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PART ONE: The Way of the World

FINAL NOTICE. The words stood out in red, all caps. If only it were the only one. I shuffled through the stack of bills, plucking out the duplicates. Still so many. I threw the too-thick pile onto my desk and stood, too frustrated and angry to do more.

It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t my fault. Since the BNWO took over, they were making everything more expensive. Gas, groceries, streaming services… everything was just a little bit more costly. And it wasn’t like the department store was handing out raises because of the new, darker ruling party. 

Of course, given the fact that the internet knows all, I was getting the ads for BNWO service scholarship. But I wasn’t desperate enough for that. Not yet. 

The Black New World Order was hyperbole. As of now, they have a political majority almost everywhere. Unfortunately, including my home: Redrock, Southern Alberta. The middle of nowhere for most people. Maybe that’s why it was so easy for the BNWO to get hold of the levers of power here. 

Not that there weren’t some upsides. If you don’t know, and there’s no reason you would, the BNWO came to power on the back of an invention. The Box, they call it, though it’s been adapted a bunch of ways that look nothing like the latex cell they started with. The tech is proprietary, as I understand it, or, at least, no one has spilled the secrets of how it works. Only the leaders of the party know, and they aren’t saying. But the product of their work is obvious.

The Box is like one of those magic cabinets at a magic show. Someone steps inside… instead of disappearing, they come out different. They come out as bimbos. I guess the BNWO has a type.

If that wasn’t bad enough, the women of Redrock have been given a dose of the BNWO rule. A whole city of women who suddenly discover that a white man just isn’t enough for them. They want one of the swinging black dicks between the legs of the members of the ruling party. Some local Discord servers and message boards have theorized that the BNWO gave the women some drug. Others say that the same technology that makes the Box work gives them some kind of chemical attractor, like a pheromone that makes them irresistible to real women. I don’t know what’s bullshit and what isn’t, but I know that my last girlfriend, Sophie, broke things off with me so that she could start dressing like a slut and hanging on the arm of a black bull I’d never seen before. 

“Don’t be jealous,” she said, checking the placement of her tits in a very tight minidress. Those were new. Fake. Big enough to get her on the cover of Juggs magazine, if that was still a thing. “You just can’t satisfy me the way a black man can. If you ever want to know what it’s like to be really happy, you could always try the Box.”

And that was the real trap. The BNWO scholarship was a simple premise. For every thousand dollars you owed, you could spend one day under the influence of the Box. And the BNWO is making sure that the screws are getting turned on those of us who aren’t in the party. The taxes on groceries have gone up, property taxes went up, and a renter’s tax was instituted. Not only is everything more expensive thanks to the BNWO, but Redrock has new fees that add to the burden. 

On any given day, men step into the box and are reshaped into the kind of women preferred by the BNWO. They go to work in service to the party and the local government in whatever way the party sees fit. If the Box rumors are sordid, the kinds of jobs performed by the Box victims are impossible to believe. Imagine what a black stud might do to a pale-skinned bimbo who can’t say no, and you get the idea. 

But that wouldn’t be me. No matter how bad it got, no matter how many extra shit jobs I had to take, I wasn’t going to play that game. If only I had the money to get out of this insane town, I would. 

“Jerry went into the box.”

My eyebrows raised while I sipped my beer. The foam gathered in my mustache and I sucked it clean with a practiced curl of my lower lip. 

“I didn’t know he was in debt.”

“Lots,” Frankie said. He sighed. “We all are. I would be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about it.”

“No way,” I said, shaking my head for emphasis. “I heard once you go in the Box, you’re never really the same after. You know anyone who’s gone in and come back? The only person I know who went in at all is Marlen Cross, and I haven’t heard from him in months. His socials are months old, too, like he up and vanished.”

“Peter-” Frankie started. I cut him off.

“No, really. You can’t go anywhere near those things. And if I go missing, you better call the RCMP and tell them I’ve been abducted.”

Frankie’s face was pale, and you could pack groceries in the bags under his eyes. He was stressed. He wasn’t sleeping. He was close to the breaking point. What was the point of resisting the BNWO when every day was such a goddamn struggle? What was the point of fighting for survival when the very laws of the land were stacked against you?

“It’s exhausting,” he moaned.

“The pendulum swings. Eventually, these BNWO assholes will be gone, and some new group of assholes will be in charge. Maybe those assholes won’t be as interested in making the rest of us suffer.”

“Your lips to God’s ear,” Frankie added and lifted his glass for a toast.

I clinked glasses with him. “Let’s get one more round. It’s two-for-ones tonight.”

Even the bars knew how hard things were. At least the BNWO left us enough money to get fucked up. 

My head was pounding.

BAM! BAM! BAM!

It took a second to realize that wasn’t my head. That was my door.

“Hang on,” I growled, barely audible or understandable thanks to my thick tongue. My mouth was desert-dry, my eyelids glued closed, my head banging along with the fist hammering at my door.

“Coming!”

I’d made it to bed, but I hadn’t bothered to strip down. I was still in jeans and a long-sleeved tee. I used a hand to guide me down the hallway from my bedroom to the main room, one of those kitchen/dining room/living room open-plan arrangements. Basically, the kind of apartment you rent when you can’t afford rent. If the bills continued to pile up, I’d be in a studio above a Chinese restaurant in no time. 

BAM! BAM! BAM!

“Coming,” I muttered. My throat was full of gravel and my mouth tasted like ten-hour-old IPAs. 

I barely had the security chain off the door when it exploded inward. A pair of police officers stood on the other side, one of them still holding the boot aloft that drove the thin door open. 

“What the fuck?” I managed.

They were huge, each taller than me by six inches at least, and the skin exposed beneath the uniforms was black. BNWO Guards.

Before I could protest, they had me turned around, cuffs on my wrists, bent over the back of my sofa like they were going to get fresh with me. 

“What’s going on?” I asked, though the words came out in a mush. My face was pressed into the sofa cushions, making everything come out slurred. 

“Peter Alan Daniels, you have been found guilty of Debt Evasion, Squatting, and have been labeled an Unproductive Citizen. By the authority of the BNWO, you are to be immediately sentenced to work detail until such time as all debts are paid.”

“Woah woah woah, there are no laws about being in debt.”

One of the officers, a bearded guy with a gold crown in place of one of his canines, bent to my ear.

“You haven’t been keeping up with the news? A special session makes it illegal to be in debt for more than sixty days. Do you have bills more than sixty days past due?”

“Special session? When?”

“Ain’t this a shame?” the bearded one asked his fellow officer. “A citizen who doesn’t pay attention to politics is a poor excuse for a citizen in a democracy. No wonder he’s a deadbeat.” Then, back to me: “But don’t you worry, snowflake. We’re gonna make a useful member of society. Real useful.”

They grabbed me up by the collar of the tee. I heard the fabric give some as it collared me, lifted me off the couch. They shoved me toward and out the door. I could see some of the neighbors’ doors cracked, watching me get frog-marched down two flights of steps and into the back of a BNWO cruiser. My head banged off the roof on my way in.

“Careful,” the other cop said, “you are property of the BNWO now. You hurt yourself, we’re gonna have to add on a few days of service.”

My aching head spun. I strained for some way out, even while the car pulled away from my home and toward the nearest BNWO precinct station. There, I would be processed. Which meant the Box. There was no use in arguing. Despite my best efforts to maintain composure, I wept for the state I was in and the horrible future awaiting me.


PART TWO: How to Be Useful

I watched the city roll by out the window. It looked different from when I was younger, which implied I was some old man looking back on his youth. I just remembered the before time, before the BNWO took over. It was evening now, the sun starting to set and the street lights flickered to life. Beneath them, couples were making their way home or to dinner. Many of the couples were composed of a sturdy black man and his Box-altered slut. Or maybe they were the former caucasian women, now turned snowbunny by the pheromones of their dark masters.

The BNWO cruiser made a turn, and we descended into the underground garage beneath the precinct station. The darkening sky gave way to yellow fluorescent bars, passing rhythmically over the car as it found a space. An elevator sat in the middle of the parking lot like a cement oasis. Another wall was all glass, doors opening into a lobby where another BNWO officer sat at a desk. He looked up when the car pulled in. He didn’t smile until he saw them pull me out of the back. 

“Come on, snowflake.”

I was shoved ahead of them, staggering once, but I kept my feet. I guess it was pride, but I didn’t want them to see me as helpless. Even with the cuffs, even with the Box waiting for me. I stayed silent while the three of them - the two arresting officers and the man behind the desk - chatted amiably while my hand was forced onto a pad to scan my prints and record my entry. I remained quiet. No begging, no more pleading. I’d show them how much of a man I was before that was robbed from me.

Beside me, a gray door with wired glass opened. A yellow line on the floor led through and past that open door, making a hard right turn toward my unseen fate. For the first time, I realized how truly caught I was. 

A bosomy black woman appeared in that doorway, and I was handed off to her by the men. The brass plate on her heavy chest read BELLAMY. 

“Thank you, boys, I’ll take him from here.”

I was still in cuffs, the chain between held loosely in Bellamy’s hand as she pulled me along the corridor. We followed the yellow line around the corner, past a guard shack where another burly black man watched me pass by from behind bulletproof glass. Bellamy gave him a wave, and he nodded, but his eyes were on me. Probably imagining what kind of slut could be created from my raw materials. The thought disgusted me and made me tingle. The notion of being controlled had always been a kink for me, and now it was being made manifest. But this was no fantasy, and I had no control.

“In here,” the round woman said and nodded to a boxy, narrow room. She must have seen my worried expression. “Don’t worry, baby. This is just a shower. You won’t go in the Box tonight. Step inside, strip down, and the shower will start automatically. It runs cold at first, so you might want to take a step back. Once that’s done, I’ll give you your uniform, and you’ll be taken to your cell ‘til morning.”

I shuffled inside and turned around so Bellamy could remove the cuffs. I could see no less than four armed guards from my angle. I would be lying if I said I didn’t consider making a break for it. Would being shot be any worse than having my body and mind replaced by something the BNWO considered “useful”?

I disrobed, ashamed of my nudity, but I didn’t put up a fight. What would be the point? And Bellamy was right. That first blast of water was ice-cold and shriveled my balls against my pelvis. Once it warmed, I washed myself with the provided liquid soap and rinsed. The shower cut off with the same lack of fanfare, and I dried myself with a towel produced for utility and not for comfort. 

Bellamy was waiting outside with a light purple jumpsuit. I wrestled it on, surprised by how it wanted to cling to me. It stuck to my skin, made of some sort of spandex or something that fit like a glove but moved without resistance. Once it was on, it felt pretty good. I noticed a number on the upper left breast: OS2962. Bellamy saw me tugging the top of my jumpsuit to read it.

“You will be referred to as OS2962 in your male form while incarcerated. You will be assigned a new name by your supervisor after each session in the Box. It is also my duty,” she continued, leading me away from the shower, “to inform you that you may choose to remain in service to the BNWO after your sentence is up.”

