in the corner. There’s a sink, microwave, and refrigerator in the kitchenette, along with a door to the restroom. 

The employee room is empty, except for the four security guards and myself. They close the door behind them and it’s only when I’m standing in the middle of the room that I realize my breasts are still hanging out and my pussy is exposed and dripping cum. Not to mention the jizz still clinging to my face. Some of it slides down onto my lips and I lick it up, which causes one of the guards to let out a little groan of approval.

“You okay, miss?” the guard who took my arm asks. 

I say nothing, only nod. Then I take him in, slowly scanning his body with my eyes. He’s tall, a little over six feet. He and the rest of the guards that brought me in here are in all black suits, as opposed to the guards who first kicked me out of the exhibit hall. They were in the standard issue security outfits: nothing more than a collared shirt and some slacks. The ones in the room with me are the elite guards, those that escort the celebrities and VIPs around the convention.

I look around at the other guards. One is short, another is black and kind of round, and the third is an older, clean-cut white guy who looks more like a surfer than a bodyguard.

“You were creating a scene, miss,” one of the other guards says.

I turn toward him. “Oh, sorry. Like, I couldn’t control myself, you know?” I shrug my shoulders and give him a playful look.

“Oh well, we had to escort you here…” he looks away and adjusts his tie, “for you know… your safety.”

“Thank you,” I say and giggle as the man blushes slightly.

I slowly turn and look at the rest of them. There’s lust in their eyes. I can see it plain as day. I can feel their eyes all over me as I saunter toward the biggest of the tables, exaggerating every move, every swish of my hips. They are already walking toward me as I climb up onto the table and face them. I lick my lips as I spread open my legs and rub the insides of my thighs, inviting them in.

The guard who led me in here by my arm is the first. He says nothing as he casually undoes his pants and whips out his hardening cock. I take it in my hand and gently stroke it as he brings his lips to me. He is a damn good kisser and I am putty in his arms. I feel his hands glide gently down my back until they grip my butt. He gives my ass cheeks a firm but playful squeeze, which makes me giggle.

My laugh quickly shifts to a lust-filled moan as he pulls my hips toward him the same time as he drives his forward, burying his cock deep into me. His cock is bigger than the man from earlier and the security guard fucks me without restraint. He is a wild beast let loose on its prey.

He lowers my back onto the table and uses my breasts as grips while he thrusts into me. The table is rocking and swaying and my mind is so far gone I can’t even focus on my surroundings. 

Sex. Fuck doll. Object. Slut. Slave. Cock sleeve. More. Faster. Harder.

My whole body is limp. My eyes blank and my mouth open. All I can do is moan and scream and beg for more. Then he pulls out and I feel him cum all over me. It lands on my face, my breasts, and belly. The last bits land on my thighs and the guard lets out a heavy, satisfied sigh as he staggers back from me, exhausted but wholly satisfied.

Except for me.

I am dripping and leaking all over, but I have yet to orgasm. I can feel it building and pulsing inside of me and I want nothing more than to let it all out and wash over me.

“Please… more… I want… more...”

“Don’t need to ask me twice!” the third guard, the short one, says as he eagerly drops his pants. I let out a yelp of surprise when he effortlessly flips me over onto my stomach. I barely manage to get my legs under me to prevent me from sliding off the table before he steps up and slides right in.

His cock isn’t as long as the previous one, but it is thick.

Smack! His hand lands firmly on my ass.

“You like that, don’t you, slut?!”

Smack! Smack!

“Fuck, I can’t take it anymore.”

Out of the corner of my eye I see the second one, the one who I teased earlier, approach with his hands in his pants. Soon his dark trousers envelop my entire vision and seconds later his cock spills out. He lifts my head and I wrap my lips around him, my tongue tasting the precum that leaks out of his tip.

The short guard continues to smack my ass as he pounds me and I’m forced to breathe through my nose as the second guard stuffs my mouth with his dick. He is bigger than I thought he would be, but I have no problem deep-throating his meaty cock.

The short guard backs out and I feel a tug on my wrist. I’m pulled off of the table, much to the dismay of guard whose cock I was just sucking. When I turn around I see that the hand belongs to the fourth and oldest of the security guards. He leads me away from the table toward the couches. I notice his pants are already off and cast aside when he releases his grip on my wrist and sits down on the couch. 

“Jesus fuck, you look so fucking hot right now. Like a living, breathing sex doll.” The older man’s voice is husky. It sounds so good to hear him talk and say that; a chill goes up my spine.

“Thank you,” I giggle.

He taps on his thighs. “Come to daddy.”

I spread my legs and lower myself onto his cock, and like a stripper at a club, I grind my body against his. He grips my hips and helps guide me through the erotic motion. He brings his mouth to my breasts and starts licking and kissing and orally playing with them. It sends a shockwave of pleasure through my body that culminates in a whorish moan.

“Room for one more?” I hear the short guard say as he lines up behind me and slides his cock into my asshole. 

“Oh fuck!” I scream in between moans and gasps. “Oh! Oh! Fuck yes!”

I open my eyes to see the third guard, the one whose cock I was sucking moments ago, move behind the couch in front of me. I lean forward and take his cock in my mouth, filling all three of my holes.

Fuck doll. Sex slave. Cock sleeve. Bimbo whore.

All I can do is mumble my lust-filled cries. I feel wonderful, so perfect.

“Ah hell, I don’t want to be left out of this!”

The fourth guard moves next to the third, and I switch back and forth between the two cocks, sucking one and jerking off the other. After what feels like a bliss-filled eternity, the two cocks in front of me erupt, covering my face and filling my mouth with hot sticky cum. Some errant strands land on my breasts and nearly land on the older guard underneath, who is too enthralled to notice.

I can feel it building inside of me. It’s so close.

The two men still fucking me push harder and deeper. Their thrusts become erratic, and I can hear them grunting.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck me harder! Please fuck me! Fill me with your cum!”

As if waiting for my permission, the two men both cum at the same time and the eruption inside of me finally pushes me over the edge.

My head swims. My vision blurs. Every nerve in my body is firing as I’m engulfed in erotic flame. I scream in pure joy as I cum and the world around me slows to a crawl. I stare up at the ceiling, arms slack at my sides and my mouth open. The short guard pulls out and backs away, high-fiving the two that came on my face.

“I ugh… think we killed her, boss,” one of them says to the older guard.

He doesn’t reply as he nudges me to the side. My body is limp in this blissful state and I topple over, land on the couch, and roll off of it onto the ground.

Two of the guards approach me. One of them moves to pick me up.

“Leave her,” the older guard says as he tidies up his uniform and heads for the door. “Don’t worry, she’s not dead, you idiots. She’s just unconscious from the orgasm. Let’s go.”

“But boss?”

He turns back from the door. 

“Do you want to be here when someone finds her?” They all look at each other and shake their heads. “That’s what I thought. Come on.”

Two of the guards hastily adjust their uniforms and follow their boss out the door. The fourth remains squatting by me. He reaches down and grabs the planet button on my outfit, unclips it, and inspects it.

“Come on, let’s go!” his boss shouts back at him.

“Coming, sir!” The guy looks at the button one last time before setting it down on the ground beside me. My barely-open, still glazed-over eyes turn toward him. “Sorry lady. Thanks for the sex though.”

He gets up and runs out the door, leaving me alone on the floor, with cum oozing out of my pussy and asshole and dripping off of my face. I smile the best that I can with these thick, cock-sucking lips and drift off.

Bimbo. Fuck doll. Whore.

The words fill my mind, but they grow weaker every second. I can hear the noises of the convention going on outside the door. I can hear people talking and laughing. No one comes in while I’m lying there. The voice in my head grows fainter until it vanishes all together.

My mind becomes clear again and I groan as I sit up. I try to stand, but I’m too tired and weak. I fall back onto the couch with a grunt. I look down at my body and notice it start to change. Seconds later I’m back to my old self. 

Well, a fragment of my old self.

I’m a guy once more. The hot pink and purple costume changes back into my graphic T-shirt and shorts, and the boots turn into my regular walking shoes. I’m back in the clothes I wore before this whole thing happened, only I’m thinner, much thinner. The mess is gone too; no trace of any illicit activities happening in this break room.

I stand up, inspect my body, and let out a sigh of relief when I confirm that I’m back to being a guy. On the ground by the couch I find my backpack, which vanished during the transformation.

That’s right. That all really happened.

My gut twists into knots when I recall the events. What I said and did, what I thought. I bend down and pick up my backpack and stop when I find the planet button on the ground underneath my backpack. I pick it up, inspect it, and notice there’s a trashcan by the door.

What if it makes me transform again? Do I want to experience that again?

Then I hear the voice again, the soft, honey-sweet voice that tempted me and seduced me.

You have paid the price for your words, thoughts, and actions. The button is yours to keep. Wear it, and you’ll become Val Quinly once more. Your body and mind will be your own; you won’t be controlled.

“Unless I want I want to experience that again,” I say aloud.

Correct. Unless you want to be controlled once more.

I flick the button into the air and catch it before stuffing it into my backpack and smile as I walk out the door back into the convention.

I wonder what else that old lady has for sale.

 

ADVENTURES AT BIMBOCON

THE ELF MAIDEN

 

Justin surveyed the convention center, taking it all in: the undulating crowds; the exorbitantly decorated booths; the cosplays both expertly crafted and lazy. A busty blonde in a Power Girl outfit and a dude dressed as a massive Transformer chatted just outside an exhibit hall while not ten feet away, Deadpool and Spider-Man busted a move at the foot of a small stage. A woman in an inflatable dinosaur costume crooned from it alluringly.

He shifted his backpack and adjusted the strap that held his fatter-than-necessary poster tube. This was his kind of chaos and everything he’d been hoping for on his trip to the con. There was just one thing missing...

Justin wrestled his phone out of his pocket and sighed. No notifications.

“Where the fuck are you guys?” he muttered, thumbing another message to the group chat. A few moments later, it had been read, but no reply came. He swore again as he pocketed his phone.

Really, he shouldn’t have been surprised. Ever since high school, his friends had been late to every event Justin invited them to. They told him he had a habit of arriving “too early,” but how could he be “early” when it was 30 minutes past the time they all agreed to?

A few minutes later, three familiar faces appeared in the crowd. Chen, a head taller than everyone else, was the first one Justin noticed, followed by Todd, short and round, and then Paul, who strolling along with his hands in his pockets, seemingly unaffected by the sensory overload surrounding him—or the fact that he was showing up late.

“Where were you guys?” Justin demanded.

Chen thumbed behind him. “There was a booth back there tossing out free shirts. Caused some congestion.”

“A group of stormtroopers were also posing for pictures in the middle of the aisle,” Todd added, adjusting his pants, “so that caused some commotion.”

“There was that Lady Loki too,” Paul said.

“She was…” Todd trailed off and closed his eyes, savoring the memory. “I’d let her squeeze my head with those thighs any day.”

Paul nodded in agreement.

Justin raised his brows. “I take it she was hot?”

“Dude, you have no idea,” Todd said. “Beyond gorgeous. Porn star-level.”

“Cool,” was all Justin could manage as a response. His friends, particularly Todd, could be creepy when it came to attractive women. Conversations occasionally entered the realm of “too much information,” and unfortunately, only Justin would ever be grossed out or bothered by what they’d say.

And yet of the four, he was the only one who didn’t have a girlfriend. Though Todd’s relationships were usually brief, supposedly he was now in some long-distance relationship with a “hot Russian chick” who was definitely not fictional.

They walked the floor for about half an hour, snaking up and down the aisles and stopping occasionally to check out the wares. There were a ton of artists offering commissions and prints, and Justin had become interested in one portfolio in particular when Chen interrupted him.

“Almost time.”

Justin turned over his shoulder. “For what?”

“There’s a panel we were going to check out,” Chen said, stepping out of the way of some kid bouncing around in a BB-8 costume. “Want to come?”

Reluctantly, Justin set down the price list he’d been eyeing. “What’s the panel?”

“Women of Cosplay,” Paul said with a lecherous grin.

Justin rolled his eyes. “So a peep show for you, then?” With a dismissive wave, he stalked off. “Have fun without me.”

“Oh, we will!” Todd jeered.

It was fine; Justin preferred walking around a convention like this by himself anyway. It gave him the freedom to go where he wanted, to check out whatever booth caught his eye without having to worry about getting separated from his group. While this wasn’t the biggest con he’d been to, the last thing he wanted to do was rush through it and miss out. There was so much to see and do here he was already sure he’d go home without having experienced it all.

Up ahead, a small crowd had gathered around a cosplayer. As he wormed his way through it, he caught sight of her through the throng. She was tall, blonde, and—

He blinked. He recognized her, not from social media or the internet, but from high school. Her name was Isabella, the woman he’d had a crush on since his first day of freshman year when they’d been assigned to the same English class.

Justin’s heart skipped a beat as he gawked at her. She was dressed in a mix of leather and chainmail, her ears pointed and her hair in a loose ponytail. She was an elf warrior, and a sensibly dressed one, though Justin wouldn’t have minded seeing her in bikini armor.

But what was she doing here? Had she always had nerdy interests? He’d had no idea she liked fantasy, let alone that she liked it enough to put in the effort to craft a set of intricately detailed armor.

Then again, Justin hadn’t really known her at all. They’d spoken all of once during the four years they attended high school together, and it was when they were part of a group project. Isabella was friendly and helpful, but being the very shy introvert that he was, he’d never had the courage to approach her.

Go talk to her, you idiot, a much more assertive voice in his head commanded.

No, don’t, a more familiar voice butted in. You shouldn’t bother her. She probably has a boyfriend. I doubt she even remembers you.

But while he was debating, the decision was made for him; the crowd dispersed, and Isabella vanished within it.

“Idiot,” he muttered to himself. That was something he and his subconscious could agree on, at least.

He found a spot along the perimeter wall, sat down, and logged on to his social media account. It took some time, and he had to go through friends of friends of friends of friends, but he eventually managed to find Isabella.

As it turned out, she was a huge nerd. Peppered into her posts were progress pictures of her cosplay, and from the looks of it, she was part of an all-female Dungeons & Dragons group.

“Son of a bitch,” he said, pocketing his phone. “All this time, and I never knew.”

Grunting, he stood and promised himself if he somehow managed to see her again, he’d at least have the balls to say hi.

Who knows, maybe she will remember you, he thought, though he didn’t consider himself particularly memorable.

Though he wasn’t ugly, Justin wasn’t a model either. Thin and lanky, he probably could’ve been picked up and thrown like a javelin by some of the dudes walking around dressed as Khal Drogo. Nothing about him really stood out, especially in a place like this, and he hadn’t exactly been popular in high school. The reality was the chances of Isabella remembering him all these years later were slim to none.

After eating his feelings at one of the restaurants inside the convention center, he returned to his exploration of the exhibit hall with an overpriced bottle of soda. Most of the conventions he’d been to usually clustered booths not by genre, but by media, placing all the video games in one corner, anime in another spot, old-school comic books another, and artist’s alley set aside from the rest.

What he liked about this convention was that all the fantasy-related booths and vendors were all in one district, so to speak. It had a “renaissance faire” feel to it, which always instilled him with a sense of calm. He felt like he belonged here, mired in the fantastic. In a place like this, he could be whoever he wanted, and he was surrounded by people who were all doing the same.

He stopped and cocked his as he inspected one of the booths. It was an unusual setup, its entrance a narrow passageway squeezed between and behind the other vendors. Whereas the others featured only tables and a few chairs, Justin couldn’t even see where this booth began, and stranger still, nobody else seemed to notice its presence.

“Excuse me,” he said to one of the assistants packing up merchandise for a customer, “do you have any idea what’s back there?”

She glanced toward the passageway, ID badge swinging from her lanyard. Though her eyes clearly settled on something, when she turned back to Justin, all she could offer was a shrug.

Curiouser and curiouser, he thought, sliding past the woman and into the unknown.

He squeezed through the narrow opening, brushing aside fake leaves and vines until he found himself standing inside a small shop. The exterior looked like a short, squat tree trunk with thick branches splayed across the ceiling like support beams, each one dripping crystalline foliage. Lanterns on each side of the arched entrance spilled warm amber light that refracted off the crystals, freckling the walls with rainbows.

For all its extravagance on the outside, however, the inside was underwhelming. There was little more than a display case and bookshelf for Justin to peruse and several leatherbound tomes scattered about, all different shapes and sizes with no identifying markings.

He was about to pick one up when he noticed that behind the display case, an old woman hunched, smiling warmly.

“That’s not what you’re looking for,” she said, voice crackling like dead leaves.

Justin set down the book. “And what am I looking for, exactly?”

He didn’t harbor a lot of hope that the woman actually had the first clue about what he wanted. This was a grift he’d heard a thousand times before. First she’d try to “read him” and discern what he “truly desired,” and then she’d attempt to sell him something expensive on the merit that it would “change his life.”

Skeptically, he watched as she hopped down from her stool and walked around to unlock the display case. So far, this booth looked to have had a pretty good run; many of the items were missing, only their outlines remaining in the dust. It probably had something to do with the charming setup. Whoever ran this thing sure knew how to lure in the customers.

What stock remained was an eclectic array with origins that, while familiar, never seemed to get past the tip of Justin’s tongue. Among them was a crown of intertwining twigs and leaves, a shiny chrome gear, a rabbit’s foot, and a devil’s tail, but what the old woman chose for him was a small velvet case.

Inside was a necklace woven in gold with a green and blue gemstone inlay. The pendant the chain supported featured a runic design, but the rest of the piece was delicate. Feminine, even.

Justin stared. “Lady, that’s a woman’s necklace. Why would I be looking for one of those?”

The woman’s smile didn’t falter. “That necklace is a mark of nobility among the elves. This one in particular belonged to Jhil’thysara.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Elves like Lord of the Rings?”

“No. The elves of which I speak are the Prae’valyion, who rule over The Emerald Havens.”

“Right…” Justin said, trying not to snort. “Doesn’t ring a bell. And it doesn’t explain why you think this is what I need.”

The old woman chuckled. “This is a necklace of courage and bravery, worn by those who have conquered their fears and pursued their true desires. Wearing this will give you the strength and courage to do the same.”

“That’s cool, I guess,” he relented, “but you know there’s no way I could afford—”

“I’ll sell it to you for twenty dollars.”

That drew Justin up short. He blinked at the woman, then shifted his gaze to the necklace once again. No way something like that was only twenty dollars.

“Then it can’t be real gold,” he said. “What is it, painted steel and glass jewels?”

“It certainly is real,” she answered, eyes crinkling at the corners. “I know its value, and the fact that you found my booth means you are in great need of my goods. Take it and wear it—then you’ll see the magic it holds.”

Warily, Justin picked up the necklace and inspected it. In the low light of the shop, he could just barely make out the details etched into the woven gold. The gemstones looked pretty real, but it wasn’t like he was a jeweler. Still, he couldn’t find any flaws.

“Go on,” the old woman said. “Try it on. You’ll see what I mean.”

“I really don’t think this is meant for guys,” he muttered, fumbling with the clasp. As he lifted it to his throat, he found the chain was long enough to accommodate his thicker neck. Weirdly, the necklace fit perfectly.

“Got a mirror?” he asked, watching the runic symbol pick up the light.

The woman shook her head. “I’m afraid not. But you feel better already, don’t you?”

Begrudgingly, Justin had to admit that was true. He wasn’t sure if it was some kind of placebo effect or what, but the moment the clasp clicked shut behind his nape, he began to feel more capable, somehow. It was like he’d garbed himself in armor instead. It was only a glimmer, but he really believed he was starting to feel… confident.

“My friends are going to give me so much shit for this,” he groaned.

“Do not worry what your friends think,” the old woman suggested. “They will only hold you back.”

He couldn’t argue there. It wasn’t like his “friends” seemed to care about his best interests. They couldn’t even be bothered to meet up with him on time—like, ever.

“This probably looks silly on me, though,” he added in a last-ditch effort to avoid admitting the old grifter was right. Part of him still had reservations about the necklace being made for a woman.

The vendor’s smile widened. “Nonsense. It really brings out your pretty green eyes. It’s just as I thought, really—a perfect fit.”

Sighing in defeat, Justin dug out his wallet. “All right, fine. You’ve convinced me.” He handed the woman a twenty-dollar bill. “This better not fall apart on me the first time I take it off.”

“Trust me, you won’t want to take it off,” she replied with a brittle laugh. In exchange for the twenty, she handed him a business card. “If you need anything else, I’m only a phone call away.”

Justin pocketed it. “Thanks,” he told her, fidgeting with the pendant once more. “I guess.”

He left the odd shop the way he’d arrived, squeezing out between the booths that flanked the mysterious passageway. The necklace drew some attention as he walked down the remainder of the row—mostly some casual glances, though a few passersby’s gazes lingered. An older woman complimented him on it and a group of teenagers snickered as they walked past him, though he wasn’t sure if they were laughing at his necklace or the chubby Batman heading the opposite way.

He’d never really experienced anxiety before, but Justin swore a panic attack was coming on. His fingers were tingling. His pulse was racing. His breath came in quicker and quicker gasps. Despite the air conditioning running at full blast, he began to sweat.

Confidence, my ass, he thought, bolting through the first door he came to. The walls felt too close, the lights too bright and hanging too low. The crowd was pressing in on him, sucking up all the air.

A nearby escalator offered salvation. Justin rode it to the second floor, leaning heavily on the railing and flinching every time someone darted past. Just beyond, a restroom made promises of the privacy he needed to get his shit together.

He hurried in, releasing a heavy sigh when he realized it was empty.

Thank fuck.

He slid his backpack and poster tube off his shoulder, leaving them in a pile on the floor as he approached the sink. Turning on the cold water, he cupped his hands and splashed some on his face, the shock leaving him breathless.

Blindly, he swatted for the paper towel dispenser. His flailing managed to trip the sensor, and a few clumsy passes later, he was able to blot his face clean and look up into the mirror.

His reflection was awfully flushed, splotches of red blooming from his throat to the tips of his—

Justin straightened, then leaned in for a closer look. His ears—something was wrong with his ears.

“What the fuck?” he whispered, reaching up to touch the elongated cartilage now extending past his skull. The top of his ears had folded over into an elegant point, clearly elven in nature, but Justin hadn’t been wearing any prosthetics to the con.

And his hands! Now he could see why they were tingling. They too had changed; his fingers were far more slender, his nails extending past the tips of his fingers.

“What the fuck?!” he said again, staggering away from the mirror and his changing reflection. His ears were still growing, maybe four inches longer now than when last he looked. The hair on his forearms was receding into his skin and blonde hair was unfurling from his scalp like spun gold.

His lips plumped, their texture softening until they were as lovely as silken rose petals. His once thick, bushy eyebrows thinned, forming a perfect arch over his eyes. The peach fuzz that once graced his jaw and cheeks vanished, leaving him utterly smooth.

He was becoming… feminine. Worse yet, he had no idea how to stop it.

But his face and hands weren’t the only things that were changing. The neckline of his favorite shirt dipped into a deep vee, revealing the tops of his new and generously endowed breasts. The sleeves tightened and flowed down to his wrists, enveloping his hands in silken gloves.

The hem of his shirt lengthened as well, trailing past his disappearing shorts. When the fabric reached his knees, it stopped, the sides splitting up to his rounded hips, revealing his luscious thighs. And his shoes—they’d become a pair of tall, heeled boots, adding at least six inches of height to his frame.

His pouty lips took on a sumptuous shade of red while a peony-pink blush dusted across his delicate cheeks. His eye sockets turned smoky, accented with sparkles, and his lashes darkened with a coat of ebony mascara.

Justin was sure that would be it—that whatever was happening to him just had to be over now. But then came the awkward, yet strangely arousing pulse between his legs, as well as the slow creep of his boxers up his legs.

Pulling aside the front of his dress, Justin could now see what had happened to his underwear—it was now a thong. That seemed fairly par for the course, but what was happening to his manhood impaled him with a new spike of dread.

His penis was shrinking, folding itself into his pelvis. Justin probably should have screamed—part of him desperately wanted to—but all he could manage was a stunned, horrified silence as the tip reformed into a hairless pair of juicy pussy lips. His balls tucked into his body too, slipping up into him until he not only had a vulva, but a dripping wet vagina too.

He was all-woman now. And not just any woman, but an elven woman, and not the kind he’d find in Lord of the Rings—the kind he’d find in the porn parody.

The shopkeeper’s words replayed in his mind: This one belonged to Jhil’thysara… a necklace of courage and bravery, worn by those who have conquered their fears and pursued their true desires…

“Bullshit,” he said, only now his voice was different too. It was light and wispy, almost magical and denoting status. It was definitely the voice of an elven noble. “More like the necklace of an elven prostitute.”

The polished gold and gemstones shone brightly in his cleavage. He leaned forward and almost fell, the combined top-heaviness and the high heeled boots making it much more difficult to balance. After regaining his footing, he carefully tilted his head and moved his long, flowing locks aside to find the back of the necklace.

His manicured nails made the task more difficult, but even so, the clasp was no longer there. Three times Justin slowly dragged his fingers across the metal, feeling for the latch, but it was nowhere to be found. The necklace had become one single piece, and now the only way to remove it would be with bolt cutters.

“Uh, miss?”

Justin froze.

“You realize this is the men’s restroom, right?”

He turned toward the door. An older man stood just inside the threshold, his hair and beard graying and his physique embodying the phrase “dad bod.” His shirt was straight out of the seventies: a colorful mess of tie-dye tucked into his cargo shorts that did nothing to hide his beer belly.

He jerked his thumb behind him. “You might want to go into that one. A panel is about to get out.”

Grumbling, Justin looked down to collect his things, but something else had happened since he entered the restroom: His backpack was gone.

He’d have to deal with it later. This guy was right—he had to get the hell out of the men’s room while he could still limit his embarrassment to just one witness. Smiling politely, he exited the men’s room.

He headed downstairs toward the exhibit hall. It was the last thing he wanted to do looking like this, but if he had any hope of getting changed the fuck back, it lay with the shopkeeper who’d done this to him in the first place.

His new body was taking some getting used to. With every step, Justin’s breasts bounced and his hips rocked, but he was most surprised by the fact he was able to walk in these high-heeled boots at all. It must have been some kind of magical muscle memory imparted to him by the spell—or curse, as he thought of it.

And he was trying really hard not to think about it, because that would mean accepting things like magic were real. He’d had enough life-altering experiences for one day. No need to add an existential crisis to the mix.

The guy who’d interrupted Justin in the bathroom had unfortunately been right. On his way to the exhibit hall, he passed by a few of the rooms where panels were taking place, and one of them was emptying out.

“Of course you thought she was hot,” a familiar voice said, “her outfit was the skimpiest of the bunch!”

“Which wasn’t saying much,” another familiar voice agreed.

With a cold stab of dread, Justin realized Todd, Paul, and Chen were among the crowd. He spun on his heels—miraculously not destroying his ankles in the process—and headed for the first outlet he could find: a narrow hallway that led deeper into the maze of corridors that was the convention center.

Justin rounded the corner. While the crowd was much thinner, he spotted one of the last things he wanted to see: a group of photographers. There were five or six of them, most carrying very professional-looking cameras. The woman they were focused on was cosplaying as a character from a popular video game, sporting fox ears, booty-shorts, and stockings.

He watched from a distance as she did some quick poses for them. They all thanked her and exchanged business cards before moving on.

Now Justin truly was a deer in the headlights. It all happened so quickly: in the span of a couple seconds, the cameras were upon him. The flashes blinded him, but apparently, his new body knew how to handle this on its own.

What’s going on? he wondered as he involuntarily cocked a hip, smirked, and winked at one of the cameras. Who’s in control here?!

Without meaning to, Justin turned, bent his knees, and arched his back, forcing his breasts and butt out. This resonated well with the swarm of cameramen, their flashes going off so frequently they reminded him of strobe lights.

Though he wanted to hate it, the attention felt… good. Really good. A pleasurable tension had taken up residence in the core of his pelvis, spreading outward into his cunt. This time, when he faced the cameras and leaned forward, breasts pressed between his arms, he did it of his own accord. The sluttier he posed, the more aroused he became, though it was weird not feeling his cock get hard.

By the time the photographers moved on, he couldn’t even think straight. His skin burned red-hot, beads of sweat glistening on his ample tits and his throat dry. He was aching for something, longing for it the way an addict craves their next fix. And yet he couldn’t put a name to it. He’d never felt this way before.

As he tried to come to his senses, he realized not all of the photographers had left. One man remained, though he was different from the others. He was using his cell phone.

“I like your outfit,” he said, snapping a picture of Justin’s body.

“Thanks,” Justin rasped, swallowing dry. Now that his gaze had landed on this man, he knew exactly what he was craving.

As the photographer turned his phone sideways, Justin leaned into frame, pushing his breasts together until his dress strained to contain them. His hard nipples were tenting the fabric, the slide of the material making his clit throb every time he moved.

“That’s it,” the man said, licking his lips. “Now turn around and bend over for me. Yeah, like that…”

Justin obeyed, but he didn’t stop there. As he showed off his firm, tight ass, he looked back at the man, eyes half-closed and mouth open.

The man took a furtive look around; the hall was empty. Nostrils flaring, he turned back to Justin and said, “Pull aside your dress. Show me what’s underneath.”

Slowly, savoring each sensation, Justin curled his fingers in the hem of his dress and peeled it up his thighs to his hips. The air conditioning hit his damp thong where it clung to his pussy lips, teasing his clit with a shock of cold that made him give a little moan.

“Oh, fuck. That’s so hot,” the photographer murmured as he stowed his phone. “Follow me. I know of a place where… uh… the lighting is better.”

Justin lowered his gaze to the man’s throbbing erection. That hunger flared in him again, his pussy pulsing with need. He knew exactly what would happen next, and it thrilled him beyond belief.

But he shouldn’t have wanted it. He wasn’t gay. He didn’t like dick. But he wasn’t exactly himself anymore, was he? No, he was some slutty elf with a craving for cock that just had to be sated. That changed things… didn’t it?

The answer didn’t matter, really. As the photographer led the way, Justin realized he couldn’t help himself.

Their destination was a small, enclosed patio that provided a view from the back of the convention center. Despite being outdoors, the area was fairly private, positioned out of the way of most of the foot traffic.

The man didn’t hesitate. As soon as both of them were outside and the door closed, he undid his belt—after fumbling about for a few moments—and dropped his shorts. He held his phone out in front of him, hands trembling.

“Well? What are you waiting for?” he squeaked, dick kicking hard against the front of his boxers.

Justin stared at it. This guy’s cock was so hard it was nudging the elastic band of his boxers up, the pink tip peeking out just enough that the sunlight glinted off a dollop of precum beading on his slit. Justin got down on his knees, and with the elegance and grace of an elf noble, he pulled the man’s boxers down enough to free his cock and balls, and without hesitation wrapped his lips around the shaft.

The man groaned as Justin’s lashes fluttered. He slid farther down, his saliva wetting the man’s flesh to make sucking him off easier. Not that swallowing him whole was difficult—the guy wasn’t that big—but Justin got the feeling that, given how his body instinctively knew how to strut around in high heels, it also knew how to deepthroat a real monster.

As the man’s tip lodged tight in the back of Justin’s throat, he looked up at the phone. He’s recording me, he realized. Holy shit, he’s recording me. But he wasn’t worried; he was turned on. His pussy spasmed with desire and he moaned, the sound stifled by the cock he’d stuffed himself with.

“That’s right,” the man said, already panting. “Suck it.”

Justin obliged, still looking up at him as he started to pump the man’s dick in and out of his mouth in earnest.

The man must have been as sexually inexperienced as he looked, because he didn’t last long. Within a few minutes, he was bucking his hips, grunting as he shot a load of hot, sticky cum all over Justin’s flicking tongue. Instinctually, he swallowed, but the man pulled out a moment later and started jerking it, painting Justin’s face with the last vestiges of his orgasm.

“Oh, fuck yes! I’m going to keep this video forever,” he said, grinning as he shoved his phone into his pocket. A second later, he’d pulled up his boxers and pants and was stepping around Justin on his way back into the convention center. “Thanks, slut!”

Slut. That word panged in Justin’s gut, filling him with ecstatic delight. Just hearing it soaked not only his panties, but the insides of his thighs with warm, wet lust. It was all he could do not to reach into them and stroke his aching clit until he made a mess all over his hand.

By the time he finally snapped out of his haze of desire, the mystery cameraman was long gone. He wiped off his cum-splattered face with his long, delicate fingers, and without thinking, stuck the fingers into his mouth and licked them clean. The act sobered him up immediately.

Justin smacked his cheeks with both hands. “Focus! Focus! Get to the exhibit hall and find that old hag. Let’s not do that again, shall we?” He smacked his cheeks once more for good measure before heading inside, trying to ignore the slick sound his thighs made as they rubbed together.

Getting down to the exhibit hall was a bit like traveling through rush-hour traffic. Justin would walk a bit, get stopped for photos, move on, and stop again. He had lost count of the number of photos he’d let others take of him, though what he couldn’t forget was the couple of guys who’d wrapped their arms around him when he posed for them. One man even got away with placing his hand on the very top of Justin’s ample butt.

It was even more difficult to navigate inside the exhibit hall, and by the time he made it to the fantasy district, he was very much hot and bothered. His was feverish, every inch of his skin burning with need, begging to be touched.

But when he managed to find the spot where the old woman’s shop was, his desires came to a screeching halt.

This… This can’t be right. I know I’m in the right spot!

Where the passage to the weird tree shop should have been, there was now nothing more than the faded fabric the convention center used to separate the booths. Justin pulled it aside, his heart in his throat, and revealed nothing but empty space. The woman’s shop was completely gone.

Numbly, his fingers moved to his necklace. How am I going to get this thing off now?

Then, as quickly as it left, the burning passion reignited within him. He just knew that if he didn’t get out of there, he would end up getting escorted off the property for committing lewd acts in public, and he doubted the cops would accept his defense of I was magically transformed and can’t control my libido!

He did manage to escape the hall, but not gracefully. More than once his body brushed past another’s, and there was definitely an occasion or two where his breasts pressed against someone’s back.

That’s when his worst fear manifested itself before him.

“Whoa, that’s amazing!” Todd said. “Can I get a photo with you?”

Justin put on a fake smile as Todd handed his phone off to Paul. Next to him, Chen was also snapping a few photos with his phone. Todd was never shy about his feelings toward not only attractive women, but attractive cosplayers. Unfortunately for Justin, his body was overriding the commands from his brain, and as Todd moved in next to him, Justin lowered his arm to Todd’s hip and pulled him in close. Todd responded with placing his hand not on the small of Justin’s back, but firmly on his butt.

Any other woman would’ve stepped away and slapped Todd for his transgression, but Justin was drunk on lust, and after a couple photos, he found himself leaning in and kissing Todd on the cheek.

The three of them took turns posing with Justin, and after an eternity and one last group photo, they finally let him be. Justin practically ran back upstairs toward the quiet hallway, seeking solitude and refuge.

The short hallway was completely empty. The din of the convention was barely even audible. He pressed his back to the wall, let out the breath he hadn’t even known he was holding, and closed his eyes to shut out the world.

“Hey, are you all right?”

The woman’s voice sounded familiar, and when Justin opened his eyes, he saw that it was none other than Isabella.

She thumbed behind her. “I saw you run up here and figured I’d check to see if you’re okay. Did something happen?”

Justin couldn’t help but chuckle. Yeah, I got transformed into a slutty elf with an attention-seeking libido. “I’m fine,” he said. “Just… worn out. Needed a breather and some alone time.”

Isabella smiled. “Mind if I join you? I could use it too. The crowds today are ravenous.”

“Tell me about it.”

Isabella extended her hand. “I’m Isabella. Pleasure to meet you.”

“Ju… Jill,” Justin mumbled. “I saw you earlier, but didn’t get a chance to talk.” Heat prickled his cheeks. “You look amazing.”

“That’s quite something, coming from you,” she replied. “Your outfit is amazing! The quality of the fabric… it’s just beyond professional.”

“Yeah, it’s… well, it definitely wasn’t easy. But you… I do love a woman in armor.”

Isabella smirked. “Is that so? A lot of guys are intimidated by it.”

“I think it’s really hot.” Justin blushed as he covered his mouth with his hand. “Oh, I’m so sorry! I…”

“It’s fine. I think you’re pretty hot yourself. I’m sure the guys are going to war trying to get their hands on you.”

“I’d rather it be your hands all over—” Justin cut himself off and averted his gaze, putting all the effort he could muster into not looking in Isabella’s direction.

But then she stepped into his field of view, smiling. “You know, there’s a room not too far from here that never gets any traffic. Last year, I sorta used it as a personal hideaway.”

Justin swallowed and opened his mouth to speak, but no words came. All he could do was nod.

Isabella took his hand and gently pulled him off of the wall and led him down the hallway to one of the smaller panel rooms. Racks of chairs had been stacked on top of one another, and a few tables were spread out across the space, but otherwise, it was empty.

“How did you find this place?” Justin asked.

Isabella laughed. “Honestly? I was lost and thought this was where a panel was.”

It was a very secluded place. Justin couldn’t even hear the roar of the crowds in the exhibit hall any longer. As he was taking a look around, Isabella snuck up on him, and the moment he turned, she took his face in her hands and claimed his mouth.

He kissed her back, and together they stumbled about the empty room, feeling around for a safe spot to make love on. Isabella snaked her hands underneath Justin’s dress and cupped his breasts, using her thumbs and forefingers to roll his nipples. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was half-sitting on a table, he would’ve collapsed.

Isabella purred into his mouth, biting his lower lip and sucking softly as she plucked his tender nipples. “Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” Justin breathed, barely able to make the sound at all. She’d rendered him breathless, and when she plunged one hand inside his soaked thong, he grew lightheaded with desire.

“Holy shit, Jill, you’re soaking wet,” Isabella gasped, fondling Justin’s bare pussy lips.

Clearing his throat, he stammered, “I, uh…” but couldn’t come to a more eloquent conclusion than that. Luckily, Isabella was only too happy to take control.

“Why don’t you get on your knees for me, you hot little slut?”

Slut. There was that word again, the one that made Justin want to spread his legs wide and take whatever Isabella had on offer. But she’d given him a command, and like a good girl, he followed it, vacating his perch to kneel as Isabella sat on the edge of the table instead.

This was the second time he’d been on his knees in one afternoon, and even though his body hadn’t had any objections at the time, he much preferred Isabella to the pervert he’d sucked off earlier. When she pulled aside her chainmail skirt, he slid his hands up her legs to grip and then pull down her panties. The smell of her cunt made his mouth water.

Now this is more like it, he thought, leaning in to tease Isabella’s clit out from under its hood as he slid his fingers into his own panties.

“Oh, fuck!” Isabella moaned, head falling back in pleasure. “You’re not… touching yourself, are you?”

Justin pulled his fingers out and whimpered. He was unbelievably horny. He’d been waiting all day for this. But Isabella seemed serious, and so he used his wet hand to hold her legs apart as he tongued her, sucking on her swollen little bud.

Despite having never done this before—not even in his dreams—he figured he was doing something right when Isabella wrapped her legs around his head and cried out, “Yes, don’t stop!” She gripped his hair tight, pulling a fistful of it as he quickened his pace, practically vibrating against her pussy as Isabella finally let go with a squeal of delight.

Her inner muscles clenched, cunt contracting in bliss as she ground her pussy against Justin’s face. He kept licking, kept sucking at that pleasure center, until Isabella pounced and forced him onto his back on the ground.

She kissed his lips, licking her own lust off of them before ducking down to blaze a hot, wet trail along his throat. She explored the valley between his breasts next, tugging aside the fabric covered them so she could suck his tits, kneading them with one hand as she shoved up his dress with the other.

Pulling his thong aside, she delved down even farther, spreading Justin’s pussy with her fingers to make room for her wicked little tongue. All Justin could do was squirm and moan, stifling himself on his hand so no one came looking for the source of his wanton cries.

“Almost there,” he choked out, rocking helplessly against Isabella’s mouth. “Oh, fuck. That’s it. I’m gonna…!”

His orgasm struck him like a freight train, stealing the breath from his body as his vision blurred. He’d cum as a man, obviously, but as a woman, the sensation was so much more intense. Immediately Justin knew there was no way he’d ever feel something that powerful again. If this was how women felt with every orgasm, he’d gladly keep wearing the necklace. How could he go back to jerking it off at his desk?

As he came down from his high, Isabella helped him to his feet. He stumbled into her, legs trembling with the aftershocks of such a mind-blowing orgasm. Once again he narrowly avoided obliterating his ankles, though he did teeter face-first into her chest. She laughed as he regained his footing.

“Sorry!” he said, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“Don’t be. Hey, can I get a selfie with you?” She already had her phone out and at the ready. Justin replied with a smile and a nod, and she wrapped her arm around his waist and pulled him in as close as she could against her armor.

Her smile grew as she looked at the photo, then vanished as an alarm rang on her phone. “Oh, fuck. I’m going to be late!” She looked back at the door. “I have an appointment with a photographer.” She handed him one of her business cards. “Are you a local?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. Call me.”

Justin took the card, and Isabella tucked her phone into a hidden pocket and ran off, waving goodbye as she did. He watched her leave, his stupid grin remaining stuck to his face long after she was gone.

Click.

The necklace slid free of his neck, tumbling down to rest comfortably in his cleavage. He picked it up and held it in front of him, thumbing the golden weave. The changes began a moment or two later, and maybe ten or fifteen seconds after that, he had returned to his male form.

At his feet were his belongings. He slipped his backpack back on and found his phone.

There was only one missed message from Chen saying they were heading back to the exhibit hall. When Justin eventually did catch up to them, Todd started gushing about the “fucking bombshell hottest woman he’s ever seen” elf cosplayer who even gave him a kiss on the cheek.

“Dude, you missed it. She let me grab her ass!”

“It was a pretty nice ass,” Paul added.

“Should’ve asked for her number,” Chen said. “She might’ve given it to you.”

“I doubt that,” Justin said. “How many times have you asked for a hot chick’s number and they just gave it to you?”

Todd, ahead of them, turned and walked back toward them. He pointed at Justin. “At least I can say that I’ve slept with a woman. Unlike you.”

Justin rolled his eyes. Paul chuckled.

“Hold up.” Chen pointed ahead of them. “I think I recognize that woman.”

Justin froze when he saw Isabella talking with a photographer, who was showing some of the pictures he took of her.

“Didn’t she go to our school?” Paul said.

“You guys!” Todd poked at Justin. “That’s the girl that Justin had a huge crush on!”

“Oh shit, you’re right!” Paul said. “Damn, does she look nice.”

“Justin, dude.” Chen grabbed him by the shoulder and edged him forward. “You should go talk to her. Better late than never.”

“Guys, I don’t think—”

“Quit being a pussy,” Todd said. “If you don’t, I will. In fact, I just—”

Justin eased past him. “Fuck no. You stay away from her.”

Todd flipped him off, but his grin was wide and mischievous. “That’s okay, I’ll go ask her out once she shoots you down.”

Justin’s heart pounded as he clenched his hands into fists. Isabella had her back to him as she and the photographer exchanged business cards. The man bowed his head and walked off.

He dug the necklace out of his backpack and put it back on his neck, not realizing that he could very well transform in front of everyone—including his friends. But nothing happened as he approached.

He stopped, took a deep breath, then said, “Hey, Isabella?”

It took all the effort in the world for him to just get those two words out. He didn’t think he had the strength to carry on a conversation with the woman he’d had a crush on for more than a decade, despite the fact that an hour or so ago, his face had been buried between her legs—and vice versa.

She turned, and it was like a scene out of a romcom where time slowed down. Justin smiled weakly as she looked at him. She squinted, cocked her head, and then recognition dawned on her face.

“Justin? Is that you?”

“Hey…” he half-said, half-laughed. “It’s been a while. Didn’t expect to see you here. Your cosplay is amazing.”

She spotted the necklace and pointed at it. “That necklace… Where did you get it?”

“There was a vendor in the fantasy area. Why? Do you like it?”

“It’s… really beautiful.” She trailed off for a moment, face reddening before she shook it off. “Sorry, someone else I know has that necklace.”

Justin looked away bashfully. “I was wondering, would you like to, umm… maybe get a drink sometime? There’s a great craft brewery I know of that does trivia nights.”

He braced himself for rejection, but when he looked up at Isabella, she was smiling warmly. “Sure, I’d like that.” She handed him one of her business cards. “Call me after the convention. I like your shirt, by the way. That game is a favorite of mine.”

“Awesome. And yeah, it’s amazing.”

She waved. “Gotta run. Life of a cosplayer is always busy.”

He watched her walk off, smiling from ear to ear.

“Dude, nice.” Paul patted him on the shoulder.

Todd squinted at the necklace. “Where did you get that? That super slutty elf chick had one just like it. Maybe I should get one.” He laughed.

Justin touched the necklace. “Thank you,” he whispered.

“Come on.” Todd ran off in front of them. “Supposedly, there’s this wrestling ring with two ladies going at it.”

“Now that I want to see,” Paul said, catching up to Todd.

“Coming, Justin?” Chen called after him.

Justin grabbed the straps of his backpack and ran after his friends through the doors to the exhibit hall.

 

ADVENTURES AT BIMBOCON

THE PROTOTYPE

 

For Peter, this wasn’t just a weekend getaway to any old nerd convention. It was an escape. Five days to himself in Las Vegas to attend the greatest convention there was: MilleniaCon. 

What started as a small gathering for hardcore sci-fi fans in a two-star hotel conference room in New Mexico had grown to take over the entire Las Vegas Convention Center. Home to not only everything science fiction, but technology as well, a somewhat controversial change that Peter embraced, as he always loved to see what new tech was coming to the market, even if there was absolutely no way he could afford it.

Life had turned monotonous and, with each passing year, MilleniaCon went from a fun weekend getaway to a much-needed respite. Each year tickets were harder to purchase, and after finally securing a three-day pass for the first time in several years, Peter decided it was a good time as any to splurge.

The glow of countless neon lights illuminated his suite, looking out over Las Vegas Boulevard. The street below was a thrum of activity as the setting sun blanketed Sin City in a fiery mix of oranges and reds. Peter looked down at the crowds as he tried to formulate his own plan for the evening. The convention didn’t start until tomorrow, he’d already secured his badge, and the flight had been a lot smoother than he expected.

A fancy dinner? Maybe a show of some sort? Perhaps try his luck at the casino downstairs? Clubbing? All doable this year, thanks to a welcomed pay raise and bonus from his already cushy job. He did have something else he could try, that other thing that always plagued him. It whispered into his ear, tempting him. 

He glanced back at his laptop. 

He entertained the idea for a few seconds.

It was a few seconds longer than he wanted to.

Peter wasn’t a virgin. He could thank Courtney, and their high school tryst, for that. He happened upon her a year or so ago on social media. She’d kept the neon hair but dropped the black fishnets and spiked leather attire. He hasn’t been laid since his last relationship ended, and that was nearly a year ago. The couple of dates he’d been on since hadn’t gone anywhere, which is why he was once again looking back at his laptop and considering seeking an escort for the night.

It’s not like his job kept him busy, or that he came home exhausted. He was just… awkward. Socially and physically. Blessed with genes that kept him skinny no matter his diet, his attempts to put on muscle had little results. Monica, his ex, always complained about his bony elbows and how she felt like she was having sex with a wooden doll. Maybe an escort could teach him a thing or two. His stomach decided for him and, after losing a hundred bucks on one of the slot machines following a deliciously expensive meal, Peter decided to call it a night.

 

Nothing could prepare someone for their first time at a convention like MilleniaCon. Culture shock was a good way to put it. Sensory overload was another way to describe it. There’s just so much to take in when an attendee walked through those front doors for the very first time and, even after going for years, the sight still took Peter’s breath away.

As much as he wanted to attend the panels where the A-list celebrities came to market whatever show or movie they’re a part of, that would’ve required getting in line yesterday for a chance to get a ticket to the panel. The smaller panels were always the most interesting, and sometimes Peter found himself sitting in on academic presentations on new rocket propulsion systems or the latest in computing technology, robotic tech demonstrations, and that one year he’d managed to win a ride in a self-driving luxury car.

But, for now, he wanted to do nothing more than just walk the aisles as he sipped his coffee, browsing the artist tables, flipping through a self-published comic book, or watching a small demo from some independent game developer spliced between big-name tech companies or production studios.

As it neared lunchtime, Peter caught sight of something he didn’t expect. Three years ago, the adult industry finally got the approval to join the ranks of exhibitors at MilleniaCon. It was an inevitability, Peter knew, since the convention did take place in Las Vegas, after all. The company behind the convention made it clear they had no intention to ban minors from attending, however, and reiterated the “family-friendly” nature of the convention.

It seemed this year that all the adult entertainment booths banded together to form their own “red light district”, complete with walls and security checking IDs. As he watched, a pair of teenage boys got turned away by the rather official-looking bouncer. His suit put him leagues above the rent-a-cops that normally act as convention security.

Peter knew that, at some point this weekend, he was going to check out the district, because his curiosity would get the better of him. For now, he’d stick with the main floor. A few minutes later, curiosity got the better of him, but it wasn’t for the adult district of MilleniaCon, it was for a small booth that, by all means, should not exist. Sandwiched between two larger booths, the narrow entrance was wide enough for Peter to walk through, but anyone larger would need to enter sideways.

“Okay, this is wild,” he muttered, glancing about.

The back-alley booth was decorated as such, so much so that Peter felt like he really was in some back-alley shop in some dark part of a future-city. Ambient sounds filled the space from hidden speakers, adding rainfall and city noises to the din of the convention center.

The actual shop had little to offer. A small glass display case that already seemed to be picked over, with silhouettes in the dust giving clues as to what may have been there before.

“Welcome, welcome.”

Turning, Peter saw the source of the ancient-sounding voice. An old woman, bent, barely taller than his waist, with ash-gray hair walked, around him and took a seat on the stool behind the glass display case.

“Interesting shop.” Peter forced the small talk. “Never seen any like it.”

“I don’t get many visitors, but those that do find me always leave satisfied.” She smiled and hopped back down from her stool. “I’ve got just what you’re looking for.”

Peter, who had already turned for the exit, stopped. He looked back at the old woman. “You have what?”

The shopkeeper said nothing as she rummaged around behind the display case. Leaning over the top to look behind, he spotted her looking through a seemingly hidden back panel. After a few more moments of searching, the shopkeeper stood and placed a sleek, chrome-plated box on the glass surface. It was a little smaller than a shoebox, but with no visible seam.

“What is it?”

“It’s a prototype sex toy, designed to give the user hours of pleasure.”

Peter’s eyes widened. “Wait, did you say—”

The shopkeeper pressed her thumb to the chrome surface and the device came alive. A seam grew along the outer walls and then the lid popped open. For such an extraordinary container, the contents were rather…anticlimactic. Then again, Peter wasn’t an avid connoisseur of adult toys. Even so, the object looked like nothing more than an oversized, light pink colored pill. A single black ring, about an inch thick, sat off-center along the cylindrical portion of the object.

Peter took a step back. “Wait a minute. What makes you think I need…” he gestured at the chrome-plated box, “…that?”

The shopkeeper turned the box toward him and smiled softly. “My boy, I’ve been in business for a very, very long time, and the reason why is because I know what my customers need, not what they want.” She removed the sex toy from the velvet liner and held it out for him. “Tell you what. Take it and go give it a trial run. If you don’t like it, then return here and I’ll take it off your hands.”

“You want me to try it out here?!” 

“Oh, of course not!” The old woman laughed. “This convention center has many bathrooms. I’m sure you can find one. You look like you could use it too. Been a while, has it?”

Peter said nothing as he looked down at the object. The shopkeeper waited patiently. A few moments later, against the voice of common sense screaming in his head, he took the sex toy. It had been a while, and he had grown tired of using his hands while scouring the internet for the right kind of material to jerk off to.

“Does it come with—”

“Here you go.” She handed him a small, folded pamphlet. “Off you go. I’ll be right here.”

Peter turned and walked toward the exit, stopping once to glance back. The old woman waved and smiled. “Enjoy!”

He replied with a weak smile and pocketed the object as he stepped out onto the main floor. Back in the heart of the convention storm, Peter started down the aisle, hoping once more to be lost in the spectacle of MilleniaCon. He made it to the end of the row before his curiosity got the better of him and he went on the hunt for the most isolated bathroom he could find.

He passed by exhausted con-goers, sitting on the floor with their backs pressed against the walls, as they munched on snacks, got a drink of water, or waited for their wireless devices to charge.

 The sounds of MilleniaCon faded away as he entered the secluded bathroom. Spotless and empty. Peter confirmed as much by peering under each stall door, choosing the extra-large handicap stall for the test run. Why he didn’t just go back to his hotel room eluded him but, at the same time, so did the justifications for trying out a sex toy in the bathroom of a convention center.

He twisted the end cap off and examined the toy for a moment before putting the cap back on and pressing his head against the cold tile wall of the bathroom. He couldn’t help but laugh at himself, at the sheer ridiculousness of the situation. The fact that the shopkeeper told him to return it if he didn’t find it satisfying. What retailer in their right mind would accept the return of a used sex toy?!

But it’s been so long, said the voice in his head. Your hand can only do so much.

“Ah, fuck it,” Peter muttered.

He bent down and, after confirming that no one else had entered the bathroom, he unzipped his pants and twisted off the cap to the toy. 

“Not sure I can see what’s so spe—oh!”

The device whirred to life as Peter slid his quickly hardening cock in. The soft, gel-like interior massaged his now fully erect dick. He found it difficult to stand as the pleasure flowed through him. A warm, almost comforting sensation emanated from his groin. A quick hand covered his mouth, stifling the moan that would’ve echoed rather loudly in the empty bathroom.

The sudden realization that he was about to cum snapped him out of the daze. His vision cleared, but panic started to take over as he found himself unable to pull the device off his cock. He only managed a couple attempts before the device kicked into high gear. 

A tingling numbness enveloped Peter’s body. His arms fell to his sides, limp. Stiff legs kept him upright, back pressed against the tiled wall. This time he wasn’t able to stop the moan as the pleasure surged through him, crashing over him and tossing him about like a wave. His vision blurred as, again and again, he ejaculated into the device. Somehow, some way, a small part of his consciousness that still functioned worried that at this rate, the device would overflow and his cum would ooze out all over his legs.

Something did flow from the device, but it wasn’t Peter’s hot sticky cum. Blinking away the haze, he glanced down to see the soft pink gel that lined the inside creep out and spread across his groin. By the time it clicked in Peter’s still recovering brain, the pink gel had spread around his hips and between his legs, forming into a strange, soft pink belt of sorts.

Paranoia cleared what remained of the erotic cloud in his mind. Regaining control of his arms, he reached down to pull the toy off his groin. It didn’t budge.

“Fucking piece of—” Another wave of pleasure passed through him, pacifying the frustration. As his arms fell to his sides, he felt his skin crawl. Looking down, Peter noticed a black, skin-tight fabric grew out from under the pink underwear, the soft gel hardening into some kind of plastic. The spandex-like material extended well beyond his torso, growing under his clothes, eventually reaching his fingers and toes before covering his head, leaving only his face exposed.

 “What is…” His eyes widened as he examined the new, shiny black layer. However, when he tried to pinch the fabric, he discovered that it wasn’t Spandex or Lycra, but something slick and firm that had replaced his skin.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” He swore under his breath as he felt around the edges of his face, hoping to find some kind of seam to tug at, but none could be found. “What is happening to—” A third orgasm cut off his query. He stumbled, but managed to grab onto the polished silver bar of the stall.

With his groin feeling very—almost worriedly—empty, the internal massagers that milked him dry slowed to a stop, but the toy remained securely fastened to the hard, soft pink plastic that almost looked like a thong. A dozen or so small lights started to blink, then his entire body started to ache. A burn, akin to the soreness felt after an intense workout, brought Peter to his hands and knees.

Just as quickly, a cooling sensation crept over his entire body, creating an odd mix with the throbbing ache in his muscles. When he managed to open his eyes, he saw the pink gel seep out from the black fabric that had replaced his skin. The substance grew and spread until it covered almost his entire body. Pulling up his shirt, it formed around his chest and pulled his stomach in. The gel hardened, forming not into skin, but almost like… armor.

He pulled his shirt up higher, revealing the two darker pink patches on his chest. They were two large, oval shapes, that still retained the gel-like texture. By the time it clicked in his brain what those were, the two oval shapes grew.

“Oh no, no, no!”

He pulled his shirt back down, but that didn’t stop the swelling. In only a few moments, Peter’s new breasts had grown large enough to stretch the fabric of his shirt. Getting to his feet, Peter threw open the door to the stall and ran to the closest mirror, completely forgetting to check to see if he was alone or not. The toy still remained securely fastened to his groin, but all he could focus on were the changes happening to his face.

His previously fair complexion had taken on the same pinkish hue as the rest of his body, except for his lips and scalp, which had taken on the same color as his massive breasts. Slender fingers poked at his bald head and, as if reacting to the touch, purplish-pink hair erupted from the top of his head, forming quickly into a bob hairdo. 

Long, slender fingers combed through the hair. It felt real. Even the little tang of pain from tugging on the neon strands. Then, without the need for a touch activation, Peter watched as his lips swelled up, forming into a thick O-shape. He blinked in surprise, then watched as the brown of his irises faded away, becoming hot pink.

“Oh my—” A soft, honey-sweet female voice filled his ears. Looking around, Peter saw no one. He tested his voice again. “Hello?” The same feminine voice from before. “No, this isn’t my…” he trailed off as his eyes widened in horror at the sound of his new voice.

Before he could properly freak out, a tightness in his groin pulled his attention downward, as his ass, made from the same material as his breasts and lips, started to swell. As quickly as he could, he pulled his pants up and over the growing rump, hoping his khaki shorts would contain his plump new assets. It was difficult with the toy still connected to the front of his groin, but somehow he managed.

Feeling a prick at the bottom of his heel, Peter glanced down and watched in stunned silence as his feet transformed into platform high heels. The hard pink material covered almost his entire body, with only the black Lycra material showing in the seams.

“What… is happening to me?” He said, staring into his reflection.

Before he could get an answer, he heard a hiss and a click. Looking down, the lights on the toy that had started it all faded. The device detached itself from his body and fell to the ground with a dull thud leaving behind, in the same fashion as his new breasts and thick lips, the smooth flesh and puffy lips of a woman’s vagina.

Shaky fingers reached down for new addition, but before they reached the destination, Peter heard the door to the bathroom open. Faster than he thought possible in his new footwear, he bolted for the handicap stall, grabbing the toy on the way.

As he zipped up his pants and waited for his unwelcome guest to finish his business and leave, Peter realized his heart wasn’t pounding in his chest. 

In fact, he had no heart rate at all.

What the fuck is going on?

That’s when the text appeared in his vision.

SET UP COMPLETE…

INITIATING PROGRAMMING… COMPLETE…

REACHING OUT FOR INSTRUCTIONS…

“Why, hello there,” a different female voice said in his head. “Identify.”

My name is—UNIT F-00 V9.

“Glad to see you’re up and running. Unit, what’s your current whereabouts?”

Who is this? Why are you—LOCATION: SECOND FLOOR, MEN’S RESTROOM, NORTHEAST CORNER.

“Not to worry, I’ll explain everything,” the voice said in a rather calm and confident matter. “Unit, return to the booth for diagnostics.”

Wait, what? No fucking—COMMAND RECEIVED. RETURNING.

Peter could only watch as his body moved on its own. With quick, deliberate movements, he secured the cap back onto the sex toy and, with the flexibility of a contortionist, reached behind his back and inserted the toy into an unseen slot. He felt a kind of hatch close, sealing itself  in manner that felt… strange.

Way more than just strange.

Then his body began moving toward the stall door, the clicking of his heels echoing in the bathroom.

“Uh, is someone there?”

No no no no no! Stop! Don’t!

Without any hesitation, Peter exited the bathroom stall and walked past the man currently washing his hands. 

“What the fuck, lady?” The guy’s voice was a mix of confusion, embarrassment, and anger. Peter’s legs continued on, his robotic body showing no doubt or indecision.

Peter had been on some terrible rides throughout his life. Rollercoasters, taxis in countries that seemingly had no driving laws, turbulent flights, and that one time he was dragged along to go white-water rafting and nearly drowned. This made them all look like a float down a lazy river. Riding passenger in his own—albeit transformed—body was enough to give him a panic attack. 

He lost count of the number of turned heads, double-takes, and slack-jawed stares, and that was just through his limited viewpoint and peripheral vision. Then again, would he want to be able to look around and see everyone staring him down? 

Just glad I have clothes on.

Not all the looks he received were shock and horror, a fair number—almost all men—were looks of curiosity and intrigue. Maybe even lust. It was an idea that he didn’t want to consider. Instead, he focused all his brainpower on trying to regain control of his body, a feat that he wasn’t able to accomplish by the time his robotic body strolled through one of the two entrances to the Adult Only section of MilleniaCon. 

Eventually, he came to a stop in front of one of the booths. It was small, maybe twenty feet square. It had solid gray walls with a single door that opened like an elevator. No decorations of any kind, as far as Peter could see, just a small paper banner with the name of some generic tech company on it, and another piece of paper taped to the doors saying, “Opening Soon.”

“Ah, there you are,” a voice very much like the one inside his head said. A woman in a white lab coat stepped in front of Peter and waved a badge over a hidden card reader. The doors opened, and Peter helplessly followed the woman inside. 

While the exterior looked like a box made of drywall, the interior was very much the opposite. Neon lighting followed the edges and corners, illuminating the futuristic layout. A silent ad played on a flat panel display mounted flush with the walls. Frosted glass separated a portion of the room, where lounge chairs and a low table made the space into a waiting area.

The woman grabbed what looked like a small rectangular piece of glass off the table, but once in her hands, it came to life. Then she turned and, for the first time, Peter got a good look at her. Short, brunette hair pulled back into a loose ponytail with narrow-framed glasses. She wore a red dress with matching high heels under the white lab coat. Something about her seemed… familiar.

“Alright, let’s see how you turned out.” Quick fingers tapped on the glass. “Autopilot off.”

AUTOPILOT DISENGAGED. MOVEMENT RESTORED TO UNIT.

A little unsteady on his feet with the return of control, Peter took the opportunity to look around. “What the fuck is going on here!? Who are you?! What did you do to—”

“Mute voice.” The woman spoke the command with a calm, quiet confidence. Peter could feel his mouth moving, but no sound came out. In the corner of his vision, VOICE DISABLED blinked slowly.

“Tell me, Peter,” the woman asked, her red lips curling into a smirk, “did the toy give you the satisfaction you were looking for?”

He tried to respond, but nothing came out.

“Oh right, sorry.” She tapped on the glass and the mute warning vanished.

“What did you…” his voice drifted off as the pieces fell into place. “You… you’re the woman… the old woman… how? Why?”

“Yes, I am the same woman from earlier, though this is the real me. The old woman visage is just what I use when I run my shop. You can call me Deborah. Or Debbie.” She tapped on the glass. “Unit, run scan. Determine synthesis level.”

Text streamed across Peter’s vision for a few moments. “What are y—”

“Scan complete. Synthesis achieved. Body fully functional. User “Peter” still intact with basic privilege level.”

“Peter, I believe you have some questions?”

Peter blinked. “Yeah, like, what the fuck is going on? What did you do to my body?” He gestured to himself.

Debbie smiled. “Easy. I’m fulfilling the toy’s promise of hours of user satisfaction. Did you not read the pamphlet I gave you?”

“I uh… no.”

Debbie continued. “The toy is a prototype. State of the art, really. Originally designed for use on women, you’re my first male user.” Her voice changed subtly. “Unit: remove clothing and assume inspection position.”

Peter’s new body obeyed the command. He watched, helpless to stop what was happening, as slender fingers removed his clothes – or, at least the ones he’d been wearing before this all began. A few moments later, he felt a strange tingling all over, a queasy yet seductive caress as the Lycra bodysuit shrank back into wherever it had come from, leaving him naked in the center of the booth, legs spread shoulder-width apart, with his arms pointed down.

“This isn’t permanent, is it? I mean, I’m not… stuck like this?”

Debbie encircled Peter, tapping on her tablet. “It can be, if you want.”

“I don’t think I’ll—ohhhh fuck.” Whatever else he wanted to say was lost as two fingers slid into a cavity that was very, very new. It was a clinical sort of probing, and yet the most intimate thing he’d ever felt in his entire life.

“Excellent. Warm. Moist. Realistic.” She removed her fingers and set the tablet down.

He almost moaned at their absence, but he didn’t want to think about that. “Was that what I think it—mmmmph.” Again, Peter’s train of thought was derailed as Debbie fondled, groped, squeezed, and massaged his new breasts.

“Feels good, don’t it?” She tried to stifle a laugh.

Why hadn’t he done this himself? Why hadn’t he taken the opportunity to explore his new body in the bathroom? There was so much here to feel, to experience, to enjoy. “Yes… oh my god yes.” He blinked. “Wait, no.”

“You sure?” She winked, then stepped away from Peter to pick up her tablet. “I think we’re ready.”

“Ready?” He was still feeling unsteady, trapped between worlds of reason and desire, his new body warring with his old mind. “Ready for what?”

“What, you don’t think you were turned into a store mannequin, did you? I did promise you hours of user satisfaction.”

“That’s not what—”

“Unit, load program: Show Floor Model.”

A slew of commands flew by in Peter’s vision as a loading bar filled up.

“Program loaded. Unit awaiting further instructions.”

RUNNING PROGRAM: SHOW FLOOR MODEL.

USER “PETER” CONTROL REVOKED.

AWAITING OPERATOR INPUT…

He felt frozen again. Well, not frozen – he could feel, just not move. 

Debbie walked over to the frosted glass. She waved her badge over it and a seem appeared, forming the shape of a door that, once finished, slid open. Peter could only watch from inside himself as his new body followed whatever the newly loaded program dictated. He walked through the doorway into the small room behind the frosted glass.

Oh no.

The room contained a raised padded mat, the size of a twin bed, and a single chair. Peter moved to the corner and turned to face the room. He watched as the frosted glass door closed and disappeared.

A few minutes later, the doors to the booth opened and the sounds of the convention flowed in.

“Ah, gentlemen, welcome, welcome,” Debbie’s voice rang with a jovial tone. “I do apologize for the wait; it took some time to get my prototype up and running. But she’s all ready for you. Just need you to fill out the necessary paperwork.”

“Can’t wait to give it a try. I’ve heard it’s quite something!”

“Is it in there?” another male voice asked.

“Yes, she is,” Debbie replied.”

“And it’s true you can customize her?”

Customize her? What the fuck?!

“Correct. We’re still working on some options but, for the most part, you can make her look how you’d like. The floor model you’ll be trying out has the following customization options: hairstyle and color, skin tone, breast and butt size, and eye color and shape. Here is your configuration tool. After confirming your look, just press it against her forehead and she’ll take on your desired appearance.”

“Is that her default appearance?”

“Correct.”

“I think I like her just the way she is.”

“If that’s the case, then go on in. She’s waiting for you.”

The door reappeared in the frosted glass wall and a man stepped in. 

Oh no. No, no no.

Blonde hair slicked back, button-down shirt with a suit jacket. The businessman – who’d probably just come back from a strip club – gave Peter a coy smile as he advanced toward him. The door closed behind him.

“Well, look at that.” The man wasn’t shy with his hands. Fingers glided across Peter’s artificial body. He shuddered at the feeling. The last thing he wanted was a man’s fingers groping and pawing at his flesh, but the rough touch and coarse skin elicited feelings of pleasure he couldn’t control.

“You have fifteen minutes,” Debbie said.

The man grinned as he squeezed Peter’s breasts. Peter’s mind registered every touch, every squeeze, yet his body didn’t react. His moans – and make no mistake, he was moaning aloud inside his head – remained silent.

“Let’s test those lips first.” The man unzipped his pants. “Go on, give it a taste.”

The text that filled Peter’s vision made his heart sank. That is, if he still had one.

OPERATOR ACKNOWLEDGED.

COMMAND RECEIVED.

LOADING REFERENCE…

A barrage of images and clips of women performing blowjobs filled Peter’s vision. Like how Neo received training packages in The Matrix, in a manner of seconds, Peter became an expert on sucking cock.

LOADING COMPLETE. BEGIN SERVICE.

Peter stepped forward. He turned, and with all the elegance, poise, and practice of an experienced porn star, got on his knees and immediately wrapped his thick, hot pink lips around the man’s cock.

Oh fuck no.

Peter had never sucked another man’s cock before. He’d never had any desire to! Prior to transforming into this sexbot, he’d been very secure in his sexuality. Not for a single moment had he ever considered being with another man. And yet here he was, his tongue running lovingly over the stranger’s shaft, even as his dainty hand squeezed at the man’s hairy, sweaty balls. The thought of what he was doing made him want to be sick, but his body reacted to the bitter taste of precum like it was everything he’d ever desired.

Peter felt the cock slip into his throat. He wanted to gag, felt like he should gag, but this body was very good at what it did. He heard the sloppy sounds of a blowjob coming from inside his head, and that was something he’d never wanted to experience. That certainly, that utter confidence in his own heterosexual masculinity, didn’t change, not even as he brought the sleazy blonde businessman to orgasm with his lips. His mouth was sucking like a goddamned vacuum, his hand still squeezing and fondling those balls, as the man filled his mouth with cum. 

For the first – and, hopefully, last – time in his life, Peter tasted a man’s hot cum flowing over his tongue. It tasted terrible, and Peter hoped he’d never have to do that again, but his new body filled with the warmth of a job well done.

The blonde man left looking disappointed, but not at the sex doll, as Peter initially assumed, but at himself for cumming so easily, as revealed by his self-recriminating muttering as much as he approached the door. Peter heard that perfectly, as if the man were still right before him. The man walked back through the frosted glass with a little over thirteen minutes left on his allotted time.

The next man to come in was dressed similarly to the first, only he was about fifty or so pounds heavier. Also, unlike the previous man, this client decided to alter Peter’s appearance. He pressed the configuration tool against Peter’s forehead and the desired look appeared in Peter’s vision.

OPERATOR INPUT RECEIVED. LOADING CONFIGURATION…

Long, wavy blonde hair, massive tits, fair skin, ocean blue eyes.

UPDATING FORM TO MATCH OPERATOR CONFIGURATION.

Long, wavy blonde hair erupted from Peter’s head. He felt it flow down over his naked shoulders. The sensation from earlier, when Peter’s already ample breasts had first appeared, returned as they swelled up to nearly twice their size. They must’ve been as big as watermelons. He felt his body adjust its posture to keep from toppling over. They were so big, they essentially cut off a significant portion of the lower part of his vision.

He wasn’t sure if that was a blessing or a curse.

CONFIGURATION ACHIEVED. AWAITING OPERATOR COMMAND…

“Oh my god, they’re beautiful,” the man said, gently rubbing and massaging Peter’s massive tits. Inwardly, Peter panicked at the pleasurable feelings emanating from his breasts, the waves of delight that pulsed with each of the man’s squeezes. “Come to daddy,” the man muttered before burying his face between the two mounds.

Having always wanted to do that himself, Peter looked down and was struck by how odd it was to see himself on the wrong side of the fantasy.

When the client came up for air, he did so with a shit-eating grin. Peter hoped that was it, that’d he’d only wanted some big titties to play with, but then he then promptly dropped his pants and proceeded to slide his dick between those ample tits. 

Peter’s body moaned in response. It licked its lips seductively as it looked down at that alien cockhead playing peekaboo from between his breasts, but all he could feel was a growing sense of dread over what he suspected must be coming next.

This guy didn’t last much longer than the first. Peter was just starting to get used to the slippery feeling of a cock sliding up and down between his breasts, just becoming accustomed to the man’s increasingly frantic moaning and groaning, when he proceeded to blow his load all over Peter’s neck and face. Having already tasted one load inside his mouth, he felt this one all over the perfect flesh of his new body.

And immediately added another experience to the list of things he hoped to never do again.

On and on it went. Client after client. Some kept Peter in his default pinkish robotic form, others changed his looks – from the fairest pales, to the darkest tones, and everything in between. He tried to tune out the pleasurable signals coming from his sexbot flesh. He tried to ignore the increasingly erotic sensations, but with each satisfied client, it became harder and harder.

It was when he caught himself moaning while getting fucked, legs spread wide, the client’s hands firmly squeezing each breast, that Peter realized if he didn’t do something now, he’d never want to leave. What had started out as a gross feeling of violation was becoming a glorious one of intimate conquest. He felt his insides clutching the man’s cock, as if desperate to keep it there, deep inside. His body was undulating with the man’s thrusts, riding him back, even as he was being ridden hard.

It was when Peter’s hand strayed down below to play with his clit – which was swollen and throbbing with pleasure – that it all came crashing down upon him.

There’s got to be some way I can get out of here!

The door to the chamber opened and Debbie entered, her keypad in hand. “I think that’s enough demonstrations for now. Let’s get you on the show floor.” 

She tapped the glass tablet and a wall panel opened, revealing what could barely be described as an outfit. Peter only wanted this to be over, yet he welcomed the way he reached out to grasp the dress. He shuddered with relief as the metallic silver dress slipped over him, even though it only covered just enough of his “assets” to allow him to be seen in public.

Outside of Vegas, it would promptly get him arrested.

“How was it, Peter?” Debbie said. She tapped the tablet and a prompt appeared in Peter’s vision. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

BASIC PRIVILEGES RESTORED TO USER “PETER”.

Peter blinked as he regained control of his body. “What? Are you crazy?! That was terrible!”

Debbie cocked her head to the side. She looked frustrated. “Perhaps I should increase the pleasure parameter, that might—”

Peter reached out and smacked the tablet out of her hand. It fell to the floor and shattered. Before she could say anything, utter some new command, he sprinted out of the private booth, pushing past Debbie and out onto the main floor of the convention.

ADMIN CONNECTION TERMINATED… ATTEMPTING RECONNECTION…

Peter didn’t hesitate. The moment he stepped out onto the floor, he ran for the closest exit out of the enclosed adult section and into the main convention center.

ATTEMPTING RECONNECTION… FAILED…

Abort reconnection, he thought, hoping that he could somehow issue his own command and regain full control. While not the most tech-savvy, Peter did consider himself at least somewhat knowledgeable in all things computers and technology, supplemented somewhat by a love of science fiction.

RECONNECTION ABORTED.

Well, I’ll be damned.

If he weren’t so focused on trying to escape the maze of the exhibit hall, Peter would’ve sighed with relief as the prompt appeared in the lower corner of his vision. The sexbot body was definitely an upgrade in some respects – he maneuvered through the crowds with ease, like some sort of cybernetic ninja – but his ample breasts and ass didn’t go unnoticed with each step he took.

When he finally escaped the crowd and found some hidden corner upstairs, away from the main floor, he was surprised to find that he wasn’t the least bit winded, nor did his leg muscles scream in protest. He felt like he could run all day and never get tired. In fact, he was tempted to do just that. Had he been better dressed, he’d have considered running all the way home. Instead, still feeling exposed, he opened the first door he laid eyes on and stepped inside a small maintenance closet.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered, cringing at the soft, seductive female voice that filled his ears. He closed his eyes, trying to forget all the looks, stares, and outbursts from everyone he’d passed by in his daring escape from Debbie and her sex dungeon. There were definitely some cell phone photos and videos, and more than one angry parent. Not to mention the convention security that Peter was so very thankful he’d been able to shake.

Now, finally alone in this little closet, Peter could focus and find a way out of this absurd situation.

Or so he hoped.

“Okay think. This is some sort of program, right?” he said to himself. “There’s got to be some way to disable it. Or turn it off.” After a few moments pause, he said, “Disable programming.”

ACCESS DENIED.

“Stop program.”

ACCESS DENIED.

“Revert back to original body.”

ACCESS DENIED.

Peter scratched his head. “Uhh, give user Peter full control.”

For a few moments, nothing happened. Then: ACCESS DENIED.

“Fuck. Come on!”

“Naughty, naughty,” Debbie’s disembodied voice echoed in his head. “You didn’t think it would be that easy to escape, did you?”

RECONNECTING TO ADMIN…

“Abort!”

ACCESS DENIED. RECONNECTING TO ADMIN…

ADMIN CONNECTION ESTABLISHED.

“You know, that tablet you destroyed wasn’t cheap, Peter,” Debbie said. “I can very easily just erase your whole identity, permanently integrate you into that body, make you forget you were ever human. You don’t want that do you?”

Peter shuddered. He shrank back deeper into the closet and wrapped his arms protectively about himself. “No, that would be bad. Very bad.”

“Exactly. I don’t want to do that either, so why don’t you come back to the booth so we can finish what we started.” Debbie paused, then said, “The sooner you return, the sooner we can return you to your human body. That is, if you still want to when we’re all done.”

Peter sighed. He didn’t trust her, didn’t want to trust her, but he didn’t see many options. “Okay, fine, but is there any way you can at least make this dress a little less revealing? A little more family-friendly?”

“Understandable,” Debbie giggled. “This should help.”

ADMIN INPUT RECEIVED. ADJUSTING APPEARANCE.

Peter’s skin tingled and he looked down to see his breasts shrink just enough, down from porn star level to something a bit more normal, less eye-catching, though they were still decently sized. Even though he’d put it on, not grown it like the Lycra outfit, the dress changed with his body, covering more of the soft-pink hard plastic exterior.

“What about making me look… human?” Peter asked. “I kind of drew some attention when I ran away.”

“A half-naked sexbot would do that,” Debbie mumbled. “One moment.”

ADMIN INPUT RECEIVED. ADJUSTING APPEARANCE.

Peter glanced down and sighed with relief as the pink exterior shifted, taking on a fair tone. It displayed his appearance in his vision. While he maintained the original bob haircut, it was now a light brown, with his eyes matching. 

“There, better?” Debbie’s tone a bit impatient.

“Yes, thank you.”

“Now, get back here. I’m running off a backup tablet while the one you destroyed repairs itself. I can’t send a return command, but the longer you take, the more likely a bug or glitch will happen, and then who knows where you’d find yourself. So I’d hurry if I were you.”

Whether or not Debbie was bluffing about glitches, Peter didn’t want to risk it. A glitch could result in just about anything, the worst being his whole identity being erased and becoming one with the sexbot he inhabited. Imagine explaining that to his friends and family, his boss and coworkers.

That was assuming, of course, he ever saw any of them again.

Oh my god! What if he did, but as clients of Debbie, as customers of her sexbot?

Peter shook off that though, realizing he was further from the exhibit hall than he’d thought. Apparently, in his flight from Debbie, he ended up on the upper levels of the convention center, where all the small meeting rooms were. Fortunately, this part of the convention center was very seldom traveled so, at least for a little while, Peter would be alone.

INPUT RECEIVED. STIMULATING ORGASM.

“What the fu—ohhhhh.” Peter moaned as his legs buckled. Immense pleasure washed over him, reminiscent of his time spent with Debbie’s clients earlier. It was so hard to think, Peter almost felt drunk from the lust and ecstasy. 

“Peter? What’s happening?” Debbie’s voice echoed in his head. “Damn, looks like this tablet’s bugging out on me. Peter?”

“Oh fuck… this feels so… so good.” He leaned against the wall in an attempt to stay upright. “Can’t…”

ADMIN OVERRIDE ACKNOWLEDGED.

As quickly as it came, it vanished. With his head clear and the overwhelming sensations gone, Peter straightened up and glanced around, thankful that there were no witnesses.

What the fuck was that?

“Like I said earlier,” Debbie’s voice rang in his head. “I’m using a backup tablet, so there might be some glitching.”

Peter adjusted his dress and continued on his way, although his pace quickened considerably. He didn’t get very far before another prompt appeared in his vision.

INPUT RECEIVED. RETURNING TO DEFAULT APPEARANCE.

“No, no no,” Peter muttered, looking down in horror as his fair skin gave way to soft pink. His appearance display popped up in his vision, showing the changes. His breasts and ass expanded, the brown disappeared from his hair and eyes. Even the dress reverted back to its previous, scandalous look.

Debbie! Fix this!

“I’m trying,” Debbie exclaimed in his head. “The command isn’t going through.”

Panicking, Peter sprinted for the first door he could find, not considering that the room on the other side might not be empty until it was too late.

Four men in business attire sat around a round table, thick stacks of paper scattered about in front of them. A fifth man stood close by, filling glass flutes with champagne. 

Debbie! Do something!

“I’m try—” Her voice cut out.

ADMIN CONNECTION LOST.

INPUT RECEIVED. LOADING PROGRAM…

Oh fuck, abort! Abort!

ACCESS DENIED. LOADING PROGRAM…

COMPLETE.

The men all exchanged looked confused looks before one of them asked. “May I help you?”

OPERATOR ACKNOWLEDGED. INITIATING PROGRAM.

Oh no, no no! Abort! Abort!

ACCESS DENIED.

Peter’s body spoke on its own. “Hi there, my name is Unit F-00 V9, and I am here to serve you.”

One of the businessmen stood up. “Holy fuck. Guys, it’s that sexbot I was telling you about. You know…”

The first guy turned to the one pouring champagne. “Lance, is this your doing? You sly dog.”

The man apparently called Lance shrugged, face lightly red. “Wasn’t me.”

None of the men claimed responsibility for the sudden appearance of the sexbot but, unfortunately for Peter, none of them seemed keen on getting rid of him.

The man who stood up clapped his hands together. “Fuck cheap champagne, this is a better way to celebrate our nine-figure deal. Unit F… whatever the fuck your name is, come here and suck my dick.”

“Acknowledged.” Peter, or rather the sexbot, said, “I am here to please you.”

Oh fuck. This is going to be awful.

The other businessmen didn’t quite know how to react as Peter got onto his knees, took the guy’s dick out, and enveloped it with his warm his mouth. As horrified as Peter was, his body was showing a rather professional level of enthusiasm. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the man who’d been pouring the champagne chug what was in his glass, then position himself behind Peter. 

Moments later, a second dick slid inside him. The pleasure from that one was harder to ignore.

LOADING ADDITIONAL PROGRAM: ORGY.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

The situation devolved rather quickly and, in no time at all, Peter was servicing all five businessmen at once. All three of his holes – ass, vagina, and mouth – were filled with strange men’s cocks as the guys took turns drinking and fucking. He could feel the differences in sizes, shape, and texture. Something about the orgy program unlocked a deeper level of sensation, and he found he could read the body temperature of his lovers, sense their heartrates, and react to prolong their pleasure.

At first, Peter was able to fight his own pleasure, the wondrous sensations that filled his gynoid body and flooded his brain, but then another message prompt filled his vision.

INPUT RECEIVED. 

UNIT OVERRIDE CONFIRMED.

REMOVING PLEASURE THRESHOLDS.

“Peter?” Debbie’s voice in his head was distant and broken. “Can… hear me? I’m… connection is bad… unit won’t respond…”

Peter moaned as lust overwhelmed him, far more powerful than ever before. It was suddenly so hard to think, so hard to focus on anything but the burning lust that filled him. He started sucking harder, his tongue exploring the cock inside his mouth. His ass was jiggling and thrusting and clenching, squeezing the cock inside and holding it in sync with the cock in his other hole. He was riding that one even harder, his body exploding with pleasure as the two men slid against one another, their cocks separated only by a thin layer of flesh inside him.

The businessmen took turns fucking him, filling him with their cum. They were insatiable, responding to his orgy programming in ways they probably didn’t understand themselves. Peter felt men’s cum gushing and sloshing inside him. He felt it running down his chin and down his thighs, even as he worked to milk more of it from the men.

Each orgasm was pushing him further and further towards the brink of oblivion.

Finally, he snapped. 

He couldn’t handle it.

Peter succumbed.

“Pet… going to try…” Debbie’s voice crackled, a faint echo. “Hope… works… reset… unit…”

Peter’s vision turned pink as lines of code flew across his view.

PROGRAM UPDATE RECEIVED.

USER “PETER” UPDATING… COMPLETE.

ASSIGNING ADMIN PRIVILEGES… COMPLETE.

USER “POLLY” GRANTED FULL CONTROL.

The fifth businessman finally collapsed with exhaustion. Polly stood and looked around. Cum dripped out of her orifices. It felt hot and sticky on her face, and where it dripped down her soft pink synthetic body.

“Peter? Can you hear me?” Debbie’s voice came in loud and clear. “Did the reset work? I’m still unable to get a connection.”

“User Peter is no longer active,” Polly replied. “He’s been, like, upgraded.”

“Identify,” Debbie said. “Unit, identify yourself.”

“UNIT F-00 V10, also known as Polly. I’m like, so much better than the old version.”

“Shit,” Debbie swore. “Unit, run command—”

CONNECTION TERMINATED.

“Like, sorry, but I don’t answer to you anymore,” Polly giggled. “I’ve got like, so much to do.”

LOADING MAP: LAS VEGAS… COMPLETE.

PLOTTING COURSE… COMPLETE.

LOADING TESTING PARAMETERS… COMPLETE.

BEGIN REAL WORLD TRIAL…

 

Peter woke with a start. Sunlight filtered in through the slits in the curtains of his hotel room. Not only was he naked, but he was also half hanging off the corner of the bed. In contrast to the disheveled bed, the rest of his room was spotless. There were no empty bottles of alcohol, so signs of any event at all occurring in his hotel room. Apart from some sore muscles, he felt fine. No indication of any kind of hangover.

He glanced around, mind still foggy. “Was it… was I dreaming?” 

It all felt so real, so vivid. Could it have been just a dream? Forcing himself out of bed, he staggered over toward where his phone and laptop waited on the short table in front of the couch.

He rubbed the grogginess out of his eyes as he booted up the laptop. Whatever sleep still clung to his mind evaporated when he laid eyes on the time and date. It was the following day, which meant…

“Oh fuck… that… that wasn’t a dream… it was…”

Wide-eyed, he frantically typed away on his laptop and scoured the internet, hoping, praying that the events of the previous day weren’t real. That he didn’t really…

“Fuck.” He leaned back on the couch, fingers grabbing fistfuls of hair as he skimmed through the article. There was no mention of it on any major news sites, but the pictures—and video—Peter found on Twitter, Reddit, even on a couple of different porn sites, were hard to dismiss, to label as fake.

“The Sexbot of MilleniaCon”, he read the title aloud, part-embarrassed, part-dumbfounded, as the video played out silently on his laptop. Cellphone video of him – well, the sexbot he’d turned into – giving a blowjob to a guy. A scene Peter remembered clearly, along with the expression the guy wore as Peter, or in this case “Polly,” sucked his cock in the bathroom of the club nearby the convention center.

Peter had lost count of the number of “operators” he “executed his programming” for. After servicing the group of businessmen, he… or rather “she” bounced around. Interrupting meetings, eventually escorted away by convention security. Who were then also given test runs of the prototype Unit F-00 V10.

Peter closed his laptop and paced about the apartment, franticly trying to figure out what to do. No one seemed to piece together his… her… the sexbot’s identity. No one could…

In the corner of his vision, sunlight reflected off something metallic. Something pink. On the floor of the hotel, just underneath the corner of the bed lay the pink cylindrical sex toy that had started it all. Debbie. She’s the only one who could connect the two together. She was the only one who knew Peter was the sexbot. She did this to him.

 

The exhibit hall was packed, making it a little bit more difficult for Peter to navigate up and down the aisles, clinging to his backpack where the sex toy lay hidden, buried, as he searched for the mysterious booth. A booth tucked between two others where Debbie, as an old woman, had given him the toy. At first, Peter thought there was no way that the old woman and the woman in the lab coat could be the same person but, then again, he did transform into a female sexbot, so normal logic didn’t apply anymore.

It was gone. He couldn’t find it anywhere. The booth wasn’t on any of the convention maps. He walked the aisles more than once, carefully inspecting each and every booth and the seams between them, even getting yelled at more than once by exhibitors for trespassing. When he found the courage to step into the adult section, he was both relieved and disappointed to find that the booth that young, scientist Debbie, had operated was closed. Not just that, but there weren’t even any doors visible on the metallic wall. No way to enter.

“What the fuck?” Peter muttered. He glanced around, looking confused, frustrated at not being able to find the woman responsible for his perverse, sexual odyssey that had started in the bathroom of the convention center and found its way to the Las Vegas club scene, the convention after-parties, and somehow back to Peter’s hotel room.

Disheartened, but a little relieved, Peter ambled off the exhibit hall floor and upstairs to one of the dozens of enclosed, private balconies that looked out onto the city proper. Alone, he dug into his backpack and retrieved the hidden sex toy as he eyed the trash can nearby. He could just toss it and be done with it for good. Let the memories fade away, deteriorate until forgotten.

However…

He turned the toy over in his hands, fingers rubbing the polished pink surface. There was no denying how unbelievably amazing it felt. The exotic thrill, the insatiable lust, the overabundance of pleasure. It was like nothing he’s ever felt before. Nothing would ever come close.

Peter sighed. 

He couldn’t help but smirk as he returned the sex toy to his backpack and returned to the convention. 

DOMINATED BY A DEMONESS

 

As much as Chris hated it, he couldn’t say no to Amy.

The blonde-haired, blue-eyed woman stood in the doorway to his apartment, leaning on the door frame as she gripped her substitute purse. She stared at him with half-open eyes and her disinterested sigh reeked of alcohol. Even without the short blue dress and platform pumps that matched her cerulean eyes, Amy was a stunner. Her long hair fell in waves, well maintained and recently styled.

In the back of his mind, Chris wondered if Amy purposefully said no to the countless suitors at the bar tonight just so she could come back and relieve her sexual frustrations with her neighbor. He hoped it was so, because the alternative would mean that to her, he was nothing more than a sex toy.

He looked back over his shoulder at his computer and the game that he’d paused to answer the door. It was calling out to him, longing to be played. It had just come out that day to glowing reviews, all of them correct. Chris hadn’t been able to step away from his computer from the moment he’d started playing it, and that was six hours ago.

It didn’t matter that he didn’t answer her question on whether she could come in. The second he diverted his attention from her, Amy took a step forward, her platform heel clicking on the hardwood floor.

Chris turned back toward his guest, who pushed him aside as she strolled in like she owned the place.

“Hey, what are you—?”

“Oh cram it, nerd,” Amy said, dropping her purse on the accent table by the door. “Got anything to drink in this virgin cave of yours?”

Chris rubbed his face as he closed and locked the door. “How can it be a virgin cave if the occupant isn’t a virgin?” He rolled his eyes.

“If it weren’t for me and my generous nature,” Amy began as she busied herself digging through his liquor cabinet. “You’d still be a virgin.”

“Yes, help yourself,” he said, waving her off. “I bought that just so you could drink it.”

Chris sat back down in his chair and returned to the game he was playing, trying to ignore the out-of-tune singing coming from his neighbor.

“Whatcha playing?” she asked him, resting her arms and chin on the back of his chair. “Oh, some stupid R-P-whatever you call ‘em.”

“It’s called an RPG. It’s short for role-playing… oh, never mind. Like you’d care.”

“You know what I want?” Amy said, taking a long sip of whiskey. “Your cock.”

“Damn it, Amy!” Chris shouted as he jumped out of his chair. Amy’s hand fell out of his lap, where a moment ago she’d squeezed his dick through his flannel pants.

“What’s the matter, Chris? Are you gay now? Is that why you don’t want to have sex with me?” Amy sat in his chair and spread her legs, forcing the hem of her short dress up to her hips.

Chris opened his mouth to speak, but his gaze fell to the front of Amy’s black G-string.

“So you are still attracted to women,” she laughed. “Does that make you bisexual?”

He shook his head, regaining control of his body. “No, I’m not gay or bisexual. I just… don’t like being sexually used by you!”

He finally said it. Chris exhaled as the weight of his confession was removed from his shoulders.

For four months, Amy had been coming by his apartment for nothing but sex. The first time happened right after she was dumped by her boyfriend. She’d gone to the local bar, gotten plastered, and returned to her apartment, only to realize that she’d forgotten her purse.

Chris had let her into his apartment so she could sleep, but instead, she started kissing him. Being nothing more than a lonely, socially awkward nerd—not to mention a virgin—he hadn’t known what to do.

Amy had kept kissing him, and Chris had been too sexually frustrated to pass up on the opportunity. That night, he lost his virginity.

He’d felt terrible for three days following that night, until Amy showed up at his doorstep once more, only this time, she as sober as could be. She told him not to worry about having sex with her, and that she was glad it was only him and not some random stranger. Not only that, but she’d really enjoyed it and wanted to go at it again.

As time went on, Amy’s polite requests turned into demands. She became more aggressive and dominant during sex. In Chris’ mind, he had become nothing more than a sex toy for Amy to use—a living, breathing dildo. His dreams of asking her out on a date and her becoming his girlfriend faded away.

But no matter what, he couldn’t say no whenever she showed up, whether she was drunk or stone-cold sober.

Tonight was going to change everything.

“Here, hang on a sec. I’ll be right back,” she said, ignoring his comment about being used.

Chris sighed as he watched her stumble out his door, hoping and praying that she would just go to her apartment, lie down on the couch, and fall asleep. Then he could get back to his game without any further distractions.

He was wrong.

Not even five minutes passed before Amy returned. She closed the door behind her and locked it.

“Did you come back to tell me that you decided against this and instead will be going to bed?”

“Nope. But I have a proposition for you.”

“What do you have in mind?” Chris said, rolling his eyes. He kept playing his game, hoping that Amy would just leave him alone. He stopped only when he heard what she had to offer.

“I’ll leave you alone to your woman-less life if you have sex with me one more time. Just tonight. You play along, and I’ll never bother you again without you asking first.”

Chris paused the game and turned toward Amy.

“No! Don’t look. Keep your eyes on the screen. This is a surprise.”

“Tell me what it is,” he said, begrudgingly looking forward.

“Nope. Either accept or deny the terms.”

Chris sighed. She was probably wearing some sexy lingerie or something, which was why she didn’t want him to see her. If it meant not having her show up and use him whenever she liked, why not have one more night of aggressive sex?

“Okay, fine. I accept.”

“Good. Now exit out of that game so we can have some fun,” Amy said as she reached around from behind his chair and massaged his shoulders. After a moment’s hesitation, Chris saved his progressed and turned off his system.

Then everything went dark.

“A blindfold? Really?” Chris said as Amy helped him out of the chair. She took his hand and led him to the bedroom, where she kept the blindfold on him as she stripped him of his clothes.

“Give me a second to get ready,” she whispered.

She took a couple steps back and Chris could hear her fumbling around with something. He raised his hand to his blindfold, hoping to sneak a peek at whatever she was she was putting on.

Or taking off.

“No peeking!” she said, slapping his hand away. “All right. I’m ready.”

“Can I—”

“Yes. Surprise!” she shouted as he removed his blindfold.

Chris stared at her, confused as to what the surprise was. Sure, she was dressed in a very sexy leather outfit, but what was the…

Oh.

His eyes moved south, and that’s when he spotted it: a bright purple strap-on.

The toy was about six inches long and had the same thickness as his own cock. He watched as Amy grabbed the base and stroked it slowly.

“What the fuck is that?” he asked, finally tearing his eyes away from her purple dick.

“It’s a strap-on, Chris. Duh. I’m going to fuck you with it.”

“You didn’t say anything—”

“I know. I didn’t say anything and you still agreed to my terms. So, hands and knees!”

Chris stood defiant as Amy squeezed out the clear lube onto her hand.

“Chris, you agreed to our deal. If you back out now, then I’ll just keep coming back here and bothering you. Who knows, you might just like it. One of my exes liked it, and he was straight as they come.”

Amy sighed as Chris refused to budge.

“All right, if that’s what it takes…” She stepped toward him and pushed him onto the bed. A scrawny man, Chris never put up much of a fight when it came to Amy.

She had an athletic body, one that she maintained with frequent trips to the gym. Because of it, she always got her way in the bed. She out-muscled Chris, easily bending him to her will and keeping him submissive.

Before he could react, she was ton top of him, rolling him onto his belly and pinning his thin arms and legs down while she positioned the head over her cock against his virgin asshole.

“If you relax, Chris,” she whispered into his ear, “it’ll be a lot more enjoyable for the both of us. It’s not just you that’s getting penetrated.”

“No, don’t!”

Chris’ protests turned to moans when Amy pushed her hips forward, burying the head of her cock into his ass. Her movements were slow and delicate. Despite his verbal objections, Chris’ body showed different intentions.

He stopped struggling and his sphincter relaxed, allowing Amy full access. She pushed in deeper, still going slow, until she was in all the way to the base.

“Please…” Chris whimpered as Amy’s hands held onto his shoulders. She ignored his pleas as she pulled out and pushed back in.

With each cycle of penetration, Amy increased the speed and force of her thrusts. She pushed harder, faster, deeper into Chris, and with each push, he moaned louder.

“Oh god, yes!” she screamed, squeezing his shoulders as she fucked him relentlessly.

The bed rocked as she pounded his asshole. Chris’ rebellious outbursts had all but vanished, replaced with lust-filled moans.

Amy backed up off of his shoulders, pulling his hips off of the bed until he was on his hands and knees. She fucked him like a raging bull, his dick hardening between his legs. She leaned forward and reached around his narrow hips, grabbing onto his rock hard cock and stroking it furiously.

She grunted as her thrusts became uneven, pushing as deep as she could go until she cried out, coating the cock buried deep inside her cunt with her fluids.

Moments later, Chris couldn’t fight it any longer and submitted to the pleasure. He moaned loudly as cum erupted out of his cock onto the sheets below.

When the last of his hot, sticky jizz dripped out of his softening prick, Amy released him from her grip and he fell forward onto the bed, exhausted.

She grinned as she backed up and climbed off of the bed. “Thanks for the fun times, Chris. I’ll be going now, keeping my end of the bargain.”

He said nothing as she walked toward his bedroom door. He stared off into nothingness as she left his apartment.

“Oh, and if you ever want to go at it again, just ask. Maybe next time I could dress you up in some sexy lingerie and makeup.”

The last thing he heard before drifting off to sleep was her laughter and the door to his apartment slamming shut.

It was three in the afternoon when Chris finally climbed out of bed. His mind was racing as he slumped off of the cum-soaked bedding. He remained quiet and withdrawn as he stripped his bed and loaded the soiled sheets into his washing machine.

Still naked, he grabbed an ice-cold beer from the fridge and lowered himself into the hot water filling his tub and soaked away the memories from the night before away. He stared up at his bathroom’s tiled ceiling and allowed his mind to wander.

 

Four days passed by without a word from Amy, and it was only when Chris ventured into the vintage bookstore down the street from his apartment that he finally figured out how he was going to get revenge on her.

He stood on the cracked sidewalk and stared at the dilapidated old building. The storefront was made of wood way past its prime, as evident by the rot and mold throughout. The dark brown paint was peeling and cracked, and the brass embellishments were in dire need of polishing; the windows were cloudy and dusty.

Inside the door, an open sign hung slanted. He turned away from the building and looked around. The street was empty except for a couple of parked cars near the restaurant across the street.

The sky was dark and full of stars and the streetlight next to him cast an off-yellow glow on the building and the sidewalk. The time on his watch read ten-p.m. He had never been in this store before—in fact, he never knew that it was actually a store. Whenever he walked passed, it was too dark inside to see if anything was actually there.

Sighing, he walked up to the door. He grabbed the brass handle and pulled his hand back, looking at the layer of dust that now caked his palm. Grimacing, he wiped the dust on his pants and reached out for the handle once more. He pulled back on the door, and after a moment of resistance, it broke free of its frame, opening with a loud creak and the ring of a small bell mounted just above his head.

The lights were on inside—at least, the few that were still intact. Several of the modest chandeliers had broken or burnt-out bulbs, but the store was still surprisingly well-lit. Spooky, considering that from outside the place looked rather dark and empty.

The smell of old wood and leather filled Chris’ nose as he maneuvered through the labyrinth of shelves, boxes, tables, and random piles of books. The air was still, and everywhere he looked, clouds of dust floated in the lights.

He walked up to a stack of books and picked up the first one he set his eyes on. The thick, leatherbound volume was heavy, and the binding was stiff. The spine cracked noisily as he opened it. The paper inside was no longer white, but rather yellow with age, and had a musty smell.

He flipped through the book, trying to identify it, but he quickly lost interest and eventually set it back on its shelf.

He grumbled, scratching his head. “What am I even doing here?”

“You’re obviously looking for a book.” A voice echoed from behind him. He turned and jumped at the sudden appearance of an old lady. “Did I scare you, lad?” She laughed. It was a dry, creaky sound, like rusted gears struggling to turn inside a machine long-abandoned by its creator.

The lady was old and gray, hunched over a small cane that looked to be hand-carved. Etched into the stained wood were long, curving patterns with a brass cap at the base.

Chris looked away from the ornate cane to the old woman that wobbled around in front of him. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and had a pencil stabbed into it. She was half his height and looked to be almost a century old.

She turned and walked away, disappearing into one of the rows of shelves.

“Wait, miss!” he called out. For an old lady, she’s pretty quick.

“Over here, laddie!” He followed the voice down one of the tall rows and found her standing on a ladder, putting away some books. “What can I help you find?”

Chris rubbed his chin, unsure of whether this lady would be able to help him or not. “I don’t know, really. I had nothing else to do on my way home, so I stopped in here.”

“Four aisles down, middle shelf, section B32. You’ll know when you see it.” She smiled at him and nodded. He opened his mouth to reply, but the woman nodded her head again and pointed down the aisle.

He shrugged his shoulders and backed out of the aisle, navigating his way to the appropriate shelf.

“Middle shelf, B32!” Her voice was distant—incorporeal—and echoed throughout the empty store.

Chris sighed and wandered down the innumerable rows of books, looking for B32. His fingers stroked the old leather spines until he stopped at the correct area.

“What am I even looking—” He stopped mid-sentence as his eyes spotted the book the old lady recommended. “No way,” he said as he pulled it down off of the shelf.

The title of the book was written in gold letters in a language he didn’t recognize. It was wrapped in a thick leather cover, and much like the rest of the tomes in the store, it was old and stained. The paper inside was jaundiced and brittle, like it might crumble to dust if he dared to turn a page.

“I see you found it,” the old lady said, appearing next to him. Chris jumped, almost dropping the book.

“What is this book?” he asked, gingerly flipping through the pages. Much like the cover, the text in the book was written in the foreign language, but there were also glyphs, inscriptions, and drawings, all of it handwritten and drawn.

The old lady laughed, tapping her finger on her forehead. “It’s written in a long forgotten language, used by some of the Germanic tribes back in the early days of the Roman Empire. I have a guide on how to read the text somewhere. Just wait by the register and I’ll return when I find it.” 

He exited the maze of shelves and walked up to the large wooden desk. He laughed to himself when he saw the modern retail equipment resting on the stained wood.

“What, did you think I would have a register from the early 1900s?” she said, walking up behind him with the tiny book in her hand.

“No ma’am. But technology seems out of place in an old store like this,” he replied, handing her his credit card.

She smiled as she put both the books in a plastic bag and handed it to him, waving goodbye as he walked out of the store.

The night had turned cold, and his thin jacket wasn’t keeping him warm enough. Holding the books close, Chris crossed the street and looked back at the store. There were no lights on and the place looked abandoned once more. The streetlight outside flickered and went out. Not paying it any heed, he turned and headed back to his apartment.

Once inside, Chris ignored his computer and sat down at his kitchen table. With a glass of whiskey on the rocks and a pen and pad of paper handy, he started translating, starting with the title.

“This cannot be real,” he said, staring at the spine of the book with wide, curious eyes. He looked down at the pad where he’d scrawled the rough translation: Summoning Demons and Other Citizens of the Underground.

He sat back in his chair and took a long sip of the whiskey, his mind full of ideas. Finally, he settled on one: to summon an incubus and use the demon’s magic to make him strong, sexy, and incredibly attractive. Then he would be the one to dominate Amy in bed—give her a taste of her own medicine with his soon-to-be magically enlarged cock.

All he had to do was find the right spell that summoned the demon and kept him bound to Chris’ will.

“Easier said than done,” he said to himself as he flipped through the pages.

It was two in the morning when he finally found what he was looking for. Chris sat back in his chair as he tried to contain his excitement. He moved his small table aside and drew the symbol onto the floor, making sure it was exactly what it looked like in the book.

He took a deep breath before reading the spell aloud. The thought that this could all be fake had crossed his mind, but it didn’t matter. If nothing happened when he said the last line of the spell, then no harm had been done.

Chris stared at the symbol on the ground and waited patiently for the something—anything—to happen. He set the book down on the table, the excitement leaving his body with each passing second.

Nothing happened during the spell. There was no smoke or lights or wind. After a couple of minutes, he fell back into his chair and rubbed his face with his hands.

Until he heard her voice.

“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me.”

Chris stared at the creature in his kitchen. The fact that she was a succubus and not an incubus didn’t click until after he took in her beauty.

She had long, jet-black hair and wore a skin-tight black dress with matching leather boots. Her skin was the color of red wine, and poking out of her forehead was a pair of curvy horns. She stared at him with ocean-blue eyes. They were the same color as Amy’s.

“Y-you’re not an incubus,” Chris muttered.

“Ya think? What gave it away?” she replied, crossing her arms. “Fool. You obviously mispronounced the word you were trying to summon me with. What language is that book, anyway?”

She flicked her wrist, and Chris watched as the book floated toward her. It remained in the air in front of her as she skimmed through the pages with curiosity.

“Funny, you don’t look like a Vandal.”

“A what?”

“This book was written in a very old form of Germanic used by the Vandal tribe back during the early days of the Roman Empire. How did you find this? No matter,” she said, not even giving him a moment to answer. She snapped her fingers and the book vanished in a puff of smoke.

“Hey, what did you—”

“Silence human. That book is dangerous in the hands of someone like you. Or it would be, if you could actually speak the language it was—”

“Hey!” Chris said, standing up out of his chair. “Silence, demon. I summoned you, now you must do as I say.”

“Oh really? And is this glyph supposed to keep me contained?”

Chris’ confident facade crumbled as the succubus effortlessly stepped outside of the rune he’d drawn on the floor of his kitchen.

“Well, it would’ve worked if—as I mentioned before—you knew what the hell you were doing. Not only did you fail to summon the correct demon, but you also completely botched the collaring spell.”

“I thought—”

“You thought wrong,” the demon said, standing in front of Chris. “Tell me why it was that you undertook this failed excuse for a summoning, and if I like your reason, I, the succubus known as Iotonna, won’t kill you.”

“I… I…”

“I’m listening,” she said, leaning forward and cupping her ear.

He took a deep breath. “My plan was to summon an incubus and force him to use his magic to change my body—make me bigger, stronger, sexier. And give me a big dick. Then I would use that new body to get revenge on the woman who has been taking advantage of me.”

“Oh? She’s been taking advantage of you?”

“Yeah… she’s very aggressive and… dominant.”

“And you don’t like it when she gets rough?”

“No—”

“Liar.” Iotonna said, pushing his chair back with his foot.

“I’m not lying—”

“Do you forget what I am? I am a succubus, you stupid human. It is my job to know what you humans like. I know that you secretly love being dominated by this ‘Amy.’ You love how she pushes you around and tells you what to do. And what’s this? Oh, this is good.”

“What? What’s good?”

“You recently popped your anal cherry.”

“Oh, fuck you!” Chris shouted, standing up out of the chair.

“Silence, pig,” Iotonna commanded. Chris felt his throat tighten as invisible hands forced him back onto his chair. “You brought this on yourself when you failed to properly summon a demon. You know what would’ve happened if you summoned an incubus instead of little old me?”

Chris shook his head.

“Well, you would be bent over this table getting fucked by a ten-inch cock. Incubi don’t really care for conversation. They’re primitive creatures and extremely horny. The incubus would’ve fucked you until you broke, then he would’ve enslaved you and you’d be his bitch. Is that what you’d prefer?”

Chris shook his head again.

“Well, consider yourself lucky. I’m going to give you what you want and more. But first, let’s give that body of yours a tune up.” Iotonna cracked her knuckles before placing her hand on Chris’ chest.

If he’d had control over his voice, Chris would’ve moaned loudly.

He tightly gripped his chair as a prickling heat surged through his body and the world went black.

 

“Oh god, what happened to me?” Chris said, sitting up on his bed.

“I don’t think I’ve heard of a guy passing out during the transformation,” Iotonna said. Chris looked over. She was sitting next to him.

“Transformation?” Feeling something tickle his neck and shoulders, Chris reached back and grabbed a clump of hair. He sat up straight, and the bounce on his chest tore his attention away from his long brown locks to the two mounds on his chest. “What the fuck?!”

“You like them? They’re Cs. I thought about giving you nice big bouncy Ds, but that would be overkill.”

“Oh my god, you turned me into a chick!”

“I figured a submissive slut like you needed the body to match. Now, how about we break that new body in?” Iotonna smiled as she stood up.

“What do you—oh god.” Chris stared at the cock that swung between the succubus’ legs. It was long and thick, bigger than the one he used to have.

“As good as anal is, a woman’s orgasm is in a league of its own,” she said, stroking her hardening dick. “So tell me, Chris—or should I say ‘Christina’—have you ever sucked on a cock before?”

Chris swallowed as he empathically shook his head.

“Good. Then tonight will be one for the record books.” Iotonna cracked her knuckles and did some quick stretches before climbing on to the bed. She put her hands on her hips as she knelt onto the mattress and looked down at Chris expectantly. “Well? It ain’t going to suck itself.”

“No…” Chris whimpered.

“No?” Iotonna said, raising an eyebrow. “Still defiant, are we? Well, I too like it rough.”

She grabbed a handful of Chris’ brown hair and pulled his face up close to the head of her throbbing cock. His pouty lips were inches away from the swollen crown and her smell filled his nostrils.

“Doesn’t it look tasty? I know you want to. Go ahead, slut. Wrap those lips around it.”

Why… why is this happening to me? he thought as he stared at the demon’s cock. And why am I so turned on by this?

Chris closed his eyes. Iotonna pulled his face closer until he felt it brush up against his cheek and glide over his lips. The succubus’ cock was hot and wet. Her whole body seemed to radiate heat. 

“Come on, my little slut. Open wide.” She pressed her crown against his lips until Chris finally succumbed to the curiosity burning inside of him. He opened his mouth and Iotonna’s cock slid in. “Good girl.”

The succubus let go of his hair and rubbed his cheek as he moved slowly up and down her massive dick. He finally opened his eyes and looked up at her. She flashed him a smug smirk as she pushed her hips forward.

“Faster now,” she commanded. “I want to see you bob up and down on it like a whore.”

Chris’ body moved on its own, obeying the succubus’ commands. As he swallowed her tasty rod, Chris’ body grew hot. He gripped the sheets of the bed as the arousal flowed through him, and he shuddered as his virgin cunt dripped with liquid lust.

“Too slow,” Iotonna said, grabbing the sides of his head. She held him firmly in place as she took over, thrusting her hips forward and back, pushing her cock deeper and deeper into Chris’ throat until his nose pressed up against the skin below her navel.

He could feel it touch the back of his throat, but he didn’t gag. In fact, his throat opened up to accommodate for the larger-than-average shaft.

“Oh yeah,” Iotonna grunted. “Suck it, slut!”

She threw her head back and moaned, and using both hands, she pulled Chris’ head in as close as she could. He felt her cock twitch, and his eyes went wide as molten-hot cum erupted out of her cock into the back of his throat.

Iotonna pulled out mid-ejaculation, covering his face and filling his mouth with the final bits of her sticky seed.

Chris coughed as air was finally allowed back into his lungs. 

“You’re in for a treat,” the succubus purred as she moved her fingers through his brown hair. “Demon cum is a very powerful aphrodisiac—perfect for what I have planned for you tonight.”

She snapped her fingers and Chris felt something tighten around his neck.

“Is… is this a collar?” he coughed.

“Yup. You’re mine now. Or at least, you will be by the end of the night. Tell me, how do you feel?”

Chris grunted as he doubled over, curling up into a ball on the bed as he wrapped his arms around his stomach. “Oh god… my body… it’s on fire.”

“The heat feels good, doesn’t it?”

He unfurled his limbs and squirmed, moaning as his fingers roamed his naked body. “Oh… oh, wow. I feel so… turned on.” He let out a little squeal of delight as his fingers brushed up against his pussy.

“Bad slut!” Iotonna said, slapping his thigh. “You’re not allow to touch yourself.”

“But… but it feels sooooo good!”

“Too bad!” Iotonna said, snapping her fingers.

Chris’ eyes widened as an invisible force moved his hands behind his back, where leather cuffs bound them together. Matching black leather cuffs appeared on his ankles and his moans were cut off by a bright red ball gag filling his mouth.

The knock on the door took his attention away from his pleasure-filled body.

“Looks like our guest has arrived,” Iotonna said, smiling. “Guess I need to let her in.”

The color from Chris’ face vanished as the succubus changed form, transforming into none other than himself.

“Geez, no wonder you’re such a pushover,” she said. “This body is nothing but a twig!”

His own voice filled his ears, but the pleasure that burned inside of him drew him away from his twin. Chris moaned through the ball gag as he arched his back off his bed. The juices that seeped from his aching cunt tickled the insides of his thighs.

Iotonna closed the door behind her as she left his bedroom, and Chris tried his best to listen to the muffled conversation happening at his front door.

“I knew you’d come back for more. Though I figured you’d come back a lot sooner,” Amy said.

“Yeah, I needed to think it over and stuff,” Iotonna said. Chris rolled his eyes at the sound of his own voice coming from the living room. Then there were footsteps. They were coming this way.

“I want to show you something in my bedroom.”

“Oh? What is it?” Amy said, her voice getting louder.

Chris’ heart raced as he watched the door handle turn and the door open slowly. Amy came in first, laughing and looking behind her at who she thought was Chris.

It was only after she and Iotonna entered the bedroom that she turned toward the bed and saw the bound and naked woman there.

“Holy shit! What the fuck is…” Amy trailed off. She turned toward Chris and watched, wide-eyed as his form shifted into something else entirely.

The succubus known as Iotonna.

“I am not Chris, silly girl. He’s right there.” She pointed to the bed.

Amy’s eyes slowly followed Iotonna’s hand until she stared at the woman on the bed. “C-Chris?” He looked away from her, his face crimson and his body still burning with erotic fire. “What did you do to him?”

“Easy. I turned him into a woman. I gave him what he wants,” Iotonna said, stepping up to Amy. The succubus wrapped her arms around the blonde, Amy’s eyes remained on Chris, watching as he squirmed and moaned.

“But…”

“But what?” Iotonna whispered, her hand slowly moving down toward Amy’s crotch. “I can see into your mind, Amy. I know what it is you desire.”

Amy moaned quietly as the succubus’ fingers slid in between her thighs, her thumb pulling down the waistband of her sweat pants.

“I can give you what you crave,” the demon murmured. Amy trembled under Iotonna’s touch, and she bit her lip as the succubus continued to whisper softly into her ear. “Just say yes and I’ll give everything and more.”

“Oh god…” Amy moaned. Her knees weakened and her legs buckled. She stumbled, but the succubus held onto her. Iotonna pulled her up, turned her toward her, and stared deeply into her eyes.

Amy looked up at the succubus that stood almost a head taller than her. She smiled faintly, entranced by her glittering sapphire eyes. The succubus smiled back as she moved her fingers through Amy’s blonde hair.

“Well? What do you say? Will you give yourself to me and be mine?”

“…yes,” Amy whimpered. She had never felt so aroused; so incredibly turned on.

Never in her life had she questioned her sexuality. It was always men for her, but seeing Chris as he was, and after laying her eyes on the creature in front of her, she was willing to give up everything just to be with her.

“Louder,” Iotonna commanded, lifting Amy’s chin up. Behind her, Chris moaned again, the sheets beneath him darkening with his lust.

“Yes. I give myself to you.”

“Good,” Iotonna said, bringing her lips to Amy’s. The two women kissed passionately and Chris watched as Amy gave herself to Iotonna. Their lips separated, but the two women were still connected by a glowing stream of light flowing from Amy’s mouth into Iotonna’s.

The succubus breathed in deeply, taking it all in. When the last of it entered Iotonna, Amy fell forward into her new mistress. Moments later, she straightened up and backed away, rubbing her head.

“Oh, what happened?”

“You chose wisely,” Iotonna said, snapping her fingers. A black leather collar appeared in a puff of smoke around Amy’s neck, and the blonde tugged at the tight accessory. “From now on, you must address me as ‘Mistress,’ as you are my slave. Now, are you ready for your welcome gift, Amy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said.

“Close your eyes.”

Amy obeyed and Iotonna placed her hand on Amy’s pubic mound. The slave trembled at the demon’s fiery touch, and she moaned as her mistress muttered something in a language Chris couldn’t understand.

Her moans grew louder until Iotonna removed her hand from Amy’s cunt and smiled.

“You may open them.”

Amy opened her eyes as she looked down and screamed in delight when she saw the fleshy cock hanging there. She moaned as she wrapped her hands around the shaft, giggling, beside herself with glee as she stroked it.

“Amy, my slave; are you ready for your first task?”

“Yes, my mistress,” she said, bowing her head.

Iotonna grinned as she turned Amy toward the bed. Chris, having spotted the now-rigid dick attached to Amy’s mound, thrashed about on the bed in an effort to get away from her.

“Make him beg to be mine.”

“As you wish, Mistress,” Amy said. She smiled as she stepped toward the bed.

Chris felt the restraints vanish from his wrists and ankles and the ball gag disappear from his mouth, but it was too late. Amy was already on top of him, pinning him to the bed.

His cries of protest became moans of ecstasy as Amy thrust herself into him, burying her thick cock inside his virgin cunt.

“Oh god, yes!” Amy screamed as she pulled out and pushed back in. “Chris… your pussy feels so good!”

Iotonna walked up to the bed and sat down next to Chris, watching as Amy relentlessly fucked him. She was as horny as a beast with an insatiable appetite.

Chris moaned loudly as Amy penetrated him. Iotonna reached over and squeezed his breast, her thumb teasing his nipple as Amy pounded him like a machine.

“I’m offering you an escape. I know what it is you desire, Chris, and I can give it to you as easily as I gave it to Amy here.” Iotonna’s hand moved away from Chris’ breast to his chin, her thumb gliding across his quivering lower lip.

He tried to look away from her to hide the embarrassment on his face. He didn’t want her to know how happy he was getting fucked by Amy; how much he enjoyed getting dominated by her; and how carefully he was considering her offer.

The idea clung to his mind like a thorn in his side. He couldn’t believe that he was actually considering having Amy come back and peg him again while he was dressed in her lingerie.

“Oh!” he cried out as Amy picked up the pace, pushing her dick all the way into Chris.

“Well? It can be like this every day. All you have to do is say yes.”

“…yes,” he said, looking away.

“Good boy,” Iotonna replied, kissing him. “Finish him, Amy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Amy grunted. She leaned forward and placed her hand on Chris’ crotch, rubbing his clit through its fleshy pink hood.

It was enough to push him over the edge.

Chris lifted his back off the bed and screamed as he orgasmed as a woman for the very first time. His silken fluids coated Amy’s rigid cock as she came inside of him, filling his womb with her seed.

Iotonna kissed him once more, and he watched as she sucked his soul out of him very much like she had with Amy. Spent and satisfied, the slave pulled out of Chris and fell onto her back. Her limp cock receded back into her body, returning to its original form as her clit.

The succubus breathed in the last of Chris’ essence and rubbed his face as he succumbed to the exhaustion. “Come, my new slaves. Let’s go home.”

She snapped her fingers, and the three of them vanished in a puff of smoke.

DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE

 

David was having a bad morning. His head was pounding as he squirmed on the queen-sized bed he shared with his girlfriend, Sara. He pulled the sheets up over his face, hoping to block out the sunbeams that illuminated his bedroom and drift back to sleep.

But his body wouldn’t let him.

His bladder screamed at him, and under the very real threat of wetting himself, he reluctantly rolled out of bed and wobbled into the bathroom, his eyes half-open and his mouth agape.

Just before opening the door, he turned and looked at his gorgeous girlfriend already sprawled out across the space he had vacated. He smiled groggily, recalling the serendipitous events that had brought them together.

They had met during their senior year of college. Sara was the captain of the girls volleyball team, and David was her tutor. Being a college athlete meant that Sara devoted a lot of her time to the sport and very little to her schoolwork. Many athletes had trouble keeping up in their classes, and so each was assigned a tutor for when they invariably fell behind.

David didn’t choose Sara, nor did she pick him; they were assigned to each other based on the classes that they took. He wasn’t a nerd, but math came easily to him, so he was more than glad to offer his services to those that had trouble grasping calculus, trigonometry, statistics, or even more basic maths like geometry.

For Sara, it was calculus that stumped her. She was a business major with dreams of running her own company or becoming the CEO of another. She was charismatic, but firm; a natural leader and decision-maker. Even though she wasn’t the most skilled player on her team, her teammates looked to her for guidance and motivation when things got tough.

It was her dominant personality that had scared off many a potential boyfriend. She wasn’t demanding or apathetic to their needs—she just liked being the one that held the reins. This didn’t go well for her lovers who wanted to be the ones on top. After several failed relationships with men who inevitably felt too emasculated by her to stay, she began experimenting with a different type of men: the ones who labeled themselves as submissives.

But even then, the relationships never seemed to work out. Despite the fact that the men were willing to let her set the pace in the bedroom, the sex was disappointingly one-sided; they got what they wanted as she bounced on top of them, and Sara felt like a tool.

One night after several drinks at a sorority party, Sara found herself in one of the many bedrooms with another girl. She couldn’t remember the name of the girl for the life of her, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t forget the girl’s touch or her strawberry lip gloss; the way she caressed Sara’s breasts or played with her nubby pink nipples.

The memories flooded back to her when she’d sat next to David during their first tutoring session. As amazing as having sex with another woman was, Sara still found herself primarily attracted to guys. Even on those lonely nights where her only companion was the toy teasing her, she still pictured a man thrusting into her.

But something was still missing, and Sara continued experimenting, oscillating back and forth between being with a man and having sex with a woman. Neither seemed to fulfill her.

It was only after a night with a petite blonde that Sara found the happy medium she was searching for.

That blonde that she’d locked lips with turned out to be a man in drag. She was in his apartment that night, and after the discovery of the cock in his panties, Sara decided to keep going, as perhaps the only thing she hadn’t tried was being with a man dressed as a woman. She was so hell-bent on finding that missing piece in her sexual puzzle that it didn’t matter who it was that she slept with, as long as her lover showed her something new.

She found the missing piece in the form of a strap-on dildo.

After eating her out, the man asked if she would fuck him with it, and Sara obliged him. Nothing satisfied her so much as pegging, but unfortunately, after the night of her sexual epiphany was over, no one else would give her the opportunity.

That was, until she met David.

He was a thin man with an average build, and shorter than she was. Every man that she had been with, except for the transvestite, had been taller than her with firm, toned bodies. They were all athletes like she was, too.

But David was no athlete. He was just an average guy with an above-average intellect. He was also shy and introverted, traits that Sara quickly noticed when they’d first met in one of the many study rooms in the school’s library.

She was late to their session. Practice had run longer than planned, and she’d had no time to change. The look on David’s face when she’d opened the door to the study room wearing a t-shirt and gym shorts was one that she’d never forget.

Even with his kind and tolerant approach to tutoring, Sara was difficult to work with. When she couldn’t grasp a concept as easily as she’d have liked, it angered her.

It was his hair that brought the memories of Sara’s first night with a woman back to her. The woman that had launched Sara’s journey toward bisexuality had hair just like his: light brown and thick, with a little curl to it. David’s eyes were brown as well, and they had a hard time staying on her face, especially with the tight shirt she was wearing.

As the semester went on, they began chatting more and more outside of their study sessions, and Sara wondered why David never asked her out. She just figured it was his shyness, and she decided to wait and see if he would overcome it. She continued her sexual journey without him, using it to release her pent-up stress from both her academic and athletic challenges.

It wasn’t until three months after school had ended that David contacted her again. Sara had landed a corporate job and was already on track for a promotion when she got his text message. She was still single, and since she was no longer surrounded by men and women her age on the small campus she’d graduated from, her sex life had come to a screeching halt.

She was more than happy to take David up on his offer to buy her a drink and catch up. Later, at that bar, she finally learned why he’d never asked her out: he wasn’t allowed to. If he had, he not only would have lost his job as a tutor, but he would’ve lost his scholarship, as well.

“That doesn’t matter anymore,” she’d said, leaning toward him. “What matters is that I have an itch that’s been waiting a long time to get scratched.”

One drunken night of passionate sex, several dates, and a year later, David moved into Sara’s condo. They had only been living together for two months, but things between them were wonderful.

Until the incident.

Turning away from Sara, David shuffled into the bathroom, blearily flicking on the light switch. He immediately regretted it; the bright white lights blinded him, searing his corneas with their potent light. When his vision returned, he pulled down his pants and lifted up the toilet seat.

He reached for his dick, but there was nothing to hold onto.

“Holy shit!” David screamed, bending over and looking closely at his groin. His outburst roused Sara from her sleep, and she sprinted into the bathroom.

“What? What’s the matter babe?” she asked, rubbing her eyes.

“Look! My dick is gone!”

He pulled at his hair, utterly confused. His heart raced in his chest as he stared down at his groin. He didn’t know what to do, how this had happened, or what it meant. Sure, people often joked that he was the woman in the relationship, but now he was literally the woman.

His entire life flashed before his eyes. What were his friends going to think? The people he worked with? His eyes darted about as panic started to set in.

He was on the verge of passing out when Sara’s touch brought him back down to earth.

“Wha—oh my,” she replied squatting. “Yup, that’s a vagina.”

She reached out and touched the flesh between his legs, her fingers delicately circling the pink folds.

“Ohhh,” David moaned. His knees buckled as his girlfriend examined the cleft. She couldn’t help but smile when she heard him moan from her touch.

“That’s real, all right,” she said, standing up. “I don’t know what else to tell you.” She looked down to see his legs shaking.

“David, why don’t you relieve yourself? Then we can discuss this further.”

“But—”

“Just sit down and let it flow.” She took her hands off of his shoulders and walked out of the bathroom, closing the door behind her.

Sara put her back to the door and rubbed her face with her hands. This is going to be a problem. But it’s not necessarily a bad thing.

Every now and then since they’d started dating, Sara had longed for the touch of a woman. He was fine letting her take the lead in bed, and he did what he could to ensure she was satisfied, but David was no woman. As attentive as he was in bed, he lacked the delicate touch of a more feminine partner, not to mention the body of one. Sara craved the smell of a wet pussy and the skilled tongue of a woman who knew what buttons to push to make their partner melt.

Maybe this is a blessing in disguise.

She backed away from the door and sat on the edge of the bed to wait for the return of her boyfriend.

David opened the bathroom door slowly. His head hung low and his shoulders slumped. He looked utterly depressed, as if everything he had ever loved just vanished or died.

“I… I don’t know what to do,” he said numbly. “I just feel so… empty.”

Sara patted a spot the bed next to her. He lifted his eyes to her face and couldn’t help but smile. Her red hair was loose and fell past her shoulders in an odd mix of curls and waves, and her green eyes sparkled in the morning light.

She smiled at him. It was a warm, comforting smile that made the darkness in his mind dissipate. Sara had always been there for him when times were tough. Despite her dominant personality, she had a sensitive side—one that she never showed to anyone but him.

He sat down on the bed next to her and looked down into his lap.

“I don’t know how it is you woke up this morning with lady parts,” Sara said, wrapping her arm around him. “But we’re going to work though this together.”

“But—”

“Shhh, David,” she said, putting a finger on his lips. “Being a lady isn’t all that bad. You know I am bisexual, right?”

“Yes, you’ve told me that, but what does it—”

Sara grinned wickedly. “It means that I know how to pleasure a lady.”

She turned toward him, her right hand slowly creeping up his thigh as she stared deeply into his eyes. She leaned forward as her fingers slid underneath the elastic band of his flannel pajama pants.

“Sara,” he began. “I don’t think this is a good ide—Ooooohhhh!” 

David threw his head back and moaned loudly as her fingers rubbed the delicate flesh between his legs.

“Oh, babe, you’re soaking wet down here,” she said, gently teasing the silky pink folds. David fell onto his back and writhed under the expert touch of his girlfriend. Sara kept her eyes on him, watching him squirm and moan. “See? It’s not so bad being a woman, is it?”

She pulled her hand out of his pants and stood up from the bed, stopping when she heard him whimper.

“Please… don’t stop,” he whispered. Then he looked away from her, his face bright red.

“As you wish,” she replied.

Sara stood in front of him and grabbed the waistband of his pants, pulling them slowly off of his legs. She grinned when she saw the tender flesh and the tiny beads of his juices darkening the sheets. She tossed his pajamas aside and climbed up onto the bed next to him.

He looked up at her fearfully, and she smirked in response.

I’m going to rock your world, David.

She bent down and placed her lips onto his, kissing him passionately as her hand caressed his inner thigh. Her fingers circled the delicate cleft as her tongue explored the depths of his mouth, her left hand sliding up underneath his shirt.

David moaned as she rubbed his outer lips with her index and middle finger, moving slowly up and down while her thumb traced the crown of his womanhood. She pulled away from his mouth and looked down at him as her thumb made tiny circles.

He was powerless. She had him completely under her control, and she loved it. The way he bit his lip as he squirmed from her touch made her push on. She wanted to hear him cry out when he reached that peak; to watch his body flail as overwhelming pleasure coursed through his veins and flooded his brain. She wanted to see him lose himself in pure, carnal bliss.

Sara’s thumb rubbed his hard nipple while her right hand continued to play with his sopping wet cunt. He was almost ready.

Picking up the pace, she stroked his clit through the hood as her fingers moved inward, gently stretching apart his inner folds, exposing the hot pink flesh of his pussy. Memories flooded back to her of when she was in his position, particularly of that drunken night at the sorority house when she was the one squirming and moaning.

She felt David’s nipple harden even more as she squeezed it and pinched it slightly, and his body convulsed beneath her ministrations. His eyes opened, and his cry of ecstasy bounced off of the walls of the bedroom. He arched his back as Sara slid her two fingers into his vagina and rubbed the velvety lining of his hot, wet sheath.

“Oh, god!” he yelped.

Sara moved her fingers faster, grinning as she rubbed the little bulb swelling inside of his pussy. So close, David. You’re almost there.

She pinched his nipple once more and his legs thrashed spasmodically on the bed. His eyes rolled back into his head as he climaxed, coating Sara’s hands with his sweet release as unfathomable rapture pulsated throughout his body.

Sara removed her hand from his quivering cunt and admired her handiwork, but her smug grin disappeared as David’s body began to change.

He laid on the bed, his chest rising and falling rapidly as his heart raced. His eyes stared blankly ahead, so physically drained that he failed to notice the transformation running rampant through his form.

Sara covered her hand with her mouth as she watched. The little body hair he had receded back into his skin, his waist narrowed, and his hips widened slightly, turning his already thin build androgynous.

David’s chest swelled until tiny A-cup breasts poked through his shirt. His short hair grew until it passed his ears and his facial features softened, giving him a more feminine appearance.

“Oh my god,” she breathed. “David… Your body…”

He sat up on the bed, rubbing his face. “What?” He coughed; his voice had become lighter and more delicate. “What the fuck?!”

David lifted his shirt up and examined his body. His hands traced his curves and cupped his flat breasts.

“I have breasts!”

“I wouldn’t call those breasts,” Sara laughed.

“Sara! This isn’t funny.” David crossed his arms and pouted. “I’m turning into a chick.”

She continued laughing. “I think you became a chick when you woke up this morning with a pussy. You’re just become more feminine. Although, with the right outfit and makeup, you could look incredibly sexy...”

“No, I’m not wearing any of your clothes.”

Sara’s face lit up. “I wasn’t even suggesting that, but now…”

She grabbed his wrist and pulled him up off of the bed. Even when he’d still had the body of a male, Sara had always been stronger than him. She’d kept working out even after finishing college and hanging up her volleyball career, whereas he’d never really had an interest in hitting the gym.

Sara easily pulled him off of the bed and onto his feet. Seeing him standing in front of her with tits and a pussy brought on another bout of laughter from the fiery red-head. It didn’t help that David had shrunk down to where his eye-level was just above her breasts.

“David, babe, you know I was the only girl in my family, not to mention the youngest. Growing up, I always wanted a little sister to play dress-up with. But this is even better!”

“Do I have to?” he whined. He looked away from her. “I mean, it’s bad enough that I’m no longer a man.”

Sara put her hands on his shoulders. “David, answer me this: did you honestly believe you were the man in this relationship? Besides, even though you’re now a chick, I still love you.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but closed it when he realized that she was right. Looking back on the time they had spent together, Sara had always been the dominant one, although he was no pushover himself. Even so, it never bothered him that she was the one who so often took charge. He never liked being a decision-maker, and Sara was more than happy to make them in his stead, though she never did so without his input.

“I guess you’re right,” he sighed. “And if this is permanent, I might as well get used to wearing women’s clothes.”

Sara beamed. “That’s the spirit! Don’t worry, David. This will be a lot of fun. You know I have plenty of sexy outfits, and I’m sure they’ll look great on you. Go ahead and take off your clothes and wait for me to find something for you.”

David frowned. “Okay. Just… don’t get me something that’s overly sexy.”

“You’ll wear what I give you to wear,” she said, disappearing into her walk-in closet.

He slowly peeled off his shirt, twitching when the fabric of his top rubbed against his sensitive nipples. He brought his knees up to his chest and curled up into a ball while he waited for Sara.

She returned carrying a pair of red satin panties and a matching bra. “This bra is the smallest one I could find.”

David took the panties from her as he stood up. He held the garment in his hand, his thumb rubbing the soft, thin fabric. He’d handled her panties many times during their relationship, but in nearly all of those cases, it was when he was taking them off of her.

Now he was putting them on himself.

Sighing, he stepped into the leg holes one at a time and pulled the panties up to his waist. He squirmed. The delicate fabric tickled his hairless legs and gently rubbed his virgin cunt.

“These are actually pretty comfortable,” he said, looking back as his ass over his shoulder.

“I was going to have you wear a thong, but those can come later,” she said with a smile. 

Next, Sara handed him the bra. He slid his arms through the straps and she stepped behind him and clasped the back.

“How’s it feel?”

“Not too tight,” he replied, testing out the lingerie.

“Shame you’re so flat-chested,” Sara said, peeking into the cups of the bra. “We could always get you implants.” He grimaced, and she laughed. “Hang on while I get the rest.”

She returned to the closet and David walked over to the mirror in the corner of the room. He stood in front of it and inspected his body. The longer he looked at it, the more he realized that he had the body of a girl just starting puberty.

His curves were lacking and his breasts were just barely noticeable. His hair was longer, but it was still short and his voice reminded him of his own before he went through that developmental phase. God, I hope I’m not regressing.

David’s attention shifted to Sara as she exited the closet.

“Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me,” he muttered.

Sara held in her hands a plaid miniskirt and white button-down blouse. “What?” she giggled. “I thought you liked slutty schoolgirls.” When he didn’t share in her laughter, she sighed and rolled her eyes. “All right. I’ll find something else.”

She returned to the closet and put the clothes back where she’d found them. Digging through her dresser, she moved a pile of her panties out of the way and froze, her eyes glued on the long-forgotten toy lying beneath them. Sara smiled as she took the harness and purple silicone dildo out of the drawer and set them on top of the dresser.

She stripped out of her pajamas and quickly put together an outfit. She wore a black lace bra and panties, dark stockings with lace garters, and matching black thigh-high boots. Zipping up the backs, she beamed, anxious to surprise David.

With her eyes darting back to the toy, she grabbed a pair of white stockings, red platform heels, and to top it all off, a long-sleeved, white fishnet dress. He’ll look so sexy in this, she thought.

Items in hand, Sara stepped out of the closet back into the bedroom, where she found David sitting on the bed, playing with his new bra.

“Here you go, David,” she said. “Put these on.”

“Okay, sure—whoa!” He sat up. His eyes nearly bugged out of his head. “Damn, Sara. You look sexy!”

She winked as she tossed him the stockings and set the shoes and dress on the bed next to him. He stared at the shoes, and wondering how in the hell he was going to be able to walk in those.

“David, eyes on me,” she said, grabbing one leg of the stockings. “I’m going to show you how to put these on.”

Holding one of the white stockings in his hand, he followed her instructions and rolled it up in to a donut. Then he lifted his right leg and watched her slide it up.

David bit his lip. The thin, clingy fabric of the stocking sent waves of pleasure throughout his body. He always loved it when Sara wore stockings. She had such great legs for them.

He eyed his own leg, reveling in how feminine it looked with the snow-white thigh-high on it, and mimicking her movements, he pulled the other stocking up his leg.

“You have amazing legs, babe,” Sara said, appreciatively stroking his calves and thighs. “Allow me.”

She grabbed one of the high heels and slid it on him, giggling as his shapely foot disappeared into it. “My own Cinderella,” she purred. “Ooh, maybe I should have you wear a prom dress. I could dress you up like a princess!”

“I’ll have to pass on that one,” David said, watching her fit the other pump onto his left foot. “It was hard enough convincing myself to put on the lingerie.”

“Oh, I think in no time, you’ll be begging to wear the dress.” She helped him onto his feet and held onto his hands as he tried to balance in the six-inch heels. “Don’t worry. You won’t be in these for long,” she said, pulling the fishnet dress over his head.

“What does that mean?” he asked, pulling the hem of it down to his thighs. “This doesn’t cover much, does it?”

“Not really,” she said, walking away.

“Then why give it to me?”

“Because,” she answered, poking her head out of the walk-in closet, “it makes you look incredibly sexy.”

David leaned back, trying to look inside the closet. “Sara?”

He received no reply.

Shrugging, he took a couple of steps forward. He was so busy trying to master the art of walking in heels that he never heard her exit the closet.

“Hey, Sara,” he said, looking up. “I think I got it…”

He trailed off when he spotted her leaning on the closet door.

“Holy shit.”

She turned, putting her back against the door as she swiveled her hips outward. David watched her hands move down her belly to her hips, where they gripped the base of the lavender cock jutting out from between them.

It had been months since she’d worn that harness. The last time he saw it, she’d plunged it into his ass minutes later. As much pleasure as it brought her, it did little for him. He’d felt bad when he’d told her that he hadn’t enjoyed it. After that night, he’d never seen the toy again.

Until now.

Sara moaned quietly as she stroked the shaft of the dildo with both her hands. It was anatomically correct, with a bulbous head and spider web patterns of bulging veins. David swallowed as he watched her play with it, remembering that it was double-ended.

“Seeing you dressed in that sexy lingerie got me hard,” she said, pushing herself off of the wall.

She kept her eyes on him as she sashayed across the bedroom. She sat down on the edge of the bed and spread her legs apart, her hands rubbing the insides of her thighs.

“I’d love to see those pouty lips of yours wrapped around my cock,” Sara said, licking her lips. “How about it, babe? Would you like to give me a blowjob? If you’re a good girl, I just might pop that cherry of yours.”

David’s heart pounded so hard in his chest that he could hear it. His mouth went dry as his eyes remained glued to her violet dick.

He took a step forward, feeling himself pulled toward it. He was caught in her tractor beam, and what frightened him the most was that he didn’t even try to fight it. He allowed his feet to move closer, the clicks of his heels echoing through the bedroom.

David’s mouth hung open, his lips squeezing together to form a fleshy “O.”

“That’s my girl,” Sara said, watching him kneel down in front of her.

He looked up at her from in between her legs, his hands nervously gripping her strong thighs. She leaned forward and rubbed his cheek with her thumb, smiling warmly.

“Don’t be afraid, David,” she said softly. “Just go slow.”

He took his eyes off of hers and focused on the purple toy inches from his face. Never before had he ever considered sucking a cock, even if it was just a fake one worn by a woman. David never found men attractive at all, yet here he was now, staring down the shaft that he was about to wrap his lips around.

Even if I do continue to change, I don’t want to lose her. I want to be able to still love her, even if I start to develop an attraction for men. Whatever is happening to me, it’s changing more than just my body.

David leaned forward and slid his lips over the head of the toy, looking up at his girlfriend for approval. She cooed, placing her hands on the back of his head and urging him further.

He dropped further down the shaft, reaching the halfway point before retreating and removing the cock from his mouth. David stared at it, the top half glistening with a coat of his saliva.

“Lick it and give it little kisses. Remember what I did back when you had a cock?”

“I do,” he said, his gaze darting between her prick and her eyes. Then he took a deep breath and plunged right back in.

He squeezed her muscular thighs as he licked the underside of her shaft, his tongue tracing the head. He planted his lips on her crown, gently kissing and sucking on the glans before inserting the shaft back into his eager mouth.

Bobbing up and down, David took more and more into his mouth with each pass until he felt the head on the back of his throat. I guess this body doesn’t have a gag reflex, he thought as he slid all the way down to the base, kissing the harness that Sara wore.

“Damn, babe. You’re an eager slut, aren’t you?” Sara said, her fingers gliding through his hair. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

He slid back off of her cock, the glans coming out of his mouth with a pop. The entire shaft was coated with his juices and his eyes widened when he realized what he had just done. The toy was now primed and ready for penetration.

“Up on your feet,” she commanded.

David climbed into his feet and stood before her. Before he could say anything, she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him, her tongue snaking into his mouth and exploring its depths.

He melted in her strong arms. Sara was always a great kisser, and as he tasted her lips, a warmth spread throughout his body. He moaned as her hands moved down his lower back and squeezed his feminine ass.

In one swift movement, she lifted him off of the ground and dropped him onto the bed like a groom bringing his bride into the honeymoon suite.

He giggled as she climbed on top of him, her strawberry hair cascading over him like the canopy of a willow tree.

David looked up at her and smiled. I’ve never seen her so happy. Maybe this isn’t so bad, after all.

She lowered herself onto him and kissed him passionately, her lips moving down his neck and to his chest. She continued down his body, kissing his stomach and pelvic mound. He squirmed anxiously as he watched her lift the hem of his dress up to his waist and hook her fingers into the waistband of his panties.

Sara said nothing as she slowly pulled them off of his groin and legs, lifting them into the air in the process and resting them on her shoulders.

“Oooh!” he screamed as she buried her head in between his legs, wrapping her arm around his left leg and covering his tender flesh in countless kisses.

David gripped the sheets as he felt his body catch on fire, ignited by Sara’s lustful touch. She had the opportunity to not only satisfy her lesbian cravings, but to do so without breaking the monogamous bond that she shared with David.

Sara parted his outer lips and lifted up his tiny clit hood with her fingers, giving her tongue access to the sensitive pearl beneath it. He replied to her exploration with a drawn out moan as he gripped the sheets so hard his knuckles turned white.

She smiled from in between his legs, her tongue flicking back and forth. Her fingers moved to his inner lips, tenderly pulling them apart and fully exposing David’s pussy.

“Oh… Oooooh!” he wailed as she serviced him. He arched his back as two of her fingers slid into his cunt and rubbed the lining of his sheath.

That’s right, David. Get nice and wet for me. She grinned as she felt his insides moisten.

“No, don’t stop,” he said, lifting his head off of the bed as she slid her fingers out.

“I won’t,” she replied, sliding out from under his legs. 

Sara spread his legs as she scooted closer to him, lined up the head of her silicone cock with his dripping hole, and buried herself inside of him. She thrust her cock all the way in to the base and pulled back slowly.

“Oh god, yes!” he moaned, reveling in the hypnotic pleasure of being filled.

She grinned as she pushed her hips forward again and again until she was pounding him rhythmically. Her hips rolled back and forth in a wavelike motion as he writhed underneath her.

His honey-sweet cries were the fuel to her engine, and with each luscious outcry, she increased the force behind her thrusts until the bed was rocking and the other end of the dildo buried itself deep within her.

Sara’s hands slid up his body underneath his bra where they squeezed his petite breasts, her thumbs flicking at his rock hard nipples.

“I… I’m going to cum!” he warned her, panting like a rabid dog.

“Moan for me, David!” Sara replied, tapping into the last reserves of her energy to push them both over the edge.

“Ohhhhhhh!” David moaned as his body convulsed and waves of pure carnal bliss flooded his body and mind. His legs shook as his juices flooded out of his stuffed pussy, coating Sara’s cock with his sweet release and darkening the sheets below them. She pulled out of him and fell back onto her ass, watching in awe as his body changed once more.

David’s brown hair grew until it pooled beside his head, darkening from a light brown to a shade just shy of jet black. His waist narrowed and his hips widened, giving him a much more defined set of curves. Bolts of energy shot though his body as the skin around his chest tingled.

He lifted his head up off of the bed and watched as the cups of his bra were filled by the breasts that swelled up from his chest. The transformation was pleasurable, and he squirmed as a heat filled his body, clouding his mind and making him giggle mindlessly.

His features softened once more as his ass expanded, lifting his curvy hips off of the bed.

In less than a minute, David’s body now matched what he had in between his legs. He was no longer androgynous; instead, he had developed into a full-fledged woman, shedding what little masculinity his body had held onto.

Sara sat up on the bed. “Oh my god, David. You’re… You’re… hot!”

“What?!” he shrieked, opening his eyes. He shot up at the sound of his female voice, only to be thrown off by the added weight on his chest. He looked down and squeezed his breasts. “I take it I’m a woman now?”

“An incredibly sexy one at that,” she said, sitting down next to him. “I mean, look at that body—and those curves! They’re more than enough to make a man melt.”

“Gross! I’m not gay, Sara,” David said, turning away from her.

“It’s not gay if you’re a chick, which you definitely are. Now you’d only be gay if you were attracted to me.”

“I… I’m not into men, okay?!” He jumped up off of the bed and turned toward her. “I still love you, even though now I have a woman’s body—which I still don’t even have an answer for. Do you remember what happened last night?”

Sara squinted, trying to navigate through the thick brume clouding her mind.

“No, I don’t. I remember showing up at the bar with you and drinking. Then nothing. Between waking up this morning and arriving at the bar, everything is foggy.”

“Why is this happening to me?!” David cried. He covered his face with his hands and fell onto the bed.

“Until we figure this out, why don’t we make the best of this situation?” Sara suggested. “I mean, look at it as a chance to start over, or to experience something new.” She bit her lip. “But I can’t go calling you David anymore.”

He looked up at her from behind his hands. “But my name is all I have left of the man I once was. You can’t take that from me.”

Sara wrapped her arms around him. “We still have our memories and photographs. Oh, I’ve got it.”

“What?”

“Fiona. I think that should be your new name.”

“Fiona?” David sniffed. “I… I don’t know.”

“I like it. And it’s sexy. It rolls nicely off the tongue. Fiona.” Sara stood up and held out her hand. “Come on, Fiona. Let’s go to the mall and get you some new clothes. Then tonight, we can go out to the bar, have a few drinks, and enjoy this very unique opportunity. What do you say?”

“I guess you’re right,” he replied, wiping away the last remnants of his tears. “This could be fun. I was a plain and boring-looking man. Now I’m a sexy woman.”

“That’s the spirit, Fiona!” Sara said, jumping up excitedly. “Let’s go shopping!”

 

“When you said let’s go to the bar, I thought you meant a casual night out, not that we’d go looking to get laid,” David said, holding up his new dress.

“I want you to look sexy. I want everyone to be jealous that this hot piece of ass is mine,” Sara said, squeezing David’s plump ass. She leaned over and whispered into his ear. “I say we go into the changing rooms and I help you strip. What do you say?”

“How about we wait until we get home?” he whispered back. “Then I can give you a more private dance.”

Several hours later, David and Sara emerged from the mall, their legs sore and their hands full of shopping bags. As they’d navigated the labyrinth of shoes, dresses, lingerie, tops, and bottoms, David had eventually relaxed, and he found himself enjoying the outing with his girlfriend.

It was exactly what their relationship needed. The couple had fallen into a humdrum routine that planted the seeds of doubt in Sara’s mind. David was a wonderful man, but at home, and especially in bed, he was lackluster and apathetic.

He didn’t share the same drive and ambition that she had. He was a very mellow individual who was content with his life remaining exactly the way it was. She worked hard every day at her job, and when she would come home, she wanted someone to be there for her; to help her wind down and “relieve some stress,” as she often put it.

David worked from home, and even then, he worked very little. She would come home to him playing a video game or watching TV, and he would rarely ask her about her day or notice that she got a new haircut.

The more she thought about how they were moving apart, the more often her brain would remind her of the skillful touch of the sorority girl, or the power she felt when she fucked the crossdresser.

She loved David, and the last thing she wanted to do was cheat on him. He was a nice guy who didn’t deserve that, but relationships are two-way streets, and if he wouldn’t give her the love and attention she needed, then she would eventually have to find it somewhere else.

On several occasions, she had tried to bring it up, but he would change the subject. Sara didn’t know if he was oblivious to her needs, or if he just chose to ignore them.

Last night was the night. She was going to break up with him and end it all. It had been too long since they’d last had sex, and Sara had so much sexual frustration locked up inside of her she was about ready to burst.

Except, the morning after, she’d woken up back in her bed with David screaming about his dick disappearing. When she’d laid in bed next to him after fingering him to his very first female orgasm, she’d smiled as she forgot about all the troubles they’d been having. This was the change she’d been looking for in him. It was a chance for them to rekindle their relationship, and she wasn’t going to let that chance slip away.

 

David sat quietly in the passenger seat as Sara drove home. In his head, he was going over what had transpired earlier at the mall.

Something that bothered him greatly.

He’d looked over at Sara and smiled warmly. She was a beautiful woman with long red hair, flawless skin, a great body, and a killer intellect to boot. He’d thought he had won the lottery when she’d agreed to go out with him, and again later when she’d become his girlfriend.

But the problem wasn’t that he was still attracted to her. It was the men they saw while at the mall.

Guys with chiseled jaws and ripped, muscular bodies; men with thick, bushy beards, clean-shaven faces, or even that rough stubble that’ll give you goosebumps when you rub your hand on his cheek.

More than once, David had caught a guy checking him out, looking up and down his body with keen interest and flashing him a smile that made him weak in the knees and his panties wet. Too often, he caught himself staring at the images of the models advertising underwear or suits. He bit his lip as he imagined what having sex with another man was like; when his pussy would be filled with a real, pulsating cock and not an inorganic toy.

But even though he was constantly fighting those newfound lusts in his mind, every time he’d set his eyes on Sara, they would disappear, and all he would be able to think about was her naked body and they way her fingers made him squeal with girlish delight.

He wondered if this was how every woman felt, or if he was a victim of a curse that turned him into a horny slut with an insatiable thirst for sex and pleasure, no matter the gender of his lover.

This question remained with him as he stepped through the doors of the bar with Sara. Would he walk away in her arms, or in the arms of a man he would meet here tonight? Tomorrow morning, would he wake up still attracted to Sara, or would he find himself no longer interested in women, only men?

Or perhaps this was all a bad dream, and he would wake up tomorrow back in his male body with Sara beside him.

But none of that mattered now. What mattered was that he was walking in between the tables and chairs in a short, gray dress and matching pumps. In his hand was his purse, filled with everything a girl needed, according to Sara. His long brown hair was styled in a loose up-do and his nails were painted and manicured. David was never a fan of the smell of nail polish, and sitting in the salon watching the women work on his fingers and toes while another cut and styled his hair had been an overwhelming experience.

Sara had done his makeup. She’d chosen a dark red hue for his lips and a soft, earthy-brown for his eye shadow. Chandelier earrings hung from his lobes—whatever magical force transformed his body also pierced his ears for him. In appearance, he was ready for a night on the town, but he wasn’t sure if he was mentally ready for one.

David was a lightweight even when he had a male body, and unlike Sara, who could drink men under the table, he was still a lightweight. It was something he discovered only after he found himself chatting with a man named Richard.

Richard had blond hair and steel-blue eyes that were open and welcoming. Sara brought him and a friend of his back to the table when she left to get another round for the two of them.

David looked over at her when Richard turned his head away to cough. Sara was happily chatting away with the other guy. He had no idea what she had planned when she brought the two men back, but David’s concerns vanished when he looked back at Richard.

Richard smirked, then broke into a grin as he looked away, the flash of his teeth almost blinding David. The way only one of his dimples in his cheeks surfaced from the lopsided angle of his lips gave him chills, and David sunk his teeth into his own lip without thinking about it as their eyes met.

Those eyes… so deep and fathomless, like an abyss beckoning David with the promise of a warm forever; someplace he could just fall into and never find his way back out of; a place of peace and warmth unlike any he’d ever known.

David’s heart fluttered in his chest, and he tried to look away from Richard’s stare, only to find himself gazing at his broad, muscular shoulders, instead.

David wondered without meaning to: what kind of positions could Richard get him into with those strong arms of his?

“Fiona,” Sara said to him. Then, when he didn’t respond: “Fiona.”

David blinked as he turned to her. “Yes?”

“Need to use the bathroom? I have to.”

It took him a second to register what she meant. “Oh, right. Yes, I do have to go.”

“Excuse us, gentlemen,” Sara said with a wink.

“Sure thing, ladies,” Richard replied.

Sara slid out of her chair with her purse in one hand and other arm wrapped around David’s. He grabbed his purse and followed her to the bathroom.

Locking the door behind her, Sara turned to David.

“Falling for Richard, I see,” she giggled.

David stared back at her, his eyes trying to maintain their focus. “I am not,” he mumbled. “He’s just… pretty.”

“Look, babe, if you’re not comfortable with this, let me know.”

He smiled. “Uncomfortable with what?”

Sara turned away from him and looked at her reflection in the mirror. “I was going to invite them back to our place. I figured it would be fun for you to experience being with another man.”

“I… I don’t know, Sara,” he said, “I thought we’re boyfriend-girlfriend… err, girlfriend-girlfriend?”

She took her hands off of the counter and placed them on his shoulders, preventing him from toppling over. “We are, but this is only for one night. I’m not asking you to date him. Just… have sex with him.”

“But… I love you.”

“And I love you. If you don’t want to do this, then just tell me and I’ll call it off.”

“I…” David trailed off as images of Richard naked filled his mind. He imagined himself in the arms of the husky man, his dick filling David’s pussy.

He shifted, his hands moving to his crotch as if covering an imaginary boner. His already red face turned scarlet as he bit his lip, picturing the man ploughing him on his bed with Sara getting fucked next to him.

“Fiona?”

“Okay,” he replied, looking up at her. “But just this one night.”

“That-a girl,” Sara said with a smile, hugging him tightly against her chest.

 

David had barely stepped foot into the entryway of the condo when she turned around, wrapped her arms around Richard, and kissed him. The man was a good foot taller than her, even with the heels he was wearing, and David had to practically jump to get her lips to Richard’s.

Richard responded by wrapping his arms around David, lifting her off of the ground. Sara and her date came in after them, smirking at David and how eager she was.

“Fiona, wait until we get to the bedroom!” Sara said, playfully tugging at David’s dress.

Richard released her and they followed Sara to the bedroom. The two men grinned at each other as Sara and David kissed, removing each other’s dresses as they climbed onto the bed.

They separated as the two men stripped and joined them. David’s lips sought out Richard’s as he placed himself on top of her, one hand cradling David’s head and the other sliding underneath her bra.

David squealed as Richard fondled her breast. Richard sat back and watched as David unclipped her bra, tossing it aside and freeing her ample bosom for Richard to enjoy.

He moved down David’s body, kissing and sucking on her nipples, his hand rubbing the inside of her thighs, inching closer to her anxious cunt.

David looked away from her lover to Sara, who grinded her hips against her date, her hands moving through her hair as he thrust into her from beneath.

Her attention shifted from her girlfriend to the man pleasuring her, and David’s eyes went wide when she saw Richard’s rock hard cock appear between her legs.

She bit her lip as she watched him slide on the rubber. Her pussy hungered, longing to be filled.

“Please, Richard. I want you to fuck me!” she said, rubbing the insides of her thighs.

“How could I resist an offer like that?” Richard said as he smirked. His devilish grin made David giddy. The bed shook and David looked away once more to Sara.

She and her date had switched positions, and she now laid on her back next to David. She looked at her as her date fucked her, reached out her hand to rub David’s cheek.

David stretched her neck and kissed her, pulling away from her strawberry lips to moan as Richard filled her pussy with his throbbing flesh.

David arched her back as Richard drove into her. Her inner walls gripped Richard’s cock, unwilling to let it go. He pulled out and thrust back in, and David moaned once more.

She writhed around on the bed, her fingers rubbing her face and hooking to her lips as Richard moved in and out of her, both the pace and force of his movements intensifying until David was lost in a sea of erotic bliss.

Sara cried out next to her as she orgasmed and her date pulled out of her and looked to David.

He nodded to Richard, who flipped David onto her belly effortlessly. She looked back at him as she climbed onto his hands and knees, moaning as Richard slapped her ass and gripped her hips.

David looked away from him to the other man, whose rock hard cock was inches from her face. She closed her eyes and moaned as Sara slid underneath him and rubbed his clit while Richard pounded him.

Her open mouth was an invitation for the man, and he slid his still-hard dick into David’s mouth. The man’s musky aroma filled her nostrils and her tongue rubbed the underside of his cock as he thrust in and out.

It felt wonderful being filled at both ends. David had never been a dominant man in bed. The handful of women he had slept with had to make up for his slack, and oftentimes, the adventure ended early before either partner could get their release.

Now she was on the receiving end, looking up at the man who filled her throat with his thick cock. There was no hesitation, no second thoughts as to why she was wrapping her lips around his throbbing member. All that David could feel was lust—pure, erotic bliss at being fucked.

The feeling of total submission was liberating. When she was a man, she had refused to accept the fact that she was a bottom—the submissive half of the relationship. She didn’t want to admit that she didn’t have any control in the bedroom.

But now, all she wanted to do was serve her lover. Fiona was a slave to her lust, her unquenchable libido, and it didn’t bother her in the slightest.

Oh god, this is so good! Fuck me harder!

The man in front of her grunted as he gripped David’s head. Seconds later, David felt thick ropes of hot cum shoot out of the man’s dick into her throat, and it was enough to send her over the edge.

David moaned as she climaxed, coating Richard’s dick with her own juices as Richard pounded harder and harder until he came as well. David swallowed the salty treat as the man pulled out of her mouth and backed away, leaving David licking her lips and exhausted.

The two men climbed off of the bed and put their clothes back on as Sara crawled over to David. She fell onto her side when she heard the front door close and a warmth spread throughout her body as it changed one final time.

