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Introduction

Femdom. Futanari. Feminization. These are the 3 F’s
that make up FFF Publications.

Back in May, our kinky gang of authors put
together our first anthology, Lipstick for Her Leather: An
Anthology of Transgender Femdom Erotica. As you can probably
guess from the title, it paid homage to the first of those three
F’s with a collection of stories that explored our love and
admiration for dominant women.

A few months later we followed that up with
Futa Explosion: Four Hot Futa Stories. While welcoming back
a pair of authors from our first anthology, it also introduced two
very exciting new contributors to the mix. Together, we all had
some messy fun indulging our love of futanari beauties with a
collection that embraced the second of our three F’s.

That, of course, brings us to Miss-Taken
Identities: An Anthology of Feminization Fantasies. In our
biggest collection yet, we welcome back authors from our first two
anthologies, while welcoming two more to the group. With the last
of our three F’s allowing for such a wide range of exploration,
there is a little something here for all readers.

For fans of gender swaps and transformations,
Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta offer a deliciously creepy tale
about hitchhiking and urban legends; Sally Bend weaves a cautionary
story of secrets, conspiracies, and being careful what you wish
for; while Reed James has some fun with a witch who is determined
to turn her boyfriend (and herself) into the perfect lovers.

If your feminization tastes run more towards
more traditional crossdressing and sissification, Mindi Harris
offers up a story of twin siblings, bikini shopping, and bet that
very quickly gets out of hand; Kella Z. Driel invites us to apply
for a job at a firm with a very strict workplace feminization
policy; Moctezuma Johnson explores the smutpunk goings-on of
injured construction workers and home renovations; and Lyka Bloom
introduces us to a novice sissy who finds himself kidnapped and
offered an exciting new life.

We hope you enjoy, and we would be absolutely
delighted if you can find a moment or two to leave a brief review.
Really, every review helps, even if it’s as simple as “I loved it”
(and we hope you do!).

 



 PART ONE: Gender Swaps and Transformations


Pegging Sue

by Kylie Gable & Claudia Acosta

Copyright 2017

 


 The
fog was creeping over Route 11 when Jared Hogan dropped off his
girlfriend Nadine at her home on the outskirts of town. She was
getting to be such a drag lately. He was a man and he had needs.
She should give in at least sometimes. Instead, she just turned him
on and left him hanging. Once again he was nursing a pair of blue
balls.

He grumbled as he pulled into the left lane
to rush home and relieve his growing tension. In the distance, his
headlights revealed a lithe figure hitchhiking. As he got closer,
he slowed his Toyota and slipped into the right lane to take a
better look. You just didn't see hitchhikers that much in
Brookhaven anymore, and you never saw girls like this one.

Jared slammed on the breaks and turned off
the radio. He knew the hair metal station he listened to was not
going to impress a girl like this. He eased to a stop about five
feet from the young woman. She was a beautiful blonde girl, about
twenty-one, just like him.

As Jared studied her more closely in the dim
light, he realized that the way she was dressed was seriously out
of date. Her honey-colored hair was in a ponytail held in place by
a large white ribbon. She wore a white cardigan sweater and a pink
poodle skirt. Her feet sported a pair of pink pumps, but there was
no hiding her figure or her face.

"Hey, my name is Jared,” he called out
through the passenger side window. "Hop in; it's a nasty night out.
I'll give you a lift."

"Thanks, I’m Sue!" chirped the bubbly blonde,
hopping inside and closing the door behind her.

"Are you coming from a Halloween party?"

"Gosh no," she replied. "Do I like that
ghastly? I was coming from a dance."

"Heavens no! I think you look amazing. I just
meant you're dressed kind of old-fashioned."

"I guess so," she said. "Fashion really isn't
my thing, though I try to read fashion magazines whenever I'm at
the beauty parlor."

"I'm the same way," said Jared. "Not about
the beauty parlor, but the way I figure it, if it's comfortable
then wear it."

"You're funny," she said. "I like that."

"Where am I taking you?" asked Jared.

"Oh, just follow this road and then take a
left."

Jared liked this girl. She appeared lively
and enthusiastic in a way that his girlfriend wasn't. She seemed
really interested in what he had to say. Nadine didn't seem to care
anymore. Sue certainly didn't give off a promiscuous vibe, but
Jared got the sense that she'd do things to please her man. Not his
girlfriend. Nadine had hard and fast limits that she wouldn't cross
for any man.

The fog had given way to the kind of autumn
storm that only people in New England understand. It was a driving
rain, but even worse, the wind felt like it was threatening to cut
right through to your bones.

Night had fallen hard and only the headlights
and the old wiper blades allowed the car to amble its way along the
small old country roads that Sue was leading him down.

"It sure is a nasty night," said Jared.

"I'm so glad you came along," replied Sue,
"it probably wasn't very smart of me to storm off."

"From your boyfriend?"

"Not anymore," she replied. "Do you have a
girlfriend?"

"No," lied Jared. If things worked out with
Sue maybe he'd upgrade from Nadine, he thought.

"Can you put on the radio?" she asked him,
moving in closer and snuggling against his body.

"Sure, but we can change the station," he
said putting on the radio and being astonished that there was no
Warrant or Winger forthcoming. Instead, it was a 1950s rockabilly
song. He was pretty sure the artist was Buddy Holly, but he didn't
know enough to be sure.

"That's odd," said Jared. "This is supposed
to be a hair metal station."

"Well I think I like this better," replied
Sue.

"You like oldies?" asked Jared.

"I don't really know what an oldie is."

"Music that's more than a couple months old,"
replied Jared.

"Turn left here. It's the third house on your
right."

"The one with the nice porch?"

"That's it," replied Sue.

Jared pulled his car in front of the house,
splashing most of a large puddle onto the front lawn.

"Wow! This storm keeps getting heavier and
heavier," observed Jared.

"Why don't you come inside until it blows
over? You shouldn't be driving in this kind of weather anyway."

Jared would be the first one to tell you,
driving through the rain was preferable to getting caught out in
it, but he wasn't really thinking about that. He was eager to get
to know Sue better, so he said, "Sure, let's make a run for
it."

They sprinted out of the car and up to Sue's
front porch. She did an admirable job of running in heels on wet
pavement, but she fumbled for the keys. They both got drenched as
they stood in the downpour before she finally threw open the front
door and they rushed inside.

"We're soaked," declared Jared.

"I know," replied Sue. "Why don't you put on
a record and I'll go slip into something more comfortable."

"A record?" asked Jared.

"Yeah, the hi-fi is over in the corner and
I've got a pretty big collection."

"Sure," said Jared. Sure enough, inside the
polished wooden cabinet were a couple dozen records and fifty or
sixty singles. He looked at the LPs and saw names like Bobby Darin,
Chuck Berry, Buddy Holly, and Roy Orbison. He grabbed an Orbison
record. It was called At the Rock House and it was nearly
sixty years old. This girl sure had interesting taste in music.

Jared listened to the music coming from the
record. It wasn't really his cup of tea, but it wasn't unpleasant
either. Plus, it was a love song and that was probably a better
idea right now than screaming guitars.

He looked around the house and noticed the
place looked strangely dated. There were magazines on the coffee
table and they were all from 1962. The pictures on the walls
appeared to be of the same vintage, and the television looked like
some kind of antique.

"Roy Orbison? That's a good choice," said
Sue, emerging from the bathroom wearing a fluffy pink bathrobe.
That was not what Jared had hoped she would change into, but it was
a step in the right direction.

"We need to get you some dry clothes too,"
she offered.

"I'm all right," replied Jared.

"Nonsense," said Sue. "You're shivering. I
don't want you catching a cold on my account, and I'm sure I could
find something that would fit you in the basement. Don't go
away."

"Are you sure?"

"Positive," she said as she practically
skipped down the stairs.

Jared was cold and wet. Maybe some dry
clothes would be a good idea. He stood shivering in the living
room, waiting for this strange girl to return. Then he sat on the
couch and began flipping through the old magazines, but soon grew
bored. He looked for the remote control to turn on the television,
but couldn't find it. Finally, after twenty minutes, he made his
way to the basement door. Standing at the top of the steps, he
called down, "Hey, did you find anything?"

The basement was dark; only the lightning
outside provided any kind of light. It didn't look like a finished
basement either. Jared listened at the top of the steps, but
couldn't hear anyone. "Sue? Are you down here?" he called out, but
received no response.

Carefully, Jared descended into the basement.
"Hello, anybody there?"

As the lightning struck again, Jared glimpsed
what looked like a human figure standing in the corner of the
basement. "Sue?" He called out while approaching.

Jared caught sight of a single light bulb
hanging from the ceiling and pulled down on the small chain
connected to it. The bulb was only about a thirty watt, and it
produced very little light, but it was still enough to see by.
Getting a better look at the figure in the corner, he could see it
was Sue from her pink bathrobe and ponytail.

"You scared me there," said Jared.

She turned around slowly. Her eyes appeared
bright red in the dim light. Hanging from her waist was the largest
strap-on dildo he had seen in his life. Jared stumbled
backward.

"Hello Jared, I've been waiting for you,"
said Sue her voice now coarse like sandpaper.

"Y-you were going to find something to fit
me," stammered Jared.

"And so I have," said Sue, motioning to her
dildo.

"No!" cried Jared, racing for the stairs, but
she was on him before he took a couple of steps. She was
supernaturally fast. When she caught him, she grabbed him and
turned him to face her. She kissed him deeply on the lips and
forced her tongue into his mouth. It felt cold and rough. As her
mouth clamped on his, Jared could feel the breath being drawn from
his lungs. He couldn't breathe and he was growing weaker and
weaker. Soon he had passed out.

 


***

 


Jared came to slowly. He was dressed in
clothes just like Sue had been wearing when he picked her up--pink
poodle skirt, blouse, and a pink cardigan with pink pumps on his
feet.

He could feel a bra strap digging into his
shoulders, and knew that his makeover had gone all the way down to
his underwear. His face was heavily made up and his hair had been
put into a loose ponytail that was unmistakably feminine.

His ankles were bound to the back legs of a
sturdy wooden chair. He was bent over the back of the chair, and
his wrists were tightly bound to the front legs. He struggled, but
got nowhere. He was bound fast.

Upstairs he heard a new record starting up on
the player. The volume was much louder and would probably cover any
screams he might make. He was pretty sure it was that same song he
had heard coming from his car radio earlier. Judging by the light
outside, he had not been unconscious for very long.

As he could hear the sound of Sue's heels on
the wooden stairs, he pulled furiously on the ropes binding him,
but to no use. "Hello little darling, I hope I didn't keep you too
long?" called out Sue.

"What are you doing? I don't like this,"
complained Jared.

"Really? Aren't you the one who always wanted
Nadine to be more sexually adventurous? Isn't this adventurous
enough for you?"

"Oh God! This isn't what I meant!" protested
Jared. "Wait, how do you know Nadine?"

"I know lots of things," chuckled Sue. She
moved behind Jared. He could soon feel her smearing something cold
on his ass.

"Oh God no! Keep that thing out of my
ass!"

Even as Jared protested, Sue was lining him
up. His hole was still tight, and the eighteen-inch strap-on was
roughly the size and width of a forearm. For Jared, it felt like
she was going right through him. He screamed out which only made
her laugh. It was a shrill cackle that sent chills through him like
a dentist's drill.

She kept up a steady rhythm as she rode him
hard. He could feel her weight on his back, and he could feel her
breath on the back of his neck. It wasn't warm like a person's
breath should be. It felt like a cold November wind chilling his
whole body.

Despite his struggles, she had no trouble
pounding away steadily, driving the whole dildo deeper and deeper
into his ass. Almost mercifully, Jared finally passed out from the
pain. Even as he was losing consciousness, he could hear Sue
laughing.

 


***

 


When Jared awoke, it was morning. He might
have believed it was all a nightmare except he was still wearing
the ridiculous old-fashioned feminine outfit. His poodle skirt had
ridden up to his waist exposing his panties. He was lying in the
backyard of a derelict and abandoned house. Could that have been
where he was last night? It certainly had looked much different
back then.

Climbing up to his feet, he suddenly became
aware just how opened up he had been by the mysterious girl with
the massive dildo. He wasn't even walking right anymore. The grass
was moist and his heels sunk into the wet lawn. His car was gone so
he had no real choice but to attempt to walk home - or at least to
the town center, where he could try to get help.

Jared took one last look at the house. It
didn't look anything like he remembered it from last night. Surely,
he would have remembered if the front stairs were so torn up. He
raced up them in the pouring rain after all.

It was just before seven in the morning by
now, and it was kind of cold. His sheer silky stockings did little
to shield Jared's legs from the cold autumn wind. Sue had led him
down several old roads and even though Brookhaven wasn't very
large, he felt thoroughly lost. He was pretty sure that walking
west would eventually take him back to town.

He had only walked a few blocks when he heard
a police car's siren behind him. He stopped and turned to look at
the car, which was pulling over behind him. "Are you alright,
miss?" asked the Officer - Colleen Tracy, according to her nametag
- as she stepped out of the cruiser.

Jared stood there mute as Officer Tracy moved
in for a closer look. "Sir, are you alright?"

"I think so," he replied reflexively.

"I stopped you because you looked like you
were in distress. Are you getting back from a Halloween party?"
Asked Officer Tracy.

"No, I was assaulted and dressed like this,"
he replied.

"Get in my car," she said. "We need to get
you checked out for any injury. What happened?"

"It was a very attractive blonde woman. I can
show you the house where I was assaulted."

"I don't think that will be necessary," said
Officer Tracy.

"Why not?"

"Between you and me, I'm assuming that the
house is old and abandoned."

"Well, yeah it is."

"And I assume that if we go there we won't
find any evidence of a crime being committed there."

"I couldn't say."

"You picked this woman up last night. She was
hitchhiking?"

He nodded.

"That's Pegging Sue," explained Officer
Tracy. "She's been a local legend around here since the early
1960s. Unfortunately, we get two or three cases like yours every
year, and one of them happens around Halloween. I guess that's you
this year."

"Oh crap, she did say her name was Sue,"
replied Jared.

"I won't lie to you," said Officer Tracy,
"I'll investigate, but I very much doubt we'll find anything.
You've been the victim of unearthly events. You were assaulted by
Pegging Sue."

"So that's it?"

"There's not much we can do about ghosts,
spirit, and evil entities I'm afraid," replied Officer Tracy. "My
advice would be to forget about it. If you can. If you want
counseling, I can give you a number."

Jared nodded, but in his heart he knew that
he would probably never be the same. How does one encounter a
creature like that and ever forget about it?

 


###


Sex Toys and Doll Parts

by Sally Bend

Copyright 2017

 


“That’s right, you dirty old bastard. Give to that
bitch. Give it to her hard.”

Brandon Chalmers sat in the darkness of his
apartment, staring at the seventy-five-inch monitor above the
window. For most people, its placement would make for an
uncomfortable viewing angle, but his chair reclined just as well as
it rolled. While he could have settled for a more traditional
mounting on the ceiling, or even splurged on something embedded
into the floor, the glare and the shadows would be all wrong.

No, part of the appeal in spying on his
neighbors was the possibility of being caught, and the monitor’s
glow was strategic. Were someone to pinpoint his window out of the
hundreds in the building, the only thing better illuminated than
him would be the electronic telescope that dominated the window.
Using the magnetic remote attached to his chair, he could use that
telescope to sweep the windows of the condos and office complexes
that dominated the skyline.

It had taken the better part of an hour
tonight to find someone worth watching tonight, but the office
buildings almost always paid off. At home, people liked to close
the curtains and turn out the lights when they were intimate, but
affairs in the office came fully exposed, warts and all. Usually,
it was sexually frustrated coworkers or lecherous executives and
their underlings, but tonight’s entertainment screamed cheap hooker
. . . which was a shame.

Hookers tended to be quick, clean, and
efficient. Merely watching couples fuck had gotten old long ago. He
needed something kinky, something nasty, something more. Messy
facial cumshots . . . those were worth recording for later. Open
mouths, gagging on a surprise load of sperm . . . they were keepers
too. Cum-stained blouses were a special treat, and the sight of a
used condom bouncing off blushing cheeks was amazing, but a boring
old support bra dripping with piss was hard to beat.

“What? That’s it? You’re fucking done fucking
already?”

The old man on the screen zipped up his
slacks while the aging hooker dabbed at her thin lips with a crusty
tissue. There had been no explosion, no crescendo, nothing to
announce a climax, just an end. Another boring end, another wasted
night of filming.

With a frustrated sigh, Brandon stopped
recording and tagged the file before it uploaded to the cloud. He
turned off the equipment, which triggered the lamps to come on as
programmed. It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to the
brightness, but his left hand was already manipulating the
controls, turning his chair and wheeling it across the room to his
desk.

Paralyzed from the waist down since before he
could speak, he was incapable of obtaining any kind of sexual
release from his erotic voyeurism, but intellectual masturbation
still had its emotional rewards. Actually, that was a load of shit.
It just left him feeling angry and frustrated, but there was a
power in being a voyeur that provided some measure of fulfillment.
Trapped in his chair he might be, but he owned other people’s
private intimacies, and he knew he was a witness to secrets that
their families would never suspect.

As the smaller, twenty-seven-inch monitor
came to life, it was with the garish pink-and-purple hues of the
/r/debbiesdollhouse/ subreddit. The Dollhouse itself was a
notorious strip club located just outside town, on a lonely stretch
of Hwy 20 that bordered two communities, yet which belonged to
neither. It was hardly a lawless place, not with the kind of
high-tech security they employed, but it was somewhere neither
town’s police force seemed anxious to claim.

What intrigued Brandon about it, however,
were the rumors of dancers who went missing for months on end, only
to return . . . changed. There were all sorts of crazy theories
about drugs, mind control, blackmail, and more, but it was the
craziest stories of them all that intrigued him.

A user by the name of RubberRod had long been
speculating that these girls were being replaced with robots, but
it was LatexLarry who had recently begun spreading the wild rumor
that they weren’t being replaced, but turned into some sort of
living sex dolls. He claimed they were the perfect whores, able and
willing to go all night, and able to take the kind of abuse that
would break a normal woman. He claimed they didn’t need to eat,
drink or sleep, and seemed to enjoy being used.

As kinky as that was, however, it was an
offhand comment about Emma, the E-Cup Empress, that had become his
obsession. According to LatexLarry, she had been beaten to the edge
of death by one of the strung-out bikers who provided security to
the club. The cell phone photos he’d posted online showed a woman
whose beauty had been destroyed. Her jaw, nose, and cheekbone had
been clearly shattered, and her arms were impossibly twisted, with
an extra bend in the left forearm where it had clearly been snapped
in two.

On top of all that, LatexLarry claimed her
back had been snapped as well, leaving her just as paralyzed and
useless as Brandon. And yet, just two months later, Emma had been
back on stage, moving like a stripper half her age, and looking
perfectly beautiful, with nary a scratch or blemish to mar her
flesh. It was too good to be true, a dream he couldn’t afford to
indulge, but it kept nagging at the back of his head, incessantly
asking the question, “What if? What if? What if? What if? What
if?”

The only thing that kept him from dismissing
the claims out of hand was the fact that his system kept pinging
him with low-level security alerts every time he logged onto the
subreddit. Their kinky little group was being watched and, as with
the window and the telescope, the ever-present threat of being
caught red-handed excited him more than any act of carnal
perversion.

Tonight, though, his LatexLarry bookmark
returned a cartoon of a sad robot, along with the words

 


page not found

the page you requested does not exist

 


Had somebody gotten to LatexLarry, or was he
just another prankster who had given up on the game? He quickly
navigated over to RubberRod’s profile, but that was missing as
well.

Suddenly, the game had just gotten a lot more
interesting. LatexLarry was a relative newbie, online only to talk
about The Dollhouse, but RubberRod had years of history behind his
profile, along with regular contributions to dozens of subreddits.
One disappearance was curious, but two was downright
incriminating.

“What the?

He barely had time to notice the shadow
flicker across his monitor before the needle stabbed into his neck.
As his head lolled back in the chair, he looked up into the glassy
eyes of a smiling blonde bimbo with perfect, flawless, plastic-like
skin.

He tried to smile back, but that’s when it
all went dark.

 


***

 


“Good evening, Mr. Chalmers. For someone with
such an intense fascination for our little club, I do believe this
is the first time you have been inside our doors. Welcome to The
Dollhouse.”

After what seemed like hours in a dark room,
cold and alone, Brandon cringed at the sudden explosion of
fluorescent light. Through watery eyes, he watched a seven-foot,
three-hundred-pound monstrosity of a man take a seat before him,
his silhouette dwarfing the antique desk between them. By the time
his eyes adjusted to the scene, the other man was blowing a cloud
of cigar smoke in his face, blurring his vision and discomfiting
him all over again.

“Now, you have a choice here, Mr. Chalmers.
You can cooperate and win yourself a quick, relatively painless
departure from this mortal coil, or you can be a stubborn little
shit and suffer until you are begging for the pain to cease.”
Another cloud of grey smoke streamed out from beneath a black
mustache, curling up and over his face, until it looked like
spectral horns growing out of his bald head.

Brandon shuddered at the image. Sometimes he
regretted that so much of life was filtered through his
imagination.

“Just tell us what you know, and I will
personally vouch for your peaceful demise.”

“No.” The answer surprised even Brandon, but
he didn’t let the moment fade. When all you had was words, it was
important to press every advantage. “No, that’s not how this is
going to work.”