“Does that happen?” I asked, trailing in my matching purple slippers. 

“It happens all the time, baby. Alright, we’re coming to your block. You’ll be called for breakfast tomorrow at 6 am. After that, you will be taken to the Box. Any questions?”

“I can’t think of anything,” I replied. I didn’t think that ‘Can you get me out of here?’ would be met with much understanding.

I thought I detected a note of sympathy in Bellamy’s face, standing in the doorway to my cell for the night, lips pursed, looking me over. 

“It’s not forever,” she told me. 

The door closed. I heard the lock thunk as magnetic bolts fell into place. I took a breath and examined my current residence. Very white, tidy, a cot fixed to the wall on one side, a sink opposite, a toilet at the back of the cell. I could walk from front to back in three steps. Same across. I quietly thanked my higher power that I wasn’t claustrophobic, too. 

“Hey.”

I moved to the door. Someone was speaking from the cell on my left, the small, barred window in the door allowing his voice to drift over. 

“Hey,” I replied. “I’m Peter.”

“I’m OS2358.”

“What’s your real name?”

A pause. “That’s the only name that matters in here. Honestly, I don’t think I remember anymore.”

“Jesus. How long have you been in here?”

“I don’t know. Months? Years?”

“What did you do?”

“I don’t remember,” he answered. “Things sort of bleed together when you’ve been here for a while. And you start to forget you were ever not property, ya know?”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. How could you get so addled that you couldn’t remember your own name? 

“I just wanted to tell you, learn to enjoy it. It’s easier that way.”

“What’s it like? Taking a nap and waking up as a woman or something?”

“You don’t sleep. You feel everything.” His voice grew wistful. “It feels so good sometimes. You never want it to end. I’m going to the Mag Box in a few days. And then I won’t have to be in this cell anymore.”

“Mag Box?”

“The permanent one. The one there’s no coming back from. I’ll be completely rehabilitated.”

“You sound like you want it.”

He giggled, and I would have sworn that it wasn’t a man at all in the cell beside me. It sounded like a stupid girl. 

“You’ll see,” he said cryptically and then said no more. 

I didn’t think I’d find a way to sleep, but I did. Dreamless, deep, and the last peace I might ever know. 


PART THREE: First Day on the Job

The lights shut off while I slept, but came blazing back to life at 5:30 am. Better than a cold splash of water, the bright overheads jerked me out of unconsciousness and got me in a sitting position, rubbing my crusty eyes while I reoriented myself. Yes, I was in the custody of the BNWO. Yes, I was trapped. And, yes, I was about to experience the Box for myself. 

I hoped Bellamy would be the one to come for me. At least I might get a look of sympathy before being crammed into the transformative pod. 

Instead, it was a pair of black bulls, their BNWO uniforms stretched tight across brawny chests and hugging massive thighs. 

“OS2962, step out of the cell.”

I did. I mean, what choice did I have? I was an average-sized guy, and these men were hulking. It looked like the uniforms were specifically designed to showcase their muscular bodies and the thick cocks pressed against their thighs. Did it help that I knew this was happening all over the country? That I wasn’t alone?

Once out, one of them prodded me in the back with a baton to get me moving.

“Follow the black line,” the other bull said. 

I obeyed. My stomach sank, my hands shook. It was like I was being marched to the electric chair. What I hoped more than anything was that my neighbor was wrong. I wanted to go to sleep and wake up when it was all over. I saw several other inmates walking their own lines. The BNWO had learned how to mass-produce their sluts, I mused, and stifled a wave of nausea as I realized I was about to be one of them.

The black line led to a wide, high-ceilinged room that looked like something out of a science fiction movie. In the center of the room, a half dozen deep pink-colored cells ran across the expanse. They were windowless, big enough for a single person to enter. It reminded me of those cabinets magicians used to make someone disappear. In this case, it would be me, and some feminine version of myself would emerge. 

From those cells, thick black cables snaked over the floor, tied together but still running in a wavy line to a standing computer console where technicians monitored their pods. There were six of us inmates, and a pair of bull guards accompanying each. Even with all those bodies and the technicians for each terminal, the room still felt airy. 

I was among the first of the day. The pods were warming up, and I could hear and feel the pulse of energy as they rose to a ready state. The electricity in the air made the hair on my arms stand up and my balls clench. 

“OS2962?” a technician asked, glancing up to me and my escorts.

One of my bull guards handed over a sheet of paper, I assumed confirming the identity assigned to me. 

“Verified,” the technician said and punched something into the console. His black skin contrasted starkly with the white jumpsuit he wore. “OS2962, proceed to Pod 2.”

Here it was. The moment of no return. Pod 2 stood in front of me like a monolith, the door sliding open to reveal a rubbery interior. 

I hesitated long enough for one of the bulls to give me another jab with the baton, and I staggered forward, carried by that momentum to the pod. Two metal steps were pushed up against it. I mounted each and stepped inside, closing my eyes in anticipation of… what? Pain? Erasure?

The door hissed shut and I felt the air grow still as the Box, and me, were completely cut off from the outside world. 

My stomach ached with anticipation. A humming rose inside the Box. The hairs on my arms stood up while I felt the rising energy inside surround me. I hissed at the first sensation of penetration. I wasn’t just surrounded by the energy anymore; I was being shot through with it. A thousand icy needles darted through me. The pain was intense at first, almost unimaginable, and then was gone as quickly as it had come. These spikes left behind a tingling sensation. The tingling was tolerable, bordering on pleasurable. My body warmed all over, a heat centered around my cock and nipples. 

The spikes disappeared, and I felt an unfamiliar energy rising inside my own skin. I grew hotter, until it felt like I might spontaneously combust. 

I serve my masters. I obey. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience.

The mantra locked inside my head, repeating again and again in a voice that was not my own. It was some other, an invader inside my skull. And it was growing, swelling like a balloon, crowding out my own consciousness. 

I serve my masters. I obey. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience.

With every repetition, the heat in my cock grew, a molten kind of sexual heat that filled me with a want unlike any I’d ever known. I craved. 

I am a sissy. Sissies obey. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience.

That feminine voice, airy and mindless. And I felt the pleasure of this growing consciousness, recognizing what she was and what she was for. This was a creature made to obey. And the joy that followed the thought was a mental blast of orgasmic bliss.

I am a sissy. Sissies obey. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience.

Stop it! I wanted to scream, but I could no longer move my lips to speak. I concentrated, willing my fingers to move, but they would not. I couldn’t muster so much as a twitch of my pinky finger. I had become a passenger in my own body. I could still see from my own eyes, still experience the heat rising inside me, but I controlled nothing. 

My body began to change. The spikes of pain and ensuing tingles grew, that mad tingling extending to every fiber of my being. My scalp itched, and I felt a new pillow of hair flow down my neck, over my shoulders. My face stretched and grew longer. I felt my lips fill, my nose twitch and change into something narrower. And those changes were nothing compared to the revolution taking place in the rest of me. I shrank, as if my flesh inhaled and refused to release. My hips ached and widened, my ass swelled, my chest joined in.  I could see none of it besides the blonde hair framing my periphery. I was frozen in place while I metamorphosed into a new person. 

“Ooh baby,” she said. My hands moved despite no command from me, cupping and squeezing my new tits. That squeeze sent a message to my cock and my ass, both spiking with pleasure. And yet, I could feel I wasn’t hard. My cock lay limp against my skin, pressed flat against my pelvis by the stretchy bodysuit. 

The humming inside the Box quieted. Before the door hissed open, I realized I could hear the thoughts of the new owner of my body, or what was my body before the BNWO shoved me into their Box and changed it. She had a name: Sammi. Sammi’s thoughts were simple, focused only on being the very best she could be for her masters. And her masters? The BNWO, of course. They had converted me into a mindlessly obedient plaything. 

Day one, I reminded myself. Twenty-two to go. 

When the pod door finally retreated, revealing Sammi and me to the technicians and guards, I caught one of the latter chuckling.

“Ain’t she a fine thing?” the guard mused.

“OS2962, you will now respond only to the name Sammi until the end of your workday. You will obey your supervisor. Questions?”

Sammi giggled and chewed her finger. My nails had grown long, too, reminding me that none of my body was spared from the BNWO’s device.

“Umm,” Sammi intoned.

“This one’s ready,” the technician called over his shoulder. 

The bulls who brought me in collected me from the technician’s station. They were behind me, so I didn’t see the hand that landed on my ass. I heard the giggly moan issue from my plump lips, and I felt the rise in temperature in my ass, nipples, and shrunken cock. Even through the bodysuit, which dragged delightfully against Sammi’s nipples, I could feel that the lump between my legs was smaller. Hardly noticeable, I suspected, but Sammi wasn’t looking down, and I couldn’t make her. 

“She’s new?”

“Oh yeah, first day on the job.”

The bull guards chuckled together. 

“We oughta break her in, right?”

“Only fair. Part of the compensation package, you ask me.”

While I understood what the two guards were getting at, Sammi bounced along, oblivious to everything but the mantra coursing through her mind: Pleasure is obedience. Obedience is pleasure.

“This way,” one said, patting Sammi’s ass on the left side to guide her into what was clearly marked as a LOCKER ROOM. 

Inside, fluorescents hung over wooden benches centered between over-and-under lockers. A single white towel pooled in front of one of the lockers. Otherwise, the only occupants were the guards and Sammi. Me, too, if you counted the ghost stuck inside this brainless slut.

Sammi was revving up. I could feel her heart pound when she realized she was alone with the two burly bulls. The urge to obey them, to follow their wildest orders, filled her head and rocketed through mine, followed by another wave of her brainless pleasure. I don’t know if the moan that issued from her lips was hers or mine, but it was impossible not to react to that sort of explosive lust. 

“Go on, now,” said one. “Get on your knees.”

Sammi turned to face him, slipping easily to her knees. He was broad-shouldered and wore a thin beard that lined his jaw and upper lip, neatly trimmed. Unlike the rest of him. He unzipped the uniform trousers and shoved down the lip of his plain blue boxers. His cock was half-hard, black, long. Sammi whimpered, but not with fear. While I was terrified of what might happen when he shoved that thing inside Sammi and me, Sammi only felt need. Without instruction, Sammi’s eyes crossed and her mouth opened wide, spilling her tongue out as an invitation.

“That’s good, baby. That’s real good. Play with those tits for me.”

His hand was on his cock, giving it slow strokes down the impressive length of the thing. Sammi obeyed. The unzipping of the bodysuit to expose her vanilla tits brought another wave of brain-blasting excitement. 

It was impossible to remove myself entirely. I had hoped that I could dissociate. Observe it all like I was watching a porn video, or maybe be able to ignore it altogether. No one pointed out that I would be awake, and that I would feel everything. I could hear Sammi’s thoughts as my own, feel every touch of my new flesh. 

And let me tell you, being a total whore, playing with your nipples and cupping your breasts while kneeling before a black bull who controls your every move? Fucking hot for Sammi, and that heat radiated into my colder corner of her brain. 

