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PART ONE: FINDERS KEEPERS


1. Carrie

Regret is a real bitch. It’s unavoidable, Carrie thought, but that didn’t mean it was a welcome companion. She hadn’t thought about Mike in a while, and then here he was. Here she was. Filling up her social media. Who would have known that timid little Michael would become… this?

She went by Mika, now. She was slender at the waist, but that accentuated her hourglass figure. She had a bubble ass, a great pair of tits, and the plastic surgery done was obvious, but that didn’t make it any less attractive. In short, Mika was fucking hot. 

Carrie had gone through some changes of her own. Back in college, when she and Michael were dating, she thought a straight relationship was the only thing that made sense. It certainly didn’t occur to her that she might be gay. After a trio of boyfriends and their lackluster attempts to get her off, she realized it wasn’t the guys she was with. It was that they were guys at all. She’d always enjoyed the appearance of a pretty girl, and especially the girl next door types. Once she started considering them as more than objects of admiration, she enjoyed the heat between her legs revving up when she considered what they’d look like on their backs, her head nestled between their firm thighs. 

Carrie was ever the alt girl. She was pale-skinned. Her hair was dark, even before she dyed it a deep jet hue. She only had one tattoo, that of a butterfly dripping ink from its wings onto an open book - a symbol of her transformation from common alt girl to butch dyke and the journaling and poetry that went along with it. She liked her makeup dark and her women weak. 

Her last conquest was a pretty, wispy thing fresh from small-town America. She’d come to the city to try her hand at fashion design. After a couple of drinks, and plenty of suggestions by Carrie, they ended up making out in the freight elevator that led to Carrie’s oldest artist friend’s loft. Within a week, Carrie was fingerbanging her in her dorm room. After two, Carrie had the petite girl on her knees while Carrie held her face against her bush, the girl’s tongue doing acrobatics to get Carrie off. Once she’d made Carrie cum, Carrie tossed her aside. She was fine, but a lot of work. And not nearly submissive enough for Carrie’s taste.

Maybe that’s what attracted her to Mika’s posts. In almost every picture, she wore a maid’s uniform or a body stocking or some costume or outfit that displayed her impressive body. There was no sense of decorum, only an awareness that Mika’s was made to please, and so that’s what she promised in her pictures. Carrie could do wonders with a trans girl who seemed determined to bimbofy herself.

There were no addresses attached to her socials. Despite the frequent posts, Mika remained enigmatic. Carrie wondered where she’d gone between their brief relationship in college until now. The only clue of any kind to Mika’s whereabouts was her mention of her therapist. The therapist was hot, too, but a little old for Carrie. And she had the vibe of a woman who didn’t get on her knees for anyone. Too bad, so sad.

Carrie regretted not having stayed in touch, not having been there for this delicious transition from the too self-aware boy she’d known into this sex kitten. It was probably a wild goose chase, but Carrie decided to reach out to the therapist. The woman wouldn’t be able to offer an address or details, but maybe she could pass a message along to Mika. A phone number and a compliment, a ticket to a ride Carrie hoped to take. 

In her exposed-brick loft, Carrie worried her way through a note, trying to walk the line between too casual and too desperate. When she thought she had it, she looked up the therapist: Rachel Collins. She opened her email and typed the handwritten note into the body of the email, despising the impersonality of the white field and blinking line of a cursor. 

When it was done, she hesitated. It was probably foolish. She’d probably never hear a word from the therapist or Mika. No harm in trying, Carrie decided, and hit send.


2. Rachel

I know I shouldn’t enjoy watching Mika squeeze into a tight black skirt as much as I do, but I just couldn’t help it. When she came to me, all those months ago, she was a plain, boring, self-involved guy with no real friends and no close family. A perfect subject for my experimentation. He was bright, even funny. That didn’t mean I was enamored with his brain. Charming, witty, clever guys are a dime a dozen. They don’t hold much interest for me. But one without social ties, whose disappearance and re-emergence as a woman… now that was interesting. 

