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MESMERIZED – Thrall to the Vampire Queen
A Femdom, Feminization, Hypnosis Erotic Short by Keary Hayes!
Another Halloween, another Halloween party—more pretty girls in sexy costumes flirting with the tall, muscular men, more chances for Felix to feel awkward and out of place.  The party was busy and crowded, and there was no sign of the friends who had persuaded him, against his better judgement, to attend.  So it was going to be another party where stood apart on his own never quite fitting in.
This year thought, things are different, this year Felix draws the attention of a dark and mysterious woman.  As soon as he notices her, sat alone in the middle of a busy party, Felix feels drawn to her.  She is unlike any woman her has seen before, aloof, beautiful, with an aura of power that he finds impossible to resist.  Soon enough Felix finds himself enthralled, and he is whisked into the night only to realise that Madame Caedis, ‘the vampire Queen’ is not simply another woman in a costume but is in fact so, so much more… a she has decided to make Felix Hers. 
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, transformation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…





MESMERIZED
Thrall to the Vampire Queen
The party was already in full swing when I arrived, and I paused for a moment on the pavement outside the house to steel myself, letting the loud music and crash of voices wash over me. The house looked busy, bustling, full of friends and acquaintances and strangers, and I wondered to myself why I was even bothering—these things were always a washout, for me at least.
I shook my head and laughed, wondering why I let my friends persuade me to come. Parties were never my scene, and I was sure this would be no exception. ‘There’ll be girls there’, they’d said, ‘maybe you’ll meet someone’, ‘it’ll do you good to get out and have fun, rather than moping in on your own’, ‘it’s Halloween, you can’t not dress up and enjoy a party!’, and, so, here I was, dressed up in a doctor’s white coat covered in fake blood, dreading the inevitable disappointment.
I took a deep breath, stepped off, and headed towards the open front door and the crowd of bodies I could see inside. Already I knew this was not going to be fun…
There were too many people, and I caught sight of a few faces I sort of recognised, but no one I knew well enough to feel comfortable approaching and talking to. There were plenty of girls, all of them around my age, young and pretty, dressed in the usual Halloween uniform for young, sexy women, skimpy costumes, fishnet stockings, corsets, heels—a range of outfits, from sexy catgirls, sexy nurses, sexy schoolgirls, to sexy ghosts, sexy bunny-girls, and sexy policewomen. They all looked… hot, but I knew I had little to no chance with any of them.
Even as I approached the front door I could see that my competition, the other men, were all a much better prospect than me. They were all tall and handsome, muscular, masculine, and the women were all giggling and flirting with them.
I, on the other hand, was far from the archetype of manliness. I was utterly average, averagely slim, averagely small, and to top it all off fairly androgynous. It was true that I wasn’t unattractive, my features symmetrical, with bright green eyes and freckles, full lips, and a toned body from regular exercise, my butt perhaps a little too big for my slight frame, but I was never going to charm a woman that was looking for the traditional variety of man, and I didn’t really mind all that much.
I was content enough. Though I’d never really had romantic relationships, I’d not been lonely with several close friends, male and female, and though women didn’t pay me much attention, I wasn’t resentful or bitter—though I wouldn’t have minded a bit more of a date life, or even the odd casual hook-up, I’d still not yet met any woman who had really interested me. It might have sounded a bit old fashioned, but I’d still not found the one. I was patient though, and I knew that if she was out there she would find me.
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I pushed in through the crowd of people inside the house, the music throbbing, a cacophony of laughter, chatter, giggling, whispering, all of it drumming inside my head, and moved through the many rooms looking for anyone I knew.
The rooms were all heaving, people dancing, clustered in the corners in groups or pairs, a few people slunk off to dark corners to enjoy the touch and caress of another. In one corner I caught sight of a very pretty young girl, with blonde hair like mine, shoulder-length, but styled in full curls, dressed as a sexy demoness, teasing a large, muscular man dressed as a fireman, or maybe he was a fireman on his night off, his costume was very good. There was a tinge of envy at the sight of them—they were both grinning, blushing, clearly excited and enjoying themselves, both young and attractive, and I wondered what it would be like to have someone look at me like that, with need and hunger, desire, what would it be like to have someone want me like that?
Seeing no one I knew to talk to I turned and pushed my way out of the room, heading towards the back of the kitchen in search of a drink to calm my anxiety. The crowd thinned, though the music was still loud, and as I approached the kitchen I noticed a small corner in one of the back rooms that seemed oddly… empty of people despite the rest of the room being crowded and busy.
I frowned, and turned off my course to the kitchen, curious about what was causing it. A leak in the ceiling? A bad smell? Something on the carpet?
I weaved my way through the tight press of bodies, a squash of flesh, and stopped on the edge of the clear space, puzzled. There was nothing keeping people out, only a single armchair and a small side table with a glass and bottle of wine on it. Despite the press of people on my back, I remained outside of the small empty bubble, as though something was keeping me out. It was a puzzle. The space was… empty. I blinked, a fuzzy buzzing in my head like whispers too quiet to be heard, yet clear enough to carry over the music.
I turned and looked around the room for the source, the voice feminine and alluring, and I half expected to see a woman beside me, engrossed in a private conversation or perhaps I was even hoping that someone was trying to attract my attention, maybe that sexy demoness from the other room, or a sexy nurse or catgirl. There was no one there though, and the whispering vanished.
I looked back to the empty corner and… it wasn’t empty. I had been mistaken. I laughed to myself, shaking my head how had I missed Her…
In the armchair in the corner, a glass of red wine in Her hand, was a young woman in a costume quite unlike the others at the party, less revealing, less gaudy, but far sexier, more elegant—a long, figure-hugging black dress with slits up either side to reveal Her crossed legs, Her stockings, a flash of Her suspenders, Her waist corseted, with the top of Her dress low cut to expose Her cleavage, Her figure slim but full, with wide hips and perfect, full breasts. She was utterly stunning, with long black hair falling in loose curls around Her bare shoulders, a loose cloak fastened around Her throat, black with a deep red lining, long black gloves on Her arms, with bright red heels, Her eyes were bright, azure blue, and sparkled, full lashes and dark make-up, and She had the most perfect, full, brilliant scarlet lips.
I was stunned by just the sight of Her. She was by far the most beautiful woman at the party, young and sexy, aloof, beguiling. My heart was thundering in my chest. I was captivated by just the sight of Her. How did I not see Her, and... She was staring right at me, Her gaze intent and cool, as though She were reading my soul. She smiled, Her perfect lips so red, and She took a sip of Her wine.
“Well, aren’t you going to join me?” She said—Her voice quiet, but carrying over the noise of the party, as though Her lips were whispering into my ear.
I could not speak. I could only nod. There was no way I could resist Her. I stepped forward, into the empty corner of the room, and immediately the party seemed to drift away, a spell of quiet, a subtle chill that made me shiver, and it was almost as though we were alone, despite the bustle of people all around us.
