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PLAYING WITH DOLLS

Matt is into collectable dolls, but they're only plastic, and there's only so much fun you can have with plastic.

When Conner, Matt's roommate and best friend, complains about his toys Matt decides maybe it's time he showed Conner just how much fun dolls can be, and in the process perhaps he can expand his collection.


Matt is into collectables, figurines from his favourite shows and games, dolls, but his roommate and best friend Conner thinks they're a waste of money. When Conner finds out how much Matt spent on the Sapphire Sorceress, his latest collectable, he can't help but rant at him. 

But what Conner doesn't know is that this doll is a rare, prestige collectable. Not only is the figurine a work of art, but she also features working accessories, and the sapphire sorceress is a witch specialising in mind control.  

It seems impossible, but his latest doll includes a working hypno-staff, and Matt just can't resist. Soon he had Conner under control, and what starts out as just a way to get Conner to leave him alone with collection peace turns into so much.

When Matt realises just what a soft, pretty, feminine doll Conner makes he can't resist temptation. He always did have a weakness for pretty dolls.

But then things spiral out of control, and Matt's left wondering if maybe it was all too good to be true, but in the end, can he really abandon the pleasure of Playing With Dolls?


One

Matt checked the coast was clear before opening the door wide, making sure Conner wasn’t about. He was not ready to have the conversation he was dreading. Not yet. He wanted to find time and space to enjoy his newest purchase before Conner began bemoaning about his ridiculous spending habits.

He paused at the door, waiting, but there was no sound of movement. He’d timed it perfectly. Conner was out. He could get the package he’d picked up from the post office into his room, unpack it, set it up and then get rid of all the boxes before Conner even knew. Maybe he wouldn’t even notice.

Then Matt chuckled. Conner was definitely going to notice. How could he not given how amazing his latest purchase was? Just thinking about it gave Matt a thrill of excitement.

With that sense of eager anticipation building, Matt turned to pick up the box that was sat just out of sight behind the door, and hefted it up to carry it in. It was big, but not heavy, so was more cumbersome than difficult to lift. Matt knew from experience that most of the box’s contents would be packing materials to protect the rare and valuable contents—it was one of only a hundred, and he’d been lucky to even find one to buy.

Conner wouldn’t understand that though. He’d just see how much his best friend and roommate had spent on a toy and he’d moan at him, again. But if he never found out, if he never noticed, if Matt managed to get it all set up and the boxes hidden away before Conner realised, then maybe he’d be able to enjoy his newest treasure in peace. Maybe…

“I thought I heard the door.” Conner’s voice, coming from the living room just off the hallway, boomed suddenly loud, shattering Matt’s hope.

“Where have you been? I was thinking…”

And then Conner stepped out into the hall and as he looked at Matt he fell silent. He stood, staring at his best friend, and Matt could see and feel the judgement in his stare. He felt his cheeks turning pink.
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“Hey.” Matt said, trying, and failing, to sound calm and nonplussed. “I was just out picking up a package from the post office.”

Maybe if he acted calm, if he acted like it was no big deal, Conner wouldn’t realise. Maybe Conner wouldn’t be able to tell how much he’d spent. Maybe he wouldn’t ask. But then… Matt knew Conner better than that.

The pair had been friends for years, had met in high school and clicked immediately. When they’d come off to college together it had seemed like a smart idea to move in together. It’d save money, and it’d be fun.

And it had been fun… mostly.

But over the years they’d been together they had discovered that they had their differences. And one of the biggest, and the stickiest, was in the box Matt was holding.

They’d never really argued, but they’d come close. And they’d never come closer than when talking about Matt’s hobby. Matt’s very expensive, and in Conner’s opinion ridiculous, hobby.

“What’s in the box?” Conner asked.

Matt’s blush deepened, cheeks and throat hot. He stared at Conner and shifted. He’d really wanted to avoid this conversation. Why couldn’t he just enjoy his newest purchase for a moment in peace?

“Nothing major. Just a new thing I bought.” Matt said.

Conner stared at Matt, silent, judging him. Matt shifted, trying his best not to look guilty.

It didn’t help that Conner’s quiet stare was intense.

When the pair had met they’d both been young, barely into their teens, and they’d both been similar, not just in terms of personality but physically too. Yet, over the years they’d both grown older, and they’d changed. Neither of them were the goofy, gawky teenagers they’d once been.

Matt had grown taller and broader and heavier, his thick black hair now paired with a short cropped black beard that made him, Conner always said, look a bit like a bear or a pirate, yet he was still as soft as he’d ever been. His brown eyes were gentle and sweet, and he was more cuddly than muscular, his bulk and strength due more to genetics than exercise.

Conner on the other hand was quite different. He’d not really grown much taller, or broader, and had remained slim, but he was far from cuddly. As he’d grown older he’d become more intense, and his regular exercise –long runs and bike rides—had made him lean but toned. His blonde hair was grown out long, down to his shoulders, kept tied back out of his face, but it was his eyes that had changed the most.

As a teen Conner’s blue eyes had been soft and carefree, always sparkling whenever he’d smiled. But as he’d grown older he’d become sterner, and his gaze had become harder, so much so that Matt felt almost physically uncomfortable when his best friend fixed him with his stare.

Yet, even as uncomfortable as Conner made him when he gave him that stare, judging him for what Conner thought was a frivolous hobby, he still chafed at always being judged so harshly. It was his money, and he wasn’t hurting anyone. So what if it was a bit frivolous?

“A new thing?” Conner said. “What kind of thing?”

Matt just smiled, or at least, he tried to. He looked more sheepish than anything else.

“Just a collectable.”

Conner took a deep breath and exhaled a long sigh. Matt could feel his excitement for his newest addition to his collection being soured by his best friend’s disappointment. This is exactly what he wanted to avoid.

Why couldn’t Conner just accept him as he was? It was his money, his hobby, his collection, so why couldn’t his best friend let him enjoy it in peace? Why couldn’t he take some joy in his friend's joy?

“A figurine.” Matt said.

Conner rolled his eyes.

“Another doll? How many is that now? I mean… playing with action figures was fun when we were kids, but we’re adults now. We should be going out together, having fun. You could come out for runs with me or we could go to the gym or to bars. We could go watch movies, or, hell, maybe even take a holiday together, go travelling. I barely see you anymore you spend so much time with those dolls, and when I do see you you’ve not got any money to do anything because you spend it all on those dumb collectables.”

Matt felt the sting of Conner’s words. It was all true, he did spend all his time and money with his collection but… why shouldn’t he? It was his money, his time, and he was having fun.

Yet, he could feel his friend's frustration, irritation, annoyance. They really didn’t spend much time together any more. They had separate interests and hobbies and they were always so busy. Matt missed Conner, and he figured maybe this was Conner’s way of saying he missed him too.

Maybe…

“Honestly, sometimes I’m half tempted to go into your room while you’re out and just toss them all out to break your habit. Dolls aren’t people, and it's not healthy to spend so much time playing with toys at your age.” Conner said.

Matt felt his blush spreading, but there was more than that. His collection was his joy.

To hear Conner threatening to destroy it almost hurt. Matt felt his resolve stiffen, a core of annoyance, anger.

If he wanted to play with dolls he would. And… they were more than just toys. They were valuable collectables, figurines from comics and series he loved, and the thought of them just being tossed out and discarded pained him.

If he wanted to spend his money on a hobby it was his choice. Hearing Conner constantly criticise him, bemoaning how he chose to spend his time and income, was becoming tedious, and with Conner now threatening to just throw out so many things that were so valuable, it was all too much.

Matt had finally had enough. If Conner wouldn’t let him enjoy his hobby in peace, then he’d find a way to make him leave him in alone so Matt could enjoy his hobby without being abused.

“So, are you going to show me your latest collectable then? And why don’t you tell me how much you spent on it.”

Conner’s voice sounded strained with frustration and annoyance. But maybe Matt could change his opinion, or at least get him to leave him and his collection in peace. But how?

And then Matt realised he was holding the perfect solution in his hand. Maybe…
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“It’s from my new favourite series.” Matt said as he opened the box.

Conner stood to the side looking over Matt as he opened the box carefully and pulled out the packing materials. There was a lot, since the toy inside was expensive and very limited edition—for a very good reason.

Even as Matt began to pull it out he could feel a swell of emotions, pride and joy at having managed to snag one of the one hundred to be released, excitement, anticipation. When he’d heard about the release he hadn’t thought he’d ever manage to get one of them, but he had, and even now, with Conner looming over him, he couldn’t wait to see it, hold it.

Yet… he was still sceptical, though hopeful. He daren’t really believe the claims the makers had made about the doll, but at the same time, he really did want them to be true. Especially now…

“So, what’s so special about this show and this doll.” Conner said.

His tone was derisive and almost mocking, but Matt just held his smile. If the doll turned out to be everything the makers claimed it to be—and knowing the reputation of the makers he really wondered if they could be true—then that tone would soon change. If Matt’s plan worked then he’d finally be able to get Conner to leave him alone with his hobby and their friendship could go back to being easy and carefree and fun.

Yet, that was a big if. Matt’s mind whirred with the possibilities of it, the unlikelihood, the thrill of it. His heart beat faster as he pulled the doll’s box out of the mess of packing materials.

“Here she is.” Matt said. “The Sapphire Sorceress in all her glory.”

Matt held the box up and looked at his newest purchase, his newest prize. She was everything he’d hoped she’d be and more.

The figurine was stunning, the spitting image of the character from the show, a buxom blue-haired witch in a tight-fitting low-cut gown. She stared out from the box, purple eyes bright, with bold, gothy make-up, yet it was what the figure held in her hand that caught Matt’s attention.

In the show, the Sapphire Sorceress was part of a team of magical anti-heroes tasked with protecting the solar system, each with their own unique power.

In the case of the Sapphire Sorceress that was mind-control. Hypnosis. With her staff she could grip someone’s mind and take control of them, overpowering their will to make them do whatever she wanted.

It was a theme Matt loved, but he’d always thought of it as fantasy, until the release of this collectable. In the advertising running up to release, the makers had promised a ‘working’ replica of the Sapphire Sorceress’ staff. A staff that could hypnotise people. A staff that could really hypnotise people.

It was that detail that had led Matt to want the toy so much. Not only was it a highly detailed doll of his favourite character from his new favourite show, but it was meant to be able to actually hypnotise people.

It wasn’t feasible Matt knew, but just the possibility that it was real had led Matt to pay a ridiculous amount for the doll. He knew it was a sales gimmick to hook gullible fans, but he couldn’t resist.

Yet now he was wondering… what if it did work? Maybe it could solve all his problems with Conner. Maybe…

“So, what’s so special about that one that you had to spend a fortune on it?” Conner asked. “To me, it just looks like all the other ones you’ve got.”

Matt did his best to ignore how wrong Conner was. The Sapphire Sorceress was not like his other collectable. She was much, much higher quality.

The sculpt was perfect, detailed and hand-painted, with a hand-stitched outfit and hand-carved detailing. She was a work of art, made by a company that was renowned for producing the highest quality dolls, and the Sapphire Sorceress was their most expensive and exquisite item to date.

Though he loved his other figurines, the many varied female characters he’d collected and the outfits they wore, the poses, the accessories, he’d never held anything as beautiful as the doll in his hands before.

To hear Conner say it was just like his other toys annoyed him. He’d been having second thoughts about his idea before, but now he was certain.

It probably wouldn’t work anyway, but he had to try, right?

“Oh no, she’s really special. She comes with working accessories. Let me show you.” Matt said.

With that, he carefully opened the box the Sapphire Sorceress had come in, and he pulled her staff free. He’d seen video reviews of how it was supposed to work and had watched enough of the series to know how it was wielded. True, this one was much smaller, but if the advertising claims were true then it would be just as effective…

“Look at this.” Matt said.

He held the staff up and pressed the switch to activate the small digital display. The screen flickered to life and a bright blue and purple and pink spiral began to turn as a subtle drone began to play. He kept the screen turned towards Conner and kept his attention on his best friend’s face.

Conner frowned for a moment, a look of almost annoyance, and then… his expression flickered and began to soften.

“Look closely. Watch. Relax.” Matt said.

He kept his voice soft. He couldn’t help but smile as the staff seemed to be working. He could barely believe it.

“What… are… what…” Conner’s voice grew soft, faint.

His face relaxed, and he grew still, quiet. His face was blank, almost serene, eyes transfixed on the spiral.

“I’m getting tired of you moaning about my collection.” Matt said. “So I’m going to help you see just how much fun dolls can be. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You want me to show you how much fun dolls are, don’t you?”