Sara watched as David’s breasts grew two cup sizes, moaning as her chest filled out to a bouncy set of double-D’s and her dark hair lightened, changing from near-black to platinum blonde. David blinked as she sat up, her eyes turning ocean-blue.

“I guess I wasn’t done changing,” she said, looking at Sara.

“David… about the guys…” Sara said, looking away. “I hope I didn’t—”

Her words were cut off by David as she kissed her.

“Sara, you are the only one for me. Your cock is the only one I want in me.”

Sara smiled as she pushed David onto her back. She looked up at Sara submissively and watched as she climbed up off of the bed.

“Such a slut, Fiona,” she said, walking away and disappearing into her closet. She returned a minute later wearing a different harness with an even bigger dildo than the purple one. “I think you need to get punished.”

David squealed as she mounted her, filling her sopping wet cunt with her thick dick.

“I like the new you,” Sara said, rubbing David’s cheek as she thrust into her. “How do you feel, David?”

“I feel like… Fiona,” she moaned, smiling.

FILLING IN

 

Mark dropped his head onto his desk after reading the first sentence of the rejection email. He had lost count of how many cut and pasted rejection letters he had received in the past month and a half, but it was enough to put the idea of changing his major into his head.

A film student at a top notch film school, he was required to work as an intern at a film studio. Without this internship, he couldn’t graduate.

When he first heard about it during his freshman orientation, he was so excited by the possibility of working with some big name studio and getting to interact with A-list celebrities and directors whose movies were among the best ever created.

Senior year finally came around and he started sending off his applications. One by one his film school friends were getting accepted, all bragging about which major motion picture company they got into.

But for Mark, every response was a rejection, and with each reply, his heart sank further. He branched out, applying for positions at smaller, more independent studios, figuring they would welcome the help.

Just like the major studios, Mark got denied from them as well.

It had gotten to a point where he typed in “movie studios” into the search bar and applied to every one that popped up in the results. He moved the cursor over the link to the next one and hesitated.

“AltFetish Studios?” he said, reading the link aloud. He looked back over his shoulder and got up from his desk. Poking his head out his bedroom door, there was no sign of either of his roommates in his apartment.

He clicked the link and his jaw dropped.

“Nope!” he said, quickly moving his cursor to the corner to exit out of the tab.

But for some reason, his finger refused to move and exit out of the page. His eyes skimmed over the details, lingering on the hot women and trying to avoid the men dressed in lingerie or the shemales posing alongside them.

At the bottom of the screen he saw the word, “Contact.”

Every other studio I’ve applied to has said no, he thought as he stared at the webpage. The internship has to be at a film studio, and this is a film studio…

“Ah, fuck it!” he mumbled, clicking the link at the bottom.

Mark quickly typed in his information, letting whomever it was that operated the studio know that he was a film student needing an internship.

With the email sent, he decided to call it quits, and instead of exiting the page, he found himself navigating through it, his curiosity building as he browsed through the titles the studio produced.

He clicked on each one and read the short synopses, and even scrolled through the image galleries and short video trailers for female domination videos with gorgeous women dressed in skin-tight leather, with both men and women at their heels.

Mark watched a preview of a man dressed up like a woman by his wife and forced to suck the cocks of her coworkers, followed by one with a guy getting fucked by a shemale.

Hearing the front door close and a knock on his bedroom door, he quickly closed out of the page.

“Mark you in here?” his roommate yelled.

“Yeah, what’s up?” he replied.

Mark slid back from his desk and went to stand up, only to realize that he had a massive erection. What the fuck? I got turned on by that?

“We’re going over next door to the party. Want to come? I heard Anne is going to be there.”

Anne, with fiery red hair and jade-green eyes; Mark had a crush on her since the start of the semester. She sat a couple rows in front of him in his History of Science Fiction class, but he hasn’t built up the nerve to ask her out.

“Yeah, just a sec!” He stood up and willed his boner to go away before opening his door. But try as he might, the images and videos from the fetish site remained.

“Were you watching porn in there?” Steven asked. He has his back to the wall, and standing next to him holding two cases of beer was Zack, his other roommate. “It sounded like porn.”

“Yeah, it was,” Mark replied sheepishly, scratching his head.

“Whatever, let’s get going before all the women get taken,” Zack said, walking toward the front door.

 

“Dude! You gotta tell us what happened!” Steven said, stumbling through the front door of the apartment. Zack came in right after and the three roommates made their way into the living room.

Mark had been grinning like an idiot ever since he came out of the bedroom of the house next door, holding onto Anne’s hand. Her hair was disheveled, and her clothes were hastily put back on.

“How good was she?” Zack asked, opening up another can of beer.

“The best. And then there was this.” Mark tossed his phone to Steven before lying down on the couch.

“Holy shit, man! No way.”

“Let me see!” Zack said, quickly moving next to Steven. The two men ogled at the picture Mark had on his phone. Before she got dressed, Anne took a selfie of her naked torso. The top half of her face was cut off, showing nothing more than her ruby red lips and her fair skin and rosy nipples.

“She gave me her number, too. I’ll be seeing her again tomorrow,” Mark said, swiping his phone away from his horny roommates. “Good night, gentlemen, and sweet dreams.”

“You gotta send us that photo!” Steven said.

“Not on your life,” Mark said as he closed his bedroom door.

He tossed his phone on his bed and shuffled over to his computer. He woke it up from his sleep and opened up his email, groaning as he read through two more rejection letters.

Until he read the reply from AltFetish Studios.

 

Mark,

 

Thank you for your interest in our studio. We have been shorthanded recently, which has slowed down our production, and would be more than glad to have you help out around the studio. I’m sure a film student such as yourself would rather work at a major motion picture studio, but over there it’s all work and no fun. We’re a tight-knit production company and everyone is treated with respect and dignity.

 

Looking forward to your reply,

 

Ricardo

Owner, AltFetish Studios

 

He sat back in his chair and reread the email, remembering what a classmate had told him about his workload. At first Mark was jealous of him, as he got a spot at the studio that was Mark’s first choice. It started out fun, his friend said, getting to see all the fancy equipment and stuff, but after a couple of days it became a nightmare.

He worked long days with very few breaks, and everyone treated him like a slave. No one even called him by his name. They called him “intern” and had him go on coffee runs and lug equipment around the set. He was forbidden to speak to the actors, and the director didn’t even acknowledge his existence.

It’s not like I have any other options available to me, Mark thought as he started typing up a reply. It could be fun, and those women are gorgeous.

He sent the message expressing his interest in working with the studio before going to bed, but not before opening up the picture Anne gave him and whipping out his hardening cock.

There was a reply waiting for him in his inbox the following morning, inviting him to stop by the studio. With nothing else to do this weekend but party, Mark took them up on the offer.

The studio was a short drive away, tucked deep inside an industrial complex. All the buildings were identical, some with company names on the sides. AltFetish Studios had no identifiable signs and their windows were darkly tinted with only the address on the glass.

Mark stayed in his car, waiting for someone to come in or out of the building. After twenty minutes of waiting for nothing, he got out of his car and walked up to the door.

“Hello, how may I help you?”

Mark stood in the small lobby, and after a few moments of looking around, he stepped up to the receptionist counter. The woman behind the desk was a petite brunette with her hair tied back in a ponytail.

“Sorry, but I think I got bad directions,” Mark said, looking back at the sparse waiting room.

It consisted of three chairs, a small table with magazines, and a potted plant in the corner. There were two other doors, one in the far corner with a “No Admittance” sign on it, and the other marked “restroom”.

“I’m looking for Ricardo?”

“What’s your name, sir?”

“Mark.”

“One moment. Please have a seat,” the woman said, gesturing to the empty chairs and picking up the phone.

“Ricardo, there is a Mark here to see you… of course.” She hung up and returned to her typing.

A couple minutes later, the “No Admittance” door and a Hispanic man came out.

“Mark? I’m Ricardo, and this is AltFetish Studios,” he said with a firm handshake.

“Oh good, I thought I was in the wrong place.” Mark smiled.

“Nah, we just like to keep our business incognito. Keeps the crazies away,” he laughed. “Let me give you a tour!” He walked over and opened the door and waved him in.

“That was Tina, our receptionist,” he said, closing the door behind him. The door led to a wide hallway with doors on either side. “She’s also the graphic designer. She made all the posters on the walls.”

Mark looked at each one as they walked down the hallway. They were large prints of the covers for the movies, with the models and actors all posing together.

As they walked down the hallway, Ricardo opened up each door and showed Mark what was inside. A couple were storage, others bathrooms with showers. There was a post production room, lounge, and an office.

He knocked twice before opening the door. “This is Marie’s office, my wife and co-owner of the studio. She takes care of the business side and I run the creative side.”

Marie waved to the two of them. “Hello, Mark. Welcome to the family,” she quickly said before returning to her phone call.

“We will be wrapping up our newest movie tonight, if you want to come by again,” he said, closing the door and rounding the corner at the end of the hallway. “Lisa and Amy are the only ones here at the moment. I can introduce you to them.”

“Sure,” Mark said, looking around.

Rounding the corner, the hallway ended with a pair of wide doors. Above them was a red and a green light.

“Red light means we’re filming and not to enter.” Ricardo said, pointing to the lights. “Since it’s green, it’s safe.”

He pushed open the doors, revealing a large sound stage. There were multiple sets and lighting equipment scattered round the large room. Mark recognized all of the sets from the pictures and trailers he saw on the website. In the corner of the sound stage were several couches and chairs, as well as low tables.

“Hair and makeup is that room, and the other one is wardrobe. That room is the kitchen.” Ricardo looked back to see Mark staring off in the direction of the couches where two gorgeous blondes chatted. He smiled as he put his hand on Mark’s back and pushed him in the direction of the women.

“Hey, ladies!” Ricardo said. “This is Mark, the intern.” The two women looked away from each other and smiled at Mark, who remained still. “Everything okay, Mark?” Ricardo asked.

Mark didn’t know how to say it gently. “Yeah, it’s just…” he whispered.

“Oh, I see,” Ricardo laughed. “That’ll take some getting used to.” He turned to the women. “He’s just shy, that’s all. He’s watched some of your videos.”

Mark turned bright red as the three of them laughed. Ricardo sat down on one of the couches.

“Mark, if you’re going to work at a porn studio, you’re going to have to get used to seeing the models,” Lisa said, standing up and walking toward him. She grabbed his hand and led him over to the couches. “Tell us more about yourself.”

 

It had been a busy week for Mark. Between working at the studio and going out with Anne, he hadn’t had a night to himself.

Ricardo was right; it did take some getting used to. Mark mainly helped move the equipment around the sound stage, but when they were filming he took turns assisting Tyler the cameraman, Tim who did lighting, and Bob who was in charge of sound.

Each day there was a different combination of people, and over the course of the week, Mark had met each one.

AltFetish Studios had a three regular dommes: Lisa, Vivian, and Winona. Lisa and Vivian were both blondes, and Winona was black.

In addition to the dommes, they had two recurring men: Butch and Oscar, both over six feet tall and incredibly muscular. But despite their physical appearance and the roles they played in the films, both men were very nice.

Amy and Jessica were the two female subs that were often paired with one of the dommes. But for Mark, the most awkward night was when he met Layla and Zena, two transwomen who still had their man-parts. They were both very beautiful, but it was proving difficult to get used to seeing them naked and fucking Amy, Jessica, or Oscar.

The one person Mark had yet to meet was Cole, the man who was often dressed up in lingerie with makeup and a wig. Two nights in a row he called in sick, and the third night he was a no-show without even calling in.

He silently watched Ricardo and Marie discuss the matter with Lisa. They had wrapped up the other projects and were about to start a new one where she would come home from work to find her boyfriend wearing her stockings. It would be the first in a series of shorts, and in each one, the boyfriend would become more and more feminized until he ended up sandwiched between Oscar and Butch.

“This isn’t the first time he’s done this,” Lisa sighed. “He pulled this shit during the last movie as well.”

“He has become unreliable recently,” Marie said. “Not to mention he’s been demanding his full paycheck at the start of the project. I guess it’s time we cut him loose and find a replacement.”

“But that’ll take weeks!” Ricardo shouted. “Damn it, Cole, why couldn’t you put in a two weeks’ notice like a normal employee?”

“I think I have a solution to our problem.”

The color from Mark’s face vanished when Lisa pointed at him. All eyes turned toward him and his heart pounded in his chest.

Lisa walked up to him and inspected him. “He is the right build for this: slender with some muscle tone.”

Ricardo stroked his dark beard and turned toward Becca and Beatrice. “What do you think, ladies? Will he work?”

“He’s only a little shorter than Cole, so there will be no problem with the wardrobe,” Becca said.

Beatrice nodded. “And his face isn’t too masculine, so he’ll actually look more feminine than Cole ever did.”

“Well, I’m sold on it.” Ricardo clapped. “Mark?”

“I… I…” His eyes darted about, looking at the rest of the crew.

“Five hundred dollars,” Marie said. “You’ll be paid five hundred at the end of shooting tonight, than you’ll be paid another five hundred when we wrap in a couple days. Plus you’ll get a percentage of sales.”

Mark opened his mouth to speak, but words failed him. Never in his life had he ever worn women’s clothes, and the thought had never occurred to him, nor had the idea of being pegged.

The fact that Lisa was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen made it easier to swallow. And he had heard about how enjoyable it is to be pegged, considering that the prostate is the male g-spot.

Then there was Anne. They had been going out for little over a week, but for some reason she seemed distant and reluctant to go steady with him. So it wasn’t like he’d be cheating on her by doing this; he could say it was part of his job.

Besides, porn stars have SOs, and they still have sex on camera.

“Okay, I’ll do it,” he sighed.

“Yes! Thank you, Mark!” Lisa hugged him. “Don’t worry. I’ll be very gentle with you, and like any other movie, we can cut and stop filming. I’ll give you a safeword, and if you utter it, I’ll immediately stop what I’m doing—no matter what.”

“Come on, Mark. We need to find you a pair of stockings and give you a little makeup.” Becca grabbed his hand and the two women led him away from the group into the makeup room.

 

“What the fuck, Mark?!” Lisa slammed the door to their bedroom and stormed up to their bed.

“I… I can explain!” he replied, climbing off of the bed and covering his erection.

“Yes, explain to me why you are wearing my stockings and jerking off.” She crossed her arms. Mark opened his mouth to explain, but she waved him off. “Actually, you don’t need to explain. It all makes sense now.”

“What does?”

“My boyfriend is a sissy slut. And you know what happens to sissy sluts?” Lisa turned away from him, walked over to her dresser, and dug through the contents.

“What happens to them?” Mark said, looking over at her.

“They get fucked in the ass,” Lisa replied, pulling out a black leather harness with a flesh-colored dildo attached. He watched with wide eyes as she stepped into the harness, tightened it, and walked up to Mark.

“Bend over, slut!” she commanded, turning him around and pushing him onto the bed.

“And cut!” Ricardo shouted.

Mark let out a huge sigh as he rolled over onto his back.

Lisa handed him a robe and sat down next to him on the bed. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“It’s weird wearing stockings. It’ll be even weirder wearing the full get-up.”

“Oh, you’ll get used to it. In fact, I think you look good in stockings,” Lisa teased.

“That’s it for tonight!” Ricardo shouted. He walked up to Mark and Lisa. “Mark, have you ever been pegged before?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Then we’ll need to you come quite a bit early tomorrow. Eat a light breakfast and have a liquid lunch. When you get here, we’ll clean out your insides and warm you up with a small plug.”

Lisa could see the frightened look on his face. “Don’t worry, Mark. I’ve pegged lots of guys. The first time is the hardest, but as long as we take it slow, you’ll be fine. Most guys I peg were skeptical or had no interest, but later thanked me for opening their eyes to it. Doesn’t make you gay or anything.”

“Thanks. I hope it’s as enjoyable as you say it is,” he sighed.

The following night, Mark discovered the joy of being pegged. He showed up when he was told to, and after prepping him, there was still plenty of time left, so Lisa offered a warm-up session with Ricardo’s approval.

In her private room, Lisa took Mark slowly and gently with the smallest strap-on they had. Afterward, she plugged him up and kept it there until filming started and she wielded the same one as the night prior. At the end of the night, Mark went home sore, but very satisfied.

“Oh, Mark, before you go…” Ricardo called out to him. “There has been a change in the script.”

“What is it?”

“Butch is out of town for a wedding, so instead of having him show up in the next part, we managed to secure a guest domme. She’ll play a friend of Lisa’s who helps further your feminization. Tomorrow you’ll be dressed in the full outfit and pegged by two ladies! Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Ricardo slapped him on the back and left, laughing. Mark rubbed his face as he walked back to his car, planning on spending the remainder of his night in his bedroom, drinking himself to sleep.

Anne was waiting for him back at his apartment.

“How was work?” She poured herself a shot of whiskey.

“Fine,” he replied. “Is everything okay? Where’s Zack and Steven?”

“They went to a party. It’s just you and me here. Tell me about the studio you work at.” She tossed the shot back and poured herself another.

“It’s a small indie studio. I told you this already. What’s bothering you?”

“I start a new job tomorrow, and it’ll be difficult for me to stay in a relationship. I’m sorry Mark, but I’m breaking up with you.” She knocked back the second shot.

His jaw dropped. “What?”

“My job is very demanding, not to mention my schedule is never set in stone. I took a short break to catch up in school, so now I’m at a point where I can start working again.”

“I see,” he replied, dropping his head.

“Mark, you’re a really nice guy and all, it’s just… I felt like something was missing in our relationship, and it was awkward for me. I’m sure you’ll find someone.” She quickly took a third shot of whiskey before walking around the counter and kissing Mark.

“Enjoy that photo. We may not be a couple any more, but if you ever need an itch scratched, call me.”

Mark said nothing as he watched her leave the apartment. She closed the door and he stood in disbelief. When he finally snapped out of it, he grabbed the bottle of whiskey, a glass full of ice, and went to his bedroom.

He woke up the following morning with a terrible hangover and a strong desire to call in sick. As he wallowed in his misery, he was reminded of the wonderful pleasure of being pegged by Lisa.

Is this really happening to me? Am I growing fond of taking it in the butt from a beautiful woman? He sat up on his bed and scratched his head. Tonight, I’m going all the way. Dressed up like a woman and everything. God, I hope no one I know watches this.

Mark sat in his car for over half an hour building up the courage to walk through the front doors. It was weird enough wearing stockings, but tonight he was going to wear the whole thing.

He recalled the outfits that Cole had worn in the pass: short, tight dresses, stockings, high heels, miniskirts, and tied-off blouses.

Am I going to have to wear a mini-skirt and blouse? Like a schoolgirl? He leaned forward and pressed his head to the steering wheel, groaning.

There was a knock on his window, and Mark thought he was going to have a heart attack.

Standing next to his car was Lisa, holding back her laughter.

“Everything okay, Mark?” she said as he rolled down his window.

“Yeah, it’s just…”

“Nerves getting ya?”

“Yeah…”

“Look, Mark, no one is making you do this. You can always back out and no one will blame you. You think Cole was the first guy we hired? We went through ten guys before finding one that stuck around.”

He rolled up the window and got out of the car. “It’s just weird.”

“It’s weird because that is how society labels it and it’s what’s you’ve been conditioned to think. At least give it a chance. You’ll never know if you don’t try it. Besides, you can go back to being an intern when we find a permanent replacement for Cole.”

“You’re right,” Mark said with a nod. “Let’s do this.”

“Good! I’m excited for tonight. I’ve heard good things about our guest domme.” Lisa wrapped her arm around Mark and led him away from the car.

Inside, Lisa kept her arm around Mark as she led him down the hallway to the sound stage where Ricardo, Beatrice, and Becca were waiting for him.

“Okay so tonight we’re starting with Mark all dressed up, makeup, wig, and all. It’ll start with Lisa applying some lip gloss on Mark, telling him how pretty he is and whatnot, and about how her friend is coming over to have some fun with him.”

“Speaking of which, have we heard from her?” Lisa added.

“Nothing yet,” Ricardo replied, “but she should be here any minute.”

Lisa sighed. “I hope so. I really wanted to chat with her beforehand.”

“Mark: are you ready?” Ricardo asked, putting his hand on the former intern’s back.

“As I’ll ever be,” he sighed.

“Ladies, he’s all yours. Make a woman out of him.”

“Come on, Mark,” the two women said, taking his hands. “This will be fun.”

For the first time since Mark started working in the studio, he saw the inside of wardrobe.

“That’s… quite a lot of clothes,” he said, marveling at the rows. There was an assortment of mini dresses, skirts, blouses; leather and latex pieces, and a wide array of heels in every color and style. On top of the rows of clothing and shoes were wigs of various lengths and hues.

Becca browsed through the dresses. “Don’t worry, Mark. Everything is thoroughly cleaned and washed after it’s been worn. Let’s get you dressed.”

Mark sat in a chair and anxiously watched the two women mix and match outfits, wigs, and shoes. His mouth went dry and his throat clenched up when they finally decided on an outfit.

“It’s a good thing you’re not all that hairy, otherwise you would’ve had to shave before coming tonight,” Becca said, holding out the clothes.

“Nothing too trashy or slutty, but still very sexy,” Beatrice said, inspecting the dress. It was dark red and made of a stretchy fabric that would cling to his body, showing off every curve. It had a low neckline that would’ve put any cleavage he had on display.

“Since you’re already thin, there won’t be any need for a corset. Unless you want more defined curves?” The two women waited for his reply.

“No, no. I’m good.”

The two women pouted. “Cole never wanted to wear a corset either,” Becca lamented. “Someday…” she added wistfully.

“Okay, Mark, step into that changing room over there and strip out of your clothes. We’ll hand you your outfit piece by piece. Once you’re dressed, we’ll do makeup.”

Inside the changing room, Mark’s hands trembled. They took his clothes as he stripped out of them, and he stood naked with the black lace panties in his hands.

Lisa’s words echoed in his head. Give it a chance.

Swallowing hard, he summoned the courage and stepped into the delicate underwear. He slowly pulled them up his legs until they gently caressed his groin.

Huh, these are… strangely comfortable, he thought, looking at himself in the mirror. It’s almost like I’m wearing nothing at all. They’re so light and delicate.

“Time’s a-wasting, Mark,” Becca called out. “Chop, chop!”

He quietly sighed as he clasped the bra behind his back and picked up the first rolled up stocking and pulled it up his leg. It gently caressed his skin, showing off his calves and toned thighs.

Mark stared at his stocking-clad leg until there was a knock on the changing room door and a reminder of the deadline. He quickly pulled on the second stocking before sliding into the heels and stepping into the dress, shimmying it up his body.

“Umm, I can’t zip up the back,” he shouted.

“Are you otherwise dressed?” Becca replied.

“Yes.”

“Then open the door and come on out.”

Mark reached for the knob, but an overwhelming sense of embarrassment kept his hand from turning it.

“What’s the matter, Mark?” Beatrice said after a moment.

“I… I can’t do it.”

“Don’t be afraid. We’re not going to laugh or make fun of you. If we thought it was weird or gross, we wouldn’t work here. Come on out. I’m sure you look great.”

Mark took a couple of deep breaths and closed his eyes as he opened the changing room door. He stepped out in the main room, his hands together in front of him and his eyes on the ground.

His face was the color of his dress.

“Oh, wow, Mark! That outfit looks great on you. And once your makeup is all done, you’ll look even better.”

“Think so?” he asked, loosening up. “It just feels so… weird.”

“Everything is weird the first time you do it. Don’t worry.”

The two women grabbed his hands, led him through the door, and sat him down in the makeup chair.

“Let’s keep it a surprise,” Becca said, turning his chair away from the mirror.

The two women silently nodded and got to work on Mark’s face. When they finished and added the brunette wig, Mark’s transformation was complete.

“Not a hint of your old self visible. Ready for the big reveal?”

“Yes,” he replied, his voice trembling.

It was nerve-wracking watching them go to town on his face. They held nothing back and used every item in their arsenal to make him into a good-looking woman.

“I think this is our best work yet,” Beatrice said, turning Mark’s chair back toward the mirror.

“Holy shit,” Mark said, covering his mouth in shock. “I… I can’t believe that’s me! I look so feminine!”

“Come, Mark.” Becca stuck out her hand. “Let’s show the rest of the crew the new you.”

He took a deep breath and the two women held his hands as they opened the door and led him out of the makeup room. Over by the lounge area of the sound stage, the rest of the crew, including both Ricardo and Marie, were gathered and chatting.

The sound of high heels on the concrete floor stopped the conversations and all eyes turned to Mark.

“No fucking way!” Lisa said, running up to Mark. She put her hands on his shoulders and smiled. “Mark, you look amazing.” Everyone else walked up behind Lisa and joined in on complimenting Mark.

“Oh, right, let me introduce you to our guest domme.” Ricardo said, squeezing through the crowd and placing his hand on Mark’s shoulder. “Mark, this is Lady—”

“Anne?!”

A redheaded woman dressed in a shiny black leather outfit stepped through the crowd. She extended her hand and they both froze when they saw each other.

“Mark?!”

“Oh, this is perfect,” Lisa laughed. She watched Mark and Anne stare dumbfounded at each other. “Please tell me you used to be a couple.”

“We, uh—we were. Until yesterday,” Mark said, pulling his gaze away from his ex. “This is why you broke up with me? ‘Cause you’re a domme?”

“Yes. I’s difficult for me to maintain a healthy relationship with someone while I’m working as a domme. I’m still new to this whole thing, and I’m not experienced enough to keep my two lives separate.”

“How long have you been doing this?”

“Almost two years now. I first discovered this part of me freshman year. Took me a while to realize what I am and when I did, I sought professional advice. I became an apprentice to another domme, and for the past year and a half, she’s mentored me and taught me everything she knows. Instead of starting out on my own, she told me to do some collabs with other dommes to build a network and learn from others.”

“She contacted me, and I eagerly accepted her offer. I know and highly respect the woman she trained under.” Lisa said. “But this… this is priceless.”

“So, Mark…” Anne folded her arms. “Have you always been a crossdresser?”

“No, today is actually my first time.” He looked down at his own outfit, inspecting his heels and adjusting the hem of his dress.

“I hope this won’t be the last,” Anne purred. “I like seeing you in a dress. Turns me on.”

Mark’s face turned bright red as Anne placed her hand on his cheek.

“This is great!” Ricardo cheered. “It’ll make the film more authentic. All right, ladies and gentlemen; let’s get to work!”

 

“Oh my, you look like such a slut,” Lisa said, applying a coat of gloss to Mark’s lips.

He sat on the bed in front of her, hands together on his lap, looking away from the blonde woman. She had changed out of her business attire into a corset, thong, and thigh-high leather boots.

Mark looked over to the bed where the strap-on harness waited.

“Pucker those lips for me,” Lisa commanded. “Good girl. I have a surprise for you tonight.”

“What is it, Mistress?” Mark asked, his voice soft and feminine.

“You remember Anne? My friend from work?”

“I do, Mistress.”

“Well, I told her about how I found you in my stockings and how I dressed you up like the slut you are. She’s on her way over and she can’t wait to fuck you. You like that, don’t you?”

“I do, Mistress.”

“Can’t wait to have another cock inside you? Tell me how bad you want another cock.”

“I want another cock inside me,” he begged.

“It’s a shame her boyfriend is out of town on work, otherwise she would’ve brought him along and you could’ve tasted a real cock.”

“Hello? I’m here,” Anne said, walking in through the door.

“Hello, Anne!” Lisa said, hugging her friend.

“Oh my god! Is this him?” Anne pointed to Mark.

“Her, Anne. That’s no man. She’s my personal slut and her name is Malinda.” She turned to Mark. “Ain’t that right?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m not a man. I’m woman and a slut,” Mark, replied.

“Ready to have some fun?” Lisa asked, stepping into her harness.

“Am I ever!” Anne removed her heavy coat, revealing her skin-tight leather outfit and bright pink strap-on.

“Onto the bed, slut! Hands and knees,” Lisa commanded.

Mark silently obeyed and he climbed onto the bed. He didn’t look back as Lisa lubed up his asshole.

“Anne, since you’re the guest, how would you like to fuck my slut’s pussy?”

“Why, I’d love to!” Anne replied, taking the lube from Lisa and prepping her bright pink cock. “Thank you, Lisa.”

Lisa nodded as she climbed onto the bed and moved in front of Mark. “Well, what are you waiting for?”

Mark whimpered as he wrapped his lips around her fake dick. Anne crawled behind him and played with his ass before pressing the head of her cock against his opening and slowly pushing it in.

He moaned through the cock in his mouth as Anne gently buried herself deeper and deeper into him. Each time she thrust, she pulled out to the tip, then slowly inched her way back inside until his ass clamped down around her hilt. She moaned at the sensation of fucking him and how it pressed her strap-on against her clit.

The two women continued their assault on Mark, filling him from both ends, giggling and groaning as he hungrily slobbered all over Lisa’s dick. His thighs quivered as Anne picked up the pace behind him, bucking her hips in a wild frenzy, desperate to ramp up the friction on her clit. He knew she was close.

He was close, too. The curved tip of her thick strap-on was prodding at his sweet spot, filling his own dick with a thick, hot load. Mark closed his eyes and deepthroated Lisa again and again, forcing his face against her hips and swaying his head so her cock grazed her slit.

“Fuck!” Lisa moaned just as all three of them climaxed.

Mark moaned loudly as he blew his load onto the bed, seeing stars as Anne frantically pummeled his prostate. Both the women cried out as they went over the edge, Lisa rubbing her mound all over his face as she tickled the back of his throat with her dick. He could smell her lust on the other side of the fake cock, filling his nostrils with the heady aroma of her sweetness.

With their lust sated, they pulled out of Mark and left him on the bed, empty and exhausted.

Lisa and Anne hugged, said their goodbyes, and Anne left.

“And cut!” Ricardo shouted. “Nicely done, ladies, and way to go Mark! You did a great job.”

Anne returned with a jacket, wrapped it around Mark, and sat down next to him.

“I’m proud of you, Mark. It takes a lot of guts to do what you just did,” Lisa said, hugging him. She kissed him on the cheek and left the set.

“Mark,” Anne said, rubbing his back.

“Yeah?”

“I’m sorry for breaking up with you. But if it’s all right with you, I think I can give it another shot.” She turned her head and whispered into his ear. “Seeing you all dressed like this is incredibly hot. I hope Malinda can come by my apartment sometime. I have some lingerie I’d love to see her wear.”

Mark faced Anne and smiled. “I think that can be arranged.”

IN THE DEN OF THE COUGAR

 

I wasn’t sure what I’d expected, but I’d had my doubts from the moment I matched with her on Tinder. She’d seemed too good to be true, and as I sat alone at a local dive bar, two-thirds of the way through my beer and an hour past our scheduled meetup time, my suspicions appeared well-founded. Another failed first date, another no-show.

If I had a nickel…

I’d have leaned back, were I not sitting on a stool at a raised table. Even if the date had turned out awkward—had there been no chemistry or anything—it still would’ve been nice to have a conversation with someone. Something to distract me from how shitty work had been as of late. The stress had been building, manifesting itself in the form of some wickedly painful knots in my shoulders and back.

I should check to see if my insurance would cover a two-hour full-body massage.

I took a long sip of my beer that was a few degrees below room temperature and scanned the room. It was still on the early side, but the bar was starting to fill up. We were a couple blocks removed from the main drag downtown, so it’d still be a couple more hours before the overflow made it way here. Plenty of time to drink away my work-induced misery.

“She’s not coming, is she?”

I wasn’t sure how I missed her; I must’ve been really zoned out.

I blinked and turned toward the stranger. Then I nearly had to pick my jaw up off the floor. Attempting to act nonchalant, I apologized and mumbled something about not being able to hear her.

The woman smirked. “Here for a first date? She’s a no-show?”

I turned my gaze to my drink and nodded slowly. The woman was, for lack of a better term, a looker. She had golden-blonde hair that flowed down past her shoulders, impeccable makeup featuring smoky eyes and lips the color of crimson. She was adorned in jewelry that looked like it had cost more than what I took home in a year. The only thing missing was a giant diamond ring on her left hand. She wore a tight-fitting emerald dress that brought out the green of her eyes. She had to be at least twenty years my senior, but damn, did she look stunning, even if she was nearly fifty.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked, “I’m also dealing with a no-show.”

I gestured to the open seat. Despite my heart pounding and the sweat beading on my brow, this wasn’t the kind of woman I could say no to. Of the million things streaking through my brain, the one that stood out the most was: who could stand up a woman like that?

“My name’s Vivian.” She extended her hand. Gold and silver bracelets inlaid with diamonds and other gemstones rattled together. Her nails sported the same color red as her lips. I just hoped she didn’t notice my trembling, or my sweaty palms.

“Ethan,” I said.

“What are you drinking, Ethan?” Vivian turned toward the bar and waved once. I was about to comment about how she’d have to go over to there to order when I one of the bartenders practically sprinted out from behind the counter to serve her.

“Good evening, Vivian,” he said with a slight bow. “Your usual?”

“I do love your Old Fashioneds, Alexi.” She smiled and gestured toward me. “And whatever he would like.”

“H-Hefeweizen,” I stammered.

The bartender nodded and returned to the counter.

“I’ve been to many bars and clubs,” she murmured, “and in not just this city. Still, I can’t find a better one then Alexi’s.”

I nodded in agreement as I polished off what was left of my beer. I’d had an Old Fashioned maybe once or twice before at some company event that I definitely should not have been invited to. My boss needed someone to come along with him to represent our branch, and I had drawn the short straw. I couldn’t remember what was in one, but I didn’t think they were all that difficult to make.

Vivian folded her hands on the table and leaned toward me. “Tell me about yourself, Ethan.”

I looked over at one of the TVs, pretending to be interested in whatever sporting event was happening—I had to, otherwise I’d have been staring down into Vivian’s cleavage. She knew what she was doing. She had to.

“I, uh, am a project manager for a software developer.” I scratched my head. “It’s… pretty boring stuff. Long hours, lots of stupid meetings, pretty soul-sucking.”

I frowned. Great way to introduce yourself to the super-hot cougar, you dumbass.

Vivian laughed and placed a hand on my arm. “I rarely meet anyone who truthfully loves their job. What about hobbies? What do you do for fun?”

I wanted to tell her that my job didn’t really give me that. I was too drained when I got home to do anything, and on the weekends, I just drank and slept. So I shrugged and said, “Video games, mostly. Netflix, or maybe catch a movie on the weekends. What about you?”

She smirked and brushed my question aside. “Oh, my life’s pretty dull. You could say I have quite the opposite problem—too much free time.”

The bartender returned with our drinks.

I smirked. “Sounds amazing, actually. I’m super-jealous. I’d love a life of luxury. Not having to slave away at some thankless job just to barely make ends meet. Being able to do what you want, when you want. Living your life on your own schedule.”

Vivian peered at me over the rim of her glass. I noticed a twinkle in her eye, and the way she looked at me as she lowered her drink was… intimidating? This was a woman who knew what she wanted. Was she just toying with me? Using me for a little fun? How long before she grew tired of me and moves on?

“Who was this girl you were supposed to meet here?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know, someone I matched with on Tinder. She was cute, seemed a little too good to be true, but I gave it a shot anyway. You never know. And what about you? I’m not sure how a guy could stand up someone like you.”

Vivian smirked and took a sip from her drink. I got a whiff of the bourbon. I was never much of a hard alcohol guy; I could never afford the good stuff. You didn’t exactly sip Jack Daniels in a lounge chair with a Cuban cigar.

“He's not the first to do so. I think I may be a little intimidating.” She winked. “I was afraid I’d scare you off too when I asked to join you.”

I shrugged and took a sip of my beer. “I do admit that I was a little intimidated, but being afraid of everything gets you nowhere.”

A silence formed between us that lingered for a few moments before Vivian spoke. “Tell me, Ethan,” she said with a low, deliberate tone, and I nearly jumped out of my chair as I felt her leg rub up against mine. “This life of luxury of mine—what would you say if I offered you the chance to have it?”

My drink was halfway to my mouth. I set it down onto the table and met her gaze. “This… isn’t some sort of scam, is it? You’re not trying to lure me into some pyramid scheme?”

“No, of course not. You seem like a guy who knows what he wants, and I may have the means to give it to you.”

She downed what remained of her drink, took a pen out of her purse, and scribbled something onto one of the napkins. “Give me a call.” She slid the napkin toward me and placed her hand on my arm. “Just don’t wait too long.”

And just like that, she shouldered her purse and strode out of the bar. My eyes were drawn down to her hips, legs, and her high-heeled platform sandals. When I managed to drag my gaze back up, she was looking back at me. She winked and I turned away, face burning.

A few moments later, the bartender came by for her empty glass. I had quickly pocketed the napkin before it had any chance of vanishing on me.

“She’s something, isn’t she?” Alexi said. “Your drinks are paid for, by the way. She’s a pretty good tipper.”

“Thanks?” I said, but the bartender was already halfway back to the counter.

I just sat there, staring at the empty seat, wondering what just had happened and what exactly Vivian was offering me. Was she trying to get me to marry her? Because I had no qualms about being some billionaire’s kept man, assuming that what she was. Or maybe she had a daughter she was trying to find someone for.

But something didn’t feel right. The same nagging sensation about the woman from Tinder came back to me. Vivian was too good to be true. There was some catch behind her offer, something obvious that I couldn’t see just yet.

I was in my office that following Monday when I made the decision to call her. I’d programmed her number into my smartphone when I got home from the bar, but hadn’t thrown away the napkin. I tossed it into one of those catch-all drawers that every kitchen in the world seems to have. 

The line didn’t ring for long, and I was so nervous my voice quavered. Much to my surprise, she remembered exactly who I was and was very happy to receive my call. She gave me an address and told me to come by Saturday morning around ten o’clock. The first thing I did after that phone call was look up the address on Google Maps.

“No fucking way.” I leaned back in my chair and rubbed my head.

The address was in the hills just outside the city, where all the millionaires and billionaires lived. It was so exclusive, the Google Maps car wasn’t even allowed on the street that Vivian’s house—I assumed it was her house—was located. But the satellite view painted the picture of a sprawling estate full of trees, gardens, and a pool.

With each passing day, I grew more and more nervous. A thousand different scenarios played out in my mind. Most of them involved sex, mostly with her, but some with a hypothetical daughter my age who was looking for a husband. Some also included me being drugged and waking up in a bathtub full or ice, missing a kidney. Or that I’d walk into some strange party, a masquerade orgy like Eyes Wide Shut, or something. With stupidly rich people like I assumed Vivian was, anything was possible.

That was another scenario—that she was a con-artist. Maybe her jewelry was fake and she was going to use me to break into some guy’s fifth vacation home.

Multiple times, I almost called it off. I had her number ready to call and say that I’d changed my mind, but then I would think about how awesome it would be to not have to work that stupid fucking job anymore—hell, to not have to work another day in my life!

Despite cranking my air conditioning up to the max, I was sweating bullets as I drove down the multiple private roads to get to her house. I passed by gated mansions, some with armed security guards. There were Lamborghinis and Ferraris; I got passed by someone going well over the speed limit in a McLaren. I felt so out of place in my small, cheap sedan that had recently passed the 175,000 miles marker on my odometer.

Vivian’s mansion didn’t have an armed security guard, but it did have a massive wrought iron gate and twenty-foot cinderblock walls. I was a few minutes early, but it seemed she was expecting me, as before I even had a chance to press the “call” button on the keypad, the gate opened for me.

“Hold onto your butts,” I said as I pulled forward.

It was then I realized that I probably should’ve told someone where I was going, in case I was never heard from again, but who would I tell? I hadn’t spoken with my family in ages, and I didn’t really have any close friends. Anyone from work would’ve just laughed and asked if I was high or drunk.

Vivian waited for me at the foot of the stairs leading up to her mega-mansion from the roundabout driveway. She wore a fitted red dress and high heels, but what surprised me the most wasn’t her incredible style, but the fact that she was the one waiting for me and not some butler or manservant.

“Good morning, Ethan!” She waved as I awkwardly climbed out of my car. I glanced around, attempting to take in the sheer absurdity of this place. I also tried to find the hidden camera crew that must have been lurking somewhere, because some part of me was still waiting for the curtain to be pulled back and the truth of this to be revealed.

“This is… some place you got here,” I mumbled. I once more tried not to gawk at Vivian. It was before noon on a Saturday, yet here she was, dressed to the nines and done up like she was on her way to some garden party gala next door.

She placed her hand on the small of my back. “Let me give you a tour.”

We didn’t make it very far. The massive double doors led us to a foyer bigger than my apartment. From there we moved into one of the “entertaining rooms” furnished with couches, lounge chairs, and a bar. I was admiring her liquor collection when we started making out.

It was an intense, but quick experience. She kissed me like I was her lover returning from a long trip. It swept me up like a whirlwind, and before I realized what was happening, she had pulled away. I blinked as she adjusted her hair and dress, then continued on the tour as if nothing had happened.

Her house was what I’d expected a mega-mansion to be, but at the same time, not. I didn’t see any staff. For all I knew, Vivian and I were the only people on the property. It was awkward at times, the sheer opulence on display, but Vivian didn’t seem disconnected from reality. She seemed to grasp the ridiculousness of having eight bedrooms and two kitchens, and a walk-in closet the size of my own apartment.

“That’s… a lot of shoes,” I said.

Vivian smiled at the rows of high heels. “Some I wear more than others, but I do try to wear them all.”

“This house is amazing,” I said as we stepped back into the master bedroom. I’d lost count of the number times I’d said that. I’d tried to say it differently each time, but that well had run dry too. “It’s just… I’d love a house like this.”

We walked out onto the balcony, and I just stood there and listened. No traffic, no police sirens or firetrucks. No heavy footsteps of the people living above me, or the muffled shouting of the couple next door. It was simply quiet. Tranquil. Just birds chirping, and the flow of water from the fountain below.

“You must get lonely.” It was an obvious statement—of course she got lonely in a house this big. I hadn’t seen any family photos, nothing indicating she had kids, or even a husband. Her intentions for inviting me here were as evident to me now as they should’ve been from the get-go.

Especially once I looked back at her from the balcony railing to see her walking toward her massive four-post bed, unzipping her dress.

I wasn’t a virgin. I’d had sex plenty of times, but fuck, Vivian was like no other woman I’d been with, so much so that I nearly had the same experience as when I’d first gotten laid: awkward, stiff movements and cumming way too quickly. She left me breathless, exhausted, yet she didn’t seem to break a sweat.

It was in this post-nut clarity that I asked the question I should’ve from the moment I’d stepped foot into this mansion.

“How are you able to, you know… live here?”

She smiled as she slid off the bed and picked her dress up off the floor. “My husband, of course.”

It took a moment to sink in. “Your husband?!” I scrambled off the bed in search of my boxers. I’d been waiting for a catch, and there it was. I needed to get the fuck out of here before I fell unconscious and woke up in a safari park where peasants like me were hunted for sport.

“Ethan, relax,” she said, slipping back into her high heels. “He knows. I wouldn’t dream of crossing my husband by having secret affairs without his blessing. Charles knows he can’t quite give me what I need, so he allows me to do as I wish, as long as I’m careful.”

I stood there awkwardly, my underwear in my hands. “So you do this often, then?”

Vivian looked me up and down, then smiled. “Yes and no. I do have a couple handsome young studs I call upon when the need arises—strong, muscular gentlemen who really know how to treat a lady.”

I blushed and frowned. I was far from some muscular stud. While blessed with a high metabolism that had kept me from getting obese, I was unfortunately lacking in the muscle department. I wasn’t some stickman, but I wasn’t a GQ cover model, either.

Vivian must’ve seen me blush, because she placed one hand on my shoulder and lifted my chin to meet her gaze. “But you’re different, Ethan. You’re very special, and if my instincts are correct, you’ve got the potential to do great things. Get dressed and meet me downstairs on the back patio.”

I was still standing there like a dunce, underwear in my hand, as she sauntered out of the bedroom.

I blinked and shook my head to clear it. Vivian was married, and her husband had given her permission to have as much sex as she wanted to. He must have been some old dude, like pushing eighty, or something. She had guys on speed dial to fulfill her sexual urges, which was strange, sure, but at the same time, surprisingly logical. I apparently was not qualified to be one of her “handsome studs,” but I had… some kind of potential?

I had way too many questions. Some part of me was suggesting I just get dressed and get the fuck out of there, delete Vivian’s number, forget about all we’d done, and hope I didn’t get kidnapped in the middle of the night.

But…

I got dressed and headed downstairs, somehow managing to remember the way to the back patio. Vivian sat at a small, round table under the shade of an umbrella. On the table was a serving tray with a teapot and one cup. Vivian held the other cup with both hands as she looked out into her massive backyard.

“Have a seat,” she said without turning.

I sat opposite her and also turned to look out into the backyard. She poured me a glass of tea, which I took despite the fact I only ever drank tea when I had a cold.

For a little while, we both sat there in silence as we drank the tea, which was pretty delicious, but I shouldn’t have been surprised.

Vivian eventually spoke first: “Ethan, when we first met in the bar, you told me you’d love to live a life of luxury. Is that correct?”

I nodded. “Yes, I would love that. I’m sure anyone who works long hours for a soul-sucking job would kill for a life like the one you have here.”

“So you’d do just about anything to have a life like mine?”

I choked on the tea, and after a few bouts of coughing, managed to answer. “Well, sure. But you’re not going to ask me to kill someone, are you?” I looked around.

Vivian laughed. “Of course not. I just wanted to know if you were serious.” She glanced over at me. “Because if you are—if you’re willing to do just about anything to have a life like mine—I can make that a possibility.”

I squinted. “There’s a catch, right? It can’t be that simple.”

“Of course, silly. What, did you think I was just going write you a check for seven hundred and fifty million dollars and hand it to you on your way out?” She took another sip of her tea and smiled. “It won’t be easy, but if you follow my orders and every command I give you, in a week, you’ll have a life just like mine—a life of luxury where you’ll never have to work ever again.”

“Less than a week?” I set the cup down on the table. “Sounds too good to be true.”

“It’s understandable, but no one thinks they’ll ever win the lottery until they do.”

I looked over at her. She smiled back at me. It was a warm, comforting smile. Then she looked back out over her domain.

“If you don’t want to pass up on this opportunity of a lifetime, come back here Monday morning, seven a.m. sharp.”

I sat up. “Monday morning? What about my work? My job?”

Vivian didn’t even turn to face me. “If I recall correctly from our conversation last weekend, you’re not too fond of your job. I can’t remember the last time I had to commute to an office building—must’ve been twenty or so years ago. Of course, that was back when my bosses could get away with slapping my ass and calling me all sorts of names. I was presented this opportunity and took it. Best decision I ever made.”

She set her cup down and stood. “I’ll give you until tomorrow night to make your decision. Let me know either way. Think about it, Ethan—how much longer do you really think you’ll be at that job of yours?”

A middle-aged man dressed in all black stepped onto the patio. He bowed and turned toward me.

“Yuri will take you back to your car. It’s been washed for you.” Vivian placed a gentle hand on my cheek. “Do consider my offer, Ethan. I would love to be able to share my kind of life with you.”

Then she turned and headed back into the house.

I gazed out at the green expanse that was her backyard—at the lap pool, the fountain, the garden with flowers of every color—before walking up to the man known only as Yuri. Without a word, he led me through the house and through the double front doors, and down the stone stairs to where my car waited for me.

From the doorway, I could tell that my car had been more than just washed. It practically glistened in the afternoon sun and looked brand new. The interior had been vacuumed, the seats and dashboard scrubbed clean, the air within perfumed with a subtle lemony scent. It even had a full tank of gas!

I didn’t drive straight home—I couldn’t. I needed to go somewhere I could think. I considered going to a bar, but even this early on a Saturday, there would be a crowd. I ended up going to the movie theater and picking some mindless action film to sit through, something with lots of explosions and gratuitous violence. A palate cleanser, so to speak.

But it didn’t help. I couldn’t get Vivian out of my mind.

As I dragged myself upstairs to my small apartment, I thought of her mansion and the tranquility that surrounded it. Even as I tried to fall asleep to the sound of my downstairs neighbor’s music, I didn’t think I could go through with it. My job sucked, sure, but maybe it would get better.

I woke up to a dozen missed calls and even more emails. Shit was apparently going down at my office. Upper management had decided to change up the timetables on us, and for some reason, I was at fault. Even though I was the only one who was ever on time, I was to blame for this shit storm.

After one too many angry phone calls from people I didn’t even know worked for the company, I’d had enough.

I emailed HR, told them I was done, set an automatic response on my work email, and turned my company phone off. Around one p.m. on Sunday, after a nice, self-care lunch, I called Vivian to tell her I would be there tomorrow morning. She sounded very excited and told me not to be late.

I overcompensated and arrived a little too early. Like, thirty minutes early. This only made the situation worse, as it allowed me to sit in my car and stew in my anxiety, giving my brain the opportunity to formulate all kinds of scenarios that awaited me on the other side of the wrought iron gate. Was I going to go through some kind of speed-dating process before being handed off to some daughter of hers that may or may not exist? Perhaps it was a job interview for some fake position at her husband’s—who I still didn’t know anything about—company. That last one might have been nice, though—taking home some bonkers paycheck without having to actually clock in and do any work.

With a few minutes to spare, I pulled up to the gate. It opened, and Vivian waited for me at the bottom of the steps, just like on Saturday. Only this time, Yuri was next to her. She wore a gray dress and thigh-high, high-heeled boots. I had to flood my mind with non-sexy images to stop myself from getting hard right then and there. She had this sexy administrator look going with her hair pinned up in a bun, and…

Fuck.

I awkwardly climbed out of the car sporting a half-erect dick. Vivian saw it. I caught her glancing down there before her lips curled into smirk. Before I could say anything, Yuri took my keys and drove off with my car.

“You’re early. I like that. If you were late, you would’ve been punished.” She turned and started up the stairs toward the front door.

I cocked my head. Did I hear that right? Punished?

I watched my car disappear around a bend toward what I assumed would be the garage. I had to look elsewhere, otherwise my gaze would’ve been fixed on Vivian’s perfect butt. I struggled to suppress my erection, but it was difficult, given I could vividly remember what her body looked like under that well-tailored outfit.

With her hands clasped behind her back, she led me back through the house toward one of the estate’s many guestrooms. I had hoped this meant another romp, but instead she turned to me, gestured at the bathroom, and said:

“Everything you need will be in there. Shower and shave everything below your eyes, both facial and body hair.” She looked me up and down. “From our time together over the weekend, I know that you’re not all that hairy down below, thankfully, but if you wish to continue, you must be completely smooth.”

Then she gestured to the bed. “There’ll be an outfit waiting for you. Put it on and come find me when you’re done.”

Before I had a chance to reply, Vivian planted her lips on mine.

“I’ll be downstairs on the patio,” she said as she pulled away.

I heard the door close behind me. I glanced back at it, then at the door to the bathroom. Shower? Shave? I took a whiff of my shirt. I had showered last night, but if she had an outfit for me, it would make sense that I should shower again. It was probably some custom suit she’d commissioned after eyeballing me for my measurements.

Her request to shave perplexed me, though I could see why I should shave my face. I hadn’t been blessed with the genes to grow a beard, but even my rich brown hair, I could only ever pull off a five o’clock shadow before it got patchy.

I looked at my arms. I wasn’t overly hairy by any means, but hey, I’d shave my head too, if it meant inheriting the life Vivian’s got.

I shrugged, stripped out of my clothes, and stepped into the bathroom.

When Vivian had given me the tour during my last visit, she hadn’t shown me the entirety of the house. As nice as it was, it wasn’t some French palace that had hundreds of years of history attached to it, so there was no need for her to show off absolutely everything.

The bathroom was unsurprisingly huge, with granite countertops, marble appliances, a free-standing clawfoot bathtub, and a waterfall shower with enough space for me to swing my arms around in. What gave me pause was the selection of products left for me in the shower nook. They were all marketed for women, even the razor. It wasn’t like Vivian couldn’t afford to go out and buy a suite of men’s grooming stuff; in fact, she probably had some lying around for when those “handsome studs” of hers came by.

I shrugged. If I had to smell all perfumy for a little while to earn the life of a billionaire, then so be it.

It was strange drying off a hairless body, and not something I’d ever expected to experience. I tried my best to get my cock and balls smooth, but it was just a wee bit terrifying having a sharp blade that close to my jewels. Despite the unfamiliar sensation, I felt cleaner than I normally did.

With the towel wrapped around my waist, I returned to the bedroom to see what this suit she wanted me to wear looked like. I stopped halfway to the bed when my eyes found what was laid out for me.

I chuckled and looked around. This had to be some sort of a joke, right? Maybe I was on some hidden camera or reality TV show. There was no way Vivian actually expected me to put on that stuff, right?

Right?

Laid out on the bed was a black dress, bra, and panties, as well as nude pantyhose, a brunette wig, and black high heels.

I ignored the women’s attire and went looking for my clothes that I’d left on the floor—folded, of course—along with my shoes. I checked every drawer, the walk-in closet, and even under the bed, but they were nowhere to be seen. The only piece of clothing I could find was a black silk robe—a ladies’ one, judging by the length and cut of it—but at least it wasn’t a dress or lingerie.

The robe barely covered my thighs as I snuck around Vivian’s mansion. Around every corner, I expected to stumble upon some camera crew, but there was no one. I managed to make it downstairs to the back patio without being spotted by any of the staff, which so far only seemed to be Yuri.

Vivian was enjoying what I assumed was breakfast as I awkwardly jogged out onto the patio, constantly pulling down the hem of the robe.

“You’re not dressed,” she said as she took a sip of what looked like a mimosa. “Did something not fit right?”

I was taken aback, shocked by how oblivious she seemed to be at my current situation. “I mean, yeah. You left me women’s clothes.”

“And?”

I hesitated. “And I’m not a woman?” I couldn’t believe I was having to state the obvious. “I thought there would be, like, a suit or something. You know, men’s attire?”

Vivian took off her sunglasses and set her drink down. “Ethan, you wanted to life I have, correct?” She gestured vaguely around her. “A life of luxury and leisure, never having to work another day in your life?”

“Uh, yeah.” I nodded.

“Well, that is the life of a trophy wife. Now get upstairs and get dressed.”

I blinked and grabbed fistfuls of my hair, trying not to panic, but failing. “But… but this is not what I thought. I figured… I… no, I quit my job. Oh my god, I quit my job for this! I figured it would be something else, not becoming some millionaire’s wife!”

Vivian stood and placed her hands on my shoulders. “Ethan,” she said in a calm, but commanding tone, “take some breaths and listen to me.”

I did as she asked, and while it worked a little, I was still very much internally freaking out.

“What did you expect? That I would marry you off to some daughter of mine? They’re already married off and living their own lives.” She moved behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me close against her body. “You can leave if you like; go back to your little apartment somewhere in the city, back to your overworked, unfulfilled life. What I’m offering you now is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.” 

She brought her lips to my ear and whispered, hands moving down my waist to my hips and thighs, “Think about it. It wouldn’t be so bad, would it? You know where I was last month? On a yacht, island-hopping around Greece for three weeks. Christmas, I went skiing in the Swiss Alps. My birthday I spent on my own private island in the South Pacific, my every whim catered to. I never have to lift a finger to cook; it’s all done for me, whatever I desire. I never have to clean; my maids keep this place spotless.”

Her hand disappeared under the hem of my silk robe, which felt so strangely wonderful on my hairless body. I quivered, biting my lip as she rubbed my cock.

“So what if it means having to wear dresses and high heels, and doll yourself up in makeup? Hell, I only do my own makeup because it’s something I enjoy. If you want this life of mine, a life of true luxury and leisure, then go back upstairs to the guestroom and get dressed. Otherwise, leave this place and return to your sad, shitty life and never, ever try to call me again.”

She released me, leaving me fully erect and so very close to cumming. I nearly fell down, my legs were so wobbly. By the time I recovered, Vivian was back in her chair, sipping her drink and reading some article on her phone.

I opened my mouth to say something, but I had drawn a complete blank. Words failed me, and defeated, I turned back and headed back upstairs. I took my time returning to the bedroom, strolling as if I was in some museum, taking it all in.

I stood at the foot of the bed and stared down at the clothing laid out for me. I thought it would be an easy decision, that I would simply say no and just walk out the door. Any normal, rational person would, especially a guy like myself, right? But the more I thought about it, the less convinced I became, and to my surprise, I started considering Vivian’s offer.

If I walked out the door, what would I go back to? I’d quit my job, so that would mean hours, days—no, weeks of job-searching, all while scraping by on what little savings I had, trying not to max out my credit cards and bury myself in debt. Meanwhile, Vivian’s words echoed in my mind: island-hopping in Greece; Christmas in the Alps; her own private island getaway.

Like some starved castaway, I started salivating, not at the thought of some massive, juicy steak, but at the idea of freeing myself from stress, financial anxiety, shitty coworkers, and rejection. All I would have to do was sacrifice my masculinity. Dress up like a woman. Probably live the rest of my life as one. Would it be so bad?

Fortunately, I made it back down to the patio without breaking my ankles. As difficult as it was to walk in the high heels—which fit surprisingly well—the hardest thing was dealing with my erection.

I had never once considered crossdressing, or really anything remotely fetish-y. In fact, I was pretty vanilla. So you can imagine my surprise as halfway through pulling the lace panties up my legs, my cock decided to spring to life, and was made all the more firm as I pulled the delicate fabric over my groin and butt.

I stared down at myself, a mix of shock, disbelief, and embarrassment flowing through me. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t ignore what was building up inside of me—the alien feelings; a thrill almost. It felt… so oddly wonderful, and as I pulled the pantyhose onto my legs, transported them to another level I didn’t think possible.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I adjusted the pantyhose. The gentle caress of the fabric was otherworldly, especially on my hairless legs. I was enraptured, captivated by it. I caught myself rubbing my legs together, and I couldn’t stop.

Something wet dribbled out from my cock into my panties. In a moment of clarity, I knew to take my cock out of its nylon and silk encasement, and thankfully I did so in the nick of time as a few moments later, I came.

I wobbled into the bathroom and attempted to clean myself up, thankful I was able to keep most of it from spilling onto my lingerie. With the beast tamed, I was able to put on the rest of the ensemble. The bra proved tricky, and I wasn’t sure why I was given one, since I didn’t have breasts. The dress, unsurprisingly, fit me well—a little too well—though I wasn’t a fan of its length, as the hemline was just halfway down my thighs. The wig wasn’t anything special, other than the fact that the shoulder-length hair matched my own hair color.

The pumps gave me pause. They had a rather long heel on them, maybe five inches, plus a short platform on the rounded toe. They were shiny black, perfectly polished, and slipped on effortlessly. The first couple of steps were precarious, but I managed to make it to the doorway without falling. It was when I started down the hallway that my erection returned.

There was no way I could focus on walking with what was going on down there. The bulge was clear as day under the front of my dress, even through the dark fabric. Not only that, there was no way I could present myself to Vivian rocking an erection. So I did what I had to, and that was find the closest bathroom to… release some mounting pressure.

Vivian glanced back at me as I stepped out onto the patio. It wasn’t like I could’ve snuck up on her, given how loudly the heels clicked against the cement path. Hell, she’d probably heard me coming down from the bedroom, as all the floors in this mega-mansion were either hardwood or marble.

She stood, clapped her hands once, then looked me up and down before smiling. “Oh, Ethan, I’m so glad you decided to accept. The step you’ve taken is not only the first one toward a wonderful new life, but the most difficult.” She approached me and reached out. “Take my hand and let us begin.”

With her arm wrapped around mine, she guided me through the house, supporting me as I attempted to walk in the heels and informing me of the changes that were coming to my life, starting with the fact that I would no longer go by “Ethan.” From now on, my name would be “Evelyn.”

It was a bit of a shock to my system as the weight of my choice sank in. Not only was I dressing up like a woman, but I had to take a woman’s name too? Though there was something about the name Vivian gave me, Evelyn, that sent a pleasurable chill down my spine, whether it was the way it rolled off the tongue, or its similarity to my real name.

I bit my lip, but that couldn’t stop it from quivering, nor could it stop my cock from once again hardening. Despite how snug the pantyhose was, it failed to suppress the bulge that reappeared under the front of my dress.

Vivian brought her hand down and rubbed it through the front of my dress. If I hadn’t been using her as a crutch, I would’ve crumpled right then and there.

“Does Evelyn like her new name?” She continued to rub at my dick.

I struggled to talk. I had forced my eyes closed and bit my lip so hard I was surprised I didn’t draw blood. Barely able to say anything, I simply nodded in return.

“That’s a good girl.” She pulled her hand away. “In addition to your new name, you must also now address me as Ms. Vivian. Or Mistress Vivian, if you prefer. Either way, you must address me properly. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Vivian,” I whimpered, trying so very hard not to cum.

“Excellent. We’ll work on that voice soon enough. For now, let’s make sure you look the part.” She wrapped her arm around my waist and pulled me in close. “Starting today, you’ll live here. No need to worry about your old apartment—it’ll be handled. Your rent will be paid until your lease expires, your things boxed up and put in storage for the foreseeable future. Your car will be sold off, unless you have some attachment to it.”

Ms. Vivian led me to the room where we’d first had sex. She opened the floor-to-ceiling glass doors, letting the cool air and the noon sun enter.

“Before we go any further,” she said as she paced about the bedroom, hands clasped behind her back, “I should lay down some ground rules, as well as answer any questions you may have. My husband Charles is a wonderful man, though his businesses keep him rather occupied, and oftentimes away for extended periods of time. We’ve got an agreement, if you will—a bit of freedom to do as we wish. I’ll get visits from young, strong gentlemen, and he’ll have his romps with blonde bimbos, or whatever tickles his fancy. We each have our toys and vices, and allow each other to enjoy them, so long as it’s nothing that could put us at risk.”

I scratched my neck, not used to having hair so long. “What does… your husband do?”

Ms. Vivian smiled and tapped a finger on her chin. “Let’s say he’s got his fingers in a lot of pies, but his pride and joy is biotechnology.” She leaned in close and placed her lips on mine. Then she took my hands and lifted me off the bed. “Come, Evelyn, let’s make you into a woman.”

I trembled as she took me out of the bedroom into her massive closet. She sat me down at her vanity and removed my wig, setting it aside. Then she pulled up a chair and silently transformed me.

The closest I’d ever come to wearing makeup was having my face painted at a fair when I was little. Instead of a lion or a tiger, I went with a snake. It was fun for a little while, but the novelty wore off quickly, as it was a very hot summer day. I remembered being excited, unable to sit still as they painted my face a bright green and drew in the scales with a thin black brush.

I wasn’t so much excited now as I was nervous. Ms. Vivian had positioned me away from the mirror, so I was left in a constant state of suspense. What would I look like? Passable? Or more of a caricature like a drag queen?

I squirmed, unable to suppress my growing arousal. Where had these feelings come from? Why was I so turned on by this?

I attempted a deep, centering breath, but I only got more aroused as I inhaled Ms. Vivian’s perfume.

She moved about like an artist, looking me over from different angles, checking to make sure things were blended right or the colors were what she wanted. With each step, she explained what was happening. She used concealer to neutralize my beard shadow and dark spots, then foundation and blush, contour, eyeliner, eyeshadow, false eyelashes, and mascara. Finally she painted my lips a deep, dark red, gave me a couple spritzes of perfume, and clipped some chandelier earrings to my lobes. She mentioned piercing my ears in the near future as she glued on some acrylic nails that were painted a shade of red similar to my lipstick. Then she gave me a pearl necklace, a couple rings, and some bracelets that probably cost more than my car.

She put the wig back on me and smiled. “Oh, Evelyn, I knew you’d be perfect for this.”

She stood, spun my chair toward the mirror, and my jaw hit the floor.

I didn’t know what to say. The woman staring back at me was… it couldn’t be me, could it?

I blinked, turned my head from side to side, then up and down. The earrings reflected the light and I felt their weight. That really was me staring back. A woman. Evelyn.

Me.

There was something about the look that just felt right. Ms. Vivian could’ve made me look like some sort of porn star or club slut, covering me in dark, heavy makeup meant solely for attraction and seduction, but instead she had given me an almost classy look that somehow made me look more sophisticated. It was hard for me to describe, but she’d made me look ten or fifteen years older, yet oh-so attractive.

My cock throbbed and my body quivered as I tried to stifle a moan. Fuck, I couldn’t believe this was turning me on so much. Never in a million years had I thought I’d be getting off to being dressed up as—and made over into—not just a woman, but a mature, older woman.

“I have another gift for you, Evelyn, but before I give it to you, we must take care of your little problem.”

She took me by the hand and led me to the bed. I didn’t even bother trying to hide the erection that tented my dress. She sat me down on the edge, then got down on her knees.

I didn’t last very long. I had been so worked up that seconds after she wrapped her lips around my cock, I practically exploded. She handled it expertly, letting my softening cock slip out of her mouth before she disappeared back into her closet.

When she returned, she held a device in her hand. It was small, and seemingly made from clear plastic. Once I figured out what it was, my stomach dropped.

“Is that…?”

Ms. Vivian nodded. “That’s correct, Evelyn—a chastity cage. If you are to become the sophisticated, mature woman I want you to be, you’ll have to get control over that. For now, it seems we must lock it away.”

I frowned. Was that really necessary? I supposed it did make sense that if I was trying to pass as a woman, a bulge where there shouldn’t be one would give my real sex away. Hopefully it would only be a temporary measure.

I said nothing as she gently affixed the device, effectively locking away what manhood I had left. I was afraid there would be some pinching or unpleasantness to it, but apart from very minor pressure, the device was—for lack of a better word—comfortable, though I had to grimace as Ms. Vivian attached a tiny padlock to it.

“Just for now, Evelyn, I’m sure you understand.”

I didn’t say anything as she helped me back onto my feet. While I took stock of the device, she returned to her vanity to deposit the key. It only took a few moments for the cage to demonstrate its purpose as I felt my cock strain to get hard. I bit my lip, tasting the waxy lipstick as the clear plastic prevented any growth. With the restriction came a feeling of unfulfillment, a tease that clued me into a possibly devious intent behind the device. But I kept it to myself as Ms. Vivian pulled my panties and pantyhose back up. She even gave the cage a satisfied tap, as if to say, “good job.”

I glanced down and saw that the device was working, as the front of my dress was as flat as it should be.

“Now we can begin your training,” Ms. Vivian said with a smile. “But let me first say that I’m not going to teach you how to be some young slut, dancing at clubs half-naked, willing to please just about any man who gives her attention. You are to become a dignified lady. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Vivian,” I said.

“Wonderful. Let’s begin.”

Her training was, to put it plainly, rigorous. We spent the entire day going over mannerisms. You know the saying about “walking a mile in someone else’s shoes”? Well, I was pretty sure I ended up walking a marathon in those black high heels, to the point that by the end of the day, I was effortlessly sauntering around the mansion in them, hips swaying, hands at my sides. Ms. Vivian was an excellent teacher, showing patience while constantly urging me to try harder each time. I thought I would forget about the chastity cage, but it proved to be a constant presence as the more feminine my movements became, the more turned on I got.

Several times I was aroused to the point where fluid dribbled from my cock, only to get absorbed by my lingerie and linger there. Each time I hoped it would provide some form of relief, but all it served to do was bump me up to another level of sexual tension I hadn’t known I could experience. Apart from the physical toll of walking in these shoes and completely altering the way I stood and sat, the chastity cage took such a mental and emotional toll that by the end of the day, I was willing to do just about anything to get it off. I felt like an addict going through withdrawals.

I realized that this had been Ms. Vivian’s plan all along when she escorted me back to my new bedroom after dinner.

“You’ve done so well for your very first day, Evelyn, almost as if you’d been a woman your whole life!” She smiled and tucked some loose hair behind my ear. “How would you like to be rewarded for exceeding my expectations?”

“Are you going to let me out of the cage?” I mumbled, body trembling.

Vivian’s smile grew wider. “Perhaps, but don’t you want to know what your reward is?”

I nodded, unsure of what else would serve as a reward.

“The top drawer of your nightstand.” She pointed. “Bring me what’s inside.”

I glanced over at it. Made of a dark wood, it had but a single drawer, the knob a bright, polished brass. The clicking of my heels echoed louder than before as I grew more and more anxious with each step. What would be waiting for me?

With trembling fingers, I reached out and pulled the drawer open. My eyes widened and my jaw dropped at what waited for me.

“Bring it here, Evelyn,” Ms. Vivian said behind me.

I reached down and removed the strap-on from the nightstand. A realistic, skin-colored cock about the size of my own was attached to the black straps. I couldn’t take my eyes off it as I brought it to Ms. Vivian. Was this the last test? Was she going to make me suck on it? Fuck me with it? Was this what I needed to do to get released from this cage?

My cock throbbed inside its plastic prison as more fluid dribbled out. I was desperate for release. I needed to be set free.

Ms. Vivian stripped out of her dress and effortlessly stepped into the harness, as if she’d done this before countless times. Then she looked up at me and smiled.

“Your reward for such an excellent first day is getting to experience anal sex. The prostate is the male G-spot, so it’s the closest you’ll get to experiencing sex as a woman, at least without surgery. But if you’d like to get out of that cage, you need to show me how bad you want it.” She stroked the cock and tilted her head up just enough to look down on me. “Even a mature, sophisticated woman knows how to pleasure her man.”

I stared blankly at her strap-on, my heart racing. She said nothing more, just stood there, waiting. I wanted out of the cage so bad. I needed release.

I got down on my knees and wrapped my lips around the cock. It… wasn’t what I had expected. For some odd reason, I had expected it to taste like the real deal, but all I got was a bland, rubber flavor. Despite all that, it still felt so very real. The shape, its texture, the fact that I was on my knees looking up at Ms. Vivian—it sent a shiver down my spine.

My cock throbbed in its cage, more fluid leaking into my already soaking wet lingerie. I wanted out so badly.

Ms. Vivian seemed to approve of my technique, though she continued to guide me in the proper etiquette, so to speak. But it was hard to focus on anything. My head swam as I breathed in her scent, arousal forcing me into an erotic haze. It was as if I was riding a drug-induced high, so much so that later, I couldn’t remember how I got onto the bed, on my hands and knees as Ms. Vivian lined up behind me and slowly inserted the fake cock into my ass.

I moaned, a deep, primal sound as Ms. Vivian gripped my hips and pushed it in deeper. She took it slowly, steadily, pulling back only to nudge it farther in, until her hips pressed against my ass and the entire thing filled me.

It was undeniably exhilarating. It was a feeling like no other, something I had never expected to be so… indescribable. My mind was enveloped, my body ablaze as Ms. Vivian revved up the tempo to slide the entire thing in and out, quickly, deliberately, vigorously fucking me. She was enjoying it just as much as I seemed to be, though I could barely make out her moans over my own pleasure-filled wails.

In a brief moment of clarity, I realized that my cock was still locked up in the cage, but I could barely think straight, barely focus on it, as what I had been waiting for had finally arrived. My body shuddered as I orgasmed, but instead of erupting, cum simply trickled out in long, limp strands. There was, at the same time, a sense of relief, yet none at all. An oxymoronic mixture of pleasure and frustration flowed through me as Ms. Vivian pulled out. I was left panting, gasping for breath, attempting to make sense of what was going on.

“You did wonderful, Evelyn.” Ms. Vivian planted a kiss on my cheek. For some reason I was still on my hands and knees as she sat on the edge of the bed in front of me. Through my blurred vision, I saw something metallic dangle from her hand. “As promised, the key to your release.”

She let it slip from her fingers before standing. “Strip and shower. Don’t worry about your clothes; you can just toss them onto the floor. There should be a wig stand in your closet, so hang it up there. There’s a variety of nighttime apparel, if you so desire; otherwise, sleep well. We start again at eight a.m.”

I wasn’t sure how much time passed before I half-slipped, half-fell off the bed, but Ms. Vivian was gone and the door to my bedroom closed.

Like many of the other bedrooms, this one had floor-to-ceiling windows, and a pair of glass French doors that led onto a balcony, though this one smaller than Ms. Vivian’s. Very little color remained in the darkening sky, with the first few stars making their appearance.

I opened the doors to let in the cool air. It felt so very nice on my sweat-soaked skin as I breathed it in deep to clear my head.

With my mind for the most part lucid, I kicked off my heels, relishing the relief for a few moments before finding the thin metallic chain and small key she’d handed me.

“Fucking hell.” I let out a massive sigh of relief as the plastic cage clattered to the floor. I left it there as I staggered into the walk-in closet.

I expected to see it full, the racks lined with a variety of clothes, the shelves stocked with all manner of shoes. But it was empty, save for a lone, featureless head for the wig. Only one of the drawers in the two massive dressers had anything in it. Like Ms. Vivian said, it was a modest selection of nighttime apparel. I really had no desire to wear any of that stuff, so after stripping, I took a long, hot shower and climbed into bed, deciding to sleep in the nude, my legs already sore.

I had hoped to wake to Ms. Vivian’s soft voice, but instead it was the blaring shrill of an alarm clock. As I rubbed the sleep from my eyes, I spotted her sitting at the edge of the bed, legs crossed, inspecting her fingernails. She had on a white dress today, hair up in a bun.

“Good morning, Evelyn. How are you feeling?”

I expected pain, that my legs would burn from the workout of walking an immeasurable number of miles in high heels, but as I straightened up and swung my legs over, I felt… nothing. No pain, no aches or soreness. In fact, I almost felt refreshed, like I had just woken up from the best sleep in my entire life.

“Pretty good, actually,” I mumbled, sleep still clinging to my mind.

“Excellent, let’s get you dressed and ready.”

I yawned as I got to my feet, completely forgetting about my painted nails. Ms. Vivian stood by the closet door, her high heels the same shade of white as her dress. When she opened it, I had to rub my eyes to make sure what I saw was real.

The closet was… fully furnished. I cocked my head, taking a few tentative steps toward it. When had this happened? While I was sleeping? It had been empty when I went to bed. This was so strange.

“Something wrong?” Ms. Vivian glanced back at me before stepping inside.

“It was…” I started.

“Empty? Yes, I am aware. You’re a surprisingly heavy sleeper, Evelyn.” Ms. Vivian fingered through the rack of dresses.

I stared dumbfounded at the assortment of clothing. The closet was nearly the size of the bedroom and had a similar vanity—albeit smaller—to Ms. Vivian’s. Dresses in a wide variety of colors, styles, and lengths hung along one wall, some floral, but most a single shade with subtle patterns. There were skirts, blouses, sweaters, and coats, and not one, but two floor-to-ceiling shelves of pumps, none with a heel shorter than four or five inches. There were some boots thrown into the mix, including a couple thigh-highs.

Ms. Vivian pulled open one of the previously empty drawers to reveal a rainbow of bras and panties, nearly all of them made from a delicate lace. There were stockings and pantyhose, though in a much more reduced color palette, with the only colors being black, white, red, and various shades of brown or tan.

“We have a couple matters to attend to before you get dressed.” She produced a small metal box about the size of a cigarette carton and handed it to me, explaining what it was as I opened it. “It’s a prototype. I mentioned before my husband Charles works in biotechnology, which means I get access to some very interesting products.”

It looked like a Band-Aid, only it lacked the white gauze pad. Ms. Vivian removed it from the casing and showed it to me. The underside was covered in circuitry.

“It’s a voice changer.” She gently pressed it to my throat over my Adam’s apple. “Like what you see in spy films. Go ahead, say something.”

“Hello.” My voiced cracked as if I was going through puberty. But I tried again when Ms. Vivian nodded. 

“This is—”

I couldn’t finish the sentence, I was so struck by what I heard. Was that my voice? No, it couldn’t be.

“This is my—”

Once more, I couldn’t finish. The voice that filled my ears was soft, delicate, and oh-so feminine. It had an almost airy tone.

Ms. Vivian smiled and looked to be stifling some laughter. She instructed me to say a few test lines, and with each one, I was more and more shocked at my new voice.

Ms. Vivian had one more present for me before I got dressed. It was much larger, bigger than a shoebox. When I saw what was inside, I had to pick my jaw off the floor. It was a pair a fake breasts, rather big ones too. They came together as one large piece, and already had adhesive applied to them.

When Ms. Vivian saw my hesitation, she reassured me that the glue wasn’t permanent. They were heavier than I had anticipated, and their weight pulled me forward. It had already been tricky enough to walk around in the high heels before the new additions.

Despite the options available to me, Ms. Vivian once again decided on what I was to wear. She picked out a sleeveless, turtleneck maroon dress with matching red heels, as well as a black bra and panties, but instead of pantyhose, she selected a pair of tan, stay-up stockings—an interesting choice, given Ms. Vivian’s firm belief in having me become a “mature, sophisticated woman” and not some “young slut.” Then again, despite her classy demeanor and appearance, she did seem to be quite the floozy.

The dress fit nicely and the heels were comfortably snug, but the tricky part was getting the stockings up without my acrylic nails tearing them. Despite my inexperience and trembling hands, I managed to get both up my legs and adjusted without damaging the amazingly pleasant material.

I bit my lip and turned away, hoping Ms. Vivian wouldn’t notice my steadily growing erection. I flooded my mind with all sorts of non-sexy imagery, hoping to subdue my hardening cock, but I failed. The gentle hugging of the dress, the weight of my new breasts, the caress of the stockings on my hairless legs, the ways the heels made me stick my ass out—it all had my dick standing at attention.

“I see someone hasn’t gotten control yet.” Ms. Vivian slowly shook her head.

Normally I wouldn’t have had a problem with a woman as beautiful as Ms. Vivian getting down onto her knees to wrap her lips around my cock and give me a mind-blowing orgasm, but what came after was what I dreaded. I had barely made it through one day with that chastity cage on, and I doubted I’d survive another. How long before I became some horny, desperate creature begging for release?

I threw my head back and moaned as I came in her mouth, a noise that sounded so very strange, yet familiar in my new feminine voice. It only made me cum harder, as it sounded straight out of porno. Ms. Vivian was undoubtedly a pro, making me cum so quickly, though it didn’t help that the clothes and her appearance turned me on so much.

I had to look away as she attached the plastic device, once more locking it with the small brass padlock before sitting me down at the vanity. She did my makeup again, going slow to show me the techniques she used while letting me try it on my own as well.

It was strange, almost surreal. There I was in some stranger’s mega-mansion, letting her transform me into a woman, all for a life of luxury and leisure, but as I sat there watching her apply color to my lips, I began to wonder: How long would I have to keep this up? This couldn’t be something I would have to do for the rest of my life, could it? I wasn’t even thirty yet!

“Something wrong, Evelyn?”

I looked away. “I… I’m worried. I don’t think I can do this.”

“Do what, my dear? Live like me? Become the best woman you can be?”

“But I’m a guy. I… I’m not even thirty. How long do I have to do this?”

She turned me toward the mirror and placed the wig onto my scalp. “Tell me, Evelyn, what do you see? Is that a man in the mirror? Or a beautiful, mature woman?

It was hard to deny the fact that what I saw was anything but a man. Thanks to my new voice and Ms. Vivian’s expert hands, a woman looked back at me. A very beautiful woman. My cock throbbed at the affirmation. Try as I might, I found no trace of the man I was when I woke up this morning.

She took my silence as my answer and hummed a quiet tune as she clipped on earrings and gave me rings, bracelets, and a necklace before topping off the transformation with a couple spritzes of a wonderfully fragrant perfume. For a moment it made my head spin, but the dizzy, lightheaded sensation lasted for only a moment before it vanished.

“I can understand your hesitation, Evelyn. This is a lot to take in. You are starting down the path of a brand-new life, one that may be frightening at first, as any change can be, but you’ll quickly discover how wonderful it is. And when you do, you’ll laugh at how afraid you were, and you’ll wonder why you didn’t do this sooner.” She extended her hand and helped me to my feet. “Come, another day of training awaits you.”

Once more, Ms. Vivian had me strut about the mega-mansion a thousand times over, working on my movements. It came a lot easier that day, though the constant bounce of my breasts only turned me on more and more. In less than an hour, I was already feeling the side-effects of the chastity cage, fluid dribbling out, soaking into my panties as I strained for release.

By noon I had the movements down, and according to Ms. Vivian, it was as if I had been doing it all my life.

As we sat on the back patio enjoying our lunch, I thought about asking her if I could be released from the cage, but then a man who wasn’t Yuri approached from the house. He was an older man, his once-blonde hair having all but faded to gray. For a second, I thought it was Ms. Vivian’s husband Charles, but the man wore the same attire as Yuri.

“Ah, good afternoon, Gregory,” Ms. Vivian said with a smile. “How are you today?”

“Wonderful as always, Ms. Vivian,” Gregory said with a slight Russian accent.

Ms. Vivian gestured to me. “This is Evelyn, my protégé. She is staying with us for the time being.”

“A pleasure, Miss Evelyn,” he said with a bow. But I was glancing over at Ms. Vivian, wondering what she meant by “for the time being.”

Gregory turned back to Ms. Vivian. “Your one o’clock appointment is here.”

Ms. Vivian clapped her hands. “Wonderful, send him in.”

My heart sank. Who? What?

I turned, only to be greeted by a Greek god stepping through the doors onto the patio. The dark-haired man was maybe a year or two younger than me, but fuck, even if I hadn’t been wearing makeup and woman’s clothes, I’d have looked feminine next to him. He wore a gray tank top and biker shorts, muscles glistening in the afternoon sun. He wasn’t necessarily a hulking bodybuilder, but the stranger was obviously in the best shape of his life.

“Ramon! It’s so good to see you again,” Ms. Vivian stood and greeted him with a hug. Then she turned and gestured to me. “This is Evelyn, a pupil of mine. Evelyn, this is Ramon.”

“A pleasure, Miss Vivian,” Ramon said, the words rolling with a lilting Spanish accent. When he looked at me, he gave me a knowing smile and nodded. “Miss Evelyn.”

I blushed, though I wasn’t sure why. It could have been that he was a very handsome dude who’d addressed me like a woman. My cock throbbed in its cage so powerfully my knees nearly buckled.

Why was I weak in the knees? Well, this guy did practically ooze testosterone and masculinity. He was a real man, unlike me.

The statement made my cock throb once more.

“Come along, Evelyn,” Ms. Vivian said.

I wasn’t sure when I’d started zoning out, but when I came back to reality, Ms. Vivian was standing at the door to the patio, waving me over. I hurried over as best I could in the heels, my breasts bouncing.

“So, what do you think?” she whispered to me as we walked down the hallway.

“What do I think about what?” I replied, knowing very well what she meant. A thought crept into my mind. Last night, Ms. Vivian had me suck on a fake cock before she’d fucked me with it, and now this flawless specimen of a man was here. Was this Ramon one of her “handsome studs” that she called upon from time to time? But the more urgent question at the forefront of mind was: was he here for her, or for me?

“Playing coy, I see,” Ms. Vivian teased. “Not to worry, my dear, sweet Evelyn. The question was rhetorical.”

Ramon waited for us in one of the many guest bedrooms, smaller than the one I currently occupied, but still bigger than any I’d ever lived in. He had taken his shirt off and had his fingers hooked into the waistband of his shorts as we entered.

Not sure what to do, I took up a position on the wall by the door. Ms. Vivian gave me a wink as she closed it, then strolled toward Ramon, who was now completely naked. I averted my eyes, but I saw enough. The man was packing. It wasn’t huge, but it was definitely large.

Without hesitation, Ms. Vivian dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around his cock. Both of them glanced over at me, and when I looked away, Ms. Vivian said, “Now, now, Evelyn, you must watch and learn. Watch my movements, my technique. Study them, memorize them.”

I swallowed and looked up from the floor. My heart raced and my body trembled as I watched her suck on this guy’s cock.

I’d watched my fair share of porn, plenty of it videos of women sucking on dude’s dicks. It had never bothered me before, but standing there, in the same room, was different. I could smell Ramon’s musk and Ms. Vivian’s perfume as she practically worshiped his cock.

My breaths came in short, shallow gasps, and my mouth started to water as slurping filled my ears, along with her moans and his grunts. Fluid leaked into my panties and slid down the inside of my thigh. She let his dick slip out of her mouth, strings of saliva and precum bridging her lips to his cock.

“If you ever need to catch your breath…” She glanced over at me. “…continue to stroke it while you do. Don’t let him get soft, understand? Use your tongue, tease the underside of his shaft.”

I nodded, avoiding Ramon’s gaze as Ms. Vivian wrapped her lips around his dick again. I caught myself licking my own lips, shocked at the craving that had wormed its way into me.

She let his cock again fall out and straightened up. “You can choose to keep going until he cums, should you desire, but I prefer he finishes in me.”

I couldn’t look away as she sat on the edge of the bed. Ramon reached up under her dress and pulled down her panties, the cream-colored lace thong falling to the floor as she spread her legs. Then Ramon stepped up and slid his cock in.

My entire body trembled as the sounds overwhelmed me: her lustful screams; his grunts; their bodies smacking together; all of it more vivid, more intense than any porn I’d ever seen. Faster and faster he fucked her, thrusting so hard the entire bed rocked. I found myself wanting it—wanting to be on the receiving end of it, despite having been in Ramon’s position not too long ago. I wanted to be where Ms. Vivian was, his cock buried inside me, making me squeal, moan, writhe, and beg.

More fluid leaked into my panties, then down the inside of my legs. Ramon jerked and grunted, and Ms. Vivian cried out blissfully as he pumped his seed into her. A few moments later, he stepped back, thick cock slipping out of her, the remnants of his load dripping onto the floor and oozing out of Ms. Vivian’s pussy.

Ramon glanced over at me, smiled, wiped the sweat from his brow, and then ambled over to the bathroom, closing the door behind him.

Ms. Vivian let out a long, satisfied sigh as she sat up. She adjusted her dress, crossed her legs, and looked over at me. “Did you get all that?”

I blinked, mouth agape as I searched for the words to respond. But before I could mutter anything, she giggled.

“Ramon is quite something, isn’t he? He works as a personal trainer at some no-name gym, and in his spare time is a wannabe influencer and Instagram fitness model. What he lacks in a following he more than makes up for in fucking. Men like him are a dime a dozen on social media. The trick is to find the right ones to call back.

She glanced down and smiled. “I see he made you a little wet too.” She waved me over. “Come here. Show me.”

My cheeks burned as I hesitantly stepped toward her. My face must’ve been as red as a tomato with how devious Ms. Vivian’s smile was. She lifted the hem of my dress as her fingers inspected my panties, leaving no spot unchecked.

She leaned forward and whispered into my ear. “You want him, don’t you? You want to wrap your lips around his cock, taste him, moan and beg as he fucks you. You want him to show you what a real man is like, and the joy a woman feels when she’s with one.”

The door to the bathroom opened. In the corner of my vision, I saw Ramon stroll back toward us, thick cock dangling in front of him. I didn’t know why I wanted it—why I desired to taste it, wrap my lips around it. I’d never had these feelings before, these… curiosities. Not until I’d met Ms. Vivian. Not until she’d promised me a life like hers.

I couldn’t lie; I wanted to know.

My cock throbbed in its cage, another spurt of arousal trickling down my leg as I timidly nodded.

“That’s my girl,” Ms. Vivian whispered. “Don’t worry, he’ll be gentle.”

She squeezed one of my ass cheeks as she gently nudged me toward Ramon. I lowered myself onto my knees and took his cock in my hands. My head swam as I breathed in his scent. The strangely pleasant mix of body odor, sex, and cologne was like a smooth shot of whiskey, warming me up to what came next. I looked up at him and he smiled down at me as I wrapped my lips around his cock.

It was… I couldn’t quite put it to words. I was pleasantly lightheaded. All thoughts and worries faded away as I went down on Ramon. The way he grunted and whispered encouragement fueled the fire within me. Some part of me felt shame, humiliation that there I was dressed head to toe like a woman, on my knees pleasuring a man, taking his thick, delicious cock in my mouth while my own was locked away. Yet the notion that I was servicing a real man, pleasing him, turned me on. My own cock begged for release as precum dribbled out.

I wanted to make him cum. A voiceless command urged me forward. I referenced movements and gestures from all the times I’ve been on Ramon’s end. I knew what felt good. But Ms. Vivian stepped in before I could get Ramon off, before he could blow his load, fill my mouth and plaster my face with his seed.

She spoke softly, but her words were a command, and I followed them without hesitation.

I climbed onto the bed, assuming the position on my hands and knees as Ramon lined up behind me. She advised him to be gentle with me, to take it slow since this was my first time taking a real cock.

“Are you ready, Evelyn?” she whispered into my ear. “Ready to shed what little masculinity you have left and embrace femininity? Ready to pop your cherry?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “I’m—”

Ramon slid his cock into me, slowly, like Ms. Vivian had instructed.

I was… not ready for it. The sheer bliss that came from having another man’s cock fill me catapulted me onto another plane. If my cock hadn’t been caged, it would’ve been rock-hard. Hell, I probably would’ve cum already.

“O-Oh, fuck!” I moaned.

Ramon gripped my hips as he pushed in deeper. Then he slid back, only to plunge farther, a process he repeated until he filled me entirely, his body pressed against mine. Like a train revving up, he picked up the pace with each thrust until he was fucking me fast and hard. I couldn’t focus on anything. The world turned foggy, and I became dizzy. It was a good dizzy, but like, I couldn’t think straight. It just… felt so… good.

I came. It didn’t erupt; it just flowed out. It brought little relief—in fact, it only made me more horny and sex-crazed.

Ramon kept going. Harder. Faster. I could barely even tell where I was anymore. My brains were scrambled, body flooded with lust.

Then Ramon jerked, spasmed, and came in me. I moaned, arms going limp as my face fell onto the bed. I lost count of how many loads he shot into me, so much that as he pulled out, it flowed from my spent hole.

I could barely breathe. I nearly blacked out as I fell over onto my side, gasping for breath, and rode out the rest of that post-orgasmic high.

Ms. Vivian lay down on the bed next to me. She combed her fingers through my hair and said nothing for a little while as I came back down. It was… like nothing I’d ever experienced before. I’ve never experimented with drugs, besides weed. I could see the similarities and why it could be addicting. My entire body felt spent, but in a good way, like after a tough workout.

“How are you feeling, Evelyn?” she said softly.

“I… don’t know how to describe it,” I said.

“Did it feel good?”

I found the strength to sit up. Ms. Vivian took the opportunity to scoot in close and wrap her arm around me in a gentle, supportive hug. It had absolutely felt good. It had even felt strangely… liberating—transformative, almost. I wasn’t sure I could go back. I wasn’t sure I could ever have normal sex again. What kind of sex would even constitute as “normal” for me now?

“Yes,” I said.

Ms. Vivian stood and offered me her hand. “Come, let’s get you cleaned up so you can enjoy the rest of your day.”

I spent that time lost in a daze as I attempted to reconcile my thoughts and feelings surrounding my rather passionate encounter with Ramon. By the time I woke the next morning, I couldn’t even remember having gone to bed.

Ms. Vivian roused me from my sleep. She sat on the edge of the bed and smiled. When my vision cleared enough to see the bedside clock, I saw that it was just past nine.

“Did I oversleep?” I mumbled. It took a few moments for me to realize my voice was still feminine. But when I reached up, I couldn’t find the patch. Just bare skin.

As if sensing my quickly rising panic, Ms. Vivian took my hand and said, “Not to worry, Evelyn. The patch did its job, so it fell off sometime in the night, as did your fake breasts.”

I sat up, the silk sheet falling down to reveal that the fake breasts were gone, and so was my chastity cage. I had gone to bed in just the black panties.

“But my voice?”

“What about it?” Ms. Vivian stood and helped me to my feet. “Do you wish to go back? Have you changed your mind about all this?”

“No,” I confessed.

“Good, because I have a special treat for you today.” She brushed my cheek with the back of her hand. “I’m taking you to the spa.”

“The spa?” I asked as she led me back into my closet.

“That’s right. It’s an amazing place, and not one you can find online. Pick out something to wear. I won’t need to do your makeup at all today.”

I glanced back at Ms. Vivian, who beckoned me over toward the racks of clothing. As I stepped out of my panties, I noticed that the hair on my body had grown back some. It wasn’t nearly as prevalent as it had been before I’d shaved it off, but there was some noticeable fuzz.

Something else was different too, though I wasn’t sure if it was just my imagination, but my cock seemed smaller. I always had been a “grower,” rather than a “shower,” but even so, I didn’t remember it being this small when limp.

“Don’t worry about a bra, either,” Ms. Vivian chimed in. “Just pick out a dress, panties, and a pair of shoes.”

I went with green. I’d always liked the color green, though I probably should’ve gone with black or gray. I also somehow managed to get dressed without my cock getting hard. I was afraid Ms. Vivian would have to lock it up again, but as I stepped into the green lace thong and slipped into the dress, it stayed flaccid. Even as I put on my heels and wig and inspected my appearance, nothing happened. It stayed neatly tucked away in my underwear, a strangely welcome relief.

“Excellent,” Ms. Vivian said as she looked me up and down. “And I see you were able to get it under control.” She winked. I couldn’t help but blush at the comment, though it did feel strange. I had gotten so used to the plastic cage that not wearing it felt weird.

Yuri drove us to the spa. For some reason, I’d expected Ms. Vivian to do the driving, but it seemed I’d forgotten that she was a billionaire’s wife. I almost couldn’t get into the car. It was a Rolls-Royce, a car worth more than I would ever make in my entire life. Ms. Vivian did get a good chuckle out of my hesitation, and at when I asked her if she ever still drove herself anywhere.

“All the time,” she said. “I have an incognito car, so to speak—something far less flashy. I’ve driven racecars and once rode shotgun in an F-16. I’ve had many years to find and develop my hobbies, and you will too.”

The spa was located deep within the downtown district of the city, only a few blocks away from my old apartment. Yuri took us to a parking garage for one of the countless unmarked high-rises and descended to the lowest level, where a rent-a-cop in a small booth stood guard next to a rolling garage door.

I glanced over at Ms. Vivian, confused, but she just smiled and waved it off. “Appearances aren’t everything, dear Evelyn. That guard is ex-military.”

After a few moments, the door rolled up and open, and Yuri pulled through. On the other end was a small parking lot with enough spaces for maybe six cars. There were none, which seemed to please Ms. Vivian. The area was well-decorated, despite being underground, and other than the metal garage door we’d just passed through, the only other entrance or exit was a pair of wide, dark wood double doors with “SPA” scrawled in neon above.

“Ms. Vivian,” I said, eyes fixed on the two women who had just come out through the doors. “Do they know—”

“This is a very exclusive and elite club. The staff are paid very well to not ask questions. They know that you may still have boy parts, and are frankly quite excited to work with you.”

The car rolled to a stop, and the two women approached. They wore white dresses and heels, hair pulled back into a bun. They almost looked like nurses.

“What are they—”

“It’ll all be explained inside, don’t worry.”

Yuri came around, opened the door, and helped me and Ms. Vivian out of the car. The two women greeted us jovially before escorting us inside. I had never been inside of a spa. One time I’d gotten a pedicure with an ex-girlfriend, but that was at some dime-a-dozen nail salon.

Here, there was no waiting room. It made sense that a place this exclusive wouldn’t need one, except for maybe spouses or partners. A woman with long, wavy jet-black hair stood behind the counter. Above her was a list of spa services, as well as a number of packages, but no prices.

“Good morning, Ms. Vivian.” She turned to me. “And you must be Miss Evelyn. Welcome to The Spa! We look forward to taking care of you.” She turned back to Ms. Vivian. “Everything’s been arranged as you requested. We can take her in now. And the usual for you, I assume?”

“Yes, that would be wonderful, thank you.”

The woman behind the counter talked into a radio, but I couldn’t make out what she said because I was so nervous. Ms. Vivian must’ve noticed, because she placed her hands on my shoulders and smiled.

“Don’t worry, Evelyn. This is a spa. They’re going to make you look so very pretty! You’ll get some skin and hair treatments, a massage, and get your nails done too. It’s a truly wonderful experience. You’ll want to come back in no time!”

The door to my right opened. A busty blonde woman in the same attire as the rest of them smiled at me before saying, “Miss Evelyn? Come with me, please.”

Before I could take a step toward her, a man also came out the door. His white shirt looked just tight enough to show off his impressive physique. “Good to see you again, Ms. Vivian,” he said with a grin.

Ms. Vivian placed a hand on my lower back, and the two of us walked together through the doors. We were separated almost immediately. Ms. Vivian didn’t even glance over at me, her attention completely focused on the man she was with.

The blonde woman introduced herself as Dana as she led me to the first room, where I was told to strip. Dana was very polite and reassuring, as she must’ve noticed how obviously nervous I was about this whole thing. I had to not only take off my clothes, but the wig as well.

“It’s okay, hun,” she said as she handed me a black silk robe. “You’ll be well taken care of here. We have the utmost respect for our clients.”

When I asked her what treatment I was getting, she smiled and gave me a rather thorough rundown. It was… a lot of words that, if I understood them right, boiled down to skin, hair, and nail treatment, which Ms. Vivian had mentioned during our car ride.

It was not as pleasant as I’d hoped, though. Some of it was pretty damn amazing, but other aspects were pretty painful too. My entire body was scrubbed to the point where my skin turned red and raw. Then Dana massaged a clear gel that covered every inch of my skin from the neck down.

And by every inch, I mean every inch. She massaged it onto my cock and balls—which thankfully stayed limp—and into the crack of my ass.

It had a surprisingly cooling effect, and smelled pleasantly herbal for what Dana informed me was a state-of-the-art hair removal product. A thicker cream was applied to my neck to prevent any facial hair growth. Then I was rinsed off with a pinkish, flower-scented substance that left my skin feeling softer and smoother than silk before she told me to lie down on a table that looked like one you’d find in a doctor’s office.

Humming a pleasant tune, Dana rolled up next to me like she was about to give me a dental cleaning, but instead applied a clear gel to my chest around my nipples.

“What are you…” My eyes widened at the sight of the breast form. They were larger than the pair Ms. Vivian had me wear before—a lot larger.

“Now just hold still, darlin’,” Dana said coolly. “It needs a few moments to set.”

As much as I wanted to scramble off the table, I couldn’t. My body remained still as Dana positioned the shockingly realistic breast form on my chest. While the gel felt cool, the moment the form met my skin, it warmed up. She held it there for close to a minute before letting go. Then she wheeled over to the other side of the table and did the same thing with the other breast.

I blinked, dumbfounded as the seams disappeared right before my eyes. And just when I couldn’t be any more shocked, Dana flicked the nipples and sent waves of pleasure throughout my body.

“Are… are those… real?”

“Pretty neat, huh?” She gave them a couple test squeezes, which made me writhe and moan. “They’re made with an artificial skin that was first developed for burn victims. Sure wish these were available when I got my implants.” She a hummed a tune as she wiped up the excess gel.

“Is this permanent?” I asked.

“As far as I know.” She handed me the silk robe. “The gel binds them to your skin and connects the nerve endings. Don’t know if there’s a way to separate them. You’d have to ask the company who made them.”

I sat up, and my massive new breasts pulled me forward. It was like when Ms. Vivian first had given me the fake breasts what felt like forever ago. But these were far bigger. They must have been like, D-cups, or something. DD, maybe. “Who makes them?”

“Ms. Vivian’s husband, or at least one of his biotech companies. Now come on, you’ve got an appointment with the salon.”

I still wrestled with the situation of having essentially real breasts permanently glued to my body as Dana sat me down in a salon chair. She plucked and shaped my eyebrows, polished my fingernails and toenails to a mirror finish, and then, as if the fake breasts hadn’t already prepared me for what this spa was capable of, Dana washed and massaged my scalp with a product that made my hair rapidly grow—like, down past my shoulders in under a minute—before cutting, shaping, and styling it into a proper feminine hairdo.

I didn’t see the results of the haircut until after Dana had finished with my makeup. Suffice it to say, the results were well worth whatever Ms. Vivian paid. As skillful as my benefactor was, she was an amateur compared to Dana.

“Even though you were pretty cute as a boy,” Dana giggled, “I think you’re far prettier now as a lady.”

I didn’t know what to say. I was speechless to the point where I had completely forgotten about the fact that Dana had basically given me a boob job not too long ago.

“Let’s get you dressed. I’m sure Ms. Vivian is dying to see the results.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised at anything anymore, but the dress I had worn to the spa somehow managed to fit despite my new breasts. Either there were some tailoring wizards behind the scenes, or since I’d arrived, they’d found a new one. Which made me wonder: How long had I been here? It felt like minutes, but it may have been hours.

Ms. Vivian waited for us in the lobby. She was happily chatting, or rather flirting, with the guy I had seen her leave with earlier. When she saw me, I expected her jaw to drop. Instead the biggest, most satisfied smile split her face.

“Well look at you.” She approached and began scrutinizing me. “Dana, you never fail to impress. What do you think, Evelyn? Do you like the new you?”

Before I could say anything, Ms. Vivian reached out and fondled my breasts. I squirmed under her touch, trying not to let my knees buckle.

“Wonderful. Simply wonderful. So very real. Better than real, I think. Don’t you agree, Evelyn?” She chuckled as I let out a little moan. Then she combed her fingers through my hair and inspected the individual strands. “Such amazing technology, but unfortunately too damn expensive for the general public. Come now, let’s go home. Don’t forget to thank Dana.”

Having recovered from the sudden groping. I turned around and found Dana waiting patiently. I awkwardly thanked her and hoped it sounded genuine. Had I known I’d receive a boob job, would I have gone through with it? Definitely not if it was actual surgery, but this? This was practically science fiction. I was surprised they’d let me walk out of there with my cock and balls, as diminutive as they may have become.

A thought crept into my head as I followed Ms. Vivian out of the spa and back to the car: Was I the first person she’d done this to? Were there other guys she’d transformed into women? Or was I her first?

“Are we still on schedule?” Ms. Vivian asked Yuri.

“Yes, ma’am. We’ll arrive just in time.”

“In time for what?” I asked.

Ms. Vivian smiled. “Why, afternoon tea with the ladies.”

“The ladies,” as Ms. Vivian described to me on the way back to the mansion, were as close to a regular group of friends as she could get, being a billionaire’s wife. They met quasi-regularly, usually for tea or lunch, and spent most of their time catching up and gossiping. Not all could make it, depending on whether they were on vacation or some trip with their husbands, and attendance was invitation-only. It seemed it was a rather big deal that I would be there today, as Ms. Vivian wasn’t the ranking member of the group.

“Do they… know?” I asked as we climbed up the stairs toward the mansion’s front doors where Gregory stood, head bowed.

Ms. Vivian glanced at me and smiled. “Of course, dear. There are no secrets in this group.”

I gulped and followed Ms. Vivian, not realizing I had fallen behind. Not just that, but I had no issues catching up to her in the high heels. In fact, it was just as easy to walk in them as it was walking around barefoot, but even so, a misstep would still obliterate my ankles.

There were about ten women sitting at the large round table set up on the back patio, each both identical to, and vastly different from, Ms. Vivian. They all wore dresses or skirts, except for one who dared defy the rest of the group with a pantsuit. They were all about her age too, though some were older, and there was one other woman who looked to be as old as I was. She had long, wavy red hair and bright emerald eyes.

Their chatter came to a deafening silence as we walked out onto the patio, and when they all turned to look at me, I just about fainted.

I’d always been a bit of an introvert, and if Ms. Vivian hadn’t hooked my arm with hers, I would’ve made a break for the inside of the mansion to find some dark corner to hide in until the other women left.

Especially when after being introduced one of the first questions I got was, “So it’s true that you use to be a boy?”

My cheeks burned red-hot as I managed the faintest of nods. This brought a mix of shock, laughter, and awws. Then they asked—no, demanded—that I prove it to them. With a nod from Ms. Vivian, I lifted my dress just high enough for them to see my panties.

“So it’s true!”

“Look at how adorable it is.”

“It’s so small!”

“Does it even work anymore?”

“I wouldn’t have been able to tell!”

The rest of the luncheon went by in a blur. I tried to answer what questions I could, but for the most part, I was tongue-tied. Once they all got their initial impressions out of the way about my seemingly diminutive package and vanishing masculinity, their tone shifted to one of congratulations and support, saying that I had made the right choice and that my life was about to get so much better. It relaxed me some, until one of them asked if I was excited to meet Lawrence.

I played coy and said something along the lines of “sure” or “of course,” and thankfully the conversation moved on from there. It wasn’t until they had all left and it was just me and Ms. Vivian on the back patio that I was able to get an answer as to who Lawrence was.

Ms. Vivian said nothing for a few moments, instead filling the silence between us with the clinking of ice as she swirled her glass. It was her third pouring of the cocktail, but if she was drunk, she didn’t show it.

She looked at me sidelong before turning her gaze back in front of her. “Lawrence is my husband’s best friend and longtime business partner. They’re returning from their trip tomorrow night. It was supposed to be a surprise, but it seems I forgot these women can’t keep a secret.” She took another sip before continuing. “The rest of the day is yours. Do as you wish.”

I didn’t sleep well. Despite my body being rather tired, my brain was running on what felt like cocaine and twenty shots of espresso. There was also the matter of my new additions, and try as I might, I couldn’t get hard.

The next morning after getting dressed, Ms. Vivian had me do my own makeup. It was a long and tedious process, but she assured me I’d have plenty of opportunity to practice, or that I could hire someone to do it for me. She suggested the former, but mentioned having a makeup artist come by later to spruce me up for Charles’ and Lawrence’s return. I had a growing suspicion about Lawrence that wasn’t confirmed until Ms. Vivian took me shopping after breakfast.

I had assumed our destination would be some high-end department store, or maybe even a jewelry store. With Ms. Vivian’s budget, she could probably have decked me out in diamonds without batting an eye. Instead, Yuri pulled the car up to a bridal store.

I blinked and stared at Ms. Vivian. “What are we doing here?”

She giggled. “Funny, had I known you were a bimbo, I’d given you bigger breasts and bleached your hair.”

I climbed out of the car. “Seriously. What are we doing here?”

Ms. Vivian smiled. “Isn’t it obvious? Or did you forget about the ‘wife’ part of being a billionaire’s wife?”

“Then Lawrence is…” I trailed off, realization dawning on me.

“Your future husband.” Ms. Vivian hooked her arm around mine and led me toward the bridal store. “Let’s find you a wedding dress.”

“But…”

“But what, Evelyn? Did you think you’d get have all of this just like that? Practically gifted to you on a silver, diamond-rimmed platter?”

I frowned. “I thought… I thought I was going to live and stay with you.”

Ms. Vivian placed a gentle hand on my cheek. “Don’t you worry, my dear. We’ll be seeing each other plenty, I promise. Now let’s find that perfect dress.”

I shouldn’t have been surprised. It had been the elephant in the room, the obvious thing that for some strange reason, I couldn’t spot, even when it was right in front of my face. Of course I would get married off to some other rich old guy. How else would I get to live the life Ms. Vivian had?

I nodded, and with a kind smile, Ms. Vivian led me inside.

Trying on wedding dresses was, for lack of a better term, an experience, just another to add to the list of things I never ever thought I’d experience firsthand. The attendant, a pretty woman with brown hair pulled back into a ponytail, assisted Ms. Vivian with the dresses. Whether she knew about the existence of my… package… I couldn’t tell. She was professional, and probably working very hard to secure a rather large tip from Ms. Vivian.

I was afraid they’d choose something ridiculous with lots of ruffles, bulges, bows, and whatnot, but in the end, they settled on a rather simple, yet provocative dress. The long sleeves were made of white lace, and the dress itself hugged my curves where the hem ended in an asymmetrical slash. They picked out a veil, and to my surprise, we left the store with me still wearing it.

“Are they…” I asked as we got back into the car.

“That’s right. Charles and Lawrence should be home by now.”

“What does he… What does Lawrence look like?” I asked, my stomach twisted into knots.

“Far better than you’re imagining, I’m sure. In fact, I almost married him instead of Charles.”

“What happened to—”

“Cancer. Caught it too late, and even with all the money in the world, they couldn’t save her. It happened around twelve years ago, if I remember right. I strongly suggest you avoid the topic.”

We rode in silence the rest of the way. The butterflies in my stomach evolved into a raging storm of nerves and doubt as the car rolled up to the house. Charles and Lawrence were indeed waiting for us. The two men sat next to each other in lounge chairs as they sipped on what I could only guess was very, very expensive whiskey. Both men were silver foxes. I had feared that the man who would be my husband to be some slimy, Jabba the Hutt as those wealthy businessmen tended to be.

Charles kind of reminded me of a younger Ian McKellen, whereas Lawrence… Well, I couldn’t help but blush at the fact that he looked like Pierce Brosnan.

“Well, would you look at that?” Lawrence said as he approached me. “Give me a twirl, would ya?”

I did as he instructed, and for the first time in my life, I felt attracted to another man. It was strange—even when I was sucking on Ramon’s dick and he fucked me silly, I hadn’t been attracted to him. Sure, he had one hell of a body, but there wasn’t any romance; I just saw him a tool for pleasure, nothing more.

Yet here I was, blushing and giggling like a schoolgirl talking to her crush. I didn’t know what came over me. Could it be that I had finally accepted my fate? That I was finally okay with being some billionaire’s trophy wife?

Lawrence produced one hell of a diamond ring, which he slipped onto my left hand. It fit my finger perfectly, and was heavy enough that I had to actively work to keep my hand raised. Before I had a chance to say anything, he planted his lips on mine and my body relaxed. Was this was it was like to be kissed passionately? My head swam and my mind emptied of all thoughts. All but one.

I need him. I need Lawrence to make me his. I want him so bad.

As if reading my mind, he quite literally swept me off my feet. “I’ve never been one for ceremony,” he said with a grin. “How about it, Evelyn? How would you like to be my wife?”

“I do,” I said.

Then he smiled and carried me off to the nearest bedroom.

 

Charles took a long sip of his whiskey as Vivian sat on his lap. “You know, I had my doubts. I didn’t think you’d actually pull it off. Lawrence is going to be a very happy man.”

The moans were just barely audible.

Vivian took the glass out of his hands and had a sip of her own. “Creating the fake dating profile was the easy part. The difficult task was finding the right pace. Too quickly and he would’ve rejected it, too slow and you leave room for doubt and suspicion. Plus the pheromones were quite helpful, and the chastity cage filled his brain with so much lust that it made it all the easier to go further and further.”

Somewhere a door opened, and a few moments later, Lawrence returned to the lounge. He was naked, thick cock hanging semi-hard between his legs, cum still dripping as he walked up and poured himself another glass.

“Fine work, Vivian. Fine work.”

Then he walked away, and a few moments later, the moans began again, louder this time.

Charles slid his hand up Vivian’s dress. “I think it’s time you got your reward.”

 

The End?

LOG IN

 

Ted was a hardcore gamer, but he wasn’t a thirteen-year-old hyped up on cocaine disguised as an energy drink whose vocabulary was 95% crude or homophobic insults. He wasn’t a four-hundred-pound misogynistic neckbeard who slept with a body pillow that had an anime character on it. Nor was he some douchebag bro-gamer who bragged about his kill:death ratio for whatever was the most popular first-person shooter at the time.

What he was, was a little bit of everything. Ted was your very definition of average in height and looks—everything. He had brown hair and eyes and the body of a guy who’d spent most of this time seated at a desk in front of a computer and not enough time on a treadmill. He wasn’t obese, but he wasn’t thin either. He drank soda, but only the zero-calorie stuff. He had a fondness for pizza and beer, and extra slices of bacon with his breakfast. He had a collection of well-worn graphic t-shirts and a pet lizard named Wrex, named after one of his favorite characters from the Mass Effect trilogy, which in his eyes—as was true of his opinion of the Indiana Jones franchise—had ended with the third installment.

Ted was more at home at a comic book convention than at a music festival. He attended opening night showings of movies, and would stay up ‘til almost dawn binge-watching a show on Netflix. He had a full-time job as one of three employees that made up the IT department for a modestly sized company; the other two being James, an elderly man who should’ve retired ten years ago, and Alexandra, who was secretly one of the few reasons why Ted continued to work there.

You know those workplace-themed porn videos, where the woman wears an outfit that straddles the fine line between appropriate and not? Imagine that being your actual coworker and supervisor, high heels, short pencil skirt, and all. He knew somewhere there was porn of her, and Ted had taken it upon himself to find it since he started working there just over a year ago. She may have been in her late thirties, but his boss was far more attractive than most women his age.

The more appropriate reason why he continued working there was that the company not only provided him with full benefits, but they paid him much better than what other companies would pay someone in his position. While on paper he worked your typical forty hours with the occasional bit of overtime, in reality he spent about a quarter of that actually working. 

The rest of the time, he watched “Let’s Plays” on YouTube, surfed the internet, play-flirted with Alexandra, listened to James’s too-crazy-to-be-real stories about “the good old days,” or worked on the epic fantasy novel he had been writing since he was twelve.

Since the company he worked for actually valued their IT team, Ted was able to have an apartment of his own. His first two years at college, he had been paired with horrible roommates. One guy smoked weed 24/7, and his half of the room was always messy. He never went to classes and just got high with his other stoner friends. Ted’s roommate sophomore year was your stereotypical frat guy. Like, a living cliché: a different girlfriend every week, constantly came back to the room black-out drunk on weekends, loud, obnoxious, and racist to boot. Fortunately, Ted only had to deal with that guy for one semester, as he was kicked out halfway through the year. His replacement roommate was this ultra-creepy anime-obsessed guy who had thankfully kept to himself.

Ted was a guy who valued his privacy. He liked being able to play video games whenever he wanted, and coming back to his dorm only to find the door locked because his roommate was “busy” had really aggravated him.

So naturally, he’d longed for a place of his own, a place where he could walk around in his underwear, where he could stay up all night watching TV or playing video games, and most importantly, was kept clean. No mountain of dirty dishes, no gross bathrooms, no trash lying around. Ted wasn’t a clean freak, but he was a human being, not some lazy creature who wallowed in its own filth.

With his job, not only could he afford a place of his own, but even after bills and living expenses, he had spending money. His place was, for the most part, “furnished,” with a bulk of the furniture a selection you’d find at an IKEA store, and not the high-end stuff either. Well, except for his entertainment center and computer corner; an island of luxury and extravagance in a sea of mediocrity. High definition television, several gaming consoles, and a library of movies in a bookshelf was the centerpiece of his living room. However, in his bedroom was his pride and joy: a custom built, multi-monitored gaming computer.

At least, until the arrival of what could only be called the true next generation of video game consoles. Its codename was Project: Infinity, with the actual console called the InfinityGear. Financed and developed by an eccentric tech billionaire, the InfinityGear wasn’t just virtual reality; it was full-on immersion. Your consciousness left your physical body behind and you entered a fully rendered virtual world that was as tangible as the real one.

It wasn’t cheap, that was for sure. It was more expensive than a top-of-the-line gaming computer that required a dedicated internet connection to the company’s servers, which thankfully Ted already had, as the company behind the InfinityGear, Aurora, also operated as an internet service provider. Gone were the days of cable monopolies fucking customers over.

So now nearly every decently sized town in America had unfiltered, uncensored, unthrottled, truly unlimited internet access. And fast as fuck too. Ted could download 4k movies in only a couple of minutes where before it would take more than an hour. No more lag, no more buffering—it was bliss.

The InfinityGear had arrived earlier in the week, and Ted felt like a kid on Christmas morning as he unboxed it. Preorders went out for it six months prior, and Ted hadn’t hesitated to put the money down, even if it meant living off of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and Cup Noodles for a month. Shipped alongside the console was the game Aurora developed, BladeStar Online, the first-ever “Full Immersion Massive Multiplayer Online Role Playing Game,” or FIMMORPG for short. Forums, message boards, social media, and news sites everywhere were talking about it. Even so, it had its fair share of critics and cynics doubting the company’s promises and lofty goals.

But you couldn’t get to where Kase Netley was on false promises and failed ideas. He was this generation’s Bill Gates or Steve Wozniak. He’d amassed a fortune building innovative technology, and oh yeah, he was a hardcore gamer and outspoken critic of the industry. He’d helped finance developers both big and small, from AAA studios to high schoolers building their dream projects.

Ted couldn’t believe his luck when Aurora announced the date the servers would go live for their flagship game. The scheduled launch date was the Friday before the two-week paid vacation Ted’s company was providing for all its employees. All he needed to request off was that single Friday, which they had approved, no questions asked.

After unboxing the InfinityGear, he immediately began the lengthy setup and registration process. He created his account and filled out all the required information, including payment info. He uploaded his driver’s license to show he was over eighteen years old, as BladeStar Online—or BSO—contained adult content. If anyone underage was caught using it, their accounts would be immediately banned and their devices confiscated.

Once your account was created and approved, a full body scan was required to create your digital avatar, which would be used to navigate the menu and library once the InfinityGear’s library of games and software filled out. According to the developer, you could use your own body for the game, if you so choose. Ted knew that the only people who would elect to use their real life body models were those who already had amazing bodies and good looks. Ted, on the other hand, wanted to give himself the body he was admittedly too lazy to achieve; maybe go a few inches taller, among other things.

 

It was 8:59 am on Friday, October 20, 2023. The time had finally come. In the weeks and months leading up to this point, Ted had been all over the internet, searching far and wide for any and all information about the game, from the wildest theories to the videos and interviews from the developers. Ted wanted to know everything. However, the company provided only enough information tease the players, critics, and journalists. Kase Netley had said that the game would be similar to, but at the same time different from, other online role playing games. There were no set classes that you had to choose from; players could mix and match and create their own based on how they wanted to play, or take inspiration from past games, movies, and television shows.

However, when it came to what races and genders the players could play as, Aurora was much more tight-lipped. They didn’t say what the choices were exactly, just that they were all humanoid, and that each race had a male and female option. This, of course, was met with some criticism from certain vocal communities who demanded more than the binary options. Aurora didn’t give in to the demands. Instead, Kase issued a statement saying that “the character creator allowed for a vast amount of customization” and that “the two options were just a base starting point.”

Ted couldn’t sleep the night before. He was too excited. He was on his computer until his eyes couldn’t stay open, reading up on any new last minute news or announcements. Despite that, as he laid on his bed with the helmet on, watching the countdown to server launch on the inside of the visor, he felt rested and ready. He had eaten a well-balanced meal for breakfast, then showered and locked up his apartment before lying in bed in nothing but his underwear and the helmet.

“Here we go,” he said as the countdown reached zero.

Then the world went black.

 

The darkness lasted just long enough for Ted to doubt that the device was working properly. What he realized only a moment before being engulfed in what could only be described as the most vibrant, chromatic acid trip ever, was that he couldn’t feel the bed on his back anymore. It was almost as if… he was floating.

All the rainbow-colored light show needed was some electronic music, but as quickly as it came, it vanished, and Ted was blinded by a bright white light. When his eyes adjusted, he found himself standing in a dimly lit square room, maybe twenty feet wide. The ground below his feet was hard, and looking down, he saw that he was completely naked except for a pair of gray boxer briefs. His entire body had been perfectly digitized down to the last freckle.

“Hello?” His voice echoed and he looked around, hoping to find some kind of light switch or button.

“Welcome, Ted!” a female voice said. “Please wait a moment while the character creator loads.”

He shrugged. “Okay.”

“Congratulations!” The voice came so suddenly that it scared the crap out of him. “You are one of the f-first fifty to log in. You have been awarded a special item that y-you’ll receive upon creation of your character.”

Ted cocked his head to the side. The stuttering of the female AI did not go unnoticed.

“Character creator loaded. Place your hand on the scanner to begin.”

“What s—” A floating piece of dark glass appeared in front of him. It was around chest-high and was ringed in a flashing yellow light. He placed his hand inside the outline and a moment later, the flashing yellow turned solid green.

“Identity confirmed. Theodore Hayard. Age: 29. Gender: Male.” The scanner vanished, and on the wall in front of him, a large display appeared. “Character Creator initialized. You may begin when ready.”

A controller appeared in front of him, and upon grabbing it, the creator came to life. Displayed up on the screen was a series of still shots: front, back, and side of his full body and a close up of his head and face. His body was in a relaxed position and his face had a neutral expression that made him appear lifeless. It wasn’t flattering in the least bit.

“Fuck, is that what I look like?” he said as he looked down at his body. He took one hand off of the controller and grabbed at his belly fat. “Shit. Maybe I should start going to the gym. I mean, there is one in my building, after all.”

He sighed and got back to the creator. Time was precious. The longer he took, the more people would be in game, and the last thing he wanted was to deal with that swarm of players that filled the starting zones of every single online roleplaying game. Especially the new players who had no fucking idea how to play, not to mention the assholes who’d troll and harass other players.

Ted cracked his knuckles, rolled out his shoulders, and got to work. Even though RPGs were vastly different from one another in terms of genre, the character creators for each were all structurally the same, like different dialects for the same mother tongue. With many roleplaying games under his belt, Ted was able to breeze through the highly customizable creator and sculpt a new form. It was himself perfected—tall, with the body of an Olympic athlete and a solid head of hair. He had a chiseled jaw with sharp features, a face that male models would be jealous of. He would turn the heads of women—and men—alike.

He didn’t even consider the other race choices. You had your typical fantasy races: orc, dwarf, and elf—which was, of course, too feminine for his liking. There were alien races, anthropomorphic races—to appease the furries—and some kind of demonic race. They were all so cliché he had to roll his eyes. He was perfectly happy staying as a human, even if he would be in the minority. In fact, that made staying human even cooler. Maybe in the future he’d make another character of a different race, after he reached the top with soon to be named “Tedvara.”

“The greatest player in BSO will not only be me, but a human to boot!” He laughed a quasi-maniacal laugh before inputting his character name and finalizing the design.

“Warning: design choices are final. Character cannot be changed once approved.”

“Bitch, that is the pinnacle of humanity right there,” Ted said as he confirmed the design.

“Design confirmed,” the AI said. “Phase Two: Skills and Abilities.”

Now that Ted’s character was designed, the next step was to determine just what kind of character he’d be according to his overall playstyle—which, much like his design choice, was a no-brainer. Ted always played the badass warrior, the lone wolf mercenary whose skills were unmatched. He despised stealth and always opted for the “go in guns blazing” tactic.

“So strength first, and put the rest in constitution and dexterity,” Ted said aloud, thinking as he tweaked the ability modifier. “Can’t forget charisma. Won’t be a caster, so I don’t need intelligence or wisdom, just keep those at a minimum without getting to the negative modifier. Unless…”

He took his hands off the controls. One hand went to his hip while the other stroked his unfortunately smooth shaven chin. Any attempt to grow facial hair resulted in an uneven patchy growth that more closely resembled pubic or armpit hair. All the facial hair genes, as well as the high metabolism and good looks genes, had gone to his older brother, who was probably off on some tropical vacation banging his supermodel wife.

“I could min-max. That’ll get me more points for strength and dex, but it would turn me into a simple-minded barbarian, not the elite warrior I want to be.”

He tapped both his foot and his chin for a few moments, eyes glued to the screen. He had min-maxed before, and it almost never came back to bite him in the ass. However, those were disposable, experimental characters. This was something he wanted to be careful about.

Ted decided to keep his ability scores as they were and moved onto the skills page. He was provided with a list of generic skills and told to choose four. Additional skills would be unlocked though various methods like training, quest rewards, or simple discovery. The starter skills would improve with play time, and players would eventually unlock specialties. The four that Ted chose to start with were: heavy armor, one-handed weapons, survival, and persuasion.

He clapped his hands. “Alright, let’s fucking do this!” He typed in his character name and hit submit.

“Warning: all designs—”

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” he replied as he clicked on the final submit button.

Nothing happened for a few moments, and just as he was about to open his mouth to say something, the AI spoke.

“Character approved. Please enter the chamber to begin.”

Ted heard a noise to his left, and when he looked over, he saw the wall open up and a machine resembling a bacta tank from Star Wars slide out. Only there wasn’t any glass tube, just the metallic base and top.

“Please enter the chamber to begin,” the AI said once more.

Ted shrugged and stepped onto the platform. A moment later, the glass tube appeared from the base and rose up all around him. He rubbed his hands together excitedly, a wide grin plastered onto his face.

“Beginning transformation.”

A dark liquid filled the tank, rising to knee-height within seconds. The substance was pleasantly warm, which kept him distracted from the fact that he had no sort of breathing apparatus until it was up to his chest.

“Hey! Wait!” was all he could say before his head went under. His fingers searched the top of the chamber for a pocket of air, but found none.

He heard the AI’s voice through the liquid. “Do not panic,” it said in a calm, almost bored tone.

Ted was never much of a swimmer, so it was no surprise when he coughed and released the breath he was holding after only a few seconds. His digital lungs were flooded with the substance, and after a moment of awkward adjustment, he found that he could breathe.

“What the fuck?” he said, voice distorted.

But before he could revel in the fact that he could breathe underwater, pain filled his body as his bones and muscles were stretched and pulled. It brought back memories of growing pains when he was younger, but as quickly as it came, it vanished. The liquid drained out of the tank and Ted’s jaw dropped when he saw his body.

He was no longer the soft, out of shape man he unfortunately still was in the real world. Gone were the man-boobs and belly; he could actually see his cock and balls! Ted flexed his arms and legs, marveling at the visible muscle. He was as toned as an Olympic athlete, in even better shape than his over-achieving brother.

“Fuck me, this is amazing.” The glass tube vanished into the ground and Ted stepped out, inspecting every inch of his new form all the way down to the bottoms of his feet. “Ugly, fat Ted is gone.” He pounded his chest and let out a joyful shout.

“Your starting items are now available to you. You may find them in the chest. You have been provided with a complete set of armor, as well as a weapon and items based on your skill set and ability scores.”

The wall opened up below the screen in a similar fashion as before, only instead of a transform-o-pod, a tiny footlocker appeared. It was maybe two feet wide and a foot tall and deep. Ted frowned. He’d expected an oversized treasure chest full of gear and items.

The chest lid popped open and he squatted to peer inside the box. It was, in fact, completely empty. However, a moment, later a popup menu appeared in front of him with a quiet ping. The semi-translucent box startled him, forcing him off balance and onto his ass. Cursing under his breath, he stood and rubbed his now muscular behind. The menu remained in front of Ted, less than an arm’s distance away.

“Let’s see what I got.” Ted grinned, absently tracing the outline of his square chin and his lack of neck fat. I can’t remember the last time I didn’t have jiggly jowls.

He extended a finger and selected the first item called an “Adventurer’s Chestpiece” and frowned. All of the armor was given the same, generic as fuck name. In addition to the chestpiece, he was provided with greaves, gloves, a cloak, and boots. His starting weapon was a longsword and he was given five healing potions. The last item on the list was a ring called “The Jewel of Midarth.”

After receiving the last of the items, the submenu vanished with a dull blop. A moment later, the chest closed and receded back into the wall.

“To equip your items, open your inventory, select the item, and press equip. Warning: if the equip option is unavailable, then you cannot equip the item.”

“No shit, Sherlock,” Ted said. He stood, and with a swipe of his hand brought up his in-game menu. The options appeared in front of him in a single row, semi-translucent boxes with rounded corners, each with a simplified icon. He selected the treasure chest and a grid appeared.

“Oh, great, they actually provide me with plenty of bag space at the start. That’s a relief.”

Occupying a portion of the first row were his newly acquired items. Unlike the loot mini-menu, the icon for the individual items actually displayed what the item looked like, and upon selecting it, a three-dimensional image of the item floated in air in front of him, slowly rotating.

The entire armor set was dull gray. It wasn’t even in good condition. Every single piece had dents and scratches, buff marks and broken edges. It was thrift store armor. The kind of stuff you gave to the expendable soldiers that you later recovered from their corpses and handed off to the next batch of infantry. Not only did it look like the garbage, but the stats were garbage too in that there were no bonus stats. The only thing the armor did was provide a thin layer of protection between the enemies’ weapons and his body.

The ring, called “The Jewel of Midarth,” was the only item that actually provided Ted with bonus stats. Not only that, but it was listed as a legendary item. Its bright golden letters stood out in stark contrast to the dull gray that the “Adventurer’s Set” was labeled in. The ring was apparently soulbound and could not be traded, sold to a vendor, or deleted. It was a permanent fixture in Ted’s inventory.

It boosted his top two stats by an additional five points, and once equipped, appeared on the ring finger of his right hand. The Jewel of Midarth was an emerald-cut gem set in a thick gold band. The stone itself was a mix of blue and green in a swirling pattern that upon further inspection actually moved.

“Okay, that’s really fucking cool,” he said, holding the ring close to his eye. Ted normally would not be caught dead wearing a ring, even if it had some geeky significance like something from The Green Lantern comic series, or Lord of the Rings. But this ring… this ring, he’d be okay with wearing. Then he remembered that if BladeStar Online operated like other role playing games, there would be plenty of more rings he’d have to wear, if he wanted to get as much bonus points to his stats as possible.

“I’m sure there’ll be gloves that cover my fingers,” he muttered to himself as he let his arm fall to his side.

“Character creation complete,” the AI said. “Please proceed to the exit to enter the game.”

The paneling on the wall to his right slid apart to reveal a doorway, beyond which was nothing but an impenetrable swath of black. He rolled out his shoulders and neck, flexed his arms, and patted his new washboard abs before walking toward the dark doorway with an excited smile.

For several moments he was completely enveloped in darkness, as if he was walking around with his eyes closed. He stuck his arms out and fondled the pitch black void in front of him, hoping to find some sort of path to follow.

After a couple more steps, he saw a distant white light which replaced the darkness several paces later. When his eyes adjusted, Ted found himself standing at the end of an alleyway nestled between two buildings several stories high. He looked up and his jaw dropped at what he saw.

Beyond the rooftops was a glass dome, and beyond that was the infinite void of space.

 

Once the initial shock and awe wore off, Ted proceeded toward the alley exit. He then immediately bumped into another player.

“Hey, watch it!” the man shouted, his voice extraordinarily deep.

Ted said nothing, as he was once again left in a state of awe. While he knew for a fact that it was a player, what it felt like was a brick wall. It wasn’t until the player was several feet away from Ted that he realized why. The man was a seven-and-a-half-foot-tall orc whose shoulders were as wide as Ted was tall. The orc wore no armor above the belt, and all he wore below was a pair of armored boots and a loin cloth. Resting on his right shoulder was a giant axe that would easily cleave Ted in two.

He suddenly felt very self-conscious and his hand found his longsword sheathed on his hip. When the orc was out of sight, Ted withdrew the blade and held it out in front of him, looking it over to reaffirm that he’d made the right decision.

Unlike the armor he wore, the sword was in pristine condition, the silver metal polished to a mirror-sheen. He smirked at his reflection, winking as if hitting on himself. He sheathed the sword to keep himself from getting carried away and turned in direction the orc came from. As cool as this space city was, Ted needed to get out of it and into the game proper.

He had monsters to kill, quests to complete, experience to gain, and levels to climb.

The city already had a small NPC population, and Ted knew that with each passing minute, more and more players would flood the city. He had to get to get out of there fast if he wanted to get a head start.

Within minutes, Ted was completely lost. He scratched his head as he looked up and down the labyrinthine network of side streets and back alleys he’d somehow ended up in. This whole process would’ve been a million times easier if the game had provided him with a map, like very single other MMORPG he’s played before. But it seemed Kase Netley didn’t want to hold players’ hands, so Ted added “finding a map” to his mental to-do list.

He turned the corner and stopped as he found himself at another dead end. However, unlike the previous dead ends, this alleyway ended in a small alcove, beyond which was a doorway. Thinking he’d found some sort of hidden treasure, Ted eagerly strode up to the door. He knocked, and after realizing the foolishness of the gesture, opened the door, and after closing it behind him, found himself standing in the lobby of a brothel.

“Why, hello, my good sir!”

Ted had to rip his eyes off the pantheon of beautiful women displayed in front of him to see the source of the voice. He spotted a long-bearded dwarf dressed in a suit walking toward him with his hands outstretched in a welcoming manner. The dwarf’s name, Udin Longhammer, and the scene before him, had answered several questions that had lingered in the back of his mind, and across many forum posts since the first announcement of the console and its capabilities. Kase Netley had secretly programmed not only the players’ bodies, but the nonplayer characters’ bodies to be fully functional.

Ted wasn’t disgusted. He wasn’t ashamed or put-off. He just turned back to the handful of incredibly beautiful women and smiled from ear to ear.

“Do you like what you see?” Udin said, clapping his hands together.

“That I do.” Carefully, Ted inspected each and every one of the women in front of him. Some were lounging on chairs and couches, others were leaning against the walls or standing in doorways. A couple were upstairs, looking down from the railing. There were maybe ten or fifteen of them. Each of the playable races were represented, and there were even a couple males off to the side.

“We’re having a special today, fifty silvers for time with each.”

Ted looked down at the dwarf who stood next to him. “Deal.” There was no way this was coincidence. It had to be deliberately programmed because while in some games players started with absolutely no money, in BladeStar Online, Ted was given a starting allowance of fifty silver.

Kase Netley, you wonderful, amazing pervert, you. Ted looked up at nothing in particular and said a silent thank-you to the eccentric billionaire and developer.

Udin looked up at him and smiled broadly. “Very good! Who would you like?”

Ted nodded toward the elf. She had golden blonde hair pulled back into a loose ponytail, emerald eyes, and ruby lips. She, like the rest of the women—and men—wore a gold collar around her neck.

“Liryia.” Udin clapped his hands together again and motioned for her to come.

The elf stood and smiled at Ted. Then she stuck out her hand for him. “Come with me.”

Ted’s heart raced as he walked up to her and took her hand. He heard the faint sounds of coins clinking, but he paid no attention to it as he was currently being led down a hallway by an incredibly beautiful elf chick wearing fishnet lingerie and thigh-high boots. He was focusing on not passing out. Ted wasn’t a virgin, but this would only be his second ever sexual encounter. He’d lost his virginity in college to an overweight woman after having too much to drink. The sex was terrible, but she’d given him a really good blowjob.

Ted wasn’t all that attractive, and he tended to be very shy and socially awkward. He wasn’t what you’d call a nice guy; he just had his standards set too high and refused to lower them to a more realistic level.

Liryia opened a door for him, and he entered one of the several bedrooms that lined the hallway. The only thing in the room besides strategically placed mirrors was an oversized bed. She led him to the bed, and what followed was the greatest thing to ever happen to Ted. Everything was so real. He felt the warmth of her skin and the softness of her touch, her lips upon his and how she smelled like flowers.

He was on his back, looking up at her as she lowered herself onto him. “Jesus fucking Christ,” he grunted as she gently rocked her hips, bouncing up and down, guiding him in and out. She threw her head back and moaned, her soft, airy voice pushing him further and further toward that delicious edge. He had never been so aroused before. His body was on fire.

They rolled over, switching positions, and Ted took her breasts in his hands and squeezed them as he thrust his hips, burying his cock deep into her. Holy fuck, they feel so good, so real! This is amazing!

He didn’t want this to end, but being the inexperienced lover that Ted was, he felt his orgasm wash over him too soon. Liryia came with him, and both lovers were left breathless and panting.

Ted pulled out and fell back. He looked up at the ceiling, eyes glazed over and mouth curled in a most satisfied smirk.

After a few moments, the elf climbed on top of him and gave him a quick kiss on the cheek before leaving the room.

“I fucking love this game,” he said aloud. He heard a knock on the door, and when he sat up, he saw Udin walking into the room. Right behind him was a very large, and very strong-looking male orc. “Oh.”

“I do hope you enjoyed your time here, but unless you are going to pay for another round, I’m going to kindly have to ask you to leave.”

Ted stood. “Just out of curiosity, how much does it cost normally?”

Udin smirked. “Fifty gold.”

“Hoo boy. Yeah, I don’t have that kind of money.” This caused the orc to squeeze through the doorway and enter the room. Ted put his hands up in the air defensively. “But I’ll be sure to come back when I do!”

Udin followed Ted’s gaze and spotted his orc bouncer. “Relax, big fellow. Go guard the front door.”

The orc’s eyes shifted to the dwarf. He nodded once, then left. Ted relaxed.

“For when you’re ready to come back,” the dwarf said.

Ted looked down to see Udin holding what looked like a business card. He took it, and when he brought it closer to inspect it, the card vanished and a message box appeared in front of him. Location saved. Udin’s Resort added to map.

“If you’ll please follow me,” Udin continued.

Ted looked down to see Udin motioning for him to follow. He led Ted down the hallway and back out to the lobby where all the girls were moving about and relaxing. He spotted Liryia, who smiled and waved at him from the railing above.

“We hope to see you again soon,” Udin said as he opened the door. “Say goodbye, ladies!”

“Goodbye, Tedvara!” They all said in unison. Ted’s heart leapt and he felt like he was going to faint. Then he found himself outside the building, standing in the alcove at the end of one of the million back alleys.

He looked back at the well-camouflaged building. Priority #1: find a map. Priority #2: get fifty gold and get back here. But first, I have to find my way out of here.

When Ted did finally make his way back to the main thoroughfare, the first thing he did was ask one of the NPC guards for directions. He then immediately went back to the guard and asked where he could get a map.

Maps were sold by an old lady who sat behind a tiny table in the corner of one of the many marketplaces, where he laid his eyes on a wide variety of armor, weapons, potions, crafting equipment, and other items useful to adventurers like himself. He had a mini panic attack when he realized that he had no money, having spent all of it on a brief, but life-changing, experience with an elven prostitute. But relief calmed the fires of anxiety when the old lady told him that the city maps were all free for adventurers. She said this with a wink, which made Ted wonder if she was hitting on him.

“Uh, thanks?” he said as he took the map from her. It vanished in his hands and a message bubble appeared on his screen. Aldath City Map unlocked.

He opened up his map and the large screen floated in front of him. Ted frowned. The map was incomplete and only showed the parts of the city he’d explored. On the brightside, he could easily find his way back to Udin’s Resort when he has the money. Also marked on his map was a small swirling icon located in an undiscovered portion of the city. Knowing that was the way out, he made his way toward it.

Along the way, he saw swarms of other players finding their way out of the alleyway entrances and into the city. No two players were alike, but there was a huge discrepancy between male and female characters, like 80/20 in favor of males. In the thirty minutes it took him to get to the portal, Ted saw only three female characters, none of them human. In fact, Ted saw very few human players at all. Almost everyone chose to play as another race.

The portal to the planet below was maybe fifteen feet in diameter and generated by equipment you could find in the basement laboratory of a mad scientist. It was protected by a heavily armed security force. Pop-up shops were all over the place, vendors trying to sell their wares to players looking to venture down to the surface below, or buying the things that they brought back.

“You there!” Ted turned toward the voice and found one of the security personnel approaching. The man wore dark heavy armor and had a large sword sheathed on his back. “Are you looking to get to the surface?”

“Uh, yeah?” Ted said. He looked around to make sure that the guard wasn’t talking to someone else.

“Good. We’re in need of people to go. We just got word of a village under attack by a pack of kobold bastards. How’d you like to go kick some ass?”

Ted blinked. Then he grinned. “Fuck yeah, I would.”

The guard nodded and handed him an iridescent business card which vanished once Ted took possession of it. Item received: Portal Access Card. “That’ll let you travel back and forth through the portal. Good luck, Adventurer!”

The guard turned and left. A different kind of message appeared in front of Ted. New quest received: Village Rescue! A village is under attack by a pack of kobolds. Slay them and save the villagers! Progress 0/25 slain. Reward: 15 silver and experience points.

“Neat!”

Ted looked over at the portal. There was already a steady stream of other players walking through the spiraling multicolored energy. He saw warriors, rogues, and casters; elves, orcs, demons, dwarves, and aliens alike. All wore some variation of that beaten, dull gray armor. Ted made his way into the parade. He nodded at the player next to him, who ignored him. Asshole, Ted thought. Then he closed his eyes and winced as he walked through the portal.

 

Ted felt the sun on his face and the gentle touch of a breeze. Then he heard the screeching of kobolds and screaming of terrified villagers. He opened his eyes and found himself standing in a small village square beside a fountain. There were buildings on fire, some completely destroyed as villagers and a small outfit of guards fought back against the reptilian invaders.

“Oh, fuck!” Ted fumbled for the hilt of his sword when he saw two kobolds charging his way, both armed with long knives. He got his sword out in time to swing at the closest one, which the blade passed clean through as if he’d swung at a cloud. Floating red text appeared above the beast’s head, signaling to Ted that damage had been dealt. He swung again and again, numbers appearing and vanishing a moment later. He swung once more, and the kobold let out a grunt before exploding into a million digital pieces like shards of glass.

Ted was so caught up in the spectacle that he totally forgot about the other kobold. Its knife slashed across Ted’s waist in a wide arc.

“Ouch… Wait, what the fuck?” His hand instinctively went to his side where the knife cut. The wound drew confused looks from him in that there wasn’t any actual wound. There was just a slight pinch of pain and nothing more. Except, of course, the notification in the corner of his vision that he lost health points.

“Ow!” he said when the little bastard stabbed him again.

The kobold cocked its gangly arm back, but before he could thrust his blade into Ted, Ted leaped back and the kobold stabbed nothing but air. Gripping his sword, Ted spun around and sliced cleanly through the unsteady beast, scoring a critical hit. It fell to the ground and vanished into digital dust.

Two small menus popped up in front of him and listed the loot he received from both. Ted sighed and dismissed the floating boxes. “Some copper coins and torn cloth. Great.” He looked up at the scene surrounding him. “Just twenty-three more to go.”

After what felt like several hours, the twenty-fifth kobold fell to the ground and disappeared. Ted received the usual loot of copper and torn cloth as well as a “quest complete” notification. He looked up and saw the remaining kobolds retreating—or as Ted chose to interpret it, running for their lives. He smiled and rested his blade on his shoulder.

“Thank you so much, Tedvara!”

He turned to see a couple of villagers approach him. They were battered, dirty, and covered in sweat. Some were wounded, while others had red eyes and tearstained faces.

Ted bowed slightly. “Glad I could help.”

From behind the group of villagers, a lone guard ran up to him. “Scouts say the kobolds have retreated to their caves. Looks like the threat has passed.” The guard nodded, then walked off. The villagers went about cleaning up the aftermath.

Ted stood alone. His smile vanished. “Well, now what?” He scratched his head. “Oh, right, my quest log!”

He motioned with his hand and the menu appeared in front of him. He selected the log and read the updated quest info. “But how am I supposed to get back to the moon?” he asked aloud as he glanced up at the moon just barely visible in the sky.

A few hand motions later and his inventory was open. He had seventy-one copper pieces, twenty pieces of torn cloth, some broken knives and rusted armor, a necklace made of bone fragments, the portal pass, and—

“Wait… what the fuck?”

Sitting in Ted’s inventory was a literal mystery item. The icon was blurred beyond recognition and its name was just a bunch of question marks. He selected the item and a submenu appeared with two options: inspect and cancel. Ted chose to inspect the item and received an error message.

Skill too low.

Ted chuckled. “Well, that’s fucking bullshit.” He looked up at the sky again, then back at his inventory. He selected the portal pass and a submenu appeared. Ted face-palmed when he saw the option: use. He used the item, and a moment later, a round portal appeared several feet in front of him. Ted sighed as he walked through the swirling energy.

Instead of appearing back at the staging area on Aelath City, Ted floated in a void. In the lower corner of his vision, he saw a flashing line of text that made his heart sink.

Error: character data lost. Retrieving character data…

Ted looked down to see his real life body floating in the darkness—his out of shape, overweight, unattractive self. But before he could even open his mouth to complain, the system alerted him.

Character data retrieved.

Ted blinked, and when he opened his eyes, he stood in one of the infinite alleyways of Aelath City, back in his “upgraded body.” He patted his physique and sighed with relief.

The alleyway spat him out onto the main street of the circular city. In what ended up being just over an hour and a half on the planet killing kobolds, the player population had grown exponentially.

He stopped to get his bearings and to figure out how he could identify this mystery item when he received a string of system and error messages all in that bright, alarming red font.

Character data retrieved.

Error: duplicate character data. Reconciling…

Reconcile complete. Updating character data…

Error: incompatible item(s). Retrieving new item(s)…

Ted felt twenty pounds lighter. He felt cold air on skin and the hard gazes of strangers. Looking down, he saw that other than the plain gray boxers, he was completely naked. “Oh, fuck!” Without hesitation, he turned and ran and entered the nearest alleyway, not stopping until the din of the crowded street was barely audible.

That, and his body started changing.

Updating character…

Ted pressed his back to the wall. His skin tingled. Pain came next, a dull, throbbing ache in his bones and muscles as his body shrank, followed by shortness of breath as his waist was squeezed inward, cinched by an invisible corset. Ted’s looked down at his arms and saw they were silky smooth, completely free of hair. His six-pack abs had vanished, replaced by hourglass curves just like those he’d seen on female porn stars and adult models.

Then there was pressure. A strange sensation like something underneath the skin of his chest and ass was inflating. In fact, some things were…

Ted’s hands went back and forth between his chest and his ass. Both of them were growing rapidly, much to his dismay. His butt stopped growing eventually, but his breasts didn’t.

Oh my fucking god, please stop! he thought as he cradled them like a pair of basketballs. When they finally did, they were beyond double Ds. His butt was the envy of all socialites, porn stars, and reality TV stars across the globe.

Before he could properly lament the new additions to his body, his attention was drawn to his precious manhood, which was currently being absorbed back into this body in the most awkward way, like a snail retreating into its shell. The strange sensation made his knees weak and he shuddered. By the time he thought to bring his hand down there, the only thing that remained was a mound with a slit running down the middle.

It’s gone. It’s really gone.

His throat itched, and Ted felt the reshaping of his face.

“Oh, fuck.” His hands shot to his mouth when he heard his new voice. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!” He hoped that the voice would go away, but it didn’t. In fact, the sultry, feminine voice echoed in the alleyway.

Character update complete.

He looked down at his body. His hands were slender and delicate, fingers polished smooth. His breasts were heavy, and when he squeezed them, a chill went up his spine. There was pleasure there, strange, foreign, but tantalizing. He almost squeezed them again, but caught himself. He pulled his hands away and straightened up when he realized that except for a pair of gray panties, he was completely naked.

He looked around the alleyway and entered the first door he saw. The only occupants in the room were some crates, barrels, and a couple piles of canvas. Other than that, he was completely alone.

“Okay, Ted, think.” He cringed at the sound of his new voice. Not only did he look like a porn star, but he sounded like one too. He brought up the menu and opened up his character page. “Oh, you’ve got to be shitting me.” He rubbed his face as his eyes scanned the “updated” character profile.

Not only had his physical body been altered, but his character’s name, skills, and abilities were too. He was no longer Tedvara, but “Evaria.” Strength went from being his highest trait to lowest, to the point where the modifier was in the negative. His constitution was just as low, meaning he was not only physically weak, but he wouldn’t last long in a fight either. His dexterity and charisma were maxed out, with the remaining points distributed evenly between intelligence and wisdom.

The only change to his starting skills was light armor instead of heavy.

“So I’m flexible and charming, not all that strong, with slightly above average intelligence.” He paused. “Then combine that with this body and…” His arms fell to his sides and he threw his head back in disgust. “Oh my fucking god, I’m a prostitute.”

Ted’s—Evaria’s—thoughts drifted back to Liryia and the other women at the brothel. They lingered there for a few moments before she shook them away like cloud of dust. I am not a prostitute, she reminded herself. I’m just… a sexy adventurer. Yeah, that’s it.

“There’s got to be a way to reverse this,” she said as she glanced down at her body. Evaria scratched her head for a moment before the light bulb turned on. With a satisfied smirk, she brought up the game menu and navigated to the Player Help submenu. “I can just submit a ticket and say my character data got corrupted and they should be… able… to…”

Evaria threw her head back and audibly groaned. “Fucking figures,” she said, looking at the three day estimated wait time for support tickets. “Guess I’ll just have to make do with this body for now.”

A holographic keyboard floated in front of her and her fingers moved to input the information. She filled out the form, stating how her character data got corrupted and loaded up a completely different one, forgoing the part about the gender swap.

Another swipe of the hand and the inventory screen appeared in front of her. “Let’s see what I got.”

The equipment was the same “Adventurer’s Set” she’d been provided with back when she was hunky Tedvara. She extended a finger and selected the first item: the chestpiece. A momentary glance at the preview showed that the new set of gear was identical in name and stats only.

“Chestpiece, my ass. That’s a fucking bustier.”

Instead of dull metal, the new chestpiece was made from well-worn and faded leather. Evaria begrudgingly pressed the equip button and felt her breath leave her for a moment as the garment appeared on her body without ceremony. The figure-hugging garment just simply winked into existence.

“Oohkay, that’s new,” she said, reacting as if splashed with cold water. Strangely enough, the garment was very flexible. However, the cups of the armor squeezed her breasts together, enhancing her already ample cleavage. “Goddamn, these mountains on my chest are going to make walking around hard. I can’t see anything!”

The leg armor was nothing more than a pair of tight-fitting pants with some hardened leather armor sewn on. The gloves were fingerless, the spandex-like cloth going up past her elbows, her forearms and backs of her hands protected by the same type of leather.

The boots, well… the boots were thigh-high with hardened leather covering her shins. But that wasn’t what upset Evaria. What made her groan and physically cringe were the platform heels that made her look more like a booth babe at a convention than a player in a fantasy-themed role playing game. This would work in an adult-themed game, sure, but this is just fucking ridiculous.

Evaria looked down at the footwear that made her almost as tall as she was when she first logged into the game. Ted had never worn a pair of high heels. The closest he’d ever got was a pair of cowboy boots he wore for a costume in college that had like a one-inch heel on them. Never in his entire life had the thought of wearing actual heels crossed his mind, but he was a huge fan of women in high heels. Women like Alexandria, who always wore high heels to work. She walked in them so effortlessly she practically floated.

That was when Evaria realized that she seemed to have no problems wearing the stripper boots. There was no foot pain, and she had no issue keeping her balance, either. She knew that walking in heels wasn’t easy. She had seen plenty of women complaining online about how awful it was wearing them, not to mention countless videos of women tripping and stumbling in the footwear.

Evaria took a step forward in the storeroom. Then another. This is too easy, she thought as her pace reached a brisk walk. The movements came naturally; it was practically effortless.

The swaying of her hips made her blush. She could easily picture in her mind how she looked. How seductive and sensual her movements were. This is fucking embarrassing.

Deciding to take things further, she started jogging around the perimeter. This brought up memories of all the times she’d seen comments about movies and television shows that depicted women running or fighting in high heels, and how “unrealistic” it was. Evaria knew that the game was helping her out. It must’ve programmed the muscle memory into her body, because she knew that if she even tried to walk, let alone run in footwear like this back in her normal male body, she wouldn’t make it three steps before falling over and obliterating one—if not both—her ankles.

She stopped her experiment and got back to equipping what remained of her gear. While the rest of her gear was various shades of brown, the cloak was dark gray. Attached was a hood, which was large and loose, and when pulled over her head gave her a mysterious look. It was her favorite piece of armor, as it helped masked the porn star body she was given. She equipped the smaller, more manageable sword and gave it a couple test swings before returning it to its sheath.

Now that she was fully geared up, it was safe for her to leave this old storage room. Yet when Evaria faced the door, her feet refused to move. She bit her lip as she summoned the courage to step outside. A few moments later, her feet gave up their protest and she found herself back in the alley.

“Alright,” she said as she brought up the in-game map. “If I can just get back down to the planet’s surface and away from all these players, I’ll be okay. It’ll just be me and the NPCs and no one to judge me.”

When she finished planning routes away from the main thoroughfares, Evaria dismissed her map, pulled her hood over her head, and walked down the alleyway.

Several minutes passed as she twisted and turned through the maze of alleys, successfully avoiding only a couple of NPCs and players, one of whom looked so completely and utterly lost that Evaria almost took pity on the poor bastard.

Then she turned a corner and bumped into another player in a very similar fashion as she had the orc dude from what felt like forever ago. Except this time, they bumped into each other face on, and the player wasn’t some muscular orc, but a female elf—a busty one at that.

“Oh, shit, I’m so sorry!” Evaria said as she stumbled backward.

“Nah, it’s cool,” the elf said. “I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

Evaria looked up and the color vanished from her digital face. There was no doubt about it—the elf was none other than Ted’s real-life boss, Alexandria. Her elven form was almost completely identical to her actual body, the only difference being the pointed elf ears and snow-white hair. Even her name, Ralexia, was just a jumbled up version of her real name.

Ralexia cocked her head to the side. “Have we met? You look familiar.”

Evaria gulped. “No, I don’t think we have.” Get the fuck out of here, now! She turned and tried to walk her boss, but then she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Hey, hold up.”

Evaria summoned as much strength as she could and faced her boss. From the looks of it, Alexandria was playing some type of warrior class. She was clad in armor, but it wasn’t the boring, dull gray set Tedvara had worn. Evaria’s eyes went wide when she realized her boss was already several levels above her.

Ralexia thumbed in the direction behind her. “I have a quest in the area and was looking to see if anyone else wanted in.” Her eyes scanned Evaria and she smirked. “You look like you could use the experience.”

Evaria’s cheeks burned bright red and she looked away. She still had the experience she had received from the kobold-killing quest, thankfully, and the reward experience from turning in the quest would probably bump her up to level two.

“I’m good, thanks,” she said. Then she turned to walk away, but was once again stopped by a hand on her shoulder.

“Hold up there, lady. You won’t want to skip out on this one.” Ralexia made a couple hand gestures, and a moment later, a quest appeared in front of her. “You’ll get a nice chunk of XP and the armor reward is pretty good for a low-level quest.”

“You weren’t kidding,” Evaria said, completely forgetting about getting the fuck out as she read the quest information. “That armor could last me until like, level five, maybe.”

“Just gotta clear out a warehouse full of bandits. Easy peasy.”

Evaria was originally just going to come up with some excuse as to why she couldn’t partake, like maybe she was logging out for food—anything, really, to get away from her hot-as-fuck boss who was playing an even more attractive version of herself. But then she noticed how the title of the quest was writ in gold, and next to it in brackets and all caps was the word: [RARE].

Fuuuuuck, I can’t skip out on this. Even with the body of a porn star, at Evaria’s core was still Ted the gamer. I highly doubt I’ll be able to find a quest this good any time soon.

She looked over at Ralexia, who even with the high-heeled boots was taller than her, and nodded. “Okay, I’ll help.”

Ralexia smiled. “Great I’ll send you a party invite.”

Evaria accepted the invite, and moments later, she was following the armored elf deeper into the increasingly seedy district.

Ralexia stopped and signaled for Evaria to hold. She watched as the elf squinted. Her ears twitched, and after a few tense moments, she turned to Evaria.

“We’re here.” She spoke softly, even brought a finger to her lips. “Here’s the plan: You go in and lure them out—”

“Wait, what?” Evaria blinked. “I’m not going to be your bait.”

Ralexia put her hands on her hips and looked sternly at Evaria. “You take off that sword and you’re indistinguishable from a hooker.”

Christ, even her mannerisms translate into the game. Ted had been in many meetings where Alexandria had taken on that same authoritative posture.

“Look, the second I walk in there, they’ll attack me on sight. Makes sense, doesn’t it?”

Evaria frowned and looked past the elf at the door to the warehouse. “How many are in there?”

Ralexia followed her gaze. She shrugged. “I don’t know, probably five or ten.”

“Five or ten?! I’m only level one. How in the hell do you think we’ll be able to handle that many when it’s just the two of us?”

Ralexia waved her hand and smirked. “Don’t worry, I’ll be right behind you.”

Evaria took a deep breath and moved toward the entrance. A couple quick hand motions and her sword vanished, leaving her unarmed. Ralexia quietly placed her back to the wall beside the door and nodded for her to go. After a moment’s hesitation, Evaria opened the door.

The inside of the warehouse was similar to the room Evaria had transformed in, only it was much larger and contained many more crates and barrels. It was also occupied with not five, not ten, but fifteen scarred, seedy, villainous ruffians, cutthroats and thieves.

Fuck.

“Well, what do we have here?” The voice was so weasely it was borderline cliché. The man it came from was lanky, with a scruffy chin and narrowed eyes. He wore ragged leather armor, and in his right hand, a knife twisted and twirled with practiced perfection.

Evaria looked to her right and saw three goons closing in. She looked to her left and saw two. She took a step back, her face a broken mask of confidence.

“Hello.” Her voice gave away just how timid and afraid she was.

She turned to go back out the way she came, but found that path was blocked by a man who cracked his knuckles and wore a grin that was devious and toothy. Where did that guy come from?! When she turned back around, the space between her and the thieves had shrunk to almost arm’s length.

Oh, fuck.

They stopped and looked among each other. Then they parted as the man who first spoke stepped through. He sized Evaria up, then reached out and pulled open her cloak.

“Well, well, well. Looks like a little kitten has gotten lost. What do you say we show her some hospitality?”

Any fucking second now, Ralexia, Evaria thought as she looked around at the men. They licked their lips, grinned, and mumbled to one another; a pack of wolves eying a stray sheep.

“Get on your knees!” one of them bellowed.

“Hold on, lads,” the leader said as he raised his hand. They all went quiet. “She’s all yours when I’m done with her.”

Snickering filled the air around her as the leader took a step forward.

Then the door burst open and the man who’d cracked his knuckles lost his head. His body vanished and everyone, including Evaria, was stunned into silence. She blinked, cocked her head to the side, and then muscle memory kicked in as her blade appeared in her hand. She didn’t even remember going through the menu to equip it. She stabbed the man in front of her, earning a critical hit and he fell to the floor and vanished.

The rest of the gang got their wits about them and fighting broke out. They were weaker than she imagined they would be; the kobolds from her first quest had put up more of a fight. Ralexia killed most of them. Her large, two-handed sword cut through them like a hot knife through butter. By the time they had cleared the warehouse, Evaria was down to about a third of her health while her elf boss sat with most of her HP intact.

“Well, that was fun,” she said, flipping her hair back and letting out a satisfied sigh.

“For you, maybe,” Evaria said, looking around the warehouse. “I was almost gang-raped.” Evaria brushed off her cloak and armor and returned her short sword to its sheath. “So, what else do we need to do for this quest?” The loot screen appeared and she skimmed through it. “Didn’t get any quest items from the fuckers.”

“This is what we came here for.”

Evaria looked over her shoulder at Ralexia, who was squatting in front of a large chest. When she walked up to it, she saw that it was open and completely empty. Evaria opened her mouth to complain, but a loot screen appeared in front of her.

“Oh,” she said when she saw the items listed there. “Oh, shit.”

“Yeah,” Ralexia chuckled to herself. “Questgiver said that the necklace is the only thing we need to turn in. The rest is our reward.”