The big ape smirked around his cigar.
“Really, Mr. Chalmers? Please, do tell me more.”

“I will tell you everything I know. I will
tell you how I learned it, and I will tell you what I’ve done with
it. I will share with you every failsafe I’ve built into my system,
and give you the power to stop those disclosures before they
happen.” He took a break. He licked his lips. “I will disclose
every source, and share every email, IP, and physical address I’ve
recorded. I will give you everything, if you promise to do one
thing for me.”

“You’ve surprised me, Mr. Chalmers.” Another
cloud of smoke leaked from the hair of his nostrils. “I am
momentarily amused, so I will temporarily indulge your flight of
fancy. What, pray tell, is the one thing I can do for you?”

Brandon flashed back to the perfect,
flawless, plastic-like skin of the bimbo who captured him. He had
never met the woman in the flesh, but nobody else in the world
could have looked like that. He was certain it had been Emma. “Fix
me,” he growled.” He waved his hands up and down, tracing the shape
of his crooked hips, twisted legs, and clubbed feet. “Do for me
what you did for Emma.” He leaned forward in the chair. “Fix me,
and I tell you everything you want to know.”

The other man laughed, loud and long. It was
a deep laugh, straight from the belly, that seemed to echo off the
walls of the room. “Do you have any idea what you are asking, Mr.
Chalmers?” The laughter evaporated under cold, steel-blue eyes.
“One way or another, you will tell me what I want to know. I hardly
need promise you anything.”

“Please.” He leaned even further, until the
chair threatened to topple on its wheels. “I want this. I need
this. It is all I have thought about for the past few months.” He
pressed his hands together and rested them on the edge of the desk.
“Please. I know you can do it. I know you have the technology. Make
me like your girls. Make me like Emma, and I will do anything.”

The other man paused, as if he were giving
the request serious thought. “You do realize that my dolls belong
to me? That they are forever indebted to The Dollhouse? That they
spend the rest of their lives paying for their treatments?” Now it
was his turn to lean forward. One meaty palm covered Brandon’s
clenched fists - with room to spare. “Be very careful of such
open-ended promises, Mr. Chalmers.”

“I understand, and my promise still stands.”
It took every ounce of his will not to pull his hands back. “I’m a
smart guy, a genius hacker, a surveillance expert, and more. Put me
to work, and I will dedicate myself to making The Dollhouse
thrive.”

“Anything, Mr. Chalmers?” That meaty hand
felt like a steel vice as it squeezed. “Even if that means whoring
yourself out to customers for the rest of your, let’s be honest,
unnaturally long life?”

Now it was Brandon’s turn to pause. That
wasn’t quite what he’d had in mind, but the idea had its appeal.
He’d gone his entire life without so much as an erection. At an age
when most men he knew were married with as many kids as ex-wives,
he was still a frustrated virgin. The more he thought about it, the
more he found himself warming up to the idea of becoming an
enhanced gigolo. The novelty alone would keep him entertained for
years.

He just hoped they . . . well, enhanced him
where it mattered. The idea of having a massive, erect, cum-spewing
cock between his legs was incredibly empowering.

He nodded. “Anything, sir.”

The other man’s smile was unnerving, but it
was the increasingly maniacal edge to his laughter that gave
Brandon pause.

Consumed by thoughts of feeling . . . of
walking . . . of being normal . . . he forced himself to chuckle
along.

 


***

 


“Like, welcome to the secret Dollhouse! We
are going to have so much fun!” The blonde bimbo bounced around the
room on her three-inch stiletto heels. Beneath her white lab smock,
she wore matching white lingerie, complete with stockings, garter
belt, panties, and bra. She was a vision in white satin and
lace.

“Hi.” Brandon blushed. He would have been
hard, if only his body were capable of it. “Um, what is this goop
you’ve got me lying in?” He was lying naked in a sleek white pod,
surrounded by a blue-green gel that glowed and pulsed as it lapped
against his flesh.

She giggled as she fiddled with the tablet
attached to the pod’s side. “It is, like, so warm. Like a great big
hug, and it smells like cotton candy!”

He smiled. Her bimbo glee was infectious.
“Yeah, I figured that out for myself, but what is it?”

“She doesn’t know. I don’t know. You don’t
need to know.”

Brandon turned his head towards the new
voice. He watched as a menacing, black-clad dominatrix strode into
his field of view. Her black leather boots stopped at mid-thigh,
giving way to ivory flesh and a naked pussy that glistened with
dampness. A black leather corset gave her a waspish waist, with its
half-cups lifting and thrusting out her generous breasts. A black,
studded collar completed the ensemble.

“He is, like, just curious!” The blonde
finished with the tablet and stepped back from the pod.

“Curiosity killed the cat.” The dominatrix
hovered over him, an odd mask-like contraption in her hands.
“You’re not a cat, are you?” She didn’t wait for an introduction.
She leaned in and began fixing the contraption in place.

Within moments, Brandon found himself adorned
with goggles, a breathing mask, and tiny earbuds. Before he could
begin to wonder what was coming next, he heard the pod swing closed
and seal itself shut with a soft hiss. A gentle lapping sound was
the only warning he had of more blue-green gel pouring in, the
level rising higher and higher until he felt it completely cover
his chest. He started to panic, sure he was about to be suffocated.
Claustrophobia got the best of him, and he began pressing against
the walls, desperate to break the seal.

“Stop fighting.” The dominatrix’s stern voice
came to him through the earbuds, sounding only slightly distorted
by the gel surrounding his ears. “You are perfectly safe. Breathe
through your mask and relax. Think you can manage something as
simple as that?”

He forced himself to do as she instructed.
Once he realized he could breathe through the mask without inhaling
the gel, the panic began to subside. It felt weird to be so
completely immersed in it, especially with the way it made his
flesh tingle, but it also felt comfortably erotic, like . . . well,
like a great big hug.

“You are going to be here for, like, a really
super long while, but it will seem like it is over in a jiffy!”
That was the blonde bimbo coming through the buds now. “All you
need to do is, like, watch and listen.” As she said that, the
goggles came to life with the image of a naked woman sitting
spread-eagled in a wheelchair - his wheelchair, in fact - playing
with her pussy.

Hmm. That was a nice touch.

That image was quickly replaced by a glimpse
of a woman choking on a massive cock, a flash so quick it hardly
had time to register on his brain before a pair of smiling red lips
flashed before his eyes just as quickly, after which the woman in
the wheelchair returned. The transition made him feel a little
dizzy, but good at the same time.

The dominatrix was saying something to him
now, but her words were lost in a flood of images.

A woman straddling a man’s cock.

A trio of cocks exploding all over a woman’s
face.

A kneeling woman with cocks sliding into her
pussy and her ass at the same time.

A woman pressing her breasts together as a
cock fucked the valley between them.

And more.

So much more.

In between each was the flash of those
smiling red lips, followed by a lingering glimpse of the woman
masturbating in his wheelchair.

He couldn’t quite make out the words being
whispered into his ears, but as he lost himself to the flood of
images, imagining that it was his cock driving into their holes, he
found himself feeling curious about what they felt on the other
end. It was probably natural, designed to make him a more
thoughtful, considerate lover, but as he felt the first stirrings
of life between his legs, he stopped thinking altogether.

 


***

 


“Welcome back to reality.” As the lid of the
pod swung open, Brandon saw why the greeting had sounded so odd.
Staring down at him were twin girls, the one on the left was
dressed as a cute schoolgirl in glasses, and the one on the right a
cheerleader in pigtails.

“You need to get up and moving.” They spoke
as one, their voices sounding creepily robotic in their perfect
unison. The cheerleader’s voice seemed slightly higher pitched, and
the schoolgirl’s a little more clipped in her pronunciation, but
they sounded made for one another.

Which, he realized, they probably were.

“We are aware that you have never walked
before, so we are here to assist.” They reached down, each grabbed
an arm, and pulled him to his feet with surprising strength. He
wobbled back and forth in their arms. “You will want to stand for a
moment and let your body find its balance.”

Holy shit. He was standing. He was standing
on his own two legs. He could feel the warmth of the gel around his
feet, and the cool air on his legs. He could feel his muscles
twitching and jumping with every tiny movement. He could feel his
toes flexing and relaxing with every minute shift in balance.

He could feel!

Brandon tried to say something, but realized
that he was unable to speak. He reached up to remove the mask he
assumed must still be covering his face, and found instead a smooth
stretch of flesh where his mouth should have been. With trembling
hands, he reached up to find the same with his nose.

Even as he began to panic, the two girls
turned him to face a mirror at the foot of the pod. What he saw
was, basically, a sexless, naked doll. He was perfect, unblemished,
plastic skin from head to toe, with nary a cock, a belly button, a
nipple, a mouth, or a nostril to be seen. His hands scrambled down
his body, frantically looking for things that weren’t there, but
all he felt was smooth, slippery, plastic-like skin.

“You are an unfinished blank,” the twins
chanted. “The dollification process is not yet complete.”

Unable to speak, he frantically waved his
hands up and down as he looked to them for answers.

“Your internal damage has been fixed. That
was the purpose of your treatment.” They pulled him forward and, to
his surprise, his body took steps in their direction. “We must
confirm you are functionally flawless before the feature process
can be initiated.”

He clung to that promise, trusting that there
was more to come, and allowed himself to just enjoy the novelty of
movement. It felt so odd to have so many muscles moving and
tensing, so many nerves sliding against each other all at once. It
seemed like the simple act of taking a step should be exhausting,
with everything that went into making it happen. The sensation of
his naked feet upon the floor felt even stranger, making him aware
for the first time in his life of how oddly shaped human feet were
for their purpose.

Brandon could feel each toe as it made
contact with the floor. He could feel the ball of his heel roll
with each step. He felt the arch of his foot flex with every
movement. He had always thought of feet like shoes, flat surfaces
moving across flat surfaces, but the complexity of the human foot
astounded him.

The very thought was as laughable as it was
miraculous.

By the time the twins had led him twice
around the room, he felt mentally exhausted from tracking so many
sensations, but physically he was just getting warmed up. Having
found his balance, he tried a few small jumps, and was delighted
simply not to fall over.

“We are satisfied.” The girls didn’t just
speak as one, they nodded as one too. “You are functional.”

Brandon nodded his agreement. There wasn’t
much else he could do.

“You will now re-enter the pod.”

He looked down to find that the pod had been
drained while he was walking, and then refilled with a new gel, one
that was fluorescent pink and smelling of cherry licorice. As much
as he wanted to explore his newfound freedom of movement, it had
been a mentally exhausting half hour, and he was looking forward to
being finished.

It felt cold to the touch when he dipped a
finger in, but it also tingled with the promise of life. With the
girls’ help, he stepped up into the pod and, for the first time in
his life, tried to master the complex maneuver of lying down. As he
adjusted arms and legs at the same time, shifted his hips, and
wiggled his feet, he marveled again at what a complex piece of
machinery the human body was, and just how most people took it for
granted.

When the girls began closing the lid, he
frantically pointed to his face, but they shook their heads in
perfect synchronicity. “You no longer need the mask. It would
interfere with your features.”

With that, the seal of the lid hissed around
him, leaving him with only the pink glow of the gel for comfort. It
took everything he had to lay down and relax, and a little bit more
not to panic when the level of the gel so quickly climbed up to
cover his face.

That was when he realized what else his body
lacked – eyelids.

The feeling of the pink gel coating his eyes
was almost maddening at first, but the electric tingling soon gave
way to something more soothing. Similarly, the gel within his ears
felt odd at first, making him want to shake his head to get it out,
but it soon became a source of comfort. He felt sheltered in its
damp, tingling embrace.

He was so preoccupied with the physical
sensations of the pod that he wasn’t immediately aware that the
visual and auditory stimulation had returned . . . except it was
deeper than that, more intense. Somehow, the sound and images were
being transmitted directly to his brain, carried – or so he
imagined – through the gel.

This time, the girl in the wheelchair was
gone, and the flood of images was completely different.

A man stroking his hard cock, a drop of
precum glistening at the tip.

A pair of men standing shoulder-to-shoulder
as they jerked off into space.

Massive spurts of cum, splashing past
him.

A man’s face grimacing with animal lust as it
swam and out of his field of view.

A pair of hairy balls bouncing before him, as
the shaft of a cock swayed behind them.

Twin arcs of cum shooting right for him, as
if they were exploding onto his face.

And far more.

Like before, he couldn’t quite make out the
words being whispered into his ears, but as he thrilled to the
stimulation, anxiously awaiting the moment where he could take the
place of these strange men, he wondered about the curious
point-of-view. Like the first flood, it was probably natural,
designed to make him hyper-aware of the power of his own
masculinity, but as he felt the first new stirrings of life across
his body, he stopped thinking altogether.

 


***

 


“Like, OMG and all that, you are so
pretty!”

Brandon looked up into the brilliant blue
eyes of the same blonde bimbo who had first introduced him to the
transformation pods. She was dressed less as a scientist and more
as a nurse today, but still with the perfectly matched white
lingerie beneath her loosely buttoned coat. Her stiletto heels
clicked-and-clacked loudly against the tile floor as she fiddled
with the pod.

Rather than help him up, she walked around
the pod, manipulating his body as she went. He could feel it all,
but seemed powerless to move without her assistance. It was a
decidedly odd experience, but his brain was still too fuzzy to
really question what it all meant.

“Oh, that looks so perfect in your dainty
little hand!” He tried to process that comment as he felt his right
hand being closed around something cylindrical. “Now, like, just
hold your hand like that.” He felt the fingers of his other hand
being pressed together and curled slightly, as if he was cupping
something. “Oh, that could be a fun ride!”

The coolness between his legs struck him as
strange when she spread them slightly, but it was the shocking
sensation of her massaging his swollen chest and pinching his
nipples that really began jarring him back to reality. He tried to
look down, to see what was happening, but he couldn’t move his
head.

“Now, hold like really super still, for just
a moment.” When she laughed, her giggle was so contagious, he felt
himself wanting to join in, despite the situation. Even as he
realized he still couldn’t speak, he felt her hands shape his lips
into an ‘O’ shape before she stepped back out of view. “Say, I love
cock, sweetie!”

A hot flash of light exploded from above,
leaving him stunned. A feeling of warm happiness followed.

When his eyes adjusted, he found the
handsome, muscular hunk from The Dollhouse office standing where
the adorable little nurse had been just moments ago.

“Congratulations, Mr. Chalmers.” Although it
wasn’t lit, he was chewing on the tip of a fat cigar. “Your
procedure started out as a novelty, but I do believe your
commitment to the cause has uncovered a whole new line of
business.” One massive hand reached down and turned his head to the
side, allowing him a better view. “Yes, it appears your success
will prove to be even more lucrative than we had anticipated.”

He felt like he should be asking a ton of
questions, as if something wasn’t quite what he had expected, but
it didn’t seem important. Instead, he simply watched, helpless and
content, as the other man removed his tie and began unbuttoning his
shirt. “Since you are the first true doll to enter service The
Dollhouse, I do need to, shall we say, sample the wares to ensure
that you perform as advertised.”

Brandon felt his nipples grow hard at the
sight, even as a strange new sensation of warmth began flowing from
between his legs. He couldn’t quite wrap his pretty little head
around what was happening, but that was okay.

The towering mass of chiseled masculinity
beside him laughed. “Oh, where are my manners. You haven’t even had
a chance to appreciate your transformation.”

For a moment, nothing happened, but then a
series of glass panels began sliding into place above him, turning
much of the ceiling into a giant mirror. With the nervous feeling
of butterflies in his tummy, Brandon stared into the shiny, glassy
blue eyes of a red-haired beauty with glorious, perfectly formed
breasts, wide hips, and impossibly long legs. There wasn’t an ounce
of hair anywhere on her body, and her skin had the unblemished
shine of plastic.

Instinctively, he knew it was him, but he
didn’t really make the connection until he saw the man’s hand reach
down to caress one of the doll’s legs . . . and felt the touch at
the same time. It was such a struggle for his tiny little brain, he
was almost afraid he’d burn out his batteries, but he very quickly
began to pair appreciation of the visual with the pleasure of the
physical.

“Yours is the most perfect skin our team has
yet to develop. It feels almost life-like, and it transmits your
body heat rather effectively.” The man pinched a section of belly
flesh, and it immediately snapped back into place. “It is entirely
flexible, allowing a freedom of movement that is truly inhuman, yet
it prevents any autonomy of action.” He picked up one of Brandon’s
arms and turned the wrist.

It was when he saw the erect penis sliding
through the closed grip of his hand that he truly made the
connection. He was a perfect little doll, and this man wanted to
play with him. A part of him felt like he should be clenching that
hand and stroking the cock, but he knew that was not his purpose.
Men had girls to do stuff for them – dolls were what they did stuff
to!

“Mmm, the pleasure is entirely acceptable.”
The man was smiling as he thrust gently into Brandon’s hand. “We
will see if the other measurements are accurate, but it does appear
as if the molding process worked as intended.”

He watched as the man withdrew his cock, and
felt a deep sorrow that his hand had not made it cum. That sorrow
quickly turned to delight, however, as the man knelt over him with
that cock just inches from the perfect ‘O’ of his lips. The touch
of its spongy head against his top lip was absolutely electric as
it began sliding inside. As if the penetration triggered something,
he found that while he couldn’t close his mouth, he could move his
tongue. He instinctively began licking his way around the shaft,
pressing his tongue against it to create more friction.

“That is an adequate fit. I might have them
adjust you tighter next time I avail myself of your services.”

Slowly, he began withdrawing his cock, and
Brandon’s tongue chased it, lapping up precum as it went. He
followed it as far as his lips, frantically trying to coax it back
inside, but the moment the cockhead slipped free, his tongue
stopped where it was. He had failed to make it cum again.

But the tongue tip sticking out between his
lips was super cute!

The man reached in to pinch it. “And the
tongue control is exactly as I instructed. Really, I could not have
asked for a smoother engagement.”

Brandon watched the man’s backside in the
mirror, even as he felt the coarseness of hairy pubes tickle their
way down his flesh. He couldn’t see what was happening, and
couldn’t very well look down to watch, but he hoped what was coming
next was what he thought was coming next.

And then, just like that, the man’s cock was
inside him.

It was glorious! It was as if every one of
his secret buttons has been pressed at once. As the man fell
against him, grinding his hairy chest against Brandon’s breasts,
and thrusting his massive cock into Brandon’s tight, wet pussy, he
felt a joy like he had never imagined. So much of him was being
played with at the same time, and his owner seemed happy. He was a
good doll! He was a useful doll! He was a doll that would get lots
of play time!

“Fuck. That might be a little too tight, but
the lubrication is remarkable.” The man kept thrusting, hard and
deep, until Brandon felt a pair of hairy balls bouncing against the
lips of his labia. “As much as I would love to empty myself into
such a perfect pocket, I am afraid we have one last feature to
finish.”

As if on cue, Brandon saw all four of the
women who’d worked on his transformation enter into the frame of
the mirror. The pretty nurse waved as she came to stand next to the
pod controls, while the scary, beautiful Mistress pressed her long,
black-tipped fingers tightly against either side of his head. The
cute cheerleader knelt to press her lips against his right ear,
while the adorable schoolgirl did the same with his left.

“We are, like, so ready on the controls.” The
nurse beamed.

“I have the doll firmly in hand,” the
Mistress confirmed.

Brandon felt sorrow for the third time that
day, deeper and far more painful than the first two times combined,
as the man withdrew his cock without having cum into his pussy. He
knew he was a good doll, but maybe he was broken.

“I have been waiting almost a year for this
moment.” The man climbed up onto the table, with both hands
stroking his cock. “Prepare him, ladies.”

With a light, feathery kiss, the cheerleader
whispered, “Wake up, Brandon Chalmers.”

It was like someone had flipped a switch.
Suddenly, Brandon was Brandon again. Fuck this doll business! Jesus
Christ, that bastard had double-crossed him. He’d turned him into a
fucking sex doll, and then . . . and then . . . fucked him! This
was obscene. This was intolerable. This was unforgivable. He was
just about to start screaming obscenities when the first shot of
cum erupted to splash against his face.

Oh, fuck, he could feel it, hot and slimly
against his cheek. He wanted to turn away, but he knew it was
useless. They’d fucked up his body so badly, all he could do
anymore was feel!

Another spurt followed, even bigger than the
first, crisscrossing the other cheek. It felt heavy and thick, the
disgusting evidence of how roughly he’d been abused. A third spurt
hit him directly in the eye, but he couldn’t even blink, much less
jerk his head away. As the bastard’s cock came for him, he could
see the slit tensing and trembling with yet another spurt, only
this time the cockhead landed on his lips.

No, no, no! Anything but that! Brandon felt
his tongue immediately begin lapping at the slit, bathing itself in
each fresh ejaculation. A man was coming in his mouth, and his
traitorous tongue was helping it happen! He could feel cum on his
face. He could feel cum in his mouth. He could fucking taste cum
all over!

As the cockhead pulled away, his tongue
frantically chased it, continuing to lick and flick even as the
space between the cock and his lips grew. The sudden realization
dawned on him that he could move. He was in full control of his new
body.

And yet he had laid there and allowed this
bastard to glaze him with cum!

“Hold, Brandon Chalmers.” The schoolgirl’s
voice filled him with a terror he had never before imagined
possible. As quickly as that, before he could even think about
moving, he was a helpless doll once again.