Matt waited. He knew it wouldn’t work. But then…

Conner nodded. He actually nodded. His face was blank, trance-like. And He was nodding. Matt’s plan was working.


Two

The next step was trickier, but Matt had seen enough of the Sapphire Sorceress at work in his new favourite show to have an idea of how to make it all come together. With the staff still spiralling Matt led Conner to his room, being careful not to trip or cause his friend to fall, and once inside he made Conner sit on his bed.

“Sit there and wait for a moment. I’m going to help you see just how much fun dolls can be.” Matt said.

He smiled as he watched Conner nod. He was going to get him to finally shut up his moaning about his collection. With this plan, he’d finally be able to enjoy his hobby in peace and he could go back to having a fun friendship without Conner nagging at him for playing with dolls.

Making sure Conner was safe and comfortable and not going to fall off the bed in his trance, Matt moved off to his wardrobe to unpack his secret collection. He blushed just thinking about it.

Conner knowing about the toys and the figurines and the dolls was bad enough, but if Conner had ever found out about this then he knew he’d never have heard the end of it. He didn’t even know why he’d started this collection, but he had, and now he was glad he had. They were going to be very useful in teaching Conner the joy of dolls and persuading him to leave Matt alone.

Matt pulled out the locked suitcase from the bottom of his wardrobe and opened it, began to rummage through the contents looking for the thing he had in mind. The outfit he had in mind.

The first time Matt had bought a cosplay outfit had been at a convention. He’d seen the costume one of his favourite heroines wore for sale at a massively reduced price towards the end of the day and he’d been unable to resist. Just looking at it gave him a thrill, and being able to feel the material, handle the cloth, was exciting.

He imagined, hoped, that one day he’d find a girl who was into his hobby who might wear it for him, but though he’d dated a fair few girls since beginning his secret collection, none of them had been into his hobby, and so he’d never even dared ask any of them. Now though he’d found a use, even if it was one he’d never even considered, but, if it got Conner to leave him alone with his hobby it would have been worth all the time and money and effort.

So, Matt rummaged through the numerous outfits until he found the one he wanted. The most humiliating outfit he could imagine. It was perfect.
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“You want to see how much fun dolls are, don’t you?” Matt said as he held the turning spiral up in front of Conner’s face.

Conner’s expression was soft and blank, eyes wide, fixed on the spinning spiral. His head nodded, and Matt couldn’t help but grin.

“You want to know how much fun dolls have, don’t you?” Matt said.

Again Conner nodded. Matt was almost giggling with glee.

His plan was working. He was finally going to be able to get Conner to shut up about his collection.

“Then I want you to take this present and go and put it on for me. I want you to take these clothes, go into your room, and get changed. I want you to dress up like a good doll for me and then come back so we can play a game. Then you’ll know how much fun dolls have.”

Conner nodded, slowly. Matt held out his hand with the outfit he’d picked in it and Conner reached out to take the clothes.

“Now, go into your room, and get dressed up, and when you’re ready come and find me and we can play a game.” Matt said. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Again Conner nodded. Slowly he rose to his feet and, carefully, he stepped off, headed out of Matt’s room and along the corridor to his room. Matt could barely contain his excitement.
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Matt sat waiting, and it took longer than he was expecting. He watched Conner’s door, and as time went on he began to panic.

What if the hypnosis had worn off? What if Conner had come to his senses and was in his room packing up his things to move out? What if he was furious about working out how to tell Matt to move out? What if this whole stupid plan had been a mistake and now Matt had ruined their friendship?

He’d just wanted Conner to stop teasing him. He’d just wanted to be left alone with his hobby, left alone to enjoy his collection.

He’d just been planning on teasing his friend, getting some leverage so he could make him stop going on about his hobby. It had been intended to be a playful revenge, not anything that would ruin their friendship, but maybe…

Conner’s door opened, and Conner stepped out. There was the click of heels as Conner made his way on slightly unsteady feet towards Matt’s bedroom.

Matt’s eyes went wide.

“Shit.” He whispered.

He’d meant this to be humiliating. He’d meant this to be a mockery, had meant to make fun of Conner, to use this to tease him and hold over, but this was…

Conner walked down the hall and Matt could not take his eyes off his best friend. In the heels, Conner was forced to walk with a subtly changed gait to keep his balance, and the shift in his feet made his legs look longer and fuller, each step making his hips and ass wiggle.

And why did Conner have such good legs, and such an amazing ass and hips in that skirt? Was it the heels? The outfit?

Matt knew Conner worked out hard, took good care of his body, and it showed, but to see him now, in the heels, white stockings, the pink pleated skirt and the pink cropped t-shirt, Matt could barely believe it was his friend. He looked… good. He had no right to look that good in an outfit that was so ridiculously over-the-top girly.

Conner stepped into Matt’s room and stopped, stood just inside the door, and it was all Matt could do to stare. He looked… kind of hot.

His legs were long, full, clad in long white stockings, and in the heels they looked full and shapely. The skirt was short, showing off the bare skin of Conner’s thighs, which was a little hairy, but the hair was blonde and thin so almost invisible.

The way the skirt flared out gave him hips and made his ass look almost perky. The short cropped t-shirt exposed Conner’s belly, the smooth, flat skin of his stomach, and it made him look lean and svelte, trim.

As short as he was he looked almost girly, feminine and cute. Even his face seemed softer.

Normally Conner would have been scowling or frowning, grumbling about Matt spending too much time with his dolls, spending too much time on his toys. Now though he looked calm, almost serene, and Matt couldn’t help but stare.

He’d gotten so used to seeing his friend annoyed or irritated that he’d forgotten how pretty his face was, his delicate features and big blue eyes, his pouty lips and fine cheeks. Even his hair, tied back, was long and full.

And then Matt had an idea. Conner always wore his hair tied back. Matt didn’t think he’d ever really seen Conner with his hair down. Maybe…

“Let your hair down.” Matt said.

Conner stood still for a moment, then, slowly, lifted his hands to his hair and untied his ponytail. His hair fell loose, dense blonde waves flowing down to his shoulders. Matt couldn’t help but stare.

With his hair down he looked even prettier. Even more like a doll. It was meant to be humiliating, but in the end, Conner had ended up looking good.

Still, Matt was determined to see his plan through. The hypnosis had worked, and Conner was all dressed up like one of Matt’s favourite figurines. So now he just needed to finish the final part.

“Now, are you ready to play a game and find out how much fun dolls are?” Matt said.

Conner stood for a moment, then nodded and smiled. Conner was smiling. A big, cheesy, happy grin, as though he were excited.

Matt couldn’t believe it, but it was far too good of an opportunity to pass up.
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Matt told Conner to step into his room and got started as quickly as he could. He had no idea how long the hypnosis would hold, so he wanted to make the most out of every moment, wanted to finish his plan and then send Conner off to get changed back into his ordinary clothes before he came back to reality.

With Conner standing against the wall Matt took down the figurine that he was dressed like and he made Conner hold it and pose as he took photos of him dressed like one of his favourite dolls. In the beginning, Conner was stiff, almost reluctant, as though struggling, but as Matt encouraged him to strike more feminine and more alluring poses, giving Conner instructions and prompts and praise, Conner began to relax.

Soon enough Conner was even smiling, grinning as he struck more and more provocative poses while holding the doll that was his miniature twin. As Matt snapped photo after photo on his phone he couldn’t quite get over how good Conner looked. The outfit, his body, his face, the poses, he looked better than many professional cosplayers Matt had seen and been around.

It had been meant to be a tool to hold over Conner to get him to stop picking on Matt’s hobby, a thing he could use to humiliate Conner if he refused to be nice to him, but looking at the photos he was taking he knew there was nothing humiliating about the images he was getting. Conner just looked hot, really, annoyingly, hot. Still, maybe the hypnosis and the plan could work?

So, Matt got on with getting the last few images, clicking on his smartphone. Even after making his friend pose again and again, striking alluring, provocative, playful, flirtatious, and sometimes even sexy poses, Matt could still not get over the likeness between Conner and his doll. It was amazing. How had he never seen this before? Maybe he could even use the photos as a way to get Conner to come to a convention with him in cosplay? Then they could both enjoy Matt’s hobby together, and Matt knew all his convention friends would be jealous if they saw him with a girl as hot as Conner.

And then Matt flushed as he caught his train of thought. Conner wasn’t a girl. He was his best friend. Clearly seeing him dressed up, making him pose, taking photos of him, treating him like a living doll, was affecting Matt’s brain.

Realising that he had everything he needed, that he’d planned for, aware that he’d already gone too far, Matt put his phone down and told Conner to sit on his bed. Conner obeyed, blank-faced, and Matt could still not get over how good he looked as he moved in the pretty outfit.

He really did look like the doll, and even his movements seemed changed. He was walking more confidently in the heels now, with sway and strut, his butt wiggling.

As Conner sat down Matt took a moment to look at his friend, seeing him in a whole new light as he was. Matt couldn’t get over the transformation.

He’d always known Conner was slimmer and smaller than him, and fit, but the clothes, and heels, and with his hair down it was so stark. What would he look like if he took things a step further? What if…

Matt shook his head. He couldn’t get distracted like that. He had what he needed. It was over. He had the photos.

There was just one last detail. He took out the toy staff, pressed to activate it, and held the spiral up in front of Conner’s face.

“Now, I want you to go back to your room and change back into your normal clothes, then give the clothes you are wearing back to me. After that you will go make yourself a coffee and sit, and only when you taste the coffee will you wake up. But…” Matt swallowed the lump in his throat. “… you won’t remember exactly what it was we did. All you’ll remember is that I showed you my favourite doll and that we had fun. You’ll wake up with an appreciation for how fun dolls can be, for how fun it is to play with pretty toys. You’ll remember we had fun, and you enjoyed yourself, and you’ll have more respect for my hobby. When you wake up you’ll feel happy and settled and relaxed, and you’ll just know you had a really, really good time with me and my dolls, and you’ll be glad I showed you how much fun they can be.”

Conner sat for a moment, then nodded, slowly.

“You can go.” Matt said.

And with that Conner rose up and left. Matt watched him leave, and he couldn’t help but stare at his best friend's legs, his ass, the subtle wiggle as he strutted in the heels, the sway of the tiny skirt.

Matt felt his chest grow tight, a flush in his cheeks. How was it possible that Conner looked that good dressed up like a doll?


Three

Matt’s instructions worked just as he wanted them to. Conner left and returned almost thirty minutes later with the clothes Matt had given him folded up in a neat bundle.

Conner handed the clothes over and moved off to the living room to make coffee. Matt put the clothes back away with his secret collection and then went to join Conner. It was only when Conner sat down and took his first sip of coffee that the glazed look in his eyes began to clear.

Matt watched him carefully, tense, but began to relax as Conner smiled. Conner took a deep breath, then sighed.

“That was… yeah that was fun. I think I get it now. Your toys are kinda fun.” Conner said.

Matt couldn’t help but grin. His plan had worked. It had actually, impossibly, worked. Maybe now Conner would leave him alone to enjoy his hobby. Maybe he’d never even need to use the photos as leverage.

And then Matt remembered the photos. He’d intended just to take a couple but had ended up taking dozens. Dozens and dozens of photos of his best friend dressed up like his favourite pretty doll.

Even just remembering the poses made Matt blush. Maybe he should delete them? But when he thought about that he felt reluctance, a stiffness. Maybe… maybe he could just keep them private?

As they sat Conner continued to talk about how much fun he’d had, and his new-found appreciation for Matt’s collection. Matt listened, but his mind was full of images, memories, and as he watched his best friend he couldn’t unsee what he had seen.

Now he had seen him as a doll, a pretty toy, dressed up, looking cute and feminine, he couldn’t forget it. It was like Conner had been transformed. Even though he was back in his normal clothes, looking like he always did, Matt couldn’t stop himself from noticing small, subtle details.

His eyes really were big and bold and dazzling. He had such full lips. His body was slight, slim, but toned and athletic. His features were so refined and he moved with such grace and elegance. Even his hair, though tied back again, was lush, long, and full.

He really would make an amazing cosplayer. Matt wondered how Conner would look in other outfits, dressed up like some of his other favourite characters.

His mind was racing, his heart beating fast. He knew he was getting distracted so he forced his mind back to the room, to what Conner was saying.

“So I guess what I’m saying is sorry.” Conner said.

Matt blinked. He hadn’t been expecting an apology, but it felt nice. Yet also… he felt a twinge of guilt. He’d hypnotised his best friend, made him dress up, and now Conner was being so nice.