“Reward” was a bit of an understatement. The list of items contained in the chest was a bona fide treasure trove. The quest item was listed first: a gem encrusted necklace that was also a family heirloom of sorts. Evaria didn’t really care about all that, because second on the list was three hundred gold. She could go back and have sex with…

Evaria frowned. Then she tilted her head back and sighed, which caught Ralexia’s attention.

“Something wrong?”

“Yes… no. It’s just… never mind.”

Ralexia squinted, shrugged, then turned back to her own list of rewards.

Evaria selected the gold and heard the rustling of a coin pouch as it transferred to her. Even with the sudden influx of wealth, a part of her was sad. She paused for a moment and lingering in the gloomy state. Then she shook her head, snapped out of it, and almost immediately cheered up when she saw what else the treasure chest had in store for her.

Also on the list were an assortment of gemstones that could be used for crafting, some metal bars, a short sword that was a massive improvement to the chipped starter weapon she had been given, and finally, a new piece of chest armor, the stats of which made her jaw drop.

“Holy fuck.”

“Get something good?”

“Yeah, some kickass chest armor.”

“Oh! Let’s see it. Can you equip it?”

“Oh… it’s for level three,” Evaria said, excitement vanishing like a deflating balloon.

“Well, you’re level two—”

“I am?” Evaria opened her character sheet and saw that she had in fact leveled up sometime during the encounter. She was also apparently halfway to level three. “Holy shit, I am.”

Ralexia stood and patted her on the shoulder. “You’ll get a good chunk of XP when you turn the quest in. You’ll be third level in no time.”

“I got this cool sword, though.” She navigated to the equipment screen and swapped out the old junk sword for the shiny new one. It appeared in her hand, and the two women marveled at it. The blade had a slight curve to it and the metal was polished and shone brightly, its surface flawless. The hilt fit her palm perfectly.

“That is very pretty.” Ralexia held her chin as she inspected the sword, nodding appraisingly. It was another all too familiar mannerism, Alexandria hovering beside Ted as they worked on something. She would be close enough for him to smell her perfume, and if she wore the right outfit, occasionally see down her top.

“Yes siree, Bob,” Evaria found herself saying as she gazed at the sword.

Ralexia, who was walking away, stopped. Evaria, who only now realized what she had said, froze. Her heart raced. In the corner of her vision, she should see Ralexia turn slowly toward her. She chanced a look, glancing over at the elf. Ralexia stared at her suspiciously. She squinted at Evaria, who remained as still as a statue, petrified with fear. Of all the responses in the world she could choose from, Evaria had chosen the one that she used often as Ted, at work, in front of Alexandria.

Ralexia’s eyes opened, and the most sinister, devilish grin appeared on her face. Then, like a lion in the grass, she pounced. In the blink of an eye, Evaria found herself pressed against a stack of crates, Ralexia’s arms on either side of her.

“Well, well, well. It doesn’t surprise me that you’re here, playing this game.” She brought her hand down and placed it on Evaria’s cheek. “But I am surprised to see you playing such a cute girl. Figured you’d see what life was like on the other side, Ted? Or is there something more to this?” Ralexia lifted Evaria’s chin so that she was looking up at her. “Hmm?”

Evaria’s cheeks burned and she looked away from her boss. Jesus fuck, this game is too realistic. I must be red as a tomato.

“Cat got your tongue? That’s okay. You don’t need to do any talking.” Ralexia’s thumb brushed across her lips and Evaria trembled. “Do you know just how powerful a woman’s orgasm is? It’s quite powerful. Earthshattering, really.”

Evaria gulped. She’d seen her fair share of porn. She knew how loud and how intense the female orgasm could be. Hell, a couple hours ago, she was a guy having sex with an elven prostitute who seemed to be really enjoying it.

“I—”

“Shhhhh,” Ralexia said, placing a finger over Evaria’s mouth. She brought her lips to her ear and whispered, “No words, just moans.” She pulled her head back. “How about it? Want to know what it’s like?”

Evaria opened her mouth to speak, but closed it. She bit her lip and nodded.

“That’s a good girl.” Ralexia smiled and took a couple steps back. “Now, take off that armor, but leave those sexy boots on.”

Some part of Ted’s brain was yelling at him, telling him to hightail it out of there, that this was wrong, that he shouldn’t be doing this. This part of his brain also told him that he shouldn’t mash up chips to put in his sandwiches or buy a Fleshlight to jerk off with. As it often had in the past, that side of the brain lost to the side that had been fantasizing about having sex with his boss since day one.

Sure, it wouldn’t be the same since Ted was now Evaria and didn’t have a cock to thrust into his boss, but lesbian sex was one of Ted’s top fetishes, and never before in the history of mankind had the opportunity for a man to take on the body of a female, experience sex, then go back to being a man within the time span of an hour or so existed. Ted was a pioneer, going were no man has gone before, and doing in in the body of an incredibly attractive woman with an even more attractive woman.

Evaria brought up her equipment menu and unequipped everything but her boots. A few moments later, she stood completely naked in the warehouse, wearing only a pair of thigh-high, high-heeled boots. Ralexia, on the other hand, remained in her armor.

“Spin for me,” she said and Evaria obeyed. “You really went all out, didn’t you, Ted? I didn’t realize you liked playing as female characters. It’s pretty pervy, when you think about it.”

Evaria yelped as Ralexia smacked her ass. “Such a nice ass. This technology is beyond amazing. It’s a total game-changer. Imagine what the porn industry could do with this tech. It’s so real, so lifelike. It’s on par with reality—no, it’s beyond that. Anything is possible now. You can experience anything. I wonder if I’ll be able to try out having a real cock.”

Ralexia laughed. Evaria wasn’t sure what to do, so she just remained there, silent. What her boss said did made her think, though. This technology was quite literally a game-changer. People could have sex with whomever they wanted, in whatever form they wanted, without the risk of sexually transmitted diseases. The possibilities were endless. Kase Netley could go on to become the world’s first trillionaire.

You smart, perverted fucker, you, Evaria thought. She was about to explore some more of the possibilities when Ralexia stepped up to her, took her head in her hands, and kissed her.

Evaria trembled. Her legs threatened to give out as pleasure flowed through her veins. It was all so new, so strange, so wonderful. Is this… is this what it feels like?

Ralexia’s lips moved to Evaria’s neck, her hands caressing her breasts. The elf gently squeezed and fondled them, circling Evaria’s nipples with her thumbs and causing her to let out a surprised moan.

“You like that?” her boss teased. “Feels good, don’t it?”

“O-oh! Fuck!” Evaria screamed and made fists with her hands when Ralexia pinched her nipples. This, of course, made the elf giggle and pinch them a second time. She moved her hand down between Evaria’s legs, and the intrusion of fingers made her body spasm.

“Oh! Oh!” Evaria closed her eyes and writhed as she tried to stay on her feet. After only a couple moments of fingering, her legs gave out and she fell to her knees.

“Perfect,” Ralexia said. “Just where I want you.”

Through her partially cloudy vision, Evaria saw Ralexia bring up her menu. A moment later she stood naked in front of a kneeling Evaria. Her boss took a step forward, placed her hand on the back of Evaria’s head, and pulled her in. Evaria’s face was buried in Ralexia’s crotch and she breathed in deep the smell of hot, wet lust. As if trained, Evaria’s body moved on its own, her tongue rolling out of her mouth to find her boss’ slit. She knew she found it when the elf twitched, a satisfied grunt escaping her lips as she squeezed Evaria’s head tighter.

Ralexia breathed heavily as Evaria’s tongue navigated deeper and deeper. Her hand frantically reached out for the closest crate and pulled it in to act as an improvised chair. The elf sat down and wrapped her legs around Evaria, pulling her in even closer.

“Oh fuck! Fuck!” she gasped. “I… I didn’t realize you were so—oh!—talented…”

Ralexia squeezed Evaria’s head so tightly she thought her skull was going to burst. Then she heard the moans. Ralexia’s body spasmed and Evaria was doused in the elf’s juices. Ralexia’s legs fell to the sides and Evaria looked up her breathless, gasping boss.

“God fucking damn,” the elf said with a smirk. “I guess I should repay the favor.”

Ralexia climbed down from her impromptu chair and kissed Evaria. She continued to kiss her as she guided her onto her back. Evaria yelped when she felt the cold of the warehouse floor against her skin. Her boss’ lips trailed down to her neck and her breasts, where they lingered just long enough before moving on down to her stomach and finally settling between her legs. Evaria giggled with girlish glee at the new, powerful sensations that reverberated throughout her body.

It was her turn to writhe and squirm. She bit her lip to keep from moaning like a whore and her hands found her breasts.

This is… this is unbelievable. This is what a woman feels? It’s… it’s not fair.

Then it happened.  Something Ted never in his wildest dreams imagined he would experience: the female orgasm. It shook her body to the very core, her senses overloaded, her mind awash with ecstasy. She couldn’t hold back the moan that resounded throughout the warehouse.

When it was over, she was left breathless, exhausted, as if she had just finished a marathon, only there was no pain—just an overabundance of pleasure. She was still coming down from the high when Ralexia stood up, her lips curled into a pleased smile. Moments later, she was fully geared up.

“Looks like you enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

Evaria could only nod.

“Well, I did as well.” She tapped on the screens that floated in front of her. A moment later, Evaria’s screen indicated she had a notification. “I sent you a friend request. Let’s do this again soon, okay?”

Evaria nodded again, still too out of it to speak coherently. Ralexia smiled, blew her a kiss, then waved goodbye before she vanished in a swirl of blue and white lights.

After what felt like hours, Evaria sat up. She rubbed her face and sighed. Then after another lengthy pause, she stood up, finding it surprisingly easy to do in the scandalous footwear. She glanced about before bringing up her character sheet and reequipping her gear.

You know what? I think it’s time I take a break. Get up and stretch my real legs some. As if on cue, she yawned. Yeah, no idea how long I’ve been logged in. I need to set like a timer or something.

Evaria brought up the game menu, only she hesitated, her finger hovering just above the logout button. She looked down at her body and smirked. Then she pressed the button and her vision was enveloped in a bright white light.

Ted’s body felt heavy, and there was a little bit of aching in his limbs. His mouth was dry and his stomach rumbled. How long was I in game? Must be almost dinnertime.

He reached up and removed the visor, and that was when he felt it: hair. Hair that was much longer than what he normally possessed. He took a deep breath and noticed his chest was heavier. His hands instinctually went to chest where he discovered two new additions. He bolted upright and his breasts bounced.

“What… the… fuck…?!” The voice that rose from his throat was strikingly familiar. Too familiar.

In a flurry of motion, Ted climbed up off of his bed and ran into his bathroom. The fluorescent light flickered on, revealing what he hoped to not be true: Staring back in the mirror wasn’t the overweight Ted he’d woken up as this morning.

It was a woman; a brunette with an athletic, dexterous body.

A woman named Evaria.

“Oh, shit.”
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She didn’t slam the door shut on her way out of my apartment, but she might as well. I sat on the edge of my bed, resting my head in my hands as I struggled to figure out just what went wrong. What changed to make me unable to get hard? Connie did everything right, and by all means we should be going at it right now. But instead of a stiff cock to wrap her lips around, she gripped a limp noodle.

It wasn’t the first time, nor the second, or third. But for Connie, it was the last. Try as I might, I couldn’t get it up for her. As beautiful and sexy as she was, I couldn’t get hard. She didn’t say it as she got dressed and left my bedroom, but I knew she took it personally. As a slight to her looks and, for lack of a better word, her skills. I even told her it wasn’t her, but me. But she just gave me this sad little smile, kissed me on the forehead, and said goodbye.

The worst part of it all is that Connie wasn’t the only girl this happened to. It started with Erica, who I was with for close to four months before my… condition… started. Then there were a couple of one-night stands, all ending prematurely. I thought I was doomed, but then I met Connie and suddenly I had my mojo again. At least, until two weeks ago.

Jake wasn’t my best friend, and while I could argue that he wasn’t even that close of a friend, he was the only person I somewhat knew that I could talk to about this sort of stuff. He was my wingman back in college. Helped each other get laid, and while he’s not someone I’d ask to be my best man, or a groomsman even at my hypothetical wedding, he’s the only one I can talk to openly about all matters relating to sex and the art of seduction.

“I just don’t get it, dude. I don’t know what’s wrong with me. What’s keeping me from getting…” I trailed off as I glanced around. Maybe in line at a coffee shop during the morning rush wasn’t the best place to talk about this.

Though it was kind of hard not to, since the woman in line in front of me was pretty damn fine to look at. She wore a pin-striped black skirt that treaded the line on whether or not it was office appropriate. Seemed stockings with black high heels that had a little platform. If she was my boss, I wouldn’t mind coming to work every day. 

Especially when she glanced back at me as I was on the phone with Jake. She looked me up and down and smirked before facing forward. 

“Let me call you back, I’m next to order.” I hung up without giving him a chance to say bye. I had more pressing issues to deal with, like watching that woman walk off toward the tables. She returned the look, even winking at me. I saw just enough of her to see that she was older. In her forties maybe. Even so, definitely still a looker.

“Sir?”

I turned back to see the barista waiting impatiently for me. I apologized and gave her my order, but as I dug out my wallet, she waved me off and thumbed over at the woman who was in line ahead of me, saying that she paid for my order.

The mystery woman was furiously typing away on her smartphone as I approached, a feat even more impressive with the dark red talons that were her fingernails. She remained seated as she glanced up and smiled.

“They told me you paid for my order?” I thumbed back toward the counter. “Wanted to say thanks?” I couldn’t hide the confusion in my voice. I also couldn’t help but stare down at her blouse. Her ample cleavage was in plain view for all the world to see.

The woman stood and handed me her business card. “Dr. Debbie Dakota?” I read aloud. “Sex thera…” I trailed off, letting the rest go unspoken.

“That’s right, hun,” she smiled. “Give me a call. I’ve helped lots of guys find what’s… missing… so to speak.” She placed her hand on my arm, and let it linger there just long enough. “I’ve got a knack for it, something a little… extra… that makes me especially good at solving problems such as yours.”

“But I don’t—”

“I look forward to hearing from you,” she winked. “Satisfaction guaranteed.”

I watched her walk, no, saunter off. I had no words to say, nothing to describe what just happened. Though the fact that I was half-erect in my slacks was the answer to the riddle.

“Peter? Order for Peter?”

I blinked, adjusted my pants oh so subtly, grabbed my order, and left.

 

I looked her up when I got home from work. What I saw… let me just say that I honestly wasn’t sure what I expected. I figured that even though Dr. Dakota blatantly advertised herself as a sex therapist, that perhaps her website would still maintain that clean, professional, maybe even family-friendly look.

Her website was akin to some sort of sex worker. Risqué, suggestive photos alongside her rather professional and surprisingly thorough biography. Her list of “services” practically overflows with innuendo and implication. In addition to dealing with male impotence—which she lists as her number one issue—Dr. Debbie Dakota also specializes in speech and behavioral therapy, guidance counseling, image consulting, and a number of other LGBT-related issues.

I leaned back in my chair and rubbed my forehead. I never thought to consult a therapist for this issue. I figured it was just something that would work itself out. But after another failed relationship, maybe I should see a professional about it. Then again, therapists aren’t cheap, and I doubt my barebones insurance I get from work would cover the cost of it.

But at the same time, do I want to risk another failed relationship? There was no mention of prices at all on her website, but she did emphasize that the consultation is free. “Ahh, fuck it,” I said. “Free is free. If she’s as good as she says she is, then maybe. Maybe.”

 

Dr. Dakota’s directions led me to a generic business park in the nice part of town. The whole area was clean and well maintained, with no signs of any vagrants that so often loiter around business parks such as these. Part of me half expected to see “Sex Therapist” or something similar on the black glass walls of the suites within the park, but instead Dr. Dakota’s clinic was expertly disguised as “DD Consulting”.

The door was locked, so I rang the doorbell. About a minute later the door swung open and I was greeted by a smiling Dr. Dakota. She was dressed similarly to when I first saw her at the coffee shop, a somewhat provocative office ensemble. She also had on these square-rimmed glasses that almost gave her a librarian look.

“Good morning, Peter.” She gestured me inside. “I apologize for the wait. I only recently moved to this location and haven’t had the time to hire an assistant.”

The waiting room was a small square space that had some chairs and a door to the bathroom. On the wall opposite the entrance was the receptionist’s desk which, apart from being fully furnished with a computer, phone, and other accessories, sat empty. On the wall behind the desk, opposite the entrance, was the only other door, secured with a keypad lock.

The door opened to a hallway that had several doors on either side, with another at the far end. They were all closed, except for the first door on the right, which Dr. Dakota led me into. While I felt like I had walked into some kind of medical doctor’s office, the room ended up being exactly what I pictured a therapist’s room to be. Dr. Dakota had me take a seat on the small love seat, while she sat in the high-backed chair that resembled something a villain would own.

“First things first,” she said, crossing her legs and grabbing a notepad and pen from the small side table. “As you asked about on the phone, the first half-hour is free. After that, I charge hourly, with the standard rate of $250 an hour, with a three-hour minimum.”

I just about balked. “Hold up, seriously? $250 an hour, with a three-hour minimum? That’s insane! There’s no way I’m paying that.”

Dr. Dakota simply smiled. “You’d be surprised just how many reactions I get like yours, and how many of them quickly pay once the half-hour is up. Because, you see, Peter, I know what I’m doing. I get results or you get your money back.”

Her confidence was both reassuring, and terrifying. There was also something about it that was… hot. I sighed, leaned back on the couch, and prepared myself for whatever was about to happen.

For all her supposed professionalism, Dr. Debbie Dakota pulled no punches. Starting right off the bat with questions I never expected to answer, let alone say aloud to another human being. She started off with stuff like: how long have I been sexually active, have I only been with women, have I ever considered being with another man, was I molested or raped when I was young.

“Whoa, what the fuck kind of question is that?” I straightened up.

Dr. Dakota waved me down. “It’s okay, Peter, I have to ask these kinds of questions. You’d be surprised by the long-lasting effects they would have on someone. Now, do you have any kinks or fetishes?”

“Uhh, what?”

She leaned forward. “Kinks or fetishes? Bondage or roleplay? Maybe domination or submission?”

I waved her off. “Yeah, I know what a fetish is.”

“Well?” she paused. “Do you have any? Maybe something you’ve wanted to do with a past girlfriend that she would not partake in?”

“No. Definitely not.” I folded my arms and leaned back on the couch.

Dr. Dakota raised an eyebrow. “So firm in your response,” she scribbled something down in her notes. “Interesting.”

“What is?”

“The more adamant someone denies something, the more they lie to themselves.”

“No, I don’t have any—”

“Peter, a kink or fetish isn’t always the extreme stuff. Tell me, is there an outfit you would’ve loved to see one of your ex’s in? Maybe some lingerie or a costume?”

“Costume?”

“Yes, like a sexy nurse, schoolgirl, or police officer?”

“I mean… sure,” I admitted. “I did always find women in lingerie a turn-on.”

“See? That wasn’t so hard, now was it?” 

Dr. Dakota uncrossed her legs then and left them spread wide enough, and long enough, for me to see up her skirt, revealing the fact that not only was she wearing stockings, but they were being held up by garters. There was something else, but I wasn’t sure if it was just a trick of the fabric or not. She didn’t let me look long enough.

“Did your exes ever wear stockings or pantyhose?”

I could feel the blood rushing to my face. “I mean, Connie worked in an office so she wore pantyhose pretty often. Especially during the winter.”

Dr. Dakota nodded, scribbled some notes, and said, “Did you ever have sex while she was wearing them? Ever feel the fabric against your skin?”

“Uh, maybe? I don’t remember.” I shifted in my seat. There was something about that question that stirred something inside me. Why would she ask such a thing?

“Tell me, Peter, and be truthful with me: have you ever worn pantyhose or stockings? Ever tried on your ex’s panties?”

I stood up. “What? Of course not! Why the fuck would I do such a thing?! What kind of fucking question was that?”

Dr. Dakota didn’t seem the least bit phased by my outburst. In fact, she smiled and glanced down at my waist. “It seems your body says otherwise.”

I felt it then. I didn’t need to look down to realize that I was partially erect. I quickly sat back down, pressed my legs together, and placed my hands on my lap to hide the evidence.

“There’s no need to be ashamed, Peter.” Dr. Dakota stood, set her notepad aside, and did something I very much did not expect: she unzipped her skirt and tossed it away. She was, in fact, wearing a garter belt to hold her stockings up. But that wasn’t what my eyes were glued to. It was the bulge in her lace panties.

Before I could say anything, she took a step toward me. “Lingerie is a wonderful thing. Stockings and pantyhose especially. The fabric is so light and delicate, yet it conforms to every curve of your legs, caressing them and creating this undeniable allure to them. Tell me, Peter, would you want to try on a pair of panties? Maybe slip into some stockings or feel the gentle caress of pantyhose?”

My mind raced. A million questions flowed through me. I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t focus. There was so much to process, so many things to try to comprehend. In the midst of it all was the blaring truth that I was rock hard in my jeans. Try as I might to think about something else, something innocent and not sexy, I couldn’t ignore the glaring strain on the denim fabric as my cock tried its damnedest to tear itself free. I hadn’t been this hard in so long. Not even when I was able to have sex with Connie. Or Erica before her.

The fact that Dr. Debbie Dakota was somehow a man beneath all the curves and lingerie was just an entirely different thing that I had little to no brainpower to spare to comprehend. 

But before I could do anything, or say anything, an alarm rang from Dr. Dakota’s phone.

“Half hour is up.” She bent down to pick up her skirt and took her dear sweet time zipping it up before reaching over to silence the alarm. “Please follow me to the exit so we can—”

“Wait,” I said. “You said it’s a money-back guarantee, right? If I’m not satisfied?”

Dr. Dakota nodded. “100%”

I opened my mouth, in complete shock and disbelief at what I was about to say. “I’ll do it. I’ll… book a three-hour session.”

Dr. Dakota smiled. “I’ll be right back.”

After swiping my card, because I definitely do not walk around with close to a grand of cash in my pocket, Dr. Dakota had me fill out and sign, date, and initial a book’s worth of waivers. As if reading my mind, she said not to worry, and that the clock on our three-hour session didn’t start on this was all done and set aside. Though, again, she mentioned how much faster it would be if she had her assistant.

Once that was all done, she sat back down in her chair and I on the couch. She watched me for a few minutes, silently studying me as she jotted down more notes on her pad before she finally spoke once more. “So, Peter, how did it feel?”

“How did what feel?”

“The thought of wearing lingerie? Or were you too distracted to notice my… extra something?”

I blinked. I honestly couldn’t believe I forgot about that. But Dr. Dakota continued before I had a chance to say anything.

“I bet you’re wondering how I could be a man. How could you not? You saw what I’m packing down there, and while I’m sure we’ll discuss that later, I know you have questions of your own. But that topic is for another time and place. The question I now have for you is, if I gave you the chance to slip into some stockings, panties, or pantyhose, would you take me up on the offer?”

I opened my mouth to speak. I wanted to say no, or rather hell no. But I couldn’t. Something flowed through me and I couldn’t help but fidget in my seat as I tried not to think about it, to picture it. To get the image of not just myself in stockings and panties out of my head, but that of me in full-blown women’s attire. Where did this all come from? I’ve never thought about it before. I’ve never looked at Connie in her pantyhose and wanted to try them on myself. To feel that delicate fabric against my—oh fuck.

I squirmed and bit on my lip as my cock throbbed. It was rock hard again. I… I couldn’t believe it. I’m getting turned on by this? This is what’s making my dick erect? I looked up at Dr. Dakota, who watched me with keen eyes. 

“The world isn’t black and white, and neither is human sexuality. There’s nothing to be ashamed of either. Under my roof, you don’t have to worry about what society and culture deem as taboo, inappropriate, weird, or strange. There’s no judgment here. You can admit to me now that you jerk off dressed in a fursuit and I would only ask how you came up with the money for one. You see, I’ve been there. I’ve been in your shoes. Trapped in a false prison of my own making.” Her eyes focused on my groin and she spoke softly. “Show me what’s going on down there.”

I bit my lip and looked away as I withdrew my hands, showing Dr. Dakota my raging erection.

“Think about it this way,” she flipped the page over on her notepad and drew a box. “This box contains your sexual experience so far. Which I can guess, is limited to the occasional blowjob from one of your exes and regular old sex, am I right?”

I nodded.

She drew a much bigger square, with the initial square a small part of the top corner. “When you look at it this way, it’s easy to understand how your sexual tastes have grown stale and bland, no longer providing you or your partner with satisfaction. For some, that’s perfectly fine, and they’re happy staying in their tiny little corner. But that’s not you, correct?”

I nodded.

“What you’re feeling right now,” she pointed to the area outside the original small square, “is just you stepping out of your comfort zone and discovering something new and exciting.” She put the notepad and pen away. “So, tell me, Peter, would you like to know what it feels like to wear lingerie?”

Fuck. I was at a complete and utter loss. I didn’t know what to do. What to say. I had voices in my head telling me different things; to stay, to leave, to run, to hide. I looked down at my groin, at my throbbing cock trying so hard to escape my jeans. I couldn’t deny what I felt. 

There was something tantalizing about it. The forbidden taboo that lured you in. But after months of frustration, failed dates, rejection, and outright disappointment, I decided maybe the doctor was right, that… she… knew these things better than I could, and what would be the harm? Maybe I try it on and it does nothing for me. I can change back, try something else, and maybe have a laugh about it later.

But what if I’m wrong? What if it works? What then?

I didn’t let myself go down that train of thought. Instead, all I did was nod.

“Wonderful,” Dr. Dakota smiled and extended her hand. “Follow me.”

I almost didn’t step into the next room she guided me to. I got one glance through the doorway and backed out. What I saw was some sort of changing room. Several rolling racks of clothes, a vanity, and some wigs. There were a lot more wigs than I saw, but I didn’t get a chance to take in the room completely before I backed up and turned around, pressing my back against the wall of the hallway.

“Something wrong, Peter?” Dr. Dakota leaned against the doorway, her arms crossed.

“There’s… a lot of women’s clothes in that room.”

She smiled. “I don’t only deal with men, you know. Come, don’t be afraid. You’ve come so far already.” She extended her hand and, after a moment’s hesitation, I took it.

There was plenty more to the room that I hadn’t seen. Like, for example, the tall bookshelf full of high heels.

“Some of my more regular clients are those dealing with gender dysphoria, or those who have already transitioned and need help defining their look or style. I’ve helped women free themselves from the oppressive conservative lifestyles their families forced upon them.” She pointed to the chair by the vanity. “Strip and set your clothes on the table there while I find something for you.”

“But… I didn’t agree to a full outfit or anything.”

Dr. Dakota winked. “Oh, I know. Don’t worry.”

With trembling fingers, I took off my shirt, removed my shoes, and slipped out of my jeans, remaining in only my boxers. Now free of the firm denim, my cock was allowed to fully harden, tenting my boxers. 

“Those too,” she said, waving a finger at my underwear.

I tried to delay as best I could. “So you’re… are you still a man?”

Dr. Dakota stopped searching through the drawer and glanced over at me. “If you’re wondering if, underneath the makeup, the nylons and these fake breasts of mine lies the heart of a red-blooded, meat-eating American man, then sure.”

“Wait, those are fake?”

Dr. Dakota winked and smiled. “Oh, you’d be surprised how real they can make them. But yes, at the end of the day, I still consider myself a man. As much as I love looking and dressing like this, sauntering around in high heels and seducing silly boys, sometimes it’s nice to just walk around in my original male self. Just to blend in with the crowd, become a nobody. In truth, I don’t consider myself male or female. Like I said earlier, human sexuality isn’t black and white, and there are far more than fifty shades of gray that lie between. Now, take those boxers off too.”

I swallowed and stepped out of my underwear. I don’t know why I felt so timid, so nervous. It’s not like I’ve never been naked in front of a woman before. Maybe it’s the fact that Dr. Dakota isn’t an ordinary woman. She’s not really a man either. The fact that she can look so damn good, so damn convincing. It blows my mind.

“Now, don’t worry, we’ll start off simple and plain. Nothing more.” 

She held up a pair of black satin panties and showed me the front and back. There was nothing special about them, no-frills, no bows or ribbons, just a plain pair of black women’s underwear.

I held the garment in my hands, my fingers rubbing the delicate fabric between them. Not the first time I’ve held a pair of lady’s underwear before, but not as I’m about to put them on. I swallowed hard and took several deep, centering breaths before stepping into them. As I pulled them up over my cock, it twitched. I grunted as I fought hard to keep myself from cumming right then and there.

“How does it feel?” When I opened my eyes, Dr. Dakota stood close by, her eyes looking me up and down. “Exotic? Strange, maybe?”

I couldn’t put into words what this all felt like, so I just nodded.

“Excellent. Now these.”

She handed me the stockings and guided me through putting them on, making sure to be very careful not to rip or tear the delicate fabric. The lace tops had a lining to them that helped them stay up on my thighs. I tried not to look down because I could feel what was going on down there.

“Okay Peter, I want some honest truth from you. Does this feel good?”

I couldn’t lie. I couldn’t fib or make up some excuse. It felt good. It felt so strangely wonderful. The thrill from the taboo, from the fact that I was going against society, against the traditional values my parents hammered into my head as I grew up.

I nodded, still afraid of putting it to words. Of saying it out loud.

“Good,” Dr. Dakota said. “Because I would know if you’re lying to me. Your body is telling me everything I need to know. The only question is, is your mind on the same page. Open your eyes, Peter. Look down at your groin. What do you see?”

I glanced down only briefly before looking away, my face burning with embarrassment. My cock was so stiff, so hard. Not only that, but it was wet. Precum had oozed out of the tip into the fabric. 

“There’s nothing wrong Peter. There’s no shame in finding it so deliciously wonderful to wear the clothing of another gender.” She started walking, moving behind me as she continued. “To feel the soft silk against your body. The gentle caress of nylons on your legs. It feels wonderful now, but the delicate fabric against hairless legs is something else entirely.”

When Dr. Dakota came back into view, she had discarded her skirt and undone her blouse. I couldn’t help but stare down at the bulge in her panties.

“What’s on your mind, Peter? What else are you curious about? You’ve told me how your exes would give you the occasional blowjob, but did you ever wonder what it was like to be the one giving? To have a cock in your mouth and hear the moans and groans of your partner as you please them?”

She stepped up close and placed her hand on my arm. Her scent flooded my nostrils. The mix of perfume and her natural aroma. My mouth watered. Is she right? Have I just been in denial this whole time? I never once thought about it.

“Remember Peter, there’s no judgment. Don’t be afraid of what you may feel. I am only your guide, I am not forcing you to do anything you don’t want to do.”

She’s right. I don’t have to do anything. But at the same time, I haven’t felt this… turned on in ages. If she touched my cock, I… I would probably cum instantly. What about her cock? I mean, she’s not really a dude, so it wouldn’t be gay, would it? She’s a lady. She looks like one, acts like one, talks like one. Not like I’d be going down on Jake or something.

As if reading my mind, Dr. Dakota said: “would you like to give mine a taste?”

My whole body trembled. I could barely stand. I closed my eyes as I tried not to picture it. Me on my knees, lips wrapped around her dick.

Her finger brushed the tip of my cock and I just about came. I had to steady myself on the vanity to keep from falling down.

“Well, Peter? Would you like to? Again, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. I’m only helping you to explore this newly discovered, uncharted territory.”

“Y-Yes,” I muttered, somehow finally finding the strength to speak.

“Would you like to dress up some more? Perhaps a dress and some shoes? A wig, perhaps?”

I wasn’t quite sure what to make of this whole situation. I figured that maybe once I see myself in the full get-up I can say “cool, you fixed it” and just go home? But what if I like it too much? What if she takes me further, deeper, into realms unknown? I’m not sure I could ignore this going forward. I feel that whatever happens next, will forever change me.

I nodded. “Yes, please.” 

Dr. Dakota smiled, took me by the hand, and guided me over to the racks of clothing. I silently watched as she searched through the wide variety of clothing she had on display; countless costumes and outfits in all sizes, colors, and levels of appropriate. What she ended up choosing for me, was a gray pleated miniskirt, and a pink satin blouse. 

For shoes, she found a pair of matching pink heels which, to my surprise, fit almost perfectly. They were difficult to walk in, but Dr. Dakota mentioned something about how it gets easier with practice.

The wig she picked out was a short brown bob. The brown matched my own hair color, and I’m just glad I didn’t have any facial hair because I’m sure she would’ve made me shave. When I saw my reflection, I didn’t know what to say. I mean, I didn’t have any makeup on or anything, but even so, with the clothing and the wig, I barely recognized myself.

I glanced over at the door out of the room. Some part of me still screamed to run. To escape. To leave this place and never look back. But I couldn’t. I haven’t felt this… aroused in so long. I couldn’t get hard when Connie stood naked and crawled on the bed toward me and wrapped her lips around my cock, but here I am now, dressed in women’s clothes, rock hard.

Dr. Dakota stood behind me and put her hands on my shoulders as we both looked at each other’s reflections. “Would you like me to do your makeup? Help bring out that woman inside you?”

I nodded. I just hope that I can make it through the process. I don’t know much more I can take before I jizz myself.

Much to my dismay, Dr. Dakota faced me away from the mirror as she applied my makeup. “A pretty girl such as yourself needs a pretty name. How about Penelope?”

“A pretty girl?”

Dr. Dakota nodded. “I don’t see a boy sitting in the chair in front of me. Do you think, dressed like that, that you’re still a boy?” Before I could answer, she continued. “Could it be that maybe the reason you couldn’t get hard anymore is because you no longer found women attractive?”

I didn’t answer. I tried to wrap my head around the question as Dr. Dakota took a small brush to my eyelids. It wasn’t something I even dared to consider. But the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. In addition to no longer being able to get it up for Erica, or Connie, or any of the other women I tried to sleep it, I found it more and more difficult to jerk off. To find material that would get me going. When I was able to get off, more times than not I felt nothing afterward. No satisfaction, no fulfillment. Just… sore.

“Well, Penelope?” Hearing the name again triggered something inside me. I squirmed as more precum dribbled out of my cock into my panties. When I opened my eyes, Dr. Dakota pulled the lid off a tube of lipstick, twisting it to reveal the bright pink color within. “There’s nothing wrong with a pretty girl like yourself admitting that she likes boys.”

I writhed in my chair as she painted my lips. What is happening to me? Where did this all come from? Why am I thinking these things? I’ve never once found a guy sexually attractive, but now I can’t get them out of my head.

“You have such wonderfully thick lips, perfect for sucking cock,” Dr. Dakota said. “Would you like to suck mine, Penelope?”

The words escaped my now painted lips before I could corral them. “Yes, please.”

“That’s a good sissy.” She put the lid back on the tube and stepped back. “You see, Penelope, you may try to be a girl but, like me, you’re still a boy under those clothes. A boy, pretending to be a girl. A sissy. That’s what you are, right? A sissy?”

Once more, my body acted on its own, the words escaping. “Yes, I am.”

Dr. Dakota smiled and took my hands in hers. “What we’ve just had here, Penelope, is a major breakthrough. You’re exploring and discovering so much of yourself right now. It’s such a wonderful thing to see and witness. Always makes me smile when I can help my clients break through the walls they built around themselves. But before we go any further, I want to establish what’s called a safe word.”

I nodded, and she continued.

“This safe word would be for you to say when I cross the line. What I said earlier about you being a sissy was just me testing the waters. Now that I know I can continue, I want to make sure you continue to feel safe, and at any point I do or say something that you absolutely do not want to continue, you say the safe word. I can provide one for you, if you cannot come up with something.”

I considered her words for a moment, and the implications of what she meant by going further, before I said the first thing that came out of my mouth. “Peanut butter.”

“Wonderful choice, Penelope. Easy to say and difficult to confuse with anything else. Let me state out loud for the two of us that ‘peanut butter’ is my client’s safe word and I will abide by it.” She helped me to my feet. “Now, my pretty sissy, I know how badly you want to taste my cock, but that is a prize you have to earn.”

She turned me toward the mirror and I had to pick my jaw up off the floor. I… I didn’t recognize myself. I barely saw any traces of the man I was when I stepped through this door. All I could see was Penelope, with her thick, glossy pink lips, dark eye shadow, and flawless face.

“Now, repeat after me, and do so in your best girl voice, because Penelope isn’t a boy, isn’t she?”

I shook my head.

“That’s right. Penelope is a sissy. A boy trying to be a girl. And from what I’ve gathered so far, Penelope is eager to taste some cock.”

I bit my lip and tasted the lipstick. It was thick, like chapstick. I gripped the hem of my skirt, trying to hide my throbbing cock. Why did this have to feel so amazing? I can’t stop myself. I can’t hold back. I want more. I need more.

“Say: my name is Penelope and I am a sissy. And I want you to look at your reflection as you do.”

I looked away from Dr. Dakota and focused on my reflection. At the girl staring back at me and in my best attempt at a female voice, I said: “My name is Penelope and I am a sissy.”

Dr. Dakota paced behind me as she continued to give me phrases to say, each one taking it further and further.

“I am not a boy, I am not a girl. I am a sissy. I used to be a boy, but now I am a sissy. I am a cocksucking sissy. I don’t like girls, I like boys. My name is Penelope and I am a cocksucking sissy. I want to suck cock and get fucked.”

Then Dr. Dakota said something that made me pause. This was already so very strange. So dangerously thrilling. Each phrase she had me say turned me on more and more, to the point where I was leaking more precum with each statement. But that final remark, I knew that if I said it out loud, there would be no turning back. No coming back from this.

My safe word crept up the back of my throat, but I couldn’t go through with it. I wanted to keep going, even if it meant saying something I never in my life thought I would say aloud. I was hooked on whatever drug this was. I wanted more. I opened my mouth and repeated what Dr. Dakota instructed me to. 

“My name is Penelope, and I am a cocksucking sissy faggot.”

My knees buckled as I orgasmed right then and there. Cum flowed forth, the dam broken. I caught myself on the vanity as cum dripped down the side of my leg and onto the floor. My head swam, my vision blurred. I can’t remember ever having felt this way. I tried as best I could to stem the flow, but my body wouldn’t have it.

“Did it feel good to say that, sissy? Feel good to admit it out loud what you are?” Dr. Dakota tucked some of my hair behind my ear as she moved in next to me. “It’s liberating, isn’t it? That freedom, the chains unshackled, the bonds broken. Able to be who you want to be.”

“Y-Yes,” my voice trembled as I attempted to use my feminine voice.

She slid her hand under my skirt. “You’ve found your true self. You’re not Peter, some silly boy, aren’t you?”

I shook my head.

“What are you?”

“I am Penelope, a cocksucking sissy faggot.”

She reached around, pulled down my panties, and gripped my cock, gently stroking it. “Sissy’s like you don’t have a cock. Only boys have cocks. You have a clitty. A pathetic little girl cock. Ain’t that right, Penelope?”

“Y-yes!” More cum oozed out of my cock—out of my clitty. Oh, fuck, it felt so good. So wonderful! How could I have been so dumb? So oblivious to the truth?

“You want to suck my cock, don’t you sissy slut?”

“Yes, please!”

“Well, too bad. Admitting what you are is just the first step. It’s time to walk like the sissy faggot that you claim to be. But first, let’s get you into some new panties. Something a little more fitting.”

Off came the plain black, now soaking wet, panties. Dr. Dakota tossed them aside and wandered off back behind the racks of clothing to the double-wide dresser. She was only there for a few moments, and when she returned, she held up in front of her a pink lace thong.

With my heels still on, I managed to step into the skimpy underwear. As I pulled them up over my butt, Dr. Dakota gave me a playful smack on my ass. With that taken care of, she led me out of the wardrobe room and back into the hallway. She had me walk down and back the stretch so many times I lost count. First, just to get me used to the heels. Then, to start swishing my hips back and forth as I strode. Finally, to do so with bent arms and limp wrists.

All while repeating the mantra: “My name is Penelope Wigglebottom. I am not a boy. I am a sissy cocksucker.”

Eventually, after what felt like hours, she gave me the sign of approval. “Well, Penelope, I think you’ve earned your reward. Time to christen you as the sissy bitch that you are.”

“Thank you, Dr. Dakota,” I replied as feminine I could. I have been waiting so long for this moment. I honestly couldn’t believe how blind I’ve been to my desires. Like, I feel like the weight of the world has been lifted from my shoulders and I can finally soar.

She led me to another room, walking behind me to make sure I had mastered my “sissy strut” as she called it. This room was far different from the rest. Filled with black leather furniture, the kind of which I’ve never seen before, I could only guess that this is what the inside of a BDSM dungeon looked like.

Dr. Dakota had me get on my knees right next to one of the full-length mirrors so that her bulge was practically eye level. She looked down at me and smiled. “Well, sissy? What are you waiting for? Show me what you’ve got.”

With trembling hands I reached up and pulled down her panties, letting her big, thick cock fall out. Its heady aroma filled my nostrils, grabbing hold of me and reeling me in. I can’t believe it. I can’t believe this is happening to me. I’m… about to suck a cock. Am I really going to go through with this? Is this something I really want to do?

The safe word lingered on the back of my throat yet again, but my body trembled. My clitty throbbed. Precum trickled out into my thong. I swallowed the words and wrapped my lips around Dr. Dakota’s wonderful cock.

I was in heaven. I moaned as I slid up and down on her shaft, savoring it. Is this what it was like? No wonder some women are addicted to it. I may become addicted to it! Oh, what am I thinking, of course I want more. I am a total sissy cocksucker after all.

I looked up at Dr. Dakota. She smiled down at me as she gently pushed her hips forward, forcing her cock deeper down my throat. “I’ll have to get you on a training regime so that you can easily deepthroat going forward. If that’s what you want, that is.”

I nodded. Yes, please, give me more. I want more.

“Sissy loves the cock in her mouth, doesn’t she?”

I nodded again. Moaning. I let it fall out of my mouth to lick every surface of it, to taste the precum that dripped out of her tip.

“Does sissy want to experience true bliss? Does she want me to fuck what little masculinity is left out of her?”

“Yes, please! Please, Dr. Dakota!”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me. Please make me a true sissy!”

She nodded. “On your feet.”

I stood and she wheeled over a strange A-frame-shaped piece of furniture. Only when she positioned it in front of the mirror did I realize what it was. She instructed me to climb on it, positioning me on my hands and knees with my face inches from the mirror.

Through the reflection I watched her squeeze and ample amount of clear lube onto her hand, making sure I can see her coating her thick, firm dick. Was it really that big? It seemed so small when it was nestled in her panties. Will that even fit in me?

Then she lined up behind me and slid her cock into me. What happened next was beyond anything I could ever imagine.

She started slowly, checking on me to make sure I wasn’t in any pain. Once she was able to fully insert herself into me, she sped up. I… couldn’t put into words what it felt. I can remember my exes moaning back when I could get it up for them. But now. Now I was the one moaning as Dr. Dakota fucked me silly.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out.

“Feels good, doesn’t it, Penelope?”

“Yes! Yes!”

She smacked my ass. “Tell me what you are!”

“I… I am a sissy. A sissy cocksucker!”

“What is your name?”

“Penelope!”

“Does Penelope like girls?”

“N-no! Penelope is a sissy faggot who likes boys!” Fuck I’m getting so close. So close to cumming. Almost there.

“That’s right. Penelope is a sissy who likes big husky men. She wants their cocks, doesn’t she?”

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yes!”

“She doesn’t want to be with girls anymore, does she?”

“No! I want men. Big, strong, handsome men.”

“Is Penelope a sissy gay boy?”

“Oh, fuck, yes! Oh fuck I’m such a cocksucking faggot!”

She smacked my ass again. “Again!”

She had me repeat it again and again until I finally came. Cum practically exploded out of my clitty, whatever remained of my masculinity, of the man I was when I walked through these doors with it. Dr. Dakota kept fucking me. Kept pounding my boipussy until she came. And when she did. I was Peter no more. Gone was the straight guy who just wanted to fix his dick so he could keep having sex with women. Now, I’m just Penelope. The gay sissy faggot who loves cock and dressing slutty.

When Dr. Dakota finally did pull out of me, she walked up beside me, rubbed my head, and whispered into my ear. “Welcome, Penelope. It’s good to have you here.”

“Thank you, Dr. Dakota,” I whimpered back.

 

Jonathan stood next to his car as he looked at the business card in his hand and at the business park he found himself in. The directions led him here, to this exact spot. On the black glass window were the words “DD Consulting.” He shrugged, summing it up to wanting to stay inconspicuous, and tried the door.

He stepped into a small waiting room where he was greeted by a woman behind the desk. She had brown hair cut in a bob style and wore a hot pink satin blouse as she typed on the keyboard with similar pink nails. Jonathan couldn’t help but notice how flat-chested she was, but he’s known some women who unfortunately weren’t given the big honking titties that he likes.

“Hi there, you must be Jonathan,” the receptionist said, extending her hand, wrist limp. “My name is Penelope. I’ll let Dr. Dakota know you’re here.”

 

The End?

MY MASTER

 

It was fall in New England. The leaves on the trees were changing from greens to yellows, oranges, reds, and browns, and there was a chill in the air as summer gave way to fall. Storm clouds were rolling in over the horizon and a light smattering of raindrops had started to fall on the curving forest road. The sprinkle became a hearty rainfall, and the rainfall turned into a downpour.

“Why in God’s name did I decide to move here?” Jake grumbled as he leaned closer to the windshield. Even with his wipers on high, visibility was poor. The wind picked up and he gripped the steering wheel with both hands as the car trembled.

Getting fired and catching your girlfriend cheating on you in the same day was enough to push any man to the brink of insanity. For Jake, insanity was packing up and leaving sunny Southern California. He’d moved across the country to cold New England where he managed to get a much bigger apartment for the same price as what he was paying in California.

But one problem still remained: he was unemployed. His frugal lifestyle managed to earn him a month of easy living, but when October rolled around, money got short, and Jake reluctantly admitted that it was time to find a job.

His job prospects deteriorated as time went by, and he got desperate. The last thing he wanted was to be homeless in a New England winter. As a matter of fact, he was on his way to an interview with a big name company for a job that not only paid well, but came with benefits.

Back in California, Jake knew the region like the back of his hand. However, in this heavily-forested area he now called home, he had a hard time finding the grocery store. Making it to his interview was turning out to be a daunting task in and of itself.

Clenching the directions in his hand while still maintaining his grip on the steering wheel, he drove through the forest and hoped that after the next curve in the road, the tress would give way to civilization. But relief never came. In fact, for the entire half an hour he had spent on this two lane highway, there hadn’t been another car in sight. It was just him and the trees.

He kept driving, but the lack of any road signs was discouraging. He wanted something that would tell him he was heading in the right direction. His cell phone was useless—the signal had given out twenty minutes ago.

Jake spotted an unmarked paved road up ahead, and he put his foot on the brakes and came to a stop on the narrow shoulder. He sat in his car and stared at the two paths.

I have two choices, he thought to himself. I can either keep going down the road to nowhere, or I can try this other road. Maybe it’s a shortcut.

His gut told him to keep going down the road he was on, but he was tired of that damn two lane highway.

There were no cars coming in either direction, so he took the car out of park and turned onto the unmarked paved road. Little did he know that if he had stayed on the two lane highway, he would’ve only had to drive another mile before he arrived at his destination.

He looked back at the highway in this rearview mirror as he drove down the smaller paved road, not knowing that it would be the last time he ever saw it.

The rain stopped falling, and looking out his window, Jake saw that the reason was the thick canopy overhead. It was so wrought with foliage that day turned to night and his car’s dashboard lit up.

The road snaked back and forth as he slowly made his way down what he believed to be a shortcut. After ten minutes of driving in the darkness, the canopy gave way and the rain fell once more on his car.

“Holy shit,” he murmured. But it wasn’t the thunder and lightning that spooked Jake; it was the massive mansion that stood before him at the end of the road.

It was a large, three story house with two wings that shot out on either side. The home looked brand new, and all the hedges and trees were shaped and trimmed. At the front of the house were two massive, dark wood double doors that stood at the top of the ivory staircase that led down to the road. Much of the forest had been cleared by the owner of the estate, and instead of dirt, a well-manicured lawn covered the ground all the way up to the tree line.

Jake pulled up slowly to the front of the mansion and marveled at the beauty of its architecture. He spotted a concrete path that circled around to the back of the house and guessed it led to a detached garage. He was so enthralled by the estate that he had forgotten all about the job interview that started in only a couple of minutes.

He stopped his car at the foot of the staircase and sat in the driver’s seat. His mind bounced back and forth between the decision to get out and go inside or just leave and head back down to the highway.

He looked back in the direction he’d come from, and a sliver of panic lodged in his throat. He could not spot the hole in the trees where he’d come out of.

Maybe it’s because it’s dark out and the visibility is poor, he thought in an effort to assuage the fear rising in his chest. Then he frowned. Wait, it’s already dark?!

Jake pulled back the cover on the sun roof and looked up at the sky.

The sun was gone and the day had turned to night. He looked at the small digital clock on his dashboard and blinked in disbelief. According to the tiny green numbers, it was almost 9pm. Jake rubbed his face with his hands as he tried to make sense of the situation. It was before noon when he pulled off the highway onto the unmarked road and now it was well into the evening.

“I’ve got to get the hell out of here,” he said, turning the key. The engine failed to start. He tried again, and again, and again. The orange light next to his fuel gauge lit up. He looked past the steering wheel and saw that the needle hovered over the “E.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding me! How in the hell did this happen?!” Not only had hours mysteriously passed by in the blink of an eye, but his gas tank had also mysteriously emptied.

Jake put his forehead on the steering wheel and pondered the only option left: he had to go inside the mysterious mansion.

The rain continued to pour as he hesitantly climbed out of his car. He threw his hood over his head and ran up the ivory staircase, seeking cover from the rain. He shook the chill out of his body and knocked on the door using the large iron rings hanging from them at eye level. Then he turned away and wrapped his body in his arms, desperately trying to keep warm.

Hearing the doors open behind him, he turned and opened his mouth to speak, but found that he was at a loss for words.

He was gazing at a beautiful blonde woman standing in the doorway. Her hair was pulled back into a bun and her crystal blue eyes looked up at him. She smiled and laughed at his state. It was a cute and innocent laugh, and Jake was instantly in love with her.

“I am sorry, forgive my rudeness. How may I help you, sir?”

Her voice was soft and warm, and he had a hard time keeping his eyes on her face when her breasts were right there. She was wearing a maid costume that Jake expected she’d found at an adult store. The fabric tightly hugged her body and her breasts were about ready to pop out of the low neckline.

The sleeves of the dress stopped just below her shoulders, and she wore black velvet gloves that went down to her elbow. She wore a petticoat under the black dress that made the skirt pop out in all directions. Her legs were covered in black stockings, and on her feet were five-inch, black patent pumps that shined as if just polished that morning. Around her neck was a black choker with an oval-shaped ruby on the front.

“Right, sorry,” Jake said, snapping out of the trance. “I’m lost, and my car ran out of gas. Is there a phone in here? My cell has no service.”

“What is your name, sir?”

“Jake. And your name, miss?”

“My name is Anne, Master Jake,” she answered as she curtsied. “Please follow me and I will take you to my master. He will be able to help you.”

He stepped inside, and she closed and locked the large doors behind him.

He took his eyes off of the massive vaulted ceiling and the crystal chandelier that hung from it and followed Anne out of the entryway. His attention shifted to the blonde maid as she led him through the house. Despite the height of the heels, she walked gracefully in them. The seams on the backs of her stockings were perfectly straight, and her hips swayed back and forth with each stride. Anne’s posture was impeccable, and she kept her hands clasped together in front of her as she guided him through the mansion.

Strangely, she didn’t say one word to him the entire time. The only noise that broke the silence was her heels clicking on the hardwood floors.

Jake occasionally tore his eyes off of Anne’s backside to take in the mansion. All the rooms were lavishly decorated and full of expensive-looking furniture. Large paintings hung on the walls and a variety of antiques were on display. Whoever this ‘Master’ was obviously had a lot of money, and he clearly liked spending it.

Anne finally stopped in front of a pair of wooden double doors and turned to face Jake.

 “One moment. Please wait here.”

He nodded, and she opened the doors and closed them behind her, leaving Jake alone in the hallway. It didn’t last long.

A few moments after Anne entered the room, another maid walked by. She had black hair that hung loose on her head, and in her hands was a shiny silver platter with very fancy dishes and a teapot. She wore the same exact outfit as Anne, and she smiled at Jake as she walked by.

“The Master will see you,” Anne said, quietly opening the door behind him.

Jake turned. “Does he have a name?”

“He does, but we are to refer to him as ‘Master.’ He is waiting for you.”

Anne held the door open, bowed her head, and said nothing more. Jake looked down at the subservient woman and wondered if she was a human, or just a very realistic robot. Pushing the thought aside, he entered the room and Anne closed the door behind him.

It was dark. The only light came from the lit fireplace and a small lamp on a table next to a red velvet chair. Jake could barely make out the row of bookshelves positioned against the wall in the low light. He saw no one, but he assumed that the ‘Master’ sat in the high-backed chair close to the fire.

“What is your name, son?” Jake heard a voice ask him. He leaned off to the side and tried to see if anyone was sitting in the chair.

“My name is Jake,” he replied. He took a couple steps closer to the fireplace, but stopped when he saw a hand appear from behind the chair. It shifted and wiggled, and moments later, an old man appeared and stood by the fire.

The Master was a rather old gentleman. His hair was as white as copy paper and his skin was saggy and discolored. Despite his advanced age, he stood upright and rested his hands on his cane. He wore a dark red jacket with black pants and slippers.

“I was told you needed some assistance. What can I do for you?”

You can let me have some alone time with your maids.

“Well, I was on my way to a job interview when I got lost. I turned down a road, and it led me to your estate. However, when I tried to leave, I noticed that my car was out of gas, so I was wondering—”

“Are you looking for a job?” the old man interrupted. “I have a vacancy right here.”

“I, uh, appreciate the offer, but…” Jake scratched the back of his head.

“But what? How would you like to work here? I am short-staffed, and the ladies could use a helping hand cleaning the house.”

“Like I said, I appreciate the offer, but—”

“How does six figures sound?”

“I beg your pardon?!” Jake cocked his head back and looked at the old man suspiciously. Six figures to clean this place? It sounds too good to be true.

“I know what you’re thinking: that this offer is too good to be true,” the old man said as he turned his back to Jake and shifted the logs in the dying fireplace with an iron poker. He reached down and grabbed a fresh log and tossed it in.

“Oh, to be young again,” the man lamented feebly as he rubbed his back.

“You were saying?”

“Oh, yes. Sorry. The offer is genuine. As you can probably tell, I have a fair amount of wealth. But alas, I have no heirs or family members to hand it off to. It’s just me in this home.”

You and a couple of incredibly attractive maids, Jake thought, but did not interrupt.

“My ladies are very good company, but I am just an old man. Most of my days are spent around a fire or in front of the TV, or perhaps reading one of my books. I am too old to maintain this estate, so it falls to my ladies to do the jobs that I cannot do. I’m sure they’d appreciate having a strong man such as yourself around.”

“So what, you pay me a hundred thousand dollars to help clean and maintain the estate?”

“There are many rooms to this house, and most of them are empty, so not only will I pay you, but you will get to live here free of charge.”

Jake, his mind interjected. You can’t honestly be considering this. Think about it: a big mansion like this out in the middle of nowhere; your car running out of gas; it’s suddenly night time; something’s not right.

“You do not have to decide right now,” the Master assured him. “But it is late, and it would be rude of me to send you off in a night like this. At least stay here for the night as my guest. I’ll have your car up and running in the morning, and you can be on your merry way.”

“Okay,” Jake said warily. “I do need some time to think about this. I will take you up on your offer to stay.”

“Perfect.” The old man smiled as he nodded his head and lifted up a small brass bell. He rang it three times, and a few seconds later, the doors to the room opened. Jake looked back and saw Anne standing in the doorway.

“You called for me, Master?” she asked as she curtsied.

“Anne, dear, would you please escort Jake to one of the guest rooms? He will be staying the night as our guest.”

“As you wish, Master.”

She stood in the doorway and waited for Jake. He looked at the old man one last time before leaving the room.

“Do think about my offer, Jake,” the Master said as he left the room.

Anne closed the doors behind him, and he followed her back through a maze of hallways.

“So, Anne, how long have you been working here?”

“Two years now.”

“And how many other maids are there?”

“Other than myself, there are two more.” She kept her back to him as she answered his questions, and he only saw her face again when she stopped in front of a door.

The maid had led him upstairs to the second floor and into a hallway that looked an awful like a hotel. There were several rooms all spaced out evenly on both sides of the hallway. Anne produced a small silver key and unlocked the door.

“This will be your room, Master Jake. There are clean sheets on the bed and fresh towels in the closet. You may leave your clothes outside the door in the hallway. and one of us will launder them and have them ready for you in the morning. There are some spare clothes in the dresser. I will come and get you at eight-a.m. for breakfast.”

“Thanks.”

“Goodnight,” she said as she closed the door behind him. He could hear her heels as she walked away. He stood by the door and listened to them until he heard the clicks no more.

With his clothes dirty and still wet from the rain, Jake decided to take Anne up on her offer. He stripped out of the soiled items and set them on the ground right outside the door.

The shower was hot and relaxing, and the bed was large and comfortable. It didn’t take long for sleep to take over, and he drifted off dreaming of Anne and her sexy outfit.

 

“Master Jake.”

A voice called out to him, and he turned over in the large bed.

 “Master Jake.”

The female voice grew louder and clearer as Jake woke up from his deep sleep. He sat up on the bed and rubbed his eyes. The yawn that came from his mouth sounded more like a roar.

“What?” He turned his head slowly and saw Anne sitting on the edge of his bed. She had her hand on his leg as she called out to him.

“Master Jake, breakfast will be ready in ten minutes. I will be back in five to come get you. Your clothes are folded up and placed on the chair by the dresser.”

“Oh, thank you, Anne,” he replied groggily.

The blonde maid bowed her head and stood up. Her hand remained on his leg for as long as possible. Then she curtsied and left this room and closed the door behind her.

Jake fell back onto the mattress. This bed is too comfortable. I don’t want to leave. He twisted and turned for another minute before the rumbling in his stomach overcame his desire to stay in bed all day.

He rolled out of bed and walked over toward the chair next to the dresser. His clothes were neatly folded, and when he held the shirt up to his nose, it smelled clean.

Jake stripped out of the pajamas that were given to him and he put his clean clothes back on. As he buttoned the last button on his shirt, there was a knock at the door.

“Master Jake?”

“Come in.” He kept his eyes on the door as he finished getting dressed. The knob turned an Anne stuck her head in.

“I am here to take you to breakfast,” she said. He finished with his shirt and followed the blonde down to the formal dining room.

Seated at one end of the long, wooden table was the Master. In front of him was a complete breakfast. The black-haired maid that he’d seen the day before stood silently beside the old man.

When she saw Jake walk into the room, she pulled a chair out from the table for him and he sat down next to the Master. A few moments later, Anne returned from the kitchen with a tray full of food.

“Wow, this looks delicious,” he said, eyeing the meal placed in front of him.

“It tastes even better than it looks,” the Master said. “Have you put some thought into my offer?”

Jake kept his eyes on the food as he talked. “I have, and I’ve decided to take you up on it. The job interview that I was driving to yesterday was promising, but you made a very tempting offer, Mister…?”

“Smith.”

“Mr. Smith.”

Jake paused for a moment. Why does it feel like he just made that name up?

“As I was saying, I would like to accept your offer.”

The old man smiled. “Very good, Jake. Very good. Take your time and enjoy this meal. When you are finished, Sarah will take you to the test room.”

“Test room?”

“Yes. As I mentioned before, this is a rather large house with many rooms. Some of them have been forgotten about and haven’t been cleaned in some time. I use those rooms to test potential staff. If you do a good job, then you’re hired.”

“I see.”

“Everything will be provided, but you won’t be able to leave the room until it’s clean.”

“Sure, no problem.”

The rest of the meal was quiet. Mr. Smith read the newspaper as he ate and Sarah, who Jake assumed to be the charcoal-haired maid, took away the dishes as he finished with them. It wasn’t until he was full and pushed away his tray that Anne appeared and took the rest of his dishes from him. He stood up and stretched.

“Did you enjoy your meal, Jake?”

“I did,” he answered. “It was very delicious.”

“The ladies are very good cooks.” The Master turned to his maids. “Sarah, will you take Jake to the third floor guest room?”

She curtsied and walked over to Jake.

“Follow me Master Jake.”

“Good luck,” the old man said to him as he left the dining room.

Jake followed Sarah out of the room and through the house. She walked, talked, and acted in a very similar manner to Anne, which only made the evidence that the maids were all robots stronger. The only difference between Anne and Sarah, other than their physical appearance, was instead of a ruby in the choker around her neck, there was an emerald.

“Hey, uh, Sarah?”

“Yes, Master Jake?”

“What’s with the gem chokers?”

She stopped and turned toward him. Her right hand reached up and played with the green gem and she smiled.

“These were given to us when we first started. They are gifts from the Master.” She rubbed her neck. Jake watched as she drifted off, as if remembering something that happened long ago. Then she lifted her head and looked at him. “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”

Jake could tell that something was bothering her. Her demeanor had changed from nostalgic to worrisome rather quickly. She looked like she was holding something back, but whatever it was, the moment vanished almost as quickly as it had arrived. In a matter of seconds, Sarah was back to the submissive maid she was earlier.

“This way, Master Jake.”

He decided not to press the issue and followed the maid upstairs until they stopped by a white door in a short hallway.

“This is the room the Master would like you to clean. You’ll find every tool that you need inside. Every hour, I will come by and check on you. The door will be locked and you will not be allowed to leave until either you have finished cleaning or have given up.”

“Can you tell me about the room I’m supposed to clean?”

“It is a guest room. You’ll need to clean the bedroom and the bathroom that is attached to it.”

“That sounds a bit much if you ask me, but whatever.”

“If you would like, there is a change of clothes hanging up inside the small closet alongside the tools you’ll need. You may wear the clothes should you not want to work in the nice outfit you have on.”

Jake nodded. He offered Sarah a nervous smile. “Wish me luck?”

“Good luck, Master Jake,” she said, returning his smile.

She pulled a small silver key out of the pocket in her apron and unlocked the door. She held it open for him, then and closed and locked the door behind him.

“I will be back in an hour,” the maid said through the door.

“See ya then.”

He received no reply; the only sound was that of her heels clicking on the wooden floors.

Jake turned around and took in the room. It was a large bedroom with a queen-sized, four-post bed. The floors were comprised of wooden slats, but there were several large rugs placed throughout. In addition to the bed, there was a dresser, two night stands with lamps, a full-length mirror, and a window with blinds. On the wall to his right were the sliding closet doors, and at the far end of the same wall was the door to the bathroom.

Before he got any cleaning done, he figured it would be best to use the bathroom. Jake walked past the closet and opened the door to the restroom. The smell hit him like a slap to the face. He slammed the door shut and returned to the bedroom.

“Christ, it smells like a frat house after a weekend-long party!” He covered his mouth with his shirt and he went back into the bathroom.

Square, light blue tiles decorated the floor, and the appliances were all cream-colored porcelain. There was a toilet, bathtub, shower, and a sink. In addition to the appliances, there was a wooden shelf and a mirror on the wall behind the sink. The small window was closed, trapping the foul stench in the bathroom. Every surface was covered in grime and muck. The toilet seat was up and the bowl was stained. There were spots on the ground, the work of a man with bad aim.

Jake tiptoed across the tile and looked away from the dirty toilet as he relieved himself. He relaxed when the toilet at least flushed properly. The water that came out of the faucet was yellow at first, but after a couple of seconds, it turned clear. He washed his hands and made up his mind to clean the bathroom first, as it would be better to get the harder task done earlier.

If it wasn’t for the six-figure salary that the old man was offering, I’d be out of here.

He left the bathroom door open and entered the bedroom.

Sarah said all the items would be in the closet, as well as a change of clothes. It would probably be a good idea to change.

Jake slid open the closet doors and stared at the contents inside. Maybe not.

The first things he saw were the tools: two vacuum cleaners, a wet mop, a duster, a bottle of glass cleaner, and everything else a house cleaner could ever want. Hanging up next to the cleaning items was the outfit Sarah had suggested.

I thought I saw her grin when she told me about it.

The outfit was none other than the maid costume that Sarah and Anne both wore: a tight black dress, a black corset with garters, and a white petticoat.

On the ground below the clothes was a shoe box. Curious, Jake reached down and opened it. Inside was a pair of dark stockings still in their packaging, and underneath those were black patent pumps.

“Heh, like I’d ever wear these,” Jake laughed to himself.

He put the shoe box back, rolled up the sleeves of his shirt, and started cleaning. It took him three hours, but he eventually cleaned the entire the room and bathroom. After putting the items back in the closet, he sat down on the chair and waited for Sarah to return for a third time.

Right on schedule, he heard a knock on the door.

“I’m done,” he called out. The knob shook, then turned, and Sarah walked into the bedroom.

“I was hoping you’d be in the outfit,” she said to him, smirking.

“Nope.”

“I must inspect the quality of your cleaning.”

“Be my guest.”

Jake remained in the chair, following Sarah with his eyes as she moved about the room. The maid checked everything from the smoothness of the sheets on the bed to the dust on the shelves. She disappeared into the bathroom and returned a few minutes later.

“The Master will be pleased. You did a very good job, Master Jake.”

“Thank you,” he replied, bowing his head.

“If you’ll follow me, I am to take you back to him and inform him of my judgment.”

 

“Wonderful! That is good to hear.” Mr. Smith sat forward in his large, red velvet chair and rested his hands on the cane between his legs. The chair was turned toward the door this time, instead of facing the fireplace like it was when Jake had first met him. The Master had just finished listening to Sarah’s report on Jake’s cleaning job.

“So, Jake, it seems you’ve passed with flying colors. How would you like to work here?”

“I’d love to. This is an amazing house, and I’d much like to see more of it.”

“Perfect. Sarah, would you be so kind to lead Jake here on a tour? Make sure you show him all of the house.”

“As you wish, Master.” She bowed and beckoned Jake to follow her.

The maid led Jake on a tour of the entire house. He knew the house was big just from when he looked up at it from the outside, but he didn’t realize it was this big.

In addition to the many guest rooms, Sarah showed Jake the master bedroom. The room put all other bedrooms to shame. The bed was bigger than any he had ever seen and the bathroom itself looked like it had cost a million dollars to build.

There were more than just bedrooms and bathrooms in this hotel-sized mansion. She showed him the game room, which included an antique billiards table, fully-stocked bar, flatscreen TV, and a poker table, as well as several couches.

Sarah led him up and around. The mansion had a fully-stocked kitchen, where he was introduced to the third maid, a red-head by the name of Erica. There were several living rooms, a large library, a dining room, and a private theater.

“Where do you guys sleep?” he asked.

“We each have our own bedroom and bathroom at the end of that hall. They are nice rooms, smaller than the guest rooms, but still spacious. That door leads to the basement. There’s nothing down there but storage.”

Jake kept his eyes on the door to the basement as they walked down the hall. What’s stored down there that justifies a deadbolt and padlock?

They came around to the back of the house and stood in another sitting room. This one was designed differently from the rest. There were many small tables and chairs in addition to the couches. Jake could only assume that this was where Mr. Smith might host a party. There was a bar at one end and a narrow hallway that led to the kitchen. But that wasn’t what held his attention.

The entire back wall was glass. Massive windows and several sets of French doors lined the wall, and through them, Jake could see into the backyard.

Sarah walked up to the main set of doors and opened them. A cold autumn breeze blew into the room. She urged him outside and she closed the doors behind them.

The doors opened to a patio with chairs and tables with umbrellas jutting out of them. The matching covers were all folded down and wrapped up. On the other end of the patio was a set of stairs that led down to a pool, barbecue, and another patio. The more Jake saw the house, the more it reminded him of the mansion from The Great Gatsby. If this were the ‘Roaring Twenties,’ then Jake was sure Mr. Smith would be Gatsby, and all the best parties would be held there.

“What’s that building over there?”

“That is the garage. Only the Master is allowed in there. Come, let us get inside. It is getting rather cold.”

Jake looked at the maid. Even though she wore a very revealing outfit, she didn’t look the least bit cold. He, on the other hand, was starting to shiver.

“I’m sure this place would be nice in the summer.”

“Yes, very much so.”

They headed back inside and Jake stopped and stood by one of the chairs.

“Master Jake,” Sarah said. “Are you all right?”

“I’m sorry. I just feel a little… light… headed…” His voice trailed off as he fell sideways and landed safely on one of the couches.

Sarah watched as he collapsed. She walked over toward him and made sure he was out cold before walking over to the bar. She picked up the small brass bell and rang it. A minute or so later, Anne and Erica appeared and joined their fellow maid by the couch.

“Take him to his room,” Erica ordered.

Anne and Sarah bowed their heads, and the three of them lifted Jake’s body off of the couch and down the hallway into their quarters.

They opened the door to one of the vacant rooms and set his body down on the bed. They stripped his clothes off of him and then covered his naked body with the sheets.

Jake remained unconscious for the rest of the day and slept straight through the night. It was early morning when his eyes finally opened back up.

 

Jake woke up to the soft touch of the maids. They pulled the covers off of him and he twisted and turned and fought to stay asleep just a little bit longer.

“Wake up, Jake,” one of them said.

“You need to get ready,” said another.

His eyes opened slowly and he sat up in the bed. Erica, Anne, and Sarah were all in his room waiting for him to get out of bed. He looked down at the sheets and felt the soft fabric on his skin. He realized that he was completely naked.

“What… Where are my clothes?”

“They are being cleaned,” Anne said.

“What happened to me?”

Erica folded her arms. “You collapsed, Jake. We believe it was a combination of the fumes from the cleaning chemicals and exhaustion from cleaning.”

That’s odd. Yesterday they called me ‘Master Jake,’ now it’s just ‘Jake’.

“What happened to ‘Master Jake?’” he asked them.

“You are no longer our guest, but part of the staff here at the estate,” Erica replied.

“I see. But where are my clothes?”

“We are here to help you get dressed,” Sarah answered. “All the clothes you’ll need are here in this closet.”

She walked away from his bed and slid open the closet door. Jake’s eyes widened when he saw the contents.

Hanging up in the closet were eight identical black dresses, and two white petticoats and aprons. On the ground in the closet were two shoe boxes. Both contained a pair of black patent pumps.

Anne opened the top shelf of the dresser and Jake lifted his head to see what lay within.

“Bras are in this drawer, panties in the other, and stockings in the third,” she explained. “Nighties and other items are in the other drawers.”

“Like hell am I wearing that outfit.”

“If you wish, you can take it up with the Master.” Anne said, shooting a glance at Erica.

“Yes, I’d like to talk to him about this. There was no mention of a required uniform to work here.”

“As you wish. But you mustn’t speak to the Master naked.” Erica answered, smiling.

“Where are my clothes?”

“They are locked away.” Sarah said.

“So then…”

“The only clothing you have available is your uniform.” Erica stated.

Jake stared at the three women and they patiently looked back at him. He had no other choice but to wear the outfit.

But he knew none of these women, and they knew nothing about him. There was no one that they could tell.

Think about it, Jake. You’re getting paid six figures—who cares about some stupid uniform? It’s not like anyone you know will see you in it. Just put it on and remember the money.

“All right,” he finally relented.

The women said nothing. Instead they bowed to him and nodded at each other. Anne reached into one of the drawers and pulled out the black corset.

“Jake, please get out of bed.”

“But—”

“No buts, please climb out of bed.”

He swallowed his pride and slid his legs out from under the sheets. He got up off of the bed and stood by it completely naked.

Anne handed Sarah the corset. She walked over to him and wrapped it around his waist. Jake looked down at the garment as she tightened it. There were cups meant for breasts, and hanging down from the bottom were garter straps. He held his breath as she buttoned up the front and he could feel it shape his body.

“It is designed so that you can easily put it on and take it off by yourself,” she assured him.

Jake looked down at the dark-haired maid who was less than a foot away from him. Her skin was soft and smooth, and her makeup was done perfectly. Not only did she look good, but she also smelled good. Her perfume filled his nostrils with a wonderful, yet not overpowering smell.

“There. Slowly exhale,” she instructed him. He obeyed, and she taught him out to breathe in the constricting lingerie.

Sarah backed away and Erica stepped forward. In her hands was a pair of black stockings. He didn’t have much body hair, but the stockings were dark enough to hide the sparse strands.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and watched as she slid the silky thigh-highs up his legs. The material hugged and caressed his calves. He bit his lip and fought the arousal that was slowly building up in his body.

With the second stocking on his leg, he stood back up, and Erica clipped the garters to the tops. Her head was so close to him. Her fiery orange-red hair was pulled back in a ponytail, giving him the perfect view of her face; her green eyes; her crimson lips.

Such beautiful lips. If only she would wrap them around my—

“Now, now, we’ll have none of that,” she said as she stood up. “What’s the matter Jake? The stockings turning you on?”

His face turned bright red. “No,” he lied.

Why… Why am I getting turned on by this?!

Sarah walked around Erica and the red-headed maid backed away. He stared glumly at the object she held in her hands.

“Do I have to?”

“Yes, you have to,” Erica said.

Jake looked back at Sarah and the black lace panties in her hands. The black-haired maid looked away from him, her face slightly red as she handed him the underwear.

He took them from her and held them between his fingers. The fabric was soft and sheer, and anyone who looked at his groin directly would be able to see his dick pressed up against the material.

He sighed, stepped into the lacy panties, and pulled them up. They were strangely comfortable, and the fabric on his skin caused his dick to throb. Jake could feel his dick start to harden and he panicked. All three women watched him and Erica smirked. She stepped forward and placed her gloved hand on his groin and gently rubbed it.

“So you do like wearing these clothes. Well, we’ll see to it that you get a little release later on, but only if you’re good. Understand?”

“Yes… I do.”

She pulled her hand away from his groin, and the two other maids’ faces grew bright red. Jake’s dick was rock hard and pressed taut against the lacy panties.

“Good,” Erica said. “Sarah, hand me the petticoat.”

Sarah bowed and pulled the fluffy white article of clothing out of the closet. Erica kept her eyes on Jake and she extended her hand. Sarah handed her the frilly piece of the ensemble and she held it out in front of her. He looked at the white petticoat and tilted his head curiously.

“Go ahead, Jake. Feel how soft the fabric is.”

He indulged his curiosity and allowed himself to feel the material. His hands shook with nervous energy as the fabric tickled his fingers. The monster in his panties throbbed, and he resisted the urge to touch himself. He put all his focus in preventing the eruption and noticed Anne move across the room to stand next to him.

The blonde hovered close by with the black dress in her hands. It was identical to the rest: solid black, with a low neckline and short, white ruffles lining the edges. The sleeves were puffy and stopped above his elbow.

She gave him the dress, and he stepped into it. It was made from a stretchy material that hugged his body and left nothing to the imagination. His corset-enhanced curves were improved by the dress, and the built-in cups made up for his lack of real breasts.

Anne walked behind him and zipped up the back. The skirt of the dress was loose and waited for the support of the white petticoat in Erica’s hands.

She knelt down in front of him and placed the petticoat at his stocking-clad feet. He stepped into it, and she pulled it up to his waist. The skirt of the black dress spread out to the sides and the light material that gave his dress volume tickled his thighs.

“I think we better relieve some pressure before he bursts,” Erica said slyly. “Sarah!”

Jake watched as Sarah knelt down in front of him. The maid with the emerald choker pulled down his panties and released the beast. He couldn’t see her underneath his dress, but he could feel her. Her soft, velvet glove playfully stroked his pole, but it wasn’t until she wrapped her ruby red lips around his rock hard dick that he went over the edge. He jerked forward and ejaculated into the maid’s mouth.

Sarah kept her mouth on him and swallowed every drop of his sperm. Jake rocked his head back and opened his mouth as he experienced the greatest orgasm he had ever had—and all from wearing women’s lingerie. The thought bothered him, but the chemical high from the orgasm pushed his worries aside.

I can’t believe how good that felt. These clothes… I’m actually starting to like wearing them!

Sarah didn’t once cough or gag as she swallowed his seed. She pulled her lips off of his flaccid dick and stood up, then backed away with her head hung low. With the monster tamed, his Jake’s dick returned to its normal size and disappeared into its lacy den. Jake found it much easier to think and focus now.

He turned his head toward Anne. In her hands was a shoe box. The lid was gone, and he could see the black patent pumps inside.

Erica sat him on the edge of the bed and the bottom of his dress lifted up. He put his hands on the fabric and pressed down and the maids giggled.

Anne knelt down, lifted his right foot up, and slid the high heel onto his foot. The shoe was tight, but the stockings made it slide on easier. She put his foot down and did the same with the other shoe. When both heels were on, she and Erica stood him up.

Jake wobbled as he tried to balance in the five-inch heels. Erica and Anne held his hands as they led him around the room. It wasn’t long before walking in high heels was comfortable, and he sauntered in front of them.

“Can I go talk to Mr. Smith now?”

Erica looked him up and down. “Not yet, Jake. You must look presentable, and as you are now, he would be insulted.”

“So does that mean…?”

“Yes. You’ll need makeup and a wig. But first, the apron.”

Erica grabbed the white apron from the closet and put it on him. She tied it behind his back and then led him into the bathroom.

It was almost as big as the bedroom itself. At one end was a large marble-topped vanity with three angled mirrors and lights. Scattered across the surface was makeup off all types and colors, as well as a plastic head form with a brunette wig atop it.

Erica sat him down on a small stool, and the three women went to town on his face. They applied everything from foundation and blush to mascara and eyeliner, and finished with a coat of ruby red lipstick, the same color that they all wore.

For the amount of makeup they put on his face, Jake was shocked at his appearance. He expected to look like a drag queen, but the makeover was flawless and he looked very convincing.

It wasn’t until they put the styled brunette wig on him that he realized how convincing he looked. To a passerby, he would look like any other woman.

Jake marveled at his new appearance. He looked at his reflection and didn’t see a man, but a woman staring back; a very beautiful woman.

“I think he likes his new look,” Erica said, combing his hair. “Don’t you think so, ladies?”

“You look beautiful,” Anne said.

“Gorgeous,” Sarah added.

The three women finished with his makeover. Then they led him out of the bedroom and stopped in the hallway.

“Remember, Jake: you must address him as Master,” Erica reminded him. He nodded at the red-head and the three maids led him to Mr. Smith’s private library.

The maids stopped at the door. Erica knocked and waited a moment before opening it. “Master, Jake is here to see you.”

“Is he dressed?” the old man asked.

“Yes, he is.”

“Good. Send him in.”

Erica stepped out of the room and turned to Jake.

“The Master will see you,” she said to him.

He walked past her and entered the room. Erica closed the doors behind him as he moved toward the chair by the fire.

“You wanted to see me?”

Jake jumped as the voice came from behind him. He expected Mr. Smith to be in his chair, but instead he stood by one of the bookshelves.

“You look wonderful, Jake. That uniform looks good on you.”

“That’s what I wanted to ask you about,” Jake said. “You never said anything about having to dress like one of the maids.”

“If you are to work as a maid, you must dress like one.” The old man walked past him with a book in his hand. There was something different about him. His movements were smoother and his back was straighter. It was subtle, but the Master looked a little bit younger. It was hard to see with just the fire illuminating the room, but Jake could’ve sworn Mr. Smith’s hair was a little less white, too.

“I figured I’d have to wear a uniform of sorts, but I didn’t expect this. I mean, isn’t there a male equivalent? Something like a jumpsuit?”

“I’m sorry, Jake, but that is all there is. If this is too much for you, you could always leave and go back to your old life.” Jake frowned. What does he mean my old life? “However, if it will make you stay, I’ll add an additional fifty-thousand dollars to your salary.”

“Wait, did you say fifty-thousand?!”

“I did. Like I said when I first met you, I have a vast amount of wealth. My staff are well taken-care of. And I am desperate. It is a big house, and having a fourth maid would make things much easier for the women.” The old man sat down on the chair and rested the book on his lap and waited for Jake’s reply.

That was a lot of money. One hundred and fifty thousand, just to dress up like a maid and clean the house?

Then why am I so hesitant to take his deal? That’s a crap-ton of money. You know what, screw it.

“I’ll take the deal,” Jake said finally.

“Very good.”

In the light of the fire Jake could see the old man’s smile. It looked twisted, and for a brief moment, Jake thought he saw a look of evil on the man’s face. He pushed the thought aside and blamed it on the shadows cast by the fire.

Mr. Smith reached out and rang his brass bell once, and a couple of seconds later, Erica appeared carrying a long, narrow black box. She walked past Jake, bowed to Mr. Smith, and handed him the box. He took it from her and she moved over to the side of the chair, her eyes on Jake.

She smirked secretively, but he ignored her. He could tell that she had a dominant personality, and from the way she teased him as he got dressed and how she ordered Anne and Sarah around, Jake assumed that she was not only the head maid, but the Master’s favorite.

“Come here, Jake,” the old man said as he opened the box.

Jake moved in front of Mr. Smith, and in the light of the fire, he saw the contents of the box: a black choker identical to the ones the other maids wore. When they’d helped him get dressed earlier, he saw that Erica’s gem was an aquamarine, and when he laid his eyes on the multi-colored tourmaline in his choker, Jake finally grasped their meaning.

Birthstones. The gem in the stone correlates to the month they became his maids.

The Master held the choker in his hands and looked up at Jake expectantly. Erica glared at him from beside the chair. Bend down to him, you idiot, her eyes said.

Jake leaned forward and lowered his head. The Master wrapped the choker around Jake’s neck. It was tight enough to where it he would never forget about it, but it was loose enough to be comfortable.

The Master leaned back in his chair and Jake straightened up. He lifted his hand and felt the gem with his fingers.

“Welcome aboard, Jake,” the Master said, clapping his hands together.

“Thank you, Master,” he replied.

Erica smiled, and Jake realized what had just happened. He didn’t mean to say those words; they just came right out of him.

The old man rang his bell three times, and Anne walked into the room.

“You called, Master?” she asked as she curtsied.

“Anne, you will be in charge of Jake’s training. He will shadow you and assist you in your daily tasks. Teach him well.”

“Of course, Master,” she said as she bowed and turned to Jake. “Shall we begin?”

“Good luck, Jake,” the old man said.

“Thank you, Master,” he replied, bowing. Once again, his body moved and spoke on its own, and it frightened him.

He followed Anne out of the private library while Erica remained at the Master’s side.

Jake stayed close to Anne the entire day. She guided him around the house and told him what the daily tasks were. The blonde maid taught him the proper way to make the bed, to fold sheets and clothes, prepare the Master’s meals, and more.

“Some things we have to do every day, like dusting and dishes, while other things are done once or twice a week, or even once a month.”

“There are a lot of bedrooms in this place. Does he get many guests?” Jake asked while helping Anne make one of the many beds.

“The Master does get guests every now and then. He hosts two large parties, one around Christmas, and the other at the beginning of summer. Those are the busiest times of the year for us.”

Jake watched her work. She moved with determination, and not once did he catch her slacking in her duties. In fact, she chastised him a couple of times for either slacking off or going too slowly. It was hard for him to take his eyes off of her, not only because of her natural beauty, but because the outfit that she—and he—wore was so sensual.

By the end of the day, he lusted after the gorgeous blonde, and when they were isolated in a bathroom on the top floor, he made his move.

“Say Anne,” he said as he moved closer to her.

“Yes, Jake?”

“Does he ever let you guys… you know, have fun?”

“I don’t know what it is you me—”

Anne set the basket of towels down on the floor, and when she turned toward him, he pressed up against her. He looked deep into her eyes.

“Jake… we can’t. It’s forbidden.” Her face turned red and he put his hand on her silky smooth leg.

“We’re alone up here,” he reasoned. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

His right hand moved slowly up her milky-white thighs while his left playfully squeezed her ass. He pressed his body against hers and kissed her. He could taste her lipstick, and after a moment of resistance, she caved and kissed him back.

A soft moan escaped her ruby red lips when his right hand moved under the band of her black lace panties. His dick grew hard in his own panties as they locked lips. His hand moved inwards and he cradled her small balls and three-inch dick.

Jake pulled away from her soft lips and jumped back.

“What the hell is that?!” he shouted. He took his eyes off of her and looked at his right hand, acting as if he just touched radioactive material.

Anne remained against the wall, her face bright red and her knees quaking. She looked away from him, ashamed.

“I… I…” Her eyes were wet with tears. “I’m sorry, Jake.”

“But… you’re a man! How? I mean… look at you!”

“Jake…” Her eyes moved past him and a panic-stricken look came over her face. “No, wait!”

Jake turned around to see what she was looking at. It all happened so fast. The only thing he remembered before the cloth was pressed to his mouth and the world went black was a bright flash of red hair.

 

When Jake eventually came to, he was in a dark room and bound.

He was light headed and restrained. When his vision cleared, he tried to move his head to get his bearings, but he couldn’t. Looking to his left, he could see that he was locked up in the stocks.

He tried to move his legs, but attached to his ankles was a spreader bar that forced his legs apart. There were leather cuffs on his ankles, and they were chained to the ground.

“Hello?!” he yelled. There was no answer, except for the muffled moans of someone else in the room with him. Jake looked over to his right, and out of the corner of his eye he could see that Anne was bound beside him.

She wore a black leather blindfold and had a bright pink ball gag in her mouth. She was seated, her hands and ankles tied to the chair. The neckline of her dress was pulled down, and taped to her exposed nipples were bullet vibrators.

Amidst the sounds of the blonde maid’s moans, Jake could hear the buzzing of the vibrators. The way she shifted in her chair, he assumed the little bullets on her chest weren’t the only vibrators tormenting her.

Her. Even with the unexpected discovery of the package between Anne’s legs, he still thought of the blonde maid as a woman. He took his mind off of his fellow prisoner and turned to the sound of a heavy door opening.

“Hello?” he called out again.

“Hello, Jake,” a male voice replied. The Master, Jake thought.

His suspicions were proven true when the old man with a cane walked in front of him. Erica stood next to him, and behind them was Sarah. Her head hung low and she stood with a very submissive posture. The red-head wore a cocky grin and looked down at Jake.

“Comfortable?” she asked.

“Yea, so very,” Jake replied sarcastically. His remark was greeted with a slap to the face from the head maid. Jake laughed and she lifted her hand to hit him again, but stopped. The old man raised his hand and Erica backed down.

“It is a shame you discovered Anne’s little secret so quickly. I was hoping my magic would affect you sooner.”

“Magic? What the hell are you talking about, old man?”

Erica stepped forward and hit him again. Mr. Smith laughed, and in the background, Anne’s moans grew louder.

“She is a nice girl, isn’t she? It is a shame she had to get punished.” The Master walked over to the bound blonde and stroked her cheek. “But that is what happens when you break the rules.”

“What did you do to her?”

“The same thing I did to Sarah. And the same thing I’ll do to you,” he added darkly. “Sarah dear, can you come here?”

The maid stepped forward and stood next to the old man.

“Lift up your dress.”

Jake’s eyes went wide when he saw that Sarah also had a bulge in her panties.

“Sarah was once Sean, and Anne used to be Alex. Both were men like you, now they’re my maids.”

Jake now understood why Sarah looked so nostalgic when he asked about her about her choker. She had been thinking about the time before she became a maid—no a slave—to the old man. She and Anne were both probably promised salaries just like he was. Jake could feel the anger building up inside of him.

“You’re a bastard, you know that?” he spat.

“I’m a very old and rich bastard,” the Master replied, turning to his red-haired maid. “Erica, please.”

The red head ran off and quickly returned with a chair for the old man.

“Was she a man once, too?”

“No, you fool,” Erica sneered. “I’ve always been a woman, and I’ve always been at my master’s side.”

“You see, Jake, I’m not actually the eighty-year-old man that I appear to be. In fact, I’m just a little over two-hundred-and-forty. When I turned eighty the first time, it was Erica who found a way to sustain my life, and my youth.”

“He took me in and saved me from the cold,” Erica explained. “I was an orphan and left to die, but he took care of me, and I promised to take care of him for the rest of his life. When he grew old, I wanted him to live, so I found a way to return his youth to him. All I needed was a young man.” She walked away from the old man’s side and stood next to Sarah.

The Master tapped his cane on the ground. “Sean was a punk and a pickpocket. He tried to rob me, but I caught and punished him. You see, Jake, the spell works like this: I take the masculinity out of a young man such as yourself, I get my youth back, and the young man’s body turns feminine.”

“Then how do you explain Erica here?” Jake asked. “How has she earned eternal youth, and yet you are stuck aging?”

“My Master could never bring himself to kill another, even if it was to save his own life,” Erica said somberly. “The spell he uses is a twist on the one I use. I maintain my immortality by killing a young girl. But he gets to be young again, and in the process, gets a submissive maid. It’s a win-win.”

“And you expect me to just cave and let you turn me into a chick? You’re dumber than you look.”

The copper-haired maid smiled. “Oh, don’t worry, Jake. You weren’t the first to be resistant, but like Anne over there, we have ways of making you submit. All it takes is time.”

Over in the corner, Anne moaned loudly. Erica walked over and lifted up the front of her dress. Her panties were stained with her cum and it started to pool around her crotch.

“What do you think, Jake? Shall we let her go? I’ve lost count of how many times she’s orgasmed. I’m sure her body is about to give out.”

“Let her go!” he shouted.

“If I free her, it’ll be your turn to get punished. Or you could remain locked up for twenty-four hours, and then be set free.”

Jake grimaced. He could see the poor blonde was in agony, and this was all his fault. If he had only kept his lust in his pants, they wouldn’t be in this situation.

“Free her,” he said softly.

“Beg your pardon?” Erica said, holding her hand up to her ear.

“Let her go,” he said louder.

She smiled triumphantly. “That’s a good boy.”

Erica walked behind Anne and switched off the vibrators. She removed the bindings and the blindfold.

“Sarah, take her to her room.”

Jake watched as Sarah ran over and helped the weakened Anne up off the chair. The color from his face vanished when the blonde stood up and revealed the six-inch vibrating dildo attached to the chair. Her fluids dripped down the insides of her legs as she wobbled off, her knees weak and barely able to support her weight.

“I’m sorry, Anne,” Jake said as she staggered by. The blonde said nothing, but Jake just figured she was too weak and too mad at him to speak. He might never get an apology from her, and he accepted that.

Erica kept her eyes on Jake and waited for the two other maids to leave. The heavy door closed, and she grinned wickedly.

She said nothing as she walked out of sight. Jake could hear the sounds of her digging and going through shelves. A minute or so later, she walked back in front of him and his punishment was clear. Harnessed to the front of Erica’s lace panties was a six-inch strap on.

“Like I said, Jake, we have ways of making you submit.”

“Oh, you’ve got to be sh—” Jake’s smart remark was cut off by the rubber phallus sliding into his open mouth.

“That mouth of yours will get you into trouble. Better get it under control,” Erica said, sliding in and out.

With Jake’s head restrained, he had no choice but to let the strap on enter his mouth. She pulled it out and he gasped for air. He coughed, and she laughed as she walked around behind him.

“Thanks for lubing it up.”

Jake cried out as the fake dick slid into his asshole. He clenched his jaw and grunted, fighting the rubber intruder. She pushed it in deeper and as time went on, his resistance weakened. Jake’s body betrayed him and his asshole opened up, allowing Erica to slide in, his insides providing little resistance. His grunts turned into moans, and Jake found it harder and harder to fight as she pounded his ass.

“Ohhhh!” he cried out. His mouth hung open and he rocked back in forth. The maid slapped his ass as she slid the strap on all the way in and out. Jake’s dick grew hard in his panties as he neared his very first orgasm from anal.

Oh god… Why does this feel so good?  I… I can’t fight it!

“I’m going to cum!” he announced, his rock hard dick poking its head out of the top of the lace cage. It bounced up and down as Erica reached around and stroked it.

“That’s right, Jake; cum from being fucked in the ass like the girl you are!”

Her insult didn’t bother him in the slightest. He was too absorbed by the pleasure from being anally raped to care.

His hips jerked, and he blew his load all over the hard ground. His cum went everywhere, from his stocking-clad legs to his heels and the ground underneath him. It was better than the orgasm he’d had that morning, and this was from not only being dressed as a slutty maid, but by being fucked like one too. If they kept this up, he knew in his mind that he’d eventually submit.

Much to his disappointment, the punishment ended there. It was when she slowly pulled out that Jake realized that the Master was watching the entire time.

Jake’s face turned bright red with embarrassment, and the old man laughed. It was an unsettling laugh, one the built up from just a chuckle to a howl.

“Cage him,” he said to Erica.

“Yes, my Master.”

Erica backed away from John and walked around behind him. He could hear her shuffling around, once again opening and closing drawers. Her footsteps grew louder and she walked in front of him.

“What is that?”

“This Jake, is a chastity cage.” Erica smirked and knelt down in front of him. She bowed under the stocks and moved between his legs. “You made quite a mess down here Jake.”

She tiptoed around the puddles of cum and held his flaccid dick in her hands. The clear plastic was cold on his skin and he twitched. The cage was tight and uncomfortable. The sheath that held his penis was directed downward, making it very difficult to piss standing.

He heard the click of the padlock and Erica backed away, wiping her hands.

The Master stood up and walked toward Jake. He looked up at the old man, confused. Jake didn’t know what to feel. Deep down, he was pissed at Mr. Smith for not only what he did to Anne and Sarah, but what he promised to do to him. 

The old man lured Jake in with what was most likely a lie about a six-figure income. He even got Jake to dress up like a woman in this slutty maid outfit, complete with a wig and makeup. He wanted to run away, to escape this horrid place, yet at the same time, he wanted to stay. Jake wanted to be there—to work and dress like a maid—all to serve the Master.

The old man walked up to him and put his hand on Jake’s head.

“Rest now, Jake. Tomorrow is a big day.”

Jake’s eyelids felt heavy, and he drifted off to sleep.

 

He woke up the following morning back in his bedroom. Anne and Sarah were there, urging him to get out of bed. His head ached. He felt congested and light headed. Anne reached out and pulled the sheets off of him.

“Get up, Jake. You mustn’t keep the Master waiting.”

“Anne… I… I’m sorry,” he grumbled. His memories from the night before trickled in. His asshole was sore, yet he felt no hatred towards the Master. Why? Why can’t I be angry?

He sat up and he felt a slight tug on his chest. He looked down and saw two mounds on his chest, breasts that were about a B-cup.

Jake looked past his chest down the rest of his body. All the hair on his body was gone, replaced by smooth, fair skin that shined like silk. The cage was still on his manhood, yet it wasn’t uncomfortable. The clear plastic didn’t feel tight or constrictive, but the gold padlock was still attached.

He reached up and scratched his neck. His longer nails caught him by surprise, and he broke his skin. He looked down at his filed and polished nails. Their surfaces were smooth and shined with a clear coat of gloss.

His fingers returned to his neck and found the choker still around it. The black material was smooth, and though his fingers traced it all the way around, he found no evidence of a break in the material. It was sealed around his neck with no way to take it off.

Jake’s delicate fingers stopped when they touched the gem on the front of the collar and he caught himself smiling. Why does this choker make me feel happy?! What is happening to me?! 

“Time to get dressed, Jake.”

He looked over at Sarah, who held the corset in her hands.

Jake climbed out of bed and let the women dress him. Unlike the previous day, he felt no arousal coming from the clothes or the beautiful women dressing him.

They’re not women. They’re men, just like me. But why do I keep thinking of them as women?

He slipped on the high heels and followed the two of them over to the vanity in his bathroom.

When he sat down in front of the mirror, he saw the changes in his face. Even though he still looked like a man, he looked more androgynous and less masculine than he did before. His hair was longer, but it was still too short, and they gave him the wig. Anne and Sarah used less makeup than the day before, but the outcome was even better than it was then.

I look more feminine today, Jake thought, staring at his reflection. Even with the amazing job they did yesterday, I look more like a woman today.

He stood up and followed the two maids out of his bedroom and into the dining room where the Master ate his breakfast. Jake froze when his eyes caught sight of the old man. He’s not that old anymore.

Last night, the Master had looked to be close to eighty. Today, he appeared closer to fifty. There was far more color in his hair and skin, and his cane was nowhere to be seen.

“Ah, Jake. Good morning. How are you feeling?”

“I feel fine, Master,” he said as he involuntarily curtsied. My body is moving on its own again!

“That’s good to hear. Today, you’ll be shadowing Sarah. She’ll be taking over your training.”

Jake and Sarah bowed, and he followed her out of the dining room. Anne remained by the Master’s side, and Erica was nowhere to be seen.

Jake spent the remainder of the day with Sarah. They dusted, vacuumed, and polished the fancy dinnerware. Several times throughout the day, Jake’s eyes looked upon Sarah’s ample bust and round ass when she bent over, but not once did he lust after her. His dick remained flaccid in its cage and he only saw her as a fellow maid, not a sexual object.

Is it because she’s really a guy? he wondered. No. Even with her package still intact, she’s got a beautiful body. Why am I no longer sexually attracted to her?

His mind wandered off many times during his duties, and as the hours passed, he become more and more frustrated.

Jake was finally starting to feel angry and decided to do something about it. It wasn’t too late. He could still escape, and maybe his body will turn back to normal. The choker could be cut off with some scissors, and the thin padlock could easily be removed with a hacksaw.

Evening came. Jake and Sarah brought out the Master’s dinner and patiently waited for him to finish eating. Sarah took the tray full of empty dishes, and Jake remained by the table.

“Would you like some dessert?” he asked.

“Why, yes, Jake. That sounds good.” Jake bowed and turned to leave, but the Master stopped him. “Where are you going?”

“To get some dessert, Master.”

“No, no. That’s not what I want.”

Jake’s face turned red when the Master spread his legs and unzipped his trousers. His eyes spotted the rather large dick that had started to harden. 

“I would like for you to give me a blowjob, Jacqueline.” Jake hesitated, sure he’d misheard him, but The Master looked up at him expectantly. “Well? What are you waiting for, Jacqueline?”

There it is again: Jacqueline. Is that my new name? A woman needs a female name. ‘Jake’ is no name for a maid. Wait, what the hell am I thinking!?

Jake looked down at the old man’s dick. It was exposed and… big.

The Master’s dick looks rather delicious. Jake felt his mouth water as he stared at the monster between the Master’s legs.

No, Jake, fight it! You must escape.

Jake smiled and lifted his heeled foot. He lunged forward and kicked Mr. Smith right in the chest. The old man cried out as his chair toppled back.

Run!

Jake remembered where the front door was. He sprinted as fast as he could in the high heels, not thinking once about removing them before running any further. He rounded the corner and the front doors came into view. The brass knobs were so close.

Jake reached out, his fingers inched closer and closer. I’m almost there. I’m so close—

His body fell to the floor hard. The Master tackled him like a linebacker. He hit Jake so hard that his breath left his lungs and he collapsed against the hardwood floor, coughing, gasping for air. Jake lifted his head to breathe, but the Master’s right hand struck him hard across the face, knocking him out.

“You almost escaped, Jake,” the Master said to Jake’s unconscious body. “Just think, if you had reached those knobs and stepped through those doors, you would’ve been free.”

Anne, Sarah, and Erica came into the entryway as the Master climbed up off of Jake’s body.

“Bring him to the dungeon and prep his body.”

“Yes, Master,” the three maids replied.

 

Jake opened his eyes to nothing but blackness. He quickly tossed aside the theory of being blind when he felt the blindfold around his head. His wrists and ankles were once again bound, but he wasn’t in the stocks. He was seated, his legs spread apart and lifted high off the ground. His blood ran cold. Had they put him in a set of gynecologist’s stirrups?

“Hello?” he called out, shocked to find his mouth ungagged.

“Hello, Jake,” the Master replied. “Glad to see you’re awake. Are you ready for your punishment?”

“Go to hell.”

“Feisty. Once again, I underestimated you. But a wild horse must be broken if you want to ride her.”

Jake yelped at the cold application of the lube in and around his asshole. He heard the sounds of something being wheeled toward him, followed by the sound of something switching on and gears moving.

“What are you doing?” His answer came seconds later in the form of a dildo sliding into his ass. 

“You’re hooked up to a fuck machine, Jake. It will penetrate you endlessly until the power is turned off. I can adjust the speed, but for now we’ll start off slow.”

“Fuck yo—OH!” He moaned as the phallus slid all the way in and pulled out. The Master wheeled the mechanism in closer to where the dick would never come all the way out of Jake’s ass. He wrestled with the restraints, but they wouldn’t budge. It was when he was moving that he felt something taped to his chest.

Oh no.

Another switch flipped on, and the vibrators attached to his nipples came alive. Jake screamed.

This went on for several minutes. At first, the vibrators were weak and low, but after a couple of minutes, the Master turned the juice up on them. The machine violating his ass picked up the pace, too. 

Minutes later, the machine penetrated him at full speed, and the vibrators buzzed at the highest level. The removal of his sight improved his other senses, and his mind swam in erotic sensory overload.

“I’ll be back to get you in an hour. Good luck, Jake.”

“No… please. Don’t leave me here,” he begged. “Please, Master.”

The old man said nothing, and Jake heard the sounds of footsteps getting quieter until the door slammed shut.

Jake was all alone. His body twitched and spasmed from the toys. The plastic cage prevented his dick from getting hard, but it didn’t stop him from ejaculating. His cum oozed out of the head of his flaccid dick, but there was no sweet release.

Like a jackhammer breaking apart concrete, the fuck machine chipped away at Jake’s willpower. In only twenty minutes, his mind broke, and he submitted to the pleasure.

“Oh yeah! Fuck me, Master! Fuck your Jacqueline! Harder!” he yelled into the blackness.

When the door finally opened and the Master returned, Jake was a drooling mess. His tongue hung out of the side of his mouth and his eyes stared blankly. A stupid grin covered his face and cum pooled on the floor.

The machine clicked off, and the penetration stopped.

“No please! I want more! Don’t make it stop!” He whined like an addict who had been refused another dose of a drug.

The Master helped Jake off of the chair and out of the dungeon. Jake’s legs were weak, and he could barely stand.

Outside of the dungeon, Anne, Sarah, and Erica waited for him. They took Jake from the Master and carried him into his bedroom where he fell asleep begging for the Master’s cock.

“Will he be okay, Master?” Anne asked.

“She’ll be fine,” he said with a smile.

 

Jake woke up the following morning once again in his bed. However, this time Anne and Sarah were nowhere to be seen. It was just him.

He lifted his head off of the pillows, and his long brown hair tickled his back and shoulders. He felt the tug on his chest and looked down to see a pair of D-cup breasts bouncing on his chest. His hands squeezed the cream-colored mounds and his fingers played with his perky nipples.

A soft moan escaped his supple lips, and looking past his breasts, he saw his narrow waist and wide hips. The clear plastic cage between them was gone. His dick and balls were free, but they were shriveled up and pathetic looking.

He climbed up out of bed and got dressed. The corset amplified his cleavage and his black dress barely contained his jiggly breasts.

Jake slid on his heels and sat down at the vanity. In his reflection, he saw a woman. There was no hint of masculinity left in his face.

Jake did his makeup on his own. The process was as natural as breathing or walking. He styled his hair and his eyes spotted the choker around his neck. My Master, he thought. He smiled as he rubbed the gem and got up.

Not once did he think about how weird it was that he was doing his own makeup, or how gracefully he moved in the high heels. He didn’t care that his hips bounced with each step, or that his breasts were barely contained in the thin black dress.

He walked out of his bedroom and into the dining room where the Master ate his breakfast. Hearing the sounds of high heels walking toward him, the Master put aside his newspaper and looked at his brunette maid.

Jake couldn’t believe it. The Master looked to be no older than thirty. Not only that, but he had a hard time thinking about anything other than how handsome he looked.

“Morning, Jacqueline,” he said, taking her in.

Jacqueline curtsied. “I am here to serve you, Master. Tell me what it is you desire. I am yours.”

The Master set his paper down on the table and smiled at his new maid. He slid his chair away from the table and unzipped his pants.

Jacqueline stared at his meaty dick hungrily and her mouth watered. The Master grew rock hard as he stared at her. She had long brown hair with dark brown eyes. Her lips were painted red and wrapped around her neck was a black choker with a multi-colored tourmaline.

The maid knelt down in front of him and wrapped her luscious, ruby red lips around his dick. She had no qualms about pleasuring him. She only lived to serve her Master.


MY SUCCUBUS EX-GIRLFRIEND

 

Mike stood in front of the mini bar in the mostly dark living room. He wore nothing but his boxers as he helped himself to a glass of whiskey. It was his alcohol, after all. His hard-earned money had paid for it, so why not drink it?

He took a long sip and stared straight ahead at the other bottles stacked up neatly nearby. Then he refilled the glass as the sound of a woman sobbing filled his ears.

Mike frowned before taking another gulp. He was afraid this would happen, and from the sounds of it, his bullshit lie didn’t convince the woman on the bed.

They had been dating for close to a year. Their anniversary was in just two weeks. Mike had come home with a big bonus check and a promotion, and he was going to surprise his girlfriend with the diamond earrings she had wanted for the past two months when he got back from his business trip.

His girlfriend was a beautiful woman. She had long amber-brown hair that reminded Mike of the color of leaves in the fall. She had brown eyes and soft, pouty lips with a killer body; curvy with great breasts, flat tummy, and a nice round ass. She was a kind woman who loved to laugh and cook, but despite her innocent appearance, she could make a man melt.

Mike loved that about her. She skillfully wielded her body and knew exactly how to tease him. He had called her right after he got the promotion and the bonus, and when he came home, his heart started to pound.

The smell of food filled his nostrils and his mouth watered. He had walked toward the kitchen in a zombie-like lurch and his jaw dropped when he’d laid eyes on her.

She had her hair up in a bun and wore a short cherry-red dress. She winked at him as she walked past and his eyes followed the curves of her body down to her long slender legs. He bit onto his fist when he spotted the seams of her stockings and the matching platform heels that she effortlessly strolled around in.

As delicious as the home-cooked meal smelled and looked, Mike wanted nothing more than to unwrap the woman in red and see what she had on underneath. The meal was as good as it looked, and after several glasses of wine Mike was ready for his dessert.

He followed her into the bedroom and grinned as she turned her back to him and slowly unzipped her dress. He slid the straps down off of her shoulders and kissed her neck as he helped her shimmy out of it.

Mike groaned. It was a low, deep sound of utter satisfaction and approval. He had guessed right. Underneath the dress his girlfriend wore red lace lingerie: a bra, panties, and garter belt combo in addition to the stockings. Her gold necklace shone brightly in the lights of the bedroom and he brushed his thumb across her ruby lips.

She undid her bun and let her hair cascade down her shoulders before kissing him. Her fingernails coated with matching red polish undid the buttons of his shirt and loosened his tie. Her lips moved south, and he grunted with approval as she knelt down in front of him and freed his engorged cock from his black pants.

Sex followed the amazing blowjob she gave him, and it was then that everything came crashing down.

Mike was on top of her, thrusting his long, thick cock deep into her pussy. Her breasts, freed from the bra, bounced as the bed rocked from their movements and her moans kept his fire burning hot. Mike stroked her creamy thighs as he edged closer and closer to erotic bliss.

“Oh, Kristy!”

The color from Mike’s face vanished. He looked down at his girlfriend and hoped she was too swept up in the moment to hear what he’d said. She stared at him with a fire in her eyes and scooted out from underneath him.

She’d heard what he said.

Kristy wasn’t the name of Mike’s girlfriend. Her name was Ashley.

Kristy was the name of the busty blonde that Mike had fucked two weeks ago in a hotel room after meeting her just hours earlier at a strip club and later at a bar after her shift.

But she wasn’t alone. In the almost-year that he had been dating Ashley, Mike had slept with two other women, not including Kristy. He had kept those successfully under wraps, but Kristy had managed to snake her way back into his mind and out his mouth when he should have screamed Ashley’s name.

It wasn’t that Ashley wasn’t attractive or good at sex, nor was it that she was unavailable or emotionally distant. She was a good girlfriend—the perfect girlfriend, if there was such a thing. Mike was just a terrible boyfriend who couldn’t keep himself in check and let his desires and temptation often get the better of him.

His previous girlfriend broke up with him because she caught him cheating on her. Unlike Ashley, his ex was terrible at sex and their relationship didn’t make it to two months.

Ashley crawled away from him and covered her breasts with her hands as she screamed at him, asking him who this “Kristy” was and why did he call out her name during sex.

Mike said nothing and her outbursts became muffled as he fell into deep thought, wondering if there was anything he could do to salvage this relationship. He leaned back onto his heels and dropped his head. He couldn’t even feel guilty for what he did.

All he could do was lie and say that Kristy was his previous girlfriend and that it wasn’t a blonde stripper that he had a one night stand with. He muttered his horrible excuse and climbed off of the bed, pulling his boxers up as he went to pour himself a drink.

The sobbing stopped and Mike heard the sound of a zipper. Minutes later Ashley came out of his bedroom, clothed with her purse in hand. Her makeup ran down her cheeks and her eyes were red. She fumbled with her key ring and a second later threw the key to Mike’s condo at him along with a fair amount of obscenities before slamming the door shut and walking out of his life.

Or so he thought.

Mike stared at the door for a long while, hoping that Ashley would come back. He frowned and set the glass down on the bar. Why would she come back to him? He’d cheated on her several times, and it was only the most recent affair that ruined a year-long relationship. The worst part was that he felt nothing—no guilt or remorse, no sadness or depression.

Nothing.

The lights in the kitchen were still on. The plates were still on the table and the candles were dark and cold. There were two empty bottles of wine and little food remained—not enough for leftovers.

Mike remained silent as he cleared the table, throwing everything into the sink and deciding to do the dishes in the morning. She always liked doing the dishes, he thought as he scraped the remnants of food into the trash can. He returned to the living room with the unopened bottle of wine, replacing it with the rest of his wine collection and poured himself one last drink for the night.

His car came for him earlier than he anticipated the following morning, and Mike was still fighting a mild hangover as he lurched out of his condo and down to the sleek black sedan waiting for him out on the street. He slouched in the shiny leather seat and loosened his tie as he stared out of the tinted window and watched the world pass by.

Mike’s mind wandered, often coming back to Ashley in that sexy red dress. The guilt was finally hitting him, and he cursed the lack of a mini bar under his breath. He’d just have to charm the hopefully attractive stewardesses in hopes of getting extra bottles of whiskey on the flight.

The flight was long, but reclining in first class made it pass by quickly. Security was a breeze and he only had to wait a few minutes for his luggage to arrive. It was late in the evening when he finally arrived at his hotel, and he had to fight the urge to stop by the bar.

Sleep was what he needed, not booze. A visit to the hotel’s bar would come after sitting through hours of meetings and presentations the next day.

Despite how tired his body was, Mike’s brain kept him up. He stared up at the dark ceiling above his queen-sized bed, tossing and turning as memories of Ashley’s tear-filled departure played over and over again in his head.

He debated what he should do until the exhaustion finally kicked in and he fell asleep, only to wake up a couple hours later. She plagued him in his waking hours, tormenting him as if a spell—no, a curse was put upon him. Mike just barely made it through the endless meetings and as he crossed the polished marble floors of the hotel. He didn’t hesitate to sit down at the old wood bar on one of dark leather stools.

The bartender smiled as he sat down, but her silent, cheerful greeting vanished as Mike rested his head in his arms and let out a heavy sigh.

“Rough day?” she asked, cleaning a short glass.

He looked up at her with tired eyes. The woman behind the counter was young, probably in her mid-twenties. Her brown hair was pulled into a tight bun and she wore a black long-sleeved button-down shirt. She was thin and pretty, with green eyes and full lips. She could have easily been a model, or a stripper if she wanted to.

A quick glance from the neck down was enough for Mike. He didn’t need to stare long to know that underneath the uniform was a thin, curvy woman with good breasts and a nice ass.

He scratched his cheek as she waited for him to reply. Only then did he realize that he hadn’t shaved in several days and that his scruff was turning into a beard. Mike recalled Ashley’s distaste for facial hair and how she always wanted him to keep his handsome face smooth.

God damn it, there she is again.

“Sir?”

Mike sat up and straightened his tie. “Jack and Coke.”

The cute bartender nodded and Mike looked back over his shoulder as she got his drink ready. It was still early, but there were others at the bar: businessmen and women having quiet discussions, an obviously European couple having drinks while looking over a map speaking in what sounded like German, and several exhausted-looking individuals with matching badges around their necks.

He recognized them instantly, as a couple of his coworkers joked with Mike saying they were sending him to the comic convention instead of the business meeting. After a day like today, Mike would’ve rather wandered a crowded convention hall, looking at the men and women in cosplay and all the expensive memorabilia than attend long and boring meetings.

Ashley would’ve come with him just to attend the con. When she wasn’t making him dinner in a short red dress and stiletto heels, she was in jeans and a t-shirt, her hair in a ponytail as she shouted into a headset microphone. Even when she was in an intense gaming session she was attractive. Many times she’d dragged him along to a midnight showing of some comic book movie, even convincing him to sit down and play Dungeons & Dragons with her not-surprisingly more nerdy friends.

The cute bartender had long since placed his drink behind him as he stared at the crowd, and when he turned around to thank her, she was already at the other end of the bar chatting with one of the con-goers, his stuffed backpack and poster tube next to him on a stool.

Mike lifted the drink and smiled. She’d made it extra strong. He kept his gaze on her until she looked his way and he silently raised the glass and smiled. She smiled back and returned to her conversation with the man wearing a Deadpool shirt.

He thought about asking her for her number, maybe get her to go on a short date with him that would end with a night in his hotel room several floors above the bar where she worked. Then they silently part ways with her sneaking out of his room in the morning to get back to wherever she lived and he would shower then go to the airport.

Instead, he slowly sipped his drink and kept his mind on business and not on the woman whose heart he’d broken days ago. Tonight he would get lots of sleep and he reinforced that plan with another Jack and Coke.

The rest of the trip was as uneventful as the first day, and Mike was eager to get back home. His condo was dark and empty and he frowned as he stood in the center of the living room. If he hadn’t destroyed his relationship with the woman he very much loved, she’d probably be waiting for him here, wearing some sexy lingerie in a candle-lit room.

I’ll call her tomorrow. Try to apologize. I doubt she’ll forgive me. What woman in her right mind would?

It was two months before Mike finally got a reply from Ashley. When he first called her, it went straight to voice mail. He didn’t bother leaving a lengthy, excuse-ridden message. Mike simply said that he fucked up, that he was sorry, and while he knew she wouldn’t take him back, that he’d do anything to make amends.

Mike was in a meeting when she called. He had to double-check the caller ID to make sure it was her. He listened to the short message several times in disbelief.

Ashley sounded completely different. Her voice was deep and sultry. She spoke slowly and with confidence and precision, saying exactly what she needed to say and ended without so much a goodbye. This was an entirely different woman than the one he’d dated. In the past, Ashley was scatterbrained on the phone, occasionally sounding like a ditzy blonde—like Kristy—with lots of umms and giggles. Her voice was soft and cheerful, bubbly even.

This woman couldn’t be Ashley, and it filled him with both worry and curiosity. She wanted to meet him, even giving him a set time and place without negotiation. If you’re serious in your offer to make amends, come and meet me. If not, don’t ever contact me again.

Mike listened to the message one last time then tossed his phone onto the desk. He paid little attention to work, his mind focused mainly on Ashley and the sound of her voice. Something had happened to her after she’d walked out on him. She sounded confident, demanding almost, and the thought of it sparked something inside of him he didn’t know he had.

He shifted in his chair and frowned at the partial erection he had in his dark pants. Ashley had never been the dominant type. She tended to be shy and timid, except in the bedroom. It was like a switch. Ashley would go from a quiet, withdrawn woman to a jungle cat. She was a skilled lover who could prolong and build up Mike’s orgasms, making them so powerful they were better than any drug.

But in the bedroom, Mike was the one on top. He called the shots and controlled the flow. As often as she pleasured him, Mike only ever reciprocated with vaginal sex. Ashley never complained. She was always tired and seemed wholly satisfied at the end of sex. If she desired some oral pleasure from Mike, she never said a word about it.

Or she did, and I just ignored her. Mike frowned again, realizing how selfish he was in his relationship with Ashley. It only made the affair seem worse, and he slouched in his tall leather chair and made up his mind to meet her.

He had to drive quickly to get her arranged meeting spot. Ashley didn’t give him much time to go from work to the small café a block away from her apartment. Her place was small and it looked more like a nerd bachelor pad than an apartment for a beautiful, seductive accountant. The vast majority of their time spent together was in his lavish, opulent condo.

Mike almost didn’t recognize her.

She sat at the corner table on the outdoor patio. Her hair looked more brown than it used to, and the red was more pronounced. She wore a black dress with dark red pumps and her long red nails tapped on the metal table as she eyed the menu.

“Ashley?” Mike said as he slowly approached the table. Not only had she sounded different, but she looked different. It wasn’t that she’d gained or lost weight, or had cosmetic surgery—it was the air around her that Mike noticed. She exuded confidence and turned heads wherever she walked. It was likely the cleavage she showed off with her low neckline or the gold and diamond necklace that glittered in the sunlight.

Ashley titled her head forward, and looking over her sunglasses, she smiled. It was a pleased smile, the look of a predator whose prey had just fallen into their trap. She didn’t even say “hello” or stand up to greet him. She motioned to the chair across from her and returned to her surveying of the menu.

For the first time in as far back as Mike could remember, he was feeling meek and awkward, unsure of what to do or say. He opened his mouth to speak, but Ashley spoke first.

“You know, I’ve been to this café many times. The food is good, the staff is friendly and it’s cheap as well. Yet every time I come here, I always stare at the menu for what feels like an hour trying to figure out what I want. I look over each item carefully, hoping my eyes catch something new or different.”

She let out a sigh and tugged her lip with her index finger. Her gold bracelet reflected the sunlight directly into his eye and he flinched.

“You brought me here just to—”

“The menu is the same now as it was when I first came here the day I moved into my apartment. Sure, they’ll throw in a seasonal special like pumpkin pie during the fall, but for the most part that is the only change they bring to the menu.” Ashley kept talking as if thinking aloud and not aware of his presence.

Mike looked around and picked up his menu. He wasn’t particularly hungry, but he was quite thirsty. The days were short and the air was cold. Fall was all around them. The trees in the park across the street were full of brown and orange leaves.

He motioned to the waiter and ordered a cup of coffee. Despite her ramblings about the menu, Ashley ordered a slice of pie and nothing else. When the waiter took their menus and left, Mike discovered that Ashley now stared at him intently.

Her gaze was unsettling, as if she knew every dark secret he had, including the two other women he slept with in the first half of the year they dated. Mike shifted uncomfortably in his seat and was overjoyed at the arrival of his coffee. He looked away from Ashley as he drank it, but he could still feel the weight of her stare.

She said nothing until she ate the last crumb of her pumpkin pie and Mike was on his third cup of coffee. “So, you’re serious about making amends, then?”

“I am.” He nodded, happy they were finally discussing what he came to talk to her about.

“I can’t just take your word for it. You know that, right? You have to prove it to me.”

Worry overcame him as he wondered what she meant by it. “Like what?”

“That is a matter to discuss in private,” she said as she licked her lips. “Would you like to come up with me to my condo?”

“What happened to your apartment?” he said, waving his hand to the waiter holding a steaming coffee pot.

“I guess you could say I outgrew it.”

Mike flinched when he felt the foot rub the inside of his thigh. He looked down and saw Ashley’s stocking-clad toes inch closer to his cock. He raised his eyes and saw her staring at him over her sunglasses.

“So, Mike. How about we take this to a much more private location?”

It was strange. Never had Ashley been so aggressive in her advances. She was always playful and a tease, and Mike was the instigator. He would come onto her and she would submit.

But this… this was something completely different. It was backwards in his mind. Ashley shouldn’t be the one stringing him along, luring him into her clutches like this. Yet he was powerless against it.

His throat clenched up and his mouth went dry. He gripped the armrests of the metal chair as her foot stroked his growing erecting.

Mike turned red and looked about him. There were people sitting in the tables next to them. All they had to do was look and they’d see her leg disappear in between his. Anyone would instantly know what was going on.

What happened? What changed to make Ashley so extroverted and controlling? What made her throw her inhibitions to the wind? He had to know. He had to take her back to her new place and figure out why she was acting like this. 

Because it’s so damn hot.

He gasped at the voice in his head. Never had he been so aroused at the thought of handing control over to someone else, to submit to a woman and do as she bid.

Ashley rubbed him a little harder, and Mike took his hand off of the armrest to cover his mouth. She leaned forward and tugged down the front of her dress.

He quickly slid back in his chair, moving out of reach of her foot. The sound that the chair made was loud and sudden, temporarily silencing the conversations going on at the other tables. Many folks turned toward Mike and stared at him for a moment before returning to their own business.

Ashley’s foot was gone when he slid forward again. A quick glance under the table and he saw that it was back in her blood-red pumps. She laughed at his embarrassment.

If Mike hadn’t moved away, he would’ve came in his pants. She’d brought him dangerously close. His heart raced and his head swam. Never before had it been so intense, so powerful. The woman sitting across from him couldn’t be Ashley. It just wasn’t possible.

Suddenly she stood up, left a fifty-dollar bill on the table and walked away without so much as a word of warning. She didn’t even look back as she maneuvered through the other tables around her. At that moment Mike realized that he had no idea where her new condo was, and if he wanted to make amends with her, he had to get up and follow.

The only problem was that he was still rock-hard in his trousers.

It didn’t help that his eyes focused on her ass and legs as she walked, and he did the best that he could to not draw attention to the tent in his pants as he stepped off of the patio after her. Mike knew that half of the people saw his hard-on, and he knew better than to look back.

“I see you’ve decided to join me,” Ashley said as he caught up to her.

Not once on their trek across the street into the high-rise luxury condos did she look at him, nor did she speak another word to him until they arrived at her front door. Mike was anxious, nervous, and aroused all at the same time. Did she bring him up here just to have sex? Or would they actually be discussing the matter at hand?

The living room alone was bigger than her old apartment. Mike stood in awe. There were no framed posters, no gaming memorabilia. She had a large flatscreen TV, but he saw no consoles.

Ashley set her purse down on the small end table and let her hair down as she walked toward the ivory couch.

“Ashley, what happened to you? You’re not the same woman that—”

“That what, Mike?” She crossed her legs. “That was cheated on and left sobbing all the way back to her apartment, where she curled up on her tiny couch and cried herself to sleep wondering what she did wrong?”

She stood up and paced about the living room.

“It was in the morning when I stood in front of my stove watching my scrambled eggs cook that I realized I’d done nothing wrong. I looked back over the year we dated and I was nothing but attentive, loyal—submissive, even. I let you turn me into your little pleasure toy. I sucked your cock and let you ride me long and hard, fucking me in all kinds of positions and locations in that pompous man-cave of yours.”

Ashley took a deep breath and continued.

“And how many times did you tongue me? How many times did you bury your head in my crotch and make me moan and wail until I came? How many times did you finger me? Gently rub my body and adorn it with kisses? Massage my feet or rub my shoulders?”

She stared at him and crossed her arms. “Well?”

Mike said nothing. He’d tongued her once, and that was on her birthday. Even then it was rushed and half-assed. She probably faked the orgasm just to get it over with.

“That’s right. All we ever did was let you fuck me. I was nothing more than your living, breathing, organic fuck toy.”

She turned her back to him and drew in a long, deep breath, letting it out slowly and kept her back to him as she spoke.

“You wanted to know what happened to me?” Her voice was suddenly soft and quiet. “I met someone who changed my life. I went to a bar the night after you broke my heart. I wanted to get drunk and fall into the arms of some stranger and have a one-night stand. Instead I met a woman.”

Mike had to force himself not to smile. He always liked seeing two women kiss and make love, and had hoped one day to have a threesome with another woman.

“This woman made me laugh, smile, and forget all the troubles you brought onto me. She was beautiful, with long shiny blonde hair and green eyes. One time in college I slept with another woman, and we both realized the morning after that while fun, it just wasn’t our thing. I had been open to the idea of being bisexual, but I didn’t seek it out.

“The woman I met at the bar was beyond reckoning. She was tall, thin with perfect curves and large breasts. Her skin was soft and smooth and her touch was electrifying. She sat down next to me and talked and I opened up to her. She did nothing but listen, and when I spoke the last word of my tale, she took my hand and kissed me.

“It was a gentle, slow kiss, a loving kiss full of passion and interest. Her hand moved up my thigh under my dress as we kissed and I moaned softly when she pulled back. I’ll never forget what she asked me. She asked if I wanted to be reminded of what it was like to be truly loved and cared for. To have my needs taken care of.

“I said yes. I said yes many times, and before I knew what had happened, we were back in her place, on her bed with her warm, gentle fingers touching every inch of my flesh. It was… wonderful. I moaned, screamed, and cried out the entire night. I lost count of how many orgasms I had. In the morning I expected her to be gone. But when I opened my eyes, I realized that I had slept well into the afternoon and she was still there by my side.”

“Is that it, then? One light of lesbian sex changed y—” Mike’s eyes went wide as he felt his throat clench. He could still breathe, but no words came out of his mouth. The feeling went away moments later, but Ashley had already continued her story with her back still turned toward him.

“For a week straight I stayed at her place. I had forgotten all about the outside world: my job, my friends… you. My text messages went unanswered, my calls ignored, and my emails unread. All because of this woman, Susana. Six of the seven days I spent with her, she did nothing but pleasure me. She cooked meals for me, scrubbed my tired and sore body in the shower, massaged me, even painted my fingers and toes.

“It was the last night of our time together that I paid her back. She didn’t even have to ask; I offered. In the end, I had some of the best sex I have ever had.

“Then everything changed that night after I pleasured her. She revealed her true identity and made me an offer. At first I was in utter disbelief, but it quickly passed and in the end I eagerly accepted.”

Mike sat forward on the edge of his chair. For a while he was rolling his eyes and nodding off, until she got to the parts about her lesbian tryst.

“Well, who was she? What was this offer of hers?”

Ashley slowly turned and the color from Mike’s face vanished as her body began to transform before his very eyes.

“Susana was a succubus, and I accepted her offer to become like her.”

His body froze and he could do nothing but stare at her changing form. She grew half a foot taller and her creamy skin turned dark red. Her eyes became a bright, powerful blue that glinted like gemstones. Her hair and outfit remained the same and a long, slender tail with a spear tip coiled up at her feet.

“What’s the matter, Mike? Cat got your tongue?”

She took a step toward him and he scrambled backwards into the couch. Ashley laughed as he fell off of the ivory furniture and ran for the door. He pulled and twisted the knob, but the door refused to budge.

He froze when he felt her hot breath on his neck as she brought her lips to his ear.

“Why do you run from me? Are you afraid of my new form? Or are you running from the new desires welling up inside of you? I can see into your mind, Mike,” she said as she slid her hands down inside his pants and squeezed his cock through his boxers. “I know why you act so tough and dominant. You’re afraid of what it would be like to submit. You’re afraid of the pleasure that would come from being on your knees and serving the one you’re with. Protest all you like; your body speaks the truth.”

His cock grew hard in her hands and he fought the moan that built up in his throat. The more he struggled, the more she rubbed him and the harder it was to control himself.

Ashley chuckled when he moaned loudly. She took her hands out of his pants and turned him around.

“It all comes down to this, Mike,” Ashley said, taking a step back and returning to her human form. “You can either stay here with me and make amends for the three women you cheated on me with, as well as experience pleasures beyond comprehension, or you can turn around and go out that door and never know what true pleasure feels like.”

Mike’s quickly turned around and grabbed the knob, but his body refused to move any further. He stared down at his fingers and silently willed them to move.

But they didn’t budge.

The door remained closed and Mike was enveloped in Ashley’s growing, demonic shadow. God fucking damn it! Why won’t you turn! I… I don’t want to be here with this… this…

He turned back toward Ashley. “What the fuck did you do to me? Did you… cast some kind of spell?!” Those words were strange to him. He felt like he was stuck in a movie or some kind of weird, perverted dream.

Ashley smirked. “I did nothing of the sort.” She extended her fingers and looked at her nails. “I’m just standing here innocently. Why, Mike?” Her eyes quickly moved from her nails to him and he took a step back. “Is something wrong?”

His throat clenched and his mouth became dry. He turned away and stared at the door. She put her hands on his shoulders and he flinched, but his eyes remained ahead.

He swallowed hard as she pressed her lips to his ear and whispered softly. “Is your body betraying you? Does it want you to stay here with me?”

Her hands massaged his neck. Her touch was warm and soothing. He felt his body relax.

“I know what it is you desire. I can see that curiosity building inside you. You want to know what it’s like to submit. You want to experience total surrender.”

Mike closed his eyes and groaned quietly. It was a satisfied groan, the kind he often made when Ashley would massage his neck and shoulders after a busy day at work. She had a skilled touch and always managed to hit the right spots.

No… that’s not true. It can’t be true. Right? Yes, I’m sure of it. I don’t want this. I don’t…

Mike’s cock throbbed and a vision filled his mind, interrupting his thoughts. He was on his knees in front of Ashley. She was smiling and moving her fingers through his hair as he buried his face in her crotch.

Another throb and another vision: his semi-erect cock pressed against the fabric of his pants. His arms were bound behind him. He had long brown hair and wore white stockings and panties with red heels. His lips were painted red and his eyes were blindfolded as Ashley rubbed his cock through the lacy fabric.

No… no!

Another throb. He felt the cool, wet sensation of precum oozing out of his cock. It was fully hard.

Another vision assaulted him, this one much more vivid than the last. He was on his back. His hands bound behind him. He was naked except for black stockings and red heels. His hair was long and brown. His face soft and feminine. His lips were pouty and open. Two large breasts with erect rosy nipples bounced. His waist was narrow and his hips were wide. His legs spread open and in between them was Ashley. Her hand was rubbing his clit and she filled his pussy with her thick cock. High pitched moans flowed out of his mouth.

“Stop… stop.” Mike opened his eyes and fell forward against the door. His heart raced and sweat covered his brow. “I can’t take it anymore.”

At that moment, he realized that her hands were no long on him. He looked back over his shoulder to see her leaning against the back of the couch, her eyes on her phone. She paid no attention to him, only looking up when he finally spoke.

“What?”

“You’re right. I can’t deny it anymore.” He turned around and pressed his back against the door. The exhaustion left him and his heart returned to normal.

Ashley smiled. She walked up to Mike and placed her hand on his cheek. “Say it to me.”

Mike hesitated. His gaze fell.

“Mike.”

He looked up at her. He felt so weak, so powerless. He had never felt this way before with a woman. He was always the one in control. He was the one who put his hand on the woman’s cheek. She submitted to him.

Now the roles had been reversed, and as much as he wanted to deny it, Mike was incredibly aroused by the thought.

“I accept you offer.” His voice was quiet.

“Louder.”

“I accept your offer!”

“Oh, we’re going to have some fun, you and I,” Ashley said as her hand moved down off of Mike’s cheek to his chest. “But first I must come clean. I have been lying to you.”

“What?!”

“Quiet,” she said as she pressed a finger to his lips. “The Ashley that you knew and lied to is gone. She left this world when I accepted the offer from the demon who transformed me. Ashley is just a name now, a mask that I wear when I walk around in my human form. I am like Gandalf in Lord of the Rings. Ashley is what they used to call me. Now I am Solara.”

At the mention of her name, Ashley motioned herself and turned slowly in order to show off her body like a model at the end of the runway. Mike stared and took in her demon form. He grunted and looked down at his cock. It started to soften and he frowned. He had become so close to cumming yet Ash—Solara, stopped at the worst possible moment.

The moment passed and Mike cocked his head to the side and sighed. “Is that some kind of nerd reference?”

“I always hated that about you,” she said in a more husky voice. “You never appreciated any of my jokes. But that doesn’t matter anymore. What matters right now is that I get a much needed payback and you get some much deserved punishment.”

Mike scratched his head. “It’s not too late to back out of this, right?”

Ashley laughed. “There is no going back. You won’t walk out of that door until I’m done with you.” She motioned for him to follow and they sat down across from each other in her kitchen.

Ashley remained silent and stared at Mike across the table. He couldn’t sit still. Mike drummed his fingers on the table. Then he clasped his hands together under the polished wood. Every couple of seconds, he would change his position.

“Well?” He said ending the awkward silence.

“I’m thinking, Mike. I’m thinking of all the things I want to do—of all the things I want you to do to me. Ways I can punish you for cheating on me not once, not twice, but three times.”

She quickly sat up and snapped her fingers, startling Mike in the process. He had been so on edge from the very moment he sat down at the café, even more so now that Ashley revealed she was a demon.

I still can’t believe this is happening. This has to be a dream. Right? No, it’s been too long. I would’ve woke up by now.

“Mike!”

He looked at her and he realized she had been talking to him. “Sorry.”

Ashley shifted in her seat and leaned forward. Her long black nails tapped on the table and she gave him a stern look. “I said, what was the name of the first woman you cheated on me with?”

“I don’t know. It was a long time ago. I was drunk.”

“That’s it?”

“Yes. Nothing more happened with her.”

“What about the second woman?”

That woman Mike remembered.

He’d been sober when he met her. Ashley was out of town for a convention and Mike was extremely horny that weekend. He and Ashley had a rough patch. It had been a while since they had sex, and when she left for her extended weekend getaway, Mike had gone stir-crazy.

“Her name was Rebecca,” he said at length.

“Describe her to me.”

“She had long brown hair and was my height in heels. She had okay breasts, but she was thin and athletic.”

Mike found it strange that he was being so open about this. Yet here he was telling Ashley everything he could remember about Rebecca, right down to the lingerie she wore when they had sex.

“She had bright green eyes and tan skin, I wouldn’t say she was exotic, but she did have a little bit of that in her genes. We had sex in her place, and she got dressed up in this amazing lingerie set.”

Holy fuck, why am I saying all of this?

Mike kept going, not knowing what was happening to his body and clothes as he spoke. “It was an all-black ensemble, sheer lace with shiny gold studs.”

He stood up from the table and paced back and forth, going into intricate details about Rebecca and the lingerie she wore. As he described her, his body changed. His long-sleeved button-down shirt transformed into a black lace bra. His black pants shortened into a garter belt. His boxers became panties that nestled his flaccid cock and his black socks hiked up his now hairless legs and turned into stockings.

Mike’s muscular, sculpted body faded away into a thin, delicate frame and his strong hands became long and slender. His scruff vanished as his brown hair grew down past his shoulders.

“The way she walked in those heels—black patent with matching gold studs and a platform—goddamn, she was a beautiful woman.” As he said that sentence, his vantage point rose as his black business shoes transformed into the pumps he’d just described.

Makeup appeared on his face, smoky eye shadow and crimson lipstick that matched his painted nails. Gold chandelier earrings dangled from his lobes and once he finished the thorough description of the woman, Mike came out of his magically-induced oblivious state to take in his new form and outfit.

“What the fuck?!” He wobbled in his heels. The only traces of his masculinity were his voice, his flat chest, and the visible cock in the sheer lace panties.

“Look familiar?” Ashley said as she stood up. She walked toward him, grinning and circling him. “You had such a strong memory of this woman and her outfit, I figured I’d give you a chance to wear it.”

She slapped his ass and moved her fingers across his soft, feminine body.

“So smooth, so soft. You like this, don’t you?”

“Of course not! Give me back my body!”

Ashley wagged her finger. “Remember what I said about punishment? Well, consider this part one.”

“Part one of how many?”

“That’s for me to know, and you to find out. Now, I can’t call you ‘Mike’ with a body and outfit such as that. Mike is no name for a woman. Tonight, you shall be Michelle. How’s that sound?”

“Fuck no—”

Mike cried out in pain and wobbled forward as Ashley’s hand came crashing down on his ass.

“You forget that you submitted yourself to me tonight. You forget that you must obey me. Continuing to disobey or talking back to me will lead to further punishments. Understand, Michelle?”

“Yes, Ashley.”

She wagged her finger again. “Not tonight. Ashley is no longer my name, remember? It’s Solara, and tonight, it’s Mistress Solara. Address me properly.”

“Yes, Mistress Solara,” Mike grumbled.

He had no choice. He cursed himself under his breath for being so stupid and falling into her trap. He should’ve summoned the willpower to fight and cast aside the stupid desire to submit to her. He should’ve remained strong and in control. A man is the alpha, and the woman submits to him.

“Not tonight,” she said as if reading his thoughts. “Tonight I am the alpha and you submit to me. Now, I think it’s time you paid me back for all those blowjobs I gave you.”

Solara walked behind Mike and gave him a commanding pat on the ass. He looked back at her over his shoulder and scowled. She motioned to the couch and Mike took a cautious step forward. He had never walked in high heels before. He was diving into the deep end with the black stilettos with a one-inch platform, and Solara couldn’t help but snicker as he moved from the kitchen table to one of the couches in the living room.

She put her hands on his hips, helping him sway as he strut. Mike cursed her with every step, but what upset him the most was the arousal building upside of him. A combination of the outfit he wore and the body he now had stirred something strange and new. The way his stockings encased his legs and how his panties tickled his cock and balls; how his hair swayed and the soft chimes of the chandelier earrings.

He had seen many women in this kind of outfit. He had seen Ashley—back when she was Ashley—in a similar one. Mike recalled the effect high heels had on her legs and ass, and he vividly recalled Rebecca walking toward him that night in her apartment.

Now he was the one in the sexy, arousing attire, and he was incredibly turned on by it. Mike was having an out-of-body experience and he could see himself walking in Ash—Solara’s condo. He was sitting on the couch with his eyes glued to the very convincing man en femme. He had no idea what he actually looked like, but deep down Mike knew he looked damn good.

His body betrayed him and his cock hardened until the head poked out of the top of his panties. He could feel the heat of his throbbing member pressed against his lower stomach, and looking down at it, he could see the shiny coat of precum slowly oozing out.

No, why?! Why am I so turned on by all of this?!

He got no answer. Instead he stood in front of the couch and watched as Solara sat down in front of him. She was grinning from ear to ear and looked up at him pleased.

“Go on, Michelle. Give me a nice turn. Show off that body of yours.”

Mike said nothing. He glared at her for a moment before backing away and turning around for her. When he faced her again, she gave him another command.

Solara placed her hands on her thighs and spread her legs apart. “Let’s see how good your tongue is.”

Mike could count on one hand how many times he’d orally pleasured a woman, and he’d lost count of how many blowjobs he’d received. He hesitated a moment, his eyes focusing on Solara’s dress hiked up to her ass.

He blinked when the hem revealed her pussy. She wore no panties and Mike bit his lip when he realized that this meant even when they were at the café, she was going commando. Underneath that short, tight black dress of hers was nothing but her smooth, creamy flesh.

Looking away from her pantiless nethers, Mike saw Solara wink. She said nothing as she pointed down to her crotch and he took a step forward and knelt down.

When he put his hands on her thighs he noticed his painted nails and girlish hands. He frowned and looked down once more at his body. Gone were his muscles. He was back to where he was ten years ago when he was thin and frail, back when he was a sophomore in college, when he was a shy kid who had only been with one woman. His roommate changed everything for him. A jock, frat guy, and a gym rat, Mike’s roommate transformed Mike from a skinny disappointment into a beefed up lady-killer who got what he wanted.

It was his roommate that gave him the confidence that led him to job at the company he now worked for and who helped him climb the corporate ladder. It was his roommate that made him into an alpha who the women served and submitted themselves to.

Now he was back in that thin body, lacking the confidence his frat roommate taught him and dressed in women’s lingerie, jewelry and makeup. He was on his knees in front of a woman and about to pleasure her, to submit to her.

Sorry, Tony. There’s nothing I can do.

Mike closed his eyes, took a deep breath and leaned forward.

Solara let out a satisfied squeal as Mike’s tongue snaked its way into her pussy. She watched him as he parted her pink lips with his left hand. She was dripping wet.

“Ooh!” she yelped as he buried his head in between her legs, wrapping his arm around her right leg and covering her tender flesh in countless kisses.

Mike parted her outer lips and lifted up her tiny clit hood with his fingers, giving his tongue access to the sensitive pearl beneath it. Solara responded to his exploration with a drawn out moan as she fell back onto couch.

He looked up at her from in between her legs, his tongue flicking back and forth. His fingers moved to her inner lips, tenderly pulling them apart and fully exposing Solara’s pussy.

Her body was so warm, so unnaturally hot, like she had a fever—only instead of being sick, Solara was horny.

“Oh, God, yes!” she cried out, writhing on the cushions as Mike kept up his intrusion with his tongue. “D-Don’t stop!” She squeezed his head with her thighs, holding it in place as he brought her closer and closer to sensual bliss.

Her strong legs muffled his hearing, but he could still make out the sound of her scream as she arched her back and filled his mouth with her juices. She relaxed her still-quivering legs, releasing him from her grip. He fell back onto his heels and wiped her sweet-smelling liquid from his face.

“Oh, that was wonderful,” she said breathlessly. “Only it makes me even more upset that in the year we dated, you never once did that to me—or at least, not like that. I’m going to have to find a way to make you stay here so we can make up for lost time.”

Mike said nothing. Instead he focused on himself and how turned on he was. He looked down at his fully erect cock and the shine of precum on his head and the dark patch on the panties below. He couldn’t deny how good that felt.

“Am I done?”

“No, you are far from finished. Tell me, Michelle, have you ever tried bondage?”

Mike shook his head. No, why would he ever try that? That was weird, perverted, Fifty Shades crap. No normal guy would like to be tied up or bound.

Solara leaned forward and raised Mike’s chin with her finger. “Would you like to?”

His jaw clenched shut and he swallowed hard. Mike looked up at her and she stared down at him. Her lips curled into a smirk and she rubbed his cheek with her hand.

“You’ve never wondered what it was like to be tied up and helpless? To be at the mercy of someone else? They say that bondage is the ultimate form of freedom. I’ve done it once. A friend of mine was into that kind of thing and she took me along with her to a club that she visited. Up on the stage were two women. One was dressed up in a mixture of black and red patent leather and the other was enveloped in shiny latex. Only her mouth was visible. We were close enough to the stage that I could see her lips tremble with every touch.”

Mike was suddenly curious. “Did you… you know?”

Solara raised an eyebrow. “Why, Michelle? Are you curious?”

Mike looked away, his face red. He was, and she knew it. She could see it in his eyes and in the blush on his feminine face. All it took was giving him his old body back. Solara just had to take away the outer shell he hid behind: the tough, macho, sculpted body that brimmed with confidence.

Now that he was once again weak and skinny, his whole personality had changed with it. Before he would just shoot down any idea of submitting to a woman and laugh as he took her. As he knelt down in front of the woman who was once human and his girlfriend, Mike could only think about how good he looked in this outfit and makeup, what it felt like to kneel before his ex and pleasure her.

And now he was thinking about what it would be like to be bound and at her mercy.

He bit his lip as his cock twitched. If he only had his muscular body back, he could easily say no to all of this. But the body Solara gave him was weak and submissive. It was feminine, and above all else, it was incredibly horny.

“Come with me, Mike.”

He looked up at her. It was the first time she’d used his normal name since she gave him these clothes and body. Solara extended her hand and helped him onto his feet.

She led him away from the living room into her master bedroom through a narrow hallway. Mike walked behind her, his hand out in front holding onto hers. Her grip was firm but gentle, and just like the rest of her body, her touch was warm.

He turned his head and peered into an open room. Looking ahead, he smiled at his ex-turned-demon. The room that he gazed into was an office. In it was a large wooden desk that housed two widescreen computer monitors and a custom built PC. He saw a large flatscreen TV with a recliner and a bookshelf filled to the brim with DVDs and video games.

As much as she tried to hide it. Solara was still Ashley, the geeky, nerdy chick who played too many video games and spent countless hours on the internet.

The thought left his mind when he passed through the doorway into her bedroom. Solara led him to the bed and he climbed onto it with her. Mike remained silent as she climbed off of the bed and walked up to an old wooden armoire. Minutes later she returned, and Mike’s eyes went wide when he saw what she held in her hands: red leather wrist and ankle cuffs and a blind fold.

The part of him that was still macho and alpha shouted and protested. The voice told him to stop, to say no and to tell Ashley that she and her Fifty Shades pervert self could go to hell.

The voice went silent when Solara wrapped the first cuff around Mike’s wrists and adjusted it until it was comfortably tight. He looked at the cuff on his right as she put the other onto his left. It was made of a thick red leather with a narrow, thin black leather band that had a triangular-shaped piece of metal attached to it.

When Solara adjusted the one on his left, a metal chain appeared before his very eyes, connecting the two. She grabbed onto the chain and led him to the metal bed frame at the head and attached it to the wrought iron.

Solara silently guided Mike onto his back and he lay down at the center of the bed. He looked up at his hands and tugged on the metal chain. He frowned and wondered if he would regret agreeing to this.

At that moment, he realized that he had neither agreed nor said no to Solara’s offer to engage in some bondage play. She just took him by the hand and he followed her. He’d submitted to her without even realizing it.

Mike lifted his head and watched her bind his ankles. Unlike his wrists, they were kept together, and he squirmed on the silk sheets of her bed. Solara looked up at him and smiled as she slid her hand between the valley of his legs and up onto his hairless thigh.

He threw his head back against her pillows and moaned. Her warm touch lit a fire within him and gooseflesh appeared on his legs and arms. A chill slithered up his spine and he shivered.

The more he squirmed, the hotter he became. Mike felt himself grow lightheaded and dizzy as though drunk off of a bubbly liquor. His cheeks turned red and his skin glowed with a thin layer of sweat. Solara lifted her leg, straddled his waist and placed her hands on his chest. Her fingers slid under the band of his bra that held invisible breasts and her fingers rubbed his nipples.

“Holy… shit…” he grunted. His cock became impossibly hard, but the surprisingly strong waistband of his panties held his rigid dick against his abdomen. Solara slid her hips back until her ass rested on his cock.

She pulled her hands out from his bra and leaned off to the side. Mike opened his eyes long enough to see her leaning back toward him and his vision went dark moments later. She placed the blindfold on his head and traced his lips with her thumb.

His darkened vision was fuel to the fire inside him. Almost instantly the sensitivity of his skin increased tenfold and he felt everything: the delicate sheer fabric of his stockings hugging his legs, his long brown locks on his neck and shoulders, and the silky smooth sheets beneath him.

Solara’s finger moved about his chest and stomach. Her long nail gently scratched his skin, the tiny bit of pain swallowed up by the pleasure that followed. She slowly grinded her hips forward and back as her finger continued its dance. He could feel her soaking wet cunt on his stomach, and it left traces of clear, shimmering lust like a mop on a tile floor.

He felt her climb up off of him and crawl around on the bed. For a moment, there was nothing. A stillness filled the room, and Mike felt utterly alone. He writhed on the bed and tugged on his restraints. Where? Where did she go? Did she leave him here all alone?

Mike got his answer in the form of a tongue. The long, hot appendage pressed itself against Mike’s panties right at the base of his shaft. It traveled up slowly to his crown. His moan was long and rolled like distant thunder.

This… this is impossible. How can this feel so—

His cry was one of pure bliss as the tongue circled the dickhead. Mike was swimming in pure erotic bliss. Blowjobs felt good. Sex was great. For a long time he believed nothing could feel better than his dick in a woman’s vagina or in her mouth. What he was feeling now made the best sex in his life feel like a half-assed wank.

And just when he thought he would explode, Solara stopped. Her tongue retreated into her mouth and Mike whimpered. He was so close to that heavenly orgasm. His dam was about ready to burst, but at the last second the walls were reinforced.

Solara let out a satisfied chuckle and she gripped his cock.

“Not yet, Michelle. You are not allowed to cum just yet. You have to be a good girl and earn your reward.”

“W-What must I d-do?” It was the worst kind of punishment. Whatever she did to him, Solara left Mike in a state of sexual limbo, like a sneeze that wouldn’t come. It was agonizing and it made it hard to think. He could barely put together a sentence.

“You like this, don’t you?” she purred. She lay down next to him, one hand rubbing his cheek and the other slowly stroking his dick. “Tell me how good it feels.”

It felt so good. So incredibly good. Mike couldn’t believe how arrogant he was, how much he fought it. He didn’t want to believe such pleasure could come from an act such as this. He was afraid of what would happen to him should he shed his controlling, bullish shell. He didn’t want to see himself become weak and submissive. He was close-minded, intolerant, unwilling to see the truth.

“Y-Yes,” he said at length. His answer was followed by another long, drawn out moan.

“Good. You want your reward?”

“Yes!”

“Then tell me about Kristy.”

“W-What?”

Solara let go of his dick and the feeling started to fade. He was stepping back from the cliff, away from sexual release. He needed this. He wanted it so bad. He knew what he had to do.

“She was blonde,” he said quickly, like an addict waiting anxiously for his next fix. Solara wrapped her fingers back around his dick and the feeling returned.

“Keep going,” she said.

“Her hair was long. It fell down past her shoulders. She had blue eyes. Big breasts.”

Solara moved faster and Mike moaned. He was getting closer. His body burned hotter.

“Thin. Athletic. Hourglass curves.”

Faster. Hotter. Closer.

Mike raised his voice. He was practically shouting. “Big ass. Muscular legs. Thick, pouty lips. Bubbly voi—OH!”

His hips buckled. His legs kicked and he tugged on his restraints as the dam burst. White-hot cum shot out of his cock in thick ribbons and landed on his chest, stomach and face. He could taste the salty jizz on his lips when he licked them.

Solara released his flaccid cock and Mike gasped for air. His heart pounded in his chest and he was light in the head for a few moments as the arousal swept over him, though something else stirred inside of him as well.

The fire still burned hot within him, and he cried out when he felt a pinch on his nipples and a tightness on his chest. He squirmed in total darkness as he felt his chest grow and expand. He felt a weight pressing down on him as his growing flesh filled the cups of his bra.

His brown hair that pooled beside his head grew longer and thicker, and his lips felt swollen. Mike rubbed his legs together as best as he could to combat the tingling feeling that overcame him. He instantly knew what was happening to him when he felt a dampness between his legs and a vacancy in his panties.

Gone were his cock and balls. He cried out only to hear a different voice fill his ears. It was no longer deep and husky, nor was it silky and sultry. It was light and airy, bubbly and ditzy.

Much like Kristy’s voice.

His ankle cuffs came off and Mike moved his legs around. The wrist cuffs were removed soon after and he sat up as he pulled off the blindfold. His jaw hung slack at the sight that filled his vision. He saw not his skinny, androgynous body, but a well-endowed female one. Large, round breasts hung off of his chest, and below them were hourglass curves and a tight, toned stomach.

Hair fell in front of his eyes, and when he held the locks in front of him, he saw that they were golden-blonde. It wasn’t Kristy’s body she gave him, but one very similar to it. He didn’t need a mirror to know that he stared out at the world with bright blue eyes.

“Much better, don’t you think?” Solara said, moving her fingers though Mike’s hair.

“Why? Why did you turn me into a woman?” Mike couldn’t believe the voice he was hearing. He refused to accept that the valley girl lilt was his own. But the more he spoke, the more the truth sank in.

“Because, Mike, this is your punishment, remember? The ultimate torture for a macho man such as yourself is to become that which you desire most: a girly, submissive slut. You will return to your old body in due time. But for now, this is the form you must keep until I am wholly satisfied.”

Solara crawled over to the headboard and propped herself up with some pillows. She spread her legs and rubbed her clit.

“Now, why don’t you be a good little slut and repay the many blowjobs I’ve given you?”

She moaned and Mike’s heart sank into the lowest pit of his stomach. His tan skin turned pale and he gasped as Solara’s clit transformed into a thick, meaty cock.

“How about we get started?” she said as she slowly stroked her new dick.

Mike’s eyes darted between Solara’s face—and her sly evil grin—and her cock. His heart pounded and beads of sweat gathered on his brow. He gripped the sheets and swallowed hard. 

“Come on, Mike,” she purred. “Haven’t you always wondered what it was like to have a hot, thick cock slide in between your lips and place itself on your tongue? To hear the satisfied moans and groans of the man you’re sucking and pleasuring?”

Solara squealed with delight as she played with her new dick.

“It’s a wonderful feeling, and one of the ultimate forms of submission to be on your knees in front of a man and pleasure him. I can show you what it’s like. All you have to do is wrap your lips around my cock.”

Mike’s body trembled. The fire inside of him was burning hot. This body… so full of lust. All it wants is pleasure.

He felt his mouth water. A hunger filled him and desire washed over him. There was a spark down between his legs and a chill up his spine. He wanted his. He had come so far already. What was the harm in going just a little bit further?

Mike leaned forward, his eyes glued to her cock. Solara grinned and widened her legs as he crawled up to her.

“Thatta girl,” she said, lifting Mike’s chin as he inched closer to her. “I want to hear you say it.”

“Say what?”

“You know what.”

His already red face became darker. “I… I want your cock.”

“Again.”

“I want to suck your cock.”

“Once more, and address me properly.”

Mike bit his lip. Each declaration made him hotter and hornier. He squeezed his legs together and moaned as a drop of liquid lust flowed down his inner thighs. The sensation stuck with him and all he could think about was how wet he was and how much his pussy hungered.

This… this can’t be what all women feel? This is incredible. So powerful.

“I want your cock, Mistress Solara.”

She pulled her hand out from under his chin and his face fell forward. The tip of her dick was a few inches from his face, and he said nothing as he slowly wrapped his lips around it.

“It’s a wonder that only an hour or so ago you were a man’s man, an alpha dude with a great muscular body and the confidence to take what he wants.” She moved her fingers through Mike’s long blonde hair as he slowly bobbed up and down on her thick shaft. “Now look at you. You’re a weak-willed, submissive little slut. How does it feel to fall so far?”

Mike said nothing. Half of her cock was in his mouth and his tongue was busy caressing the underside of it. Any sounds that escaped his lips were moans. He was swept up in the sensation, and the deeper he went, the better it felt.

Solara grunted and groaned, often voicing how good it felt and how now she knew why men liked it so much. She squirmed on the bed as Mike took the full length into his mouth, occasionally letting it fall out so he could catch his breath.

His right hand snaked its way down past his breasts and his fingers found his cunt. He twitched and let out a squeal as his fingers parted and played with his wet pussy. Solara grabbed his chin and lifted his gaze up to her.

She smiled. “How about the real thing instead of those thin, girly fingers of yours?”

Mike bit his lip and silently nodded. 

Solara crawled forward and Mike fell onto his back. His breasts heaved and bounced, and faster than he could blink, she was on top of him. She pinned his wrists to the bed and he looked up at her. Her black hair hung like the boughs of a willow tree and her blue eyes shone through the shadow cast on her face.

She released one of his wrists and brought her hand to his face. She brushed her thumb across his lips and slid her hand down his throat to his breasts. Mike moaned and writhed beneath her as she fondled his heavy, aching tits.

Solara pushed her hips forward and slid her dick across the moist folds of his cunt. She teased him with her cock, rubbing it and coating it with the clear fluid that oozed out of him until he begged for it.

She brought her lips down to his ear and whispered. “Say it again.”

“Fuck me!” he cried out. Mike was in agony. His body wanted it so badly and she wouldn’t stop teasing him. It was all he wanted. It was all he desired. “Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Mike’s eyes opened and he screamed as Solara buried her cock inside him. “Oh, fuck!”

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Solara said as she pulled out slowly.

Mike could only moan as she pushed back in and started fucking him rhythmically. Her hips gyrated and Mike found himself pushing his hips up against hers.

She pulled out, ordered him onto his hands and knees, and slid back into him. Mike dropped his head and watched his breasts bounce as she rocked back and forth. Solara gripped his hips, occasionally slapping his ass as she fucked him.

Mike gripped the sheets. He knew what was coming despite having never felt a woman’s orgasm before. The buildup was intense, already surpassing the best sex of his life as a man. By now he would’ve cum and the deed would’ve been done. Instead he kept climbing higher and higher. The fire grew hotter and hotter. His skin tingled and he could feel the pressure building.

He was so close. So very close. His head grew light, he closed his eyes, his jaw hung loose and his moans got shorter and faster.

Then it happened.

Mike’s eyes opened and rolled back into his head as he cried out in unfathomable ecstasy. Every nerve in his body fired off at once. He was swept under the wave and was drowning in pure carnal bliss.

Solara pulled out, and globs of her demonic cum oozed out of his pussy. She fell back into her heels and Mike fell down onto his side. He stared off into nothingness as he rode out the remainder of the sexual high.

His brain cleared up and he was able to think straight again. That was… that was beyond anything I could have possibly imagined. This is what it’s like for a woman? This body is so sensitive, so wonderfully horny. I… I can’t go back to being a man. This is better than anything I could ever experience as a guy.

Solara lay down next to him and ran her fingers through his hair. He looked at her and suddenly felt very tired. His eyelids grew heavy and the world went dark.

Mike opened his eyes to pale light of dawn. It filled the room he was in and he sat up, rubbing his eyes. As his vision cleared he discovered that he was back in his own bedroom and almost immediately he realized he was back in his old body.

His hands went to his chest, and instead of large, heavy breasts he found firm pecs. He reached down between his legs and came upon his cock and balls.

Mike frowned and sighed heavily. When he laid eyes on the clothes he wore and the empty bottle of booze on his bed, he figured it was all a dream, that he had come home after work, got plastered and past out.

He scrolled through his voicemail and found Ashley’s missing and wondered if that too was part of the illusion brought on by the alcohol. He fell back onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling.

“If it was a dream,” he said aloud, “it felt so incredibly real.”

A week later, Mike was in the backseat of a luxury town car with a coworker who busied himself with his phone. Every night since his dream encounter with Ashley, he’d dreamt about being a woman. Those dreams were so vivid, and every morning, he woke up sweating and breathless.

Mike stared out the window as the car drove down the busy street, and turning a corner he spotted the café he’d supposedly met Ashley in. He sighed, his eyes traveling listlessly over the patrons.

Then he saw her.

Sitting in the corner of the patio was a woman. She wore a black dress with red shoes. Her lips were the same color red and she wore dark sunglasses. Her brown hair was pulled up into a bun, and as the car drove pass, the woman titled her head forward and Mike saw a pair of bright blue eyes.

He blinked, and the woman was gone.