All it took was years of training and practice as both psychologist and hypnotist. By the time Michael came along, I was ready to see what I could do. Could I, I wondered, break down a young man’s psyche and completely rebuild it in the image I desired? 

Considering my subject was struggling to get the skirt over her round ass and hadn’t bothered to search for a zipper to make the job easier was all the confirmation I needed. Had I made his intelligence vanish? Or was it still there, buried beneath an avalanche of bimbo thoughts and urges I gave him? Did it matter?

“Are you finished?” I called.

I knew she wasn’t. She was still in the walk-in closet attached to her room. I had cameras all over the house so that I could watch her in her idle moments. In that way, I could verify none of the old personality crept out of the pink haze. And it allowed me the pleasure of stroking my girlcock while I watched the confused bimbo slut navigate the most basic tasks.

“Not yet!” she sang from down the hall. 

Mika never asked how I knew what she was doing. I guess she thought I knew everything all the time.

“Try the zipper on the side, you brainless whore.”

Mika frowned and twisted to see the zipper on the side. She slid it down and easily fit the short skirt over her admirable rump.

“Thank you, Goddess!” 

She giggled and completed dressing, hurrying out of the closet and down the hall to attend me. Moving her into my home was a gamble on the off-chance someone did come looking for Michael, the clay I’d used to make Mika, but no one had so far. And she was the perfect maid at home, and a capable secretary at my office. As long as the tasks were simple ones and I reminded her where she was on her list of tasks. Left alone too long, one could find Mika staring into space with a vacant smile plastered on her surgery-enhanced face. 

She knew to come to me when she was dressed. Both for inspection and to dress me. Fuck, it felt good to be treated like a queen. I’d been toying with the idea of getting a sister for Mika, but the ingredients for removing someone from their life were very specific. 

I stood for her while she dressed me in matching black lace panties and a bra. Mika wasn’t the only one who’d benefited from plastic surgery, but my tits were a healthy C where hers were EEs. If you made a bimbo, you had to make it right. Mika cooed when she saw I was erect, but I waved her plump lips away.

“Not yet. Maybe tonight. I want you begging for it.”

“Yes, Goddess,” she purred. 

My skirt was knee-length and suede, with a silk cream top. The neckline was work-safe and enticing. My hair, chestnut and long, flowed down my shoulders and kissed the middle of my back. I gave it a little twist up into a bun to secure my professional appearance. A pair of sensible, pointed heels finished the outfit. I looked good, and my hidden hard-on had me energized for the day ahead. 

Mika drove while I checked emails in the back. Most were spam or requests for new patients. One sent my heart plummeting to my polished heels. Some bitch named Carrie. An old flame of Mika’s. I thought she was sniffing around for details about Michael and how he’d gone missing. But she mentioned Mika by name. And her language celebrated the transition. This girl wasn’t a threat. She was a fucking fan. 

The day grew dark as Mika guided the long sedan into the underground garage. I hadn’t noticed we were so close to the office, perched on the twentieth floor of a forty-story building. I wasn’t in the penthouse, not yet, but a few more Mikas and I might get there. My success with Mika filled me wth all sorts of unethical thoughts. I knew I shouldn’t even entertain the ideas that drifted through my mind, most of them money-making ventures of the most sordid kind. 

What if I asked Mika to be a whore for me? Would she even hesitate? 

I dismissed the idea because I am a jealous goddess. Mika belongs to me, and I want no other to taste her mindless pleasures. But another? That I could accept. And what if that as-yet unwilling whore was a former flame of my personal servant and bimbo? Wasn’t there a sort of sexy symmetry to that?

The elevator doors slid open and Mika trailed me to the office. My head swam with possibility. First things first. I had a full docket of clients, including a new one today, so I had to focus. But how those images of sluts at my command pole-danced through my head.