She moaned and gasped, her body squirming under her own touch, an advertisement for the bulls to ask more of her. To use her. She didn’t have long to wait.

The bearded bull was fully hard now, stoking the flames of my worry. He was massive, his bulbous tip aimed at Sammi’s face, the long, veiny shaft almost purple under the unforgiving lights.

“There you go, baby. Open up wide for Anthony.”

At least I had a name for the man easing the tip of his cock into Sammi’s mouth. Her mouth flooded with saliva as she licked the salty flavor from his black pole. Her hand reflexively abandoned one tit to grip him at the base, guiding him deeper. There was no way I could have taken his cock, but Sammi was literally made for it. 

Her throat relaxed, and a single note issued from her mouth, interrupted with each thrust from Anthony. That sound, aah-aah-aah-aah, broken by the guard’s thrusts into Sammi’s mouth, played like an orgasmic soundtrack. And Sammi’s brain went blank. There was no thought, no worry, no fear of being choked, not even consideration of Anthony’s impressive size. Sammi’s mind was empty, only a hissing static of pleasure that drowned everything else out. 

And I was not immune. Every now and again, I would jerk off in my apartment just to flush the lust out of my system. It was like taking a pill to treat a headache. No pointed focus, no coworker I watched out of the corner of my eye and saved to the spank bank, just a quick jerk to clear the head. What I would have given for control over my hands so that I could tickle my little cocklette until I could rinse away some of the pulsing symphony of pleasure in Sammi’s brain that drove all else away. 

I thought the other bull might be positioning himself behind Sammi to take her virginity there, too, but the walkie on Anthony’s drooping belt loop crackled.

“Office is looking for OS2962. Anyone have eyes? She’s supposed to be out of the Box.”

Anthony didn’t answer at first. He gripped Sammi, twisted her hair up in his fist, and held her fast while his thrusting picked up speed and urgency. I heard Anthony’s grunts mingle with the aah-aah-aah-aah tone leaking out of Sammi before his breath hitched. His black pole spasmed and hastened a flood of cum in Sammi’s mouth. She never stopped making that sound, but now it was interrupted when she lapped up the cum dripping off her pouty lips and swallowed it down. 

“Up and at ‘em,” he said. 

Sammi didn’t reply, but stood and turned like a jiggling automaton, allowing the other guard to lead the way out of the locker room and back into the prison’s hallways. Anthony’s footsteps behind sounded like he did a little jig to fix his pants back in place and re-hook his belt, but then he was beside Sammi and me, offering an appreciative pat on her ass. She giggled.

Sammi was assigned a prison job. Some of the transformed sissies were loaded into a van and taken out into the world. I supposed none of them were in any condition to attempt an escape. I didn’t harbor any jealousy. No matter what job we were assigned, we were all made to do the same thing: obey and be the perfect sissy snowbunnies for our black rulers. Whether I took a load in the mouth inside the prison walls or outside them made no difference to me.

Anthony and his companion led Sammi to an office, a placard outside proclaiming MONTY WILSON, VICE-WARDEN. It was ironic that I couldn’t get a decent-paying administrative job on the outside, but, once I’d been reduced to brainless bimbo, I was handed the same work that would have prevented me from coming here in the first place. Ain’t life a bitch?

Monty Wilson opened the door himself, ushering me inside. He clocked the droplet of cum on Sammi’s throat and the darker stains on the purple bodysuit and gave the guards a scowl.

“I don’t like anyone playing with my toys but me.” 

His voice was deep despite his average height. He carried himself like a man who had and knew how to wield power. Sammi was in love. If the guards were fun for the size and stature, Monty Wilson was the kind of bull a sissy dreamed of: wealthy, powerful, commanding.

“We didn’t-” Anthony started, but Monty held up a hand, silencing him without a word. 

“I don’t have time to be lied to by my employees. Get back to work and keep your dicks in your pants next time. You don’t get enough chances to fuck these sluts?” He didn’t wait for an answer. To Sammi he said, “Get inside. Wardrobe is on the right. I’ve picked out your outfit. Put it on and report to my desk.”

“Yes, sir,” Sammi sighed. 

If there was one thing Sammi liked more than being fucked, it was obeying a man who was sure to fuck her. 

The wardrobe was an actual room, lined with clothing and with back-to-back chairs in the center. Good as his word, Wilson’s selection of clothing was draped over the backs of the chairs. Sammi squealed and peeled away the purple bodysuit. For the first time, I saw myself in full, reflected in the mirrors. I was struck by how hot Sammi was, there was no trace of me anywhere in that shape or face, and how turned on I was by the sight of her. Especially her penis. It was small, barely enough to hang down. Her balls were a little coin purse beneath, hardly noticeable. When Sammi slid into the black thong, the tiny cock created the smallest bulge and was easily forgotten. Maybe it was because I shared Sammi’s sources of pleasure, but the sight of my diminished penis hidden by sheer black panties had me spinning.

Sammi dressed as if she’d dressed herself this way every day of her life. As if she wasn’t a creation that hadn’t existed an hour ago. Garters were wrapped around her hips, black silk stockings arranged just so. A short houndstooth skirt and a white top too small to contain Sammi’s tits. To complete the look, she was furnished with a pair of black-framed glasses, no prescription, just for fashion. In the reflection, Sammi looked like she wore a sexy secretary Halloween costume. She balanced perfectly on black patent stilettos. 

Monty waited behind his desk. Sammi strode confidently to him, pushing up her glasses as she took a place beside him.

“Anything you want me to do, sir?” The way she said it was an invitation. Sammi wanted to be used by this man. I could feel it just like I could hear her simple circle of thoughts: obey, fuck and get fucked, feel pleasure, repeat. 

“First of all, you will call me daddy while you work for me. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Fuck, the wave of pleasure that brought rocked me on my ethereal heels. 

“Good slut. Next, you are too stupid to help with my actual duties. Climb under my desk, get on your knees, and put my dick in your mouth. You will keep it there until I tell you different.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Sammi replied. 

At least he slid away from the desk long enough for Sammi to crawl beneath and under. It was wide in there, but cramped. It was a good thing Sammi was slight of frame compared to some of the other sissies I’d seen coming out of the pods. Some of them were practically marshmallows with their huge asses and breasts. Sammi embodied some restraint, even though she was a mindless snowbunny.

Monty resumed his pose at the desk, one foot landing on either side of Sammi. She unzipped him, used her slender fingers to draw his cock free of his pants, and offered Monty slow strokes to coax his dick to its full length. He didn’t have the size of the bull from before, and there was even a little snow in his dark pubic hair, but Sammi loved the authority he exuded. She got off on being the toy of a powerful black man, and that joy bled into my brain, too. It was like being buzzed on a couple of stiff drinks. I was myself; I could feel my own natural order of thinking, but I could also feel the intoxicating effects of Sammi’s simple-minded need and tingling pleasure at fulfilling that need to obey.

Once he was hard, Sammi eased him into her mouth and held him there, her mouth a wet, warm sheath for his cock. Once, Sammi began to massage his length with her tongue, but a swift smack from Monty corrected her. She was not tasked with a blowjob. She was a puppet, ordered only to keep Monty’s dick hard and warm. 

Sammi held the position for hours. People came and went. Monty would occasionally rise, discreetly hide his wet cock, complete the job he needed to, and return to his chair again where Sammi would resume her duties. And the utter mindlessness of the task, merely existing as a piece of meat to hold his cock, emptied Sammi’s mind further. She was hardly a sentient being at all, filled with numbing sexual pleasure and purpose.

I drifted that way, free of control or agency. It’s difficult not to fall into a stupor when you are helpless, disconnected from the whole world, a witness to a slut’s thoughts and actions with no control over them. It was like watching porn or something, only you actually felt what the performers did. 

I knew the day was drawing to a close because it had grown darker under the desk. Finally, Monty pushed away from the desk and stood. I knew we had reached some kind of climax when he didn’t bother to zip up his pants or hide his throbbing erection. 

“Up,” he said. 

Sammi obeyed and crawled from beneath the desk. She stood before him, her jaw still a little slack. She probably looked dumber than usual, which was saying something.

“Over the desk,” he said, and waved his hand to gesture toward the desk behind her. Sammi swiveled and bent over the desk, extending her arms to hold the far edge of it with the tips of her fingers. Her back arched to lift her ass for Monty’s inspection.

“Does Daddy wanna fuck me?”

God, she was such a wanton slut. Her pouty question would have turned me on, even if I weren’t trapped in her lean and desirable body.

Monty didn’t answer. He unzipped her skirt and yanked both the skirt and thong down in a practiced motion. How many of the converted sluts had he used in just this way? It was clear he was a steady hand at managing a whore like Sammi. 

At the sensation of cool air on her exposed ass, Sammi purred like a kitten. Monty opened a drawer, removed a tube of lubricant, and applied the slippery stuff liberally to his staff. At least he was courteous, I thought. 

Despite the thoughtfulness of his preparation, there was no foreplay. Monty slid his slick cock against Sammi’s virginal asshole and pressed. Her tight hole opened for him. His eight thick inches filled her canal and sank deep inside her. Sammi growled like a lusty animal, gripping the edge of the desk and clenching her sissy pussy around him. 

She squealed when Monty slapped her ass, leaving a red mark that would follow me through the transformation back into my old self, a reminder of my sentence. In the moment, the smack echoed in the spacious office and sent happy sparks of pleasure through Sammi and into me. I was along for the ride as Monty’s thrusts took on a steady rhythm. He held Sammi’s hips, fucking her with force and a steady pace that blasted away any thoughts.

“Fuck me, Daddy,” she moaned, “Fuck your sissy whore.”

He didn’t say a word. A taciturn man was Monty Wilson. But he grabbed Sammi by her hair and yanked, freeing the smart bun she’d worn under the desk and spilling the mane down her back, curtained around her head. Her head jerked back when he tugged, and she made a choking, needy sound. 

Monty rode Sammi’s ass for only a couple of minutes before he was grunting and breathing hard. I could tell he was going to blow any second, because they were the same noises I made myself. 

Before he came, he pulled out and finished himself with a handful of strokes. Sammi and I felt the hot cum splatter on her bare ass and wet the back of her button-up. 

“Now you’ve been broken in,” Monty said. “Clean yourself up and get back in your uniform. Someone will be along to collect you in a minute. You’re not half bad for a stupid white sissy bitch.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” she purred and stood. 

She gathered up the skirt and panties, smearing and spreading the sticky cum. Once more in the walk-in wardrobe room, Sammi disrobed and admired herself in the mirror. With a pair of fingers, Sammi gathered some of the cum left by her owner for the day and looked at it, pearly and warm on her twin fingers. Opening wide, she deposited her fingers in her mouth and licked them clean. The taste, and the feelings inspired by the taste, blasted more of her will away, what little of it there was. Or maybe it was my own will, shaken by the intense pleasure lapping up the Vice-Warden’s cum generated. She continued until none was left. By the end of her self-cleaning, Sammi was audibly panting. While I had never felt the pull of addiction, I could in her. Sammi was addicted to cum. Addicted to serving. 