A helpless, cum-covered doll.

“Ladies, if you would please step away, it is
time for our newest toy’s features to be finalized.”

Brandon watched as, one by one, the girls all
stepped out of the mirror’s view. Almost immediately, another hot
flash of light exploded from above, leaving him once again
immobile.

As for the slimy bastard who ran the place,
he sat down on Brandon’s stomach and began toying with Brandon’s
tits. “I could have simply allowed you to live out your life in
submissive, doll-like contentment, but I do not appreciate being
threatened.” He leaned in and bit down hard on the left nipple.

Oh, fuck, that hurt!

“I could have made you like the others, a
walking, talking, fully functional sex doll, but I really do not
appreciate being misled.” He moved his head over and bit down on
the other nipple.

Ow! The pain was too much.

“In fact, I had originally considered adding
a Ken to my box of Barbie’s, but I really, really do not appreciate
you disrespecting my mother. When I found your video of her
thanking the health inspector for another pass of his blind eye, I
was angry, but when I saw that you had tagged her as a hooker, that
was the moment at which I became livid.”

Brandon felt the bastard’s hands reach up to
trace the lines of glistening cum permanently preserved on his
doll-like face. Inside, he railed against the touch, even as he
laid there and suffered it. It wasn’t enough that he had to be some
bimbo sex-doll, but the added degradation of being a visibly used
bimbo sex-doll was too much.

“I knew then that I would make you pay for
your disrespect, but it took me a number of months before I settled
on your costume. Fortunately, your love of facials was very well
documented.”

The bastard sat up and smiled.

“Welcome to The Dollhouse, Jaycee.”

Her brain snapped with a satisfying jolt.

Duh. Jaycee. That was totally right! What a
silly doll she had been. Brandon was a boy’s name, and she totally
was not a boy.

No, she was J.C. of The Dollhouse.

The one-and-only Jism Cumdump.

She was the hungriest, sloppiest doll in the
whole Dollhouse, and she loved it.

The only question on her mind was who would
play with her next?

 


###
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I knew it was a mistake to cheat on a witch. I knew
it, and I still did it anyway. What was I thinking?

Well, I knew what I was thinking: Usoko was
hot and horny and ready to fuck. I couldn't help myself. The
Japanese chick, slender and petite, bewitched me. She wore these
jeans hugging her ass, her smile flirty, her almond-shaped eyes
exotic. When she pressed against me, caressing my chest with
delicate fingers, whispering in my ear, I was lost.

I had to enjoy her. And Clarisse was out of
town. Or so I thought.

So imagine my surprise when, just as Usoko
and I both came, her hot pussy milking the last drops of cum out of
my dick, my girlfriend burst into the bedroom of our apartment. Her
eyes blazed with dark anger, her arms crossed beneath her breasts,
scarlet raging across her normally pale cheeks.

“Clarisse!” I exclaimed, my mind still fogged
by the shuddering ecstasy of my orgasm. I rolled off Usoko, my dick
flopping out of her pussy, smacking wetly against my stomach. “It's
not what you think.”

“It's not?” she asked, a dangerous glint in
her eyes. She walked forward, her heeled boots putting a dangerous
sway to her hips. “Then what is it, Chris?”

“I should go,” Usoko said, rising with lithe
grace, her dusky-olive body flushed, my cum running out of her
pussy and matting her thick, black bush. “It was fun.”

I winced. “It wasn't.”

“Fucking her wasn't fun?” Clarisse asked, her
voice ice despite the heat of her anger simmering through her body.
“I didn't hear you scream, 'Oh, my god, what a pussy!' at the top
of your lungs right before you spurted into her.”

“I . . . I . . .” I licked my lips. “She
didn't mean anything to me, Clarisse. I was just . . . lonely.”

“So it's my fault that you stuck your dick in
her?”

“I didn't say that.”

“Bye, Chris,” Usoko said, her clothes
gathered up in a ball. Then she retreated from the bedroom. “Maybe
I'll see you around.”

I flinched again, my girlfriend's nostrils
flaring as she snorted.

“I'm sorry. I met her at the bar. She just
came up to me, pressing on me. I couldn't help myself.”

Clarisse reached the bed, her raven-black
hair falling about her face as she leaned over. She grabbed my
cock, still slick with Usoko's pussy. She stroked it, sending a
thrill through me. My shaft twitched in her hand. I groaned as her
thumb slid across the pink crown, smearing a fresh bubble of precum
across it.

“So, this is the cause of your
problems,” she said.

I shivered. “Clarisse, please, you don't need
to cast any spells. You know I don't like it.”

“I got you to quit smoking.”

“By making every cigarette I touched burst
into flames,” I gasped.

“It worked.” She licked her lips. “I know
what's best for you. And this will be best for you.”

I swallowed. “What?”

She slipped into the bed beside me, pressing
her lithe body against mine, her round breasts straining the
leather cups of the corset she wore, pale flesh jiggling
invitingly. My dick threw harder and harder. I couldn't help it.
She exuded sex. From the first time I saw her, she bewitched me. I
spotted her across our college's library two years ago. She sat in
a shaft of sunlight. It illuminated her, like it beckoned me. Then
she looked up, smiled, and crocked her finger.

I couldn't help it. Like with Usoko, I was
helpless.

“I finally found it,” she said, something
breathy entering her voice. She rubbed my cock again. “The perfect
spell for you. You don't need this cock any longer.”

She squeezed it.

“What?” I gasped. “I'm sorry I cheated on
you, but you don't have to go Lorena Bobbitt on me.”

Then she kissed me. Hard. I gasped, her
tongue thrusting into my mouth, her teeth nipping at my lips. I
wanted to pull away, but something magnetic held me. Gripped me. My
skin tingled, her magic pushing out into me.

People thought witches had to say all those
words to work their magic, to chant long strings of words in Latin
or other languages. But they didn't. Witches tapped into that
energy all around us, the spiritual. They were lightning rods,
thrust into the ethereal, drawing out the power and channeling it
where they wanted. It was all mental, understanding the laws or
some such. She was always studying, traveling to learn from other
witches, to uncover other secrets.

I gasped in pain, tasting blood. She broke
the kiss, licking her lips, tasting my life.

“Clarisse!” I gasped, her hand stroking my
dick faster and faster. “Please, you promised. No more spells.”

“You promised to never fuck another girl,”
she pointed out. Her hand tightened on my dick. “And what did you
do?”

I looked away. “I'm sorry. I love you. I just
. . . I was weak. You don't have to take my . . .”

My cock shrank. The magical energy poured
into me through her hand. I whimpered, staring down my muscular
chest at my dick thrusting out of my sandy blond pubic hair. My
shaft grew smaller and smaller, thinner and thinner. It withdrew
out of her hand, melting down into my pubic hair. My eyes opened,
panic surging through me.

And her hand followed. She cupped where my
cock once was. Her lips nibbled on my ear, flicking it. “Relax,”
she cooed. “I won't harm you. You just need to be . . . fixed. The
way you always were meant to be. Accept it, Chris.”

“No, please,” I groaned, the energy still
flowing into me and . . .

Something split in my crotch. I felt my skin
part and . . . A wet heat birthed. I squirmed, the power flooding
out of my crotch through my body, sliding through my tissue,
rattling my bones. My flesh felt fluid, like I was made of silly
putty. Invisible hands grabbed me. I gasped, my skin moving, the
muscles beneath rippling, molding.

“What the fuck!” I gasped, my voice growing
higher pitched as I witnessed my chest balloon.

The fine hairs vanished as two round mounds
sprouted, growing bigger and bigger. My flesh surged there, my arms
growing thinner, my muscle definition fading away into something
soft and sleek. My nipples grew larger, fatter, areolas spreading,
a pink creeping across my . . .

“I have breasts!” I shrieked, my voice so
high pitched.

The hands reached my face. I felt things
shifting, my cheekbones changing. Hair sprouted, golden curls
spilling around me, locks falling across my eyes. Clarisse's hand
rubbed at my crotch, stroking something hot and wet, like I had
petals between my legs and . . .

“No,” I groaned.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred, her finger sliding up
a slit. A pussy's slit. She nudged something hard buried in the
folds. Pleasure surged through me like she touched the top of my
cock and . . . “Oh, god, no. You made me into a woman?” My voice
sounded so feminine, so high-pitched, so girlish. “Clarisse!”

“I fixed you,” she groaned. “I knew you would
make such a pretty woman when I saw you two years ago. Ooh, the
moment I laid eyes on you, I knew you were mine.” She nipped my
ear, her fingers caressing my new pussy. Tingles raced through my
body. “So, I forgive you for cheating on me. If you go out with me
as a woman.”

“You can change me back?” I whimpered.

“Of course I can,” she huffed. “I'm a white
witch. I do no harm. After our night out, if you want to go back to
being a man, I'll fix you.”

“And will you dump me?” I asked. I swallowed,
turning my head to stare into her dark eyes.

She didn't answer. Instead, she kissed me on
my new lips. It felt different. They felt plumper. I shivered, my
nipples throbbing with an aching tingle, something I'd never felt
before and . . . And my pussy . . . It tightened. This powerful
itch, like I used to get at the tip of my dick, burned in my
depths. I wanted her fingers to reach into me and . . .

“Oh, god,” I gasped, breaking the kiss and
rolling away from her. I spilled out of the bed, almost tripping on
my legs. They were so slender and sleek, losing all their powerful
muscles. Then I straightened, my new big tits swaying before me,
almost throwing me off-balance with their bouncing. Everything felt
different. I wobbled, grabbing the wall.

“Your center of gravity has changed,” she
said. “It's higher in women than men.”

“What?” I gasped, my right hand trailing on
the wall as I darted for our bathroom, my breath coming faster and
faster. Blood pounded through my veins.

I burst into the bathroom, stumbling to the
sink. I turned on the water. It hissed. I splashed it across my
face and . . . I felt different. No rasp of any stubble, none of
the sharp features I knew. I felt softer. I looked up and . . .

A beautiful woman stared back. Familiar, like
I looked at my sister. My bold nose became dainty and cute, my
cheekbones soft, my face a little rounder. Blonde hair, a richer
color than sandy locks, spilled about my narrower shoulders. I had
no Adam's apple and . . .

My tits.

My hands cupped my tits. I squeezed them,
feeling how pillowy soft they were. They were large, maybe an F
cup. My fingers dug into my flesh. I'd fondled tits this big
before, but . . . I shivered, the itch swelling again between my
thighs.

I liked having my tits touched.

My fingers ventured to the areolas, wide as
silver dollars. I stroked over them, brushing the little bumps in
the mauve flesh before I brushed the puckered nipples. I gasped at
how sensitive they were. My eyes widened, the sensations flooding
straight down to my pussy.

No wonder girls always became hornier after
caressing their breasts through their clothing, brushing their
nipples, making them hard. It just . . . made me eager. This
strange hunger to be filled trembled through my pussy. I glanced
down past my heaving breasts to the blonde bush, thick and wild. I
ran my digits through it, sliding down, brushing the top of my
pussy.

My fingers came back wet.

“Mmm, you should taste yourself,” Clarisse
said. “You have such sweet juices, Kristi.”

“Kristi?” I gasped, whirling and seeing my
witch girlfriend lounging in the bathroom door, her legs crossed
before her, her black skirt rustling about her pale thighs. She
never let herself tan, loving the contrast of her near-white skin
against the black clothing she loved to wear and her midnight hair.
“That's not my name.”

“Tonight, you're Kristi. With a K and an I
because it sounds cuter.” She licked her lips, her eyes flicking up
and down my body. “Ooh, you look hot. Let's get you ready.”

“Ready?”

“To go clubbing.” She grinned. “You have to
show that body off. You are hot.” She came up behind me, her heeled
boots clicking on the tiled floor. She cupped my tits from behind,
squeezing them, making me tremble. “Look at your body, Kristi, and
tell me you wouldn't want to tap that.” She nuzzled against my
neck, her skirt rubbing on my ass. “I know I do.”

“We go clubbing, then you turn me back?”

“If you still want to go back.” She licked my
ear, fingers pinching my nipples. I let out a whimper.

“Fine, let's get me ready.”

She gave me such a wicked grin over my
shoulder.

“You're enjoying yourself way too much,” I
said later as I sat before her makeup station.

“So much fun,” she said, rubbing something
into my face, smoothing out my skin. Was it foundation? “I've
wanted to do this for so long.”

“Two years?” I said. I felt like I never knew
her. “I know you're bisexual and all, but . . .”

“You always enjoyed it when I brought another
girl into our bed. You love watching me. Now think of the fun we'll
have.”

She pulled out what looked like a marker and
began rubbing it on my face. “What are you doing.”

“Highlighting,” she said. “Making your
dimples really stand out. You have such pretty dimples,
Kristi.”

“Chris,” I groaned.

“Don't talk. It makes this harder. We want
you to be pretty tonight. To turn heads and make every guy jealous
of me.”

I shivered. “I don't want to have sex with
any guys.”

“Of course not. You're still straight. Well,
I guess you're gay now. You like women, Kristi. Now stop moving. Do
I need to cast another spell?”

“No,” I muttered.

I sat there, enduring the makeup smeared
across my face. It felt so weird, coating my skin in this mask. I
couldn't believe women did this every day. It was worse than the
time I grew out a beard, trying to ignore all that itching. She
hummed as she worked, a big smile on her ruby lips. She rouged my
cheeks, thickened my eyelashes, applied eyeshadow and eyeliner, and
then put vibrant red lipstick on my plump mouth.

When I looked into the mirror I shivered. A
hottie looked back with smoky, bedroom-blue eyes, lips just
designed to kiss and snuggle, a vibrant flush to the cheeks. “I'm
beautiful,” I whispered, staring at my new features. “Just . . .
gorgeous.”

“Of course. I made sure you were.” She put
her head on my shoulder, peering at my reflection. Her pale face
had its own beauty, softer, darker. “You make me so hard right
now.”

“Hard?” I frowned.

“Now, time for your hair. It's got a nice,
natural curve. So, let's play with that.” She grabbed her brush and
went to work.

When she finished, I had more of a bounce to
my hair. When I moved my head, it swept across my bare shoulders
while my breasts jiggled. Which drew my eyes. I couldn't help it. I
had such a great pair of tits, big but without any sag.

I itched to touch them.

“Now for the nylons.”

“Nylons?” I asked.

“You love thigh-highs on a woman,” Clarisse
said.

My eyes fell at the top of her thigh-high
boots and the three inches of ivory legs between them and her
skirt's hem. “Yeah.”

“So, let's make you nice and pretty.” She
pulled out a nylon egg, breaking it open. “I believe I bought
everything in the right size. I had to guess.”

“You were going to change me into a woman
even if you didn't catch me cheating,” I accused.

“I would have reasoned with you.” She licked
her lips, kneeling before me. “I can be . . . very persuasive.
Remember that time I pegged you?”

I blushed, my ass clenching which made my
pussy also tighten. I felt a liquid heat leak out, a sweet musk
filling my nose. I knew the scent of hot snatch, but I never
expected to have one of my own. That itching hole begging to be
filled.

She grabbed my left leg. She licked my toe,
giggling, “So cute,” before she rolled the nylon over my foot. I
gasped, my skin feeling so sensitive. The spell had removed the
hair on my legs, providing no barrier to the rasp of silk over my
flesh. Tingles raced up my leg as she worked the dark stocking
higher and higher.

“Did you . . . do something to my skin?” I
gasped, squirming, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

She reached my knee, rolling the nylon past
it. “Nope,” she breathed. “That's just the delicious feel of
nylon.”

I groaned, her fingers pushing the tight
fabric up my thigh. My legs parted wider. I felt her eyes on my
pussy. She licked her lips, her eyes growing coal-hot. I squirmed,
loving the lust in her eyes. She wanted to . . .

What was wrong with me? I couldn't enjoy this
at . . .

“Fuck!” I gasped.

Her tongue dragged across my pussy while her
fingers smoothing the final inch of the stocking around my thigh. I
trembled again, her tongue licking through my folds, brushing my
clit. The little nub drank in the sensation. I leaned back farther
in my chair, my big tits jiggling.

Her tongue swirled about my nub. She sucked
on it, ruby lips pursed. I groaned, heat rushing through me. My
hands clenched. I couldn't enjoy this. I shouldn't enjoy this. I
should be angry at her for turning me into a woman.

But . . . But I cheated on her. She should be
angry at me . . . I loved her. I did. I don't know why I was so
weak. I just . . . Usoko . . . Damn that woman. This was all her
fault and . . .

“Oh, god,” I groaned, my toes curling, my
right ones encased in tight nylons. “Clarisse.”

“Mmm, you just taste so yummy,” she purred,
pulling her lips back. My juices stained them, adding a glistening
sheen.

I wanted to kiss her. I loved kissing her
after she'd gone down on a girl, tasting another woman's pussy on
her lips. But . . . This was my own pussy. Not another girl. It was
like tasting my own jizz. I'd never do that.

She rose, a grin on her face.

“Clarisse, no,” I gasped, my heart beating
faster, my pussy tightening.

“What's wrong?” she asked, her hands cupping
my face, her lips coming closer. “You love tasting pussy on my
lips.”

“Not my own.”

“How do you know? It's time to try new
things.” Her eyes caught mine, smoldering. “You are going to have
so many new experiences tonight. We both are. Mmm, you are making
me ache so badly. I can't wait to pop your cherry and fuck
you.”

“Pop my—”

Her lips planted on mine. I shuddered,
tasting something sweet and musky. My pussy juices. I shivered,
unable to help myself. I kissed her back, my eyes closing, loving
the flavor. My cream anointed her lips. Mine. And I tasted amazing.
So sweet. So delicious. A pussy I could devour for hours on
end.

My hands grabbed her hips, touching the bare
skin between her black skirt and corset. I gripped her, pulling her
closer, wanting to bury my . . . I didn't have a cock any longer. I
had a pussy. I could rub it against her. She liked thighing me,
especially when we danced. Grinding that hot cunt on my jeans until
she shivered and came.

She broke the kiss, smiling. “See, you loved
it.”

“I didn't,” I lied. Which was a mistake. She
always knew when I was lying.

Why was I such an idiot tonight?

“Let's get your next one on,” she grinned,
falling back to her knees between my spread thighs.

I groaned as she rolled the second stocking
up my left leg. I twitched and panted, loving the whisking glide of
nylon across my skin. My pussy squeezed tight, aching to be filled.
She had dildos. I couldn't wait for her to pop my . . .

No. I had to focus. I was a guy. A man. I
should have a cock. I did the fucking. I wasn't fucked and . .
.

“Clarisse,” I whimpered again, her mouth
licking at my pussy again, her hands smoothing the thigh-high
stocking. “Please.”

“I can't resist,” she giggled. Her lips
nuzzled again into my hot flesh, her tongue pressing against
something covering my pussy's entrance, keeping her from plunging
into my hot depths and touching me where I needed it.

God, I had a hymen. A cherry to pop. I was a
virgin.

Then she pulled her face away. More juices
stained her lips, dribbling down to her chin. She swept her pink
tongue to gather my cream. I groaned, trembling. I took deep
breaths. I had to control myself. I couldn't act out on my desires
and . . .

Fuck.

I grabbed her black hair, pulling her face
back into my pussy. I needed more. I had to . . . to cum. Like a
woman. Humiliation spilled through me even as I humped against her
licking tongue. She didn't fight me. Her hands rubbed my thighs
through my stockings, pressing the nylon into my skin.

I whimpered and groaned, heat building in the
depths of my pussy. My large tits jiggled, nipples swaying at the
bottom of my vision. The chair creaked as I squirmed. Her tongue
danced over my pussy folds, caressing them, brushing my clit,
driving me wild.

“Clarisse,” I gasped.

“My sweet Kristi,” she purred, dark eyes
staring up at me. “Just let yourself go. Embrace your
femininity.”

“I'm a man!” I protested even as she latched
her lips on my clit and sucked.

I gasped, bucking. It felt more intense than
a blowjob. All those nerve endings once found in my dick now
concentrated into the little bud. When her tongue caressed it, she
touched so much at once. Fire raced through me.

My fingers tightened in her silky strands. I
groaned, eyes fluttering, the heat swelling faster and faster. My
head leaned back, my blonde hair sweeping across the makeup table.
Her cheeks hollowed, sucking hard on my clit.

My legs spasmed.

“Something's happening,” I whimpered. “Oh,
god, I think . . . I think I'm going to cum.”

She sucked her hardest.

My entire body convulsed.

My pussy spasmed.

Heat surged out of my pussy. Gentle ripples
of pleasure, not the familiar powerful blasts of my cock erupting.
This was different. I groaned, the ecstasy reaching my mind,
engulfing it. I trembled, shivering, her lips nursing at my clit.
Every suck sent more heat billowing through me.

My orgasm stretched out longer and longer. It
should have been over with, but I still gasped and heaved. Juices
flooded out of my pussy. My legs twitched. My breasts heaved as I
let out groans of rapture.

“That's so good,” I gasped, out of control.
“Clarisse . . . Yes!”

She stared up at me, delight in her eyes. She
pulled her lips away, dripping with my juices. She licked them and
studied me as I came down from my orgasmic high. It lasted so long.
My entire body trembled now, feeling energized.

I hungered for more. I didn't want to lie
over and go to sleep. I wanted to keep going, to keep experiencing
that.

“I knew you'd love it,” she said, turning and
snagging something off the bed. A black thong, a narrow strip in
the back and a lacy triangle in the front.