3. Reese

He saw the therapist enter. Her slender, shapely legs. The curve of her ass. Proud breasts beneath an expensive blouse. The bimbo following with her mincing steps was more overtly sexual, but Dr. Collins was sublime. Beautiful, confident, strong. Everything Reese wanted to be. 

He loathed himself for the very desire. How stupid was it to want to be a woman like Dr. Collins when he was a shell of a man? He had nothing. Was nothing. But wasn’t that the whole reason he’d decided to go to therapy? Maybe give himself a little bit of peace?

He waited until the therapist and her companion went up the elevator and gave it another twenty count for good measure. He didn’t want either of them to think he was a creepy stalker. A normal man might have simply exited his car and ridden up with them, but his heart was too weak, his will too soft for that. Instead, he waited until he could be alone.

“Do you often find yourself alone?”

Fifteen minutes and a clipboard full of paperwork later and Dr. Collins was seated in a chair beside him. He reclined on a sofa. The stereotypical therapist arrangement. She closed the vertical blinds and lowered the lights in the room. A flame danced over the rim of a fat candle between Dr. Collins and himself.

“Yes. Most of the time. I mean, I work, but that’s really the only time I’m with other people. I spend most of my time online.”

“But that doesn’t satisfy your loneliness.” It wasn’t a question. “What sorts of things do you do online? Gaming? Chat rooms?”

“Sure, yeah. Some gaming. I like this one MMO. That’s, uh-”

“An online multiplayer game. I’m not as old as I look.” 

She smirked.

“You don’t look old at all,” he said quickly. “You look young. And beautiful. Oh, I’m not sure if I’m supposed to say that.”

“I think it’s perfectly natural to tell a woman she is beautiful. I appreciate it, Reese.”

There was something about the way she said his name that made him squirm on the leather sofa. 

“I don’t really do chat rooms. I thought about some online dating, but I never have.”

“What else? You said ‘some gaming.’ Is that all you do?”

He inhaled. Held it. Was he going to go through with it? Was he going to be honest? Something he’d never been with anyone else? He was paying her, right? She was his employee. And there were all kinds of rules about confidentiality. Fuck it.

“I like this one hypnosis site. I watch it a lot.”

Dr. Collins dropped her pen. She must be disgusted, he decided. His cheeks burned red and he paused, waiting for her to respond. 

“Go on,” she prompted, her voice flat. 

“It’s for… well, like, if you want to think you’re a girl for a little while.”

He waited again. He wasn't sure if the bomb was ticking or if it had gone off already. Any second and he was sure he’d be asked to leave. 

“And what is the name of this site?”

“It’s, uh, called HypnoVid.”

She scribbled a note.

“And are there any videos in particular that you like on this site?”

“Are you actually going to go?”

“I might. If it’s something you like, I want to know why. You don’t have to be ashamed,” Collins said. She had her pen tucked in the corner of her mouth. Reese could see the tip of her pink tongue tickling the nub. Her legs were crossed over one another and he was sure he could make out the lines of garters keeping her black stockings up. Reese felt the roll of flesh between his legs as his cock stiffened. He wasn’t hard, not yet, but if he lingered on Dr. Collins’s legs for much longer, he would be. And this after he confessed his greatest secret to her. 

Well, not exactly. But he’d given her the key to unlocking his secret. 

“There’s one video I like. It’s about hypnosis, so, ya know, it’s spirals and music playing and stuff.”

“I’m aware,” Collins added with a subtle curl of one corner of her mouth. 

“Anyways, it’s supposed to make you more girly. And, like, very into being told what to do by women.”

“You like it when women command you?”

Reese squirmed at the word. Command. 

“I guess so.”

“Why do you think that is?”

Collins uncrossed and recrossed her legs on the other side. He didn’t mean to, hadn’t even known it was coming, and he released a little squeak as he watched her legs move, heard the rustle of nylon-on-nylon. 

“I don’t know. I just do. Maybe you can tell me.”