Finally, she tugged and pulled her way back into the purple bodysuit. While it left nothing to the imagination, it had less appeal than the slutty secretary outfit she’d worn all day, and I could sense her disappointment. 

As promised, a pair of bull guards were there when Sammi emerged from the wardrobe. She licked her lips at the sight of them, but a look I caught from the Vice-Warden suggested there would be no detours this time. Sammi was disappointed when the journey was a straight line from the well-appointed office to the bay where the Boxes stood. Sammi waited in line as one pale bimbo after another stepped into the box and re-emerged as their former masculine selves. 

“Do I have to?” she asked the technician when it was her turn.

God help me, a part of me hoped he would say no. 

“Afraid so, sexy. In you go.”

Sammi mounted the steps to the Box and stood inside as it resealed. Again, there was a hum of energy all around me while the Box’s energy gathered, and then the whole-body sense of being pulled apart and stitched back together. Only this time, when it was done, I wiggled my fingers and felt my own plain male body beneath the bodysuit. 

The door slid open with a hiss, and I stepped down from the Box, back to my old self. The guards led me quickly back to the cell and left me locked inside. 

Twenty-two to go, I reminded myself.

I sat back on the cot and folded my arms over my eyes. I wanted to erase the memory of the day. In particular, I wanted to erase the way it made me feel. How much I enjoyed some of it. 

“How was it?”

OS2358 from next door. I didn’t answer.

“OS2962?”

“What?” I managed.

“How did you like it? Didn’t it feel so good?”

“I just want to sleep. Good night.”

“Good night, OS2962,” he said and giggled in his girlish way again.

Peter, I wanted to remind him. My name was Peter, and I only had twenty-two days to go.


PART FOUR: The Blur

It’s amazing how quickly one can adapt to things. After only a day, I found myself waking up a couple of minutes ahead of the morning announcement to rise. I showered with a group of other prisoners from my block, including OS2358. We chatted superficially. I was more intrigued by his appearance. He looked… well, not male exactly. I could see he still had the expected genitalia, but there was something uncanny about him. A softness. I supposed that was a side effect of having been a transformee in the box countless times. 

Side effects may vary, a voice whispered in my head. These may include softer skin, brighter smiles, slower thinking, and a hunger for black men’s cum.

Despite the heat of the water, I shivered.

After the showers, a healthy breakfast. The food was far better than I would have imagined. Maybe the Box’s effect on the body required a healthy specimen. And that’s what we all were: specimens. Raw material to be remade into something useful for the BNWO. I had no idea how I would ever affect such a thing, but I resolved in that moment to take the whole thing down. Maybe some of the others felt the same. This was a nightmare, and we were trapped inside it. 

After breakfast, we had a few minutes to prepare before being brought back to the transformation pods. I had the same technician as the day before, and he regarded me with a nod.

“You know the drill. Step inside and stay still.”

Would you think it was strange if I told you that a small part of me was eager for the change to come? Was it because I knew it would happen whether I liked it or not? As OS2358 said, you might as well enjoy it. But was that all there was to my anticipation?

I wiggled my fingers, asserting my control for a moment before the hum inside the Box rose to a fevered pitch. The hair on my arms and scalp lifted at the electricity building in the chamber. Then, I seized, every muscle contracting while the energy coursed through me. As before, I felt myself come apart to be reassembled. Already, I knew that my new form was very different from Sammi. I was bigger all over, the bodysuit straining at the chest while the rest clung to my new curves. 

While the new persona installed was no less obedient, it wasn’t the same, either. Sammi was pretty and soft and compliant. This new personality taking over felt more willful. Could this persona allow me some control? Was it defiant as well as willful?

The Box door opened and I stepped out, jiggling in a way I hadn’t before. The technician addressed me when I paused by his station. 

“Your designation for the day is Cherri. Enjoy your service.”

“Thanks, baby,” Cherri grinned. 

She was looking at the crotch of his uniform, trying to make out the definition of his cock beneath his clothes. When two bulls grabbed her by either elbow to lead her away, Cherri murred happily in their grip.

“You guys wanna fuck or what? I can take you both at once. Wanna?”

Her mind was a flurry of scenes in which Cherri was fucked by a parade of men. Sammi was docile. Cherri was determined to get fucked. And the very thought of being stuffed in both holes sent her arousal, and mine, into the red zone. 

I knew that the guards had been chastised the day before when I’d been detoured into the locker room, but Cherri had no knowledge of it. I could recall the past, but Cherri had none. I wondered if Sammi were reinstalled, would she remember these guards and the locker room? I wasn’t sure how that knowledge would help me yet, but I filed it away in between waves of lust generated by my new copilot.

“Where we going?” Cherri asked. The bulls stayed silent. I guess they’d learned their lesson.

There were no mirrors in these prison passages, so I could only tell that my new body was softer than Sammi’s taut body. Cherri was soft, with more padding on her arms and tits that I could hardly see over. These were beyond double-Ds. These were porn star-sized tits.

Cherri was led to a dressing room that doubled as a holding pen. We weren’t the only ones inside and more were coming. Transformees of all sizes and shapes waited, most of them happy to tease and play with one another. A few were halfway out of their bodysuits as they entertained one another, but Cherri showed no interest.

“Unless you got a big black cock between your legs, I ain’t interested.”

She was quite happy to evaluate herself in one of the mirrors lining two of the walls. In between two pairs of sissy bimbos teasing one another, Cherri found some space to check her fit. And I saw what I had become for my second day. Cherri had dirty blonde hair down to her shoulders. Her face was rounder than Sammi’s, with pale blue eyes and a wide, swollen-lipped mouth. What set her apart from most of the others was her insane bust size. Each breast was as big as her head, maybe bigger. And I was right about the softness. Her belly had a slight pudge, her ass jiggled when she walked. She wasn’t fat by any means, but there was a layer of baby fat covering her curvy body.

Once there were a dozen sissies caged inside the room, a supervisor arrived to provide instructions. He was thick and hulking, like many of the guards, but wore a uniform with gold epaulets suggesting a higher authority. Cherri found a leaner brunette sissy, and the two of them were exploring each other’s body with roaming hands and teasing fingers. Cherri’s mindlessness was staggering. I wondered if repeated trips to the Box made each transformation a little dumber, or if Cherri was a particularly stupid persona. 

Before the purple bodysuits could be removed by Cherri and her new friend, the supervisor issued a booming command:

“On your knees!”

As if one organism, the sissy bimbos found their knees, their faces aimed at the brutish supervisor. Whether it was intended or not, one could easily make out the definition of his impressive cock beneath the tight white pants of his uniform. 

“As none of you have been claimed by one of our employees, and you are in service to this facility, you will be used as tools in the submission of one of your own. As you may or may not know, there is a path to permanent transformation for those whose crimes exceed normal standards of punishment. Or, in some cases, these individuals may have requested the final transformation so that they may better serve the BNWO. You will be led to an assigned cell, and there you will be given instructions. Do all of you sluts understand?”

The wagging nods were interspersed with blank stares and a smattering of giggles. Cherri was one of the latter. She had no idea what she was told, only that she would be given orders. 

The sissies were led first to a locker room of sorts, only without actual lockers. It was wide and bright and tiled, and there were benches in three rows. 

Once there, the supervisor announced, ”You will remove your uniforms. There is no need for clothing. You sluts are going to get just what you want.”

It was amazing to see two dozen sissies disrobe. Every body shape, every kind of face, but all consumed by the desire to obey their overlords. It was difficult not to become aroused seeing them all. And there was something about their tiny, flaccid shecocks that had me tingling, too. Or maybe that was Cherri, and we were sharing the same spike of pleasure at the sight of the nude bimbo sissies. 

While the prisoners disrobed, more guards piled in and lined the corners. There were four for every group of bimbos, corralled together by the guards into three groups of eight. Cherri’s leaner friend was part of her group, and they gave each other an embrace that ended with a deep, tongue-twisting kiss and grinding hips.

“Break it up,” one of the guards commanded. “Get in line.”

They obeyed. Cherri was the most buxom by far in our group, but that was no surprise given just how huge her tits were. They bounced like the big naturals they were as the line of sissies was ushered out a door opposite the one from which they’d come. A pair of guards led the procession for each group, and another pair brought up the rear. I could hear them comment to one another from Cherri’s place near the back of this line, admiring Cherri’s giant breasts and another’s round ass. Cherri’s body warmed, and her mind grew even more sluggish. I realized the syrupy flow of her thoughts was affecting mine, too, making it more difficult to follow my trains of thought. Sometimes, I’d simply come to, realizing we’d turned down a different corridor and I hadn’t noticed. 

We were in the last line. Ahead, the first had already veered off into a giant cell, lined with some kind of latex or rubber so that you couldn’t see inside. I was curious what fresh horrors might await. I knew only a little about these permanent transformations. They were punishments for the highest crimes against the BNWO. The whispers about the process were vague at best, and generally ended with a shrug when the topic came up in the outside world. All that was sure was that there was no coming back once the process was complete. It roiled my gut that I was about to see something few saw and walked away unchanged enough to talk about. 

We were led inside the last chamber. Cherri responded immediately with a whimper of lust. Blood flowed to every nerve ending, her breath drew more shallowly, and her nipples were at pleasantly painful points. The others were enjoying the same reaction. I even caught one of the guards rubbing his head. It wasn’t just the sissies. Everyone was affected by this… whatever it was.

Aside from the door, there were no windows or mirrors, nothing to break up the slippery-looking purple latex that lined the walls. It looked wet to the touch, though something about it suggested touching it would be a terrible thing to do. The floor was the same color, but tiled with a central drain in the floor. Aside from the sister bimbos and the guards, two other figures were in the room. One, a guard, stood head and shoulders over a prisoner. This prisoner, notably, had not been in the box. He was small, thin, barely a whisper of a man. I would have guessed his age to be somewhere between mid-twenties and early thirties. 

“Your crew ready?” the guard with his hand on the smaller man’s shoulder asked. 

“Aren’t they always?” replied one of ours, but there was a breathiness in his voice that suggested he was unfocused. 

While the guards chattered away and gave instructions to the sissy bimbos that amounted to ‘follow all instructions,’ I made an accounting of the walls through Cherri’s eyes. The shiny, oily reflective latex surfaces were not entirely smooth, I saw. Bulges and protrusions grew and receded, like slow bubbles, but with greater substance. While I watched one form and dissipate back into the smooth wall, I realized it had the shape and size of a desirable ass. Another point on the wall gave rise to the majority of a female torso, complete with breasts and even a navel, before that, too, melted back into the shiny purple wall. 

“Keep those horny bitches in line while we prep the prisoner.”

“You heard ‘em,” one of our guides said, turning to address the eight transformees in the room. The heat and humidity were growing, and I could feel the sheen of sweat on Cherri’s naked body just as well as she could. “Keep still. If you gotta do something, play with them big titties.”