And all Matt could think about was how cute he’d looked dressed up like a doll. He knew he should delete the photos, but… he didn’t want to.

“And… you think you could show me them again sometime? That we could hang out with your collection, like today? I… I feel really good about spending time with you and I had a lot of fun.” Conner said.

Matt went pale. Conner was asking to repeat today? What did he remember? What did he think had happened? Matt knew he couldn’t repeat today, but thinking about it made his head spin.

“I… yeah, maybe.” Matt said.

Conner’s smile widened.

“I really enjoy just spending time with you.” He said. “You’re my best friend and all the time you spend with those toys I… I miss you. So maybe it’s a hobby we could share?”

Matt’s head swam with thoughts, emotions, and daydreams. He nodded but knew he could never repeat today again.
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Matt kept meaning to delete the photos, but every time he looked at them he got distracted and decided to keep them. Just for another day. So he could look at them again.

Yet, each time he looked at them he got more attached to them. He remembered how much fun it had been to take them, and he couldn’t help but admire how hot Conner looked. It was like an addiction, one he was struggling to control.

It didn’t help that Conner was acting differently around the apartment. Ever since Matt had hypnotised him he’d stopped moaning about Matt’s hobby, his collection, and he’d been more cheerful and happier.

The lack of complaining meant Matt and Conner were spending more time hanging out, watching movies or TV shows, and even going out for dinner like old times, though it felt different now.

Matt couldn’t put his finger on what had changed. Was it that he’d seen his best friend in a new light, had seen what a cute doll he made, or was it the lingering effect of the hypnosis?

Conner was certainly more cheerful and happy, keen to spend time with his best friend, but there were smaller changes too. The way he moved was more graceful, and lighter, and Matt was sure he caught his best friend moving around the apartment at times with a sway and a strut, walking on tiptoe as though in heels, wiggling his butt.

Maybe Matt was imagining it. Maybe it was because of the photos. But then… every now and then Conner would pause and look at him and smile, a glint in his eyes, a grin, as though he almost knew what he was doing.

Did he? Was it possible some part of him remembered? And if so, what did any of it mean?
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For Matt though the changes were almost too much. The changes in Conner and the photos he kept meaning to delete but didn’t, the photos he kept staring at, remained to taunt him and distract him.

More than once he got the outfit Conner had worn out and he sat looking at it, remembering. He looked at the other outfits. There were more than a few, all from his favourite characters. He’d never had a use for them before, had always just bought them not knowing what he would do with them, grabbing them when he saw a good deal, knowing he could sell them if he needed to, or just collect them, but now…

He couldn’t stop thinking that he had the perfect model close at hand. Conner had looked so good in the outfit.

Matt had been to enough conventions that he’d seen plenty of cosplayers, and he recognised a gift for dressing up when he saw it. Conner had that gift. He really had that gift.

Even in his normal clothes Matt now couldn’t help but see it. Every time Conner moved around the apartment he could almost picture him in the pretty pink skirt. Every time he bent over to get something out of a cupboard or stretched to pick something off a high shelf, when he was cleaning, or just sat drinking coffee or reading a book, Matt could see it.

Maybe it was his imagination, but… Conner really did seem different. He was giggling more, smiling more. He was moving around the apartment with more flow and grace, more elegance.

Matt might have been imagining it, but at the same time, he wasn’t sure he was, and it was that uncertainty that kept him alert, on edge and kept his mind worrying at the memory. Matt kept reliving it, remembering, looking at the photos, and that, combined with how Conner seemed happier, more cheerful, more playful and giggly, was what made it impossible for him to move beyond what had happened, what he had done, how hot Conner had looked.

And that’s what gave him his next idea.
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Mat sat looking back over the photos of Conner, trying to work up the will to delete them and failing, when a message popped up from one of his convention friends. He clicked it to open it and his eyes lit up.

There was a convention coming up in a couple of months that he had a ticket for, and it had just been announced that one of his favourite creators was going to be there signing merchandise. One of his favourite creators was going to be there and was going to be giving away an original signed piece of art in a contest.

A cosplay contest. There was going to be a contest for cosplayers and the best dress would win the artwork.

Matt would have killed for a chance, but he knew he didn’t stand a chance at winning. He knew how these contests went. It was always the prettiest girl who won, the one in the hottest version of one of the popular female characters from that series. Matt could pull off burly warrior or heavy barbarian, but he could not pull off hot schoolgirl ninja.

But maybe there was another solution.

Matt’s mind went to Conner and how good he’d looked in that pink outfit. That had been a quick dress-up with no preparation, and though the costume was decent quality, it wasn’t contest quality.

What if Matt got a good quality costume and worked to add extra details, and then got Conner to wear it to the convention for the contest? Given how he’d looked in that first costume he knew Conner stood a chance.

He checked the photos he’d taken, and his heart skipped. Conner really stood a chance…

But he’d need more preparation. Before Conner had just put on clothes, but for a contest he’d need more than just clothes.

He’d need to shave, so that he was smooth, like a girl. He’d need make-up. He’d need his hair done.

Matt knew he could work on those skills so he could help make Conner over, dressing him up like a living doll, but Conner would need to shave himself. There was no way he could do that.

And then there was the hypnosis. What if it wore off and Conner realised he was smooth? What if he came to his senses in the middle of the contest?

Matt figured he could test the limits of the Sapphire Sorceress’ staff gradually, seeing just what it could do, but at the same time, he wondered if he should. And then he looked at the photos again.

The contest was one thing, a goal, but it was the thought of seeing Conner dressed up again that really motivated him.

“Just once more. To see, and if that goes well…” Matt smiled.

He was going to need to do some shopping though.


Four

Matt hefted the package up and unlocked the front door, stepped in. As the front door swung closed he heard footsteps, Conner rushing to greet him.

He braced himself, a reflex, before remembering how different Conner had been in the last week. When Conner saw his best friend he broke into a wide smile.

“Oh, hey! I wondered when you’d get back. I was just thinking about making some lunch if you want some. We could go out though if you’d rather. Feels like I’ve not seen you today.”

The new Conner was so happy and light and carefree. So much like the old Conner, before Matt’s collection and hobby had come between them, but also different. He seemed more excitable, happier, and the way he moved…

Matt was sure it was his imagination, the fact that he had seen his best friend dressed up like a doll, a pretty toy, but maybe it wasn’t? Maybe Conner really was wiggling his butt more, swaying his hips, walking on tiptoe more often, as though he was wearing heels. Maybe he really was standing differently, as though posing. Maybe…

And then Conner’s gaze fell to the box in Matt’s arms. The box he’d been waiting for. The box with the costume he’d ordered for the contest in. The box with the new costume he’d ordered for Conner to wear.

Matt could feel his cheeks turning pink with excitement and embarrassment. He’d ordered it a few days ago, after spending hours trying to find the perfect outfit, and while the thought of the contest, the prize, had been a big factor in his decision, he couldn’t deny that his primary consideration had been his curiosity about how his best friend would look in the various options.

It was like his hobby, his collection, only better. Because now his doll was flesh and blood…

“Oh, what’s in the box? Is it a new doll? Will you show me?” Conner said. “And you still haven’t shown me any more of your collection! I had so much fun last time, and you said we could do it again. When can we do it again? Maybe you can show me your new doll?”

Conner sounded excited, eager, and he was almost bouncing up and down. Matt couldn’t help but smile. His friend looked so… adorable. He knew then that he’d picked the right costume. Luckily he’d already bought everything he needed.

“Yeah, sure. I…. just let me unpack this and then I’ll call you. I’d be happy to show you my collection again if you want.”

Conner literally did bounce with joy. He looked so excited and happy that it made Matt feel a sudden thrill of joy. It had been so long since the two of them had spent this much time together, had been getting on so well, that it felt almost new and exciting.

“Yay!” Conner said. “I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.” Matt said, grinning.

And his brain ticked with ideas about just how to make his plan work.
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With the costume unpacked and hidden away, Matt called Conner into his room. Conner wasted no time and practically rushed there in an eager hurry.

“Where is she then? Where’s your newest doll? I can’t wait to see.” Conner said.

Matt’s smile widened. What Conner didn’t know was that he was Matt’s newest doll.

“Just settle down on the bed and I’ll get it.” Matt said.

Conner did as he was told and sat, while Matt went to his desk to get out the Sapphire Sorceress’ staff, hidden in a drawer where it was safe. As he turned to face his friend he took a deep breath, steadying his nerves. He’d written out what he wanted to say so he could communicate everything he needed, so all he needed to do now was say it.

But, could he?

If he did this he was taking another step. Maybe he should stop now before anything went too far? But then Conner seemed so happy and excited, so on some level at least he knew he’d had real and genuine fun the last time.

And there was the contest too, the prize.

Yet, it was more than that. There was a deep core that Matt didn’t want to admit, but that he couldn’t deny. He wanted to dress Conner up in the new outfit. He wanted to see how he’d look fully transformed.

When he’d purchased the other outfits there’d been no real purpose in mind for them, but for this outfit he’d had something, and someone, very specific in mind. He’d been thinking of Conner, and he hadn’t been able to stop thinking about him.

He wanted to see how he’d look, dressed up like a living doll, and he knew that even if he gave up the plan entirely after this one test, he still needed to do this. He needed to see how his best friend would look in the new costume. He needed to see how his doll would look all dressed up.

So, Matt turned to face Conner with the hypnotic spiral turning and almost immediately Conner’s eyes glazed over. His face went slack and he slipped into a deep state of relaxation, a trance.

Matt smiled. He still couldn’t believe how well the staff worked. He’d thought it was impossible, but the results were right in front of him.

As Conner settled, watching the spinning spiral, the soft drone of it filling the room, Matt took a deep breath. He knew what to say, he knew what to do, he just needed to begin.

“Now, I want you to relax.” He said, slow, calm. “And then…”

And Matt began to give Conner his instructions.
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Matt sat waiting in his room for Conner to finish in the bathroom. He’d given him everything he needed, along with long, detailed instructions.

Those instructions had been the most difficult to write since Matt knew that it was more than just a list of things to do, but also guidelines for how Conner was to process his lack of body hair after the test fitting of his costume was done. If Conner was to win the contest for Matt, he needed to look truly exceptional, and to that end, he needed to be utterly smooth, like all the other girls that would be entering the contest.

Matt had bought a razor, shaving foam, and hair removal cream, and had given them to Conner along with instructions that should make it seem like removing his hair was his idea, that it was what he wanted to do, that it was to help his performance with sport. Along with that was the subtle suggestion that being smooth and soft would feel good, and addictive, so that he would keep himself smooth and soft and keep his skin moisturised and looking good going forward.

With the new programming in Conner’s head, Matt had sent him off to get ready, along with the outfit he was to wear. Now all he had to do was sit and wait for his best friend to step out of the bathroom so he could see the results. But it was taking ages…

Matt had known it would take time. Even as lacking in body hair as Conner was, Matt knew the first time getting smooth would be slow. He had made sure to tell Conner to be careful, and also methodical, so that he didn’t hurt himself and so he also got all the hair there was. But still, he had not thought it would take this long.

He was impatient, eager, and excited. He wanted to see. And… he was beginning to worry something had gone wrong. Maybe the hypnosis had worn off? Maybe in his trance Conner had hurt himself? Maybe…

And then the bathroom door opened and Conner stepped out and Matt knew the wait had been worth it. All the money he’d spent on the outfit and other bits for his plan had been worth it. All the planning had been worth it.

Even if it was just this once, even if they never entered the contest, it was all worth it.

Conner looked amazing.
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Conner walked down the hall in his heels, strutting, swaying his hips and ass, and Matt could not believe how graceful and elegant and practised his movements were. Compared to the time before, when Conner had been stumbling in his heels, the transformation was almost miraculous.

Matt could barely believe it. Every step was sensual, elegant, and graceful, and Conner looked like he’d been walking in heels for most of his adult life. Was the hypnosis really that powerful?

And yet, it wasn’t just the walk, the sway of his best friend's hips and ass, that caught Matt’s attention. What he was wearing was undeniably eye-catching.

In the end, Matt had chosen one of the less popular characters from the creator’s series, a costume that he figured stood more chance of standing out and winning him the prize. He had also chosen the character that looked most like Conner, and one of her costumes that he’d been most excited about seeing his friend in.

The character was a cat-girl warrior who normally wore leather armour, but in one of the story arcs she’d had to sneak into a hospital to rescue one of her friends, and so had been required to disguise herself as a nurse. It was that nurse's outfit that Matt had chosen for Conner to wear.