“Those are cute. I've never seen you wear
them.”

“I bought this special for you,” she smiled.
“When I saw them, I knew they were perfect for you.”

I didn't resist as she drew them up my legs.
I lifted my ass off the chair so she could slide them into place. I
shivered, feeling the cloth vanish between my butt-cheeks, the rest
covering my pussy, my blonde bush peeking out.

“That won't do,” she said, her hands stroking
my hair on either side.

I tingled. My golden hairs melted away, the
thong seating tight against my suddenly bald pussy. “Being a witch
is handy.”

She grinned at me.

Then she grabbed my dress, pulling it out of
clothing box I failed to notice on the bed. It was blue and
vibrant, something that would attract the eye from across the
world. It also looked skimpy, the skirt short, no back at all, just
two little straps that rose from the bodice.

“Let me see how beautiful you are in it,” she
purred, handing it over.

An eagerness to please her surged through me.
After that wonderful orgasm, I just wanted to make her happy. She
was so beautiful. So loving. And this punishment wasn't too bad.
Not after that orgasm. I grabbed it from her and stepped into it. I
shivered as I drew it up my thighs, my hips shifting, the cloth
rustling on my skin.

Then I pulled it up and over my hips, the
waistband tight, the skirt hugging my ass and thighs, leaving
several inches of my skin exposed above my stockings. I lifted the
bodice, two triangular pieces of cloth that cupped my large
breasts, leaving much of the side-boobs exposed. I tied it behind
my neck, my tits swaying free beneath them.

“Oh, you are so hot,” groaned my girlfriend.
“You are making me so hard. Ooh, we are going to have fun.”

My eyes flicked to her corset. I didn't see
her nipples poking at her top, but she wore a leather corset. So
instead I shoved my finger down, brushing her hard nipple topping
her perky and firm breasts. “Yes, I can feel how hard you are.”

She laughed. “Oh, Kristi, you are in for a
surprise tonight. Does the word futanari mean anything to you?”

“No,” I said. “Sounds Japanese. Does this
have to do with . . .?”

“Usoko?” she asked.

My forehead furrowed. Something itched at the
back of my head. But then she leaned in and kissed me on the mouth,
her hands grabbing the curving plumpness of my rear. I tasted my
sweet juices on her mouth, her tongue caressing mine. My pussy
surged with new excitement. I grabbed her ass through the skirt and
tried to pull her close.

Instead she broke away. “We have to get
going. Mystique awaits.”

“That's where we're going?” I gasped. “But
you have to be on the list to get in.” I'd tried to get us into
Mystique once, three months ago, but the new club was exclusive
with a capital E.

“Well, as you recall, the bouncer would have
let me in.”

“Because you're hot,” I objected, and then it
hit me. “And now so am I.”

“Exactly.” She gave me another quick kiss.
“God, you are so sexy, Kristi. I want to show off my
girlfriend.”

I blushed at that, a surge of excitement
shooting through me. I wanted to be . . . paraded. She gave me a
body stacked like a brick house. Big tits, sultry curves, golden
locks, plump lips. I could strut the runway model. I may be the
hottest woman I'd ever seen, and Clarisse was a close second in her
own dark way.

“Let's go,” I said, nipples poking hard at my
dress, tingling against the fabric.

The line to get into Mystique stretched
around the corner, girls who weren't as hot as us standing with the
guys all hoping to get inside. I could feel all their eyes on us as
we strolled across the street, my new heels clicking. Only three
inches, but I still felt a little wobbly on them.

A guy wolf-whistled. “Hey, blondie, you
should roll with me. I'll show you a good time in there.”

“But she'd rather have a good time with me,”
purred Clarisse, her arm hooking mine.

“I'll show you both a great time,” he
continued, wearing a gray suit and white shirt, no tie. He left it
unbuttoned to show off his chest hair.

He didn't have much.

“You're too hairy for me. I like a smooth
body.” I gave him a sultry grin, feeling so beautiful right now. So
desirable. I'd never been looked at like this, like a meal to be
devoured. All the guys stared, even the ones with their own
girlfriends.

The bouncer, a huge Black man with arms
thicker than my thighs used to be, eyed us. He had a gold grill
that flashed as he smiled at us. He grabbed the velvet rope,
unhooking it as we reached it, giving us a nod.

The thudding beat of house trance washed over
us as we walked into the club, lights flashing ahead, colorful and
soaring across the crowd dancing in the middle. My hips swayed,
wanting to move to the beat, to dance with my girlfriend and have a
wild time out there. More eyes found us, guys lounging at the bar,
sipping their drinks. Girls sat at tables in small groups, perching
like colorful birds on display. I licked my lips, staring at them,
admiring firm tits and smooth thighs.

“You're drooling like a guy,” Clarisse
said.

“I am a guy,” I purred my voice throaty.

“I still can taste your pussy on my lips. You
are not a guy.” We reached a table. I sat at it. “And cross your
legs.”

“Right,” I said. It felt weird to cross my
legs. But then I didn't feel any balls getting crushed between
them. Instead, I could cross them tight and . . . It felt nice. I
rubbed my clit through my thong, shifting.

In a minute, a waiter walked up, setting
drinks on our table. “From the gentleman in the black coat and
shirt at the bar,” he said, nodding his head.

A man gave us a nod.

My girlfriend grinned, grabbing her fruity
cocktail and bringing it to her lips, sipping it. My cheeks burning
in humiliation at a guy sending me a drink, I grabbed mine and
drank it too quickly. The cocktail sent a surge of warmth through
me as I gulped it down, hardly tasting the alcohol.

“Thirsty?” she asked, a big grin on her
face.

“I guess. This is all so . . . New. I'm being
ogled. I'm not used to that.”

“But you like it.” She reached across the
table, tweaking a fat nipple through my dress. “It makes your pussy
so wet?”

“Yes,” I hissed, coaching my voice low,
afraid others would hear.

“Then let's go,” she said, tugging on my
nipple as she slipped out of my seat.

I gasped, her grip firm, pulling on my
nipple. It throbbed, almost in pain, but so exciting. I followed
her as she walked backward to the dance floor. People noticed how
she guided me, staring at my right boob stretching beneath my
flimsy dress. Guys smiled like wolves, loving the sight of two
girls getting naughty.

My pussy became molten.

We reached the dance floor and she pulled me
close. Her hands grabbed my ass now, gripping me through my skirt.
She pulled on my butt-cheeks, my thong rubbing against my asshole
as our bodies pressed tight. Her thighs lipped between my legs,
pressing up against the crotch of my panties.

My clit throbbed. My hips moved, following
the beat of the music, thighing my snatch on her sleek leg.
Pleasure ran through me as my pussy lips and bud rubbed on the
cloth of my panties. I shivered, grinding on her, my thigh pressing
between her legs to return the favor and . . .

She had something hard beneath her skirt.
Something trapped in her panties. I frowned, her hips swaying, her
hands squeezing my ass. I looked down at our tits pressed tight,
her leather cups squeezing into my pillowy mounds. My flesh spilled
out around my narrow dress, the leather cool on my skin.

“Are you wearing a strap-on?” I asked,
feeling the hard shaft.

“Nope,” she grinned. “I said you made me
hard. I am so aching to bury into you. To try out my new cock.”

“Cock?” My eyes widened. My pussy clenched. A
hot thrill trembled through me even as my jaw dropped. I believed
her. She never lied. And she had magic. “How?”

She rolled her eyes. “I'm a witch. That spell
I cast affected more than you.” She rubbed her cock harder against
my thigh. “Mmm, you feel so good. It's making my pussy so wet.
Everything my cock feels ripples down to my snatch.”

“What?” I gasped, my hands sliding down from
her hips to her skirt.

“Go ahead, explore,” she purred, our bodies
moving together, my pussy growing wetter and wetter as I rubbed on
her flesh, my thong growing soaked. “Find out for yourself. I'm a
futa now. A futa-witch. Just like I always wanted to be.”

My hands reached the bare flesh between the
hem of her skirt and her thigh-high boots. I slid upward, vanishing
beneath. Eyes watched us, guys gathering around, noticing our
naughty play. A smile grew on Clarisse's lips as I brushed her
panties' waistband. I followed the cloth, moving between our
bodies.

She pulled away from us at the same moment
she leaned her face in, burying them between my tits. Guys groaned
as her hands moved up from my ass, squeezing my tits through my
dress. I shuddered, my fingers dipping into the leg band of her
panties, feeling her smooth skin and . . .

I brushed a fleshy shaft. Warm, feeling like
a cock. She moaned between my tits, her lips kissing at the inner
slopes. Her teeth nipped, her fingers pushing aside cloth. I
gasped, my pink nipple popping out right before her lips engulfed
my nub.

Guys whooped. A few girls cheered.
Wolf-whistles sang out around us.

I shivered, my nipple throbbing in my
girlfriend's mouth. She sucked on it, sending delight shooting down
to my pussy. I groaned, my fingers sliding down her shaft,
exploring it. Her skin grew juicier and juicier and . . .

Pussy lips wrapped around the folds of her
cock. Like it thrust from where her clit should be. I went lower,
feeling her familiar labia. I stroked her then plunged a finger
inside of her. She moaned on the nipple, sucking so hard on it.

“You have both,” I groaned, my snatch
clenching. My right hand fingered her clit while my left grasped
her dick beneath her panties. I stroked up and down her, feeling
her girl-dick. It felt so familiar in my hand.

My eyes widened. “You have my cock!”

Her mouth popped off my nipple. “Why let such
a wonderful dick go to waste?”

She sucked on my other nipple, pinching my
wet one. Guys groaned around us, watching us with hungry eyes. I
stroked her cock, my former dick, faster and faster. I pumped
fingers into her snatch, feeling her silky pussy lips around my
digits. Dizzy lust shot through me. My cunt boiled, wanting to be
filled.

She purred and moaned, sucking, nipping,
loving my nipple. Her dark eyes stared up at me, smoldering as I
masturbated her. Her pussy clenched on my fingers. I envied her. I
wanted to be filled with fingers. With a cock.

Her girl-cock.

She nipped my nipple hard then pulled her
mouth away. “You want to feel me in you. My futa-dick fucking your
gender-swapped cunt.”

“Yes,” I croaked.

“While all these men watch,” she added her
eyes flicking around to the guys, a mix of races. They all were
handsome, hungry, their dicks bulging their pants. I felt like a
lamb surrounded by a pack of wolves and only my futa-shepherdess
protected me.

“Yes!” I hissed, loving the danger, the
thrill, of doing this before all of them. I stroked her dick
faster, her panties rubbing against the back of my hands.

She grabbed my skirt, hiking it over my
waist. I shivered, pulling my fingers out of her pussy. I pulled up
her skirt and ripped down her panties all in one go, my hand
freeing her dick. Her shaft thrust out before her as her hands dug
into my bare asscheeks, fingers biting, pulling me closer to
her.

My nipples rubbed against the smooth leather
of her corset. I loved the slick sensation. Then my hand guided her
cock to my thong, pressing the cloth into my soaked pussy. I
hungered to feel her girl-dick in me.

Her futa-cock.

“She's got a dick,” a guy groaned.

“Fuck, this is hot,” another panted.

“Fuck her!” a third hollered.

“Yes, yes, fuck her,” a girl moaned.

Clarisse arched an eyebrow at me. “Well,
Kristi?”

I pushed aside my thong with my fingers and
gasped. The thick tip of her futa-dick rubbed at the bald folds of
my pussy. I shivered, sliding the crown to my hymen. She pressed at
the entrance of my pussy, my maidenhead stretching. Her fingers dug
into my ass, the music thudding through the club.

Everyone watched with baited breath.

I stared into Clarisse's eyes. Then I kissed
her hard, engulfing her in my arms.

My futa-girlfriend thrust. My cherry popped.
Her girl-dick slammed into my virgin depths. My gender-swapped
pussy embraced her shaft, stretching around her girth. My eyes
widened, trembling, feeling the same delight Clarisse experienced
when we made love last night.

My tongue dueled with hers as the joy of
being penetrated washed through me. She reached so deep into me,
uniting us. My snatch clenched on her girth. I trembled,
whimpering. Pleasure flooded through me, tingling through my
body.

Making me feel complete.

Guys clapped and whooped. Girls cheered. They
celebrated our union, a futa's cock entering my gender-swapped
body.

My cunt clenched on her dick as she drew
back. The pleasure made us both whimper. We broke our kiss, staring
into each other's eyes. It was our first time for the both of us.
She'd never had a cock while I'd never had a pussy.

I felt even closer to my futa-witch.

“Clarisse,” I groaned as she rammed back into
me. “I love you.”

She beamed at me, tears beading her eyes. I
shifted, my hips moving, dancing to the beat of the music as she
fucked me. Her fingernails dug into my ass, my hands rubbing her
lower back, caressing her skin. Our flesh slapped together, her
dick making short, stabbing thrusts into my pussy, stirring me
up.

Juices trickled out of me, smearing down my
thighs. I groaned, my nipples throbbing against her corset. I
kissed her on the lips, celebrating my love with my naughty
futa-witch, sharing it with everyone around us.

“Fuck that little slut hard,” a guy
groaned.

“She's got a pussy,” a guy groaned, crouched
down behind Clarisse. “Like one of those dickgirls from Japan.”

“A futa,” moaned a girl. “Oh, god, that's
hot. A real-life futa.”

“And she's mine,” I howled, breaking our kiss
and shuddering. Everything swirled inside of me, the feel of her
dick, all the eyes watching me, the sheer joy of being a woman
united with her lover. Her sexy futa-lover. “My futa-witch!”

Clarisse beamed, tears falling down her face.
Rapture burned in her eyes. Such beauty in her pale face. I
groaned, bucking against her, squeezing my pussy down on her
thrusting cock. I shuddered, rapture rippling through me.

And then I came.

I threw back my head, my blonde hair swaying
down my naked back as I heaved against her. I shifted on my heels,
clutching her to keep my balance. My pussy convulsed about her
dick, worshiping it, loving it. I spasmed, eager to feel that hot
spurt of cum in me.

“Clarisse!”

“Kristi!” she moaned, hammering her cock into
my cumming pussy.

Waves of heat shot through me with every
thrust. Her plunges kept me alive while rapture twisted her
expression. Her mouth opened wide, making that O as she came closer
to her own release. I wanted it, my flesh milking her dick as the
ecstasy burned through my mind.

Stars twinkled around us.

The crowd cheered.

“Cum in her!” someone shouted.

“Yes!” I howled.

“My sexy Kristi!” gasped Clarisse, her
fingernails digging into my ass.

Then her dick plunged into my convulsing
pussy's depths. Her futa-jizz spurted into me. I felt the hot
blasts against me. Pleasure birthed across her face as she orgasmed
with her girl-dick for the first time. I shuddered, my hungry
snatch milking her, sending new waves of pleasure through my
body.

“I love having a futa-witch for my
girlfriend!” I shouted, heaving with her, my nipples crushed
against her leather corset.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, staring into my
eyes, her dick spurting the final time. “And tell me you don't want
to go back. Tell me you love being a woman, Kristi!” Her eyes
trembled.

“I love being a woman,” I moaned, my orgasm
buzzing through my body as I died down, her dick staying hard in my
pussy.

The cheering crowd faded as our lips met in
another kiss. Not the hungry, frantic, soul-devouring passion of
our previous ones. Gentle. Loving. Soul-sharing. I held my
futa-witch, swaying with her to a music only we heard and . . .

Usoko.

I broke the kiss, a smile growing on my
lips.

“You knew her name.”

She cocked her head, her grin growing
naughty.

“You knew Usoko's name.” Mirth swelled
through me. “You set me up, you naughty witch. She's an illusion,
wasn't she?”

“Every girl we ever shared was an illusion,”
she smiled. “I'm too jealous to ever let someone else enjoy my
Kristi.”

“I should be mad. But . . .”

“But you like being fucked by your
futa-girlfriend,” she purred. Her hips moved, sliding her cock
through my cum-filled pussy. She was still hard. She knew spells
for that, too.

“Yes,” I grinned as the crowd started
cheering again. I would enjoy being a woman and having a futa-witch
for a girlfriend. “I love it.”

 


###
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Piece One: Tonight’s Folly Is Tomorrow's Regret

Dion and Denise Buckland were gathered with
their closest friends and family at the local Jocks Over the Rocks
sports bar, celebrating their 18th birthday in style. The twins -
known as the DoubleDs or DDs since their birth - looked somewhat
similar, but they were very different people.

Dion was slouching in a clean (for him)
basketball t-shirt. It was green and gold - their school colors. He
wore his customary pair of indigo jean shorts, which were possibly
not as clean. As the star point guard of the basketball team, he
felt like the star of the party - casually upstaging his twin
sister as he had for the last few years.

The smugly popular teen was just over
6-foot-tall, but weighed barely 150 pounds. His quickness and sharp
shooting touch let him run up high point totals on the basketball
court, but his lack of size and strength concerned college
recruiters who were unsure how he’d do at the next level. He’d have
to add a lot of muscle to keep up with the division one players, or
else drop to a smaller program.

Denise, with prim posture, was a close visual
match for her brother. She filled out her volleyball t-shirt, also
in green and gold, nicely with her modest but perky breasts. She
paired her top with a new denim miniskirt. The color of their
clothes suited both of them, complementing their strawberry blond
hair and bright blue eyes nicely. Unfortunately, the twins didn't
always get along quite as well as they once had.

The siblings were inseparable before high
school, but now they traveled in different circles, and as time
passed their mutual resentments increased. Life treated the twins
so differently. They looked almost indistinguishable from behind,
but that similarity clearly favored Dion over Denise.

Both were star athletes - he the star point
guard for the basketball team, she the captain of the girls’
volleyball team. They both stood just over 6 feet tall. But while
Dion was a highly prized date, Denise was shunned and teased for
her equal stature.

Sexist societal norms dictated that their
equal height looked better on a guy than a girl. Their classmates
mocked Denise as “Godzilla,” but admired her brother’s identical
stature. He was seen as long and lean, and his sports exploits made
him a local celebrity.

Meanwhile Denise appeared oversized for a
girl and even slightly boyish with her bob hairstyle and lithe but
powerful frame. Her athletic prowess won her respect from her
fellow female athletes, but turned off most of the guys she found
attractive.

 

Denise sat flanked by her volleyball
teammates and closest friends Janie Wexler and Kat Jacobs. Janie -
a slim and fidgety girl who always seemed to feel cold - was
wearing a long turquoise mock turtleneck sweater over a pair of
tight white jeans and her usual ballet flats. Kat sat demurely in
her navy crop top and red short shorts, watching Dion among his
throng of admirers.

The fourth of their group, Alana Chang, sat
nearby. She wore a tight off-white romper that contrasted
strikingly with her long shimmering black hair. Alana had flirted
with Dion for months. She chased him, but he’d rebuffed her -
humiliated her. He’d only had eyes for that basic chick Kat. She
swore that soon she would change all that and make Dion hers.

These four girls were in shape and at least
moderately attractive, but they were also at least 6 foot tall.
They found that their height intimidated most boys. Even worse,
most of the cool kids - including their own brothers Dion and Dex -
shunned them. This added to the friction between the siblings.

“It's so unfair,” Denise told Kat and Janie.
“Our volleyball team has a good record every year, but we never get
the same attention or respect that the boy's basketball team
gets.”

Janie frowned. “Well, we never won a county
championship, much less a state title.”

Kat sadly nodded, and said, “Even if we did,
I bet the boys would still get all the glory!”

“Yeah, and all the best equipment, the best
practice times . . .” said Janie.

Denise knew all this, and it frustrated her.
Still, she wasn't sure she wanted to be a local hero like her
brother. Even now, she felt slightly embarrassed by the attention
at her own birthday party, and it made her grumpy. “I hate the
sexist theme of this place!” she said.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Alana replied leaning
into the conversation, “the Jockette girls look cute in their
uniforms. Reminds me of the ones I cheered in at my old
school.”

 


***

 


The next morning Denise awoke at 7 a.m.
feeling strong, rested, and energized. She showered, tidied her
room, put in the laundry, and made herself a light breakfast of
yogurt and a half grapefruit. Dion awoke two hours later feeling .
. . different.

Denise was sitting in the sparkling chrome
and white breakfast nook sipping herbal tea and reading her iPad
when Dion shambled into their modern kitchen.

“Hey,” he grunted, with a slight rasp in his
voice.

“Hey. You don't look so great,” she replied.
“Are you hung over?” Then she asked with just a hint of scolding,
“Did you drink the rest of that absinthe crap?”

“Ah no. I just left it . . . I think it’s
still in the bathroom?”

“I know. I’m just teasing you. I saw it on
the sink when I went in for my shower and I put it away. Speaking
of teasing, your hair has gotten kinda shaggy. I may have to start
calling you sis!”

He glared at her. He knew what was coming
next.

“You know, the old gypsy woman told mom she
was going to have twin girls. She even picked out your female name
. . .”

“Yes, yes, she was going to call me Diana, I
know, I know,” he interrupted in exasperation, “after Princess
Diana.”

“Well, if you let your hair grow out any more
I’ll have to start calling you Princess Di.”

“That's just so wrong on so many levels!” he
complained. “You know she died tragically!”

“Yes, but she lived an amazing empowered life
with all her charities, and she stood up to tradition and the
monarchy to make her own way with her own feminine style.”