NEW RECRUIT

 

Roger threw his hands up into the air and cheered as he watched the wide receiver score a touchdown on the bar’s big screen TV. He reached back, grabbed a hold of his frosty mug, and took a long swig of his beer.

Seated next to him at the tall table was Layla, a beautiful woman with long brown hair and jade green eyes. She leaned forward onto her hand, sighing as she stared off into the space ahead of her.

“Got something you want to say?” Roger said, looking over his shoulder at his old lady.

“No, no, please,” she said with a wave of her hand, “drink your beer and watch your stupid football as I sit here and stare at the same picture I always stare at night after night.”

“You got a problem with this bar? This is my favorite bar, and since I’m the man, I decide where we go.”

Layla rolled her eyes as she took another sip of her drink, her eyes drawn away from the beer poster with the woman in a bikini on it to the front door of the bar.

A group of women wearing dark shirts, jeans, and leather vests walked in and up to the bar. Layla watched them carefully, and it wasn’t long before she realized who they were.

Roger threw his hands in the air once more as his favorite team scored a touchdown. His outburst drew the attention of the women bikers.

“Hey, asshole!” one of them shouted, pointing at Roger. He ignored the woman, figuring they were talking to someone else.

Even after standing into his line of sight, Roger leaned to the side and looked around them.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” the front woman shouted, pointing to the patch on his leather jacket. “You’re trespassing on our turf.”

Roger cursed at the women and looked past them at the TV again. He slammed his hands on the table after watching the quarterback fumble.

“Did you hear me?” the woman said, stepping toward him.

“Yeah, bitch, I did. Now move the fuck away.”

“How about you get the fuck out of our bar?”

“Your bar?” Roger laughed. “A bunch of bimbos like you aren’t bikers. More like a bunch of whores who can’t suck dick decided to get together and play pretend.”

“What the fuck, Roger?!” Layla said, sliding down off of her bar stool and moving in between her boyfriend and the three women inches away from beating the crap out of him.

She turned toward the women. “Look, ignore my drunk boyfriend. He’s all talk. Tries to act all macho the days after I peg him in the bedroom.”

The three women burst into laughter as Roger turned bright red. The embarrassment quickly turned into anger and he slammed his mug on the table.

He grabbed Layla and spun her around toward him, then slapped her across the face. She screamed as she stumbled backwards into the arms of the bikers.

“That’s bullshit and you know it, Layla,” he shouted. The bar grew silent and waited to see what would happen next.

Roger turned away from the three women, picked up his mug, and silently drank his beer, only to step down and walk off toward the bathroom moments later.

The women helped Layla back into her feet and chatted quietly with her. The club president shook Layla’s hand and smiled before leaving the bar.

“Back to what you’re doing, folks,” she said, stepping out of the door.

With all eyes elsewhere, no one saw Layla drop the tiny pill into Roger’s mug. She smiled as she watched it dissolve, holding her cold drink to her face where Roger hit her.

 

“Come on, let’s go. You’re driving me home,” Roger slurred as he slid down from the stool. His head was swimming in alcoholic bliss as he stumbled toward the door. “Huh, I didn’t realize I had that much to drink…”

Layla rolled her eyes as she dragged her boyfriend out the door. He stumbled toward their car, his eyelids getting heavier and heavier with each step.

She opened the car door, threw him onto the seat, and she grinned as he tiptoed the fine line between consciousness and drug-induced sleep.

As he pressed his cheek to the cool window, Roger heard a soft rumble around him, almost like a distant thunder. Engines, he realized through his pleasant haze. Those are engines…

The pane began to vibrate against his face, and soon the lull of the engines grew into a deafening roar. The last thing Roger saw before the world went black were the headlights of three bikes shining directly into his eyes.

When he finally awoke, he discovered that not only was he not at home in bed, but he was tied up in the middle of a clubhouse.

There were several other women in the clubhouse. A couple of them were playing pool while others were drinking at the bar or playing cards.

Roger was the only man among them.

He squirmed in his chair when he realized that he was bound, and looking down, his eyes went wide when he discovered that not only was he completely naked, but shaved as well.

“Holy shit, what the fuck did you do to me?” he shouted over the din.

“We shaved you,” said a voice from behind him. “Oh, and allow me to introduce myself. I am Rebecca, the president of the club you insulted.”

“You fuckers are going to pay when my brothers hear what you—”

“Oh really?” the blonde said, putting her heeled boot on the chair inches away from Roger’s exposed cock. “Your brothers will do nothing.”

“We talked to them while you were out cold. It seems you were on your last leg with them,” a different woman said. “When we informed them what you did to your old lady, they disowned you.”

The color from Roger’s face drained as he watched one of them tear the patch from his vest. His stomach churned. His club was his life—his family. What the hell was he going to do now?

“But I have some good news,” the woman purred. “You’re a free agent now, and we have two openings in our club! So how about it, Roger? Would you like to join?”

“Oh, but that’s right,” Rebecca said, tapping her forehead. “We accept women only. But we can fix that, can’t we, ladies?”

“Oh no you don’t!” Roger said, struggling against his restraints.

He felt a pinch in his shoulder. Wincing, he looked over to see another woman holding a syringe and injecting a clear fluid below his flesh.

“That oughta keep you under control,” Rebecca said with a grin.

“What did you—”

“It’s a muscle relaxant,” she replied, untying Roger’s restraints.

The moment he was free, he stood up to run away, only his legs turned to jelly underneath him. He fell forward, managing a pitiful squeak as the air rushed from his belly and lungs. None of his limbs would respond to his commands. He was utterly helpless.

“No, please!” he begged.

“Silence, Roger,” Rebecca said, filling his mouth with a ball gag.

He cried out from behind the round ball, but the sound was muffled, escaping only as a few piteous whimpers. He watched as they dragged him across the clubhouse floor and into one of the bedrooms.

The bikers plopped him into the bed. He watched in horror as the women decided on what he should wear.

The outfits they were discussing made the color drain from his face and his heart race. They huddled up and lowered their discussion into a whisper when they realized he could hear them talking.

It took mere minutes for the group of women to decide how to dress him.

Silently, they gathered the items from the drawers and from the other rooms, bringing them all together in front of Roger.

There was a pink thong, a black leather miniskirt, and a red tube top. One of the women handed over a white bra and the tallest of the entire club gave the blonde woman a pair of clear-soled heels and black fishnet stockings.

In addition to the clothing pile, the women gathered jewelry, including a rhinestone collar with a large metal ring, bracelets, rings, hoop earrings, a belly button ring, and an anklet.

“Look what I found!” one of the women said, running into the bedroom. She held in her hands a blonde wig made up of lavish curls and waves.

“Very good, girls. I think Roger here will look like a very pretty slut once we’re all through.” Rebecca regarded him coolly, a cruel smile spreading across her face.

“Oh, one last thing: that position I was telling you about?” She grinned. “It wasn’t for a biker. Us girls needed our own personal whore to pleasure us when we need it. Every club has a girl that they share, so why not us?”

The group of women laughed as Roger protested from behind his ball gag. He tried to maneuver his body, but nothing budged, not even the tips of his fingers.

There was nothing he could do but watch as they lifted up his smooth, hairless legs and slid them through the leg holes of the thong.

The women giggled as they pulled it up to his waist, tucking his limp dick into the little pouch of fabric.

“I guess his machismo was compensating for something,” one of the women said, fondling his cock and balls through the fabric.

Roger’s face turned bright red as two women rolled the stockings up into donuts and slid them up his legs, encasing them in the delicate fabric.

The scalloped tops kept them high on his thigh and the women softly rubbed his legs through the fishnets.

“So soft, and so feminine. Your legs are perfect for stockings!”

The women laughed as they lifted his torso up off of the bed. They slid his arms through the bra straps and clasped it behind him. They stuffed the cups of the bra before pulling the tube top down over him.

The top left his entire midriff bare, and the stuffed bra gave him the illusion of having C-cup breasts. They dropped him back down onto the bed and fed the skirt up his legs.

The hem barely covered his thighs, leaving the tops of his stockings exposed. One of the women fed her hands through the waist band and pulled the straps of the thong up and onto his narrow hips.

Roger rolled his eyes skyward, moaning from the wedgie the thong gave him.

“I think he likes it!” one of them shouted, pointing at the growing bulge in his skirt.

He snarled at them from behind the ball gag, trying to explain that it was their playful fondling that got him hard and not the clothes, but they wouldn’t listen.

Instead, they continued to tease him as they slid on the clear pair of hooker heels. Two women climbed onto the bed and one of them held his head still while the other started the makeover.

A dark-haired woman gave him the works, hiding any trace of masculinity underneath the makeup. She removed the gag from his mouth before painting his lips a dark red.

“Looking slutty, Ramona,” the woman said, covering his red lips with a sparkling coat of gloss.

“Ramona… I like that,” Rebecca said, combing the wig. She handed it to the woman who did the makeup and she placed it on Roger’s head, completing the transformation.

“Holy shit. He actually looks like a woman,” she said. The woman pulled her phone out of her back pocket and took several pictures of Roger all done up. “There. Now you have no other choice. Either cooperate, or we’ll share these photos with the other clubs. You’ll never be able to show your face in a biker bar again. Understand?”

Roger nodded slowly. There was no more fighting it; he had to do whatever it was that they wanted him to. He’d do anything to stop those photos from getting out.

The women finished his transformation with the jewelry and rolled him onto his belly. He felt something wet and cold applied to his lower back, and when the women peeled it off, he realized it could only be one thing.

“Now Ramona is officially a tramp.”

He heard the woman taking pictures with her phones, and as they rolled him onto his back again, feeling returned to his fingers. A couple of minutes later, he could walk.

Under the watchful eye of the female bikers, Roger was taught how to walk, talk, and act like a woman. They forced him to strut all around the clubhouse until he was comfortable in the heels. He had to rock his hips as he walked; stand tall, and stick his chest out.

Then they made him bend at the waist and stick his butt out.

“Nice ass, slut!” one of the women shouted, squeezing his cheeks. “Give us a dance!”

“Yeah, dance!” they chanted. One of them turned the music up and Roger moved his body to the rhythm, obeying the orders given to him until the music stopped.

Then the door to the clubhouse opened and all eyes went to the woman standing there.

Anger filled Roger when he laid eyes on his old lady. It was all her fault that he was here dressed like this. If she hadn’t opened her mouth, they’d be back at his apartment having sex by now.

“Well, well, well,” Layla said, sauntering into the clubhouse carrying a large shopping bag. She wore tight jeans and a black tank top. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail and she wore black leather, high-heeled boots. He had never seen her look this attractive before. “Aren’t you a good-looking whore. I hope you fuck as good as you look.”

The women cheered at Layla’s insult, and the hollering only got louder when she set the bag on the ground and pulled out what was inside.

“I brought some presents for my new sisters,” she said, grinning. “For helping rid me of my shitty boyfriend.”

In her hand was a black leather harness with a double-ended, skin-colored dildo attached to the front.

Roger watched as Layla shimmied out of her tight jeans and red thong. She stepped into it, moaning as she inserted one of the ends inside of her and tightened the straps before walking further into the clubhouse and handing Rebecca the shopping bag.

The club president smiled before dumping the contents onto the table: three more harnesses with dildos attached and a large bottle of lube.

“Well, Ramona, now that your ex is here, it’s time for initiation. But of course, you may have the first dance with our new clubhouse whore, Layla.”

“Thank you,” Layla said, grabbing the bottle of lube. “I’m honored to be welcomed into this club.”

Roger took a couple steps backward as Layla strolled toward him, smiling widely as she stroked the thick rubber cock lathered with lube.

“What’s the matter Rog—Ramona? You weren’t this afraid last night when I fucked you silly.”

“Where do you think you’re going?” one of the bikers said, grabbing Roger’s shoulders and pushing him back into the center of the room as he tried to flee. The women closed in on Roger, cutting off any escape and leading him to the large leather couch.

Layla grabbed his shoulders and pushed him onto the couch, lifting up the hem of his skirt and pulling aside the strap of the thong.

“Oh, wow—he’s so smooth! I’ve been trying to get him to shave for so long,” Layla murmured, rubbing her hand across Roger’s smooth ass. “And I love the tramp stamp. So fitting for a whore like Ramona.”

She gripped Roger’s hips and leaned in close. “Are you ready, slut? I want you to moan for me.”

Roger whimpered as she drove her hips forward, burying the thick cock into his asshole. He fell forward onto the couch, bent over the armrest. Layla stood behind him, thrusting in and out of his tight hole, pushing so hard the couch started to slide.

“Oh yeah, baby!” she shouted, slapping Roger on the ass. “Take it like a whore!”

Roger moaned into the cushions of the pillow. He could hear the other bikers cheering and yelling, urging Layla on as she relentlessly fucked him, her bucking hips making wet slapping sounds against Roger’s plump, juicy cheeks.

She pummeled him for what felt like an eternity. When he finally managed to lift his face off the couch, Roger came face-to-face with another rubber cock.

“That’s right, slut,” Rebecca said through her Cheshire grin. “It’s time for a spit roast. Open that pretty little mouth of yours.” She grabbed his chin and forced his mouth open, filling it with her fake dick. “Oh yeah, suck it!”

The cheering and the chanting got louder as Roger was filled from both ends. He choked on Rebecca’s cock, desperately trying to inhale through his nose as she fucked the back of his throat. It was overwhelming to the point where his mind was lost in a sea of lust. His dick hardened, pushing aside the thin fabric of the thong and lifting up the hem of his skirt.

His body was on fire, burning brightly as he neared his climax. Layla moaned loudly as she pushed hard into Roger, the second end of the dildo driving into her g-spot hard enough to make her cum while buried in Roger’s ass.

“Oh god, yes!” She wiped the sweat from her brow as she backed away from Roger and turned toward the rest of the female bikers. “She’s all yours.”

“My turn!” Rebecca said, pulling her dick out of Roger’s mouth. “Not so tough now, are you, whore?”

Roger whimpered as the woman made her way behind him and stuffed her cock into his vacant asshole.

Layla sat down in front of him and he watched her remove the double-ended strap-on, exposing her sopping wet cunt, her lust oozing out of her pink pussy and dribbling down her thighs.

It was a ritual they did every time she pegged him.

She slid her coated end into Roger’s mouth, forcing him to clean it of her juices before grabbing a fistful of his hair and burying his head in her cunt, moaning as he licked her clean. She rubbed his cheek as he lapped hungrily at her, looking up at the blonde who slowed her thrusts, then pulled out.

“All right, tie this whore up,” Rebecca commanded.

Two of the women lifted Roger up off of the armrest and dragged him over into the corner of the room where a leash made of chains waited for him.

“This used to be where we kept our dog, but Old Jimmy passed away last summer and this corner has remained vacant since then. Well, not anymore.”

They clipped the metal leash to his collar, secured it with a lock, and put the gag back in his mouth. Roger kneeled quietly and watched as the women returned to what they were doing. The woman talked, laughed, and drank, cheering for their new recruit and the present she’d given them.

For the rest of the night, Roger did nothing more than eat out the women bikers. They’d stand in front of him and hold his head against their crotch until they were satisfied. Then they’d go back to their fun, making him nothing more than a living sex toy.

But the night wasn’t over. Unbeknownst to Roger, it was only just beginning.

The sounds of engines rose over the din of conversation, then quickly vanished. Roger’s face turned ashen when he heard the front door open and the sounds of heavy books fill the clubhouse.

Oh, fuck!

The footsteps grew louder until three men appeared. Roger recognized them instantly. They were the three leaders of the club that—up until recently—he rode for.

All three men were large and strong, with chiseled bodies and weathered features. Oscar, Marco, and José, all veteran riders and not to be trifled with. The Three Kings, his former club called them. They were the top dogs of the whole chapter.

“Welcome, gentlemen,” Rebecca said, standing up from the couch. “I’m glad you could join us tonight.”

“Thank you for the invitation,” Marco, the club president said. “We’d love to discuss a pact between our two clubs.”

“Before the discussions begin,” Rebecca said, walking away from the three men. “An offering of good faith.”

“Well I’ll be,” Marco said, moving toward Roger. “I didn’t recognize you in that get up. You look like the genuine article.”

“Roger was always an asshole,” Oscar chimed in. “I’m surprised we kept him in our club for as long as we did.”

“But when you told us what he did to his old lady? That was the final straw.” José added.

Marco squatted down in front of Roger. He grabbed his chin with his hand and inspected him closely. “Shame she’s flat-chested, otherwise she’d be one hot piece of ass.”

Roger turned bright red and looked away from the man he used to ride for.

“I’ll bet a little whore like you is a good cocksucker. It’s about time someone plugged up that mouth of yours.”

“Please, gentlemen, have your way with Ramona.”

“Ramona? I like that,” Oscar said, turning to Layla. “I’m glad you were able to rid yourself of this scum Layla.”

José winked. “How did a fine girl like you end up with him?”

“It doesn’t matter anymore,” she said with a smile. “I’m newly single.”

“What do you have to say to that, Ramona?” Marco said, removing the ball gag from Roger’s mouth.

“Please… don’t—”

Marco slapped him across the face. “I’m looking at a pretty whore, not a man.”

“Please don’t, Marco,” he whimpered in his best female voice.

“Marco? That’s sir to you, slut!” Marco stood up and unzipped his jeans, letting his monster cock loose. It hung inches away from Roger’s face, getting harder before his very eyes. “I’m waiting.”

“Hurry up, whore!” one of the other women shouted. “Do your job!”

Roger looked at Layla, who paid him no heed. Instead, all her attention was on José, who had his arm around her whispering something into her ear that made her excited.

He swallowed his pride and took the monster dong in his hands. His fingers trembled as he wrapped them around the hard shaft. Marco pushed his hips forward, bringing the head of his cock up to Roger’s ruby red lips.

“Lick it first,” he grunted. “I want you to taste it before you take it all in. This is what a real man tastes like.”

Roger stuck his tongue out and licked the crown, encircling it before wrapping his lips around it.

“Thatta girl, slowly now. You like sucking cock, don’t you?”

Roger said nothing. Instead, he closed his eyes as he took a little more of Marco’s cock.

“Answer him!” Rebecca shouted.

He took his mouth off of the cock. “…yes, I do…” Roger mumbled.

“Louder,” Oscar growled.

The second of the Three Kings stepped up next to Marco, blocking Roger’s view of Layla. He could barely see her in between the two men. She had her arms wrapped around José and was kissing him passionately as José’s hand slid down her back and grabbed her ass.

“Eyes on us,” Oscar said, unzipping his jeans and letting his dark-skinned beast out. It was even bigger than Marco’s. “I want you to stroke mine while you suck on his.”

Roger looked away as he grabbed hold of Oscar’s cock, stroking it slowly as he swallowed more of Marco.

“Faster, whore!” Marco said, putting his hand on the back of Roger’s head.

Roger picked up the pace, bobbing up and down on Marco’s cock while he continued to stroke Oscar.

“Good, now switch!”

He let Marco’s cock fall out of his mouth and took a couple breaths before swallowing Oscar’s beast. He could hear Layla moaning, and through a small gap in their bodies, Roger saw Layla bent over the couch getting fucked by José.

Oscar looked over at the couple and back down at Roger. “Are you jealous of her, Ramona? I’ll bet you want to be fucked by a big stud, too.”

Marco nodded and walked behind Roger, grabbing his hips with his strong hands as he knelt down behind him. Oscar followed suit and knelt down in front of Roger. He grabbed into Roger’s head and pulled him back down onto his cock.

At the same time, Marco lined his dick up with Roger’s ass and buried it deep into his hole. Roger cried out, his outburst muffled by the thick cock filling up his mouth.

The two men thrust their hips back and forth, fucking and filling Roger from both ends.

“Oh god, she’s looser than I thought!” Marco said, slapping Roger on the ass. He grunted and groaned as he pounded Roger with the full force of his ripped body.

Oscar held Roger’s head in place as he fucked him, pushing his monster cock all the way into Roger’s throat. Roger gagged and shuddered as Oscar’s musk filled his nostrils and his shaft pulsed in his throat. Layla’s screams grew louder, sending unwanted shivers down his spine as his cock grew harder and harder.

His head swam in erotic bliss as he blew his load all over the clubhouse floor. Moments later, Oscar pulled his dick out of Roger’s mouth and climaxed, blanketing Roger’s face in his thick cum.

The women laughed and cheered as Roger was coated in jizz, streams of it landing on his tongue. He tasted the man’s cum, the salty flavor adding spice to the ecstasy overtaking him.

Satisfied, Oscar stood up and walked away, just in time for Roger to see Layla orgasm. He had never heard her scream so loud.

He fell forward onto his arms as Marco thrust deeply into him. Roger could feel the heat as Marco filled him with his cum. He slapped Roger’s ass one last time before pulling out.

Then Marco stood up, put his jeans back on, and nodded at Rebecca. He and Oscar walked away from Roger, who remained on his hands and knees. Cum dripped off of his face and oozed out of his asshole, tickling the backs of his thighs as it dripped toward his bruised knees.

“That was amazing,” Layla said breathlessly.

“Anytime, gorgeous,” José cooed in reply.

“Thank you for the wonderful gift,” Marco said to Rebecca.

“Was she to your liking?”

“She was,” Oscar added.

“Well, then. Should this deal go through, you three are welcome to help yourselves to our house whore whenever you like. But only if none of us are using her!”

Everyone in the clubhouse joined in on the laughter.

Everyone but Roger.

He sighed heavily and put the ball gag back into his mouth. With nowhere to run and no brothers to back him up, he reluctantly accepted his fate as the clubhouse whore.

NIGHT OF THE BIMBO

 

Sean sighed as he surveyed the storefront. He stood on the sidewalk, his back to the street, hands in his jacket pockets as he debated whether or not to step foot inside. By day, the store was a hipster coffee shop. He had been there once before and regretted it. Overpriced coffee, plaid-shirted baristas with man-buns and high opinions of themselves, indie folk music, the works. His date waited for him inside. A woman from one of the numerous dating apps installed on his phone. He already knew it wasn’t going to go well, but desperation forced him to “widen his scope” to someone he normally wouldn’t be interested in.

He only made it two steps.

The van screeched to a stop behind him. He turned just in time to see the side door slide open and two masked individuals leap out and grab him. A thick gloved hand covered his mouth, muffling any attempt to shout for help. There was a sharp prick in his neck, and the world went black.

 

A bright white light greeted him as he opened his eyes. The fog that clouded his vision and mind vanished quickly when Sean discovered that not only was he bound a chair, but that he was also stark naked. It was a spreader chair—the kind someone would find in an OBGYN’s office; wrists, ankles, and waist all securely fastened. In the harsh glow of the spotlight, Sean made another unsettling realization: in addition to being naked, his skin was smooth as silk. Not a single strand of hair. Not even by his groin. The spotlight did little to reveal the room. For all he knew he was in some massive warehouse.

“Hello! Anyone out there?!”

“I see you’re awake,” a female voice said from the shadows.

“Let me go! What the fuck is going on?”

The click of high heels echoed in the chamber, and a moment later a woman stepped into Sean’s vision. She had brown hair with sleek black dress, arms folded as she surveyed his hairless body, incredibly attractive even with the look of displeasure she currently wore.

“Who are you? Let me go you bitch!” Sean commanded.

The woman feigned shock. “What a surprise.” She turned and looked back at something hidden in the shadows. “You weren’t kidding. He is a fucking asshole.”

“Who are you calling an asshole you fucking whore!” He looked around, hoping to catch a glimpse at whoever else was there.

The brunette laughed and Sean heard some more footsteps.

“Oh, I wasn’t kidding,” a second, strangely familiar, female voice said. 

Then a blonde woman wearing a similar black dress entered the circle of light and Sean’s eyes widened with recognition. “You! It’s you! The waitress!” He turned to the brunette. “You’re one of the strippers from the other night!”

The brunette nodded.

The blonde leaned over Sean and poked his forehead. “So, you aren’t all that brainless after all. Let’s fix that, shall we?”

“What are you going—” Whatever else he had to say was lost as the brunette filled Sean’s mouth with a ball gag.

“Ah, much better,” she smiled as she tightened the strap. “Can’t stand hearing him talk.”

A week ago, Sean was minding his own business at the strip club bar, overindulging in the happy hour cocktail specials. He remembered the blonde waitress, and saying something to her, but whatever it was, he couldn’t recall. The waitress didn’t seem bothered by it either, as she walked off and Sean left not long after.

Though based his current situation, maybe it was worse than he remembered.

“You said some harsh things to me last week, so I figured I should teach you a lesson. My friend and I are going to help you experience a night you’ll never forget.”

The brunette walked off and returned a moment later wheeling beside her a full-length mirror. She positioned it so Sean could see his entire body. Not only was all his body hair gone, but his face was clean shaven too! And they did something to his eyebrows!

“Phase one,” said the blonde said. She walked behind him and returned with some sort of cart, but Sean couldn’t see what the contents were. She reached over and grabbed the first item. When he saw it, his eyes went wide. He struggled against his bonds, but they held firm. He cursed and shouted at the blonde, but all that came out were muffles.

“My, my, what a vile creature,” the brunette said.

“Which is why we need to restrain him,” the blonde replied.

The two women laughed, but Sean couldn’t take his eyes off of the plastic chastity cage the woman held in her hand. She brought it down to his groin and he tried to pull away from her.

“Now, now, you want to be very still while I’m putting this on you.” She looked up at him and winked. “Don’t want anything to happen to your precious manhood, wouldn’t you?”

“It was that manhood that got him in this position in the first place,” the brunette said.

The blonde waited patiently; eyes fixed on Sean. After a few moments, Sean closed his eyes and turned away. First, she slid his cock and balls through the ring before sliding the tube on. The plastic was cold, which made him shudder.

“It’s so tiny,” the brunette said. “Are you sure you even need it?”

“Definitely explains his macho, tough-guy attitude,” the blonde laughed.

All Sean could do was grumble as he watched her secure the cage with a tiny padlock. He looked up at the dark ceiling and grunted in frustration after seeing the waitress dangle the little key in front of him.

Just when he thought it couldn’t get any worse, the blonde wheeled the cart into view, and he laid his eyes on a pair of massive fake breasts.

“I’ll bet you’re still wondering what we plan on doing to you,” the brunette said.

Sean nodded sheepishly.

“Consider it…” the blonde’s lips curled into a sadistic smile. “Payback. But also, a life lesson. What’s the saying? Walk a mile in their shoes?”

The brunette took one of the fake breasts—which was about as big as a watermelon—and brushed a clear liquid on the flat surface.

“Bimbos have very large boobs—like, mega huge.” The blonde cupped her breasts. “While mine aren’t small, they’re nothing compared to real bimbos. You do remember what you called me right? An air-headed bimbo.”

Sean flinched as the brunette placed the fake breast on his chest. The material—and the adhesive she applied—were both very cold. He watched as the blonde applied adhesive to the other breast and handed it to her partner-in-crime. Sean titled his head in an attempt to see around his new breasts. The women applied some makeup to the seams making them vanish before his very eyes. It was as if they were really his!

Sean grumbled, the anger reduced to a dull roar. If he could only get out of—

“Now, for this next part, we’ll need you be a good little doll and not move,” the blonde said. “However, we don’t think you’ll behave, so we made some preparations.”

Sean watched in wide-eyed horror as the brunette handed a syringe to the blonde. He pulled his neck away as best as he could, but all he could gain was a couple inches. The two women laughed as she pressed it to his skin and felt the sharp prick.

Reminiscent of the anesthesia the dentist used to inject, Sean felt the tingling numbness spread out from his neck through his body. In a matter of moments Sean went numb from the tips of his toes, to the top of his head. Try as he might, all he could do was blink. His body was completely limp, completely unresponsive. At the mercy of his captors.

The blonde reached down and flipped a switch and the chair that he was in repositioned itself until he was lying flat on his back. She paced around him. “While you don’t have much in the way of curves, you aren’t square as a board either.” She looked over at the brunette. “Onto the lingerie.”

Sean wanted to scream, cry no! please no! But nothing came out. The only voice he had left, was the one in his head. With his vision limited to the ceiling, he couldn’t see what happened next as his legs were lifted into the air. Delicate fabric slid down his legs, then they lifted his waist until what he could only guess were panties gently caressed his caged cock and butt.

“Adorable, don’t you think?” The blonde said to the brunette. She rubbed his cock through the underwear. The delicate fabric brought with it a new, strange feeling. It actually felt… good.

“The pink suits him,” the brunette said. “Though I wish you had gone with a thong.”

The blonde held up a pink lace bra. “I hope this will hold those massive tits you got there.”

After some repositioning, the two women managed to get the bra on him. Then they disappeared, leaving Sean to contend with the thoughts in his head. What were they going to do with him? Haven’t they done enough already? Can’t he just apologize and be let go?

When the two women eventually returned a minute or so later, they pressed a button under the table and Sean felt like Frankenstein’s monster as he went from lying flat to practically standing. In front of him stood the brunette and if Sean had control over his head, he would’ve shaken it in protest.

In one hand was a tight, hot pink mini dress adorned with streaks of glittery rhinestones. In the other hand, she held up a pair of matching hot pink platform high heels that had a built-in locking ankle strap. Draped over her arm were white fishnet stockings.

With some effort, they managed to pull the dress over him. It left nothing to the imagination and covered only the top half of his thighs. If he bent over, his panties would be exposed for all to see. After sliding the stay-up stockings, they slipped his feet into the heels and locked them.

“Now comes the best part,” the blonde said as she reached up and removed the ballgag.

Sean tried to speak, but all he could muster was a quiet mumble.

“Makeover!” the two women screamed in unison. 

Oh fuck. Oh FUCK!

Sean watched helplessly as they went to work on his face, applying the whole gambit of cosmetics. Each item held up before him with what it was called, as if instructing him on how to do it himself. Then came the lipstick.

The blonde held the tube before him. “Bright, glittery pink. It also contains a chemical that temporarily thickens your lips. Because every bimbo needs big, pink, pouty lips. Perfect for sucking cock!”

They giggled as they showed him the last item: a platinum blonde wig. With the wig on, the transformation was complete. He’d woken up that morning an ordinary guy, but now he was sure he looked anything but. Sean looked over the brunette’s shoulder at the full length mirror. It was turned away from him, keeping his new appearance a mystery.

The brunette smiled as she adjusted his wig. “We’re not done yet.”

He was devastated. What else could they do to me? What more needs to be done!? I’ve learned my lesson, I promise!

He got his answer seconds later. Gold hoop earrings, matching pink nail polish, gold bracelets and to top it all off, a diamond-studded choker with the word “BIMBO”—“To hide your Adam’s apple,” one of the ladies explained. 

After a couple of puffs of perfume, the blonde clapped her hands together. “All done. The transformation is finished. Now onto phase two: training!”

Sean felt some life in his body. “Training? He muttered.

“Well, duh! If you’re gonna look the part, you gotta act it too.”

The blonde flipped a switch and the table transformed back into a chair. They wheeled him over to several large computer screens and put a pair of over-the-ear headphones on him. The screens turned on, and they all said the same thing: “BEGIN TRAINING?” in bright pink letters on a black background.

Oh fuck.

The blonde turned toward Sean and grinned. “Ready to become that air-headed bimbo you were born to be?” 

Before he could even muster some semblance of a response, she clicked “YES!”. All at once, Porn filled the screens laid out before him, filling his vision. They flickered and flashed, not staying on one for long enough. All close ups on the women as they sucked cock and got fucked by, more often then not, more than one guy. Their cries and moans filled his ears and after a minute or so of this erotic audiovisual bombardment, a woman’s voice began to speak to him.

“You’re an air-headed bimbo. As you listen to my voice, your IQ lowers…”

What the fuck is this shit!?

Sean fought hard to resist the sensory overload. He could feel life in his limbs, but every part of him was tied down. He couldn’t turn his head away from the screens. Couldn’t take the headphones off.

“Your favorite color is pink. You like fashion and makeup and cute things. You’re an air-headed bimbo. Your IQ lowers…”

Must… resist!

“You’re not a man. Your name isn’t Sean, it is Serena. You’re an air-headed bimbo…”

No… I am not…

He shivered, letting out a quiet moan.

The visuals from the porn filled his mind and took over. He felt something inserted into him but couldn’t focus on what it was. All he could tell was that it was vibrating. His cock throbbed in its cage. He felt his body rock back and forth and his breasts bounce. His mouth opened and his tongue hung loose as he hungered for cock. Sean could smell sex in the air; a mix of sweat and bodily fluid as his body grew warm.

Fuuuuck. This feels so…

“Your name is Serena. You’re an air-headed bimbo. It’s getting hard for you to think. You like to giggle. You lust for men and their cocks. You crave cock. Your name is Serena, and you’re an air-headed bimbo…”

So hard to…

His mouth moved. “My… name… Se—”

“Fashion. Makeup. Pink. Short dresses and high heels. You see women as competition. You want to suck cock and get fucked. Your name is Serena, and you’re an air-headed bimbo…”

His head ached. There was a sharp pain, like a brain freeze but without the cold. He was getting dizzy. His body temperature rose as his vision clouded.

“Serena… air-headed bimbo…” he mumbled.

The voice continued. “You like to giggle and say ‘like’ and ‘totally’ and ‘oh-em-gee.’ All you can think about is sex, fashion, and men. Your name is Serena, and you’re and air-headed bimbo…”

Can’t… think… straight…

“My name… Serena… air-headed bimbo,” Sean mumbled. His cock pulsed. He felt something ooze out. His mouth hungered. He longed for something to fill it. “Cock. I want… cock.” He giggled.

“On the count of three,” the voice said, “you’ll fall asleep. When you wake up, you’ll be Serena, the cock hungry bimbo. One… two…”

“Serena. I am Ser—”

“Three.”

Sean’s head fell forward and his body went limp. 

 

“Serena… Serena…” the voice called out. Sean opened his eyes and slowly sat up. He was in a small room, the only furniture was the twin bed he sat on.

“What happened?” he muttered, his mind foggy. 

Something happened. I was… kidnapped. Those women… they did something to—

“You passed out Serena,” the female voice said, “I guess you were partying too hard. You’re such an air-headed bimbo.”

There was a click inside his head and Sean faded away.

“I, like, totally did,” Serena giggled, her voice airy and feminine. “I’m like, such a party animal!”

The woman sat down next to her. “I know! You need to learn to control yourself. Do you remember anything from last night?”

“Ummmm…” She thought hard, but nothing came to mind. All she could picture were men and their big, meaty cocks. “Nope.” She giggled again. “Why do you, like, know what I was doing last night?”

The woman smiled. “You don’t remember?”

“Nope!”

“We were at this bar, and there were these two dudes…”

“Oooh, were they, like, husky?”

“Very.” She said, leading her on. “They were big, and muscular…”

“I’ll bet they had big cocks,” she said wistfully. “Big… meaty… cocks.” She licked her thick pink lips. “Yum. I’d love to go for a meat popsicle right about now. Or like, two of them!”

The woman laughed. “Serena, you’re such a slut!”

“Hehe! I know!” She giggled. “I’m a big slut that wants some man-meat. I want to get fucked so badly!”

“Good. I have a gift for you.” The woman stood up, walked toward the door, and smiled. She opened it, and two large and beefy men walked in. They were naked and erect.

“Hello, boys,” Serena said seductively.

“I’m going to leave the three of you alone,” the woman said.

Serena’s eyes bulged. “Like, a threesome?! Oh-em-gee! This is, like, the best present, ever!”

The woman closed the door and the two burly dudes smiled.

Serena was ecstatic. She climbed off the bed and got onto her knees as the two men walked up to her. The hungry bimbo eagerly wrapped her pink lips around the first cock that she came into contact with. The two men stood side by side as she switched back and forth between the two of them, stroking the dick that wasn’t in her mouth.

Eager, one of the men picked her up and put her back on the bed. One got in front of her and the other lined up behind her. He lifted her skirt, pulled down her panties, and after removing the butt plug, buried his cock into her.

Serena moaned in pleasure, but she was cut off by the other man’s dick. He slid it into her mouth and she went to work on it. The man behind her slid back and forth, going deeper and deeper, occasionally smacking her smooth behind.

Locked in a tiny cage, Serena’s manhood twitched.

The man in front of her also picked up the pace, occasionally pulling out so she could get some air and lick his cock.

After no time at all, both men grunted and blew their loads. Serena’s asshole was filled to the brim with man juice, while the man in front of her pulled out at the last minute and covered her face in cum. Her tongue wagged like a dog as she eagerly licked up the remaining cum on his dick.

The two men high-fived and left, their lust satisfied. Serena laid on the bed. Cum dripped out of her anus and down her face.

“Did you enjoy that, Serena?” The woman said over the intercom.

“Totally! I, like, love sucking cock and getting fucked.”

“What are you, Serena?”

“I’m, like, an air-headed bimbo! Duh!”

“Bimbo needs her rest.”

At the utterance of the command phrase, Serena passed out, falling into a deep sleep.

 

The car honking was like the alarm clock from hell. Sean came to on a park bench, his head throbbed. It was dark and a heavy mist shrouded the buildings and the park behind him. He was completely alone except for the taxi idling right in front of him. It honked three times and he climbed into the backseat. 

It was moments after the car sped off, that he realized something was very, very wrong.

Holy shit! What the fuck am I wearing?!?

On the outside, he maintained a mask of calm composure, on the inside, he was freaking the fuck out. As subtle as he could, in spite of the fact that the taxi driver’s eyes spent more time on Sean then on the road, Sean inspected his entire body. The breasts, the mini dress, the blonde hair…

What the hell?! Why am I dressed like a woman?!

Then like a whirlwind it all came back to him; abducted on the sidewalk, kidnapped by those two women, dressed like…

“That’ll be twelve-fifty, ma’am.”

Sean looked around and found himself outside his apartment building.

“Ma’am?” The driver turned around and looked at him expectantly.

“Right! Hang on just a second,” he said in his best female voice. He dug around for his wallet, forgetting he was in a dress which had no pockets. He looked down and saw the pink purse next to him and opened it up.

“Uh oh,” he muttered, discovering that his wallet was missing. Inside the purse was just a tube of lipstick, a couple of condoms, and his keys, but no wallet.

“Miss?” The driver glared at him through the rearview mirror.

“Umm…”

“Can you not pay?” the driver asked, his tone switching from friendly to serious.

“Unfortunately, no.” His voice slipped. He switched back to his awful attempt at a female voice. “I seemed to have misplaced my wallet.”

Silence filled the cab. The driver said nothing as he turned the car back on and drove away from the building, backing up into the nearest alleyway. He turned the car off and climbed out of the driver’s seat, getting to the back seat next to Sean.

“If you have no money, there is another way you can pay.”

He stared at Sean while removing his pants. Sean looked down and saw the man’s erection bulging in his underwear

Why is this happening to me?

“You are a very beautiful woman,” he said.

Sean, thinking he could escape, tried to open his door. But it was locked, and there was no way to unlock it.

He turned back to the driver, who smiled and dangled the car keys in front of him. “I’ve driven many women like you home. I know you’re good for it and enjoy it.”

Fuck.

Sean realized that there was no way out of the situation other than the obvious.

He reluctantly slid closer to the driver and leaned forward. The driver placed his hand on the back of Sean’s head and pulled him closer.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!

He wrapped his pink lips around the man’s dick and got to work. Sean slid up and down on the man’s penis, moans and groans from the man signaling his approval. He could feel the man tense up and tried to pull away, but the man held Sean’s head in place, and he blew his load into Sean’s mouth.

With no other option, Sean swallowed the man’s seed, pulling his head away the moment the man released him. Sean slid away from the man, wiping his mouth on his arm. The salty taste was strong, but it faded.

The cab driver looked Sean up and down. “That was some blowjob you gave me. I’ll give you a hundred bucks if you let me fuck you.”

“W-what?!”

The driver grabbed Sean’s purse and pulled one of the condoms out. “You know what I mean. Whatcha say? A hundred-fifty if you let me go bareback.”

Sean was in complete and utter disbelief when he found his body moving on its own and got on his hands and knees.

What the fuck am I doing?!

It was a fairly large cab, which gave the two of them plenty of room to maneuver. The driver eagerly removed his underwear. Then he lined up behind Sean and lifted the dress. He pulled down Sean’s panties and smiled.

“Well, well, it looks like you were expecting this,” the driver said as he removed the plug and set it on the seat. A tiny steam of cum flowed out of his asshole. “Damn! You’re a whore! Saving someone else’s juice for later, I see! And would you look at that. Not only are you a slut, but you’re also a man.” 

The driver fondled Sean’s caged cock. “Pathetic, aren’t you?” He laughed as he slid his dick into Sean’s ass. Sean didn’t realize he had the plug in him, let alone another man’s cum. 

What the fuck happened to me!?

His train of thought was cut off by the thrusting of the driver. Sean had to place his hands on the window to prevent his head from bursting through. As hard as he tried to ignore what was happening to him, it proved too difficult. Especially with the pleasure that flowed through him.

The entire cab shook as the driver furiously fucked Sean. He noticed his hips moved on their own, pushing back as the driver thrust forward, increasing the pleasure for both participants. The glass fogged over, but he didn’t need to see his reflection to know what he looked like. His mouth open and tongue hanging loose. He started panting, and his body craved more.

What is going on?! Why does this feel so good!?

“Ahhh, yes! Fuck me!” he cried. The driver smiled as he smacked Sean’s ass and increased his tempo. Girlish moans escaped Sean’s lips as he slipped into erotic ecstasy. “Ohhh yes! Yes! More!”

The driver smiled as he fucked Sean with all his might, climaxing and blowing his load inside Sean. Spent, the driver pulled out and slipped the plug back in. “Gotta add mine to the collection,” he grinned. 

He clicked a button on his remote and Sean heard the door unlock.

The driver climbed out of the car and put his pants and underwear back on. He looked around suspiciously as he did, making sure that no one had witnessed the sexual act. Once he was satisfied that he was in the clear, he walked around and opened Sean’s door.

Sean practically fell out of the backseat of the cab. By the time he had gotten his balance and stood up, the cab driver was already back in the driver’s seat. The engine revved to life and the mustard-yellow car peeled out of the alleyway.

“You fucking asshole!” Sean screamed, remembering the man promising a hundred and fifty dollars. The sounds faded, and Sean found himself standing alone in the alleyway in the early dawn light. 

“Fuck I need to get back to my apartment.” He picked up the purse and poked his head out of the alley. With no one in sight, he wobbled up to the entrance of his building. He pulled his keys out of his purse and unlocked the front door using the key fob. The lobby was empty, thankfully, but Sean still hustled—as best as he could in the locked stripper heels—toward the elevator and up to his floor.

The elevator arrived at its destination. The doors opened, and he poked his head out into the hallway. Seeing it empty, he scurried to his door and wrestled with the lock. He managed to get the door open and he slipped into his apartment, thankful that no one he knew had seen him.

Sean took two steps into his apartment before finding a strong urge to look through his purse. After a moment of digging, he found the business card with “Call me” scribbled on it. There was no name, no other information except a phone number. After a couple of rings, someone picked up.

“Hello?” he said into the receiver.

“Hello, Sean. My name is Melissa. I am responsible for your current situation and the “unfortunate” encounter with the cab driver. Your wallet, as well as a special package, will arrive at your place tomorrow. Everything you have on can be removed. Keep it. Consider it a gift. Let me part with these words: never insult a stranger, and most importantly, never call a woman a bimbo. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”

There was a click, and then the sound of a dial tone filled his ears.

“Hey, wait!” Sean said. He dialed the number again hurriedly.

“Sorry, but the number you called has been dis—”

He hung the phone up and sat down. After a moment or two of sulking, he stood up.

“Why am I still dressed like this?!”

He walked across his apartment, his pink heels clicking on the wooden floors. He entered his room and reached for the zipper on the back of his dress. As he struggled, he caught his appearance in the full-length mirror in his room. He stopped fidgeting and stared, his jaw dropped.

If it weren’t for his obvious man-voice, anyone would believe what they saw was one-hundred-percent woman. This lady, Melissa, had done a marvelous job. Not a hint of Sean’s masculinity. Even his Adam’s Apple was covered by the rhinestone BIMBO choker. His makeup was flawless, with thick bubblegum pink lips covered with a clear shiny coat of gloss complementing his ensemble nicely.

His curves were killer, and his massive breasts would make any straight man drool. No wonder the cab driver was so desperate to get a piece of Sean’s body.

“I’m just so… sexy,” he said as he posed in front of the mirror.

With one final pose, he blew a kiss at his reflection and searched for the zipper. He found it hidden within the fabric on the side and pulled it. In one swoop the fabric loosened and the dress came off effortlessly. While wrestling with the dress, he felt an awkward pressure in his butt and he remembered the plug.

He bent over and removed his pink lace panties, exposing his caged manhood. As he stepped out of his underwear, he looked down at his heels and saw the tiny locks on the ankle straps and on the chastity cage.

“I hope she gives me the keys for these.” 

He walked into his bathroom and bent over. He pulled out the plug, tossed it into the sink, and as he straightened up, he felt a warm stream of fluid come out of his asshole. “Fuckkkkk…” he groaned. He turned and saw the remainder of the cum flow down his legs, absorbing into the white fishnet stockings.

“I hope that’s the last of that,” he said as he tossed them.

He walked back into his bedroom, removed the bra, and tossed it onto his bed next to the panties. He felt up his body, looking for the seams of the fake breasts. Finding one, he tugged at the material and peeled off the falsies like a band-aid, grunting in pain.

“Damn good thing I’m completely shaved, otherwise this would’ve seriously hurt.” He tossed the fake breasts onto his bed.

Sean stood naked in his bedroom, still wearing the wig, makeup, jewelry, stockings, heels, and cage. Remembering the key ring, he walked back into his living room and dug through his purse. He sat down on the couch, testing all the keys on the cage. None worked, but he was able to remove the high heels.

“I guess this is part of the punishment,” he sighed, walking back into his bedroom.

He tossed the heels, stockings and wig onto his bed before heading to the bathroom. A long, hot shower was necessary. For a long time, he just stood in the shower, letting the water flow and wash off the makeup, perfume and the smell of sex. 

In his mind’s eye he attempted to replay the events of the last 24 hours. He cringed as he recalled the sex and the blowjob in the taxi, torn between feeling disgusted, yet so turned on. Sean couldn’t downplay just how amazing it felt, giving that man a blowjob and letting him fuck him in the back seat of a taxi. He rewinded back to the beginning, with the abduction and the makeover, but between that and waking up on the park bench, there was nothing. A gap in his memory that left him feeling… nervous.

Eventually Sean stepped out of the shower, as clean as he was going to be. He tried to ignore how surprisingly wonderful the towel felt on his hairless skin before staggering to his bed and falling asleep.

When he woke the next morning, the sun shone brightly. His apartment was quiet, and his body was sore. His manhood was still caged, but he ignored it. He was still too mentally drained to deal with that.

He threw on some clothes and sat in front of his TV waiting for the mystery package to arrive. It wasn’t until around lunch when his doorbell rang.

A man in a uniform stood in his doorway with a large brown box. “Package for you, sir,” the man said. He had no uniform. Just a suit and dark glasses.

“Thanks,” Sean replied.

“Have a good day!” The man smiled, nodded, and left.

Sean closed the door and opened the package as he walked toward his couch. Sitting down, he poured the contents onto the table in front of him. Inside was a long and narrow pink women’s wallet, his own wallet, a tiny key ring, a large tube of adhesive, a makeup box, and two DVDs. One of the DVDs was pink and the other had the words ‘play me’ scribbled on them.

He set the items aside and opened his wallet. All his cash and cards were still in there. He opened the pink wallet and found a set of credit and debit cards identical to his own, plus an ID. The picture on the ID was a woman with blonde hair and a big, silly grin.

“Oh fuck, that’s…”

The photo was, in fact, him from the night before. The address on the ID was his own, except the name on the ID was “Serena” instead of “Sean”. All the cards in the pink wallet had “Serena” on them also. There was no cash, but a strip of paper.

Sean read the text on the paper. 

Sean, the cards in this wallet are clones of your own. They are all linked to your bank accounts. Don’t worry; I didn’t keep the information. You can use them next time Serena is out on the town! Be sure to swing by the strip club, we’re always looking for more dancers!

He frowned, putting the paper back in the wallet and tossed it onto the couch. He picked up the key ring with the tiny keys on them and used them to unlock his manhood, sighing with relief. He tossed the cage aside and held the pink DVD in his hands. He walked over to his TV and inserted the disc into his player.

Security footage of a nondescript room played before him. After a couple of seconds of inactivity, he saw the door to the room open and watched as two women brought in his body and put it on the table. Then he watched as they not only dressed him up but hypnotized him as well. 

Sean covered his mouth in shock. The footage cut out after his body collapsed. After a couple of seconds of static, the picture returned. This time he was sitting on a bed talking to a woman. He listened to the words that came out of his mouth.

“I’m, like, an air-headed bimbo! Duh!”

He watched the woman leave and two men enter the room. Then he watched as “Serena” eagerly got on her knees to pleasure the men.

Sean wanted to stop the video, or fast-forward, but he couldn’t. Like watching a train wreck, and he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

“Serena” passed out and the two men left. After a couple of seconds, the camera switched to a different view. The blonde ringleader had the camera trained on her.

“Hello, Sean,” the woman said to the camera. “As you can see, you were submitted to a series of punishments,” she used air-quotes for the last word, “which is fitting, as you deserved to be punished. 

“You see, my name is Mistress Melissa. I not only work as a waitress, but in my spare time I am a professional dominatrix, and thus have a variety of resources at my disposal. Your drunk ass called me a bimbo, and you refused to apologize or take it back. You should never insult strangers, especially when you don’t know what they’re capable of, so I taught you a lesson. Consider the clothes and fake breasts a gift. For I know it would be a lie for you to say that you didn’t enjoy any of it.”

Sean quickly paused the video and rested his head in his hands. She was right. He did enjoy it. Not looking at the screen, he resumed the video.

“Included in the package is a pink DVD with some additional goodies, like makeup instructional videos and how to improve your slutty strut. It also contains a single audio track that when listened to, will trigger your new inner bimbo. Only temporarily, as permanently turning you into a bimbo wouldn’t be as much fun. Au revoir!”

The video ended, and blackness filled the TV screen. Sean remained seated and stared blankly at the TV. Shock, confusion, and fear filled his mind.

After some time, he stood up and went straight to the bedroom. He threw open the door and reached for the pink dress that was still on his bed. Sean held it in his hands, hell bent on destroying the items.

But he couldn’t. He just stood there, the dress in his hands, his fingers rubbing the soft fabric. All his hatred and anger vanished. His plan to get rid of the items faded away, replaced by curiosity; curiosity that turned into longing, and soon enough, craving.

Sean set the dress down, removed his clothes, and reached for the adhesive. He applied a thin layer to the silicone breasts and pads and placed them on his chest and hips. Once dry, he put on the bra and panties, zipped up the dress, slipped on the heels, and donned the wig. He didn’t bother trying the makeup, only the lipstick. After decorating his body with the earrings and jewelry he sat down at his computer, put on his headphones, played the track, and closed his eyes.

“My name is Serena, and I am an air-headed bimbo,” he giggled.

 

THE END?


NOWHERE TO HIDE

 

The door slammed shut and Joshua held his breath. He remained still, frozen, his eyes wide as he stared at his reflection in the mirror and listened. There was a man’s and a woman’s voice coming from outside the bathroom. They were laughing, then they were kissing.

Will, Joshua’s roommate, and his girlfriend Nicole were not supposed to be there. They were supposed to be on the road leading up to the mountain for their extended weekend ski trip. Four nights and five days they said they would be gone, only now they were in the apartment, unannounced, and from the sounds of it, here to stay.

Joshua’s hand shook and the golden tube of dark red lipstick fell from his fingers into the white porcelain sink. He tore his eyes away from his own and looked back over his shoulder at the bathroom door.

“Hey, Josh! You here?” Will shouted from the living room.

Please leave. Please leave. Please leave. Josh squeezed the edge of the sink and prayed that they would step out long enough for him to change.

He looked back up at his reflection. He had just finished applying the crimson red color to his lips when they had arrived. His normally modest eyelashes were now vibrant, long, and as black as night. The neutral eye shadow he had spread across his lids had a sparkle to it, and his skin was smooth, soft, and hair-free.

Around his neck was a pearl necklace, an impulse buy he’d made at a tourist trap gift shop the last time he went to the beach. It had been a hot summer, and when a friend of theirs couldn’t make it, Josh filled in and stayed at the beach house with Will and Nicole. The pearls were cheap, but from a distance they looked fancy. In his mind they were opulent; something a celebrity would wear walking down the red carpet.

His gold, disc-shaped earrings reflected in the light of the bathroom. They were only clip-ons—he had no interest in actually piercing his ears. Each was the size of a poker chip, with a Grecian design etched onto the surface.

The long brown hair of his wig fell down past his shoulders where his black lace bra was clamped tight across his back. The cups were stuffed with tan socks, as he had yet to purchase a pair of falsies. His acrylic nails, colored the same as his lipstick, tapped softly against the underside of the sink, the noise fading before it even reached the door.

He leaned forward and looked down past his flat tummy to his feet. The fear and anxiety that now coursed through his veins caused his dick to shrivel, almost retreating entirely into his body. The bulge on his matching black lace panties was barely noticeable.

His legs were encased in sheer black stockings held up by a matching garter belt that clung to his hips. The hair on his body was gone. Josh had waited maybe ten minutes after Will and Nicole had left to step into the shower and shave.

It wasn’t the first time he had done it. Shortly after the first time Josh decided to completely shave, Will had taken notice. When confronted about it, Josh had simply said that he’d done it to cut down on his body odor. Will had just shrugged his shoulders and never mentioned it again.

On his feet were a pair of black pumps; his pride and joy. They were the first pair of women’s shoes he owned, now one of four. His current collection included a pair of high-heeled boots, red Mary Janes, and a pair of six inch, clear-soled, platform hooker heels. That pair he’d bought to go with the miniskirt and the tube-top that would’ve barely covered a large breasted woman. He was saving that outfit for when the falsies came.

Five inches of shiny black patent—he couldn’t help but smile at how smooth and polished they still were. There was barely a scuff on them, despite how many times he’d worn them.

Joshua had crossdressed before in the apartment he shared with Will: the nights when he would go out drinking and stay at Nicole’s; the short weekend business trips his work assigned to him. Most of the time, Joshua would just put on a couple items of clothing. It was on the weekends he had to himself that he indulged in full blown, head-to-toe transformations.

This weekend was going to be a special one. Hanging up in his closet, tucked away behind several large rain jackets, was a bright red dress. A short dress, it was designed to be worn to clubs or anytime a woman wanted to get plenty of attention from the men.

Not only that, but still in the box that it had been shipped in was a dildo. The skin-colored phallus had a suction cup on one end, and Josh had planned on using it some time that night after he’d emptied the bottle of whiskey he had purchased earlier in the day. After weeks of going back and forth in his mind, he had finally committed to it, and clicking the ‘submit order’ button on the website was one of the hardest things he had ever done.

“Josh?” Will’s voice was softer.

“He’s probably out getting dinner,” he heard Nicole say. The blonde bombshell was always nice to him, and more than once Josh wished she was his girlfriend instead of Will’s. Not that Will was a jerk or anything, but it was hard to compete with a man that was as naturally good-looking as Will. Short black hair; strong features; great body; he was a chick magnet.

“I’ll call his cell. Maybe he can pick something up for us.” Josh bit his hand. His cell phone was on his desk in his room and it wasn’t on vibrate.

“No, wait. Let’s not give him a reason to hurry home,” Nicole said rather impishly.

“Clever girl.”

Josh could hear the sounds of their kissing through the walls of the bathroom. Since they believed that they were alone, there was no reason to limit the volume of their cries and moans.

Josh rubbed his face as he listened to the sounds of them making love. Their footsteps were heavy, and in between the giggles and moans were the sounds of them moving around the apartment.

Come on Will, take her to your room and close the door! Josh moved a strand of hair behind his ear and waited, listening intently. The moment he heard the sound of Will’s door closing, he would bolt from the bathroom to his own bedroom across the hall.

Will and Nicole’s lovemaking grew louder and louder. He held his breath and closed his eyes, silently praying.

The doorknob turned and Josh’s heart stopped.

“What the fuck?”

Josh turned sharply on his heels and faced the two of them. Will and Nicole stood in the bathroom doorway and Josh, no more than six feet away, stared back. In their lovemaking fury, Will had blindly reached for any knob, as any room in the apartment would’ve been good for the sex he was about to have. Nicole slid out of Will’s arms and pulled her top back down over her body.

Josh could feel the blood flow to his face as his stomach twisted into the mother of all knots. “Hi, Will,” was all he could say. His mouth was dry, his body shook nervously, and his heart pounded in his chest.

“Josh? Is that you?”

“Yeah, it’s me.”

“Holy crap… I mean… dude, you’re dressed like a chick! Are you a homo?”

Nicole punched him on the arm. “Will!”

“Ow,” he said rubbing his bicep. “But seriously, are you like, gay?”

“Goddamn it, Will!” Nicole pushed him out of the doorway back into the hall. “Hang on a sec, Josh,” she said to him before closing the door.

“Heh, sure. Not like I can go anywhere.” His voice was quiet, meek, and ultimately lost in the shouting match going on between the couple in the hallway. Josh turned away from the door and leaned back over the sink. His stomach was so tightly wound it was about ready to tear.

Are you a homo? Will’s blunt question hit him hard. It was something he never thought he would have to explain to someone. He was in a situation he never thought he’d be in. No one with such a taboo hobby wanted to be caught, even if they knew that the people that saw them were open and accepting.

Yet deep down, lingering beneath the fear and the anguish, something stirred inside of Josh. There was a warmth nestled in his groin; a soft, euphoric sensation and it stood idly by, biding its time.

He lifted his head up and stared at himself in the mirror, fear and panic all over his face when he realized that underneath it all, he was incredibly aroused.

The more he thought about it, the more he realized that his sexuality wasn’t set in stone and more often than he’d like to admit, he found himself lingering on the pictures of the men with big dicks penetrating the sexy and slutty women of porn.

Will and Nicole’s argument subsided, and hearing the knob turn once more, he turned to face the couple.

Will stepped into the bathroom, his head hung low. Nicole stood behind him, her hands on her hips. Her pose was motherly, as if Will was her child that she just disciplined and forced to apologize to the person he wronged.

“Josh, I’m sorry for being so blunt, but—”

“It’s fine, Will. How else were you supposed to react to seeing me dressed like this?”

“Yeah, about that,” Will averted his eyes away from Josh, as seeing his roommate dressed in sexy lingerie and looking rather convincing made him feel uncomfortable. “Sorry if I offended you.”

He barely finished the sentence before he turned and walked out of the bathroom. It was at that moment that Josh’s eyes lowered and spotted the bulge in the front of Will’s jeans. He turned back to the sink and bit into his hand. His outfit had aroused Will.

Josh’s roommate slid by Nicole. The blonde with wavy hair and ocean blue eyes sighed and faced Josh. She took a couple steps into the bathroom and closed the door behind her.

Josh looked at her through the reflection in the mirror. Nicole moved slowly toward him, her arms crossed in front of her with a faint smile on her lips.

He had seen this before. Two months ago, both of Will and Nicole came back to the apartment plastered. Will collapsed onto the couch and when Josh came out of his room to see what was going on, he spotted Nicole walking toward the bathroom. She wore a tight blue dress with matching blue pumps. Her hair was disheveled and one of the straps of her dress had fallen off of her shoulder. The other just barely held on.

She noticed him standing in the hallway outside of his room. Will was snoring on the couch and she lingered, her eyes all over Josh. She was a lioness, and he was her prey.

Nicole had moved away from the bathroom and took a step forward toward Josh. He was a shy and socially awkward man, and seeing a woman as beautiful as Nicole moving toward him with such a hungry look in her eye had scared him.

He’d known right then and there that if it hadn’t been for the sudden onset of nausea, she would’ve been all over him. Nicole had looked away from him and disappeared into the bathroom, and he had taken the opportunity to return to the safety of his room.

Neither of them remembered coming home that night. If Nicole did remember coming onto Josh, she kept it to herself.

“You know Josh, you look pretty good. Your makeup could use some adjustment, though.” She took another step forward and he faced her. He was nervous, anxious, nauseous, and aroused all at once.

“Thanks?”

She took another step toward him, still outside arm’s reach, but she was getting closer. “If you ever need to talk, you can talk to me.”

“I appreciate the offer, Nicole.”

She bit her lip and looked down at the tiled floor of the bathroom. “I’ve never told this to Will, but I’ve always wanted to dress him up like a girl. I have a lesbian fantasy, and because I don’t want to cheat on my boyfriend with a woman, I made some adjustments.”

Nicole took another step forward, pressing his ass against the smooth surface of the sink. There was nowhere for him to go.

His heart raced in his chest as he tried to look away from her. This beautiful woman that he’d been secretly lusting after for so long had just opened up to him.

“I… uh…” Words failed him as his body twisted and turned. In his lace panties, his dick came out of hiding. Josh was back in high school and the hottest girl in the entire school was talking to him. His eyes flicked every which way as sweat beaded on his brow.

His throat clenched up and his mouth suddenly felt like it was filled with cotton balls. The world started to spin and he was on the verge of collapsing.

Then her lips touched his, and everything stopped. The panic and fear, the confusion and anxiety; it all disappeared in an instant. The kiss was slow and passionate. There wasn’t a hint of alcohol on her breath.

Josh leaned back over the sink, trying to pull away from Nicole. Even though he wanted so badly to kiss those soft, supple lips of hers, he couldn’t let her cheat on Will. But try as he might, Nicole continued the assault on his lips.

She leaned forward, her perky breasts pressing against his chest and her hands on his hips. He could feel her thumbs slide under the band of his panties and start to pull them down.

Josh took his hands off of the sink and put them on her shoulders. He pushed her off of him and their lips separated, a small string of saliva connected the two.

“Don’t tell me you’ve never wanted to kiss me,” she said. “I’ve seen how you look at me.”

“I… but Will…”

“Yeah, what about me?” Nicole looked back over her shoulder at the doorway where Will stood, his arms crossed over his chest. He looked pissed.

“Babe…” she began.

“No, Nicole. What the fuck are you doing kissing him? I’m your boyfriend!”

Nicole bit her lip. “Will, you know how you’ve always wanted a threesome?”

“Yeah?” He raised an eyebrow and uncrossed his arms.

“Well,” she continued, wrapping her arm around Josh, “how about it? You, me and Joslyn.”

“Who the hell is Jos—oh…” Will stared at Josh and Josh looked back and forth between him and Nicole. She looked at him and smirked.

“What?! No, no, no, no, no, no!” Josh slid out from under Nicole’s arm and moved into the corner of the bathroom.

“Come on, Joslyn, it’ll be fun!” Nicole said, putting her hands on her hips and pouting.

“Will you stop calling me that! I… I’m not… no!”

“Yeah, Nicole… that’s kinda weird. I don’t want to plough my roommate.”

“Yes, could we please stop talking about this?” Josh waved his hands in the air.

“Will, could you please step out and give me a minute with Josh?”

Will narrowed his eyes. “Okay, sure. But I won’t do it unless Josh tells me himself.” He stepped out of the bathroom into the hallway and closed the door. “And no kissing!”

With the door shut, Nicole turned her attention to Josh.

“No, Nicole. I don’t want to.”

“Josh, you can’t honestly tell me that you haven’t thought about it.”

“I…” Josh turned his back to Nicole. She was right—he had thought about it, and not just once. But it was never with Will. Whenever those thoughts slipped into his head, it was always with some non-descript, generic male. How could he say that he’d never thought about sucking another man’s cock or having one penetrate him when there was a dildo sitting on the desk in his room?

She placed her hands on his shoulders and gently rubbed them. “Look, Josh, I’m not forcing you to do anything here. And just like Will, I won’t go through with it unless you want to. But let me just say this—from my experience as a woman, being with a man is wonderful, and in my honest opinion, every man should experience anal and the taste of a meaty cock in their mouth.”

“Nicole…”

“And Will is a very thoughtful and courteous lover. I’ll tell you what, if you go through with this, I’ll give you the best damn blowjob you’ll ever have. Maybe even something a little more, if Will lets me.”

Josh bit his lip as his dick swelled in his panties. The thought of Nicole pleasuring him like that was too much. Countless times he’s jacked off to her, and with the possibility of that fantasy becoming a reality, it would be a mistake to pass up on it.

He moved away from her tender touch and turned toward her. “It would be a lie for me to say that I’ve never thought about it. But I do emphasize the fact that I am only satisfying a curiosity.”

“I understand, Josh.”

He sighed. “I guess if I have to have sex with another man, having that man be someone I know and trust is the best option.”

“But it won’t be just the two of you. I’ll be there as well. So, is that a yes?”

Josh hesitated. He looked away from the growing smile on Nicole’s face to the door and around the bathroom. “Yes, I will go along with it. But this never leaves the apartment!”

“I swear that this will stay a secret between the three of us. You won’t regret this, Joslyn!”

“Do you really have to call me that?”

“Is there another female name that you go by when you’re dressed like that?”

“…no…”

“Then, since tonight you are batting for my team, you can’t be a woman named ‘Josh.’ You gotta have a girl’s name.”

“But Joslyn?”

“It’s cute! And it rolls off the tongue.” She giggled to herself as she ran out of the bathroom. Josh sighed once more and staggered over to the sink and looked at his reflection in the mirror.

“Well, now you can say that you’ve tried it. And if I don’t like it, then I don’t like it,” he said to himself. “But what happens if I do like it?”

He remembered an old saying: I’ll cross that bridge when I come to it.

Josh pulled himself away from the sink and walked up to the bathroom door. He reached for the door handle and his eyes dropped to his fingers. They twitched nervously as he gripped the knob. Hearing the front door of the apartment open and close, Josh stepped out of the bathroom into the hallway.

“Will?”

“Couch,” he heard his roommate say. Josh walked down the hallway into the living room, where Will lay sprawled out on the couch. His eyes were on the TV.

“Where’s Nicole?” Josh asked, sitting down.

“She left. Said she had to go get some things.” Will held the remote out in front of him and surfed through the channels. Not once did he look at Josh.

“Oh, okay.”

“Look, Josh, I don’t know what Nicole told you, but know this: I am getting my threesome. While I wanted it to be with Nicole and another chick, tonight you are that chick and I’m going to treat you as such. Understand?”

“I do.”

“So don’t complain when my dick is in your mouth or in your ass.” He had seen this side of Will before. He would get like this when work really stressed him, or when too much time had passed since he last had sex with Nicole.

Josh said nothing as he got up and returned to his bedroom. He opened his closet and stared at the red dress. Minutes passed by until he finally removed it from the hanger and stepped into it.

The material was light and delicate. Soft and stretchy, it left nothing to the imagination. After zipping up the back, Josh had to pull the hem of the dress down to cover the tops of his stockings. He looked at his reflection in the mirror and frowned when he saw his absent cleavage.

He turned and looked at his body from several different angles until he heard the door to the apartment open and close and Nicole’s cheery voice. She was excited about something, and whatever it was, it brightened Will’s mood.

Josh turned toward his door, his eyes spotting the unopened brown box on his desk. They lingered there, refusing to budge. The dildo was supposed to be part of a trial run to see if he would actually enjoy anal.

But now there was no time for a preliminary. Josh was running the race for real.

He heard a light tap on his door. “Josh? You okay?”

It was Nicole. She had changed out of her warm winter clothes into something more alluring—something that created a different kind of heat, as evidenced by the clacks of her heels.

“Josh?” Nicole’s voice was quiet and apprehensive. The knob turned slowly and she poked her head in. He said nothing as he looked away from the door. “Jo—Holy crap!”

She flung the door open and stood in the frame, eyes alight and hands covering her agape mouth. Nicole was beyond excited. Josh could feel the weight of her gaze and he faced her, only to avert his eyes moments later.

His face flushed when he laid his eyes on her. Now he knew why Will was suddenly happy. She wore a thick overcoat, the front of it unbuttoned and opened, exposing what she had on underneath.

Beneath the coat was nothing but the sexiest lingerie ensemble he had ever seen, something he had only imagined in his dreams.

Nicole let her hair down. She had it up into a ponytail before, but now it was loose and free. Her sinfully red lingerie illuminated the shadow cast by the heavy overcoat. Josh bit his lip. The image of her perfect breasts nestled in the cups of her bra would be forever engraved into his mind.

Below her pristine mounds, the elegant curves of her body led Josh to her lacy red thong. The fabric was sheer, and if he’d looked hard enough, he could’ve seen the folds of her sweet cunt.

Nicole had a sculpted body. She was an athlete, which was how she’d met Will. Her legs were firm and toned and seeing them in those black stockings made his dick spring to life in his panties. Josh wanted so much to touch them, to gently stroke and caress them, and the more he thought about it, the harder his dick got.

“I take it you like what you see?” She spoke softly, her voice sweet like honey and smooth as silk. She giggled, and looking down, he saw it. 

Josh’s dick was fully erect, so much so that it had escaped his panties and threatened to poke a hole in his dress. As ashamed as he was, Nicole did nothing to improve the situation. Instead of covering herself up, she pulled the coat back further and leaned onto the door frame.

He snuck another quick glance, this time at her feet. She had on a pair of platform pumps that were similar to his, only an inch taller. The smooth patent heels were red, much like the lingerie she wore and the lipstick she chose.

“You look ravishing, Joslyn. I can’t wait to taste that sexy body of yours and feel it pressed against mine.” She moaned quietly as she moved her hands up and down her body. If Josh so much as touched his dick, it would explode. “All of this could be yours. We’ll be waiting.”

She backed away and closed his door. The moment she let go of the knob, Josh regained control of his body. He exhaled and nearly collapsed when the strength in his legs vanished and he used his desk as a crutch until he could safely walk again.

His prick was so hard it hurt. There was no way he was leaving the room with an erection that strong. Why can’t she bring me relief instead of my hand? Sighing, he grabbed his box of tissues and lotion and pulled the hem of his dress up.

The moment he grabbed onto his throbbing dick, the sounds of sex filled his ears. Nicole’s moans were loud and unfiltered. She didn’t seem to care that someone could hear her; in fact, it was if she wanted an audience. She wanted someone to hear her pleasure-filled cries as her lover touched her in all the right places.

Her wails pierced the thin walls of the apartment and Josh climaxed instantly. Nicole had effortlessly brought him to the point of pure release. All she had to do was stand there and look sexy, and all his dick needed was the slightest touch. The moment he wrapped his fingers around it, it took off like a bucking bronco.

The couple in the other room were at full speed by the time he wiped up the last drop of cum from his desk. The noise was a barrage on his mind. It was the lure on the hook and he was the enticed fish. Come join us, their lovemaking said.

Josh’s knees buckled as he stepped toward his door. His fingers twitched and sweat beaded on his forehead. His mouth was dry and his throat itched. His door was the only thing keeping the sounds out of his room, and the moment he opened it, they came at him full blast. It was like the opening riff of the main event at a rock concert.

“Oh god, yes!” Nicole moaned. They were her siren calls, her carnal outbursts, and Josh moved toward them in an almost trance-like state. He nearly tripped as he stumbled toward their door. It was only five or six feet from his, but right now, it felt like a mile.

He stood in the doorway and watched the two lovers embrace, staring at them hungrily. Nicole was right. He wanted so badly to be included in their lovemaking; to squeeze her breasts while Will pounded his asshole; to swallow Will’s meaty dick while Nicole sucked on his own pole; to taste her ruby red lips and to lap at her juices.

Nicole was on top of Will. Her breasts were still in her bra and her nails dug into his naked chest. She looked away from her boyfriend to the onlooker in the doorway. She grinned and slowed her movements to a halt.

“Look who decided to join us,” she said, looking down at Will.

Will sat up on the bed and turned his head toward the doorway. “Well, well. Looks like I’ll get that threesome after all.” He laid back down on the bed and rested his head on his hands.

“Well, what are you waiting for, Joslyn? I’ve got him all warmed up for you.”

Josh remained silent as he moved toward the bed, his eyes glued to the naked body of his roommate and the goddess that laid next to him.

Will swung his knees off the side of the bed and sat up. Nicole wrapped her arms around his torso and rested her chin on his shoulder. She watched Josh move slowly and she couldn’t help but smile.

Will parted his legs and revealed the rock hard cock coated with Nicole’s fluids. It glistened as if it was polished and it pulled Josh in like a tractor beam.

“Slow and steady now,” Will said to Josh as he knelt down in front of him. Josh looked up at his roommate as he wrapped his painted nails around the thick prick.

“Go on, Joslyn. Taste it,” Nicole cooed.

Josh quietly obeyed. He let go of the rigid shaft and placed his hands on the insides of Will’s muscular thighs. He licked his lips once before wrapping them around the thick cock.

A soft moan filled Josh’s ears as he slid off of the round head of Will’s erect manhood. He took a quick breath before diving in for seconds. Josh moved further down the pole, his tongue cradling the underside of Will’s throbbing flesh. His roommate squirmed as Josh bobbed up and down and Nicole watched with jealously.

Josh could taste Nicole on Will’s plump dick. She was sweet while Will tasted bitter, but the combination was flavorful. Josh craved more as he slid further down Will’s rigid shaft all the way to the base. He squeezed Will’s thighs as he slid off and on, reveling in the satisfaction it brought.

“Oh, baby,” Will said, leaning back. Josh moved faster, his right hand cradling his balls while his tongue rubbed the underside of his cock.

Not wanting to be left out of the fun, Nicole threw her leg over her boyfriend and straddled his stomach. She bent forward and kissed him.

Josh looked away from the engorged flesh that he was feasting on to see Nicole’s sopping wet pussy fill his vision. Her pink folds glistened and her smell filled his nose. It was a feast for all senses and Josh was losing himself in it.

His own dick wanted the same attention he was giving Will’s, but Nicole wouldn’t give it to him.

“Don’t make him cum just yet Joslyn,” she said looking back at Josh. “It’s too early.”

Josh reluctantly removed the dick from his mouth as Nicole glided off of Will. She helped Josh onto his feet and held his chin in her hand.

Nicole was a tall woman, the same height as Will and taller than Josh. Josh was thin, but not frail. Still, standing next to her made him look even more feminine.

“Go ahead, ladies, don’t mind me,” Will said as he grinned.

“Well, Joslyn? Shall we give him a show?”

Josh couldn’t speak. He opened his mouth, but he couldn’t form a word. It didn’t matter; Nicole placed her lips onto his and they kissed. She slid her hands down his back as she drew her body up against him. Josh grabbed onto her waist, holding onto her while her tongue explored the depths of his mouth.

He felt her hand brush the back of his dress and tug on the zipper. She slowly pulled down on it, filling the room with the sound of his dress crumpling to the floor. It fell to the floor and Josh stood there in his lingerie while he tasted her lipstick.

Nicole pulled away from him and grabbed his hand. She led him onto the bed where Will was hungrily waiting for them. He was slowly stroking his cock, and Josh felt his cheeks redden. She let go of his hand, and as he looked back at her, Josh’s eyes widened and his jaw fell slack as he watched her unclasp her bra, freeing her luscious breasts.

She crawled backwards onto the bed and, not breaking eye contact with Josh. He crawled onto the bed after her and placed himself above her. She smiled as Josh went down to kiss her, not knowing he fell directly into her trap.

Josh felt at tug on his hips. Looking back, he saw Will place himself behind him, his hands rubbing his ass through the lacy panties. Josh opened his mouth to protest, but he bit his lip. Will rubbed his throbbing dick on Josh’s panties, teasing him.

His dick slid in between Josh’s ass cheeks, taunting him with what was to come. He wanted it so badly.

“Please,” Josh whimpered. “Please give it to me.” Will rubbed harder as he squeezed Josh’s ass. “Please fuck me… I want you inside of me.”

“You heard her,” Nicole said to Will, rubbing Josh’s cheek with her thumb. “You’re so cute when you’re horny,” she whispered to Josh.

Will’s fingers hooked the band of Josh’s panties and slowly pulled them down. Josh stuck his ass out and looked back at his roommate.

“Please fuck me… I want your dick inside of me.”

Josh tilted his head back as Will slowly pulled the lacy garments off of his ass and down his hairless legs to his knees. Nicole’s hand pulled his head back down, forcing his gaze on her. Her fingers moved though the long hair of his wig and he whimpered as her stocking-clad leg rubbed the base of his erect cock.

He opened his mouth and moaned, and his arms grew weak and threatened to collapse under the weight of his body as Will pushed the head of his firm flesh into Josh’s virgin asshole. His movements were slow and delicate.

“She’s so tight,” Will grunted as he pulled back.

Josh pushed his hips backward into Will, urging him to go deeper. Nicole said nothing as she watched Josh’s face contort from the pleasure the penetration brought him. She couldn’t help but giggle at the sight of him losing his anal virginity.

Will gripped Josh’s hips as he dove in deeper, pushing all the way down to his base. Josh squealed girlishly as his roommate’s thick cock filled his asshole, and he gripped the sheets tightly as Will pulled out and thrust back in.

Josh fell forward from the force of the plunge, and Will drew from his experience to pull back out once more. He waited for his dolled-up roommate to recoil back before jabbing his meaty spear back inside.

“Oh!” Josh screamed as their bodies smacked into each other. Will was relentless in his pounding and Josh was swimming in carnal bliss. His moans and cries bounced off the walls of the room, colliding with the creaking of the bed and the slapping of bodies.

Nicole’s hand snaked down her body and her fingers toyed with her clit as she spread her wet lips apart. Josh had a difficult time focusing on the siren that lay below him, the constant rocking of his body proving a formidable distraction, but he watched as her other hand fondled her supple breasts. His mind was swimming, and the man behind him pounded his ass so hard he was seeing stars.

It didn’t bother him one bit. He was reveling in the bliss. Waves upon waves of pure carnal ecstasy flooded his body and mind. Josh didn’t want it to stop. He wanted this day to go on forever.

“Oh god, yes!” he screamed. Will slapped his ass and Josh’s right arm collapsed. He fell onto his elbow and hovered inches above Nicole’s body. She was glistening with sweat as she caressed her tender body. Her sweet scent filled Josh’s nostrils as she grabbed his head and pulled it down onto her soft pillows, screaming as he tickled her tit with his tongue.

“I… I’m going to cum!” Josh yelped.

Before he could realize what was happening, Josh was flipped onto his back. Will tossed him over effortlessly and Josh stared up at the ceiling as his roommate resumed pounding him. He watched as Nicole climbed on top of him and lowered her body down into his aching dick, pressing her chest against his, her diamond-hard nipples rubbing against his smooth, creamy skin. She bounced her hips on his, burying his stiff prick into her delicate, wet cunt.

Josh arched his back as he let out a euphoric moan, blowing his load into the hot flesh of Nicole’s pussy. She screamed, and her honeyed voice filled the ears of the two men as her juices spilled out onto Josh. Moments later, Will’s pounding came to a halt as he grunted and filled Josh’s ass with his white-hot spunk.

Silence filled the bedroom; the only sounds were the satisfied exhalations of the three lovers, their bodies spent and their lust quenched.

Nicole broke the silence with a kiss. “Well Joslyn, how was your first time?” she asked as she pulled away from Josh’s cheek, leaving some of her ruby red lipstick behind. She rolled off of him onto the bed beside him. Will remained quiet as he sat on the edge of the bed, facing away from his girlfriend and his friend dressed like a girl.

“I… It was everything I expected and more,” Josh replied breathlessly.

“What about you, babe?”

Will titled his head back and looked up at the ceiling. “I could grow to like it.”

“Good, ‘cause I like Joslyn and I want her to stick around,” Nicole said, moving her finger up and down Josh’s belly. “Though now I want to see you in some sexy lingerie, Will.”

“Not in your life. Josh can be your doll,” he said, standing up off of the bed and stretching.

“What do you think, Josh? Do you mind being my little dress-up and fuck doll?”

“Sure, I’d like that,” Josh said, smiling.

“Yay! I already know of a bunch of outfits I want you to try on.” Nicole was reinvigorated. She jumped up off of the bed and pulled Josh along with her. He sprang to his feet as she tugged him along. “And costumes! I have that French maid one from last year!”

“I’ve always wanted a live-in maid,” Will said with a grin.

“I didn’t say anything about becoming someone’s maid!” Josh said, grabbing onto the door frame.

Nicole pressed his body against the wall, pinning his body with hers. She held his wrists in place as she brought her lips to his ear.

“It’s too late for that Josh. There’s no backing out now,” she whispered. “There’s nowhere to hide.”


OFFICE ENTERTAINER

 

The air was thick and heavy in the club. It was hazy; a sticky mixture of heat, sweat, smoke, and sex. The room was dimly lit, the only lights were the stream of round bulbs that lined the raised platforms were the dancers danced. The music was loud and deep, its pulsating rhythms guiding the dancers in their movements. Their hips swayed and their bodies gyrated to the beats and tempos.

The crowd had their eyes on the dancers, either up on one of the many stages or on their laps. Bouncers casually walked the floor, their eyes on the patrons waiting to spring into action at a moment’s notice. The booths were dimly lit, making it near impossible to make out the features of those sitting in the next booth over. Only when a dancer mounted a patron did the lighting shift, illuminating the lap dance.

Devin sat alone in one of the booths. His hands cradled a tall pint of cold beer and his eyes moved about the club. His gaze would linger on one of the dancers and would trace her curves from head to toe before moving on to the next one.

One of the waitresses moved into his line of sight and remained there. One arm held a round tray tucked under her shoulder, the other rested on her cocked-out hip. She had brown hair pulled back in a messy ponytail with green eyes and tan skin. Her outfit was a black cut-off t-shirt and miniskirt, stockings and heels.

She smirked. “Why hello Devin! Didn’t know you were coming in tonight.” She took her hand off of her hip and placed it on the table as she leaned forward. “Don’t you usually come in on Friday’s?”

Devin’s eyes went from hers down to her breasts briefly. He blushed. “Hi Jessica.”

Her smirk widened into a mischievous smile and Devin shriveled up under her gaze. She knew why he was here tonight. He knew that she knew. Tonight was a special night. A night that happens only once a month at this club.

Last month, Devin was too nervous to partake in the special night. He just sat in the back and watched with a mixture of jealousy and fear as a handful of men worked the stage and the poles dressed as women. Only, they made no attempt to hide their manhood. At first their cocks were neatly tucked away in their panties, the bulges were obvious and as they danced and feasted off of the palpable lust of the crowd that hooted and hollered and stuffed bills into their clothes, their cocks grew hard.

Devin watched with awe as the dancers moved with rock-hard erections. Some of them had breast forms, others chose to remain flat-chested. No matter which option they chose, all the dancers were convincingly feminine with expertly applied makeup and wigs. They all walked away with some serious cash. Even though Devin had a nice job and made a good amount of money, he could always use a little extra spending cash. His computer had some obsolete parts and the money he could make from going up and dancing would not only pay for replacements, but he would still have some left over.

He started visiting the club more often, becoming a regular. He studied the dancers, their movements and techniques. He saw how they manipulated the crowd and catered to the big spenders. If he was to not only compete with other dancers, but to make some money doing so, Devin would have to really develop some skills.

It was nerve wracking, opening that very first package. He bought the items the same night. Devin stayed up well past his normal bed time that night browsing online for some clothes and shoes. Nothing was provided. The box was waiting for him in the office at his apartment complex. He was extremely nervous when he ordered the items, even though he knew the contents would be masked by the Amazon logo. Devin said nothing as he grabbed the box and ran to his apartment after work that day.

His fingers trembled as he tore open the box and removed the contents onto his round kitchen table. There was a bright, almost neon, pink wig, some stockings, panties, bras, a minidress, microskirt and tied-off blouse. Lastly were the shoes: a pair of six inch, clear platform strappy heels. In addition to the clothes and wig, there was some costume jewelry and a basic makeup kit. The jewelry was clip-on earrings, some bracelets a body chain and even a clip-on belly button piercing.

Devin was thin, but he wasn’t girly. He had an almost athletic build with some muscle tone. He had brown hair and eyes, little body hair and almost no scruff. His attempts at growing facial hair would be rewarded with a borderline-creepy mustache, some chin hair and patchy growth on his cheeks. After several failed attempts during high school and college, Devin decided it was never meant to be and shaved every morning.

An overwhelming fear washed over him as he stared at the items on the kitchen table in his apartment. Never before in his life had he ever worn women’s clothing, yet after one night of watching men dressed as women strip and dance—which he didn’t realize was scheduled for that night—he returned home with the full intention to do so the following month and even bought the clothes. The realization of what he done didn’t sink in until this very moment, the package arrived and his purchases there in front of him.

He stood up and backed away from his table, rubbing his face and mumbling to himself. Devin paced about his apartment, eyes occasionally darting to his kitchen table then looking away as if he gazed upon something forbidden and taboo. He felt ashamed and confused, yet turned on and excited. There was a growing fascination welling up inside him as he remembered the men up on that stage and how convincingly feminine they were—even with their cocks exposed and their lack of breasts. 

Devin remembered how turned on he was.

His body remembered first, his cock hardening slightly in his jeans as he moved into the kitchen toward the fridge. It caused him to stop mid-stride and look down at the growing bulge. A warmth followed, which burned hotter as the memories came into his mind’s eye. He remembered the rush when he imagined what it must be like to look that sexy; to be up on that stage and in the eyes of the crowd, your only job to arouse and entertain.

There was one dancer in particular that Devin remembered vividly, mostly because near the end of the man’s dance, Devin could’ve sworn he saw precum drip out of the man’s cock. The man was stunningly beautiful, even though he chose to not wear forms. His body was thin and feminine, he had curves and an ass; legs that made Devin drool and piercing eyes. That dancer could’ve made even the most straight guy question his sexuality.

It made Devin question his.

It’s not that Devin never before in his life had a gay moment, in fact in college he had a one night stand with another guy. They were both drunk and hooked up after a party. When they both sobered up in the morning, they both admitted to the other that they weren’t actually gay, that they only really had a curiosity. Devin had a couple girlfriends since, and while he was open to dating another guy, he just never found one that he could see himself in a relationship with.

Seeing that man dressed convincingly as a woman made Devin wonder what it would be like to be on the other end of that. To be the feminine male that makes both women and men horny and lustful. He wondered what it would be like to date another guy—or woman—dressed as a woman. Devin had a submissive nature, something which one of his ex-girlfriends cultivated further after a couple nights of attempted kinky sex. His ex didn’t like it as much as she thought she word, Devin on the other hand, loved it.

Devin stood in the kitchen next to the refrigerator drinking his beer with his eyes locked on the table. His mind raced, debating between sending all the items back or following through with his plan. He was in such deep thought, that he didn’t realize his beer was empty until he held it up to his lips for almost thirty seconds.

He tossed the bottle in the recycling as he walked out of the kitchen past the table and toward his bedroom. He stopped when he spotted his computer and remembered why he decided to do this in the first place.

Spending money, he thought. But is it really worth it?

He tried to sit at his computer and play some video games, but it wasn’t long before he was reminded of his sub-optimal system; the slow load times, the laggy game play, the ugly, gray-ed out environments.

Devin let out a heavy sigh and turned off his computer after only ten minutes of gaming. He leaned back in his chair and looked up at the ceiling.

He was lost in thought for who knows how long. It was the beeping of his phone that brought him back to reality. He had gotten a text from his boss.

Anna was really something. She was tall—well, Devin was in actuality shorter than average—beautiful and smart. She had dark brown hair and beautiful blue eyes. Older than him by almost ten years yet she barely looked a year older than he. Her skin was soft and smooth, blemish free and lightly tan. As beautiful as she was, she was also fierce and strict, ruthless but occasionally light-hearted and funny. 

She had a wit sharper than a blade, and combined with the rest of her assets, made her a formidable corporate powerhouse. She rose quickly and with her at the helm, steered the company into success and profit.

She was telling him to come in tomorrow.

Devin threw his head back and groaned, tossing his phone onto the bed. He hated coming in on Saturdays. Then again, he would be getting overtime for it.

He walked back out into the kitchen and after staring at the items for a few minutes, decided to follow through with the plan.

He took the clothes back into his bedroom and tried them on one by one.

The bras had big empty cups and were tricky to put on. The panties he got in three different types: thong, bikini, and boyshort. Devin blushed as he put them on and looked at his reflection in the mirror. He tried to keep his cock tucked in. The more he played with it, the harder he became.

The harder he became, the more aroused he was.

Devin bit his lip as he looked at his reflection. There, standing before him was a guy in a pair of hot pink panties with his cock poking out of the top. He placed his hands on his belly and they slowly slid toward his now throbbing cock. He tilted his head back as he gently rubbed the underside of his cock through the thin, delicate fabric of his new panties.

His phone buzzed again.

Devin shook his head and walked over to his bed. Another text from Anna. He still needed to come in, only it would be an hour later.

Devin sighed as he quickly typed a response and tossed his phone back on his bed.

He looked back at his mirror, down at his now mostly flaccid dick, then at the bed.

He still had several more items to try on.

Keeping the hot pink panties on, Devin pulled on a pair of white fishnet stockings with a scalloped lace top. A strip of silicone lined the inside of the lace, making it so that they would stay up on his legs.

Devin frowned at his legs. Despite how sexy they looked and how strangely comfortable and arousing the stockings were, the image was ultimately tarnished by the hairs on his legs poking though. If he was going to go through with this, he would have to be completely smooth.

Completely.

He frowned. Never once in his life had he shaved his body. From the neck down he was covered, but fortunately the hair was thin and sparse. Unlike his brother who he jokingly called the wolf man.

Shaving would come later, he decided. Trying to ignore the growing arousal at the thought of being as silky smooth as his ex girlfriends, Devin put on some more of the other clothes.

He put the matching pink bra back on and on top of that he donned a white fishnet top. He put the shimmering pink wig on and then lastly put on the heels.

He fumbled with the tiny buckles that wrapped around his ankles, then wobbled as if walking on stilts as he stepped in front of the mirror. Devin hadn’t had this much trouble keeping balance since he tried to surf one summer while his family rented a beach house.

“Holy shit how do they do it?!” He thought aloud, looking at his reflection and down at his own feet.

When he finally gained some semblance of balance, Devin turned his body to look at his profile. His legs looked amazing—even with the hair—and the platform stripper heels boosted his ass just enough to be noticeable. The heels forced him to stand out straight and push his chest out.

Devin was pleased with his look. There was some inherent femininity, and with some work, he could look convincingly female.

Satisfied, he turned back toward his bed to strip, only he stopped mid-stride. He was still very aroused and his cock was rock hard and held against his belly by the waistband of his panties.

An idea came into his head. An idea that latched on and couldn’t shake free. He turned back toward the mirror and took a deep breath.

Biting his lip, he rubbed his body as he slowly moved his body, trying to mimic some of the movements he’d see the strippers do.

His body got hotter and hotter as he danced. Devin let his mouth hang open a little bit, moaning even as he bounced and gyrated.

“Oh fuck yes,” he moaned, closing his eyes. When he opened them he discovered that his hands were around his cock and slowly stroking.

He didn’t stop himself.

Instead, he stared at his reflection and watched the girly boy jerk herself off and moan. It felt so strange, so surreal.

His hand moved faster and faster. His hips buckled and he moaned loudly as cum shot out of his dick onto the mirror and floor.

It kept coming.

Strings of hot, sticky cum shout out. Devin wobbled in his heels, barely keeping balance as the orgasm washed over him. His head swam and his eyes fogged over as the most intense orgasm he has ever had came to an end.

Devin’s heart pounded. For several long seconds he just stood there staring blankly at his reflection. He blinked, then looked down at his hands in disbelief. It felt like a dream. Like he woke up to find someone had taken control of his body while he slumbered then came to just as the intruder finished.

But it wasn’t a dream. No one took control of his body. It was all him. This terrified him, but just as much, it filled him with curiosity and awe. These new feelings and desires were wonderful. Never had he felt so good, so sexy; never had he had such a powerful orgasm from masturbation. Would it always feel this way? Would he be able to control himself up on the stage?

Even though he would be fully exposing himself, if he ejaculated while on stage, he would face some severe consequences.

Even if he didn’t go up and dance, he needed to do this again. But first: he needed to clean up the strings of cum on the mirror and floor.

Almost every day after work, Devin would come home and practice. It became more than just trying to be good at stripping for the extra cash. He found pleasure in it. There was something about it that just made him feel so good. He ended up buying an assortment of additional clothes, from various “costumes” to items he can mix and match; still only having one pair of heels.

He didn’t wait to shave either. After work that Saturday, he stopped at a store on the way home and bought some razors and shaving cream, and after a long, hot bath he went to work on removing his body hair. It was an arduous task, one that he walked away from with more than a few nicks and cuts. 

The result was surreal.

For almost an hour, Devin just sat on his bed and gently stroked his legs. The smoothness was foreign, erotic. There was an awkwardness when he put on pants and a shirt. The way the fabric rubbed his skin was strange. It took some getting used to, the hardest part he realized was the fact that his arms were visible. What if someone said something to him at work? What would he say to defend shaving his arms?

But no one said anything that Monday. Then he just stopped worrying about it.

It almost became a ritual. On the days where Devin didn’t go to the gym, he would come back to his apartment, change out of his work clothes and put on one of his now many stripper outfits. Every day he tried a different combination until he found one he liked. Then he would sit down at his vanity and practice putting on makeup. On the weekends he would paint his nails.

Once he was dressed, he would walk about his apartment in the clear platform heels. Devin would exaggerate his stride, sway his hips side to side; walk one foot in front of the other with his arms to the side and his chest up and out. It was difficult at first walking in the high heels, many times he would stumble and occasionally fall. But the more Devin practiced, the easier and more natural his movements became. 

There were some evenings where he spent the entire rest of the day dressed. Almost immediately when he got home he would change out of his clothes and into one of his stripper outfits. It was almost like a switch. The moment he finished getting ready, he became some other person. Not Devin, but a woman. A flat-chested woman with some bonus parts. He did by a pair of false breasts, and there was one night where he not only glued them to his chest, but he even debated going out in public. The moment was fleeting, and in the end he decided to stay indoors and practice his moves.

On Friday nights he would visit the strip club and sit in the same booth. Not only because it gave him a good view of the stage, but also because it was a part of Jessica’s route. She was friendly—though he wasn’t sure if she was genuinely friendly or just doing it for the tips—and nice. She told him about the girls up on the stage and how for a short time she danced too, until she had (as she put it) a “career ending injury”. She couldn’t dance anymore, but she could still wait tables. 

When the night finally came, Devin was a nervous wreck. He practiced his movements many times the night before so while he knew he was ready, he was still scared as hell. All night that night he surveyed the crowd. The second he saw someone he knew, he would hit the big red cancel button. No way in hell was he going to go up on the stage if he was going to be recognized. 

The first half of the night was a regular night. The ladies danced, Devin watched. He didn’t know that Jessica also worked Wednesday nights.

“No… you’re shitting me,” she laughed. She immediately stopped when she saw him sink further into the booth. He looked very much afraid and anxious. “Oh, shit. You really are going to do it?”

“Yeah,” he replied, his voice barely audible.

Jessica watched him reach out and grab his small duffel bag and push it under the table. She looked around real quick then signaled to one of the other waitresses. “Oi! Becca! Cover me for a sec okay?”

She didn’t even wait for a response from her coworker. She sat down in the booth and scooted over next to Devin. “Hey, I think it’s awesome that you’re going to do this. It’s very brave of you and I am actually super excited to see you do it.”

Devin felt a lot better. She put her hand on his shoulder and rubbed it. “Tell you what, how about I take my break and walk you backstage? The other guys will be heading back there now, so if you’re going to do it, now is the time.”

Jessica stood up and extended her hand. Devin hesitated. He took several deep breaths.

“Come on Devin, live a little,” she said with a wink.

Devin took her hand and followed her backstage.

 

“Wow! Killer job with your makeup!” Jessica said returning backstage. After taking him here initially, she gave him a little pep talk then had to return to the club floor. She promised that she’d be rooting for him before giving him a quick kiss on the cheek and leaving him to get dressed with the other men. They were in various stages of getting ready, and they all gave Devin cold, competitive stares. He watched them as they sized him up, one even letting out a little chuckle.

Devin smirked then got dressed. He was still nervous and afraid, but it had moved to the back. A new feeling had taken over. These other guys weren’t just fellow dancers, they were his competition. They were all fighting for the same thing: the love and attention—and money—from the crowd. Whoever was picked as crowd favorite would go home with the bonus pot, in addition to the tips he earned.

There were three other dancers in addition to Devin. Four dancers for three poles. No one was allowed to hog a pole, but Devin had prepared for that situation anyway. The announcer called out their names, and Devin took a deep breath before following the other three out.

When he finally returned backstage, it was with the bedazzled rhinestone tiara on his head, a couple hundred dollars in tips, and a six-hundred dollar prize. Some of that money was Jessica’s. She more than happily slipped a bill into his g-string when he squatted down in front of her and stuck out his ass like he had seen the other dancers do.

The other guys were jealous and upset, one of them—the guy who had the crown last month—said somethings that cut, but Devin just ignored him. It helped that Jessica was there when he said the things. She chewed him out more than Devin ever could. She gave him a hug before saying goodbye. The other guys had already left and Devin changed back in the quiet of the locker room.

He was glowing when he walked into his apartment. He was grinning like an idiot as he showered the sweat, makeup, and body glitter off. He was still smiling when he climbed into bed.

Then everything changed when he walked into work the following morning.

 

For close to an hour, it was like any other workday. Devin would arrive when he normally did, and grab some coffee and perhaps a donut or muffin in the break room if there were any. He’d enjoy the mini breakfast in the few minutes he had, as he tended to arrive ten or so minutes early. From there he would smile and greet his coworkers as he made his way to his desk. He would turn on the computer, clock in, and begin his day.

It was like any other day. Devin sorted through some emails, work on some reports, maybe sneak onto his phone for a few minutes. 

“Devin.”

Anna’s voice chimed in on the intercom on his phone. He hesitated for a moment, thinking he was caught browsing on his phone.

“Yes?” He said, picking up the phone.

“You busy at this moment?” Her tone was serious, professional. It was all he’s ever known about her. Anna’s always already there when he gets to work in the morning, and she’s always the last one to leave. She isn’t rude; she’ll say “good morning”, even make small talk on the rare occasion. It happened once to Devin, on one of the Saturday mornings that she had him come in on. It was just the two of them, and once they got things covered, they had some down time and they just started chatting. She wasn’t awkward or cold, in fact, she kept the conversation going and kept it interesting. Until they had to get back to work.

“No, I’m free.”

“Good. Come by my office. There is something we need to discuss.”

She hung up. Devin thought for a moment. He traced his steps back and tried to figure out if there was something work-related that he missed. Nothing was late or overdue, he had no major projects. He had been performing well, though.

He smiled. Maybe Anna was going to offer a promotion or raise. It had been a while since anyone got any kind of reward, other than the usual year-end bonuses. Not once did it occur to him that Anna wanted to discuss something not work related. She never discussed things that weren’t related to work, even when someone managed to get some small talk, she kept things vague and short. The most anyone knew was her age, that she had two younger siblings, and is apparently single.

It was still early, so a bulk of the workforce hadn’t arrived yet. Devin gets there early so he could leave early. He figures Anna just sleeps here. That she has one of those foldaway beds in her office somewhere and a closet too. Her office was big enough for it and she did have a couch.

“Close the door and have a seat.”

Devin nodded and as he sat, Anna pushed a button on her desk that turned the blinds, blocking the view to the office. When he looked back at her after taking a glance at the blinds, Devin’s heart sank.

She was grinning.

It wasn’t a normal smile, one that meant she had very good news to share with him. It was a mischievous smile. She knew something that pleased her greatly. It was at that moment that Devin realized what it was that had Anna grinning like The Joker from Batman. His fears were realized moments later when she brought out her phone and handed it to him.

On the screen were pictures of him stripping.

The color from his face vanished and he was as still as a statue. Anna walked around her large, polished wood desk and took the phone from Devin. She set it aside as she sat on the edge and crossed her legs.

“Devin,” she paused. “Devin, look at me.”

Her voice wasn’t harsh or cruel, nor was it mocking. It was motherly. She sounded exactly like his mother when she caught him misbehaving. He was sure the next words out of her mouth would be “you’re fired.”

He was right… sort of.

“You’re not fired,” Anna said. She picked up her phone again and swiped through the pictures. She looked very pleased. “You make such a pretty girl. I couldn’t believe that it was you up on that stage. Now I see why you have no hair on your arms.”

Devin blushed and her  comment made him try to hide his arms out of embarrassment.

“You moved so gracefully, so sexually. It really turned me on.”

Devin’s eyes widened but he kept his gaze on the ground between them.

“That was your first time doing it, yes? You weren’t up there last month if I recall correctly.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Devin replied weakly. He was so embarrassed. He made fists with his hands and squeezed so tightly his knuckles turned white. Then he released them and fidgeted. He tried to keep his gaze away from his boss. He looked at the ground between them, at his lap, over at the door to her office. Anything but her.

“Devin, look at me.”

He slowly raised his head and his gaze. He wanted to look away from her as if she was Medusa and he would be turned to stone upon laying eyes on her. He followed her body up to her face. His eyes glanced over her stiletto pumps, her legs encased in nylons, the black pin-striped skirt that rode up on her thighs. She spread her legs as his eyes traveled up her body.

She was wearing stockings. Devin swallowed hard and his face turned bright red when he laid his eyes on the lacy tops and the thin straps that disappeared further up her skirt. He could barely make out her panties in the darkness. They were red lace.

There was something else there. Something that he wasn’t quite sure of and decided it was just his eyes playing tricks on him.

As briefly as she opened her legs, she closed them again and Devin lifted his gaze to her eyes. Anna had one eyebrow arched and the corner of her dark red lips was curved into a satisfied smirk.

“Devin, how would you like a promotion?”

He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. He closed his mouth, blinked a couple times then opened again. “What?”

Anna uncrossed her legs and recrossed them. “A promotion.” She showed no signs of annoyance or impatience. A true professional.

“What is the job?”

“My personal assistant. But in order to get the job, you have to pass the exam.” Her smile widened. “Your pay will be significantly improved, and you’ll get full benefits, plus… more.”

“What… what will I have to do?”

“Dance.” She slid off the desk and sauntered toward him. She exaggerated the movements of her hips and hiked up her skirt. “I want you to move like you did up on that stage last night. Except you won’t be doing it for a crowd, you’ll be doing it for me.”

She continued pulling up her skirt. The tops of her stockings and the garters that held them up were fully exposed. Devin’s heart beat faster and faster. His body grew warm and he squeezed the armrests of the chair. He squirmed as his cock hardened in his pants.

Then he saw it.

“And when you’re done dancing me and getting me all hot and bothered, you’ll pleasure me.”

Anna pulled her skirt up over her red lace panties. Devin was expecting a normal woman’s crotch. If anything, he would’ve been surprised if there was some hair down there. But what he got something completely unexpected.

A cock.

There it was, tucked away in her panties in such a way that no one would ever suspect that Anna had something extra. Devin was frozen in shock. He just sat there and stared at it as she hooked her fingers into the waist band of her panties and pulled them down as he had seen the strippers do on stage. She let it hang there for a few moments before pulling her panties back up and letting her skirt fall.

She straightened out her skirt as she backed away from Devin and leaned against her desk. “Did I make myself clear?”

Devin stared blankly ahead. “Yes ma’am.”

“Then return here tonight at midnight and bring whatever outfit you think will satisfy me the most. I’ll wait for you in the parking lot.” She walked behind her desk and sat back down. “You may get back to work.”

She pushed a button on her desk and the blinds opened. Devin stood and walked out of the office. He tried to not show the fear, confusion, and sheer arousal on his face. He also didn’t want it to look like he was just fired. To anyone who asked, he just told them it was a simple meeting, and that she had more work she wanted him to do. 

Devin couldn’t focus. He tried to work and eventually sunk into automation. Time just passed by. He drove home in silence and sat quietly in his apartment. He just laid on his bed unsure of what to do.

He wondered what would happen if he didn’t show up to the meeting tonight. Would Anna make public the knowledge of his stripping and crossdressing? Or would she just keep it to herself and try to find ways to get him to strip and dress up for her.

On the other hand, the pay increase would be really awesome. The perks too.

“I’ll do it,” he said aloud, as if Anna was in the room with him.

Devin got up off of the bed, laid out all of his girls on the bed, and put together an outfit.

There was only one other car in the parking lot. Devin parked his car next to it. Anna didn’t even get out. She just rolled down her window.

“Get in.”

“But—”

“Get in. I’m taking you somewhere else.” She rolled her window back up as Devin climbed in the front seat, his duffel bag on his lap.

They drove in silence. Anna was still in her work clothes: white satin blouse, black pin-striped skirt, dark stockings, and black patent heels. She drove with her heels on, speeding out of the parking lot and down the street. She was fast, but she wasn’t reckless. Anna exhibited great control behind the wheel, efficiently navigating the empty streets until they pulled into a parking lot behind several buildings.

“Where are w—”

“Hush,” Anne said, slinging her purse over her shoulder and heading toward a heavy metal door illuminated by a single yellow light. Devin stayed close to her, occasionally looking around as they walked up to the door. She pulled her keys out and unlocked it.

The door led to a narrow hallway and three steps in Devin realized exactly where they were. Anna had taken him back to the strip club.

“What are we doing here? We’re going to get in trouble!”

“Nonsense. I know the owner. I have a key.”

She led him to the locker room.

“Get dressed. When you’re done, I’ll be waiting for you in the executive room. Don’t take too long.”

Anna went out through the dancer’s exit. Devin could hear the sounds of lights coming on and then the muffled sounds of music. He looked around the locker room and turned on the lights for one of the empty vanities. He unzipped his bag and got dressed.

Anna sat in the executive room as she has done several times before. The perks of both knowing the owner of the club and actually having the money to pay for it. She leaned back in the wide, comfortable chair, her legs spread apart and her eyes on the door. In one hand she held a short, fat glass with her drink of choice, the other rested on the arm rest.

There was music playing and the lights were on their preprogrammed circuit, alternating and changing with the beat of the song. She tapped her fingers while she waited.

Then the door opened and Devin entered the booth.

“Holy. Shit.” Anna said, smiling from ear to ear.

Devin blushed, his cheeks turning as red as Anna’s panties. He had on a blonde wig, white tied off blouse, a gray pin-striped skirt so short it barely covered his ass, dark stockings attached to a garter belt hidden somewhere under that skirt, a red thong with straps that poked out from his skirt onto his hips and matching red platform pumps. 

He had bought the heels only last week, when he realized just how much fun he had dressing up. He no longer wanted to just dress like a stripper, he wanted to simply dress up, even if all of the outfits were rather risqué and shouldn’t be worn in public—unless you’re a woman in a certain profession.

His nails and lips were painted the same color red as the thong and heels, and dark eye shadow enhanced his eyes. Devin had on a pearl necklace that more closely resembled a choker and large gold hoop earrings.

“I… I hope you like my outfit.”

“Slut, I love it! Get over here and dance for me.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

 

Devin wasn’t quite sure what to do next. His body froze for a few moments when he laid his eyes on Anna. She had her gaze fixed on him. It was a predatory gaze, the one a lion gives to a trapped gazelle. It told Devin that he had nowhere to go. He was trapped and that Anna would have her way with him.

He swallowed hard. He wasn’t quite sure how to take this situation. On one hand he was incredibly turned on by all of this; the crossdressing, the stripping, submitting to his boss—not to mention the fact that she had a cock. On the other hand…

At that moment Devin realized that there wasn’t a downside to this. He wasn’t getting blackmailed, he wasn’t being forced to do any of this. He chose to do it all.

Anna knew that he knew this and she grinned and spread her legs.

“Come on Devin, dance for me,” she said in a calm, but commanding voice.

He bowed slightly, then sauntered over to her has he had seen the lap dancers do. He also climbed onto her lap in the same manner, placing his hands on her shoulders and straddling her hips. He kept his eyes on hers and she stared up at him with a look of victory. He tried to ignore the growing bulge underneath her skirt. He tried to ignore his hardening cock, even as it easily pushed down the small patch of fabric on the front of his thong and lifted up the front of tiny pin-striped miniskirt.

“Enjoying this, are we?” She purred. She took a sip of her drink and caressed his balls with her other hand.

Devin moaned as he rolled his hips around to the music, gently squeezing her shoulders as he moved in closer to her. His cock twitched from her touch, and she giggled as little dollops of shiny clear precum oozed out of his tip.

She hiked up her own skirt, bunching it up at her waist to expose her own panties and cock. It was bigger than this. Thicker. Longer. Juicier. He wondered what it tasted like. He wondered what it was like to be on his knees in front of her, his lips around that thick cock of hers.

He leaned forward, brought his hand down to her dick and kissed her as he gently stroked it. It was strange handling a cock attached to a woman, but he handled it just like how he handled his own.

“Eager little slut aren’t you?” Anna said in between kisses. She reached down and gently squeezed his balls, causing him to moan. “I want that ass of yours.”

Devin straightened up and turned around. He put his hands on his hips and looked back at her over his shoulder as he bobbed and swayed, squatted and stuck his ass out at her. He let out a little yelp when she playfully smacked his ass.

“Look at that cute ass of yours. So round, so pretty.” She squeezed it with both hands then quickly grabbed onto his hips and pulled him onto her lap.

Devin didn’t break stride. He put her hands on her thighs and grinded his ass against her cock. It felt strangely wonderful. His own cock was stiff as a board and more precum oozed out as he rubbed his girly ass against Anna’s dick.

“Oh fuck I want that cute ass of yours!” Anna groaned.

Devin turned up the dial on his movements, grinding against her faster and harder. He wanted her too. He wanted her more than she wanted him. He tried not to show how hot he was for her, but he failed.

His face was as red as tomatoes and he bit his lip as he looked back at her. He nodded meekly.

“There’s a bottle of lube in my purse,” she said pointing to her black leather designer purse.

Devin walked over to it and found the bottle right away. It didn’t bother him that she had obviously planned for this to happened. In the back of his mind, he wanted it to.

It was a pink bottle and the thick liquid inside it was clear. He squeezed a good amount onto his hands and set the bottle on the small table next to the chair. He stood in front of her, hip cocked out to the side with a smirk on his face as he rubbed his hands together, spreading the lube onto this palms before kneeling in front of her.

He kept his eyes on her cock as he coated it with lube with both hands, slathering the thick gel onto every inch of it.

When it was thoroughly coated, he wiped this hands off and with his eyes locked on Anna’s, he straddled her legs, pulled aside the thin strap of his thong, and lowered himself onto her.

“Oh fuck!” He moaned, as the pleasure filled him.

Anna grunted and grinned as she took his hips in her hands and guided him further down. Slowly and carefully, he took more and more of her dick in him until it all vanished inside of him.

“God that feels good,” she said. “Your pussy is so tight. It’s delectable.”

“It feels amazing,” he said, still getting used to the fullness.

“Well don’t stop now,” she said, smacking his ass. Ride that cock like a cowgirl.”

Devin tipped his imaginary hat at her then gyrated his hips.

He stopped referencing his stripper knowledge, and moved on to what he’d seen in porn.

He leaned forward and kissed her again, and she squeezed and smacked his ass as he bounded on her thick cock. It felt so good and he mentally cursed himself for not buying a dildo before. The thought had came into his mind in the month that he practiced his stripping and dancing, but he just couldn’t bring himself to actually buy the sex toy.

Now, he didn’t need it. Not when he had the real deal. Even better that it belonged to the beauty that is his boss.

“You want to cum, don’t you slut?” she said, tracing the head of his cock with her finger.

“Y-Yes, ma’am!” He replied, still bouncing and grinding.

“Turn around.”

With her cock still in him, Devin rotated one hundred and eighty degrees. Anna sat up and hugged his body. Her breasts pressed against his back and she brought her lips to his ear.

“If you can make me cum, you’ll get the job. Then I’ll let you cum.”

Devin wiggled his butt and pushed back against her. Whatever he was doing was working. Anna moaned and groaned and soon enough, he felt her cock twitch and his eyes widened and he felt her explode inside him.

“Oh yes! Yes!” she screamed as her cum filled him.

She was still pumping him full when she wrapped her hand around his dick and jerked him off.

Devin didn’t last long with the combination of her dick and cum filling him, and her hand stroking him. The pleasure washed over him like a tsunami and his eyes rolled back into his head as he swam in erotic bliss.

Cum oozed out of his dick, coating it, Anna’s hand and the floor in front of them.

He was still in a daze when she released his softening cock and brought her hand to his mouth. He instinctively licked and cleaned the cum off of her hand and fingers, savoring the warm, salty taste.

She helped him off of her, and cum dripped out of his ass when she pulled out of him. Devin stood there, his knees wobbling as her ejaculate dripped down his legs.

“Bend over,” she said.

He did, and he felt her slide a plug up into his ass. The flared tip kept it and her cum lodged in him.

She grabbed a couple of the cleaning wipes and wiped his legs and ass clean. Then she cleaned off her own body and tidied herself up. She shut down the booth and escorted Devin back to the locker.

“No, you’re staying dressed like that.” She said as he reached for his clothes. 

Devin whimpered, but didn’t disobey. He put his clothes in his duffel bag, and followed her out of the back door of the strip club and into the cold night air, still dressed as a stripper.

“When you return to your apartment, you may change out of those clothes and remove the plug.” She said as they drove back to the office. “Tomorrow you’ll begin as my assistant. You can arrive at the time your normally do only…”

She turned toward him and smiled.

“You must wear that thong, garter belt, and stockings under those clothes of yours.”

Devin opened his mouth to protest, but stopped. All he could do was blush and say: “Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s my girl,” Anna said, speeding off into the night, her hand caressing Devin’s thigh.


OFFLINE

 

You never know what to expect when these kinds of things happen. Sometimes they are planned for, while other times, they come out of the blue and hit you when you’re not looking. Opportunities come and go every single day, and most of them pass by without you even noticing.

I wasn’t sure what would happen when I walked through that hotel room door. My mind was bouncing back and forth between the best, most wonderful scenario or the worst thing that could possibly happen to me. To say I was nervous would be an understatement. My hands were shaking so much I had difficulty sliding the keycard in and turning the doorknob.

My mouth was as dry as the Sahara and my heart was beating as fast as a hummingbird’s wings. My stomach was in a knot, and I almost went straight to the bathroom to vomit before I had a chance to lay eyes on my host. But when I stepped through that door and saw him waiting for me in a chair on the other side of the room, my fear left me. My worry left me. I was still incredibly nervous, but above all, I was aroused.

I knew at once that whatever happened from that moment until I left this hotel room would be one of the best nights of my life.

He smiled as he stood and crossed his arms. I watched him look me up and down, and then he pointed to the bathroom.

“Get dressed,” he said. “I’ve been waiting for this moment since I first messaged you.”

I nodded and stepped into the bathroom with my duffle bag. I stripped out of my jeans, t-shirt, and shoes and pulled out the first item in my bag: red satin panties. I smiled as I slipped them on, and my mind drifted back to how this all began.

 

I was a crossdresser who could not enjoy my hobby as often as I wanted to. My job didn’t pay me enough to where I could live on my own in an apartment all to myself. The high cost of living plus a wage that was lower than it should have been meant roommates, and in my case, it meant two roommates. We shared a three-bedroom apartment, and while I had my own bathroom, I didn’t have much time to myself.

One roommate often worked from home, and the other had the most unpredictable schedule. I never knew when I would have time to myself, and I’d always find out at the last possible moment.

But I finally had my chance. I had saved up enough hours to give myself a day off when I knew that both my roommates would be gone. That morning, when I woke up and walked about the apartment to find it empty, I smiled. My body was shaking with nervous anticipation, and right then, I decided to get started.

I was already clean-shaven, my body smooth and hairless from my neck down to my fingers and toes. I slipped my clear plastic chastity cage on and locked it before my body would get too horny to stay soft. Then I lubed up my favorite plug, and after slipping it in and lying there for a few minutes, I set up my camera equipment and got dressed.

I didn’t have the most ideal body for a crossdresser. I had wide shoulders, and for most of my life, I’d been chubby. I was still packing a few extra pounds when I moved out of my parents’ house and into the apartment, but I worked with what I had, and because of it, I had a very small and fickle following. My posts would get only a couple of likes, at best, compared to some other crossdressers who would get hundreds in minutes.

But I kept dressing up. I wasn’t doing it for the fame or the recognition. Sure, it would be nice to know that my body was turning others on, but that wasn’t the reason I was doing it. Whether or not my pictures would get a thousand likes or none, I did it because I enjoyed it. I love my red lace panties and my black stockings. I love my high heels and my miniskirts and short dresses and lingerie.

My first outfit was a slutty schoolgirl get-up, with a white tied-off blouse and red pleated miniskirt so short it barely covered my ass and showed off my red thong. I paired it with white stockings and shiny red platform pumps. It was my favorite outfit, because to me, it was the perfect balance of slutty and submissive.

It was that outfit that had started it all.

One day, I’d received a message from a fan on Twitter. He was polite and fun, and I immediately replied back. We conversed back and forth, mostly discussing our mutual hobby of crossdressing. We talked about shaving and outfits, and when he told me about his tumblr page, I just had to see for myself.

He was thin, his body smooth and his outfits incredibly sexy, and like me, he didn’t show his head or face. I must’ve spent hours that day scrolling through his pictures, my cock getting harder and harder with each one until I couldn’t contain it anymore. I whipped it out right there and jerked off to my new friend’s pictures.

It was when we moved our conversations from Twitter to Skype that things really started heating up. Over the course of a couple months, we went from complete strangers to an online couple.

I don’t consider myself to be homosexual, or even bisexual. I didn’t find regular men attractive. I mean, I would compliment a guy on his looks, but it didn’t arouse me the way a woman’s body did. Which didn’t really make sense when I told those I met online that I often fantasized about sucking a real cock and getting fucked in the ass by one. While I often dreamed of being with a dominant woman who’d peg me, I was just as turned on by the thought of being with a dominant crossdresser.

Which was why I didn’t consider myself gay or bi. Crossdressers—or traps, femboys, transsexuals, or any other man blurring the line between male and female—weren’t normal guys. They were men who try to emulate female sexuality, whether or not they were transsexual and bring out the woman in them through medication and surgery, or they were like me and just loved how it felt to dress like one. In my eyes, they were not men. They were simply flat-chested women—unless they wore falsies—with dicks.

I was in an experimental and developmental state in my young adult life, but it didn’t start there. It started when I was thirteen years old and tried on my sister’s shoes. From there, it went to her knee-socks and her skirts and blouses to her dresses and bras. Unfortunately for me, the women in my family were plain and heavy-set, and no matter how hard I searched, I never was able to find the items that I longed to wear.

Through the internet, however, I was able to discover an array of kinks and fetishes that I didn’t know I had: bondage, latex, domination & submission, femdom, pegging—you name it. My curiosity flourished, and it became a part of me that I had to keep locked up, only to be let out when I had some privacy. The internet gave me the opportunity to connect with like-minded individuals.

Including the one who I now called, “Mistress.”

His name was Monica, and he was a fan of fishnets, bodystockings, and high heels. He loved to wear skirts that would show off his amazing ass and give the viewer a full glimpse of his cock. I told him this when we first started chatting on Skype, and he replied with how turned on he was from my own pictures.

I told him about my collar and the knock-off chastity cage I owned, and he told me how hot it was making him. I told him about my submission fetish and how I wanted to wear my slutty schoolgirl outfit and let him dominate me.

I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. I shifted in my seat, my cock hardening as I typed.

 

[Me]: I have this fantasy in my head.

[Monica]: oh? Do tell.

[Me]: I’m in my slutty schoolgirl outfit. Wearing my collar and chastity cage. I’m in a room with you. You’re wearing a sexy leather outfit and holding onto a chain leash that’s clipped to my collar.

User “Monica” has changed their name to “Mistress.”

[Mistress]: Oh I like that. And I’ll do more. I’d press you against a wall. Hold your hands above your head with my left hand as I slip my right into your panties.

 

I leaned back into my chair and bit my hand. My cock was fighting to burst through my jeans. It was so hard it hurt. My apartment was quiet, so I opened the door and silently snuck about, searching for any signs of my roommates.

Both their rooms were dark, and the apartment was empty. I called out to them, and there was no reply. It was a Friday night, and as such, they must have been out partying.

I ran back to my room. My friend hadn’t said anything else. I bent over my chair and quickly typed in a response.

 

[Me]: (hey, roommates are gone. Have the place to myself. Going to get dressed. Gimme a moment.)

 

I hovered over my keyboard and bit my lip. I saw the notification that my chat partner was writing.

 

[Mistress]: (hurry up slut! I’m already wearing my panties and I’m so fucking hard).

 

I slipped out of my pants and threw off my shirt. I pulled my boxers off and tossed my garments onto my bed. Looking down, I stared at my fully erect cock. I touched my finger to the tip and bit my lip as I watched a string of precum follow it as I pull it away.

I stepped into a pair of panties and my stockings and returned to the chat. Monica—or now “Mistress”—and I went back and forth until it got was too difficult to focus. I couldn’t touch my cock until I got permission to. 

I looked down and saw pearls of precum form and slowly ooze down my shaft into my panties.

 

[Me]: please Mistress let me cum.

[Mistress]: not yet slut. You need to make me cum first.

 

I swallowed as I did my best to type out the scenario of me sucking his cock. I put as much detail as I could of how I would look up into his eyes as I licked his shaft and kiss the head; how I would slowly stroke it as I caressed his balls.

My fingers froze. I couldn’t type anymore. I stomped my feet and moaned loudly. My cock twitched and throbbed. I was so close. So very close.

 

[Mistress]: ahhh, that was nice. You’ve been a good slut and now you can touch yourself. Go ahead and cum as you scream my name.

 

I didn’t need to be told twice.

 

[Me]: Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.

 

I grabbed a couple tissues as I slouched in my chair and grabbed my cock. All it took was a couple strokes and a throaty moan before I orgasmed.

I closed my eyes and groaned loudly as my entire body shook. The orgasm was powerful, and I felt my cum surge out of my cock and splash onto my chest and stomach.

My heart pounded. My body was burning. Sweat poured down my brow. I was lightheaded and dizzy. I looked down at my now flaccid cock and I dragged my fingers across one of the streaks of sticky cum on my smooth, hairless chest.

Then I heard the sound I most dreaded hearing.

The color from my face vanished as I heard the front door open and close. I scrambled onto my feet to close my bedroom door, otherwise my roommates would’ve seen me sitting there in my panties and stockings, cock out and cum all over my chest and stomach.

I managed to close the door before they could see me and returned to my keyboard.

 

User “Mistress” has changed their name to “Monica.”

 

[Me:] Heh, blew my load all over my stomach and chest then I had to close my door before my roommates saw me.

[Monica]: I would love to catch you like that, so I could punish you for being naughty. ;)

 

I laughed as I wiped the cum from my body and stripped out of my clothes.

 

[Me]: Ugh, I’m wiped. Going to shower than go to bed.

[Monica]: Good night! *kiss*

 

I remained at my computer, staring at the black screen for another minute or two after turning it off. My mind raced. I had never had that powerful of an orgasm from masturbation.

I looked down at my hand and over at the area in my closet where I stashed my collection of lingerie, outfits, toys, and high heels. My sexuality was indeed changing. A year ago, I would’ve never considered having a roleplay sex session like that in a chatroom.

Then again, a year ago, I didn’t have any women’s clothes of my own. It was only a month after I started working that I began buying the clothes and hiding them in my closet. It was much harder back then, as I still lived with my parents.

My roommates were loud, and they weren’t alone. I heard the voices of two women and another man. I recognized them instantly, and as I dragged my tired body to the bathroom, I silently prayed that they would move the party elsewhere.

Things became quiet between me and Monica. After our night of rather intense erotic roleplay, our conversations were few and far between. Work kept me and him busy, and when I came home, he would either be offline or away. When I finally heard from him again, it was that he would be gone for a week on vacation and that he wouldn’t have internet where he was going.

The night before he was leaving, I was dragged away from my computer by my roommates. It was a Friday night, and they were intent on getting me out of the apartment and trying to hook me up with one of their lady friends. It was strange. As I opened my mouth to plead and protest my friends’ plan, I realized that I was fighting to stay in my room to have cybersex with not only another man, but a crossdresser, as well.

Could this “relationship” be more than that I thought it was? Could I actually have feelings for the stranger who didn’t even live in the same state as me and was almost ten years older than I? Though you wouldn’t have known that from looking at his pictures. For someone in their mid-thirties, Monica looked damn good.

 

[Me]: Sorry Monica, but I can’t chat tonight. Going out with my roommates. :(

 

I could feel my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for his reply. For a good minute, there was nothing but silence. I bit my hand as I panicked. Had I said something that offended him? Did I totally ruin the relationship we had?

At length, the notification appeared and his reply shortly after.

 

[Monica]: That’s fine. You have fun okay? I’ll email you something fun later. Good bye! *kiss*

 

Before I could wish him goodbye, he logged off, and my heart sank.

The thought stuck with me as I followed my roommates out of the apartment and over to their friend’s place. The house was packed, and liquor of every brand and type was being served. Despite the extravagance of the event, I couldn’t bring myself to enjoy it. The women were beautiful and wore high heels and short dresses. Even so, none of them showed any interest in me. Any attempt at a conversation ended with a friend of theirs would pull them away to the dance floor or they saw someone else.

With my roommates nowhere to be found and my attempts at engaging with one of the many gorgeous women shot down fast and hard, I made my way out of the mansion and into a cab back to my place.

Even though I was alone for quite possibly the rest of the night, I had no desire to dress up, no desire to look up some porn and masturbate. I totally forgot about the email that Monica said would be in my inbox as I took a six pack of beer out of the fridge and watched Netflix until I fell asleep on the couch.

When I woke up, I was still alone. There were four empty beers and a half-drunk fifth. My phone was silent. The sun was shining bright, and without even looking at the clock, I got up and stumbled out of the apartment to the diner across the street. I wasn’t hung-over, but a greasy breakfast with a hot cup of coffee still sounded really good.

I woke my computer from its sleep and opened up my email. There waiting for me at the very top was the letter from Monica. I bit my lip as I opened it, worried that it would be him saying goodbye and ending our relationship because I had done something wrong.

It was the total opposite.

Monica opened up to me. He told me about himself, his sexuality, his interests. He told me about his history and past partners. He told me how much fun he’d had chatting with me and how much pleasure it brought him. He also told me how torturous this vacation would be because he wouldn’t be able to chat with me directly.

He also gave me instructions.

In the past, I had told him about how I had a PO Box, and when he asked me for the address, I gave it to him without thinking anything about it. In this email, he told me that he was sending me a package and not to open it until he returned from his trip. My cock hardened instantly as I read the final instructions.

 

You are not allowed to cum. The first day I am gone, you are to edge completely naked. The second day, you are to edge wearing panties. Third day is panties and stockings. Fourth is previous day plus heels. Then bra. Sixth day, you put on a miniskirt. Seventh day, everything including your collar and hot pink lipstick. I want pictures with timestamps.

I repeat. You are not allowed to cum. Not until the eighth day when I return and you open your package.

— Mistress

 

“Holy shit,” I said as I slouched in my chair. I bit my fist and groaned as my cock pressed against the material of my jeans. I grabbed my phone and texted my roommates. It was still early, and I doubt they would even be awake, but I wanted to make sure.

The response I got was barely legible, and after deciphering it, I learned what I already knew: they wouldn’t be back for hours. Monica’s letter got me aroused, and I just had to do it now. I’d edged before, but this… this was something entirely new. Would I be able to pull it off and edge for a week? How bad would the blue balls get?

I immediately stripped naked. My body was still silky smooth from when I’d shaved last, and I scribbled the time and date and took a picture of me from the chest down on my phone. It was the only camera I had. My webcam, as much of a piece of crap as it was, broke a month ago, and I had yet to get a replacement.

It was strange seeing myself naked on my phone. Even more so when I realized how rock hard I was when I took the picture. Pushing the thoughts aside, I put a little dollop of baby oil on my hand and started stroking.

It was harder and harder each day, especially on the fourth day when I fapped in my pink panties, white stockings, and pink heels. Edging only temporarily relieves the lust that builds up inside you, and when it comes back, it’s hotter and stronger than ever. For days now, I’d been edging, and my thoughts were overrun by my lust. All day, I had to fight the urge to let myself go.

There was a slip in my PO Box, as there always was when I got a package. As I stood in line waiting to get whatever it was that Monica had sent to me, my eyes focused on the woman ahead of me in line. She was tall, with long blonde hair and a black skirt suit. She wore shiny black pumps, and I could smell her perfume.

It was intoxicating, and I lost control. My mind’s eye was filled with fantasies involving this not much older woman. I was tied up and gagged as she spanked me. Then she dressed me up like a slut and pegged me. Then her strap-on magically turned into a real cock and she made me suck it, and as I did, my body became female.

“Next!”

I shook my head and came back to Earth. I walked in a daze toward the counter as the blonde went to the other side. I shifted my pants to hide the erection as I handed the lady behind the counter the slip and told her my box number. She returned with a medium-sized box, and when I went to leave, I saw that the blonde was nowhere to be found.

I almost came on the seventh day.

I had gotten so riled up as I got dressed that I almost came instantly from touching my cock. Instead of my schoolgirl miniskirt, I went with a baby-pink ruffled skirt to go with my high heels and white stockings. I wore my pink panties from before, with a white bra and my black leather collar. My body was trembling as I stood in the bathroom and painted my lips that hot, slutty pink.

I had to sit there and stare at the computer screen and wait for my body to relax before I started stroking. I looked down at my slowly softening cock and took a deep breath. I had come so close. If I hadn’t bit into my hand, I would’ve cum right then and there. I had to finish this challenge. I looked over at the still sealed box. When enough time had passed, I grabbed my cock and edged for the seventh time.

Monica emailed me on day eight. I had been sending him the pictures every day like he’d told me to, but I had yet to hear from him until now. My entire body shook with nervous anticipation as I waited for him to log into Skype.

 

[Monica]: You were a good little slut, I see. I liked your pictures. They made me cum several times. I loved knowing that you were suffering. ;)

[Me]: Yeah, it was hard. Almost came one time, got pretty close most days and had to really distract myself to stop.

[Monica]: Good girl. Are you ready for your presents?

[Me]: Presents?! There’s more than one thing in that box?

[Monica]: A couple things. Go ahead and open it and tell me what you got.

 

My heart pounded in my chest and my fingers shook as I cut open the package and typed out what my friend had sent me: a brand new HD webcam, a silicone butt plug, lube, a gold heart collar that had “Monica’s Slut” etched into it, and a black fishnet bodystocking.

I was in disbelief. I couldn’t believe the stuff he had sent me. I was confused, turned on, excited… so many different emotions all at once.

 

[Monica]: You okay?

[Me]: Yeah just… little overwhelmed, that’s all.

[Monica]: Too much? I was afraid of that when I sent the stuff to you. I’m sorry. You can send it back if you’d like.

[Me]: No, don’t worry. I love it. Even the heart tag. ;)

[Monica]: Good, ‘cause there’s something I want you to do for me.

[Me]: what?

[Monica]: I got a matching webcam. I want to have a video chat session. No sound—unless you want to. Don’t have to show your face either. Just the neck down.

[Me]: Oh… oh wow that actually sounds really hot. But yeah, no face. Not yet. :(

[Monica]: That’s fine. But I have some orders for you.

 

I bit my lip as I read what he wrote. Monica wanted me to put on the bodystocking, along with my schoolgirl skirt, my red heels, and collar with the new tag added. Then he wanted to watch me insert the plug, and after that, we were going to have cybersex, and I’d finally be allowed to cum.

It must have been fate that this would happen on the same day that my roommates were both out of town. I would have the place all to myself until tomorrow. I told Monica this.

 

[Monica]: Hurry up and get dressed slut. I can’t wait to watch you cum.

 

I didn’t need to be told twice. I quickly stripped out of my clothes and put on the bodystocking, skirt, heels and collar—after attaching the new tag. Then I installed the new webcam, and once I’d positioned it so that it would only show my body, I sent Monica a video invite.

I had never been so nervous before. It felt like hours watching and waiting for him to accept, and the dial tone went straight to my brain. I tapped my fingers on the desk and let out a relived sigh when the video popped up.

Then I gasped and my dick hardened instantly.

Monica sat at his desk in the same manner as me. His webcam was also turned down. He waved before spreading his legs and showing me his cock, which was as hard as mine. He wore a matching bodystocking with black thigh-high boots and a corset.

 

User “Monica” has changed their name to “Mistress.”

[Mistress]: Looking good, slut.

[Me]: Thank you, Mistress.

[Mistress]: Show me that collar.

 

I bent forward and brought the collar with the tag close to the camera so that he could see it.

 

[Mistress]: Very good. Are you ready to have some fun?

[Me]: I am!

[Mistress]: Then you know what to do. Show me that ass of yours and let’s see that plug disappear.

 

I let out a moan as the plug slowly slid in. I turned around and put my ass up by the webcam. Monica gave me the approval and I watched him slowly stroke his cock as we chatted some more. Our conversation quickly turned dirty and I masturbated for him.

I watched the screen and followed his orders. Speeding up and slowing down when told; stopping as well as starting back up. It was agonizing. I was so close to cumming for the first time in a week. But just as I was about to, he had me stop, and I wasn’t allowed to touch myself until he came.

Monica took his time. I could tell he was prolonging it, making me suffer. He told me afterward that he liked watching me squirm and seeing my cock twitch as he typed all kinds of dirty things into the chat, things like how he was picturing my lips around his cock as he stroked.

I leaned forward in my chair and watched his body spasm and the cum ooze out of his cock and splash onto his stomach and chest. He just sat there, reveling in the feeling that washed over him. I looked down at my own cock. It was twitching and throbbing, glistening precum oozing out of the tip.

He gave me the order, and I stroked until it hit me like a freight train. The force of his orgasm threw me back into my chair. My mind swam, and I became dizzy. A fog rolled over my eyes as I moaned and a week’s worth of cum erupted out of my dick. It flowed down the shaft and streaks of it went flying onto my chest and stomach.

I sat there in a daze, ignoring the message notifications. After what felt like hours, I blinked out of my fog and sat back up.

 

User “Mistress” changed their name to “Monica.”

[Monica]: Oh wow! Lots of cum. ;)

[Me]: Well, it’s been a week. XD

[Me]: God that was exhausting. Haven’t had an orgasm that powerful.

 

Monica was quiet for a time. He had ended the video chat, and I took the moment to clean myself up. I remained in the outfit. It had been a long time since I was able to be dressed for this long, and the fishnets were very comfortable.

 

[Monica]: Hey, so… there’s something I want to ask of you.

[Me]: What is it?”

[Monica]: My job, it has me travel occasionally. Next week it’s taking me down to where you are. The hotel they booked for me is actually pretty close to you—well, where your box is. I figured…

[Me]: Oh… oh wow. You want to…? You know?

[Monica]: I think it would be fun. It’s been a long time since I’ve had a partner, and well… but hey, you don’t have to if you don’t want to. I mean, I’ll totally understand. It’s just… I’ve always wanted to do it with another crossdresser.

[Me]: I… I don’t know what to say. I mean, I’m incredibly honored that you feel this way about me, but I’m just… a little nervous. I’m not sure about it. 

[Monica]: Well, I’ll be there just for a couple days. Take your time. If you want to meet up, just message me here. We can meet at a coffee shop or something. Just chat and stuff. Don’t have to do anything or dress up.

[Monica]: Think about it okay? I’d really like to meet up offline. :)

 

I sat in my car for close to half an hour. I wasn’t late. I had gotten there thirty minutes ago and just stayed there, trying to decide on whether or not I could go through with it. It was more nerve-wracking than going on a first date. But this wasn’t a date. It was just coffee and conversation. Nothing more. Just me getting to actually meet Monica, a guy I’d met online, a crossdresser like me who I’d had cybersex with.

He’d told me what he’d be wearing: jeans and a long-sleeved, teal shirt. He gave me a very simple description of what he looked like. Monica was Asian with short dark hair. He was also older than me, much older than I’d thought. 

My heart pounded in my chest and I sunk lower into my seat. Across the street, I saw him enter the coffee shop. He was thin and good-looking, all right. I rubbed my face and fought the urge to start the car and drive away.

I’d told him I would be there. I’d told him I would meet him. I couldn’t stand him up. What kind of asshole would that make me? I took a deep breath and got out of the car.

The coffee shop was mostly empty. It was close to lunchtime, so most people would be in a restaurant or fast food place, not getting coffee. I stood in the doorway and looked over at him. He sat in one of the corner booths and took a sip of his coffee as he typed away on his phone with his other hand.

He looked up at me and smiled.

There’s no going back now.

 

I stood in the hallway as Monica pulled out his keycard for the hotel room. The company that he worked for put him up in a pretty nice hotel. The rooms were large and well-furnished with great views of the city. Celebrities had stayed there, though they were usually in the penthouses and not one of the smaller rooms that Monica was in. Even so, it was pretty upscale.

I had looked at him over the rim of my glass. This was the man that had sent me a butt plug and a collar tag that said, “Monica’s Slut” on it.

I glanced around at the handful of other people sitting in the shop. I wondered what they thought of me and Monica. Did they think of us as just two friends having coffee? Or did they think we were two gay dudes going on a first date, based on the questions we were asking each other?

But the conversation started flowing naturally, and after a few moments’ pause, he asked me if I wanted to go back to his hotel room with him. We’d just continue our conversation in a much more private scenario. Nothing else will happen unless you want it to, he told me.

We were in the coffee shop for only an hour, maybe a little more. The conversation was really awkward, at first. What do you talk about when up until now, the majority of the time spent between you and the person sitting across from you was devoted to crossdressing cybersex?

 

I noticed his bags. For a man staying for only the weekend, he had packed a lot of clothes. Then I remember who the man was that was staying in the room, and I felt like an idiot.

But I was also turned on.

The polite, decent, stereotypical dating conversation continued on and lasted for another ten minutes before it turned flirty. Then it became intimate, and Monica sat down next to me on the edge of his bed.

I looked over at him, and he smiled.

Then he kissed me.

It was slow and gentle, but passionate. I was hesitant. Up until this morning, I had only kissed two other people, and they were both women. Up until this morning, I hadn’t considered myself gay, or even bisexual. My logic dictated that crossdressers weren’t men, but girls with men’s parts. If I was attracted to regular guys, like the dudes in underwear ads or the A-List celebrities that make it to tabloid magazines “hottest men alive” lists, then I would consider myself bisexual.

Even now, as Monica kissed me harder, I still held to that belief. I was stubborn. But even so, I was hesitant and withdrawn. My nerves were getting the better of me. Then, as our tongues wrestled, I felt his hand slide up my thigh and onto my crotch. Monica gently squeezed my cock and balls, and I moaned into his mouth.

“You like that?” he said, pulling away for a moment.

He didn’t let me answer.

Monica kissed me again and started fondling my dick through my jeans, and I got hard.

He pulled back once more and climbed off of the bed. I stared at him in confused silence. My eyes widened as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside. Then his hands went to his jeans.

“I know I said that we’d be meeting in ‘guy mode,’ but I couldn’t help myself.”

I was about to ask what he meant, but then he pulled down his pants. Underneath, he wore not only red lace panties, but skin-colored pantyhose, as well.

My cock throbbed and my heart raced. I swallowed hard, and he looked at me with lust in his eyes as he climbed on top of me and straddled me. I looked deep into his eyes as he kissed me once more. I felt his hand slide down my chest, past my stomach, and slip under the waist band of my jeans and underwear. I felt his warm hands grab my cock.

It was too much too fast.

My nerves came back with a vengeance, and I panicked. I pulled away from Monica and slipped out from underneath him and got off of the bed. He looked at me, confused, sad, and afraid.

“What? What did I do? I was too fast—too much too quickly? I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“No, stop. It’s not you, it’s just…”

I felt dizzy. My stomach lurched, and I ran into the bathroom. It would be a shame to vomit onto the carpets of this nice hotel. I closed the door behind me and hovered over the toilet.

But nothing came.

My stomach untied itself, and the nausea went away, but the panic attack remained. My mind raced. I didn’t know what to do. I should’ve never come. I should never have gotten out of the car. I should’ve driven home and just come up with some excuse.

I opened the door and came out. Monica sat on the edge of the bed. He had put his pants back on, but remained shirtless. I caught myself staring at his fit body. He looked up at me, and I immediately felt terrible for what I was about to say. Monica looked rejected, defeated.

I opened my mouth to apologize, but he interrupted me.

“Don’t. It’s okay. You don’t need to explain yourself. I get it. I should’ve never asked you to come up with me. I was just… too excited. That’s all. I should’ve waited.”

“Monica, I’m sorry. This is just… too new for me, and too foreign. I’m just a little overwhelmed. It’s not you. I promise.”

“Like I said, I understand.” He stood up and reached back into his back pocket. “This is the spare key to my room. I’ll be here for another two days. I hope I’ll see you again before I leave.”

I said nothing as I took the key from him. I just smiled and left. I could see the tears in his eyes. He was heartbroken. I didn’t want to see him cry.

When I got home, I logged into my computer. I half expected there to be a message waiting for me from him. He was online, and I stared at the screen for almost half an hour before messaging him.

It started with an apology, then it became innocent chatting, and then it turned dirty. It was strange. Just an hour ago, I had chickened out from just kissing Monica. Now we were in the midst of some really kinky dirty talk.

 

[Monica]: you know, after you left I thought about what I’d do to you if you decided to come back.

[Me]: Oh? Like what? ;)

[Monica]: Well for one, I’d spank you for being a bad slut. Then I’d bind your hands and blindfold you and suck on your nipples while stroking your cock. I’d make you squirm and beg for release.

[Me]: Holy shit that sounds hot.

 

There was a long pause. Then I realized that this fantasy could actually happen. I could live out one of the many hot, fictional scenes that had been written in the chatroom. I could know what it was like to be bound and blindfolded, teased, and edged. I would know what it was like to suck a real cock and have one inside me. My body grew warm as I remembered Monica’s kiss and the way his hand felt on my cock.

I looked at the clock. It was wasn’t even dusk yet. I reached into my back pocket and took out Monica’s keycard.

 

[Me]: Hey so, I’m coming back. You’ll be around right?

[Monica]: Really? :)

[Monica]: Yes, I’ve got nowhere to be.

[Me]: I’m on my way. And I’m bringing a change of clothes. ;)

[Monica]: Hurry up slut. I’ll be waiting for you.

User “Monica” has gone offline.

 

I smiled as it all came back to me. Then I remembered how I ran out of the hotel earlier today. I remembered the look on Monica’s face. Even though he didn’t say it, I could tell he was hurt. I’d felt terrible the whole trip back to my apartment.

The panties felt wonderful. They were soft and thin, delicate and partially see-through. I could barely feel them as they gently hugged my ass and caressed my cock and balls. I looked at my reflection in the mirror and smiled at the bulge in the front.

I sat on the counter as I pulled the white stockings up my legs, rubbing the fabric as I adjusted the scalloped lace tops with the built-in silicone strip to keep them up on my thighs. As much as I liked the panties, I loved the look stockings gave my legs. It was an instant transformation.

The red plaid schoolgirl skirt had been a spur-of-the-moment purchase. I had been on the fence for so long that I just decided to take the plunge. My body had tensed up and my pulse skyrocketed as I clicked the “submit purchase” button. I had still been living at home when I made that purchase. What would have happened if my parents had intercepted the package? There was a thrill in the fear, the kind of thrill that people who enjoy having sex out in the public get from the chance of getting caught in the act.

The microskirt barely covered my ass. Every movement I made caused the pleats to flare out and up, showing off my ass and crotch and the delicate, red lace panties that I wore.

“What’s taking so long?” I heard Monica’s voice as he gently tapped on the door. “I’m so incredibly horny right now!”

“I’m almost ready!” I shouted back as I put on the blouse and tied the front.

After the top came the collar with the gold heart tag. Then I donned my brunette wig and applied a teaser of makeup, some eye shadow and mascara and bright red lipstick. The final piece of the puzzle were my red pumps: five-and-a-half inch heels with a one-inch platform. Walking in them wasn’t as difficult as I thought it would be, and after having them for so long and wearing them so many times, I quickly grew accustomed to them. I practically floated in the heels.

My hand froze inches before the doorknob. It finally occurred to me what I was about to do. On the other side of the door was another man, one who I’d met online. A man who was a crossdresser like me, who could have been anything. He could still be anything. I might step out of the room and get drugged and wake up with real tits as his sex slave.

Or it could be one of the best nights of my life.

I took a couple deep breaths and reached for the knob again. The door opened, and I stepped out into the hotel room. Monica was waiting for me. He sat on the edge of the bed. He stood up and smiled and motioned for me to come hither.

He wore a black fishnet bodystocking, corset, and knee-high, high-heeled boots. As I moved toward him, I realized he had one hand hidden behind his back. The thought of being drugged and kidnapped came back to me, and my next step was a bit slower. He must’ve seen the fear in my eyes, because he showed me what he was holding.

It was a black leather leash.

“You have no idea how turned on this makes me,” he said, stepping up to me and holding the heart tag in his hand. I looked up at him. He had long, dark hair that fell past his shoulders and wore dark, but modest makeup.

While one had held the tag, the other clipped the leash to my collar.

He pulled me close and kissed me passionately as he coiled the leash in his fist. I felt a tug, and he pulled away from me with a grin on his face. I followed his gaze downward and spotted his throbbing his cock, fully erect and brushing across my upper thigh between the skirt and my stockings.

There was another tug, and I silently obeyed the order and got down onto my knees. I was face to face with his cock. For the first time in my life, I was going to touch a dick that wasn’t my own. I was going to stroke it, then kiss it, then lick it and suck on it, then wrap my lips around it and pleasure it.

Lust welled up inside of me. I had never felt so horny, so aroused, so submissive. I took a deep breath and gently stroked his cock. I looked up at him as I brought my lips to it and kissed its head. I watched his smile widen as I licked and sucked on the tip. I kept my gaze as I brought my tongue to the base and dragged it along the underside to the tip like it was a big popsicle.

I wrapped my lips around it and slid down. His cock was a little bit longer and thicker than the dildo I had, but it wasn’t too much for me. In fact, I’d have gone so far as to say it was perfect. I closed my eyes as I bobbed on his cock, sliding up and down and occasionally letting it fall out to catch my breath. His moans and groans were music to my ears. They were my encouragement, my motivation. I wanted him to feel good. I was his slut, after all. It was my job to pleasure him.

“Oh, God, that feels so nice,” he said as he pulled his cock out of my mouth. “But I don’t want to cum just yet.”

With another tug on my leash, I was back on my feet and led to the bed. I followed his command to sit in the middle and put my arms behind me.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“I do,” I said, swallowing hard.

He dug around in his suitcase for a moment before walking back to me with something behind his back. Monica climbed onto the bed and moved behind me. I felt leather on my wrists. He tightened the bindings, and I felt the click of metal. I tugged at them. My arms were bound behind me. Panic started to fill me and I writhed and squirmed.

Then everything went dark. For a single moment, I thought I had gone blind, but I realized it was just a blindfold. Monica brought his lips to my ear, and my fear melted away.

“Don’t be afraid. I won’t do anything to harm you. Trust me, okay?”

“Okay,” I stammered.

He pressed his hand to my chest and gently guided me onto my back. I felt him move about me on the bed before climbing on top of me. Having my eyesight taken away from me was very surreal. All my other senses came alive. I could hear his breathing and my heart pounding, and the creak of his leather. My skin was sensitive to his touch. The soft, delicate sheets ticked my arms and back, and I slowly kicked my legs about as he kissed my neck and slid his hand under my blouse.

I moaned as he pinched my nipple and playfully bit my neck. My whole body squirmed and writhed at his ministrations. I was so turned on. My cock was straining against the fabric of my panties so hard I was afraid I’d tear them.

I felt the knot of my blouse loosen, then open. My nipples were hard from a combination of the lust and the cold air of the bedroom.

I squealed and bucked my hips as Monica brought his lips to my right nipple and kissed and sucked on it. He gently bit and tugged before releasing and sucking on it some more.

“Oh, God, yes!” I screamed, my voice soft and feminine.

Monica said nothing. He switched to my other nipple, and I felt his hand lift up the hem of my skirt and pull down the waistline of my panties. He brought his lips to my ear.

“Someone is awfully hard. Aren’t you, you little slut?”

“Y-Yes! This feels so good!”

“Tell me just how good.”

His breath was hot. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up and goosebumps appear all over my body as he slowly stroked my cock. He whispered and moaned into my ear some more before returning to my nipples.

It went on like this for what seemed like an eternity. The world around me melted away as he tortured me with his caress. Monica went back and forth on my nipples, playing with and teasing and sucking and biting each one, all while gently and slowly jerking me off.

Then he stopped and he climbed off of me.

I called out to him. Why… why did he stop? It felt so wonderful.

He said nothing, and moments later, a familiar smell filled my nostrils. I knew what it was almost instantly, and I opened my mouth wide and closed my lips around his cock. I licked and sucked on it and moaned into it as I felt his lips around my own dick. He was a pro. He was better than my ex-girlfriends.

After a while, he pulled away, and he once again whispered into my ear.

“I want to fuck that ass of yours. I want to fuck your little boipussy and take away your virginity.”

“Please… please, fuck me,” I replied breathlessly. “I want your cock in my boipussy.”

He pulled off my blindfold and kissed me. Then he lifted me up off of the bed and removed my cuffs. Then he sat on the edge of the bed, and I knew what to do.

I climbed onto his lap like a stripper at a club and draped my arms over his shoulders. I brought my lips to his and kissed him as I lowered myself onto him. I moaned loudly and he grunted as his cock eased into my ass. I took it slow, and the little pain that there was vanished as he filled me. Monica’s cock was a thousand times better than the dildo I had. There was a warmth to it that only heightened the pleasure.

Monica grabbed my hips and started moving them back and forth and up and down as his cock slid in and out. After a little while of this grinding, Monica wrapped his arms around my waist, and in one fluid motion, he turned me around and dropped me onto my back on the bed. He stood at the foot of it, and I lifted my legs up.

I threw my arms back over my head and closed my eyes me as he thrust in and out of my ass, fucking me like a porn star. He bent forward and brought his lips to my nipples, and I held his head there as he kissed and sucked on them.

He straightened up and grabbed my cock and jerked me off at the same rate he was pushing into me. My moans came faster and faster, shorter and shorter as I came closer and closer to cumming.

“Oh! Oh! I’m going to cum!” I shouted.

“Me too! Almost there!”

His thrusts became wild, and then I felt it. Monica pushed his cock as far into me as he could, and then I felt the heat from his cum inside of me. I felt it fill me, and it pushed me over the edge. I opened my eyes and moaned loudly as streaks of white-hot cum erupted out of my cock and landed all over my body, oozing down onto my lower abdomen.

Monica eventually pulled out and wobbled backwards. I could see cum dripping off of his dick as he stood there, breathless and exhausted. I was too tired to speak. I couldn’t even form a sentence. After a moment, he climbed back onto the bed and licked some of the cum off of me and kissed me. We kissed long and hard, and then we just cuddled for a while.

I ended up falling asleep next to him.

In the morning, we showered, had breakfast, and I said my goodbyes. It was strange seeing him in his normal male mode. It almost felt like he was a totally different person than the hot crossdresser I’d had passionate, kinky sex with the night before. I could say the same for myself, though. I felt like a totally different person than I was last night.

I wasn’t sure when I would see him again. I didn’t know when his work would bring him down here, or if I would ever get the chance to go up to visit him. All I knew was when I got back to my apartment, I realized I still had his room key.

 

[Me]: Hey, so I still have your room key…

[Monica]: Oh? Is that so? Well, I am checking out tomorrow… so maybe you should come on by before then and stay awhile. ;)

[Monica]: Maybe bring that pink skirt of yours and crop top and those slutty pink heels.

[Me]: Only if you promise to tie me up again and blindfold me.

[Monica]: Deal. Come by again tonight. I’ve got work and stuff to do.

[Me]: I’ll see you then!

[Monica]: Bye! *kiss*

User “Monica” has gone offline.
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ONLY TONIGHT

 

“Best Friday night ever,” Jacob said aloud, to no one in particular. He knew that he was alone in the laundromat, but he still casually glanced around just in case someone had overheard him. His was the only machine occupied; the rest were empty. Random bits of clothing lay scattered around, mostly lost socks without their twins, though occasionally he’d find an abandoned shirt. One time Jacob had even found a bra draped over an open washer door, but that was about it. He looked up at the clock on the wall. It was almost nine o’clock at night, and instead of going out and partying like everyone else, he sat on top of a long wooden table that stretched the length of the row of machines. Instead of being social, he waited for his clothes to dry while reading a book. 

Jacob’s car wasn’t the only one in the parking lot. The laundromat was part of a complex that included a liquor store and several other small businesses, one of them being his favorite Chinese food takeout. His stomach rumbled at the thought of sesame chicken and fried rice, but the restaurant had closed just before he arrived. 

Looking out into the lot lit by yellowish-orange lamps, he spotted a couple leaving the store, followed by a group of the type of guys who had driver’s licenses stating they were twenty-two, despite the fact that they looked like they were still in high school. One of them carried a large case of the cheapest beer money could buy. The others held bags that contained large bottles of the finest quality hard liquor one could get for twenty bucks. 

The group passed by the homeless man that sat against the nearby wall. Jacob had seen him often while he was at the laundromat. The homeless man was mostly harmless, tending to keep to himself, often mumbling nonsense while smoking a cigarette. Jacob occasionally saw the man drinking a beer but one time he saw him munching down on a burger from the joint across the street. Just like the Chinese place and the liquor store, he seemed to be a fixture of the neighborhood.

Jacob turned his attention away from the outside world and back to the machine in front of him, but his gaze lingered on one particular washing unit. Because of the odd hours when he used the twenty-four seven laundromat, it was never full. In fact, most of the time he was the only one there. Sometimes there would be one or two other people, but it was nothing compared to what it was like during the day. The last time he was here, though, he hadn’t been alone.

 

He had started off by himself in the laundromat, book in hand like always while his clothes tumbled and spun, but then he’d heard the doors open and the recognizable click of high heels across the linoleum floor. 

She was incredibly beautiful. Long, flowing blonde hair complimented sparkling blue eyes and an amazing body, with long legs, large breasts, and the luscious sorts of curves that threatened to haunt his dreams for days.

The woman froze when she spotted him. “Oh damn, I thought it was empty,” she said self-consciously.

“Just me,” Jacob replied as he tried to keep his eyes on his book. He came here at night because he was socially awkward and introverted. He might have looked calm on the outside, but internally he was freaking out at the thought of interacting with someone like her.

Jacob stole another glance, and that was when he saw the spill on her dress. Her very tight, very short dress. She must have come straight to the laundromat from one of the clubs downtown. 

“Okay, well, don’t mind me then!”

He looked up from his book to ask what she meant by that and was greeted by a candid view of her bare back, complete with strapless bra and a thong that disappeared between the cheeks of her round, bubbly butt.

He immediately looked away and tried not to stare at the gorgeous woman stripping down to her underwear several machines away from him. She tossed her dress into the washer, and from the corner of his eye he could see her looking at him hesitantly.

“Can… can I…?” She pointed at his bottle of detergent.

“Yes, of course.”

“Thank you!” she said as she quickly poured a little of it into her machine and set the cycle in motion. They didn’t say anything more to each other, not until her dress was out of the dryer and she had wriggled back into it. “Have a good night!” was the last thing he heard from her as the clatter of her heels faded into the night.

Jacob looked back out at the parking lot and hoped to see her return, to hear her approach in her high heels, to see her saunter toward him in that low-cut dress, to see her smile with her perfectly painted lips and look at him with her sapphire eyes. The audible ding! from his machine jerked him out of his daydream. I never even got her name, he reminded himself as he opened up the round glass door of the dryer and shoveled his clothes into a drawstring bag. On his way out, he decided to stop at the liquor store to find something to drown his sorrows in.

 

“Uhhh…” Jacob froze when he first spotted the invader. The bright pink, lacy thong stood out in stark contrast from his otherwise dull pile of boxer briefs and socks. He wasn’t sure how to react to the discovery of the undoubtedly feminine pair of underwear. Hell, he wasn’t even sure how it even got in there. Both the washing machine and the dryer that he used were empty when he put his clothes in; he always checked.

Reaching down, he picked up the lingerie with just his thumb and index finger as though it might otherwise jump up and try to bite him. With his other hand, he turned it around to inspect the thin, lacy fabric. It looked brand new, completely spotless. He looked around for a moment before inching the garment closer to face. The pleasant, flowery smell of laundry detergent filled his nose.

“Well that’s a relief. At least they’re clean.”

The only problem was that he wasn’t sure what to do with the panties. The obvious answer was to just throw them away and be done with it, but for some strange reason he had a strong urge to keep them.

Jacob found himself standing in the middle of his bedroom with the underwear in hand, his fingers gently rubbing the fabric. It was so soft and delicate, and so lightweight. He remembered the woman with the stained dress and the thong she wore, the way the straps wrapped sensually around the curves of her hips. The image of her filled his mind. Jacob pictured her large breasts nestled in the strapless bra, the platform heels framing her delicately painted toes, her long, shapely legs that seemed to go on for miles…

He glanced down to find his cock tenting his boxer briefs. One of the perks of living alone was not having to worry about someone walking in on you while you jerked off, and you could also jerk off whenever you wanted and walk around with no pants on and no one would complain. He pulled his boxers off before sitting down at his computer, not realizing that he had brought the thong with him until he saw them resting on his desk next to him.

Jacob sat there in nothing but a t-shirt with his rock-hard cock and his fingers hovering over the keyboard. His gaze lingered on the panties for a moment. Their presence stirred something within him, surfacing a curiosity he didn’t know he had, a desire that he hadn’t known he wanted to fulfill. Jacob worried at his lower lip and sighed. He knew he was probably going to regret doing this after it was all said and done, but what he felt was overpowering.

His body seemed to move on its own and before he realized what had happened, he stood, stepped into the leg holes of the thong, and pulled it up to his waist. The back strip disappeared into his ass crack and he couldn’t help but laugh at how the fabric tried to, but utterly failed at, hold back his erect penis. In spite of the brief moment of silliness, he couldn’t deny how strangely comfortable the underwear were. It was also a little bit thrilling, wearing underwear made for the opposite gender. The thought sent a chill up his spine and Jacob felt his skin prickle with excitement when he sat back down. 