Cherri needed no more invitation. She tried her best to cup her massive tits, but they spilled around her hand. She massaged and teased them, oohing as the arousal built.

While the bimbos were distracted, I focused on the willowy prisoner. The guard led him to the wall and stripped him down. He was pale, and his body suggested an emerging femininity. Maybe his time in and out of the box had side effects. Enough transformations, and maybe you didn’t come all the way back to normal. Then again, what place did a word like ‘normal’ have in this room?

When the prisoner drew close to the wall, another growth emerged, this one looking for all the world like a shapely woman’s ass, as if she’d bent over and shoved her posterior through the slinky latex. The prisoner approached more cautiously, but I could see the rise and fall of his chest. Coupled with the obvious erection he sported, as thin and reedy as he was, his desire was obvious. He reached out a tentative hand and caressed the ass-shaped protrusion. The touch became a caress, and the prisoner took a step closer to the wall. He pressed his face against the wall, massaging the growth bulging from it with both hands. His thin penis pressed against that growth and, while I watched and Cherri toyed with her nipples, the prisoner’s cock slipped into the latex ass. He cried out with pleasure, hips pumping in a slow and steady rhythm. His arms fanned out while he fucked the latex growth. Little by little, the wall changed its shape to accommodate him. It looked like he was sinking into the purple latex, but I realized that with the first roaming tendril, the wall was growing around him. I watched in shocked fascination as the spreading tendrils met and grew around his body, all the while he continued his pumping. 

Cherri’s eyes were fixed on the slow absorption, too. A musky scent wafted through the room. The sissy bimbos, already mindlessly sexual, lost even a glimmer of composure. Cherri fell into the arms of a nearby slut, this one dark-haired and full-figured. The raven bimbo cupped one of Cherri’s tits with both hands and ran her pierced tongue around the stiff tip. She sucked Cherri’s nipple into her mouth and drew a slow sigh of pleasure from my transformed persona. I felt it, too. That scent issuing from the thin prisoner and his languid captor had my senses swirling along with Cherri’s. I craved more of the raven-haired slut’s touch. When she fell to her knees and began lapping at Cherri’s shrunken cock, I lost all sense of time and place. I only wanted more. Just what Cherri wanted.

When I could focus, I realized that the bull guards had closed the door behind us. One of them was stationed behind the prisoner, literally fucking him into the wall. With each push from the bull’s thick member, the prisoner disappeared a little more into the expanding latex cocoon. It had not covered him entirely, not yet, but there was little of him left exposed. The backs of his arms and legs, his back, his pert ass. His body was certainly more feminine than I’d given him credit for, or he was changing even as he was sucked into the latex wall’s embrace. 

The first bull exploded in the prisoner’s ass. He couldn’t speak as his face was entirely consumed by the purple latex. It must have fed him oxygen somehow, but I was more interested in how his body shivered when the bull deposited his load in the boy’s cute ass. When he was finished, a second guard took his place and the reaming began anew. 

All the while, Cherri moved from partner to partner, driven by a lust that had to be a product of the scent drifting through the cell. Every single one of us was lost in it. Even the guard who’d just finished himself in the prisoner’s ass found a sissy to clean him and tease him back to an erection. 

The next chunk of time was a blur. One guard after another fucked the prisoner’s tight ass. When it was done, they addressed the mass of bimbo flesh.

“The boys and I need to recharge. The rest of you… give that prisoner all the cum you can.”

Giggles, screams, and moans followed the announcement. I wondered if it was like salmon spawning. There was an instinct, an irrepressible drive that led each of the sissy bimbos to the ever-disappearing prisoner. None of us had the length and girth of the guards, nor did any of us have the stamina. As transformed sluts, we were quick to cum. The first few left cum dripping down the backs of the boy’s thighs, but, after a time, the sissies began withdrawing before climax, squirting their thin, pearly loads on the prisoner’s back and ass. The purple latex crawled over his body, almost swallowing him whole. 

Cherri waited in line behind the sissy currently fucking the mummified prisoner. We hadn’t been this close before, and I heard the harsh whispers of the sissy currently hammering the boy’s ass: “You’re such a useless little slut. This is all you’re good for. You should be proud that they're turning you into a sissy cocksleeve for the BNWO.”

This continued until the sissy ahead of us seized, gasped, and withdrew. Droplets of hot semen splattered against the purple latex. This time, we were close enough that I could see the semen absorbed by the latex. 

It was Cherri’s turn next, and all that was left of the prisoner’s unclaimed body was the extremities of the prisoner’s smooth ass. Cherri nestled up against the prisoner’s body. The latex beneath her nude body was warm and humming with life or an energy that simulated. What the hell was this stuff that slowly swallowed this young man? The touch of it against Cherri’s skin only heightened the feeling of uncontrollable, undeniable need to fuck the prisoner. I admit, it was nice to feel the more familiar ache of an erection hungry for a home to plant itself. Her need to impale the sinking prisoner was delicious, and I lost myself in the desire, too.

Cherri’s hands roamed the back of the prisoner, her touch met with the smooth texture of the crawling rubber. Her usually-flaccid cock was stiff and tingling when she leaned against his back. Her fat breasts rubbed against his latex skin, making her nipples alight with pleasure. She moaned, or maybe I did. It was hard to tell the difference between us in the haze of desire created by the scent in the room and the electrifying touch. She gripped her thin sissyclit and aimed it at the cocooned boy’s hole. It was already dripping with lubricating cum, so there was no need for preparation. Cherri held a shoulder and guided herself in. 

I had almost forgotten what it felt like to have my sex gripped by the tight canal of another. Not that anal had ever been my preference, but this was beyond any sexual gratification I could remember. Cherri moaned and bent her head, licking the rubber as it sealed itself over the boy’s skin. It undulated under her tongue. The waves rippling through it only added to the sensation of fucking the prisoner’s tight, slippery hole. 

Cherri didn’t last long, nor did any of the others. Once she’d seized and gripped the latex-covered prisoner and cum inside him, she staggered away, panting, until she fell into the arms of another bimbo. This one was almost as curvy as Cherri, and the two enjoyed tickling one another’s tongues while probing fingers teased nipples and flicked against hungry assholes. 

Only after every guard and every sissy bimbo had baptized the prisoner did the guards line us up again and march us out. I didn’t know how many hours passed in the blissful, erotic haze, but we were taken immediately back to the Boxes. My mind swam like I’d been day drinking, my senses overwhelmed, my brain addled by the pleasure chemical that brined my thoughts. 

Even when I’d emerged from the box, my body restored, a fresh jumpsuit covering me, I could hardly string together two connected thoughts. I followed the guards back without resistance and stumbled onto the meager bed while the cell door sealed behind me. 

“How’s it feel?”

OS2358. That broken-brained son of a bitch couldn’t allow me a moment’s peace.

“Shut up.”

“It only gets better. My dick doesn’t even get hard anymore and it turns me on so much.”

I rolled onto my back, draping my arm over my eyes to block the unforgiving fluorescent light. 

“Were you there today? In the cells with the prisoners?”

He giggled. I took that as a yes.

“What was that?”

“The permanent change. The one there’s no coming back from. They’ll be changed forever inside their pods. When they come out, no more worrying. No more frustrations. Just being a good slut.”

“You sound like you want it.”

More giggling. ”It scares me how much I want it. But I’ve been here too long to ever want to go home.”

“How long is that?”

A pause, then: “Long enough.”


PART FIVE: Good Behavior

My next persona was Annie. I liked her more than the others because she had a little attitude. Don’t get me wrong, she still wanted to fuck and suck every black cock in the zip code, but there was sass, too. Annie was pale-skinned, with coppery hair and very red lips set against a wide face. Her eyes were far apart, her mouth full, and her body curvy without Cherri’s insane proportions. 

“See you later,” she purred, sliding a finger along the technician’s chin as she passed by.

Annie was meant for something other than the cells today, and was handed over to the Warden himself, a slightly paunchy man named Capers. Warden Capers’s hair was flecked with snow, the dark curls terminating in white tips over much of his scalp. Annie was aroused by his authority more than his build. 

I expected a day much like the one with the Vice-Warden, but found that Capers was a man of more specific tastes. Rather than the dutiful secretary beneath his desk, Capers had Annie squeeze into a latex catsuit. It was pink and bright, and the breasts and crotch were hidden by zippers to easily expose both. There were matching latex boots and gloves. With the high neckline of the catsuit, Annie’s body was largely held snug by the outfit. And that ever-present squeeze drove both Annie and me wild. 

“You are a pretty thing,” he said, running fingers through Annie’s coppery hair. His voice was deep and possessed a commanding hum that ran right through Annie’s body. “But you are not complete yet. Stand still.”

Capers sat in one of the luxurious leather chairs facing his desk and gestured for Annie to stand before it. He took a long pause to admire Annie’s shape with his hands, running them over the glossy pink latex and squeezing Annie’s ample ass. When he’d had his fill for the moment, he carefully unzipped the crotch of the catsuit. I wondered if he might be the kind of man who would go down on a sissy bimbo like Annie, but he had something different in mind. 

I’d never been fitted with a chastity cage, not before that day. When Capers lifted the looping steel and bending cage for the first time, I wasn’t sure what it was. But he was an expert at fitting it over my limp sissy dick, trapping it in the cage, hooking it around the base of my shrunken balls, and locking it shut with a tiny padlock. He held the tiny key up for me to see.

“A slut like you should always be controlled.”

Annie shivered, and me along with her. Being told that Annie was a toy to be played with, to be utterly possessed, threatened to grow the tiny cock caged between her legs. I could feel it twitch in its prison, and the inability for it to grow beyond that cage made the desire even more delicious. When the job was done, the lecherous warden gave the caged sissyclit a tap and zipped the catsuit up again, tucking the cage away. The slight bulge it created stoked a fire inside me. 

I realized in the moment Warden Capers bent me over the arm of the chair upon which he’d sat that I was anticipating the reaming I was about to take as much as Annie. 

“You going to show me who’s really in charge?” Annie challenged. 

Her question was met with a firm smack of Annie’s round, inviting ass.

“I’m going to fuck that sissy ass of yours until you’re begging for more, slut. You like that?”

“Oh, yes, Daddy,” Annie moaned, “Fuck me hard.”

I wanted it, too. I wanted Warden Capers’s thick cock to fill my ass. I wanted him to fuck me until I was a drooling, limp mess draped over his expensive chair. Fortunately for Annie and me both, I didn’t have long to wait. The zipper hiding my ass slid down with tiny metallic clicks until I felt the cool air on Annie’s ass. Or was it my ass? What was the difference when both of us were panting to be used?

“Fuck me, Daddy!”

Capers obliged, spreading my pale cheeks and shoving his lubed, bare cock up my sissy hole. Annie and I cried out in pleasure, neither of us able to form a thought while the older black man rode us with utter disregard for our pleasure. He was in this only for his climax, and that made his use of our body all the more erotic. I wanted to be used, to be fucked by these black bulls. I reminded myself this was only the third day of my service, and already I was losing my soul to the delight of a sissy slut. 