4. Rachel

Holy shit! At the risk of being vulgar, what has dropped into my lap is nothing short of miraculous. Just like Mika. No, better than Mika. Mika didn’t come pre-packaged with all the desires I wanted to implant in her. This little bit of candy is practically opening his skull and laying bare his brain for me to fuck with.

I have some work to do. I need to follow up on his contacts. Ensure that he really is alone before I start making the kind of changes people will notice. If all that shakes out, I need to investigate this website. Probably one I’ve visited before and found it hackneyed and silly. But if he’s watching… oh, the things I can do to him if I know what he’s looking for. I should have asked more questions, but I was practically coming out of my chair when he told me how much he likes a strong woman to take charge. You’re in luck, buddy-boy. I am about to fuck his brain six ways from Sunday.


PART TWO: PROGRAMMING


1. Reese

Dr. Collins sent an unexpected message to Reese through his email. The assignment was twofold: first, he would make a list of the exact titles of the videos he most enjoyed and he would email the therapist back with the titles. Second, he would make a list of the people he was closest with and how long he had known them, as well as the nature of the relationship. That would be a much shorter list.

Maybe it was because of his hidden desires that Reese didn’t connect with others. It was difficult to become bosom buddies with someone who can never really know the truest version of yourself. So Reese remained aloof. He was cordial, even friendly, but he didn’t socialize. Didn’t go out. Only a few distant family members texted him, and those were only messages sent on holidays or birthdays. 

Reese felt the loneliness in his life like an ache in the middle of him. This was what drove him to therapy. It was that or self-destruction. 

He hadn’t seriously considered taking his life, but, more and more, he found himself wondering what kind of life it was that made him feel so hollow. He was tempted to throw himself into the world of his fantasies, to become the feminized and slutty version of himself he imagined. But what sort of life would that be? It was like wishing he could live on the moon or sprout wings and fly. It was wishcasting and nothing more. 

His day would end the same way it always ended. He would watch sissy transformation hypnosis videos until he fell asleep to them, stroking and dreaming of pleasure well beyond his reach. 


2. Carrie

Rachel Collins was accommodating, if nothing else. The therapist answered Carrie’s email promptly, inviting Carrie to join her at Collins’s office to discuss Mika. She knew of Mika’s whereabouts and could arrange a meeting. The email contained a hint of suggestion:

Join us for a chat and let’s see where things go. I appreciate your admiration of Mika, and I know she appreciates it, too. We both look forward to offering a chance to express that appreciation in person.

Carrie had never engaged in a menage-a-trois, but one with the more mature, but still sexy as hell therapist, and the bimbofied former flame wasn’t the worst idea. She would be the odd woman out, all goth aesthetic and chunky thighs. Collins and Mika were both slender, except in the places Mika wasn’t, but that’s what gave her the hourglass bimbo shape. Mika’s waist and calves and arms were thin while the rest of her swelled from those extremities. 

As the day of their meeting grew closer, Carrie imagined what she might say. Would she simply offer her compliments, give her old boyfriend-turned-bimbo a perfunctory hug and fuck off out of there, or would she linger? Would she ask for a second meeting? What did Carrie really want out of this? To fuck Mika? Maybe. Or maybe it was to get a first-hand look at someone who had enough of their former, unsatisfying life and decided to change. Maybe that’s what Carrie wanted, too. A chance to change.


3. Rachel

The sound of Mika slurping when she sucks my shecock is one of the finest sounds in the world. It keeps me hard even after I’ve fed her my thick load. I want to cum in her hair and have her work all day with the clumping, sticky wad in her hair, just to see if any of my “normal” patients see it. It’s a filthy fantasy, but that’s the fun of it.

While she blows me, I think of Reese. And I think of this other one, Carrie. The former girlfriend. Mike doesn’t seem to remember her, but her brain has been so thoroughly fucked by my tinkering, she probably doesn’t remember she was ever anything but my personal slut. 