“You must forgive me. I don’t like to be bothered by too many people so I prefer to set up a little corner where I can be alone and… watch people.” She said.
Her voice was like honey and nectar, drifting into my mind, coiling around my spine. I nodded, smiling at Her, unable to tear my gaze off Her. She was young, flawless, but there was just… something about Her.
“I… I didn’t mean to intrude.” I said, suddenly nervous.
I could not remember ever being so… drawn to a woman. She was perfect, and the last thing I wanted to do was upset Her.
She smiled, those perfect red lips curling up, and laughed. She shook Her head.
“Not at all. If I wanted to remain alone I would not have… invited you to join me. I saw you in the crowd and you stood out. You seemed… interesting, and I thought perhaps we could talk.”
I smiled back
“You are a murderous surgeon?” She said, gesturing to my bloody white coat. “Very witty.”
I smiled, flattered by Her compliment. I looked over Her costume, not quite sure what she was.
“And you are a…” I faltered, struggling to guess.
She smiled at me and I felt a fluttering in my stomach. She parted Her lips and flashed Her perfect white teeth, Her incisors long and sharp and pointed, the tip of Her tongue running along them, teasing.
“A vampire?” I said.
She nodded, still grinning.
“Indeed. Madame Caedis, the vampire Queen.” She chuckled.
“You look… amazing.” I said, meaning it. “And I’m Felix. Felix the mad surgeon.”
We both laughed. Her eyes were the most perfect, bright blue, dazzling and mesmerizing.
“Thank you for your compliment. Now, there’s no need to stand there on ceremony. Come, sit.” The woman gestured to the floor by the side of Her chair.
There was only one chair, already occupied by Her, but I knew I could not refuse, even if I had wanted to, which I didn’t, there was just… something about Her. I stepped across the empty floor and, slowly, moved to sit on the floor beside Her, and it was as though something clicked. She smiled at me and I felt a warm, bright glow.
She moved to take the spare glass off the table, poured a generous measure of wine, and handed it to me. The scent of it was rich and heavy.
“Now, why don’t we share a drink, and you can tell me all about yourself.” She said.
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Without even realising it I found myself telling Her everything… my family history, how I was an only child, technically an orphan now that my mother and father had recently passed, and how I had only a few close friends, my lack of success with women, my fears, my worries, my secrets. I told Her things I had not even really confessed to myself, offering them up willingly and without hesitation as She asked question after question, polite, probing, reading me. It felt strange, exposing myself so willingly, but I felt safe with Her, protected, secure, and answering Her questions gave me a warm buzz of pleasure.
She listened intently, staring at me with Her beautiful eyes, Her deep rep lips curled up into a subtle smile. She shifted from time to time, uncrossing and recrossing Her legs, a flash of Her suspenders and Her stocking tops, Her long, smooth legs. At times I caught the waft of Her perfume, musky and rich and intoxicating, and the way Her chest rose and fell and she listened to me made me blush, a rising desire that felt almost overwhelming.
As she questioned me I sipped at the wine she had given me, the flavour as complex as the scent, rich, with subtle notes of spice, a faint metallic tang at the back of the throat, almost like blood, but then, she was a vampire Queen, I thought to myself, chuckling.
Around us, the party went on but it seemed remote, distant, the noise of the voices and music little more than a minor distraction. I was focussed on Her, listening to Her talk, answering Her questions, and as She listened to me She seemed to become more cheerful, more engaged, as though my answers were pleasing Her.
“And you’ve really never had a girlfriend or anything? I find that so hard to believe. You’re cute, and intelligent, and you have such a lovely sense of humour.” She said.
I blushed, cheeks burning. It was not the first time She had complimented me, Her words kind and sincere, but each time I felt a rush of emotions that were hard to process.
“It’s true though. I guess I’ve just never met the right girl. I’ve had close female friends but no one’s really been that interested in me and… well… I’ve never really been that interested in anyone.”
“Until now I assume?” She said—there was a note of teasing in Her voice, but from the way Her eyes were sparkling, the curl of Her red lips, I could tell that She also knew it was the truth.
I could only nod. As embarrassing as it was to admit the truth—that I really was that interested in Her, in being close to Her, listening to Her voice, sitting at Her feet, even after only knowing Her for less than an hour—I knew I could never lie to Her. I blushed as She smiled.
“Well, I’m flattered, but, to tell you the truth, the moment I saw you I felt something similar. I’ve been on my own now for… well, too long. I’m quite particular about those I let close to me you see, but you… well, there’s something quite… delicious about you. I think you and I could get along very well, if you’re willing to take me as your Queen.”
I felt my belly flutter and my heart skip. Her words were like music to my ears. Sat at Her feet, looking up at Her, I had never felt more comfortable, more secure… it was like I had found my place.
“Are you willing?” She asked.
There was an edge to Her question, Her voice quiet, like a whisper, seductive but also dangerous, almost threatening. I nodded.
“More than willing, my Queen.” I said.
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Madame Caedis held my hand as She led me out of the crowded house, the bustle of the party in front of us, reforming behind us, though no one seemed aware of our presence. She paid no attention to anyone else, staring ahead, gripping my hand tightly as though unwilling to let me go now She had me, and I had eyes only for Her.
She pulled me out of the party, almost dragging me after Her, eager to be away from the noise and the people, eager to have me to Herself, and I was only too eager to follow, to be alone with Her.
The night was cool, and dark, and my Queen, pulled Her hood up over Her head as she made Her way towards the road. She waved down a passing car, a cab I assumed, and as it stopped she opened the back door and slipped in, pulling me after Her, reaching over me to pull the door closed, locking it, sealing me in with Her—the scent of Her perfume was rich and musky, intoxicating, and I breathed deep. She leaned forward, towards the driver, and whispered into their ear. I watched Her, and she seemed to be the only person in the car, the centre of the universe, dark and captivating, Madame Caedis, the vampire Queen. Was that ever Her real name, or did it just go with the costume?
The car moved off, speeding away from the party, from my friends, and into the unknown, but I did not care. I was with Her.
She turned back to face me and Her eyes glimmered in the shadows cast by Her hood, Her lips deep red like blood, Her face beautiful. She was taller than me I realised for the first time, even without Her heels, but slim, with a full, curvy figure. Her black curls fell loosely around Her shoulders and I could feel Her focus on me as She looked at me. She smiled, and my belly fluttered with a nervous anticipation I had never felt before, as though I were falling, my cock stirring now we were alone, an aching, a longing.
“You don’t mind me dragging you back to my residence? I just… I wanted to get you alone, so we could get to know each other better, so I could… claim you.”
Her words were like a drug, Her voice soft, alluring, but also hard, like steel, Her will exerting itself over mine, wrapping around my mind, coiling around my nervous system, like strings attached to a puppet. I could not resist. I did not want to.