Capers was an expert bull, despite his more advanced age. My worry ceased, and I lost myself in the fireworks rocketing through my body every time the older man thrust into me. 

“Beg me for it, slut,” he panted.

It was a vague request, but Annie was an expert. She adopted a pouting, pleading voice.

“Fill me with your cum, Daddy! Fuck my white ass and fill me up!”

Another grunt. Capers’s fingernails dug red crescents into the pale skin of Annie’s ass. He held himself inside her and gave a final, shallow pump and exploded. I felt the heat of his seed warm us from the inside. When he withdrew, that same heat leaked down the backs of my thighs. It felt amazing. 

He smacked Annie’s ass again before zipping her up, sealing his semen inside the catsuit to dry against Annie’s skin. 

“Now get in front of the desk,” he told her, “and show me those gorgeous tits of yours. I want you playing with them and keeping me excited. If you do a good job, I’ll fuck you again.”

“Oh yes, Daddy,” Annie sang.

She was on her knees before I woke from the bliss of the last load left in Annie’s ass. My mind was steeped in the same need Annie felt. When she freed her creamy tits and teased her cherry nipples, I descended back into the same haze I’d nearly escaped. No wonder OS2358 had no apparent desire to leave this place. The worst part of my sentencing is that I was too quick to fall into its trap. It felt too good to serve.

The Warden fucked me three more times that day. I left his office with cum smeared and crusted over my ass, my tits, even my caged cock. The last of his teasing orders was for me to stand perfectly still while he freed my imprisoned sissyclit. He never touched the flesh directly, and it made Annie ache for him. The careful, surgical manner in which he avoided contact with the shrunken relic of my masculinity was insanely arousing to us. 

I was stripped of the catsuit, returned to the purple uniform, and led back to the Box. On my way past the bulky technician, Annie gave him a lewd sideways glance.

“You sure you have to do this?”

He chuckled. I was less amused. The personae I was being given - that I was being forced to host - were making decisions for me that might lead to my death as a man. I felt the temptation to remain in these feminine bodies, but that was a game. A little roleplay in the course of my sentence. Once I was back to myself, I could resist the pull. But what if they made decisions for me? Would the BNWO allow me to refute what I said when I was in the form of a sissy bimbo?

These thoughts plagued me until I made it back to my cell. OS2358 was already back and watched me on my slow shuffle back to my cage. 

“Good day?” he grinned.

There was a manic light in his eyes, his fists wrapped around the bars of his cell, his face shoved between them, his teeth narrow and yellowed. 

I didn’t answer. I sat on my cot and leaned back against the wall, trying to drum out the sounds of my neighbor. And to quiet the nagging voice that said my annoyance with him was because it was a glimpse into my future.

“Don’t feel like talkin’? Had your mouth full all day?” He cackled. “You won’t have to worry about me anymore. I’m going to the big cell. The one you don’t come back from. I ain’t gonna live this way anymore. I’m gonna be useful.”

My stomach turned. Not at the thought of his surrender and eventual transformation. I was sick because part of me was jealous. 


PART SIX: Surrender

“Your designation is AJ today, sweetie.”

Only the fourth day, and I didn’t hesitate when the guards showed up to take me to the Box. When the energy built inside the pod, my only thought was a curiosity over how I would be changed today. I had two and a half weeks of this left, and I couldn’t imagine not having the delirious pleasure of my sissy self every day. 

“Thanks, sexy,” AJ said. I hadn’t seen myself yet, but I knew AJ was a different look for me. For one thing, I wasn't bending to peer over huge tits. Her hands reached up to give her hard nipples a tweak, and they were barely handfuls. The idea that I might look a little less feminine was too much to ask. Smaller breasts were a win from my vantage as a lust-addled host for these sissy personas. 

And AJ had one urge that was unconcealable. She wanted her ass filled. She wanted to be fucked the way Capers had fucked Annie the day before. Her body was less padded, her movements more athletic. I felt like she could be a gymnast with her build. 

The guards gathered AJ along with some of the others. When I saw that there were eight of us in a small group, I knew right away that we were headed back to the gooey latex room. AJ and the other sissies represented all shapes and sizes, hair colors, and features that ranged from the natural, like AJ, to the exceedingly plastic. 

“You are so fucking hot,” AJ told one of her companions, a pretty, fresh-faced blonde who possessed tits that swung with every step, even compressed by the purple bodysuit. When we were ordered to remove our clothes, her big pears bounced on her chest. 

“Samesies, babe,” said the pretty blonde, who giggled mindlessly. 

While AJ and her new friend engaged in a tongue-swirling kiss, I wondered what the poor guy buried under her bimbo exterior was like. Was he like me? Was he, too, starting to have difficulty in separating the sissy persona from the root personality beneath it? Even now, I wished I had a cage to enclose the limp, tiny cock between AJ’s legs. That wasn’t in the cards today, if we were going to be assisting in the permanent transformation of another. For whatever reason, that process required all of us to cover and fill the subject in semen. If you’re curious, that thought, too, wound me up and had me encouraging AJ to get her ass fingered and fucked while we waited for our turn at the permanent sissy.

We made our way as a nude, oversexed party to one of the latex chambers. As before, the musky smell of the room lit something inside AJ. Her busty blonde pal felt it, too, and they were wrapped in each other’s arms while their thin cocks rose to attention. I felt the heat as well, wanting as much as AJ to writhe against the softer body of this buxom beauty. We were as blonde as she was, but with a slighter build. Like AJ, I could think of nothing else than having the bimbo’s slender dick shoved in our shared ass. I wanted to be fucked just as much as AJ, but that was not to be. Not yet, anyways. 

“You newbies are in for a treat. One of our guests has decided to stay forever. And you lot get the pleasure of fucking them into the wall until they get spit out as a productive member of the BNWO society.”

There were murmurs among some of the sissies, but AJ was too involved in kissing down the neck of her new friend while she stroked the bimbo’s cock. 

“And just look at this! You all are lucky to be here for the birth of one of the sluts who's been cooking in her cocoon.”

AJ broke from her tongue bath to look at part of the undulating latex wall the guard indicated with his finger. It swelled and contorted as the clear body of someone moved beneath the rubbery skin. AJ never ceased stroking her friend’s sissyclit as she watched, transfixed. The latex wall bulged, roiled. I thought of some great beast giving birth. Instead of pain, there was a heightened arousal, an orgy of desire that permeated every living thing in the room. The sissies and guards alike were lost in it, stroking and petting while my attention remained locked on the latex swell of the wall. 

Finally, it burst. A seam ripped open in the purple latex, spilling out a human body and a wash of a thick fluid, viscous and pearly. The smell hit AJ’s nostrils. It was cum. While AJ was busy grinding against her sissy companion, I watched through her eyes as the newborn bimbo stood. Her blonde hair was plastered to her head. Her nude body glistened with the semen that aided in her transformation. 

She was slow to rise, disoriented I guess. When her head finally raised so that we could see her green eyes, her face shifted from bewilderment to an eager joy. She must have been surprised and pleased to see the bodies writhing around her. Her hair was blonde, though I could see darkening at the roots. Even her eyebrows were a shade darker, giving her an air of being manufactured. Which, I suppose, was more true than a simple dye job. Her face was narrow, her nose longer and pointed, but that gave her face character rather than distracted. Her skin was pale, though not as pale as mine in AJ’s body. Her nipples were big and pink. She possessed a model’s build, with a thin waist and ass, but plentiful tits that would easily have been double-Ds. 

Seeing one of the guards, she dropped to her knees in a submissive crawl, making her way on all fours to the bull. His cock was on display, having been teased to standing attention by one of the sissies from the Box, but the new bimbo shouldered her out of the way. She shamelessly took the bull’s black cock in her mouth, swallowing half of him down with a choking groan. While she caressed his girth with rhythmic sucking, she spread her legs wide, showing off a barely-there sissyclit she rubbed with two fingers like it was a real woman’s vagina. 

Somehow, I knew that there was nothing left of the man who had entered this prison and became this blonde slut. He had vanished along with any desire, other than the desire to satisfy her bull superiors. Again, I felt a gnawing jealousy that made me despise myself. 

“Ain’t she a beauty?” one of the other four guards asked. “But she ain’t why we’re here. Bring in the convert.”

All eyes turned now to the doorway where the still-masculine prisoner who had decided to embrace the “productive” life in service to the BNWO entered of his own volition. A single guard trailed him, then closed the door to the room when the white beta was safely within. 

AJ showed no sign of recognition. Then again, her brain was a soup of sucking and fucking with no regard for anything around her other than the instructions of the bull guards and the fellow sissy whose tongue was shoved down AJ’s throat. I knew him. 

OS2358. 

My neighbor.

He was grinning like a madman, eyebrows lifted slightly while he looked at the guards in silent question.

“OS2358,” began one of the bulls, “you have relinquished all rights and have chosen to serve the BNWO in all its territories as property of the government. Do you agree to this sentence?”

“Yes,” OS2358 said, giddy. He mumbled, whispered. “Yes, yes, yes, yes…”

“What are you waiting for then?” the guard inquired with a toothy smile. “Step up to the plate. So to speak.”

The sissies were paired, or in groups of threes, but all the groping and stroking ceased as the prisoner I knew as OS2358 made his way through them. He marched as if in a procession, though he was the entirety of the parade. Standing before the wall, he paused to remove his purple uniform, revealing the most masculine body I’d seen beside those of the guards in some time. But he wasn’t without some scars from his sentence. His skin was fair and his chest suggested the beginnings of female breasts. His ass, too, was more rounded and shapely than any normal man’s was. 

Once naked, he spread his arms as if they were wings and stepped into the embrace of the living latex. The surface gave, if only a little. His face, his forearms, his sex, his torso, all of it sank shallowly against the pulsating latex. Small purple tendrils began to climb his skin, the slow process of embracing OS2358 entirely.

“This ain’t a break, sluts,” announced another bull guard, “Get your tiny cocks in gear and start feeding that prisoner.”

Feeding, of course, meant shooting our meager loads into the prisoner’s pink ass. AJ sucked off another of the sissies to get her ready for action while one of the bulls took the opportunity to fuck AJ’s tight hole from behind. 

There was no reason to complain or struggle for me, nothing I could do to prevent the reaming AJ took. Nor could I turn off the rising tide of pleasure. It filled me up until all that was left was the pleasure and my vague awareness that I was still in corporeal form. I could feel AJ's reactions to the massive cock in her ass. I could feel the weight of her fellow bimbo’s needly cock and the taste of it. What was there to do besides enjoy it along with AJ? So I did. God help me, I did.