No matter. The thought of playing with Mika’s former lover turns me on. Reese and Carrie. Carrie and Reese. I know what I want to do with them both. With Reese, I think I can get away with it. I’m not so sure about the other. But I intend to try. We’ll see after the first meeting. I have a little surprise waiting for Carrie. But Reese is first on my list. I have a surprise for him, too.

His appointment comes only two weeks after the first. I tell him I want to do two a month until we have him stabilized. We might even have to go one a week until he feels secure and safe. I leave out the fact that he will certainly be joining me every week. And maybe twice a week once his addictions take hold. 

He’s in the parking garage when Mika pulls into our designated space. I see him watching, half-hidden by the shadows cast by the long bars of light overhead. He’s in the corner. It doesn’t disturb or alarm me. He’s shy. He wants to watch Mika and me from a distance, unseen. Because I know he’s watching, I pat Mika’s ass on our way to the elevator and allow my hand to linger on her round rump. I hope he imagines being her. I want him to want it when I dangle the promise of his transformation in front of his pretty green eyes.

He waits for ten minutes before he follows us up, taking his place in the waiting room. I watch him from my laptop, the angle from the corner where the security camera stares down with its steady red light. Finally, I send a message to Mika to send him in.

He’s adorably out of sorts when he enters, taking his place on the reclined sofa chair. I have the blinds closed today so the office is dim, and slats of light fall on the floor behind us like an old noir film. He’s not looking at those bright lines behind him. He’s looking at the screen mounted on the wall. 

Right now, it only displays the home page of HypnoVids. I can see the panic on his face, like I opened his closet and found his stash of dresses. I wonder if he has such a stash. If not, he will soon. 

“You recognize the site?” I ask. I know he does. I just want him to admit it. To begin to confess his deepest secrets to me. 

“Yes. That’s the one I told you about.”

“The one you visit. The one you watch and pleasure yourself to?”

There was a pause as he mustered the courage to answer. Eventually he said, “Yes.”

“You sound like you’re ashamed of it.”

“I guess I am. I mean, it’s like, that’s not normal behavior.”
I can’t help but laugh. He’s not entirely wrong. It’s outside the norm. But here I can actually play the role of caring therapist.

“Reese, there is no such thing as normal. There are standard deviations and norms and means, but everyone has their quirks. I have my own interests and passions that fall outside those norms. Everybody does. We keep them private, so you sharing yours with me will feel awkward at first. But, I hope you understand I am not here to judge you. My only goal is to help you lead the happiest life you can.”

He processed, chewing on my words in silence. 

“I go to this site every night.”

There it was. The door to his core persona opening a little wider.

“I appreciate you sending me the list of your favorite videos. I noticed a few things they had in common. Remember, this is not judgment on my part. This is simple analysis. Understand?”

“Yes, Dr. Collins.”

I referred to my tablet. Not like I needed the prompts. I memorized the list. I’d needed it to create a few videos of my own. Thank goodness for AI, right? A few prompts to Claude and I had an eight-minute trance loaded and ready to go. 

“You prefer sissy training videos, especially those that have a strong emphasis on female dominance and service to those women. And something called Candi Sleep. Those seem to be efforts to replace your current personality with one that could be more fairly described as a ‘bimbo.’ Would it be fair to say that your fantasy is to be a sexy bimbo controlled by a more powerful woman?”

“Yeah, I mean, I guess. Yes.”

His hands twisted in his lap, his legs bent and extended. He was a squirming mess. What a poor, simple man. It was almost too easy.

“And is this the reason you haven’t formed a single close friendship? The same reason you and your family have become so distant?”

“I think so.”

“Can I suggest something to you?”

“Yeah. Of course.” 

He straightened up a little. Now that his secrets were all out in the open, his speech came quicker. It matters if we are seen as who we are, or who we want to be. 