“Claim me?” My voice faltered, I was nervous, and excited.
Madame Caedis smiled at me, grinning, mischief and menace. There was something almost frightening about Her, a domineering aura of power, a presence that made me wilt, small and weak and almost timid, a tiny scream in the back of my head that was telling me to run before it was to late, but… I did not want to. I felt safe with Her, basking in Her presence, Her beauty. She made my body ache in ways I had never experienced.
She nodded, a lightly, confident laugh.
“Claim you, as mine. That is after all why I invited you to join me, but you knew that, didn’t you, deep down. When you saw me, when you accepted my invitation, when you acknowledged me as your Queen. You were frightened, in case you were mistaken, because you hoped so desperately for it to be true. You didn’t want to admit how much you wanted to be near me, close to me, in case I might reject you. I’m not going to reject you though. I want you close to me. I’ve been waiting for a long time for someone just like you. You are so… charming, so cute, and I could do so much with you. You could be everything to me, if you agree.”
Her words, Her aura, Her presence… everything about Her pressed on me, seductive and alluring, Her voice hypnotic, mesmerizing, Her eyes glimmering in the darkness of the car as though simmering with some internal light. She shifted to move closer to me, Her body pressing against mine, Her stocking-clad thigh pressing against my leg, Her breasts pressing against my upper arm, Her breath, warm, hot caressing my neck. I inhaled deeply, Her perfume, my head fuzzy, spinning, heart racing.
“Will you agree? Will you submit to me as you Queen? Become mine? Let me claim you?”
I could not move. The offer was so sudden but also so utterly perfect. She was perfect. I wanted to say yes but I was frozen, a tiny seed of doubt buried deep, a terrified voice screaming inside for me to resist, to run from Her. She smiled at me, flashing Her fangs, the sharp, prominent incisors that looked so real.
“I can give you so much if you just agree. Submit to me. You’ve tasted it already haven’t you, the pleasure at being close to me, the joy I can give you, the power from just a sip of my wine. I can keep you young, cute. I can make you beautiful. You just need to accept me as your Queen, agree to serve me, submit to me.”
She moved closer to me, leaned, Her lips pressing softly to my cheek, kissing, moving slowly round to my lips. Her lips met mine and she kissed me, deeply, intensely, with a hunger I had never known. My body lit up with desire and joy, bliss, and I kissed back, unable to resist.
Her kiss became almost feverish, demanding, teeth nipping at my bottom lip, Her tongue slipping into my mouth, teasing me. Her body pressed against mine, the softness of Her breasts, thighs, and Her hand ran up my leg, squeezing, my cock swelling, hard, aching.
That word… beautiful… it seemed so out of place but it made me tingle. I was a man. I was supposed to be handsome, masculine yet She was telling me I was cute, and was offering to make me beautiful. My cock throbbed, hard, excited by the unknown she was offering me.
Her hand rose higher, squeezing my upper inner thigh, and Her kiss moved down over my chin, down my neck to my throat, licking, nibbling, biting softly, teasing me. I whimpered, moaned, aching.
This was my first real kiss and I knew that I never wanted to kiss anyone but Her, my Queen.
“Yes…” I whispered.
“Yes, what?” She purred as she kissed my throat, Her fangs scraping over my skin. Her hand rose, fingers wrapping around my hard cock in my trousers, squeezing, stroking slowly.
I thrust up into Her grip, my cock throbbing, head spinning, heart racing. I was breathing, hard, panting, body burning up as She kissed and stroked me. The small voice screaming at me to resist was drowned out by the pleasure, the need for Her, the need to please Her, serve Her, worship Her.
“Yes… my Queen. I… I… I will serve you, submit to you…” I whispered, barely able to believe what I was saying.
I felt Her smile in Her kiss, Her teeth sharp. She shifted, lips pressing to the side of my neck, a tiny stabbing pain, then She kissed me hard. Her hand squeezed my cock, stroking, and there was a rush of intense, bright, overwhelming pleasure.
The joy of Her touch, the bliss of surrendering to Her pushed me over the edge. My cock swelled and before I knew it I was cumming, cumming hard into my hands as She stroked me over my trousers, kissing my neck. I felt a tide of shame, blushing a deep crimson.
She lifted Her lips from my neck and moved to look at me, looking into my eyes, grinning as she licked Her deep red lips, plump and wet, Her fangs sharp and glistening. She giggled, looked down at my cock and the growing wet patch in my trousers.
“Well, it looks like someone got a little over-excited.” She said. “I suppose I should be flattered.”
“I… I’m sorry, my Queen.” I whispered, lowering my eyes in humiliation.
She laughed, lightly, kindly, wiping Her damp palm on my trousers. She lifted Her hand to my chin, lifting my face with one finger so I was looking up into Her brilliant blue eyes.
“Now, don’t be embarrassed. You belong to me now. There is nothing you need to hide from me. I own you. All of you. Understand.”
My head spun, dizzy, hazy, but I realised it was true. I had given myself to Her, and there was no escape now.
“It will mean we’ll need to clean you up though, and get you something… new to wear. Luckily for you, I have just the perfect thing in mind.”
Her voice was teasing, words sinking deep, commanding me, a spell that held me, a puppet on the strings of Her will. I smiled, nodded.
“Yes, my Queen.” I whispered.
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She led me from the car through a garden grown wild, gripping my hand tightly. I followed, willingly, gladly, my pants and trousers damp with my cooling cum. She led me up to a house that was vast and grand, but in need of some repair.
“Forgive the house. It used to be in a better state, but unfortunately, I’ve been without help for a while. I suppose I could have taken anyone while I waited for… well, you, but I am quite particular. Now though, well, now everything will be better.”
Her words sank into my mind, fuzzy, hazy from more than just the rush of my shameful orgasm. I nodded, not really understanding, but accepting.
“Now, straight to the bathroom with you, so I can clean you up and get you ready. After all, I still need to claim you, don’t I?”
I nodded. That word, claim, made me shiver. Just what did she mean?
I followed after Her as She led me into Her house, the hall vast and ornate, full of ornate furniture and antiques, paintings, plush rugs, the finery stark compared to the exterior, and then led me up the stairs to the bathroom. She dragged me in behind Her, flicked on the light, and locked the door behind us, turned to face me.
“Now, we need to get you prepared for me, don’t we?”
I nodded, unable to resist. I wanted to please Her, needed to please Her. Her smile left a core of warmth in my gut, a small blessing of joy.
“Good. So first, strip, then I have a few things to go over before you can get cleaned up.”
I obeyed, blushing, a sense of shame at stripping in front of Her while She remained fully clothed in Her cloak and dress and heels, but I could not resist Her command. I slipped off my shoes and socks, my doctor’s coat, then my t-shirt. I paused as I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror, stood alone in the plain tiled bathroom, slim, plain. Could She really make me beautiful? My heart swelled at the thought, the idea of being desired, wanted, cute and… pretty.