I was exhausted by the walk back to my cell. Perhaps it was the fatigue of the transformation after several days of having my body completely altered and my brain scrambled. Or maybe it was the knowledge that I was going back to my cell, only to do the whole thing again. At least when I was one of the sissies, I could enjoy myself. Not just enjoy myself: I felt peaks of erotic delights that I never imagined. It was like joy radiated through me when I was one of them.

I expected to find OS2358’s cell empty. But, the BNWO was nothing if not efficient. A new prisoner stood just inside the bars, his face a mask of distress and sorrow. I gave him a weak wave on my way into my cell.

Once the guards sealed the door behind me, a process that was unnecessary given my exhaustion, my new neighbor whispered over to me.

“Hey. My name’s Jason. How long have you been here?”

I searched for the right answer. It felt like I’d known only the day before. Or maybe the day before that. I knew it wasn’t a year, but maybe weeks? That’s what I told him, anyways. 

He barked a humorless laugh. 

“Jesus. I can’t believe they’re doing this to us. It doesn’t seem real.”

The thing that didn’t seem real was this. The conversation with this stranger. This was some brief interlude between waking in my real life as one of the bimbos. There, I had a name. And I had a very good time.

“What’s your name?” he prodded.

“OS2962,” I answered. 

I couldn’t remember what it was before that. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t getting out of here. One day I’d break for good, and I’d take the slow walk into the walls of the Mag Box, just like OS2358 had. I wondered how it felt. I bet it was better than being a temporary slut. And I bet all this worry I felt would go away. 

“What was it before?”

“Who cares?” 

I rolled over on my cot and blocked out his frustrating questions. None of it made a difference. I just wanted to sleep so that I could wake up and be happy again. I think, at some point in the night, the new guy started crying. He’d feel better tomorrow when he became one of us. One of the real sissies of the prison. Or maybe he’d chosen work outside the walls. That would be a shame. Maybe he could fuck me into the Mag Box like I had OS2358. I fell asleep thinking about that, idly stroking my cock as I fell asleep and dreamed of a big black bull owning me.


EPILOGUE: Resistance

Kelly Ryan watched from his window as another of his neighbors - another white neighbor, naturally - was dragged out of the complex by officers of the BNWO. There was no gentility in their manner. Chris, at least that’s what Kelly thought his name was, found himself shoved into the back of a patrol cruiser, his arms handcuffed behind him. He couldn’t hear what the officers said, but their shit-eating grins said that there was mockery in their tone. 

Peter was the first of the round-up, at least from this building. She’d watched while the strikingly average guy was hurled into a car, just like poor Chris. She heard that the pretense the BNWO used was a set of financial crimes that barely reached the threshold of misdemeanor. Trumped-up charges that were given new penalties. Kelly considered the phrase stiffer penalties, but there was no humor in such a pun. The guys who were gathered up by the BNWO did not come back. Not as themselves, anyway.

And it wasn’t just the guys. Some of Kelly’s coworkers at the insurance office were taken in, ordinary women who were given some kind of treatment that changed their bodies and altered their minds. They couldn’t be counted on to perform the most basic of tasks, and certainly not complicated insurance adjustment work. The only thing they were good for now was to serve their new owners. The BNWO. 

She wasn’t a rebel. Kelly wasn’t even a rule-breaker by nature. But she had a prevailing sense of right and wrong. It was one thing for the BNWO to serve as the ruling party. It was quite another for them to turn any perceived opponent into a servant for their cause. 

The HipApp notification chirped on her phone, rattling it atop the coffee table and breaking her concentration. She turned away from the too-familiar scene unfolding outside and moved across the living room to her phone. HipApp was the only secure app she knew of. The BNWO had their hooks in all the major corporations’ social media. She was under no illusion she had privacy, except in this one tiny corner of the internet.

We have a volunteer.

Kelly stared at the words for a very long time. She started to respond, erased it, and started over. Finally, she typed:

When can u get them here?

Three bubbles floated as her contact with the Resistance answered.

Three days. You ready?

I’ll prep them. Can u make sure they’re safe inside?

No. No guarantees. But it’s a chance. See you in three days.

Kelly swiped up, closing the app to ensure none of the other apps peeked in on HipApp. Everything was so goddamned intrusive these days. 

The volunteer was coming. They were about to send someone inside the BNWO holding facilities. And, if all went as planned, they would begin the rebellion in earnest. 

Kelly closed her eyes, blocking out the blue-and-red flashes from the bubbles on the patrol car outside. It was one chance in a million, but it was the only one they had left. 
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Enjoy this one? There’s more where that came from!

The Corporate Takeover Series: The brilliant Dr. Raquel Benson takes vengeance on men who have wrong women of the world, twisting their minds and bodies into feminine versions of themselves.

Corporate Takeover 1

Corporate Takeover 2

Corporate Takeover: Candi’s Tale 1

Corporate Takeover: Candi’s Tale 2

Corporate Takeover: Brothers to Sisters

Corporate Takeover: The New Sister

Corporate Takeover: Climbing the Ladder

Corporate Takeover: Brains and Brawn

Corporate Takeover: Team Building

Corporate Takeover: Homecoming

Corporate Takeover: Femme and Balanced

Corporate Takeover: The Tradwife Trap

Hostile Takeovers: Corporate Takeover Vol. 1 (CT 1-4)

Hostile Takeovers 2: Corporate Takeover Vol. 2 (CT 5-8)

The Trick and Treat Series: An ancient witch resides in the local haunted house. Each Halloween, some poor, unfortunate souls find their way into Wyrmwood House and are transformed into Dorothea’s playthings.

Trick and Treat 1

Trick and Treat 2

Trick and Treat 3

Trick and Treat 4

Trick and Treat 5

Trick and Treat Vol. 1 (Parts 1-3)

The Pink Institute Series: An epic TG series featuring a bevy of gender swapped beauties and the hypnotic institute which breeds intrigue and transformation!

Pink Surrender

Pink Submission

Pink Bliss

Pink Corruption

Pink Evolution

Pink Erasure

Pink Awakening

Pink Origins

The Pink Institute Reborn

Pink Pleasure Vol. 1 (Pink Institute 1-3)

The School for Sissies Series: At Waverly College, young men of ill repute are brought together in a grand experiment to make perfect sissies of imperfect boys.

School for Sissies

School for Sissies 2: Bimbo Lessons

School for Sissies 3: The New Class

Bound to Be a Bimbo: A young playboy gets his comeuppance when a wily witch and her coven turn him into a bubbly bimbo. Not only does his witchy benefactor enjoy his new look, but she has a few kinks of her own to explore with her new sex toy!

Star Swapped: A down-on-his-luck young man finds himself abducted by aliens, transferred into the body of a seductive alien slave, and beset by pirates. Some days are stranger than others…

The Third Wheel: Chris has it all: money, a casual lifestyle, and the love of a beautiful and ambitious woman. When he is presented with an opportunity to loosen her up with the aid of a special pill, it's an offer too good to resist.

Dollhaus: Four travelers on a tour of the Deep South run afoul of a witch who makes her fortune by providing the elite with lifelike, mindless dolls for their own pleasure. When a storm drives them into the witch's home, they find their fears and temptations will lead them into danger of becoming her newest creations!

Cult of the Bimbo: Aubrey has a fantasy. While working her boring job and spending her nights alone, she dreams of being one of the women she sees on reality shows. Mindless, hot women with perfect bodies and one goal - to be hot and wanted. Some might call these women bimbos. Aubrey calls them perfection. When she finds a resort advertising an island paradise that promises to make her the woman of her dreams, Aubrey is whisked away to a tropical paradise led by the enigmatic Sir Pendo. Soon, she and her new friend Taylor will find themselves changing.

Feminized by the Futa Wife: Sam is a womanizing husband with his eye on the latest intern at work while his wife, Claire, works from home. His carousing ways come to an end when a mysterious asteroid passes close to Earth.

Suddenly, Claire and the women at work are getting stronger and more aggressive while the men become more feminine versions of themselves. And the changes don't stop with attitude. Something is growing between Claire's legs, and Sam won't be able to get enough of it.

Stolen Sister: Reese has it all. She's beautiful, popular, and leads her boyfriend around by the... nose. Her brother, Terry, struggles to find his place in the world. When a local occult shop opens up, he finds himself in possession of a medallion that will allow him to trade places with his hot sister and get a taste of how the other half lives.

Teacher’s Pet: Professor Petra Alexander finds a new phone app that can help her students focus on her while she teaches. But when she experiments with the app on the voluptuous Goth in her class, Petra discovers her influence can reach farther than academic pursuits. Can she resist the urge to completely alter her student's mind or will she dominate the student as she desires?

The Castle of Solange: In a faraway land, a mighty warrior embarks on a quest to save a princess from the clutches of an evil sorceress. Lycee will climb the Castle of Solange only to discover that not all battles are fought with a sword. Her mind and body will be warped as the sorceress seduces the warrior into being yet another of her mind-controlled servants. A fantasy world of delights awaits!

Rubberwerks 2: An experiment is being conducted. With the promise of a paid adventure, people come to a town under a dome in the middle of the jungle. What they don't know is that they are part of an experiment. Something waits for them beneath the town, a living rubber waiting to claim them. Can anyone survive when corruption feels so good?

Halloween Harem: Desteny and her friends are invited to a party at the mansion owned by the mysterious Nikki Crescent. It's a chance to mingle with the elite of society, to make connections, and to attend a Halloween party like no other. Little do they know, Nikki and her guests have plans for them. The unsuspecting friends will be the guests of honor in a supernatural soiree that will see them transformed into new and delicious versions of themselves.

Snowbunny Sisters: Cam's friends have gone missing and it's up to him to find them. He will find himself on the wrong end of a curse that makes his mind and body into that of a perfect bimbo, and his desire to please the darker men in his life is growing by the minute. Can Cam find a cure for his feminization in time, or is he doomed to let his softer side take over and fall into a life of service to his dark Daddy and his friends?

Dawn of the Goo Girls: An alien experiment gets loose and turns an unsuspecting woman into a creature of passion and goo. While one researcher works to understand this new creature, it has seductive plans of its own.

A Week at the Lake: Danny attends a camp to be a better husband for his new fiancee. As the idyllic camp and its staff seduce him and the other male campers, they are going to learn what life is like as a woman before the week is done. Even if it means pleasing some of the burly male staffers in the process!

Snowbunny Sisters 2: Max is back! When nebbishy Mark catches the eye of Kandii and Max at a bar, a sensual encounter will lead to a world of transformation and obsession with Max's big, addictive charms.

Call of the Faeries 3: Faerie Tale: A trip to a music festival becomes a night of transformative magic. Lost in a magical forest, five travelers find themselves at the mercy of the Fae, creatures of desire who long to add these lost souls to their family - forever.

Mincy’s Way: Daniel's friend Mincy is hot, a little dumb, and always flaunting her life of sexual freedom to her neighbor. When he confesses he'd like to see how Mincy lives, he's led into a web of mind control and feminization that will leave him the sweaty, hungry submissive for a strong black man!