“She definitely was hot,” agreed Dion.

“Hey yeah, that reminds me. It’s supposed to
be a hot July and I need some new bikinis. Janie, Kat, and Alana
are coming by in a few. We’re going to the mall. Want to come?
Maybe you’d look cute in a sexy tri-kini? You know, ‘a handkerchief
and two small saucers’?” She flipped her wrist at Dion, and giggled
at the look on her brother’s face.

She wondered, was his anger tinged with
another emotion? Embarrassment? Or something else?

Dion grumpily dropped a bagel into the
toaster, ground a few handfuls of organic coffee beans, and set the
automatic drip to brew at the strongest setting. The rich fragrance
of java wafted through the house.

After finishing his meal, Dion was readying
himself for his morning shower. He picked up his razor, but
checking his face he decided he didn't need to shave - his peach
fuzz wasn't noticeable. Then, he looked at his legs . . .

Dion could hear the giggles and animated
voices of teenaged girls from downstairs as he toweled off.
Struggling to dry his hair, he thought, “Denise may have a point,”
as he wondered how his hair had gotten so long so quickly. “Maybe
it’s the new vitamins?” he wondered.

He hoped to impress Kat, so he started
looking for a cool outfit. He wondered if she had been flirting
with him lately. He rummaged through his piles of clothes and found
his favorite shirt. It was a bit smelly, so he threw it back on the
nearest pile. He found the relatively fresh pair of jeans he’d worn
the day before, and sadly settled for one of the “good shirts”
hanging in his closet.

“Hey girls,” said Dion, striding confidently
into the family room where the teammates were gathered. It was
already 90 degrees and only 11 a.m. Other than Janie and Dion, the
five were dressed for the heat and humidity.

He noticed Janie’s shapely breasts filling
out her white ribbed sweater. She paired the top with stylish Capri
slacks in a rust color that picked up her wavy auburn hair which
she wore piled up in a messy bun. She wore off-white ballet flats,
at 6’3” she was self-conscious about her height.

Alana sported a wide-brimmed black hat tilted
back on her long blonde hair, set off by a sexy lace crop top
halter in light turquoise. She showed off her long tan legs with a
short white skirt in sheer cotton and tan sandals with a three-inch
heel that made her seem taller than Dion.

Dion tried not to stare at Kat, but her look
made it hard to resist. She wore a flattering bodycon short denim
dress with white Converse All-Stars and a white cap that contrasted
with her long black hair strikingly. It was the 6’ athletic girl
that captivated his attention, even more than her trendy
outfit.

The three guests smiled and returned Dion's
greeting. Alana flirted with him openly, complimenting his pressed
white linen shirt and adding, “We’ll be shopping for bikinis! Maybe
you could join us? To give us your opinions?” she giggled.

Dion smirked and prepared to brush off the
invitation. Then Kat and Dion made quick but brief eye contact, and
he imagined her modeling bikinis for his evaluation and felt a
surge of lust. He wondered again, “Is there a spark?” He
reconsidered rapidly, saying, “Hey, I think I will.”

Shaking off her surprise at her brother’s
decision, Denise yelled “Shotgun!” Grinning at Dion, she slid into
the front seat beside Kat as other three teens clambered into the
back seat of Kat’s cute red Mini Cooper.

As the only male in the group, Dion briefly
considered demanding front seat privileges, or even asking to
drive, but he knew his sister would cry girl power and the rest
would back her up. He realized that all five of them were at least
six feet tall with long legs, and so squeezed in quietly between
Janie and Alana - the latter “accidentally” rubbing against him
with every turn or bump the car encountered no matter how smooth or
slight.

At a red light, “Trunk” pulled up beside them
in his dad’s SUV with Dex riding shotgun. Janie, who did not get
along with her older brother, tried to hide her face behind her
Michael Kors bag. Dex spotted her from his much higher perch
anyway, but he focused on different prey.

“Hey Dion! Having a girls’ day with your
besties?” He elbowed Trunk, hoping the big man would pile on
ridiculing their friend, but he kept gazing longingly at Denise
much too intently to notice anything else.

 


Piece Two: Bickering About Bikinis

Kat pulled into a close-in parking spot at
the mall, and the excited girls bounded through the glass doors and
into the upscale department store. Dion sort of sauntered behind
wondering, “What have I gotten myself into?”

The girls tried on dozens of bikinis and - as
expected - Dion drooled over every one Kat modeled. She posed in a
striking white bikini with a pink and blue flower pattern - that
was clearly Dion’s favorite. The top tied behind her neck like a
halter with a big floppy bow, and closed with a mesh lattice at the
small of her back. The bottom piece provided partial coverage, and
was accented by sexy mesh inlays at both of her thighs.

Alana kept trying to get Dion to drool over
her but failed, frustrating her greatly. Not used to not getting
her way, in a fit of jealous pique at seeing her crush obsessing
over her friend, Alana teased, “Hey Dion, do you like Kat’s
bikini?”

“Huh wha?” he answered, his voice
cracking.

Shaking her head and smirking Alana asked
ridiculously slowly, “I said . . . Do . . . You . . . Like . . .
Kat’s . . . Bikini . . .?”

Blushing as he noticed Kat staring at him,
Dion mumbled, “Yeah . . .”

Seeing his discomfort Alana pressed on,
“What’s that? You think it’s just okay?”

Shaking his head Dion insisted, “No, I think
it looks awesome!”

“Oh really?” Alana asked in a falsely
innocent tone, “does it look awesome because it’s an awesome
bikini, or because it’s on an awesome model?”

By now Kat was staring at Dion with rapt
attention, and he felt increasing pressure under her gaze. He was
afraid to betray his true feelings and even more afraid to ruin his
chances with Kat. He wondered, “Should I gush over her and risk
rejection if she doesn't feel the same way? Should I just play it
cool?”

In the end, overwhelmed by a confusing
choice, he erred on the side of awkward and blurted out, “It’s the
bikini!”

Dion felt horrible as Kat frowned and looked
away, but Alana wasn’t done, “So you’re saying that bikini is so
cute that anyone would look awesome in it?”

Dion shrugged his shoulders and started
nodding angrily.

“Even you?” Alana taunted.

“I . . . what?” sputtered Dion.

“Umm . . . I said, ‘Would you look awesome in
that bikini?’”

Janie, stepping out of the changing room in a
tragic lime green one-piece looked from Alana to Dion and back
again. Sensing the rising tension, she tapped Denise on the
shoulder and gave her a “do something!” look.

Before Denise could rescue her brother, Kat
stepped in between the quarreling teens. “What do you want, Alana?”
she asked.

Feigning nonchalance, the leggy dark-haired
beauty replied, “I don't know . . . It just sounds like you're
afraid Dion here would look better in that swimsuit than you
do?”

Eyes wide, Kat stamped her foot in
frustration, too angry to speak.

“What a bitch,” Janie whispered into Denise’s
ear as she vigorously nodded her head. Denise looked about ready to
take a swing at Alana, so Janie grabbed her by the arm and pulled
her back into the changing room.

Recovering but still stinging from Dion's
artless comments, Kat taunted Alana, “Maybe you’re afraid Dion
would look better in a bikini than you do?”

Unfazed, Alana mocked in a sing-song tone,
“Oooooh! I think we have a ‘who wore it better’ challenge! I’m up
for it. Hey, pretty boy.”

As Dion listened with growing embarrassment,
Alana outlined the challenge, “Let’s see if your girl is right.
We’ll both try on that sexy little bikini and see who rocks it
best?”

All the girls began laughing at that, even
Janie and Denise who’d pulled away from her friend and was about to
confront Alana. That quip seemed to break the tension, as the leggy
athletes let their pent-up resentment about their second-class
status take a mischievous turn.

“Let’s make it interesting,” Denise smirked.
“If you look better in that sexy little swimsuit than Miss
Conceited Alana here, she has to be your maid for . . . let’s see .
. . how about a week?”

Dion gasped, this was all utterly
humiliating. He asked himself, “What the hell is happening?

They couldn't possibly be serious?”

Unfortunately for him, they were. Alana
presumptuously accepted Denise’s dare saying, “You’ve got a deal,
but if I look better, little Di here has to be my maid for a week.
And he has to wear my little Halloween outfit to do it!”

Dion's knees buckled and his eyes grew glassy
as Alana struck a saucy pose and asked, “You remember my costume,
right?” She flashed him a toothy grin then blew him a kiss.

Oh, he remembered Alana’s skimpy costume. He
couldn't possibly forget it. She’d worn a typical sexy French maid
outfit. Tight short black dress with a poufy petticoat and a frilly
white apron. She accessorized it with fishnet stockings, a black
satin choker, and a flirty little headpiece.

He imagined she wore a matching bra and
panties set underneath too, and he recalled wanting to check to
verify that notion, even though he wasn't really that attracted to
Alana. There was something about her that turned him off. Something
predatory.

Kat poked at Dion's chest, staring into his
eyes as he tried to focus them. Smiling shyly, she challenged, “So
what do you think? Do we get to see how you’d look as a beach
bunny?”

Suddenly all the girls began begging Dion to
accept Alana’s challenge. At first just to humiliate their
obnoxious friend. But soon they started to bond over the idea of
feminizing a star male athlete - the most elitist of the elite who
casually lorded over the less than cool female jocks. The girls
were relentless, assuring Dion no one would ever know. That it’d be
fun. It’d be cute.

Before Dion could protest, Kat whispered into
his ear, “Come on! Do it for me? Pleaseeeeee?” She extended the
last word into a breathy embrace that was more of a gentle kiss,
and Dion shuddered at the seductive sensation.

Reluctantly, against his better judgment Dion
agreed. The girls shrieked and even as he was changing his mind,
they dragged the hapless guy into the dressing room.

Somehow Alana had been sure this would
happen. She had a matching bikini already in hand. Within moments,
the girls had stripped off their fashion victim’s shirt and were
tying the little bikini top to his chest. The built-in cups had a
push-up effect that created the illusion of two perky breasts.

Smiling wickedly, Alana grabbed at Dion's
belt, unbuckled it, and pulled it off his jeans. As his pants fell
around his ankles, he tried to cover his growing erection with his
hands, but the ever more dominant girl slapped them away. She
licked her lips staring at his nearly-exposed manhood.

He turned to Janie and Kat and began saying,
“I changed my mind. This is crazy!”

But before he could finish, Kat had pushed
her soft gentle fingers into his boxer shorts. She felt along his
hardened shaft, taking his breath away. Before he could catch his
breath, she’d already pulled down his underwear and Janie had
slipped the bikini bottom between his legs.

Dion tried to stop her, but Alana grabbed his
hands firmly and secured them behind his back with his belt. This
let Janie pull the tiny piece of cloth into place and prepare to
tie it into place with big flirty bows on each side of his hips.
Alana pushed Dion’s balls up and back into his body, and pulled his
dick back - tucked so his bikini bottom fit tightly like it would
on a girl.

“Do I even want to ask, where did you learn
to do that?” Janie asked, giggling.

Alana shrugged and said, “I've been thinking
about doing this to some boy for a long time. In fact . . .” She
looked like she was about to do something even kinkier to the
helplessly bound Dion, but Denise was having none of it.

“Come on, you, out!” she said, grabbing
Alana’s arm and pulling her from the changing room.

Dion felt profound relief but also an odd
sense of disappointment watching his sister dragging the bossy
vixen away. He had no time to reflect on the dizzying turn of
events, however. As he turned back toward Janie and Kat, he started
to say, “Wow this is out of control! Girls, untie my belt so I can
. . .”

But Kat shushed him. She had a determined
look in her eyes as she asked, “Are you trying to back out?” with
an edge to her voice.

Dion shook his head but said, “Well yeah, I
mean I can't possibly win this bet and I can't end up in a French
maid outfit - for a week?” He felt this was beyond obvious. “What
the hell is going on?” he asked himself, utterly perplexed.

“Then no. I’m not letting Alana get out of
this. If you try to win, you just might beat her. I’m only going
along with this French maid bet to make sure you really do try. I'd
just love to see the look on Alana’s face when you beat her in a
bikini contest! Stand still!” she barked at Dion, then more calmly,
“Janie, it’s makeover time!”

Dion tried to pull away, but with his wrists
tightly bound and his pants wrapped around his ankles, he wasn't
going anywhere. Especially not with Kat holding his belt tightly,
like a leash. Once she had made it clear that this was happening
with or without Dion’s cooperation, he dropped his head
submissively and she dropped the belt. At her urging and with her
help, he kicked off his pants and boxers.

With a smug wink, Kat took a firm hold of his
face as Janie approached with the girls’ handbags. “Between the
four of us, we probably have everything we need in here,” Kat
mused.

Dion tried to reason with his captors, “Come
on girls, this is crazy! You know I’ll look stupid in this?” Janie
just looked him over, noting how lithe and girlish his body looked.
When he pouted he looked even girlier. She shook her head and
laughed at him as she methodically set up various lip colors,
blushes, foundation, and eye makeup on a bench in the changing
room.

When he saw the cosmetics Janie had arrayed
for him, Dion again tried to break free, but Kat put her foot on
his belt, and held him tightly around his tapered waist. As Janie
deftly applied foundation and blush to Dion's face, he pouted
again, upset at his predicament.

“Oh! That’s perfect, Diana,” Janie
mocked. “Keep pouting your luscious lips just like that,” she
commanded as she applied bright pink lipstick, her smile revealing
just how much she was enjoying this.

“Di . . . Diana?” he whined.

“You know, like Princess Diana? Your
namesake?” Janie giggled.

Dion again started to run, obviously not
considering that he wouldn't get far dressed in a sexy bikini, but
Kat held him firmly in place.

“Not so fast, Princess!” Kat said. She
laughed, and Janie joined in. Their mocking words froze Dion. He
whimpered quietly, almost silently, as they finished with his
makeup and then styled his hair into the same cute little bob his
sister wore.

 


Continued and expanded in Absinthe Tales One
- Entrapped by Alana
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“Did you say ‘Workplace Feminization Policy’?” I
asked, following the secretary into the offices of Happily Ever
After. The young woman walked three feet ahead of me.

At least, I thought she was a woman. She
dressed like a woman, she walked like a woman, and she talked like
a woman. She made a convincing portrayal of a woman, but there were
little touches that gave it away. Although she was slim, her hips
were too narrow, her shoulders too broad. The high lace collar on
her translucent, long-sleeved blouse concealed her neck, but the
same blouse revealed a chest as flat as mine, though while I wore a
standard male dress shirt, the wispy fabric on hers showed the dark
round circles of her nipples. It was kinky, something you’d expect
in a nightclub or a movie, not in a publishing company during a
working day.

So, this Tiffany, the executive assistant to
Ms. Preslea, was a crossdresser. Not that there was anything wrong
with that. To each their own, right? I mean, it wasn’t anything I’d
ever tried, at least, not in public, but what a guy did in the
privacy of their own home was fine, right? Anyway, I wasn’t here to
judge people or wonder why she was dressed like a sexy secretary. I
wanted the job.

I needed the job. Those student loans
won’t pay themselves. Besides, I loved writing, reading, and
editing. A position as an Editorial Assistant at Happily Ever
After, the world’s largest publisher of romance and erotica, would
be a dream come true. So, I would not do anything to jeopardize my
chances in the interview process by doing something stupid - like
getting turned on by this friendly and charming crossdresser. She
was sexy too, because confidence is sexy. And the truth is,
crossdressers turned me on. Not that I would ever admit that.

She’d also just said, “Happily Ever After
purses a total Workplace Feminization Policy. It’s not a fantasy,
it’s a fact. Prepare yourself.”

When Tiffany next turned around, it banished
all question of her sex. By now, she sported a small erection. It
thrust up from her groin, tenting her scandalously short wool
skirt. The bulge was unmistakable, an arch that was all cock. It
jutted out a little, then was thrust back down by the tightness of
the fabric. The skirt’s material was thin enough to present a
perfect outline of her tip. It showed in enough detail you could
tell she was circumcised. The shape of her nuts underneath the
material looked impressive too.

I gulped, trying not to stare. My own cock
hardened right away at this sexual and feminine presentation of her
genitals. They weren’t hanging out there, they were concealed, but
only barely. It was a crazy display that turned me on, but
fortunately, I wore boxers, slacks, and a belt. They helped conceal
the raging hard-on pressing against my inner thigh.

Think unsexy thoughts, I told myself.
Think unsexy thoughts. Because I was not here for that, as
much as I wanted it. Put the career first.

Her eyes followed mine down the front of her
skirt and she blushed. Her hand went down to conceal the obvious
bulge, but she pulled it away fast before touching herself. It was
almost as if she wasn’t allowed to touch or conceal her little bit
of token masculinity.

That’s when I realized that those essay
questions on the job application about lifestyle submission,
workplace roleplay, and other areas of a kinky and personal nature
were not hypothetical. I assumed they related to the books HEA
published: erotic romance from a variety of genres, mostly straight
stuff like vampire billionaire stories, but tons of gay romance,
LGBT erotica, and more. Those questions were there only to make
sure I would be okay with editing that stuff.

Of course! That was all fine. I would read
and edit fan fiction if that’s what it took to get my foot in the
door. The stuff HEA published would be a pleasure to read and work
with.

“Yes,” Tiffany echoed, “I said Workplace
Feminization Policy.” Her fingers ran through her long, curly
blonde hair. “We have only two types of workers. The first is
dominant female editors - we call them ‘editrixes.’ You should
always address them as Mistress, whether she’s your personal
mistress or another manager.”

“Got it,” I said. My voice sounded like a
high-pitched squeak. In fact, I didn’t get it at all. Did she just
say what I thought she did? That all of the editors were dominant
women I would address as Mistress? That I would have my own,
personal mistress?

“The other kind of employee,” Tiffany went on
in her playful falsetto, “is submissive sissies. We are editorial
assistants - known as asses, sissies, and subs. Some of us are
college interns, but most are full-timers with a salary and
benefits. Each of us works under an editor - directly. We service
her romantically, emotionally, financially, physically, and
sexually.” Her nose twitched, studying me with concern. “Are you
all right? You look kind of green? You did read the story we sent
over, right?”

“I . . . I . . . well, I...” My voice
stammered, my sentence falling apart. I had no idea what to say to
all that.

“The orientation story?” she continued. “The
one called ‘Happily Ever After’? It’s mandatory reading for the
interview process. The email gave specific instructions,
Peter. Mistress Jasmine will conduct your interview, but she will
not meet with you until you are presentable. Feminized.”

“I read the story,” I squeaked, turning
beet-red. I had indeed devoured that kinky tale. It described a
workplace much like Tiffany had just explained, staffed by dominant
women and submissive sissies. It was a good story, a kinky story,
but it couldn’t possibly exist in reality. Or so I thought. The
story suggested what I was getting myself into. How exciting!
However, my mouth failed to open, words caught deep in my throat.
Instead, I nodded and blushed. Our eyes met, then we both looked
away. My dick stiffened, so thick now that even my erection must be
obvious through the slacks.

It was. Her eyes found it at once and she
smiled, then tried to hide the smile behind her hand, but it was
obvious. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get you out of those male
things and get you dolled up for your interview. Those clothes are
for men. You’re a sissy now.”

 


***

 


Tiffany led me into a large meeting room that
served as a makeover salon. Four or five beauty salon chairs,
shelves of makeup, and hair-washing stations made it a proper
parlor. One could come in here and get your nails done, obviously.
But it was the middle of the working day and the room was deserted,
except for Tiffany.

And me. I sat almost naked in a comfortable
parlor chair, wearing only a borrowed hygiene gown. It was a simple
plastic garment such as a barber or dentist might use.

Tiffany had already washed my short hair, my
face, and applied foundation. She’d finished off with the eyeshadow
and liner and was applying the final touches of lipstick to my
face. Yet, throughout this entire procedure, neither of us said a
word. The sexual tension was thick enough to cut with a knife.

When we’d first entered the room, I couldn’t
help but stare at her stocking-covered legs and the bulge under her
skirt. As she arranged the makeup on the counter, she needed to
lean over a bit, causing the back of her skirt to hike up. This
flashed her garters and a bit of plush, bare bottom. When she
turned around, her erect cock was peeking out from under the skirt!
Her little pink, cut tip stuck out and wiggled by accident. Then
she noticed, turned even redder, and managed to tug her skirt a bit
lower.

Then it was my turn to put on a show. She
asked me to get out of my clothes, which I promptly did, painfully
aware of my massive hard-on. I tried to hide it by turning away,
using my hands, shielding my body behind the barber’s chair.

She noticed anyway, blushing and looking but
not making any remarks. She simply had me sit down in the beauty
parlor chair then used the hygienic gown to cover my body. My
erection tented the front of it, but it faded down to half-mast as
the makeover began. “I’m going to try and make you lovely.”

I gulped at that, then gave her my best
smile. “If you can make me only half as pretty as you, that would
be amazing.”

Taking the compliment with a pleased blush,
she set to work lying down the foundation. But every so often, her
elbow or hip grazed my prominence under the gown. And when she
turned toward the table to get another bit of makeup, it was clear
from the bulge in the front of her own skirt that her own arousal
had yet to diminish.

“One final touch,” she said, putting the
lipstick away. “Your gurlish wig. Mistress Jasmine has it all
picked out for you. She thinks a red bob will bring out your
femininity with that complexion, at least until your own hair grows
out.”

“Assuming I get the job.”