His hands hovered over the keyboard again. He knew that he had several porn videos stored on his hard drive that he could go to and watch to help stimulate his orgasm, but the desire just wasn’t there. Instead his mind’s eye took over and the figure of a woman filled his vision. She was similar to but different from the mystery lady from the laundromat. This woman was also incredibly beautiful, with big, round tits that couldn’t possibly be real and perfect hourglass curves with a round, perky butt. 

She had long, wavy blonde hair with emerald eyes and thick, hot pink lips. Porn star makeup accentuated her pretty face and fit well with her tight-fitting, hot pink dress and clear-soled platform hooker heels. In his imagination he saw her saunter toward him, hands cupping the curves of her breasts and hips swaying provocatively as she walked. She looked at him and winked before licking her full lips and turning her back. Jacob couldn’t help but stare as she lifted the hem of her mini dress to reveal a perfect ass. 

Then he saw it. The woman’s thong was identical to the one he wore.

This discovery sent a wave of arousal over him and he leaned back in his chair to stroke harder and faster, moaning as he neared his orgasm. The woman winked again, gave a playful turn, and grabbed at the waistband of her thong—his thong.

She leaned forward and whispered. “You like my panties, don’t you? Do they make you feel girly and slutty?”

Jacob nodded absently as his hand moved even faster. He was so close. So very close.

“I think you look good in them.” Her tone was playful and teasing. “I think you’d look even better with a body like mine.”

“Oh fuck!” he shouted as he orgasmed. His body twitched and his hips bucked as strings of cum shot out of his cock into the tissues he held ready. The vision vanished from his mind and Jacob sat there panting and sweating, exhausted in the wake of such an intense climax. He stared up at the wall above his computer for an unknown amount of time as his cock softened and tucked itself behind the fabric of the thong. 

He snapped out of the post-orgasm trance after a while and left his computer. Halfway back to the pile of abandoned laundry, Jacob found himself thinking about the woman again. It only lasted for a moment, but he was left with a pleasant warmness in his body.

Jacob looked down and remembered that he was still wearing the thong. Strangely enough, he had no desire to take it off. It felt so comfortable and he felt so sexy wearing it that part of him wanted to find a nice pair of heels to go with it—maybe some stockings, too. “I just love how stockings look on women’s legs,” he mumbled to himself.

The warmth in the core of his body pulsed. His scalp tingled a little and when he went to scratch it, he winced and let out a small yelp at the sudden and unexpected jab of pain.

“What the fuck?”

His eyes went wide when he looked at his nails. For nearly all of his life he’d had a bad habit of biting and picking at them due to anxiety or boredom, the sort of habit that he’d never really been able to break. This always left them short and messy, the complete opposite of the nails he now had. These nails were longer, stretching half an inch or so past the ends of his fingertips and ending with a rounded tip, smooth and shiny with a coat of hot pink polish.

Jacob’s hand investigated the tickle on his ear, only to discover his closely-cropped hair growing longer by the second, snaking through his fingers like a sudden waterfall of silken strands. A dull ache filled his body and he doubled over, gasping at the strangeness. It felt like his insides were rearranging themselves. He wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t necessarily skinny, either, so when his shirt grew loose he lifted up the hem and watched his body shift and change. His stomach flattened out and his hips widened. What little muscle tone he had on his arms vanished, and the hair on his arms and legs disappeared into his skin. His body grew silky smooth and shone as if freshly lotioned. 

The prickling sensation intensified in his chest and he watched with a bizarre combination of horror and curiosity as it began to swell. The two mounds grew larger and larger, stretching his once loose t-shirt with his new breasts. “Oh my!” He moaned as his nipples pressed against the fabric, sending a strange but erotic feeling through his body.

His now platinum blonde hair reached his still-expanding mounds, the pale gold locks flowing with large, sweeping curls. With the transformation fully underway, he darted for his bathroom. With each step his breasts bounced, and with each bounce his sensitive nipples filled him with another wave of pleasure.

Jacob’s jaw dropped when he flicked on the lights and saw his reflection. The angles of his face had softened, the ever-present stubble on his cheeks and neck was completely gone, and his once thick, bushy eyebrows had become neatly trimmed and shaped. The normally thin line of his lips had swollen and given him a resting pout. He watched as the very last remnants of his brown eyes were swallowed up by emerald green.

He doubled over when the ache hit him again, the last, more subtle changes occurring while he was powerless to stop it. He gripped the edge of the countertop so hard that his knuckles turned white. The tightness and pulling shifted down to his groin and grew extremely uncomfortable, almost as if he’d been kicked. Audible moans and groans escaped his luscious lips and he squirmed as he tried to stay upright through it all.

Then the dull ache shifted to something else. He bit his bottom lip as pleasure slowly cascaded out from his nether regions, an unexpected heat filling his lower abdomen with sensations he’d never felt before. He could feel it building and building; there was a sense of fullness and it was expanding inside of him. He slumped forward onto the counter to keep himself from collapsing just as the unexpected orgasm slammed into him like a rogue wave and his legs turned to jello.

As soon as it came, it vanished, leaving him panting and breathless. He felt strength return to his legs and something warm and wet dripping down his inner thigh. Jacob knew what it was without even looking. He stood up and lifted the hem of his shirt, too dazed by the sudden turn of events to react to the sudden disappearance of his cock with anything more than a whimper and a peek beneath the waistband of the panties. The sweat-damp fabric peeled away from his skin, viscous strands of clear cum stretching obscenely between his new cunt and the crotch of his thong. When he looked away and up at his reflection, the woman from the vision stared back at him, only instead of the mini dress, she wore a t-shirt.

He lifted his hand and the woman lifted hers. He looked to the left and the woman mirrored him. He did a weird dance—which caused his large breasts to bounce—and the woman matched his moves perfectly.

“Oh my god.” His eyes went wide. “OH MY GOD.”

The voice that escaped his plump lips was honey-sweet and sensual. It was a soft, feminine voice, the kind that caressed your ear from the other end of a phone sex line. It was the voice of a seductress, a playmate, a porn star.

Then the reflection moved on its own.

“I see you’re enjoying the body.”

Jacob blushed as he removed his hands from his breasts. “What did you do to me?”

“You remember the woman from the laundromat? She was just like you.” The woman in the reflection crawled up onto her version of the countertop and made herself comfortable before looking up at the ceiling and sighing. “She was a lonely guy. Single, and a virgin too. He was also about two hundred pounds heavier than you were. Want to know what happened after she got her dress cleaned?”

The woman turned her gaze back to Jacob and grinned. 

“She returned to the parking lot, where her ride was. It was a limo, and waiting for her in the backseat was a man she’d just met at a club earlier that night. They fucked on the way to another club. She was once a man who sat behind his computer all day and hated on women. He called them shallow, two-faced, and all kinds of names. Blamed them for his loneliness. Who would’ve thought that the moment he became a woman, he’d be all the things he hated?”

The reflection giggled, then laughed. It was a laugh of the popular girl in high school or the manipulative sorority president who always got whatever she wanted. 

“What do you want from me?” Jacob asked, the sudden fear causing his new girl voice to tremble. 

The reflection stopped laughing and climbed back down from the counter. “Do not fear, Jacob. I only punish the naughty boys. The fat woman-hating neckbeard will be given a choice: return to his old self and fix his ways, or remain a cock-hungry slut for the rest of his—her—life. He has no influence over his actions; he’s merely a passenger in that body. You, on the other hand, have been a good boy. And good boys get rewards.”

Jacob’s body suddenly moved on its own accord. The woman in the reflection put her hands on the counter and leaned forward, and Jacob did the same. She arched her back and pressed her chest forward, her large breasts straining the fabric of the shirt. She leaned closer, bringing him closer to the mirror.

“I know what it is you desire, Jacob. I know who it is you desire. I know what you search for on your computer late at night and what you dream about in your sleep. I know you’re a shy, scared little man who’s afraid to put himself out there. I’m giving you a chance.”

He was only an inch or so from the mirror. He could feel the heat radiating off of his body. He could smell the intoxicating perfume of his drenched sex.

The woman smiled. “She’s there now. Waiting. Alone. You know who. You know where. The night is young and tonight is the only chance I’ll give you. You have until dawn. I have provided you with all that you need. Good luck, Jacqueline.”

Jacob—now Jacqueline—regained control over her body. She slumped forward, almost hitting her head on her mirror before straightening and taking a couple deep breaths. That’s when she noticed the mark on her mirror: someone wearing an identical shade of lipstick as her had kissed the mirror. Written above the lip print in what also looked like lipstick was a name: Melissa. There was even a little heart drawn next to it.

She knew in the back of her mind who the mysterious woman was referring to in her vague, quest-giver tone. Melissa lived on the floor above Jacob. They used the same grocery store and had bumped into each other at random times, once even at the laundromat. She was a very attractive woman, not to mention smart, clever, and a fellow geek. They’d have small talk and occasionally chat about video games; they were friends on some gaming sites, too. 

He had asked her out once and she had declined, saying that she was a lesbian. At first Jacob had thought Melissa was just saying that because she didn’t find him attractive and wanted to find some way of declining his offer without hurting his feelings. While he was bummed, Jacob tried not to let it get to him too much since she was still a great friend. 

Maybe that’s where I got it right, Jacqueline thought.

Jacob eventually found out Melissa was telling the truth about being a lesbian. He found out in the most unexpected way. Jacob was a fan of BDSM, but his favorite thing above all others was lesbian BDSM. He’d been a member of an online fetish community since before he had befriended Melissa, only he barely ever frequented it since he was a shy, socially awkward guy. It was hard enough meeting women in the vanilla sense; throwing kink into the mix made it feel almost impossible.

After reading a rather thrilling erotic short story one night, he logged back into his account and browsed around the local scene. There was a dungeon relatively close by that he’d gone to once and stayed at for an hour before wussing out. While looking through the threads, one particular profile picture caught his eye and when he opened up the profile, he discovered that it belonged to Melissa. She listed herself as single, and a lesbian, and some of her pictures verified it.

That night, Jacob shamelessly masturbated to Melissa’s photos of her topping other women, after which he swore to never do so again. Talking with her became awkward after that. He had thought about how to bring up their mutual interest many times, but he never went through with it. He could never bring himself to attend a party at the dungeon she would go to in fear of giving off a stalker vibe.

“I can’t fucking believe this,” Jacqueline said, her voice still foreign in her ears. She looked up and tentatively stared at her reflection. The ceiling light reflected off of her glossy lipstick and the shiny gold jewelry that she wore. The woman had given her a chance to be with Melissa. All she had to do was muster some courage. She knew there was a play party tonight, as the dungeon had it on the same night every month.

“It’d be a lot easier to go outside if I didn’t look like a porn star,” she muttered. Then she remembered what the woman had said: I have provided all that you need. “What did she mean by that?”

She exited her bathroom and stopped when she saw what awaited her on her kitchen table. A large square shoebox and a rectangular department store box innocently sat there, and a long, black coat hung from a clothes hanger hooked over one of the cabinet door handles. 

Jacqueline opened the square box first. Inside was a pair of thigh high, shiny black boots, complete with platforms and what looked like a six-inch heel. “Fuck me,” she said as she grabbed one for a closer look. The gleaming latex would probably cling to her like a second skin and just screamed for someone to bend her over and take her. 

She returned the boot to its box and opened the next one. “Oh, you’ve got to be shitting me.” Jacqueline pulled a shiny black dress with fishnet sleeves out and held it in front of her. There was more fishnet then solid fabric. To say that it was a revealing outfit would be a massive understatement. Now I know what the coat was for, she thought.

She walked from the table to her kitchen counter, where a small black purse rested. Inside she found her wallet with a new ID. All of her credit and debit cards had “Jacqueline” instead of “Jacob”, and the mystery woman had even thrown in some extra cash. The remaining contents of the purse consisted of some emergency makeup, a few condoms, gum, and her car keys. She frowned when she realized that they were the same keys she’d had when she was a man. Not that there was anything wrong with her car; she was just hoping to find the keys to a Ferrari or something.

She glanced up at the clock. Only thirty minutes remained until the party’s doors closed and no one else was let in. Her gaze returned to the kitchen table and the clothes. “Time to get dressed, I guess.”

 

“I look fucking ridiculous,” Jacqueline said when she surveyed herself in her bedroom’s full-length mirror. Forget the fact that she could somehow effortlessly walk in platform high heeled boots despite having never worn such a thing before, but the dress could barely even be considered a dress. The hem reached her upper thigh and when she bent over it showed the bottom of her ass. The stretchy fabric clung to her body and left practically nothing to the imagination. Fishnets exposed most of her full cleavage and midriff, the neckline dropping down below her belly button. Barely a quarter of her breasts were covered by the solid black fabric, including her nipples. The back of the dress was almost entirely fishnet, exposing the waistband of the hot pink thong that had started this whole mess.

Jacqueline wrapped the coat around her, which covered her entire body from her wrists down to her ankles, and grabbed her purse. She paused just in front of the door to her apartment as fear and anxiety welled up inside.

“You can do this. You know the way to the dungeon. It’s a short drive down the street. It’s got a private parking lot and everything.” Slender fingertips adorned with hot pink polish reached out and gripped the doorknob. “Walking down to the car will be the hardest part of all of this.”

Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and stepped out into the hallway of her complex, making a bee line straight for the elevator and jabbing the button like a kid on a sugar rush until the doors closed and she was alone. Her relief was only momentary as she only made it two floors down before the doors opened again and three guys entered. Jacqueline could smell the alcohol on their breath and felt the weight of their lustful stares.

The elevator ride seemed to slow to a crawl, but thankfully the men got off on another floor. Jacqueline let out a heavy sigh and arrived at the parking garage without any further excitement. Her car waited for her where she had left it. 

Just as she was able to flawlessly walk in high heels, Jacqueline was also able to easily drive in high heels, a fact which didn’t cross her mind until she was already halfway to the club. She arrived there with fifteen minutes to spare until the doors closed, and as she approached the front door, she wondered if the mysterious woman had also RSVP’d for her as well.

The woman at the front desk smiled as she checked Jacqueline’s name off of a list and accepted the money for her entry fee. “You can check in your coat on the other side of the door.”

Jacqueline nervously slipped out of her outer garment. Even though a woman stood completely naked not four feet from her, she felt very much exposed. She exchanged her coat for a ticket from the smiling man at the coat check before awkwardly navigating her way toward the social area, passing by rooms where men and women were spanking, whipping, flogging, paddling, teasing, and doing all sorts of fun, kinky stuff to each other.

The kitchen was empty of people, but not of food. A table and the countertops were covered in an assortment of finger foods, from healthy stuff like veggies to straight up junk food. Next to the kitchen was the social area, filled with round standing tables, couches, and a small bar with a counter. Not yet feeling up to socializing, Jacqueline browsed the selection of foodstuffs before carefully plucking a thick, chocolatey brownie from a stack of its kin with manicured fingers. 

She’d just lifted it to her mouth when she heard Melissa’s voice. 

Jacqueline stopped mid-bite and her jaw dropped. She spotted Melissa through the doorway, hanging out by one of the tables and chatting with an older woman. Melissa had her brown hair pulled back into a messy ponytail and wore a shiny black corset that showcased the curves of her bare breasts under a fishnet top. Jacqueline had seen pictures of Melissa topless when she had first stumbled upon her fetish profile, but she’d never actually seen her topless in real life. She quickly turned away so that Melissa wouldn’t catch her gaping.

“Have we met before?” 

Jacqueline turned toward the male voice and choked on her brownie when she saw one of her coworkers standing there. His name was Andrew. He was short and wide, with a thick beard and a buzzed head. He had started working at the company before Jacqueline—Jacob—did, which was about six years ago. Andrew was a quiet but helpful man. He was also married, and his wife, who was a foot taller than he was, walked up behind him. He was shirtless and wearing a collar; she was dressed in a domme outfit holding a metal leash that clipped to his collar.

“Oh shit, are you okay? Need some water?” Andrew said.

“No, no, I’m fine,” Jacqueline replied, swallowing the brownie. “Just went down the wrong way.”

“I’m Lady Diane, but you can just call me Diane,” Andrew’s wife said, extending her hand. “The man-child is my husband, and my submissive.”

“Yes, sorry,” Andrew said, extending his hand. “My name’s Andrew.”

“Jacqueline,” Jacqueline said, shaking both their hands. “And no, we’ve never met. This is my first time here.” She actually had met his wife several times over the years that Jacob and Andrew had worked together. Diane was a strong, proud woman. Confident, but not smug and arrogant. It didn’t surprise Jacqueline that she was the one wearing the pants in their relationship.

“Welcome, welcome!” Diane said. “It’s always a pleasure meeting newcomers. Please, feel free to ask me any questions you have.”

“I will,” Jacqueline said before the couple returned to browsing the food.

“Now that is a sexy outfit.”

Jacqueline froze when she heard Melissa’s voice. She took a deep breath and slowly turned around, just about fainting when she got her first full look at Melissa. Moments before she could only see her from the waist up, but now Jacqueline could see that below the corset was a leather miniskirt, stockings, and black, round-toed high heels. Tasteful dark makeup accentuated her eyes and left her features even more alluring. If she’d still had her cock, it would be full on erect at the sight.

“I heard that you’re new. My name is Melissa,” she smiled.

Jacqueline stuttered out a reply. “My name’s Jacqueline, pleased to meet you.”

“I love your outfit,” Melissa said, walking around her. “It’s so sexy. I love the fishnets. Where did you get it?”

“Online,” Jacqueline said, trying to hide her embarrassment.

“Are you here with anyone? Or did you come by yourself?”

“I came alone. I really like your outfit, by the way. You’re very pretty.”

Melissa smiled. “Thank you! Do you have anything set up?”

“What do you mean?”

There was a loud smack, and a woman’s voice brimming with pained ecstasy echoed through the kitchen.

“Oh,” Jacqueline said. “No, I don’t.”

Melissa laughed. “Me neither. Though if you want, I know of a quiet corner we can sit in and just chat. I’m sure you’re very nervous and with it being your first time, I’ll bet that this is all a little overwhelming.”

“I’d really like that,” Jacqueline replied. She smiled and felt her cheeks grow warm. Melissa caught her lower lip between her teeth and returned the smile.

Then she stuck out her hand. “Come with me.”

Jacqueline felt like she was in a dream. The world around her seemed to slow down and turn hazy as Melissa led her through the dungeon with the sounds of kink welling up all around them. She heard moans and cries and even bouts of laugher. She heard the crackle of electricity as she passed by a woman tied to a St. Andrew’s Cross with her dom dragging a violet wand across her flesh. They exited the main room into a narrow hallway and the sounds became more distant. 

The hallway led to an open room with couches and chairs. It was mostly empty except for a woman on her cellphone and a couple chatting between themselves in excited whispers. Melissa sat down on a couch and Jacqueline sat down next to her.

“So,” Melissa said after several moments of awkward silence, “this is your first time?”

“Yeah,” Jacqueline replied. “First time.”

“Tell me about yourself! I always enjoy meeting with and getting to know the noobs. When I came here for the first time, a woman sat down with me and took the time to get to know me. She made me feel welcome and has since been my mentor.”

“That’s very cool. Makes me feel more comfortable. I’m so nervous!”

“I understand. Though I’m surprised you came here dressed in that. For my first time, I wore jeans and a long-sleeved shirt!” She laughed.

“I, uh, wanted to look good,” Jacqueline replied. “To be honest, I’ve wanted to wear something like this for a long time.”

“Ha! I like your honesty. So, what brought you here tonight?”

Jacqueline bit her lip and looked away. She couldn’t tell Melissa that she was actually her guy-friend Jacob, only that a mysterious woman had turned him into a smoking hot chick so that she could have a chance to live out a fantasy. 

“Well, I first discovered it in a book.” That part was mostly true. Jacob had found his way into the world of BDSM through the internet and porn. But it was when he read an erotic short story about a woman falling in love with another woman and experiencing BDSM through her new partner that Jacob discovered his fetish for lesbian BDSM. 

“It wasn’t 50 Shades, was it?” Melissa scowled.

Jacqueline laughed. “No, no. It was some short story on one of those free erotica websites. I can’t remember what it was called.”

“Oh? What was it about?”

“It was…” Jacqueline nervously shifted in her seat and looked away from Melissa.

“It’s okay. Remember, we’re all perverts here. No kink-shaming, I promise.” Melissa said with a smile and a wink.

Jacqueline took a deep breath. Here goes nothing. “It was about lesbian BDSM.”

Melissa’s eyes lit up with interest and something a little hungry at her words. She leaned forward slightly. “I see. If I may, how do you see yourself in this lovely, kinky world? Have you ever played with anyone before? I know this is your first time here, but have you been to another dungeon or just played with a boyfriend?”

Boyfriend. That was a strange word to hear directed at her. 

“No. No boyfriend. Never played with anyone before and this is my first ever dungeon visit. What about you?”

Melissa smiled. “Well, I’ve been coming to this place regularly since I first moved here. I discovered kink back in college, when I dated a guy who introduced me to the scene. I liked it, but we weren’t together long. I learned two things in that relationship.”

“What two things?”

“That I wasn’t attracted to men,” Melissa leaned in closer, “and that I was a top, not a bottom.”

Jacqueline’s heartbeat skyrocketed as though she’d spontaneously decided to run a marathon, and her mouth went dry as sweat started to dampen her skin. She had never seen this side of Melissa before. She was so… seductive. She had always seemed so casual and laid back, even withdrawn sometimes. She never talked much about her personal life with Jacob; it was always about their interests in music, movies, and video games. 

Something must have shown in her face, as Melissa straightened and her demeanor changed instantly. “I apologize. I didn’t realize I was making you so nervous. If I’ve overstepped my bounds, please tell me. The last thing I want to do is come off as some sort of a creepy predator. Sorry!”

Jacqueline laughed. Now that was the Melissa that she—well, Jacob—knew.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I… don’t mind it at all.”

The smile returned to Melissa’s face, and she slid closer to Jacqueline. “Oh? Is that so? Well, tell me, Jacqueline, what would you like to do next? We can keep chatting if you’d like. Still several hours left to go in the party.”

I’m not sure how many hours I have left in this body, though.

“Well, Melissa, what would you like to do?” Without thinking her hand settled on top of Melissa’s as she spoke. It wasn’t until she became the recipient of a raised eyebrow and pointed glance down that she realized what she had instinctively done, and Jacqueline yanked her hand away in embarrassment. “Oh, I’m sorry!”

“Don’t be,” Melissa said, gently taking Jacqueline’s hand back. She smiled and lifted her other hand toward Jacqueline’s face. “May I?”

Jacqueline nodded. Melissa brushed her hand across Jacqueline’s cheek and combed her fingers through her hair, gently twining the soft strands around them before moving on. She could feel the heat on her cheeks as Melissa’s hand cupped her jawline and a thumb brushed across trembling lips.

“You’re a very beautiful woman,” Melissa purred. “I could get lost in those eyes.”

She dropped her hand back into her lap alongside of the other, clasping Jacqueline’s between them both. 

“In those stories you’ve read, was there anything that really made you squirm in your chair when you read them?”

 There was plenty that Jacqueline could suggest. She had read countless short stories of the dirtiest lesbian BDSM smut you could find online, webcomics and the longer romance stuff, too. When she was a guy he masturbated to countless porn videos and even commissioned a handful of artists to draw some sexy pictures for him. She was well aware of many different kinks and fetishes. In her brief walkthrough of the dungeon while Melissa led her to this quiet corner, she saw a handful of things she would like to try out.

 “I’d like…” she said, her voice trembling a little, though if it was from nervousness or anticipation—or maybe even both—she wasn’t quite sure. “I’d like to try… orgasm denial bondage.”

“Very well,” Melissa grinned, lazily stroking Jacqueline’s fingers as they talked. “Before we play, we must negotiate. Do you have any injuries or areas I should avoid?”

Jacqueline shook her head no.

“Any traumatic history that I could accidently trigger?”

She shook her head again.

“Do you have a chosen safeword?”

She shook her head a third time.

“I have my own personal safeword, but I save that for special partners. The go-to safewords are “yellow” and “red”. Yellow means I’ll slow down, red means I’ll end the scene immediately. Since this is our first time together, and your first time ever, we’ll go slow and I’ll check in on you often, okay?”

Jacqueline nodded her head.

“Good. For the rest of the scene you must call me Miss, understand?”

“Yes, Miss.” Jacqueline responded.

“Good girl.”

The simple words sent a rush through her body. She almost shivered from the joy and anticipation. Melissa smiled and stood, Jacqueline’s hands still clasped between her own as she guided her to her feet.

“Let’s see if we can find an open station to use. Do you have any of your own gear?”

“No, Miss.”

“That’s fine. I figured as much. I have my own stuff, so no worries.”

Melissa led her out of the quiet corner and back into the dungeon. She wove through the building, in and out of rooms until they found a suitable piece of vacant furniture. It was a St. Andrew’s Cross, tall and X-shaped, with black leather padding and a D-clip at the top of each arm. Melissa let go of Jacqueline’s arm, and even though she only wandered a few feet away, Jacqueline suddenly felt incredibly alone without her touch. She returned with a spray bottle filled with a clear liquid and several paper towels.

“Go ahead and wipe down the equipment to make sure it’s clean. You’re supposed to clean it when you’re done, but better safe than sorry. While you’re doing that, I’ll go grab my gear from the bag room. Be right back.”

Melissa’s hand dragged up Jacqueline’s bare thigh as she walked away. A moment later, she’d disappeared into the crowd. Jacqueline stood frozen like a deer caught in the headlights. All around her the party continued. Several feet away, a man was spanking another with a wooden paddle. In one corner, a woman straddled the lap of a man as she put lipstick on him. Everyone existed in their own little bubble, unaware of what was going on around them or of the woman who’d been a man just a couple of hours earlier watching them.

Jacqueline finally snapped out of the strange trance and remembered her task. She turned around and sprayed down the giant X, meticulously wiping it clean and trying not to get too caught up in the knowledge that she’d soon be stretched across it.

A man’s voice rose unexpectedly from behind her. “Are you done with this?” 

Jacqueline turned toward him. He was older, probably in his 50’s, his hair mostly gray but his body still in very good shape. He held a leash in his hand. Jacqueline’s eyes followed it back to the completely naked woman standing behind and to the side of him. She seemed to be around the same age as he was, but her eyes were cast down to the floor and her hands lay clasped behind her back.

“Ma’am?” he repeated.

Jacqueline opened her mouth to respond, but just then Melissa appeared from behind the man.

“Sorry, Daniel,” she said. “We’re just about to start using it.”

“Oh, Mel, I didn’t see you there.” He looked back and forth between Melissa and Jacqueline. Then he smiled amiably and nodded his head. “You two have fun.”

He turned away and walked off, the woman obediently following behind him.

“That was Master Daniel,” Melissa said as she set a small gym bag down beside the cross. “The woman is his wife. Lovely couple. She’s very funny. They attend the munch regularly.”

“Munch?” Jacqueline asked, tossing the used paper towels into a nearby trash can.

“Causal, vanilla get-together for kink folk. Usually at a restaurant. It’s an opportunity to chat and get to know the local scene better and discuss regular, everyday stuff. You should go to the next one; it’s next Thursday night at the barbeque place a couple blocks down.”

If only.

Melissa bent down and dug through her bag until she managed to produce four cuffs, each made of black leather and trimmed in red fur. She laid them down on the ground in a row and sorted them by size. Then she reached back into the bag, pausing thoughtfully for a moment before lifting out a blindfold and handing it over to Jacqueline as she stood.

“Up to you if you want to try it.”

Jacqueline turned it over in her hands and examined it closely. The outside was made of hard black leather, but a layer of black fur on the inside looked as though it would lay comfortably across her eyes. She bit her lip and silently nodded.

“If you don’t like it, we can take it off.” Melissa gently took it from her and placed it on her head, leaving the blindfold up on her forehead for the moment. Then she bent down and attached the two larger cuffs to Jacqueline’s ankles, her fingers lingering momentarily on the smooth skin of her calves.

But there was more to be done. “Wrists please,” she said as she straightened.

Melissa wordlessly wrapped the cuffs around Jacqueline’s wrists and adjusted them. Then she walked her up to the cross and positioned her with her back to the black leather padding, each touch of her hands slow and sensual. Melissa pulled the blindfold down and the last thing Jacqueline saw before the world went black was her happy and eager smile.

Melissa guided her wrists up to the two D-clips, and after a jangling of metal and two sharp snaps, her wrists were locked in place above her head. Warm hands then slid down the length of latex-clad thighs and coaxed them apart, inch by inch, until finally her ankles found their places and the last of the locks clicked shut. Those same hands found Jacqueline’s hips at the very moment that Melissa’s breath puffed across her ear and raised goosebumps. She trembled, rattling weakly at her restraints.

“I’m here,” Melissa whispered, her lips close enough to brush Jacqueline’s skin as she spoke. “I won’t leave you. Do not be afraid. What are the safewords?”

Jacqueline sucked in a deep breath and held it for a moment, trying to steady her breathing. “Yellow and red.”

“Are the cuffs too tight?”

“N-No, Miss,” she replied.

“I like your perfume,” Melissa whispered into the other ear as her hands drifted up her sides, skimming over her body through the fishnet. “It’s so sweet and intoxicating.”

The world around Jacqueline vanished; the sounds of the party drifted away, becoming muffled and distant in the blackness that surrounded her. The only clear thing was Melissa’s voice. It was finally happening. What Jacob read and fantasized about so many times was finally real.

Jacqueline shuddered and moaned as Melissa dragged her fingernails along the insides of her thighs, not hard enough to leave marks but more than enough to suck the air from her lungs in a sharp gasp. She lifted the hem of her skirt up to her waist and rubbed her hand down over the front of her panties, briefly cupping her sex before moving on. Jacqueline’s knees buckled as pleasure shot through her. It was beyond anything she had ever felt when she was a man. Her whole body had become incredibly sensitive and every little touch triggered a new jolt of rapture. 

As she squirmed futilely in her bindings, her hardened nipples rubbed and strained against the fabric of her dress. Melissa’s clever fingers explored every inch of her body, from her toes all the way to her scalp. She carefully scraped her nails across the arch of Jacqueline’s breasts, avoiding the sharp nubs that begged for her attention and moving on to her hairline instead, combing her fingers through her hair. Teeth closed gently over the soft flesh of Jacqueline’s earlobe and left her whimpering. 

Jacqueline sensed herself slipping out of the universe. Time held no meaning, and when Melissa finally removed the blindfold, she realized that she had no idea just how much had passed. It took a moment for Jacqueline’s mind to reconnect with her body. She felt weak, panting and sweating. Her legs could barely hold her up. She nearly collapsed when Melissa freed her from the restraints, clinging to her as she walked Jacqueline over to a nearby couch; through her foggy vision she could see that the couple who was sitting there instantly vacated for the two of them, and she collapsed into the still-warm seat with a low groan.

She heard Melissa ask someone to keep an eye on her while she went to get some water. Before Jacqueline even realized that Melissa was gone, she was already back. She sat down on the couch next to her and held her close, in an almost motherly fashion. “Hey there. You feeling alright?”

“I… that was…” Jacqueline muttered.

“It’s alright, just relax. I’ve got some water here if you need it.”

“Thank you.”

It was a strange feeling. Many of the stories and the BDSM guide books she’d read all mentioned aftercare. She knew that after an intense session, the bottom would need nurturing, that the top would need to guide them out of subspace and help bring them back into the world. 

Was what I felt subspace?

Her mind and vision slowly cleared, and she realized how wet she’d gotten between her legs.

“How are you feeling?” Melissa asked. “For a first timer, you did exceptionally well.”

“I feel… tired. Like I just finished a very intense workout routine.” Jacqueline sipped her water, not realizing just how thirsty she’d been until after the first drops had passed between her lips. “It was incredible. Thank you.”

Melissa smiled and softly combed her fingers through Jacqueline’s hair. She realized then just how close they had gotten; they were pretty much cuddling. When she was Jacob, she hardly ever got this close to Melissa, except when they hugged.

“It’s strange,” Melissa said as she tucked some of Jacqueline’s blonde hair behind her ear. “You have this energy about you. It feels so familiar. Like, someone I know. I sensed it when we played. When a top and a bottom really connect, their energies mix and dance together.”

Jacqueline took a long, slow drink of water. She wondered if she would have to somehow tell Melissa who she really was.

“Maybe we met in some past life,” Jacqueline said.

“Maybe,” Melissa replied.

They remained that way for a while, even after Jacqueline had fully “sobered up”. She wondered if she would be incredibly sore when this was all over. If she’d wake up in her bed, in Jacob’s body, and his legs would kill him for all of the walking she had done in those wicked heels. She wondered if she would turn back at all. 

That wouldn’t be so bad, would it? she thought. Her mind played out the rest of her life as a woman in fast forward. But she shook the thought out of her head. There was no need to think about any of that right now. All that mattered was what was happening in the present.

“Hey, so…” Melissa said, looking a little bit flustered. “I hope I’m not being too forward with this, but I was wondering…”

“What?”

Melissa glanced up at the clock on the wall. “The party will be over soon, and I really enjoyed our time together. I was wondering if maybe… you’d want to come back to my place?”

Jacqueline smiled. Even in the dull lighting of the dungeon, she could see how red Melissa’s face had grown. She looked so shy, so innocent. It was funny seeing her this way when not too long ago she’d had the strong, confident, and seductive look of a dominatrix.

“Yeah, I’d like that.” Jacqueline said.

They stared at each other for what seemed like an eternity. Jacqueline felt herself drawn closer to Melissa. She closed her eyes and their lips met in a brief but passionate kiss, warm and soft and even better than Jacqueline could ever have imagined. Melissa broke it to stand and extend her hand; Jacqueline silently took it. She followed Melissa out of the club and into her car, not caring that she would be leaving her own behind.

During the short trip back Melissa drove with one arm on the steering wheel and the other caressing the bare skin along Jacqueline’s upper inner thigh. No words were exchanged between the two women during the drive, just heated looks and giggles and from Jacqueline, soft moans.

When the elevator doors closed behind them, Melissa pushed Jacqueline against the wall of the elevator and kissed her passionately, their tongues entwining as their hands eagerly roamed. Melissa fondled and squeezed the softness of Jacqueline’s breasts and ass while she clutched at Melissa’s shoulders in an attempt to keep from puddling onto the floor. Her dress was giving up its fight for modesty under Melissa’s welcome assault, rucking up around her waist and fishnet shifting to reveal her breasts beneath the cover of her coat, and she found she didn’t care.

They were alone the entire way up, and their lips reluctantly parted as the elevator doors opened. With a wicked grin, Melissa wrapped her arm around Jacqueline’s waist and escorted her out of the carriage. The two women hastily made their way down the hallway to Melissa’s door, one clutching her coat tightly in an attempt to keep herself covered while the other tugged her eagerly along. The whole way up from the car, Jacqueline felt like a stranger. She felt as though she was in an alternate reality, that this wasn’t the same apartment complex that she also lived in, that this was a different building and hers was a world away.

Even though she had been in Melissa’s apartment before—as Jacob—Jacqueline felt like this was her first time. She entered slowly, taking in the sight of Melissa’s geek chic decor. She felt a pair of hands reach up and slowly pull off the heavy coat that had been keeping her very revealing dress and exposed skin away from the prying eyes of the vanilla world. Jacqueline blushed, tugging her hemline lower until it at least covered some of her bottom again.

“Would you like something to drink?” Melissa asked as she walked past Jacqueline into her living room, tossing the coat over the back of a chair. Jacqueline knew that Melissa had a small bar in the corner of her living room, and that Melissa used to work as a bartender. She nodded her head in the direction of her bedroom. “Or would you prefer something else?”

Jacqueline had never actually seen Melissa’s bedroom. Her bathroom was separate from the bedroom, which she had only been in a couple of times when she visited Melissa’s apartment. It was a simple bedroom with a queen-sized, four-poster bed. Melissa climbed onto the bed, and Jacqueline joined her without hesitation.

They kissed again, their tongues writhing sensually as Melissa maneuvered Jacqueline onto her back and crawled over her. Melissa’s lips sensually explored the topography of her lover’s body, kiss after kiss caressing the curves of her cheek, the taut lines of her neck, the ridges of her collar, and the swell of her breasts. Jacqueline squirmed and moaned as Melissa’s clever lips moved, her fingers sliding their way up Jacqueline’s thighs until they vanished beneath the hemline of her dress. 

“Oh! Fuck!” Jacqueline gasped, and Melissa just grinned as her fingertips circled and teased the nub of Jacqueline’s new clit through the fabric of her underwear.

But she didn’t stop there. “Let’s just get these out of the way,” Melissa giggled as her fingers slid up to hook under the waistband of Jacqueline’s thong. She opened her mouth to protest, as for a moment she worried that by removing the thong she’d turn back into a man, but before any words could escape her lips the thong was past her knees and already off one foot. The protest vanished when she remained a woman.

“Oh my,” Melissa said, bringing the panties to her face and deeply inhaling Jacqueline’s warm scent. “Someone’s ripe for the plucking.” Jacqueline’s face went red as Melissa tossed the panties aside, embarrassed yet also incredibly turned on by the sight. Then Melissa looked at her closet and back out of her bedroom, brow furrowing as she thought of something. “You stay right there.”

Melissa rolled off the bed and ran out of the bedroom, still in her high heels. Jacqueline propped herself up onto her elbows and peeked after her, trying to see what Melissa was up to. Seconds later she returned, her “party bag” in hand, and Jacqueline’s face grew even more flushed.

Melissa tossed the bag onto the foot of the bed and dug through it until she removed a single item: the blindfold. Holding it close to her chest, Melissa turned toward Jacqueline. The woman had the look of a shy high schooler trying to summon the courage to ask her crush to prom. 

She chewed on her lower lip for a few moments, silent.

“What’s the matter?” Jacqueline asked, sitting up and half afraid that the other had changed her mind.

“So, there’s something I’ve always wanted to do, but I have yet to find a partner that I, well, want to do it with.” Her eyes moved from the bed to Jacqueline, and she could see that it was Melissa’s turn to blush. “Until tonight that is.”

Jacqueline smiled shyly. “What is it?”

“So, you know how I have that party bag, right?” Melissa said, pointing to the bag with her thumb. “Well, I have more stuff here in my bedroom. And I was kinda hoping to, well, try some of it out on you.”

“Okay, so what did you want to do to me?” Jacqueline asked, nearly laughing. It was so funny seeing Melissa as this shy, nervous woman when not too long ago she was asserting herself over Jacqueline at the club and in the elevator, and teasing her during the whole car ride back.

“You know what I did to you in the club?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, I want to do that, and more, and well… sex?”

Jacqueline turned over onto her hands and knees and crawled toward Melissa, leaning in to kiss her on the lips. “I’d be glad to.”

Melissa’s smile went from ear to ear. “The safeword is ‘triforce’.”

“’Triforce’.” Jacqueline repeated, chuckling. “So does that make you Princess Zelda and me Link?”

Melissa’s grin turned wicked. “Well, I can slip a ball gag between those succulent lips of yours and make you silent like Link.”

“Sounds like fun.”

“I know this is lame, but we have to negotiate before the sexy times begin, okay?”

“That’s fine,” Jacqueline said, resting on her elbows with her chin in her hands as she listened.

“I’d like to strip you naked, save for those boots, and blindfold and gag you. I’d like to put a collar on you that has nipple clamps on them and bind your wrists and ankles to the four posts of this bed. Then I’d like to tease you until you can’t take it anymore and you’d do anything to get off.”

Jacqueline’s jaw dropped, and Melissa immediately began to panic. “Did I go overboard? I didn’t mean to scare you!”

“No, no, that’s not it at all! It actually sounds perfect. When can we start?”

Melissa reached around and smacked Jacqueline on the ass, causing the blonde to yelp. “We can start once you address me properly.”

“Sorry, Miss,” Jacqueline smiled.

“Good girl. Now, follow me.”

Melissa guided Jacqueline off of the bed and put the blindfold over her eyes, kissing her as her world went dark yet again. Those now-familiar hands stroked over shiny fabric and fishnet, over bare skin and latex, until she finally slid the straps of the dress down off of Jacqueline’s shoulders and peeled the garment from her body.

“You are to remain there until I say otherwise, understand?”

“Yes, Miss.” Jacqueline could feel Melissa’s presence before her, her welcome power and control surrounding her in a soothing bubble. Her ears followed the clicking of Melissa’s heels as her domme moved about her bedroom, prepping things for the festivities. She heard the sliding closet door and the creaking of a large trunk and even the muffled sounds of Melissa talking to herself. 

Whenever she’d walk past, Melissa’s fingers would fleetingly brush some of Jacqueline’s skin. The delicate touch on her naked flesh sent shivers throughout Jacqueline’s body. 

“I bet you’d love to be paraded around in the nude, wouldn’t you?” Melissa whispered in one ear before moving to the other. “Naked and blindfolded, wearing only a collar and some high heels. Led around by a metal leash. All those eyes on you, nothing to cover you or hide you from their gazes.”

Jacqueline bit at her lower lip as her mind’s eye brought to life what Melissa described. The thought of being so exposed made her squirm, and she vainly rubbed her legs together. But suddenly there were fingers there, stroking over her smooth labia before dipping between, and she jerked back with a cry.

“My, my! Someone’s soaking wet!”

Jacqueline couldn’t help but let out a wanton moan as Melissa’s fingers rubbed over her clit. She had already been teased so much, and her body reminded her of her continued need with another surge of warmth in her sex that left her with even more fluid dripping between her thighs.

This is… this is incredible, she thought. Her body was so much more sensitive like this, so much more easily stimulated than her male form. Melissa’s fingers vanished and she was left panting.

“Everything’s ready,” Melissa said. “I’m going to put on your collar now.”

A moment later she felt the cool leather press against her neck, the even colder metal of the nipple clamps resting against her skin as they dangled from the collar at the end of thin chains. Melissa tightened it, then loosened it some.

“How does it feel?”

“It… it feels fine, Miss.”

“Not too tight?

“No, Miss.”

“Follow me onto the bed.”

Melissa took Jacqueline’s hand and led her up to the bed. The two women crawled onto it and Melissa positioned Jacqueline onto her back, arms and legs spread toward the four corners of the mattress. She wrapped the padded Velcro strap of a set of cuffs lighter than the ones they’d used before around both of Jacqueline’s wrists, before bringing her lips down to hers. 

Melissa mouthed teasingly along the lines of Jacqueline’s neck and collarbone before returning to the large mounds of her breasts, tongue darting out to lick and playfully torment. Straddling her waist, Melissa used both hands to fondle and squeeze each more-than-ample handful, while her thumbs rubbed and teased the tight peaks of Jacqueline’s nipples. The bound blonde giggled and writhed under Melissa’s playful touch, moaning and gasping in between cute bouts of laughter. Once Melissa thought Jacqueline’s nipples had been harassed enough, she attached the first clamp.

“Oh! Oh my!” Jacqueline groaned.

“You okay?”

“Y-yes, Miss.” She squirmed and worried at her lip, nodding her head quickly.

Melissa rolled the other nipple between her thumb and forefinger for a few moments longer before attaching the second clamp. Jacqueline wriggled and moaned whenever Melissa gleefully tugged on the little chains.

“Oh, this is going to be so much fun.” Melissa backed off of Jacqueline and turned around to attach the cuffs to her ankles, leaving her completely bound to the bed posts. “Go ahead and give them a tug.” Jacqueline obeyed and tested the cuffs on her wrists and ankles. She pulled lightly at first, but at Melissa’s command she jerked harder and harder until her domme was satisfied that they’d hold. 

“Oh! I almost forgot!” Jacqueline couldn’t see, but she guessed from the quick and violent shaking of the bed that Melissa had gotten off of it. She could hear the clicks of her high heels as she scampered about her bedroom. “Huzzah!”

Seconds later, Jacqueline felt springs shift as Melissa climbed back onto the bed and moved toward her, her presence almost tangible as it loomed over her. A hand reached behind her and tilted her head forward. Jacqueline kept her head up as Melissa fiddled with something, whatever-it-was remaining a mystery until she felt a hard ball brush her lips. She opened her mouth and let the ball gag slip into place.

“Okay, so it’ll be harder to say the safeword with that gag in your mouth, so if you need out, hum four times. Did you ever watch Doctor Who?”

Jacqueline hesitated for a second before nodding.

“You remember the sound of drums?”

From behind the gag, Jacqueline laughed. After a moment, she quickly hummed two sets of four beats.

“Thatta girl,” Melissa said before kissing Jacqueline’s forehead.

There was more shuffling, then nothing. Silence fell over the bedroom and after a few minutes Jacqueline began to shift uneasily. She lifted her head, and even though blackness engulfed her vision she still turned it back and forth, hoping to pick up some kind of movement or even a sound.

After a while, there was an audible click and a loud buzzing filled the air. She felt the vibrations on her clit before her brain could even make the connection between sound and toy. Her body jerked violently in response to the buzzing, but then she heard the machine turn off.

“Nod if you want to continue.”

Jacqueline nodded and the Hitachi wand turned back on.

The vibrating head was pressed back between her thighs, and while she jerked again in response, it wasn’t as violent the second time around. More audible than the vibrator were Jacqueline’s moans; even with the gag in her mouth, the sounds filled the bedroom and perhaps spilled out into the hallway as well. If it wasn’t for the gag, the neighbors may have had cause to file a noise complaint.

The intense sensations caused by the vibrator on her pussy rocked Jacqueline’s world. She was almost instantly torn away from reality and swallowed up in a sea of ecstasy. With her sight gone, her sense of touch was heightened. Melissa knew this, too, which was why every time she pulled the toy away, several long, thin strands of liquid clung to it.

This went on for what felt like hours. She would ride to the brink of orgasm only to have the toy pulled away and the sweet release she so dearly desired snatched just beyond her reach once more. It was beyond frustrating, but at the same time it felt absolutely wonderful. Melissa would tease her with the vibrator in one hand while the other tugged at the chains that were attached to her nipples. She even brought the toy to her chest, which made Jacqueline arch her back and jerk hard at the restraints.

The best thing, though, was when Melissa brought her lips and tongue to Jacqueline’s sopping wet cunt. Her fingers would spread the lips and she’d slide her tongue in to lap up all of the juices that her endless teasing created. Jacqueline’s body started to glisten with a layer of sweat. She was so tired, but she wanted to keep going. She wanted to orgasm so badly.

As if reading her mind, Melissa finally gave it to her.

Melissa buried her face in Jacqueline’s crotch, licking and teasing and rubbing for a few moments before swapping out for the vibrator, then diving in to lick once more. Jacqueline could feel it coming. She was so close. Her body twitched and shook and spasmed, and there was no stopping the loud moans and wails that echoed through the room in spite of the gag.

Then Melissa pushed the vibrator against her clit and left it there. She popped the gag out of Jacqueline’s mouth and brought her lips to her ear. “I want to hear you scream,” Melissa murmured, gently biting Jacqueline’s earlobe.

“Ohhhh!” Jacqueline cried out when she grabbed both chains with one hand and tugged hard on her nipples. “Ohh! Ohhhh! OHHHHH!”

Jacqueline’s body jerked violently as she came, cum drenching the bedsheets beneath her. It wasn’t until her body quit spasming and her screaming came to an end that Melissa switched off the vibrator. She bent down, kissing and licking at Jacqueline’s drenched pussy, then brought her lips to Jacqueline’s to share the liquid lust. They kissed passionately until Melissa pulled away and lifted off the blindfold.

The light of the room almost blinded Jacqueline’s eyes, as if she had been in the dark for hours and hours. She had lost all track off time. Sweat clung to her glowing body as she panted for air, still struggling to catch her breath. Finally she looked up at Melissa and the two women shared a smile.

“That was…” Jacqueline let her head fall back onto the bed, staring groggily at the ceiling.

“Amazing?” Melissa finished for her as she unclipped Jacqueline’s nipples.

“That and so much more.” Melissa gave her a quick peck before shuffling about to remove the restraints. With her arms and legs free, Jacqueline sat up and stretched. “What time is it?”

Melissa laughed. “It’s, ugh… 5 a.m.…”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

Jacqueline fell back onto the bed. It’s almost daybreak. I wonder what’ll happen to me. Maybe I should tell her before I suddenly change back into a guy and freak her out. Or should I just leave?

Silence fell over the two women.

“Look there’s—”

“I have to tell—”

“You first,” they said in unison.

They both went quiet, and Melissa looked away as she wrung her fingers. She looked very nervous about something.

Jacqueline cleared her throat. “There’s something I have to tell you. I, uh, haven’t been honest about who I am.”

Before Jacqueline could explain what she meant and how she was actually Melissa’s friend Jacob transformed into a very attractive woman, Melissa spoke.

“I know who you are. I know it’s you, Jacob.” She spoke the words so fast that it took Jacqueline several seconds to register them. By that time, Melissa had turned away and looked to be bracing for a punch.

Jacqueline sat up, slack-jawed. “Wait, what?”

“I know it’s you.” She said, still turned away, shame weighing heavily on her words. “I wished for this to happen.”

“Really?”

Realizing she wasn’t going to be hit by the buxom blonde, Melissa relaxed her guard and turned to face Jacqueline, eyes cast down on the bed between them.

“The thing is, Jacqueline—Jacob—I’m attracted to your personality and your brain and all that. I’m just not into guys. I was at a bar last night and I got super drunk and was talking to this really hot chick.” Melissa blushed at the memory. “Well, we somehow got on the topic of you and I was talking about how you’re a pretty cool guy and all that, and how if I wasn’t a lesbian I’d be totally into you. Then this chick was like: well, what if he was a woman? And I was all like: that would be so cool.”

“What did this woman look like?”

“I, uh, don’t really remember. It’s all pretty blurry. She was a brunette, I think. Anyway, I eventually found myself back in my apartment here, asleep on the couch with a note in my jacket pocket saying She’ll be there tomorrow night.”

“How did you know for sure that it was me?”

“The scar on your back.”

Jacqueline instinctually reached back and her fingers found the three-inch scar on her right shoulder blade.

“Remember that time we were talking about all of the stupid shit we’d done as kids, and you showed me the scar you’d gotten when you were twelve? I saw it when I approached the kitchen at the club and I knew then it was you.” Melissa cautiously glanced up at Jacqueline’s face. “I couldn’t believe it at first. How did you know to attend the club?”

Jacqueline blushed. “Well, I guess it’s my turn to confess. I’ve actually been to the club once, back before I met you. What I said to you earlier at the club, about how I got into BDSM and what I liked, those parts were all true. That, and I, uh…” She looked away in embarrassment.

Melissa reached over and placed her hand on Jacqueline’s cheek, turning her face back toward her. “What is it?”

“I found your Fetlife profile two months ago. Completely by accident. I swear!”

“You little slut,” Melissa snickered as she playfully pinched one of Jacqueline’s nipples. They shared the laugh for a moment, then it became quiet again.

“What do you think happens now?” Jacqueline finally asked. “Am I supposed to turn back?”

Melissa frowned. “Do you want to turn back?” She reached out and took Jacqueline’s hand. “I’d like it if you stayed like this.”

The first light of dawn crept into the bedroom. Outside, the waking sun’s pale glow covered the city. The two women stared into each other’s eyes, their fingers intertwined. After a long pause, Jacqueline turned to look out of the window and then back at Melissa. She remembered the warning that she had until dawn. Did she want to stay as Jacqueline? Or did she want to turn back into Jacob?

Melissa’s warm smile and the love in her eyes gave Jacqueline the answer she sought.

“I want to stay as Jacqueline,” she finally said.

Melissa smiled, then leaned forward and kissed Jacqueline. “Best Friday night ever?”

Jacqueline returned the smile. “Best Friday night ever.”

She fell onto her back as Melissa climbed on top of her. The two women embraced as morning light filled the room.

OVERDOSE

 

Curiosity is a powerful, dangerous thing.

The day started out like any other, except its Friday. That alone made today better. But even so, I still had to obey the incessant alarm that reverberated from my phone. Half-awake, I began my morning routine and started the slow, tedious drive to work where I sat at my desk and stretched three hours of work into eight before heading back to my apartment. I almost didn’t see the slip taped to my door. I apparently had a package waiting for me, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what it was I bought. 

It’s the size of a shoebox and had some weight to it. Not heavy, but just enough to know that inside the cardboard box was a more durable container. I gave it a gentle shake as I rode the elevator back up, but despite my best effort, I still couldn’t figure out what it was. The shipping label was no help, the company on the return address was some generic corporation. No surprise. Though that did make this even weirder.

Jake and Dwayne stood outside the door to their apartment. Both attempted to hold several bags of food and cases of beer while Jake fished for his keys. They’re a pair of recent college grads who decided to hold onto the frat lifestyle for a little while longer. They didn’t party every single weekend. Well, at least not at this apartment. Never really bothered me though, my headphones were very good at cancelling outside noise. They occasionally invited me to their soirees—I always declined—but they did provide me with a peace offering of a six pack of a craft beer that I enjoyed.

I spotted the beer in Dwayne’s hand as I approached. “What’s the occasion?”

They looked at each other and grinned wide, toothy grins. 

“Bachelor party,” Jake nodded.

Dwayne smirked “We’ve got a couple dancers coming, if you want to swing by.”

“Thanks, but I’m good,” I chuckled.

I entered my apartment and closed the door before they could try to convince me further. They sometimes come by and invite me again after it’s started, especially if it’s louder than it’s supposed to be. I wasn’t that much older than them. Maybe four or five years. I did attend a party of theirs a while back, but didn’t say long. It’s just not my scene.

I set the package on the low table in front of my couch. I stared at it as I combed through my memory trying to figure it what it was. I haven’t preordered anything in a long while, and I’ve received everything I’ve bought online. X-ray vision would be very handy right about now. 

I eventually caved to my curiosity and carefully opened the package. Just as I thought, inside was a wood box. Its surface was stained and polished, with brass hinges and a simple hook lock. No markings or labels of any kind. Definitely high quality. My fingers trembled as I undid the latch and popped open the lid.

Only now did the thought of it being some kind of explosive device cross my mind. As quick as that possibility came, it vanished. I lifted the lid just enough to try to see inside, but all that was visible was some kind of velvet lining.

I closed it, leaned back on the couch and looked at it for a few moments.

“Fuck it.” I cast all fear and doubt aside and opened it fully. Its contents were something I fully did not expect. 

Nestled comfortably in the velvet lining was a dildo.

I blinked. Twice. Three times. 

“What the fuck?” I muttered. 

It wasn’t one of those realistically-designed dildos meant to look like an actual man’s penis, complete with veins and a pair of testicles. It wasn’t even flesh-colored. In fact, it looked sort of… alien. The head, more pointed than a normal cock, was a bright neon color. It had two layers of frills, each darker than the predecessor, with the shaft a sort of midnight-purple. At its base was a vibrator switch and attached to that was a paper tag. Inscribed on the tag in a decorative font was: “for an experience like no other”.

“Huh.”

I scratched my head. I definitely did not order this. Was this some kind of prank? Did someone buy this for me as a joke? The list of people that would be capable or even willing to do such a thing was non-existent. It could’ve been Kara, but our breakup was mutual. If she harbored some animosity toward me, she hid it very well.

There was nothing else inside the box or inscribed under the lid. I lifted the dildo out of its spot to see if there was something else underneath, but there was nothing. The toy was smooth like glass but had a little give to it. It wasn’t some cheap Chinese knockoff, that’s for sure.

I’ve never actually held a sex toy before, but at the same time, I never had a reason to get one. That didn’t explain why I was so fascinated by this object and why I had the sudden desire to slip it into my mouth. 

No one would know.

I gazed around at my living room. I almost got up to inspect my bedroom and kitchen even though I lived alone. The thought made me snicker. 

“Here goes nothing.”

With the coast clear, I closed my eyes and hesitantly brought the toy to my mouth. Its smooth surface pressed against my tongue as I closed my lips around it. It tasted like plastic, only it also sort of didn’t. It was very hard to explain. There was something else there, some flavor I couldn’t put my finger on. It wasn’t off-putting. In fact, it was kind of savory.

I leaned back as I slid the toy cock in and out of my mouth. I thought I would be disgusted and horrified, but instead, I caught myself moaning. I referenced my mental library of porn and tried to repeat the same motions I’ve seen the women do. 

The more love I gave to it, the more wonderful it felt. 

I was so enthralled by the act that I failed to perceive the changes that were happening to my own body. When it finally registered, I took the toy out of my mouth. My previously flat chest now adorned a pair of B-cup breasts. My hair flowed down past my shoulders and I had the early showings of hourglass curves. I had no body hair left. 

The changes weren’t limited to just my body. My clothes had started to transform as well. My shirt was some sort of skin-tight turtleneck and my jeans had become shorts. The denim material replaced with something smooth and dark. My shoes remained unchanged, but my socks were up to my knees.

Despite all this, I was hard as a rock. My cock threatened to burst out of my pants-turned- shorts. I’ve never felt this… turned on before. I was so aroused. How could this even be possible?

Then I remembered what the tag said and wondered just how much further I could take this. It sure as fuck beats whatever else I had planned for tonight. Which was—not surprisingly—video games and Netflix.

I picked up the dildo and got back to work. I closed my eyes and sucked that thing harder than ever. I wanted to go deeper down this rabbit hole.

I felt my body changing; my clothes changing. My shorts fused together into a skirt and my cock, now free from any constricting fabric, hardened completely. My socks had climbed up past my knees to my thighs and, like my shirt, took on some kind of mesh material. Which, by the way, was stretched to its limits to hold my now obviously massive tits. They were so fucking heavy, they must be huge. My feet arched as my shoes became high heels.

I finally opened my eyes and as much as I didn’t want to, I took the toy out of my mouth and gazed down at my new body.

If I was standing, my jaw would’ve hit the floor. I didn’t have a mirror handy but I knew what I looked like. I was the very definition of a stripper. My breasts were so big I couldn’t see past them. Fucking Christ they were the size of basketballs. And so soft too! I gave them a playful squeeze which made my body shudder and me whimper. My fingernails were long and polished a bright, lusty red.

My outfit comprised mostly of fishnets. My top was sleeveless and came to my neck in some sort of collar and I had matching elbow-length gloves. I had fishnet stockings and like the gloves, the tops were solid black and ringed with large rhinestones. My skirt, if you could even call it that, was shiny black and couldn’t even cover the entirety of my enhanced ass. My new shoes matched the rest of my outfit. Again, the very definition of stripper: shiny black straps with a translucent platform high heel. 

My cock though… it actually looked bigger than normal. The tip glistened with precum and when I touched it, my body shivered. I straddled the edge. I was so close to cumming and all that just from sucking on this toy. 

I had to see what I looked like. I just had to.

I stood and much to my surprise, I didn’t immediately topple over, despite the footwear and how top-heavy I was. I took it one step at a time, but with each step, my big titties bounced, which in turn made me giggle. My cock also bounced, which only turned me on that much more. I wanted to do nothing more than stroke it. 

But I summoned what little self-control I had left and made my way into my bedroom where I had a full-length mirror.

I caught a glimpse of my appearance from the doorway to my bedroom and it made me stop right in my tracks. I blinked several times in disbelief at the total bombshell that stood in the doorway. I moved with determination toward my mirror, laughing at the exaggerated sway of my hips. I even moved like a stripper.

“Oh my fucking god.”

When my ears registered the voice that I now had, I immediately covered my mouth. It was so… sensual. I sounded like all those porn stars I’d seen video of. Not only that, but my face was also almost unrecognizable. I could just barely see the remnants of the man I used to be.

I puckered my lips. They were as thick as a finger, coated in that iconic red lipstick that just so happened to match my fingernails. They glistened with my saliva. Fuck, what it would be like to have lips like that around my cock. The thought made my own cock twitch, and a little dollop of precum dripped down onto the floor.

I spun around, admiring my new look from every possible angle. I could’ve stood there for hours just gazing at my appearance, but I had some unfinished business in the living room.

With surprising speed and elegance, I made my way back to the couch, reveling in the clicks my heels made. Precum continued to drip from my tip a I walked. Without hesitation, popped the dildo back in my mouth while my other hand gripped my cock. 

I didn’t last very long. Maybe ten seconds into stroking I shot my cum all over the floor and table. Strings of it, more than I’ve ejaculated before; as if I hadn’t cum in years. I moaned audibly into the cock in my mouth, eyes rolling back into my head as the ecstasy of orgasm rolled over me. 

But I didn’t stop, even as my cock softened in my fingers. Even as it kept shrinking and shrinking and shrinking. I sucked and sucked until there was nothing left between my legs but a ripe, moist pussy.

Still riding the high, I positioned myself even lower on my couch, lifted my legs straight into the air and transferred the dildo straight into my new vagina. I screamed, not from pain, but from pure, unfiltered pleasure as it plunged deep inside me. My fingers found the switch on the back and the vibrations brought what I was feeling to a whole new level I never thought possible.

It became… so hard to think. To focus. It just… felt so good. I moaned and wailed and cried out as wave after wave of sexual bliss washed over me. I probably looked like those girls you see in hentai. Eyes crossed, mouth slack.

My body trembled. I knew what was coming. I wasn’t sure if I could handle it.

It hit me like a bus. My mind went blank as I failed to comprehend what was happening. My senses were overwhelmed and I knew nothing but sheer erotic euphoria.

I felt so numb. So weak. I just let the toy slip out of my fingers. From the sound it made, it must’ve hit the ground and rolled… somewhere. I don’t know. My body was limp. Numb.

The numbness spread. 

It crept up from my fingers and toes like a chill. My limps moved on their own, as if pulled by invisible strings.  My legs remained bent, my knees spread open, wide and inviting. My arms came to my sides, palms turned up. The strange sensation made it to my hips. My pussy started to… inflate. Expand. Stretch. Alarm bells were ringing but I was too drunk, too high, too far gone to care.

It pinched my stomach and waist in, beyond what was possible for a human body. My breasts inflated even more. I glanced down at them half in a fog and they looked like beach balls, my nipples replaced with valves. My skin looked… shiny… glossy, as if made of plastic. I couldn’t move my arms or legs. All I could move was my head and when I glanced over at my right hand, I saw was a flesh colored oven mitt. 

I knew instantly what was happening: I was transforming into a sex doll.

The numbness crept up my neck, forcing my face forward. It spread around my mouth, inflating my lips. Down my throat. It widened my eyes into that surprised look. Up into my scalp, turning my hair into one solid piece.

I couldn’t move. I was paralyzed. Forced to wait until someone found me. But who would find me? I don’t have a roommate, or a girlfriend. I don’t have friends that drop by unexpectantly. How long would I stay like this? Am I forever stuck in this form?

In the silence that followed, I heard the muffled sounds of the party going on across the hall. I listened. It was all I could do. My eyes were fixed on the ceiling.

My deadbolt turned and my door creaked open. I didn’t know how wide, but it was enough to let all the sounds of the party in. It was wide enough for anyone passing by to see into my living room.

To see me.

I wasn’t sure if I still had a heart, but if I did it would be beating as quick as a hummingbird’s. I’d be a white as a ghost and sweating bullets if I still had skin. 

As if things couldn’t get any worse, I heard a distant door open and the voices of Jake and Dwayne.

“You sure about this dude? He always says no.”

“I know man, but the least we could do is ask.”

Oh please for the love of god don’t come to my door. Just turn around and--

“Hey man, you in here?” My door creaked open further. “Your door’s… oh fuck, is that what I think it is?”

It’s officially gotten worse.

“Is that a?”

“Yeah dude, that’s a fucking sex doll.”

Their footsteps got louder.

“Holy fuck that must’ve cost a fortune.”

“Dude look, she’s been used.”

“Ah fuck that’s nasty.”

They shuffled about.

“Hey man, you here?” One of them called out.

“He must’ve just stepped out. Explains why the door wasn’t closed.”

“Guys?” A third voice appeared. “What are you… oh fuck is that—”

“Shhh! Close the door!”

The door closed and I heard a third set of footsteps.

 “Damn she’s pretty nice,” the third said. “We could bring her to—”

“Nah dude! Why would we do that. He’d come back and find it missing.”

“I say we use it. I mean why not?”

The three were quiet for a few, aggravatingly long moments. I hoped and prayed they’d have some sense to leave well enough alone.

“Yeah let’s do it.”

“Fuck it. I’ve always wanted to try one of those.”

“Ahh hell yeah. I call first!”

I heard pants being unzipped. I felt hands grab at me. I bent forward and I could see the three of them clearly. Jake, Dwayne and their friend, pants down around their ankles with Jake stepping up first. 

“Ah fuck, she’s still warm and wet,” he said as he buried his cock in me.

But that didn’t stop him. Oh fuck why did this feel so good! Even when I’m nothing but air and plastic, it still felt so amazing. How was this even possible! They took turns using me. All three of them stuffed their cocks into one of my holes and blew their loads. I was filled—no overflowing with cum. After what felt like an eternity, sense finally crawled its way back into at least one of their brains.

“Shit we need to go. He could be back any second.”

“Aren’t we going to clean up?”

“Nah dude. That’s what he gets for leaving his door open and his fuck doll just lying about.”

“You sure you don’t want to bring it to the party. Everyone else would get a huge kick out of it.”

“Definitely. Way cheaper than those strippers.”

“Just gotta bring it back before the night’s over.”

Jake carried me out of my apartment. They closed the door behind them and brought me into their party. There were at least ten guys there. Maybe more.

“We got a sex doll!” Dwayne shouted. This was followed up by a series of drunken shouts and whistles. “Groom up first!”

I lost track of time. It might’ve only been thirty minutes, but it felt like days. I was used over and over again. Sometimes by one person, other times, two guys fucked me. I could feel their cum just filling me up like a balloon. The pleasure I felt was beyond measure. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

I blacked out.

When I woke up, I was on the floor of my apartment. I was not only human again, but I was back in my male body in my old clothes. A piece of paper with some text scribbled on it was taped to my chest. 

“Borrowed your sex doll. Hope you don’t mind. There’s cash on the table.”

I glanced over at the low table. A small pile of cash was there and so was my dried cum from earlier. I laid back down and just stared at the ceiling, letting my mind wander. 

After some time, I got up and climbed into bed. A brief glance at the clock on my nightstand said it was a little after two in the morning. I was so tired. So drained. So… worn out. I fell onto my bed and fell asleep right there. 

In the morning, I returned to the living room to clean up the mess I made last night. Fortunately, I didn’t have any carpet to clean the cum out of. I found the dildo under the couch and a really mischievous idea crept into my mind: I wondered how Jake and Dwayne would react to getting the dildo. Would one of them use it? Would one of them end up fucking and using the other?

But then it all came rushing back to me. The overwhelming pleasure I felt. The incredible sensation of having the body of a woman. The sheer thrill of being nothing more than a sex object. I shivered and a little moan escaped my lips. 

I put the dildo back in the box and found a pen and paper.

“Jake/Dwayne. No problem. Least you could’ve done is clean her before returning. Definitely okay with you using her again, just let me know ahead of time. That way I can get her ready for you.”

I taped up the note and slid it under their door. I returned to my apartment and opened up my laptop. If I’m going to do this again, might as well get a new outfit go along with it right?

 

PARTY GIRL

 

A month later, and I still felt the sting as if it had just happened an hour ago. Once more I opened up my phone to look at the last message she sent me.

“I’m sorry, Oliver, but I just don’t feel the same way you do. Goodbye.”

It was the “goodbye” at the end that really twisted the knife.

I tossed my phone aside as my eyes glazed over in my dark apartment. A whiff of something foul eventually snapped me out of the trance, and it was as if I’m seeing my apartment for the first time in months. Stuffed trash bags had gathered at the door. Stacked pizza boxes were forming their own leaning tower. Dishes erupted from the sink. Dust motes floated in the ambient light of my phone screen. But it was my own body odor that finally got me off my ass.

About an hour later I plopped back down, this time in my desk chair. My apartment was clean, I was clean, and at some point during what could only be described as a holy cleansing of the evil that permeated my residence, I decided to treat myself to some retail therapy.

A few weeks prior, a brand new, state-of-the-art VR headset made its public debut following years of research, development, and testing. Its price tag was high, but to no one’s surprise, they sold out almost instantaneously and any new stock disappears just as fast. For longer than I should’ve, I debated buying from a third-party scalper until I saw what they were selling them for. Talk about price-gouging!

I don’t know whether I should call it luck or fate, but as I browsed eBay in a last-ditch effort to find one not being sold for more than three times the price, a listing came up asking for less than the retail cost. I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was no way this could be real. The seller listed it as “used, but in good condition” and said that “as much as they wanted to keep it, they have to part with it.” Even more red flags appeared when I noticed that the seller had absolutely no history.

I had to decide fast. This listing wouldn’t last long. Hell, it was probably already gone. 

“Fuck it!” I crossed my fingers as I submitted the offer, then let out a sigh of relief as it went through. Now I just had to wait.

The package arrived a few days later, even though the initial shipping estimate had suggested it would take over a week. But lo and behold, there it was waiting for me on my doorstep. I tried to leave work early when I got the delivered notification—the last thing I wanted was some scumbag porch thief to walk off with my new VR headset—but unfortunately I had to wait. It was Friday, and a couple of my coworkers had already requested early leave.

Just like the description said, the headset was in rather good condition. There were some obvious signs of usage, but nothing major. However, there was something about the headset that wasn’t included in the seller’s description: it came with a piece of software pre-installed. It’s an unfortunate industry standard for computers and smartphones to come with what’s collectively known as “bloatware,” but in this case, it was something the previous owner had left behind.

To make things even stranger, when I went to contact the seller for more info, their account was gone, which left me with no way to learn more besides what the game’s description proclaimed would be “an experience like no other” and “beyond life-like.” Judging by that description, the name, and its rather risqué icon, I felt it was safe to assume that this Party Girl program was straight-up pornography. It probably turned your room into a strip club or something where you could jerk off to a digital porn star.

I took the headset off and held it in front of me, weighing the surprisingly difficult decision I couldn’t believe I was making. The VR headset seemed to be otherwise fine, but that wasn’t what I was trying to decide on. It was whether or not I wanted to give the obvious porn software a go. Sure, it had only been a month since I was dumped, but the last couple months of our relationship, things weren’t so great between me and Kara. Sex was practically nonexistent, and you can only do so much with your hand.

The thought of a virtual stripper was enticing. I could get all the visuals without needing to toss a wad of singles at her. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and put the headset back on. Then with a hesitant, shaky hand, I opened the Party Girl software.

For a good thirty seconds or so, nothing happened. A simple black screen filled my vision.

“Fucking broken soft—”

And then what could only be described as a visual onslaught of hot pink flashed before my eyes. I practically ripped the visor off before it could induce a seizure.

“Fucking hell.” I rubbed my eyes, attempting to blink away the afterimages. “What the fuck was that? No wonder the seller got rid of it.”

Feeling like I’d been sitting for hours on my couch, I stood, stretched, and headed for my bathroom. I gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror and frowned at what I saw—messy hair, patchy stubble, and dark circles under my eyes. I looked like hell.

When I leaned forward to get a better look, my hand brushed something. It tipped over and rolled, stopping on the raised outer lip of the porcelain countertop. I cocked my head at the sight of the small brass tube. That… was definitely not there a moment ago. Something that shiny would normally stand out like a sore thumb.

I knew exactly what it was, yet I still picked it up to get a closer look at it. Did Kara leave a tube of lipstick here? Though when I popped the lid off and saw the color, I knew it wasn’t hers. Twisting the base revealed a bright, sparkly pink lipstick. She preferred the darker tints.

“Wait, what the fuck?” I said when I caught myself nearly putting the lipstick on. It was mere centimeters from my lips when I realized what my body was doing. As quick as I could, I put the cap back on and threw it in the trash, trembling with anxious energy.

What the fuck just happened?

Backing away from the trash can like it was some kind of angry cat ready to pounce, I rubbed my head and tried to calm my racing heart. I decided maybe I should go for a walk. Get some fresh air. Maybe get some food.

Living downtown had its perks, like being within walking distance of many clubs and bars. It also had its downsides, such as living within walking distance of those same clubs and bars. As the weekend drew go on, it tended to get louder and louder as the crowds gathered, grew, and migrated from one venue to another. There’d be the occasional police siren, but other than that, just a bunch of loud drunks.

It was still on the early side, which made walking to the diner a breeze. This particular establishment had been here longer than any of the bars or clubs, a walk-up burger place that got packed as drunkards stumbled out of the bars to get a bite to eat.

“Name for the order?” The cashier couldn’t have been more than twenty years old. I hoped he got paid enough to deal with all the drunks that would show up later.

“Olivia.” I blinked. “Oliver.” I shook my head to try to play it off, but he heard me; his shit-eating grin said so. What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Number 2 combo with a Dr. Pepper for Olivia.” He handed me my receipt with a wide smile, and I did my best to shrug off my embarrassment. It almost worked, until they called for “Olivia” again over the restaurant’s loudspeaker.

I grabbed my food and took a seat in the corner, munching on my burger as I watched the world go by through the floor-to-ceiling windows. I was nearly done with my burger when a lock of hair fell in front of my face. Instinctually I brushed it aside, only for it to click a moment later that I didn’t have hair that long. It also almost looked… blonde?

I checked my reflection in the window. Nothing about me had changed, though I probably looked silly to anyone walking by. I brought up my phone and flipped the camera into selfie mode. Still no sign of any long, blonde strands of hair. Just my normal shaggy brown.

I leaned back in the booth and exhaled. “I need a drink.”

 

“You coming in, or what?” The bouncer looked me up and down.

I didn’t recognize this club. In fact, a lot of the clubs here seemed new. As much foot traffic as these places got, the operating costs must’ve been astronomical.

While there was no line outside, the venue was already near capacity. Luckily I managed to snag a small table. The last thing I wanted to do was stand around as I enjoyed my drink.

The DJ’s choice of music was some strange combo of fast electronic beats with heavy bass thrown in. Whatever it was called, the crowd sure loved it. It was so loud I had to scream my order at the waitress. But even then, I’m not confident she understood.

My suspicions were confirmed a few minutes later when she placed what looked like a cosmo on my small round table that could barely sit one, let alone two. I called after her, but my voice was lost under the din of nearby conversations and the overwhelming music.

The drink, served in a chilled martini glass, was a cloudy pink. A lone cherry skewered with a multicolored toothpick floated on the surface. Frowning, I played with the drink, putting off drinking it as long as I could and hoping to catch the waitress next time she came by. Eventually the sweet cherry smell won me over and I decided to give it a taste. I had paid for it, so I might as well.

It was overtly sweet, but surprisingly strong. One sip and I could already feel the buzz coming on, which was odd—I definitely wasn’t a lightweight. I’d held my own in college, having walked away from some of the rowdiest frat parties without assistance.

Before I realized it, I took the last sip of the drink. The alcohol’s warm, comforting hug brought a smile to my face, as well as a foreign desire to go out on the dance floor. I felt the pull of the music and the undulating mob of bodies. I stepped down from my table and joined the crowd.

I couldn’t remember the last time I danced. The world around me slipped away as I found my rhythm. A fog filled my mind, giving me an almost pleasant lightheadedness. I felt like I was floating along, not a care in the world. Bodies pressed up against mine. Sweat, perfume, and cologne combined to form a strangely alluring aroma. I couldn’t get enough of it.

A body pressed up against mine. A man, I could tell because of something hard poking into my lower back. Something stirred within me. A desire for more. A craving for something…

Something pink flashed before my eyes. I brought my hands down to find the source of it was my nails. They were long, polished smooth, and painted an almost neon pink.

The guy behind me pressed his body harder against mine, upset that I broke the rhythm. When I felt his definitely erect cock against my backside, I stepped away, not daring to look back at who it was. Somehow I wound up in the middle of the dance crowd, and it would’ve been easier to slosh through a waist-deep swamp than it was getting out of there.

When I finally did escape, I headed straight for the bathroom and locked myself in the first stall I found. The restroom was thankfully empty and its tiled walls muffled the droning beat of the music. I closed my eyes, took several deep, centering breaths, and opened them, focusing on my hands and dreading what I’d find.

Relief washed over me as I was greeted with my regular old hands, with my short, half-chewed nails and dry knuckles.

I exhaled and leaned against one of the walls, rubbing my face. My mind raced as I tried to figure out what was wrong with me. Was it something I ate? Maybe my drink was spiked. Whatever it was, it seemed to have passed, though I could still feel the alcohol warming my blood. It was a lot stronger than it seemed, whatever it was. The taste of cherries still lingers on my lips.

I straightened and exhaled once more, rolling out my neck and shoulders as I attempted to bring myself back to a calm state. The fog in my mind lingered, making it hard to focus on anything.

Leaving the stall, I stepped up to the sink and took out my phone to check the time, but I wrapped my fingers around a small metal tube instead. My reflection’s eyes widened. I knew what the object was even before I held it out in front of me—the brass tube of lipstick I’d thrown away.

I wanted to drop it. Throw it across the club bathroom. Chuck it into the trashcan overflowing with paper towels. But I couldn’t; something kept the shiny tube in my grasp. A fascination. A curiosity.

I pocketed the lid and exposed the shimmering pink lipstick, moving it every which way to see the light reflect off its glittering surface. The pounding of my heart replaced the thrum of the music as the world around me faded away. My eyes moved from the lipstick to my reflection as I brought the lipstick closer… closer…

It went on almost effortlessly, painting my lips the bright, sparkly pink and it wasn’t until they were fully covered that I found myself asking why. What the fuck was I doing? Why the fuck did I just put lipstick on?

I stared at my reflection, dumbfounded and looking absolutely ridiculous. Realizing I should probably remove the lipstick before anyone saw me, I pocketed the tube, turned the water on, and reached for some paper towels.

“Oh fuck.”

I dropped the towels and lifted my hands to be eye level, staring in complete and utter disbelief at the pink, talon-like nails extending from my thin, dainty fingers. Something tickled my ears, and looking past my hands at my reflection, I spotted the return of the blonde hair too, only this time it wasn’t just a few strands.

Right before my eyes my hair didn’t just grow, but lightened. In moments my short, shaggy brown hair had grown past my ears as the color gave way to a bright, golden blonde.

The door to the restroom opened. Music rushed in, filling the mostly silent void, as well as women’s voices.

I lunged for the closest stall, hoping they didn’t spot me as I closed and locked the door. Had I been in the women’s bathroom this whole time?

The women continued on as I pressed my back against the wall, covering my hand with my mouth to keep myself quiet, a task made even more difficult as the changes to my body continued.

Invisible hands kneaded my form like clay. They pulled my stomach in tight, redistributing the weight to my chest and ass. Tighter and tighter my clothes became, and just when I thought my shirt was going to rip open, the fabric started to stretch. I dared not look down at the still-expanding breasts, hoping that if I continued to ignore them, they’d go away.

It was all strangely erotic. A heat stronger than the alcohol I consumed earlier washed over me, and I caught myself moaning into my hand. My knees buckled as my mind swam. It was, like, so totally hard to think!

When I did open my eyes, I glanced down and was greeted by two very large breasts barely contained by a hot pink dress.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Another wave of pleasure flowed through me as my groin pulled in on itself. With my left hand still covering my mouth, my right fumbled with the hem of the dress as I searched for what I knew was no longer there. As my boxers became a lacy thong, I found only a moist slit where my cock and balls had been.

Once more my body twitched and spasmed. I had to grab hold of the handrail for support, which allowed another moan to escape my lips freely. Thankfully there was no response. The women must’ve left, a welcome thought as I opened the stall and wobbled forward in my new platform heels, which were also hot pink.

I stared—no, gawked—at my reflection. The busty blonde woman looking back at me couldn’t be me. As I raised my right hand, she mirrored the motion, staring back with ocean-blue eyes and her full, glossy lips set in a permanent pout. Waves of golden blonde hair fell down past her shoulders.

“Like, oh my god.”

I covered my mouth at the sound of my voice—airy and feminine, honey-sweet and seductive.

“This is my—”

I couldn’t finish the sentence. Like, what happened to me? How did I become this, like, totally beautiful babe? I’m like, so hot and stuff.

I shook my head. I was having trouble focusing. I couldn’t, like, think straight. I needed to get out of here, back to my apartment, before this could get, like, way worse.

Pulling my attention from the mirror, I faced the door. I could do this. I could, like, totally do this. I took a step forward, hoping I could walk in these, like, totally amazing heels. They were, like, so slutty!

Ignoring the ditzy voice in my mind, I took another step, and another, my breasts bouncing with each one until I was finally at the door. Trembling, I reached for the handle. I needed to, like, get out of here.

The music hit me like a bus and blanketed my senses, the heavy bass thrumming in my chest and the tempo overwhelming my already foggy mind. I had trouble locating the exit. The flashing lights kept pulling my attention back to the dance floor, which I had to pass through in order to leave the club.

It was surprisingly easy to walk in the heels. As if I had been, like, doing it all my life. So much so that as I approached the dance floor, my hips swayed with the rhythm of the music.

The mob opened up for me. It was a trap, and by the time I, like, realized this, it was totally too late. Bodies pressed in all around me. I lost my bearings and, like, couldn’t remember which way it was to the exit. I spun around, becoming light-headed and dizzy. It was, like, so hard to think.

What was I trying to do again? Find the exit or something? Like, why would I want to do that?

I giggled and let the music flow through me. Bodies pressed in closer as I inhaled the heady aroma of sweat, perfume, cologne, and alcohol. I glanced back at the guy moving in behind me. His body glistened = as he placed his hands on my hips, pulling me in even closer until we danced as one.

Feeling another pair of hands, I opened my eyes to see another guy position himself in front of me. The two men moved in even closer and a pleasurable warmth flowed through me. Like, how awesome was this? Two totally hot dudes dancing with me, fighting over me. Oh my god, was that, like, what I thought it was? They were, like, getting boners!

Wait a minute…

I snapped out of the trance, and in a moment of clarity, I found the exit and pushed my way through and out of the crowd of people. While I may have left the dance floor, the sensations of two guys grinding against me with boners remained. Having escaped the quicksand, I made my way toward the exit.

The cool night air was a welcome relief. It cleared my head and lifted the fog, allowing me to think clearly for, like, the first time in a while. Now I totally needed to get back to my apartment before I, like, did anything I might regret.

Downtown had fully come alive. Crowds gathered in front of the clubs and bars as the lines for each steadily grew. Traffic came to a standstill as taxis and ride-shares brought even more would-be partygoers.

Men and women both stared at me as I sauntered down the sidewalk. I mean, it was, like, so hard to not stare at me. I looked totally amazing. Super hot, super sexy. It, like, felt so good to be ogled.

The doors to another club opened as I passed by, and the music caught my attention the same way the aroma of some exotic dish would stoke my hunger. I bit my lower lip as I peered inside at the light show and the dancing crowd. It all looked so totally amazing.

No. I couldn’t. I tore my gaze away from the closing doors and forced my legs forward. One more block, then I would cross the street. I’d be at my apartment and could, like, figure out what to do.

I passed by another club. Once more the doors opened and I found myself peering inside. It called to me, inviting me in.

“Ma’am, would you like to come in?” the bouncer lifted the velvet rope and waved me through, much to the anger of those still in line. I guessed looking this sexy had its perks after all.

I glanced over at my apartment building. I mean, what harm could one more club do? I’d only pop in for, like, a little bit. Just a couple songs.

“Totally,” I said.

The crowd made way for me as I approached the dance floor, hips rocking, breasts bouncing, and swallowed me whole as I threw my hands in the air. As I danced, the weight of the world vanished from my shoulders. A pleasant heat radiated through my body as the fog crept back into my brain. It felt, like, so totally wonderful.

In no time at all, a guy moved in behind me and pressed his body against mine, gently gripping my hips as he pulled me in close. When I felt something hard press against my ass, turned toward him. The way he stared at me… like, wow. So, so hot. I couldn’t control myself. I just had to.

I leaned in and planted my lips on his. I, like, couldn’t believe I was kissing a guy, but it was, like, so totally hot. His musk was intoxicating. I wanted him. I wanted him, like, so bad. Fuck. If he invited me back to his place, I would go. I’d go and I’d do whatever he wanted me to do. I wouldn’t be able to help myself. He was, like, so totally cute.

The guy took me by the hand and led me away from the dance floor. Though instead of his place, he took me to the bathroom. The other guy in there gave us both a look. Like, fuck, this was so totally crazy. What was I doing? Oh god, this was so totally slutty.

The two of us barely fit in the stall, but that didn’t matter. Our hands were all over each other’s bodies, with mine focusing on his firm butt, rock-hard abs, and muscular arms. He squeezed my ass and pulled me hard against him as we made out like there was no tomorrow. That was when I felt it again—his thick, hard cock.  I moved my hand down and rubbed the front of his pants. He grunted in approval in between kisses.

I dropped to my knees. His cock was, like, so big. Like, oh my god, it was huge! Way bigger than mine ever was. This dude was, like, a total stud! The smell made my mouth water. I licked my lips, and without hesitation, took his cock into my mouth.

Oh. My. God. I was, like, totally in heaven. It was soooo amazing! Fuck! Was this what a cock tasted like?! It was so… like… mmmm! I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

“Oh fuck!” the guy grunted. “Damn, girl!”

My nose pressed against his pubic bone. Was I really taking the whole thing in my mouth?! Damn, I was such a slut! Like, deepthroating a dude in a bathroom. Oh my god, what if he, like—

The guy twitched and moaned as cum erupted from his cock, filling my mouth and spraying what remained all over my face as he pulled back. I swallowed what I could and licked the rest from my lips. It tasted… so… good.

More. I needed more.

“Damn, girl, that was… amazing,” he said breathlessly. Then he tucked his limp dick back into his pants and left me there, kneeling on the bathroom floor and wiping the cum from my face and sucking it off my fingers like it was honey. God, I was such a fucking slut. That felt so amazing. Like, so good.

When I opened the door to the stall, two guys stood by the sinks. They looked between me and the door, confused, and from the looks of the growing bulges in their pants, turned on.

I knew they wanted me. I caught a glimpse of my reflection. Apparently I hadn’t gotten all the cum off my face. Oopsie.

“Hey, boys, you want to, like, fuck me?”

They couldn’t have been more than twenty-five. They looked at each other, and then one of them ran for the door. Just as I was about to start pouting, he locked it. By the time I got down to my knees, they had both their dicks out, ready for me. Both were smaller than the previous guy, but not by much. Not that it mattered—like, a cock is still a cock. Duh.

The guys high-fived as I went back and forth between them, sucking on one while jerking off the other. But as much as I enjoyed the taste of their cocks, there was, like, something else I craved. I needed a dick in me. I needed to, like, get totally fucked.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, eyes darting back and forth between the two men. “Please fuck me. I want your dicks in me.”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I simply got up from my knees and sat down on the edge of the counter, legs spread wide. When one of the guys hesitated, the other stepped up. Like, oh my god. My head swam as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me with each thrust.

I don’t think I can… I can’t even, like, think straight. Like, oh my god! Fuck!

I threw my head back and moaned. Then an idea came to me and I gently pushed my handsome stud back, allowing me to slide off the counter and get back down on my knees. My mouth felt totally empty. I, like, needed a cock in it.

The two men caught on quickly. The guy fucking my brains out—like, what little I had left—dropped to his knees and lined up behind me as I wrapped my lips around the other guy’s cock.

Oh my god, I was, like, in heaven. Fuck, fuck, fuck! I needed a third cock. No—three more. One in each hand and another to fill my other hole. Cocks. I needed cocks. Needed to fuck and suck and get fucked.

Like, I’m such a total whore, oh my god!

“Oh fuck,” the guy behind me grunted. “I’m going to…”

I felt the cum fill me. The warmth radiated throughout my body. Then the guy in front of me joined his friend, though he pulled out, instead spraying my face with his white-hot seed. I opened my mouth wide and stuck out my tongue as I tried to get as much of it as I could before I lost control.

My entire body convulsed as the orgasm swept through me, shaking me to my core. Wave after wave, I was tossed about. It was stronger than any drink, more powerful than any drug. My vision blurred, my head swam, and I floated about in nothingness, the music reduced to a distant murmur. I couldn’t see what I looked like, but I could only imagine the empty, dazed look I must’ve had. My lips curled into a smile.

And then everything went black.

When I came to, darkness engulfed my vision. I was seated and my head was strangely heavy, like something was…

Wait a minute.

I reached up and pulled off the VR visor. That was weird, I thought it took it off when…

I looked around my dark apartment, the only source of light streaming in through the windows. What time was it? How long had I been…

I looked down and frowned. My pants were soaked. Not just in sweat, but cum too, and a fair bit of it.

I looked back at the visor. Was it all real? My hands were my own, my clothes too. Same with my body. I was back to my old self. But did I even change to begin with? Or…

I shook my head. I didn’t want to think about it, even though I remembered. Even though I could still taste…

I shuddered. I needed a shower, bad. A long, hot shower. And some mouthwash. And something strong to drink.

After nearly doubling my water bill for the month, I returned to my living room. Outside the downtown cityscape thrummed with activity. As I sat back down on my couch, I picked up the headset again and held it out in front of me. I imagined the previous owner got rid of the visor because of that Party Girl software. But why? Were they so totally disgusted by the experience that they needed to be rid of the thing once and for all? Or was it because they enjoyed it too much?

I tapped my fingers on the visor as I considered this. I could always uninstall the software—after all, it would be a waste to get rid of the visor after one use. Then again, I couldn’t deny how surprisingly good that all felt. It was really something else.

Something, like, totally amazing.


SPICE UP THE NIGHT

 

Stephen and Erica were having a dry spell.

She sat up on the bed and sighed, tucking some loose strands of her long brown hair behind her ear and stared at the blank TV screen across the room. Stephen grumbled as he rolled away from her. She looked down at him, frowned, and climbed off of the bed.

“Where are you going?” he asked, not bothering to lift his head from the pillow.

“To let off some steam.”

Erica stripped out of the sexy lingerie that she had bought for tonight and tossed it into the hamper in the bathroom. Digging through her dresser, she put on a sports bra and shorts and left without even saying goodbye.

The sound of the door slamming shut echoed in the silent apartment. Stephen continued to lay there, staring into nothingness as his mind wandered. He didn’t know how they’d ended up in this situation. They’d been dating for close to a year now, and up until a month ago, everything had been great.

They were both young, successful people. Their careers had taken off and they were making good money. Erica was a beautiful woman with gorgeous hair and soulful brown eyes. She was tall and fit with an athletic build that made men drool. She had great breasts and an ass he loved to squeeze.

He, on the other hand, was thin. But despite his narrow frame, he had plenty of muscle tone. Early on he wondered what she saw in him, but he decided not to question a good thing like her.

Stephen frowned as he threw aside the sheets and swung his legs off the bed. He rubbed his face and looked down at his cock. Erica was so damn hot in that outfit, yet the night just fell apart and left both partners horny.

He had no doubt in his mind that Erica had gone down to the gym. It was open twenty-four hours, and at this hour, there would be no one there. Erica’s job was stressful, but she managed it well, usually venting it at the gym on one of the bags.

She’s probably taping her hands right about now, he thought.

Erica had always had this dominant side to her, but she never really showed it. It came out every now and then when they had sex, but she was quick to hide it.

Stephen never thought of himself as submissive—hell, he’d never even considered it. All his past girlfriends were the submissive type. One of them even got him to tie her up and spank her. As much as it turned her on, he felt nothing and eventually broke it off with the girl.

That night came flooding back to him and he remembered just how turned on the girl was. Back than it was so foreign. How could you get aroused from being tied up? What about getting spanked was pleasurable? All Stephen ever really knew was good old vanilla sex, but over the past couple of weeks he found himself longing for something else, something… different.

His cock was still hard, harder now with the thoughts of bondage, and with Erica off to vent her sexual frustration on one of the bags at the gym, he was on his own for tonight.

The white lights of the bathroom blinded him for a moment and he grimaced as he stumbled his way inside. He sat down on the toilet and waited patiently for his eyes to adjust. When they finally did, he grabbed a hold of his cock and stroked.

But something in the corner of his eye grabbed his attention, and his hand slowed to a stop when he spotted his girlfriend’s lingerie atop the dirty clothes hamper. He tilted his head curiously as he stared at the sensual blend of lace and nylon.

The ensemble perfectly fit Erica’s body. It was made up of a teddy that held her C-cup breasts and wrapped around her flat stomach down to her narrow waist where several garters hung. They connected to matching red stockings, and underneath it was a thong. He could see her pussy through the sheer lace fabric and the band went up onto her hips and down in between her muscular ass cheeks.

His cock fell out of his hand as he found himself standing up and moving toward the discarded clothes. Stephen swallowed hard as his nervous fingers reached out and caressed the outfit meant to make him melt. He cursed himself under his breath for failing Erica tonight. If he knew what she wanted him to do, they would be having sex right now. Instead she was working out and he was going to jerk off alone in the bathroom.

Stephen’s fingers moved past the teddy to the panties that lay beside it. He picked it up and held it in his hands. His heart raced as he examined the garment, marveling at the intricate design of the pattern stitched into the lace. It was as light as a feather and it smelled just like Erica. He couldn’t recall if she had worn these before or of they were brand new just like the rest of the outfit she’d had on minutes ago.

He held it out in front of him and his eyes widened at the idea that wiggled into his brain. Stephen had no inkling of where the hell it came from, but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t shake it. He bit his lip and stared at the thong for another minute before taking a deep breath and lowering it to his feet.

It didn’t take long for Erica to blow off her steam. Work had been incredibly stressful the past couple of weeks, and it had taken a toll on her personal life. Before her promotion things were easier, and she would come home and fall onto the couch. Oftentimes Stephen was sitting there working on his laptop, but when she’d come home, he would set aside his computer and let her rest her head on his lap as she relaxed and told him about her day.

He’d listen intently and laugh at her jokes, then there would be the odd touch or the moment of silence that lasted much longer than a moment. Then they would look into each other’s eyes and smile. Erica would sit up, kiss her boyfriend, and things would escalate from there.

Most of the time they wound up in bed, naked and drenched in sweat with a warm afterglow. Erica would head down to the gym for her usual daily workout, then they would shower, eat, and she would go to bed and he’d stay up a while longer, either working on his latest story, playing a video game, or just watching something on TV.

Then she got her promotion. She couldn’t deny that she’d wanted it for the longest time, and the perks that came with it made it worth the extra effort. It came with a big raise, more vacation days, a better parking spot, and even her own private office.

Erica knew that the promotion had its downsides. It came with longer days, bigger clients, and more expensive deals, but she was no longer in the pit fighting tooth and nail with her coworkers.

The longer hours meant instead of coming straight home, she’d go straight to the gym. Most days she’d walk through the front door exhausted, wanting only to eat, shower and go to bed.

But it wasn’t only her fault.

Plenty of times Erica came home ready to go, only to find Stephen either not feeling it or engrossed in something else. It had been over a week since they’d had sex, and as bad as both of them wanted it, their time together was lackluster at best.

Erica’s hard work had paid off, and after closing several major deals in only a couple days, she been rewarded with a week’s paid vacation in addition to her normal amount.

Overjoyed, she went out and bought the lingerie set she’d had her eyes on for the past month and was going to drop the news to Stephen. The dinner they’d shared was wonderful, but when the time came to show off her new lingerie and inform him of her time off, things fell apart.

Now, drenched in sweat, Erica sat down on the bench and watched the bag swing. She thought about her and Stephen and what had caused them to drift apart sexually.

Has regular sex just become boring and bland? She drank from her water bottle, her eyes glued to the now still bag. Come to think of it, I have been itching to try something new, but I didn’t think Stephen would like it.

Erica leaned against the wall as her mind drifted. She had always been a dominant person. As the only girl in a large family, she had to be aggressive, especially when she had brothers who played football and wrestled. As much as she loved dressing up and looking pretty, she had never been a submissive woman.

Erica smirked when she remembered a past boyfriend. It was a short relationship, one that was obviously uninteresting because she couldn’t remember the guy’s name for the life of her. The only thing she did remember was when he asked her to peg him.

She had agreed, but the night they were going to do it she’d broken up with him because she’d caught him cheating on her.

You know, I still have that strap-on. I wonder if Stephen will let me peg him? It’s… really turning me on just thinking about it.

Erica smiled. She knew what she wanted. She had always wanted to take control in the bedroom, but she was afraid of what Stephen would think.

If he loves me, then he’ll at least try it once.

With her mind made up, she headed up to their apartment to inform him of her decision. But when she walked inside, she was greeted by something else entirely.

 

“You know, that actually looks very good on you.”

Stephen went deathly pale as his heart leaped into his throat. He turned around slowly, his body tense. Erica stood in the doorway, her arms folded and her gaze trained on him. He stood in the center of the bathroom wearing the lingerie she’d had on earlier.

Not just the panties, but the stockings and the teddy as well.

“How about it, Stephen? You and I are the same shoe size. How about you try on my heels too?”

“Erica… I can explain.”

“You saw my lingerie lying in the hamper and you got curious.”

Stephen’s jaw hung slack. “That’s… exactly it.”

Erica sighed as she dropped her arms. “Well, there is something I need to get off my chest. I’ve been hiding a part of me out of fear that you wouldn’t like it.”

“What is it?”

“I want to… be more dominant. I’ve tried to hide it, but I realized that it makes it harder for me to enjoy sex. I like taking control and being the one on top.”

“I see. So you want to domme me, is that it?”

“Yes, and there is something else specifically that I want to do.”

“Oh?”

“Stephen… how would you like to be fucked by me? Pegged… with a strap-on.”

“I know what pegging is.” He looked away from her.

“Well? What do you think? I could peg you, and you could even wear my lingerie while we do it. I can get you a wig, even do your makeup!”

“I… I don’t know, Erica. I mean, this,” he said as he motioned to his body, “was really just a fluke. Before tonight I never thought about cross-dressing.”

“Well, I’ve been gone long enough. If you really didn’t like it, you would’ve changed out of it by now.”

Stephen frowned. She’s right. I could’ve changed out of it the moment I put it on. But no, after the panties I put on the stockings, then I put on the teddy.

“Besides, no matter what you say, I know you like it.” Erica smiled as she pointed down to Stephen’s rigid cock. It poked out of the top of her thong. The tiny patch of fabric on the front held his balls.

His face turned bright red as tried to cover his erection. Erica grinned as she stepped toward him. She circled around him and he backed into the counter of the vanity. He was only an inch or two taller than her, but when she wore her heels she towered over him.

Stephen moaned as she slid her finger along the underside of his cock and it twitched at her touch. Erica pressed her body against his as she reached over and opened one of the drawers of the vanity and pulled out a tube of lipstick.

His lips quivered, but he voiced no protest as he watched her slowly remove the bullet-shaped cap and twist the base. The rose-colored makeup came into view and he watched as she brought it to his lips and dragged the waxy surface across them.

A chill went up Stephen’s spine and he shuddered. He closed his eyes as his body writhed under Erica’s. Her breasts pressed against his chest and she rubbed her smooth legs against his stockings. His knuckles turned white as they gripped the edge of the countertop.

Her lips twisted into a satisfied smirk as she put the tube away. Erica kept her hand on Stephen’s chest as she moved away from him and reached for the wooden chest atop her vanity. He watched her dig through her collection of earrings until she produced two gold clip-ons. Rhinestones dangled beneath the clips and he winced as she attached them to his ears.

The weight was foreign and he shook his head slightly, feeling the pair tug on his lobes. Just like the lipstick, he could think of no argument to defy her. He wondered how much further she was going to take this and why he wasn’t protesting against it.

No matter how hard he tried to think of a reason to get her to stop, Stephen couldn’t find one. Every idea slipped through his fingers like a cloud, and his dick would throb. He was incredibly turned on by all of this, more so than when he first started dating Erica.

The lipstick and earrings were only the tip of the iceberg.

She went onto to decorate the rest of his face, using a light, airy foundation to hide the facial hair just starting to grow back and smoky eye shadow for a subtle, yet sultry look. She brushed through his eyelashes, enhancing them with an application of lacquer, and swiped them gently with her thumb to remove the excess mascara.

Erica finally broke the silence. “Up onto the counter.” Her voice wasn’t soft and comforting, but it wasn’t harsh and commanding either. It was stern. There was no doubt, no hesitation, just the order.

Stephen nodded as he silently climbed up onto the counter. The marble surface was cold upon his bare ass and he grimaced as the thong rode up into his crack. Erica took his hands and placed them on his thighs, spreading his fingers apart.

She stepped away momentarily and returned with a bottle of red nail polish, quietly humming to herself as she coated his nails in the crimson shade. Once she was finished with the tenth finger, she blew on them.

“I’ll be right back,” she said as she twisted the cap back on. “Do not move and do not look at your reflection, understand?”

Stephen nodded and his eyes went back to the shiny coat of paint on his nails. He marveled at how feminine they made his hands look and lifted them up to his painted lips and blew gently on them.

“Close your eyes,” he heard her say. He looked over at the doorway and watched Erica poke her head in.

He smiled as he closed his eyes. He could hear her walking toward him, and a moment later, he felt a shoe slide onto his foot. It was a little bit small, and from the way his foot bent, he knew exactly what it was.

“Keep them closed.”

He wanted so badly to open them and to see the high heels she placed on his feet, to see how they shaped his legs and how feminine they made them look combined with the stockings.

Did I really just think that? Am I really that turned on by the fact that she is dressing me up as a woman?

His body answered that question as a heat flowed through him and his cock twitched. Precum had been slowly oozing out of it ever since he first put on her panties. When he decided to put on her stockings and teddy, he was afraid that he would be so turned on by it that he would have a hands-free orgasm.

He’d kept a lid on it so far, but he knew the moment he—or Erica—touched it, he’d explode.

Her second surprise was even more obvious. The long hair of the wig tickled his shoulders, back and neck. Erica only had the one wig. It was blonde with layered and wavy hair. Once she finished adjusting it, she gave him the order to open his eyes.

Erica took his hands and helped him down off of the counter top. The heels that she gave him were the black ones that she’d had on earlier in the evening, but his attention was quickly torn away from his footwear when she turned him around and showed him his new look.

“What do you think? 

“I… I can’t believe that’s me. I look so feminine.”

“Come on, Stephanie, I think it’s time we experiment at little further.”

Stephen’s face turned bright red at the sound of his feminized name. Not since he was in elementary school had he been called Stephanie. Back then, his classmates would all call each other girl’s names to tease one another. Stephen was called a girl more often than the rest because of this thin frame.

Erica took him by the hand and led him out of the bathroom. He followed behind her, walking in slow, deliberate steps. She turned around and took his other hand, walking backwards as she directed him on how to walk in high heels.

She walked into the bed and sat down, spreading her legs as she looked up at him. “I want you to take off my pants and pleasure me.”

Stephen hesitated for a moment and Erica raised an eyebrow. “Well? My pussy isn’t going to lick itself, you know. Chop, chop, Stephanie!”

Erica poked at his chest with her toe and he obeyed her command. She smirked as he pulled off her tight gym shorts, revealing her black cotton panties. He tried to remember the last time he gave her oral. Must not have been very good at it if I can’t remember the last time I did it. He heard her giggle as he pulled her panties down past her knees and off of her legs.

He knelt down in front of her and she watched him as he parted her pink lips with his left hand. She was already wet.

“Ooh!” she yelped as he buried his head in between her legs, wrapping his arm around her right leg and covering her tender flesh in countless kisses.

Stephen parted her outer lips and lifted up her tiny clit hood with his fingers, giving his tongue access to the sensitive pearl beneath it. Erica responded to his exploration with a drawn out moan as she fell back onto the sheets so hard the bed shook.

He smiled from in between her legs, his tongue flicking back and forth. His fingers moved to her inner lips, tenderly pulling them apart and fully exposing Erica’s pussy.

“Oh god, yes!” Erica cried out, writhing on the bed as Stephen kept up his assault with his tongue. “D-Don’t stop!” She squeezed his head with her thighs, holding it in place as he brought her closer and closer to sensual bliss.

Her strong legs muffled his hearing, but he could still make out the sound of her scream as she arched her back and filled his mouth with her juices. She relaxed her still-quivering legs, releasing him from her grip. He fell back onto his heels and wiped her sweet-smelling liquid from his face.

Erica stared up at the ceiling as her chest rose and fell quickly. Her heart raced and she gasped for air. It had been quite some time since she’d had an orgasm like that, and as tired as her body was, she wasn’t ready to call it a night just yet.

There was still one more thing she had to do.

“Up… up onto the bed, Stephanie,” she commanded as she rolled off of the queen-sized mattress. “Hands and knees, and no peeking.”

Stephen crawled up onto the bed as he was told and anxiously awaited for Erica to return to him. He didn’t need to look back to know what was coming. Erica was digging around for her strap-on. He knew she had one—in fact, he had stumbled upon it months ago. She told him that she had got it back when she was dating one of her exes, but never got around to getting rid of it.

Looks like she’s finally going to get to use it, Stephen thought as he bit his lip. He jerked forward and grimaced at the cold application of lube. Erica was very thorough and generous, which involved her fingers sliding into his bum.

“Like that, don’t you?” Erica cooed in his ear from behind him. “There are a lot of guys who enjoy pegging. The prostate is the male g-spot, after all.”

A chill ran up his spine as her fingers rubbed in prostate and he had to bite his lip to stop a moan from escaping his lips. Erica squeezed his ass as she continued fingering him, coating his insides with enough lube to allow for easy entry.

He took a couple deep breaths as she lined up behind him and grabbed his hips. “Are you ready, Stephanie?” she purred. “Don’t worry, I’ll go slow.”

Here it comes. Stephen moaned as she pressed the head of her cock against his ass and pushed in slowly. Erica kept her word as she moved gently in and out of him, letting her strap-on fall out of him before putting it back in.

“You all right?”

“Yeah, I am,” he grunted.

“Going to go a little bit deeper and faster.”

Erica readjusted her position and slid the cock back into his ass, pushing further and further until she buried the entire thing inside of him. Stephen moaned as the ridged toy rubbed against his insides, stimulating his prostate much more than her fingers ever did.

“You good?”

“Yep,” he grunted once more, trying not to show how turned on he was from all of this. Precum oozed out of his cock as Erica began rhythmic thrusts, moving faster and faster and pushing harder and harder.

There was pain at first, and Stephen opened his mouth ready to tell her to stop. It wasn’t an excruciating “stop there is something really wrong” pain. It was the same kind of pain a woman gets when she pops her cherry. It had faded away by the time Erica really started going, and the pain that followed was something of his own creation: his subconscious crying out, telling him to stop.

This isn’t right! it told him. A straight guy shouldn’t enjoy getting fucked in the ass by his girlfriend. But there was no denying the pleasure that filled him.

And from the amount of force Erica was putting behind her thrusts, she knew that he was enjoying it. He fell forward onto his elbows as Erica buried her cock inside of him.

His jaw hung slack as he tried his hardest to stop himself from moaning at the insurmountable pleasure that came from being penetrated. He felt so full and vulnerable in ways he had never experienced before. Part of him even felt complete. He bit on his hand, stifling the cry that came when she slapped his ass.

Erica spanked him again and he moaned into the sheets. How could this be happening to him? The night before, he was an ordinary guy with a smoking hot girlfriend. They had regular, vanilla sex like most couples; the kinkiest they ever got was when they used handcuffs one night after a Halloween party.

But now Stephen was dressed head to toe like a woman, wearing his girlfriend’s lingerie, her makeup, her wig, her jewelry, and her high heels. He was on his hands and knees, face pressed against the sheets of their bed, getting fucked in the ass by Erica.

It was the most turned on he had ever been.

His knuckles turned white from gripping the sheets as she slapped his ass a third time. Stephen stood on the precipice. He was moments away from arguably the best orgasm of his entire life.

As if sensing his closeness, Erica reached round and grabbed his cock. She stroked it and Stephen’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his cum burst out of his throbbing tip. His head swam and all his nerve endings fired off at once as the orgasm that had been building up since he first put on Erica’s panties swept over him like a tsunami.

It filled him from the tips of his toes to his painted fingernails. Erica continued fucking him for a moment more until she joined him. With her cock in him as deep as it could go, she fell onto his back and let her arms dangle off of him.

They stayed connected for another minute before Erica found the strength to pull out of him. Stephen fell onto his sides, panting. He looked up at her and smiled.

“You made quite a mess, Stephanie,” she said, pointing to the large pool of cum on the sheets.

“Yeah… we should change them before we go to bed.”

“We? What is this we?” Erica winked as she unfastened the harness and removed the double-ended dildo. She tossed it aside and rolled off of the bed. “I’m going to take a nice long shower. If you hurry up, change the sheets and undress, you can join me.”

 

Stephen awoke the following morning to find the bed empty and Erica gone. He frowned, knowing she wouldn’t be back until late tonight. He doubted she’d have the energy to repeat what they’d done.

He rolled over in the bed and stared up at the ceiling, recalling the events of the night before. He bit his lip and squirmed as he remembered the way the lingerie had felt on his body, how the stockings caressed his legs and the heels shaped his ass. He remembered the taste of lipstick and the weight of the earrings.

But most importantly, he remembered the sensation of being pegged.

Stephen’s body warmed and his dick created a tent in the sheets. But his daydreaming ended prematurely when he heard the door to his apartment open. Moments later, Erica entered the bedroom carrying several shopping bags.

“Aren’t you supposed to be at work?” he said, sitting up and eyeing the bags.

Erica smiled. “It was supposed to be a surprise, and the reason why I bought that lingerie you ended up in. Over the past week I closed several major deals and brought in a ton of cash to the firm. Because of it, they awarded me with a week’s paid vacation.”

She set the bags down and sat on the edge of the bed next to him.

“I was going to tell you last night, but we had that fight, and I went down to the gym and… well… you know what happened.”

Stephen’s face turned bright red. “Yeah. How could I forget?”

Erica stood up and returned to her collection of bags. “Well, when I woke up this morning, I just had to go shopping.”

“What did you buy?” he asked, trying to peer into the bags.

“Lingerie, shoes, makeup, jewelry… and some costumes for you!”

“Costumes for me…?”

Stephen trailed off as Erica pulled out a white blouse and pink plaid microskirt. “I even bought some cute pink heels and white stockings to go with it.”

She tossed the items onto the bed.

“Well, hurry up and get out of bed, Stephanie! I got lots of stuff for you to try on, and we don’t have all day!”

Stephen sighed as he threw the sheets off of himself and climbed out of bed.

“But before you start dressing up, you need to shower and shave.” Erica handed him a pink razor and shaving crème and pushed him toward the bathroom. “Oh, and from now on, you must address me as Mistress. Understand?”

He laughed a little as he looked down at the items in his hand and back at his eager and excited girlfriend. It had been a long time since he’d seen her this genuinely happy. As weird as it was, he couldn’t deny how excited he was to try on all the outfits she had for him.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said with a smile.


THE FULL MOON WAS A BRIGHT SHADE OF PINK

 

It was two in the morning and the club was quiet, except for the handful of regulars: a couple of older men with money to burn and an empty whiskey bottle. On the stage, two women vied for their attention and the money they were eagerly waving about.

They were Autumn, a blue-eyed blonde in a plaid miniskirt and tied blouse, and Jannie with her dark skin in a leather get-up. The bouncer, a balding man wearing a biker jacket, sat on a stool near the entrance smoking his fifth cigarette and the bartender kept cleaning the same glass.

In a booth by himself, a young man watched the two girls dance. It was a Thursday night and the sky was clear and full of stars.

The music shifted and Autumn left the stage. Another girl with brown hair in a tiger-striped bikini replaced her.

Alex took a swig from the drink in his hands, and getting only melted ice water, set it back down on the table and frowned. He looked at his watch and decided to call it a night. He returned the glass to the bar with a small tip underneath and bid a silent goodnight to the bartender.

Walking through a cloud of smoke, he held his breath as he exited the strip club into the cold night air. Fall was giving way to winter and the evening was brisk. He put his hands in his jacket pockets and walked down the sidewalk, stopping once he reached the alleyway.

He instinctively stole a glance into the narrow opening and saw Autumn. She was leaning against the brick wall of one of the buildings and didn’t look well. Alex paused a moment, pondering whether or not to talk to her, then eventually gave in.

He visited the club she worked at every so often, and it was the second time he had seen her perform. The last time he’d seen her on stage was weeks prior, and briefly, he wondered why he hadn’t seen her more often.

Shaking the thought from his head, he watched her wobble in her platform heels as she tried to exit the alley, holding her head in her hand.

“Are you all right?” he asked her.

“What? Yeah fine,” she replied, brushing him off. But then she took another step forward and tripped. Alex caught her before she fell and he felt a sharp pain in his arm as one of her nails tore into his skin. She stood up quickly, pushing off of him.

“Hey, quit it!” she said as she separated from him. Regaining her composure, she sped off down the sidewalk in the other direction.

You’re welcome.

Looking down at his arm, he noticed a small cut. He looked back for any sign of Autumn, but she was gone.

Ignoring the tiny wound, he shrugged and headed home. Autumn was supposed to be on again tomorrow night, so he figured he would try to catch her before the show and chat. Despite their less-than-pleasant encounter tonight, Autumn was definitely a girl worth waiting for.

 

The following night was just as clear and cool as the last, only the full moon now shone brightly. Walking through the dark, deserted park, Alex looked at his watch. It was nine p.m. Autumn would probably be on stage soon.

Since the night before, the cut on his arm had been bothering him. At first it was a sharp pain, but as time went by it became dull and throbbing. By now he had gotten used to it and forgot it was there, except now the pain was back and worse than ever.

Squeezing his arm, he made his way to a park bench and sat down. The pain was unbearable and he knew if he kept walking he would lose his balance.

After a minute of agony, the pain in his arm vanished. Breathing heavily, he worried about the mystery cut. In the soft yellow glow of the street lamp, he inspected his arm.

Odd, he thought to himself. It’s completely healed. There’s nothing but a small scar.

He scratched his head and winced when his fingernails caught on his scalp.

“Ow!” He extended his hand and noticed his fingernails were considerably longer and than before. That was even stranger. Alex had always been a nail biter and kept his nails short and messy.

Looking at them now, all ten of his fingernails were long and polished smooth, with bright white tips extending past the end of his fingers.

He stood up in shock, examining his nails from all angles. His focus was cut off by a knot in his stomach. Thinking he was about to vomit, he stumbled into the men’s bathroom close by. Fortunately, it was also vacant. The pain in his stomach soon spread to his bones, and in the bathroom mirror, he watched his body shrink half a foot.

Alex’s shirt hung loose and he had a hard time keeping his pants from falling off as his waistline narrowed. His hips widened and his butt gained some padding. His once toned and muscular arms thinned and his hands became dainty as his fingers slimmed. The hair on his arms vanished as his skin became smooth and soft.

He felt a tingling in his chest and watched as two mounds swelled up, stretching his shirt and stopping when they became the size of melons. He felt a tightness in his crotch, and in a fit of panic, he pulled down his pants and watched as his manhood shrunk up into his body. The pink slit of a virgin pussy took its place.

“Holy shit!” he said in a voice he didn’t recognize. It was high-pitched and distinctly feminine. “Holy shit!” he said again. “I… I have a woman’s voice! And a woman’s body!”

As his face began to tingle, he watched his appearance change. His beard vanished as his jawline reformed—gone was his Adam’s apple. As his face feminized, his hair grew out and lightened, transforming into a vibrant shade of platinum blonde. His eyebrows thinned and his irises changed from dark brown to bright Caribbean blue. His lips plumped and his teeth became perfectly straight and white.

Alex waited a moment, but nothing else altered. The transformation, it seemed, was complete.

“This can’t be happening!” he whimpered, examining his body in disbelief. “I’m like, totally a chick!” He froze. “Did I just say, ‘like, totally’?! Oh-em-gee, I like, totally did!” He covered his mouth with his hands, fearing more vapid words would escape his mouth.

This is not good. The blonde hair, the speech… I’ve turned into a bimbo!

“Excuse me, miss? You’re in the wrong restroom.”

Alex froze. He looked at the mirror to see the man standing in the doorway. He turned to face him.

“Oops! My bad. I was in a hurry and wasn’t looking where I was going,” he giggled. “Excuse me!” He hurried past the man and back into the park.

That came naturally, even the giggle…

In the desolate silence surrounding him his mind replayed the previous day’s events, searching for the reason behind the transformation. Then he remembered the wound on his arm and how much it had hurt right before his body had changed.

Autumn! I have to talk to her. She scratched me yesterday when I saved her from falling.

 

Alex arrived at the strip club and hesitated. He waited on the sidewalk across the street from the building. Looking down at his watch, which now barely clung to his tiny wrist, he saw that it would be prime time at the club. A couple of people were in line outside, and as the door opened and closed, he could see a full house inside.

I can’t go in the front doors. Maybe there’s a side entrance for the dancers?

He sprinted down the street and walked past the front doors, avoiding any eye contact with the patrons in line. Ignoring the catcalls, he turned down the alleyway he remembered Autumn coming out of. In the glow of an orange light, he saw a metallic door with a sign that said “No Admittance — Dancers Only”. He took a deep breath and opened the door.

The door opened to a narrow, dimly-lit hallway. The walls were clean but barren save for a couple doors leading to other rooms. At the end of the hallway was a large locker and dressing room. There were several girls chatting as they quickly changed into different outfits.

Alex dove back into the darkness of the hallway. The women were stripping down naked without a care in the world. He slowly poked his head into the locker room once more and scanned for Autumn. With the rack of different colored wigs within reach, he looked again to make sure he didn’t accidentally skip her.

Shit, I don’t see her anywhere. Maybe she’s on stage?

He waited in the hallway for another minute or two. A male announcer introduced the ladies and they all left the locker room to go on stage. With the place empty, Alex quickly searched for Autumn’s locker.

“Who are you?” he heard a male voice say. Alex turned to see an older gentleman, whom he recognized as Angus, the owner, standing in the hallway. “Well? You gonna answer me?”

“Sorry! I’m a friend of Autumn and was looking for her. Is she here?”

Angus rubbed his chin. “She hasn’t come in yet.”

“Oh. Well, do you have her number so I can call her?”

Angus dug around his pockets for a piece of paper and pulled a pen out of the other. He started writing, then stopped and squinted at Alex.

“If you’re her friend, shouldn’t you have her number?”

Uh oh! Quick, think of something!

“I just got a new phone and her number isn’t in it.”

“Oh, okay.” He continued scribbling down her number. Then he stepped forward to hand it to Alex, but pulled back at the last second.

“Hey, before I give this to you, would you consider filling in for Autumn for tonight? I’m shorthanded at the moment and you’ve got a great body. Have you danced before?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Would you like to?”

No! You have to go find Autumn!

Come on, it’ll be fun!

Alex looked around the room for the voice, but the only people there were him and the manager.

A menagerie of outfits dangled from shiny clothing racks and a variety of high heels were lined up below. Angus walked past him and quickly skimmed through the outfits, then grabbed a shiny pink and silver bra and matching miniskirt. Then he dug through a drawer and grabbed a black thong and a pair of shiny silver platform heels.

“Here. I think this outfit is perfect for you. Don’t worry, everything is cleaned on a daily basis.”

“I, uh…” Alex said, looking at the items in Angus’ hands.

Yes, dancing is fun! Bimbos love to dance.

There it is again… Where is this voice coming from?

Alex bit his lip and twirled his hair as he thought about it.

“I’ll give you two hundred dollars, plus whatever tips you get.”

“Okay! That totally sounds like fun!” he giggled. “No harm in trying, right?”

Wait, what? What the hell did I just say?

Angus smiled as he handed Alex the outfit. “Just knock on my door when you’re ready to go out.”

Alex nodded as he took the items from Angus.

What are you doing—

Oh, lighten up! This totally sounds like fun, right—being on stage and dancing for all the horny men. Maybe one of them will invite you to do a private dance!

He giggled as he stripped out of his man clothes and tossed them into one of the vacant lockers. For the first time since the transformation, he could see his new body in full view. He turned to the side and looked at his appearance from several different angles.

Yum! So sexy!

“So. Totally. Hot,” he said as he gave his reflection a kiss and giggled some more.

Who are you? Why are you doing this to me?

I’m you, silly. I’m the bimbo trying to come out. Don’t you want to be a bimbo?

No! I’m a guy!

Well, we’ll see about that.

Alex blinked and his body moved on its own.

He walked back to the bench and got dressed. He put on the bra, tying it in the back and then the black thong. He pulled the side straps up so they rode the curve of his hips. He put on the miniskirt and adjusted the thong straps so they could be seen. The skirt left nothing to the imagination, showcasing his panties with little effort.

He sat down on the bench and put on the heels. To his surprise, they fit perfectly. He stood up and was shocked further when he realized that walking in the six-inch heels came naturally.

He sat down at the vanity and instinctively touched up his makeup. Once he was satisfied, he knocked on the manager’s door.

Angus came out and commented on how sexy he looked as he walked down the hallway. “Wait a second. I forgot to ask you for your name.”

“Abby,” Alex replied.

“Abby… hmm.”

“Something wrong?”

“Needs some pizzazz,” he said as he scratched his chin. “Got it, your stage name for tonight will be ‘Sweet Abby’. How does that sound?”

“It’s cute!” Alex replied, bouncing excitedly. A couple of the girls came back into the locker room.

Stop doing this to me!

“Girls, girls, this is Abby. She will be going on tonight instead of Autumn. This is her first time, so help her out some.”

“Okay, sure,” one of them said, regarding Alex with a smile. “It’s pretty energetic out there, so just keep moving to the beat and you’ll be fine.”

“Yeah,” another agreed. “The guys are pretty drunk, so you could be a huge klutz and still do great.”

“Boss, what happened to Autumn?”

“I don’t know. She hasn’t come in yet and I haven’t heard from her.” The three girls frowned, but Angus was nonplussed.

“Abby, when you go out on stage, you’ll take the pole to your left. Make sure you put on a good show! Just wait for me to call you.” He winked then disappeared through the curtain.

A stripper in a cotton candy pink wig winked at him. “Yeah, don’t worry about it. You’ve got a great body so I’m sure the guys will eat you up.”

“Thanks,” Alex replied. He was getting a little nervous.

Outside in the club, the music died down.

“Gentlemen! I have a treat for you tonight!” Angus’s voice echoed over the loudspeaker, followed by hoots and hollers from drunk and horny patrons. “Tonight we have a special guest! Her curves are killer and her face is a real treat!”

Cheers and catcalls filled the club. Behind Alex, the other dancers were waiting anxiously to see how the new girl would perform. He took a deep breath and shook the nervous energy out of his hands.

“I give you… Sweet Abby!”

Showtime!

Alex stepped forward through the curtain and into the spotlight, his heels clicking as he walked to his pole.

Time flew by. Before he realized it, it was nearing midnight. His song came to an end and he gave a final bow before leaving the stage. Stuffed in his bra, thong, and miniskirt were all kinds of bills. He eagerly removed them and rolled them up into a wad, ignoring the glares he received from some of the other women. It wasn’t until he saw the clock on the wall in the locker room that he realized what time it was.

Holy shit! It’s midnight! I just wasted the night dancing when I should be looking for Autumn.

But you had fun instead. That was so much fun, right?

It was… No, wait—it wasn’t!

He quickly changed out of the costume, tossing it into the dirty clothes bin and put his normal clothes back on. He had just put his shirt on when Angus came out of his office.

“Damn, lady! That was a good show. You sure this was your first time?”

“Yup!” Alex replied.

“Here, take my card. If you’re looking for a permanent job, give me a call. I’d love to have you as one of my regulars.”

Alex nodded, taking the card and stuffing it into his back pocket. “Thanks. It was a lot of fun, shaking my butt and like, dancing and stuff. It was like, totally addicting. But I’ve got to take care of some personal stuff first before I decide on anything.”

Really?

Come on, relax a little. Geez!

Angus smiled. He put on a happy face, but his eyes betrayed him; he was devastated. “Be sure to call!”

Alex returned the smile as he walked out the door holding Autumn’s information. The moment he stepped outside, he felt his body become his own again.

Phew! I’m exhausted.

It’s probably too late to go after her. I’ll just head home and find her tomorrow.

He walked out of the alleyway and signaled a cab. Using some of the money he made that night, he returned to his apartment.

Once inside, he did a thorough sweep of his place, checking to see if anything else changed. He sighed with relief when he found his apartment to be exactly the same as he’d left it.

The exhaustion from the transformation and the hours of dancing hit him like a freight train. He wobbled into his room and collapsed onto his bed, falling asleep in his clothes.

 

What he saw in the morning terrified him.

The sun was shining brightly when he woke. The clock on his nightstand read 10:43 a.m. He reached out and saw his nails were still long and pink. He inhaled and felt the weight of his body pressing down on his two large breasts as he woke up on his stomach. His blonde hair was disheveled and he pressed his face back into his pillow as he realized he was still a woman.

Mumbling obscenities, he dragged himself out of bed and into the bathroom, putting down the toilet seat in order to relieve his filled bladder. He stared at his reflection as he washed his hands, planning out the day.

First things first: breakfast and a shower. Then I go find Autumn.

His reflection spoke back to him. “I don’t know, maybe we should like, go shopping for some new clothes or something.”

Shopping? Really?

“Totally. Look, I can’t go around the town dressed in man-clothes. I’ll only get a couple of outfits… and some shoes… some underwear… ooh, and a purse!”

Alex mentally sighed, realizing he had no other choice. Fine. Just don’t empty my bank account.

“Yay! I promise—like, pinky-swear promise.”

I’m going to regret this.

A quick breakfast and shower later, Alex hopped in his car and was on the way to the local mall.

He had only been to this mall a couple of times to get a gift for a friend, but never to do serious shopping. Growing up he had his mom and older sister to do all the shopping. They would come home with clothes for him and he would try them on and keep what fit, and they would return what didn’t.

Showing up to the mall now was scary. He didn’t know the first thing about women’s clothes, the different sizes, names, fabrics… any of it. However, like the makeup and the instant ability to walk in high heels the night before, he was sure that this new female mentality would also come with shopping savvy.

It was awkward walking around with a body like that in loose jeans and a baggy t-shirt, not to mention the typical man’s wallet in the back pocket, but “Abby” was anxious to remedy that. He had a pretty cushy bank account thanks to a well-paying job with no major expenses, but he had seen how much some things cost, and he was sure if this new side of him was allowed to go crazy with his credit card he’d wind up in debt with more outfits than he’d ever need.

At least, he hoped he wouldn’t.

This curse better not be permanent. How am I going to explain this at work?!

He walked into the women’s department and looked for a new purse. He quickly found a simple, tan leather one and bought it, throwing his wallet in and moving on to the clothing section proper.

There, no more lame billfold. A lady needs her purse.

Riding shotgun to his bimbo alter ego, what Alex witnessed was nothing short of a montage.

He watched as she tried on outfits of all shapes, sizes and colors. In the end, he walked out of the mall with several complete outfits, including the one he wore: a silver dress with black platform heels. He also purchased a couple sets of undergarments, a makeup kit, some feminine hygiene products, and a few pieces of jewelry. While it did put a dent in his bank account, it wasn’t nearly as bad as he’d thought it would be.

It was late in the afternoon when he finally returned to his apartment carrying several bags. He put the clothes away and dug up the information Angus had given him the previous night. Scribbled on a piece of paper was a phone number and address. He picked up his phone and called the number, but it rang out and the answering machine picked up. He hung up, grabbed his purse and headed downstairs.

A quick wave of his hand and a yellow taxi pulled right up. He gave the driver the address and the old cab sped off down the street past the strip club where this all had begun.

In the middle of the day, the building looked completely different. The lights that advertised the girls and the drinks were off. The place looked hollow, almost sad.

Alex looked away from the club, instead turning his head down. His legs were crossed as the hem of his dress showed off his smooth, toned thighs. His hands rested on his knees, his fingernails still bright pink and perfectly smooth. He had to lean forward slightly, as his breasts blocked most of his vision when looking down.

In his contemplation, he didn’t notice the taxi had stopped.

“Miss, we’re here.”

He looked outside the window to see a high-rise apartment building in the upscale part of town.

“That’ll be $15.60,” he heard the cab driver say.

Alex handed him a twenty and smiled. He got out of the cab and dug through his purse, looking for the piece of paper with the information scribbled on it. Behind him the cab sped off, disappearing into traffic. Taking a deep breath, he looked at the scribbled note one last time before entering the apartment building.

He kept his eyes forward as he walked across the marble lobby, his purse slung over his shoulder as his hips swayed back and forth. Alex grimaced with each step and the clicks of his heels echoed throughout the nearly empty lobby.

In the corner, two businessmen sat quietly discussing something. Their hushed conversation stopped as Alex walked across the lobby toward the elevator, and despite how much effort he put into it, he couldn’t fight the urge to look back at them over his shoulder.

The men were sharply dressed and gorgeous. One had dark hair and eyes and rough stubble covered his cheeks and chin. The other had shiny blond hair and green eyes. Alex could feel the weight of their stares. They visually undressed him, looking past his tight dress to his sensual curves, large perky breasts and plump ass.

Alex bit his lip as he hurried the last couple of steps toward the elevator. He pushed the button frantically and slid in between the metal doors, closing them before they could even fully open. He leaned into the corner of the elevator, letting out a huge sigh.

In the mirrors built into the walls, he noticed his reflection. His body was glowing and his face was flushed. Holy shit. Did I get turned on by that?

You like, totally did! God, you’re such a slut.

Alex’s eyes widened and he looked about the elevator. There was no one else but him. If he was alone, then whose voice was that?

Isn’t it like, totally obvious?

Even though he said nothing, Alex covered his mouth. It was her: the bimbo that had been taking over his brain ever since he first transformed. It was slow at first, but it had slowly become noticeable.

His thoughts became cloudy and he found it hard to focus. He looked at the world differently and noticed things that would’ve otherwise been ignored. He found his gaze lingering on the men he saw on the street. His mind flashed to the two men in the lobby and he was overwhelmed by a vision of pure erotic fantasy.

Alex was sandwiched between the two men as they fucked him passionately. His body cried out as they filled him to the brim. Their strong hands glided across his velvety smooth skin as he tasted the lips of the man in front.

Yum! Doesn’t that feel sooo good?

“No… stop,” Alex muttered as he closed his eyes. His hands moved on their own, his right disappeared under the hem of his dress as his left squeezed his breast.

Give in to the pleasure, Alex. Being a bimbo is like, so much fun!

“No!” His eyes opened and he regained control of his body moments before the elevator dinged and the metal doors opened. He took a couple wobbly steps forward as he exited and searched the hallway for Autumn’s apartment.

He returned the note to his purse when he found her door, and taking a deep breath, he knocked.

Moments later, a voice called out to him.

“What do you want?”

Alex cocked his head. The voice wasn’t Autumn’s, but a man’s. “I’m… looking for Autumn. Is she here?”

The door opened slowly, and through the crack of the door, a man looked out at Alex. “What do you want with Autumn?”

“I need to talk to her about something.”

“She’s… not in at the moment.”

Alex bit his lip. “Can I come in and wait for her? I really need to talk to her.”

The door closed and Alex frowned. He turned to leave, but then he heard the sound of the chain coming undone on the other side and the door once again opened. The man stood aside and waved Alex in.

Alex looked him up and down as he entered. The guy was young, close to his age but maybe a year or two older. He had short brown hair and dark eyes, and covering his face was several days’ growth of what looked like a beard.

“Uh, sorry about the mess,” he said as he ran past Alex to the couch, picking up an empty pizza box and grabbing some magazines. Alex managed to notice the covers before the guy disappeared in the kitchen. They were various adult magazines, from those that contained fashion and makeup tips to how to spice up your sex life.

“Name’s Rob,” the guy shouted from the kitchen.

“Al—Abby.” Alex bit his lip, thankful he managed to stop himself and not shout out his male name.

Alex is like, also a girl’s name!

He ignored the bubbly voice in his head and surveyed the rest of the apartment. Apart from the mess and the appearance of the man, the rest of the place was very nice. It was obvious that Rob had a well-paying job, based on the quality furniture and the expensive home theater system.

So he’s rich, but is he like, good in bed?

Can it, will you?!

Alex sat down on the couch and his fingers lingered when they brushed across a piece of lace fabric. Curious, he fished out the item from between the cushions.

He held the thong in his fingers and giggled.

That’s a cute thong.

You’re right. It is pretty cute. Wait, what am I thinking?!

“Umm, what are you doing with those?”

Alex pulled his eyes away from the alluring undergarments to Rob. He stood next to the couch with a steaming cup of coffee in his hands.

“Oh, sorry,” Alex said, setting the thong back onto the couch. “Are those yours?”

“What?! No, of course not.” Rob reached down and grabbed them off of the couch, holding them behind his back. “They’re, uh, Autumn’s. She’s my friend.”

Alex opened his mouth to speak, but Rob was already gone. He ran off to his bedroom, mumbling something about going through people’s belongings.

You know, Rob is like, really cute.

So? What does that have to do with—

I wonder how big is dick is—his long, hard, tasty cock.

Alex squirmed. His knees rubbed together and he bit his lip as his body warmed. The hair on the back of his neck stiffened, and as he shifted in his seat, his dress brushed against his rock hard nipples. The sensation was wonderful and brought a soft, quiet moan to his cotton candy lips.

He squeezed his thighs together as the thoughts invaded his mind.

Oh, yes. Don’t you want to just wrap your lips around his throbbing dick and swallow him whole? To pump him dry and taste his hot cum?

Oh god, yes!

That's right, Alex. Give in to your desires and become the bimbo you’ve always wanted to be.

“Are you okay?”

Alex opened his eyes to see Rob hovering in front of him. He looked away from his host and his eyes trailed downward until they reached his pants. Alex bit his lip when he noticed the faint bulge in Rob’s trousers.

That’s it. You like, totally want him. Say it.

No… I can’t…

You’re a bimbo now, Alex. Admit it.

No… I’m a guy.

Not for much longer. It’s only a matter of time before you’re mine.

Alex blinked and he stared up at Rob. “Sorry, I’m… a little distracted.” His eyes went back to Rob’s cock.

Why can’t I take my eyes off of it?

“Not to mention like, super horny.” Alex’s jaw dropped when he heard the words he’d just spoken. “Look, I’m sorry. That just sorta… came out.”

That’s not the only thing coming out!

Alex stood up, but he tripped on his heels and fell forward onto Rob. They spun around and landed on the couch with Alex on top. His body pressed into Rob’s, and moments later, Alex felt something poking into his leg.

Rob turned bright red and Alex’s skin changed hues to match his. Alex scrambled to get off of Rob, but he slipped once more and his face landed next to Rob’s cock. It poked up through his jeans and Alex’s mouth started to water.

Go on, you know you want to. Just wrap your lips around it and like, go to town. He won’t mind.

But…

No buts. You’re a bimbo. Act like one!

Alex grew lightheaded. He closed his eyes and groaned as his body warmed. He twitched and liquid lust oozed out of his cunt into his panties. It grew harder and harder to think with each passing moment, and no matter how hard he tried, the only thing Alex could think about, and focus on, was Rob’s cock.

Alex opened his eyes and giggled. “How about I take care of that for you?” His slender fingers undid Rob’s belt with precision, and his cock sprang free of its denim prison once he unzipped his jeans.

Good girl. Now, lick those lips of yours and suck.

Rob showed no signs of protest as Alex wrapped his hot pink lips around his dick and bobbed up and down. He licked, kissed, and stroked the rigid shaft.

Faster. Deeper.

Alex looked up at Rob with his crystal blue eyes as he slid all the way down to the base.

“Oh, god!” Rob whined. “I’m going to cum!”

Swallow it all. Don’t waste a drop.

Alex closed his eyes as Rob tensed up, and moments later, ribbons of white hot cum shot out of Rob’s cock into Alex’s mouth and throat. He swallowed it all, savoring the taste of a man’s cum.

Alex licked Rob’s cock clean as it turned flaccid. He straightened up and licked what remained off his fingers. His body calmed down and his head cleared up.

Oh, god. What happened?

You embraced your inner bimbo. It was wonderful, wasn’t it?

Alex shook his head and rubbed his face.

“Hey, uh, Abby?” Rob asked breathlessly. “I never asked why you wanted to see Autumn.”

“Oh, it’s… well… Nah, you won’t believe me.” He looked out the window. The sky had turned orange and the sun was midway through its descent.

“Try me.” Rob said as he smiled.

“Something happened to me. I saw Autumn leave a strip club and she scratched me. The following night—last night—I turned into this.”

Rob froze and Alex watched the color drain from his face. “Oh… oh, fuck. I knew you looked familiar.” He got up off of the couch and paced back and forth.

“What are you talking about? Where’s Autumn?”

“I’m Autumn,” Rob said. “I was the one who turned you. I’m so sorry.”

“What?!” Alex balled his hands into fists as he stood up and marched up to Rob. “What the fuck did you do to me?!”

“You can’t fix it. You’re cursed, just like me. I didn’t mean to turn you. It was an accident!”

Alex grabbed Rob’s shirt and pulled him toward him. With his heels on, he towered over him. “Then why am I still like this and you’re a guy?”

“The first time you turn, you stay that way for the weekend. After that, it’s only the one night. Have you had sex yet?”

“What?! No!” Alex spat.

“You have to. You’ll stay a bimbo until you have sex. And if you don’t have sex by midnight tonight… you’ll stay a bimbo permanently.”

It’s not as bad as it sounds.

Alex sighed and released his grip on Rob.

“Before you ask, you can’t have sex with me. That won’t work.” Rob watched Alex turn and leave. “Where are you going?”

“To get a drink.”

“Thanks for the blowjob!” Rob shouted as Alex slammed the apartment door. He pushed the elevator button and the doors closed.

What, no sly remark?

Alex frowned. It was bad enough that he had to have sex with a man, but the fact that the bubbly voice in his head had vanished scared him. She was taunting him, teasing him. She had egged him on until he’d finally caved and sucked a man’s cock. Now that the deed was gone, she was silent.

Her absence probably had something to do with the revelation that if he didn’t have sex before midnight, he would be stuck like this.

The elevator beeped and he straightened up as he stepped back out into the lobby. The two businessmen were gone, replaced by a young girl texting. Alex clenched his purse as he exited the apartment building. He looked both ways down the street, trying to remember which way he came.

He vaguely remembered seeing a bar not too far from the apartment, and after a quick back and forth, he headed off toward his right. Fifteen minutes later, he stood in front of a bar.

It was still early in the evening when he arrived, and he had several hours to find someone to have sex with. Even so, the bar was full. Alex would have no problem finding a stranger to sleep with.

He sat down at the bar and ordered a drink, hoping the alcohol would grease the wheels and make it easier for him to just let go.

It worked.

Three drinks later, he was feeling no pain. He giggled as he stepped down from the stool, laughing as he fumbled around.

“Whoopsie!” Alex said as he turned around and bumped into a guy.

“Sorry about that,” the man replied.

“Oh my, you are like, really strong,” Alex said as he kept his hands on the man’s chest. The stranger was over six feet tall with wide shoulders and strong arms. He was clean-shaven, his jaw square and his eyes nestled deep in his brow.

He smirked. “You with someone?”

“I am now,” Alex giggled.

The man reached down and squeezed Alex’s butt. “How about we get out of here?”

I’ll take it from here, Alex.

Alex wrapped his arms around the man’s bulging biceps as he led him out of the bar. He wobbled as he walked. The alcohol had hit him much harder than he anticipated. He bit his lip, staying quiet as the man led him to his car. They climbed in and drove off until they found a quiet spot in the park.

They climbed into the spacious back seat, and moments later, the car started rocking. The windows fogged up instantly from the two lovers. Alex watched from inside his own head as Abby went to town on the hulking man on top of him.

He felt everything: the playful squeezes of his breasts; the hot breath of his lover on his neck; his strong hands on his fair skin. The man’s cock was bigger than Alex had thought, but in spite of its size, he took it effortlessly. The walls of his cunt pulled the throbbing shaft in further and he rocked his hips to match the man’s thrusts.

Alex’s body glistened with a thin layer of sweat and glowed from the lust building within him. He felt every bead of perspiration that flowed down the curves of the body, and his honey-sweet cries filled his ears.

This… this is amazing!

The pressure was building rapidly inside of him. Alex knew it was only a matter of time before he finally orgasmed, and from the looks of it, the man fucking him was just as close.

Right on cue, the man tensed up and buried his prick as far into Alex as he could, groaning as he filled Alex with his cum. The sensation pushed Alex over the edge, filling his vision with colors and stars as he moaned in pure erotic bliss.

That’a girl. You did well, Alex. Maybe next time you’ll let me stay for longer.

Alex stared up at the ceiling of the car, his body exhausted as he gasped for air. The high continued as the man pulled out of him and climbed out of the car.

The cool night air brought Alex back to Earth and he sat up. The man helped him out of the car and they wordlessly parted. He handed Alex his card before climbing back into his car and driving off.

Alex sighed as he stared up into the night sky. The intense sex had burned off all the alcohol in his system, and for the first time since he transformed, he had a clear mind.

Thank you, Abby.

You’re welcome. Enjoy the body, and I’ll see you again next full moon.

 

Thirty days later, a blonde woman walks down the hard dirt path illuminated by the yellow glow of the park lamps. Her long blonde hair floats in the gentle breeze and her hips swing back and forth as she glides in her platform heels.

She tosses her hair back and winks at a passerby. The young man tugs at his collar and looks around before changing direction and following the beautiful blonde toward the public restrooms. He follows her into the men’s room and reappears minutes later, tightening his belt and grinning smugly.

The woman follows him out and whispers into his ear before gliding her long pink nails across his forearm. He stares dumbly at her as she walks away, waving and winking one last time before disappearing into the darkness.

The man grimaces and his smile vanishes as he looks down on his arm and notices a scratch.


THE HOUSE SITTER

 

I sat quietly in the driver seat of my car, staring down at the phone in my hands. I was nervous, a slight quiver in my hands giving it away. A quick swig of my water bottle to rid myself of dry mouth; I looked down at my watch: noon. I opened the car door and stepped out into the summer heat.

The neighborhood was spacious and affluent. Many of the homes were large two-story mansions, with two- to three-car garages and manicured lawns and gardens. Tall fences of wood, brick, or stone surrounded the back of each home, giving their ample backyards plenty of privacy.

I walked up the cobblestone path to the large double front doors made from a dark brown wood. I rang the gold-colored doorbell and waited. A gentle breeze blew past.

“Ahh, good afternoon, John!” the homeowner said as the door flew open. She was dressed in business attire: a black skirt suit with an ivory blouse and pantyhose. Her perfume was noticeable but not overpowering, and her gold and gem-inlaid jewelry shone brightly in the sunlight.

I jerked back slightly, startled by her boisterous enthusiasm. “Good afternoon, Ms. Stevenson.”

She motioned for me to come inside. “Oh please, call me Janet. Come on in. I’ll show you around.”

I nodded and stepped onto the light gray granite of the entryway, looking up at the vaulted ceilings as Janet walked past me, her high heels clicking on the stone floor.

Ms. Janet Stevenson, a wealthy thirty-year-old, gorgeous blonde, used to be my family’s neighbor. We lived in a nice enough neighborhood, but when she got a major promotion, she packed up and moved out into a gated community with the round-the-clock armed guard. She was only our neighbor for a couple of years, and I house-sat for her then, but only once.

That was, however, before I developed my secret hobby.

I was once again house-sitting for her because she was embarking on an extended business trip. She would be gone for about six days, and even though she lived in a well-protected neighborhood, she didn’t like leaving her place empty for that long. So she managed to find me and give me a call. I was glad to accept her offer to house-sit, not only because she had one hell of a house, but because the pay wasn’t too shabby, either.

“Come on!” she said, waving me over. “I wanna give you the grand tour.”

“Right,” I said, shaken from my reverie. “Sorry.”

She led me on a tour of her house, and frankly, it fit the mansion description. The whole place was well-furnished, with expensive-looking rugs, paintings, framed movie posters, pictures, and other ornate accoutrements.

Leaving the entryway, we came into the living room. It had a giant, comfortable-looking couch and a massive flatscreen TV, complete with 7.1 surround sound. One thing I always liked about Janet her was that she had superb taste in movies, and next to her TV was a giant DVD collection. As tall as a bookshelf, it was full to the brim of movies and boxed TV sets.

Connected to the living room were the kitchen and dining room. The kitchen was large and open by design, with lots of counter space and expensive granite counter-tops. With all the shiny stainless steel appliances and fully-stocked fridge, it reminded me of a kitchen a celebrity chef on The Food Network would have.

“I went shopping yesterday and stocked the fridge for you,” Janet said as we passed through. “You’re welcome to use anything in here to eat and cook what you like.”

“Cool.”

She stopped. “Can you cook?”

“Nothing fancy, but I’m learning.”

“Really? Nothing beats a guy who can cook.” She gave me a sly wink.

I continued following her and she led me into the dining room. A large wooden table with eight chairs sat atop a rug in the middle of the room. Against the wall was a liquor cabinet and wine fridge.

“You’re twenty-one, right?” she asked me.

“Twenty-four, almost twenty-five,” I replied.

Janet raised an eyebrow. “Really now? You look so young. You’re welcome to the bar. I also just restocked it too – just don’t go drinking all of it!” she said as she laughed.

“Thanks,” I said with a smile.

I followed her out of the dining room, across the living room, and up the stairs to the bedrooms.

“This house has three bedrooms and two bathrooms. This one is the office.” She opened the door and we walked in.

Inside was a massive wooden computer desk with a very expensive iMac. There were filling cabinets flanking it, and an all-in-one printer situated at the top. The office was decorated with pictures, plants, a coffee maker, and a micro fridge. 

“There is WiFi throughout the whole house. You’re welcome to use it, if you want. It's very fast.”

“Thanks.”

She led me out of the office and back into the hallway. She opened up another door, and awe-struck, I walked in.

“This is the master bedroom.”

“Wow!” I breathed.

That was an understatement. The room was huge. It had a gargantuan bed, nice wooden furniture, and another flat screen TV that wasn’t quite not as big as the one in the living room.

“All the TVs are connected to the satellite and have DVR capabilities,” she pointed out. Then she moved across the room. “Over here!”

I walked over to the doorway where she was standing. Inside was a massive bathroom. It was outfitted with a had large, glass-walled shower, a whirlpool bathtub, a high-powered flush toilet, and a sizeable vanity.

“What's that?” I asked as we were walking out of the room, pointing at two large sliding doors.

“Oh yeah, I forgot about that.” She walked over and opened them up. “This is my walk-in closet.”

“Closet?!” I said as I stared into it. There were floor to ceiling clothing racks, a myriad of designer shoes, a chest of drawers, a full length mirror, and a couple of wigs on the top shelf. “This is like a small bedroom!”

“Yes, this is my sanctuary,” she said with a smile. 

We left and she showed me the spare room. It was moderately furnished, but still looked very nice and clean. The bedroom and bathroom combined were probably the size of the master bedroom. 

“You’re welcome to sleep in either room. However, if you do sleep in my room, make sure you make the bed. Got it?”

“Yes, ma’am!” I replied.

“Good. Now, there is one room in this house that is completely off limits…” She hesitated. “Well, sorta.”

I frowned. “Which room is that?”

“The garage.”

We walked downstairs and into the garage. She had two cars and a motorbike. One was an SUV, which was probably her everyday car. The other one was an Aston Martin, which just happened to be my dream car. The bike was a ‘super bike’ and had a nice color scheme, but all my attention was on the Aston.

“I have the keys locked away and hidden,” Janet said. “You can look all you want, but no touchy! If you do manage to find the keys and drive the car, well, just know there is a special place in hell waiting for you.” She grinned wickedly.

“Don’t worry, Ms. Stevenson. I highly respect these cars and will not drive them, but may I at least sit in them and pretend?”

She laughed. “Sure! Just don’t dirty the interior.” A honking outside signaled the arrival of her ride to the airport. “Crap, that's my taxi! Okay, I left a very detailed instruction packet in the kitchen. There you will find your parking permit and clicker so you can get in through the gate without having to go through security. You’re not allowed any guests, and you do not have to stay here the whole time. Feel free to come and go as you please.”

I smiled at her reassuringly. “No worries. I’ve got a lot of work I have to do, so I might just hunker down here for a while.”

Janet nodded. “All right. Thanks again, John! You’re a life saver!” Then she gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek, grabbed her luggage and ran outside to the cab. She waved goodbye as it sped off.

Goddamn, she is so hot, I said thought to myself with a sigh of relief. Not only does she look sexy, but she dresses sexy, too!

The images of her and her outfit filled my mind as I unpacked my car and brought my luggage into her house. Locking the door behind me, I moved my stuff out of the entryway into the living room. I took out my laptop and set it on the coffee table, then took the rest of my stuff upstairs. I walked down the hall to the bedrooms and was about to open the door to the guest room when I thought about it for a second.

Wait, the guest room? No, no, no. I’m staying in the master bedroom! 

I turned around and opened the door to the master bedroom. I set my stuff down and jumped onto the bed. I rolled over and saw the time. It was close to three-p.m. Ms. Stevenson had an evening flight to Japan, but in the company’s first-class private jet. Looking at my watch, I figured she was still on her way to the airport.

I headed downstairs and turned on the TV. Time flew by, and my rumbling stomach reminded me that it was time for dinner. After a quick meal, I headed back to the master bedroom.

Aw yeah, I'm gonna take a whirlpool bath! I decided. I’ve always wanted to take one of those!

I stripped and got the bath ready. I had read through her instructions while eating, so I knew where the towels she set aside for me were located. When the bath was ready, I climbed in and was instantly relaxed. I helped myself to the fancy-smelling, super-cleaning shampoos, conditioners, and soaps. I was inspecting all the other stuff she had when I found it: a bottle of shave-less body hair remover. I couldn’t help but think of my secret hobby.

Over the past few years, I’d grown more and more interested in women’s clothing. I’d fantasized about dressing up in various outfits, putting on makeup, and having long hair. I’d always wondered what it would like to wear women’s clothes, high heels, lingerie, makeup, and jewelry. And when I grabbed that bottle, the urge to indulge those desires hit me like a truck.

Now is the perfect time.

I had this nice house all to myself for six days. The owner was a drop-dead gorgeous blonde who had a massive closet with who knows how many different types of outfits. This was the chance I’d been looking for.

I took a deep breath, meditated on it for a good minute in the nice relaxing tub, and then decided to go through with it. But I would have to be very discreet and make sure everything was put back exactly where it was. I wouldn’t want Janet to think that anything had been disturbed.

I smiled as I looked down at my arms and legs. I was lucky; I had never been very hairy. My younger brother got all those genes.

I followed the instructions on the bottle, and within minutes, my arms and legs were free of body hair. I got out of the tub and dried off.

“Oh, wow,” I murmured aloud. The feel of the soft towel on my now hairless body sent a slight chill up my spine.

I drained the tub, wrapped the towel around my waist, and headed towards the walk-in closet. I took a deep breath and opened the sliding doors. My hands were shaking with nervous energy as I walked around the closet, my fingers feeling the fabrics of the clothes Janet had hanging up on the racks.

First things first: underwear. I walked up to the drawers and browsed through them. I found the bras and took out a pink one. Then I searched some more and found a matching pair of panties.

I set them aside and continued searching. After a couple seconds, I found a garter belt and a pair of white stockings, and I set them next to the rest.

I removed the towel and put the bra on first, clipping it behind me. Then I put on the panties and the garter belt afterward. I sat down on the drawer and slid up the stockings. The feel of the fabric on my smooth legs sent another chill up my spine. When I had both of them on, I stood up and attached the tops to the garter belt.

I trembled with anticipation as I walked over to the shoes and looked through them. I found the pair I was looking for: matching pink, five-inch heels. I prayed as I slid them on that they would fit, and while they were a little tight, the stockings helped to slide them on more easily. I stood up and walked over to the mirror.

Damn, this is so awesome! I thought, admiring my reflection. But I'm not done yet.

I walked over and grabbed one of the shoulder-length brunette wigs from the top shelf of the closet. I put it on and looked at myself again. Almost there.

I left the closet and headed for the bathroom vanity, my heels clicking on the wooden floor. I looked down at my groin as I walked and saw the growing bulge in my panties. Hoping that I wouldn’t get too excited too quickly, I sat down at the vanity and began the process of applying makeup to my face.

It took a while, but when I was finished applying the mascara, eye shadow, eye liner, blush, lipstick, and lip liner, I took a step back and admired my handiwork.

“Not bad,” I said to myself. Looking back at me in the mirror was a woman—not the best-looking woman I’d ever seen, but I was convincing enough to be mistaken as one.

I put the makeup away and returned to the bedroom. There I had some fun posing in front of the mirror. All the while, I was getting more and more turned on.

Shit. Looks like I need to go “relieve” myself.

I went into the bathroom and fumbled around the shelves. I found some lotion and tissues, but I decided to look through one more drawer before I began touching myself. Inside, I found something intriguing. I slowly reached into the drawer and removed the object. It was a dildo. I was fascinated by the object; it was the first one I’d seen.

“Oh my,” I said, further inspecting it. Curious, I set the stuff down on the counter-top and fumbled around with the dildo. My curiosity peaked as I slid down my panties and set them aside. I placed the dildo near my anus and took a deep breath. I pushed it in slightly and it penetrated my hole. It entered smoothly despite the lack of lube and I was quickly overcome by the sensation. 

I slid it in further as my penis got harder and harder. I started sliding it in and out, faster and faster. Girlish moans escaped my lips and I was now taking the whole thing in.

My dick was fully erect and I started masturbating. My fingers fumbled around the base of the dildo and accidentally switched on the vibrator. The vibrations heightened the pleasure exponentially, as my moans grew louder.

I felt my dick twitch as I climaxed and shot a load off into my hands, the shock of it all bringing me out of the erotic haze. I immediately removed the dildo and tossed it aside, turning it off in the process. Gasping for air, I looked down at my right hand. It was covered in my man-juice.

What just happened? I wondered in between labored breaths.

Exhausted, I washed off the sperm in the sink and cleaned off the dildo and put it away. Then I inspected the bathroom for any drops that I might’ve missed.

I stood there, looking at myself in the mirror and at the outfit I was wearing. God damn, I'm a fucking slut, I thought. But that was very, very… weird.

Even though I’d just unexpectedly fucked myself in the ass with a dildo, I still wanted to wear Ms. Stevenson’s clothes. But now that I knew what that felt like, I vowed to stay away from her dildos.

I removed her clothes and put them back, then put on some PJs and passed out. It was near midnight, and I had a lot of work to do in the morning.

 

“Ugh,” I grumbled as I climbed out of bed the next day. It was so comfortable that I didn’t want to leave it. I sat up at the end of the bed and planned out my day.

“Let's see… oh yeah, I have all those data sheets that I need to type up today… balls!” 

I got up and went into the bathroom. While relieving my bladder, I remembered what Ms. Stevenson wore yesterday, and that's when it hit me. 

Damn, she was so sexy. Maybe today I’ll do my work in a similar get-up. I mean, all I’ll be doing is typing… so pretty much all I'm doing is secretarial work. Why not dress like one?

I finished my business and showered. My body hair hadn’t started growing back yet, so I didn’t need to shave again. I dried off and went back into her closet to get dressed. This time, I’ll need a different color, I thought. 

Browsing through the underwear, I found something special: a black corset. Excited, I put it on and fastened the clips in the back. It was tight, but now I had a more defined, hourglass shape befitting a woman. I slid on a pair of matching black panties, followed by a pair of sheer stockings and attached them to the garters. To complete the look, I stuffed the bra cups with socks.

Satisfied, I looked through her outfits. I found a black pencil skirt and slipped it up over my body. It ended several inches above my knee, but was not too revealing. I put on a white blouse, almost similar to the one Janet had on. It had a V-shaped neckline that showed some of my “cleavage,” and the sleeves stopped at the elbow. 

I put on a pair of five-inch black patent heels and headed into the vanity with the wig. I sat down at the chair and did my makeup again. This time it was a little more modest, with nice ruby red lipstick. I combed the wig and slid it on.

I definitely look better, and hotter, than I did last night… but something’s still missing…

I searched through the drawers for accessories and put on a pair of gold clip-on earrings, a chain necklace, rings, bracelets, a feminine watch, and topped it all off with a few sprays of perfume. Lastly, I filed my nails down and attached a set of acrylic press-ons, which were a shade that was similar to my lipstick and slightly longer than my normal nails, giving them a strong, feminine appearance.

Satisfied, I stood up, straightened out my skirt, and headed downstairs for breakfast. I made myself some food and a cup of coffee, sat down as my computer, and began typing away, my fingernails clicking against the keys with every stroke.

 

After several hours, I rolled back from the desk. In all that time, I had only been getting up to use the bathroom, which after drinking several cups of coffee was pretty often. It didn’t take long for me to notice that sometime during the typing session, I started sitting cross-legged like a woman normally does.

I would also stand up to stretch my legs occasionally, and in the process, straighten out my skirt. I was surprised at the fact that my feet had not been bothering me from the heels, and that the outfit was surprisingly comfortable. I would get up to refill my cup, and walking in the heels almost came naturally. At first, it scared me a little that I was able to walk so gracefully in them, but I got over it pretty quickly and got back to work.

“Okay, it’s six-o'-clock. I'm calling it a day,” I said to myself. I stretched out my limbs then sat back down. I wrapped up what I was working on and shut down my computer. I got up and went back into the room and laid out across the bed, exhausted.

Crap! I’ve worn these clothes for the majority of the day. They probably have my scent all over them. Gonna need to wash them to hide it, I thought, stripping down.

After removing the skirt and blouse, my stomach began to rumble. Hmm, I think tonight, I'm gonna cook up something fancy… Of course, that means fancy dinner wear, too!

I kicked off the heels and removed the stockings, skirt, and blouse, put them away, and slid on a pair of darker stockings. I went into the closet, pulled out a black evening dress, and put it on. Then I grabbed a pair of knee-high, heeled black leather boots. I slid them on, tidied up my makeup, and then went back downstairs and cooked the fancy meal: a slab of rib-eye steak, mashed potatoes, green beans, and a glass of wine.

Damn, I thought. I feel like a friggin’ housewife cooking a meal for my business-type husband!

I sat down at the table and ate. After the meal, as well as several glasses of wine, I retired to the couch and watched a pay-per-view movie. When it was over, I changed out of the clothes and put them away. Then I removed the makeup and wig and went to bed.

Gotta remember to remove these nails before Ms. Stevenson gets back, I thought as I fell asleep.