Snowbunny Sisters 3: Ryan and Brad, two up and comers in a successful law firm, go in search of a missing colleague. Their quest leads them to Max and his bevy of sissy beauties. After a wild night, they are infected by Max's magic and seek a cure before their new sissy personas take over completely!

Sissy Therapy: Loner Michael looks for peace through therapy. Little does he know, his sexy therapist is an assertive trans woman with hypnotic charms used to transform Michael into a sissy worth owning. When your mind betrays you, how can you escape its desires?

Sissy Bimbos in Space!: An expedition investigates a farway planet after the colony goes silent. They discover an alien intelligence bent on twisting their bodies and minds into obedient sissy bimbos with one goal - to transform everyone into their image!

Neon Latex: Deidre is the best jockey in the business. When a corporation approaches her to assume an AI persona in an undercover operation, Deidre sees the job as a way out. What she doesn't expect is Madame Moonlight, a hypnotic latex queen who seduces Deidre's persona into a life of obedience. Deidre is merely an observer, right? She can get out anytime, right?

Doll Hunter: Kinsleigh's true crime vlog is desperate for viewers. When she happens upon the story of a missing model, Kinsleigh will chase the mystery to the lair of the mysterious Dukke. The reclusive photographer holds a seductive secret, one that could make Kinsleigh beautiful forever...

Sweet Surrender: Jake's encounter with a seductive stranger leads him to a search for a mysterious business known as SugarSparkle. He discovers old friends seemingly replaced by sultry bimbos. His investigation leads him to SugarSparkle and the wondrous candyland within, an encounter he may never escape!

The Sissy Bimbo Experiment: A Cold War experiment transforms most of the world into sissies and bimbos, eager to serve their new, darker ruling class. Healy leads a small group of rebels making a last-ditch effort to turn the tables. Can the rebellion succeed before they are seduced by the Machine into lives of happy, bouncing servitude?

Masks of Midnight: Two couples travel to the edge of town for a mysterious carnival. There, an enigmatic old woman urges them to don costumes to match their deepest desires. The change in clothing triggers transformations of mind and body, opening new portals of sensual delights. Can they retain their old identities under the spell of Madame Silks, or will they join the carnival forever?

Mind Crimes: When Parliament City's heroes and villains start to disappear, Silver Sparrow leaps into action. She thinks it's a simple mystery. It's something far more dangerous.

Plastic by Day, Pretty by Night: By day, the former players stand frozen in glossy display windows — flawless, feminine, and perfectly posed. Plastic skin. Painted smiles. High heels locked in place. Mannequins. But after dark, the curse shifts.

The GlowUp Protocol: The GlowUp algorithm studies faces, bodies, and social media reactions in real time. Every like becomes data. Every comment becomes a command. And everyone becomes whatever the app desires.

As KayDee Sommers:

Futa Academy 1: How to Make a Succubus: Shy Brittany goes unnoticed through her day, at least until she ducks into her favorite lunchtime sport to admire her crush, Alan. Awaiting her, however, is a beautiful succubus who has her way with Alan and is looking for dessert!

Futa Academy 2: Invasion of the Sorority Bee Girls: For Brittany, life as a futa succubus is full of surprises. Left with little idea of how to lead her new life, Brittany attempts to be the same college girl she always was. The need to feed on the desire of others, though, will lead her to the Beta Sigma Xi sorority, where the college girls are beautiful and very odd. What she discovers will open up a world of possibilities, if she can escape the clutches of the sorority Queen with her mind and body intact!

Futa Academy 3: The Devil and the Futa: After escaping the clutches of Queen Mona and her bee girls, Brittany is summoned to appear before Abaddon, the evil ruler of the underworld, where she expects to be made his concubine. In her search for a way to escape her fate, Brittany finds T.S., the sexy occultist with a possible way out for Brittany. If Brittany can resist making T.S. another victim of her dark desires.

Futa Academy Gaiden: Circe: Set alongside the events of the Futa Academy series, the world of the Immortals is under assault by an unknowing human race. Eager to learn more about the human,s faeries Flirt and Flan are given a mission to live among the humans and learn what they can about the species that threatens the world of magic. An inventive and evil witch has discovered the faeries' plan, however, and has plans of her own for both the faeries, and the mission they have undertaken.

Freshman Re-Orientation: Wallace is a college freshman looking to enjoy his first time away from home. Little does he know that he and his roommate, Ren, are about to go through changes they could never have imagined!

Freshman Re-Orientation 2: As Wallace embraces his new life as the sissy Wendy, he and his feminized roommate discover the true purpose of the changes they've experienced. While their minds and bodies become perfectly girly, they begin to explore their new lusts and urges. A new imperative emerges - to find dates to the big school dance where they can satisfy their sissy hunger and recruit more for the project that has changed them.

Freshman Re-Orientation 3: A new year, a new school, but more feminizing, seductive evil lurks for Brian as he begins class at Llewellyn University. Enticed by the beguiling Kate, Brian finds his body and very soul twisted into something less than a man.

Freshman Re-Orientation 4: Big Sisters: Tyler has come to MacIntyre College in pursuit of his fantasy - his high school crush, Becky. When he and several other students are assigned big sisters in the Alpha Theta sorority, Tyler is taken under Becky's wing, but the pleasure of her company harbors a darker secret.

Freshman Re-Orientation 5: Home Ec: With Tyler now transformed into the sissy Taylor, a new world is opening up for the feminized boy. Under the tutelage of the domineering Miss Slade, Taylor will learn what it truly means to become a sissy.

Freshman Re-Orientation 6: Revolt of the Sissies: Taylor has been captured from Llewellyn College by a former student with one goal in mind - take down Dean Slade and free the transformed sissies. With the aid of a new student, can the reformed sissies resist their carnal urges and free the others? Or will Slade and her feminizing friends trap the sissies forevermore?

The Island of Dr. Whoreau: Detective Frank Lane follows the beautiful and wealthy Ruth Van Patton to a remote island in search of Ruth's sister. When they arrive, Lane suspects the lair of a cult, but the truth is far more sinister and far more transformational than he could have ever suspected.

Witchy Woman: The QB Curse: Reggie Baker has it all - the cheerleader girlfriend, renown as the star quarterback of the college team, and a bright future all waiting for him. But his wandering eye finds the bewitching Selene too sweet a temptation to resist. With a healthy dose of charm, Reggie seduces the gorgeous Selene, unaware that his latest conquest has powers he couldn't imagine! When his deception is discovered, Selene finds the perfect revenge, and Reggie will never be the same!

Venus Vanity: Cassidy and Mattie are local losers, out drinking beers and looking for trouble when they find themselves drawn to a new shop in town - Venus Vanity. Inside, they find themselves under the thrall of a beautiful goddess with visions of a new world, and these two boys will be only her first victims!

Cosplay Cutie: Ben's new house has it all - an attic bedroom for home, a secret room, and the spirit of a girl who is all too ready to use Ben's body as a way to get what she wants. Consuming him with thoughts of passion, Ben's new friend is changing him in ways he could have never imagined and now he may never be his old self again!

Night’s Wood: Urg is a fierce warrior. Eveline is a half-elf priestess. When a fateful errand unleashes a curse, they find themselves inhabiting the other's body and must make their way to the witch who has doomed them to life as another gender.

The Wig: A webcam girl falls prey to a jealous former employer and all that's left of her is a wig made from her hair and the desire for revenge. When a former fan comes into possession of the wig made from Honey Domain's hair, he unlocks something sensual and supernatural. The wig will transform the wearer into the living embodiment of sensual revenge.

Magical Makeover: Kyra and Titus are outcasts at the Narton School for Witchcraft. The adventurous Kyra wants to investigate the mysterious clock tower, which results in a magical accident granting her great power. Enough power to turn Titus into the girl of Kyra's dreams. But Titus has plans of his own, and his attempts to subvert Kyra's plans may place them both in jeopardy of losing more than their student status at the witch academy!

Turnabout: Chris thought he was made to be a Dominant. But when he attends a local BDSM group meeting, he meets the enigmatic and alluring Renee, who is eager to show Chris his proper place. Soon, he will find himself molded into the submissive Renee most desires, and he may have no choice but to obey!

Trilogy of Temptation: In this three-story collection, a lecherous security guard finds his comeuppance in the form of real magic; a reclusive pornographic actress grants an exclusive interview to a reporter unaware of her true intentions; and, a gorgeous woman on a night out meets a pair of young men and grants them a night of pleasure - but is she who she seems?

Starting Over: Terrance has been a little too free with his hands around his co-workers and is sent for counseling into the clutches of the gorgeous Dr. Deveraux. Terrance discovers Deveraux's methods are uncovering new feelings inside him... feminine feelings. But are these his own desires, or something more insidious? As his body changes, the truth will become all too clear and his life will never be the same!

The Girl in 2F: It begins with the body of girl dressed in latex, found dead in an alley. The mystery of the girl's identity and how she came to be there will dog Detective Jack Palmer enough to do something rash...

Changed Into My Wife’s Sister: Carl thinks his trip to the mall with his wife is just a nuisance, but he'll be changed forever by her scheme involving a magical salon and a shopping trip designed to help him be the best girl he can be!

Blackmailed Into Beauty: Mark has always kept the secret of his cross-dressing from his wife, but on one fateful day, she will discover his hidden passions and twist them into her own desires - a feminized husband to serve her and please her! While his wife makes increasingly dramatic demands, his co-worker, Donna, joins in the fun and no place is safe from further changes to Mark's body!

Sissy Sage: Jason has always been small and weak, a shy and reserved young man. When he meets his college crush Alyson, she lures him into a night he'll never forget! Jason becomes Sage, a girl who is given free reign to indulge his innermost fantasies, and some he's never conceived of before.

Bound to Womanhood: Phil loves his wife. When she asks him to visit her therapist, he agrees, but nothing can prepare him for the journey his new therapist and wife will guide him on. Inch by inch, Phil is losing his control to his wife, and now he is no longer sure he wants to stop it. With every stocking and heel, something is changing in Phil, and his mental bondage may be matched only by the physical.

Mother’s Day: Awake in a strange place, Parker struggles to recall how he came to be here and why he is so compelled to dress himself in such feminine clothes. With his very masculinity on the line, can he resist the lure of a new life with Mother? Who or what is Mother and who are these women so devoted to her?

Hallowitch: Milton is home for Halloween, eager for the night to fall so he can indulge in his cross-dressing fantasies. His new robe comes with a surprise - a resurrected witch! Constance gives Milton a new body and a new outlook on life and even manages to capture the nosy neighbor in her magical web.

And you can find much more at www.LykaBloom.com!

Thank you so much for reading and please offer your feedback!

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcP3.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcP2.jpg
A BNWO / Sissy Transformation Story





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		PART ONE: The Way of the World

		PART TWO: How to Be Useful

		PART THREE: First Day on the Job

		PART FOUR: The Blur

		PART FIVE: Good Behavior

		PART SIX: Surrender

		EPILOGUE: Resistance

		About the Author

		More from Lyka




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69