“Trousers and pants now.” She whispered.
I turned and saw Her standing behind me. I smiled, nodded, undid my trousers, bushing, and slipped my trousers and my underwear down, blushing as she watched me, Her gaze roaming my body, my legs, my ass, my soft cock.
“Yes… I chose well, you have so much potential. Now, as cute as you are, I think you can be cuter, and I want you to be cute. You want to be cute for me too, don’t you?”
I nodded. Cute, for Her.
“Yes, my Queen.” I whispered.
She smiled, stepped in close. She loomed over me now in Her heels, tall and slim and buxom, Her wide hips and ample ass swaying with each step. Her eyes captivated me, holding me to Her spell, those deep red luscious lips. As she looked into my eyes I caught sight of Her fangs again, so sharp and threatening, predatory, and I shivered.
“Just stand there while I perform a little… something. You’ll feel a tingle but nothing more. Once I’m done you’ll have taken your first steps to becoming perfect for me. You’ll be just a little prettier, a little more… feminine. You’ll be
nice and smooth and soft and so very sensitive, just the way I like my playthings. You’ll like that, won’t you? Being soft and smooth for me, being pretty, cute, feminine, so that you please me.”
I nodded. I needed to please Her.
She moved, slowly, circling me, one hand caressing my shoulders chest, back, whispering, words I did not understand, a language that sounded both familiar and strange. The air seemed to fizz and there was a tingling, starting in my scalp, then travelling down.
My head was hot, aching, and my hair itched, tickling my neck as though it were moving, and my face tingled, focussed on my eyes and lips, but also in my cheeks, nose, ear, running down my neck and along my spine.
I moaned, the sensation pleasant but also aching. My shoulders stiffened for a moment then relaxed, my arms twitching. My chest, my ribs and my waist, swelled and contracted in turn, my chest becoming just slightly heavier, nipples tingling with bright twinges of pleasure and pain, and my waist seemed to shrink. The tingling ran lower, down my spine into my hips, an expanding in my ass and pelvis, then my legs almost shimmering, my whole body shivering for a moment as a shudder like electricity ran through me.
Finally, it ceased, and the room was quiet. A hand ran over my shoulders, smooth, the sensation bright, sending bolts of pleasure along my spine, my skin suddenly much more sensitive, smoother, softer.
“Open your eyes beautiful.” She said.
I did as I was told, saw Her smiling down at me.
“All finished, for now. There are still a few… changes to come, but I must say you look quite stunning. It’s all I can do to resist claiming you here, now, on the floor, but I think it’ll be worth the wait. For both of us.”
My head was spinning, my heart racing. I smiled, flattered by Her words, glad to be pleasing Her.
“Thank you, my Queen.” I whispered.
I glanced to the side, saw my reflection, alone in the bathroom, and I faltered. I really was beautiful… the change subtle but stark. My hair seemed longer, fuller, long curls falling about my shoulders, and my face was definitely cute, almost girly, my eyes wider, long black lashes, with a hint of eye-shadow, pink and black, glittery, dark eyeliner and mascara.
My nose was thinner, as was my jaw, and my cheeks seemed refined, but it was my lips that drew my attention, fatter now, plump, bright pink, and glistening wetly. When had She done my make-up?
I giggled at my reflection, blushing, confused by how happy it made me, but unable to deny the blossoming sense of euphoria spreading through me. Is this what She had seen in me? Is this why She had chosen me? I shifted to examine my body, it too changed, my shoulders slightly narrower, arms and chest thinner, while my nipples were larger, perky, stiff, and… I had just the subtlest breasts, no more than A-cup, but obvious now I was looking at myself. My blush deepened and I lifted my hands up to cup my breast, pinching my nipples lightly, gasping at the rush of sensations, watching myself in the mirror.
The waist too was narrower, waspish, and my hips wider, my ass plumper, full and perky. As I wiggled my cock swayed, throbbing, engorging, excited by my humiliating, feminizing transformation, but it was… definitely smaller. Though it had never been large it was almost cute now, pretty, like me, twitching, my belly fluttering. I was so smooth, and soft, my entire body hairless now, girly and feminine, and I could not deny how the sight excited me, aroused me, a pretty androgynous boy, a cute girl, beautiful.
“You like what you see then?” She asked.
I turned to see Her stood just behind me, watching me and my reflection, Her gaze flicking to my swelling cock. I blushed, giggled, nodded. I could not deny the truth.
“I do… I really do. Thank you. Thank you, my Queen.” I said—my voice soft and worshipful, hush, feminine.
She smiled at me, just a hint of Her fangs showing between Her deep red lips, plump and full and wet. She reached out, ran Her gloved fingers down my spine, scratching me, teasing me, and I shivered, wiggling my ass, my cock aching.
“I like you too, and now you just look even more stunning, that perfect mix of everything I want in my toy. Cute, pretty, feminine, beautiful, with such an adorable little cock.”
I shuddered, joy and shame, the mix of emotions an intoxicating cocktail, drunk on the bliss of pleasing Her, my Queen. My cheeks ached from smiling so hard, heart racing.
“Now, why don’t you jump in the shower and clean up while I go and slip into something more… comfortable, and get your pretty, sexy outfit ready. And you don’t need to worry about ruining your make-up, as you’ll find all your changes are quite permanent.”
I nodded, beaming, blushing. Her words sank deep into my consciousness, a spell binding me to Her will, chaining me to Her, but I did not mind, did not even resist. I was happy, head spinning, drunk on the pleasure of submitting to my Queen.
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I washed as instructed, with the soaps and lotions She had left me, the scent of them floral and musky, distinctly feminine and sensual. The sensation of running my hands over my now smooth body was bliss, the foamy lather slick, my legs, belly, chest, arm, butt, even my cock and balls hairless now, so much more sensitive, and I shuddered, moaning quietly, my hands caressing, fondling, squeezing.
My cock hardened, aching, and I stroked it, slowly, teasing, balls tight, throbbing. It fit neatly into one hand, definitely smaller now, shorter and thinner, but almost seemed more sensitive. I stroked faster, harder, but though it felt good, unbelievably good, being pretty and smooth, stroking, something seemed almost… missing, an emptiness.
Without thinking, moving on instinct, I slipped one hand round to my ass, squeezing the round, soft, smooth plump cheeks, grinding my hips as I still stroked my cock. The emptiness seemed to grow, demanding, hungry, wanton, and my fingers slipped, along my crack, slippery with soap, running down. As my fingertips traced over my hole, my virgin entrance, I felt a swell of joy and bliss, unlike anything I had known before.
I gasped out loud, cock swelling, aching in my grip as I stroked, faster. I pressed the tip into my tight hole, slipping it just barely in, and the hunger grew, a fierce lust, a need, my hips almost moving on their own as they chased the pleasure, my finger slipped in, stretching my entrance, slipping just inside.