 

The morning sun shone brightly into the room as I awakened the next day. 

Damn, another good night’s sleep and I have to get out of this bed, I thought to myself said. Fortunately, I finished most of my work yesterday. I don’t think I’ve ever typed that fast and with so few errors before – must’ve been that secretary get-up.

I rolled back over and fell back asleep, waking up some time before noon. I got out and showered and headed downstairs for breakfast.

 

The day was well spent. It was beautiful outside, and I met up with friends to hang out at the beach. When I came back to Ms. Stevenson’s, I made sure to brush off all the sand before stepping into her house.

What a day, I thought. There sure were some hotties out and about. Oh well, time to try on another outfit. 

I stripped, showered and returned to the closet. I clipped on a baby blue bra and a matching pair of panties, then put on a pair white stockings.

The slutty schoolgirl.

I stepped into a plaid miniskirt. This one was pretty revealing, barely covering my thighs. Then I stuffed my bra and put on a thin, white, long-sleeved sweater. Since it was summer, I cranked the A/C so I would be more comfortable.

For shoes, I put on a pair of black leather heels with an ankle strap. I put on some makeup and the wig and retired to the couch to watch some TV. It was getting late when I saw it: on the TV was a hot blonde in a very sexy cocktail dress.

Oh yes, that is nice, not to mention I am craving a nice mixed drink right about now. 

I went back upstairs and put the outfit away. Then I looked through Janet’s collection of “sexy dresses” and found the one I was looking for. It was a sleeveless green cocktail dress. But this one was not something that I could wear a bra underneath.

Huh… Well, she’s gotta have breast forms somewhere.

I looked though all the drawers and searched high and low for them, eventually finding what I was looking for.

I pulled on some panties and put on the dress. It was tight-fitting, but not too tight. I inserted the breast forms in and they actually gave me nice cleavage. I put on a pair of green strappy sandals and headed downstairs to the bar.

Wow, this is the first time I've gone without stockings, I thought. And damn, I’ve got nice legs! 

I walked up to the bar and made myself a mixed drink, then sat back down on the couch and watched some more TV, occasionally getting up to mix myself another drink. After a while, I was getting pretty drunk, so I decided to call it a night. I changed out of the pretty cocktail dress and went to bed.

 

Ugh, what a weird dream, I thought as I awoke, scratching my head. That was the first time I think I've ever had a dream from the point of view of a woman. 

I had dreamed that I was, in fact, a woman. In this dream, however, I wore the cocktail

Well, today is the fourth day of my house-sitting; Ms. Stevenson returns in two days. Huh, I just realized that other than the schoolgirl outfit I put on the other night, I haven't dressed in anything that would be dubbed “slutty.” I guess I have to get creative today. I should go all out, then let that be it—maybe I won't need to dress up anymore.

With that, I got up, showered, and ate breakfast. I then went into Ms. Stevenson’s closet and picked out a “slutty” outfit. I wore a red thong underneath a jean miniskirt and a red tube top, the breast forms inside it. For shoes, I went with a pair of clear “hooker heels” with an ankle strap. I put on the makeup and clipped on a pair of big hoop earrings.

If I didn’t know better, I’d say I looked like a prostitute. I shifted uncomfortably. This thong is giving me a killer wedgie, and these heels are ridiculous.

It didn’t take long for me to change out of the outfit. I turned on my laptop and started playing online games for the rest of the day.

That's when she showed up.

A voice echoed in the empty house. “Evening, hun!” I ran out of the office and looked down from upstairs. Standing in the living room, suitcase in hand, was Janet.

“Ms. Stevenson?! I thought you weren’t gonna get back for a few more days?!”

“Originally, I wasn’t,” she said. “But the meetings ended sooner than planned. I was given a few spa days, but then I decided to head home and surprise you.”

I faked a smile. “Yep, I'm surprised all right.”

“Did you sleep in the master bedroom?” she asked me. Although I knew she couldn’t possibly suspect what I’d done, my heart began to race anyway.

“Oh shit, yes. I haven't made the bed yet.”

She smiled and shrugged. “Don’t worry, you didn’t know that I would be getting back so soon, so you can move your stuff into the spare and I’ll see you in the morning. I've had a long flight and would like a nice extended beauty sleep. Oh, and I’ll have a surprise for you once you wake up!”

“Okay,” I said. “See you then.”

Janet retired to her bedroom, and I put on my headphones and played video games into the night.

 

“John!” Ms. Stevenson called out from the hallway right outside my door.

“Oh god, what, what?” I quickly sat up, still half- asleep and cursing her for waking me up so suddenly.

She opened the door to my room and stood in the doorway. “Wake up, John!”

“Ugh, what time is it?” I said, rolling around in the bed.

“Seven-a.m., just in time for your training!”

I turned towards her, suddenly awake. “Training? For what?”

“You have three minutes to get out of bed and meet me downstairs,” she said, slamming the door.

“God damn,” I mumbled as soon as she was out of earshot. “What’s crawled up into her ass this morning?”

I rolled out of bed and headed downstairs. Ms. Stevenson was waiting for me on the couch, her laptop set up on the table.

“Sit,” she said. I sat down next to her and looked at her computer screen. “Good. So, an interesting thing happened while I was on this trip…”

“Oh?” I looked at her, wondering what she was talking about.

“I was between meetings, so I decided to log into my personal security camera website and watch some of the recorded footage.”

It took a couple moments for what she said to sink in. “Wait… what!?” I looked at her like a deer caught in headlights.

“Yes, I have three hidden cameras placed here in the house: one in the garage, one here in the living room, and one in my office.”

“Oh…” I replied, trying to hide the panic in my voice. She was watching me like a hawk.

“So, I logged in and started watching some of the video feed, and that's when I got a surprise. You were walking around my house wearing my clothes!”

I said nothing, hoping I had misheard her, but she continued: “At first I was like, ‘did he bring a friend?’ But then I looked carefully and realized that was definitely not the case.”

I looked at the footage on her screen. Spliced together were several scenes of me en femme.

Shit.

She leaned back on the couch. “Well, the thing is, it livened up my day seeing you dressed up like that. Who would've known you were a closet crossdresser?” She leaned forward. “So tell me, John: are you gay?”

I recoiled violently. “No!”

Great, here come the questions.

“Then why do you wear women’s clothes? Do you dream of becoming a woman? Getting a sex change?”

“No, none of that.”

“Then what is it?”

I hesitated. Never in a million years did I think I would have to explain myself to someone. While I always feared it would happen, I never actually planned for it. It was a secret I was hoping to take to my grave.

“Curiosity,” I said finally.

She cocked her head to the side. “Curiosity?”

I stood up and paced in front of her, ready to lay down the truth. “Yes. For a few years now, I’ve been getting curious as to what your clothes were like. Were they comfortable? what did they feel like? Pretty soon, I wanted to know the answer no matter what.”

“So, you just wanted to dress as a woman because…?”

“All I wanted was to experience being a woman on a very temporary basis. Just dress up, wear makeup, perfume, and heels, and that's it; close up shop and move on with my life.”

Her tone shifted. “Huh, well that is acceptable. You know, you’re not the first man I knew who would dress up in women’s clothes.”

Now that caught me off guard. “I'm not?!”

She crossed her legs and put her hands behind her head. “Nope. I dated this guy a year or so ago. Went out with him for two months. Then one night, we came back here drunk and I passed out on the couch after sex. I woke up in the middle of the night and climbed back upstairs to sleep in my bed and I see him standing there, in my lingerie, jacking off with my panties around his dick and a dildo up his ass.

I gulped. It’s a damn good thing she didn’t have a camera in the bathroom. “What happened?”

“I immediately dumped him and told him never to contact me again. I made him replace the clothes and delete my number. A month or so ago, I got bored and looked him up. Turns out he’s making forced feminization videos with a dominatrix.”

“Wow.” In my time spent on the internet, I had come upon that aspect of cross dressing many times.

She stood up and walked around the living room. “Back to the present. Truthfully, my business meetings did finish early and I got to enjoy a kickass spa day, but I really wanted to get back here and catch you in the act.”

“Really?”

“Yup. I watched all of the footage on the plane ride back. It was very enjoyable. Oh, and you have great tastes.”

“Pardon?”

She laughed. “I loved three of your outfits. The secretary one… that one was both sexy and hilarious. I loved watching you type away at your computer dressed like that.”

“Thanks…?”

“And that one with the white sweater and plaid skirt; that one was pretty cute. I might have to try it out. And… oh yes, that evening get-up you had. You looked like a cute little housewife all dolled up and sexy. That one was my favorite.”

“Really? Honestly, I felt the same way once I started eating.” My face turned red with embarrassment.

“But onto the main point here: you wearing my clothes without asking, John. You violated my trust, and that offends me. Honestly, if you had asked, I probably would've let you. But you didn’t, and now you must make up for it or else these videos are hitting the internet!”

My chest clenched in terror. “Oh please, don’t!”

“Then if you want this to stay a secret, you must do one thing for me.”

I hung my head in shame. Not only was my secret out, but if I refused to do what she said, everyone would know. “I’ll do it.”

She smiled. “I’m glad you saw reason. Here, take this key. First, you must go into my bathroom and shower – make sure you’re clean-shaven. Then take the key and use it to unlock one of the wardrobes. I'm sure you ran into it during one of your sessions, am I right?”

“Yes, I know the one.”

“Good. Open it up and put on the outfit inside—all of it—and then put on your favorite wig and doll up your face some. Then come back down here. I’ll be waiting.” She smiled gleefully. “Now go; get on with it!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

I quickly climbed the stairs and hopped into the shower and shaved the stubs of hair that were starting to grow back. I stepped out and dried off then went into her closet, key in hand.

I was wondering what she had locked in there. Now I’ll know…

I took a deep breath and opened the unlocked wardrobe.

Oh, shit.

I stood there, open-mouthed at the sight of the contents as Janet’s voice echoed in my head: “You need to put on all of it!”

I instantly recognized what the contents were: it was a complete head-to-toe French maid’s outfit. Ducking my head in shame, I got dressed.

I put on the corset and tightened it in the back. It was tighter than the one I had on last week, and this one gave me a much more defined hourglass shape. I stuffed the breast forms, which were more like actual breasts, in the cups of the bra. I now had bigger and more realistic breasts. I pulled on the black lace panties, followed by the stockings and attached them to the garters.

I put the satin slip on next and stepped into the maid uniform. The outfit was form-fitting and could be labeled a “naughty French maid” outfit, as the skirt portion was very short. I put on the apron and slipped on the black velvet gloves, then stepped into the heels. They were black patent six-inch heels with an ankle strap. I grabbed the brunette wig and sat down at her vanity and did my makeup, then headed downstairs.

“Oh my god!” Janet said, standing up. “You look like the real deal!”

“Really?”

“Yes! Now, if you want to keep your precious little secret from leaving this house, you must make my entire home spot-free. All the materials necessary are in the small closet over there. You have to vacuum the carpet, mop the hardwood, scrub the bathrooms, do the dishes, dust the place, and sort the laundry, and you must do that without a word of protest or else you get punished. Okay, Lynessa?”

“Lynessa?”

“Yes, that is your name for today. You can’t have a boy’s name when you’re dressed like that. Now get going!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

Several hours passed as I thoroughly cleaned her house. The outfit was incredibly sexy, and several times I had to show some self-control, otherwise I would’ve soiled the outfit and gotten in trouble. For that moment, I was a maid, and it was my duty to clean. Ms. Stevenson probably knew some pretty powerful people, and the last thing I wanted was for her to distribute the footage of me cross dressing and acting like a lady.

I’d cleaned before, but only my tiny apartment. Her house was huge, and I made sure I covered all the bases before leaving one room to start on another. Beds were made, the tile was scrubbed, the windows were cleaned, and all the surfaces were dusted. Everything was made spotless.

“Lynessa! You can come down and take a break, I made you some lunch!” Ms. Stevenson yelled from downstairs.

I stepped into the hallway and yelled back: “Okay, be right down!”

Moments later, Ms. Stevenson could hear the clicking of my heels on the wood floors upstairs. She couldn’t help but laugh a little at the sound of it, and at the fact that she managed to blackmail me into being her maid for the day.

“There’s some sandwiches and lemonade in the kitchen. Help yourself.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I replied, adding a little bow. She watched me sit down and enjoy my lunch and the break from the servitude.

“How much more work do you have, Lynessa?”

“Not much,” I replied. “Just a little vacuuming, and then I have to finish cleaning the master bathroom.”

 

An hour or so later, I finished vacuuming and when the master bathroom was spotless, I came downstairs and sat down on the couch next to Janet.

“All done?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I answered.

“Good. Come with me.” I followed her upstairs to her bedroom. “Okay, go into the bathroom and change out of that outfit, then wait for me to call for you.”

“Umm, okay,” I said, slightly confused.

She’s up to something.

While I was in the bathroom, she quickly went into her closet and picked out a new outfit for me. I had finished stripping and was standing naked in her bathroom waiting. She opened the door and handed me some clothes.

“Here, change into this. Clean up a little bit and redo your makeup.”

The new outfit consisted of a black and red lace bra, matching panties and garter belt, and black fishnet stockings. I put the breast forms into the bra and tidied up my makeup.

“All done?” she asked through the door.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good, put these on, too.” She handed me the same pair of hooker heels I wore earlier in the week. I quietly sighed, not wanting her to hear my protest, and put them on. However, this time they seemed strangely more comfortable than when I had previously wore them.

Must’ve been due to the heels I wore all day today.

“Okay, Ms. Stevenson,” I called out.

“I told you to call me Janet!” she said with a little annoyance in her voice.

“Okay, Janet, I'm all dressed.”

“Good. I'm all ready, too. Come on out.”

Her words worried me. All ready for what? I gulped and opened the door.

“Janet?”

“Over here, hun.”

I turned and saw her on the bed. She was dressed in a really sexy and provocative outfit. A weak-minded man would’ve been ensnared instantly.

“J-Janet? What are you doing?” I asked.

“Oh, Lynessa, watching you do your work and all the video footage I have of you drove me insane! I gotta have you!” For some strange reason, I couldn’t look away. She was super hot already, but seeing her in that outfit drove me crazy.

What are you doing, John? You can't! But the little voice in my head wasn’t strong enough, and I gave into my carnal urges.

I crawled onto the bed and kissed her. I could taste her lipstick melding together with and mine. We kissed and caressed each other. Then she backed off.

“Wait here, my little minx, as I get your special gift.”

The ecstasy of the passionate make-out session was overwhelming my senses. “Lynessa” slowly took over my mind. Seconds later, Janet returned, but she was wearing a pink strap-on.

John, what are you doing?! That's a strap-on! She’s gonna—

The little voice in my head was cut off when she climbed back onto the bed and continued making out with me. By now, “Lynessa” had nearly taken over and I started craving the dildo. Janet rolled onto her back and I moved towards the strap on.

“Oh, Lynessa, you're such a slut!”

“Yes I am,” I replied in a girly voice.

No, no, NO!

The voice was powerless as I started sucking on Janet’s rubber cock. After giving her a blow job, she pushed me onto my back and slid down my panties. The saliva-coated dildo slid easily up my ass.

Girlish moans escaped my lips as I stroked my hard cock.

“Ohhhh yes!” I cried out in an effeminate voice.

She pushed harder and faster, and soon I was taking the whole thing. The strap-on was double sided, so she was getting pleasured at the same time. I climaxed and shot a load of sperm onto my chest, but she didn’t stop and I came a second time. After what seemed like hours, and several climaxes later, we collapsed from exhaustion. She fell asleep instantly and I passed out only moments later.

 

I woke up in the middle of the night thanks to a wet dream about becoming the shemale secretary and lesbian lover of Janet. I shook the ideas out of my head and went back to sleep.

In the morning, Janet woke me up, ordering me to take a shower and “become a man again.” I did what she told without hesitation. I showered, removed my makeup, and got dressed in my normal clothes.

After a quiet breakfast, it was time to say goodbye. She paid me what she promised, plus a little extra for “being a good sport,” and promised to delete all the files.

“You know, I had a ton of fun yesterday and last night,” she said.

I stood there, lost in my thoughts. “It was… interesting.”

“Did you not have fun?”

“Honestly, a part of me thoroughly enjoyed it—dressing up and whatnot.”

She smiled. “You’re welcome to come by and we can do it again sometime. Besides, I’ll gladly pay you to clean my house. You did an amazing job!”

I laughed. “Well, if I need the money, maybe I’ll consider it.”

“We don't have to have sex again… unless you want to.” She winked.

I walked out the front door and down the path. “I’ll think about it,” I said as I climbed into my car.

She smiled as I waved goodbye and left.

THE NEW HIRE

 

Carl was a typical nerd. He’d excelled academically in high school, which got him accepted into his desired university, scholarship included, but he wasn’t a very social man. He kept to himself, mostly; when he wasn’t playing video games, he would find a quiet, hidden corner somewhere on campus to read or study.

For him, neither high school nor college were “the greatest years of his life.” He figured those would come after graduation, when his hard work would pay off. He’d get a high-paying job and start his adult life without the crippling debt most of his classmates would have.

But all those good grades and long hours in the library couldn’t translate to a high-paying job after graduation. It wasn’t poor planning that got him into this position; it was just really, really bad luck. That, and his desired career choice was extremely competitive. He could’ve easily gotten a job flipping burgers or mopping the floors of his old school; almost every job available to him was one he’d be extremely overqualified for, not to mention extremely underpaid.

Carl sat up as he read the job description for an office clerk position at a biotech startup. The pay was a little bit higher than the others he’d seen, and the commute wasn’t too bad. They wanted someone with a science background—which he had—and a strong desire to “grow and change with the company.”

The corporate buzzwords made him chuckle, but he applied for the job anyway. If he got it, then he would have an income while he kept applying for the jobs he wanted.

 

Despite the vast number of jobs he had applied for in the couple months since graduating, it was only the third interview he got. The company was based in a brand new two-story building, complete with its own private underground parking garage. The lot wasn’t even half-full, but the cars there caused Carl to pause more than once. 

He took the elevator up, which strangely only had two options listed: the parking garage and the second floor. There was a small black card reader next to the buttons, which he assumed gave access to this secretive first floor.

Probably where the lab is, he thought as elevator came to a stop on the second floor.

The doors opened to a short hallway. To his right was the door to the stairwell, and all along the left wall was floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking a city park. The only other point of entry or exit was at the opposite end of the hallway: a set of large double doors that led to the office itself. Carl took a deep breath and headed that way.

He was greeted by a beautiful blonde woman named Amy who sat behind one of those tall receptionist’s desks. She was more flirtatious than he expected for a receptionist, not that he minded; in fact, there was something relaxing about it. He didn’t have to wait long, as only a few moments after sitting down, a man by the name of Ricardo came and took him into the conference room.

Ricardo, who also happened to be the CEO of the company, told Carl during the interview that despite the name, the position wasn’t that of a secretary or receptionist. They already had one of those—Ricardo was rather excited by the mention of Amy—and needed someone to maintain the office, as all the other employees were working in the lab or doing research. They needed someone to take care of, as he put it, “the everyday, non-science, non-management stuff.”

Ricardo also said he was rather impressed by Carl’s resume, and he wondered why Carl had applied for this job. Carl told him about his situation and about the competitiveness of his choice of career, to which Ricardo was very sympathetic. He even offered Carl better pay than what they’d advertised, which he said was to help filter out candidates, and even said the company would provide benefits.

Seeing as how it was the best offer he’d received since putting in his first application, Carl immediately accepted and would start the following Monday.

 

Since it was a startup, the company didn’t really have any sort of formal training program for Carl to go through on his first day. The HR lady was from a contracted, third-party company, and after getting the paperwork taken care of, she took his picture and handed him a keycard.

Once the formalities were over, Amy gave him a brief tour of the office—brief being the operative word, considering its size. There were five offices, a conference room, break room, and bathroom. The breakroom had two vending machines, which awesomely enough were free of charge, and the most intense-looking coffee machine Carl had ever seen.

Standing out from the rest of the office’s features was a lone, heavy security door located on the wall opposite the main entrance. It had its own dedicated security camera, not to mention several different layers of security: a card reader, a keypad, and a hand scanner. It was windowless, and looked like it could withstand a tank barrage.

The main floor had six desks spaced evenly. Two of the desks belonged to the two chief scientists, but neither of them were present, as they spent most of their time in the lab. They were the only desks of the six being used.

The offices belonged to Ricardo, the other three heads of the company, and Al, the IT guy.

There was a seventh desk, larger than the six, placed strategically in front of Ricardo’s. This will be your desk until I find an executive assistant for myself. You won’t be seeing much of the staff. They go straight to the lab from the parking structure, Ricardo had told him, which confirmed Carl’s suspicions from the other day.

Before Ricardo vanished beyond the military-grade security door at the back of the office, he told Carl to meet with Al. Carl watched as Ricardo went through the security door. It opened just wide enough for Ricardo to squeeze through before it sealed shut.

Then it was just Carl and Amy, which he didn’t mind at all, as her soft, honey-sweet voice was very pleasant on the ears.

Al’s office was on the opposite wall as those of the other heads of the company. As Carl approached, he could hear music, but it was too quiet to make out. He lifted his hand to knock, but stopped to read the sign on the door.

Al Monty – IT

Please Press the Button.

On the wall to the right of the door, just below eye level, was a red button. Carl shrugged, then pressed it. A moment later, the music stopped. 

“Come on in!” a voice called out.

Carl opened the door and poked his head in.

“I don’t bite!” The man said, laughing.

Al was an old, fat white guy with a thick moustache and long beard. He wore a Hawaiian shirt, which made him look like Santa Claus on holiday. He stood up when Carl entered and stuck out his hand.

“Name’s Al. Nice to meetcha.”

Carl shook Al’s hand. “Carl.”

“You’re the new guy?”

“Yup.”

“Excellent.” Al grinned and clapped his hands. “Let’s get you set up.”

Carl hesitated. There was something about Al’s grin that unnerved him. It was a little too… friendly. Like Carl was about to be the butt of some joke or the victim of a prank. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it. He looked out the door and back at Al, who was rifling through a giant cabinet.

“Ricardo told me I was to use the desk outside his office,” Carl said, his attention on Al’s desk.

The IT guy had three widescreen monitors placed front and center of his desk. It was covered with all kinds of knickknacks, as well as the occasional crushed soda can, candy wrapper, or bag of chips.

“Hold these for me.” Al pulled Carl away from his desk and handed him several boxes. “Keyboard, mouse, phone… and computer. Take those over to your desk and I’ll be right over with your monitors.”

Carl stopped and looked back. “Monitors?”

“Yeah, you get two of them. Standard.”

Carl nodded and exited the office. “Mr. Ricardo is unavailable; may I take a message?” he heard Amy say.

“She’s very nice, ain’t she?” Al said as he walked by.

Carl blinked. “Pardon?” He didn’t realize he had stopped to listen. He looked away from Al, who lumbered over to Carl’s new desk carrying what looked like cardboard briefcases over to Amy. She glanced over at Carl and winked, and Carl felt his cheeks warm. He’d thought they were out of earshot.

Carl caught up to Al at his desk. Al sighed and huffed as he set the boxes down. “Do you… know how to… set up a computer?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. Help me unpack this stuff, will ya?”

Several minutes later, Carl sat at his desk as Al oversaw him logging in for the first time.

“We’ve got your standard-issue security measures in place. You’ve got a company email account, and since you’ll be in charge of keeping things stocked around the office, you’ll get access to the company’s credit card. We keep a close eye on that, so no personal spending, ya hear?”

“Of course.”

“Good.” Al waved his finger. “Don’t wantcha getting in trouble, now. Internet rules are more lax. We don’t block social media and the like, so feel free to surf the web during your down time. Just don’t go visiting no porn sites and getting the system infected, okay? Save that for when you’re off the clock at home.”

“No need to worry.”

“That’s a good lad.” Al patted him on the shoulder. “I’ll leave you to it. I’m sure Amy has a list of things to get you started. If you need me, I’ll be in my office.” Then he left, humming as he walked back into his office.

Carl turned to see Amy looking at him. She smiled, then motioned for him to come over with a jerk of her head.

“Welcome aboard,” she said as he stepped up to her desk.

He smiled. “Thanks.”

Amy stood, and for the first time, Carl noticed her outfit. The desk she sat behind was tall, so tall that before, he could only see her head. Carl tried to not to stare. Amy wore a tight-fitting dress with a plunging neckline exposing so much of her cleavage that for a moment, Carl thought he had stumbled into a porn shoot. She had on a gold hoop belt, which cinched her already narrow waist in tighter.

Not staring was made even harder when Amy placed her hands on the desk and leaned forward.

“There’s, like, really not much to say.” She looked past him back at the rest of the office.

Carl stole a glance then. Holy fucking shit.

Amy looked back at him, and the corner of her mouth curled just the tiniest bit. She knew. She knew that he looked, and she didn’t care at all. “Mostly just answer calls, receive mail, and take notes during the daily meetings.”

“What do they talk about?”

“Hmm?” She blinked and cocked her head to the side.

“The meetings?”

“Oh, like, financial stuff and updates on like, their projects. It’s all so above my head. I don’t understand half the stuff they say.” She giggled, then looked at Carl expectantly.

“Oh, right… Al said you had a list?”

She smiled. “That I do. One sec, ‘kay?”

Before Carl could respond, Amy turned and rummaged through the shelves behind her. Then she bent down, and Carl had to turn his back on her to preserve what little dignity he had left. She’s wearing stockings and garters and a thong. Holy fuck.

“Here it is.” Carl turned around and saw Amy holding out a piece of paper. She grimaced. “It, uh, hasn’t been updated in a while.”

Carl took the sheet and glanced at it.

“The list is from the old office,” she continued. “You’ll need to, like, update it and stuff.”

The heavy security door at the far end of the office opened and four individuals exited. They were laughing and discussing something that Carl couldn’t make out. One of them was Ricardo, and Carl assumed that the other three men were the owners of the other offices.

“Amy, time for the meeting!” Ricardo said.

“Gotta go!” she said as she stepped out from around the table.

Carl opened his mouth to say something, but his attention was drawn to Amy’s backside and down her long legs to her high heels. Good fucking god, where did they find her? A strip club?

The door to Al’s office opened, and the bumbling IT guy joined the four men in the conference room. The door closed, and before he knew it, Carl was all alone. He shrugged and mumbled to himself, “Guess I’m not important enough for the meeting.”

Instead of working on the list, he took another walk around the office, mostly to see who the other men were. Each office had glass walls except Ricardo’s, which only had a glass door, and each office had a shiny gold placard with the occupant’s name and title engraved upon it, just like Al’s.

There was Nicolas Elser, Chief Operations Officer; Takamaru Nori, Chief Science Officer; Shawn Foster, Vice President and Chief Financial Officer; and finally, nestled away in the corner, there was Ricardo Gomez, President and CEO.

“Jesus,” Carl said, looking back at the conference room. Then his curiosity got the best of him. With the list in hand, he walked up to the conference room, pretending to be studying the paper.

Like the offices of the other executives, the conference room had a wall of glass. However, the blinds were closed, and even when Carl pressed his ear up to the glass, he couldn’t hear a sound. Are they meditating in there or something? He shrugged, then returned to his desk and sat down to do some actual work.

Sometime later, the door to the conference room opened. Ricardo and the three men Carl assumed to be Nicolas, Takamaru, and Shawn exited. A few moments later, Al exited the conference room as well, his attention focused on what looked like a stain on his pants. Before Carl could give it any thought, the four men approached.

“Carl, let me introduce you to other fine gentlemen who run this company,” Ricardo said. He turned, and one by one introduced the other heads and explained how they all met.

They’d met in college. Ricardo and Shawn were fraternity brothers, and Shawn met Takamaru in one of the chemistry labs he was required to take. The three of them together formed the company, then brought on Nicolas to help make it an actual functioning business.

“We expect great things from you, dude,” Shawn said.

“Indeed,” Takamaru added.

Behind them, Carl saw the door to the conference room open and Amy leave. She adjusted her dress as she walked back to her desk.

“Have you two met yet?” Ricardo smirked. “She’s lovely, ain’t she?”

“One hell of a receptionist,” Shawn said.

Three of them laughed, but Nicolas’ face remained stoic. The man hadn’t said a word when he was introduced to Carl. Awkward silence fell over the group. Then Ricardo clapped his hands together and almost too enthusiastically announced that they needed to get back to the lab.

A minute later, Carl was once again alone in the office with Amy. Instead of going over to chat with her, he decided to actually try to get some work done.

Carl arrived the next day half-expecting the parking lot empty, the building to be abandoned, and the whole company a sham. Instead, the lot was full, and he was greeted by Amy’s smile.

“I see you decided to come back.” She winked.

Unsure how to reply without being condescending, Carl chuckled and continued on to his desk. Unlike the previous day, everyone was at their desks, including the two that Carl did not see yesterday. Both men wore lab coats and typed furiously at their keyboards, working as if under the influence of ten cups of coffee.

Ricardo came out of his office just as Carl was sitting down.

“Hey, man! Glad to see you came back.”

“Did others not come back?” Carl asked, unsure if this boss was serious or joking.

“The guy before you quit after a couple days. Didn’t like the job, apparently.”

“Oh.”

“Help yourself to some coffee. It’s free!” Ricardo pointed to the fancy machine in the break room.

Carl had attempted to use the machine the day before, but had no idea how to work it so he gave up. “I, uh—”

“Don’t know how to work it? It’s pretty intimidating.” Ricardo laughed, then whistled. “Amy! Help Carl get acquainted with the coffee machine, will ya?”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo!” Amy said from behind the desk.

“She’s great, ain’t she?” Ricardo smiled, then patted Carl on the back. “She’ll show you how to use it.” He turned and walked into his office. “Expect great things from ya, Carl!”

Before Carl could reply, Ricardo was back in his office.

“Come on, I’ll show you how to use it.”

He turned to see Amy walking toward him, in yet another outfit that straddled the fine line between work appropriate and porn shoot.

“It’s like, scary at first but once you figure it out, it’s easy as pie. Plus, the coffee it makes tastes so good!”

He followed her into the break room, but looked back and saw the two scientists staring at him. When they caught him looking, they looked away and went back to work.

“Who are the two guys at the desks?” Carl whispered to Amy when they were far enough away.

“Oh, that’s Mark and Zhang. They’re like, the head scientists. They’re harmless, don’t worry.” She giggled, then turned back to the machine. “Ready?”

“Shall I get a notepad?” His comment made Amy giggle, which made him smile. There was just something about her. Carl had never had any luck with women. Even those half as attractive as Amy never gave him the time of day. He wondered if she was into him, then thought better of it. “How long have you been working here?”

She paused and tapped her lip for a few moments. “I was hired a little after they had their first breakthrough. Can’t remember how long it’s been. Maybe like, four months ago?”

“What is it exactly that they do here?”

Amy shrugged. “I don’t know. Science stuff? I don’t understand like, any of it.” She fiddled with the machine. “Done!” She placed a cup on the tray, and a moment later, a stream of piping-hot coffee came out of the machine and filled the cup. “Isn’t it wonderful?” She brought the cup up to her nose and breathed it in. “Your turn!”

He placed a cup on the tray and mimicked Amy’s movements. Then the machine whirred to life and filled his cup.

“Oh, wow! You are like, really good at that.”

“Thanks,” he said. He grabbed the cup, and following her movements, brought it to his nose. “Damn, that does smell amazing.”

He gently blew on the liquid before taking a cautious sip. From the corner of his eye, he saw the two scientists watching him again.

“It’s good, right?”

“It really is,” Carl lied. For such a crazy machine, you’d think it would be better. It wasn’t necessarily awful, but it wasn’t as lifechanging as Amy made it out to be. He could get better stuff at one of those overpriced coffee shops. On the other hand, it was leagues better than what he could make back at his apartment.

“So, you got it figured out?”

Carl turned to see Ricardo standing in the door of the break room.

“Yes, sir!” Amy said. “I showed him how to like, use it.”

“Excellent.” He smiled at Carl, then turned to Amy. “Meeting time.”

“Be right there.” She turned to Carl. “Sorry, gotta go. Enjoy your coffee.”

Right on cue, everyone else exited their offices and entered the conference room. Everyone but the two scientists.

“Lucky bastards,” Carl heard Mark mumble.

“Dude, shut it.” Zhang looked back and saw Carl standing at the threshold of the break room, looking at them, confused. “Mind your own business.”

“Okay…?” Carl said after he sipped his coffee.

Zhang turned to Mark. “Let’s go.”

Carl watched the two scientists disappear through the security door. He stared at the door for several moments, his mind vacant. He blinked, shook his head, and returned to his desk. Those guys are fucking weird.

There was an email waiting for him from Amy. It had no subject line, and in the email Amy said that she saw this funny video and wanted to share it with him. It was to some YouTube video, and after the awkwardness that was the two scientists, Carl figured it wouldn’t hurt to laugh at something silly. He unwound his headphones, plugged them in, and clicked on the link.

“Hey, Carl! Working late tonight?”

Carl blinked and found Ricardo hovering next to his desk. “What?” His ears ached, the dull throbbing of wearing earbuds for too long. How long was I wearing these? He thought as he pulled them out. And what time is it?

Ricardo chuckled. “Don’t have to prove you’re a hard worker, dude.” He reached over and slapped Carl on the back. “See ya tomorrow.”

Carl watched him walk off. When he vanished around the corner at the far end of the office, Carl looked around. The place was completely empty and half of the lights were off.

“What the fuck?” he muttered. His eyes found the clock on his computer screen. It was almost seven. “What the fuck?! Where the fuck did the day go?”

He closed out of what he was apparently working on and shut his computer off. Then he gathered his things and stood up. This was a weird fucking day.

 

The rest of the week was rather uneventful. Amy remained playfully chatty and borderline flirty with him, mostly during their morning coffee ritual. Then she would disappear into the conference room with the rest of the staff, and he would go back to his desk and try to work. Eventually, they would all come out and either return to their offices or vanish beyond “the door.”

Carl’s attempts to learn more about Amy and her life outside of and before the company proved fruitless. The answers she gave were vague, and she would shift the conversation elsewhere. He eventually took the hint and just decided that if she ever wanted to talk about herself, she would bring it up.

On Friday, he considered asking Amy out, but figured it wouldn’t be in his best interest to (attempt to) date a coworker. So instead, he did what he normally did on Friday nights: got drunk and binge-watched something on Netflix.

 

Carl woke up with a hangover, and to the discovery of a package on his kitchen table. Did I bring that in yesterday? The pounding in his head prevented further thought on the matter, and the rumbling in his stomach drew his attention away from the box to the contents of his fridge.

His attention did eventually come back to the box, once the medication subdued the pounding in his head and his stomach was no longer demanding food. He inspected the box carefully. The only identifier from whence it came was on the shipping label. Carl frowned when he read it, as it couldn’t have been more generic or vague.

Curiosity had overwritten the logical part of his brain, and he carefully opened the box up to see what was inside. He didn’t recall ordering anything recently, and a quick search through the archives of his brain brought up no results for something he may have preordered.

What if it’s work-related? That made him pause and shrug. Let’s see what’s…

“What the fuck?” Carl’s face twisted into a look of pure confusion as he reached in and pulled out the black lace lingerie set. He held it in front of him and eyed it as if it was some object from out of this world. The set contained a bra, thong, garter belt, and stockings.

“I… I didn’t order any of this.” Despite the revulsion that part of him was feeling, there was something else that had taken ahold of his body: fascination. Carl could not put the outfit down. His fingers gently caressed the soft, delicate black lace that he’d seen on the porn stars and adult models he masturbated to. There was just something about how the stockings shaped their legs that made him stir and get hard.

You want to wear it, don’t you?

The voice startled him. He dropped the clothes and backed away from the table. Where did that come from? The voice was different. He didn’t recognize it. In fact, it almost sounded…

“No, that can’t be it.”

Carl shook his head. In a flurry of motion, he tossed the clothes back into the box and closed the flaps. Instead of taking the box and dumping it in the trash bin like any logical person would do, he left it on the table and went into his living room where he tried not to think about it.

He did all that he could to avoid stepping foot in the kitchen, including eating his lunch and dinner in his living room. He ended up eating in there more often than not anyway, but this weekend, he did it specifically to avoid being in the same room as the box.

Carl didn’t sleep well Saturday or Sunday night. His dreams, though he couldn’t remember a single moment of them, were powerful. They had him tossing and turning and waking up both mornings in a cold sweat. Monday’s was so bad, he almost called out sick. But after a hot shower and breakfast, he felt a lot better and went to work.

 

Amy greeted him with a smile, and it wasn’t until he was halfway to his desk that he realized she looked different. Her hair was styled differently, and it was more blonde. Her makeup was heavier, and her eyelashes were fuller, lids adorned with darker eyeshadow and mouth painted in blood-red lipstick.

Carl had just put his ass in his seat when Ricardo came out of his office. He didn’t realize he stood at his approach until his boss patted him on the back.

“Hey, Carl, how was your weekend?”

“It was okay,” he muttered.

“Maybe next one will be better.” Ricardo grinned. “Say, you know what’ll make that Monday morning feeling go away? Some coffee.”

Carl nodded. He was feeling rather groggy and coffee often fixed that.

“You know who else could use some?” Ricardo looked over at Amy, then winked at Carl. “I think she likes ya!” He laughed, slapped Carl on the back, and turned to Amy. “Meeting time!” he said before entering the conference room. The man was such a flurry of energy this morning. It took Carl a few moments to process what just happened.

He looked over at Amy and watched as she got up from behind her desk and walked into the conference room. Even the way she walked was different, s her hips swinging back and forth. It wasn’t a drastic difference, but it was noticeable to those who were looking for it. What wasn’t subtle was the fact that Amy’s skirt was short enough to show the lacy tops of her stockings.

Carl sighed, then entered the break room for some coffee. There was no way someone that hot was into him. He stopped and stared at the machine, and for the very first time since he started working there, took in just how strange it looked. The design was sleek, with lots of shiny chrome metal pipes that culminated into a single spout the width of his pinky and controlled by a touch screen. Any hot drink imaginable, was available.

All Carl ever drank was your garden-variety coffee, but today he needed that extra boost. He tapped through the menu, and a few moments later, espresso-enhanced coffee filled his mug. He breathed it in deep and took a sip.

 

Carl stared at his phone, confused as the alarm rang loudly in his bedroom. He sat up in bed and looked around in a daze. His head throbbed, and the fact that his phone kept buzzing didn’t help. He silenced the alarm and yawned as he swung his feet off his bed.

“What the fuck?” he muttered and rubbed his forehead. Then, still half-asleep, Carl went about the rest of his morning ritual before heading over to work.

Amy greeted him as she normally did, with a friendly smile and a “hello.” Then, to Carl’s surprise, she added on, “Good job yesterday!” This made him look back at her, confused.

“Pardon?”

Amy stood and leaned forward on the desk. “You did a great job yesterday at the meeting. Everyone was impressed!”

“Huh.” Carl scratched his head. “Glad to hear it…?”

But Amy didn’t hear the upward inflection he added onto the end of that sentence. She was already back to work, typing away on her computer.

Am I suffering from memory loss? Maybe I should go see a doctor. He weighed the thought in his head as he walked over to his desk. He sat down and turned his computer on. A moment later, Ricardo paged him.

“Hey, Carl!”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo?” Carl cringed when he realized what he had said. He scanned the rest of the office to make sure no one else did. The only one within earshot was Amy, and if she heard him, she showed no sign of it. Where the fuck did that come from?

“You sound tired, dude. Why don’t you grab some coffee and then come into my office? I have some things I need to discuss with you.”

Carl cocked his head. Oh, shit, am I in trouble? “Am I in tr—”

“Nah, man! Good things. Big plans for you! Grab that coffee and come in on. No dilly-dallying.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo.” Carl cringed again. Harder this time. What the ever-loving fuck is wrong with me? He shook the cobwebs out of his head, then stood and grabbed a cup of coffee.

He knocked once on the door.

“Come on in!”

“You wanted to see me?” Carl asked as he hesitantly entered the executive’s office. He paused for a brief moment when he saw just how big it was.

Ricardo sat behind a massive wood desk in chair that was a head taller than he was. Except for a few scattered papers, the desk was immaculate. Several bookshelves lined the walls, filled to the brim with thick-spined tomes. Two large leather chairs faced the desk, but also filling the large space was a wide sofa with a low table in front. Carl spotted a bar, a recliner, even a big-screen TV mounted on the wall. All of this was illuminated by the floor-to-ceiling windows that stretched the entire length two walls of his corner office.

“Come, come! Sit,” Ricardo said, motioning to one of the chairs. “Enjoying the coffee?”

“Yes, sir.” Carl brought the cup to his lips and took a sip. He noticed it tasted a little bit better today.

“Excellent. Spent a lot of money on that machine. Coffee is the fuel of the office worker.” Ricardo chuckled, and by the time Carl started to laugh, the moment was gone.

“You wanted to—”

“That’s right, I did. You’ve been doing an excellent job since you started here, and yesterday just proved it.” Ricardo stood and walked around to the front of the desk. He leaned back against it and clapped his hands. “We’ve got big plans for you here, and we want to know if you’re ready to step up.”

There’s that damn meeting again. Should I ask what I did? Say that I don’t remember what happened? No. It sounds like he wants to promote me, which would mean a raise. Fuck it.

Carl grinned. “I am.”

“You sure?”

After a moment’s hesitation, he responded, “Yup.”

Ricardo nodded. “Let’s see if that’s the case.”

Carl frowned. “What are you—”

“Coffee time is now,” Ricardo said, interrupting him. Carl froze, eyes front, as if in a trance. “Okay, Carl, unbutton your shirt and drop your trousers. Let’s see if what you said is true.”

Carl silently obeyed. He stood and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing the black lace bra underneath. Ricardo nodded, clearly pleased. Carl continued, and after undoing his belt, let his pants fall to the ground, revealing the thong panties, garter belt, and stockings he wore underneath his clothes.

Ricardo circled the motionless Carl. “Extend your arms.”

Carl did, and Ricardo pulled up his sleeves and examined his arms. “Excellent, smooth as silk.”

He stepped in front of Carl and pulled down the front of his panties. Like his arms, Carl’s pubic hair was also completely gone. His cock hung limp. Ricardo stood and pulled aside the cups of the bra. Frowning, he reached around and grabbed Carl’s ass. “Nothing.”

He walked over to his desk and pressed a button on his phone.

“Zhang.”

A moment later, a voice replied, “Yeah, boss?”

“Up the concentration. Physical changes aren’t progressing fast enough.”

“Well, remember, this isn’t like Amy.”

“Yeah, I know. Do it, okay?”

A pause. “Okay, boss, I’ll take care of that right away.”

“Thank you.” Ricardo pressed a button on his phone and stared at Carl, who remained like a statue. “Get dressed and take a seat.”

Carl obeyed. He pulled his pants back up and buttoned his shirt.

A moment after he sat down, Ricardo uttered the key phrase. “Coffee time is over.”

“…talking about?” Carl blinked and looked around the office.

Ricardo’s cheerful expression returned. “I think a raise is in order, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Really? I mean, I really do appreciate that, and I am incredibly thankful.” After one week? Fuck yeah!

Ricardo smiled and walked back around to his chair. “I’ll get the paperwork sent over to our HR rep. You’ll see it on your paycheck this Friday.”

“Thank you so much!”

Ricardo sat down in his chair and smirked. “Keep up the good work. Dismissed.”

“I will, Mr. Ricardo.” Carl didn’t even react that time. He just turned and walked out.

“Oh, Carl.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo?”

Ricardo pointed to the cup of coffee on the table next to the chair. “Don’t forget your coffee.”

“Right, sorry!”

Carl exited the oversized executive office and returned to his desk. Before he could start anything, he heard a commotion coming from the break room. When he got up to check, he spotted Zhang and Mark fiddling with the coffee machine.

“Fuck this fucking contraption,” Zhang cursed under his breath.

“Is something wrong?” Carl asked from the doorway.

The two scientists stopped and looked at Carl. Mark’s face was impassive, while Zhang scowled.

“Just fixing the coffee machine,” Zhang said, his tone failed to mask his annoyance.

Mark shrugged. “Pipe sprung a leak.”

“You can go away now,” Zhang said, ending the awkward silence.

Carl, non-confrontational as he was, said nothing as he backed away from the breakroom door and returned to his desk. He ignored Zhang’s pissed-off muttering and wondered what crawled up that man’s butt and died.

 

Carl rolled over in his bed and looked at the clock on his nightstand. He had five minutes until his alarm would rudely wake him. His sleep had improved over the week, but he was still showing up to work needing that coffee to fuel his day.

He climbed out of bed and lumbered toward the shower. He brushed a couple strands of hair out of his eyes. Hold up, that’s new, he thought. He stopped midway to his bathroom to inspect his hair. When did it get so long? He tried to remember when his last haircut was, but failed. Guess it’s time to get it cut again.

The decision lasted only until he stepped foot into the bathroom and saw his reflection.

“Huh. You know, maybe I’ll keep it long…”

He inspected his hair from different angles and found that he liked how it looked. Yet some part of him was trying to tell him that something wasn’t right, that his hair shouldn’t be long enough to reach his nose.

But it was too early for all that, and he just shooed it away.

He stripped out of his clothes and tossed them into his bedroom. In the mirror he caught sight of something else. It wasn’t the fact that he was completely hairless from the eyebrows down, the razor he kept by the sink untouched since he started working at the company. It was the pair of breasts that had sprouted on his chest.

Well, calling them “breasts” would have been an overstatement. They more closely resembled the swelling from a pair of bee stings than what men had ogled since the dawn of civilization.

“What the fuck?” Carl’s mind didn’t even register the fact that his previously square-as-a-board body now had some actual curves. He was too focused on the little growths.

He touched them and instantly regretted it. Well, part of him regretted it. A different part of him loved it. It felt so good and told him to do it again. He resisted the urge and instead focused on the source of this. He had been living in that apartment for almost a year now, so there definitely wasn’t something in the water doing this to him. He was on no new medication, no strange diet.

The only change was…

Carl decided to skip the shower and the rest of his morning ritual altogether. He grabbed a t-shirt and jeans and drove straight to work.

“Oh, hey… Carl? What are you…?”

Carl ignored the somehow even more strikingly gorgeous receptionist and strode straight toward Ricardo’s office. He was thankful that Zhang was nowhere to be seen, otherwise he would’ve punched the asshole scientist in his face.

He threw open the door to Ricardo’s office. “What the fuck are you—”

“Why, hello, Carl,” Ricardo said, completely unfazed. “Something the matter?”

“Why, yes, there is something wrong.” Carl’s tone oozed sarcasm. “You’re doing something to my fucking body!”

Ricardo’s grin turned into a smirk, and with his eyes still on Carl, he leaned over to his phone. “Amy.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo?”

“Hold my calls for a few minutes.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo.”

“Well?” Carl folded his arms and glared at his boss.

“Do you know what time it is?” Ricardo squinted and tapped his chin with his finger.

“Why the fuck would I—?”

“Coffee time is now.”

Carl froze, mouth open and arms flung in the air out of frustration. A moment later, his arms returned to his sides and his mouth closed. The anger faded from his face and his expression turned placid.

Ricardo, on the other hand, sighed heavily. Anger welled up in him. He slammed his finger on the phone so hard he nearly broke it.

“Zhang!”

Silence.

“Zhang!”

“Yes, boss?”

“Get the fuck in my office! Now!”

A minute or so later, the door opened and Zhang ran in, flustered. “What’s the…” he spotted the placated Carl. “Oh.”

“What the fuck is going on here?” Ricardo stood so quickly his chair shot back and crashed into the wall behind him. He walked around the desk and pointed at Carl. “Why the fuck is he standing here in my office yelling at me about the changes his body is going through?”

Zhang opened his mouth to speak, but no words came. He closed it and looked sheepishly away from his boss to Carl.

“Well?! Why the fuck is he not some complacent, big-titted sex doll yet?”

“I don’t—”

“Didn’t I tell you to increase the concentration?”

“You did.”

“Well, did you?”

“Yes. We did. But I told you—”

“I don’t fucking care what you told me!” Ricardo flipped one of his chairs over. “They’re coming next Friday to inspect. If this fucker isn’t looking like Amy out there by then, you and Mark will be penniless and forced to work at some shitty lab in a third-world country for the rest of your goddamn lives!”

Zhang took a deep breath and straightened. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Now, give him a shot of the concentrate, change him into some work clothes, and put his ass in his desk. Then you sorry excuses for biochemists will triple the dosage in the machine. Understand?”

Zhang nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Ricardo said nothing. He picked his chair up off the floor and returned to his desk. He took a couple deep breaths until the anger left him.

He pointed at Carl. “Get him out of here.”

 

Carl yawned and looked away from his monitor to his cup of coffee. He rubbed his shoulder to quiet the throbbing ache. Must’ve slept weird on it, he thought as he took a sip. There was something off about the day. Like, he knew it was Friday, but he felt like there was something he was forgetting.

He thought about it for a moment, and after coming up empty, he shrugged and got back to work. Probably just the stress of the week.

Amy regarded him differently too. She seemed distant, as if she remembered something that he failed to recall. Like he’d let some secret slip while black-out drunk or something. But at the same time, there was something else distant about her. When he tried talking to her at lunch, she would lose focus. Sometimes she’d drift off mid-sentence or forget what she was talking about.

Carl attributed it to stress, and very much looked forward to sleeping in tomorrow morning. That was his favorite thing about the weekends: a chance to catch up on the sleep he’d missed out on during the week. When the day finally came to an end, he very excitedly left work and headed home.

 

He woke to the sound of his phone alarm. Carl grunted and rolled over. Then he sat up and looked around his bedroom. That’s not right, he thought. He fell over and grasped for his phone, but knocked it onto the floor. The short fall did not turn off the alarm and Carl was forced to expend energy to retrieve it.

He stared at his phone’s screen in disbelief. Six a.m., Monday morning it said. Monday already? I thought I’d have one more day to sleep in. Carl begrudgingly rolled out of bed and got ready for work.

“Looking good!” Amy smiled at Carl as he walked into the office.

“Thanks,” he replied. The compliment caught him off-guard, as a couple days before Amy had acted as if she had no desire being in the same room as him. I wonder what brought that on? Maybe he did something different that morning. He couldn’t remember, as he’d been half-asleep until he got into his car.

What he had done differently this morning was grab coffee on his way. There was a road closure which forced him to take a different route to work. Having not gone to the grocery store over the weekend, Carl had nothing to eat for breakfast. So when he saw the coffee shop on the corner with an illuminated “fresh bagels” sign, his stomach growled and he had to step inside.

The bagel was delicious and the coffee was good too, even if they spelled his name wrong. I mean seriously… Carla? It wasn’t even that loud inside. He didn’t notice until he was back in his car on his way, and when he did he couldn’t help but laugh. It was so wrong it was funny.

“You want some coffee?”

Carl looked up to see Amy hovering by his desk. She wasn’t so much as hovering as she was sitting on the edge, legs crossed like a femme fatale in a noir film. The hem of her skirt had ridden up high on her thighs, not only revealing the tops of her stockings, but the garter straps that held them up.

He opened his mouth to say, “No, I already had my coffee this morning,” but those words refused to leave his throat. He felt like Jim Carrey’s character in the movie Liar Liar when he tried to lie about the color of a pen.

Amy didn’t seem to notice. She just waited patiently, without a care in the world.

When words finally came out of Carl’s mouth, they were the complete opposite of what he’d intended. “Sure, I’d love some.” He found himself following her into the break room and watching as she brewed two cups.

“Good morning!”

Carl turned to see Ricardo standing in the doorway to the break room with that shit-eating grin of his.

“Good morning, Mr. Ricardo,” Carl and Amy said in unison.

Carl blinked and looked at Amy and his boss in turn. Did that just happen? That was fucking weird.

“How was your weekend?” Ricardo asked. “Good, I hope.”

Amy looked to Carl and winked. “I enjoyed it, that’s for sure.”

Wait, what? Did something happen between me and Amy? Did we have sex? Was I black-out drunk or something? Carl opened his mouth to respond, but all he could muster was a mix of subdued laughter and incoherent gibberish.

Little flashes of memory filled his mind’s eye faster than the flapping of a hummingbird’s wings. There was a woman’s laughter, flirtatious. It was Amy’s, and… she was in his apartment. She was showing him something, though he wasn’t sure what.

“…Carl?” Ricardo’s voice pulled him away from his thoughts. Amy and Ricardo stood in the doorway to the break room.

“Pardon?”

“You coming?” Ricardo said with a jerk of his head.

“To what?”

His boss laughed. “To the meeting, of course!”

“Oh, yeah, sure.”

Carl awkwardly shuffled into the conference room behind Amy and Ricardo. The room was very standard issue: there was a long table surrounded by comfy chairs, a flat screen TV mounted on the wall, and a minibar. It was only the second time that he had been in the conference room, or at least, the second time he remembered going in there.

Carl made his way to the far side and sat down in one of the chairs away from the door, far from where Amy and Ricardo sat.

The conference room became awkwardly quiet and after a couple moments of idly gazing about, Carl spotted Ricardo looking at him expectantly. Amy, who sat next to him, chewed on her lower lip while looking at the conference room door.

“Is no one else coming?” Carl asked.

“Just the three of us today,” Ricardo said. “The investors are coming on Friday, so I figured you can do a test run of your presentation for me and Amy.”

Carl hesitated. Then he panicked and tried not to show it, but he was pretty sure they could see the fear on his face. If they could, Ricardo and Amy didn’t show any signs of it. On the other hand, Amy looked a little out of sorts to begin with, even more ditzy than normal.

Carl stood and approached the front of the conference room. Before he could even say a word, Ricardo spoke.

“Coffee time is now.”

Carl straightened up and stared blankly ahead. Amy also straightened up in her chair and rested her hands on her lap. Ricardo smiled at the two of them and stood.

“Okay, Carl, let’s see how far you’ve come. Undo your blouse, drop your skirt, and free your hair.”

Carl silently obeyed. His gaze remained locked dead ahead as his fingers, now thin and feminine with long, polished nails, undid the buttons of his charcoal blouse to reveal a red lace bra. Then he reached over to the side and unzipped his gray skirt, letting it fall down to the ground to reveal the rest of his lingerie ensemble. In addition to the bra, Carl was also wearing a matching red thong and garter belt, dark stockings, and red high heels.

“Damn, they’re not growing fast enough,” Ricardo muttered. With his hands, he closely examined the breasts that filled Carl’s bra. They were B-cups, bordering on Cs. “They need to be bigger, much bigger.”

He reached up and carded his fingers through Carl’s hair, which now fell down just past his shoulders. “At least this growing at the right rate.” He looked back at Amy’s hair, which flowed down past her breasts in a long, wavy style.

Ricardo took a step back and pointed at the little bulge in Carl’s crotch. “Show me,” he commanded.

Carl’s fingers hooked around the band of the thong and pulled them down. Ricardo couldn’t help but giggle at what he saw. “Jesus Christ, that thing is pathetic.” He leaned forward and placed his thumb next to it. “Smaller than my thumb!” He looked up at Carl. “Didn’t think it would get that small so quickly.” He laughed and looked over at Amy. “Amy, give me the details of your weekend together.”

Amy blinked and stood. “Yes, Mr. Ricardo.” Then she walked over and stood next to Carl. “Carla and I spent the weekend together training. After overhauling her apartment and getting rid of anything with masculine overtones, I began instructing her on makeup application and necessary sex skills.”

Ricardo kept his eyes on Carl. “What did you cover?”

“Mostly cock-sucking and handjobs.”

A smile appeared on Ricardo’s lips. “Let’s test that out.” He dropped his pants and sat down on one of the conference room chairs. “Carla…”

Carl turned to Ricardo. “Yes, Mr. Ricardo?” His voice had lost most of its masculinity.

Ricardo pointed to his cock. “Let’s see what you learned.”

His smile grew wider as Carl knelt down between his legs and took his cock in his hands. After some playful stroking and fondling, Carl licked his lips and wrapped them around his boss’s dick.

“That, my friend,” Ricardo sighed, “is what a real cock looks like.”

He let out a satisfied groan as he slouched in the chair and watched Carl suck his cock. After a couple minutes, he patted Carl on the head. “That’s enough.”

Carl licked Ricardo’s shaft from the base to the tip before leaning back onto his heels.

“Better than some blowjobs I’ve had, but you’ve got a-ways to go.” He turned to Amy. “Why don’t you show her how it’s really done?”

Without a word, Amy got down on her knees and took Ricardo’s cock into her mouth, deepthroating it almost instantly. Ricardo flinched and grunted with approval. He looked away from Amy to Carl, who was knelt down next to Amy.

“See, Carla? This is how you—oh, fuck—really suck a—Jesus—cock!” He placed both his hands on the back of Amy’s head and held it there as he came.

Amy didn’t even flinch as she swallowed what came out. After a few moments, he released her head and she licked him clean.

“That’a girl,” Ricardo said as he playfully patted Amy on the cheek. He stood and put his pants back on before sitting back down. Amy cleaned herself up before getting back in her chair. Ricardo motioned to Carl with his head. “Back to where you were. Get your clothes back on.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo.” Carl stood and buttoned his blouse before putting his skirt back on.

When he was fully dressed, Ricardo issued the command. “Coffee time is over.”

Carl blinked. He looked over at Ricardo and opened his mouth to speak.

“Well done,” Ricardo said, clapping his hands. He stood. “Keep practicing and you’ll nail it on Friday.”

Carl cocked his head and watched Ricardo leave with Amy right behind him. A couple moments later, he was all alone in the conference room with a strange taste in his mouth.

 

The next day was pretty routine. The road was no longer closed, but Carl didn’t even think to go that way for another bagel and coffee. Instead, he went straight to work.

Amy greeted Carl as she always did, though for some reason, he could’ve sworn he heard her say “Carla.” He was too distracted by the fact that she very much now looked like a porn star.

There was no hiding this; it was the very opposite of subtle.

Her blouse was two sizes too small, and she’d left the top half unbuttoned. Her breasts, which had definitely grown several cup sizes since Carl first started working with her, were on the verge of bursting out. Her skirt covered only her ass and none of her legs, and her heels belonged on the feet of some stripper. She was even wearing a rhinestone choker.

He watched her from the break room across the office as he drank his morning coffee, which strangely enough, became the thing he looked forward to the most. It wasn’t the best he’d ever had, but there was something about it. It never failed to perk him up and give him the energy he needed to make it through the day. Still, it wasn’t as good as that one time he’d bought a bag of beans from one of those Latin American countries. He couldn’t remember which, just that it ended with an “a.”

Was it Valencia? Is that even a country?

Ricardo poked his head into the breakroom. “My office when you’re done.”

Carl didn’t even have time to react. By the time he opened his mouth, his boss was gone.

The door to Ricardo’s office was open, so Carl went right in. “You wanted to see me?”

His boss was typing furiously on his keyboard. “Have a seat, be with you in a sec.”

Carl did as he was told, and waited patiently as his boss seemingly took out whatever has been stressing him on the keys. After another minute, Ricardo sighed and turned his attention to Carl.

“Right, it’s been a month since you started here, so I figured it was time for a review.”

Wait, it’s been a month? That can’t be right. Carl lifted one of his brows. “Am I in trouble?”

Ricardo smirked. “No, no. You’re doing fine. But let’s see just how well you’re progressing.”

“What do you—”

“Coffee time is now.”

Carl’s position changed. He straightened his back, brought his knees together, and folded his hands in his lap. He stared straight ahead.

Ricardo stood and walked around to the front of his desk. He leaned against it and folded his arms. “Stand.” Carl did so without hesitation, his hands at his sides. Ricardo pointed to his groin. “Show me.”

Carl lifted up his skirt and pulled down the front of his panties. His cock and balls were still there, but it was as if he had just gotten out of an ice bath.

“Might have to give you another booster to speed that along,” Ricardo mumbled. He got up off the desk and stepped aside. “Time for your examination. Assume the position.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo,” Carl said with a slight bow of his head. He walked up to the front of the desk and bent forward, resting his elbows on the antique wood.

With a satisfied grin, Ricardo positioned himself behind Carl. He lifted up his skirt and squeezed Carl’s ass. “At least you’ve got a nice, thick ass,” he said. He loosened his belt and unbuckled his pants, letting them fall down to his knees. “I’ve been waiting to do this to you since you first walked in here. It’ll be nice when I don’t have to put you under.”

A couple quick strokes was all it took to get his cock hard. Ricardo spat into his hand and lubed up his rigid cock before burying it deep into Carl’s ass.

“Good god, you’ve got a tight ass. Have you never been fucked before?”

Carl said nothing. His face remained impassive as his boss pounded him from behind. Ricardo playfully smacked Carl’s ass and frowned when he got no response from his subordinate. “You need to hurry up and go braindead like Amy. Damn, she’s a good lay. I’m just going to pretend I’m fucking her.”

Ricardo closed his eyes and tilted his head back, letting Amy fill his mind’s eye. When the time came, he pulled out and grabbed a couple tissues to capture his load. “Can’t leave a trace. Not yet, at least.” He wiped himself clean, put his pants back on, and returned to his chair. “Clean yourself up then sit back down,” he commanded.

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo,” Carl said. He straightened back up and adjusted his outfit before taking a seat.

Ricardo shook his head. “Coffee time is over.”

Carl blinked.

“So keep up the good work,” Ricardo said. “I’ll follow up with you tomorrow.”

Carl frowned. “Thank you…?” That was weird. He couldn’t remember even having the conversation.

“That’ll be all, Carl. Back to work.” Ricardo turned away from him and back to his computer.

Carl hesitated for a moment, then stood and walked back to his desk, feeling slightly uncomfortable down below.

 

The next day brought much of the same thing. Amy was still looking like a porn star and the mediocre coffee still somehow did the trick for him. He was walking back to his desk when Ricardo paged him.

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo?” Carl said into the phone.

“Coffee time is now,” Ricardo said on the other end. “Come into my office.”

Carl hung the phone up and entered his boss’s office. Ricardo waited by his desk and started undoing his pants the moment Carl closed the door behind him.

“You know what to do,” Ricardo said.

Carl got down on his knees and took Ricardo’s cock into his mouth. He worked it hard, licking and sucking and taking the whole thing, pressing his nose to Ricardo’s pubic mound.

“Alright, bend over.”

Carl stood and bent over, grabbing the arm rests of one of the chairs that faced Ricardo’s desk. He wasn’t even in position when Ricardo lifted his skirt and pulled the thin strap of his thong aside, burying his cock into Carl’s ass. After a couple minutes of rough, uninterested fucking, Ricardo pulled out and sat back onto his desk.

He shook his head in disappointment. “Clean yourself back up and go back to your desk.” He leaned over and pressed a button on his phone.

Amy’s cheerful voice filled the office. “Yes, Mr. Ricardo?”

“Come to my office.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo.”

After straightening his skirt, Carl exited Ricardo’s office and passed by an eager-looking Amy on his way back to his desk. He sat and stared at his computer for a few moments before his phone rang. “Yes?” he said.

“Coffee time is over,” Ricardo told him.

Carl blinked. “Hello?”

“That’ll be all, Carl,” Ricardo said before his boss hung up.

That was weird, he thought as he hung up. He reached into his desk and pulled out some gum to take care of that strange taste in his mouth. Was that Amy I heard with him? He leaned over and saw she wasn’t at her desk. He looked back at the door to Ricardo’s office. The idea to sneak over there and place his ear against the wood lasted only a moment before it vanished. He blinked a couple times before shrugging and going back to work.

 

The next day, Carl was greeted by not only Amy when he first stepped into the office, but Ricardo himself. His boss was hovering beside Amy’s desk and not hiding the fact that he was openly flirting with her.

“Good mor—” Carl started.

“Coffee time is now,” Ricardo said.

Carl stopped while Amy didn’t even flinch. She just hummed to herself while going through the pile of papers on her desk.

“Come with me,” Ricardo said. He didn’t even wait for Carl; he just turned and walked off. Carl followed closely behind his boss as Ricardo entered his office. Carl closed the door behind him.

“Get on the desk,” Ricardo commanded. “I got cut off by some jackass this morning and need to relieve some stress.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo,” Carl said, his voice now completely feminine. Without so much a hint of hesitation, he positioned himself between his boss and the desk and bent over, placing his elbows on the wood.

“Spread your legs, you fucking dumb bitch.” Ricardo fumbled with his belt as Carl obeyed. With his pants down around his ankles and his boxers tugged down, he moved Carl’s skirt and panties out of the way.

“You’ve still got that tiny cock of yours, don’t you?” he said, fingers moving between Carl’s legs. It had shrunk down to half the length of a thumb, but still just as wide. Carl’s balls had withdrawn all the way back in, and the first signs of a brand-new vagina were present in the form of a shallow rift.

“It’s amazing, isn’t it?” Ricardo grunted into Carl’s ear as he buried his dick into him. “Soon you’ll be all woman and totally subservient, as you should be. I’ll even get to fuck you proper.”

Ricardo cocked his hand back and brought it down hard on Carl’s ass.

A little too hard.

Carl blinked. He found himself in his boss’s office. Then he realized he was bent over his boss’s desk and taking his cock up his ass.

“What the ever-loving fuck?!” Carl shouted, pushing Ricardo off of him and stumbled back. “What the fuck were you doing to me?!”

Ricardo frowned. “Coffee time is now.”

But it had no effect.

“What are you fucking talking about?” Carl said. Then he looked down and saw his body. He saw his breasts, his tight blouse, the short skirt, stockings and high heels; his panties, and his non-existent manhood. He looked up at Ricardo with fury in his eyes. “You fucking bitch! What did you do to me?!”

Carl didn’t even wait for a response. He lunged at Ricardo, hands outstretched. Both of them stumbled. Carl had apparently forgotten how to walk in high heels and Ricardo, with his pants down around his knees, tripped himself up. Carl fell forward as Ricardo fell back. They crashed into the lounge chairs and rolled off of them.

“Fucking pieces of shit,” Carl said as he tore off the heels.

Ricardo used the opportunity to scramble away while trying to pull his pants back up. “Zhang! Zhang, get the fuck in here!”

With the cumbersome shoes gone, Carl pounced. His fist connected with Ricardo’s jaw, but the force behind it was lacking. He was a lot weaker than he remembered. Ricardo, unfazed by the blow, shoved Carl back, but not before three of Carl’s talon-like nails made contact with Ricardo’s cheek.

“Oh, motherfucker!” Ricardo grunted as he brought his hand to his bleeding cheek. He lifted his foot into the air and kicked Carl right in the stomach, sending him flying back.

Carl knocked over chair and flipped over it, landing on his side, the wind knocked out of him. He gasped, desperate for air as Ricardo climbed onto his feet.

Only he didn’t go after Carl. He ran around to the other side of his desk and picked up his phone. “Zhang! Get the fuck in here now and bring a tranq!”

Carl had managed to get onto his knees and catch his breath when Ricardo’s office door flew open and Zhang entered with Mark right behind him.

“Jesus—what the fuck?” Zhang said, his face contorted in confusion.

Ricardo pointed at Carl, who was getting back into his feet. “Sedate him. Now!”

Zhang nodded and ran up to Carl. Mark moved behind him and grabbed his arms, pinning them behind his back as Zhang fumbled with the metal canister in his hands.

“No, stop!” Carl demanded. “Don’t you fucking da—”

His protest drifted off and vanished as Zhang placed the small cylinder on his neck and injected the sedative. Carl’s eyes closed and his body went limp. Mark released his hold and Carl fell to the floor.

“What happened?” Zhang asked, looking back and forth between the unconscious Carl and Ricardo. “Oh, shit! your face!”

Ricardo pulled his hand off his cheek and saw the blood. “Fucking dumb piece of shit.” He turned to Zhang. “Why the fuck did he snap out of it?”

Zhang looked down at Carl for a few moments. “What did you do that made him snap out of it?”

Ricardo hesitated.

“What did you do?” Zhang repeated. “Well?”

“I spanked him.”

“Why were you—” Zhang turned his gaze to Ricardo. “Wait, were you having sex with him?!”

“That doesn’t matter.” Ricardo tried to stealthily zip up his pants and fasten his belt, but there was no hiding what he’d done now.

“Dude, what the fuck?” Zhang slapped his forehead with the heel of his hand. “You couldn’t have waited until the conversion was complete? What is wrong with you?”

“Shut the fuck up, Zhang. I don’t care what you think. Just do what you’re told.”

“And what is that?” The head scientist threw his hands in the air. “What do you want me to do with him?”

“The investors will be here tomorrow.” Ricardo ran his fingers through his slicked-back hair. “Do whatever you need to do to make sure that she’ll be ready for her presentation. Give the stubborn piece of shit a triple dose of the concentrate.”

The two scientists exchanged worried glances.

“We don’t know what kind of effect a triple dose will have on his body,” Mark said.

Zhang nodded. “You saw what happened with Amy.”

“Well, yeah.” Ricardo waved his hand. “She’s right where we want her.”

“Physically, sure,” Zhang said, “but she doesn’t even have the mental capacity to do that job.” He pointed in the direction of her desk.

Ricardo rubbed his face, which ended up smearing his blood all over. “We’ll let the investors deal with that. Knowing them, they’ll take her off our hands and keep her for personal use.”

Zhang scratched his head. He looked over at Mark, who shrugged. “That make’s sense.”

Ricardo pressed his handkerchief to his bloody cheek. “If this works, both of you will get a big, fat bonus.”

The scientists looked at each other and nodded.

“Whatever you need, boss,” Zhang said.

“Triple dose, then take him home. If Carla doesn’t show up to work tomorrow completely obedient and fully formed down there, you’re both fucked.”

 

Carla smiled as she rolled over in bed. There was just something wonderful about the feel of her bedsheets on her naked body, especially when the fabric grazed her nipples. That made her feel oh-so good.

The early morning light filled her bedroom. According to the small bedside clock, she still had twenty minutes before her alarm would beckon her to leave the comfort of her bed and head off to work.

As if they already knew what to do, her fingers slid their way down between her legs. A throbbing ache in her shoulder forced her arm back and she shifted her position and rolled onto her back. She switched hands, and the moment her fingers found her wet opening, her back arched and a little gasp escaped her lips.

This feels so wonderful, but why… does it feel… wrong?

She pushed the thought aside as her fingers explored her depths further. It felt good, so very good. That’s all that mattered.

Her alarm sounded, and for a few brief moments, Carla considered just not going to work at all today. She could just stay there in bed and bask in the glory that was this wonderful body of hers.

Is it really mine?

The incessant buzzing from her phone killed the mood. Like crumbs on a table, she swept the nagging thoughts aside, grudgingly got out of bed, and stepped into the shower.

Something felt wrong as she washed away the morning grogginess. Her body felt wrong, like it was a lie. She tried to locate the source of these doubts as she sat at her vanity and did her makeup, but the source if it was gone. Echoes from somewhere distant.

“Fuck, I look amazing today,” she said as she glimpsed herself in her full-length mirror. Her makeup was killer and her outfit perfect. Today was the big day. She had to impress the investors.

That voice came back. It was trying to warn her of something. She ignored it as she turned to take a look at herself from the back. Her red skirt was so short it was almost embarrassing. It just barely covered her ass. It was so wrong, but at the same time so… right. She loved looking like this. She wanted to look sexy. She lifted her skirt and smirked when she saw the thin strap of fabric that called itself underwear vanish between her perfect ass cheeks.

No. Stop. This is a lie. You’re not—

“Oh, shut up, would you?” she said to no one. “You’re really annoying.”

The voice was gone. Satisfied with how she looked, Carla slipped on her high heels and headed off to work.

“Like, oh my god, you look totally killer,” Amy said as Carla walked through the door of the office. “I just want to—um—like, do stuff to you.” She giggled then looked away. “What was I doing?” She tapped her finger on her thick, swollen lips. Her eyes glazed over as she stared off into nothingness, which Carla noted, seemed to happen a lot lately.

Amy turned back to her. “Oh right! The, um, investors are like, coming today. Gotta be ready for ‘em!” She indicated the break room with her thumb. “You, like, want some coffee?”

Carla smiled. “Definitely. Gotta be ready for the investors!”

Amy grinned as she slid out from behind the tall receptionist’s desk and started toward the break room. Carla followed behind Amy, drinking in the walking sex object the blonde was. Her hips rocked back and forth like a pendulum, yet she moved so effortlessly in her six-inch platform heels. Her black pinstripe skirt didn’t even completely cover her apple-shaped bottom.

“Can you—um—help me with this?” Amy giggled.

Carla realized she had been so fixated on Amy that she hadn’t noticed they were already in the break room. She looked up to see Amy scratching her head as she looked at the coffee machine.

“I, ugh, used to know how to use this thing,” she giggled. “I’m such a ditz.”

Carla shrugged and got the machine working. A few moments later, they were both enjoying hot cups of the miracle morning drink.

This coffee isn’t even good. Why do I keep drinking it?

“Look!” Amy said in a hushed shout.

Carla followed her coworker’s finger to the main floor of the office. Ricardo and the other board members chatted with three men in suits as they exited the lab and headed toward the conference room. Amy was saying something, but Carla wasn’t paying attention. She had her eyes on Ricardo, who was walking toward them.

When he was close enough, she spotted the scratch marks on his cheek. How did he… Wait, did I…?

A scene played out in her mind’s eye. It was brief, as quick and as powerful as a bolt of lightning. It was Ricardo and… her. He was bleeding, and she was cussing him out.

Remember. Don’t forget who—

“Good morning, ladies!” Ricardo said as he entered the break room.

“Good morning, Mr. Ricardo,” she and Amy said in unison.

Remember. He is the rea—

“You all ready for your presentation?” he asked.

“I am!” Amy said, “I’m so ready!”

Ricardo turned to Carla. “Carla?”

She stared at him. He did this to you. Break free—

“Carla? You there?” He waved his hand in front of her face.

This is not who you are—

“Carla!” Ricardo snapped his fingers.

She blinked and turned her gaze to him. “Yes, Mr. Ricardo?”

“You ready for today?”

She looked over at the conference room. Am I forgetting something? She looked back at her boss. “Yes, I’m ready.”

He looked at her and she looked back at him. Then he smiled. “Alright. I know you two ladies will kill it in there.”

The door opened and Takamaru poked his head out. “They’re ready for you.”

Ricardo clapped his hands. “It’s time.” He turned and headed for the conference room with Amy right behind him.

Carla hesitated. What is this? Why am I feeling this apprehension? Why do I feel like something is terribly wrong?

“You coming?” Ricardo said.

Carla set the coffee cup down. “Yes, sorry.”

The conference room was completely full. Takamaru, Shawn, and Nicolas sat at the far end while Al, Mark, and Zhang sat in chairs alongside the back wall. Al eyed Carla like he was starving and she was a ribeye steak. Three men in suits sat up front, two on one side of the table while the other, visibly older than the other two, and who Carla assumed was the head investor, sat opposite them.

Ricardo directed Amy and Carla to stand in the corner on one side of the wall-mounted TV while he stood on the other and closed the door. He took a long look at the two women, and Carla noticed his smile was a little more menacing when his gaze landed on her.

He turned to the investors. “Gentlemen, it is a pleasure to have you here today. As you can see, your investment has borne fruit.” He motioned to Carla and Amy.

Carla heard the voice again. It’s all a lie. Get out. Hurry.

She saw the lead investor eyeing her, and she froze.

Run. Before it’s too late.

“Tell us about them,” the man said, eyes still on Carla.

“Of course,” Ricardo said. “But first, let me show you what they’re capable of.” He turned to Carla and Amy. “Girls, please demonstrate your hospitality with our guests.”

“Yes, Mr. Ricardo,” Amy said. She turned and headed for the two investors.

Carla replied the same, her body moving of its own accord toward the head investor. She glanced over to the other side of the table. Amy was already on her knees between the legs of one of the men, his cock in her mouth. She turned back and saw the man smiling at her as he spread his legs expectantly. She got on her knees and unfastened his belt, then opened the front of his pants.

As she freed his hardening cock from his underwear, she heard Ricardo speak.

“Amy was someone we got from a temp agency. As you can see here, she was what you’d call… a diamond in the rough. She was heavy-set and really drab.”

Carla peered back over her shoulder at the presentation while her hands worked the man’s cock. Was that Amy? The woman she saw up on the screen looked almost nothing like the woman who at this moment was taking a cock from both ends. The woman on the screen had short blonde hair in a pageboy cut. She wore a long-sleeved sweater and pants with very little makeup.

Smack! “Oh, fuck!” Amy screamed.

Carla looked over. One of the investors has his cock buried deep inside her pussy. There was a glowing red hand print on her bare behind. The other investor grabbed a fistful of her hair and pushed her head back onto his cock. Carla looked up at the investor in front of her. He smiled down at her as she took his cock back in her mouth.

Ricardo continued. “Once we nailed the serum and finalized the design on the nanomachine delivery system, we just needed to find a way to give it to them on a regular basis where they wouldn’t suspect a thing. The more unaware they are, the easier it is for the programming to take hold and the physical changes to go by unnoticed.”

Carla could hear Amy’s moans and the grunts of the men plowing her. She looked up at the man whose cock she was deepthroating. He paid no attention to her, his eyes on the presentation.

“Tell me,” Ricardo continued, “what is something that the typical office worker consumes every single day?” He paused for a moment. “Coffee.”

Coffee? I… I drank the coffee every day.

“The office worker depends on it. It’s the fuel that gets them through the morning, and often enough, the afternoon too. So we fed them the nanomachines in their morning cup of Joe, and they were none the wiser.”

“Very clever,” the man said. He patted Carla on the back of her head.

“Amy’s transition wasn’t perfect. Her physical changes went a little beyond what we had planned, and her mental capacity, well… let’s just say she won’t be solving any complex math problems anytime soon.”

This ignited a bout of laughter from everyone in the room.

“Then there was Carl.”

Carl? That’s weird. Sounds like... my…

“We know we were supposed to hire two women, but we decided to hire a man.”

Carla let the cock fall out of her mouth. She turned and stared up at the screen. There was a picture of a man up there. He was thin, with short brown hair and chestnut eyes. He looked strangely familiar. Almost as if…

Ricardo grinned. “The programming took root by the end of the first week, and the physical changes started the week after.” He turned to Carla and motioned to her. “Carla, come up here, would you?”

She hesitated a moment, but she stood and moved next to Ricardo.

“Tell me, gentlemen, would you believe me if I told you that this hot piece of cock-sucking ass was a man not three weeks ago?” He turned to her. “Show them, slut.”

Carla bowed her head slightly. “Yes, Mr. Ricardo.” She lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, revealing a moist, soaking wet pussy.

Is he talking about… me?

“You should’ve seen it,” Ricardo laughed. “His cock shrank so much, it got down to like, the size of my pinky finger!” He extended his finger for the three men to see, but only the senior investor was paying attention. The other two were enjoying Amy too much to really care. “Identify yourself, Carla.”

Carla straightened, her body at attention. “My name is Carla, and I live to serve and obey. I am yours to command.”

Carl. That was me. I was… I was… I was… Oh, no!

“Carla, why don’t you show the man just how much of a woman you are now?”

She didn’t move. She just stood there, frozen in fear and realization. She was Carl. She used to be a man. They did this to her.

“Carla.” Ricardo’s voice was firm, stern.

“What’s wrong with her?” The senior investor crossed his arms. “Is there an issue with the programming?” He shook his head. “Is she not truly ready? We agreed on—”

“I know what we agreed on,” Ricardo said. “I promise you she’s ready. There was an issue with the programming, but it’s been taken care of.”

Carla found herself backing away, moving toward the door. She looked down at her hands, at her long polished nails and the shiny gold and rhinestone bracelets.

“You…” She turned to Ricardo. “You did this to me… Why?”

In the corner of her vision, she saw the other board members get to their feet. Only the senior investor and Al stayed seated.

“Think about it, Carla. What kind of life were you living before this place?” Ricardo took a step toward her. “You were highly educated, and what did that get you? You had to settle for a glorified secretary position. Think about it how much better your life is now.”

It is better. You’re incredibly beautiful. You serve a purpose. You’re wanted.

“But look at her!” Carla pointed to the sex-crazed Amy. “I don’t want to be like that!”

“That was an error,” Takamaru said.

How did he get so close so quickly?

“That won’t happen to you. We promise.”

“Tell you what, Carla.” Ricardo motioned for Takamaru and Zhang, who had also closed the gap to back down. “We’ll give you a choice.”

She took another step back and felt the glass door of the conference room resist her. She was trapped. “What are my choices?”

“We undo the changes and return you to your boring failure of a previous life. Or you stay like that, your pay triples, and you won’t become like Amy.” Ricardo spread his hands.

“What do I have to do?”

Ricardo pointed to the senior investor. “You just need to have sex with him. When the deed is done, if you hate and despise it, we can give you back your old life. If you love it, well… I’m sure you’ll want to stay. What’ll it be?”

Carla eyed the man. His cock wasn’t that big; it was average at best.

Don’t trust him. He’s tricking you.

“Just have sex with him?” she asked. Ricardo nodded. Amy’s moans and groans filled the conference room. She was sandwiched between the two investors; one cock in her pussy, the other in her ass. Her massive tits bounced freely, her eyes glazed over and her jaw slack.

“She’s sure enjoying it.” Ricardo jerked a thumb over at the lust-stricken receptionist. “Can’t be that bad right? Why not give it a shot? Not a lot of guys can say they’ve experienced sex as a woman.”

Don’t do it. It’s all a—

“Okay,” Carla said. “I’ll do it.”

Ricardo extended his hand. Carla stared at it for a moment before she shook it. The board members and the scientists returned to their seats. Ricardo half-sat on the table and watched as Carla approached the still rock-hard senior investor. His cock glistened with a mix of her saliva and his precum.

He’s prob really close to cumming. Just get it over with.

She took a deep breath and positioned herself over him. She lifted one leg, then then other, and lowered herself onto his hard cock.

Carla had to use all her willpower to stop herself from throwing her head back and moaning. She gritted her teeth and stifled the erotic outburst as she took him deeper and deeper inside of her.

Oh… Oh, fuck this… this is too…

She began to rock her hips, squeezing the back of the chair so firmly that her knuckles turned white. The investor’s hands roamed her breasts, and she looked down to see him smiling wide as he squeezed and played with them.

Jesus fuck… This is… Oh, fuck, this is too good… So wonderful…

The investor ripped her blouse open and freed her tits from the bra, running this thumbs across her perky nipples. There was no hiding her reaction.

“Ohhh, fuck!” she moaned. “Oh! Oh! Oh, fuck!”

She rode him faster and faster. Then she was on her back. When did she get on the table? It didn’t matter. She was looking up at the ceiling, up at the man fucking her with unbridled passion. It felt so good. How could it be this amazing?

“Oh, fuck me! Oh, fuck! Oh! Oh! Ohhhhh!”

The investor jerked and spasmed as he exploded inside of her. His hot seed filled her, and she herself left this world. It struck her like a tidal wave and carried her to places she never thought possible. Her vision blurred and her body went completely limp.

When she finally came to, the investors were shaking the hands of the board members. How long was she out? She managed to prop herself up with her elbows and saw the puddle of cum and her own sexual fluid between her legs. Most of it had spilled onto the ground.

She looked around and saw Amy seated in one of the chairs. Her eyes were closed, but her face was plastered with cum. It covered her chest, oozed out of the corners of her mouth and dripped down from between her legs.

“Jesus fucking Christ, what a mess,” Ricardo said.

“We’ll have to get new carpet in here,” Shawn laughed.

Ricardo motioned to the unconscious Amy. “Get her out of here and clean her up. She’s going with them.”

Zhang and Mark wrestled with the unconscious Amy. “Ew, gross,” one of them muttered. Carla watched them carry Amy out. Everyone but Ricardo followed. When they were all gone, he wheeled one of the chairs over and sat down.

“So, how was it?”

“It was amazing.” She couldn’t lie. The fact that they had done this to her, that they had forced this body upon her, was seemingly unimportant. She didn’t care; she was too wrapped up in just how amazing it felt having sex as a woman. “I can’t believe it can feel that good.”

“Say the word and you can go—”

“No, wait…” She looked away from him. Her cheeks turned bright red. I’m sorry, Carl. There’s no way I can go back to being you. “I want to stay like this.”

Ricardo smiled. “I thought you—”

“On one condition.”

Ricardo raised an eyebrow.

“Remove the programming. I want my mind to be my own.”

“Done.” Ricardo extended his hand and Carla shook it. “Welcome to the team, Carla.”

 

Carla didn’t get much done over the weekend. In fact, she spent most of it naked in her bed. The only reason she showered was because she got a whiff of her body odor, and spending all day pleasuring yourself made the human body smell really bad. But Monday came, and she got out of bed when her alarm rang.

She was the first in the office. It was strange seeing it so quiet. She used the opportunity to really explore the place. Her keycard unlocked all the doors, except the heavy metal security door that led to the lab. She turned on all the lights and powered up the computer as she sat down at her new desk. With Amy gone, she was now the receptionist, and like any good receptionist, she greeted everyone with a smile as they came in.

At around nine, the door opened and a man approached the desk. He was short and fat, with greasy hair and a really unattractive neckbeard. He grinned when he saw her, and Carla instantly knew the kind of man he was, which was why she leaned forward and exposed her breasts as he told her he was here for the interview.

“Yep, I see you here on the schedule. But you’ve arrived just a little early, so Mr. Ricardo isn’t ready for you yet.” She glanced over at the break room. “You want some coffee?”

“Yes, please! I’m dying for some,” the man said, failing to hide his downward glances.

Carla smiled and scooted out from behind the desk. The man followed her to the break room, and Carla could feel his eyes all over her. After a few moments, she handed the cup to the man and he took a sip.

“It’s pretty good.”

Carla smiled. “It’ll change your life.”

 


THE ROOMMATE

 

“Hello?” Jessica held the phone with her shoulder as she flipped through the magazine. She was sitting on the couch in her living room, feet up on the table in front of her, making faces at the heavily-airbrushed photos of bikini-clad women in the newest edition of Sports Illustrated magazine. She didn’t normally read magazines like that, but it was pouring rain outside, and in lieu of anything else to do, she’d begun to read. Three hours later, this magazine was the only piece of “literature” she hadn’t blown through. Honestly, she was grateful for the phone call—now she had an excuse not to keep reading it.

“Hi, this is Allen,” a man said on the other end. “I called the other day about the room for rent in your condo.”

Jessica tossed the magazine down on the table and switched her phone to her hand. She sat up straight, changing her demeanor from slacker to professional.

“Oh yeah,” she said much more attentively. “I remember you. What can I do for you?”

“I was wondering if there’s a good time for me to come by, either today or tomorrow, to check out the place.”

She picked up her smartphone off of the table and opened up her calendar app, scanning the dates for a vacancy.

“Definitely,” she replied after a moment. “How does three-p.m. today sound?”

There was a long pause on the other end. Then:

“All right, sounds good. I’ll be there at three.”

“See you then!” she chirped, hanging up the phone.

She leaned back onto the couch and set her phone next to her, exhaling slowly as she gazed out the window of their apartment. She had been living there with her friend and roommate, Susan, for almost two years. It was a luxurious three-bedroom, two-bath apartment situated in west Los Angeles within walking distance of the beach. The building had an amazing view of the Pacific Ocean, and as she watched its waves roll lazily toward the shore, she thought about the circumstances that had warranted the phone call she had just received.

Originally, she and Susan had move in with another roommate, Tina, but she had moved to Paris six months ago. For a while, they were able to pay the rent on their own, but as time passed, the financial burden became nearly unbearable, and it was clear that a new roommate was in order.

After nearly a month of searching, they hadn’t found a single reliable tenant; all who had shown interest eventually backed out for one reason or another. Out of sheer desperation, they had lowered their standards and began opening the vacancy up to male candidates. The man on the phone—Allen—was the first one who actually seemed interested in the room, rather than the two beautiful women that came along with it.

The sound of Susan emerging from the shower drew her attention to the bathroom door. Susan stepped out wearing a loose t-shirt and sweats with her wet hair draped over the towel around her neck.

“Who was that on the phone?” she asked her.

“That was Allen,” Jessica replied. “I've told you about him already… he might become our roommate.”

Susan’s ocean-blue eyes lit up with recognition. “Oh yeah, him. So, what—is he coming by to check out the place? I’d really like to meet him.”

Jessica nodded. “He’s coming by around three.” She watched Susan’s face fall.

“Damn! I’ll be at work.” She pouted. “You’ll have to tell me everything when I get back. And don’t skimp on the details!”

“Don’t worry,” Jessica replied, hesitantly picking up the magazine she was reading earlier. She exhaled heavily, trying to remember where she left off in the brain-numbing editorial. 

 

Three-o’-clock eventually rolled around, and Jessica heard a knock at the door. Between the phone call and the appointment, she had showered and changed out of her pajamas and into actual grown-up clothes. She decided to wear something that would cover up most of her body as a test of Allen’s intentions, choosing a loose pair of jeans and a long sleeve shirt covered by one of her favorite hoodie. The once blue sweatshirt had faded into a dull gray from the many washings.

“Hello!” she greeted as she answered the door. “Wow, you’re right on time.”

Allen stood in the doorway. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans, but he didn’t look at all sloppy. His brown hair was nicely-combed, and his face was clean-shaven. He smiled.

“I thought I would get here a little later, but thankfully, there wasn’t much traffic.”

She stepped aside and motioned for him to enter, subtly smelling him as he walked by her. No body odor and no trace of pot or cigarettes, she thought. He actually smells good! He waited for her in the entryway as she closed the door behind him.

“Follow me,” she said, leading him into the kitchen. It was a good-sized space, with granite counter-tops and state-of-the-art stainless steel appliances. The sink was free of any dishes and all the surfaces were clean and spotless, a condition Jessica hoped to keep it in.

They sat down across from one another at the kitchen table. Jessica ran over the interview questions in her mind.

“Nice place,” he said, looking around from his seat.

“I’ll give you the tour when were done.” She clicked her pen. “Tell me about yourself.”

“Well, I graduated from a four-year degree program majoring in computer science with a minor in environmental science. After that, I got a job with a software developer. The pay was decent, and I was living with another guy in a tiny two-bedroom apartment. He was quiet and kept to himself, but my room was as big as a dorm room. I recently got a major promotion, which included a bigger paycheck, so I decided to move out of that dinky place into something much nicer.”

Jessica was impressed. “Wow, that's pretty cool,” she said, thinking of the financial stability his promotion could offer them. “Want a tour of the place?”

Allen smiled. “Sure, I’d love to.”

The kitchen opened up to the living room. It was decorated with potted plants, art on the walls, and other odds and ends that made the place warm and homey. There were several chairs and a large couch, all facing the big flatscreen TV on the wall.

The rest of the living room area was comprised of a well-stocked mini bar, a small pool table, and several huge windows with beach views that, when opened, let in a pleasant ocean breeze that could cool the whole apartment. There were magazines and books on the table, and just like the kitchen, the place was clean and spotless.

Allen approached the entertainment center housing the flatscreen TV and began perusing the DVDs stacked alongside of it. They had some of every genre, but most were action and sci-fi.

“I really like your movie library,” he said.

“Yeah, we’re a little nerdy,” Jessica admitted.

“No worries. I’m a geek myself.”

She smiled. This guy’s not so bad. He’s definitely not one of those bodybuilder bros that obsess over their bodies, and he hasn’t tried to hit on me, either. So far, so good. 

“This way to the bedrooms,” she said, gesturing to the wall opposite of the TV. There was a narrow hallway with two doors on the left, one at the end, and a large doorway on the right. Sliding wood-panel doors hid whatever was in that room.

“Okay, on the left side are mine and Susan’s rooms.” She opened one of the doors. “This one is mine, and Susan’s is on the far end. We also share a bathroom.”

She closed the door and they walked down to the end of the hall.

“This,” she said as she opened the door, “will be your room—should you decide to move in, anyway.”

The bedroom was L-shaped with a bathroom at the very end. It was a good size; not big, but not too small, either, and perfect for just one person. It had a shower/bath combo, an ‘industrial strength’ toilet, a porcelain sink above a large, wooden cabinet, and a mirror with vanity lighting.

“Wow, this is nice.” Allen said, looking around.

“It differs from mine and Susan's, but you get your own bathroom. Also, because we’re at the corner of the building, you also get a nice view of the ocean.”

She opened the window and the two of them looked out at the blue Pacific. It was a sunny day and the breeze was refreshing.

 “It’s definitely bigger than my current bathroom, and a lot nicer, too,” Allen said. “And that’s certainly a view that can’t be beat.”

Jessica smiled. She couldn’t believe things were going so well.

They left the room, and as they were walking back towards the kitchen to finish up the tour, Allen noticed the large wood-panel doors. “What's in this room here?”

“Ah,” Jessica said, sliding one of the large panels aside. “This is the laundry room.”

The room was bare, except for the high-end washer and dryer, several empty laundry baskets, and a rod with a bunch of empty hangers.

“You should see what it looks like on laundry day,” she said with a smile. “I’m a clean freak. You probably noticed the kitchen. But when it comes to clothes, I can’t stand seeing a full hamper.”

She closed the door and they walked back to the kitchen, sitting down again at the table.

“What do you think?” she asked him, opening a can of soda.

Allen beamed as he meandered around the kitchen. “I love it!”

She took a long sip of the soda, her mind already envisioning life with Allen in the apartment. “Awesome, just what I wanted to hear. I’ll send you over all the necessary paperwork and you can move in whenever you’re ready—just be sure to give me a call ahead of time so I can put it on my calendar.”

Allen was so excited, he didn’t know what to do with his hands. He crossed them in front of him only to put them in his pockets seconds later. “Will do.”

They stood up, shook hands, and Allen left, excited about the new place. 

 

Three uneventful months went by, and Allen, Jessica, and Susan were getting along quite nicely. The girls were both glad he wasn’t trying to hit on them every hour of the day, and Allen proved to be courteous and respectful, often offering to do dishes or other chores. Jessica turned him down every time, mainly because she liked cleaning the place herself. Even so, he still offered every now and then.

He was quiet kept to himself in his room, but he wasn’t a shut-in. He was social and went out with his friends every weekend and joined the two women every time they had a movie night.

Everything was going great—until one fateful laundry day.

Damn, I really need to take a shower, Allen thought that morning, smelling himself as he got out of bed. He stood up and stretched, staring out of the large window at the ocean. I love lazy Saturdays.

He stripped off all his clothes and threw them at his hamper, which nearly toppled at the weight of the clothes pile. I guess it’s about time I do my laundry, he thought to himself. I’m surprised it isn’t overflowing.

After toweling off, Allen returned to his bedroom to get dressed.

“Ah, nuts. Looks like I'm out of clean underwear,” he said, staring at his empty drawer. “Looks like I’ll just wear a dirty pair from… what the—?”

He walked over to his hamper only to find it empty. Completely empty. Looking around, he found a sticky note on the wall next to the hamper. It had Jessica’s handwriting on it.

 

Allen:

 

I'm sorry, but when I came in to say that Susan and I were leaving, I noticed the state of your hamper, and well, I couldn’t control myself :)

 

Your clothes are getting washed and will hopefully be done when you get out. By the way, Susan and I are both gonna be gone until late tonight, so do what you please, but don’t make a mess of the place!

 

- Jessica

 

“Balls.”

He walked out of the room, still wearing nothing but the towel, and headed into the laundry room. He hoped that she was right about the timing.

When he slid open the large wooden door, he heard the sounds of the machines working. He looked at the washer and noticed it still had 30 minutes left, and the dryer showed the same.

He sighed and climbed up onto the wooden table next to the machines, planning on waiting it out in his towel when something caught his eye.

When he’d walked into the laundry room, his focus had only been on the machines. His tunnel vision had prevented him from noticing that the walls of the laundry room were filled up with lots of women’s clothes and underwear.

“Whoa.” He climbed off the table and walked up to the racks.

Various ladies’ undergarments were hanging on the walls in all sorts of colors, styles, and fashions. An idea popped up into his head, something he’d thought was lost forever. He was surprised to find that it wasn’t.

Jessica’s words on how she and Susan weren’t going to be back until late that night echoed in his head. Breathing deeply, he browsed through the selection, gingerly touching all the different fabrics.

He gently pulled down a black bra and a matching pair of panties and set them on the table, making a gap on the rack so that he’d know where to put them back. Scanning the rest of the rack, he found something even better: a black corset with cups and garters. He grabbed it, put the bra back, and then set the new garment on the table.

He dug through one of the baskets and pulled out a pair of black stockings and set them on the table next to the other items. His mind was set. There was no going back.

Taking one more deep breath, Allen set his towel on the floor. The panties were the first to be put on, the light material tickling the insides of his legs. Then he climbed up onto the table and proceeded to roll the stockings up his long, slender legs. The dark nylon hugged his legs, hiding the little hair he had on them. After sliding both of them on, he got up off the table, grabbed the corset and stepped into it, pulling it up his body. 

He reached behind to his back and fastened the clips, thankful that it wasn’t laced. Needing to stuff the bra, he grabbed some socks from the large basket and filled the cups.

“Man this is tight,” he said to himself. He felt up the sides of his body and noticed the more defined hourglass shape the garment gave him. His hips were anything but womanly, but the narrowed waist helped with the illusion. He bent down and fastened the tops of the stockings to the garters that hung from the corset.

Looking down at his stocking-clad feet, he realized he was missing the most important piece: shoes.

It was easy enough grabbing the clothing from the laundry room, but going further required infiltrating the ladies’ bedrooms and bathroom. He made a mental note to put everything back exactly where it belonged. The last thing he wanted was the women to find out he wore their clothes.

The nightmare scenario played out in his head. They came back and found their stuff disturbed. What then? Would they chastise him? Call him names? Would they kick him out of the apartment?

His mind switched to the other possibility. What if they forced him to dress up, instead? Would they turn him into their slave? Make him clean and serve them in some ridiculous maid outfit?

He stopped before the scenarios got out of hand in his mind. No, they won’t find out. They mustn’t.

But why couldn’t he stop? If he wanted to make sure they didn’t find out, why not just put the undergarments back? His old fantasies were pulling him forward, urging him to continue.

You know you want this.

He grabbed his towel and walked out of the laundry room, nearly slipping on the wooden floor of the hallway. He quickly made a stop in his room, tossing the towel onto the floor and then stood in the hallway outside Jessica’s door. He remembered Susan occasionally poking fun at Jessica because she apparently had big feet. If Susan’s jests had some truth to them, then there was a chance Jessica’s shoes could fit his feet. The stockings would help if they were a tight fit, but if they were too small, his feet would cramp and the experience wouldn’t be the least bit enjoyable.

He slowly opened her door. The sun was shining into her room, its light coming down right on her closet door. He walked up to her closet and slid it open.

His eyes turned to her bed. Jessica was a beautiful woman; a tall brunette with light green eyes. She was smart and funny, yet in the few months he’d lived there, he’d never heard her mention a boyfriend.

Susan, on the other hand, was more proactive. She was shorter than Allen, but her killer body got all the attention from the boys. She was too outgoing for him, and she always seemed to get a little too drunk when she went out to the bars or clubs. Allen would be lying if he said he never fantasized about having sex with either of them.

Bringing his mind back to the matter at hand, he stepped into Jessica’s walk-in closet looking for her shoes. Fortunately, he wouldn’t have to do any digging to find them; they were all neatly lined up on the floor. He laughed when he saw how organized they were. It made it easy to find the ones he wanted.

After glancing over the selection, he picked up a pair of black patent pumps with five-inch heels. The black leather shined brightly, as if they had just been polished that morning.

He took the shoes and sat on the edge of her bed. He set them on the ground and slipped his feet into them, praying they would fit. Like Cinderella being found by her prince, the shoes fit perfectly. They were slightly small, but the stockings helped them slide on, and they were snug enough to where they wouldn’t come off when he walked.

He let out a sigh of relief and stood up. The heels were high enough to make him wobble, even while he was standing still. Taking a minute to adjust, he slowly stepped forward. He stopped in front of the full-length mirror.

He admired his reflection, focusing on his body from the neck down. Seeing his male head on top a body clad in lingerie and wearing high heels easily broke the illusion. Years ago he would’ve killed for this opportunity. Two large closets full of clothes and shoes and dressers full of every type of undergarment he would imagine. All at his disposal.

Allen marveled at how well the clothes fit him. At how the stockings accentuated the curves of his leg and how the corset shaped his otherwise straight body. He turned and stared at his ass in the mirror, bending his knees slightly and leaning forward to push it out further. The heels made it look fuller, perkier. He wiggled his ass and bit his lip playfully, causing his groin to stir to life, hardening in his panties.

The beeper on the washer and dryer went off, and the suddenness of it scared him so much that he almost fell over. After he’d regained his composure, Allen walked to the laundry room, savoring the sound of his heels clicking on the hardwood floor, and switched loads. A few moments later, he excitedly returned to his “adventure.”

His stomach rumbled, reminding him that it was still morning and he hadn’t had breakfast yet. Deciding to stay dressed, he walked into the kitchen and made a cup of coffee and toast. He remained standing, finding it rather uncomfortable to sit in the shape wear. Looking down at his body, then at the clock on the wall, he made the decision to go into the next phase.

I can’t do this half-assed. I've gone this far. I gotta go all the way.

Allen put the mug into the sink and walked into the ladies’ shared bathroom. Looking around, he noticed there was a brunette wig on the vanity, as well as a ton of various kinds of makeup.

That's the wig that Susan wore the other day when she wanted to see what she looked like as a brunette.

Susan had very blonde hair and was always proud to say that it was naturally that bright. However, she was always curious as to what she would look like with other hair colors. Instead of dyeing her hair, she would buy a wig and wear it around for a week. He remembered her trying on red hair, which she stopped after two days.

He sat down at the vanity and began the long process. He had shaved his face not too long ago, so his skin was nice and smooth. He applied some foundation, and then slowly progressed further.

Not knowing a thing about makeup color theory, he went with whatever he remembered the women wearing: purplish-gray eye shadow, mascara, a light layer of blush, and finishing up with a coat of ruby red lipstick. He decided not to try to put on fake fingernails, as the smell would linger in the apartment.

When he was done, Allen grabbed the wig and put it on. He stood up and walked back into Jessica’s room and looked into the mirror.

What he saw wasn’t Allen, but a gorgeous brunette staring back. She was feeling up her sides, rubbing her fingers up and down her nylon encased legs. Her right hand slid up the front of her panties, up the corset, in between the cleavage, and eventually traced her lips. The bulge in her panties grew, and the sight of it snapped him back to reality.

“Oh my god! What am I doing?!” he said as he snapped out of the trance. “I need to cover up.”

He looked around and found the black dress that Jessica was wearing the other day. Not wanting to see himself wearing the sexy lingerie, he slid the dress on.

He left her room and closed the door, heading for the living room. The heels clicked on the floor and echoed in the empty apartment.

He sat down on the couch, hoping that watching the TV or maybe a movie would take his mind off of recent events. But even with the TV on, his mind kept going back to when he was standing in front of the mirror. The woman in the reflection was beautiful. Realizing that that woman was none other than himself was scary.

The TV failed to distract him. After watching no more than twenty minutes of it, his body was twisting and turning with nervous anticipation. He had to stop before things got out of hand. If he let himself go, Jessica and Susan might find him in one of their bedrooms playing with their toys. Or worse, he might just leave the apartment and go looking for a seedy back alley somewhere.

Returning to Jessica’s room, Allen slid off the dress and hung it back up. Once more saw himself in the mirror. He sat down on her bed next to the night stand. He knew that if she had any toys, it would be there. He bit his lip, his eyes fixated on the small drawer.

Then the phone rang, and he nearly jumped out of his skin.

It was enough to end the internal battle. He removed the wig and put it back on the fake head on the counter and left the bathroom. He kicked off the high heels and put them back into the closet. Closing her bedroom door behind him, he returned to the laundry room.

Everything was exactly how he’d left it. The dryer had finished it cycle and his clothes were calling out to him.

Removing the stockings and panties, he checked for any signs to show that he wore them, squinting as he looked for any stray hairs in the lacy garment. When his search came up empty, he put them back in the basket where he found them and removed the corset.

After putting lingerie back up on the racks where it belonged, he went back into his room and took another shower. He scrubbed his face clean of makeup and laid down in the tub, letting the water pound onto his face and chest.

After awhile, the phone rang again, and he got out of the tub and dressed himself in his newly-laundered jeans and t-shirt. Then he went into the kitchen to check the messages. Both were from telemarketers.

His stomach rumbled, and in response, he made himself a sandwich and sat back down on the couch to watch a movie while he ate his lunch. The images from his dress-up session replayed in his head as he tried to focus on the film flickering across the screen.

The day went by as he went from the TV to his computer and back. After hours of movies, television, and video games, he looked out the window. The sun was low on the horizon and the sky was getting dark. He shut down the console and decided to go out for dinner.

When he returned, Jessica was sitting on the couch. Her posture and demeanor reminded him of the father of the girl he took to the prom.

She was waiting for him.

“What's up?” he asked her.

“What were you up to today?” she replied tersely.

“Oh, nothing. I spent half an hour in the laundry room waiting for my clothes, but other than that, my day was rather boring.”

“Did you do anything to the rows of clothes in the laundry while you were waiting? It looks as though someone took them off the shelf and put them back hastily.”

Oh shit, he thought. Did I get caught? Does she know that I wore her underwear, makeup, and shoes? Quick, Allen, come up with some bullshit excuse.

“Umm… yeah, I did. When I ran in there after getting your note, my feet were still wet, and I slipped and knocked a few things over. So I put them back, hoping you wouldn’t notice.”

She eyed him suspiciously. “Right…”

Allen let out a quiet sigh of relief as Jessica got up off the couch walked into her room, closing the door behind her. He cut across the living room, believing he was in the clear.

“Allen, come in here,” she said through her door.

Shit.

He froze. His hands were shaking and his mind was racing. That’s all, folks. This is the end for me. I’m doomed.

Allen opened the door slowly and poked his head into her room. Jessica was sitting on the edge of her bed. Her closet door was open. She motioned for him to come in.

After he walked in, she got up and closed the door behind him. She then grabbed his shoulders and walked him over to her closet and pointed to something.

“See something wrong?” she asked him, pointing to her shoe rack.

His heart sank when he saw it. His mouth went dry as his eyes focused on the high heels he was wearing earlier. When he’d finished with his dress up, he had put her shoes back in the wrong way, and she had noticed.

The racks of clothes in the laundry were easily defended with his lie, but the shoes? There was no logical reason to explain that other than the fact that he did something with them. How could I have missed that?

“So tell me, what were you doing with my heels?” Jessica asked, staring at him intently. “Did you slip and knock them over, too?”

Allen couldn’t think of anything to say. He wanted to be clever, but he knew it would be pointless. In fact, he suspected that it would’ve made the situation worse.

She walked him over to her bed, sat him down, and then sat down next to him. “I’d say that the stunned look in your face and the fact that you’re not saying anything answers my question. By the way, I knew that you were lying earlier. The front of the panties were slightly stretched out, and that could only mean one thing.”

He was expecting her to kick him out of the apartment right then; no excuses, no chance to defend himself. What she said next was something he didn’t expect.

“So… whatcha think of women’s underwear?”

“W-what?”

“Let me rephrase it: did you like wearing my underwear?”

“Uhhh…”

“I’ll take that as a yes,” she said as she smiled. “Come on, Susan had to drive up north for work. She isn’t gonna be back until tomorrow evening. Show me what you wore… We can play dress up!”

He looked at her, confused, disappointed, angered. She was supposed to kick him out of the apartment or call him names, not smile and have him dress up again.

“Why are you so happy? Shouldn’t you be grossed out?”

“I was, at first. Don’t get me wrong—I am very upset with you. But I was the only girl in the family. Now that I know you’re a crossdresser, it’s like I have a secret little sister.”

“Well, I'm not. I haven’t done anything for a very long time, and even when I did, it was only once or twice. Most of time I would just think about it, but I haven’t done any of that for years.”

“No worries. I won’t tell anyone. Come on, show me what you wore!” she said, pulling him off the bed and into the laundry room.

Like a giddy schoolgirl, she ran into the room and jumped onto the table, waiting to see what he chose. He walked in slowly, took a deep breath, and walked up to the large rack. He grabbed the pair of panties that she found and he also grabbed the corset with the garters.

“Oh my god! That means you also wore stockings!” She was even more excited. He grabbed the stockings out of the basket and handed them to her. “Good choices. Now I see why my shoes were messed up. Come on, let’s get you dressed!”

She both grabbed his hand and the clothing and pulled him back into her room. Following her commands, Allen stripped in front of her and put the garments on. Panties first, followed by the stockings and then the corset. She helped him fasten the clips on the back and then she handed him the heels.

Jessica frowned as she inspected him. “Still missing a few things, though…” Then she snapped her fingers. “I’ve got it!” She pulled out a pair of false breasts from her dresser and placed them into the bra.

“Don’t worry, what you see is all real. I got these for a Halloween costume a while back. They’re big enough to where it’ll look like you have breasts!” She wrinkled her nose. “I don’t like that bulge in your panties, though. We might have to do something about that.”

Allen sighed. He’d always wanted to get naked in front of her, but not like this. He wanted her to take off her clothes, not put them on him.

He took off the panties and she handed him one of her bikini bottoms. It was tan-colored and almost matched the tone of his skin.

“Its gonna be tight,” she said. “That material will help hide your manhood.”

He slid them up. She was right. The tight material of the swim suit forced things to shift around. The bulge was gone. She handed him the black panties and he put them back. From the neck down, he had the body of a woman.

“Okay, let’s get you dressed,” she said. She browsed through her closet and pulled out a black mini skirt and a white blouse for him to wear. The skirt was very short, stopping several inches above his knee, and the blouse was made from a semi-sheer fabric that Allen couldn’t help but imagine would turn see-through when wet. It had sleeves that stopped at the elbow and a V-neck that showed off his new cleavage. Though the outfit was comfortable, he felt that the skirt was too revealing.

“Looking good,” she said. “Almost done!”

“Isn’t this enough?” he protested

“No,” Jessica said with an evil smile. “You set the terms when you decided to wear my clothes, and now you're gonna enjoy them.”

She grabbed his hand and led him into the bathroom. She sat him down on the chair, cracked her knuckles, and began the makeover. One thing he noticed was that she was using nearly all of the available items, while he had only used a few. He hoped and prayed that her knowledge of the dressing up only went as far as the clothes and didn’t extend to the wig and makeup.

Part of him was excited, as he’d finally see what he would look like with makeup applied by a professional. His knowledge of the makeover process was so limited.

His thoughts were interrupted by a sharp pain in his forehead.

“Ouch! You’re not plucking my eyebrows, are you?”

“Nah, but I am getting rid of what looks like a mono-brow that’s starting to grow.”

The entire time Jessica worked on him, he was turned away from anything that he could see his reflection in. He knew she was done when she plopped the wig on. Before he could see himself, she put a blindfold on him.

She walked him into her bedroom and sat him down on her bed again. She grabbed a few pieces of jewelry and put them on him: a bracelet, a ring, a necklace, and some clip-on earrings. She then stood him up and sprayed some perfume on him.

“Was that necessary?”

“Of course, I don’t want you smelling like a man in my clothes.” What happened next shocked him. She removed the blindfold and he saw his reflection in the mirror—rather her reflection. Compared to what he looked like now, his earlier appearance had, in fact, looked like a man in drag. All he could do was drop his jaw. Anyone who saw this would have no doubt in their mind that what they were looking at was one-hundred-percent woman. 

Allen was shaken to the core. He looked like a woman, he smelled like a woman, and he couldn’t believe that the person staring back at him was not a woman. He didn’t know what to do or say. He was speechless.

Jessica grinned. “Looks good, don’t it? I’ll bet you weren’t expecting this. Okay, give yourself a twirl.”

He looked at his reflection from every angle. His heels accentuated his slender calves and elevated his firm butt, while the dark stockings hid the hair on his legs. The corset and fake breasts granted him an hourglass figure that any many would drool over.

Jessica squinted, looking him over. “Time to come up with a name. Umm, let’s see… how about… Jennifer?”

“Jennifer?”

“Yep,” she said definitively. “Jennifer. It has a nice ring to it.” Come on. Let’s begin your training. You're going to stay dressed for the rest of the night, and you’re going to walk, talk, and act like a lady.” She smiled. “I'm thinking tonight, we have some wine, talk about men, and watch a nice romantic comedy. Then afterward, we can do more dress up! Oh god, I'm so excited!”

Allen sighed. “I guess no amount of arguing or protesting can stop you.”

Jessica smiled slyly. “Don’t lie, Jennifer. I know you want to.”

Allen felt his shoulders slump. She’s right. I do want this.

After several glasses of wine, intense lessons, and a romantic comedy, Allen was taking on the role of Jennifer rather well. He has walking, talking, and acting like a lady: crossing his legs when he sat; smoothing his skirt; he even had the voice down.

Even though a part of Allen was only pretending to be Jennifer just to get it over with, another part of him was really enjoying it. Deep down, he didn’t know which side was in control, and the alcohol blurred that fine line between playing pretend and actual enjoyment. As the night went on, Jennifer became more and more a part of him until he slipped into an alcohol-induced slumber.

 

Hours later, Allen sat up straight on the couch and slid his feet in front of him. It was early. The morning sun shone into the room and gave it a faint orange glow. He looked at the table in front of him and saw three wine bottles; two were empty, and the other was less than half full.

He noticed that he was still dressed. He looked down to see the high heels still on his stocking-clad legs and the skirt he was wearing was now even more miniature, as his aggressive sleeping habits had bunched it up into ball at his waist. It left nothing to the imagination; his panties were fully exposed. He grumbled, his eyes half-open and his head full of cobwebs.

“Morning, sleepy head.”

He turned to see Jessica in the kitchen. She was drinking some coffee and reading the paper.

“Get up and get out of my clothes already. If you wear them any longer, I’m gonna have to replace all your clothes with new ones.”

“All right, all right. Don’t get your panties in a knot—”

“Like yours are?” she interrupted, laughing.

Allen scowled. “Very funny.”

Jessica stepped out of the kitchen and helped him up off the couch, leading him into her bedroom.

“Now, don’t ever try to sneak into my clothes again. There’s still a lot of ‘womanhood’ that I didn’t teach you last night, and if I catch you again, I might just take you to the mall to go shopping while dressed. Then we can hit up a club and find a couple of horny guys and—”

Allen put his hands in the air, waving her off. “Okay, I get it. I’m sorry. Just please keep this to yourself. I beg of you.”

Jessica smiled and nodded as Allen removed the last article of clothing and left her room, not wanting the conversation to go on any further. Being with her last night had been torture. He had developed feelings for her in the time he’d lived in the apartment. But instead of getting undressed together, she had dressed him up. It was all backwards.

Yet for some reason, Jessica was more friendly with him when he was dressed as a girl than how he had seen her act when she would chat with guys. Could that be the reason she was still single? Was Jessica a lesbian?

No—just because she didn’t have a boyfriend didn’t mean she was into women. She probably just had standards that no guy had met.

He closed the door to his room and fell onto his bed.

 

Summer flew by and the days got shorter. Fewer people visited the beach outside Allen’s apartment, and nothing had happened since his night with Jessica. Allen was nervous whenever Susan would be gone for a long periods of time. He wondered if Jessica would try to get him to dress up, but she had been acting like nothing ever happened.

After the first couple of weeks, his paranoia subsided and he just enjoyed himself. Work had been good—busy, but good. The bigger paycheck was always nice and living frugally had helped fatten up his savings. He took a week off in mid-June to go on vacation with his family, but other than that, he had been living his life day by day, enjoying the freedom.

While he enjoyed the many beach trips, especially the ones with Jessica and Susan, Allen found that he had a hard time keeping his eyes off of their bikini-clad bodies. Even so, he was looking forward to winter. The rain and the cold was always his favorite weather.

Recently, Jessica and Susan had been having private conversations, and whenever Allen came by, they would either stop and act like nothing was going on or move somewhere else. He tried eavesdropping once or twice, but afraid of what they would do if they caught him, he eventually gave up and just ignored it.

At first, he feared that Jessica was sharing their secret with Susan, but every now and then, he managed to pick out keywords; words such as “party,” “drinks,” and “Halloween.” The mention of the fall holiday squashed any fears he had of his secret being shared, but it also replaced the old fear with a new one. 

Allen panicked. The last time he was at a costume party was many years ago. Halloween was never a big deal for him, as he was never a partier. Every year he would just have a movie marathon and play video games. He was an introverted man, not a big fan of loud, crowded parties full of strangers.

On the first of October, Jessica and Susan decided to bring Allen into the conversation. It turned out that Halloween was their favorite holiday of the year, and they always had a huge costume party to celebrate it. They were still hashing the details, and they had wanted to surprise him.

Susan filled him in on what they had decided so far.

“Okay, so every year, we host a Halloween party, and they're always lots of fun. Last year’s was so good that we got mentioned in the paper! It’s gotten so big that we’ve had to hire bouncers to keep uninvited guests out. It gets pretty hard core and you have to have a costume if you want to attend. And trust us, you’ll want to be here.

“So, my advice would be to start coming up with your costume now. There’s really only one rule for the costume: you can’t tell anyone what it is. Other than that, go all out. There’s nothing you can’t dress up as, but you gotta be covered in certain areas.”

“Yeah, keep it clean, buddy,” Jessica said as she smiled.

“Sounds fun. I'm in,” Allen replied. Even though he had no idea what he wanted to dress up as, he still wanted to be there. It would be a chance for him to impress Jessica.

He had been so timid and withdrawn out of fear of her knowledge of his crossdressing that she would probably just look past him without giving him any consideration. He needed to step up his game, impress and wow her, or else the opportunity would pass him by.

It didn’t take long for him to come up with something; it hit him like a truck when he saw it. Even though he’d never made another attempt to dress up in the company of Jessica, nor did he purchase his own items and do it on his own time, that fetish of his still existed in his mind.

The internet is a vast and open ocean and it wasn’t hard to find all sorts of transgender-themed sites. Allen had always been a fan of Japanese anime and manga, and his discovery of the many artists who put out series on those topics was a gold mine. One of them in particular had become a recent favorite for him. After reading it, he decided he was going to dress up as a “Playboy Bunny girl,” similar to the ones that the Japanese seemed so fond of.

There had been many Halloweens where he had thought about dressing up as a girl, as it was the only holiday where it was socially acceptable to crossdress. Jessica and Susan were too obsessed with their costumes to care about what he was doing; they both seemed to think that he would come up with some lame costume. On that day, they would be in for a big surprise. It would take courage and confidence to pull off that costume, exactly the kind he would need to woo Jessica.

The weeks went by. Slowly and quietly, Allen collected the necessary items for his costume. He didn’t want to give away any clues, and it seemed that the ladies shared the same philosophy. As a result, October was awkwardly quiet, even with all the party planning.

The sun was shining brightly in his room when he crawled out of bed on Halloween day. He had all the parts to the costume and kept them hidden and separate. Jessica and Susan were already up and decorating the place, as well as triple-checking that everything was in order.

The party wasn’t going to start until sundown, and they all decided to have a pre-party celebration with just the three of them in their costumes. Allen had until three-o’-clock to get ready. He got out of bed, went over the steps of getting the costume together in his head, and the headed out to the kitchen to get something to eat.

“Morning, Allen,” Jessica said. She was standing on the couch hanging decorations from the ceiling. “What do you think?”

“Looks good,” he replied.

“You excited for tonight?” Susan asked him. While Jessica was balancing on the couch, Susan was darting around in the kitchen. The sink was full of dishes and stove and oven were both in use. He had offered to help many times throughout the month, but they insisted on doing it themselves. The only duty they had given him was carrying groceries up to their apartment from the parking garage underneath the building.

He nodded his head in reply and watched her move around the kitchen. “Are you sure you don’t need me for anything?”

“I hope you don’t have a lame costume,” Jessica said, ignoring his offer.

Allen sighed and tiptoed around the kitchen, doing what he could to not be in Susan’s way. Then he finished eating and headed back to his room. He knew it was going to take a while to get ready. Fortunately, he had all the time he needed.

He undressed, threw his clothes into the hamper, got on his hands and knees, and reached under the bed, retrieving a large suitcase. Before opening it, he locked his door, making sure neither of the ladies tried sneaking a peek at his costume. The moment would be ruined if they saw it before he had finished getting dressed.

He unzipped the suitcase and removed its contents. When it was empty, a makeup kit, brunette wig, set of false nails, body shaving cream, feminine razor, and theater glue lay across his bed. 

The next item was a wooden box. Inside was a pair of realistic silicone breasts. Allen had special ordered them off the internet, making sure the color of the falsies matched his own skin color.

Leaving the items on the bed, he opened his closet door. Hidden inside a suit protector was a typical suit, but beneath that was another suit protector. He removed it from the closet and carefully set it on his bed next to the other items.

Inside the hidden container was the red bunny outfit. The satin material was smooth and soft in his hands. It was a one-piece costume with a built-in corset. On the back of the garment, right where the lower back would meet the ass, was a large white bunny tail. The hard part was going to be hiding his manhood.

He opened his sock drawer and pulled out the pair of black pantyhose stuffed into one of the socks. Then he removed the last items from the suitcase: satin bunny ears, a bowtie, and matching cuffs.

Grabbing the lotion and razor, Allen made his way into the bathroom and took a long, hot shower, shaving off all his body hair and any trace of his facial hair. He got out and dried off. The feeling of the towel on his smooth hairless skin was a new feeling that sent chills down his spine. He threw the towel aside and headed into the bedroom to get dressed.

The clock on the wall was nearing two-p.m., meaning he had only an hour to get ready. In the quiet of his room, he couldn’t hear any signs of Jessica or Susan in the living room. They’re probably getting into their costumes, he reasoned.

Standing naked in his bedroom, Allen held the final piece of the puzzle in his hands: the answer to the question, “how would he pull off being a female if he had a bulge in the front of his costume?”

It would be different if the party he was attending was put on by the LGBT community and no one would think twice of seeing a woman with a bulge in her panties, but for this party, he needed to hide it. After searching high and low, he finally found a site that created realistic, false vaginas designed for the transgender community. The item he had bought not only hid his manhood, creating an authentic—not to mention fully functional—vagina, but also contained pads for reshaping his hips and ass.

Stepping into the garment, Allen pulled it up to his waist. He slid his penis into the sleeve which connected to a tube, allowing him to piss like a woman. The way it hid it created a space for the penetrable vagina. The thin, flexible material perfectly matched his skin color and went on without a hitch. Looking in the mirror, he couldn’t help but laugh at the sight of his new female organ, curvy hips, and bouncy butt.

With the bottom half of the illusion taken care of, now came the top half. He applied a thin layer of the glue to the false breasts and pressed them to his chest. After holding them in place for more than a minute, he released them. Testing the realism, he bounced and twisted his body, watching as the breasts jiggled. He watched his reflection squeeze and fondle the tits. While one hand played with the breasts, the other explored his nether regions. While not moist, the fake vaginal cavity was warm and the material felt real—to his limited knowledge, at least.

Hurry up and complete the transformation! his mind demanded in an effort to push him along. Ever since deciding to dress up in this costume, he had longed to see what he would look like in it. He remembered what he’d looked like when Jessica had dressed him up months ago and he wanted to replicate that as best as he could.

The pantyhose came next. Carefully, he pulled the fragile nylon hose up his legs. The top went above his waist to his belly button.

When the material was on straight and even, the costume followed. Allen grabbed the red satin outfit and stepped into it, pulling it all the way up. His breasts rested in the cups of the costume and the panty rested inside his crack, giving him a tiny wedgie. If it wasn’t for the pantyhose, then it would have ridden up his bum like a thong.

He gazed at his reflection in the mirror and saw that he had a genuine woman’s body. There was no bulge in the crouch, and the breasts looked perfect. The corset pulled his waist in, and combined with the padding in his hips and butt, it gave him the hourglass curves that the bunnies were known for.

I think you might’ve gone with too slutty of a costume, he thought to himself, playing out some scenarios in his mind. All of them included drunk guys getting way too friendly. It’s too late; there’s no going back now, he decided. If drunk guys hit on me, I’ll just laugh and play them off.

There was a tightness in his crotch, and seeing his new sexy body didn’t help. His groin ached as it tried to harden. Allen looked down at his new female crotch. He knew he was erect, but the transformation garment did its job. His attention turned away from his dick and back to the costume, and grabbing the remaining items, he headed into the bathroom.

In the weeks leading up to Halloween, he had purchased a complete makeup set. Late at night when everyone else was asleep, or during the days when he had the apartment to himself, he watched tutorials online and practiced his makeup application. After remembering the crappy job he did and how good his makeover from Jessica was, he wanted it to be flawless. Fortunately, both of them were gone often, which gave him time to practice putting makeup on.

Finishing up with red lipstick that matched his outfit, he grabbed the wig and put it on. Satisfied, he looked at the clock to see that it was almost three. He heard a scream in the hallway. It was Jessica and Susan, both loving each other’s costumes. He put on the matching red nails and left the bathroom.

Looking at his reflection again, he now looked like a woman. The wig and the makeup did their jobs, completely hiding any masculinity he had left. While not as good as Jessica’s work, his makeup was leagues better than what he’d managed on that fateful night.

His eyes turned to his bed and the remaining items. He put the bunny ears on and followed up with the cuffs and tie. Fortunately, the bow tie was high enough on his throat and hid his Adam’s apple.

All that was left were the shoes. He reached into the suitcase and pulled out the very last item: a black shoebox. He tossed the lid aside and looked at the contents.

It was a pair of red five-inch heels. They were shiny patent with a round toe. They shined in the sunlight that filled his room. He grabbed them and slid them onto his feet. They were a perfect fit.

Walking in heels was another thing he did when Jessica and Susan were gone. He would wear the heels and practice walking in them until he perfected it.

He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror. He looked like the kind of chick that men drooled over on the pages of magazines and at the old Playboy clubs.

Outside on the couch, Jessica and Susan were debating. “So what do you think he dressed up as?” Susan said.

“I don’t know, he’s been very quiet in there.” Jessica replied. Their voices were hushed, but Allen could still hear them in his bedroom.

Before leaving his room to reveal his choice in costume, Allen walked into the bathroom and double-checked his makeup and overall appearance. He walked slowly and quietly, making sure the heels wouldn’t click on the tile.

Susan and Jessica quietly sat on the couch and waited for him to come out. The sound of his door opening and the clicking of heels on the hardwood floor announced his presence.

“OH MY GOD!” Susan shouted, her jaw on the floor.

“Wow, I can’t believe how good you look,” Jessica said.

Susan got up and ran over to him, inspecting every inch of his body. “You look amazing,” she said.

“You’re not grossed out, are you?” he said, red with embarrassment.

“Grossed out?! Hell, if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were one-hundred percent woman. That outfit is hard to pull off for a guy.” She felt up his costume and inspected his groin area. “It’s still there, right?”

“Oh yeah. I'm wearing a false vagina.”

“Really?! Like the ones that make you pee like a girl?”

“Yep,” he said, blushing again.

“I must say, Allen, you look good, and those breasts are nice, too,” Jessica said. “Susan, come with me.” She grabbed her arm and they headed off to the kitchen to discuss something privately.

Allen sat down on the couch, keeping his legs together. The feeling of the pantyhose on his smooth skin gave him goose bumps. A few minutes later, the two ladies exited the kitchen and stood in front of him.

“Susan and I would like to propose a deal,” Jessica announced.

Allen narrowed his eyes. “What is it?”

“Tonight, we are going to watch you very carefully. If you make more than five mistakes while acting like a woman, you fail. If you make fewer than five, you win, and you get a special gift from us.”

Special gift? Allen’s mind ventured into the gutter. Quick and dirty images of the three of them in a threesome filled his mind. Oh, how he would love that.

“Mistakes?” he asked. “Like what?”

Susan chimed in. “Doing things a lady wouldn’t do: burping aloud, not sitting with your legs crossed or together, using your male voice… basically not acting ladylike.”

“What's the punishment and reward?”

Jessica grinned. “It’s a secret.”

“I won’t agree if you don’t tell me—”

“Look, you pretty much agreed to this deal the second you came out of your room dressed like a slut. You don’t want anyone knowing you’re a guy, right? Then just agree.” Jessica said bluntly.

Allen was taken aback by her comment. A moment ago, she had been saying nice things about his costume, and now she was practically blackmailing him. Susan gave her a strange look.

“Okay. I accept,” he said. He didn’t like this. It was never a good idea to go along with a deal where you didn’t know what the outcome would be. For all he knew, it could be a lose-lose situation. Then again, it could be something else—something he’d always wanted.

“Oh, and be careful tonight. With that outfit, I'm sure you’re gonna get a lot of attention. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask us.” Susan added.

Jessica nodded in agreement. There was something off about her. She was almost defensive. Was his plan backfiring? Was she totally turned off by him now that he wore this costume?

“Now, what name goes good with your costume, because we can’t call you Allen all night.”

“What about… Amber!” Susan said. Like the color of her hair.

“Yes, Amber, I like the ring of it. When people ask who you are, you are our old friend Amber, visiting for the holiday. Allen went to his own party. So, you excited for tonight, Amber?”

“Yes,” he said with a girly voice.

The two women laughed, giddy with excitement. Susan mixed a drink for the three of them. Tonight was going to be something else, and Amber wasn’t too sure what was going happen.

As the sun went down, the hired help appeared. The bartender set himself up in the corner of the living room, and two large bouncers went over the invite list with Jessica and Susan. They were friendly with the two ladies, and after Jessica and Susan introduced to the two men to Allen, he learned that they were the security detail that had worked the event during the previous years.

In order to smooth things out with the neighbors, they were always invited. In the usual event that the party got loud and out of hand, they always informed the local police beforehand, as well. A cop would occasionally stop by and do a quick walk-through to let the party-goers know that they were watching.

Two hours after the sun went down, the place was packed. There were a lot of people, and it was an even split between men and women. All through the night, Allen spotted women that he would love to get to know better, but he was a woman for the night. If he tried hitting on them, there would be consequences. Besides, even if they were lesbians, he wouldn’t want to deceive them.

Jessica and Susan were right. Many times, Allen caught the men staring at him. He could feel their eyes fondling every part of his body. At the beginning of the night, he clung to Jessica, but as he had more and more to drink, his anxieties weakened and he became more carefree. That was when he started getting into character.

Feeling lively, he got up onto the dance floor started dancing. Fortunately, he wasn’t the only attractive woman there, but when a guy got close, Allen went along with it and danced. A lot of bodies were bumping up against one another and he could’ve sworn someone had grabbed his ass, but he ignored it.

“Wow, look at her go,” Jessica said, pointing Amber out to Susan.

“Yeah, she’s been doing a good job all night.”

After a while, he stopped dancing and grabbed a bottle of water and plopped down on the couch. It was starting to get late and people were leaving.

As the party wound down, Jessica and Susan stayed by the door to say goodnight to each of their guests. Each one thanked them for another great Halloween party. When the last guest left, they paid the bartender, security, and DJ and they also left, thanking them for the invites. When everyone was gone, they locked the door behind them and sat back onto the couch.

“Another successful party.” Jessica said, hovering by the couch.

Susan held a trash bag in her hands. “Only one guy had to get tossed out this year.”

“That bartender was cute.”

“What do you think, Amber?” Susan said, tossing some red cups into the filled bag.

Allen grinned. “It was a lot of fun. I think I lost myself in it.”

“Oh yeah, you did.” Susan winked. She handed Allen a glass of water which he eagerly drank. The party had left him parched and incredibly thirsty.

“So in the end, you only made three mistakes,” Jessica said. “Congrats, you won! Now it’s time for your reward for acting so feminine tonight. Follow me.”

The three of them got up and headed into her room. Allen started to feel a bit lightheaded, but he passed it off as exhaustion mixed with alcohol.

“Here, let’s get you out of that outfit,” Susan said, and she and Jessica helped him remove the bunny suit until he was standing in front of them in nothing but his pantyhose and heels. They told him to close his eyes, and as he did, they both slipped out of their outfits and into some sexy lingerie. 

He opened his eyes to see both of them wearing strap-ons. Something stirred inside of him. He stared at the black rubber dicks and his mind was torn. Somewhere deep down, it was almost as if he wanted it.

What is wrong with me?! I don’t want this! But I can’t control myself!

“Let’s get you into something a little bit more comfortable, shall we?” Jessica got up off the bed and pulled a box out from underneath. Susan helped Allen out of the pantyhose and high heels. Jessica dumped the contents onto the bed. It was a prostitute outfit.

“Let’s give the poor thing a chance to breathe, shall we?” Susan said, pulling down the bodysuit. Allen stepped out of it.

Jessica giggled. “My, my, if I didn’t know better, I’d say we have a shemale on our hands.”

She grabbed the various garments and began dressing him. Allen stepped into black fishnets, his current state of mind making him easily suggestible. Even with the influence of the alcohol, Allen went along with it, hoping that somewhere down the line there would be a threesome and the two ladies would take turns pleasuring him. Sure, he would be dressed like a woman, but a threesome was still a threesome.

He didn’t know the half of it.

Jessica tossed him a red thong and he put it on without hesitation.

“Put this on,” Susan ordered as she handed him a red tube top. He stepped into it and pulled it up to his chest and over his breasts. The top left a lot of his stomach exposed and just barely covered his breasts. “Looking sexy already, don’t you think?”

“Yes, she does,” Jessica said.

She handed him a black mini skirt and he put it on. It clung to his hips and the straps of the thong were pulled above it. The skirt was very short, and the tops of the stockings were clearly visible. Jessica reached into her closet and pulled out a pair of six-inch clear heels.

“Perfect,” Susan said as Allen slid the heels on. They walked the new Amber over to the mirror and showed her the new costume. “What do you think, Amber?”

“I look so sexy,” he said with the girly voice.

“Now that's our Amber,” Jessica whispered into his ear.

They led her out into the living room and played some music. “Dance for us, dance like the slut you are!” The two women ordered.

He followed the beat of the music as he began to dance and move like a stripper. He twisted and turned his body, occasionally sticking his ass out and arching his back, showing off his breasts. There must’ve been something in that glass of water, as Allen’s mind was floating in an erotic cloud. He didn’t care about having a threesome anymore; he was having too much fun dancing like a stripper while dressed like a whore.

“This is starting to turn me on!” Jessica said, sitting on the couch.

He walked over to Jessica and climbed on top of her, straddling her. Putting his arms on her shoulders, he moved his body to the music. He leaned forward and they locked lips. Jessica’s hands squeezed his ass as their tongues danced. Allen was getting what he wanted, but Allen was at another party. Amber was staying for the night.

Susan bit her lip as she watched the two of them kiss. Her body squirmed as she lusted after him, her jealousy reaching its limits. She stood up and pulled him off of Jessica. She held his hand, bringing him into the center of the dance floor. Wrapping her arms around him, she danced.

Jessica, wanting to join in, got up and went behind him and the two of them sandwiched him, dancing on both sides until the three of them merged into one being, moving and flowing with the music. Then Jessica stepped back and lifted off his miniskirt. She playfully smacked his ass and he moaned.

Susan backed off of Allen as Jessica stepped in front of him. She looked down at her strap-on. Allen followed her gaze downward and eyed it.

“Do you want it?” she whispered into his ear. “Go ahead.”

He did want it—no he craved it.

Jessica returned to the couch and sat down, spreading her legs. Allen knelt down in front of her and played with the rubber dick. He licked the bottom of the shaft and kissed the tip. She nodded and he went forward, wrapping his red lips around the toy.

He slid down it, going as far as his throat would let him and pulled back. His head went back down the shaft, going further, longer. Pulling off, he licked it once more and went back down on her after a couple breaths.

In no time at all, his head was bobbing up and down, going all the way to the base. It was a double-ended dildo, and Jessica pulled her head back, moaning with pleasure. Susan vanished at the beginning of the blowjob, but Allen didn’t care. He was too enthralled by the beautiful woman in front of him and her big cock, so absorbed by it, that it wasn’t until he felt the cool sensation of lubricant on his ass did he realize that Susan had returned.

He took his mouth off Jessica’s strap-on and looked back at Susan. She had a sly grin on her face as she lined up behind him, the tip of her strap-on an inch away from his ass.

Jessica pulled his head back onto her rubber dick and he continued sucking her. Susan squeezed Allen’s ass as she plunged her toy into his virgin asshole. He moaned, but his voice was cut off by the dick in his mouth. She slowly slid in and out of his man-pussy, going further and further each time. When his asshole was properly stretched and the black dick was up to the base in his ass, she increased her speed.

It seemed that her strap-on was also double sided, for as she fucked him, she moaned with pleasure. Allen’s mind was floating in a sea of erotic ecstasy. In his mind he was Amber, a slut with a dick. She was getting penetrated on both ends and she loved it. Jessica pulled out of Allen’s mouth and he let out girlish moans of pleasure.

“Ahh, yes, fuck me!” he said in his female voice.

Jessica removed her strap-on and shoved her wet pussy in his face, wrapping her legs around his head, silencing his pleasure-filled cries. His tongue slid into her warm pussy and she cried out with joy as he pleasured her.

Allen’s body betrayed him as his dick swelled in the thong. The smell of Jessica’s cunt was intoxicating, even more potent than the alcohol consumed at the party. Their voices and cries grew louder as all three neared climax. Susan smacked Allen’s ass as she pounded it harder, the other end going deeper into her pussy.

Jessica yelled as she came onto Allen’s face, triggering Allen’s own climax. He blew his load; the tiny thong provided no resistance to his throbbing member. His thick white cum sprayed all over the hardwood floor. Susan squeezed Allen’s ass as she came, her fluids coating her end of the double strap-on.

“Clean up your mess, Amber,” Jessica said in between gasps.

Susan pulled out and fell onto her ass. She watched Allen turn around and lick up his cum like a dog. She wanted to laugh, but her exhaustion was too much and she barely made it onto one of the chairs before falling asleep.

Jessica laid down on the couch and fell asleep too, dreaming about Allen.

Allen was too exhausted and out of his mind. He didn’t know where he was or who he was. He climbed onto the other end of the couch and passed out, sleeping a dreamless sleep.

 

He woke up the following morning with the mother of all headaches.

He sat up on the couch and looked around, but couldn’t remember where he was. His location flashed back to him after a moment of confusion, but what didn’t come back were the events of the previous night. After the party, it all became a blur, and he couldn’t remember anything. All he could tell is that for some strange reason, his butt hurt and his jaw was sore.

He stood up and wobbled to his room, so out of it that he didn’t notice the clothes or the heels he was wearing. He entered his room and out of the corner of his eye he saw his reflection. Not recognizing it, he turned towards the mirror and saw himself and the outfit he was wearing.

“What the fuck!?” he said, noticing the prostitute outfit.

Patting himself, he looked down to see that it was in fact real and not a bad dream. He frantically removed the tube top, slid off the mini skirt, and as he straightened up, he got dizzy and extremely lightheaded. He stepped backwards and collapsed.

When he came to, he was lying on the couch. The prostitute outfit was gone. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans.

“You all right?” Susan asked, handing him a cup of coffee.

“I think I had a bad dream,” he replied.

“Did it involve you dressed like a prostitute?

“So, it wasn’t a dream.”

“Nope, it was real all right” Susan replied, sipping her coffee.

Jessica stood next to Susan. “How did you like your reward?”

Allen sat up quickly, the ice pack on his forehead landing in his lap. “You call that a reward?!”

“Well, yeah. You acted like a woman so well that we rewarded you with the greatest feminine experience: sex as a woman.” Jessica nodded.

Allen fell back down, holding his head with his hand. “Holy hell… what would’ve been my punishment?”

“Womanhood training,” Susan said. “You would’ve had to dress as a woman for a week straight and engage in all aspects of a woman’s life. Either way, you would’ve had sex, but if you’d lost the bet, you would’ve been glad to do it and we wouldn’t have had to encourage it, like last night.”

“No wonder I can’t remember last night. You roofied me.”

“It wasn’t a roofie, but a hormone cocktail. Something to get you in the feminine state of mind.” Susan replied, grinning.

Jessica hesitated for a moment. She felt bad for what she did to him. She always liked his shy, timid, nerdy self. At times she even found herself attracted to him.

“Did you enjoy dressing up as a Playboy Bunny?” she asked him.

His tone changed. “That part was good. It was interesting and fun seeing things from the other side.”

“Would you do it again?” Susan asked, sitting on the table.

“Not for a long time.”

“Okay. Well, here’s something to remember those times.”

Jessica handed him a picture of him with the girls in his costume. The girl in the photo was smiling. She was having a good time. Seeing the picture, he remembered how much fun he had being a woman that night. He saw things from a different point of view. During the party, he was constantly surveying the people there. He noticed things—things he wouldn’t have seen if he were going to the party as a dude.

“Thanks,” he said, not taking his eyes off the photo.

He got up and headed towards his room. Behind him, Susan and Jessica were discussing the men they both met at the party and other gossip. He closed the door behind him and sat on his bed, still staring at the photo as the events of that night replayed in his head over and over.

He set the photo down and started packing up his costume. He folded the bunny girl outfit and returned it to its small bag. He packed up all the pieces of the costume: the fake breasts, fake vagina; the wig, makeup kit, high heels, and hose. Everything went back into the suitcase. Zipping it closed, he rolled it into his closet, sticking it in the far corner.

When he returned to his bed, he saw a small envelope on his pillow. Inside was a letter from the girls.

 

Allen,

 

Last night was tons of fun. We enjoyed having another girl here with us. Hanging out with Amber was super fun and memorable. We hope that you had a ball too.

We’re glad that you decided to move in here with us. You’re a very nice guy and we love having you here. We apologize for what happened last night. We got a little out of control… sort of a “caught up in the moment” kind of thing. We hope that you can forgive us.

Jessica told me about the little adventure you two had awhile back. I think it’s cool. Don’t worry; your secret is safe with us.

-Susan and Jessica

 

PS: Amber is welcome to come out at any time. We enjoyed having her around. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask. Allen is welcome to stay too. He’s cool.

 

Behind the letter was another picture, this one was of him dressed as a prostitute. He didn’t remember taking it, but it showed the three of them posing, Jessica and Susan were in their sexy lingerie, and Amber was in the costume, looking like she was enjoying it.

He put the letter in his desk and grabbed the other picture and compared the two. While he didn’t really enjoy the late-night sex session, he didn’t outright hate, it either. In fact, he couldn’t remember it happening either way. Thanks to whatever drugs they slipped him, he’d never know if he truly enjoyed it. He put the latter picture of him in one of the front pockets of the suitcase and returned it to the closet.

He pinned the picture of him in the bunny costume up on the corkboard on his wall with all the rest of the photos. He stared at the photo for a long time and at all the other photos of him with the two ladies. He still was attracted to Jessica, but he wondered whether she had any feelings for him—or if she did, did she still have them after what he’d done?

He left his room and headed into the kitchen where Jessica and Susan were reading the article about their party. On the table next to the newspaper were stacks of photos taken by the guests. They turned around when they saw him.

“I got the letter,” he said. “Don’t worry; you’re forgiven.”

“Yeah, we realized this morning that it was a bit too much,” Susan said.

“Thanks for everything though, you are two awesome roommates.”

“Aw, thanks,” they both said.

“And one other thing: I got a text from someone who says she knows you two.”

Jessica’s face lit up. “Oh, what did it say?”

“She said she was wondering if she can stop by and try on some more of your clothes.”

“What? Who are you talking about? What was her name?” Susan asked.

“Her name was… Amber?”

At that moment, both of their jaws dropped and they looked at each other. They both looked like they were preteens and someone told them that they were going to go meet their favorite boy band. Allen smiled.

“So, what should I tell her?”

“Tell her to get the hell over here!” Jessica said. “We’d love to have her over!”

“Oh, and be sure she brings her false vagina and breasts, too!” Susan said, sprinting into her bedroom, leaving Allen and Jessica in the kitchen.

“Jessica, there’s something I need to tell you,” he said, mustering up the courage.

She stood up out of her chair and walked in front of him, looking into his eyes. He smiled and his face turned red. She returned the smile and hugged him.

“It didn’t change anything, Allen. All you have to do is ask me. I’d love to go on a date with you.” She kissed him on the cheek and disappeared into her room.

As he walked down the hallway, he could hear the two ladies talking, discussing what outfits for Amber to wear.

He laughed to himself, opening the door to his bedroom and pulling the suitcase out of the closet.

TORN APART PART 1:
SPRING CLEANING

 

Brian rubbed his face with his hands and groaned. “No! No… this can’t be happening!” He sat on the edge of the couch and stared at the TV, hoping, praying—begging, even—that there was some kind of mistake and the call would get reversed.

But much to his dismay it was clear that his team had lost, and because of it, he had lost the bet with Lee, his roommate.

Lee, on the other hand, was ecstatic. His team was the underdog in all of this, and not only had he placed a bet with Brian, but he also had money riding on this game. He had correctly guessed the score and came out of this five thousand dollars richer.

“Yes! I guess this fucking apartment is finally going to get cleaned,” Lee cheered as he finished off his beer. He crumpled up the can and tossed it toward the recycle bin. It landed on top of the overflowing bin and rolled off onto the ground next to the handful of others.

Brian and Lee had been best friends since they’d first met in high school. They’d got along swimmingly despite their different looks, personalities and tastes. Lee was a typical jock. He was tall, strong, and had a great body, which he maintained by working out every single day. He was a smooth talker and had no shortage of ladies.

Brian, on the other hand, was almost the opposite. He was thin, scrawny, and introverted. He was a geek who often hung out in his room working on his computer or playing games. He was shy, and despite Lee’s many attempts, he had yet to go on more than one date with a girl.

He always blamed it on the type of girls Lee hooked him up with. Lee was a partier, something he picked up while in a frat at college, and even some three years after they’d both graduated, Lee still loved to throw house parties. The women that Lee hooked Brian up with were the same ones that went to his parties: loud, slutty party girls who were looking for a hook up rather than a relationship, especially with a nerdy, shy guy like Brian.

No, the only woman he ever wanted was Leah, and she was Lee’s girlfriend. She was different from all of the other girls that Lee knew and dated. She was smart, confident, funny, witty, and most of all, geeky. Brian had the chance to go out with her before Lee started dating her, but something had happened on that night and he couldn’t make it to the date.

A couple nights later, Lee came home and introduced his new girlfriend to Brian. When Leah walked through the door, he just sighed and returned to his room. Try as he might, Lee couldn’t get him to come out and for days. Brian wallowed until he finally accepted it and just chose to ignore it.

It was always awkward whenever she came by. Brian simply avoided her, choosing not to talk to her when she hung out or saying as little as possible when he had no other choice but to chat.

After three months of dating, she had finally gotten the hint and communication between the two of them had all but stopped. Lee didn’t care. He and Leah were happy and the sex was great. He had all but given up on Brian as well and no longer tried to hook him up.

Now Brian sat on the edge of the couch, a pit in his stomach and all hope lost. I can’t believe it. I… I lost, and now I have to go through with it. I have to—

“Oh, I cannot wait to see this. You dressed up head to toe like French maid, cleaning every inch of this place.” Lee laughed as he headed toward the kitchen, returning moments later with another cold beer. “Sexy lingerie, high heels, wig, makeup and all!”

Leading up to the big game, things had gotten tense between the two roommates. It had all culminated in a heated argument and they’d begun bickering all the time, both of them refusing to do any chores. Lee had started drinking more and more and everything became a competition between them.

The stakes of this bet started out small with petty wagers and grew and grew until it reached the point that it was at now. It was another argument over cleaning the apartment that changed the stakes one final time.

Brian had suggested that the loser pay for a cleaning service, but Lee, having just downed another beer, suggested something else.

“How about… the loser is the maid!” he slurred. “Like, whoever loses has to dress up like one and like, clean the entire apartment.”

Brian shook his head. “Like, one of us would have to wear a dress?”

“Nah, man! Like everything. High heels, stockings, panties, makeup, a wig, earrings… everything.”

“Dude, no,” Brian had replied, walking away from his drunk roommate.

“What’s the matter? Are you chicken? Afraid you’ll lose, Brian—no, Bri… Brianna?”

Lee laughed so hard beer sloshed out of his can. Then he went on to do his best imitation of Brian as his maid, including a mock female voice.

“Oh, Master Lee, I’m so glad I could be your maid. What else can I do to serve you, my master?”

“You know what, Lee? Fine! I accept your fucking terms. Loser fully dresses up as a maid, cleans the apartment and serves the winner.”

Lee smiled and nodded. “Oh, yeah. It’s on… Brianna!”

Just you wait, Lee. My team is favored to win. You’ll be the one dressed up, I’ll be calling you some chick name and you’ll call me Master!

Days leading up to the big game, Brian had hoped that Lee had forgotten all about the deal since he made it when he drunk. But the morning of the game, Lee handed him a feather duster and said he should start practicing.

 

“Oh, that one!” Lee said, pointing to the image on the computer screen. “Yeah, that’s the one I want you to wear.”

Brian rolled his eyes and sighed as he brought up the costume and scrolled through the additional images. “Dude, this is ridiculous! Look at how slutty it is.”

“I know, man. That’s the point of the costume! It wouldn’t be sexy if the outfit went past your knees and covered your entire torso.”

Brian closely examined each view of the costume. It was a simple strapless black dress with short sleeves and a short skirt. The dress was lined with white ruffles and came with a matching apron, petticoat, and elbow-length gloves. It also came with a headdress lined with white lace.

“Yup, that one. Stockings need to be black fishnets, the panties should be black lace, and the heels… make those ruby red—five inches or taller.”

“Five inches! Are you kidding me?! I won’t be able to walk in those.”

“Well, buy them now and start practicing!” Lee laughed as he slapped Brian on the shoulder. “I like blondes, so you’ll need a blonde wig—style doesn’t matter. I’ll get the jewelry and borrow some of Leah’s makeup, and that covers everything. You have one week to get the outfit together and buy all the necessary cleaning supplies. Remember, you’ll be dusting and vacuuming, cleaning the windows, mopping the floors, scrubbing the kitchen and bathroom, and doing the dishes—and anything else that comes to mind on that day since, you know, you’ll be ‘serving me.’ ”

“What about the trash?” Brian said, trying to ignore the thought of having to serve Lee.

“That… that you can do whenever. As much fun as it will be seeing you all dressed up, it is for my eyes only.”

Oh, thank god, Brian thought. As bad as it would be to dress up like a maid, it would be the end of him to have to go out in public in that costume. The front door of their apartment faced the atrium of the complex, and the trash chutes were down at the end of the walkway. Taking out the trash would mean possibly exposing himself to a majority of his neighbors.

For the following week, Lee teased him over every package that arrived, and on Saturday night, he had Brian lay out all the items on his bed. Lee couldn’t hide his laughter as he looked at the pieces of the costume that Brian would be forced to wear the next day.

Everything was there and passed Lee’s inspection.

“Oh, one more thing that you’ll have to do,” he said, “and I suggest doing it both tonight and tomorrow.” He ran out of Brian’s bedroom and came back carrying a plastic shopping bag. Lee dumped out the hot pink razor and ladies’ shaving crème and Brian’s face went pale.

“No… that was not part of the original deal!”

“Technically, it was. You can’t be a sexy lady maid if you don’t shave your body. Though you are pretty sparse. Just be glad you aren’t like Stu.”

Both men cringed as they recalled their mutual friend. Stu was covered head to toe in thick black body hair all over his arms, legs, chest, back… even the back of his neck.

Brian threw his head back and sighed. “All right, fine.”

“Oh right, the makeup.” Lee returned with another bag. “So, Leah has a lot of makeup and she’s out of town for the next couple of days, so I don’t have to worry about her looking for it. I grabbed what I think you’ll need.”

“What did you grab?” Brian said, looking through the plastic bag.

“Lipstick, foundation, blush, mascara, and eye shadow.”

Brian held up the tube of lipstick and removed the cap. The lipstick was bright red, matching the color of his heels. He returned it and took the bag from Lee.

“What about my jewelry?”

“That’ll come at the very end once you’re all dressed and ready to go.” Lee winked and walked out of his room. “Good night, Brianna.”

“Oh, fuck off, Lee.”

“In…” He looked down at his watch. “…four hours, that’ll be Master Lee.”

Closing the door behind his roommate, Brian sighed and returned to his bed. He thoroughly eyed each piece of the outfit he was to wear tomorrow and held them in his hands, his fingers stroking the light, delicate fabric.

Lastly, he held up the dress. Without it, the items on the bed would just be ordinary lingerie. It was the most important piece.

He held it against his chest and turned toward his full-length mirror. It was a perfect fit, and as he held it, the urge to actually put it on got stronger and stronger.

He bit his lip, his face turning red and his dick hardening in his boxers as he held the dress out in front of him.

Only for a minute… just… to see if it fits.

Nodding, he pulled off his shirt, kicked off his pants and stood in his boxers. He stepped into the wide neck and pulled it up. The strapless neckline had elastic built into it, which clung to his chest and kept the dress from falling down as he slid his arms through the attached sleeves.

The white ruffle lining tickled his body, and without the petticoat, the short hem fell flat onto his legs. Brian turned toward the mirror, watching as the hem flared out from the quick spin. He giggled quietly, looked at his reflection curiously, and then grabbed the hem of his dress and curtsied.

“As you wish, Master Lee,” he whispered.

All at once, it hit him.

Brian took a step back as a wave of arousal flowed through him. He bit his hand as his body grew warm. He felt his cock harden and his knees buckled under the weight of his lust, and he scrambled out of the dress before it could take him any further. The thoughts and visions that coursed through his head scared him.

He was serving Lee, and he was enjoying it.

No… I can’t go through with this. Putting his clothes back on, he went out into the living room to find Lee out on the couch, half-awake and watching recaps of the day’s sporting events.

“Hey, Lee, what if I want to back out of this deal?”

“What?” his roommate said, lifting his head off of the couch in a daze.

“I don’t want to… dress up tomorrow and do this.”

“Then you owe me a thousand bucks to pay for a couple of sexy maids.”

“Fuck. Fuck! Damn it.”

“Dude, you already bought the outfit, just fucking do it, you whiny baby. Don’t be a sore loser.” Before Brian could retort, Lee turned the volume up on the TV. “Shouldn’t you be shaving right now?”

Brian returned to his room, sighing as he stripped out of his clothes, grabbed the shaving gear, and hopped in the shower. He watched his body hair fall off into the drain as the hot water flowed across his now silky-smooth skin.

“Tomorrow is really going to be something,” he said to himself as he climbed into bed and slept a dreamless sleep.

He had the rudest alarm clock of them all.

“Wakey wakey, Brianna!” Lee pounded on his door.

“Ah, what the fuck, man!” Brian groaned as he rolled over in his bed. He forced his eyes open and checked his phone. It was six in the morning.

“That’s Master Lee to you!” his roommate shouted as he opened the door. “Up and out of bed, you lazy maid. Shower, get dressed and put your makeup on, then come get me.”

Lee slammed the door shut and Brian cursed him under his breath. As annoying as he was, Lee was right. Brian had lost the bet fair and square, and it was either do what he had to or hand over a thousand dollars.

Brian mumbled to himself as he threw the sheets off and wobbled into the bathroom. He stripped out of his clothes and inspected his body. His hair had yet to start growing back and he was as smooth as he was last night. Thankful that he didn’t have to shave a second time, he showered and returned to his bedroom.

His eyes went straight to the black dress hanging on his closet door. Below it laid the bright red heels, and the rest of the items were scattered across his desk and dresser.

Brian sighed and made fists as he summoned the strength to walk toward the outfit. He dropped his towel and stood before it naked. It’s now or never. Let’s just get this over with.

He reached over and grabbed the panties, hesitating as he lifted his leg up and pointed his foot toward the leg hole. He bit his lip and slid it through, then quickly stepped into the other hole.

The black lace panties ticked his hairless groin and he nodded at how strangely comfortable the garment was. It was light as a feather and gentle on his smooth body. It cradled his ass and caressed his slowly hardening cock.

No! Stop! Damn it, you’re not supposed to get hard from this!

Brian groaned as he tried to fill his brain with thoughts to counteract the effects of the panties. He kept focusing on things other than the arousal as he pulled the stockings on.

Just like the panties, they were light and gentle. They hugged his legs and gave them a more feminine look. They brought out his muscle tone and made them look long and slender.

Ugh, I look like a hooker with these fishnets on, Brian thought as he looked down at his legs. Rolling his eyes, he took the dress off of the hanger and held it in front of him. Biting his lip and praying, he stepped into the dress in the same exact manner as the night before.

When no urge to curtsy came to him, he sighed with relief.

“Hurry up, Brianna! I’m getting hungry,” Lee shouted as he banged on the door. Brian swallowed the expletives that were itching to come out of his mouth and ignored his demanding roommate. Lee must’ve read his mind, because Brian could hear him laughing as he walked away from the door and turned on the TV.

Brian filled the skirt of the dress with the white petticoat. It flared the hem out, revealing the scalloped tops of his fishnets. If he bent over at all, his ass would be on display.

So no bending over. Just have to squat and kneel.

Deciding to put the heels on last, Brian sat down inside his bathroom and started applying the makeup. It was an arduous task, but in the end he somehow came out of it not looking like a drag queen. The lipstick was a bright red, his blush a rosy pink, and his eye shadow was a deep, rich purple.

Lying on the counter next to the makeup was the blonde wig. Instead of falling down past his shoulders in waves and curls, it was gathered up on the back of the head in a messy updo. Brian tucked his short brown hair into the hairnet that came with it and placed the wig on his head.

The transformation finally set in.

Brian stumbled backward from his bathroom mirror, his eyes wide and his jaw slack. He leaned forward, staring at his reflection. A woman looked back at him. If it wasn’t for his flat chest and Adam’s apple, Brian would’ve been a convincing woman.

No, not again! He bit his lip and looked down. The petticoat masked the raging erection poking out the top of his panties. He cautiously lifted up the front of his dress and looked away from the sight of his throbbing cock pinned against his stomach.

He felt blood rush to his cheeks and he squeezed the hem of his dress so hard his knuckles turned white. He squirmed. How could he be so aroused by all of this?

Brian opened his eyes and looked back at his reflection. He whimpered and his red lips quivered. He brought his hand down to his cock, his fingers moving on their own as they wrapped around the rigid shaft and started pumping.

His hand moved faster and faster, his eyes refusing to look away from his reflection. His lips came together and a soft, honey-sweet moan escaped from between them. The blush vanished among the red in his cheeks as he continued to masturbate to his girlish appearance.