And Conner looked good in it. Really good. Far better than Matt had expected, and he’d expected him to look… hot.

The outfit consisted of a white latex dress with red trim and a red cross on the front, very short with a low cut front, sleeveless, so it was little more than a tight figure-hugging slip. Paired with that were white latex stockings, a white nurses hat, and white high heels.

Matt’s cheeks burned and he realised he almost knew what was under the dress, that he knew exactly what Conner’s underwear looked like. Conner was wearing white panties, and a white padded bra—a bra that had managed to give his best friend small, subtle breasts that filled out the dress, a hint of cleavage on display.

His blush only deepened as he imagined what Conner might look like in just the panties, bra, stockings, and heels. He shook his head, trying to focus, feeling slightly ashamed of himself. He knew he shouldn’t be thinking about his best friend like that, but he couldn’t help it.

Conner just looked so hot. He’d looked cute before, stunning even, but now it was even worse, or better, depending on how he looked at it. Not only was the outfit far more provocative and brazen, but Conner was smooth now. He was smooth and soft and feminine, and that had made far more of a difference than Matt had been expecting.

His entire body was now hairless, and the smooth, plump flesh of his thighs, the window of bare skin between his stocking tops and the bottom of his dress, was tantalisingly succulent. Matt couldn’t help but wonder how Conner’s thighs might feel.

And then he shook his head, again. He was getting far too distracted. He needed to focus. He needed to see what the costume looked like fully fitted, and how Conner looked fully made up.

Before Matt committed to his plan, he needed to see how Conner would look with his hair done and with full make-up. Matt could feel his excitement building. It really was like having a living doll. A really, really cute living doll.

“Come sit, and let's finish getting you ready so we can see what a pretty doll you are.” Matt said, smiling. “After all, a pretty doll needs her hair and make-up done, right?”

Conner’s expression flickered, and Matt’s heart skipped. Was he pushing it too far? Was the trance about to break?

But then Conner smiled, and he nodded. Matt watched as his best friend stepped into the room, swaying his hips as he walked in his heels, his butt wiggling in the tight white latex dress, and moved to sit in the chair Matt had prepared for him. Matt felt his belly tighten, a sense of nervous, giddy excitement.

As Conner sat down he got the make-up and the hair styling products he’d bought, and he set to work.
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The make-up took a long time. It was the first time Matt had ever applied anything more than face paint, and though he’d watched many videos and had spent more than a few hours practising on paper and on the back of his hand, he still found it was difficult to get the knack of it.

“I’m going to need more practise if I’m going to do this to convention competition standard.” Matt said as he worked.

Conner sat still, patient, waiting, but his face was no longer neutral. Instead, he sat with a large grin on his face, looking happier than Matt could remember seeing in a long time. It was a joy to see him that happy.

As he applied eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara Matt talked, going over the script he’d prepared to help programme Conner for the convention. He wanted him to enjoy dressing up, being his doll, so there were suggestions for pleasure and happiness at being dressed up and looking pretty, and he wanted him to act natural, to be charming and charismatic, so he worked to build up a subtle alter-ego to Conner, a more feminine and playful doll like personality that Conner could slip into when dressed up.

Just saying it all sent a thrill down Matt’s spine. He’d always enjoyed themes of mind control, hypnosis, so the thought that he was doing it, that he was making his best friend into his personal doll, tickled him in ways he couldn’t begin to describe.

In the background the toy staff sat in Conner’s eye line, the spiral turning, catching Conner’s eye. Matt still couldn’t believe it actually worked, but he couldn’t deny the proof sat right in front of him.

After the make-up Matt turned his attention to hair, adding product to give Conner curls and waves, making him more like the character from the series. He wondered if maybe he should buy fake nails, an added detail. Maybe if this was a success. Matt smiled at the idea. Something about adding fake plastic nails to his doll appealed to him.

After the hair and the make-up, he added the final details, the ones he’d been most excited for. A headband with a pair of fluffy cat eats attached, and a fluffy tail that clipped onto a loop at the back of the dress, both of them with dark blonde fur that matched not only the character the cosplay was based on, but also Conner’s own hair.

With those attached, Matt stepped back and looked at his best friend, and he stalled. He almost didn’t recognise him.

“Stand up and pose for me like a good doll.” Matt said.

Conner’s expression flickered again, and there was a twinge of anxiety, but Matt relaxed as he realised it was just his friend’s smile growing wider. Conner rose to his feet, took a step, and then…

Matt couldn’t help but feel his chest grow tight as Conner struck a cute, adorable, slightly sexy pose exactly like the character he was dressed as. Matt knew then that Conner was definitely in with a chance of winning the contest.

Matt knew Conner had seen the series the character was from since they’d watched it together as it was one of Matt’s top five shows, but still, the pose was perfect, and if Matt didn’t know any better he’d almost have thought Conner had been practising. Matt knew that pose well since he knew the character well—she was one of his absolute favourites—and he could see that Conner had it perfect.

But it was more than that. There was a sparkle and a glint in Conner’s eyes that made him shine. With his body smooth, dressed up like a cat-girl nurse, with ears and a tail, with his hair and make-up done, he looked… like a hot cosplay girl.

He looked stunning, breathtaking, and Matt could feel a heat in his chest.

He’d been the one responsible for Conner’s transformation, and even he could still barely believe it. He had a cute, hot, sexy, cat-girl doll in his room and yet at the same time, it was his best friend.

“Maybe this will work.” Matt said, smiling.

Wanting to capture the moment Matt took out his phone and he began to take photos. He captured a few of the poses Conner was in, and then told him to change pose, and took more.

Matt took dozens and dozens of photos, relishing the chance to play with such a beautiful living doll. He made Conner strike pose after pose, and each pose became more playful, provocative, brazen. Matt couldn’t help but notice the big, giddy smile on Conner’s face.

Clearly, the trance was making him have a lot of fun.

But… he knew that to win the contest Conner would need to do more than look good. He’d need to be able to perform too. He’d need to act just like the character he was dressed as.

She was fiery and passionate and sarcastic, with very memorable mannerisms. Could Conner pull that off? And then Matt remembered how well he’d struck that first pose.

Maybe all that time watching TV series had helped? Maybe it would be easier for Conner to perform than Matt feared.

So, with a smile, Matt came up with an idea.

“Now, I want you to act like a feral cat-girl. I want you to act like the character you’re dressed as. I want you to show me what a hot cat-girl acts like. Show me how a cat-girl in heat behaves.”

Conner’s expression flickered, and for a second he smirked. Then he began to move.
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Matt watched as Conner dropped down to all fours, and began to crawl across the floor towards him. He could barely believe his eyes.

His best friend was crawling, and, worse, he was doing it while dressed like a sexy cat-girl, like one of his favourite characters, dressed in latex, with ears and a tail and a pretty made-up face.

He looked amazing, but it was how he moved that took Matt’s breath away. The sway of Conner’s hips and ass was mesmerizing, and Matt could not take his eyes off his best friend.

He looked like a cat-girl prowling, sensual and sexual. Conner crawled closer, grinning, and Matt felt his whole body throb, a shiver of desire running up his spine. How was it possible that his best friend was this hot?

And then Conner came to a stop in front of Matt, and he shifted, rising up to his knees. Matt looked down at him, looking into his pretty face, his big blue eyes, and his cute kitten ears. He was adorable, and the smile on his face was almost predatory.

And then Conner bit his bottom lip in what was possibly the most seductive, and provocative way Matt had ever seen, all while fluttering his eyelashes and miaowing.

Matt’s cock throbbed, began to harden. He could feel his lust rising. His friend looked so hot. His cheeks flushed.

Conner wiggled, swaying his hips and ass, and then he lifted his hand to paw at the growing bulge in Matt’s trousers. Matt jumped back, but Conner pursued him, chasing him, and he put his hand again back on his cock. It was like Conner was hunting him, stalking him, and then Matt remembered what he’d said.

He’d told Conner to act like a cat-girl in heat, and now Conner was doing exactly that. Conner was lusting after him, pawing at him, pawing at his cock.

And as hot as Conner looked all dressed up, Matt’s resolve and his resistance were beginning to crumble. He moved out of the way, stepped away, and his back collided with the wall. He had nowhere more to run, and Conner pounced, trapping him.

Conner, with the instincts of a horny cat-girl, reached up and began to stroke Matt’s throbbing, swelling cock through the cloth of his trousers. Matt moaned, the touch sending bolts of pleasure through him, and his last thread of resistance was shredded.

“Fuck…” Matt moaned.

His cock swelled, becoming hard, and Conner smiled as he caressed it, lifting his hands to Matt’s belt and zipper, undoing his trousers and beginning to pull them down. Matt could only watch as Conner, his best friend, his doll, his horny cat-girl kneeling in front of him, licked his lips and reached up to fish Matt’s hard cock out of his underwear.
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As Conner’s fingers closed around the girth of Matt’s cock, Matt felt a swell of pleasure, a surge of emotions. He knew this was wrong, that he should stop, that he should snap Conner out of his trance, but how was he supposed to do that now?

If he snapped Conner out of his trance he’d wake up to find himself dressed like a cute, pretty, sexy cat-girl, on his knees, holding Matt’s cock Matt’s hard, thick, massive, throbbing cock. How was he supposed to explain that to Conner?

Plus it felt good. Really good.

Conner’s hand was soft and delicate, his fingers slim and dextrous, and his expression as he looked up at Matt while he teased his prick, stroking, was a look of delight and pleasure and lust, seductive and beguiling. Matt couldn’t resist him.

Conner was a horny cat-girl in that moment, a hot, sexy cat-girl in heat, and Matt had no will left to resist him. As Conner stroked Matt’s cock he sighed, moaned, and thrust into his best friend’s grip.

“Fuck...”

His exclamation of pleasure and delight. It felt so good. It had been so long since he’d had a woman touch him, make him cum, and now he had one of his dream women knelt in front of him stroking his fat cock, one of his favourite characters, only…

It wasn’t really her. It was Conner. His best friend. His doll. How had this happened?

Matt hadn’t meant for Conner to react like this. He hadn’t meant for Conner to turn so feral and horny, hadn’t meant for him to lunge at him, lunge for his cock, and start stroking it, but now he had, Matt could not deny how good it felt. He could not deny how hot Conner looked.

Matt had, over the years, been with a fair few women, but none of them came close to how sexy Conner looked at that moment. Seeing him dressed up, with hair and make-up done, ears, tail, squirming, wiggling his ass and hips and body as though he were a feral animal in heat, it was more than he could take.

Matt watched, heart racing, as Conner smiled at him, looking up into his eyes, and then leaned forward. Matt could only watch as Conner smirked, then pressed his wet, full, pouty lips to the head of his cock.

Conner kissed the head of his cock, and then pressed his head down, pressing forwards so that the girth of Matt’s prick began to part his lips, stretching his mouth, slipping deep.

Matt moaned, unable to contain himself, the pleasure overwhelming. Not only did it feel good, but it looked so fucking hot. He was watching his best friend, dressed like a pretty, sexy cat-girl, acting like a feral animal in heat, devour his cock. Conner sucked, hard, taking more and more of Matt’s cock into his tight wet mouth, and then he began to suck hard.

The suction was almost enough to make Matt cum there and then, but Conner squeezed the base of his cock tight to contain him, and then, slowly, he began to work his lips back off, pulling his head back, letting the wet, sloppy, hot suction tease over Matt’s shaft, tongue lapping.

Conner slurped, pulling back until just the head of Matt’s cock was between his lips, then moved his head back down, taking it deep again. The head pressed at the back of his throat, tight, squeezing, milking as he swallowed the tip.

Matt moaned out loud, unable to resist any longer. He reached down to put a hand on the back of Conner’s head, gently, urging him on, and that small gesture seemed to light a fire in Conner. He began to suck with a fervour that Matt could not have expected. Clearly, the cat-girl was in intense heat.

Conner sucked, bobbing his head up and down, slurping, licking, sucking, teasing, and he moaned in delight as he did, as though sucking Matt’s cock were the greatest pleasure he’d ever known. The sight, the sound, the sensation of Conner on his knees as a horny cat-girl, sucking his cock, was too much for Matt.

Even with Conner squeezing the base of his cock to keep him from cumming he could feel his pleasure rising. Conner was taking his cock deep, fucking Matt with his mouth, his wet, hot, tight mouth, and Matt was at his limit.

It was too good. Too hot and wet and tight. Conner’s mouth felt amazing, and he looked so fucking hot it was melting Matt’s brain. He knew he should stop, he should resist, hold back, but he couldn’t. Conner was too sexy, his mouth felt too good.