“Yes, assuming you get the job,” she grinned,
planting the wig on my head and tightening it securely. “One tip,
try to use a more gurlie voice. You can do that, can’t you,
Petra?”

“I . . . I will try,” I said, in my squeaky
gurlie voice. It was horrible, and maybe the less I said out loud,
the better! That’s when I realized: she’d called me Petra. As part
of the HEA job application, there was a question that asked: “What
would be your name if you were a woman?”

I didn’t have to think about it long. I wrote
‘Petra,’ a mysterious, Russian version of my regular name Peter. Or
so I hoped anyway. And I was a woman now - at least a gurl. Because
Tiffany had finished putting on my wig and had just let me turn
around to see myself in the mirror. I didn’t even recognize myself.
She’d outdone herself. It was outstanding, and I applauded with a
blush. “Wow, Tiffany, thank you so much!”

“You’re welcome, sweetie! Now let’s get you
into your interview outfit. Business casual, are you ready?”

“Yes, I’m ready!” I answered in my best
gurlie voice. “Let’s go!”

But before I could get out of the beauty
chair, the door opened and a woman who could only be Mistress
Jasmine walked in. “Ready?” she asked in a powerful, dominant voice
that filled the parlor. “I’ll be the judge of that.”

 


***

 


As specimens of femininity went, Mistress
Jasmine impressed. While maybe a few inches shorter than Tiffany
and I, stiletto heels propelled her toward the roof. Her age
hovered around her thirty. Her build was stocky, with rounded
shoulders and broad hips and a pair of impressive breasts. Those
swung back and forth across her chest, unfettered by any bra
whatsoever, visible beneath the shimmering ripples of her
long-sleeved, translucent business blouse. Dark brown hair almost
black was tied back in a severe bun, set off by horn-rimmed
glasses, softened by magenta lip gloss. But most shocking of all,
she wore nothing below the waist.

That’s not entirely true. She wore white lace
stockings that ran up to mid-thigh and attached to her waist with a
rose-stitched garter belt. The aforementioned black stilettos
buoyed her feet. But over her crotch - nothing. No skirt, no
panties, not even a thought. Nothing but a glorious muff of thick
black curls clustered above and around her sleek, feminine sex. The
riding crop slapped against her own hand, whick-whack,
whick-whack.

Any hope I had of hiding my arousal went out
the window. Something about a dominant woman getting aggressive
made me weak in the knees. Luckily, I was already lying down! Even
worse, I recognized her outfit from the story they sent earlier.
For a dome, dressing like that was called a “power pussy display.”
It was designed to assert feminine superiority over inferior
sissies.

“This sissy isn’t even dressed yet!” Mistress
Jasmine boomed. She crossed through the parlor in three steps,
reaching my barber’s chair and yanking the plastic gown off me.
Stern eyes appraised my nude, sissy figure. Maybe she didn’t like
what she saw, her nose wrinkled. “At least she’s one hundred
percent smooth. Get her into the sissy secretary outfit right
away!”

“Yes, ma’am!” said Tiffany, helping me out of
the chair and over to the clothes racks. They must have laid out
clothes for me in my sizes in advance since everything required was
already there. No wonder that job application had been so thorough,
right down to my head size for the wig and a strong recommendation
to remove all body hair before visiting!

Tiffany helped me first into a transparent,
long-sleeved blouse, almost a twin to hers except instead of cream
mine was a soft, pink color. It became clear why Tiffany had rouged
my nipples and applied perfume to my neck and chest, as the garment
feminized and sissified me in a way that satisfied Mistress
Jasmine.

Our editrix had entrenched herself on a
nearby loveseat, taking a wide stance with her knees apart,
observing my dressing and issuing instructions to Tiffany. A hand
strayed down between her lower lips, playing with herself openly as
my body was prepared for the interview.

During this erotic treatment, I couldn’t help
but stand there, helplessly aroused. My cock jutted out at a
ninety-degree angle, inadvertently brushing against Tiffany’s
stocking-clad thigh or silky business skirt as she helped me into
the blouse. Every touch sent electricity shooting up my shaft.

Nor was Tiffany immune. At one point, she
stood behind me, helping button my collar. That’s when her firmness
pressed against my uncovered rear, brushing an exposed cheek ever
so lightly. The touch felt accidental - she couldn’t help it - but
it sent fresh jolts of excitement through me.

Mistress Jasmine noticed. As she thrummed her
pussy with a lewd, two-handed technique, she smiled at us. “Look at
those juicy sissy cocklets, ready for play. Go on, demonstrate some
sissy kisses.”

I didn’t know what that word meant, but
Tiffany soon showed me. With a soft, “Yes, Mistress,” Tiffany came
around to the front of me, close and in my personal space. That
didn’t alarm me, as she’d been there for the last half hour,
applying makeup, laying down foundation, smiling gently as she
transformed me with an expert hand. The sight of her friendly face,
her large blue eyes was familiar. But this time, a deep intensity
showed there as her hands landed on my still-bare hips. “Petra,
let’s kiss.”

“Okay,” I whispered, leaning my face in
toward hers. Our lips met, shy and tentative at first. It felt like
kissing one of my former girlfriends, soft and pleasurable. But
this time, I was also a woman. That gave it an extra, illicit
thrill, like softcore lesbian erotica. I was kissing a beautiful
woman but felt pretty myself. We luxuriated in our femininity.

The kiss deepened. Tiffany’s lips parted ever
so slightly as her tongue teased out. It slid against the groove of
my lips and pressed inward. She smelled of honeysuckle perfume, the
scent mingling with the faint whiff of my nervous sweat. At the
same time, her hands slipped up and down my hips and explored my
smooth thighs. One touch even grazed my rear.

My heart pounded a million miles a second. My
lips trembled against her kiss, opening to admit her tongue. My
hard-on raged, jutting upward almost parallel with my body, it was
that stiff. And it couldn’t help but rub against hers.

Tiffany’s dick jutted out of her tiny skirt,
hard and naked, rubbing against my veiny shaft. The smooth touch of
her silky cock drove me wild. Knowing that Mistress Jasmine sat
only a few feet away, observing, supervising, touching her dominant
pussy as we two sissies kissed and rubbed dicks made me crazy with
desire. This was outside even my wildest dreams.

The gasp of the seat cushions suggested that
behind me, Mistress Jasmine had risen from her seat. A few heavy
footfalls brought her up close behind us. Her voice took on a more
sultry tone, soft and close beside my ear. “Now let’s have some
sissy frottage.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Tiffany answered at once,
breaking the kiss.

I followed suit. “Yes, Mistress.”

A leather-gloved hand gripped my cock,
powerful and commanding. The mistress stroked me up and down with
confidence, her thumb fondling and exploring my tip, the rough
friction of her gloves handling my shaft. Then her hand extended,
taking Tiffany’s into her grasp. She squeezed our two sissy dicks
together, making us moan and tremble.

For several minutes, Mistress Jasmine frotted
our sissy cocks together with her dominant, leather-clad hand.
Tiffany resumed her kiss, shutting her eyes as if carried away in a
rapturous dream.

I know I was. Sensuality and transgression
surrounded me. Liberating sexuality and intoxicating femininity. My
dick throbbed against Tiffany’s, my kisses intermingled with moans.
Our mouths opened, our tongues danced and tangled. I was close to
nutting and Tiffany couldn’t be far behind.

With a practiced hand, Mistress Jasmine broke
off the frottage before we made any premature sissy messies. Her
riding crop intervened between us, sliding up and down like a
baton. Tiffany took the cue, breaking the kiss and taking one step
back, hands behind her back. She looked flushed, her makeup and
hair mussed, but she flashed a reassuring smile.

I smiled back and mimicked her gesture, hands
behind my back, bending my head as she did. My erection drooped but
only slightly. It was still rock hard and ready to blow.

“Suckage,” said Mistress Jasmine, giving the
word an odd French lilt which I knew it didn’t possess since it
wasn’t an actual word. But she made it sound like “frottage” and I
guessed its meaning. I would make a great editorial assistant for
Happily Ever After!

My suspicion about the word’s meaning was
confirmed when Tiffany went down onto her knees and took my hand,
urging me to do the same. We laid out on the plush carpet on our
sides, heads to stockinged toes, getting into the sixty-nine
position. Mistress Jasmine positioned us correctly, nudging us with
her high heels or correcting our clumsiness with short, brisk swats
of her riding crop on thigh and buttocks.

Tiffany reached out with hands and mouth and
embraced my erection. It slid without effort into her mouth and in
moments she was giving me the most expert, satisfying blowjob I’d
ever experienced. She took me up to the brink of orgasm time and
time again, only to back off on the threshold and bring me back
down.

At the same time, her own stiff cock was now
offered between her pale thighs, inches from my face. I took a
moment to admire it, my first dick. It was something new and
unfamiliar, though of course such a situation filled my erotic
daydreams. I often fantasized about futa, tgurls, crossdressers and
other spicy flavors of transgender erotica, but it had never
happened in real life. Now, here it was, hot and throbbing, waiting
for my touch.

I kissed it, tentative at first, growing
bolder with each touch. I kissed the tip, the silky shaft, then
slid my tongue up and down the length. Feeling Tiffany’s
encouraging reaction, I opened wide and took her sissy cocklet into
my mouth. It fit like a glove, like a charm, the perfect place for
another sissy dicklet. I sucked her sweet treat as if I was born to
it.

Mistress Jasmine stood above us, fingering
her pussy with one leather-clad hand while her riding crop poked
and prodded us. Throughout our “suckage” session, she kept up a
running commentary:

“That’s it, grease those sissy cocklets! Look
at those lipstick stains, mmm. All sissies are shameless sluts,
eager to play. That’s why we must control your messies with cocklet
cages and strict work schedules.

Again, I stood on the brink of absolute
bliss, but Mistress Jasmine’s swift riding crop presented any
premature sissy messies. It lashed out against my thighs and bare
buttocks, Tiffany’s too, as she barked at us: “That’s enough! No
popping off until I grant permission. On your feet, your naughty
sissies. Let’s finish the interview in my office.”

Still recovering from the brush with orgasm,
thunderstruck at how this interview had proceeded, I could only
scramble to my feet, an obedient sissy. For a moment, it worried me
how quickly and eagerly I’d embraced my total submissive
feminization and sissification, but then again - their application
had been thorough! I was the right candidate for the job.

Hand in hand, I walked with Tiffany a few
feet behind Mistress, admiring the powerful curvature of her strong
bottom.

 


***

 


Once inside her office, Mistress Jasmine
wasted no time. She pointed to a padded playmat in the center of
the massive suite. “Get on your back, Petra. Tiffany will give you
a reverse cowgirl with her anus while I sit on your face.”

No one could have stretched themselves out
with more eagerness in that moment. This was, without a doubt, the
best job interview ever. I sprawled out on the padded play mat. It
was soft and rubbery with a smooth, clean, easily washable surface.
My throbbing dick - my “sissy cocklet,” I corrected myself -
pointed toward the ceiling.

Tiffany squatted down next, opening her
cheeks and lowering her pink pucker onto my waiting hardness.
Apparently used to anal sex, she slid onto me with much more easily
than I would have anticipated, but still remained tight. My single
experiment at anal with a past girlfriend was nothing like this!
That had been reluctant, difficult, and unsatisfying in the end.
This was - out of this world!

Her body bounced up and down on my throbbing
shaft. One hand rested on the mat, steadying herself, while the
other moved up and down, jerking her sissy cocklet. That was the
last thing I saw before Mistress Jasmine descended.

No other word fit. She knelt above my head
and lowered her sex down toward my face. The arch of her thighs,
her torso, her spectacular pussy blocked the view. Soon, only the
dark bush and soft, exposed flesh of her sex could be seen. Then
even that vanished into a dark blur of flesh as she pushed her
pussy against my mouth.

Dominant mistress pussy buried my face,
almost smothering me with her powerful, naked sex. Warm, wet, and
wonderful - I buried myself in her folds, licking and chewing at
her direction.

The riding crop corrected me with a whack on
the thighs or arms when I missed the mark. A moan of felicitous
pleasure instructed me when I hit the right spot. Already juiced up
from her solo fingering session, it didn’t take Mistress Jasmine
long to experience her first orgasm, the first of many to come.

“Let me warn you, Petra,” said Mistress
Jasmine, recovering herself between cum sessions. “I’m a
squirter.”

“Mmmph!” I agreed, unable to speak with a
mouthful of pussy. I had a rough idea what she meant but didn’t
quite expect what happened next. My throat gulped as Mistress
Jasmine’s warm, dank waters squirted out, cum mingle with the dank
flavor of her pee. Her moans and shouts filled the air as I drank
her naughtiness down.

No matter how hard I tried, my sissy cocklet
could no longer contain itself. It unloaded, delivering a spurt of
sexual cream into Tiffany’s ass. Unable to warn her, a flash of
worry shot through me. But she didn’t care, only clamping down
tighter and taking all my cum! The other sissy moaned at the same
time, jerking her cocklet up and down as she came. It spurted in a
pleasing little wad toward the ceiling and across my chest.

Wow. I lay on my back, panting. The warm, wet
eruption from Mistress Jasmine trickled down my chin, mingled with
her cum. Tiffany’s sissy spooge glistened across my blouse and
naked thighs. The last hour or so had been the most intense sexual
experience of my life.

Mistress Jasmine helped Tiffany to a kneeling
position before placing one high heel across my chest and my
disarranged and stained sissy blouse. The pressure was not hard,
but enough to get my attention. She smiled down from on high. “So,
Petra. Do you want the job?”

“Yes,” I gasped, hands instinctively moving
to her heeled shoe as I licked and kissed it.

“Good,” she said. “Beg for it. Beg for a job
at Happily Ever After. Beg for the opportunity to be my number two
sissy.”

She was offering me the job! And more - so
much more. A thrill shot through me, an indescribable bliss that
was more than post-coital happiness. I turned over onto my belly
and crawled like a worm toward her, licking and worshipping her
high-heeled shoes. “Please, please, please, Mistress Jasmine. Let
me be your number two sissy.”

A triumphant note entered her voice. “A
full-time, lifestyle submissive sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress Jasmine!”

“Dressed twenty-four hours as a submissive
gurl? Living in my office, in your sissy cage?”

The leather of her heel tasted like my new
future. It tasted sweet. “Yes, Mistress!”

“Your sissy cocklet to be caged, your body
controlled by me. To be used how I wish, with whomever I
decide?”

“Yes, yes!”

“Congratulations, Petra. You got the
job.”

Joy flooded through me. My secret dreams had
come true and I was living happily ever after.

 


***

 


Afterward, Mistress Jasmine led us to the
group showers. There, all three of us cleaned up then engaged in
some harmless sissy towel-play as we redressed. Mistress Jasmine
left for a conference call, so Tiffany helped me into a fresh sissy
secretary uniform and reapplied my makeup in the salon. The
transparent blouse, the revealing micro-skirt, the long stockings
and high heels - this would be my wardrobe now.

As we repaired our looks, we chatted about my
new position. I was eager to start living as Mistress Jasmine’s
newest lifestyle sissy pet, but I still had a couple questions. “I
get that our company has dominant females, submissive females, and
submissive sissies,” I said. “But there are no dominant males?”

Tiffany giggled. “You mean like alpha males,
the kind so popular in our books?”

“Exactly.”

She shook her head. “No, alpha males are
worthless in a workplace. They all want corner offices and fat
expense accounts, then spend all day at the strip club doing ‘power
lunches.’ Mistress Jasmine ensures that Happily Ever After is a
profitable business. Only female dommes are allowed.”

I giggled too. “Good plan.”

“However,” she said with a sly wink, tracing
a fingertip along my flaccid sissy cocklet beneath the tissue-thin
micro-skirt, “our monthly stockholder’s meeting is coming up. Our
alpha male billionaire shareholders always take a deep and personal
interest in our newest sissies. Are you open to that?”

I blushed and nodded. I was!

 


###

 



The Construction Outfit

by Moctezuma Johnson

Copyright 2017

 


According to the dudes out front the local hardware
store, this shit never happened. Never. It’s just a tale. A yarn. A
fable. Urban myth. They just like telling it because they are all a
little drunk and a little gay and need an excuse, you know. One
thing that always ends up the same in this homoerotic tale of
excessive man love is that they always say that, on the back of a
quarter - yes, a US quarter - is a picture not of George
motherfucking Washington, but of Kelly. That’s right, Kelly the
construction worker. The Kelly who they say looked great in Miss
Feingold’s Aztec-red panties.

I’m not sure you’ll believe me if I tell you
that this Kelly was just one of us. That is, until he fell from the
roof. He drank cheap beer, rooted for the local teams even though
they stunk and would always stink, and hooked up with drunken
ladies he met while drinking cheap beer. He was one of the
contracting crew. He worked in posh neighborhoods restoring
brownstones, converting apartments into one family houses, and
helping Wall Street bankers park their money in something more
valuable than bullshit credit default swaps on crappy mortgages for
people who can barely add. Kelly loved his Guinness and could make
a delicious birthday cake in the shape of each guy’s dick. He was
an expert in matching skin tones. For me, he got my Latino skin
tone by mixing a bit of mango and caramel into the batter. For
Marshall, he put dark chocolate and chili powder. The resemblance
was uncanny. This was Kelly’s thing. On birthdays we inevitably
ended up at the bar, picking up women, having fun making homoerotic
jokes with each other featuring lots of man ass grabbing, man
nipple squeezing, and fake man kissing. Boys will be boys and, when
you add beer and whiskey, a construction crew gets pretty rowdy. I
mean, there were eight of us and we had been friends for years now.
Nothing was taboo.

 


The Poetry Chapbook

The poetry chapbook found in the house on
Hyacinth Avenue later was mostly tattered but it contained this
poem about the day:

 


Kelly was up on the roof with the
shutters

Wind blew him down with a poof off the
gutters

His tiling work got interrupted by his
fall

Down to the sidewalk. Unobstructed was his
sprawl.

 


It was certainly Kelly and Andy’s appearance
on Jerry Springer’s “Did You Know That Your Plumber Was a
Crossdressing Sissy?” show that solidified the urban legend.
However, people in the streets were talking about it for years
before that show ever aired. It was such a bit of juicy gossip, you
know. New Yorkers can’t resist that.

Kelly was up on the roof, putting in new
cedarwood tiles. He used these expensive, high-quality tiles to
protect houses from the new, awful weather that pelted these old
townhouses. They were great because even if some broke off or
rotted, they could be replaced individually without redoing the
whole roof. These cedarwood tiles were becoming a bestseller and
Kelly was the best at installing them quickly.

 


Photo of Kelly Before


Kelly before the accident posing for the camera

Some say this photo is a fake, stolen from
the internet after the fact to make Kelly seem more “normal” before
the accident. Those that knew him intimately said you could always
tell that Kelly was different.

 


(For Devices that Cannot Show Image:

Kelly is posed with only work boots and a
work belt. He’s shadow boxing inside the wooden A-frame of a house.
He’s wearing a white Panama hat and sunglasses. He has stubble that
looks a few days old and tan lines around his crotch. His abs are
rock hard and could easily be used as a washboard or to grate
cheese. There are no hints of homosexuality or feminization to the
average looker. Conversely, some say that posing in only a work
belt and boots with your macho male coworker taking the photo is in
itself a gesture eschewing the standard sexual roles of blue-collar
laborers. Let the academics handle if that is true or not.)

 


Photo of Kelly After:

This may or may not be Kelly. You have to
click the video to be sure. It’s really a crazy thing. Only safe
for viewers over 13 years of age.

Video link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AFP89Xb1VtY

Oh yes, it’s real, but whether or not it is
Kelly can be neither confirmed nor denied.

 


The Panties:


The legendary panties

Supposedly, legend has it, Kelly had them on
him at all times, even way before the accident. But in Andy’s later
retelling of what happened that day, the Aztec-red panties had been
hanging in Miss Feingold’s closet, alongside the sexy maid outfit.
It doesn’t really make sense that Miss Feingold would have clothes
in an apartment that she and her husband hadn’t started living in
yet, but with these rich people, who really knows? The truth about
these panties may never be known.

 


***INTERVIEW ONE: “Andy” ***

Q: I’m Janice from WESUCK Queens, NY
here with Andrew Parker of “Construction Outfit”. Andy, you worked
with Kelly McKelly the day of the accident. Can you tell us a
little bit about it?

A: It was a clear fall day with crisp
air and the crew was busy trying to stay on schedule. Steve was
putting in new windows on the third floor. Marshall and Keith were
installing new amenities in the kitchen. There was a new
dishwasher, a washer and dryer that stacked conveniently on top of
each other, and a brand-new refrigerator that linked to
smartphones. Jackson was doing the floors, buffing the same floors
that were put down in 1912 when this place was made to house the
servants who cooked and cleaned the mansion on the corner. One
hundred and five years later, this place was a mansion in itself
that only the wealthy could buy. Dave was tiling the bathrooms,
which had been redone. Even the layout was altered to give an
illusion of more space, walls were knocked down and windows were
elongated. James was redoing all the closets in the modern style of
drawers, hangers, and extra space on top so that even small New
York City closets could be efficient for lots of clothes and other
shit people compile. Can I say shit on TV?

Q: Go ahead.

A: I was repairing and repainting the
classic wooden shutters that hadn’t been used in three generations.
I had already done the moldings and the French doors. The place was
starting to look ornate. The place’s old charm began shining
through the dust, so I took a five-minute break for a smoke and
coffee. That’s when it happened.