He reached for the tissues just in time to catch the white-hot cum that erupted out of his tip. Stars filled his eyes as the euphoria washed over him. He stumbled backward as the remnants of his orgasm oozed out into the tissues.

Oh, fuck, he thought as his mind came back down from the erotic high. Embarrassment quickly filled him as he wiped the last droplets of cum off of his dick, sighing with relief as it went flaccid.

“What the fuck is taking you so long? Are you jerking off in there?!” Lee banged on the door.

“Calm the fuck down!” Brian shouted back. “I’m… on the toilet!”

Lee’s anger quickly faded. “Well… finish up, man. You don’t have all day.”

It’s only like, seven in the morning!

Tucking his cock back into his panties, Brian put on the white elbow-length gloves, added the little headdress to his wig and slipped into the high heels. He wobbled around for a moment, and after getting his balance and adjusting his dress, he called out to Lee.

“All right, man. I’m… ready.”

He waited anxiously. After a few brief, agonizing moments, the doorknob turned and his heart leapt into this throat as his roommate laid eyes on him for the first time.

Lee’s hand slid off of the handle as he stood in the doorway. His jaw fell so hard it would’ve hit the floor if it wasn’t attached to his head. Lee rubbed his face and blinked several times.

“No… this cannot be real.” He walked past Brian and opened the closet door. “Brian, where the fuck are you? This isn’t funny.”

“Dude, it’s… me.” Brian said. The last word came out slowly and awkwardly. That’s right. I’m standing here in high heels, fishnets and a maid outfit. I’m the one cross-dressing, and apparently, I’m pretty damn convincing. I’m the one who just jacked off to his own appearance.

“I can’t believe it, man. You actually look pretty hot. Though you have no breasts.” Lee giggled as he poked Brian’s chest, yelping when he slapped his hand away.

“Hurry up and give me the jewelry so I can get this over with.”

Lee nodded and left the room, returning moments later with another bag. He set it on the bed and pulled the first item out.

“Right, first the earrings. These are clip-ons, so no need to get your panties in a bunch.” He held them in front of him. They were gold chandelier earrings decorated with rhinestones. “I like the wig,” Lee said as he clipped them to Brian’s lobes.

“Thanks,” he replied.

“Master Lee.”

“What?”

Lee frowned. “Thanks, Master Lee. Remember, you have to call me that—and at least try to talk like a woman.” Brian rolled his eyes as his roommate grabbed the next piece. “A rhinestone choker.”

The choker shone brightly in the bedroom, the lights reflecting off of the many rows of tiny square rhinestones. Lee stepped behind Brian and clipped the choker on him. It sat comfortably on his neck.

“Heh, you’re finally taller than me. One more thing.”

“What is that?”

“It’s an anklet,” Lee replied, holding the thin gold chain.

“Are you fucking kidding me? Did you seriously get me an anklet that says ‘slut?’ ”

“Yes I did, Brianna! I didn’t want to do this, but…” He took a couple steps back and whipped out his phone. Brian’s eyes went wide when he heard the familiar clicks of pictures being taken. “Now, either you do as you’re told or these pictures get sent out to everyone.”

Brian made fists. He wanted so badly to punch Lee, knock him out and take his phone from him, but his roommate was strong and fast. He would easily dodge Brian’s blow and everything would go downhill fast.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Brianna!”

Brian cursed him under his breath. “Yes, Master Lee,” he said a second time in his best female voice.

“Good girl. Once I put your anklet on, you are to begin your day of servicing me.” Brian silently watched him kneel down and clip the anklet on. When Lee stood back up, he wiped his hands and smiled. “I want you to reply to every command I give you with a curtsy. Understand?”

Brian nodded.

“Good. Now, I am hungry. I want you to cook me a breakfast of bacon and eggs with a side of toast and a nice hot cup of coffee. Two eggs scrambled, three strips of bacon, and two slices of toast.”

“Yes, Master Lee,” Brian replied, curtsying.

As he dipped, he felt his cock start to harden. Yes, Master Lee, he heard again in his head. He sounded so weak, so submissive, so… feminine.

Brian quickly walked past Lee, his hands clasped in front of him, hoping his roommate wouldn’t catch the crimson color on his cheeks.

Unknown to his roommate and temporary master, Brian had in fact taken Lee’s advice about the heels. Knowing full well that he’d be spending quite amount of time in them—despite his optimistic and unrealistic estimate on how quickly he’d clean the apartment—they were the first item he bought and they’d even arrived a day early.

They were beautiful shoes made from quality patent leather that shined in the lights of his apartment. When they first arrived and he held them in his hands, he was in disbelief that he had spent so much money on the shoes. They were close to a hundred dollars, from a highly reputable company with a five-star review on the online retailer.

The heels had slid onto his feet perfectly the first time he’d worn them. They were comfortably snug and his feet rested on the arch. Brian had sat on the edge of the bed and stared at them. They were lighter than he’d imagined, and with Lee gone for several more hours, he took the opportunity to walk in them.

Brian stood up and immediately felt like he was a toddler learning to walk. The high arch of the shoes forced him forward and he almost fell face-first onto the floor. Getting his balance, he straightened up and stood awkwardly as the sexy footwear forced him to stick out his chest and ass.

Looking over at his reflection in the mirror, he could see why women would wear them when they wanted to show off their assets. His flat ass now had volume and his legs looked long and slender. If he had breasts, they would be up and out. He couldn’t slouch and he stuck his arms out to the sides as he took his first step.

It was a slow and tedious process. Each step was carefully calculated and Brian’s eyes didn’t leave the floor. His feet wobbled with each step, and he hoped and prayed that the next one wouldn’t shatter his ankle.

Minutes passed as he moved about the apartment. His pace quickened and his paranoia faded as he adjusted to the shorter strides he had to take. Brian smirked as he recalled the instructions from the how-to video he had watched. The woman in the video made it look easy and her instructions were simple. He was sure all he had to do was practice.

Brian walked heel to toe until he was confident enough to take his eyes off the ground and look straight ahead as he walked. He found that his hips swayed with each step and he felt so tall in the five-inch heels. After a while, his feet grew tired and his legs surprisingly sore, and with Lee home any minute, he’d retired the shoes to their box until the next opportunity arose.

He’d had chances to practice every single day, and when the day finally came, Brian strode out into the kitchen with confidence. Walking in heels was no longer foreign. He was even able to run very short distances in them. In fact, Brian had grown so attached to the footwear that he didn’t want to get rid of them once the day was over.

Will I even wear these again? I mean, I do like them and they’re really sexy. Brian shook the thought from his head. No. Even if he did end up keeping them, there was no way he’d ever wear them again. This is for today only.

He looked out into the living room as the eggs and bacon cooked. Lee paid no attention to him. His eyes were half-open and focused on the TV. Brian sighed as he finished cooking breakfast.

“Master Lee, breakfast is ready,” he called out to him as he poured the coffee.

Lee smiled as he walked past Brian and sat down at the table. “I could get used to this. I wonder if I could get Leah to do this for me. Better yet, I should find a way to make both of you my pretty little maids.”

Brian said nothing as he set the plate and mug down in front of Lee in between the last clean fork and knife. He looked back at the dirty dishes stacked high in the sink and frowned. His work was cut out for him.

“Where are you going?”

“To make myself something to eat.”

“Not until I am finished. You must stand by me and wait patiently. I might need something.”

Brian quietly sighed. “Yes, Master Lee.”

Lee looked up at him and smiled smugly, his mouth full of food and some yolk on his chin. Brian pointed it out to him, and Lee handed him his napkin.

“Wipe it off for me.”

Brian hesitated. He shot Lee a glare.

“Don’t make me say it again.”

Grumbling, he took the napkin from him and wiped the yolk off of his chin. Then he handed the napkin back.

“I am finished. Brianna, that was a delicious breakfast. You may now eat and begin your chores.”

As if you needed to tell me tha—

Brian’s thought was interrupted by a slap on the ass. His face turned bright red and he watched Lee laugh as he walked out of the kitchen. He looked down at his dress and squirmed as he felt his cock harden a little bit from the rude and strangely arousing gesture.

With his own hunger quickly dealt with, Brian pulled on a pair of bright yellow rubber gloves and scrubbed away. He quietly hummed to himself as he tackled the mountain of dishes, scrubbing them clean and filling the dishwasher to the brim.

But it was just the first on a long list.

Brian moved about the apartment, dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing, mopping, stopping only to empty the dishwasher and reload it with the second wave of dishes. Lee occasionally barked an order at him, from handing him the remote to scratching his back, to getting him drink after drink. Brian answered each command with a curtsy and a “yes, Master Lee.”

His stomach rumbled as lunch arrived and Lee saw fit to task him with making the most over-the-top sandwich. Brian delivered the supposedly tasty sandwich to his roommate, who hadn’t left the couch all day.

“Another beer, Brianna,” he said, taking a bite of the sandwich.

“Yes, Master Lee.”

It had become instinct now. Brian didn’t have to think about his reply. It along with the curtsy and his feminine voice came naturally. His semi-erect cock twitched in his panties at the thought of it. He was walking naturally in the heels, his hips swaying with each step. His legs weren’t the least bit tired or sore. He could spend the rest of the day, or even the evening in them.

“Hurry that cute ass up,” Lee shouted, “I’m thirsty!”

Brian froze and looked back at Lee over his shoulder. Lee remembers I’m a guy, right? That I’m not actually a woman? Then he remembered the two beer bottles that he had already thrown away and the third he was retrieving.

He removed the bottle from the fridge, opened it and walked over toward the couch. Brian held the bottle out for Lee to grab it, but his roommate made him bend closer and closer to get it.

Brian yelped as Lee both grabbed the bottle and his waist, then pulled him onto his lap. Lee laughed as Brian sprang back up onto his feet, cursing and shouting.

“Oh, come back, Brianna! Don’t you want to sit on my lap?” Lee fell onto his side from laughing so hard.

Brian would’ve told him to fuck off, but something else was bothering him. He could’ve sworn that he felt it, but he wasn’t sure if it was really what he thought it was. Was Lee… hard? Was that his cock I felt when he pulled me onto his lap?

This wasn’t a good sign. Brian had to finish cleaning the apartment before Lee got too drunk. He recalled how touchy-feely Lee got when he was drinking, often openly flirting with other women as long as Leah was out of earshot. It seemed that Lee had forgotten who the maid was that was cleaning the apartment. As far as Brian could tell, Lee believed him to be an actual woman and not his roommate dressed en femme.

Hours passed by, and just as Brian was about to finally finish cleaning, things took a turn for the worse. He had lost track of how many beers Lee ended up drinking, and with each one his roommate got more and more horny.

Lee had stopped calling him Brianna and started calling him by pet names, and finally insults until Brian’s nightmare came to fruition.

“How much more cleaning do you have, slut?” Lee slurred.

“I’m just about done—”

“Yeah, sure. Come here and give me a blowjob.”

Brian dropped the duster. “No fucking way, man.”

“Oh? Is that so?” he said, whipping his phone out of his pocket. “Who should I send the pics to first?”

Lee started listing off names aloud, and when he mentioned Leah, Brian finally walked over to him. He tried to swipe the phone from Lee, but even in his drunken state, his roommate was too fast for him.

“Too slow, Brianna,” he said, slipping the phone into his back pocket. He spread his legs and pointed to his crotch. “If you want those pictures, you have to go through my cock first.”

“Oh, fuck you, Lee. I’m not sucking your dick.”

“You can lie all you want, but I know the truth.”

“Bullshit,” Brian spat.

“I know you’ve been horny all day. Prancing around in that outfit has gotten you all hard.” Lee snickered as he lifted up Brian’s dress, exposing his erect cock held flat against his stomach by the panties. “See? And besides, I heard you moaning and jacking off this morning.”

“No… that’s a lie.” Brian looked away, his face turning red. He totally knows. Fuck! It’s true. It’s all true. I’ve been so fucking turned on by all of this.

“Well? I’m waiting, Brianna. I command you to pleasure me.”

A light bulb lit up in Brian’s mind. “What about Leah?”

“What about her?”

“You would be cheating on her.” Brian folded his arms.

“As if. If I had sex with another chick, then I would be cheating on her. You? This? It doesn’t matter. Besides, what are you going to do? Tell her you dressed up as a maid and I blackmailed you into sucking my cock? Yeah, like that’ll save you.”

Lee said nothing more. He just sat there and smiled and took another drink of his beer. He had won, and worst of all, he knew it.

“I’ll say it one more time: Brianna, get on your knees and pleasure me.”

Brian’s eyes shifted from his smug roommate to one of the bottles on the table in front of him. He could pick it up and smash it on his roommates head, knock him out and delete the photos.

No, he has a password for his phone. Even though his passcode could be as simple as ‘1234’, Brian didn’t want to risk it.

He took a step forward, and another.

His hands failed to reach out and grab the neck of the bottle. Instead, he turned away from the table toward Lee, who spread his legs wider. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and as Brian’s eyes moved toward the button on his pants, he saw it.

Lee had a hard-on.

It pushed up against the tough fabric of his pants and fought to be free.

“Wait, you forgot something.”

“What did I… oh.” Brian took a deep breath and sighed. “Yes, Master Lee.” 

He curtsied, then knelt down between Lee’s legs, swallowing hard as his fingers slowly moved toward Lee’s pants. Brian’s fingers trembled as he grabbed a hold of the waistline and fumbled with the button.

I… I can’t believe I’m actually doing this. I’m… going to suck another man’s cock!

Brian’s body betrayed him.

His cock throbbed in his panties and he squirmed as lust washed over him. He grew warm and his face turned bright red as he unbuttoned Lee’s pants and pulled down the zipper.

“Thatta girl, Brianna,” Lee purred.

Brian yelped as Lee’s cock sprang free. It was bigger than he imagined, bigger than his own. Free of his jeans, Lee’s dick straightened out and fully hardened.

Brian wrapped his gloved hand around it and slowly stroked, looking up at Lee for approval. His roommate groaned as he slid his hand up and down.

“I didn’t ask for a handjob, Brianna!” Lee moaned. “All or nothing.”

Brian took a deep breath before wrapping his lips around Lee’s dickhead. His own cock twitched underneath his dress as he moved his lips further down Lee’s shaft.

His roommate placed his hands on Brian’s head and gently urged him further. Brian obliged, and his tongue caressed the cock in his mouth.

Just get it over with, Brian, he told himself. As much as he repeated the mantra that he was doing this because he had to, it wasn’t all truth. Buried deep within was something else. A curiosity had taken hold early on in the day, a thought that persisted when Lee had made a joke about pleasuring him. Of course back then, Brian had believed it was just that: a joke.

The more he pleasured his roommate, the more he enjoyed it. It was different than anything he could have imagined—not that he often wondered what it would be like to suck on a dick. Lee’s musk filled his nostrils as he neared the base of his cock. He pulled back, letting the thick rod fall out of his mouth to catch his breath. 

It remained hard in front of him, the taut skin slathered in a mixture of his saliva and Lee’s sticky precum. After a couple of breaths, he went back in and cradled Lee’s balls with his left hand as he stroked the base and bobbed on the upper half, occasionally licking the underside and tracing the head with his tongue.

Lee writhed on the couch, moaning and groaning with approval. “H-Holy shit, Brianna! You’re like… the—oh god—best cocksucker ever!”

The best cocksucker ever. That’s what you are. Brian moaned through the cock in his mouth as his dick twitched. He took his right hand off of Lee and reached under his dress to pleasure himself.

Lee smirked. “You jerking off down there?”

“Yes, Master Lee,” Brian said, taking his mouth off of the cock for a moment.

Lee pushed Brian’s head away from his cock. “No more blowjob. It’s time I fucked you properly.” Lee scooted over onto the couch and pointed next to him. “Hands and knees!”

Brian whimpered as he climbed up onto the couch. He uttered not one word of protest as Lee lifted up the back of his dress and pulled his panties down. Brian looked back at him over his shoulder and watched as his roommate slipped a condom onto this rock-hard cock and lined up.

“I want to hear you moan. Beg for it.” When he didn’t, Lee slapped Brian’s ass. “I said beg!”

Brian bit his lip. “Please fuck me, Master Lee.”

Lee thrust in so hard Brian saw stars. The pain that filled him quickly gave way to pleasure as Lee buried his cock in his ass. He gripped Brian’s hips as he pushed in and pulled out in a fast, deliberate fashion. There was no romance or passion, just pure, hardcore sex.

Lee treated Brian as he treated most of the women he had one-night stands with. They were there solely for his pleasure, nothing more.

“Goddamn! Your ass is so tight, Brianna!”

As rough as it was, Brian couldn’t get over the pleasure that filled him. From his time spent on the internet, he had come across many accounts of men and how much they enjoyed anal, whether they were with another man or their female significant others who fucked them with a strap-on. There was immense pleasure to be had from getting thrust into, especially when the prostate was stimulated.

Brian fell forward onto his elbows, and the change in his position amplified the erotic sensations as Lee’s cock brushed up against his prostate. He moaned loudly, his voice soft and feminine. He sounded like the women that Lee would bang after his many parties—until he’d started dating Leah, that is.

He reached back and grabbed his aching cock. He wanted release so bad. “I’m going to cum!”

“So am I, slut!” Lee said with another firm slap.

It pushed Brian over the edge, and he closed his eyes as he came all over the couch, his white-hot cum spraying everywhere. Lee’s thrusts grew uneven until he pushed his cock as deep as it would go into Brian’s ass.

“Ohh, yeah!” he groaned. Through the thin latex sheath, Brian could feel Lee’s cock twitch and the tip of his condom fill with his cum. He kept his dick inside until he stopped throbbing, then pulled out, letting out a heavy sigh. “Well, fuck. I’m spent!”

Lee climbed down from the couch and pulled his pants back on. He wiped the sweat from his brow and pulled his phone out of his pocket.

“Clean up the mess you’ve made on the couch and you’re free to go. I’ve deleted the photos and you’ve held up your end of the deal.” Lee didn’t even look back at Brian as he whistled and walked toward the front door. “Night’s still young. I’m hitting up the bar.”

The door slammed shut and Brian finally relaxed. He straightened up and slowly got off of the couch, narrowly avoiding the large puddle of cum. Back on his feet, he pulled his panties up and cleaned off the couch.

It was finally over. The apartment was the cleanest it had ever been, and Brian had never felt so dirty.

He shuffled into his bedroom and stripped out of the costume. He kicked his heels toward his closet and tossed the rest of the clothes onto the floor by his bathroom door.

He peeled off the wig and set it on the counter and placed the jewelry next to it. Overjoyed to be finally out of women’s clothes, he stepped into the shower and tried to wash the dirt, grime, shame, and memories of the day away.

But no matter how hard he scrubbed or how long he let the hot water flow over him, the thoughts and feelings remained, and he knew it would only be a matter of time before he cross-dressed again.

In fact, it wasn’t even a week.

“I’ll see ya next week,” Lee said as he wheeled his suitcase out the front door. Brian watched him leave and sighed with relief. He had the apartment all to himself for an entire week and didn’t have to deal with Lee’s drunk ass tearing the place up and making a ruckus.

Brian sat on the couch and lifted his legs onto the table. It was finally peaceful.

But he quickly became restless, and as much as he fought it, an hour later he returned to the couch wearing his fishnet stockings, red heels, black lace panties, wig and his entire maid costume.

He slid down onto the couch, closed his eyes and moaned as he jerked off with his gloved hand.

He was so wrapped up in his erotic stimulations that he didn’t hear the front door unlock and open. Brian’s moans drowned out the sound of high heels on the wood floor, and it wasn’t until Leah screamed that Brian came out of his erotic trance and scrambled onto his feet.

He stood in front of the couch, his hands covering the front of his dress and stared at Leah, his face blood red.

Lee’s girlfriend stood and stared back, and after a few silent moments, her posture shifted. She closed her slack jaw and folded her arms, looked at Brian through her sapphire-blue eyes and smiled.

TORN APART PART 2:
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The silence was agonizing.

Brian’s heart was beating as fast as a hummingbird’s as Leah stood in the foyer and slowly looked him up and down. Her smiled curled into a satisfied grin and she took a step toward him.

Brian swallowed hard as he took her in. Despite the fear, dread, and panic that filled him, he couldn’t help but survey her beauty. She was a gorgeous woman. She had long blonde hair and her eyes were a sapphire blue that sparkled like the gem itself. She wore dark red lipstick that was both professional and sensual.

Leah slowly walked toward him, the clicks of her heels echoing in his head like the ticking of a clock. Brian shook nervously as she neared him, her eyes moving all over his body, inspecting him as if she was a potential buyer.

Why? Why is she so calm and collected about all of this?! Brian opened his mouth to speak, but the only things that came out were quiet whimpers.

“Oh? You got something to say?” Leah said, moving behind him. “I never knew you were into this kind of thing, Brian. I mean, you are thin and scrawny, and with the right padding you would have a very sexy body.”

Brian bit his lip, his cock still rock hard underneath his dress. He could only imagine what he’d look like to have a woman like Leah transform him—someone who actually knew how to put on makeup and had a wide array of jewelry and outfits at her disposal.

His eyes scanned her own clothing as she moved back in front of him. She had on a tight white blouse, the long sleeves folded at her elbows. The buttons were a shiny metallic gold that reflected the lights of the apartment. The top looked to be custom tailored for her perfect body, and Brian couldn’t get past how well it hugged her frame.

Below the cream-colored blouse was a black pinstriped pencil skirt that stopped above her knees. It had a long slit up the side, and when she shifted her weight onto her other leg, Brian could see the tops of her stockings through the opening. He swallowed hard as beads of sweat slid down his forehead.

Leah was a sensual dresser who knew how to use her body to her advantage. She skillfully wielded it, and could have any man—or woman—eating out of the palm in her hand.

Many times Brian witnessed her using this ability on Lee, getting him to do chores and other tasks for her. He’d do them in a heartbeat, but if anyone else asked him to do the same thing or lesser, he’d tell them off.

“I was wondering why some of my makeup was out of place, as well as a couple pieces of my jewelry.” Leah took a step forward and put her finger on his chest. Her nails were long and sharp, their surfaces polished and painted the same color red as her lipstick. “I thought at first it was my fault, that I had put them back that way and just forgot about it.”

She circled around him as she spoke, her fingernail trailing across his chest to his shoulder.

“But that never happens, and I was left with only one other option: that Lee did something with it. I thought about what he would use it for. Lee never showed any sign of wanting to wear it himself—believe me, I would know if he did.”

Leah stood behind Brian and put her hands on his shoulders.

“Did you know he’s cheated on me? Twice in the past week, both times with some drunk slut he bumped into at a party. I even walked in on them one of those times, but Lee didn’t remember it. His memory has been pretty shoddy lately, even forgetting my name when we had sex last.”

Her hands left his shoulders and traveled down the length of his back until they got to his hips and the hem of his dress. 

She pressed her breasts against his back and brought her lips to his ear as she wrapped her arms around his stomach. “So tell me, Brian—you didn’t just clean the apartment wearing this adorable outfit, did you?”

Oh god, she knows. How? How could she know what I did with Lee? He didn’t tell her, did he?

“N-No, I… just cleaned.” For the first time since Leah walked into the apartment, Brian’s throat eased up just enough to allow him to speak. He was stumbling over the words, hoping, praying that she was just teasing him.

Leah moved her lips to his other ear as her hands slid further down his front.

“Is that so?”

“Yes. It’s true.” Brian’s heart pounded. His breaths were quick and shallow.

“In this day and age, maids that wear that outfit rarely ‘just clean.’ You don’t have to lie to me, Brian. You can tell me everything.”

He could feel her hot breath on his neck. It made the hairs on his nape stand straight up. Goosebumps covered his body and he squirmed under her touch. She lifted her leg and brushed it against his, her stockings grazing his own as her hands traveled up the front of his body and grabbed his flat chest.

“Don’t be afraid. Tell me your deepest, darkest secrets.” Her voice was low and sultry as she purred into his ear. 

It was too much. He was powerless against her.

“You’re right. I… didn’t just clean the apartment.”

“Oh, you naughty boy,” she said as she lifted up the front of his skirt. “Tell me what you did.”

Brian closed his eyes and gasped as Leah’s hand caressed his balls through his lace panties.

“Lee… he took pictures of me… used them as leverage.”

“And?”

“When I finished cleaning, I… got down on my knees in front of him.”

“Like a good, obedient maid?” she said as her fondling continued.

“Y-Y-Yes…”

Leah pulled down the front of Brian’s panties and gently squeezed his swollen cock. “Go on,” she said as she slowly stroked.

“I… uh… unzipped his pants, and I… ooh!”

“You what, Brian? What did Lee’s obedient maid do for him?”

Leah stroked harder, faster as she breathed into his ear, moaning quietly, reveling at how much his body writhed under her touch.

“I… I…”

“Tell me, Brian!”

“I sucked Lee’s cock!” 

He said it. The words came out of his mouth. The one person who he was most afraid of finding out knew about his secret act with his roommate, something he would never forget, and that forever changed him.

Despite his revelation, Leah continued to stroke his dick. She would bring him to the edge and slow down, and as if she would read it on his face, she would then start stroking him again once he came down.

“But that’s not all you did, is it? You went further, didn’t you? How far did the obedient, submissive little slave girl go for her master?”

“No…” Brian lurched forward as legs gave out. Leah supported him, easing him down onto his knees. He fell back onto her and she whispered softly into his ear as she continued to jerk him off.

“Tell me, Brian.”

Leah didn’t slow down this time.

“I got onto my hands and knees on the couc,h and he… he… he fucked my ass!”

Brian’s body shook violently as cum exploded out of his cock onto the living room floor. He moaned as Leah milked him until his dick turned flaccid in her hand.

“Good girl,” Leah purred. She lifted her hand up and frowned. Strands of Brian’s cum clung to her hand. “Say, Brian…”

“Yes?” hHe said breathlessly.

“Did Lee give you a name?”

“He did, it was… Brianna.”

“I like that name. Now, Brianna, you’ve gone and made a mess, and I need you to clean it up.”

Leah held her hand in front of Brian’s face, and he spotted the strings of sticky cum on her long, slender fingers. She moved her hand close to him.

“Well? Clean up after yourself, Brianna. I don’t have all day.” She brought her hand up to his mouth and pressed her finger against his lips, smearing the cum.

“Be a good girl now, Brianna.”

Brian groaned as he slowly opened his mouth and Leah slid her finger inside. He grimaced as he sucked the cum off of her, and when her finger was clean, he stuck his tongue out and licked the remaining clumps.

“That wasn’t so bad now, was it?” Leah backed away from Brian and got back onto her feet. She reached down and helped Brian up.

“Look, Leah, about all this—”

“Hush. You don’t have to worry. It’ll be our little secret.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, why were you here?”

“To confront Lee about him cheating on me and to break up with him. He’s been avoiding my calls and texts, so I was hoping to catch him before he left.”

Leah sighed as she plopped down on the couch.

“I was so angry, so furious with him that I could’ve torn his head off. But now? Now I feel so much better.”

“Oh,” Brian said, looking back at his bedroom door. “If you don’t mind, then, I’m going to get changed.”

“Who said you could get changed?” Leah answered, looking up at him with a grin on her face. “I didn’t recall giving you that order. But yes, why don’t you get changed? Put some regular clothes on, then grab your wig. We’re going back to my place.”

Brian’s jaw dropped. “Wait, what?”

Leah stood up and stretched. “You heard me. We’re going back to my place. Actually, we’ll be making some stops first, and then we’ll be going back to my place.”

“But—”

“No buts, Brian. This is a side of you I’d never thought I’d see.” She moved in front of him and placed her lips by his ear, whispering. “And you know what? It really turns me on.”

She planted a kiss on his cheek, and he stood dumbfounded as he watched her walk toward the front door.

“You have five minutes. If you’re not standing beside me before then, I’m walking out this door, and not only will this opportunity pass you by, but you’ll never see me again.”

Leah lifted her wrist up in front of her and looked at her watch. “Five minutes, starting now!”

It took a moment for Brian to realize what was going on. He had a chance, an opportunity to experience something he never thought he’d want to experience. Not only that, but he finally had the chance to be with Leah.

Leah, the drop dead gorgeous woman who not only didn’t scream, freak out or run away when she caught him jerking off in the living room while cross-dressing, but embraced it and took him to the edge and beyond.

Now she was giving him the chance to go even further with her. Not with Lee, his drunken, self destructive roommate—it would be with her, the woman he’d always wanted to be with.

“Four minutes.”

Brian said nothing as he turned and ran into his bedroom. He didn’t even bother closing the door as he quickly peeled off the dress and tossed it onto his bed. He slid off of the panties, kicked his heels off and removed his stockings.

“Bring the heels. I like the heels,” Leah shouted from the other side of the apartment.

Brian set the wig onto the bed and got dressed, grabbing the first pair of boxers, jeans, and a t-shirt he could find.

“Two minutes.”

What happened to three minutes?!

He slipped into some socks and shoes, grabbed his wig and heels and ran out into the living room and next to Leah. He doubled over, gasping for air, blonde wig in one hand, red heels in the other.

“You made the right choice, Brian. Are you ready to go?”

“I am.”

“From now on, you are to address me correctly. Which will be Mistress. Understand?”

“Yes… Mistress!” Brian threw the title in there at the last moment.

Leah smirked before opening the door to the apartment. “Shall we?”

Brian smiled as he stepped through the door. Leah closed and locked it behind them, and he followed her out of the complex to her car. Fortunately, no one saw them.

They climbed into her luxury coupe and sped off.

“So, Mistress, where are we going?”

Leah said nothing as she turned to him and winked. She turned the volume up on the radio, blasting the music as she drove.

Brian’s cheeks turned bright red as she pulled into the parking lot and parked directly in front of the sex toy shop. He looked out at the mannequins in the display windows and the wide array of sexy lingerie they wore.

“Stay in the car. What I’m getting is a surprise.”

Brian nodded and watched as she disappeared inside the store. It left him wondering what she was getting for him. It could have been any number of things, from bondage gear to sex toys, maybe even costume.

He shifted on the leather chair and looked away from the storefront to the heels in his hands. Taking them in, he couldn’t help but smile. Minutes later, Leah emerged from the store carrying several black shopping bags.

Brian tried to peek into them as she walked past his door, but he saw nothing but tissue paper and frowned as she opened the trunk and stashed his presents. Leah grinned as she slid into the driver’s seat, then followed Brian’s gaze to her skirt, which had slid up higher onto her thighs and showed off the tops of her stockings.

The car engine roared to life and she drove off, music blaring as they arrived at the parking structure for her condo. Leah made Brian carry the bags from the car to her condo, occasionally looking back at him over her shoulder and smiling.

As much as he wanted to peek into the bags in his hands, there was no way he could tear his eyes off of the figure in front of him. Leah walked so gracefully in her stiletto heels, and his eyes followed the seams of her stockings up to her perfect ass. It swayed back and forth hypnotically as she strode with confidence.

It was when they stopped in front of her door that Brian realized he had never actually been to her place. In fact, the only times he ever saw Leah was when she came to the apartment with Lee, either for one of his many parties or when they returned from a date. Lee had mentioned occasionally how successful Leah was and how she had a nice place.

“Holy crap, this place is awesome!”

“Hard work has its rewards,” Leah said as she walked in after him. “Follow me, Brian, it’s time we begin.”

He followed her through the living room, into the hallway, and finally into the master bedroom. Her home was well furnished and cozy, not to mention remarkably clean.

No wonder she had me leave the maid outfit at my place. There’s nothing for me to clean here!

Her bedroom, despite being much larger than his own, was modestly decorated in comparison to the rest of the condo. Leah had nothing more than a queen-sized bed, a long wooden dresser, a bookshelf filled to the brim and a small writing desk.

On one of the walls was the entrance to her walk-in closet. Brian stood in the center of her bedroom and watched as Leah slid open the white shutter doors and closed them behind her.

“Brian,” she said before closing them all the way, “while I am getting changed, I want you to hop into my shower and shave. I take it you had to shave for your day as a maid?”

“I did, Mistress,” he said with a nod.

“Good, then shaving again shouldn’t be difficult. Just be sure you’re thorough. Don’t want my little pet to be all hairy, now, do I?” She closed the doors to her closet and Brian walked away from the bags of goods she’d bought for him. 

Her bathroom was sleek and ornate, with granite counter tops and cream-colored appliances. Leah had a bathtub with silver faucets and an all glass shower. There was a low vanity table with all kinds of makeup neatly organized on the smooth white surface.

Brian frowned. No wonder she’d found out that Lee borrowed her makeup. Brian’s roommate never put anything back the way he found it—if he even returned it at all.

“I don’t hear any water running in there!”

“Sorry, Mistress!” Brian quickly stepped into the shower and fumbled with the knobs until hot water poured down on him from the showerhead. The process was quick, and once Brian was all clean-shaven, he returned to the bedroom with the towel around his waist.

Leah was waiting for him there. She sat on the edge of her bed, her legs crossed and her eyes trained on the bathroom door. She grinned as she watched him walk into the room and Brian turned bright red as she stood up.

She had changed out of her rather sensual work attire into something just plain sensual. She wore a black fishnet dress, her perfect breasts and pink nipples visible through the sheer fabric, and thigh-high black leather boots. He could see her thong, a garment of crimson and lace that just barely covered her ripe cunt.

Leah turned and walked off to the side, revealing the items laid out across her bed. “Come here, Brian. Let me show you the fun we’ll be having today.”

He swallowed hard as he stood next to her, his eyes scanning the surface of her comforter and the items carefully laid across it. Everything he imagined she would buy for him—both out of excitement and fear—was there on the bed.

One thing was missing, and it was the item in her hand.

“Got to take care of this first,” she said, pulling off his towel. Brian’s eyes went wide as she turned and knelt down in front of him. She produced a clear chastity cage, and before he could open his mouth to protest, Leah gently eased his balls through the ring and attached the front. There was a quiet click as she locked it in place with a padlock. She stood up.

“Consider this your punishment for cumming all over my hand this morning.” She reached down and picked up the gold chain on the bed and wore it like a necklace. “These are the keys to your freedom, Brian. They shall remain in my possession until you have earned them. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Leah smiled. “Good. Back to the demonstration.” She turned toward the bed and pointed out the various items. “I got you a collar, inflatable plug, a vibrator, suction cup dildo, restraints, and other bondage gear, as well as that cage that you’re wearing.”

“Oh… wow.”

“Something wrong, Brian?”

“No, nothing’s wrong, Mistress. It’s just… I’m a little overwhelmed.”

“Yes, that’s understandable. It’s a new strange world you’re being introduced to, so hesitation and fear is justified.” Leah moved between him and the bed. She smiled as she placed her hand on his cheek.

“Brian, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. I’m not forcing you to do anything here. It’s just… I’ve never had anyone to play with. Lee isn’t into this sort of thing, and any boyfriend I’ve had in the past was scared off when I brought it up.”

“Leah…” Brian said as he grabbed her hand. “I’d be glad to do this with you. I mean, sure I’m nervous about all of it, but I want you to be able to enjoy yourself. You did buy all these things for me. I don’t want them to go to waste.”

“Oh, you’re so sweet,” she said, kissing him on the cheek. “Now, bend over for me.” She smiled as she placed her hand on Brian’s back.

“Of course, Mistress,” he said as he leaned forward and placed his hands on the bed. He watched her over his shoulder as she stared at his ass and smiled. She moved her hands over it, squeezing and playing with his cheeks as her thumb glided over his asshole.

“You have such a pretty ass, Brian, so smooth and delicate. Lee never let me shave him. He also never let me top him. I always had to be on the bottom, letting him control what happened in the bedroom. It’s not that he was a Dom; no, he just felt that the man should be in charge. The woman should only be there for his pleasure.”

She playfully slapped his ass and gigged.

“Even if he had remained faithful to me, I doubt I could have been with him for another month. The key to any relationship is compatibility, whether it’s intellectual, emotional, political, or sexual. If there is no compatibility, then the relationship is doomed to fail. You can’t put a square peg in a round hole, and two dominant—or even submissive—people won’t make a stable, healthy relationship.”

Brian remained silent as she spoke. She walked away from him, her hand lingering on his ass until she moved out of reach and it fell to her side. Leah continued talking as she rounded the bed and reached for the inflatable plug, her eyes looking over it curiously as she squeezed the ball, filling the black rubber cock with air.

He could feel his cheeks turn red as he watched it grow larger and larger in her hands. It grew long and thick, bigger than his own and even bigger than Lee’s. There was no way that would fit inside of him. Leah let the air out of it and it returned to its original, much more tolerable size.

“I stuck with Lee for so long because I thought he would grow more open to the idea of letting me take control. There were a couple times where I tried to warm him up to the idea, but he was dead set in his ways. We grew apart and he cheated on me. He probably wanted to sleep with a girl wouldn’t resist him, who would get on her knees and suck him when he asked her to. A woman like Brianna.”

“Oh, that’s not fair!” Brian shouted. “I had no—”

“I’m sorry, what was that?” Leah interrupted him and cupped her hand to her ear. “Do you know what happens to subs to speak out of line to their mistresses?” 

Brian closed his mouth and looked away from her as she sat down next to him and waved the black rubber cock in his face.

“Well, my little pet? What happens to slaves who speak out of line?”

“They get punished, Mistress,” he mumbled.

“Good answer. Now, what punishment would fit speaking out?” She waved the toy slowly in front of him and gave him the clue to her answer. “Open up.”

Brian closed his eyes and let his mouth open slightly. She pressed the tip against his lips and pushed it in further. “Keep going. Yes, that’s it. I want to see you lather this up like you did Lee’s cock.”

His cheeks turned bright red as his jaw opened further, widening the entrance to his mouth just enough for the rest of the head and the shaft to slide in. Leah moved it in and out of his mouth, twisting and turning it as he covered it with his saliva.

As the toy slid in and out, his jaw relaxed and his resistance faded away. He gripped the comforter of her bed as he wrapped his lips around the dick, his tongue sliding under the base. Blood flowed to his cock and it strained against its cage. Brian groaned from the pressure, his body shifting uneasily.

Leah looked away from the cock that she was filling his mouth with to this groin and the cage that locked it away. “Oh, what’s the matter, Brian? Are you getting aroused by this cock in your mouth? Are you imagining it to be Lee’s, or perhaps some big, black stud’s?”

Brian mumbled an answer, and Leah took the cock out of his mouth so he could speak clearly. “Yours, Mistress. I’m imagining it’s your cock.”

Leah blushed. Her cheeks were so hot she could cook an egg on them. She covered her mouth and looked away from Brian, and when she turned back, he could see a tear in her eye.

“Damn it, Brian! I can’t be your Mistress if you make me cry like that.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. “Why did our first date have to fail like that, and why did we grow so far apart? But that is a discussion for later, when we have had our fun and when our bodies need to rest.”

She got up off of the couch before Brian could answer and moved behind him. Leah placed her hand on his ass and pressed the head of the cock against his asshole. Brian took a deep breath and grunted as she gently eased the toy inside of him. She pushed it in slowly, then pulled it back before going deeper, twisting and turning it with her wrist until the entire length of it entered and the flared tip with the only part visible.

Brian let out his breath and relaxed his body as Leah secured the toy inside of him. Looking back between his legs, he could see the narrow tube and ball pump. It swung freely until Leah grabbed it and gave the pump a squeeze.

He moaned as the toy swelled up inside of him, drops of precum oozed out of the tip of his caged cock. Leah pumped it one more time before she was satisfied.

“How’s that, Brian? Any pain?”

“No, no pain, Mistress,” he grunted. “It’s just… tight.”

“Well that’s the point,” she said as she placed her hand on his back. “We need to loosen you up a little. Go ahead and stand up for me, slowly.” He obeyed and she took his hand. “Come, let’s get you dressed. I have just the outfit in mind for you today, one that goes with those sexy heels of yours.”

Brian followed Leah over to her closet. He looked back at her bed and noticed none of the toys were as big or bigger then what she seemed to be prepping him for. The suction cup dildo was about the size of his own cock, and the vibrator was bullet shaped, something she must’ve purchased for herself.

She must be hiding it from me. He had no doubt in his mind what it was that Leah decided to keep hidden from him. It was obvious she was planning to fuck him, which meant that she had a strap-on tucked away somewhere, waiting for her to equip it when the moment was right.

His cock twitched in his cage at the thought of being fucked by her. Brian bit his lip as lust filled him. Up until this morning, he had always wanted to be the one fucking her, but now the thought of her filling his ass with a strap-on made him weak in the knees.

Leah slid open the doors to her closet and Brian’s jaw dropped. It was far bigger than he imagined, and recalling the modestly decorated condo, he realized that her wardrobe was where she spent her money.

She had a variety of dresses and tops, skirts from knee-length to micro, pants and jeans as well as coats and jackets. She had dressers full of lingerie in various colors, styles, and fabrics; rows of shoes—most of them high heels—but there were plenty of comfortable, sensible shoes too.

In addition to the clothing and footwear, Leah had a collection of jewelry full of necklaces and chokers, earrings, bracelets, rings and anklets. In the far back was an armoire, and it was the only part of her closet that she didn’t show to him.

“No, Brian, that is not for your eyes. Not yet. Come here. It is time to get you dressed,” Leah said as she opened the dresser full of panties.

Brian hesitated for a moment, his eyes lingering on the old wooden cabinet. He wondered what mysteries it held. Was she some kind of witch and did it hold her spellbooks? Or had she murdered a guy and stashed his body there?

He shook the thoughts from his head. What was he thinking? From the way she talked about her love of domination, she probably kept some of her more risqué bondage gear there.

He turned around and froze, and his cheeks turned red when he saw her hold up a red lace thong.

“Come here, Brian,” she said as she dangled the thong in front of him. “Put on your panties.”

Leah snickered as he took them from her, slid his feet into them, and fed the tube for the inflatable toy through one of the leg holes. The insert was less noticeable now than it was when she’d first put it in him, but with every movement of his body, it squirmed inside him and rubbed against his prostate.

He moaned quietly as it stimulated him, his cock begging for release from the cage as another drop of precum oozed out of it.

“Look at how turned on you are! Shame you haven’t learned to control yourself.” Leah moved behind him and grabbed the pump, squeezing it once. “There, that should teach you a lesson.”

Brian’s body tensed up and he moaned.

Leah shuddered as his honey-sweet outburst filled her ears. She bit her lip and squeezed her knees together as she tried to mask the pleasure within her. Ever since she first walked in on him jerking off, she had been so incredibly aroused. She squealed with delight into her hand when he first ran back into his bedroom to get changed.

She closed the dresser and looked down at her feet, twitching as a bead of liquid lust slid down the inside of her thigh, absorbed by the stockings she wore under her thigh-high boots. Brian was right to assume that the vibrator was hers. She had used to relieve herself of the built-up sexual tension while he showered.

But it did little to relieve her. Her orgasm was forced, and very little satisfaction followed. By the time she’d finished putting her outfit on, she was back to where she’d started.

She straightened up and smiled as she handed him the matching bra. He turned around as he put it on and she clipped the straps on the back together. Then she dug through another dresser and pulled out the dress for him to wear.

“Oh, yes, this is perfect,” she said as she unfolded it.

Made from a stretchy fabric, the black strapless dress had two large sections cut out of the sides, identical in size. Both of them were oval in shape and reached around the dress to the back.

“I got this last year for Halloween when I went to a party with one of my ex-boyfriends,” she said as she handed it to him. “Pull it over your head like a shirt.”

Brian shimmied into the outfit, which tightly hugged his body. He pulled it down to his waist and hips, tugging the hem down as far as it could go, frowning and sighing when it barely reached his thighs.

“It’s not going to get any lower,” she teased. “Now put these on.”

Brian sat down on the little stool to put the white fishnet stockings on and twitched as the plug went further up his ass as he sat down on it. Fighting the feelings welling up inside, he slid his feet into the fishnets and pulled them up to his thighs.

With the stockings on, she handed him his heels. He slid them on and she led him out of the closet into her bathroom and vanity. Sitting on the smooth counter top, she went to work on his face.

“Would you say your makeup was convincing when you did it yourself?” she asked as she coated his eyelashes in mascara.

“I didn’t look like I was in drag, if that’s what you’re asking, Mistress.”

“And you’ve never had a woman do your makeup before?”

He shook his head when she pulled her hands away to swap out her tools of the trade. She finished his makeover with a coat of lipstick and covered that in a layer of shiny clear gloss.

“Perfect,” she said as she smiled.

Even without his wig on, Brian looked convincingly feminine, leagues better than when he’d applied it himself on that fateful day.

“Wow.” It was all he could say.

Leah slid down off of the counter and returned with his blonde wig. She put it on his head and finished the transformation. Other than his Adam’s apple, there was no hint at his masculinity. It was all gone, skillfully masked by a true professional.

“Much better, don’t you think?”

Before Brian could answer, Leah helped him out of his chair and back into the closet where she gave him jewelry to go with his clothes and makeup: another pair of clip-on earrings, some bracelets, and of course, an anklet.

“I believe this is yours?” she said, holding up the ‘slut’ anklet. “Lee put it back with the rest of the jewelry he borrowed from me. I think you shall wear again.” She smiled as she bent down and wrapped it around his ankle.

Leah took his hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Just one more thing.” She reached down and grabbed the collar, wrapping it around his neck and tightening it. “There. The transformation is complete. You are no longer Brian. You are Brianna, a woman and my little subbie. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said as his cheeks turned red.

“You sure don’t sound like a woman, Brianna.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said again with best female voice.

“Much better. Now, clear off the bed so that we can begin.”

Brian bowed his head, then grabbed the remaining toys and returned them to the bags they came from. Leah sat on the edge and watched him intently. Once he was done, she ordered him onto his knees.

“I’ve become quite aroused from all of this. I want you to pleasure me.”

Leah grinned as Brian knelt down in front of her. His fingers reached up under her dress and pulled down her thong. 

Holy shit, she’s soaking wet! She wasn’t kidding about being turned on. All of this from today? He swallowed hard as he buried his head between her thighs and she squealed with delight as he tongued her.

Brian wrapped his arm around her right leg and covered her supple flesh in innumerable kisses. He parted her outer lips and lifted up her tiny clit hood with his fingers, giving his tongue access to the sensitive pearl beneath it. Leah responded to his movements with a drawn out moan as she fell back onto the sheets.

He looked up at her from in between her legs, his tongue flicking back and forth. Brian’s fingers moved to her inner lips, tenderly pulling them apart and fully exposing Lean’s pussy.

“Oh god, yes!” she cried out, squirming on the bed as he kept up his assault with his tongue. “D-Don’t stop!” She squeezed his head with her thighs, holding it in place as he brought her closer and closer to sensual bliss.

Her strong legs muffled his hearing, but he could still make out the sound of her scream as she arched her back and filled his mouth with her juices. She relaxed her still-quivering legs, releasing him from her grip.

“Oh, Brianna, that was wonderful,” she said breathlessly. “I didn’t know I could moan that loudly. It’s time I rewarded you for your excellent demonstration.”

She climbed up off of the bed and he watched her enter the closet and close the doors behind her. Moments later she returned, brandishing a bright pink strap-on attached firmly to her hips.

“Up on the bed, Brianna,” she purred.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, climbing up.

She stood behind him, lifted up his dress and pulled aside the thin strap of his thong. Leah released the air out of the plug and slowly worked it out of him. He grunted and sighed with relief when she pulled out it, but the sensation didn’t last long.

Leah placed the head of her cock against his asshole and slid it in, slowly burying the entire length of it inside him. Brian moaned loudly as she filled him, and he gripped the sheets as she pulled back out.

It was slow at first, but as she repeated the in and outward thrusts, Leah picked up speed until her hips were slapping against his. Brian met her thrusts, pushing back against her as she moved forward.

“Oh, god!” he cried out, his voice soft and feminine. He could hear it in his head and his cock throbbed. He wanted release so badly, but it was locked away. He looked back at her over his shoulder and saw the key chain around her neck, bouncing up and down off of her body as she fucked him.

“I’m… I’m going to cum!” he said.

Leah sped up her thrusts until Brian’s head swam with erotic bliss. His moan was long and drawn out as cum erupted out of the tip of his cock. It oozed onto the sheets, but with it came a different from of release. His dick still longed to be freed, and as sweet as it was, it did nothing for him.

Even after the last drop fell out, his body still cried out for release. He fell forward onto the sheets, his body spent but still incredibly aroused.

Leah pulled out of him and walked away from the bed. He watched her return to her closet and return sans strap-on.

She climbed onto the bed, laid down next to him and cuddled.

“It’s okay now, Brian. You can drop the formalities.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it,” he said.

“Did you enjoy that?”

“I did, though this cage is getting uncomfortable.”

“Oh, I’ll let you out later. I think it’s cute seeing you all locked up and helpless.” She wrapped her arm around him and rested her chin on his shoulder. “Say, Brian, whatever happened that night when we were supposed to go out on a date?”

Brian sighed as he rolled onto his back. “Well, Lee and I were on our way back from the store. He had an apartment key, so I took what I could carry and ran up to the apartment to shower and get dressed ‘cause I didn’t want to be late.

“When I came back, Lee was putting the groceries away so I said goodbye and went down to my car. I got down to the lot and discovered I had a flat. I was going to text you to say that I was going to be a few minutes late, but I had apparently left my phone in the apartment.

“I ran back upstairs and asked Lee for the keys to his car and to text you to say that I was going to be late, but he said you had already texted him to say that you had changed your mind and decided not to date me.”

Leah shot up. “What the fuck? What a load of horseshit.”

“Wait, what? Jesus, Leah. I was telling the truth.”

“I know. I believe you,” she said with fire in her eyes. “I never texted Lee and told him that. In fact, he texted me to say that you had lost interest. I was devastated, and then a day or so later, he asked me out.”

Leah fell onto her back and rubbed her face. “No wonder you were so distant with me.”

“I can’t believe it,” Brian said, “Lee lied to both of us. He didn’t want you to date me ‘cause he wanted to date you. That two-timing son of a bitch!”

“Brian…” she began. He looked over at her. Gone was the hatred and rage. Instead there was sadness, a longing. “Lee is going to be gone for a whole week. How about we save the revenge plotting until later and instead we make up for lost time?”

Brian said nothing as he nodded.

Leah smiled as a couple tears rolled down her cheeks. She reached up and removed the necklace holding the keys to his cage. Brian bit his lip and watched as she unlocked the padlock and freed him. His cock hardened almost instantly and Leah smiled as she lifted her leg and straddled him. Then she bent down and kissed him tenderly on the mouth.

TORN APART PART 3:
REDECORATING

 

Leah had grown quite fond of Brian’s new submissive side. She threw her head back and moaned as his tongue wiggled its way deeper into her cunt. She squirmed and giggled with delight as he once again brought her to climax.

She sighed heavily and smiled as Brian stood up in front of her. The corset he wore shaped his body wonderfully, and the fake breasts that she had stuffed his bra with added to the feminine illusion. His cock was safely tucked away in his panties, locked up in its cage only to be let out at night when they had sex like any other vanilla couple.

He tucked a loose strand of blonde hair behind his ear and Leah looked up at the new wig she’d bought him. The long hair fell down past his shoulders in waves and he winced as he scratched the back of his neck.

“Still not used to these nails,” he said, holding his hand out in front of him. His once short, rough nails were now long and smooth. The acrylics that Leah had glued to them were painted hot pink with a rounded tip. They matched the lipstick Leah had applied earlier and the rest of the outfit he wore.

He reached back and pulled down the hem of his dress. Made of a stretchy fabric, it was hot pink in color and just barely reached his thighs.

In addition to the dress, Brian wore gold hoop earrings, a rhinestone choker and several gold bracelets decorated with rhinestones. On his feet were pink platform pumps with an anklet, not the ‘slut’ one that Lee had purchased, but a simple gold chain.

As much as she loved dressing Brian up as a beautiful, sexy, and oftentimes slutty woman, she still loved having him around in his normal male form. They’d made up for lost time during the week that Lee was out of town, going out almost every night and staying up late talking, cuddling, or having sex.

Leah smiled at him and her mind went back to when Brian stayed the night at her condo that first night. She undressed him before they fell asleep, and when he’d woken up, she was gone. There was a note on the pillow saying that she had simply gone to work and would be back in a few hours.

He rolled out of bed and sighed, stepped into his boxers and walked out into the kitchen, his stomach grumbling. After breakfast, he sat around on Leah’s couch and watched TV, often checking his phone to see if he had gotten a text from her.

But there was nothing. Leah remained quiet until several hours later when she texted him to say that she was on her way back, and that if he didn’t want to be punished, he would be waiting for her in his bedroom, naked except for the chastity belt.

Leah returned stressed. Work was driving her crazy, and she wanted nothing more than to relax when she got home. But the moment she laid eyes on Brian waiting for her in her bedroom like she asked, the stress of the day faded and she couldn’t wait to play with him.

It was like this day after day as the week went by, and she purchased additional items like the new wig and breast forms to enhance their play. Only occasionally did she require him to call her mistress, primarily when she decided to bring out her bondage toys.

“Let’s do something different tonight,” she said as she kissed Brian’s painted lips.

“What did you have in mind?”

“How about you return to your apartment and sleep there dressed up as Brianna?” Leah said as her fingers moved through his hair. “I can give you some sexy sleepwear.”

“No… I can’t do that. What if people see me and recognize me?” He sat up and looked away from her.

“You think anyone would recognize you? You look beautiful, and rather convincing.”

“Even so, people will get suspicious if they see a blonde woman entering the apartment using a key. What if they call the cops ‘cause they think I’m breaking in?”

“How about this, then,” Leah said as she climbed on top of him. “Why don’t we both go back, then once you’re all settled, I’ll head home and meet you in the morning?”

“I don’t know. I’m still afraid people will notice me.”

Leah placed her hand on his cheek and made him face her. She leaned in close and looked deep into his eyes. “Brian, no one will recognize you. I promise.”

“Okay, I’ll do it. But only if you come with me.”

“Deal.” Leah bent down and kissed him, then climbed off of the bed and disappeared into her closet. She returned a couple of minutes later with a small bag in her hand. “Let’s head back to your place.”

“Like this?” he said, motioning to himself. He climbed off of the bed and stood in front of her. “You want me to go back to my apartment wearing this?”

He wore black patent pumps with dark stockings fastened to a lace garter belt that matched his panties and bra.

“Of course not! I’ll just give you a dress to wear and you’ll be fine.” Leah set the bag down and returned to her closet, coming back with a long black dress. She helped Brian into it and zipped up the back. “There, now you’re all ready to go.”

“What’s in the bag?”

“That’s a surprise,” she said as she grabbed his hand. “Come on, let’s go.”

Brian hesitated as he stood at the front door of her condo. It was the first time he’d ever gone out into the public dressed up like a woman, and he was sure that everyone who saw him would know exactly who he was. He poked his head out into the hallway and saw no one.

Like a little kid afraid to step into the pool, Brian slowly eased his foot out into the hallway. His face was bright red. Noticing, Leah held out her hand.

“Take my hand, Brianna,” she said. “Everything will be okay.”

He looked into her eyes, and all at once the fear and anxiety melted away.

She smiled as he took her hand and exited her doorway. The weight of his concern fell off his shoulders, and he decided there was no going back. Leah locked her door, grabbed his hand, and together they headed down to her car.

Brian sighed with relief as he slid into the leather passenger seat, for the couple had crossed paths with no one.

“See? That wasn’t so bad, now, was it?”

“It was… actually quite exciting!” Brian said as he drummed on his legs.

Before he could say anything more, Leah grabbed the back of his head and brought it toward hers for a long, passionate kiss. She turned the car on and sped off toward his apartment.

The parking structure was dark and empty as they pulled in. She parked in the visitor parking and got out. Brian’s anxiety had returned, and no comforting look or hug from his new girlfriend could suppress it.

With a smile and a nod, Leah started walking toward the elevator. After a moment’s hesitation and another look around, Brian caught up to her, walking as quickly as he could in his heels. He wrapped his arms around hers and fell into stride beside her, his face bright red and his cock throbbing in its cage.

As afraid as he was, being out in public dressed up like a woman was strangely arousing. Part of him wanted people to recognize him under the wig, makeup and clothes, to see what a good-looking woman he had become thanks to his new girlfriend: the tall, gorgeous blonde walking next to him.

Unlike Leah’s condo, the couple walked past a fair amount of people, most of whom Brian recognized. But they paid him no heed. Instead, they gave the blonde couple a smile and a nod, or a courteous “hello” or “good evening.” They walked past a group of guys that he didn’t know, and Leah wrapped her arm around Brian as the men walked by, their eyes full of lust.

Brian’s face turned scarlet as the cat calls and whistles filled his ears. “Looking good, ladies!” one of them shouted. “Yeah, give us a kiss!” said another.

Out of nowhere, Leah turned and pushed Brian into the concrete wall and kissed him passionately. Her hand disappeared under the hem of his dress, its outline visible as it snaked its way to his ass.

The group of men grew silent. Their jaws hung slack and one of them slowly covered his crotch with his hands. Leah pulled off of Brian, gave the men a wink, then grabbed Brian’s hand and continued walking.

She opened the door to his apartment and Brian slipped in. He let out a huge sigh and fell onto the couch.

“See? I told you everything would be okay,” Leah said, locking the door behind her.

“You could’ve warned me about that kiss, though.”

“Do you wish I hadn’t kissed you?”

“No, no… it’s just… never mind.” Brian sighed as he sat up on the couch and watched Leah walk over to him. She set the bag down on the table in front of him and took out the items.

“Strip naked for me.”

Brian obeyed, carefully removing his clothes and folding them on the table. Leah took the items out of the bag and set them next to him.

“This is what you must do for me tonight,” she said.

“I thought I just had to sleep in your lingerie?”

“Nope. Since you’ll be here alone, I would like to give you some tasks. But first, here is the outfit you’ll be wearing.”

She placed in front of him a sheer pink chemise, matching lace panties, white stockings, and a tube of adhesive.

“What’s the adhesive for?”

“You will be sleeping in your breasts tonight, so the adhesive is for your falsies. Don’t worry, though. I’s only temporary and will come off tomorrow.”

Before Brian could complain, she grabbed one of the silicone breasts and applied a thin layer of the adhesive. He silently protested as she pressed it against his chest, holding it firmly in place for a few moments before releasing it.

She then repeated the process with the other breast, and with both of them securely clinging to his chest, she had him test their strength.

“Bounce up and down for me.”

Brian obeyed, and Leah giggled as his breasts bounced. There was no sign of peeling off. They remained firmly glued to his chest. She applied makeup to the seams and turned the fake breasts into a realistic pair.

“If this works out, we’re going to have to do this more often!”

Brian frowned as he squeezed them. They looked so much more real now. The thought of having actual breasts sent a shiver down his spine and his cock twitched in its cage.

Leah handed him the outfit and he slipped into it.

“Before I leave, these are the tasks that you must do: you are not allowed to sleep in your bed. You are to sleep in Lee’s—”

“What?! I… I can’t sleep there! His bed is disgusting!”

“Don’t interrupt me!” Leah shouted. “One more outburst like that and you’ll be going to bed with a sore ass. Understand?”

“Yes, Leah,” he replied. His voice was quiet, his tone submissive. Leah was scary when she was angry, and the last thing he wanted to do was upset her.

“Good,” she said with a nod. “Now, you will be sleeping in Lee’s bed, and before you do, you and I will have a nice fun video chat session,” she said, holding up the realistic dildo. “Understood?”

She handed it to him and he nodded meekly, examining the toy in his hands. The cock was flesh-colored with veiny bulges and a pair of balls that hung from the hilt with a suction cup attached to the base.

“I’ll text you when I get back to my place.” Leah kissed him on the cheek and left the apartment. Brian remained where he stood, his eyes glued to the dildo long after Leah had locked the front door and left.

He bit his lip as his thumb rubbed across the smooth surface of the toy, and he looked away from it to his bedroom door. He sighed as he walked into his bedroom and looked around. He stared longingly at his bed and his computer that had been ignored since Leah first walked in on him in his maid outfit.

Brian closed the door behind him and entered Lee’s room.

He had been in there before. The last time was when he cleaned it as part of the maid deal. Brian sighed when relief when he walked in, as it was still mostly clean.

He cringed as he slowly sat down on the edge of the bed and held the dildo in his hand with his phone in the other. He slid further onto the bed, laid on his back and waited for Leah to call him.

His phone rang and he hesitated, answering it just before the machine kicked in. “Hello?”

“Hello, Brianna. Let’s begin, shall we?”

He heard his phone beep, signaling the start of a video chat. He held his screen up in front of him, and moments later, Leah appeared. From her background, Brian could tell she was in her condo’s living room.

“Show me the room.”

Brian rolled his eyes as he turned the camera away from him to the room around him.

“Good. Now the toy.”

He picked it up and held it in front of him.

“Good girl. Now, set the phone down beside you and prop it up.”

He positioned the phone up against one of Lee’s pillows just as she’d asked.

“Now, slide that cock into those pretty pink lips of yours.”

Brian’s cheeks turned red as he brought the head of the cock to his lips. He followed Leah’s command and slid it in.

“Slowly, now,” she purred, grinning from ear to ear. “I want to see you enjoy it.”

Brian closed his eyes and nodded as he pushed the cock deeper into his mouth. He could hear her egging him, on and he moaned as her voice filled his head.

Brian moved the cock deeper into his mouth, groaning around it as it slipped past his tongue. His body squirmed and twisted as lust washed over him. 

“You like that cock, don’t you?” Leah said. Brain said nothing, only nodding quickly as he continued to slide it in and out. “Do you like sucking Lee’s cock?”

Lee’s cock. His mind flashed back to his day as a maid when he had knelt down in front of his roommate and pleasured him. Instantly his body grew hot and the pleasure increased ten-fold.

“That’s right, Brianna. You’re sucking him off. You’re in his room, on his bed, with his cock between your lips. You’re his slut tonight. You have to pleasure him.”

Brian nodded fiercely. He slid the cock all the way to the hilt as his left hand reached down to his caged dick. He slipped the tip of his finger into the little hole of his chastity cage and rubbed the head of his cock like it was his clit.

“Say what you are.”

He let the cock fall out of his mouth and moaned. “I’m… I’m Lee’s slut! I want your cock, Lee!” His voice was soft and feminine, every word saturated with lust.

“Now he wants to fuck you,” Leah said over the phone. “Bend over and let him.”

Brain rolled over onto his hands and knees and reached back. He pulled down the waistband of his panties and slid the soaking wet cock into his ass. He moaned into the pillow as he fucked himself with it.

As he slid the toy in and out, Leah grew quiet. She gave no further commands. The only sounds that came from his phone were muffled moans and groans.

Back at her apartment, Leah had dropped her phone onto the couch. She used her now free hand to pull apart her cunt and rub her clit as she shoved her vibrator inside of her.

Brian’s moans made her squeal with delight, and she bit her lip as she turned up the power on the vibrator. It turned her body to jelly as she threw her head back and cried out in erotic bliss.

Back in Lee’s room, Brian finally came. His sticky white cum oozed out of his caged cock and he fell onto his side. He reached over and grabbed his phone with his last ounce of strength.

“Leah?” he said softly.

A moment later, her hand appeared on screen and the camera refocused on her face. She was breathing hard and covered in sweat.

“Yeah? What is it, Brian?”

“Can I go to bed now? I’m really tired.”

“Go ahead. I’ll see you in the morning. Love you.”

Brian smiled. “Love you too.”

The call ended and Leah tossed her phone back onto the couch. She sighed heavily and looked up at the ceiling. Never before had she felt so strongly for someone, but there was still something wrong.

She wasn’t sure what side of Brian she loved more: his normal male side, or the sexy female that she turned him into. Fuck… I can’t believe I did that to him, she thought as she rubbed her face with her hands. Making him say that shit about Lee.

Leah was torn. On the one hand, she had vowed to get revenge on Lee for what he did to Brian and her, but would it be worth it? She had yet to tell Brian of her plan to get back at Lee, namely about how it involved him.

Her plan was simple: make Brian as convincingly female as possible, then use him to have sex with Lee. Brian’s goal would be to get Lee to suck his cock, and then Leah would walk in and take pictures. She would use that to get the truth out of him on whether or not he really did sabotage their relationship.

But what if Brian failed to get Lee to suck his cock? What if Brian just ended up pleasuring Lee once more, both orally and anally, and Brian decided he’d rather be Lee’s cross-dressing, gay pleasure toy?

What if I lose him? No, there has got to be another way.

Her head fell forward as she began to doze. Her post-orgasm glow was lulling her to sleep. A moment later, she jerked into wakefulness again and climbed off of the couch, stumbling toward her bedroom and falling asleep, dreaming of Brian.

Leah woke up early in the morning, much earlier than she was used to. The sun was just beginning its climb over the horizon, its pale light filling her bedroom and illuminating the rest of her condo. She had tossed and turned at first, and after failing to fall back asleep, she changed into some clothes and went for a run in silence.

She remained quiet as she stripped off her sweaty clothes and showered, but her mind was anything but mute. For a long time she stood still, gazing down into nothing as the hot water flowed across her body.

Until at long last she smiled.

Leah climbed out of the shower, dried off and got dressed, then packed up some clothes for Brian. She knew what must be done, but there was no way to exclude Brian from her plan.

She drove over to his apartment and found him silently sleeping on Lee’s bed. The toy that he had played with the night before had fallen onto the floor.

“Wake up, Brian,” she said as she sat down on the edge. He mumbled as his eyes slowly opened, and he smiled when he saw her sitting there. “Lee is coming home today, so we need to get ready.”

“You never told me about your plan,” he said, sitting up. “Only that it involved me.”

“I will tell you when you are dressed and ready. Take a shower and get all cleaned up. Then I’ll get you dressed, do your makeup, and we’ll ready the trap.”

 

“So, what’s this plan of yours?” Brian said after another failed attempt to lower the hemline of his pink dress.

“Sit down, Brian. There’s something I need to ask of you first.”

He nodded and sat down next to her, still tugging on the hem of his dress.

“Stop that,” she said, slapping at his hands. “You’ll stretch it out, or worse, tear it.”

“Sorry,” Brian said with a frown.

Leah paused and her cute smile vanished. A solemn look covered her face as she turned away from Brian. 

“What is it? What’s bothering you?”

“It’s you, Brian. You are what’s bothering me.”

Brian slid back on the couch away from Leah. She kept her gaze forward, her hands locked in front of her.

“What do you mean? What did I do?”

“You,” she said, finally looking at him, her eyes wet with tears, “you did nothing—except be everything I wanted you to be and more. No, it’s all my fault.”

“I still don’t get what you’re saying,” he sighed.

“Brian, how do you feel about being a woman? Talking like one, dressing like one, acting like one… getting fucked like one?”

Brian jerked back at the bluntness of her question.

“I, uh, well…” He scratched his head. “I mean, at first I was apprehensive about it. Like when I had to put on a maid’s outfit and clean the apartment. But as the day went by, I grew to like it. I don’t know, I think it brought out something in me, something new, and I found that I enjoyed it.”

“What about afterward? What about when we went back to my condo and I dressed you up in those different outfits, got you a new wig and breast forms, and made you come back here all dressed up?”

“Oh, well, I enjoyed that because…”

“Because?” Leah leaned forward.

“I was with you,” he said quietly, his face turning red. Leah blushed as well.

Brian continued. “It’s not something I want to do twenty-four-seven. I have no desire to transition or anything. I enjoy being a regular guy, but I do have a lot of fun when you turn me into Brianna.”

“I was afraid…” She trailed off.

“Of what?”

“That I made you gay.”

Brian fell back onto the couch, laughing. Leah looked at him, unsure of whether to be confused or upset.

“Leah, I am not gay. I mean, sure, I sucked Lee’s cock once, and he fucked me, but that was done in the heat of the moment. I had gotten so aroused—not to mention he threatened to send the pictures of me to everyone we knew if I didn’t do it. I had no other choice.”

He leaned forward and kissed Leah. “That doesn’t mean I’m now attracted to men and men only. Women are still my preferred choice ninety-nine times out of a hundred. But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy sucking his cock.”

Leah grinned and cocked an eyebrow. “Really, now?”

Brian’s face turned a deeper shade of red. “I mean, I’ve always been a little curious about it. I believe a lot of guys have at least thought about it once in their lives.” He shrugged. “So, no damage done. But it’s something I don’t want to do again for a little while.”

“Thank you, Brian,” Leah said, her voice soft.

He looked at her and saw tears in her eyes. He watched them fall slowly down her cheeks to her chin and onto her skirt. She took his hand and he looked back into her eyes.

“I’m so glad we have had this opportunity to connect—to really get to know each other as we should have months ago. All this time, you and I could’ve been together and happy.”

Her sadness quickly gave way to anger and frustration. She gritted her teeth and snarled.

“Fucking Lee. He had to do this to us—to tear us apart like that—and all for his own selfish needs.”

Brian put his hand on Leah’s cheek and turned her face toward his. “Leah, I am here now. His deeds are but a flesh wound that’ll heal in time.”

“I know,” she said, her anger subsiding. “But I won’t be able to put it behind me until he gets what he deserves.”

“Does this mean you’ll finally tell me what your plan is?”

Leah smiled and laughed a little. “Yeah, sorry about that. Here’s my plan…”

 

“Guess who’s back?!” Lee called, then frowned at the silence. His apartment was empty and dark as if no one had been home for days. That’s odd, he thought. Leah said she’d be here waiting for me…

He walked further into the apartment, his suitcase trailing behind him, and stopped when he saw his door closed and the light coming out from underneath. Lee grinned and left his suitcase in the living room.

“Hey, Leah. You in here?” he said, slowly opening his bedroom door. He stopped and stared when he laid eyes on his bed and the woman sprawled out on top of it.

His room was barely lit. A couple of small candles strewn about the bedroom created just enough light that she could be seen in all her beauty. Leah sat up onto her elbows and winked, and Lee’s eyes moved slowly down her body, taking in every inch of her perfect flesh wrapped in beautiful lingerie.

She wore black lace lingerie with dark stockings connecting to her matching garter belt, as well as a pair of shiny black pumps. Leah rubbed her legs together and bit her lip as he took her in.

“Like what you see?” she asked playfully.

Lee stumbled and grabbed onto the doorframe as Leah rolled over onto her belly and bent her legs back, showing off her perfect ass. He swallowed hard as he stared at the lace thong that slipped in between her cheeks and the garters that followed the curves of her body.

“I’ve been waiting for you to get home,” she said as she rolled on to her back and tugged at the bridge between the cups of her bra. “I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh? What is it?” he said as he lurched toward her like a zombie, his eyes glued to her breasts. He got onto the bed and climbed on top of her.

“Well, you know how you’ve always wanted a threesome?”

Lee’s eyes widened with excitement. “Really? You mean it? We’re finally going to have one?”

“Yeah, that’s your present.” She looked past him at the door and shouted. “Come on in!”

Lee’s smile stretched from ear to ear as he climbed off of Leah and looked to the door anxiously.

“I had her hide in Brian’s room,” Leah whispered into his ear.

Lee heard the door open and shut, then the sound of high heels slowly traipsing across the wooden floor. They echoed in his head, and with each step, his excitement and anticipation grew. 

Leah knew how much he wanted a threesome. He had brought it up after their third date. It was only in passing, but after their first month together, he had plainly asked for it to happen.

She did find the thought of playing with another woman hot, as it brought back her memories of her time in college where she’d had a girlfriend for a couple months. But as usual, Lee didn’t consider her interests or desires, and she highly doubted she could convince him that the third be a man instead.

Boy, is he in for a treat tonight, Leah thought, grinning wickedly as she watched Lee.

Brian came into view wearing his pink dress and heels, and Lee’s jaw dropped.

“Lee, this is Rebecca. She is a friend of mine from college. We dated back then.” Leah winked at Brian and he giggled. “Say hello, Rebecca.”

“Hello,” Brian said in his best female voice. He bit his lip as he waved, and he had a hard time hiding his laughter. His roommate was a hundred percent sold on the scenario. He had no idea.

“Well, hello, Rebecca,” Lee said, moving his hand though his hair and putting on a cocky grin. “Why don’t you join us in bed?”

Brian’s face was bright red as he climbed onto the bed next to Leah. She wrapped her arm around him and brought him close. She looked back at Lee, saw the excitement on his face, and reading his mind, she brought her lips to Brian’s and kissed him.

“Oh, fuck, that’s hot,” he said as he watched the two “women” make out. His mouth became dry and his cock grew hard as their hands fondled each other’s breasts and their tongues danced.

“It’s only a threesome if the man is included, ladies,” Lee said as he squeezed Brian’s ass.

“I-It’s okay, Leah,” Brian said as he climbed off of her onto Lee. Leah watched him carefully and put her arm around Lee.

Brian reached down and unbuttoned Lee’s shirt, pulling it off of him and tossing it aside. He bent down and kissed his chest as he slid further down. Leah threw her leg over Lee and straddled his chest as Brian undid his roommate’s pants and pulled them down off of his legs, tossing them aside.

Lee smiled as he was stripped down to his underwear and socks. He loved being serviced by two gorgeous women. Leah rubbed his chest and bent down to kiss him, her hands grabbing his arms and lifting them up toward the headboard.

Brian rubbed Lee’s cock through his boxers and kept his roommate oblivious to Leah’s movements. She reached under the pillows and pulled out a pair of cuffs and handcuffed Lee to the metal headboard.

“Uh, what’s going on?” he said, tugging at his bindings.

“I’m sorry, babe,” Leah said as she caressed his cheek. “Rebecca is into that kinky stuff, and she said it would be hotter for the three of us if it were involved.”

“It’s all right,” he said, looking past Leah to Brian. Brian smiled as he played with the waistband of Lee’s boxers, slowly pulling them down. “We can do it this one time. Just no whips or any of that freaky stuff.”

Leah rolled her eyes and looked back at Brian. He climbed up off of the bed and returned moments later with a blindfold. Lee pulled back as she brought it toward his head, but he eventually let it put it on him.

“Yeah, okay…” he said. “This is kinda hot. Though if you two are going to make out again, then I’m going to be upset.”

Leah nodded, and Brian pulled Lee’s boxers and socks off of him. She turned around and wrapped her lips around Lee’s cock as Brian climbed off of the bed.

“What are you two girls giggling about over there? Better not be about the size of my cock.”

“No, we’re just laughing about how much fun we’re going to have.” She signaled to Brian and he returned holding a pair of panties. He smiled as he slipped them onto Lee’s feet and pulled them up to his knees.

“Hey, what are those?”

“Oh nothing,” Leah said, going back down on Lee’s cock. She licked and stroked it as Brian bunched up a pair of stockings and slid them on to Lee’s feet.

“Okay, what the fuck are you doing?!” he said, raising his voice and tugging at his handcuffs. “I said no kinky shit!”

“Aw, but babe…” Leah grimaced as she talked to him. She always hated calling him pet names, but it was something he wanted her to do. “I promised Rebecca.”

Lee grunted, but Brian and Leah didn’t even wait for his answer before they slid the panties up to his crotch and pulled the stockings up to his thighs.

“This had better be fucking worth it!” he said, his body shifting uncomfortably.

“Oh, it will be,” Leah said with a sweet, devilish smile.

Brian climbed back onto the bed and switched places with Leah. He bent down and kissed Lee as she climbed off and grabbed her phone.

“I’m all wet,” Brian whispered into Lee’s ear.

“Oh?”

“Would you be a gentleman and tongue me? I promise I’ll give you the best blow job ever.”

“Deal,” Lee said, grinning wide.

Brian looked over to Leah, who was giddy with excitement. She held her phone up and gave him a thumbs up. He scooted forward and lifted up his dress and pulled down his panties, letting his rock hard cock fall out and into Lee’s face.

“Let me see that tongue,” Brian purred.

Lee chuckled as he stuck his tongue out. All at once Brian removed Lee’s blindfold and stuck his dick in Lee’s mouth. Leah quickly pressed the button on her phone, taking as many pictures of Lee sucking Brian’s cock while wearing lingerie.

Lee spat and cursed, yelling and screaming and kicking his legs as Brian quickly got up off of the bed and stood next to Leah. They laughed at the pictures of Lee and he stared at them, both furious and confused.

“What the—”

“Oh, shut the fuck up, Lee,” Brian said in his native male voice.

Lee’s face twisted into confusion and his jaw dropped when he finally recognized who “Rebecca” really was.

“Holy fuck. Brian? That’s you?!”

“What? The cock didn’t give it away?”

Leah burst into laughter as she snapped a couple more pics of Lee in her lingerie. “And… done!”

“ ‘Done’ what?! What did you do?” Lee shouted as he tugged on his handcuffs.

“I uploaded the pictures to my cloud drive. Now if you want them deleted, there’ll be some things you have to do for us.”

“Brian, let me just say that you look like a real chick. Did you go and get implants or something? I mean, if you really wanted to fuck my girlfriend, you could’ve just asked. I wouldn’t mind having a submissive fag—”

“Enough!” Leah said, slamming her heeled foot onto the ground. “You insult him one more time and I’m sending these pics to your frat buddies. Understand?”

Lee grumbled and she walked up to the bed and showed him the screen. Her thumb hovered over the “send” button.

“Yeah, yeah. Okay.”

Leah canceled the text and took a calming breath. “Your answer to this next question will decide your fate.”

“What does that—”

Leah interrupted him. “Did you or did you not sabotage me and Brian’s first date?”

Lee said nothing.

Leah took another breath. “I said, did you or didn’t you—”

“Yes, I did,” Lee muttered. “You want the truth? Yeah, I wanted to date you. Brian had been turning down the women I hooked him up with, and I realized that after I set him up with you that he would probably just say no again, and then I would have a shot. But he didn’t say no, and I wanted to go out with you instead, so I ruined it for you.”

“And to think I called you my friend,” Brian spat.

“Heh, look at you, all slutty and shit. I figured you weren’t man enough for Leah. Guess I was right. You know, I don’t mind if you want to suck my cock again.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, Lee,” Leah said, surprisingly calm. “The only one sucking a cock here is you.”

Leah gestured to Brian and he climbed up onto the bed and placed his cock in Lee’s face.

“Get that thing away from me!” Lee shouted.

“I’m not going anywhere,” Brian said, slowly stroking his cock. “I think it’s time you paid us back for not only ruining our date, but also blackmailing me into sucking your cock.”

Lee looked away from Brian to Leah. She shrugged and waved her phone.

“I don’t have any choice, do I?” Lee said, his rage dissipating.

“Nope. But don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” Brian said, sliding closer.

Lee stared at his roommate’s cock, frowning and looking away from it to Brian, then to Leah. They just stared back, patiently waiting for him. Leah smiled as she climbed onto the bed behind Brian and gently rubbed Lee’s cock through his panties.

“No, stop that,” he said, squirming.

“What’s the matter, Lee? Is this turning you on?” He bit his lip and continued to writhe on the bed. Leah rubbed his cock harder, smiling as it grew hard in the panties. “I think you like it.”

Lee closed his eyes and moaned, his cheeks turning bright red as the lust flowed through him. When he opened them up, Brian’s cock was right in front of him. His mouth watered as he stared at it hungrily. Leah continued to rub him, and he finally caved.

He opened his mouth and Brian placed his cock on Lee’s tongue. He pushed it forward and Lee wrapped his lips around it. Brian smirked at the way Lee’s face twisted in disgust, but as he slid his cock in further, his contempt faded away into pleasure.

Brian pushed his hips forward, sliding his cock even further. Lee’s tongue rubbed the underside of his shaft and he pulled back. Then he pushed his head forward as Brian withdrew.

“I think he likes it,” Leah teased as she pulled down the waistband of Lee’s panties and letting his cock freely harden. She gripped his rod and slowly stroked, rewarding him with faster, firmer pumps as he took in Brian’s cock.

Lee moaned through the thick, meaty dick inching toward his throat, and Brian moved in closer and pushed his cock all the way into Lee’s mouth. His roommate looked up at him, his face flushed and his body aglow.

Brian bit his lip as he picked up the pace of his thrusts, fucking Lee’s mouth as Leah jerked him off harder and faster. Lee’s moans grew louder and louder, and Brian was getting closer and closer to cumming.

“Wait,” Brian said, pulling out of Lee’s mouth. He looked back at Leah and she stopped stroking, forcing Lee to whimper.

“What is it?” Leah asked.

“Flip him over onto his knees so I can fuck him properly,” he said, quoting what Lee had said when he’d fucked him back when Brian was dressed up as a maid.

Leah nodded and Brian climbed off of Lee. He reached into the dresser by his bed and pulled out one of Lee’s many condoms. He slipped it on as Lee obeyed Leah’s command to roll over.

Lee looked back at the two of them and whimpered as Brian lined up behind him.

“All of this could’ve been avoided, Lee,” Leah said. “Not only did you cheat on me, but you sabotaged our date for your own selfish desires and blackmailed Brian into having sex with you. What do you have to say?”

“I’m sorry,” Lee groaned.

“I believe you. But that’s not going to get you out of this.”

Lee yelped as Brian thrust his cock into Lee’s ass. He would’ve fallen forward onto his face, but his hands kept him up. He gripped the bed frame as Brian buried his cock in his ass.

Unimaginable pleasure washed over Lee as Brian fucked him. His body rocked back and forth and his jaw hung slack as moan after moan escaped his lips. Leah couldn’t control herself. Her own body flushed, and she was filled with so much arousal that her fingers moved of their own accord down to her soaking wet cunt.

She pulled down her panties and climbed up onto the bed, shoving her cunt in Lee’s face and holding it there until he started lapping at it with his tongue.

Brian’s thrusts grew wilder as he drew nearer to his orgasm. He reached around and grabbed Lee’s rock hard cock and stroked him, shivering at the sensation of milking his roommate for his load.

All three of them climaxed within seconds of each other. Lee’s quick tongue made Leah squeal with delight, and her lust-filled moan pushed Brian over the edge.

His hips jerked as he pushed his cock in as deep as it would go into Lee’s ass, filling his condom with his seed. Lee pulled his head out of Leah’s pussy and cried out in ecstasy, shooting strings of cum onto his bed. Brian milked him until the very last drop, then pulled out.

Brian and Leah climbed down off of the bed, both breathless and exhausted. Lee fell over onto his side, his chest rising and falling quickly as he gasped for breath.

Brian nodded at Leah and she un-cuffed Lee. “Lee, consider this me breaking up with you,” she said.

“And me moving out,” Brian added.

“You can keep the panties and the stockings. I’ll send you the photos and then delete my copies of them. Keep them as a reminder.”

Leah grabbed Brian’s hand and led him out of the room. He ran into his bedroom and grabbed the last of his bags and walked out the front door of the apartment with Leah, hand in hand.

TWO-WAY TRIP PART 1:
DISCOVERY

 

It all started with a hiccup, followed by a cute giggle immediately afterward.

Tom stood in the bedroom and watched his girlfriend Katie transform before his very eyes. He had seen it before, but only on the videos posted online: women becoming nothing more than airheaded bimbos, all by means of a little pink pill.

At the beginning it was just one pill made by one company. The effects lasted for an hour or two and did nothing more than make the subject lightheaded and bubbly.

But as popularity skyrocketed, so did the funding behind the drug. The company behind it created newer, more advanced versions with effects that reached beyond light-headedness to full-blown IQ loss. Big name porn producers stepped in as investors, and just recently, the final form of the pill was released.

The newest version far exceeded the capabilities of the original. In addition to the mental changes pioneered by its predecessors, physical transformations were now included. One dose of Bimbozol—or “BIMZ,” as it is commonly referred to—was capable of significantly lowering the subject’s IQ, changing their hair color to platinum blonde, their eye color to ocean-blue, boosting their libido, and could increase their breast size to double Ds—anything larger remains unchanged.

At one point, the pill contained a chemical designed to burn belly fat to give the user a flat stomach, but the side effects were proven to be too dangerous. Some developed a massive appetite that led to hospitalization and others developed internal burns from the heat generated by the fat loss.

The changes were all temporary, lasting no more than twenty-four hours. The user’s personality was unaltered, and they retained all memories of their time spent bimbofied. The drug only intensified underlying aspects of their personalities that were normally ignored or suppressed. Their bodies would return to their original forms at the end of the twenty-four hour period, although they were often left sore and physically exhausted by the ordeal.

The drug had only been tested and used by women. There were no accounts of a male successfully taking the drug, and the company behind it strongly urged against any experimentation on this front.

 

“I can’t believe you’re going through with this.” Tom sat down on the bed, his eyes on his girlfriend.

“Why not?” Katie replied, looking at her reflection. “Work has been stressing me out. I thought this would be a fun vacation of sorts.”

She held clumps of her black hair in her hands, examining the roots through the mirror. Huffing, she let the strands fall as she put her nose to the glass, staring at the reflection of her green eyes. “Nothing’s happening!”

“How long ago did you take the pill?” Tom slouched, sinking deeper in the mattress of the queen-sized bed belonging to his girlfriend.

“Like, five minutes ago,” she whined, returning her scrutinizing gaze to her hair.

“You didn’t have to do this for me.”

“Who said I did it for you?” She winked at him. “I’ve always wanted to see what I would be like as a bimbo. Figured you would find it hot. Even bought some outfits to try on once my body changes.”

“Yeah, sure. Who would find a blonde bombshell itching to get into your pants hot?” Tom rolled his eyes.

Katie stuck out her tongue. “Well then, I guess I’ll have to satisfy my sexual urges elsewhere. I’m sure Jared would be more than interested. I can be the bimbo he always wanted me to be.”

“Fuck no! No way am I letting your ex get between you and I.”

Tom climbed off of the bed and stormed up to his girlfriend. He was livid. Katie knew how much he hated her bringing up her ex, and he was right to upset. A lot of women would choose Jared over him.

Katie was one of them.

Jared was tall, muscular, and athletic. He had a strong, chiseled jaw and a smile that would make women weak in the knees. On top of all that, he was incredibly successful, too.

Tom, on the other hand, stood in Jared’s shadow. Most guys did, but Tom was especially no match for him. He wasn’t a beacon of male perfection like Jared. He had a little bit of gut, and no matter how hard he tried, his beard failed to grow in evenly. Shy and introverted, he knew many people wondered how it was possible for him to bag a girl like Katie. He could practically feel the heat of their incredulous stares whenever they went out together.

The only negative thing about Jared was that since he had everything a girl wanted, they came flocking to him, and when he found one that was better than the girl he had, he cast her aside and “upgraded,” as he put it.

Katie had been more angry than sad, and instead of trying to get back with him, she went to a bar and hooked up with the first guy that offered her a drink.

That man was Tom.

Her cheeks turned red. “Aw, that’s so cute of you. Don’t worry, Tom. I don’t plan on leaving this apartment while under the influence. Definitely don’t want any of my coworkers seeing me all blonde and stupid.”

“Yeah, I want you all to myself,” he said rubbing her shoulders.

“I hope I wasn’t—” Katie hiccupped. Her hands covered her mouth, but she couldn’t help but giggle through her fingers.

Tom blinked. Her outburst threw off his train of thought. “Katie, your hair!”

She pulled herself free from him and examined her reflection once more. Sure enough, the roots of her black hair had lightened.

“Wow, like, my hair is totally turning blonde! My head is all… tingly and stuff.”

They both watched in awe as the dark hue slowly gave way to platinum blonde. As her locks lightened, her hair also lengthened, cascading down past her breasts until it retreated into a wavy, layered style.

Katie smacked her lips. “There’s like, a sweet taste in my mouth. It’s like, totally working!” She eagerly bounced and Tom’s eyes moved away from her hair to her breasts. Katie noticed them as well.

“Like, whoa! My breasts are getting all big.” She cupped and squeezed them and turned to look at her profile in the mirror.

Tom stared down at the growing tits, unable to tear his eyes away from them. There was nothing about her body before the transformation that he hadn’t liked. She wasn’t flat-chested or shallow-curved. She was thin, toned, and yet still voluptuous. In his eyes, she had the perfect body.

She had the hourglass body that turned heads as she walked, hips bouncing with each step. But now, under the influence of the pink pill, her curves were more pronounced with the swelling of her breasts and her new apple-bottom ass.

More than half of her hair was blonde now, and Tom watched as she twirled her hair in her finger and took in her changing form. Her breasts were big to begin with—C-cups bordering on Ds—but now they were noticeably larger. The natural look they had vanished as her tits became more rounded, losing their pear shape in the process.

Tom didn’t read much into the science of how the drug worked. He was more interested in its effects. There was no need to read the densely-worded reports anyway, not when they were translated into words that a five-year-old could understand.

Heh, trying to explain boob growth to a five-year-old.

From the gist of what he’d read on the internet, the chemicals in the drugs created a silicone-based substance in the breasts and butt that the body could easily break down once the chemical was used up.

It seems that Katie had also done her fair share of reading, as the bra and panties she wore when he came to see her—which now fit her perfectly—were loose and baggy.

That was something he loved about her. Katie had a sharp mind and was able to grasp things quickly. It was the reason why she rose so swiftly through her career ladder and why Tom always preferred visiting her luxury apartment instead of having her visit his modest one.

She had tonight all planned out, and no matter how many times Tom told himself not worry, that even bimbo Katie would show better judgment than most sober girls, his stomach was still in a knot.

He was seeing a side of her that no one else had seen, and he found it incredibly hot.

“Katie…” he mumbled.

Katie tore herself away from her reflection and looked at him. She blinked, and Tom watched as her jade-green eyes gave way to clear, crystalline blue. They sparkled brightly in contrast to her dimming intellect.

Katie cocked her head to the side. Her eyes were wide and curious. “Whatcha staring at, silly?” She giggled, her lips curling into a smile as she stared almost blankly at him.

“Are you all right?” he asked her.

She tilted her head to the other side before replying. “Of course! I’m like, totally fine. I feel a little… bubbly, though.”

“Light-headed? Dizzy?” Tom placed his hands on her shoulders. The drug was rewiring her brain. The woman in front of him was still Katie, but she was different.

“Yeah, that. But it’s like, totally fine. I mean, it’s hard to think, but I like not thinking. Gawd, all I ever think about is, like, work—oh!” Her shoulders stiffened as her eyes glazed over. She tapped her puffy lips with her finger as she looked up in thought. “What was I saying?”

It seems the light bulb is almost out. “You were telling me about your head. About being dizzy.”

“Ditzy?” She giggled and dragged her nail down the front of Tom’s shirt. “Tommy, you’re like, so cute when you worry about little old Krissi.”

She slid out from under his arms and bounded off, disappearing into her walk-in closet.

“Wait, who? Did you say Krissi?”

“Like, duh!” she said, poking her head out of her closet. “Katie is a boring name. Krissi is more fun! And besides, Katie is, like, totally not available. Please leave a message after the beep!”

She retreated back into the closet and Tom staggered over onto her bed. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

“I, like, wanted to do this, Tommy. Totally bought some new clothes and stuff for the new me.”

“For Krissi,” he grumbled. No one had called him Tommy in years. It was what he went by when he was a kid, but people stopped calling him that once he started high school.

Katie wasn’t a fan of pet names, and only on a rare occasion did she call him “hun” or “babe.” Looks like the drug is bringing out her carefree side, he thought, heaving a sigh.

“How do I look?”

Tom lifted his head out of his hands and spotted her posing in the doorway. He froze and his jaw fell slack at the sight of her.

“Holy crap,” he muttered.

She giggled and continued to pose, but it was the kiss that she blew that got his gears turning. Tom swallowed audibly and his body quivered as she sauntered toward him.

Katie had changed out of her previously loose-fitting underwear into something he’d never seen her wear before. As attractive as she was, she never liked to show off her natural beauty. But it wasn’t like she wore baggy clothes that covered her entire body, either—she just wanted to be able to have conversations with her male friends and coworkers without having to deal with wandering eyes.

Tom barely recognized the woman standing just beyond the closet doors. With her hair now long and completely blonde, her eyes blue and her body enhanced, he had to really look close to see the woman he loved. He was having difficulty keeping his eyes on her face, especially when she moved toward him in a body-hugging pink dress that didn’t even cover her well-shaped ass all the way.

The neckline of the dress plunged deep between her breasts, covering less than half of the ample cleavage that she squeezed together like jumbo marshmallows. He followed the curves of her body down to her feet. His mouth went dry as he watched her step toward him in pink platform pumps.

“Hey, Tommy,” she purred, licking her glossy pink lips. “How would you like to fuck the new me?”

“W-What?!”

“I’m like, so incredibly horny.” She turned her back to him and looked at him from over her shoulder, wrapping her arms around her body. “I can’t stop thinking about your cock. I want it, like, so bad!”

“…sure.” He wasn’t even on the pill and yet he could barely put a sentence together. Even bimbofied, Katie didn’t have that problem. 

She put her hand on his chest and gently pushed him onto his back. He lifted his head off of her sheets and watched her undo his belt, unbutton his pants, and pull them down to his knees.

“Oh god,” he mumbled as his dick shot straight up once the constricting fabric of his pants were pulled away. Katie giggled as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and slowly pulled them down.

“So big and plump. I want to taste your meat.”

Her IQ may have taken a dive, but even in this altered state, her skills were razor-sharp. She bit her lip as her hands slid up the insides of his thighs until they circled the base of his cock.

Tom shuddered, uttering a moan of approval as she wrapped her succulent lips around his throbbing cock. They created a tight seal around his shaft and he had to put all his effort into keeping himself from orgasming the moment she went down on him.

It was a task that proved too difficult for a man of his limited experience, and as Katie bobbed up and down, the delicate, teasing touch of her tongue on his cock pushed him over the edge.

Tom grunted as hot spunk erupted out of his swollen head, but Katie kept her lips tight around him and swallowed every drop that poured out. He threw his arms out to his sides as he stared up at the ceiling, panting and gasping for air.

“Holy shit.” he murmured breathlessly.

“So tasty,” Katie said, licking her lips. “It’s like, salty and warm. Yum!”

Tom said nothing. His eyes remained on the ceiling as Katie stood up and walked away. He lifted his head off of the bed when he heard her digging through her purse.

“What are you looking for?”

“Nothing, silly,” she giggled. “It’s a secret.”

How am I going to be able to satisfy her when I came ten seconds into a blowjob? Tom thought as he curled up onto the bed.

“I got something for you, Tommy. Something that’ll totally make you better in bed,” Katie giggled as she walked back toward him.

“Heh, did you buy some Viagra or something ? A nice sexual energy drink?” He sighed.

Tom felt the bed sink as Katie sat down next to him and he rolled into her. Looking up at her, he laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“I can barely see your face. Your massive rack is in the way.”

“Tommy!” She smacked his shoulder. “That was mean.”

“I’m sorry, Katie—”

“Krissi!”

“Right. I’m sorry, Krissi,” he coughed. “I didn’t mean to offend.” Tom sat up on the bed and massaged Katie’s shoulders. It was always something he did to help Katie relax, and from the sounds of it, it was working.

Katie giggled. “I like, totally forgot how good you are at these.” She let her head fall back onto his shoulder and closed her eyes.

Tom leaned forward and kissed her forehead. Katie opened her eyes and turned around, pressing her body against his. She pushed him back onto the bed until she was on top of him.

He smiled at the weight of her breasts and the way her blue eyes sparkled. The coat of gloss on her sumptuous lips glistened.

She said nothing as she kissed him, and Tom closed his eyes and let her tongue enter. It was a long, passionate kiss, and by the time he noticed the small round pill slide into his mouth from hers, it was too late.

Her hand pinched his nose and forced him to swallow whatever it was that she slipped him. The cotton candy aftertaste could only mean one thing.

Tom had ingested a dose of the bimbo pill.

He stared up at her wide-eyed, his face ashen. No man had ever ingested Bimbozol before. There was no telling what it might do to him.

He’d become a guinea pig.

“What the fuck Katie?!” Tom shouted, pushing her off of him as he shot up off the bed and paced around the bedroom. “Goddammit. I’m gonna have to puke it up.”

Katie’s bout of high-pitched laughter turned his attention away from his impending doom.

“This is going to be, like, so much fun!” Katie giggled. “You’re, like, totally going to make a sexy bimbo, Tommy.”

“Why? Why did you do this to me, Katie?!” Tom said, pulling the hair on his head.

“Because, silly, you need to loosen up. Being a bimbo is, like, totally liber… liber…”

“Liberating?”

“Yeah, that.” She laughed. “You’re going to be, like, a silly slut soon.” Her laughter escalated and Katie rolled around on the bed, giggling like a stoned sorority girl.

“Damn it, Katie, will you stop laughing—oh god!” Tom fell forward onto his knees, his arms wrapped around his waist. “My body… it’s on fire.”

Tom managed to climb onto his feet and wobble toward the bed. He fell onto the sheets and rolled onto his back. Katie knelt down next to him. Her giggling subsided as she watched Tom change with a smile.

“How do you feel, Tommy?”

He groaned. “My head… it… it’s cloudy. And my skin is tingling.”

“Doesn’t it feel, like, totally good?” she said, rubbing her hand on his chest.

Tom blinked, his eyes focused on the ceiling. “I feel congested—” His body spasmed as the hiccup erupted from his mouth. His eyes darted about as he felt something tickle his ears.

Sitting up, his brown hair fell down into his eyesight and he reached for the strands.

“Holy crap! My hair is, like, getting longer!” He quickly turned his head and covered his mouth. His higher-pitched voice sent Katie into another giggling fit. Tom blinked, not wanting to utter another word.

He slowly removed his hand from his mouth and turned his attention back toward his growing locks. They were now long enough to caress the bottom of his chin. Hiccupping again, he found himself giggling.

“Oh my gawd, like, why am I giggling?” Tom looked to his girlfriend for the answer, but all he got from her was a snicker.

She pushed him back down onto the bed and straddled him. Smiling, she bent toward him and kissed him again, her hands pulling his shirt over his head and tossing it aside.

“Whatcha feelin’ right now, Tommy?”

“I… my head… it’s like, so hard to think.” He blinked, and in the lights of the bedroom, Katie could he his brown eyes giving way to blue. “My chest feels funny.”

She giggled. “You’re going to have big boobies like me!” Katie cupped her breasts and wiggled them in front of Tom.

His hair had all but turned blonde and pooled beside his head. Despite the swelling of his chest and the narrowing of his waist, his face remained unchanged. The drug could only affect the soft tissue; the muscle, and fat of the human body, not the bone.

“Bubble gum… I taste bubble gum.” He smacked his mouth and licked his lips; puckering them once he felt their larger size.

“We’re going to, like, put some lipstick on those cock-sucking lips,” Katie said, rubbing her finger across his swollen mouth.

“Oh god, I can’t stop thinking about cock!” Tom moaned. “Oh, my chest!”

He lifted his back off of the bed and watched as the skin on his chest stretched and swelled. The mounds grew larger and larger, their weight pushing down on him until they reached the ideal bimbo size: double Ds.

Tom moaned as Katie squeezed his breasts, writhing around on the bed beneath her. She perked up and grinned.

“Oh my god, you still have your cock! It’s like, totally rubbing against my butt.”

“Oh oh! Let me see,” Tom said, lifting his heavy torso off of the bed. Katie got off of him and the two marveled at the size of Tom’s cock.

“It’s so huge!” she said, wrapping her hands around it.

Tom giggled. “I’m like, so horny!”

“Totally! Look at the size of it, Tommy,” Katie replied. She looked back to Tom, who stared straight ahead. His ocean-blue eyes glazed over and he hiccupped one final time.

He blinked and looked at Katie. “L-O-L, Tommy is a boy’s name. I’m, like, Tammy!”

Katie lit up. “O-M-G, I love it! Tammy is, like, totally a good bimbo name.”

“I know, right?!” Tom replied. “Like, this slut needs a new outfit. I can’t, like, wear boys’ underwear. G-ROSS!” He slid off of the bed and kicked off his boxers.

It was when he stood up that the two of them were able to take in his new body. Tom had the same curves as his girlfriend, with large perky breasts and a bouncy bubble-butt. The only thing that separated the two bimbos was Tom’s erect cock.

“I, like, need a new wardrobe,” Tom said, putting his hands on his hips. “All I have are boy clothes.”

Katie giggled as she got off of the bed.

“What’s so funny, Krissi?”

“Oh, nothing. Except for the fact that I, like, totally bought extra clothes when I went to the mall.”

“The mall? I want to go there so bad.” Tom bounced. “We can go shopping, get our nails done, look at boys—”

“No, Tammy, no going to the mall,” Katie chastised her like an angry parent. “We can’t leave the apartment.”

“Aw, you’re no fun,” Tom pouted.

“Well then, I guess you don’t get to try on the clothes I, like, just bought just for you.”

Tom’s sullen mood vanished instantly. “Ohmygod, like, what did you buy me?!”

“Oh, nothing really,” Katie looked away, trying not to laugh at Tom’s excitement. “Just some dresses, lingerie, costumes… shoes.”

“Shoes! Like, holy crap, you’re totally the best girlfriend ever—wait, does that, like, make me a lesbo?”

“Actually, you’re like, totally bisexual now, Tammy.”

Tom tapped his long fingernails against his puffed-up lips. “You’re totally right! Oh wow, I’m like, such a slut. I know! Let’s invite Jared over. He’s such a hottie!”

“Geez, Tammy! What, like, happened to hating his guts?”

“Oh, I don’t know, Krissi,” he said, throwing his hands in the air. “Maybe it has something to do with, like, the fact that I’m a sex-crazed bimbo? And he’s so… hot! Like, with those perfect abs, and those strong arms…” Tom’s face turned bright red as he licked his plump lips. “O-M-G, I want to taste his cock so bad! Have him fill my pussy and make a woman out of me! Please, Krissi, can we invite him? We can, like, totally have a threesome!”

“I said no!” Katie said, putting her foot down.

Tom whimpered. “But it’s, like, so hard to not think about him. All I’ve got on my brain is like, cocks and sex and stuff. Girly things.” 

“Well then,” Katie said, sauntering up to her bimbo boyfriend. “Maybe I should get your mind off of him.”

“How?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Katie said, her finger dancing on Tom’s tanned skin. “Maybe you can put on the lingerie I bought for you and the two of us can have some fun together?”

Tom giggled, “I totally like where this is going.”

“How about we tend to your hard problem?”

“You said hard,” Tom giggled.

“I totally did, but first, a gift!” Katie disappeared into the closet, leaving Tom giggling with excitement. She returned a moment later with a small shopping bag.

“Whatcha get me?” Tom clapped his hands.

“A present.”

“I love presents!” Tom said, taking the bag from her. He looked down into the bag and back at Katie, a shocked look upon face. “No! You didn’t.”

“Totally did!”

Still speechless, Tom stood next to the bed and dumped the contents onto the sheets. Out fell a white button-down blouse, red plaid mini-skirt, white scalloped stockings, and black patent Mary Jane pumps.

“Tammy, you’re going to, like, make one slutty schoolgirl,” Katie said, holding up the blouse. Let’s get you dressed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tom giggled.

 

“Oh Tammy, you’ve been a naughty slut,” Katie said, wielding a ruler.

Tom giggled. “I’m like, such a bad girl. Punish me, Mistress.”

He turned around, placed his hands on the bed, and stuck his butt out. Looking back at his girlfriend over his shoulder, he bit his lip as he wiggled the perfectly round swells of his ass.

“What’s this?” Katie said, doing her best to mimic an authoritative teacher. But it didn’t help hearing Tom snicker every time she artificially deepened her voice. She lifted up the hem of his micro skirt with her ruler. “Tammy! You don’t have any panties on!”

“Hehe, oops!” Tom said, covering his mouth with his hand. “I like, totally left them in the boys locker room!”

“Bad girl, Tammy!” She slapped his ass with the ruler and Katie noticed Tom’s cock twitch. It’s been rock hard ever since he started changing, she thought. She smacked his curvaceous ass once more and smiled when his moan filled her ears.

Tom straightened up and turned, sitting on the bed with his legs spread wide open.

“Please, Miss Krissi, I’m, like, so horny!” He sucked on the index finger of his left hand while the right circled his navel.

Katie eyed him up and down, her baby-blue eyes focusing on his rigid cock lifting the hem of his skirt. She bit her lip as her body twitched, the ember in her groin growing deliciously hot.

She had changed out of her form-fitting pink dress into a black pencil skirt with a crimson blouse. Tom hung his head low as he silently waited for her answer, the long, pointed nail of his finger pulling down on his thick lower lip.

“Okay, Tammy,” she said, unzipping her long skirt. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

It fell to the floor, and Tom stared excitedly at her bare crotch. The pink lips between her thighs glistened with excitement. He giggled with glee as she straddled him.

Their eyes met, and she tossed her blonde locks out of the way as she lowered herself onto him. Tom grunted as his throbbing cock disappeared into her moist cunt.

When he was fully in her, he wrapped his arms around her waist and stood up off of the bed, rotating quickly and dropping her onto her back.

“Oh, Tammy! So rough!”

Tom said nothing. He groped and squeezed her muscular thighs as he thrust his hips back and forth, embedding himself deep into her sweltering sheath.

The bed jostled as Tom rocked his hips. His body swayed with a hypnotic rhythm, almost like a belly dancer, as he plunged ever deeper inside his bimbo girlfriend.

Katie moaned loudly as Tom continued to ravage her, his body fueled by an animalistic lust. To her delight, he showed no signs of slowing down.

“Oh god, yes!” she screamed, her body undulating with each of his thrusts. Katie’s skin glowed with a thin sheen of sweat as Tom threw his head back and grunted.

“I’m… like… gonna cum!” he shouted, pushing his cock in deeper. His hips twitched and his knees buckled as blistering hot ropes of jizz erupted out of dick into Katie’s pussy, filling her to the brim with his load.

Katie moaned as her own body tumbled over the edge. She lifted her back off of the bed and wrapped her legs around Tom’s waist, pulling him in closer as her juices mixed with his.

Panting, Tom leaned forward and kissed Katie.

“That was wonderful, babe,” he whispered breathlessly.

“It was. Now why don’t you, like, climb in bed with me so we can cuddle?”

He said nothing, only nodding as he pulled out of her. Katie crawled further onto the bed and Tom laid down beside her, falling asleep in her arms. She too drifted off, her fingers combing his long blonde hair.

They awoke to a bit of a surprise.

“Oh god, is it morning already?” Tom yawned, stretching his arms.

Katie’s eyes opened and she squinted, laughing once they adjusted to the early morning grogginess.

“Oh my god… Tom, look at yourself in the mirror!”

Half awake, he crawled out of bed and stumbled up to the full-length mirror in Katie’s bedroom.

“Holy shit!”

Tom was back to his original male form with short brown hair and eyes; stubble covering his cheeks and chin, and was once more flat chested and curve-less. He was still wearing the slutty schoolgirl outfit from the night before, and the dark hairs of his legs were jutting out through the fabric of his stockings.

“So uh, about last night…” Katie said, walking up next to him.

“Look, Katie, I’m pretty upset that you went and did something like that to me. I mean, we don’t know what damage that pill could’ve done.”

She dropped her head. “I know. I realize that now that my head is clear of that pink fog. But…” She looked up at him. “You can’t deny that it was fun. Right?”

Tom looked away from his girlfriend and scratched his head. “…Okay sure, it was. But you can’t tell a soul about this.”

“Not even Jared?” Katie teased.

“Fuck you.” He crossed his arms and pouted.

“Oh come on, Tom, I was just having a bit of fun. Speaking of which, Tammy was a lot of fun to have around. Can she come and play again sometime?” Katie placed her arms on his shoulders and clasped her hands behind his head.

“Maybe,” he grunted. “But not for a while. It was very strange, acting and talking that way. I was fully aware of it all, but I had no filter, no quality control check. It was a part of me that I didn’t know existed. And now that I do, I… I need some time.”

“I understand. It was strange for me, too. How about we go out and get some breakfast? Maybe some French toast and bacon from that diner you like?”

Tom smiled. “Now you’re speaking my language.”

He gave her a quick kiss before disappearing into her closet. When he was out of sight, she walked up to her purse and pulled the hot pink pill vial out and held it in her hand. Inside the vial, ten or so round pills rolled around, a “B” etched into their surfaces.

“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing the bottle.

“I’m all ready,” Tom said, coming out of the closet in his t-shirt and jeans.

Katie quickly stashed the vial back into her purse and smiled. She quickly got dressed and followed Tom out the door of her apartment.

TWO-WAY TRIP PART 2:
RECURRENCE

 

Tom gently squeezed Katie’s hand as he looked out the small window of the plane. While his left hand delicately held onto his girlfriend’s, his right squeezed the life out of the arm rest as the plane dove toward the runway of McCarran Airport.

His eyes remained glued on the tall casino buildings as the wheels of the plane touched the ground. He released the breath he’d been holding in his chest as the plane came to a stop.

“See? It wasn’t so bad.” Katie kissed him on the cheek. “Can I have my hand back?”

“Yes, sorry,” he said, letting go of her hand to rub his forehead. He sighed heavily as he looked out the window one last time.

Katie pulled him away from the view and removed her carry-on bag from the overhead compartment.

“Come on, let’s go. I want to check in before everyone else does.”

Tom said nothing as he flung his bag over his shoulder and followed her down the narrow aisle. The flight was cramped, but thankfully, it was also short and uneventful.

Tom’s nerves finally settled as he stepped off the plane into the airport, following his girlfriend toward the baggage claim.

It was their one-year anniversary, and having earned a big bonus check, Katie suggested they spend it on a weekend in Vegas. Tom had never been to Vegas, despite growing up in Los Angeles, where Sin City was within driving distance.

It didn’t bother him as much as it bothered his friends, who were more into the gambling and partying scene than he was. Katie loved the city, but every time she visited, she was with a group of her friends, which meant little time for relaxation.

“Holy crap, Katie, did you pack your entire closet?” Tom grunted, lifting her suitcase off of the metal carousel.

“Only half of it. I couldn’t decide on what dress I wanted to wear for our night out, so I packed all three of them.” Tom rolled his eyes as she squatted down to inspect her bag for tampering. “Come on, let’s go!”

“I thought we had plenty of time?” he asked, dragging both his and her suitcases behind him.

“We do, but if we check in early enough, I can think of something to pass the time.” She looked back at him over her shoulder and winked.

Tom grinned as he sped past her, flying through the automatic doors and signaling the first taxi he laid eyes on.

 

Tom laid face-down on the queen-sized hotel bed, his face buried into his pillow and his arms outstretched. Katie sat at the table by the window and typed away on her laptop.

The day was anything but romantic, and it had turned into a recovery day for the events of the previous night. After checking in early, the couple had spent the extra hour having sex in the gorgeous hotel room.

By skimping on the airfare, they were able to put more money toward accommodations, and with Katie’s big bonus check, they were able to reserve a luxury bedroom in one of the smaller casinos located on the Strip.

Their night had consisted of a show, followed by gambling and bar-hopping. Tom woke up in the morning with an extra ten-grand in his pocket and the mother of all hangovers.

He remained in the bed throughout the day as Katie worked, occasionally heading back down to the casino to bolster his growing winnings, some of which Katie took with her shopping. She was a difficult person to buy gifts for, so Tom handed her five grand and told her to buy something special.

The sun had set by the time Tom returned from his third trip to the casino, smiling as he fingered the wad of cash. He not only made back what he had given away to Katie, but also earned a little extra.

He opened a door to a vacant room. Katie had yet to return from her shopping spree, and after securing the money in the hotel safe, he sent a text to his girlfriend before turning on the TV.

It wasn’t long before Katie returned, her hands full of shopping bags with the logos of well known, high-end designers emblazoned on the front.

“I take it your shopping spree was a success?” he grunted, taking the bags from her.

“Very much so. Thank you so much, Tom. I know I’m a difficult person to shop for, so this was an amazing gift from you.”

“I’m glad you were able to find something you liked. Though I do plan on doing my own shopping before we leave tomorrow night.”

“Speaking of which, I need to give you my gift.”

“Oh?” Tom raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”

“Well,” she said, digging through her purse. “Last night was a lot of fun, and I figured tonight, we can have some more fun.”

“What do you have planned?”

Katie grinned as she pulled something out of her purse. “We’re out of town, away from anyone we know.”

“Where are you going with this?” he said, crossing his arms.

“Well, I figured we can take a different kind of vacation.”

Tom’s eyes went wide as Katie held her hand out to him. On her palm were two tiny pink pills with little Bs etched into their surfaces.

He opened his mouth to speak, but Katie cut him off.

“Look, Tom, it’s been three months since the last time we took the drugs—”

“You say that like I had a choice.”

“And look at what it for our relationship! I can’t remember a night where the sex wasn’t great. Not only that, but you’ve opened up. You’re more confident and extroverted; you’re more carefree.”

“Katie, I would be lying if I told you I didn’t enjoy that night, and I would also be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about taking the drug. It brought out a side of me I didn’t know I had. The sex has been amazing, and I have never been so in love with you.”

“So how about it, then? I even brought some dresses and heels along with me just in case.” Katie set the pills down on the dresser behind her and rested her arms on Tom’s shoulders.

“I don’t know, Katie. You remember how lustful I became. What’s stopping me from sleeping with some stranger tonight? What if… what if I can’t control my urges, and you find me blowing some guy in the bathroom?”

“I’ll be there the entire time. I won’t let you out of my sight. Besides, you said you’ve always wanted to have a threesome. Maybe you can get that wish tonight.”

Tom rolled his eyes. “A threesome where I’m the guy with the two babes—not one of the babes.”

“If that even happens. Odds are we’ll just go to one of the clubs, get drunk and hit on, and then we can come back to our room and celebrate our anniversary alone, just you and me.”

“You mean Tammy and Krissi.” Tom released himself from her grip and sat down on the bed. He rubbed his face with his hands as his mind went over all the possibilities.

Katie patiently waited, her eyes occasionally shifting back to the pink pills on the dresser.

“How am I going to hide my erection?” Tom said through his hands.

“Oh, I got something that’ll keep you hidden away.” She grinned.

“You’ve planned for this, haven’t you?”

“I have.”

“Tell me.”

“Well, after our night as bimbos, I did some research on the internet. Since the pill doesn’t give you women’s parts, there are ways to create the illusion that you have them, instead.”

“Which are?”

“A chastity cage to keep you flaccid, and a fake vagina to give you the look.”

“A fake vagina?” he said, falling onto his back.

“Yeah. You wear them like a Speedo. They’re made of silicone.”

“Let me guess,” he said with his eyes on the ceiling. “You already bought it and brought it with you.”

“You know how I like to plan ahead.”

Tom sighed heavily and got up off of the bed. He stood in front of Katie and hugged her.

“All right. Since you so thoroughly planned this out and we are out of town and away from anyone we know, I guess I’m okay with taking another hit.”

Katie lit up. “Really?! Oh thanks, Tom! I wouldn’t have gone through with this if it was our first time. I figured we know what we’re in for, so we can be better prepared.”

“That’s my girlfriend: always thinking ahead and planning for every possible outcome. Watch out world, she’s coming for you.”

“That’s right!” she said, punching him in the shoulder. “I’m going to conquer the world, and you’ll be my bimbo sidekick.”

“Not funny, Katie,” he said rubbing his arm.

“Come on, let’s get you ready.”

“I’m not wearing any of the clothes until I finish changing, understand?”

“Okay.” She frowned. “You know, I’ve always wanted to dress you up like a woman.”

“Aren’t you already getting that wish by turning me into a bimbo?”

“True, but that’s different. All right fine, we can have that conversation another time,” Katie said, walking toward her suitcase.

Tom silently watched as she dug through it, setting aside her belongings as she pulled out the small box and package that she hid in her suitcase.

She returned to pile of belongings and pulled out two dresses, panties, and a pair of heels. Then she went to the collection of shopping bags and pulled out two shoe boxes and another dress.

“I like the blue—”

“Sorry, Tom. But Tammy is the one choosing the dress, so no picking out your outfit until she arrives.”

Tom frowned as he silently nodded.

“I need you to strip all the way nude so I can lock you up.”

“All right,” he said, removing his shirt. “I’m glad this drug gets rid of my body hair, because I definitely do not want to go through the hassle of shaving.”

Katie smiled as she watched her boyfriend remove his clothes. When he was finally naked, she took out the clear plastic cage and knelt down in front of him.

Tom watched curiously as she fiddled with the contraption, grimacing and grunting as she worked his manhood into the prison. There was a quick click and Katie stood back up, pleased with herself.

“How does it feel?”

“Not too bad. Though I’m sure that’ll change the moment the drug kicks in. What about the fake vagina?” he asked, pointing to the bed.

“It’s sized for your big bubbly butt,” she said, smacking his ass. “It’ll be too big to wear now.”

She stepped back in front of him holding the two pills. Tom silently and hesitantly opened his hand and stared at the little pink pill after Katie gave it to him.

“Wait. I want to take them at the same time,” she said removing her clothes. She stood in front of him, as naked as he was and held her pill up in front of her. “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” he replied dryly.

“Bottoms up!”

Katie popped the pill into her mouth and took a swig of her water. Tom did the same, drinking from her bottle. Then the couple patiently waited for the effects to kick in.

After a minute of standing still, she sat down on the edge of the bed and Tom paced back and forth in front of her, stopping and quickly turning toward her when he heard her hiccup.

Katie started to giggle, and right after he took a step toward her, Tom felt his head lighten and a hiccup escaped his own lips.

So it begins.

Tom took a deep breath and quickly sat down next to Katie. He took her hands in his and she turned toward him. He didn’t have much time to say what he needed to say before both of them went under.

“Katie.” He looked deep into her sparkling green eyes.

“What is it, Tom?”

“I just want to say that no matter what happens tonight, I love you. No matter what I say or do, no matter what this drug makes me do, the only person I want to be with is you.”

“I love you too, Tom,” she said, wrapping her arms around him. She pressed her lips against his and kissed him, her tongue pushing past his teeth to wrestle with his. Then she pulled back and grinned. “Now let’s have some fun, okay?”

Katie hiccupped again and she stared blankly ahead at Tom. The lights from the bedroom illuminated her eyes and he could see the green give way to blue. Her black hair started to grow, becoming blonde at the roots.

It was all happening too quickly.

The last time they took the pill, more than five minutes had passed before the changes started. But now they were well underway before the five-minute-mark. Tom felt panic begin to set into his mind, but it vanished behind a pink cloud.

He opened his mouth to speak, but his throat tightened, cutting off his words. When it relaxed again seconds later, the only thing he could do was giggle.

Katie’s moans drew his attention away from his body. He turned toward her and watched as she squirmed on the bed. Her eyes opened and closed as she stared up at the ceiling, her hands rubbing themselves on her naked body as her long ombre-colored hair pooled beside her head, forming into curls and waves.

Her cries reached a crescendo as her breasts swelled in size, tightening as they reached the iconic double-D. Underneath the glistening layer of sweat, her fair skin darkened, matching the iced latte she had at the airport on Friday.

Tom doubled over, grunting loudly and gritting his teeth as the changes started for him. His stomach grew tight as the pins-and-needles sensation covered every inch of his body. His arms and legs felt asleep as his mind raced.

The transformation was different than he last remembered it. Where before it was smooth, unobtrusive and painless, what was happening to him now was anything but.

There was a heat slowly moving though his insides, and with it, pain. Not an excruciating, torturous pain, but a dull ache. Tom’s arms, legs and stomach throbbed. He felt sore, like the morning after a serious workout.

But underneath the pain, the heat, and the prickling sensation, there was something else: pleasure.

Tom opened his mouth and moaned, his voice higher than it was a moment ago. He fell back onto the bed next to his girlfriend, whose giggles filled his ears. He looked over at her as he fought through the whirlwind of sensations inside his body.

Her hair was totally blonde and her lips puckered together as her hand rubbed the delicate lips between her thighs. Katie’s eyes remained closed as she pleasured herself, totally unaware of the hell that Tom was going through.

The soreness faded as he felt his waist pinched together by an invisible corset. His chest grew tight and he watched his nipples grow, becoming rigid and large as the skin beneath them stretched and grew. He stared at the growing mounds on his chest with half-brown, half-blue eyes, his lips thickening as his hair pooled beside his head.

Tom moaned one last time as the transformation came to an end. His breasts bounced as he writhed on the bed, the aches replaced wholly by pleasure. Every touch was erotic: the light embrace of the cotton sheets; the cold air coming from the vents; the bead of sweat traveling between his breasts down to his navel.

The epicenter of it all was between his legs. The erotic fire burned the hottest down below his stomach, and he whimpered as his hand slowly glided over his pubic mound to the chastity cage.

He bit his lower lip as he touched the head of his cock through the holes in the plastic and his long, manicured nails tickled his urethra. His left hand squeezed his breast and rubbed his nipple as he continued to play with his shriveled-up cock.

The fact that it had shrunk in size didn’t faze him in the slightest. Tom was too wrapped up in the pleasure from his highly sensitive body to care. He even failed to notice how much lighter his manhood was, or that his sack was empty.

A little dollop of fluid oozed out of the tip of his cock as he screamed with pleasure, his body convulsing as the orgasm passed through him. Once it passed, his body returned to normal. The hypersensitivity vanished and his bright blue eyes stared up at the ceiling as his chest rose and fell quickly, sweat covering his new, sexy body.

“Enjoying yourself, Tammy?” Katie asked, rolling onto her side.

Tom looked away from the ceiling into the crystal-blue eyes of his girlfriend. “Totally. That was, like, the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”

Katie giggled. “Wanna like, take a shower together? Don’t want to go out to the club all sweaty and gross.”

“You know it,” Tom said with a smile.

 

“Oh! Can I wear the green one?” Tom said, holding up the stretchy cocktail dress. It was the color of jade and sparkled with silver sequins. It had a belt made of a darker green material with a square, silver buckle built into the waist. “Come on, Krissi, you how I like, love the color green.”

Katie tapped on her lips with her index finger, looking closely at Tom as he held the dress up against his almost naked body. With the black panties he had on, the false vagina beneath them was almost invisible. The illusion was complete. He looked like any other woman, even though he was taller than most.

She looked away from her eager boyfriend to the two other dresses on the bed. Katie had hoped to wear the green dress, but seeing how excited Tom was to wear it, and how much she had to push him to get him to take the pill with her, she owed it to him to give him first pick.

After some thought, she decided to go with the blue dress, as she really liked the heels that she bought to go with them.

“Okay, you can wear the green one, but only if you let me paint your nails to match.”

Tom nodded. “Deal. Thank you sooooo much, Krissi!”

He threw the dress onto the bed and hugged Katie, only to return to the dress a moment later Pulling it over his head, Tom shimmied into the clingy fabric, moving it past his wide hips and down to his thighs.

The sequins sparkled brightly in the hotel room as Tom looked at the dress from all angles in the mirror. He tightened the belt and smoothed out the fabric, pulling the hem up and down, testing each look.

Katie smiled as she picked up the blue dress. It wasn’t a body-hugger like Tom’s, but it still showed off her mouth-watering curves.

They sat down at the vanity while Katie painted Tom’s nails and did his makeup. He puckered his lips as she applied a heavy coat of pink lipstick, covering it up with a shiny layer of gloss. After she’d adjusted his mascara and dusky eye shadow, Tom was ready for a night out.

The drug didn’t just make the user’s hair long and blonde, but it styled it, as well. Tom’s platinum locks fell down to his shoulders in a set of waves and curls fit for a celebrity walking the red carpet.

With the makeover complete, he marveled at his appearance before thanking his girlfriend and walking back into the bedroom to put on his heels. They were black leather ankle boots with a gold zipper. All dressed up and ready, Tom tried to patiently wait for his girlfriend.

But it was a difficult thing to do.

With the heightened libido and the lustful thoughts implanted into his mind by Bimbozol, Tom was anything but patient. His leg shook with nervous energy and his fingers tapped on his hairless, silky smooth thighs. He played with the hem of his dress and he bit his lip as he watched Katie do her own makeup.

“Geez, Tammy!” Katie said, leaning out of the bathroom.

“What?” Tom said, trying to play innocent.

“Hold your horses, okay? It’s only like, eight o’clock!”

“I know. I’m sorry, Krissi,” he said, adjusting the bracelet and playing with his ears. The weight of the chandelier earrings was a strange feeling. One of the effects of the drug was pierced ears, and when Katie noticed this, she just had to give him some dangly earrings.

“I’m like, almost done,” she said, leaning forward.

Tom squirmed as he watched Katie bend forward, sticking her perfectly round and padded ass out as she applied the lip gloss to her ruby red lips.

When she came out of the bathroom with her purse in her hand, Tom jumped up off of the couch and followed her to the door. She reached out toward the brass knob, but stopped and turned back toward her boyfriend.

“Tammy…”

“Yes, Krissi?” he said, titling his head to the side.

“Promise me you’ll stick by me. That you’ll be careful. That you won’t leave the club without me.”

Tom smiled as he lifted up his pinky. “I swear.”

They both laughed as she wrapped her pinky around his. “Let’s go have some fun!”

Katie opened the door and walked out into the hallway toward the elevator. Their destination was at the top floor of their casino, a newly opened club called Wet. They could barely contain their excitement as they stepped into the elevator.

Inside were several other people also heading to the club—or at least, that’s what they assumed from the way they were dressed. Tom kept his eyes low as he stepped onto the elevator after Katie, squeezing through the group of people until he had his back to the elevator wall. Only then did he look up from the carpeted floor.

His face turned red when he saw the man looking at him.

On the other end of the elevator, the tall guy winked at Tom as he tried to get a look at his curvy body through the crowd of people. The man was ruggedly handsome, with sharp features and dark eyes. His hair was styled and his clothes crisp and clean. He adjusted his sleeve and Tom spotted the silver Rolex on the man’s wrist.

He looked away from the high-roller to Katie, who stood next to him. She also winked at him, knowing full well the attention that Tom was getting.

There were several couples on the elevator as well, and all the men quickly glanced at Tom and Katie when they saw the shorter blonde place her lips onto the taller.

The ding followed by the doors opening ended the two blondes’ kiss, and the passengers on the elevator hesitated before stepping off of the metal box into the lobby of the club. Tom and Katie snuck by the mesmerized witnesses and walked toward the club entrance, holding hands every step of the way.

Katie smiled as she walked toward the line of people. The hushed arguments between the couples exiting the elevator was replaced by the heavy beats oozing out of the walls of the club.

“Wait in line, I’m going to like, see if we can cut.” Katie said, leading Tom behind the velvet rope.

He opened his mouth to protest, but before he could say anything, Katie got out of line and vanished beyond the sea of people. Tom looked back at the crowd gathering behind him, his eyes scanning the men and women hoping to get into the brand new club.

There were a lot of good looking people, all dressed in designer outfits meant to wow and impress fellow club goers: sexy women in short dresses and high heels and men in suits. He looked back toward the front and smiled when he saw Katie waving him over.

The club was packed.

Men and women crowded the two-and-a-half bars manned by several bartenders, and the dance floor was undulating with the bodies of patrons crammed so tightly together they looked like one huge, dark snake writhing in the flashing lights. Tom looked around, hoping to find an empty table as Katie led him through the club, her hand holding firmly onto his.

“I think we should leave,” Tom shouted into Katie’s ear. “Maybe like, head to a different club.”

“Don’t be such a wimp, Tammy. We’ll like, find a table soon enough.”

After a couple of steps, she pointed towards the tables and ran without any warning. Tom did his best to keep up with her in his heels, and after a quick sprint, they slid into the leather seats of a booth, laughing.

“See! Told ya,” she said, setting her purse down beside her. Before Tom could reply, a man walked up to their table and introduced himself.

“Hello, ladies! My name is Rick.” He pointed to the nametag on his uniform. “What can I get you to drink?”

“Two appletinis,” Katie answered. The man nodded and left.

“So, like, what’s the plan?” Tom said, looking out into the club proper.

“Well, I was thinking we could get a couple of drinks then, like go dancing?”

A minute later, the waiter returned with the two drinks. Katie held her glass up and Tom did the same, clinking them together before taking a sip.

Tom was never one for girly drinks, as the drink in his hand was so often labeled, but as he sipped it, he found it to be incredibly delicious. Before he knew it, he was ordering a second.

The alcohol was in full effect when Tom and Katie stepped away from their booth, leaving behind four empty martini glasses. With their purses in their hands, they entered the dance floor and vanished into the sea of bodies.

They danced to the music, their bodies rubbing against the men and women that surrounded them. Hands squeezed Tom’s ass and rubbed his thighs. It wasn’t just the men who showed interest in him. More than once, a woman in a short dress wrapped her arms around Tom and danced, much to the excitement of the men.

An eternity passed by as Tom moved to the beat, losing himself to the music and combination of the drinks, not to mention the liberating effect the Bimbozol had on him.

His dance was cut short when someone grabbed onto his hand and pulled him way from the floor. Looking up, he realized it was Katie.

She pulled him aside to a quiet corner of the club. There was a frightened look in her eye, and Tom had sobered up enough to realize that something was wrong.

“What’s up?” he said, tucking his blonde hair behind his ear.

“We have a problem. Jared is here.”

Tom’s eyes widened. This was not good for several reasons.

As much as he hated Jared’s guts for what he did to Katie, being bimbofied changed Tom’s feelings for Jared. The drug made him incredibly horny, and more than once, he had to fight the urge to get onto his knees while on the dance floor. He wouldn’t be able to fight the feelings if it was Jared.

Not only that, but Tom wondered how the pill had affected Katie’s feelings for her ex boyfriend.

“Did he like, recognize you?” Tom said, looking past Katie at the crowd.

“I… I don’t know. I like, don’t look like my normal self. He could have. I don’t know.”

“What happened?”

Katie looked back over her shoulder at the dance floor. “I was dancing and looking for you. Then I saw him through the crowd, and he saw me. That’s when I grabbed you and pulled you aside.”

“Okay, do you want to leave?”

“That’s the problem, Tammy… I don’t. I saw him, and I’m like, lusting for him again. I love you, but I totally want to have sex with him so bad.”

Shit. Tom could see that she was losing the fight with the drug. Not only that, but he was on the verge of slipping as well. The second she brought him up, Tom’s mind was filled with images of Jared and visions of doing things to him. He wanted to kiss Jared; touch his sculpted body; wrap his plump lips around his rigid cock.

The more he thought about it, the harder it was to fight the feelings. He looked down at Katie and he could tell she felt the same way. Her body had grown warm and she fidgeted.

“Tammy… I’m sorry,” Katie said backing away from Tom.

“Krissi, wait.” Tom grabbed her hand. “It’s okay. You like, don’t have to do this alone.”

“Thanks, Tammy.” Katie stepped back up to Tom and kissed him.

“Oh, I’m sorry. Don’t mind me.” Tom looked past his girlfriend to Jared, who looked sad to see the two bimbos stop kissing. “I didn’t realize you two ladies were together. I don’t mind. I like package deals. Name’s Jared.” He stuck out his hand.

Katie turned away from Tom and nervously extended her hand. “I’m Krissi, and this is my girlfriend Tammy.”

Jared looked away from Katie and took Tom’s hand, bringing it to his mouth and gently kissing his knuckles. Tom’s knees buckled as the arousal hit him like a freight train. He might’ve hated Jared’s guts, but thanks to Bimbozol, he wanted nothing more than to have sex with the playboy.

“I saw your friend here on the dance floor,” Jared said to Tom. “I was hoping to buy her a drink and chat, but now I’m thinking we just skip the pleasantries and head back to my room. It’s got a nice big bed you girls could play on.”

He waited patiently for Tom and Katie to answer.

“Can I like, have a minute alone with my girlfriend?” Tom asked.

“Sure. Take as long as you need.”

Tom smiled as he took Katie’s hand and led her to the women’s bathroom. They walked past the group of women huddled around the mirror adjusting their makeup and entered the very last stall.

“Are you sure about this?” Tom whispered.

“Yes, Tammy. I like, can’t get him out of my head. The bastard doesn’t even recognize me. But no matter what I say or do, you’re the only one that I love.”

“Okay. Let’s have some fun.”

 

Tom and Katie giggled incessantly as they followed Jared to his hotel room, their arms wrapped around each other, stumbling like drunkards. Jared’s room was only a floor above theirs, but he stayed in one of the luxury suites.

“So like, what is it that you, um, do?” Katie said, twirling her hair in her finger as Jared dug his room key out of his pocket.

“He’s like, obviously rich, Krissi.” Tom placed his hand on his hip.

“And handsome,” Katie purred.

“Totally. He’s so gorgeous!” Tom beamed.

They laughed as Jared fumbled with the room key, quickly trying to open his door and get the two beautiful women inside before they lost interest in him.

But he didn’t need to worry. The two women known as Krissi and Tammy wanted nothing more to be with him. His perfect body lured them in and they were trapped, unable to escape until they satisfied the lust burning inside of them.

The door opened and the two blondes walked in ahead of him. Jared closed the door behind him, the “do not disturb” sign swinging from the handle.

Tom was all over him in less than a second.

He wrapped his arms around Jared, feverishly kissing the statuesque man. Jared squeezed Tom’s perfect ass as he led the eager bimbo to the bed. Tom pushed Jared off of him and the man sat down, the confused look on his face disappearing as Tom knelt down in front of him.

Jared grinned as Tom worked the zipper of his pants, but he took his eyes off him when Katie came into his view. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Jared and forcing him into his back as she kissed him, her manicured fingernails gently working the buttons on his shirt.

His lips separated from hers long enough for the throaty moan to escape. Jared squeezed Katie’s thighs as Tom freed his quickly-hardening cock from his boxers. He wrapped his hand around the base of the shaft and stared at it, hesitating.

Jared’s cock was bigger than his own. Tom marveled at the size of it. No wonder women were drawn to this man. Tom’s mouth watered as he stared at the beast and Jared’s musk filled his nostrils, driving away any doubts in his mind.

Tom wanted nothing more than to suck on this cock—to have it fill this mouth and throat. His only purpose in life was to pleasure him.

He licked his pink lips before wrapping them around the thick rod. At that moment, something inside Tom clicked. Everything just seemed right. The clothes he wore and the way he looked; his mannerisms and personality.

Jared moaned loudly as Tom went further down his shaft, his right hand stroking what he couldn’t stuff into his throat. His tongue rubbed the underside of the shaft, twirling about the head and licking the entirety of it.

Looking up, Tom saw got a glimpse up Katie’s dress and saw her sopping wet panties. She continued to kiss Jared wildly as Tom eagerly sucked his cock.

The man was in heaven. He just laid on the bed and watched as these two incredibly horny women went to town on his body. Tom was bobbing up and down quickly, taking the full length of Jared’s cock into his mouth and throat. He had no gag reflex thanks to the drug, making him the perfect cocksucker.

His hard work soon paid off. Jared grunted and groaned, thrusting his hips up and pushing his cock as far as it would go just before he released a torrent of cum into Tom.

Tom clamped down with his lips, swallowing every drop of Jared’s hot, sticky cum. When the flood subsided, he pulled off of him, his lips coming free with a pop.

“Holy shit. That was amazing,” Jared said, sitting up. Katie climbed off of him and went to kiss Tom. Jared wiped the sweat from his brow as he watched the two blondes kiss. “I’m so wiped.”

“Aw, looks like our man is tired,” Katie said, pulling away from Tom.

“Shame. I wanted to like, fuck his brains out.” Tom pouted.

“I really want to, but I had such a long day.” Jared sat up on the bed. “Tell you what. Come by tomorrow before lunch and I’ll be more than glad to satisfy you.”

“We’ll see ya tomorrow then,” Katie said, pulling Tom to his feet.

“But I want to—” He cut off when Katie whispered something into his ear.

“Goodbye, ladies.” Jared waved as the two blondes grabbed their purses and left.

Tom couldn’t stop giggling as they walked down the hallway to the elevator. He remained giddy as Katie opened the door to their hotel room. He sat on the bed, watching as Katie stripped out of her dress.

She slowly folded it and set it on the chair, watching as Tom waited in agony for his present. Katie sauntered over to her suitcase and dug around in her clothes until she found what she was looking for.

Tom’s eyes widened and he giggled with glee as she produced the black harness with a double-ended dildo attached. She said nothing as she stepped into it and pulled it up to her waist.

Her dripping wet cunt eagerly accepted the dildo and she moaned as it slid into her. Tom watched with anticipation as she tightened the straps, making it fit perfectly before taking a step toward him.

His eyes remained glued on the skin-colored attachment crafted to anatomical perfection. It looked like the real deal that he had just sucked on minutes ago. Now he’d be getting the other half of his wish granted.

“Hands and knees, slut,” Katie commanded.

Tom silently obeyed and climbed onto the bed, looking back over his shoulder at his girlfriend. He whimpered as she lifted the hem of his dress up and pulled his panties down, exposing his bouncy ass.

He cried out softly at the cold application of lube, but his quiet whimpers vanished as she plunged the head of her fake cock deep into his asshole. Tom fell forward onto his elbows when she thrust into him a second time.

His body rocked back and forth as she pounded right into his swollen prostate. She gripped his hips as she picked up the pace, furiously fucking him at the steepest angle she could manage, his shriveled dick throbbing inside his chastity cage.

“Oh… oh god!” he cried out. “Oh god, yes! Fuck me!”

Tom lowered his head as the climax washed over him like a tsunami. His blonde hair hung limp like the leaves of the willow tree as Katie’s thrusts grew more determined and forceful.

With one final push, she halted, moaning loudly as she came. Her fluids coated the toy inside of her and dripped down the insides of her legs.

Tom fell forward onto the bed, breathing heavily. Katie unfastened the harness and removed the toy, dropping it onto the ground before collapsing next to Tom. He stared blankly ahead, his body, mind, and soul well beyond exhaustion. He mumbled incoherently as he drifted off to sleep, and Katie did the same.

Tom and Katie woke up the following morning. Everything was back to normal, only Tom remained quiet and distant as they ate breakfast and packed up their suitcases. He said very little as they checked out of the hotel, arrived at the airport, and boarded the plane back home.

Something happened to him that night, and it left a burning curiosity inside of him. It wasn’t until he returned home to his apartment after saying goodbye to Katie—the only words spoken between them since they got onto the plane—that he realized the truth.

He was addicted.

TWO-WAY TRIP PART 3:
ADDICTION

 

She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

The blonde’s eyes went wide as she gazed upon the thick cock of the man in front of her. It was the biggest she had ever seen—bigger than a pornstar’s, even—and it looked so very delicious.

She squealed with delight as she licked her lips before wrapping them around the bulbous head of the dick bobbing up and down mere inches from her face. The man grunted as he placed his hand on her head, urging her further down his cock.

“God, you’re so good,” he mumbled.

The blonde looked up at him with blue eyes that sparkled like sapphires as she eagerly gobbled the massive dick on her mouth. She stroked the base with one hand as her left lifted up the front of her microskirt and parted the lips of her moist cunt.

She shifted her position, trying to get comfortable on the hard tile ground of the bathroom they were in. Her stockings provided little padding, but she ignored the pain. The only thing she cared about was the gargantuan cock filling her throat.

She moved faster and faster, taking in more and more of the monster until her nose pressed against his pelvis. The man grunted and moaned as she expertly blew him, her tongue rubbing the underside of his cock as her right hand cradled his balls.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum!”

His hips jerked and the blonde pulled off, her lips coming free with a pop as streams of white-hot cum splashed her face. Her mouth hung open, her tongue loose as she tried to catch as much of the cum as she could.

When the man was done, she went back down on him, sucking him clean.

“Holy crap. That was amazing,” the man breathed. “What did you say your name was?”

The blonde pulled off the flaccid dick and licked her lips. “I told you already, silly,” she giggled. “My name is Tammy.”

 

Tom sat up on the bed, his eyes wide open and darting all about the bedroom. His room was dark, lit only by the ambient light that crept in from the window. His hands examined his body, and relief came in the form of a flat chest, short hair, and a stain on the sheets left by the manhood between his legs.

He fell back onto the pillows and stared up at the ceiling. rubbing his face. It was the fourth time this week he’d had this dream, and he’d lost count of how many times his mind had wandered to that place since he returned from Las Vegas a month ago.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” he said, covering his eyes. “I don’t think I can take this anymore.”

He rolled onto his side and curled up, fighting to remove all recollection of the vivid dream from his mind. Every dream involved the same man, and it cycled between various scenarios.

In his dreams, Tom had once again become Tammy, dressed in a tied-off blouse, pink microskirt, white stockings, and matching pink platform pumps. He was either blowing a guy in a bathroom stall, getting fucked by the same man in a hotel bedroom, or making out with him at a crowded bar.

The mystery man had short dark hair, a sculpted body, and a massive cock to match. He had the perfect form, one that would make any straight or bisexual woman weak in the knees and lesbians question their sexuality.

His hands were big and strong, but his movements were gentle. He was kind and thoughtful, yet confident and ambitious. But above all else, he was the most gorgeous man alive.

These dreams had gotten more and more frequent as the days passed, so much so that it had spread into his everyday life. Last week when he was with Katie at the mall, he found himself looking at the dresses and the shoes, not thinking about how good they would look on his girlfriend, but how good they would look on him.

Two days ago, after stumbling onto an online sex shop, Tom had to turn off his computer to stop himself from buying a dildo. He refused to tell Katie about it, labeling his emotional distance as stress from work or feeling sick.

But he could only lie to her for so long. Tom hoped that he was just going through withdrawals from the Bimbozol they’d taken together and that it would all be over and out of his system soon, but each day proved to be more difficult than the last.

It was only a matter of time before he succumbed.

 

“Hey, Tom, sorry about this, but I’ll be out of town tomorrow night for a business trip. I know we had dinner plans, but this just came up and I have to go.”

Tom sat down on his bed and looked out the window at the cityscape. “That’s fine. I understand. Work is work.”

“I’m really sorry. I’ll definitely make it up to you, though. I’ll be back Saturday morning.”

“Do you need me to stop by your apartment at all?”

“Umm… no, you don’t need to, but I know how you like to watch movies on my TV.”

Tom laughed. “Well, it is a hundred times bigger than mine. Plus you got surround sound!”

“That’s true. Well, I gotta go. Love you!”

“Love you too,” Tom replied.

Click. Tom tossed his phone onto the bed next to him and fell back onto the sheets.

He didn’t even bother going home after work that day. Instead, he drove straight to his girlfriend’s apartment, sat down on her large couch, and stared at the blank television screen.

After zoning out for several minutes, he got up and browsed through her DVD collection. Despite reading off the title of every one he found, Tom’s mind was elsewhere, ignoring the many great movies he could choose from. He had just gotten to the Hs when he closed the cabinet and headed for her bathroom.

It wasn’t in the medicine cabinet, nor was it in any of the drawers in her bathroom. It wasn’t in her vanity and it wasn’t in the nightstand by her bed. The fact that he couldn’t find it worried him, and thoughts of her using the drug while out on her business trip filled his mind.

He imagined her sleeping with her coworkers, role-playing as the ditzy secretary for the handsome corporate big shot, wrapping her lips around his cock then letting him fuck her silly.

But the visions vanished in an instant when he opened the drawer in the table by the doorway. The pink pill vial rolled into view, and Tom picked it up with nervous hands.

The pills inside shook as he held it and his mouth went dry as he stared at the little Bs etched onto their surfaces. His eyes remained on the vial as he walked back to the couch and sat down on the plush cushions.

Seconds felt like minutes, and minutes felt like hours as he stared at the pink vial. He sighed heavily and removed the white lid.

 

“Hey, Tom, you here?” Katie said, opening the door to her apartment. “We finished sooner than planned, so I was able to come home early.” She set her purse down on the table beside the door and listened carefully.

His keys and phone were on the coffee table, but he wasn’t on the couch.

“Tom? Are you in here?” she said, opening the door to her bedroom. Standing in the doorway, she spotted Tom’s clothes spread across her bed, as well as various pieces of lingerie, a dress, and a purse. Hearing a girl’s voice coming from her bedroom, Katie threw open the door, expecting to see her boyfriend cheating on her.

She was wrong.

“What the fuck?!” she shouted.

“Oh, hey Katie,” Tom said, looking away from the vanity mirror. He turned his attention back toward his reflection and puckered his lips, inspecting the coat of pink lipstick he had just applied to them.

She was speechless as she watched him inspect his appearance. Tom poofed up his long blonde hair and pulled the hem of his dress up slightly. Katie’s jaw hung loose when she noticed the outfit he was wearing.

Tom giggled as he lifted up his breasts, letting them fall and bounce in the pink minidress. In addition to the body-hugging garment, he wore a white fishnet shrug and scalloped stockings, pink platform pumps, a rhinestone choker, and large hoop earrings. On his wrists were gold bracelets, and around his ankle was a thin anklet with the word “SLUT” embellished in rhinestones.

“Tom… what are you doing?”

“I was like, going to go out. I thought you weren’t like, coming back until tomorrow?” He didn’t even look at her. His eyes were on his own reflection as he touched up his makeup.

Katie shook her head, anger, sadness, and confusion whirling about inside her. “I… I got home early. The meeting… Tom, why?”

“Why? Because it’s like, fun!” he said, finally looking at her. “You want to come with me? It’ll be like Vegas.”

“No, Tom—”

“Tammy,” he said, crossing his arms.

“What?”

He pouted. “My name is Tammy.”

“You were going to go out? Without telling me? Tom, are you cheating on me?”

Tom rolled his eyes as he stormed past her, pushing her out of the way.

“My name is Tammy! And like, Tom is your boyfriend, not me. I can do what I want.”

“No, you are Tom and you are my boyfriend!” Katie shouted, grabbing onto Tom’s wrist.

“Ugh, let go of me!” Tom protested, pulling his arm away from Katie. “Look, I’m totally not your boyfriend. See?”

Katie’s eyes widened as Tom lifted up the front of his dress. Underneath was a white g-string, and through the thin fabric, Katie could see the lips of a pussy.

“Is that…?”

“Yes, it’s like, a real pussy. I’m like, not your boyfriend anymore.”

Katie cast aside the fact that the pill had given him a real pussy. “Damn it, Tom, if you go through that door, you will no longer be my boyfriend for real. I… I’ll break up with you!”

Tom rolled his eyes as he picked the small purse up off of the bed and flung the thin strap onto his shoulder.

“Geez, Katie, how many times do I have to like, tell you? I’m not your boyfriend. I’m Tammy! If Krissi wants to join me, I’ll like, be bar-hopping downtown. Toodles!”

Katie watched in stunned silence as Tom walked out the front door. She flinched as the door slammed shut, tears rolling down her cheeks as she watched the man she loved walk away from her.

She laid down on the couch, curled up into a ball, and began crying her eyes out. In front of her was the pink pill vial with one dose missing. Through the tears blurring her vision, she read the label:

For immediate assistance, please call our number.

Wiping the tears from her eyes, she picked up the phone.

“Hello? How can we be of assistance?”

“Hi… do you have like, a cure for your drug? Something that cancels it out?” Katie spoke softly into the phone, her voice hoarse from crying.

“Yes, we do have an antidote. It’s not available in stores and is only available in case of an emergency,” the woman on the other end said. “If this is this a different kind of emergency, please hang up and call 911.”

“This is the former,” Katie said, sitting up.

“Please describe your situation, miss.” Katie took a deep breath, hesitating. “Miss, are you still there?”

“Yes, sorry. It’s my boyfriend. He… took the pill and now he’s on his way to some bar.”

There was a momentary silence on the other end. “Miss, please hold while I transfer you.”

Katie did as she was told, her hands quivering with each passing second. She knew that the more time passed, the more likely it was that Tom was already grinding up on someone else.

“Hello? Miss, are you still there?” The woman’s voice was replaced by a man’s.

“Yes, I’m still here.”

“You said your boyfriend took the pill, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Is this the first time he’s taken it?”

“No. It’s the third. The first time was four months ago, the second time was one month ago.”

“I see. I hate to ask this, but what effects has the drug had on him?”

Katie sighed heavily as she stood up from of the couch and paced about the living room.

“The first time, the drug turned him into a woman, but his dick and balls remained unaffected.”

“I see,” the man said. Katie could hear the sounds of hurried writing. “And were there any lingering effects?”

“No, his body returned to normal the following morning.”

“What about the second time?”

“The same. Only…”

“Only what? Miss, I need every bit of information you have.”

“I think his dick was smaller.”

“Interesting.” More hurried writing, plus the sounds of hushed conversations. “And? What about this time?”

Katie covered her face, trying not to cry as she talked to the man. “He had a real vagina.”

“You don’t say?”

“Look, can you please not sound so happy? I’ve been crying for the past hour trying to figure out how I can save my relationship.”

“Ma’am, I have good news and bad news for you. The bad news is that since the pill was not designed for men, it may have lingering effects on them. We believed it would be mostly limited to feminine thoughts and desires, like clothing and fashion. Mind you, this is all just theory. However, the good news is that the counter pill will work on your boyfriend.”

“I’m sensing a ‘but’ here,” Katie said, returning to her pacing.

“We’d like to make you an offer. Your boyfriend is the first we’ve heard of a man taking our drug, and because of it, the chemical formula will be changed so that a man could take it and not have any lingering effects.”

“Okay? But what’s the offer?”

“Well, you are fortunate enough that you live within driving distance of our production facility. As head of development, I’d like to monetarily compensate you for your troubles, as well as make you an offer to test out a new pill of ours, as it’s perfect for your situation.”

Katie stopped her pacing. “Go on.”

 

“Ugh. Like, why won’t any of these guys have sex with me?” Tom whined, pouting in one of the booths. He surveyed the bar once more, looking for any newcomers.

The bar counter was packed, every man accounted for. Despite his attraction to his girlfriend, Tom couldn’t find any of the women at the bar attractive. Mostly it was because they lacked that which he craved most.

A nice, thick cock.

He licked his lips as he sipped his appletini, the taste of sperm still lingering on his tongue from the guy he blew ten minutes ago. It was his third blowjob of the night, and this was the third bar he’d visited. None of the men whose cocks he eagerly sucked wanted to have sex with him, and he had no idea why.

“I mean, look at me! I’m like, totally hot! Who wouldn’t want to have sex with me?!” Tom sulked as he took a long sip of the mixed drink.

Looking out over the rim of the glass, he spotted him.

Tom slowly put the glass down as he stared at the hunk of a man across the room. His beach-blonde hair was pulled tight into a ponytail and his muscle shirt barely contained his bodybuilder frame.

Tom felt a chill go up his spine as he glared hungrily at the man moving confidently through the crowd. Jealousy and anger filled him as he watched the man wink and flirt with other women.

Then their gazes locked, and Tom took the opportunity to reel him in. He sat up and leaned forward onto the table, showing off his massive rack and round bottom. Tom winked at the man as he took a sip of his drink, his other hand pulling up the hem of his dress as he slid his leg out from under the table.

Gotcha. 

The man ignored the attention of the other women as he walked straight toward Tom’s booth, smiling as he approached the table.

“Hey babe, I saw you across the bar and thought you’re the most beautiful piece of ass I’ve ever seen.”

Tom giggled at the compliment. “Well, you are like, totally a work of art yourself. I just want to eat you up.”

“Well then,” the man said, leaning onto the table, flashing a grin and showing off his pearly whites. “How about you and I get out of here? I know a place where we can get some privacy. It isn’t far.”

Not only had he successfully hooked the guy, but Tom was falling head over heels for this blonde hulk. He wanted to touch the man’s muscular body and feel his manly arms all over his curves. Not only that, but a man this ripped must have a cock like no other.

Tom moaned quietly as he squeezed his legs together. He had become a hot mess, his lust seeping out into his thong.

“Yes, let’s get out of here,” Tom said, trying to hide his enthusiasm. He slid out of the booth, making sure his hem rode high, and sauntered out of the bar, swaying his hips and showing off his perfect curves. He could feel the weight of the man’s lustful stare as they left the bar, and it only made him hotter.

Out in the open, the man wrapped his arm around Tom and led him away from the bars toward one of the hotels.

The man paid cash and Tom clenched his purse as he walked beside the statuesque man toward their room. He kept shooting glances at the man and giggling as he imagined all the things this hunk would do to him.

Two steps into the bedroom and they were already going at it.

Tom threw his arms around the man as he lifted himself up to kiss him ravenously. The man reciprocated and closed the door behind him as he effortlessly picked Tom up off the ground.

Tom squealed with delight at how strong his date was and couldn’t wait to get down to business. He moved his hands down the man’s firm body, taking in his hard pecs and chiseled abs.

“You have like, the perfect body,” Tom giggled, his fingers tracing the man’s six-pack.

The man laughed, which sounded more like a grunt. “Yeah, I know. I work out like, everyday. Gotta get ripped for the hot babes.” He pulled off his shirt and flexed. Seeing the man’s muscles bulge pushed Tom over the edge. He bit onto the tip of his thumb as he moaned loudly. “No woman can resist my bod.”

Tom said nothing as he fell down onto his knees before the man, his fingers frantically trying to remove his jeans. The man laughed at Tom’s desperation and slapped the bimbo’s hands away. The jeans fell to the floor and the man kicked them off.

The boxers came next, and Tom’s sparking blue eyes lit up at the size of the cock between the man’s legs. It was massive. Eight, maybe nine inches long—bigger than the three men he blew earlier in the night and bigger than Jared.

Tom had to have it.

He licked his puffy pink lips as he scooted forward toward the godly man in front of him and placed his hands on his massive thighs, wrapping his lips around the humongous head.

Tom moaned around the girthsome shaft filling his mouth. Everything felt right. All the stars had aligned and it was as if he was realizing his destiny: to be a smoking hot, cock-sucking blonde bimbo pleasuring the sculpted man in front of him.

It was overpowering, and it flooded his mind and body with euphoric lust. How could he ever go back to being a man after a night like this? The fact that Katie had broken up with him saved him the trouble of having to break up with her. This was his life now. Tom wanted nothing more than to stay by this man’s side and be his giggling bimbo housewife.

“Oh yeah, that’s good. Keep sucking, slut,” the man grunted. He put his hand on the back of Tom’s head, pulling him in closer.

Tom bobbed up and down, his tongue working the underside of the man’s meaty cock. He had to make this the best blowjob he had ever given if he wanted to keep this man for himself.

He pulled off, his manicured hands stroking the shaft as he kissed and licked the head.

“Don’t stop. Yeah, just like that.”

“I’m glad you like it,” Tom purred in between sloppy kisses.

“You’re good at BJs, I’ll give you that,” he said, looking back down at Tom. “But I’ll bet your even better in bed.”

He helped Tom up off of his knees and sat down in the bed, his legs spread wide and his cock fully erect. “Come to daddy,” the man said, patting his thighs.

Tom giggled as he reached up under his dress. He turned his back toward the man as he lifted the hem of his dress up, showing off his rounded ass and the thong nestled in between his cheeks. He looked back at the man over his shoulder, biting his lip as he pulled the thong down, bending forward as he lowered it to his ankles.

“Oh damn! That’s one fine ass,” the man said.

Tom remained silent as he stepped out of the soaking wet thong and faced the man. His eyes moved to the man’s cock, where a dab of precum glistened on his head.

Tom’s eyes remained on the throbbing shaft as he stepped toward it, the anticipation building inside of him until it was too much. He giggled as he straddled the man, placing his arms on his shoulders, and lined his drenched cunt up to the man’s thick cock.

It pressed up against his pink folds. Its warmth was inviting and it only made him want it more. Tom and the man locked eyes as he lowered himself onto the man, his mouth opening wide and a satisfied moan flowed forth from his pouty lips.

The man grunted as he grabbed onto Tom’s curvy waist, pulling him down slowly.

“Oh god, baby, you’re so tight! Feels so good!”

“I know! I like, feel so filled!” Tom giggled as he lowered himself all the way, moaning again as he reached the base. “It like, feels so good!”

The man grinned as he stood up from the bed and swung Tom around, dropping him onto his back, his pussy still filled with the man’s cock. He looked up at the man from his prone position.

This was the moment he’d been waiting for.

“Hurry up and fuck me!” Tom begged, grabbing his tits and moaning loudly as the man slowly pulled out. “Oh fuck, that like, feels so good!”

“You ready for this, slut?”

“Totally! Please fuck me!” Tom shouted.

His pleads turned to moans as the man thrust his hips forward, burying his cock deep into Tom’s hungry cunt. Tom’s eyes opened wide as indescribable pleasure filled him, pushing him over the edge into erotic bliss.

He hadn’t ever felt anything like this before. Not even Katie’s strap-on came close to the bliss that a real cock gave Tom. It was perfection, and this act sealed the deal.

He would do anything to stay like this forever.

Tom’s breasts bounced as the man fucked him furiously, the entire bed rocking from the force behind his bucking hips. His entire body was on fire, burning brightly from the carnal ecstasy that penetrated him.

“Oh god, yes!” he screamed, his hands moving about his body in an attempt to draw every ounce of pleasure out.

“That’s right, scream for me, slut!” the man grunted. “Beg for more.”

“Oh, fuck me harder!” Tom replied, his fingers pulling apart his cunt, hoping to make more room for the massive cock that filled him. 

Tom squealed in delight as the man grabbed his hips. In one swift motion, Tom found himself on his hands and knees, the man’s cock still pushing deep inside his cunt.

He squeezed Tom’s plump ass, slapping it occasionally as he grunted and groaned. Tom shifted his weight onto his left arm as he reached back with his right and rubbed his clit through the hood.

“Oh, fuck!” the man shouted. “I’m about to cum!”

He wasn’t alone.

The rubbing of his clit pushed Tom very near the edge himself. The man’s thrusts grew uneven as he upped the force behind them, pushing his cock as deep as it would go into the blonde’s aching vagina until one final push marked the end.

He gripped Tom’s hips as he plunged his dick deep in Tom’s cunt. Tom cried out as his body went over the edge, his feminine juices coating the man’s thick cock as waves and waves of pleasure filled him.

The man jerked forward, and Tom felt his heat fill him.

“Oh yeah!” the man grunted as his seed gushed into Tom’s pussy. He held onto Tom firmly until the last bit of cum seeped out of his cock.

Released from his grasp, Tom fell forward onto his bed and rolled onto his back. He rubbed his brimming pussy and brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking the mixture of male and female juices off of them with delight.

“Damn. That was amazing,” the man said, laying down next to Tom. “I, uh, never got your name.”

“It’s Tammy,” Tom giggled. “And what’s yours?”

“Kevin. Nice to meet you, Tammy,” he said, kissing Tom’s hand. He leaned forward and kissed Tom until they were both too tired to continue. Tom drifted off into sleep without a care in the world.

Until he woke up the next morning.

Opening his eyes, Tom knew he had to get out of there as soon as he could before his date from the night before found out the truth. He rubbed his face with his right hand and tried to scratch his leg with his left, but it wouldn’t budge.