“Oh fuck… that’s…” My voice was soft, feminine, wanton, full of surprise and desire and need.
I stroked faster, easing my finger deeper, working it in and out, slipping further in each time, stretching my hole, the sensation new and wonderful, intense, addictive. I moaned, eyes closed, thrusting my hips, as I stroked my cock, fingering myself, feeling pretty, sexy, head spinning.
“I see you’ve discovered your other… enhancements.” She said.
My heart skipped, my eyes opened. She was standing just outside the shower, dressed in a long black robe, black heels, black stockings on Her legs, watching me touching myself, grinning. I blushed, but did not stop, unable to resist the pleasure, embarrassed but happy, knowing watching me was making Her happy. I stroked faster, fingering my ass, breathing hard, panting, moaning, Her gaze roaming my subtly changed body.
“Stop now.” She said.
I did, immediately and without hesitation, as though Her words were string controlling me. My heart was still breathing fast and my cock was hard, throbbing, so close.
“You are not to cum without explicit permission from me. Ever. Is that understood?”
Her tone was stern, commanding. I nodded, accepting Her law as an absolute, Her will coiling around me, binding me to Her. Without Her permission, I could not cum.
“Now, as fun as it is watching you, all pretty and sexy, I have other plans for you tonight. I brought you here to claim you as mine, and I intend to. Unless… you don’t want to serve me?”
The question was rhetorical. I knew I had no choice. She wanted me, wanted to claim me, and there was no escape for me now, yet… I wanted to. I wanted to Serve Her, please Her, wanted Her to claim me as Hers.
“Please…” I whispered. “I want to serve you, my Queen.”
She smiled, a flash of Her teeth, Her fangs, threatening, dangerous, like Her, then lifted a towel and held it out to me.
“Them rinse off and come out of the shower, I have your outfit ready for you, and I can’t wait to see how pretty you look in it for me.”
I blushed, but obeyed. The thought of being pretty, cute, sexy, of wearing what She had chosen for me, pleasing Her, making me squirm. My belly fluttered with excitement at the thought of what She had chosen for me, and the anticipation left me tingling, almost breathless.
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She led me, naked, blushing, heart racing, a flush of shame and excitement, through to the bedroom, a large, dark room lit only with candles, thick, deep red curtains, dark wood, a vast four-poster bed covered with blankets and cushions, hung with more thick curtains in the corners that could be pulled to provide the sleeper with complete darkness. I giggled. The room was perfect for a vampire Queen.
“On the bed.” She said.
I walked across the wooden floor and thick rugs to the bed, and stopped, frozen, my gaze falling on my outfit, what I would wear for Her while she claimed me. It was… stunning.
“Do you like it?” She asked.
I smiled, unable to look away from my outfit, and nodded, blushing, belly fluttering, heart skipping, a swell of joy and euphoria at the thought of wearing it for Her. I could not speak, no words were enough to express my gratitude, Her presence was a blessing and a kindness. That She wanted to see me wearing it made it perfect.
“I love it. Thank you, my Queen.” I whispered.
Laid on the bed was a set of lingerie, white stockings, seamed and sheer, silk, with lacy tops, a white lace and silk basque with suspender straps, and a pair of white heels, and a white veil, a bridal outfit, perfect for me to give myself to Her.
“Good. Now, put it on for me. I’m desperate to see how cute you look.” She said.
I did not hesitate. I obeyed without question, Her will commanding me, completely under Her spell. I reached out and picked up the stockings and began to dress.
I pulled the stocking on first, bunching one up and slipping it up my leg, the silk a caress, snug, slipping up over my smooth calves, knees, thighs, making me shiver, a novel, subtle pleasure. I made sure to keep the seam straight, running up the back of my leg, tugging the lacy top around my thigh, then slipped on the second. The stockings made my legs look longer, fuller, sexy and feminine, and my cock throbbed.
Next, I slipped on the basque, the waist tight and confining, shaping my body, cupping my small, perky breasts, leaving my large, swollen nipples just barely exposed, the white lace ending just above my hips and ass, the material cut with dips and curves so that it made my hips seem even wider, my ass rounder. I giggled, wiggling my new, curvy, sexy, smooth body, then set about attaching the suspender straps to my stockings.
It took a moment, my hands shaking from nervousness and excitement, but I soon managed to gain the knack of it, connecting the suspenders to my basque to keep them in place, a bare gap of smooth tight and hip and ass displayed between the bottom of my basque and the top of my stockings, made more obscene and suggestive by the thin, white, lacy straps.
Finally, I slipped on the heels, closed-toe, white patent leather, the heels small and cute, with a pretty strap around my ankle. They fit perfectly, and as I tried to stand I wobbled for a moment before finding my balance. The way I was forced to stand made my butt stick out, shoulders back with my small breasts perky, legs long and firm, wide hips and trim waist.
“Take a few steps, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, working your hips and ass. I want to watch you wiggle while you walk.” She said, grinning.
I obeyed, taking slow, careful steps, following Her instructions. The way she watched me made me squirm, conscious of my lack of underwear, my bare ass and my cute little cock clearly on display, smooth and hairless, sensitive, my cock swelling at the thrill of wearing such pretty, sexy, feminine underwear, being dressed so pretty for Her, pleasing Her, my cock hardening as I walked in my heels, wiggling my hips and ass for Her, the thought of pleasing Her, exciting Her, maybe even arousing Her making my cock ache.
I blushed, aware that she was watching shamed and excited, knowing She saw, that She knew. I stopped on the far side of the room and turned back to face Her, fluttering my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip, coy, flirting. She smiled at me, grinning, Her fangs flashing, Her gaze roaming my body.
“You are so very sexy.” She said. “I can barely resist you.”
I blushed, deep pink, flustered, and looked away, looked to the side. My gaze caught on a mirror in the corner, my reflection, stood alone in an empty room. I was stunned.
I was so pretty, my face made-up, body slim with subtle curves, smooth, round ass, small breasts, my nipples flashing above the cups of my basque, a flash of bare thigh above the white of my stockings, my white heels making me stand in a way that was brazen, seductive, alluring. I smiled, a rush of joy. I looked at the pretty, innocent, virgin bride—even my cock, hard, throbbing, looked pretty. I could not stop smiling.
“It looks like you like it too. Good, because you’re going to be wearing a lot more outfits like that for me while you serve me, and you’re only going to become prettier.”
My blush deepened. The thought of what else she might make me wear, how else I might change to please Her, made me giggle. My head was fuzzy, spinning, a rush of emotions. I was Hers, Her virgin bride, and she was going to claim me.
“Now, come here to me. I think it's time you took your rightful place, at my feet, like a good toy.”
I nodded, stepped off, walking slowly as she had told me, wiggling my ass and hips for Her, Her gaze roaming my smooth, lingerie-clad body. I felt wanted, desired, sexy, and I loved it. There was no way I could resist Her. She owned me, and I was powerless to deny Her anything she wanted.