Matt’s cock throbbed, swelled. He was close.

And Conner, sensing that, a cat-girl in heat, became even more enthusiastic in response. He redoubled his efforts, sucking, licking, slurping as he looked up at Matt, and then Matt felt it.

His cock throbbed, balls tightening, and his body was alive with pleasure. He came, hard.

Matt was cumming. He was cumming as his best friend sucked his cock.

He was cumming as Conner sucked his cock deep, cumming as Conner swallowed, murmurs of muffled pleasure as he took Matt’s cock deep, the tip just slipping into his throat, swallowing, milking, cumming, and Matt felt the pleasure crash over him like a wave.

Conner slurped, swallowed every last drop, and then pulled his head back, eased his wet, cum-stained lips off Matt’s cock with an audible pop. Matt shuddered, still struck dumb by the pleasure.

Conner looked up at him, grinning, then licked his lips in a deliberate gesture, opening his mouth wide to show how empty it was. Conner giggled.

“Thank you.” He said, voice soft. “You were right. Dolls are fun.”

Matt was too stunned to react, still reeling from his climax. Conner had spoken. What did that mean? What…

And then Conner rose to his feet and turned and left the room, walking with a sway and a strut as he went that made his hips, ass, and tail sway, leaving Matt alone to stare at his ass as he went to his room. Matt stood frozen for a minute, and then reality crashed down around him.

What had he done?


Five

Matt spent the rest of the day in his room, refusing to leave, too terrified to face Conner. What was he even going to say to him when he saw him? How was he supposed to act?

When Conner had left he’d spoken, thanked Matt, and he’d left in the costume that was supposed to be for the contest. How was he going to react when he woke up from the trance and remembered what had happened? How was he going to react when he realised he was shaved smooth, that he had make-up on, and that he was dressed like a sexy cat-girl nurse, like one of Matt’s dolls?

How was he going to react when he realised the taste in his mouth was Matt’s cum?

Matt couldn’t cope with the emotions and the feelings, the guilt, the shame, and he did his best to flee from the memory of what had happened. What he’d done.

He’d never meant for it to happen like that. He’d had a plan. It had just… it had just all gone off track, had gone wild when Conner had started to act like a cat-girl in heat.

But wasn’t that just as much Matt’s fault? He had been the one who’d wanted to treat his best friend like a doll to win a contest. He’d been the one who’d started it all, who put the suggestion in Conner’s head.

In the beginning, it had just been a plan for revenge, a way to stop Conner moaning about Matt’s collection, and that had worked, but then the contest had come up, and he’d come up with another plan. But that had all gone wrong…

Conner was so hot, and how he’d acted, how eager he’d been, Matt had not been able to resist. It had felt so good, and it’d had gone too far. How was he supposed to face his best friend again?

He’d been a fool. A horny fool. And now he’d ruined everything.

Wanting to put it all behind him, hoping that maybe it could be put down as a one-time mistake, a fuck up, that he could move on and forget about it, Matt set about deleting all the photos he’d taken of Conner dressed up—a feat that was difficult given how amazing his best friend looked—and then took out the doll he bought that had started it all.

The Sapphire Sorceress. Her and that stupid staff had started all of it. They’d put the idea in his head and had enabled him. He couldn’t be trusted.

So that he could never again do what he’d done Matt set about destroying the doll, breaking it into pieces, the doll and the staff, smashing and crumbling them so he could never again use them against Conner or anyone else.

It was heartbreaking. The doll had been expensive, was rare, a thing of beauty, but his friend meant more to him.

It was too much power. Too much temptation. If Matt was ever going to make up for his mistake then it started with getting rid of the doll, so he did.

And to make extra sure, he snuck out of his room and tossed all the pieces into the garbage outside the apartment building, and then he went back to his room to hide.
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But he couldn’t hide forever. He had to leave his room in the end. He needed to eat, use the toilet, shower, needed water and to sometimes leave the apartment for work.

In the end, he had to face Conner.

Yet, the next day, when he did finally face his best friend, it did not go as he was expecting, was not what he feared.

“Morning. Want coffee?”

Conner asked as Matt stepped into the kitchen. Matt froze. He’d got up early to leave early, hoping Conner would still be in bed, but he had obviously got up early too, and he looked well rested and… fine.

Matt blinked. Stared at Conner for a moment, terrified. Had he remembered what had happened? Had he realised?

When Conner had left he’d still been wearing the latex nurse outfit, but he’d gotten changed and cleaned up—what had happened to the nurse's costume and the ears and the tail? There was no more makeup on his face, but for the first time in as long as Matt could remember he was wearing his hair down.

Yet, he was still smooth. In what Conner was wearing, his short gym shorts and a slim-fitting gym vest, Matt could see his long, smooth legs, and he looked different. It was like Matt couldn’t unsee the pretty, sexy doll.

“It’s a fresh pot. I’m off to the gym in a bit but I can spare ten minutes to chat if you don’t need to rush off.” Conner said.

Matt swallowed the lump in his throat and nodded. It would look strange he knew if he refused and ran away.

Better to be cool. If Conner was okay, if the trance had held, or he wanted to pretend that nothing had happened, then he could do that too, right?

Whatever was best for Conner. After what he’d done, he wanted to do what was best for Conner.

So, Matt took a cup of fresh coffee, and he sat down to chat with his best friend. The conversation was a little awkward at first, but Matt focussed on mundane details, work and the weather, to stay calm. It worked, mostly.

Yet, in the back of his mind, he couldn’t forget how Conner had looked.

Sitting opposite him he could still see that pretty doll, the sexy cat-girl. It didn’t help that in his shorts and vest he looked so smooth and pretty and soft. And… he was acting differently too.
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At first, Matt tried to dismiss it as his imagination. He wanted to pretend that it was all in his head, his memory playing tricks after what had happened, his guilt tripping him up, but as the days passed he knew it was real.

After that first time dressing Conner up as his doll Conner’s behaviour had changed. He’d been happier, lighter. He’d been complaining less about Matt’s hobby and they’d spent more time together. It had been nice.

True, there had been other subtle changes, the way Conner moved around the flat, his mannerisms, how quickly he smiled and how happy he was to spend time with Matt, discuss his hobby, his dolls, how excited he’d been to see his friend, how much he’d laughed, but none of those changes had been dramatic as what Matt was seeing now.

It was like Conner was a whole new person. He was much happier, and much more playful, more energetic and relaxed. He moved around the flat with a grace, a sway and strut, that Matt could not help but notice, and the sway of his hips and ass was almost feline. Was it a carryover from the trance? A new behaviour that Conner had learned and connected with? Or was it a deep memory of what had happened lurking, waiting to resurface?

Or perhaps it was Conner taunting Matt, his way of showing him that he did remember, warning him, or attempting to trap him or tease him?

Matt was too conflicted to understand it, too many emotions and feelings, but he could not deny that Conner looked good wiggling around the flat on tiptoe, wiggling his butt, finding any excuse to bend over or get down on his knees or all four in front of him.

It was like… like the feral in-heat cat-girl was still lurking inside Conner, somewhere. But was that even possible? And if it was, how was Matt supposed to help his best friend?

Yet the movements weren’t all. There were the new mannerisms, the way Conner would wear his hair down all the time, the way he’d laugh and giggle, the way he was looking at Matt. Did he remember? Was it the lingering effects of the trance? What was it? Why was he staring at Matt with his big, dazzling, beautiful eyes so often? It almost looked like he was wearing make-up sometimes.

And then there was how happy he seemed to see Matt all the time, the way he’d giggle at things Matt said, the way he’d blush, or sit close when they were watching television together. Matt was doing his best to forget what had happened, to move on, to be a better friend, but Conner’s new behaviour was not making it easy.

And then, on top of it all, was his new style.

Conner had never been particularly extravagant in his dress, preferring jeans and a shirt, or sweatpants and a sweater, but now… now he was almost so noticeable.

Matt had seen his best friend in his gym wear before, shorts, vests, and had even been swimming with him in the summer, but now it seemed changed. Conner was wearing shorts almost all the time, and slim vests, low cut, showing off his legs, arms, neck, and the top of his chest.

Maybe it was the lack of body hair, how smooth he was, or the new behaviours, but Conner seemed suddenly so much more feminine and girly. So much prettier. So much more attractive.

In his new outfits, acting as he was, looking so smooth, it was impossible for Matt to forget what had happened, how he’d looked as a cat-girl, how much fun he’d had with Conner as his doll, how his lips and tongue and mouth had felt, how hot it had been to watch him suck and swallow.

Maybe Conner was teasing him? Maybe he was punishing him? But… it seemed like an odd sort of punishment?

Matt would have preferred Conner scream at him, call him names, than the uncertainty of not knowing. He thought about talking to him, asking, but then if Matt was wrong, and Conner hadn’t remembered, he’d be confessing, which might ruin everything.

Matt didn’t know what to do. So he decided to do nothing. He decided to wait it out. Eventually, the trance would fade. The effects would dissipate. Conner’s body hair would grow back. Right?

Only… none of that happened.
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Matt got in from work to find the flat empty and quiet. He paused in the doorway and waited, listening for Conner.

It had become a routine now for Conner to rush to greet Matt with a big hug when he got home, as though he were excited and delighted to see him, to have him back so they could spend time together, and though in the beginning, it had been jarring after all that had happened, Matt had quickly gotten used to it. He’d gotten used to it and had even learned to enjoy it and now looked forward to it.

But there was no noise. No footsteps. No Conner rushing to greet him and give him a big hug.

There was only silence. Matt felt his heart sink.

Over the last week, in the days after dressing Conner up as a sexy cat-girl, he’d fallen into a routine and had almost managed to put that memory behind him. He’d begun to hope everything would be okay, that he hadn’t fucked everything up.

He’d kept his distance from his best friend, had been respectful and kind, thoughtful, and had spent time with him, but had been mindful of how he acted. He had hoped the trance and the memory would just fade away, and that things could go back to how they’d been before.

When Conner had asked in a soft, almost pleading voice if Matt could show him his collection again, because it had been fun, Matt had skipped over the subject, had avoided it. He’d lied, said he wasn’t into dolls any more, that Conner had been right, that dolls were stupid and it was a waste of time and money.

Conner had looked almost crestfallen at that. He’d tried to convince Matt that he’d been the one in the wrong, that he now knew better, that dolls were fun and that maybe they could share the hobby, enjoy it together, and Matt had almost been tempted.

But he’d refused. He needed to put dolls behind him. He needed to put it all behind him. He wanted things to go back to normal, wanted to save his friendship, and would gladly take Conner moaning over his hobby over losing him.

Yet, now, he was faced with silence and he was worried it was all about to come crashing down on him.
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“Conner?” Matt called out as he stepped into the apartment.

It was silent. Not a sound. Conner should have been at home. Matt couldn’t help but wonder where he was. He’d grown very used to his enthusiastic hugs when getting home.

But there was nothing. Only silence.

“Conner!” Matt called out, louder.

Still no reply. Matt felt his heart skip, panic rising. Maybe Conner was gone? Maybe he’d come out of the trance and left? Maybe he’d remembered and moved out? Maybe Matt would never see him again?

The thought terrified him, filled him with a deep fear and dread. What if he never saw Conner again? What if he refused to speak to him?

The thought of losing his best friend struck his heart like a sword made of ice, the pain real and visceral. Matt shut the door and dropped his bag and rushed to Conner’s room to see.

The door was open, and the room was just as it had been when he’d last seen it, neat, tidy, full of Conner’s things. Matt relaxed slightly.

He might be gone, but he hadn’t moved out, yet. But maybe he was just out on errands, seeing friends or shopping for groceries?

That made sense. Maybe it would all be fine. Matt just needed to wait a while. Conner would probably be home soon. It would probably all be fine. He just needed to calm down and wait.

Yet, he knew he wouldn’t be able to settle. As anxious and fretful as he was he’d never be able to settle.

So, he decided to stay busy, to distract himself.

He had been thinking about his hobby, and how much time and effort and money it had cost him. He had been thinking about the damage it had cost him.

He’d told Conner that he was giving up the hobby, but that had been an excuse to stop him asking to spend time with him, to make him stop asking to see his dolls again, to stop him trying to persuade Matt to let him see the dolls.

But… he hadn’t meant it. His collection was his pride and joy. Yet, it was also a temptation. A reminder. As long as he had it Conner would still ask, and Matt would never be able to forget and move past his fuck-up.

Maybe Conner had been right all along. Maybe the collection was stupid. Maybe he really was too old for toys, for dolls.