Q: What happened?

A: Jackson finished with the floors
but he hadn’t checked in on the basement and I had to tell him,
“Get your ass down there before I mount you, dude, and teach you a
lesson.” He had massive hands and stuck one long finger out at me
rebelliously before running down the stairs.

“Holy shit!” he yelled from the basement.

“What is it?” I yelled back at him.

“You’ve got to see this for yourself. The old
man must have been some kind of mad scientist.”

“A what?” Images of test tubes, beakers, and
babies in green jelly flashed into my mind.

“Boss, I’m serious. You won’t fucking believe
it.”

I traipsed down the steps and sure enough I
didn’t believe it. Sure as shit falls from the sky there was a
beautiful blonde woman with gorgeous skin wearing glossy white
boots on the bottoms of her long legs, a short glossy white
miniskirt that showed off her gorgeous thighs, and a white low
plunging glossy blouse that exposed ample cleavage and a gorgeous
neckline. Her face was like a goddess, but her eyes were cold and
dead.

I reached out and pushed on her shoulder.
Nothing.

“She’s, I guess, a robot,” Jackson said.

“What the fuck?”

“A fembot like the ones that attacked the
Bionic Woman when we were kids.”

“Jack, that’s some crazy shit. Is there a
switch to turn her on or something?”

“Are you crazy? You ever see Austin Powers? I
don’t want this crazy bitch shooting bullets at us out of her
titties. Fuck that. Let sleeping bitches lie, man.”

I fished around her neck and armpit a bit
looking for an on-switch, but then gave up. I didn’t really want to
find it. “We better get back to work. We can figure something out
about what to do with this Robot Barbarella later.”

“Ok, boss. Better than getting capped by
Gatling tits.”

I laughed and went back up the stairs
quickly. That thing had freaked me out. I got back to the shutters,
which looked beautiful, when I heard the thud.

 


Docuporn Reenactment

Kelly had fallen from the roof, then hit the
marquee, and fell to the pavement in a sprawl. If he had died the
chalk artist’s work would have been interesting. He landed on the
stoop in an ungainly manner. All the other guys heard it, even
Jackson in the basement, and we came outside to help. There was no
blood. Strangely, the way he fell softened a blow that should have
killed him. Kelly blinked his eyes a few times and then said
suddenly, “I’m fine.”

“You’re fine?” Marshall said. “You just fell
four stories, motherfucker. You’re not fucking fine.”

Everyone started talking at once, saying
Kelly had to go to the hospital, that we should take him inside,
that we shouldn’t move him, one suggestion was that he had already
died and we were now speaking with Kelly’s ghost.

I just wanted a bit of quiet to make a good
decision. I held my hand up to tell them to stop talking.
Meanwhile, Kelly casually stood up and walked into the house.

We all looked at each. Eyebrows were up,
mouths were open, eyes went wide. “That’s incredible.”

“What, is he made of stone?”

I shook my head incredulously. I couldn’t
believe what I just saw. I’ve seen men get badly hurt on the job
before from accidents a lot less severe. This was amazing.

“Okay, guys,” I said. “Now we all know that
was a bad fall, so let’s keep an eye on Kelly today. Let’s not be
obvious about it, 'cause the guy has pride. But let’s watch him.
Ok?”

“Good call, boss.”

“James and Dave are retiling and installing
so it will seem most natural that each of you check on him in a few
minutes.”

“You can, too, boss,” James said. “I’ll ask
him for your help so it’s not so suspicious you to have you
upstairs.”

TV Docuporn Narrator: It seemed Kelly was
fine [dramatic music plays] or was he?

 


Twitter spewed:

 


@DispicableMAGA2017:

Faggot Construction worker falls from
roof

 


@manofthetown:

It’s raining GAY men! Hallelujah! - LOL

 


@ChristIsGood:

“Liked” the previous tweet without even
realizing the venom toward humanity. Or perhaps, the “Christ is
Good” Twitter Feed knew Goddamn Well it was venomous and therefore
liked it. Who knows with these religious fucks?

 


@4theLadies:

Good, who needs panty wearing men anyway!

 


@luvieslesbianas:

The LBGTQ community is with you Kelly.

[[photos of Kelly on the roof in only work
belt was posted in a variety of rainbow colors]]

 


When we came in, Kelly was back upstairs. The
people moving in were two young executives in their thirties. The
woman was a hot little redhead named Feingold who dressed kind of
sexy in tight blouses that showed off her cleavage and tight jeans
that showed off her ass. She had already moved some stuff into the
bedroom upstairs on the third floor. One of the closets, which she
asked James to do first, was finished. We all took turns looking at
her sexy red G-strings, sweet little strappy and silky lingerie,
and her sexy maid outfit that she had neatly hung in the new closet
smelling of a fresh coat of paint. We took turns saying how we
wouldn’t mind her cleaning up after us in that little ensemble. She
knew what that closet did to us. Why else would that be the one
thing she requested finished?

I heard James calling me, “Boss, can you help
me with the cabinet up here?” I trudged up the stairs. There was
nothing James could ask me about that would interest me more than
thinking about the owner’s maid outfit. That outfit was just so
sexy. It implied such sluttiness, such sexual submission. I could
barely get it off my mind as I went upstairs.

When I got upstairs, James pulled me into a
little bedroom with bright sunlight piercing it. “Shhhhh,” he said.
“Something’s up with Kelly.”

“Is he okay? What is it?”

“Shhhhhh! Don’t you understand shhhh? Keep
your fucking voice down.”

“Why?” I whispered. “What is it, J?”

“Just come see it for yourself.”

We tiptoed to the bedroom. It took all my
effort not to start giggling. I mean, two construction workers with
work boots, tool belts, and hard hats prancing through an old
brownstone like two inconspicuous ballerinas was a bit too much for
me to take. But good thing I held it together because I was not
ready for what I was about to see.

On Miss Feingold’s bed, Kelly was wearing
nothing but an Aztec red G-string and rubbing his own nipples. I
quickly looked away. It embarrassed me to see him this way. It was
too much.

I looked at James and he mouthed, “What the
fuck?” with his eyes wide open.

I held my hands up in confusion.

“I can hear you guys out there,” Kelly said
in a sultry voice. “Don’t be ashamed. Come in here and talk with
me. I won’t bite,” he purred.

I rolled my eyes and then looked at James
angrily like it was his fault we got caught. Then I walked in the
bedroom.

“Aren’t I pretty in this G-string?” Kelly
said.

I looked at James who nodded and put his hand
out as if to say, play along.

“Yes, Kelly. You look gorgeous.” I was
uncomfortable looking at Kelly this way. I could see his package
barely held in by the thong. “Look, Kelly, you took a pretty
fucking big tumble out there. You’re not feeling well. Why don’t
you rest a little bit? You’ll be okay.”

“No, Andy,” he said. Calling me by my first
name, which the men never did at work.

“Andy?” I said.

“Yes, Andrew. I’m not crazy. I’m not hurt.
You don’t have to patronize me.” Kelly patted the bed. “Come sit on
the bed next to me.”

James encouraged me while he stood with one
foot out the door. “Sit down, boss. Kelly does look very pretty in
that G-string.”

I turned around to James and gave him my big
angry eyes again. He thrust out his chin to gesticulate, come on,
go on and support your guy.

“Andrew,” Kelly went on. “Why don’t you get a
little more comfortable? Take off the tool belt.”

It was incredibly uncomfortable so I took it
off and put it on the ground next to Kelly’s work clothes.

“Haven’t you ever felt feminine and
beautiful, Andy?” Kelly said. “I feel so great right now.” Kelly
tied his long hair back in a tight ponytail. He was a good-looking
guy with classic Irish good looks. He had a wholesome,
boy-next-door face to go with that lean boxer’s body, cut and ready
to rip limb from limb.

 


***Package Sent to UFO***

Underneath the stoop, in the mudroom, the new
owner of the house found a chapbook of poems and a Korean comic
book. They were wrapped like a scroll, tied together with twine.
They were mailed to my desk at the Underground Freak Organization
(UFO)—the nation’s premier transgender newspaper—because of what
the pages contained.

Who am I? Why am I getting this stuff?

I’m known as Lollipop Man (aka the longdicked
sucker). I dig out these stories. Consider me the National Gay
Enquirer.

It was awesome to unwrap the twine and find a
classic turn of the Millennium Mangwha cartoon (“manga” you
say? No. This was mangwha. It had the same Korean penmanship
that made the Simpsons famous so why should I Japamericanize the
word?)

Inside the mangwha were a few pages
showing a construction crew at work, then one of the members
falling, a cloud of birds around his head, then he was upstairs in
a negligee. I mean he was sexy. Big round eyes, smooth skin, and a
little black and white maid’s outfit. It was crazy. On one page he
was Andy. On the next he was Andi. On next she was Candi.

 


***INTERVIEW TWO: “JACKSON” ***

Q: Mr. Jackson, where were you there
when it happened?

 


If this interview was a documentary it would
cut here and you’d see Candi on his sexy back. Kelly would be on
top of him with his junk bulging out of his tight red G-string.
Kelly’s ripped abs would be exposed and his big hairy balls would
be in pretty Candi’s face.

 


A: Both Andy and Kelly were regular
guys. They drank spiced rum and dark beer. They shot pool. They
made gay jokes. They carried tool belts.

Andy was your normal husband. He had a stable
job. Drank a few too many and danced with his penis flopping
around. Remember back in 2017, it was a very weird year. Andy’s
story is nothing compared to what was going on out there.

Q: So, do you subscribe to the widely
held belief that Andy became Candi and he and Kelly were then
gorgeous she-things and Kelly made Candi teabag him?

A: No way no how. I never seen that
with my own eyes.

 


In 2017, the president tweeted about any old
bullshit:

Sad. Prayer is gone. Even construction
workers, who are terrific when building for me, no G-strings, have
gone liberal. Bewares!

(the “s” was removed from the tweet exactly
nineteen minutes later)

 


Then a celebrity George responded on
Facebook:

No G-Strings Attached

Trump ridicules story of fallen LGBTQ+
construction worker crossdressing and falling for crew. You, sir,
have no respect for humanity. You are merely the
Commander-in-Hate.

Insert photo of Kelly //classic construction
worker pose// on the roof of an A-frame house.

Here, your friendly algorithm—paid for and
powered by Amazon, Facebook, Google—would give you a relevant
sidebar:

 


69 Rainbow Way

House in Foreclosure

 


Dream House can be all yours.

Get pre-approved now.

Low fees. No points.

Bank of Scamerica (BS)

 


The Package: the mangwha enclosed

The next chapter in the mangwha had a
page featuring the dead fembot in the basement. In the pages, she
was most alive and frenetic. Her blonde hair was like a hurricane
as she stalked a guy with a striking resemblance to Candi. She
cornered him dramatically in the basement and aimed her nipples at
him. He put his hands up in surrender yet like semi-automatic water
guns, super soakers, they shot round after round of hot white cum
on Candi. It soaked him worse than buckets dumped on Japanese
lotion play models. His thick hair got slicked back. His eyes,
nose, lips were coated. He dripped cum. He slipped on cum. He ate
cum. In fact, Candi lapped it up greedily.

 


***INTERVIEW THREE: “James” ***

Q: Were you in the room with them,
James?

A: I came back in and found them
intertwined.

 


Andy and Kelly were co-workers. Andy never
expected to be on a bed with Kelly wearing only his sexy red
skivvies. Andy had only ever fucked women up until then. He never
had a near-naked dick so close to him. His curiosity was bubbling
over like champagne. The cork popped. Kelly’s dick was peeking out.
It was hard.

“Go ahead, Andy,” Kelly hissed. “Touch
it.”

“What?” Andy tried to pretend he wasn’t
checking out Kelly’s big erect cock. But Kelly knew. He proudly
left it there. Hard cock. Monolith.

Remember folks, it was a very sad city. No
joy. An industrial mess. These guys were a little ray of hope for
the residents. They fixed up houses. Sometimes fixing houses wasn’t
about fixing houses. It was about something deeper.

Something deeper was happening here between
these two men. Andy had never sucked a cock before. Holding it was
intensely tactile. It was hot in his hand. Andy’s face flushed. He
could smell cock.

When Andy licked Kelly’s cock for the first
time, his pores opened, little hairs stood up all over his body,
his heart beat hard and fast, his stomach crawled. It was
exhilarating to take his first cock into his mouth. The cock was
warm. It felt good going into his throat. Scary as it was, Andy
found he wasn’t bad at relaxing his throat and letting the big
thing slide right down his esophagus until his eyes were against
Kelly’s pelvis. Having a cock himself, he knew this is what this
cock needed. All he had to do was execute and he would be draping
Kelly in pleasure. Andy got immense joy from that thought.

Andy went to work pleasuring Kelly’s dick. He
couldn’t understand why he’d never sucked a cock before. It was
fun! Kelly looked hot lying on the bed with his dick sticking
straight out. Andy tried different things. He licked from head to
shaft. Then he sucked Kelly’s balls. One by one he swished them
around his mouth, but not too hard because he knew how sensitive
his own balls were. He didn’t want to hurt Kelly’s balls. He wanted
to show them joy. Kelly’s long moans proved Andy was successful.
Encouraged by the soft moans, Andy took Kelly’s whole, long cock
into his throat and let Kelly grab his head and fuck Andy’s face.
Both men couldn’t believe it was happening. And it was going so
smoothly, so naturally.

Kelly felt all woman in his little red
panties. Yet his cock was hard as any man’s and being sucked
expertly from another guy in his crew. It was genius. He felt so
sexy. He felt his body was pretty. His panties were pretty. Best of
all, he felt his cock was pretty. And it looked good in Andy’s
mouth.

 


Kelly couldn’t hold it in anymore now that he
had two hands on Andy’s head and was pumping his cock hard and
deep, with no restraint. His cum shot out of his balls and coated
Andy’s throat.

Andy moaned and swallowed the jizz. It was so
bizarre to be receiving the cumshot not giving it. It was awesome.
He had painted the faces of so many mediocre females over the years
and had enjoyed it each time. In a way, it was all practice for
this moment. He savored the load in his throat and looked up at
Kelly who was smiling.

Then Kelly’s smile vanished as the rest of
the crew walked into the room and found Kelly feminized and jizzing
in his co-worker’s throat.

 


The Quarter

This is Kelly on the back of a quarter. If
you ever find one in circulation, keep it. It’s worth more than
twenty-five cents.



[image: tmp_f419469c8ec2e708e35c83e5f9a76521_gPzjr__html_m19d9618b.jpg]

 


Miss Feingold had not only left her pretty
Aztec red tanga briefs in the closet. She left a makeup pouch.
While the crew embarrassed Andy and Kelly with lewd, mocking
remarks about catching them in the act, Keith found the makeup
pouch and showed it to Marshall.

“What do we have here?” Steve said with a
smile across his face. He was thrilled to catch two of his mates in
the act of fornication. He thought it was too funny.

All the guys did.

“Holy shit” James mouthed to Keith. Then
Marshall took the thing to the next level. First it looked only as
if they would embarrass Kelly and Andy and then leave them be. Then
Marshall got going.

“So, you boys like being little girls?”
teased Marshall, “naughty little girls? Then put on this maid’s
uniform.”

Marshall was revving up now.

“That’s it. Now good. Aren’t you two both
pretty little girls? Hehehe. Now get on your backs on the bed.”

The two slutty men dressed as women did as
Marshall commanded. “Lift those legs up. Right.”

There was sex in the air. All those cock
cakes, all the teasing, ass grabbing, fake kissing, nipple tweaking
had been years of foreplay among this crew. Now all that latent
homoeroticism was spilling out.

“Are you two good little sluts?” Marshall
asked Kelly and Andy.

They nodded cutely. Dave and James were
standing in front of Kelly.

“Kelly, spread your ass cheeks so that they
can see your waiting hole. Yeah, boy. That's’ it. Show us how
pretty that hole is. That asshole is hungry for cock, isn’t
it?”

Kelly nodded.

“You’re an anal virgin, aren’t you?”

Kelly nodded.

Marshall kept talking, “Well, not for long.
Dave.”

Dave pushed his cock up against Kelly’s
ass.

Marshall asked, “Scared Kelly?”

Kelly nodded timidly.

Dave pushed the cockhead into Kelly’s
asshole, popping it right in past the tight ring.

Keith pulled off his shirt and pants and
straddled Andy and his maid uniform. He dipped his balls into
Andy’s mouth. “Yes, teabag my big balls like a good little maid.
Jackson and Steve got Andy’s balls and cock out. It felt so good to
have his cock released. He was so horny.

Steve went to work licking the balls while
Jackson sucked Andy off. Just like that it was a fucking gay
gangbang using the two crossdressers.

Dave had his cock buried up Kelly’s ass now.
After getting it all the way in, he pulled his cock out and gaped
the virgin asshole. Then he let it close back up like an electric
eye.

“James, you give Kelly a little taste of your
dick too.”

James pushed his cock in the closed-up
asshole that Dave had just gaped. James held the shaft of his veiny
cock to guide it in.

“Take turns,” Marshall said to Dave and
James.

James pushed his cock into Kelly’s ass then
pulled out. Then Dave pushed his equally big cock all the way into
Kelly’s ass and pulled out. They took turns, finding a pumping
rhythm of one in and one out. Marshall watched with his own cock
getting hard. He pulled down his pants and revealed the biggest
cock of the crew. They all knew about that cock. Women had
marveled, feared, and lauded that cock.

“Which one of you faggots wants to give this
thing a ride?” Marshall said proudly in a deep, sexy voice.

“Oh me,” said Kelly.

Andy reached to his own ass cheeks and spread
them. “Me, baby!” Andy said, his voice a bit muffled by the balls
in his mouth.

Marshall laughed. He had been rummaging
through Miss Feingold’s makeup and handed Andy and Kelly the pouch.
“Put on eye makeup. Whoever does a prettier job gets fucked in the
ass, by me.”

Andy did a nice job with eyeshadow and then
applying TONS of mascara to his lower lashes. He really got the eye
“Maybelline Sensational.” It was an exaggerated job that really
sluttified his pretty face. Think face-fucking porn when the makeup
runs off like a river in a rainstorm. This was the way the eyes
were made up before TV cock entered throat.

Kelly got his lashes to really curl up and
fan out. He used an eyelash curler, eyeliner, and mascara, but in a
subtle way.

When they were done, Andy and Kelly showed
off their eyes, blinking like obedient little bitches. The other
men eyed them up and down. Andy had the maid uniform and heavy
mascara, perfect for face-fucking. Kelly had subtle makeup that
really fanned out the lashes and made Kelly look like an innocent
little thing ready to be turned into a total anal slut in a red
thong.

“Ding ding ding!” Marshall said. “You both
fucking win. Let the gangbang begin!”

Cheers, hoots, and hollers came out of the
horny crew, eager to blackmail these two little sluts into getting
fucked senselessly. Moans came out of Andy and Kelly. It was hardly
blackmail at all, since both Andy and Kelly were dying to get
gangbanged by the hot construction gang.

Marshall, like a good foreman, gave the
commands: “Steve, you take Andy’s whore mouth. Keith, you take the
innocent Miss McKelly’s pretty mouth. Fuck those throats until
their makeup runs off. No mercy. Dave, James, let Andy jerk you off
so both of his hands are busy. I mean look at that makeup job, he
needs to be absolutely surrounded by dick. Mmmnnnn hmmmmmnnn.

“Now Jackson, you get to have the innocent
Miss McKelly play with your balls before taking your turn fucking
Andy’s ass.

“And I’ll take Kelly’s ass! Miss McKelly has
done a wonderful makeup job, wouldn’t you say boys?” They gave a
cheer somewhat like Marines saying Oohrah! Then the fucking began:
hard and powerful. Dicks went into hands, punched into throats,
eyes bulged, sphincters swelled. Kelly’s ass may have ripped as
Marshall’s enormous dark cock slid painfully into him. Kelly cried
out in pain, but Keith’s cock in Kelly’s pretty little mouth worked
as a muzzle. The sound barely escaped around his dick and Kelly was
soon calmed down with the big dick working him like a pacifier.
Soon his bulging eyes relaxed and he reached out and grabbed ahold
of his own asscheeks and spread them wide open for big Marshall’s
big black cock to fuck Kelly in the slut ass.

It was an incredible scene of pure fucking.
Hard. Feminine. Cute. Manly.

Andy jerked off two cocks while getting
face-fucked mercilessly by Steve. Steve had always had a thing for
face-fucking. He brutally held Andy’s head and drilled cock until
his balls were up against Andy’s lips. Andy’s eyes teared and the
heavy makeup clumped up and then started to run down the circles of
his eyes. It looked like somebody was playing missile command in
the deep-set, heavily made-up, dark circles on his face. The makeup
ran making little white lines inside the dark circles. Then as
Steve’s big cock pounded Andy’s throat spit shot out his nose and
hung. The mascara ran over his high cheekbones and dripped down his
cheeks now in thick black mascara lines until they hung from the
jawline. That’s when Jackson, with Kelly’s hands still on the balls
and shaft, guided his cock into Andy’s waiting asshole and started
fucking it. As Jackson’s cock went into Andy’s asshole, he breathed
in hard and the spit hanging from his nose flipped up and onto his
face, splattering. Steve kept face-fucking Andy. No mercy. Jackson
kept ass fucking Andy. No mercy.