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I knelt at Her feet, obedient, willing, submissive, Her toy, awaiting Her command. She looked down at me with Her bright blue dazzling eyes—the light that seemed to shimmer in them mesmerized me, hypnotic, a spell that seeped into my mind, that I was unable and unwilling to resist, I wanted, needed to be claimed by Her. She smiled and Her teeth flashed, Her fangs, sharp, dangerous, threatening, perfect for a vampire Queen, my vampire queen, and my mind suddenly swam
How had I been so blind? The party, the empty corner of the room, the car, the perfect stranger giving us a lift without question, despite it not being a cab, the house, abandoned but not, the bathroom, the mirror with only my reflection, the bedroom, Her teeth though she was no longer in ‘costume’. It never was a costume. She was never playing dress-up like the rest of us. She wasn’t pretending to be a vampire Queen for the party, she was a vampire Queen.
“Ah, I see it. Finally, you understand. I was waiting. I dropped that part of my glamour once we were alone in the house, so I thought the mirror might have alerted you, but I think perhaps someone was a little too excited and distracted.”
I blushed, Her words teasing, mocking playful, flirty. I had been excited, eager for Her touch, Her attention, thrilled by what she was doing to me, making me do. Why was it all exciting me so much, the way she had taken control of me, the way she had transformed me, made me pretty, cute, sexy, feminine.
I was kneeling at Her feet, smooth, pretty, in white lingerie and heels, like a virgin bride on her wedding night, aching for Her to claim me. She was a vampire, a vampire Queen. I should have been terrified, but… I wasn’t. I wanted only to be close to Her, to serve Her, to submit to Her.
“I knew the moment I saw you that you were different.” She said. “And now I know I was right. Not only are you pretty, no, beautiful, but you have such a sweet, innocent, obedient soul.”
I blushed, staring up at Her. Her words crept into my mind, curling around my subconscious, creeping down my spine towards my heart. My cock throbbed, cute and small, my body soft, aching for Her touch, for Her to claim me as Hers.
“I’ve been alone for so, so long. Longer than you have been alive. It is lonely, and dangerous to be alone, living as I do, so many years spent searching for the perfect boy to train and corrupt, to transform into my pretty toy, and now, here you are, so much more wonderful than I could have ever imagined.”
“Thank you, my Queen.” I whispered, my eyes almost brimming with tears.
I was happy, happier than I could have ever imagined being. Knowing I pleased Her was pure bliss.
“And now that you know the truth, about me… I’ll ask again. Will you submit to me, serve me, be mine for whatever eternity we have together. I will change you, make you youthful for as long as you live, make you beautiful and vile, I will corrupt you, use you, train you to please me, protect me, worship me. I will be your Queen, and you will be my thrall. Do you accept?”
My head was spinning, fuzzy, but there was a tiny space of clarity. She could have made me say anything, but she wanted my free surrender to Her, wanted me to hand myself over to Her willingly, of my own choosing. wanted my final submission to be my own. I smiled, heart fluttering. I could deny Her, turn, flee. I could be free, and I knew in that moment that she would accept my choice, that she would not pursue me, that I would never see Her again if I rejected Her. This was my choice. But there was no choice…
The thought of returning to my old life, to the time before Her, returning to my old self, so bland and boring, living the rest of my feeble, pathetic life without my Queen, without my purpose, left me cold. I had found my reason for being, my light, my heart’s desire, and She needed only my consent to take me as Hers forever. With Her I was wanted, needed, desired. There was no choice at all.
“I am yours, my Queen, forever. I am yours to do with as you wish, to serve you as you need and want. Please… claim me.” My voice was soft, sweet, almost feminine.
She smiled at me, Her eyes shimmering. I felt Her will assert itself, coiling around my mine, trapping me, ensnaring me. There was no escape no, no way I could be free of Her, no way I could resist Her, and I felt happier than I could remember being.
“How wonderful… and, since you asked so nicely, I shall give you what you asked for. I shall claim you as my toy, my property, my pretty, sexy, slutty, thrall.”
She moved, undid the belt of Her robe, let it slip off Her smooth, flawless body, exposing Herself. My heart sipped and my cock throbbed. She was beautiful, breathtaking, dressed in underwear to match mine, but black—black heels, stockings, a black basque with suspender straps, no panties. My eyes fell, roaming Her body, Her full tits, the curve of Her waist, Her long legs, wide hips, Her perfect, fat, long cock, hard and throbbing. She was everything I wanted and needed.
“You like my body?” She asked.
I nodded. She smiled.
“Good, because you’re going to get to know it very, very well. Now, I’ve waited long enough. It’s time I sampled the pleasures of your flesh.”
I could not resist Her.
 
[image: ]
She stepped forward, reached out and gripped my hair, pulling my head forward, towards Her crotch, Her fat, thick, throbbing cock. My lips opened and I knew what I was expected to do, and I was glad to serve Her, pleasure Her.
The head of Her perfect cock brushed against my lips, plump and glossy with lipstick. I extended my tongue, licking, lapping around the head, mind fuzzy. This was my first blowjob, and I was the one on my knees, sucking my Queen’s magnificent prick, and I couldn’t have been happier.
“That’s it. Good girl. Show me that you know how you pleasure your Queen.”
I blushed, smiled. I was a good girl. I was Her good girl.
I pressed forward, opening my lips wide, and let Her cock slip into the wet, tight, hot confines of my mouth. Her moans of pleasure were a special kind of bliss. I wrapped my lips tight and began to suck, gently, teasing, my tongue lapping around the prominent head, caressing Her thick shaft.
Her grip in my hair tightened and She began to thrust, fucking Her cock into my mouth, my lips stretched, wrapped tight, sucking as Her prick slipped in and out. I whimpered, lost in the joy of serving Her, submitting to Her, taking Her cock deeper with each thrust.
My body was burning, hot, feverish, the thrill of submitting, serving as Her toy, sucking Her cock, pleasuring Her. I was so smooth and pretty now, dressed as a virgin bride, Her virgin bride, ready to be taken and claimed by Her. I shivered in surrender and joy, my cute little dick hard, drooling precum, aching, but I was focussed only on Her pleasure.
She gripped my hair and thrust, pulling my head down. My jaw ached, drooling spit, Her cock wet with my saliva, face a mess, plump lips tingling, tongue lapping. The thick head of Her cock brushed at the back of my throat and I choked as she thrust in, forcing my throat open, slipping Her cock deep.
I couldn’t breathe, choking, but she did not care. I was Hers, Her toy, for Her pleasure, my discomfort, my pain, none of it mattered and I surrendered, submitted. She fucked my mouth, my throat, lips locked around Her throbbing cock, choking, suffocating, head spinning, shuddering in pleasure, glad that I could serve, that I was pretty for Her, that she desired me, wanted me, wanted to use me.”