With Conner out of the apartment maybe he should use the time to box up his collection. Though he’d smashed up the Sapphire Sorceress figurine to prevent him from being tempted to use the hypnotic staff again, he knew there was no reason to be so rash with the rest of his collection. He could box them up and sell them. He figured he’d probably even get more than he’d paid given how some of them had increased in value over the years.

It made sense. It was putting the past behind him, removing all reminders of what had happened. It was time to move on, to grow up, to work on getting things back to how they’d been.

He knew he couldn’t undo what had happened, but he could move past it, do his best to forget it, and he would try his hardest to make his best friend happy, to make sure he was never hurt again. If that meant getting rid of his collection then it was a small price to pay.

So, with a slightly heavy heart, resigned but keen to get started, to work on mending what had occurred, he moved towards his room, pushed the door open, and then froze.

He stared into his room, at his bed, at Conner.

“Hi.” Conner said. “I’ve been waiting for you. I… I got tired of dropping hints, so I’m going to the direct approach. How do I look?”

Matt could only stare. In shock. There were no words.

But he couldn’t deny Conner looked stunning.


Six

Conner was sitting on Matt’s bed and he look cute, adorable, pretty, and sexy, with a big smile on his face. His made-up face. Matt blinked, stunned, not quite sure what to say.

Where had Conner gotten that outfit from? It wasn’t one Matt had ever seen before. How…

“Well?” Conner said, looking suddenly more nervous. “Aren’t you going to say anything?”

Matt opened his mouth but words failed him. His mind was spinning in circles, looping around and around. Conner was dressed up again, dressed like a doll, like a pretty girl, but in an outfit Matt had never seen before.

He was dressed as the same cat-girl as before, with ears and tail on, but this time was in her normal leather armour, only… it was a lot more revealing than the armour she wore in the series. And underneath it, Conner was wearing black lace lingerie.

He looked breathtaking, his body was soft, smooth, and in the costume, posed as he was on Matt’s bed, he looked like something out of a porn movie or a fantasy, his long legs on display, in heels, butt on show, shoulders back, with a lot of bare flesh exposed.

The armour was comically impractical but really, really hot. And, added to that, was Conner’s hair and make-up. His hair was done, styled, and his make-up was sultry and sexy and cute. He’d looked good before, when Matt had done his make-up, but now he looked… perfect.

“I made all this effort, and all you can do is stare?” Conner said, giggling, blushing.

There was a note of anxiety, trepidation. Conner sounded almost frightened. He bit his bottom lip and shifted, squirming.

“I… I just… I wasn’t expecting… you…” Matt was struggling to process, to understand. “I mean… what are you… why…”

Conner giggled, smiling.

“I’m going to take your reaction as a compliment, as you being so happy to see me, so flustered, that you can’t speak properly.” He said.

Matt just nodded. It wasn’t untrue.

“But, to answer your question, I’m here because you were refusing to take my hints, no matter how obvious I was being so… here I am, demanding you pay your doll attention.”

Matt blinked. Conner was… he was…

“I… I don’t know… I mean… you… when… I thought you were… Do you remember? You’re not angry? You’re not angry I forced you to… that I made you… that I…”

Conner stared at Matt for a moment, almost confused, then laughed. There was no anger or annoyance, just humour.

“Hang on… do you think that thing with the staff actually worked?” Conner said. “You think I was actually hypnotised? I mean… it’s a toy. And… that’s not how hypnosis actually works. Even if you had hypnotised me, you couldn’t have made me do anything I didn’t want to at my core.”

Matt stared at his best friend. His best friend was dressed up like a sexy, slutty, feral cat-girl. He looked so hot, like a sexy girl, a doll, like a fantasy come to life.

But… if what Conner was saying was true then…

“You mean you weren’t hypnotised?” Matt said.

Conner shook his head, grinning.

“I was going along with it to see what you were doing. I thought we were just playing around, and then… I… I figured you knew I wasn’t really hypnotised. That first time was fun. A lot of fun. Afterwards, I just kept going along with the game because I liked teasing you.”

Conner blushed. He shifted.

“I thought you knew I was pretending.” Conner said. “I thought you knew that it was me enjoying myself. I thought we were both playing a game, flirting. That second time, that outfit… I’d been hinting I wanted to do it again for days and then you got me to dress up after making me shave—and fuck that was hot by the way, it feels so good, I feel so smooth and sensitive—and you took my photos. And then… when you said I was supposed to act like a cat-girl in heat… I thought you wanted me to… I thought… oh god… I didn’t know!”

Conner’s blush deepened and he looked almost horrified.

“I thought you wanted me to… I… I chased you into the corner and then I… I’m so sorry!”

“What… you don’t have to apologise. I thought it was me, that I… that I’d made you. I thought I’d made you do that by saying the wrong thing.” Matt said.

It was Matt’s turn to blush. The two best friends stared at each other, both suddenly awkward.

“You mean you wanted to?” Matt said, breaking the quiet.

Conner smiled. He nodded.

“I mean… yeah. I thought I made that clear by how I acted? You got me so horny dressing me up and making me your doll, and then you told me to act like a cat-girl in heat. What did you think I would do?”

Conner chuckled. Matt’s blush deepened.

“I didn’t think about it. I just… I just said it and then you were crawling towards me and… I thought…”

Conner’s eyes widened.

“So that’s why you’ve been so weird the last week!” He said, suddenly understanding. “That’s why you’ve been cold around me and not picking up on my really not very subtle hints that I wanted to do it again.”

Matt nodded.

”Well, let me reassure you. You didn’t trick me or make me. I wanted to suck your cock. I wanted to be your horny cat-girl. And I want to be your doll. Hell, the only reason I hate your collection so much is I’m jealous of all the time you spend with them and not me.” Conner said. “So, if you want, we can play dolls again, or I can leave.”

With that Conner shifted, sitting up to kneeling, looking perky and cute, wiggling. As Matt watched, cheeks pink, Conner fell to all fours and he lifted his butt in the air, wiggled it, making his tail sway.

“You know, your cat-girl is still technically in heat.” Conner said.

Matt’s blush just deepened. Conner was so hot.

His head was spinning from the revelation that the hypnosis hadn’t worked. Conner had been pretending all along.

Then… when Conner had been his doll, it had been because he wanted to. When he’d dressed up, when he’d shaved, when he’d let Matt do his hair and make-up, dressing him like a doll, it had been because he’d wanted to. When he’d leapt on Matt like a feral cat-girl in heat, it had been because he wanted to.

The changes in his behaviour had been Conner flirting with him, trying to get him to play dolls again. And now… now Conner was being blatant in what he wanted. He wanted to be Matt’s doll, Matt’s in-heat cat-girl.

That meant…

Matt smiled. He felt his heart grow two sizes. He and Conner had always been best friends, but now… now maybe they could be more.

“So, how do I cure a cat-girl’s heat then?” Matt said, grinning, knowing the answer.

Conner chuckled, blushing. He wiggled his ass more, shaking his cute cat tail. Matt could not take his eyes off his best friend. He looked so hot, so cute, so sexy.

“Simple…” Conner said. “You breed her.”
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Matt needed little more encouragement. He knew now that Conner wanted to be his doll, wanted him, and he could not deny how much he wanted his best friend. As Conner knelt on the bed on all fours, his ass high, a big smile on his pouty, painted lips, Matt stepped forwards, and Conner crawled to meet him.

As Matt stepped up to the bed Conner reached out to grip the waist of his jeans and his belt, and he tugged him forward, began to unbuckle and undo, hands fumbling in his eagerness.

“Fuck, I’ve not been able to stop thinking about your cock since last time.” Conner said. “I’ve spent so long with a crush on you, not thinking it could ever happen, that when it did, that when you told me to pretend to be in heat, I couldn’t stop myself from devouring you.”

Conner was almost tearing at Matt’s clothes, and Matt’s head was spinning, his smile wide. He’d known some of Conner’s girlfriends in the past and had never thought he might be anything other than straight. To think he’d had a crush on him sent him reeling.

But then… he’d always felt close to Conner, had always been comfortable with him, had almost thought he was attractive and charming and had felt better for being around him, so… wasn’t that kind of a crush. And he couldn’t deny how he felt looking at him in that moment.

Conner was sexy. Really sexy. And watching him, dressed as a sexy cat-girl, teasing his jeans open to get to his cock, made him hornier than he’d ever been before. So… maybe he had a crush on his best friend too, and had just never realised?

The thought tickled him, but he had little time to dwell on it. All too soon his mind was focused on how good Conner’s fingers felt wrapped around his girth, stroking his throbbing prick as he pulled his hard dick out of his underwear.

“Fuck…” Matt moaned, unable to contain his pleasure.

Conner looked up at him and smiled.

“If I’d known you had such a good-looking cock I might have made a move sooner. But… I figured you didn’t like me like this, and I didn’t want to ruin anything. But when you dressed me up and took those photos… fuck you got me so hot. I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you. And then finally getting to feel you, taste you… I’ve been aching for this ever since.”

Conner stroked. Matt moaned, breathing hard, watching his sexy best friend, his doll, his cat-girl. He couldn’t believe what was happening, but he didn’t want it to stop. He wanted more.

“You mean you want to keep being my doll?” Matt asked, smiling.

Conner nodded, eagerly.

“Fuck yes. Make me your doll. Dress me up. Use me. Play with me. That sounds so hot. Maybe then I can have more attention than your collection.”

Matt smiled.

“I think you definitely deserve more attention than the rest of my dolls. After all, you’re a lot prettier, and a lot more fun.” Mat said.

Conner giggled, blushing.

“Want me to show you how much fun your new doll is? How eager I am for you to play with me?” Conner asked.

Matt nodded.

“Then say it.” Conner said. “Tell me what you want.”

Matt’s head spun. Could he…

“I want you to suck my cock.” Matt said. “And then… then I want to fuck you, breed you. I want to breed my sexy, slutty, cat-girl doll.”

Conner smiled.

“Perfect.” He said.

And with that Conner leaned forward, parting his lips, and he swallowed Matt’s cock in one smooth, slippery, hot, tight motion.
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As Conner took Matt’s cock into his mouth, tongue lapping, lips sealing tight, sucking, Matt thrust. He reached out with one hand to grip the hair on the back of Conner’s head and then thrust, pressing his cock slowly deeper into Conner’s tight mouth.

It felt so good, even better than before, and he knew now how much Conner wanted him, had accepted how much he wanted Conner. Conner wanted to be his doll, his feral in-heat cat-girl, wanted him to breed him. And Matt wanted that too. He wanted to dress Conner up, wanted to play with him, fuck him, wanted to claim him.

Matt pressed down on the back of Conner’s head, thrust forward. He sank his cock deep into his tight, wet, hot mouth, and he moaned in joy as Conner sucked, slurping, lips tight, hot wetness.

Conner pressed his head down, licking, sucking, and the tip of Matt’s cock pressed at the back of his throat. Matt watched as his horny doll, his feral cat-girl, began to take his cock deeper.

Matt felt Conner’s throat opening, stretching, swallowing, and he felt his cock slip into the tight confines of his throat. It was so tight, so hot, so wet, squeezing as Conner swallowed over and over, choking himself.

Matt thrust, pressing his cock in further. The pleasure was intense and bright and he could feel his cock swelling, throbbing, growing fatter and longer inside Conner’s tight throat.

And then Conner gagged, pulled back, spluttering. He pulled back off Matt’s cock, drooling spit, and looked up.

“Fuck your cock is massive. I’m going to need to practise a lot before I can take all of that without struggling.” Conner said.

Matt smiled.

“Well… I don’t mind helping my pretty doll refine its skills.” He said.

Conner smiled. He laughed, catching his breath, then looked back down.

“Maybe one more go then.” Conner said.

And with that he returned his lips to Matt’s cock and began to suck again, licking, slurping, taking it deep—though not as deep as before. He let Matt thrust, fucking his face, working his cock in and out, lips tight, tongue lapping, hot wetness.

Conner moaned, relishing the joy of having his mouth fucked, and Matt worked his hips as he gripped his doll’s hair tight. It was a bright bliss, made all the brighter by the sight in front of him.

Conner looked so hot, so sexy, so pretty and beautiful. A living doll, a feral cat-girl in heat, sucking Matt’s cock. His costume was revealing, his scanty lingerie beneath, his body sensual and sexy. He was like a model, or a porn star, or a dream come true.

Only Conner was better than any of those. Because not only was he hot, but he was also the person Matt cared about most in the world, and he was really good at sucking cock.