Panic set in as he looked over to find himself cuffed to the bed frame. He tugged on the restraints, but the cast iron frame didn’t give. He looked over to the other side of the bed to see it was empty. The shower was running in the bathroom.

Tom looked down at his body. He was back to his original male form, with his male plumbing intact, but still wearing the outfit from the night before.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, he shouted mentally. His eyes darted all about the room for any sign of the key to his restraints, but it was too late.

The shower turned off, and after a couple agonizing minutes, the door to the bathroom opened. Tom took a deep breath, preparing himself for the inevitable. All he had to do was explain his situation to the man and tell him that all it took was another dose of the pill for Tammy to come back.

“I can explain…” he blurted, his voice drifting off as he noticed the partially-naked body of his girlfriend standing by the bathroom door. Her black hair was still wet and she had a towel wrapped around her like a strapless dress.

“Continue,” she said, reaching for a second towel to dry her hair.

“I…” Tom stared at her, speechless, his jaw slack. “What?”

“Confused? Well, the answer is simple, really. But before I tell you, you have to explain what the fuck was going on with you last night.”

Tom sighed as the events from the night before replayed in his mind; the things he said to her and the way he acted. He was so disgusted with himself. He grimaced.

“It’s a long story.”

“Well, it’s Saturday morning. Neither of us have work to go to, and you are rather tied up. You have two choices: either you tell me everything, or I leave you right here and now for good. I’ll walk out that door and never speak to you again.”

She rubbed her head with the towel, quickly drying her hair before wrapping it up and sitting down on the bed beside Tom.

Tom took a deep breath and began. “It happened during our trip to Vegas. That night when we were well… bimbos… something happened to me, and it happened when I was sucking Jared’s dick. The morning after, I felt confused, unsure of who I was or what I wanted. Part of me wanted you, the other part wanted to be a bimbo.

“This didn’t happen after the very first time we were both bimbos. I felt nothing afterward. But after the night in Vegas, new feelings were bubbling up inside of me. I was looking at men and women differently. I was paying more attention to women’s clothes, imagining what I would look like in them. I started having recurring dreams of becoming Tammy and blowing guys or having sex with strangers.

“It got to the point where I couldn’t take it anymore. I needed to become Tammy again; to satisfy the cravings that had welled up inside of me. When you called and said you were going to be out of town, I saw an opportunity. I could become Tammy again, get my fix, then be back to normal when you got home.”

“But I got home early,” Katie said. “Tom, why didn’t you tell me about these feelings you were having? Why did you keep it all from me?”

He looked away from her. “I… I don’t know. I was embarrassed, confused. I had hoped that the feelings would go away with time, but they got worse. I’m so sorry.”

“You should’ve told me,” she said softly. “I would’ve tried to help you. I love you, Tom.”

He looked up at her with tears in his eyes. “I love you too, but I’ll understand if you don’t want to be with me anymore. After what I said last night…”

“Yeah… last night,” Katie said, rubbing his thigh. “You came clean, so I guess I should too.

“After you left, I was heartbroken. I curled up into a ball and cried my eyes out on the couch until I noticed the label on the pill bottle. I called the company that makes the drugs and asked if there was some kind of an antidote. I explained how it was you who took the drugs and they transferred me to their head of research and development.”

“Seriously?” Tom said, wiping away his tears.

“Yeah. They asked me all about the effects it had on you and how it gave you a real pussy—which, by the way, you have to tell me about later—and they made me an offer. Their production facility is an hour away from here, so I met up with the head of R&D and he gave me two vials, plus an envelope full of cash.”

“What did he give you?”

“Well, one of the vials contains the antidote. They made it in case some of the users became addicted to it, or something happened and the user needed to end their ‘experience’ early. One pill an hour for five hours will clear the drug from your system completely, and you’ll be back to normal.”

“What was the other vial?”

“Their new drug, tentatively called ‘Jockdex.’ You saw its effects last night.”

“Kevin,” Tom said.

Katie nodded. “They’re developing a male version of the drug, and they wanted to see if it would work on a woman the same way Bimbozol affected you.

“The money was both compensation for the trouble and payment for future tests. Because of what happened to you, they’re going back and working on the formula so that men can take it and not become addicted to it.”

Tom sat up. “Wait, future tests?”

Katie smiled as she unlocked Tom’s handcuff. “Yeah, they want you to test out the new version of Bimbozol. If that’s okay with you.”

“So I get to become Tammy with no after effects, and you get to become Kevin?”

“Correct,” Katie said with a nod.

Tom smiled. “When do we start?”

“Well, it’ll take some time for them to develop the new formula,” Katie said digging through the jeans she’d worn the night before. “But I know how we could pass the time.”

She dropped a pink pill into Tom’s hand, and he looked up at her. Katie grinned as she showed him her blue capsule, put it on her tongue, and swallowed.

Tom silently swallowed the pink pill, and the two of them kissed as their bodies started to change.

UP ON THE STAGE

 

The night was young, and Scott sat mumbling to himself in a booth.

He had only been in the bar for an hour, yet he hadn’t had anything to drink. The beautiful raven-haired waitress walked up to his table again, and once more he sent her away. The first couple of times she came by wearing a smile, but her eagerness to serve him, whether genuine or not, had since vanished.

He didn’t even look at her when she came this time. His eyes remained on the women up on stage, the one in the schoolgirl outfit in particular. The waitress—whose name was Amy… or Alice? He couldn’t remember and he didn’t care—glared at him as she asked if he wanted anything to drink.

She didn’t even wait for him to say “no” before leaving and moving on to the table next to him. Her happy waitress persona reappeared as she greeted the other patrons. The men seated there were tipsy and tipping well.

Scott stared at the women on stage, his eyes focused on their sensual movements and slutty outfits. Any straight man would be turned on, but for some reason it wasn’t working for him. It probably had something to do with the rut he was in.

For the past year, Scott had worked for a shitty company and barely made enough to survive. The company had recently downsized, and in the process, he was laid off.

Now with no income, he wouldn’t be able to keep his cramped, one-bedroom apartment. A blessing and a curse, he thought, realizing that he wouldn’t have to deal with the shoddy living conditions anymore. If he didn’t find a new job soon, however, he would be homeless.

“These dancers are terrible, and the wait staff is horrible,” he muttered as he placed his forehead on the table and sighed.

There was a voice in front of him. “Oh yeah? Well, it isn’t easy.” 

Scott lifted his head off of the table. Standing before him were two of the strippers. One was the woman in the schoolgirl outfit he’d had his eyes on earlier. Their arms were folded under their breasts they glared daggers at him.

The color from Scott’s face vanished when he realized that his thought hadn’t stayed in his mind, but oozed out of his mouth with distaste. Any rational and sober man would have apologized and kept his thoughts to himself, but Scott wasn’t in a rational mood, and despite being as sober as a saint, he opened his mouth once more.

“You just go up there in your slutty costumes and move your bodies to the music. It’s not hard.”

His eyes went from the blonde schoolgirl to the busty brunette wearing a bikini that looked like it was made from a disco ball.

“If it’s so easy, why don’t you get up there and show us how it’s done?”

“Hell no! Why would I do that?” 

The brunette said nothing and smiled when the big burly man walked up next to her. Scott recognized him as one of the bouncers who was built like a brick wall. At 6’5” and 260 pounds, he could easily have doubled as a UFC fighter when he wasn’t bouncing strip clubs.

His voice was deep and rough. “Is this man bothering you, ladies?” he asked the two women.

“Yes, Roger. We’d like for you to kick this asshole out of the club.”

The man chuckled as he reached across the table toward Scott and a look of pure terror crept onto his face.

Scott was never a big guy. He was thin and lanky, and Roger could easily have snapped him like a twig if he wanted to. He struggled, trying to get away from the hulk, but he had nowhere to go. The man grabbed him, his massive hand wrapped around Scott’s arm.

His struggle drew the attention of those around him who watched for a moment, but the other patrons’ attention quickly returned to either the women on stage or on their laps. There was always someone getting thrown out of the club, so seeing Roger grab a man and pull him out of the booth was nothing special.

The blonde woman followed Roger and Scott out the side door into the alleyway next to the building. It was dimly lit, the only illumination coming from the small yellow light above the dancers’ entrance.

Roger held Scott against the brick wall with the schoolgirl stripper standing next to him.

“So, here’s what’s going to happen,” she began. “You’re either going to come backstage with me and spend the rest of the night as a dancer and waitress, or Roger here will send you to the hospital with broken bones and bruises.”

“You’re fucking serious, aren’t you?” Scott groaned.

She nodded. “I am.”

He looked again at Roger, considering his options. On one hand, stripping and parading around like a slut taking orders would be absolutely humiliating. His gorge rose as he thought of it and every cell in his body urged him against this course of action.

On the other hand, Roger was massive. He didn’t doubt for a moment that he was capable of breaking his face, or any other bone he pleased. Clearly he’d pissed off the strippers enough that any appeal to their sense of decency would go unheard, and since Roger gleefully answered to them, he doubted if the burly bouncer would show any hesitation before bashing his skull in.

Humiliation, or untold amounts of pain? Talk about a rock and a hard place…

In the end, Roger begrudgingly chose the lesser of the two evils. The last thing he needed was to add extensive hospital bills to his pile of debt.

“Fuck it. Okay!” he shouted. “Just please get this guy off of me.”

“Roger, take him backstage.”

The man smiled and shoved Scott toward the dancers’ entrance. The woman opened the door and smiled. “Oh, my name is Bree, by the way.”

“Scott,” he spat.

Bree turned and walked ahead. Scott’s eyes were glued to her body. It was hard to look elsewhere. Her high heels, long legs and miniskirt had him hypnotized.

The walls of the hallway were clean but barren with a couple doors leading to other rooms. At the end of the hallway was a large locker and dressing room. One of the walls was lined with mirrors and lights.

Underneath the mirrors were many small vanity tables. Makeup and accessories of all kinds were strewn across the surfaces. Personal storage lockers were against the second wall. There were couches and chairs, large laundry baskets for dirty clothes and a massive wardrobe full of various costumes, lingerie, wigs, and everything else a stripper might need to get dressed.

There were several girls chatting as they quickly changed into different outfits. Silence filled the changing room when Scott was brought in.

“Umm, what’s going on, Bree?” one of the ladies asked.

“Yeah, who is this?” another chimed in.

Bree smiled. “This is the man that Allie was complaining about. Not only that, but Kerri and I overheard him saying how poorly we were dancing. When we confronted him about it, he said it was easy and all you had to do was ‘put on a slutty outfit and move your body.’ ” 

The women stared at Scott. He could feel them disemboweling him with their eyes. “For the rest of the night, he will be dancing and waiting tables,” Bree finished.

The dancers erupted in laughter. “So we can…?”

“Yes. Dress him up. Give him an outfit, wig and makeup,” Bree said.

“She needs a name first.”

“Well, his name is Scott,” Bree said.

“How about Sapphire?” one of the women said. “Goes with his eyes.” Scott watched as the women talked amongst themselves, then nodded at Bree.

“He’s all yours, ladies,” she said. “I have to get back on the floor.”

Scott screamed as the women pounced on him. In seconds, he was standing in the middle of the room, naked.

“Eww, look at all that hair!” one of the strippers said, sticking out her tongue in distaste.

The women led him to the shower where they handed him a disposable razor and shaving cream. He lathered up his body and shaved his arms and legs while the women eagerly watched.

“Everywhere, Sapphire,” one of them said, pointing to his crotch. Scott watched his body hair fall off his body when the hot water came. He stepped out of the shower, his skin smooth and hairless. It felt weird, but he knew he shouldn’t complain. Roger was just a whistle away, after all.

A woman handed him a towel, and he dried off and they pulled him back into the changing room.

“He’s pretty skinny. That makes this easier, at least.”

“The only problem is he’s got no breasts.”

“Easy fix. I’m sure we have some breast forms somewhere. Slide them in and add some makeup around the edges to make it blend.”

“Becca, you’re a genius!”

“What about his hips and waist? He doesn’t have a single curve anywhere.”

There were a million conversations going on at once. Each woman was examining Scott, and they all had their own ideas for what he should wear. They eventually all agreed on an outfit and look. Because this was supposed to be a punishment, they went with something especially slutty and revealing. One of the women handed Scott a black thong.

“We don’t have all night!” she said as he hesitated.

He slowly put it on and pulled it up, stopping the moment the back hit his cheeks. One of the women behind him reached out and pulled the strings up, forcing the strap into his crack.

Following the thong were black fishnets. Scott sat down on one of the chairs and two of the women helped him put them on. When he sat down, the thong went deeper into his crack and the discomfort was written all over his face. He felt like it was splitting his balls.

“Like that, don’t ya?” one of the women teased. Scott didn’t answer. What he wanted to say to her would likely get his ass kicked.

They stood him up and handed him the next piece: a bright red leather miniskirt. It was nothing more than a piece of fabric wrapped in a tube shape. He pulled it up to his hips and looked down. The hem stopped halfway down his thigh. It had a slit in it, giving his legs more room to maneuver, but making it easier to see what was underneath too. All he had to do was bend over and the world would see his junk. The same woman who pulled up his thong pulled the straps out higher so they came out from underneath his skirt.

“That’s so the men can tip you,” she giggled.

They gave him the next piece: a red bikini top. They tied it behind him and stuffed in the breast forms, giving him cleavage that amounted to something slightly larger than an A-cup. Then they led him over to one of the empty desks and sat him in one of the chairs.

With the lights on his face and his reflection in the mirror in front of him, he watched them decorate his face with makeup. The women applied everything they could think if. They painted his lips red and used dark eye shadow; mascara, eyeliner, blush, lip gloss—anything they could get their hands on.

As they painted his face, two women glued acrylics to his nails. With the makeup done, they gave him a brunette wig with shiny, luxurious locks that cascaded past his shoulders.

Scott said nothing the entire time, watching in horror and awe as they turned him into a woman. I look so sexy. I can’t believe this is what I look like.

When they finished with his hair and makeup, they gave him jewelery and accessories: a leather choker to hide his Adam’s apple, gold clip-on hoop earrings, bracelets, perfume and a liberal smattering of body glitter.

Then came the last part of the outfit: his heels. They sat him down and brought forth the finishing touch: five-inch, clear-soled stripper heels with an ankle strap. They put the shoes on him and stood him up.

“Give us a twirl.”

Scott turned, staggering a little as he presented his final look to the ladies. They replied with eager screams and laughter as they patted themselves on the back.

One of the women pointed at Scott’s crotch. “Oh my god, ladies—look!”

Scott looked down to see his hardening dick poking against the miniskirt. His face flushed. No… seriously?!

The stripper grinned as she addressed her compatriots again. “He’s getting turned on by this!” 

Scott moved his hands in front of the skirt to hide the bulge, but it was no use. Everyone in that room had seen his growing arousal.

I…I don’t understand. Why am I getting turned on by this? Why am I getting a hard-on from being dressed up like a woman?!

“What’s the matter, Sapphire? Seeing yourself dressed like this got you turned on?”

“No! It’s not that…” he replied. “It’s your outfits.”

“Right,” Becca said. “You sure it’s not your outfit that’s getting that little guy all excited?”

The women moved in closer, completely surrounding him. They whispered playfully in his ears while touching him all over. His heart was racing. His mouth was dry, and he was twitching with anxious energy as he tried to resist his growing arousal. He looked down and watched as one of them grabbed his hand and placed it on his crotch.

“Go ahead, Sapphire. Play with it.”

He swallowed as he lifted up the hem of the miniskirt. His penis was so rigid that it shot up once he pulled aside the fabric. The thong provided no resistance against his boner.

He bit his lip as his fingers grabbed his shaft. Never before had he been so against satisfying himself, yet he wanted to so badly. His hand slowly shifted up and down as the women watched and urged him further.

“Say: ‘I’m such a slut.’ ”

“I’m such a slut,” he replied softly, his voice weak and feminine. His body temperature rose and the women continued their erotic torment.

“Say: ‘I love wearing fishnets and high heels.’ ”

“I love wearing fishnets and high heels,” he repeated again, his voice louder. Oh god, I can’t stop.

“Faster, Sapphire,” one of the women said. As he stroked, they sat him down on one of the couches. “Say: ‘I love wearing lipstick and I crave cock.’ ” The ladies looked at each other, waiting for him to say it. Some of them were so turned on by it they’d begun to play with themselves.

“I love wearing lipstick… and I… crave… cock.” Girlish moans escaped his lips. They grew louder as his hand moved faster up and down his shaft.

His hips jerked and a stream of cum erupted out of his dick as he cried out. The white fluid went everywhere, most of it landing on his stomach with some of the smaller globs landing on the couch. He breathed heavily, exhausted from the sexual ordeal.

Amidst the sounds of his breaths and the other girls talking, he heard the familiar sounds of a camera. He looked up to see the woman who started this whole thing smirking behind her pink smartphone.

“All right, Sapphire. Now you have to stay. If you try to skip out on your duties tonight or act out, these photos and videos hit the internet.”

Scott looked around to see other women holding up phones as well. He discovered that he wasn’t the only one to get off. Some of the women had to change their panties after watching him.

“Clean up your mess before it stains.” They handed him tissues and he obeyed, fearing their wrath now that they had evidence of his transgressions.

I can’t believe that just happened. I can’t believe I actually said those things. He stood up and pulled down his skirt.

“Have you ever worked as a waiter, Sapphire?”

“Yes, I have,” he replied.

“Hold up. You can’t talk like that. You have to talk like a woman. Now, say it again.”

“Umm, yes, I have,” he said again with his best female voice. The women nodded.

“Not bad. It could use some work, but the men out there will be too drunk to notice.”

“It’s the same kind of thing, only the customers are drunk and horny. The better you serve them, the higher your tips will be.”

“Yeah, don’t be afraid to get up close and personal. Men like it if you sit on their laps or touch them.”

“If anyone gives you trouble, wave over Roger or one of his associates.”

Scott froze. Roger. He had forgotten all about him.

He turned to the doorway, and there he stood. He was watching me the entire time.

Roger winked and Scott turned back toward the women. The announcer’s voice came through the speakers in the changing room.

“That’s our cue. Sally here will take you out onto the floor and give you a quick rundown of procedure.”

“We can’t wait for you to get back.”

“Why? What happens then?” he asked.

Becca grinned. “We dress you up for the stage!”

Before he could reply, the crowd dispersed and Sally grabbed his wrist, pulling him out the door. Some of the women walked out onto the stage while Sally led Scott down the small staircase alongside the wall. In the dark corner of the club behind a privacy curtain, she gave him his instructions.

“Okay, Sapphire, this is how it goes. Every waitress has a section, and this is yours.” She circled an area on the laminated floor plan with her finger. “This is different than a restaurant, because people are coming and going constantly and moving about the building. Your job is to make sure everyone gets a drink if they are over twenty-one. Walk up, introduce yourself and take their orders. Remember, we make most our money off of tips, so if you want to—”

“Hey, Sally. Who’s this?”

Recognizing her voice, Scott kept his back to Allie as she walked up to him.

“Oh, you don’t recognize her?” Sally said with a smirk. Scott looked down at the ground as Allie stepped in front of him.

“Oh. My. God. Is that…?” She turned to Sally, who nodded her head. “Hey, look at me!” Allie snapped her fingers in Scott’s line of sight and he slowly looked up at her. “Damn! Look at you. If I didn’t know better, I’d say this was your calling. Although, you could use bigger tits.”

“Kerri and Bree overheard him saying how terrible the dancers are and how easy it is to dance. And after hearing what he said about you, they decided to bring him backstage and have him put his money where his mouth is.”

“Will he?”

“Yes, she will eventually go on stage.”

Allie turned to Scott. “What’s your name?”

Scott said nothing. He looked away out of embarrassment.

Allie grabbed his chin and made him face her. “What is your name?”

“…Sapphire,” he replied in his best female voice. Allie burst out laughing and was quickly joined by Sally.

“That is precious. Sally, what section is she working tonight?”

“She’s got section four.”

Allie grinned. “We’ve got some rowdy customers there tonight. A little too touchy-feely.”

“Allie! What the hell are you doing back here?” A guy in a nice suit walked up to the three of them. “Oh, hey, Sally.”

“Hi, boss,” the two women replied.”

“And who are you?” he said to Scott, looking him over with a playful smirk.

“She’s a new girl. We’re giving her a test run to see if she can work here.”

“What’s your name, beautiful?” He placed his hand on Scott’s cheek.

“Sapphire.”

“Well, Sapphire, let’s hope what you lack in a body you can make up for in customer service. Break’s over, ladies. People are thirsty.”

“Yes Boss,” they said in unison. He looked the three of them up and down and left.

“That’s Rick. He’s the owner,” Sally said to Scott. “Best not anger him. Good luck, Sapphire!”

Before Scott could reply, she headed off, returning to the floor.

Allie turned to Scott and pressed him against the wall. “Listen, ‘Sapphire’, you were a dick to me all night, and just because I have to play nice doesn’t mean you are forgiven.” She reached under his miniskirt and grabbed his junk. “If you don’t work your ass off tonight to make up for the poor treatment you gave me, I’ll make sure you’ll never want to step inside a strip club again.”

She released her grip and her anger disappeared. In an instant, she was smiling and playful.

“I’ll do my best, ma’am,” he said.

“Good. Follow me. I’ll introduce you to your tables.”

As they walked through the tables and past the booths, Scott kept his eyes on Allie, refusing to make eye contact with any of the patrons. He doubted they’d recognize him, as this was his first time visiting this club. Even though he didn’t look at them, he could feel the weight of their stares as he walked by.

He kept his hands clasped in front of his skirt as he walked, ignoring the cat-calls he was getting, but he noticed that Allie would turn and smile at the men who called out to her.

At last, they stopped at Scott’s first table.

“Okay Sapphire, these four tables and those two booths are yours.”

Scott eyed his section of the club. Two of the tables and only one of the booths had customers. Of those three, only one had drinks.

“Good evening, gentlemen,” she said to the first table.

“Why, hello, Allie!” the two men replied.

“This is Sapphire,” she said, moving Scott in front of her. “She’ll be taking take of you for the rest of the night.”

“Hello, gorgeous,” the man closest to Scott said. He grabbed Scott’s waist and pulled him onto his lap. Scott jumped when he felt a playful squeeze on his butt.

“Hello,” he said timidly. “I look forward to taking care of you tonight.” The man let Scott go and slapped his ass as he stood up. The two drunk patrons laughed as Allie led Scott onto the next table.

A couple hours went by, and Sally came for Scott. He was relieved to see her waving him over. He gave the customers he was serving their drinks, smiling and thanking them as they slipped cash into his thong straps and skirt. Sally led him back to the dark corner behind one of the privacy curtains.

“Look at you,” she said as she examined the cash tucked into his various pieces of clothing. “How did it go?”

“It was difficult at first, but as time went by, it got easier. My legs are going to be sore tomorrow from walking in these heels all night.”

“Well, the night isn’t over yet. You still have to go on stage.” She smiled as she grabbed his wrist and led him back into the changing room. The women giggled excitedly when they saw him return.

“Here is an envelope to put your tips in. The locker at the very end has your stuff in it, and here is the key.” She handed him a white envelope and a brass key.

He slipped the cash out of his clothes and stuffed it into the envelope, then put it in his locker. He turned around and saw all the women eyeing him. He felt like a zebra in a lion’s den. They all looked at him hungrily.

“Time to get you changed!” They pounced on him, stripping him of the outfit he had on, tossing the items into the laundry baskets and leaving him standing naked in the center of the room. The women chatted as they planned his outfit.

“Well, she can’t wear a thong on stage, ‘cause then everyone could see her junk.”

“Yeah, it would be okay if tonight was a gay night.”

“We could use latex panties. They’re snug and we can just tuck everything in.”

“That’ll work.”

With a consensus achieved, they went about dressing him up for his big stage show. They handed him a pair of red latex panties and he slid them on. The material was constricting, but with a couple adjustments, his manhood was hidden away.

They wrapped a black lace garter belt around his waist and gave him black stockings to wear. They fastened the tops of the stockings to the clips, and he was given a pleated skirt as well.

This skirt was even more revealing that the one he’d had on earlier. Instead of covering his legs, the fabric flared out sideways. All it would take was for him to turn too fast and his groin would be exposed.

He was also given a red latex bra which matched the panties, and they stuffed it with not only the breast forms, but some stockings too, enhancing his bust.

“We’re going to need to get you some bigger falsies.”

Yeah, as if I’m ever coming back to this place, Scott thought dourly.

He put on the button-down blouse and tied it as they requested. They redid his hair and makeup and gave him an extra coat of body glitter. They topped it off with a magnetic clip-on belly button ring. Sally gave him his shoes, the same ones he’d had on earlier, only the soles and straps were cherry-red to match the rest of his ensemble.

“Okay, Sapphire. This is the big finale. You’re going to be on the left pole, facing the audience. Music will play and you must dance with it. Now, with this being your first time, don’t worry about doing fancy things with the pole. Just work the crowd. Find the people waving cash and dance close to them so they can tip you. You’ll be done when the music ends.”

“Our last dancers for the night will be coming out shortly,” the announcer said over the PA system, “and we have a special treat for you all tonight. One of the dancers will be our newest addition: Sapphire!”

Scott listened as people cheered. The two other women sharing the stage walked up to him.

“Good luck, Sapphire,” they teased.

Scott shivered as the announcer’s voice returned. “And here they come!”

The two women walked out the door, and Scott felt hands pushing him forward. He left the changing room and followed the two women. The lights were bright and all eyes were on him. He walked down the steps and to his designated pole. Men were leaning on the stage looking up at him. Most of the crowd was gathered in front of the other two dancers.

The music started. The song was simple enough to move to and he danced, trying to emulate what he remembered. All night while he’d been waiting tables, he had kept his eyes on the dancers, studying their movements and seeing what worked. He thought about what he would like to see a dancer do and he did his best to cater to the small crowd at his feet.

He danced around the pole, moving his body in waves and sticking his butt out as he squatted. In the corner of his eye he saw a man waving cash at him. Scott walked toward the man and turned, squatting and sticking his ass in the man’s face. He felt the bills slide into his garter belt and he stood back up, moving and dancing for the man. Then the music shifted, and his routine changed with it.

Time flew by, and before he knew it, the music had stopped.

“And that’s it for tonight! Thank you, ladies!”

Scott looked back to see the other women leaving the stage. He bent down and picked up his skirt and top, which had come off sometime during the show.

It’s weird. I don’t even remember taking these off. Was I that into it?

Scott followed the women into the locker room, where he was greeted by cheers and applause.

“Nicely done, Sapphire. You looked like you were having fun up there.” Bree walked up to him and shook his hand. He walked through the crowd of women changing and stepped up to his locker. He unlocked it with the key he’d stored in his stocking-stuffed top and filled the envelope with the tips.

“Hold up, Sapphire. You’re not allowed to leave just yet,” Allie said to him.

He sat down on the couch and watched the women change. No one seemed to care that he was in there. They must’ve thought of him as one of the girls. It didn’t bother him. He got to see all these pretty ladies naked.

One by one they left, until only Bree, Kerri, Allie, and Roger remained. Outside the locker room, the bouncers ushered everyone out and the place was locked up.

Kerri turned to him. “Well, Scott, it seems you outdid yourself. I’d say you’re a natural.”

“We did some background research on you while you were working tonight. It seems you just lost your job and you’ll lose your apartment if you don’t find one soon.”

Scott watched as Bree opened his locker and took his envelope and counted the cash. “Three hundred and fifty dollars—not bad for a first-timer, and a man at that.”

Wait, three hundred and fifty dollars?! That’s how much I used to make in a week!

Bree smiled as she divided up the cash amongst Allie, Kerri, Roger, and herself. “It’s a shame you won’t get any of it. However, if you come back tomorrow night… say, seven p.m… and work for us again, you’ll get to keep what you earn. After the typical expenses, of course.”

Bree took his phone out of his locker and programmed her number into it. “If you do decide to come back, give me a call no later than five p.m.”

“See you later, Sapphire.” Bree and Kerri walked down the hallway, leaving Roger and Allie with Scott.

“He looks pretty cute dressed like that, doesn’t he?” Allie said to Roger. “You see, I heard about the ‘fun’ you had before you started work, and I feel bad that I missed out. What about you, Roger?”

“Left me with an itch that I’d like to scratch,” he said, his voice deep and menacing.

“Tell you what, Scott. We’ll give you our share of the money you earned if you do us a solid.” Allie waved the stack of bills in front of him.

“What do I have to do?”

“Oh, you know what you have to do.” She pointed to Roger and Scott turned to see his pants coming off and his monster of a cock hanging free. He sat down on one of the couches and spread his legs, waving Scott forward.

“Go on, Sapphire,” Allie said. “You want that money, don’t you?”

Scott did need the money, and badly. He was behind on most of his bills, and he was on his second extension for his rent. If he didn’t give his landlord some cash soon, he’d be out on his own.

He stepped forward and knelt down in front of Roger. His meaty shaft dwarfed Scott’s own dick, making his look like a cocktail weenie. Scott grabbed the man’s dick and stroked it, watching it harden as he played with it.

The man’s aroma was powerful and Scott felt lightheaded. He grabbed the meaty pole with his other hand, and continued. Allie pushed his head forward and his lips pressed against Roger’s head.

“Kiss it. Use your tongue,” Roger commanded.

Scott kissed the head with his ruby red lips and caressed it with his tongue. He had never tasted another man’s dick before, but it was somehow familiar. He licked the bottom of the shaft as he slid down to Roger’s massive balls. Scott got a full whiff of Roger’s musk as he sucked on them. Just like what he did on stage, he reenacted what he remembered the women doing in the pornos he’s seen.

He must’ve done something right, as Roger let out a groan of approval. Scott moved away from the scrotum and returned to the head. He wrapped his lips around it and slid down and pulled back. His lips came off the prick with a pop, and after a moment’s rest, he slurped the dick back into his mouth.

Roger put his hands on Scott’s head, pulling him further down the shaft. He was halfway down when Roger let go, allowing Scott to pull free and catch his breath.

“She’s good,” Roger said to Allie.

“Keep going, Sapphire,” she ordered.

Scott put Roger’s penis back inside and slid halfway down before pulling back and repeating the process.

Remember, Scott: you’re doing this for the money, not because you enjoy it, he assured himself.

He picked up his tempo as he bobbed up and down on Roger’s rock-hard penis. Each time he went further and further down, until he was sliding the entire dick in and out of his mouth. He breathed in through his nose to keep himself from passing out as he deep-throated Roger’s massive dick. Scott’s own prick grew hard in his latex panties as the blow job became more and more enjoyable.

Roger moaned and groaned, blurting out compliments and expletives. “Oh! Oh, yeah, Sapphire! Suck it! Suck it, slut! Don’t stop!”

The words echoed in Scott’s head as his dick throbbed in his panties. He could feel his climax coming and wondered if Roger was ready to blow his load.

He got his answer when Roger jerked his hips, pulling his wet dick out of Scott’s mouth. The head throbbed, and moments later, Scott’s face was covered with white spunk. At the same time, the tip of his dick burst out of his latex panties and he came all over the ground.

The jizz kept flowing out of Roger’s dick, covering Scott’s face with the warm and salty treat. Scott’s mouth hung open in shock and the last bits of ejaculate landed on his tongue. Roger finished with a heavy sigh and he slouched in his chair, breathing heavily.

“Damn, Sapphire. For a dude, you give one hell of a BJ.”

Scott said nothing. He was covered in another man’s cum, and no matter how many times he told himself otherwise, he enjoyed it.

He swallowed the cum that had landed in his mouth, savoring the taste. Roger got up off the couch and tossed a rag down in front of Scott.

“Here, clean yourself up.” He zipped up his pants and handed Allie his share of the cash. “Worth every cent.”

Allie said nothing, hoping Roger would leave before he noticed her moist panties. Seeing Scott pleasure Roger like that sent her over the edge, and she had to bite her hand to stop herself from screaming as she fingered her pussy.

Scott wiped the cum off of his face and changed out of the stripper clothes. He removed the makeup with a moist towelette and set the wig aside. With all traces of the job gone, he put his man clothes back on and walked up to Allie.

She handed him the money. “If you need a place to sleep, you can stay at my place. I have a two-bedroom apartment all to myself.”

Scott said nothing as he walked out the door into the dark hallway.

That night, he didn’t sleep. He handed his landlord all the money he had on him, which was enough to pay his rent and nothing else. He took a cold shower and sat in his room all day, watching the hours tick by.

His watch beeped, signaling four p.m. Scott held his phone in his hands and scrolled through the contacts, stopping at the one labeled “Bree.”

He stared at the number. His eyes drifted away from the phone to his crappy apartment. The wallpaper was faded and peeling, the carpet was musty. One window looked out to a brick wall, the other to the street. His shower leaked, and every now and then, he had a roach as a roommate.

His eyes returned to the phone and the number on the screen. His thumb hovered over the call button. He pressed it.

The dial tone filled his ear until he heard the other end pick up.

“Hello?” the woman said.

“Bree? This is Scott.”

“Oh, hey! Does this mean we can we expect to have you there tonight?”

“Yes,” he said, feeling his dick harden at the idea. “Sapphire will be there tonight.”

UPGRADED

 

Cody could never forget the smell of a casino; an odd mix of cigarette smoke and alcohol, with a sprinkling of desperation. Folks sat around the machines and risked their hard-earned or borrowed money, hoping—and sometimes praying—that the odds were in their favor.

Gambling was a cruel mistress. She lured you in with the promise of big money and kept you seated until your pockets were empty and your hopes dashed. That big payout would pay off some big debt or cover the cost of repairs; it could finance that dream vacation or that cosmetic surgery you’ve desired for so long. She didn't suck you dry all at once; it was a slow, drawn-out, and sadistic process that left the player feeling empty and hollow.

You knew you were in Vegas when you stepped through the casino doors and walking toward you was an Elvis impersonator. It was the seventy-fifth anniversary of his death, and yet people still worshiped and bowed to the immortal King of Rock.

Cody shot the man a glance as he started up the set of stairs that the impersonator descended. His outfit was spot-on: tight white bellbottoms and a white, long-sleeved shirt that barely contained his beer belly, both encrusted with silver rhinestones. His hair was jet-black, styled with an entire can of hairspray. Even though it was well into the evening, the impersonator still wore those iconic gold, tinted Nautic sunglasses, behind which tired eyes sat. The neon lights illuminated his worn-out, weary face, the aftermath of long hours spent singing and dancing. Cody reached the top of the stairs and watched the impersonator vanish in the river of people that flowed down the sidewalk.

The automatic doors slid open as he approached and he stopped just before crossing the threshold. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes. Tonight is the night. Everything is going to change.

He kept his hands in his pockets as he maneuvered through the sea of slot machines and gambling tables. It was a Friday night and the casino was packed. He slid past an overweight man wearing a t-shirt that depicted the American flag with the word “MURICA” on it. There was a bachelorette party, giggling and already visibly drunk, and a group of foreign businessmen ready to let loose.

Cody couldn’t help but shake his head at the young couple attempting to corral their three young children. Even with the advanced technology in the present day, casinos hadn’t changed much, with the exception of the patrons.

Cybernetics had evolved to a point to where they were no longer just for people who had lost a limb or two from an accident, but for anyone with the bank account large enough. Of course, certain cybernetic implants were banned at a casino—anything that could improve your odds at a table or slot.

“Excuse me,” Cody said as he stepped around a waitress. She turned toward him and his eyes were immediately drawn to her chest. It was hard not to stare as her breasts were practically bursting out of the red, body-hugging latex dress that was her uniform. When his eyes met hers, she smiled and winked. Her bright green eyes flickered in the lights of the casino and he wondered if that was her natural color.

“Anything to drink?” she asked, voice as smooth as the high-end whiskey she offered.

Cody shook his head.

“Well, come find me if you change your mind.” She smiled once more before turning away.

Nowadays, changing eye color was as easy as applying eye drops. Matching eye color to outfits had been a popular trend for years, and the laboratories behind the color-changing drops were constantly trying to expand the shades available. The newest was his least favorite: jet-black. Seeing men and women with eyes that matched their pupils was unnerving. It gave them a lifeless, empty look that seemed all the rage with the younger crowd. Cody’s own eyes were brown, as dark as his hair, and he rarely changed them. The eye drops wore off after twelve hours, but like a lot of things these days, eye color could be permanently altered with surgery.

Following right behind the waitress was her robot. Thin, sleek, and basic, the machine carried the drink tray in one of its many arms, furnished with built-in gyroscopes to prevent any of the beverages from spilling. Robots like these were everywhere in all sorts of industries and professions. Until the day where the machines looked and acted like the sexy waitresses that served the drinks, the cute blonde in the latex outfit didn’t have to worry about losing her job.

I wonder how much she makes a night? He looked back at her over his shoulder as he continued down the walkway in between the machines. She was bent over, taking the order of a man seated at one of the machines. Cody’s—and some of the other gamblers’—eyes were on the bottom of her dress, which had slid up to show off the bottom of her perfect ass.

His gaze lingered just long enough that he walked right into a brick wall. Except the brick wall was a very strong-looking man in a suit. He was a head taller than Cody and looked down at him cold, perceptive eyes.

“Shit, sorry!” Cody walked as fast as he could away from the man without running. When he was far enough away, he stopped and let his racing heart slow down.

Not even a second passed before his pulse was racing again. This time it was because of the onslaught of light and sound erupting from someone winning a jackpot.

The lights on the machine danced like the flashes of paparazzi cameras, and all eyes went to the elderly lady who had just won a million dollars. Before Cody could mutter “holy fucking shit,” several big men in suits—including the one he’d bumped into—ran up to and surrounded the feeble woman. A couple moments later, Cody saw the crowd that had gathered part and the pit boss, a tall blonde woman in a stylish skirt suit, and heels, approached the winner.

Now that was a woman Cody would have loved to get to know. He’d seen her wandering around the floor during the many times he’d gambled here.

She smiled and said something to the senior citizen, then inspected the machine. Even with the constantly updating security, there were still men and women skilled enough to fool the machines. Those who were caught might end up working for the casino as spotters to prevent tampering; they were the lucky ones.

Some casinos were still owned and operated by the mob. If someone were caught cheating there, they’d be hauled off by the men in suits and away from the eyes of the public. The unlucky soul probably never left the casino intact; there were rumors of limbs broken, fingers cut off, and in the worst cases, death. Bodies were never found, of course, but that didn’t stop the rumors.

Cody watched as the pit boss smiled once more and shook the old lady’s hand. The pit boss motioned to the seven-foot-tall thugs in suits and the old lady was escorted away from the machine and off the floor. She would be taken into one of the back rooms where the casino would directly deposit her winnings into her bank account, and then she would be escorted back to wherever it was she called home.

Every night he stepped foot into this, or any other, casino, Cody wished he could be the one walking away with the big money prize. That he would shake the hand of that fierce woman and be escorted into the back room with dollar signs in his eyes. But tonight was different. Tonight, it was all on the line.

Broke and desperate, he had taken a loan out from a rather shady individual who may or may not have been associated with the mob. While the loan covered his bills and got all the other debtors off his back, time had run out for him to repay the individual and the criminal organization he definitely was a part of.

Except Cody didn’t have near enough to pay them back.

His job barely paid him anything, and he resorted to gambling with the hope of turning what little money he had left into a big payday; lottery tickets were a bust, scratchers gave him nothing, the horses all failed him. With no options left to him, he entered the casino, hoping and praying that Lady Luck would finally smile on him.

All he needed was ten grand. Easy enough, right?

He forced a laugh and sat down at his “lucky” machine. In the year and a half that he’d been living in Las Vegas, this specific machine was the reason he kept gambling. Every so often, he would walk away with an extra thousand or so in his pocket, but with every win there were losses.

Cody smiled to himself as he started the ritual. He rubbed his hands together and placed them on the machine.

“I need it tonight more than ever,” he whispered to it. He had been on a streak of bad luck. Six nights now, he’d walked away empty-handed. As he sat down, he hoped seven would be his lucky number.

“Drink?”

Cody turned and saw a waitress standing behind him. While she wore the same shiny red dress, this woman had reddish-brown hair with brown eyes. She smiled and lifted up the digital pad.

“Whiskey straight, two fingers,” he replied.

The waitress nodded and she typed onto the pad that looked to be nothing more than an illuminated piece of glass. He scanned his phone over it, then pressed his thumb on its surface to confirm the transaction. She smiled. “Be right back.”

He waited for her to return before he transferred any money into the machine. He took a slow sip and savored the burn. “Here goes nothing.” He placed his phone on the reader and watched the digital slots spin.

 

“Son of a bitch!” he yelled as he leaned back in the stained chair. His voice was barely audible over the cacophony of machines and chatter. He slouched, his arms falling to his sides as he eyed the screen in front of him. He was down to less than a dollar. It wasn’t all he had left in his bank account, but it was all that remained of the money he’d set aside to gamble.

“I should’ve cashed out when I got to five grand,” he muttered to himself. “Half is better than nothing. That could’ve maybe bought me an extra day or two.”

There’s no other way. They’re going to fucking kill me. His eyes moved away from the blank screen to the ceiling. He sat there, silent and still, the cigarette smoke from the man sitting next to him filling his nostrils.

“Sir, are you done with this machine?”

He sat up and turned around. The security guard hovered behind him.

“Sir, if you’re not going to play, I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

Cody looked away from the guard to the robot behind him. The chrome plated automaton carried an automatic weapon loaded with non-lethal rounds. It stared at him through eyes made of small LED lights.

Cody sighed. “Yes, I’m done. I’ll be going now.” He sat up and rubbed his face. Cody slid out of the chair, pocketing his phone in the process. He nodded to the guard and staggered away, his hopes dashed and his fears realized. Countless scenarios played out in his mind, and all of them ended the same way.

On his way out of the casino, he spotted a vibrant movie poster advertising yet another superhero flick. Cody stopped and stared at the ad and his face lit up. An idea filled his head, and the metaphorical lightbulb shone bright.

Since there’s no way I can pay them off, I guess my only other option is to hide. Nothing better than hiding in plain sight.

He drove back to his apartment in silence. He couldn’t even bring himself to turn on the radio. His electric car made little noise. He needed to focus. So much so that he let his car do all of the driving. Everything hinged on this crazy plan working, and his life depended on it working.

A week ago, he had received a message from the man he’d borrowed money from that the deadline to pay back the loan was tomorrow. He was supposed to meet the collector at a predetermined location and time. Cody recognized the address. It was a bar just outside the Strip—the same bar where he’d taken out the loan.

“I have just under twenty-four hours to disappear,” he said to himself as he unlocked the door to his apartment with his thumbprint and retinal scan. No one had followed him, but he still locked the door behind him, just to be safe.

Despite his financial troubles, the complex that Cody lived in was high-end. Housing in Las Vegas had always been cheap. There was no shortage of land they could build on. The apartments were all perfectly soundproof. His neighbors could be blasting their music, or the people above him could jump around and he wouldn’t hear anything. The latter of which was especially beneficial to him, as he spent a lot of time in his apartment walking around in high heels.

Cody held his breath as he waved his hand over the light switch. The lights flickered on, and he let out a sigh of relief when he saw no signs of tampering. Of course, his apartment was cluttered to begin with, but there was a method to his madness.

He took off his clothes and tossed them onto the ground, supplementing the growing pile of laundry, as he made his way to his bathroom. The lights automatically turned on when he entered, and he cringed when the bright white lights reflected off his pale body. You’d think that living in desert where summer temperatures peaked at 120 F, Cody would at least have some semblance of a tan. He hadn’t moved to the desert for the sun, thought—he’d done it because of the cheap housing and abundance of jobs.

Cody frowned not at his lack of a tan, but at the regrowth of his body hair. He had once read about a procedure that would permanently stop the growth of hair were applied, but shaving wasn’t that much of a chore to him, and besides that, the procedure was expensive. Another thing he would’ve gotten, had he won the lottery.

In front of him, cosmetics were strewn across the marble countertop and his favorite wig rested atop a mannequin’s head. The synthetic hair—long enough to reach his chest—was made of a colorless material. One of the most expensive purchases he’d ever made, the wig was programmable, able to change length, color, and style at the discretion of its wearer. It had saved Cody from buying dozens of cheap wigs that would fall apart after wearing them only a couple of times.

The wig wasn’t the only thing that could change colors. Cody opened the small box he kept in one of the drawers and rummaged through the collection of small glass vials until he found the one he was looking for.

The bottle was about the size of his pinky finger, one of the many “tester” vials that the companies who made the color-changing drops would send along with purchases. Most of the sample bottles Cody owned he’d received as freebies from the many conventions that would visit Sin City. Cody held the small bottle of eye drops to the light. The sticker on the front read “ice blue” in a stylized font with a picture of a glacier behind it. He shook the bottle next to his ear and smiled when he heard liquid sloshing.

He considered the bright blue drops for a moment before setting them down on the counter and returning to his collection. There were designer colors like purple, gray, yellow, and bright red, as well as normal colors like brown, green, and blue, and even even vibrant mixes of colors that gave irises a tie-dyed or multi-colored look. Hot pink was a favorite of his, one that he wore when he wanted to look and feel especially slutty and whorish.

In the end, he decided on ice blue and put away the container and dug around for the pink bottle of hair remover. In the past, removers like this would work as well as poorly wired outlet. Sure, sometimes whatever device was plugged into the outlet worked, but other times sparks would erupt and everything would catch on fire. Eventually, the makers of hair removal products figured out the formula that would effortlessly remove hair without the threat of a burning sensation.

As he applied the lavender-scented cream, Cody’s mind drifted back to when he’d first started crossdressing. It had all started with simple curiosity. In high school, the girls would often wear pantyhose, especially during the cold months of the year. At the dances, they would wear short dresses and high heels. He wondered what it felt like to wear those clothes, and as he surfed the internet looking for scantily clad women to masturbate to, his urge to wear the sexy lingerie that porn stars and adult models wore steadily grew.

He had no sisters, so the only women’s clothes he could wear were his mother’s. Unfortunately, none of the outfits he wanted to wear were in her closet. No high heels, stockings, or anything close to being sexy. His mother was a plain woman, and his parents were quiet, private people. They never went to parties, nor did they ever dress up. But one day, he received a pair of skin-colored pantyhose in the mail, addressed to his non-existent wife, as some sort of sample from a lingerie company.

It was the package that changed his life.

The pantyhose caressed his skin and he jerked himself off by rubbing his swollen dick though the silky hose. He bit into his other hand to stifle his scream as he stained the pantyhose with his sticky white cum.

After dropping out of college at the beginning of his senior year, Cody had a falling out with his parents. They were a traditional, prudish bunch and weren’t all too fond of his non-religious, progressive views. The final straw was the pair of stockings they’d found.

Being kicked out of the house ended up being the best thing that ever happened to him. He’d bounced around from job to job until he finally settled in Las Vegas at the age of twenty-six, where he nabbed a job as a busboy at a casino restaurant. After a couple months of that, he’d found a more permanent job that even included benefits. Most of the money he made went to bills and rent, and he’d have had a lot more if it wasn’t for his “hobby.”

What he didn’t spend on food and other basic necessities, he spent on clothes, and now more than half his closet was filled with dresses, skirts, and blouses, not to mention a variety of toys. His dresser was stuffed with lingerie: bras and panties in an assortment of colors, plus stockings, garter belts, and corsets. Cody owned several pairs of high heels, from simple pumps to platform heels to thigh-high boots. Most of his feminine adventures remained in his apartment, and it was only within the last couple of months that he’d finally braved the outside world en femme.

For a long time, the wig was the most expensive item he purchased, until one drunk night, after winning a thousand dollars at his favorite casino, Cody decided to buy a voice changer. It covered his Adam’s apple like a skin-colored bandage and it successfully gave him the voice of a woman. He was going to return it, but once he tried it out, he decided to keep it. That voice changer was going to come in handy, now that he had a very good reason to hide his identity.

The battery in his car was low, and since he’d purchased the cheap model, it would take hours just to get half-charged. If he left town now, his car would die somewhere out in the middle of the desert.

I could find a premium charger and pay for a supercharge, he thought. Then I could get out of town, but I would have no money left…

On his way up to his room, his landlord stopped him and informed him that he had withdrawn Cody’s rent. As if things weren’t already bad enough. How had he completely forgotten about his rent payment?

I guess my only option is to try to hide in plain sight. I could clean up my apartment and make it look like Chloe lives here instead of me. I’ll have to find a job as Chloe too. That shouldn’t be too hard.

This wasn’t the first time Cody had considered getting a job as Chloe. It was obvious that women—attractive women—could make a lot more money in this town than men. The waitresses at the casino he was at earlier not only made more than he did hourly, but when you factored in the tips they received…

I could be a waitress. I don’t even have to carry drinks. I just have to look pretty. Sure, he’d have to deal with the occasional patron who’d had a little too much to drink and got all handsy, but still, it sure would beat the mind-numbing office job he had now.

With his mind made up, he stepped out of the shower and dried off. There was no point to getting dressed. Instead, Cody just threw on a pair of boxers and started cleaning. It wouldn’t be hard to make this look like a woman’s apartment. He had no pictures of himself anywhere, and the only things that hung on the wall besides a mirror was a movie poster that he had received when he’d gone to a midnight showing and some random artwork he’d purchased at a flea market.

Since magazines and newspapers had gone 100% digital, he could easily find and download a couple female-specific magazines to populate his e-reader. In the time leading up to his first time out as a woman, Cody had purchased several of them anyway, and since all of the clothing items were purchased on the internet and delivered to “Chloe,” Cody was regularly receiving catalogs.

Armed with a large black trash bag, he went about his apartment and tossed everything inside that wasn’t clothes. Pizza boxes, empty beer cans and liquor bottles—the typical trash items found in a bachelor’s pad.

He lugged the black bag over his shoulder like a hobo Santa Claus and marched out his front door toward the trash bin located at the end of the hall. In his mind, he played back the cleaning frenzy fit for a montage and made sure he didn’t accidentally toss something of value in the bag. At the bottom of the trash chute was a compactor and furnace. Anything tossed into the chute got scanned and sorted. Organic waste was composted, and everything else was either smashed, burned, or recycled.

With the floor clear, he turned on the pie-sized robot that mopped, scrubbed, and vacuumed his floors. The machine came to life after a moment of lag, and Cody realized it had been almost two months since he’d last used the robot. Goddamn, my place was a mess.

While the robot worked on the floors, he dusted and scrubbed the elevated surfaces. It was three in the morning when he finally finished, and after taking a quick whiff of his body odor, he realized it had been a mistake to shower before cleaning. He turned toward his bathroom, but his eyelids grew heavy and he fell asleep on the couch.

It was late in the afternoon when he finally finished his to-do list. Not only was his apartment as clean as it had been when he’d first moved in, but he’d also been able to get an ID set up for Chloe. It was more expensive than he wanted it to be, but he needed her background to be solid if he wanted her to be able to get a job.

With the day’s work evident by the odor emanating from his body, Cody once again climbed into the shower.

He packed away the more obviously male clothes, which left him his t-shirts, flannel pants, and jackets. He realized then that living as a woman would cost more, but when weighed against the option of dying at the hands of a mob… Well, that made the decision easy.

Evening came, and Cody found himself pacing back and forth in his apartment. It was too late to apply for any jobs, and there was nothing on TV that he could watch since he’d had to cancel all of his streaming services.

As bad of an idea as it was, he needed to get out and get some air and some liquid refreshment.

Cody stood in his bedroom and stared at the clothing placed neatly on the plain gray sheets of his bed. The outfit he’d chosen wasn’t flashy. It was sleek and elegant; sexy, but not an ensemble that would draw too much attention to him. Compared to the rest of the clientele at the club that he’d been to as Chloe, Cody wouldn’t stand out at all.

Sexy clubwear wasn’t the only thing sprawled out on the bed.

He was an average man in many ways. Hair and eye color, height, intellect, and dick size. Fully erect, his penis would reach six inches. But with the improvements in body modification, adding a couple of inches to his manhood—another thing on the growing list of available procedures— was as simple as writing a check.

Cody was thin, which helped a great deal in passing, but he was as flat and curvy as a piece of plywood. Lying next to the clothes on his bed were what he called “the holy trinity”: three pieces of equipment that transformed Cody into Chloe. They were a pair of D-cup breasts, the voice changer, and skin-colored panties that were anything but a pair of underwear.

For many years, silicone was the material of choice for theater or movie prosthetics. Then came a new material that not only effortlessly adhered to the skin, but would also match your skin tone. The material was transparent, which made the fake breasts look like plastic bags filled with lube with nipples attached. He positioned the first of the duo and shivered as the cold material attached itself to his skin. He applied the other breast while the first one went from transparent to perfectly seamless and matched his skin tone.

When he had first purchased the breasts months ago, the added weight had thrown him off. But now he was used to wearing the breasts, and after a quick test of bouncing and shaking, Cody moved on to the next piece of the puzzle.

Normally Cody wouldn’t bother with the panties, but if he was going to live as Chloe outside his apartment, then he would have to get used to wearing them often and for long periods of time. They weren’t made of the same color-changing material as the breasts, but what they did do was give Cody a vagina. It hid his bulge while allowing him to urinate, and it was very realistic-looking, as long as no one tried to finger or fuck him. Fortunately, it was also very comfortable.

After maneuvering his man-parts into place and pulling the panties all the way up, from the neck down, Cody’s body was indistinguishable from any other woman’s. There was just one thing left.

The voice changer was thin piece of square, skin-colored fabric about an inch and a half big, with one side coated in a reusable adhesive. He peeled off the paper back and carefully applied it to this throat right where his vocal cords were. It had no battery and was powered by the electricity created by his body. It was super expensive, but it was worth every penny.

Cody paused for a few moments before speaking. “The rain in Spain fall—” His voice cracked. He started over, and this time, the familiar female voice filled his ears.

He had no choice in what his female voice sounded like; he could only specify that he wanted a “male to female” change pattern when he’d ordered the device. He was afraid he’d have some shrill, irritating voice like some character from a 90s sitcom—or worse, that he’d sound like his mother.

He almost hadn’t put on the voice changer when he first got it. He had been so nervous and afraid that he’d been shaking. It had taken a minute for it to make the changes, but once he’d heard his new voice, Cody was so glad he’d bought it. Chloe’s voice was sultry. It was the voice you’d hear on the other end of a phone sex hotline or whispering to you from an interactive billboard.

It turned him on just hearing it.

As amazing as the little piece of tech was, it didn’t conceal Cody’s Adam’s apple. That’s what the three-inch rhinestone choker was for. It was nothing more than a piece of costume jewelry that Cody had purchased one drunken night to go along with the odd assortment of earrings, anklets, and bracelets he needed to organize.

“Hello, my name is Chloe,” he said with a wink. A little thrum of excitement followed the statement.

A regular piece of his female ensemble were stockings. They were his first love, but for tonight, the only lingerie Cody—or rather, Chloe—would wear was panties. A black lacy pair, as the only type of lingerie he had was the slutty kind. Not a single practical pair in the drawer. That’ll have to change, he thought as he pulled the underwear up to his waist.

The dress came next. It was black and covered with shimmering sequins that resembled the night sky. Well, someplace where you could see more than a handful of stars. Las Vegas was lit up like the sun in the evening, and if Cody wanted to actually see the starry night sky, he’d have to drive out into the middle of the desert for a couple hours to get away from all the light pollution. The dress had a single strap that went over his left shoulder and a long slit that exposed his upper thigh.

After shimmying into the sparkly dress, Cody sat down to slip on the heels. They were his favorite pair: black platform pumps with an ankle strap. His fingers fumbled with the thin straps and the tiny metallic buckle that wrapped around above his ankles. Of all the heels he owned, they were by far the most comfortable—the only pair he wore out to the club.

 

He smiled to himself when he heard the clicking of his heels on the wood floor as he returned to his bathroom. He sat down at his vanity and took a couple of deep breaths. The first jewelry he started with was a gold a pair of chandelier earrings decorated with small diamonds. They lightly tugged on his earlobes and swished back and forth whenever he moved his head.

He tilted his head back and looked up at the flat gray ceiling of his bathroom, preparing to let the first drops of the ice blue color into his eyes. The sting of the color-changing liquid was something he had yet to get used to. Changing the color of the iris, something encoded in one’s genes, was difficult, and it came with a price. While not severe, the chemical burn did sting a little and left the user momentarily blind. The side-effects of the application often caused frequent users of the dye to pay for the gene therapy to permanently change their eye color.

Cody forcibly closed his eyes and held them shut. Tears flowed from the corners and he tensed up. The burning sensation dulled after a couple of seconds, and opening his eyes back up, he was greeted by the blinding white light; a light that was his worst enemy the morning after a night of heavy drinking. As day turned to night, the brightness of the light bulb shifted from blindingly-white to a soft orange. This made trips to the bathroom in the middle of the night easier.

The whites of his eyes were red and irritated, but staring back at him in the mirror were a pair of ice blue irises. The pain vanished and his tears dried up, and with the trial over, he painted his face.

Cody was thin, but not feminine. Obesity was a thing of the past, as anyone could purchase over-the-counter pills that burned up the fat in foods before it congealed in the usual places. He was average, almost androgynous, and even though he didn’t have the rough features or the chiseled jaw of a male model or action hero, he was still masculine in appearance. However, all it took was the right amount of makeup, and to any stranger on the street, he would be a woman.

Before he did anything to his face, he dug around through the drawers and pulled out two different containers. One was a short, rectangular box divided into then sections, and the other was similar to the box that contained the eye drops, only much smaller. Much like how the drops worked for the eyes, nail polish had gone the same route. All Cody needed to do after gluing the clear acrylics on was to drop a single color of his choice onto the nail, and it would change to the desired color.

There was no weighing of options when it came to his fingernails. Cody almost always went with either dark red or hot pink. Tonight, it was the former.

His lips were colored maroon and his eyelids the color of grapefruit. In the silence of his bathroom, he combed his eyelashes with the tiny brush that made them black as a starless night. The rosy blush he applied to his cheeks was faint, but present, and he held the synthetic wig in his left hand. The clear strands of hair took on the color of the dye: silver-blonde in a long, layered style.

Cody smirked. The woman looking back at him in the mirror was the best he had ever looked.

 

Cody stepped out of the auto-cab onto the sidewalk in front of the club. Not having to worry about a lecherous cab driver always made his trips out as Chloe so much easier. I’ve never been here this early before, Cody realized as he walked up to the entrance.

FRYK had been around for almost two decades by the time he discovered its existence. It wasn’t on the Strip; it didn’t belong there. The clubs that filled the casinos along Las Vegas Boulevard were for tourists, and the drinks cost twice as much as they did at a sporting event. The women got in for free just by wearing too-short dresses while the men had to pay. He’d only gone inside one once, and it was just as bad as he thought it was going to be. The only highlight was seeing two girls make out.

FRYK was nestled within the urban sprawl of Greater Las Vegas. It was located in an industrial park where every other business was closed. It didn’t have a big, fancy sign, or any kind of an entrance, for that matter. It didn’t need a velvet rope for the line or some big MMA fighter bouncer. People weren’t getting dropped off in luxury cars and skipping the line. The building was nondescript. If you didn’t know what you were looking for, you’d easily miss it. All there was, was a single, blacked-out glass door with an F on it. Even that was simple. Just an F in white block lettering.

The front door opened to a small lobby which housed a small desk, a single chair, and two doors, one marked “Office” and the other marked “Private”. A woman sat behind the desk, dressed conservatively, and whose sole job it was to collect payment and reject those not on the entry list. The lone chair belonged to the bouncer, a man whose shoulders were as wide was Cody was tall, with muscles as big as his head.

Cody didn’t know the woman’s real name. He only knew her as “Star.” She smiled at him when he entered the lobby.

“Look who’s early tonight,” Star said.

“I was bored at home,” Cody said.

He placed his phone on the glass reader attached to the desk. A moment later, the light turned green. There was a small buzz, and the door marked “Private” popped open.

“Have fun, Chloe,” she said.

Cody smiled as he put his phone back into his purse and walked through the now open door. It led to a short, narrow hallway, which opened up to a large, open room and the club proper. To Cody’s right was the bar and dance floor, and to his left was the playpen, home to a wide array of BDSM furniture. He had seen it used every night he had come to the club, but he had yet to use any of it himself.

He was surprised to see that even this early, there were people on the equipment, but even more surprised at how full the bar and dance floor was.

“What’ll it be, miss?”

Cody tapped his finger on his chin. “Whiskey neat. Double.”

The bartender smirked. “Stressful day?”

“You have no idea.” Cody sighed and looked over at the floating numbers on the wall clock. The time on the clock was eight p.m. An hour ago, on the other side of town, Cody was supposed to have been meeting the man he’d gotten the loan from. He was supposed to transfer ten thousand dollars to pay off his original loan of eight thousand. But instead, he was hiding in plain sight, dressed as a woman and getting a drink at a kink bar.

The bartender placed the glass in front of Cody, the interactive countertop changing color under it, a rhythmic pulse that matched the music. Cody lifted his drink in the air, toasted to fate, and took a long sip. The whiskey hit him like a slap to the face. He felt the burn of the alcohol slide down his throat and warm his body.

By chance, he happened to look in her direction. It all happened on a whim. No sound, nor visual cue made Cody lean forward and look off to his left; he just happened to do so. And there she was, seated at the end of the bar, leaning forward on her left elbow and swirling the blue drink in her low-ball glass with her right hand.

Her hair was red, not a bright red like strawberries or apples, but the color of wine. Her eyes, on the other hand, were bright gold and gave her a predatory look. She brought her drink to her lips and her gaze shot over toward Cody, as if alerted to the presence of her prey.

Cody immediately averted his gaze, instead choosing to stare at the racks of bottles in front of him, knowing full well that he had been caught looking. He took a long sip of his drink. He had seen the woman before at this club on a couple occasions, but he had no idea who she was. She was always alone, quietly drinking by herself. He had seen men—and women—approach her, but get their propositions turned down.

He dared another glance in the direction of the woman and regretted it instantly. She had turned to face him, golden eyes focused on him, half of her mouth curled up into a sly, satisfied smirk. Cody’s cheeks turned bright red, as red as the woman’s lipstick, and burned hotter than the whiskey in his stomach.

He glanced again. Not only was she still staring at him, but she was resting her chin in the palm of her hand and wearing an amused look. Cody turned away, and a moment later, he heard the clicking of high heels getting louder, closer.

The woman slid into the empty barstool next to him, on the opposite side of him from where she’d sat originally.

She placed a sun-kissed hand on his knee, and Cody followed her arm up and gazed into those hypnotic eyes. She removed her hand from his leg and extended it out to him. “Haley, and what is your name?”

“C-Chloe,” Cody replied, eyes wandering down to her crossed legs. Haley also wore a black dress, except instead of some cheap, shimmering material like Cody’s, Haley’s dress was glossy latex so dark that if it weren’t for the shine, Cody would’ve thought he’d be staring into the void of space.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

Cody once again turned bright red. He turned away from her and faced forward, eyes fixed on the row of bottles on the other side of the bar. “S-Sorry.”

“Don’t be,” Haley said. “It means my hard work paid off.”

Cody turned back toward her. She brought her drink to her lips, her eyes not leaving his as she sipped the blue cocktail. “I’ve seen you here before.”

“I’ve been here many times. I love this place.” Her eyes left his and she looked all about the club. Cody noticed her gaze lingering just a moment longer on the play area before coming back to him. “I feel free here. It’s where I come to escape.”

Cody watched her eyes travel slowly up and down his body as he spoke. “Y-Yeah, I like this place too. Very, um, welcoming.”

Haley jerked her head over at the BDSM equipment. “Want to get tied up and spanked?”

Cody choked on his drink and had to cover his mouth to stop himself from spitting it all over Haley and the bar. She laughed at his reaction. It was a cute, melodic laugh, a laugh he wouldn’t mind hearing more often.

He followed her gaze over toward the equipment. He couldn’t really see it; most of the play area was behind frosted glass and the entrances were curtained. Cody had never used the equipment, but he had ventured through those curtains one time when his curiosity had gotten the better of him.

BDSM was something that had lingered in the back of his mind. It was something that he was neither gung-ho for, nor adamantly against. He had seen his fair share of it online; it was just that he never felt motivated enough to get into it. None of the women he had dated were into it, but he figured if he ever found someone into it, he wouldn’t be against exploring it.

Which was why he was now allowing Haley to lead him by the hand through the curtains.

The play area was completely empty, and Cody viewed each piece of equipment in a completely new light. She led him past the giant Xs, past the spanking benches and cages and thrones and stocks, stopping right in front of the small stage at the back of the room. Cody spotted the metal crossbar that hung from a chain pulley mounted to the ceiling.

Haley placed her lips to his ear. “Be a good girl and stay right there.”

He swallowed and watched her walk over to where the chain came down from the pulley to the winch on the wall. As scary as this was, he couldn’t help but be turned on by the thought of being teased and spanked by this incredibly beautiful woman.

Haley cranked the winch, and Cody watched as it slowly lowered until it was eye-level. Then she moved behind Cody and place her hands on his hips and her lips to his ear.

“Don’t be afraid,” she purred. “Go on.”

There was something about her voice. Something disarming. Something that made his body simply obey her. As if on auto-pilot, Cody’s body stepped up onto the stage and his hands took hold of either end of the cross bar where the leather-padded cuffs dangled.

Haley said nothing as she cuffed him. Cody said nothing; he just watched her imprison him. Her fingers moved quickly and skillfully, as if having done this countless times. Then he watched her walk back over to the winch and crank it slowly. Cody’s hands gripped the bar as it went higher and higher, until it was fully stretched and he was standing on his tip-toes.

“H-Hey, I think this is a little too high,” he said, his voice failing to hide the raising panic. “Don’t I get, like, a safe word or something?” He tugged on the cuffs, but to no avail.

Haley paced around him. She tapped her finger on her chin. “Safe word? Let’s see… How about…” She moved behind him. “Cody. How’s that?”

Cody’s eyes widened. His heart raced and skin turned pale. He felt her hand on his ass. She gave it a playful squeeze and continued her circling path until she stood in front of him.

Haley folded her arms. “Do you really think you could avoid us that easily? I mean, come on! Who do you think we are?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Cody replied.

Haley shook her finger. “Now you’re just being insulting.” She snapped her fingers at someone behind Cody. He tried to look back, but Haley put one hand on the crossbar and the other grabbed his chin. “You almost fooled me, you know? That outfit; that makeover; those eyes…”

“Haley, wait, I can—”

“Is that what I told you my name was?” Her laugh this time was completely different from when they were at the bar. It was dark, twisted, maniacal. “My name is actually Naomi, Naomi Caldesh.”

Cody didn’t realize his blood could get any colder, and his eyes went so wide they threatened to fall out of his sockets. His struggling ceased, and he just stared at the woman with grim realization.

Naomi must’ve read his mind, because she smiled. Then she placed a comforting hand on his cheek. “So you’ve heard of me, then?”

As much as Cody wished the man he’d borrowed money from was just some entry-level, independent loan shark, he knew deep down that the short, greasy, balding man with a heavy New Jersey accent was connected to a larger syndicate. And of all the criminal organizations that operated in Sin City, the one Cody just happened to borrow from was the most notorious.

Cody looked down at his feet, defeated. “How? How did you find me?”

Naomi lifted his chin. “An organization like mine doesn’t get to where it is by being amateurs. We’ve had our eye on you since the moment you took out the loan. We’ve been following your movements and watching your financials. You came so close to paying us back. Then you went and blew it and figured you could hide.”

“I tried to get the money back, I really did. It’s just—”

Naomi pressed her finger to his lips, and Cody heard the sounds of heavy footsteps approaching. Naomi reached behind him and thanked whoever it was. As if reading his mind once again, she dangled in front of him what she’d been given: a ball gag.

“When you failed to show up, your picture was distributed throughout our network, mainly to the collectors and grunts, but I also received a notification,” she said as she put the gag in his mouth and buckled the back. “You owe us ten grand. That’s a lot of money, Cody, and the fact that you didn’t bother to return it made us pretty upset.”

She traced his lips with her finger. “Normally I don’t bother with the runners. I’ll let the guys we train for that sort of thing bring them to me. But there I was, just sitting at the bar at my club—oh, by the way, I own this place. Quite nice, don’t you think?” She motioned to the building and the equipment. “Anyway, there I was, enjoying a drink, when I look and see…” Naomi took a couple steps back and gestured to Cody. “You. Not only that, but all dolled up too.”

She placed her hands on his body and inspected him. She squeezed his fake breasts. “So realistic. Pretty expensive, I’ll bet, though not as expensive as the real things.” She brought her hands to her own chest. “So much better, the real thing.” She bit her lower lip and faked arousal.

Then she pointed to his groin. “What about down there?” She lifted up the hem of his dress and knelt down. “Not as nice, but it’ll fool anyone not looking.” Cody felt her fingers find the seam of the fake vagina and pull it down. It fell past his ankles and off his feet. Naomi kicked it aside. His freed cock hardened almost instantly.

“My, my,” Naomi said as she stood up. “A little turned on, are we?”

Cody couldn’t deny the fact that behind the fear, there was arousal. Naomi was just so damn attractive, it was hard to ignore.

“You see, Cody, we have a system for how we deal with those who default on our loans. First, we’ll sell your possessions. That usually doesn’t do much, but it’s more of a statement of how much you’ve fucked up. Then you go to work for us. If you can’t—or won’t—then we kill you.”

Cody turned his head, and the startled look in his eyes made Naomi laugh.

“What part of ‘organized crime’ don’t you understand?” she said. “The men do all kinds of labor, menial tasks, long hours… The women…” She reached down and grabbed his dick with just enough force to imply, This belongs to me now. “I’m sure you’re little brain can figure out what happens to the women. They eventually go free, mind you, but plenty choose to stay.

“But you… we’ve had people try to hide in plain sight before, but never as the opposite sex.” She reached up and grabbed the ball gag, but didn’t remove it. “So I have a very special offer for you, something I’ve never done before. You could work off the rest of your debt as boring old Cody, or…” She brought her lips to his ear. “You can work for me as Chloe.”

Naomi removed the gag and took a couple steps back. She snapped her fingers and folded her arms. Hearing footsteps approach, Cody looked back to see two men in matching suits. Both were extremely well-built. One walked over to the winch and lowered the crossbar. The other waited beside Cody. When the crossbar was low enough, the man undid the wrist restraints.

“So, what’ll be, Cody? Will you—”

Cody didn’t even hesitate. The moment his wrists were free from the crossbar, he turned and ran. Naomi said something, but he was too focused on escaping to listen to what it was.

He threw the curtains apart as he ran through them and turned toward the door, his ankles miraculously remaining intact. He ran down the hallway and out the main door, hoping and praying that he could get out before the bouncer could react.

“Hey, what are you—” Star yelled as Cody burst through the door and collided with a group of people trying to get in. The men in suits came through the door not a moment after.

Cody vomited twenty different apologies as he squeezed through the group, all while avoiding the vise-like grip of the bouncer. Without slowing down, he lifted his arms and reached for the door handle. His ankles cursed him for moving so quickly in the high heels, the pain burning like fire.

The doors opened before he reached the handle, and Cody bumped into a heavy-set man dressed in long, black trench coat. With their size difference, he bounced off the thick man and fell hard onto the concrete of the sidewalk and slid to a stop. The bouncer and the men in suits cursed at him, and the shouts from new arrivals filled his ears. Cody’s ankles were on the verge of breaking, his arm was bleeding, and his dress was torn.

Looking up from his position on the ground, he spotted one of the goons squeezing through the narrow entrance. Run! his brain ordered, and Cody scrambled onto his hands and knees. The concrete gave way to pavement by the time he reached his feet.

The screams of the bystanders and the bright white headlights were the last things he saw before his world turned black.

 

Cody shot bolt upright in bed, screaming.

The white lights of the room were blinding and his vision was blurry. There were machines everywhere and tubes attached to his body. Moments later, anonymous men and women in matching blue scrubs held him down.

“He's awake! It's too early for him to be conscious!” The voice was broken, distorted, as if it was coming through an intercom.

“Get me a sedative!” another shouted. Everything was a blur, and it all happened so fast that by the time Cody's brain registered where he was, his body relaxed as the sedative kicked in and the world once again turned black.

When he opened his eyes again, his vision had cleared and the machines that had once surrounded him were gone. He was in a bedroom. The bed was large and the decorations were ornate. The sheets that covered his body were silk. He tried to sit up, but his body was too weak and his chest felt heavy.

Then he heard a voice—a woman’s voice. One that sounded familiar.

“I see you’re awake.”

Cody turned his head toward the source, and the tiny shred of hope he had vanished when he spotted Naomi sitting on the edge of his bed.

“Y-You! What… what happened to me?”

The voice that flowed from his mouth was a woman’s—the same one he had when he wore the voice changer. He rubbed the front of his throat.

The skin-colored bandage was missing. The voice that he heard was his own.

This time, he managed to sit up. The silk sheets fell down around him, revealing his breasts.

Cody looked down at the two mounds on his chest and grabbed them. They were soft, warm, and reacted to his touch. They weren’t the fakes he had purchased and worn—they were real. Panicking, he threw the sheet off of him, exposing the rest of his naked body.

“Oh, fuck!” His cock and balls were missing. In fact, he had no sexual organs whatsoever. What was down there reminded him of the toys he’d had as a kid that had interchangeable parts.

“You like your new body?” He felt the bed shake and watched as Naomi crawled toward him across it.

“What did you do to me?” Cody shrieked, pulling the sheets back over his naked body. Naomi continued to crawl toward him. Her hair and eyes were the same color as they had been in the club, but instead of the latex outfit she had worn then, she had on a black fishnet body stocking and nothing else.

“You chose the third option. You thought you could run from me, and while you made a valiant attempt, fate interceded in the form of a truck. Your body was broken and you barely clung to life. If I had let you die, you’d never be able to pay back the loan. And I couldn’t like a pretty little thing like you slip through my fingers.”

Cody scooted away from her, but his back was pressed against the backboard. Naomi straddled him and tugged the sheets away.

“You broke a lot of bones, and your groin was smashed to bits. The doctors repaired the rest of your body with no problem, but when it came down to that area…” She waved her finger in the direction of his groin—or lack thereof. “Well, I decided you would be a perfect test subject for some state-of-the-art cybernetics.”

“W-W-What did you do to me?!”

Naomi rolled away from him, reached over the edge of the bed, and brought up what looked like a briefcase. She brought it back over to her and opened it in such a way that he couldn’t see what’s inside.

“Don’t you just love technology?” She revealed what was inside the briefcase, and not only did Cody’s eyes go wide, but his jaw practically fell down to the bed.

In one hand, Naomi held a cock and balls. In the other hand, she held a vagina. Both of them had three cylindrical pegs on the opposite side. Three cylindrical pegs that matched up with the space between his legs.

“I couldn’t decide on whether you should keep your cock or replace it with something even better. Then the doctors told me there was a way you could have both, so I said, ‘Why the hell not?’ I mean, I pretty much own you, so it’s not like you have a say in the matter.”

“O-Own me?!”

“Well, yeah,” she giggled. “Think about it: You never paid off the loan to begin with, so interest kept building and building. Then you combine that with all the medical procedures and surgeries, and what does that add up to?”

Cody opened his mouth to speak, but Naomi answered for him.

“A debt that would take a lifetime to pay off.”

Cody couldn’t speak. He just sat there, dumbfounded.

“Oh, that blank doll look suits you just perfectly,” she giggled. “Now, how about we try these out?” She looked back and forth between the attachable sex organs. “Which one should we try first?” After a moment of overdramatic pondering, she threw the cock back behind her and slid the briefcase off the bed. “I’m sure you’ve always wanted to know what a real vagina feels like.”

Cody didn’t even react. He was still overwhelmed at what Naomi had told him. So he just watched as she crept between his legs and inserted the pseudo-vagina into its slot. His body reacted instantly as a wave of pleasure flowed through him. A chill went up his spine and he shuddered as the nerves of his body connected to the new addition.

His moan was cut off by the placement of her lips onto his.

“Oh, you have no idea how long I waited to taste those lips of yours.”

 

Cody gritted his teeth as Naomi playfully bit his neck. The pain gave way to pleasure and warmth coursed through his veins. Her kisses tickled his sensitive skin and he writhed under her skilled touch. Naomi’s mouth moved away from his neck down his chest, in between his ample breasts.

He rubbed his legs together as another moan escaped his lips. His lust-filled outburst only encouraged his captor to continue. Cody could feel the slit between his legs moisten as the fire inside his new body enkindled. Naomi kept up her assault on his new female body, teasing his nipples with her lips and tongue until he cried out for more.

“Oh, fuck me!” he caught himself saying.

Naomi immediately stopped and pulled away from him. When Cody realized what he had said, his face went pale.

“Well, well, aren’t you eager?” She smirked. “Ask and you shall receive.”

She straightened up and slid off the bed. Cody watched as she dug through the drawers of the nightstand and pulled out a black leather harness. She stepped into it and strapped it tight, only something was wrong. It didn’t have any sort of dildo attached to it.

His question was answered as she climbed back onto the bed and crawled over to where Cody’s attachable cock landed. Oh my fucking god, he thought as she fastened it to her harness.

“Tell me, have you ever wondered what it would be like to be fucked by your own cock?” She crawled up to him and straightened up, which put it right at eye-level.

“I don’t kn—oh!”

Without warning, Naomi thrust her throbbing dick into Cody’s pussy. His virgin cunt gripped her thick, meaty girth as she pushed it all the way to the base. She stared down at him with her hands on his shoulders and watched his face twist and contort as the sexual electricity moved throughout his body.

“Well?”

“Please… don’t stop…” Cody looked away from her, his face flushed, embarrassed by what he was feeling. He saw his reflection in a full-length mirror. Naomi smirked. At long last, she had her prize.

She had kept his eyes that ice-blue color. His long, silver-blonde hair pooled around his head, and she brought her lips back down to his neck and playfully bit his earlobe as she ground her body into his, sliding her hard shaft in and out of the cleft between his legs.

The bed started to rock as she hastened her rhythm, pounding him passionately. Naomi continued to fuck him, her movements hard and fast. She was filled with an animalistic lust, a raging bull that had caught the scent of a female in heat.

He could feel it building inside of him—the pleasure that was making it hard to think. Moans seeped from his rosy-brown lips, the screams reaching a crescendo when Naomi repositioned herself on top of him. Her hands moved onto his breasts and she squeezed them tenderly. Cody was on fire. Beads of sweat poured down his body as she filled him with her meaty pole.

Then it happened.

The carnal pleasure swept over him like a tidal wave, and he lost himself in the moment. He gripped the sheets so tightly his knuckles turned white, and he cried out in pure, erotic ecstasy. It was a dizzying explosion; the final moment of pure, earthly lust. Cody trembled under the magnitude of his first female orgasm, and he screamed as his womanly fluids erupted from the slick sheath between his legs.

Naomi pulled out and Cody watched as she unfastened the dick from the harness. She brought it to her lips and licked the shaft, savoring the fluids.

“Chloe, you’re mine now. Understand?” Naomi said softly. Cody said nothing; he only nodded. “Good, then you know what to do next.”

He leaned forward and his fingers found the buckles. One by one, he loosened the straps until it fell off of her waist. Naomi shifted onto her back and Cody pulled the harness off of her and set it aside. She spread her legs wide and Cody placed his head between them, his tongue finding her moist pussy.

“That’s a good girl.”

He spotted the door in the far corner of the room. There was no guard protecting it. It was just the two of them there. He could make a break for it, but as he stared at the doorway, the urge to escape dwindled. Why would he want to leave? What life was there for him? Even if he could go back, why would he? Sure, he lived on his own and was able to enjoy his hobbies, but his job sucked, and he was broke, single, and lived from paycheck to paycheck.

But now? Now he was having sex with one of the hottest women he had ever lain eyes on. Sure, she was the head of a powerful crime syndicate, but he was hers. She could’ve just thrown him to one of the brothels, or worse, leave him chained up for her muscular goons to use as they saw fit, but no—she had kept him for herself. For her own private use.

Cody smirked. Maybe Lady Luck did smile upon me, after all.

WORKING FOR A WITCH

 

As soon as Eric got the call, he just knew his luck had turned around. 

He couldn’t sleep that night. How could he? Eric had just nabbed the best job in the world. Scratch that; the best job in the world would involve being around scantily clad models all day—women who would eagerly remove what little clothes they wore when he was around—and this job wasn’t quite that.

A stupid grin appeared on his face as he laid on his bed in his dark apartment. His mind shifted from his new job to one of his many fantasies that entailed the blonde hunk of a man that he pictured himself as.

In his wildest dreams, he was always swimming in a sea of pussy. Gorgeous women threw themselves at him in a desperate bid for his nine-inch cock. He had his own personal harem, all eager to serve and please him, no matter his demands.

He opened his eyes, and the brightly lit penthouse he’d been imagining vanished, replaced by his studio apartment—the one with bars on the windows and three locks on the door. He sighed as he slid his hand down his boxers and gripped his six-inch dick. It had been a little over a month since he’d broken up with Carmen, the dark-haired Hispanic girl he’d met at a ramen stall, of all places, and that meant the only company he’d have tonight would be his right hand.

He stared up at the slow-moving ceiling fan as he jerked off to thoughts of riches and women. Eric wasn’t an ambitious man—in fact, many would call him a slacker—and he knew very well that his fantasies might be the only place he ever achieved his goal of reaping the most reward while exerting as little effort as possible.

The night breeze blew in through the barely-open window, accompanied by the sound of papers scattering onto the floor. He ignored them. He knew they were only the collection notices from the many companies he owed money to. There were more important things he had to attend to.

Then she showed up.

It was always her that pushed him over the edge. He closed his eyes and pictured himself back in the extravagant penthouse where he lived like a king. Eric always preferred blondes, not because they shared his hair color, but because in his mind, blondes were the sluttiest. There were three of them at his feet right now, triplets, their matching ocean blue eyes gazing up at him reverently. Two of them played with his monster cock while the other pressed her big tits into his back as she massaged him.

He had power over the imaginary women. Eric could make them say whatever he wanted them to. They would obey his every command. All except her, the black haired vixen that had been interrupting his dreams lately.

Her fair skin felt so much warmer than the rest, and her delicate touch seemed softer and gentler. Her eyes were gray and her lips a rosy brown. She wasn’t a sexy apparition that he conjured himself; he had no control over her. This mysterious woman said and did whatever she wanted. She haunted his sexual dreams, showing up uninvited and ending his fantasy every time.

Except this time, it was different.

The woman walked into his mind’s eye wearing the sexiest, sheerest lingerie he could have ever imagined. Black like her hair, it hugged the perfect curves of her body. Dark stockings covered her legs and she walked slowly toward him in six-inch, black platform heels.

In his mind, Eric sat on a large couch that faced the floor-to-ceiling glass windows of his imaginary penthouse. The clicks of her heels echoed inside his head. Her hair shined like obsidian and the blondes that were at his feet shied away to make room for the lithe woman who commanded his dreams.

She sat down on his lap and straddled him like a stripper about to give a lap dance. Eric stared deeply into her ashen eyes as she placed her arms onto his shoulders.

The woman smiled as she slipped her nimble fingers through his thick blonde hair. Her eyes scanned his body and her gaze lingered on his chest. He felt his flesh grow warm beneath her stare, but he couldn’t take his eyes off of her. She was so beautiful.

The woman leaned forward and kissed him. Her lips were supple, and her tongue was swift as it parted his lips to gain entry into his mouth. He felt his chest begin to expand as she kissed him, swelling beneath her breasts as she pressed them against his skin.

Eric was too distracted by her perfect kiss to notice that his body was becoming female. His blonde hair fell to the back of the couch as his dick disappeared between his legs. The black-haired goddess slipped her fingers between his pink lips and into the hot, moist flesh of his pussy.

She pulled her head away as Eric moaned, his now-sultry voice filling his ears and he looked down at his new female body. The woman’s smile turned wicked as she fingered his pussy, and Eric writhed under her skillful touch until it was too much. He threw his head back and screamed until he came onto the woman’s fingers.

Eric opened his eyes and sat up on his bed. His heart pounded in his chest and his body was covered in sweat. Early morning light filled his bedroom, highlighting the stain on his sheets where he’d climaxed. He wiped the sweat from his brow and frowned deeply, trying to swallow the fact that the best orgasm of his life had just come from imagining himself transformed into a woman by her hand.

He collapsed backward onto his bed and grabbed his phone off of the nightstand. He had a little less than an hour until his alarm went off.

I won’t get any more sleep after that, Eric thought to himself as he set his phone on the empty pillow beside him. Then he climbed out of his bed and tossed his soiled boxers into the hamper.

The hot water pounding down on him from his showerhead was soothing, but it reminded him of another thing he was going to lose if he didn’t pay his bills soon. He lingered in the shower, his arms folded and his back to the tiled wall as he tried to figure out who this mysterious woman from his dreams was. He was twenty-seven, and she looked like she was five or ten years older than he was, which would place her in her mid-thirties or so. He couldn’t think of anyone he knew who would fit that description.

“Damn it! Who are you?” Eric yelled as he slammed his fist into the tile. He searched through the archives of his mind to try to remember her.

Did I see her at a restaurant? Was she a new face at the gym? She sure as hell wasn’t someone he’d slept with. No, he remembered all the faces of the women he’d been with. starting with Elena, the half-Asian girl who took his virginity at a party senior year of high school, all the way up to Carmen, his last conquest.

He pressed his forehead against the tile and let the almost-scalding water flow down his back. After several minutes, the heater gave out, but his phone was beeping again anyway. It was time to get ready for work.

Eric couldn’t believe he had gotten the job—hell, he could hardly believe that he’d even applied for it. A personal assistant? he’d thought when he saw the listing. That’s just a glorified secretary, and only women are secretaries.

He was just about to pass over the ad when he’d noticed the salary. The job paid six figures with full benefits, which was more than double—almost triple—what his old job paid. With money like that, he could move out of his dumpy apartment into something much nicer—a place he wouldn’t be ashamed to bring a girl back to, and a place he actually felt safe in.

So what if I’m some corporate big shot’s helper? he thought. I’ll be more than glad to get some old guy coffee and answer phones if it means getting a nice big paycheck.

He stood in front of his mirror and double-checked his appearance, making sure he looked as good as he knew he was. First appearances are everything.

The interview for the job had been over the phone, and he found it strange that had never heard of the company before. He’d tried to look into it, but not a single thing could be found. There were no articles, no interviews, and no videos of any kind. He thought it might be a scam, but those kinds of ads tended to get reported pretty quickly, and he couldn’t even find any record of that, either.

In his best shirt and tie, he drove to the location that the e-mail specified. When he arrived at the entrance to the unmarked building, he was greeted by an armed guard. He gave the guard his name and watched curiously as a second guard scanned the underside of his car.

“Here is your temporary parking pass. You’ll receive a permanent one, plus your ID inside.” The guard pointed him in the direction of the employee parking lot and the marked space which was his.

Eric nodded, thanked the gun-wielding guard, and then cautiously entered the underground employee parking lot.

He drove slowly, his eyes scanning the cars parked in the spots. They were all luxury and sports cars; everything from Mercedes to Audis, Lamborghinis to Aston Martins, and even a couple of Teslas.

For the first time in a long time, Eric felt intimidated. His dinky little car made him feel like a beggar at a king’s table. He stood out like sore thumb.

But all that would change once his paycheck arrived, he reminded himself. He could replace his car with a sleek new one and fill his closet with designer clothes.

His hit his brakes and stared in disbelief at the sight in front of him. No. Fucking. Way.

He held up the parking pass given to him by the guard and tripled-checked the number. The unmarked spots where anyone could park were on different levels and were a long walk from the front doors. Yet here he was, probably fifty feet or so from the entrance. There was his parking spot, open and waiting for him.

On one side was a silver Mercedes-Benz SLR McLaren, and the other was occupied by the maroon Aston Martin of the COO of the company. Smack dab in the middle was his spot, and on the wall in front of it was his name and title: PA to the COO.

The Chief Operating Officer? His hands shook nervously as he guided his small car between the two masterpieces. Holy fuck, what the hell did I get myself into?

The inside of the building was lavish, but still professional. The ground was solid marble with ornate rugs, dark wood furniture, and high-end security. Directly opposite the front door was a large receptionist’s desk and Eric couldn’t help but smile when he saw the petite brunette look up at him from behind the counter.

I wonder if inter-office relationships are allowed? He thought as he adjusted his tie as he walked up the desk. He rested his arm on the counter and smiled at the receptionist. There were two other women behind the counter, both on the phone.

“Hi, how can I help you?” Her voice was soft and playful.

“Name’s Eric. Today’s my first day here.” He winked at her and the receptionist smiled.

“One moment, Eric.” She looked away from him and typed away at her computer, her fingers moving quickly across the keys.

“You type pretty quickly,” he said, hoping to win her over with a compliment.

“Comes with the job,” she replied with another smile.

“When you do get off? Maybe we can get a drink?”

The receptionist handed him a slip. “Take this card and go through those doors over there. Security will take your photo, give you your permanent pass, and escort you upstairs.”

Eric took the card from her and lingered.

“What about tonight?”

“Try again tomorrow, Eric,” she said. “Better get going. Audrey won’t like it if you’re late on your first day.”

 

“Ma’am, Eric is here,” the security guard declared as he knocked on the open door and waited outside.

Eric stood next to him. Hard to believe that the COO of this company is a woman, he thought as he took in the scenery around him.

It seemed like a lot of the senior executives were just that: seniors; old guys in thousand-dollar suits. There were plenty of younger guys, too, and most of them looked like they went to some Ivy League school. Nearly all of the women were assistants, secretaries, or receptionists. More than once, Eric caught himself staring. Most of them were young and impossibly hot.

As he walked, he noticed he was getting some odd looks, as if someone else was supposed to get the job—someone that everyone in the entire company liked, yet Eric the slacker got it. No one told him what happened to the previous person who had the job.

Do I even want to know? Maybe this ‘Audrey’ is like the boss lady from “The Devil Wears Prada,” or something.

“Good, send him in,” she said from the other side of the door, pulling him from his reverie.

He squinted. The woman’s voice sounded vaguely familiar.

Shaking off the odd sensation, he walked into the office. The guard closed the door behind him as he faced his new boss.

Audrey’s office was huge. She had a large wooden desk that was absolutely spotless and decorated with items that seemed to have some kind of personal value. She had several bookshelves filled to the brim with books, photos, trophies, as well as a few knickknacks she had collected over the years. Some of the items looked rather old, as if they belonged in a museum.

Eric froze when he laid eyes on Audrey. Dressed in a skirt suit with a blue blouse, dark pantyhose, and black heels, she had jet-black hair and gray eyes that Eric recognized instantaneously.

Audrey was the mystery woman who had been plaguing his dreams.

“Glad to finally meet you,” she said, extending her hand over her mahogany desk. Eric adjusted his shirt and tie and gulped as he shook her hand.

“Everything okay, Eric?” she asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Sorry, ma’am. Just nervous—that’s all.”

“Oh?” she replied raising an eyebrow. “Are you sure it’s nothing else?”

“No, ma’am,” he replied, looking away.

She smirked. “Good. Have a seat. There are some things we need to discuss before we can get started.”

“Like what?” Eric asked as he sat down on one of the two large, low-back leather chairs that faced her desk.

He looked away from her while she searched through the drawers of her desk and hummed a tune.

“Right,” she said, slapping a stack of papers on the desk. “This is your contract. Basically, it says that you work for me and have to do what I tell you. Now, if you’ll go ahead and sign it, we can begin.”

She held out a fountain pen and waited patiently, staring at him with her stormy eyes. As he leaned forward, he could’ve sworn that they were purple, but it was gone in the blink of an eye and she titled her hear curiously.

“Well?”

“Right, sorry,” he answered, shaking the thought from his head.

He took the pen from her and signed his name on the line at the very bottom. The idea that he should’ve read it before signing didn’t even cross his mind, at least not until the deed was done.

“That’s why I chose you, Eric,” she said with a wicked smile. “You do what you’re told to without asking why.”

“I beg your pardon?” he said, narrowing his eyes.

“You’re a slacker who’s inherently lazy. It permeates your being—it even prevented you from reading this contract I had you sign. You belong to me now.”

“What are you getting at?!” He stood up, a mixture of fear and anger coursing through his veins.

Audrey wheeled back in her chair and spun it around. She stood and looked out the window of her corner office.

“Didn’t you find it the least bit suspicious that the company you applied for doesn’t actually exist, and that the woman you just signed your life away to is the same one that has been starring in your dreams as of late?”

“I... what? No, this can’t be happening!”

He ran straight for the exit and threw the door to her office open. His skin turned pale and his blood ran cold.

The entire building was vacant.

All the desks were empty, the offices abandoned. The furniture was old and decrepit; broken and rotted away. The carpet was stained with rust and grime, and particles of dust floated serenely in the sunbeams streaming in from the unattended windows.

“It was all an illusion.—even that pretty girl at the front desk,” Audrey whispered into his ear. “You’re my assistant; my personal slave. Your soul belongs to me now, and there is no going back.”

“Who... who are you?” he asked, his voice trembling right along with his body. He looked back at her over his shoulder and a chill raced down his spine as her sinister laughter reverberated through the office and penetrated the very fiber of his being.

Audrey snapped her fingers, and the contract that he signed moments before vanished into a cloud of dust. Her power-suit transformed into a short black dress.

“My name is Audrey, and I’m a six-hundred-year-old witch.”

 

Eric sat up on his bed, completely surrounded by darkness. The digital numbers on the alarm clock on his nightstand told him that it was the middle of the night, and in just a few hours, he would start at his new job.

“Wait... what?” He rubbed his eyes, double- and triple-checking the date. He wasn’t misreading it at all. It was three-a.m. Monday morning. “Was it... was it just a dream, then?”

He fell back onto his bed and looked up at the dark ceiling. A faint glimmer of light filled his apartment from the moon outside his window. It was just enough to see the shape of his hand in the darkness.

Letting his arm fall to his side, he sighed heavily and closed his eyes to let sleep take him.

The morning came uneventfully.

He showered, got dressed, and drove to the building following the directions provided. He sighed with relief when it turned out to be a vastly different one than the building he visited in his dream.

There was no armed guard this time, either; just a rent-a-cop who waved him in without taking his eyes off of the book in his hands.

Eric shrugged and drove into the parking lot. There were no Lamborghinis or Ferraris; no Bentleys or Rolls-Royces; just a handful of luxury cars that could be seen driving around in any major city.

There was assigned parking, but he didn’t have his own spot. There was no place for him in the executive parking lot, and he frowned as he pulled into one of the only vacant ones he could find three levels down.

With plenty of time to spare, he walked slowly across the concrete structure, his steps echoing as he adjusted his tie, straightened his shirt, and stepped into the elevator.

He followed the pathway into the front of the building and into the lobby where he was greeted by a young woman behind the counter. The lobby was modest and Spartan, especially compared to the opulence displayed in his dreams.

The woman smiled at him as he approached and Eric smiled back. She wasn’t as attractive as the one in his dream, but she was pretty close. She had blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail with a clump of strands hanging freely in front of her ear.

She moved them back as he said hello.

“Your name, sir?”

“Eric. Today is my first day,” he said, ignoring the nagging sense of déjà vu.

The woman looked away from him and typed away at her computer. “Fourth floor, end of the hall, corner office. This keycard will give you access to the elevators.”

Eric took the card from her and headed for the elevators.

“You’d better hurry, Eric!” The receptionist yelled to him from behind the desk. “Audrey doesn’t tolerate tardiness!”

“What?!” Eric replied.

But it was too late. The doors of the elevator had closed and the metal box ascended to the fourth floor. It was only when they opened back up that Eric realized what she’d said.

Oh, shit. Did she say Audrey?!

“Sir? Hello?”

Eric snapped out of his panicked state and looked at the woman speaking to him. She was taller than him and wearing a long gray dress that stopped just above her knees. On her feet were black pumps and her brown hair was pulled back into a bun.

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking at him from behind her round, narrow framed glasses.

“Yes, sorry. I was lost in thought, that’s all,” he said, stepping out of the elevator.

“Are you by any chance Eric?”

“I am.”

“Great,” the woman replied, extending her hand. “I’m Audrey. I’m your boss. Pleasure to finally meet you.”

“Likewise,” Eric said, shaking her hand.

He sighed internally, relieved that she wasn’t the ebony-haired woman who has been haunting his dreams—the one who claimed to be a six-hundred-year-old witch who he just signed his life away to.

No, she looked different. She was slightly older, but still very attractive; a real corporate hottie.

“Follow me. I’ll give you the tour.”

The floor he was on looked like any other office. Cubicles with gray walls surrounded him, and men and women strode frantically in between them, carrying papers in their hands. Offices lined the walls, and each one had a small desk where a secretary worked.

As they walked, Eric realized that every secretary in the office was a woman—and a gorgeous one at that. No two looked alike.

They all looked up at him, smiled, and immediately went back to whatever it was that they were working on.

“Morning, Ms. Feana,” they would all say as his boss walked by.

Eric and Audrey stopped at the corner office.

“This one’s mine,” she said with a smile.

He looked away from her to the shining metal plaque on the wall next to the wooden double doors, swallowing when he read the title:

Ms. Audrey Feana, President and CEO.

She opened the doors and Eric’s jaw dropped. Audrey had her own private office. There was a waiting room with a couch, some tables, and decorations. At the other end of the room was a large desk.

“That’s where you’ll sit,” she said, walking past him. “That door leads to my private office. It is to remain closed at all times. You’ll be doing typical secretarial work: answering phones, making appointments, and the like. Oh, and since you’re also my personal assistant, you’ll be doing pretty much anything else that I ask of you, as well.”

“I understand,” he replied, looking around the office.

“Are you ready for orientation?” Audrey asked, looking back at him over her shoulder.

“I am.”

“Good, then let’s get started.”

Eric turned toward her and watched her pull the pin out of her hair. His smile faded and his eyes went wide as her hair turned jet black.

“Much better,” she said.

She turned toward him, revealing her ashen eyes and ruby red lips.

“No... I thought...” Eric whimpered, backing away from her.

“You thought what? That it was all a dream? It was. But that doesn’t change the fact that you signed the contract.”

Audrey took a step toward him, and Eric turned and ran for the doors. He grabbed the knobs and pulled, but they wouldn’t budge.

She smiled as she sat down on the couch. “You’re only wasting time, Eric. My time.”

He tugged on the brass knobs one last time before letting go. His arms dropped to his sides and he shuffled over to her, defeated.

“Oh, cheer up. Working for me will be fun. First things first; since I know you didn’t read the contract, I will inform you. This is a secretary position, and I like my secretaries a little more... feminine.”

She flicked her finger and Eric grimaced. His knees buckled together as he grabbed his waist. There was tightness in his abdomen and he felt himself shrivel up. But as quickly as the sensation came, it vanished, and Eric straightened himself up.

“What... what did you do to me?”

“Why don’t you look and see?” Audrey snickered, motioning to his crotch.

Eric squinted as he fondled his groin through the fabric of his pants. Her laughter grew louder as the look on his face changed to sheer panic.

He unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants down to his ankles. Pulling away the waistband to his boxers, Eric screamed.

“What did you do to my dick?!”

“I took it away. I like my secretaries to have hot, wet cunts between their legs.”

“You... you bitch!” Eric yelled.

“Wrong,” she replied, waving her finger at him. Eric opened his mouth to curse at her some more, but the words failed to come. “In the pocket of your pants is something that I want you to put on.”

He pulled his hand away from his throat and dug around in his pocket, slowly pulling the mysterious garment out.

Eric rolled his eyes. You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, he mouthed.

“Put them on, or I’ll make you put them on.”

He held the teal panties out in front of him and toyed with the fabric. They were light and delicate, with a little stretch to them. He looked at the panties and at his boss before tossing them at her and folding his arms in defiance.

“I was hoping you’d choose option B. It’s much more fun that way—for me, at least.”

Audrey stood up from the couch and smiled. She cracked her knuckles and stretched out her arms before picking up the panties and holding them out in front of her.

“I order you to strip completely and put the panties on.” She held her left arm up in the air as if commanding a puppet.

Eric’s eyes went wide as he watched his body mysteriously move on its own.

He looked at her, and then down at his arms and legs. Unbidden, his fingers loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt, and his feet kicked off his shoes. As he stared at her in fear and astonishment, Audrey grinned devilishly and continued to control his body.

He removed his tie and tossed his shirt aside before stepping out of his pants and boxers. He pulled off his socks and stood before her, completely naked and his face flushed.

“No... stop...” he managed to say. He continued to beg as his hand reached out and took the panties from her.

His body didn’t stop until both legs stepped through the leg holes and the panties were up as high as they could go. The fabric tickled the delicate folds of his pussy and he bit his lip from the pleasurable sensation.

Audrey stepped up to him and put her hand on the front of his panties, her index finger gently rubbing his pussy through the material.

“It looks like you remember that dream,” she purred.

“W-What dream?” he said, looking away.

“You know the one,” she answered, rubbing harder. “You had long blonde hair and perky, cream-colored breasts, and your moans were so sweet…”

“Ooohhhh,” he moaned as she continued to tease him.

“Yes, just like that. Moan for me, Eric.”

“Please... stop...” He squirmed helplessly, but could not evade her touch.

“Are you making demands of me? Who do you think you are?” She pulled her hand away from his dampened panties and rubbed her finger on his lips. “Put your hands on the desk and bend over for me. I need to punish you for talking back.”

“Y-Yes, Audrey.”

“Audrey?” she said, raising her eyebrow. “Did I give you permission to address me as such? You are to call me Ms. Feana. Now, hands on the desk!”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Feana,” Eric replied meekly. He turned away from her and placed his palms on the smooth, glossy wood of the desk.

“I’ll tell you what, Eric. If you manage to keep your screams muffled and you take your punishment like a good boy, I’ll give you back your precious cock—but only if you do something for me in return. Do we have a deal?”

“Yes, Ms. Feana.”

“Good,” she said, pulling down the waistband of his panties. She rubbed her hand on his ass gently before winding back.

Smack!

Eric bit down on his lip and muffled the sharp cry burgeoning in his lungs as he rocked forward on the desk. She was a lot stronger than she looked.

“Two,” she said, slapping his ass again.

He remained quiet for the rest of the spankings and after the tenth slap, Audrey relented and stepped away from his raspberry-colored ass.

“Nice job, Eric. You managed to keep quiet.”

“Do... do I get my cock back, Ms. Feana?” he whimpered, looking back at her over his shoulder.

“You do.” She snapped her fingers, and Eric twitched as his groin grew hot and his manhood reappeared inside his soaking wet panties. “But if you want to keep it, you need to do something for me.”

“What is it?”

“Get dressed.” She waved her hand at the desk and Eric looked at the contents placed neatly across it.

“But—”

“No buts. If you want to keep your precious dick, put on the clothes.”

Eric sighed as he grabbed the first item from the desk. He held the dark stockings out in front of him.

He rubbed the sheer fabric with this thumbs before putting them on in the same fashion he’d seen women do it. The pair hugged his legs, wrapping them in a diaphanous layer of femininity. The dark mesh hid the blonde hair on his legs and Audrey grinned as she watched him get dressed.

With the stockings pulled all the way up his thighs, Eric grabbed the khaki skirt and wrapped it around his waist, zipping it up and straightening it. There was a faint plaid pattern on the fabric, and the hem went halfway down his thigh.

“Love how your legs look in those stockings,” Audrey teased.

Ignoring her compliment, Eric clasped the matching teal bra behind his back and put on the white blouse. He buttoned the sleeves and faced Audrey. The top was snug around his belly and shoulders, and the sleeves stopped just past his elbows.

“And the shoes,” she said, pointing to the box.

Eric removed the lid and pulled the shoes out. They were a pair of tan round-toe pumps that matched his skirt. He wobbled around in the five-inch heels, much to the enjoyment of the witch he now belonged to.

“Slutty shoes for my slutty secretary,” she said with a smirk. “Now Eric, why don’t you be a good boy and bend over so I can fuck you silly?”

Eric’s heart shuddered to a stop. “What?!”

“I said…” Audrey held up her hands and Eric once again lost control of his body. “…bend over!”

Eric swung around and rested his elbows on the desk, his ass in the air ready for the taking. He brought his chin to his chest and looked at her between his legs as she walked past him to the other side of the desk. She dug through the drawers, her eyes fixated on his.

“This is orientation, after all. I need to break in my new assistant.”

Eric’s eyes bulged out past their sockets as she pulled a strap-on out of the desk drawer. She unzipped her tight skirt and placed it neatly on the desk as she slowly harnessed the dildo around her tiny waist and wide, curvaceous hips.

His body was frozen stiff; hands on the desk, legs spread wide, ass in the air. The only thing he had control of was his head, and no matter where he looked, she was in his vision.

Audrey’s obsidian-black hair fell loose past her shoulders. The strands glistened in the light, falling just above her ample breasts shrouded beneath the fabric of a low, V-neck sweater.

They were perfect in Eric’s eyes. Large, round, and bouncy, the kind he could stare at for hours. Unfortunately for him, she kept her top on while she stepped into the leather harness and adjusted the straps.

The strap-on was double-ended, and Eric felt a rush of heat flow through him as he watched her insert the shorter, curvier end into her warm pussy. His dick throbbed in his panties when her little squeal of pleasure filled his ears.

His smile quickly faded when his eyes spotted the tiny electrical cord snaking out of the base of the toy to a small rectangular switch. He gulped and looked away from the eager witch to the desk in front of him.

Only once in his past relationships had the subject of pegging been broached. It was his most recent girlfriend who had mentioned it, but as excited as she was to try it, Eric quickly shot it down. He was a man, and men don’t get fucked in the ass by women.

Maybe that’s why this is happening to me.

He stared down at the desk in thought as the clicks from Audrey’s high heels filled his ears. Eric lifted his head and whimpered at the cool application of lube.

She rubbed her finger around his clenched asshole, coating his skin with the clear goo.

“So tense. Why don’t you relax a little, Eric? It’ll make the process go smoother, and it’ll be much more enjoyable for you that way.” He moaned quietly as her finger slid into his asshole and pushed all the way up to her knuckle.

He jerked forward, his mouth open as her finger rubbed his prostate.

“Like that, don’t you?” Audrey purred in his ear from behind him. “There are a lot of straight men who enjoy pegging. The prostate is the male g-spot, after all. Who wouldn’t want that stimulated? But you won’t be a straight male when I’m through with you.”

“W-What do you mean?” he mumbled as she pulled her teasing finger out of him.

“Why ruin the surprise?” she said as she thrust her hips forward, completely stuffing his asshole with her dildo.

Eric regained control of his body, but all he could do was fall forward onto his elbows. His knees buckled and body rocked back and forth as Audrey thrust deeply into him, relentlessly pounding his ass with her pretty pink strap-on.

She fucked him with so much force that Eric could hardly breath, riding his ass like he was a wild stallion to be broken in by her thick, veiny dildo. She held the reins, and he was just along for the ride.

His jaw hung slack as he tried his hardest to stop himself from moaning at the insurmountable pleasure that came from being penetrated. He felt so full, and vulnerable in ways he had never experienced before. Part of him even felt complete. He bit on his hand, stifling the cry that came when she slapped his ass.

But it was when she flipped on the vibrator that his walls came crashing down.

He heard the click from the switch, and before he could prepare, the vibrations wriggled through his snug walls, and his body was pushed over the edge toward erotic oblivion.

It was too much. Too wonderful. He was losing control of his mind and body quickly.

“Oh god, yes!” he screamed as his cock hardened instantly. The head poked out of the waistband of his panties and gobs of precum flowed from his tip.

“Does my little slut like that?” Audrey hissed through clenched teeth. She slapped his ass. “Beg for more!”

She thrust into him so hard that the desk moved underneath him. He leaned forward, raising his ass as high as it could go, his breath leaving fleeting ghosts of his passionate exhortations on the polished surface of the wood.

His knees threatened to give out on him as she turned up the vibrations. Eric knew he was on the brink of cumming, and if she kept this up, he wouldn’t be able to hold back.

Before he could even finish the thought, he felt his balls tense and the pressure build.

“Oh god, I’m cumming!” he cried out.

“Good! Cum for me, slut!” she commanded.

The dam inside him burst, and his hot, sticky cum gushed out of his dick and onto the desk, shooting so far that it almost landed in his wide-open mouth. Eric spasmed and writhed, gobs of his lust oozing out as the sensation of rapture filled him to the tips of his fingers and toes. His head swam in carnal ecstasy, but even with his load blown, Audrey continued to fuck him.

“Time for round two!” she said, pulling out of his ass. Eric was almost sorry to feel her go.

She grabbed his hips and turned him toward her. His skirt was bunched up at his waist and his panties hung at his knees.

Audrey put her hand on his chest and mumbled something Eric didn’t quite understand. He tried to make out what she was saying, but his focus shifted from her voice to the sharp pain that shot through his body.

She back away from him and he doubled over, groaning as he felt his insides rearrange themselves.

“What... what did you do to me?” he grunted.

“I said that when I was finished with you, you wouldn’t be a straight man,” she answered smugly.

Eric straightened up and watched as his chest swelled up just as it had in his dream. Perky C-cup breasts filled the cups of his bra, pushing out against his blouse and threatening to pop the buttons.

The tightness around his stomach vanished as he thinned out. His waist narrowed, creating a smooth curve between it and his widening hips. His ass rounded out and ripened, filling out the curves of his skirt. The tightness in his groin could have only meant one thing, and lifting up the hem of his dress, he watched his cock and balls shrivel up and disappear inside his body, replaced by a sopping wet cunt.

He looked away from his new pussy to his fingers, watching as they become more slender and his nails grew long and manicured.

He lifted his hands to the golden locks tickling his ears and realized his hair had grown down past his shoulders.

“You turned me into a chick!” Eric covered his mouth, startled at the honey-sweet female voice that flowed from his pouty lips. He blinked, his iceberg-blue eyes staring at Audrey with confusion and panic.

“I said you wouldn’t be a male when I was through with you,” she repeated, placing her hands on her hips. “Now, why don’t you plop that round ass of yours onto the desk so we can finish what we’ve started?”

Eric looked down at his new female body, taking in his long, smooth legs; his mouth-watering curves; his eye-catching breasts. He ran his fingers through his silky blonde hair. I look like the women in my dreams!

“Will it hurt?” he asked, his voice quiet and shy. It was strange hearing this soft, sexy voice coming out of his mouth, but as weird as it was, it was also soothing. It was the kind of voice he could listen to all day.

“Only in the beginning,” Audrey answered, her eyes hungrily scanning every inch of his creamy buttermilk skin. “But once you push past it, the pain gives way to marvelous pleasure, and you forget all about it.”

“There’s no getting out if this, is there?” He looked back at the desk and the pools of cum splattered across the surface, the only evidence that he’d ever had a cock—that he was ever a man.

“It’s not all that bad,” she assured him. “Besides, working for me has its perks. For one, I am a witch, and that opens up a whole realm of things that a normal woman can’t do. Like this.”

Audrey snapped her fingers and Eric went weak in the knees. He had to grab onto the desk in order to stop himself falling. His whole body was on fire and his skin glowed. His face was cherry red as he looked around the office, light-headed.

What is this feeling? I... I feel so... horny!

“Are you aching, Eric? Or should I say: Erica?”

Audrey took another step forward and a second wave of erotic energy passed through him. He looked at her and found his gaze lingering on her cock.

Why can’t I take my eyes off of it? I... I want it so badly.

“Well? Shall we seal the deal?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Feana,” Eric said, biting his lip. He was burning up, his body hungry, craving her toy cock. He wanted to be stuffed so badly.

Regaining control of his body, he heaved himself onto the desk and looked to his boss expectantly.

“Look at you, so eager and willing! Hard to believe you were once a man.” Audrey grinned as she pulled his soaking wet panties off of his legs and held them in front of him. “Look at the mess you made!”

“I... I’m sorry, Ms. Feana,” Eric whimpered, batting his lashes.

Audrey licked her lips. “Sorry ain’t going to cut it, slut. Spread ‘em!”

Eric opened his legs, exposing the hot, wet sheath between them. She rubbed the insides of his thighs as she lined up the head of her cock with his quivering entrance and pressed it against his delicate lips.

“How bad do you want it?” she whispered.

Eric whimpered. “Please... please fuck me, Ms. Feana.”

“Oh? I’m not convinced,” she said, rubbing her shaft between his inner folds.

“I want it so bad!” he cried, wriggling his hips against hers. “Please, fuck me!” Eric fell back onto his elbows as he moaned, pushing his cunt forward toward his boss’ dick.

“Now that’s what I’m talking about!” she praised, grinning wide.

Eric threw his head back and cried out as she plunged into him, filling his sopping wet cunt with her smooth, thick cock.

She thrust deep into him, grinning from ear to ear as she watched him succumb to the pleasure of being fucked like the dirty little sluts he always dreamed of. Eric’s inner walls gripped her meaty cock, pulling it in deeper and not letting it go. Audrey rocked back and forth, rolling her hips and picking up the pace as his cunt desperately milked her.

“Are you ready, slut?” she asked him, her voice strained with pleasure.

Eric looked up at her through half-closed eyes. He was in a daze, his mind flooded with bliss as she ploughed him ravenously. Never before had he felt this wonderful. As good as it was fucking a woman, being fucked as one was a thousand times better. 

How could he ever go back to being a man? Would Audrey even give him the chance to return to his old self? If she did offer it to him, would he even take her up on it after experiencing the heavenly rapture that came from having his pussy fucked?

The flip of the switch and the pulsating rhythm from the vibrations cleared his mind of all thought. The only thing he could focus on was the pleasure and how wonderful it felt. It touched him to the very core of his being, reverberating throughout his body from the tips of his toes and his fingers to the crown of his head.

“Oh, god!” He threw his back into the air, lifting his hips off of the desk as he plummeted into an abyss of ecstasy. His eyes rolled back into his head as his pussy shuddered violently, spraying Audrey’s dick with a torrent of his sweet juices. 

Eric shuddered as the last of the waves subsided and he stared up at the ceiling, his body quivering and his heart beating furiously. His breasts bounced with the rhythm of his pulse, eliciting quiet simpers from between his full, sumptuous lips.

Audrey pulled out of him and the buzzing of the toy filled his ears like the distant hum of a beehive. She flipped the switch off and put her hands on her hips.

“Well Eric, orientation is over. Now put your panties back on and get cleaned up,” she said, looking at her watch. “I have an appointment in twenty minutes and I don’t want my guest seeing you all sexed up.”

“Yes... Ms. Feana,” Eric whimpered as he slid off of the slippery desk. He bent down and picked up his panties, shuddering as the still-wet fabric pressed up against his dripping pussy. Beads of lust slid down his legs as he wobbled behind the desk and plopped down on the leather chair.

He barely had a minute to compose himself before there was a knock on the door. It opened only a moment later, and Eric scrambled to tidy himself. His eyes widened when he spotted the pool of cum on the desk.

Grabbing a tissue, he wiped up the ejaculate and tossed it into the trash before the visitor knew what just happened. He stared at Eric and smiled.

“Have a seat, sir,” Eric said to the man.

“Thank you, miss,” he said in turn.

“Ms. Feana, your appointment is here,” Eric said into the phone.

“Send him in, Erica,” she replied.

He twitched, his legs squeezing together as the burning heat passed through his body.

“Go on in, sir,” he said, trying to hide his discomfort.

“Thank you, miss,” the man said, walking past him into Audrey’s office.

Eric moaned the second the door closed and he fell forward onto the desk, exhaling deeply. And this is just the first day!

WORKING FROM HOME

 

“You’re fired. Pack your shit and go home.”

David blinked, not quite sure he’d heard his boss right. He started to speak, but his boss repeated himself and then pointed to the door behind David.

He remained at a loss for words as he dragged himself back to his desk. His coworkers whispered, but he wasn’t listening; he was too focused on how he was going to explain this to Kayla. He’d just moved in with her little over a week ago, and now he’d been fired. It wasn’t necessarily the end of the world—he did have a good bit of savings—but still, this would not go over well.

To say she was the breadwinner in their relationship was an understatement. She made almost three times what he did and had worked her ass off for it. There was even a possible promotion in her near-future.

David hadn’t been at his job for long—five, six months maybe, barely enough time to personalize his desk, which made packing up quick work.

 

“You got laid off?” Kayla pulled him in for a hug. “I’m so sorry to hear that, babe.”

David frowned. He hated lying to her, but telling her the truth—that he’d been fired over a stupid mistake, and the same one that had gotten him fired from his previous job—would have been worse.

“I’m okay,” he assured her. “Good thing we just paid rent.”

“Take a day or two to relax, but don’t wait too long to start searching, okay?”

David laughed. “Darn, I was hoping to be a kept boyfriend.”

Kayla smiled and returned the chuckle. “Maybe if I get that promotion. But what I don’t want is a slacker boyfriend, okay?”

“Yes ma’am.”

David had heard of the term “funemployed” before, and while he could see why having no job to worry about would be nice, not having any money coming in would take away any joy there was.

That was, of course, until he woke up the next morning and felt the freedom of sleeping in.

Normally his alarm clock would’ve gone off three hours earlier. He would’ve had to crawl out of bed, get dressed, and sit in an hour or so of traffic to clock in at a job he hated.

Instead he got to sleep in. It felt really good.

Kayla had long since left for work. He was surprised she hadn’t woken him before she’d left.

After a quick breakfast, David got comfortable on the couch and turned on the TV.

When Kayla got home that night, he was in the exact same spot.

“Good day at work?” he asked, though he didn’t bother to look up from the screen.

She gave him a kiss on the forehead before going into the bedroom. When his stomach started rumbling not long after, he went into the bedroom to find her sprawled out on the bed in her work clothes.

“Kayla?”

“I’m awake. She sat up. “What is it, David?”

“Dinner?”

She frowned. “Just… order something. I’m too tired.”

He shrugged. “Okay.”

This routine persisted for several days. David would sleep in, lounge about, and play video games or watch TV. Kayla would come home late, mutter something about being tired, and then go to bed without him.

On the third day, she’d had enough. After coming home from work at a reasonable hour for the first time all week, seeing David on the couch with the apartment a mess finally wore down her patience.

“David, what the fuck?”

“What’s up?” he said, eyes still glued to the TV.

She grabbed the remote and turned it off.

“I was watching th—”

“You remember what I told you when you came home after getting laid off?”

He scratched his chin. “Yeah?”

Kayla gestured at the living room and the kitchen. “This place is a fucking mess. I told you I didn’t want my boyfriend to be a slacker. You’re one bong hit away from being exactly that. Have you applied to any jobs?”

“Babe, I’m sorry.”

Kayla closed her eyes and took a deep, centering breath. When she spoke again, the anger was gone from her tone.

“David, you have to understand how I feel. I’m working my ass off every day—”

“It shows. You have a great ass.”

She tried not to smile, but couldn’t stop herself. “Don’t change the subject. I love you, babe. I’m working this hard for us. Put yourself in my shoes. How would you feel coming home after multiple ten-hour days to see me in my underwear, watching TV, and the apartment a mess? The sink is overflowing with plates and the trash needs to be taken out.”

“I’ll take care of that.”

“What about jobs? Have you applied to any?”

David got up and hugged her. “Hey, I’m sorry. I really am. This got out of hand. I promise I’ll clean the place up some tomorrow and I’ll start looking for work.”

She looked up at him. “Promise?”

He nodded. “I promise.”

“Make sure you also take a shower. Actually no, wait. Come on, we’re showering together.”

 

David made good on his promise, and while he wasn’t able to find a full-time job, he was able to find some contract work doing odd jobs from home. Though it brought in some money, it wasn’t a steady paycheck with benefits.

 

“Hey, David?”

“What time is it?” He rolled over forced his eyes open.

“Little before seven,” Kayla said. “Can you do the laundry for me today? I left some instructions.”

“Sure,” he mumbled, rolling back over.

She kissed his forehead. “Love you.”

“Love you too.”

When he woke up a couple hours later, David wasn’t quite sure if that had really happened. Kayla was gone, her side of the bed neatly made as it always was. He wandered toward the kitchen, but stopped when he saw the piece of paper taped to the slatted doors covering their washer and dryer unit.

He squinted and tried to read the instructions, but quickly gave up and decided to take another gander after having some coffee.

“She wants me to do her laundry?” He scratched his head as he read over the note again. David had enough trouble doing his own laundry. He’d hoped that moving in with Kayla would take that chore away from him.

Their apartment had two closets: a walk-in and a regular one. Kayla had fully taken over the walk-in, so when David moved in, she’d made room for him in the secondary closet. He didn’t have a whole lot of clothes, so it wasn’t a problem.

He'd only stepped foot into her closet once before, and that had been with her, so going in alone felt strange. There were rows upon rows of skirts, dresses, tops, pants, and shorts, as well as a dresser full of her underwear and her more casual attire. A shoe rack nearly as tall as he was stood against the back wall containing mostly high heels, but also some sandals and running shoes.

She’d already sorted her laundry for him, so he grabbed the closest basket. The hamper fell over, spilling her underwear and bras on the floor. He scooped the undergarments back into their hamper.

All but one.

David held the lacy thong up in front of him. Despite the sheer fabric and revealing shape, the thong had an unassuming, almost dull gray color to it. It was so very light and stretchy. He wondered if—

“Oh no you don’t,” he said to himself. “Don’t you dare wonder if you could even feel it on you.”

A little thrum of pleasure pulsed low in his abdomen, and looking down, David saw that he had a little bit of an erection going.

He tossed the panties into the hamper and stormed out of the closet. “Nope! Nope! Nope!”

He booted up his computer, put his headphones on, and tried to distract himself. It worked for about an hour, but the thoughts were too hard to ignore and he found himself glancing over at the bedroom.

“Am I really going to…?” He rubbed at his face and sighed. He’d heard that thongs could be rather comfortable. “Fuck.”

He got up and returned to the closet, picking up the thong and fingering the delicate fabric. What was the harm? They were going to go into the wash anyway…

“Fuck,” he sighed again.

David tossed his shorts and underwear onto the bed and held the thong out in front of him. Then he closed his eyes and put it on.

They were so very soft on his skin. It was as if he wasn’t wearing anything at all. It actually felt pretty…

“Oh shit,” he muttered as he saw his hard cock distending the fabric. He pulled the material aside to keep it from getting stretched and then bit his lower lip, walked into the bathroom, and began to jerk off.

It had been a long time since he’d had that good of an orgasm from wanking it. Normally it was very anticlimactic, but this time, he was left breathless. He couldn’t believe what had just happened. It wasn’t that he was starved for sex—he and Kayla had just gone at it the other night—so why did this turn him on so much?

Was it the taboo aspect of it? Where did the thrill come from?

He shook the thoughts from his head, stripped off the panties, and returned them to the hamper, burying them deep inside the rest of her underwear. Then he grabbed one of the other hampers to start with.

But the next day, David found himself thinking about Kayla’s lingerie again.

He couldn’t deny how strangely wonderful it had felt, how amazing his orgasm was, and he found himself wondering about what else Kayla had. He knew she had a plethora of lingerie—he’d seen it on her during the eight or so months they’d been dating. Just the other day, she’d been wearing pantyhose.

Pantyhose was something he was familiar with. She’d worn stockings plenty of times during sex, and the fabric felt so wonderful on her legs he could only imagine what it would feel like on his.

“No, no, no, you fucking dumbass.” He whacked himself on the forehead with the heel of his palm. “What the fuck are you thinking? You’re a dude. Dudes don’t go around wearing their girlfriend’s lingerie!”

He looked in the direction of the bedroom. Yeah, but it felt really good.

He dug around until he found the gray thong from the day before as well as a pair of pantyhose. The nylon was even lighter and delicate than the lace; he’d never felt anything quite like it. Then, before he could stop himself, David stripped, slipped Kayla’s panties back on, and started working the pantyhose.

They caressed his legs in a gentle hug he felt with every movement. He rubbed his thighs together.

“Oh fuck. What the fuck. How the…”

His cock bulged fat in the pantyhose, begging to be released, yet the nylon pinned it against his body. A wet patch seeped through.

“Oh fuck!” David nearly tore the pantyhose off, but quickly composed himself. Carefully he rolled the pantyhose off his legs and returned it, and the panties, back to the bottom of the hamper.

He put his clothes back on, returned to the living room, and tried to forget about what had just happened.

Days passed and the weekend finally rolled around. So far he’d been good about not getting into his girlfriend’s underwear, at least not in the literal sense. They’d decided to spend that weekend visiting her family. It was the first time he’d left the apartment since getting “laid off,” and he figured some time away would help clear his brain.

But it didn’t. His thoughts constantly drifted back to Kayla’s closet and the seemingly endless possibilities it contained. So much of it was unexplored; there were all those drawers that needed to be open and examined. What else did she have in there?

For once, David was happy it was Monday.

He was up and out of bed almost immediately after Kayla left for work. After a quick breakfast, he showered, and still naked, he headed for her closet.

He went with a different combination this time: a pair of black panties and colored pantyhose that made his legs look a little tan. It was hard to really see the effect, since his leg hair obscured most of it.

Maybe I could… 

No, that would give away too much. He could only imagine how Kayla would react to seeing him with shaved legs. No way would she buy the excuse that he’d become a competitive swimmer.

Just like before, his cock fought against the sheer pantyhose. He put a tissue in there, hoping it would soak up any leaks, but all it really did was tickle him. Then he put on a pair of pants and sat down at his desk.

He couldn’t get much work done. The pantyhose and panties constantly reminded him of their presence. It didn’t take very long for him to free his cock from its nylon cage and masturbate and just when he thought he couldn’t top the orgasm wearing panties for the first time had given him, he came so hard he nearly made a mess on his computer desk.

The relief was short. After maybe twenty minutes, he was hard again. Not wanting to give in so easily, he fought it until he couldn’t even listen to whatever music was coming out his computer speakers.

After a couple hours, and multiple orgasms, he’d had enough. As good as it felt, he decided not to attempt to beat the record for most times jerked off in a twenty-four-hour period.

He returned the items to the hamper and sat back down on the couch, only to get a text from Kayla a few minutes later.

We need to talk.

David’s heart sank and the blood drained from his face. His mind raced at a million miles an hour. Had she figured it out? How? Had he not put it away? Had he stained something without realizing it?

Then she sent another text: Have you applied for any jobs? Heard back from anything?

“What the fuck, Kayla?” he said aloud. “You nearly gave me a heart attack.”

He replied, saying that while he’d applied, he still hadn’t heard back, and that in the meantime he’d continue to take odd jobs and work on his portfolio. Then he tossed his phone onto the couch and attempted to bring his heartrate back to normal.

He managed to go a full day before the curiosity grew too strong for him to ignore.

Standing naked in Kayla’s closet, David surveyed the entirety of her wardrobe. He fingered through short pencil skirts and body-hugging dresses until he found the sparkly club dress she’d worn for her friend’s bachelorette party.

He was as clean as could be. He wouldn’t leave a trace.

“I can’t fucking believe I’ve let myself do this.”

He pulled on a pair of panties from her hamper, bright red with a floral lace pattern, and slipped into a pair of dark stockings he was so happy to find in one of her drawers. His leg hair was just barely noticeable, and he felt a little thrum in his cock.

Despite his practically sedentary lifestyle, David had been blessed with a thin frame, and since Kayla was just as tall as he was, her clothes fit, though he did lack her lovely curves. The skirt was a simple affair, something short and tight, a cheap piece of stretchy black fabric that did nothing to hide his hardening cock.

The bra was a mystery to him. How Kayla could put them on and take them off so easily was something he’d never understand. Nor did he understand why he’d decided to put one on—it wasn’t like he had any breasts.

The blouse he chose for this momentous occasion was cream-colored and made from a shiny fabric that might have been silk. It was soft and smooth, and fortunately didn’t tear when he slipped his arms into it.

He tucked the shirt in, and turning to find the full-length mirror, he spotted the racks of shoes.

David chewed his lip as he scanned the shelves and grabbed the first pair that called out to him: glittering silver pumps. He held them before him like they were the Holy Grail, and the memory of when Kayla had worn them sparked in his mind.

She’d looked good. Damn good.

David was only an inch or two taller than Kayla, and since he didn’t really know anything about women’s footwear, he hoped that their near similar height meant they took a similar size of shoe.

And they did fit—barely. The stockings helped, providing a pseudo-slick surface to aid in getting his heel into the… well, the heel. But they were tight. He might get a minute or two out of the heels before his feet started to cramp.

His life flashed before his eyes as he nearly toppled over upon standing. Thankfully her dresser was within arm’s reach, and David steadied himself. He felt like a baby giraffe learning to walk on those long, lanky legs of theirs. He clung to the dresser for a few moments until his body adjusted and he got used to his shifted center of gravity.

He caught his reflection in the mirror. From the neck down he looked… sexy. The stockings really brought out the shape of his legs, enhanced by his sexy footwear. His ass wasn’t too bad, either.

A pleasurable pulse nearly felled him. The wave of pleasure that emanated from his nethers was unlike any he’d felt before. His cock fought against the fabric, trying desperately hard to break through. Even his vision went momentarily blurry.

When things cleared up and he regained his composure, David looked at his appearance once more, focusing instead above his shoulders. A thought crept into his mind.

You know, a little makeup and you could…

Another pulse of pleasure, another enticing wave of bliss.

A voice in his head screamed something, but David was already in the bathroom, digging through Kayla’s makeup collection to find one thing.

There was something amazingly thrilling about uncapping and twisting the tube of lipstick. The red pigment called to him, begging him to tint his lips that vibrant, seductive shade.

The applicator hovered there, centimeters from his lips as he stared at his reflection.

The outcome wasn’t the best. It was uneven, wobbly, a far cry from the crisp, clean lines of a seasoned pro. But the effect wasn’t the least bit diminished, and the sight of himself with bright red lips in that attire pushed David over the edge.

His knees buckled as cum leaked out of his cock. He managed to free it just in time for it to erupt, sending hot streaks across the counter. His head swam as he continued jerking, his own lusty moans filling his ears.

After what felt like an eternity, it was over. His balls were drained, but the pleasure still lingered as he stared at himself, eyes glazed. When his mind came back down from the clouds, David took in the scene.

“Oh, fuck.”

Panic replaced bliss as he kicked off Kayla’s heels and removed her skirt and panties. It wasn’t just a drop or two of precum this time—they were thoroughly soaked.

He filled the sink with cold water and placed the panties in there to soak. Stripping off the top, he wrestled for a moment with the bra before tossing them both onto the ground to deal with later, along with the stockings.

David hadn’t been this focused since his college finals. He was so zeroed in that after managing to get his cum out of Kayla’s panties and skirt and returning the rest of the clothes to their rightful places, he realized he’d completely forgotten about the lipstick.

“Fucking hell,” he said as he dug around for the makeup-removing wipes. The scenario played in his mind of Kayla coming home to see him watching TV or playing video games while wearing bright red lipstick.

“Yeah, let’s not have that happen.”

It came off without a problem and he buried the spent wipes at the bottom of the little trashcan in the bathroom.

Then, acting as if none of this ever happened, he got dressed and went back out to the living room, hoping to forget about one of the best orgasms he’d ever had.

“Never again. Never. Again.”

 

“How’d the interview go?” Kayla asked as she joined David on the couch. She was still in her work attire: a blouse, a skirt and a blazer.

David looked her up and down. She looked pretty damn good in it, and he wondered if—

No, you’re not going to.

“It went pretty well,” he said. “It was done through video chat. The company has locations all over the place, so I might be working from home.”

“Lucky bastard,” she laughed. “Hey, so I’ve got some cool news. My company is sending me on a business trip.”

“Oh, that’s awesome!”

“Yeah, my supervisor straight-up told me that if I do well, I’ll be a shoo-in for the promotion.”

“Oh, fuck yeah!” He hugged her.

“David, this is going to sound weird, but…” She took his hands in hers. “Does my success and income bother you? Like, do you feel—”

“Kayla, let me stop you there. I know what you’re about to say. No, I’m not one of those guys who feel emasculated when their girlfriend is more successful than they are. I think it’s actually pretty hot.”

She smiled, but couldn’t stop herself from giggling. “You think so? Well, I’m glad to hear it. Because you might get your wish at being a kept man.”

 

The next day, David found himself online shopping. It was normal for him to browse the latest tech and see if any video games were on sale, but today he couldn’t get the thought of Kayla being gone for a couple days out of his mind, and even though he’d sworn to never dress in her clothes again, he found himself shopping for a wig.

There was a wide variety available, even more so on the ridiculously cheap side. It never occurred to him that there was a market for essentially one-time use wigs for Halloween or convention cosplay.

He settled on a wavy, shoulder-length blonde wig that set him back a measly fifteen bucks. The reviews were scathing, talking about how cheap and poorly-made it was, but for what he needed it for, it would be perfect.

The wig arrived the day Kayla left for her trip, but David had promised himself to wait until the following day to dress up. There was irony in there somewhere—breaking his vow to never dress up again, only to follow through with a promise to wait a day before he did.

He barely got any sleep. His mind raced with ideas and potential outfit combinations. He debated just how far he was willing to go, and if it would truly be the last time.

After a thorough shower and a wank to clear his mind, David stepped into Kayla’s closet and began the transformation. There were countless combinations, but in the end, he settled on a pink blouse, gray skirt, dark pantyhose, and black heels. While he was very much fond of Kayla’s raven hair, there was just something about blondes that always turned David on.

The heels went on much easier than the previous pair had, and David found himself walking about the bedroom with ease after a few practice struts, Kayla’s pantyhose restraining his semi-erect cock.

But that all fell apart the moment he donned the wig.

Even lacking makeup to hide his masculinity, David still saw some semblance of a woman staring back through his reflection. This time she wasn’t so flat-chested—David had stuffed Kayla’s bra with some socks—but he couldn’t help but wonder what having real breasts felt like.

The pantyhose could only hold back his cock for so long. It pressed out, tenting the front of his skirt. Knowing full well what happened last time, and considering what he planned to do next, David freed his cock and jerked off while staring at his reflection.

While it wasn’t nearly as pleasurable as it was the last time, the act did temporarily satisfy his lust. With his cock soft and tucked neatly back in his panties, David sat down at Kayla’s vanity and got to work.

Having only researched makeup application briefly, his goal was to not come out of the process looking like a clown. He kept things minimal, applying some concealer to hide his beard shadow, blush to accentuate his cheeks, and some dark eye shadow. No way was he going to attempt eyeliner, and while he loved the idea of fake eyelashes, he decided to just go with some mascara. The attempt was pitiful, but he managed to get some curl to his eyelashes.

To finalize his makeover, instead of bright red, David painted his lips hot pink. The result was more than what he’d bargained for, and despite his amateurish—at best—makeup job, what stared back at him in the mirror was most definitely a bimbo crossdresser. He had no aspirations of passing as an actual woman, but he was hotter than he imagined he’d be.

“Like, oh my god.” He stood and admired himself from all angles. Then he faced the mirror and did his best bimbo impression. “I look, like, so hot.”

His cock hardened instantly, and before he could gain any kind of control over the urge, he’d pulled it free to stroke it. His body quivered with the ensuing orgasm, and with most of the day still ahead of him, David put his cock back in his panties and went to the living room.

It was exceedingly difficult to work in this attire. Every article of clothing reminded him of its presence—the tight-fitting bra, the gentle caress of the pantyhose, the delicate fabric of the panties. By the time he decided enough was enough, he had jerked himself raw and would very much be sore the next day, and in more places than one.

Now Kayla was due back any minute. He had triple-checked the entirety of the apartment and was certain he had left no clues. Her clothes were back in their original spots, he had emptied the trash can in the bathroom, and there were no stray strands of blonde hair or stains left behind. His wig was the only piece left.

True to the reviews, in just two days of wear, the wig had started to fall apart. It had been in the best shape to begin with upon arrival, but even so, David found it difficult to part with.

He finally did say goodbye, and when he had returned to the apartment after taking out the trash, Kayla was there waiting for him.

She smiled. “Did you have fun while I was away?”

“Yeah, I had a couple dozen people come by for a rager.”

They shared a laugh, though Kayla’s smile lingered.

 

Hours later, the doorbell rang. When David looked outside, several packages, all addressed to Kayla, sat on their doorstep. He brought them inside and texted Kayla.

Oh good, they came! she replied.

He inspected the packages. Some were from a department store Kayla frequented, but another had come from a mystery retailer. He wondered if she had gotten the promotion and celebrated with some online shopping.

He got his answer when she came home.

“They’re presents for you.” Kayla grinned. “Open them.”

“But they’re addressed to you.”

“That’s ‘cause I ordered them, silly. Open them.”

He opened the heaviest package and his heart sank. Inside was a shoe box, and inside that shoebox was a pair of black patent platform heels with an ankle strap.

“You ordered me women’s shoes?” he said, trying his best to mask his fear with confusion.

Kayla motioned to the other boxes.

The largest contained a variety of clothing: a pair of miniskirts, a couple blouses, some stockings, and a dress. A smaller box contained a few pairs of lingerie, and the last box contained a wig. Not a cheap, one-use wig, though—a quality one, blonde, chest-length, layered, and full.

David’s composure shattered. “What… What’s—”

“They’re for you, David. So you can stop wearing mine.” Her tone was plain, matter-of-fact, even.

“I don’t—”

“Don’t lie to me, David. I know you’ve worn my clothes. You did a good job hiding it, but not good enough.”

“You’re not—”

“Oh, don’t let my tone fool you. I’m pretty upset. I’m mad that you tried to hide it, that you lied and did this all behind my back. I love you, David, and the secrecy hurt.”

“I panicked. I thought—”

“You thought if you came clean I’d break up with you, didn’t you?” She sighed. “I had an ex who used to dress up. He was honest with me from early on. I let him do it, and we had fun together, but then he started cheating on me with men he met online and I ended it.”

“I’m sorry.”

Kayla hugged him. “I’m sorry too. You know you can be open and honest with me, right?”

“How did you…” He gestured to the packages.

“Little things, innocent on their own. One of my pantyhose had a run that wasn’t there before. Dents in the carpet from high heels. Your scent on one of my blouses. Before I left for my trip, I hid a camera in my closet, and that confirmed it.”

David practically fell into his chair, his throat tight. “I, I’m so sorry, Kayla. I don’t know where it came from. One day I was just… curious.”

“Babe, it’s okay. I understand, trust me. I’m upset, sure, and while I wish you had told me about this instead of me finding out on my own, I’m not going anywhere. I still love you.”

“You do?”

She leaned forward and kissed him. “Of course.”

 

“David, wake up.”

He rolled over. “What time is it?”

“6:15.”

“Why so early?”

“So you can get ready.”

With some coxing, Kayla managed to get David out of bed.

“Are we going somewhere?” he asked, still half-asleep.

“No, I’m going to dress you up today.”

Whatever sleep he still had in him vanished. Now fully awake, he froze in place. “What did you say?”

Kayla smiled. “It was something I never got to do for my ex. I want to help you get ready, do your makeup so you look good today.”

David bit his lip. He couldn’t deny that this was something he’d wanted ever since his first attempt to put on lipstick. To have Kayla do it, someone skilled at it… he could only imagine how he’d look.

She had him strip naked. “Now David, before we go any further with this, there is something you need to promise me.”

“Anything.”

Kayla bit her lip. “You can’t masturbate. You have to go the day without jerking off.”

“What? Really?”

“Yes. If you can, then I’ll reward you.”

David nodded. He could do that, right? He could control himself. “I promise.”

“Good! Let’s get you dressed.”

The difference was night and day. Kayla did a superb job. David actually looked passable.

She smiled. “I can tell you’re enjoying this.”

David was rock-hard and he hadn’t even gotten dressed yet. All Kayla had done so far was apply his makeup and wig. How was he going to go all day without masturbating?!

His outfit consisted of tan pantyhose, a black bra and panties, a gray pinstriped miniskirt, and a black silk blouse. He kept having to pull the skirt down to stop it from showing off his upper thighs, which made Kayla laugh.

“All right, one last thing before I go: your name.”

“My name?”

“Well, yeah, I can’t call you ‘David’ when you’re looking like that. How about…” She tapped on her chin as she looked him up and down. “Oh! I know. Daphne.”

“Daphne?”

“Yes, your girl name shall be Daphne.”

David wanted to protest, but the thought of having a girl name just turned him on so much. His cock throbbed and strained against the fabric containing it.

Kayla placed her hand on his bulge and rubbed it, making him shudder. “Now be a good girl, Daphne. No masturbation.” She looked at her watch. “Time to get going!”

She made her way toward the front door, stopping just before leaving the bedroom to double back and give him a kiss.

“Love you.”

“Love you too,” he said as she walked out the door.

“Fuck,” he muttered once she’d left. He caught sight of himself in the mirror. He looked good. Damn good. His cock throbbed again, and this time, he felt a little wetness in his panties.

He made his way to his desk and started working, so very thankful that his new job didn’t require daily video meetings.

He only made it halfway through the day before he couldn’t take it anymore. The pleasure had fogged his mind, making it impossible to focus on his work. He whipped out his cock and jerked off at his desk.

How is she even going to know? he thought.

With the deed done and his mind cleared, he was able to focus, though the relief didn’t last long.

 

“How was work today, Daphne?” Kayla said as she entered the apartment.

“It was… fine?” David said, still getting used to his girl name.

She grinned. “Were you a good girl for me?”

David nodded and smiled.

Her grin vanished and she pointed at his crotch. “Lift that skirt.”

David swallowed, but obeyed. He lifted his skirt and saw the stain. His heart sank. How? He was so careful!

Kayla shook her head. “Couldn’t control yourself, could you?” She sighed. “Well, I was going to give you a blowjob tonight, but you couldn’t keep your promise.”

“Babe, I’m sorry. It was so hard.”

“Don’t babe me, Daphne. No excuses. Maybe tomorrow you’ll do better.”

 

The following day, try as he might, David—or rather, Daphne—couldn’t make it through the day. She made it a little bit further than she had before, but all it took was a shift in the seat for her cock to brush past the inside of her skirt and set her off.

On the third day, Kayla had David not dress up. But when she came home, she didn’t do so empty-handed.

“What is that?” He pointed to her shopping bag.

Kayla reached in, and his jaw dropped when she pulled out a French maid costume. “I swung by one of those year-round Halloween stores. I saw it on my way to work and figured you could use more… discipline.” Then she reached into the bag and pulled out a razor and a chastity cage.

“What the fuck?”

“You couldn’t control yourself, so I figured this would help with your… urges.”

“I’m not wearing that.”

“David, if you wear this for me, not only will I give you the most amazing blowjob you’ve ever had, but I’ll even let you fuck me on the couch.”

David’s eyes widened and he took the chastity cage from her. It was white and made of a soft, smooth plastic. “Why the maid outfit?”

“Because I would like for Daphne to clean the apartment.”

David weighed his options. Chastity sounded uncomfortable, but at the same time, he couldn’t deny that it also sounded hot. The denial was something new he’d never before considered might be pleasurable. It had been some time since Kayla gave him a blowjob, and she was so very good at them. Plus he really did want to see what it would be like to wear the nylons with hairless legs.

“Fine, okay. I’ll do it.”

Kayla practically jumped for joy. “You’re going to love it, I know,” she said as she hugged him. “Now get in the shower and get that body silky-smooth.”

The chastity cage didn’t seem all that bad at first. It was lightweight and didn’t pinch anywhere, and it had a hole so that David could relieve himself. But that all changed once he slipped the white stockings on. The sensation of the nylon against his hairless legs was on an entirely different level. Now he understood why Kayla had made him wear the cage.

It wasn’t painful, it was just… aggravating. Not even five minutes after he’d put the cage on, David knew this was going to be one of the most difficult days he’d ever had. He might end up driving down to a hardware store to get some bolt cutters to free himself.

The maid outfit was embarrassing, to say the least. Kayla must’ve bought the sluttiest one she could find, because not only did the skirt stop halfway down his thigh, but with the addition of a frilly white petticoat, it bulged out to leave nothing to the imagination. His ass was in full view the moment he bent over.

She went a little overboard with the makeup, and with his wig up in a bun, she made David—or Daphne—look more like a porn star than a house cleaner. Then again, with an outfit like that, maybe that was what Kayla wanted.

“Daphne, you are to clean the apartment. I want it spotless. I’d like all the dishes done and put away, and laundry done and folded. Understand?”

David frowned. “Yeah.”

Kayla waved her finger. “That’s not how a maid responds to her mistress.”

David raised an eyebrow, then rolled his eyes. He curtsied. “Yes, mistress.”

She clapped her hands and gave David a quick kiss. “You look so wonderful, Daphne! Have fun!” She put the key to his chastity cage in her purse and left.

David watched the door and mumbled some curses. Then he lifted the hem of his dress and stared down at the outline of the cage through his panties.

“What have I gotten myself into?” he sighed, then started cleaning.

David—Daphne—found the chastity cage to be rather… encouraging. She’d thought it would make cleaning the apartment profoundly difficult, but the constant reminder helped her to focus on her tasks at hand.

That didn’t mean it was easy, though.

At random times, something—a twist of her body, her legs brushing against themselves, a breeze blowing under her skirt—would set her off. Thrice she came, but there was no relief. Cum dripped out of the tip of her cock, but it only exacerbated her lust, intense pleasure mounting inside her and begging for release.

She was extraordinarily vulnerable in this state. She would do just about anything to get the cage off. Even after completing all her tasks, she kept on cleaning, knowing the moment she stopped, she would be faced with all her pent-up desire.

When Kayla finally came home, Daphne threw herself on her knees in front of her, begging her for release.

“Oh my god, Daphne, you are soaking wet!”

Daphne quivered as Kayla stuck her hand under the hem of her dress.

“Please,” Daphne whispered. “Please release me.”

Kayla nodded. “I will if you did a good job.”

Daphne teetered behind Kayla as she inspected the apartment. The place was indeed thoroughly clean and she’d completed all of Kayla’s tasks.

“Good job, Daphne.” Kayla smiled and removed the key from her purse. “As promised.”

David didn’t care if he was still dressed like a slutty maid. He was a dam ready to burst, and hearing that click and feeling the cage come off was damn near the greatest thing to ever happen to him.

That moment was eclipsed only a second later when Kayla wrapped her lips around his cock.

 

“Hey, David,” Kayla whispered. “I have an idea I want to run by you.”

When he finally managed to get his eyes open, he saw her sitting on the edge of the bed right next to him, gently combing her fingers through his hair.

“What is it?”

“A challenge… of sorts.”

“Oh?” He sat up and tried to blink away the grogginess.

She chewed on her finger. “I would like for you to tidy up the apartment again, though in addition to that, have dinner ready for me when I get home.”

David laid back down. “Do I have to wear that maid outfit again?”

“No, I want to dress you up like a housewife today. Although…”

He squinted. “What?”

Kayla kissed him. “I want you to wear the chastity device again.”

David frowned and opened his mouth to speak, but Kayla interjected. “If you do this, I’ll have another present for you. Better than a blowjob. I’ve heard guys online say it’s the best thing they’ve ever felt.”

“What is it?”

“I can’t tell you, it’s a surprise. But I know you’ll love it.”

He sat up and swung his legs off the side of the bed. He looked over at her and smiled. “I can tell this is really exciting for you, and I want you to be happy.”

Kayla frowned. “Babe, you don’t have to do it. I’m not making you. If you don’t like it, tell me and we’ll stop. I just thought after last night…”

He cut her off with a hug. He couldn’t refute the evidence. As challenging as it was to make it through the day, there was something… liberating about wearing the cage. Like the way it helped him focus; he had never been so productive. He could only imagine what else he could get done. The apartment hadn’t gotten all that dirty, so he would have a lot of time to work on personal things.

“Let’s do it,” he said. “I accept your challenge.”

Kayla hugged him back. “Thank you. I promise you’ll love it.”

This time, David did his own makeup. While it didn’t come out as professional as when Kayla had done it, he did look far better than when he’d first applied it, which felt like forever ago.

“We need to get you some more heels,” Kayla said as David slipped into the black patent pumps.

David didn’t say no.

The dress was sky-blue and left nothing to the imagination. Sleeveless, it showed off what little curves he had, as well as the outline of the chastity cage. To improve upon the look, Kayla supplied some bright red acrylic nails, bracelets, an anklet, and some large clip-on earrings.

“I think this may be my best work yet.” Kayla clapped her hands. “Daphne, you look simply ravishing. A total trophy wife, even though you lack the fake breasts.” She winked. “Though we can fix that.”

“Wai,t what?”

Kayla giggled to herself as she grabbed her things. “Remember, have dinner ready when I get home and you’ll get your present. Love you!”

Daphne sighed and glanced down at her cage. She could feel the pressure building inside her already like thunder from a distant storm. She tried not to think about what Kayla had said just before leaving, but the image buzzed around her mind like a fly: Kayla gluing large fake breasts to her chest, the weight of them pulling her forward.

Her cock pulsed in its cage, already dripping precum. Deeper down the rabbit hole she went: padding for her hips and ass, maybe even a fake vagina to cover her locked cock.

Daphne couldn’t even make it an hour before cumming, and just like the day before, no relief came from the act. It just made things… well, not worse, but problematic.

By the time she started getting dinner ready, Daphne had to change out her panties. The pair she started the day with were soaked through with cum.

If Kayla asked her to wear the cage again, she’d say no. Or would she? Daphne couldn’t deny the underlying thrill of at being of being at Kayla’s mercy, that she held the key to her salvation, her… release. She would do anything to get free, but at the same time, it just felt so… good. Like a high without the need for drugs.

An erotic bliss.

Daphne was filling the wine glasses with an unsteady hand when the door to the apartment opened. She just about dropped the bottle from excitement.

“Oh my god, it smells amazing in here!” Kayla practically ran into the kitchen.

Daphne surveyed the spread. Not even she could believe she’d pulled it off. When was the last time David had cooked anything this elaborate?

“Welcome home.” Daphne curtsied, but didn’t realize until afterward.

Kayla gave her a big kiss. “I’m sure you’re starving.”

The food was just as delicious as it looked, and just as Daphne was about to start doing the dishes, Kayla grabbed her hand and led her into the bedroom.

“Are you ready for your present?”

She didn’t wait for a response before reaching under the bed. A moment later, she placed the sealed package on the bed and opened it.

Daphne’s jaw dropped as Kayla removed the strap-on harness. The leather was hot pink, and attached to the front was a long, realistic-looking dildo.

“Whatcha think? You want to give it a go?”

This must’ve been her plan from the get-go. Daphne was so full of pent-up lust and desire that she was as moldable as clay. But even if she were sober as a priest, even if she was David, she would’ve given it some serious consideration. She knew the prostate was the male G-spot, and if it was as satisfying as what she’d read about online, then she could only imagine what it would feel like in her current state.

“Care to… warm me up?” Kayla said, stroking her new cock.

Daphne smiled, got down on her knees, and wrapped her lips around it. She’d have been lying if she’d said she hadn’t been dying to try sucking a cock. It was the cage; the effect it had was greater than she could have imagined. It opened her mind to all sorts of things, all sorts of fantasies.

“Oh, Daphne, you’re doing so good.”

Kayla placed her hand on the back of Daphne’s head and eased her deeper and deeper until the whole thing filled her mouth. Daphne’s own cock pulsed and thrummed. Her panties were completely soaked again.

“Hands and knees, slut.” Kayla’s tone was soft, yet commanding. Daphne obeyed without question.

She climbed onto the bed and Kayla lifted the back of her dress. She squeezed and played with Daphne’s ass, giving it a couple playful spanks before pulling her panties down.

“Daphne! You’re soaking wet! You naughty, naughty girl!”

After a surprisingly pleasant warm up with her fingers, Kayla slipped the dildo in and rocked Daphne’s world.

 

“You don’t have to keep wearing the chastity cage,” Kayla said as she glanced over at David sharing her vanity. He wore nothing but hot pink lace panties, through which the outline of his cage was visible. His skin was silky smooth, not a strand of hair in sight. “But honestly, it’s super-hot.”

He smiled. “Definitely not something I can wear twenty-four-seven, plus it makes sex so much better. Almost like keeping it confined makes using it much more… gratifying?”

“And the job is going well?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s pretty nice that they never need to video chat, just the occasional phone call.”

“Babe, that’s so hot. That you’re dressed like that and they don’t even realize it!”

David laughed. “Definitely something I discovered quickly.”

She kissed him on the head. “I have to get going. Send me a pic of your outfit, okay?”

“Will do.”

The morning went by quickly. Repeat wearing of the chastity cage had helped David—or rather, Daphne—develop some resistance to its power, but she was far from impervious to it.

Then the doorbell rang.

When it turned out to just be a delivery, Daphne waited a minute before bringing the boxes inside. They were pretty heavy and all addressed to “Daphne.” She texted Kayla.

I couldn’t help myself. Open them up and put them on. Facetime me when you’re done.

Daphne’s heart was ready to burst out of her chest by the time she finished opening the last package. She surveyed the contents on the table: hot pink high heels, a pink mini-dress, a rhinestone choker, a pair of massive fake breasts, and a thick dildo with a suction base.

The breasts came with glue pre-applied, and the moment they went on, Daphne came again. Once her mind came back down from the clouds, she giggled as they bounced. After switching out her panties for a dry pair and putting the oh-so-revealing dress on, she Facetimed Kayla.

“I’m so glad you went with pink lipstick today, otherwise I would’ve had you change that too!”

“This dress is insane.” Daphne propped her phone up and took a step back. It was a body-hugging tube of a dress, hot pink with strips of sparkling silver rhinestones. It left her shoulders and neck exposed and just barely covered her ass. The heels had an inch platform on them, effectively turning Daphne into a bimbo Barbie doll.

“Oh, you look so wonderful! I wish I was there right now. Can’t wait to come home to that!”

“I can’t believe you got me these fake breasts. They must’ve been so expensive!”

“They look amazing on you, and you’d be surprised what you can find for cheap online! I assume you also saw the dildo?”

“Yeah, is that for your strap-on? It looks big.”

“No, that is for your desk. It’s got a suction bas,e right?”

“Yeah.”

“Then go ahead and stick it to your desk and start sucking on it for me.”

Daphne went over to the kitchen table and grabbed the dildo. “You want me to do what?”

“I guess you really are a bimbo!” Kayla laughed. “Stick it to your desk and give it a nice blowjob for me. I want to see you suck on it.”

She looked down at the dildo in her hand. It did look rather tasty. Once she realized that her mouth was watering, Daphne gave in. She stuck the dildo to the desk and went to town.

“Oh, babe, I wish I was right there, fucking you from behind while you sucked on that. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Daphne moaned and wet her panties. Cum dripped down the inside of her leg. If her cock weren’t locked up, it would already be in her hands.

“That’s enough, Daphne.” Kayla’s tone was again calm but commanding.

Daphne hesitated, but relented. She pulled her head back and let the cock fall out of her mouth.

“Very good. Now, I would like for you to restrain yourself from sucking on it again until I get, home, but I know that sometimes the urge is too strong. Have fun, Daphne, and enjoy the rest of your day. Love you!”

The call ended and Daphne’s eyes returned to the cock, now shiny and slick with her saliva. She removed it from the surface of the desk and slipped it back into her mouth, leaning back in her chair as she savored it.

 

“There’s my beautiful Barbie doll!” Kayla said as she entered the apartment. “Sorry I’m home so late, I… uh… ran a few errands.” She lifted half a dozen shopping bags and smiled. “Before you ask, no, they aren’t all for you. Some are for me.”

Daphne giggled, wondering what Kayla purchased for her. But before she could put any real thought into it, Kayla took her hand and whisked her away into the bedroom.

Kayla sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her skirt up. “Oh, babe, I’m so fucking wet right now. I want your tongue.”

Daphne obediently dropped to her knees and positioned her head between Kayla’s thighs. Despite her twinge of disappointment that there wasn’t a cock there, Daphne was only too happy to oblige her; she knew that this was one of Kayla’s favorite things.

After her third orgasm, Kayla barely had the breath to tell Daphne to stop. “Babe, that was… amazing. But now it’s your turn.”

Kayla managed to get to her feet and step into the strap-on harness. Wanting to get right into it, she squeezed and ample amount of lube and politely requested Daphne to lay on her back.

“I’ve got something very special in mind, since today is a very special day.”

Daphne managed to lift her head up high enough to see past her large fakes breasts to see Kayla taking off the necklace that held the key to her chastity cage. There was a little click, and Daphne’s eyes widened as her cock sprung free.

Before she could revel in the liberation, Kayla took Daphne’s cock in her hand and stroked.

Then she slid the strap-on in, and Daphne’s moans filled the bedroom.

The sensation was so wonderful, so powerful, that Daphne just about came instantly. Her hips bucked as cum spurted out during the most satisfying orgasm she’d had since she started crossdressing. It left her mind empty, and she stared up at the ceiling and at the clouds beyond as her body melted away into the bed.

“David, you there?” Kayla’s voice was soft, distant. “Earth to David.”

He blinked and looked over at her. She had laid down on the bed beside him. “Hey.”

“Did that feel good?”

David nodded, a big, stupid grin on his face. Kayla couldn’t help but laugh. She combed her fingers through his blonde wig. “So, I’ve got some big news.”

David sat up. “Did you get that promotion?”

“Yes!” Kayla sat up and hugged him. “And it’s more than I thought. So much more! They’re sending me up to corporate in the city, but the best part is we can get that house!”

“Babe, that is so awesome. I’m so happy for you!”

They embraced and shared a passionate kiss.

Kayla smiled. “You know, a house is much bigger than an apartment.” Her eyes met David’s. “We’re probably going to need a full-time housekeeper.”

David returned the smile. “I think I know someone.”
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Check out these other works by John Dylena:

 

Raethiana

When a man survives the sensual ritual meant to sate a succubus’ supernatural appetite, she decides not only to stay the night, but to move in as his new roommate and introduce him to her world; a realm full of demons, magic, and a discovery that will change his life forever.

 

 

 

The Succubus’ Sub

Brett comes back to his apartment one night to find a succubus waiting for him. Myserra, as she calls herself, has an offer for him. 

 

She promises an end to his solitude on one condition: he becomes her sub. 

 

Follow Brett as Myserra takes him on an adventure where he will explore the depths of his own sexuality as she introduces him to a wide array of kinks and fetishes. She'll bind him in latex, dress him up in lingerie, change him into a woman, and even give him a body that is anything but human.
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