“Oh, you are so perfect… watching you choke… we’ll need to train that throat of yours to better please me, but we have so much time ahead of us. For now, watching you suffer for me, watching you submit for the first time, you are just… so… sexy…”
Her cock throbbed, hard, swelling, leaking precum down my throat. I gagged, spit drooling down my face, submitting, head spinning, mouth full of Her cock. She held my hair tight in Her grip, thrust deep, and then, suddenly, Her cock spasmed, cumming, cumming hard down my throat and I sputtered as I was forced to swallow Her cum.
“That’s it. Good girl. Swallow it all, swallow my cum, let my seed bless you.”
I swallowed, submitting, obeying, and felt the warmth of Her cum in my belly, spreading out, filling me with heat and pleasure, struggling to swallow it all, a sticky mess spilling over my face. I moaned and my cute little cock throbbed, aching for release.
I sucked hard, miking the last drops of delicious cum from Her perfect cock, swallowing, licking the spilt mess from my lips, scooping the traces from my chin, licking my fingers. She pulled back, slipped Her still hard, throbbing cock from my lips with an audible pop. I pined, wanting more, but she held me still with Her grip on my hair.
“You like that, don’t you?”
I nodded, moaning, whimpering, aching for more, more of Her cock, more of Her cum. The taste, the warmth, it felt so good!
“Perhaps later. If you please me. You can’t have too much, at least to start. You see, just as there is a curse in my blood, there is a curse in my semen. My blood would make you a vampire, but my seed… well, that makes you something else. That makes you my slut. You’ll find my cum will keep you young, beautiful, pretty, just as I desire you, shaping your body and your mind to best please me, transforming you, corrupting you, binding you to me, and you’ll crave it, always, desperate to earn my cum any way you can.”
I could already feel it, the need, the hunger, the ravenous cravings for Her cum, Her seed, needing it inside me. I could feel the warmth, the hot, powerful magics flowing through me, remaking me according to Her desire, and it was wonderful, knowing I was becoming prettier, sexier, for Her, to better please and pleasure Her. I needed more of Her cum.
“Please my Queen. I… I want more… please… transform me, corrupt me, make me yours…” I was whimpering, desperate.
Her perfect cock was still hard, throbbing, slick with my spit, drooling precum, aroused by the sight of me. My belly was fluttering, body hot, aching, so sensitive, the magic of Her cum making me prettier, softer, more sensitive. I could feel it, my lips plump, ass round, hips wide, waist trim, tits heavier, nipples hard. I was becoming Her perfect slut, Her pretty sissy thrall.
She smiled at me, flashing Her fangs. She was beautiful and terrible and I was Hers.
“Well, since you asked so nicely, I suppose… and I do need to claim you.”
I blushed.
“Up on the bed, on your back, legs spread for me.” She said. “I’m going to fuck you, and make you my pretty, dirty, sissy slut.”
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I moved quickly, eager to obey, eager to be claimed.
I wanted Her inside me, desperately. I lay back on the bed, my ass on the edge, my legs hanging over the side, spread wide, and looked up at Her as she stepped in between them.
My cute little cock was throbbing, small and pretty now, tiny compared to Hers, and I blushed, the shame and humiliation of it a blessing, making my dick harder, throbbing, leaking precum. I squirmed and She ran Her hands down my stocking-clad legs, so smooth and sensitive now, and I looked over Her body, Her beautiful face, blue eyes, deep red lips, Her breasts, Her waist, hips, ass, legs, the hard, thick length of Her magnificent prick.
“Are you ready for me?” She asked.
I blushed, shy, nervous, my Queen’s virgin bride ready to be deflowered, claimed. I nodded, biting my bottom lip.
“Yes, my Queen. Please… use me… claim me.”
She smiled, flashing Her fangs, a stark reminder of what she was, of what I was now, the vampire Queen’s sissy toy, Her thrall, Her property, and I felt a swell of joy. Her hands ran down to my hips and ass, squeezing, gripping me with ease, Her strength and ferocity and hunger for me terrifying and exhilarating.
She lifted me, pulling me toward Her, my hips and ass in the air, and the head of Her cock slipped along my crack, brushing over my virgin entrance, teasing me. I moaned, shivering, a bolt of pleasure, staring up at my Queen.
She shifted Her grip, holding me easily with one arm, my ass just off Her bed, and I wrapped my legs around Her waist, clinging to Her, never wanting Her to let me go. With Her free hand she gripped Her cock, and aimed it, running the slick, oozing head along my crack, pressing it at my entrance, my puckered opening, an ache inside of me, desperate, my cute little dick aching.
I wiggled my hips, eager for Her cock. The head pressed into me, stretching me, slick with spit and precum, then slipped away. She smiled at me as I pined, whining, giggling, teasing me.
“You want my cock inside you?” She asked.
I nodded.
“Yes, my Queen. Please. Please fill me, fuck me, claim me.”
Her smile widened, and She slipped Her cock back, the head pressing at my virgin entrance. This was it, the moment I became Hers, forever.
She pressed, and I wiggled my hips, eager to capture Her cock, to have it fill me, fuck me. My hole stretched, splitting, opening, pain and pleasure, and the pressure grew as she pressed Her cock slowly, gently, forcefully into me.
I pressed down, my hole slick and hungry, aching, and then I gasped out loud as the prominent head slipped past my outer ring, splitting me wide, fucking me, filling me. She held me, shifting both hands to grip my hips, then eased Her cock out until just the head was inside me, tugging at my entrance.
“Such a good girl, aren’t you, Fiona.” She said.
Her words were a spell, mesmerizing me, binding me to Her. Fiona. Fiona. I was Fiona, a pretty, sexy, submissive toy, owned by my Queen, and I belonged to Her, forever. I was Hers.
“Yes, my Queen.” I whispered.
She smiled, then thrust deep, forcing Her cock into my ass in one smooth, forceful motion, filling me utterly, splitting me open, stretching my hole, claiming me. I moaned, loudly, lost on the tide of pleasure, my body aching. I was Her bride, my virginity taken by Her, Her cock, fucking me, hard.
She gripped me tight and began to thrust, working Her cock in and out of my tight ass, stretching me, training me as Her fuck toy. I submitted, grinding my hips, wiggling my ass, chasing the bright bliss that was blossoming inside me.
Her cock was throbbing, hard, hot, thick, fucking in and out of my tight hole, tugging at my entrance, fucking deep, filling me utterly. My cute little dick flopped in time with Her thrusts, Her hips slapping against my pert ass, hands gripping my hips, pulling me into Her as She thrust deep, hard, faster and faster.
My dick was throbbing, cute and small, oozing precum, aching, so close. I wiggled my hips and ass, clenching my hole, milking Her cock, pleasuring Her as I chased the bliss that she was offering me.
She fucked me hard, deep, fast, Her fat cock stretching my ass, filling me. I was Hers, Her toy, Her slut, Her slave, Her property, Her sissy thrall, and I was happy, for the first time in my life, truly happy and free. I had found my place.