Matt thrust, pressed his cock in deep. Conner sucked, working his tongue, lips tight, mouth hot and wet, sloppy.

The pleasure was bright and intense, but it was more than physical. There was a core of emotion, a heat, a yearning rising up to crash over both of them. They had been friends for years, had grown up together, and now they were colliding in the most amazing and erotic way either of them could imagine.

“Fuck… your mouth feels so good.” Matt said.

He was thrusting, fucking Conner’s face, watching his best friend suck and lick and stroke. It was like he had his own personal doll, a flesh and blood toy that came with amazing extra features.

The thought tickled him. If Conner had gone along with the hypnosis, played along, thinking it was fun, and if Matt had enjoyed it, then maybe there was potential in that theme.

A rush of imaginings rose up. Ideas, plans, plots, all of them hot. Matt had a wardrobe full of costumes, and Conner would look amazing in all of them. The idea of having Conner as his doll thrilled him. He couldn’t wait to claim him as his toy.

The thought made his cock swell, throb, grow thicker and larger, fatter. Conner slurped, sucking deep, and again the head pressed at the back of his throat.

Matt fell still, not wanting to hurt his best friend, but Conner was more eager. He pressed his head down, and his throat opened, stretching. Matt moaned loudly as Conner began to swallow his cock again, taking it deeper, into his tight throat.

The sensation was intense, bright, hot, squeezing, milking as Conner swallowed over and over and over. Matt gripped his hair tight and it took all of his willpower not to slam his cock down his best friend's throat.

Conner forced his own head down, slowly, taking more and more. Matt could hear him choking, gagging, suppressing his reflex. He’d never felt anything like it, had never known pleasure like it.

“Fuck… you are so hot. You look so cute taking my cock down your throat. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

Conner looked up into Matt’s eyes, his blue eyes watering from having his throat stuffed. He was smiling, grinning, whimpering, and then he forced his head down further.

His throat stretched, wide, and he swallowed the last of Matt’s cock. He swallowed all of it. He had taken all of Matt’s fat, long, throbbing hard cock into his mouth, into his tight throat.

Matt couldn’t believe what he was seeing, how hot it was, couldn’t believe how good it felt, Conner choking and socking and sucking on his prick. His cock throbbed, growing fatter.

Conner’s eyes went wide, and he pulled back, quickly, gasping for air, the head of Matt’s dick slipping from his mouth with an audible pop.

“Fuck… I… that was hot.” Conner said. “I’m going to want to get good at that. I’m going to want a lot of practice.”

Matt smiled.

“I’m happy to help.”

Conner grinned.

“Good, because I want to get so good that you can fuck my throat and ruin me. Just thinking about it gets me so hot. Do you want that? Do you want to throat fuck your doll? Do you want to ruin me?”

Conner’s were sparkled, his cheeks flush. He was sex and beauty. Matt knew he’d never be able to get enough of him. Whatever was happening between them it was changing everything, and Matt couldn’t have been happier.

Matt nodded.

“Yeah, I… I think I’d like to ruin you. So long as I don’t break you. I mean, a doll like you is irreplaceable and priceless.”

Conner stared at his best friend. His expression flicked, softened, and he smiled, blushing bright pink.

“Fuck… I mean… fuck!” Conner said. “I’ve just been on my knees deep-throating your cock while dressed like a cat-girl and I’m fine, but then you go and say something like that and you embarrass the shit out of me. Fuck you!”

Conner laughed, cheeks bright pink.

“I mean it.” Matt said, and he was delighted to see Conner’s cheeks turn an even deeper shade of pink.

“Dick.” Conner said, giggling. “Now, are you going to keep saying sweet things to me, which I love by the way, so don’t think I want you to stop, or are you going to help your pretty cat-girl out with her heat?”

Conner’s smile was mischief and lust and desire. Matt smiled back, matching his best friend's intensity.

“I’m very happy to help her, but first I want something from you.” Matt said.

Conner looked up at his best friend, eyes wide, curious.

He opened his mouth, to speak, to ask the question, but he never got a chance. Before words could come Matt moved, leaned down, and he kissed Conner hard, on his lips, kissed him deep.

Conner stiffened for a moment, then kissed Matt back.
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The pair kissed, deep, passionate, lips pressing against each other. It was not pretty or restrained or demure. There was nothing timid about it.

The kiss was messy and wet and eager, hungry, urgent. Matt held Conner’s face, pulled him into him, and Conner melted, reached up to wrap his arms around Matt’s waist, clinging to him.

The pair kissed hard and wet and long. Teeth nipped, tongues pressed in, exploring. Matt’s cock, wet with spit, throbbed, and Conner moved in close, pressing his slim, smooth, pretty body against Matt’s heavier bulk, delighting in how big and strong he was.

Matt’s hands roamed down, to Conner’s ass, under his little skirt, gripping, squeezing, skin-smooth, silk panties. Conner squirmed into his grip, whimpering.

And then Matt pulled back, gasping for breath, flush and hot, heart racing. Conner looked at him, wide eyes, lips wet, parted, breathing hard.

“Fuck… you… you are so hot.” Matt said. “How did I never realise?”

Conner blushed.

“I was hiding. I was worried that I wasn’t what you wanted so not wanting to be rejected and lose you, since I’d rather have had you as a friend than not have you at all, I kept my distance. Why do you think I hated your dolls? I was jealous of them. I… I wanted you to play with me, spend time with me, not them. But… now I don’t have to hide, do I?”

Matt could hear the fear and the anxiety in his best friend’s question. He felt a swell of affection.

“You don’t need to hide. I mean… I don’t know what this means, and we can stop if you want, if you need to talk, but… you don’t need to hide from me any more. Now I’ve seen you, felt you, I just want more. I don’t want you to hide. I want… I want to see more of you.”

Conner smiled.

“Is seeing all you want?”

As Conner said that he shifted, wiggling in Matt’s grip, shaking his ass into his hands. He was making it clear what else was on offer, and Matt just smiled.

“Oh no, I want to do more than see. And… I think I still need to help my cat-girl out with her heat, don’t I?”

Conner blushed, biting his bottom lip hard. He nodded.

“Yes. Please. I’m just a dumb feral cat-girl so in heat who can’t think straight, and I need you to help me. I need you to fuck me, breed me, or who knows what will happen.”

Matt felt his cock throb with Conner’s words, the way he looked at him lighting a fire in his belly.

“Well, I suppose I better take good care of my doll then.” Matt said.

And with that he lifted Conner up, hefting him up easily, and he tossed him onto his back on the bed, and began to strip.
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“You… You’ll need to be gentle, since I… I’ve not actually been fucked like this before.” Conner said as Matt stripped out of his clothes.

Matt smiled, a flush of excitement at being his best friend’s first. He slipped off his jeans, then his shirt, and then stood naked looking down at his doll, his sexy, feral, cat-girl in heat. His cock throbbed, wet with Conner’s spit.

“I can be gentle.” Matt said.

Conner blushed squirming. He spread his legs, slowly.

“Just to start.” He said. “But, grab the lube too. It’s just under your bed. I might have brought it with me in the hopes my costume would work.”

Conner giggled, blush deepening. Matt’s spun as he realised how elaborate Conner’s plan had been. He’d gone along with the hypnosis thinking it was a game, a way to get close, and afterwards, when Matt had withdrawn, he’d tried to capture his friend’s attention but had failed.

So he’d come up with a different plan. And, Matt had to admit, it was a really effective plan. He definitely had Matt’s attention.

So, Matt stepped to the side and checked under the bed and sure enough there was a small bottle of lube hidden neatly away. He smiled at how well-prepared Conner was, and felt his cock twitch at the implication of the lube. His head spun. He picked it up and stood, looked back at his friend, grinning.

“Is my horny cat-girl ready for me now?” Matt asked.

Conner nodded, eager. He was on his back, legs spread, looking cute and sexy.

“Then panties off.” Matt said.

Conner blushed, but obeyed. He began, slowly, seductively, to slip his panties down and off, exposing his long smooth legs, his ass, his crack and hole, his cock.

It was the first time Matt had seen his best friend naked like this, but it wasn’t jarring or strange. It felt right, and Conner was undeniably sexy.

Conner shifted, wiggling his smooth body, and he spread his legs wide again, spreading them while lifting his ass slightly, offering himself to Matt. Matt smiled, watching the show, and his cock ached.

Slowly, he opened the bottle of lube, not taking his eyes off Conner, and he poured a generous dollop into his palm, then began to stroke his cock, wetting it, his girth becoming slippery and wet. Conner’s gaze was glued to Matt’s cock, eye wide, biting his bottom lip as he wiggled to entice his best friend.

“Fuck your cock is so hot. I… I need you to come fuck me soon or my brain is going to break.” Conner said.

“Spoken like a true cat-girl in heat.” Matt said. “But I suppose I should come give you what you need then, shouldn’t I?”

Conner nodded.

“What is it you need?” Matt asked.

He stroked his cock as he spoke, slippery, wet, glistening. Conner was flush, his dick hard, legs spread, hole twitching.

“I… I need your cock. I need your cock inside me, inside my ass. I need you to fuck me, breed me, claim me. Please.” Conner said.

Matt felt a swell of lust and affection.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

And with that he climbed up onto the bed and began to crawl towards his best friend, ready to claim his doll.

[image: ]

Matt hung over Conner, looking down at him, unable to believe how pretty he was, how cute and sexy. Just looking at him made his cock throb, growing harder, aching.

“Ready?” He asked.

Conner nodded.

“Please…”

And with that, Matt reached down with his lube-slicked hand to grip his cock and aim it. He shifted, easing his hips forward, and the tip pressed against smooth skin, slipping along Conner’s ass crack.

Conner gasped in delight and surprise, wiggling, grinning, blushing. He shifted to lift his ass up, offering himself to Matt.

The tip of Matt’s cock slipped up, pressing at Conner’s entrance, pressed in, just barely entering him. Conner moaned, worked his hips down, wanting more, but Matt slipped it away, teasing.

“Fuck… no fair.” Conner whined.

Matt just smiled. The sipped his cock up and down, teasing. The head was slippery, wet, throbbing, and he pressed it again and again at Conner’s opening, his virgin ass.

Each time he pressed the tip in, stretching him, then pulled it away. Each time Conner whined, pleading, begging for more. He spread his legs wide, arching his back, working his hips to try to capture Matt's cock.

“You want me inside you?” Matt asked.

Conner nodded.

“Please…”

And that was enough. Matt slipped his cock along Conner’s crack and the head pressed at his entrance, slippery, wet, hot, tight.

Matt pressed, and the tip entered. Conner moaned, pressed back.

His ass stretched. There was pressure, tightness. Matt worked his cock deeper.

“Fuck… gods you’re so big…” Conner was gasping, squirming.

Matt loved watching him but loved how tight and hot his ass felt even more. He pressed deeper, thrusting in as Conner worked his hips down. The pressure grew, and then… Conner’s hole stretched, opened, and Matt’s cock slipped deep filling him.

“Fuck…”

Matt’s exclamation was an almost feral roar. He was inside his best friend. His cock was inside Conner’s tight, virgin ass. They were fucking. Matt was fucking Conner in his ass. He was fucking his doll, and it felt…

“So fucking good…” Conner said. “More. Fuck me more.”

Matt smiled and did just that.

Matt pulled his hips back, pulled his cock out of Conner’s slick hole until just the head was inside, then stopped, and held his cock still. Conner squirmed, spreading his legs, working his hips to get more, but Matt denied him, teased him.

“You are so hot.” Matt said.

Conner blushed.

“You want to be my doll don’t you?”

Conner nodded.

“You want to be my plaything?”

Again Conner nodded.

“You want me to claim you? Want me to take ownership of my toy?”

“Fuck…” Conner moaned.

He squirmed, working his hips to try to get more of Matt’s cock inside his ass, but Matt teased, just the head inside. He smiled, watching Conner closely. He was so hot, so sexy.

“… yes… I want you to own me. Fuck me. Claim me. Make me yours. Your doll… please!” Conner moaned, desperate.

Matt felt his heart swell. He lowered his face down and kissed Conner again, hard, on his lips. Conner kissed him back and Matt thrust, deep, hard, fast.

The pair kissed, and they began to fuck.

Matt worked his cock in and out, fucking Conner’s ass. Conner spread his legs as wide as they would go and worked his ass down onto Matt’s cock, squeezing, clenching his hole to milk his best friend.

The pair kissed, rutting. Matt fucked his cock in and out, his hips slapping against Conner’s ass, his prick hard, throbbing, slippery. Conner rode Matt’s cock, his ass stretched, stuffed full, his dick pressed between the pair, hard and throbbing in time with Matt’s thrusts.