They were all fucking and getting fucked now.
It was a construction orgy on Miss Feingold’s bed, with Miss
Feingold’s slutty outfits on two of the bitches.

Steve pulled out of Andy’s mouth and shot a
load onto Andy’s messy, mascara-ruined face. Dave started to fuck
Andy’s messy face while James let a hose of cum spray down onto the
maid outfit, splashing the fabric with thick white cum. At the same
time, Keith shot into Kelly’s mouth. Kelly couldn’t hold in the cum
and it leaked out his lips and back out onto Keith’s shaft and
dripped down onto Kelly’s chest, getting stuck in the chest hair.
Jackson watched this until it pushed him over the edge. Jackson
pulled his cock out of Andy’s ass, which was left gaping for a
moment, and shot cum all over Andy’s cock and balls, like he was
marking Andy as his conquest. Finally, with Kelly moaning like a
slut, cock flopping about as the biggest cock in the room reamed
him good, Marshall pulled out and pasted Kelly’s innocent little
face with a rocket of cumshots.

The whole crew fell back on the bed, some
dripping in cum, others sweaty with sex, when a sultry female voice
broke the sound of heavy breathing.

“You ruined my maid’s outfit, you naughty,
naughty boys,” said the sultry voice. It was Miss Feingold. She
caught the crew in the act. She wore a big smile and a sexy
sundress. The light came in through the window in a way that
everyone could see her nipples and the sexy outline of her thong.
The sunlight made her red hair glint. “I want in. Take turns on me
each of you so I don’t have to tell anyone about what I’ve seen
here today, deal?”

The End (or is it?)

 


###
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He wanted to stop. Had told her that again and again,
but she wouldn’t listen. Then again, why would she? She had all the
control, and she was enjoying herself. He saw that in every glance
- even the lilt of her voice when she spoke to him. She made it
clear she was in charge and that she would never let him go. Not
until she was done.

It started innocently enough. Maybe innocent
wasn’t the right word, Leighton thought, but not life-altering. It
had been his secret fetish for so long. Websites filled with
stories about men being forced to become women, sometimes fully,
sometimes feminized sissies. The stories led him to a few Twitter
feeds and Instagram blogs of women who promised feminization, or
those who had been feminized. He found transgender performers he
adored, and spent hours watching their videos and jerking himself
off to their pictures. At first, he had pleasured himself to
thoughts of being with them, feeling their augmented breasts
beneath his hands, or the sensation of his engorged member slipping
past tight rings of muscle to bury himself inside their bodies.

But then that wasn’t enough, either.
Leighton’s fantasies had shifted from wanting to be with
them, to wanting to be them. He started imagining the
elaborate lingerie against his skin, the weight of breasts on his
chest. These were the exquisite orgasms, when he was lost in some
high of fantasy, helped along by a few drinks on occasion.

In the grand scheme of things, it was the
next step that sealed his fate and trapped him in his current
predicament. In a flash of inspiration, also helped along by a few
drinks, he’d made some online purchases. Nothing too ridiculous, he
felt, just some test items. Just to see, he told himself. He’d had
to guess at the sizes, helped along by some Google searches, but
he’d been fully hard when he’d done it, and had celebrated his
purchase of these new items with a particularly satisfying round of
masturbation.

The time between the ordering of his
forbidden treasures and their arrival was excruciating. He told
himself again and again that he didn’t care, not really, but his
mind returned to the package that must surely be on the way by now.
He was drawn to the store’s website, tracking the order at odd
times to try to guess when it might arrive. And, again, he
convinced himself that his interest was an idle one, that it was
simply an exploration of his own sexuality without repercussion.
But when he received a text notification that it had arrived, he
excused himself from work at the bank to hurry home and open
it.

On his way, guiding his ten-year-old car
toward his single bedroom apartment, Leighton felt the stirring
between his legs that accompanied his recent thoughts of being
wrapped in silk, cavorting about his house in feminine finery, and
he was already rock-hard when he arrived home to find the
nondescript box on his front stoop. There had been some guilt as he
brought the box inside, checking the street for someone who might
recognize his secret shame, but it was only the usual traffic,
ignorant of his fetishes and uncaring to boot.

The following weekend had been a whirlwind of
new desires, as he spent most of it in lingerie, swapping one of
his forbidden dresses for another when he grew tired, or simply
wanted a new thrill.

And, of course, he was drinking. A few
glasses of wine and he had no inhibitions to bar him from dressing
as he wanted. When he plopped himself in front of his computer,
crossing his stockinged legs over one another, he found himself
browsing the photo feeds of other “girls,” eager to feel like he
was one of them, a new member of a sexually liberated
community.

It was during the browsing that he came
across a site promising entry into a “sissy house” somewhere in the
States, but Leighton only cared about the fantasy. He was less
interested in some real-life interaction, but a chat window popped
up not long after he began his browsing. The name on the window
read ‘Miss M.’ and the message was a simple: ‘Hello, sweetie.’

He nearly closed the window, almost avoided
the events that came after, but he was just drunk enough to feel
his sense of womanly self take hold.

‘Hello, Miss,’ he replied, easily slipping
into the submissive role. He’d seen a lot of videos involving
Mistresses ordering around their feminized charges, and he’d found
sexual release more than once in these fantasies.

‘Are you wearing panties?’

‘Yes.’

‘What color?’

‘White. With pink frills.’

There was a pause, then.

‘Do you live alone?’

‘Yes, Miss.’

‘Good.’

Then, nothing. He waited a few more minutes,
slipping to the bathroom, where he peed sitting down to further
stoke his fantasy. When he returned to the computer, there was no
further message. He sent a few more queries to his mysterious chat
partner, then left the site, finally settling on the Instagram
account of a transgender adult star, finding his satisfaction in
these pictures, spilling seed into his silken panties before drink
and sexual gratification coaxed him to bed.

 


It was a Tuesday when his life changed
forever. It seemed an odd day for such a radical shift in his fate,
but the calendar has no regard for earth-shattering changes. He had
worked all day, his beige panties beneath his suit pants to thrill
him throughout the day, and he was looking forward to a night of
drink and soft fabric against his skin.

He slid his key into the door and twisted it,
barely noticing the lack of the familiar rattle as the interior
locked popped open. He pushed the door in and was greeted with a
hand covering his mouth, and another arm wrapping around his torso
to hold him fast. The taste in his mouth as he inhaled was chemical
and acrid, and he felt a numb sting in his lungs as he inhaled
whatever chemical the rag over his mouth was steeped in. Before the
sucking darkness could claim him, he saw a woman approach,
raven-haired and beautiful. She was smiling, her long hair spilling
around a sharply-featured face as she approached, but his grip on
reality was slipping and, soon, he was gone.

 


He awoke in a dream, or as near to a dream as
his life had offered so far. He was in a wide bed covered in soft
blankets, their white contrasted by the bright pink of the walls.
He had been stripped of everything but the beige panties, his legs
bared, his torso pale under the lights from elegant standing lamps.
The room was surprisingly elegant, and his panic was numbed
somewhat by the rich décor of the room.

He slid out of the sheets and searched the
room for some sign of a means of escape, and, preferably, his
clothing. There was an antique vanity, the chair before it, over
which was draped a cream-colored robe that looked like it was made
of silk, a standing wardrobe which he discovered was filled with
women’s clothing, most of which was colorful and overtly feminine,
and a rug beneath his bed. There was a large door set into one
wall, but it was locked, and no amount of pulling or pounding on
the thick wood would budge it.

He sat back on the bed with a sigh, hands
splayed at his sides.

“You’re awake,” said a tinny voice, coming
from a speaker hidden somewhere in the room. “You’re wondering
where you are, no doubt, and how you came to be here. My name is
Mistress Maureen, and I brought you here because you displayed
interest in the Sissy Manor.”

“Sissy Manor,” he mused to himself. It was
one of the websites he’d visited, he remembered that much, and the
brief chat message with ‘Miss M.’ Was this her? Had he somehow
agreed to this, even implicitly? “You can’t keep me here!” he
called up to the ceiling.

“I don’t intend to. I’ll be in to see you in
a moment.”

Leighton heard the click as the audio system
cut off, leaving him trapped. He felt a churning, sickly roil in
his gut as he waited for ‘Mistress Maureen’ to appear before him.
He felt his muscles tense, imagining the door opening and himself
launching forward, running past her and whoever had assisted her in
kidnapping him in the first place. All that was pushed from his
thoughts as the door opened.

Maureen was there, wearing a gray dress that
hugged her thin waist and showed off a sizable bust. Besides her
lovely figure, she possessed thin features that suggested an innate
alertness, and the way she moved was haughty, Leighton thought, or
whatever condition existed beyond mere confidence. She had tall
black heels that clicked on the hardwood floors as she approached
the bed. Behind her, a tall man with thick, corded muscles stood
with his arms folded over his chest, but he wasn’t half as
intimidating as Mistress Maureen, her red lips curled into a thin
smile.

“You’re wondering why I brought you here,”
she said. There was no hint of a question. “Like every sissy, you
are shy. Nervous. Left to your own devices you would have never
come here, would you?”

“I don’t- “

“Do not begin this with a lie.”

“I don’t think so, Miss.”

“Good. And it’s ‘Mistress,’ not ‘Miss.’”

“Yes, Mistress,” he corrected.

She grinned down at him as she noted the
erection tenting his satiny panties.

“You may leave right now,” she said, “but I
have a feeling that you would prefer to stay for a while. You have
an entire weekend ahead of you. Would you like to spend it
here?”

Leighton’s nervousness exploded into a
low-grade panic, and he found himself unsure. He wanted to stay,
that was true, but to put himself in the hands of this woman . .
.

“Perhaps you would like a sample of what to
expect? Come with me.”

Leighton stood on command, noting that the
woman was as tall as he was in her heels. The protrusion beneath
his panties was humiliating, but he could no more deny his arousal
than he could the oxygen he breathed.

“Should I put something-?”

She turned on him quickly, striking him with
an open-handed smack. “I don’t recall telling you to speak. Did
I?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Follow. Quietly.”

He bowed his head, following the beautiful
mistress in his panties. The door led to a hallway that wound
around an open space in the house, and he could see down to the
first floor, where several ‘girls’ in all manner of feminine dress
were going about their day. Some were dressed as frilly maids, and
he saw that these were busying themselves by cleaning the floors,
or carrying serving trays with drinks or snacks. Some were in pink
frills, being led by the Mistresses of the manor, trained in one
element of femininity or another. In particular, he found a sissy
in blonde curls being led by a chain attached to something beneath
her billowy skirt fascinating. He wondered how his (or her) journey
had begun, if he had been stolen away like Leighton.

“Inside,” Mistress Maureen commanded with a
single finger indicating an expansive bathroom, a bathtub raised on
the further side of the wall. Water had been drawn and steam
drifted lazily over the surface. “Take off your panties and get
in.”

Leighton looked at the domineering mistress,
then past her at the hallway, where the same muscular man
awaited.

Leighton bent, pushing the panties down and
stepped out of them. He searched for somewhere to place them,
interrupted by his Mistress.

“Leave them. We’ll have something nice for
you, I promise.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, acutely aware of
his nudity, punctuated by his throbbing and painfully hard
cock.

He stepped in with one foot, the heat of the
water stinging the skin before he adjusted and found the heat
soothing. His other foot joined the first, and he was soon sliding
down into a seat, the water reaching the base of his neck as he
eased into the large tub.

“The water is nice, yes?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “It feels
good.”

“That’s what this is all about, isn’t it?”
she laughed. “You feel good when you are pampered. Dressed in soft
and feminine clothes. Submissive and soft.”

He closed his eyes and sighed. “Yes,
Mistress.”

His eyes sprang open at the sound of her
heels again clicking on the tiled floor, approaching him. When he
saw her, she was standing over him, looking down at the hazy water.
A sweet scent drifted up with the steam, and, beneath that, a
vaguely chemical smell.

“The water seeps into the skin. It smells
nice, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“We have a special blend here, one that keeps
the hair from growing back so quickly, and keeps the skin nice and
soft and perfumed.”

She knelt by the tub and ran a single finger
through the water. Leighton lazily watched the small eddies
swirling behind her finger.

“It smells a bit flowery, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered. His focus,
though, was on the hand dipping into the water, and he whimpered as
nails tickled his belly under the water. He couldn’t see her hand,
but he detected the warmth of it as it drifted down. When she
gripped his erection, he gasped.

“This piece of flesh has been so critical in
bringing you here. It’s ironic that it’s the least interesting
thing about you.”

She was stroking him, fully aware of how the
sexual build-up was dimming his higher thinking, his hips rolling
beneath the water to greet her hand. She was moving her hand
faster, the heat of the water and firmness of her touch guiding him
to the edge of a climax. When he began tensing, ready for that last
stroke that would bring him to completion, and then he was
released. That did not stop the pumping of his member, and the
unsatisfying release as he spilled his seed into the warm water. He
felt anxious after the release, still aroused and unsatisfied.

“Leighton is such a silly boy’s name,”
Mistress Maureen smiled, standing and wiping her hands clean with a
nearby towel. She looked over her shoulder and spoke to the man
Leighton assumed was her bodyguard. “Have Doris bring me the
clothes, please.”

The man nodded and disappeared from the room.
“Stand, please,” she ordered and Leighton obliged.

She regarded his cock, shrunken after his
release, but Leighton could feel the want inside him. “Do you think
Leighton is a good name for a sissy like you?”

“No, Mistress,” he said, head bowed. He was
looking at the swirl of his body hair on the surface of the water,
dark clumps that clung to his calves as he stood, but only due to
the adherence of water. Aside from the remains of his hair clinging
to him, his body was now hairless beneath his neck, and it gave him
an oddly pale appearance.

“Step out.”

He did, an unfamiliar sensation striking him
as the very air brushed against his hairless body. His body hummed
with his ruined ejaculation, further stoked as Mistress Maureen
toweled him dry, leaving no crease or crevice untouched. She knew
him intimately in those moments, every mole and scar touched as she
dried him, wiping away the hair in the process.

He was so focused on this, he barely noticed
that a girl had entered behind the lovely mistress. Not a girl, but
a sissy. ‘Like me,’ Leighton thought. This girl was dressed in
violet, the dress satin and highlighted with white lace. It made
her look simultaneously younger and weaker. She had Asian features,
her long hair pulled into pigtails.

“Thank you, Doris,” she said as the intruding
sissy placed a neatly-folded pile of clothes on the edge of the
bathroom sink.

As the sissy retreated from the room,
Mistress Maureen stood and tossed the towel aside, examining
Leighton with an intense scrutiny. “Yes,” she said, “Leighton is
certainly wrong for a girl like you. I think ‘Rose’ is more
appropriate. Do you like that, Rose?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied honestly. The
name was pretty, and after the bath, he felt small and soft and
weak.

“Good. Lift your foot, Rose.”

He had to steady himself with the edge of the
sink, holding his foot aloft as Mistress Maureen rolled a stocking
up his leg to the mid-thigh. The silky feel of the stocking against
his leg made him feel more aroused, but his cock thickened some
without rising to a full erection. By the time the second stocking
had been rolled up his leg, he was nearly shivering with
desire.

“You are so eager for more release, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered.

“A good sissy isn’t concerned with her own
pleasure, Rose. You will learn that in time. For now, it’s best to
secure you so that your hands aren’t tempted to play with your
sissyclit.”

The way she said it, one word - ‘sissyclit.’
It added to his feeling of weakness, and he made no move to resist
as the mistress looped a metal ring around his tight purse of
testicles and then slid a metal, curved tube over his penis,
linking that metal loop with the one already present. When she
snapped it shut, she placed a small padlock through the loops and
clicked it shut.

“There, now,” she said, giving his imprisoned
cock a playful tweak. “Safe and sound. It’s better if I decide when
you can use that little thing, isn’t it, Rose?”

His masculinity locked away, he felt even
more humiliated and weak. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Step again,” the mistress ordered, and he
did, this time rewarded by silk panties being guided up his
stockinged legs, cradling the locked sissyclit beneath. There was a
bulge still, but something about the definition of the cage beneath
the undergarments made him squirm with pleasure.

Mistress Maureen next had him extend his
arms, and a matching bra was fitted against him. He had no flesh to
fill the cups, small as they were, but the mistress was ready for
everything, it seemed, and fitted adhesive breastforms to his
chest. The color wasn’t quite right, but something about the weight
on his chest and the way the latex forms fit the cups made the
dressing even more emasculating and wonderful.

By the time she was done, Leighton was fully
dressed, save for shoes. He stood on stockinged feet, held aloft by
a garter belt, and he had been given a pink dress, the satiny
fabric catching the light as the skirt flared out, showing off the
tops of his stockings.

“One last thing,” Mistress Maureen said with
a grin. Leighton expected her to produce a pair of shoes for him,
but, instead, she turned him to the vanity, where he stared at the
feminine man staring back at him. He felt a twinge of arousal,
stifled by the cage his cock hardened against, keeping his member
only so hard.

The ‘last thing,’ as it happened, was a wig,
blonde and long, with curls on either side that suggested both an
intense femininity and a childishness - a weakness and softness
that found its way to Leighton’s core. He watched as the wig was
pinned to his head and brushed out by the gorgeous dominant, until
the image greeting him was less emasculated male and more boyish
girl. He whimpered at the sight of himself.

“Very pretty, Rose. You were born for
sissyhood, I believe,” she said, laughing, and playfully swatted
his ass.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied automatically,
but his thoughts and attention were fixed on the girl in the
mirror. It was him - Rose. And, for his time at the Manor, he knew
that he would be Rose down to his very core. The thought pleased
him, and brought a smile to his face.

The next hour was a whirl. A thin, silver
chain had been affixed to the cage beneath his panties, and he was
led via the chain by Mistress Maureen through the house to a room
that looked like a beauty parlor. Other women, perhaps sissies
themselves, Leighton couldn’t be sure, fussed over him as he
entered.

“Make her beautiful,” was Mistress Maureen’s
only instruction before unclipping the chain and departing, leaving
him in the hands of the half-dozen girls who were nearly shivering
with anticipation to begin their work. His fingernails were soaked,
his face treated with another cream, this one softening his skin
further before foundation was applied and one of the girls, this
one in a red dress and black hose that suggested she might be on
her way to some party rather than a salon made for sissies, but she
drew careful lines around his eyes and painted his lips a deep and
vibrant pink.

While his nails were painted, another girl
worked on his blush and applied false lashes. When the salon chair
was turned back to the mirror, all traces of his masculinity had
vanished. He was Rose.

“Very good, girls!” Mistress Maureen
announced as she returned to the salon. She beamed down at Rose in
the chair, clapping her hands together beneath her chin. “You do
look lovely, sweetie.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” she said, blushing.
Rose felt liberated, given flight by the sudden abduction. She
understood in that moment that Mistress Maureen had been right. She
would have never had the courage to do this herself. She would have
hidden the nameless girl inside her, now named Rose, until that
voice withered away, or perhaps only whispered low, making his male
life tortured. Now, she felt free. And in that freedom, she found
her glorious weakness to the woman who now secured her chain to
Rose’s imprisoned sissyclit.

Rose was grateful to be helped out of the
chair, and she even turned to wave goodbye to the girls that had
perfected her and made her whole. Walking behind Mistress Maureen
felt less like a punishment than an honor, and Rose felt a deep
gratitude. She watched as other women with sissies of their own
passed by, in all sizes and colors. Rose watched the maids at work,
and wondered if they were full time at the Manor, and how she might
join them. And then they were mounting the stairs, the smooth wood
slippery under Rose’s silk-clad feet, but she managed to keep up
with the mistress’s longer strides.

Once upstairs, Rose followed into the bedroom
she awakened in, though it seemed like a lifetime ago. It felt
surreal to see this room as something other than a disorienting
prison, but now she saw it as hers, her room to play within.

“You are free to leave,” Mistress Maureen
said, taking a seat beside Rose. “I will personally remove the
makeup and clothes and you can go back to your life.”

Rose took sudden hold of the mistress’s arm,
surprising them both. “Sorry, Mistress, but . . . do I have
to?”

A smile spread over Mistress Maureen’s face,
and she pulled Rose close. “Of course not, sweetie. For the rest of
the weekend, you’ll be my special girl. Would you like that?”

“Yes, please, Mistress Maureen!”

“Good. Let’s begin.”

 


The door to Leighton’s apartment opened on
Sunday night, light from outside spilling into the entrance. Rose
entered, clutching a package tied with pink twine to her chest,
flattened after the removal of the breastforms. She had on what she
thought of now as her ‘boy clothes,’ and they felt itchy and heavy
on her body. Gone was the makeup and the dress, the panties that
fit so snugly. Within the package were new clothes for her, dresses
to try when the door was locked and she was safe from prying
eyes.

The one lingering accessory was the cage on
Rose’s sissyclit, still padlocked by Mistress Maureen at Rose’s
request. The following weekend she would return to her mistress,
and perhaps then she might be freed, but she was in no hurry. The
cage represented Mistress Maureen’s presence to her, and it felt
warming and somehow pleasant to be locked away.

Placing the package on her dresser, Rose
looked at the masculine face staring back at her. This, she knew,
was the mask. To the outside world, she would remain Leighton . . .
for now. But within her, Rose felt liberated. Only a few days stood
between her and making the truth an external reality again. But she
had no more desire to hide, and she was sure that even her manner
of walk might suggest a previously-hidden femininity. It wouldn’t
matter. She was free, now. She was Rose.
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