“Yes… please… please my Queen… cum inside me… claim me, mark me as yours, breed me, fill me… I… I am yours, to use as you wish, to serve as you need… just fuck me… please…”
I was begging. I wanted Her inside me, Her cum marking me, changing me making me Hers. I wanted, needed, Her to claim me as Her toy, Her slave, Her thrall. She was my Queen, now and forever.
“Fuck… that tight hole and that sexy body… how could I resist… I’m going to enjoy training you as the perfect slut for me… guarding me, serving me, protecting me, pleasuring me… you belong to me, Fiona. You are mine.”
Her cock swelled, throbbing hard, and she slammed into me, deep, fucking me with force, Her hands squeezing my hips, my ass, pulling me onto Her cock as I ground my hips down, clenching my hole to milk Her. She held me, thrusting, trapping me on Her cock as I rode, hole stretched and full. Her cock throbbed, hard, swelling, and then I felt it, Her prick cumming, filling my ass with Her cum, Her seed, the hot, sticky, wonderful heat filling me, breeding me.
“Yes… my slut…”
Her voice was hoarse with pleasure and I shuddered, bliss, joy, euphoria, my cute little dick cumming, drooling cum over my belly as She came inside me, my body shuddering, hole clenching tight, both of us cumming together. As Her climax subsided she collapsed, dropping me onto the bed, collapsing on top of me, both of us breathing hard, Her cock still inside me.
The magic of Her cum made my body tingle, changing me slowly to better please Her. I wondered what I might look like eventually, after the years and decades of serving Her had passed, how she might reshape me according to Her will, and the thought excited me.
I felt Her lips on my skin, kissing, dragging Her fangs like claws, scratching me lightly as she purred, pleased with me. I shivered, basking in the bliss of pleasing Her, serving Her, Her seed still hot inside me ass, my hole plugged by Her cock. Slowly she lifted Herself up, looked down at me, smiling.
“I’m going to enjoy owning you, Fiona.” She said.
I smiled, blushing.
“I look forward to belonging to you, my Queen.”
She leaned down, kissed me on my lips, and I shivered, melting beneath Her, my Queen. I knew that I would not belong anywhere else, as long as I lived, and perhaps beyond.
THE END
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Femboy Reform School
Part One
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.
When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble. Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.
There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.
Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.




Cursed by Pretty Pink Panties
Part One
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Nate’s life is in a slump—one long extended slump that’s just got worse. His girlfriend, his college sweetheart, has left him, and he can’t even summon the will to blame her for dumping him, for walking out on all those years they’ve spent together. How was he ever going to make her happy when he couldn’t even make himself happy. He’s miserable, and withdrawn, and just drudging through life one day at a time with little joy or enthusiasm… and he’s been that way for too long. Just what is wrong with him?
Spending yet another night alone, miserable in his now empty and oddly barren apartment, Nate sets about trying to give order to his life turned upside down, but it remains not quite the same. Even tasks like the laundry have lost their lustre and charm now, the piles of dirty clothes consisting only of his dull, dreary garments, bereft of the delicate, sexy, feminine items of his girlfriend’s that he always found so… charming.
But then his night, and his life, takes an interesting turn when he finds a pair of pretty pink panties, lost in the laundry room—curious, captivated, oddly enchanted by the sight of the feminine, pink, sexy underwear, Nate cannot resist the urge to pocket them, and when he gets home he finds himself unable to resist his curiosity. Everything changes for Nate when he tries them on.
What he sees in the mirror makes him happier than he can remember feeling in a long time, but when he tries to remove them he panics. The panties are stuck on and, worse, they seem to be having a rather strange and remarkable effect on him.
Cursed by the mysterious strange underwear, forced to wear pretty pink panties, Nate finds his life propelled in a new, wonderful, exciting direction—one that will lead to transformations, corruptions, and delightful new adventures. Still, Nate is left with many questions. Who do the panties belong to? Just what is the curse going to do to him? Will he ever be able to remove them and undo the changes… and does he really want to?
Drawn into a web of magic, misadventure, and eroticism, Nate finds himself changing, becoming someone new, someone better, someone more fun. Soon enough Nate begins to understand that the curse might not be a curse at all, but rather a blessing, an opportunity to live a brighter, happier, sexier life as someone new… one with many new mysteries and adventures ahead as he unravels the curse of the pretty pink panties.




Brainwashed: Her Sissy Maid
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Kieran loves his new job, but, unfortunately for him, his performance has been found to be lacking. Luckily the beautiful and Domineering Ms Cwen sees potential in him, so he is given one more chance to impress her, and show that he can meet her very specific, demanding standards.
To help him improve Ms Cwen instructs Kieran to listen to a series of hypnosis self-help files, to help him correct his unwanted behaviours, help him reach the potential she sees in him, and train him to better satisfy her needs. Kieran agrees, reluctantly, and soon finds himself learning how to really impress a woman like Ms Cwen.
Its all so simple… he just needs to be pretty, to obey, to serve. Soon enough Kieran finds himself submitting to Ms Cwen’s will, obeying and serving her without question as she trains him to be the kind of good girl she wants. As Kieran's training progresses he finds he has a special talent for submitting to the sexy, assertive, controlling woman, but how far will he go to please her, and is he willing to follow every command she gives him when it finally becomes clear that Ms Cwen has been training Kieran to become her personal, pretty, sexy, sissy maid?
Advisory note: this book features themes of feminisation, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and repeated phrases that some suggestible readers might find to be irresistible…




The Toy Maker's Sissy Doll
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Finn is an orphan.  Growing up on the tough streets as a smaller than average boy he developed quick wits and even quicker reflexes—natural assets to a thief.  When Finn is tasked with obtaining the secrets of a reclusive master toy maker, with the promise of a large pay-out if he is successful, he thinks he has finally hit the big time.
The job is not as easy as Finn first assumed, and when he encounters Kae, a mysterious, beautiful, powerful woman in the toy maker’s workshop, he realises he is in trouble.  Kae captures Finn with magic, and together Kae and the toy maker make Finn an offer, help them make a rather unique doll, with the promise of being released should they wish to be once the task is done, or be handed over to the city guard.
Finn jumps at the offer, agreeing to help create the toy maker’s special doll, but soon the truth becomes clear.  When Kae fits Finn with a magic ribbon collar Finn realises that he is to become the doll, pretty and girly and beautiful…
Finn’s mind and body are altered, and they are shown the joy of submitting, of being played with. Dressed in pretty clothes, displayed like a toy, trained for their Master’s pleasure, they discover the pleasure of being a sissy dolly, a sexy plaything, and soon enough they’re faced with a choice, stay and remain a doll, or return to their old life—though after all they’ve been through it seems like no choice at all…




About the Author
Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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