Pleasure built, bright, hot, urgent. The pair moaned. They were breathing hard, hearts racing, kissing, fucking, the room filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting in primal passion, the noise of their moans.

“Fuck… I’m close. I’m so fucking close. You’re going to make me cum.” Conner said.

Matt could feel Conner’s ass getting tighter, squeezing, hard. He thrust, fucked harder, deeper, and he felt his own pleasure rising, urged on by the knowledge that Conner was going to cum.

He was going to make his best friend cum. Was going to make his pretty doll cum. Was going to make his toy cum by fucking Conner in his tight, slippery, sexy ass.

He was so hot, so smooth, so sexy and pretty, and he was his. Conner was his, his doll, his toy, and that fact was enough to push Matt over the edge. Matt thrust deep and his cock swelled, throbbing.

“Fuck!”

Matt fucked his cock in deep, hard, and Conner ground down, wiggling his hips, clenching his hole, milking Matt’s prick. Matt held his cock deep inside Conner’s ass and he felt his girth swelling, pulsing.

“Fuck… I can feel you… you’re going to cum in me, aren’t you? Cum in me… cum in me and breed me and make me cum.” Conner said.

And Matt did just that.

He fucked his hips forwards, driving his cock deeper, and he came. He came, hard, and He felt Conner clench his ass down, squirming, as the pair came together

Matt’s cock throbbed, and he was cumming, cumming hard inside Conner’s ass, pumping his tight hole full of his cum. Conner felt it, and he came, his cock throbbing as his ass squeezed down, his cum over the both of them, sandwiched between their sweaty bodies.

The pair came, hard, rutting, fucking, and the pleasure was intense, bright, hot, grinding and squeezing and pressing into each other. Matt came deep inside his best friend’s ass, claiming him, breeding him, and as the pair locked eyes they both knew this was just the beginning.

They kissed, again, but gently, and they only broke apart as their climaxes subsided. Matt’s cock was softening, slowly, still inside Conner’s cum-stuffed hole, and their bodies were both smeared with Conner’s cum.

Conner looked up at Matt and squirmed, relishing the feeling of being full, of his friend still inside him, his ass stretched, basking in the glow of their shared experience. Then, suddenly, brightly, he giggled.

He giggled, then laughed, the joy he felt overflowing. And then Matt laughed too. Their emotions burst forth, happiness, delight, giddy and bright and wonderful.

“That was really hot.” Matt said catching his breath, chuckling.

Conner nodded, grinning, cheeks pink.

“Yeah. It was… better than I hoped even. But… I’ve got one question.”

Matt looked at his best friend, curious, a twinge of anxiety.

“Now you own me, what are you going to do with your doll?”

Matt smiled, a swell of relief and joy.

“Oh, a lot of things, but… there is one thing in particular I’ve got in mind.” He said.

“Tell me.” Conner said.

So Matt did, and he was delighted to hear it.


Epilogue

“How do I look?” Conner asked, fussing over his hair and make-up one last time.

“Amazing.” Matt said. “And if the judges don’t give you first prize then they’re blind fools”

Conner blushed, giggled.

“Well, you might be slightly biased because I’ve still got your cum inside me from this morning, but thank you.”

Conner’s blush deepened, and he leaned in to kiss Matt lightly on his cheek, leaving an imprint of lipstick.

“Well in that case, how serious are you about winning?” Matt said, teasing.

“Fuck you!” Conner said. “That privilege is for you only. I might be more on board with your hobby now but I’m not fucking a panel of gross old judges so you can get a new, rare collectable.”

“What if the judges are hot?” Matt asked, smirking.

“Well… maybe then.”

The pair laughed, relishing the moment, the new joy and chemistry that existed between them now. In the weeks since their discovery, their friendship had changed much, but they both considered it to be better.

They were still best friends, but now they were so much more besides. They were lovers, partners, they were owner and doll, and they were still discovering more...

And then the call went out for the competition.

“Well, wish me luck.” Conner said.

“You don’t need luck. You look perfect.”

Conner smiled, beaming.

“Thanks.” He said.

With that he turned and headed off to the stage, ready to face the judges. As he walked, strutting, he made sure to put an extra wiggle in his step, shaking his ass and hips, knowing Matt was watching him, relishing the fact that Matt would get flustered and excited watching him.

Conner was dressed in his latex nurse's outfit, with his ears and tail on. He had dressed up for the convention contest to try to win Matt first prize, and it was his first time out of the house as Matt’s doll.

He had been nervous, and anxious, but in the end, it had been far easier than he had expected. Everyone at the convention, all Matt’s friends, and even numerous strangers had stopped to compliment him on his look, telling him how pretty and gorgeous he looked.

More than a few asked for photos, and though Conner had been nervous at the start, he’d soon settled into the flow of being a minor cosplay star, and he found he liked the experience of being a pretty, sexy girl getting a lot of attention.

Yet, he knew he’d not have been brave enough to do it, to step out of the house in character, in his dress, with his hair done and make-up on, in lingerie and latex, if not for Matt’s company and encouragement, and the addition to his costume.

Around his neck, Conner was wearing the small collar Matt had bought him, the locked ring of polished metal that to everyone else looked like a cute necklace, but that they both knew was more. His collar. The symbol of Matt’s ownership, his status as Matt’s doll.

It was a comfort and a reminder of their new relationship, the bond that was deeper than friendship, deeper than lovers, the bond that bound them closer than words could ever describe.

It was with his collar boosting his confidence that Conner stepped out onto the stage. He heard the audience cheer, and was confused for a moment, then realised…

They were cheering for him. They loved him. They loved his costume and his look.

Conner looked to the judges, saw their smiles, their nods, and saw them scribble notes. Maybe he was in with a chance? Maybe he really could win Matt the prize?

He looked back over his shoulder, to the steps up to the stage, and saw Matt standing there watching him, beaming. The look of love in his eyes, the pride, the lust, filled Conner’s heart to bursting. He didn't need a prize when he had Matt, but… first prize really would be nice.

And Matt had offered him a special reward if he won.

So, with his head held high, he looked back to the audience, and he walked to the front of the stage, strutting in his heels, feeling sexy and beautiful and hot. He stopped just before the edge and then struck his pose.

He struck the pose the character was known best for, and the crowd went wild, cheering him, and he felt filled with a giddy happiness. He turned, doing his best to make sure everyone got a good view, taking special pains to make sure the judges saw him.

He stuck his ass out, shoulders back, a sexy cat-girl nurse, grinning, blushing, heart racing, riding the high of his emotional roller-coaster.

In that moment Conner couldn’t deny it. Playing with dolls really was fun...

THE END
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GET CAGED
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Mitch has had a crush on his friend and roommate, Rose, for years, but there’s one problem. She’s a lesbian.

But When Mitch drunkenly confesses he yearns for a girl just like Rose, Rose offers him a proposition. She thinks she can help him get a woman just like her, but first, he needs to do everything she says.

When Mitch is celebrating landing his dream job with his best friend, Rose, he ends up drunkenly confessing to her that he longs for a girl just like her. Rose, never willing to miss an opportunity to tease her friend, questions him over his confession.

Mitch, begrudgingly, admits to Rose that she’s pretty much his dream girl. She’s cute, funny, and easy to be around. There’s just one problem… she’s a lesbian.

Rose though is adamant she can help Mitch find a girl just like her. Only he needs to agree to her terms if he wants her help. He just needs to do everything she says.

And as an added incentive, if she fails to find him a girl in a month, she’ll give him one night he’ll never forget.

Not believing his luck, Mitch agrees, and so begins a whirlwind adventure of feminization, flirtation, frivolity, and fun as Rose helps Mitch become exactly the kind of person a girl like her would want. And in the end, Mitch discovers more about himself than he had dreamed possible, and he realises that sometimes to be set free, you need to get caged…


THE DAIRY
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When Dillon gets a job working at Gaia Farms dairy he is thrilled at the prospect of discovering just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

But is Dillon ready to learn the secret behind their milk, and, more importantly, is he willing to do every required of him to help with production?

Dillon and Ben are fresh out of college, and they’re keen to land summer jobs at the cutting-edge Gaia Farms—not only do they pay well, but the company is on the verge of revolutionising agriculture and animal husbandry. Neither of them can contain their excitement as they step into a future brimming with promises of innovation and sustainability.

Only when they arrive the summer jobs are all gone. But they’re in luck…

There are two jobs available, but the work will bit harder and more involved. One vacancy is for a farm labourer, while the other is for a worker in the dairy, Gaia Farms' most secretive and revolutionary department.

Ben, as the stronger. more athletic of the two, takes the position of labourer, while Dillon, much to his delight, gets the job in the dairy—as a fan of Gaia Farms' work he is fascinated by the mystery of the dairy, and maybe this will be his chance to learn just how they make their delicious, creamy milk.

Only, the dairy is unlike any they have seen before, equipped with advanced technologies and state-of-the-art facilities. Immediately Dillon notices something strange—the dairy is staffed only by women, incredibly beautiful and voluptuous women. As days pass, Dillon’s intrigue only grows.

And that’s not all that begins to grow. All too soon Dillon notices changes. His body is transforming, growing.

Dillon becomes softer, prettier, more voluptuous, and then, finally, he’s ready… ready to discover the secret of THE DAIRY.


FULL SERVICE SECRETARY
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Grayson is in a desperate situation. He’s in debt, with no way to pay it back.

That is until the beautiful Ms Sereine makes him a proposal. Become her pretty, feminine secretary, and embrace the very generous incentive scheme she’s willing to offer him.

The question is, how far is Grayson willing to go to earn those bonus payments?

Grayson is deep in debt and his life is out of control. He’s behind on payments, and his love life is a mess. With interest piling up and the threat of creditors knocking on his door he goes to see Ms Sereine, the woman who set up his loan.

She’s sympathetic, and she wants to help, so she offers Grayson a solution. She’s in need of a secretary, a pretty, feminine, girly secretary, and she thinks Grayson would be perfect for the role. There’s just one problem.

The salary is less than Grayson’s currently on. How is he meant to make payments on a lower salary when he’s already struggling?

Ms Sereine has considered that. Her work in sales sees her earning generous bonuses. She’s willing to share some of her commissions if Grayson is willing to put in a little extra effort.

Grayson agrees to Ms Sereine’s terms. He steps into the role of her secretary and as time passes he begins to find that the extra effort feels like no effort at all. Soon Grayson finds himself on a journey of self-discovery as he uncovers desires and talents and needs he never knew he had.

As Grayson works to pay off his debt he is transformed and he struggles to accept his new glamorous, flirtatious, and brazen identity. He’s just working to pay off his debt, right? And the more effort he puts in, the more service he’s willing to offer, the faster his debt is paid off.

And that’s why he’s doing it all, right?

But what happens when the debt is paid off? What if there’s more motivating Grayson than just his debt and the repayments?

What if deep down Grayson was born to be a Full Service Secretary?


ONE WILD WEEKEND
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Tim and Fiona are the perfect newly married couple. They’re young, they’re in love, and they’re happy. Well, except for one thing… one tiny little thing.

Their love life is far from satisfying. But what better way to fix it than with a wild weekend away? Only Fiona’s got plans to make the weekend far wilder and much prettier than Tim is expecting.

Tim loves his wife, Fiona, dearly. She means the world to him. She’s gorgeous, funny, smart, and kind, and he’ll do anything in his power to make her happy. Only, some things aren’t in his power.

Tim’s aware that while his wife might be a stunning example of feminine beauty, he is far from the classic example of masculine perfection. He’s small, thin, far too soft, and he hates it.

He’s always hated it. He hates feeling like he’s not quite good enough for his wife, that he’s not quite the man she deserves, and his creeping insecurities have even started affecting their love life.

There’s hope though. For their one-year wedding anniversary Fiona is planning something special. A weekend away. A weekend for them to reconnect and enjoy each other. Tim is hoping that he can rekindle the spark.

Fiona has planned more than just a weekend away. She’d got a surprise for Tim, something special in mind for their weekend.

Fiona’s always been attracted to Tim, has always found him hot, precisely because he is small and thin and soft. But she thinks he can be softer, and she definitely thinks he can be prettier.

When Fiona explains her surprise and her plan to her husband, Tim is left reeling. He’ll do anything for his wife, but is he really willing to do that? Is he willing to become the hot, pretty, submissive femme of his wife’s fantasies?

Maybe he can, just this once? Maybe it’ll even be fun… maybe what they both need is One Wild Weekend?


About the Author

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

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

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

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