“The greatest issue we face, Reese, is that you have your feet in two worlds, but so tentatively that you cannot live fully in either world. There is the so-called normal world of nine-to-five jobs and watching football with friends on the weekend… whatever you file away in your brain as ‘normal.’ And there is the other world. The one in which you explore the desires that you hide from everyone. The one in which you reveal that self you have chosen to hide. The only question is, which of these worlds represents your most authentic self? Once we know that, we will know what steps are next.”

He opened his mouth to speak, but I held up a hand to still his tongue.

“I don’t want you to answer. I want you to think about it. For now, I want to observe you watching one of the videos you sent me. I think it's important I get an honest look at this part of you.”

Before he could protest, I hit the play button on the display mounted to the wall in front of him. It flickered to life, and the background glowed pink. It started with a warning, imagine that, telling the viewer that this induction was dangerous. That it could really affect one’s personality.

I’d previewed the video already, so I knew what I was dealing with. It wasn’t terrible, but it wasn’t the kind of hardcore induction it purported to be. The content was made up of some flashing subliminals, words and phrases designed to implant random thoughts: I’m a good sissy, I’m a cockslut, I like being girly. You get the idea. This was accompanied by a wavering tone playing beneath, the kind you used to spike delta waves in the listener. The other piece was a series of video clips of femboys and sissies sucking cock. It turned me on, but it wasn’t the kind of video that would actually incept desires. It might tweak desires already there, but that was easy. 

I pretended to observe and make notes like I was charting his responses. Really, I wanted him to get turned on. I wanted him to begin associating being in my presence with freedom and arousal. 

The video lasted four squirming, lip-smacking minutes. When it was over, I turned the television off and faced Reese, swapping which side my legs were crossed on to draw attention to my thighs. I knew I had a good body. The hormones and workouts had done their magic, and I’d augmented the rest with surgery. Being attractive was part of my manipulation. 

“Did you enjoy that?”

“Yes.” 

Poor thing was practically panting. If his obvious hunger kept up, I might start panting a little myself. He would be an easy surrender, but the real joy would be making of him something he never expected or intended. 

“I want you to search for something new,” I told him, and gave him the precise keywords that would lead him to my creation. 

We wrapped the session, and I had him linger by the door. When I spoke, I laid my manicured hand on his chest, whispered low to him. I made us intimates. The way he locked onto my soft brown eyes almost made me feel sorry for him. He was a neurotic puppy of a man, and he’d already do almost anything I asked. I only had to get rid of the ‘almost.’ But, now, I needed him to leave. I had a new patient arriving.

Carrie was a pleasant surprise. She was a little chunky for my tastes, but that was easily resolved. I liked her pale skin, almost porcelain. I liked her dark aesthetic. I liked her eager nervousness. She was an ex of Mika’s, but I saw a hint of desire when she looked at me. Bisexual. Very fun. 

Mika was out, intentionally. I would bring Mika in when it was most useful. I pretended my secretary was out, and I greeted the cherubic goth myself. Ushering her into the office, I enjoyed the way the fishnets she wore contrasted with her cream-colored legs. I chastened myself for imagining her surrendering already. Who knew if she was as disconnected as I hoped she was. It would be too good for Reese and Carrie to be adrift in the world, enough so for me to take them away. 

“Please, have a seat.”

I gestured her to the chair where Reese had practically creamed his jeans watching the hypnosis video moments ago. There wasn’t a starker difference between my first patient and the girl I very much wanted to be my next patient. 

“How do you know Mika?” I began.

“We dated. Not for a long time or anything, but we went out some.”

“What was he like back then?”

“Quiet. Nervous.” Carrie reclined lazily on the sofa, winding and unwinding her fingers together. “I thought he might have been gay, even before he transitioned.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah. It wasn’t anything specific. I mean, he wasn’t effeminate exactly. He was just… sensitive. He listened, you know? More than most guys in college.”

I nodded, pretended to make some notes. I knew from my sessions with Mika, before she was my mindless slut, that she’d been shy. Carrie wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t know, but that wasn’t the point. I needed her to open up to me so I could poke and prod at some other aspects of her person. I admired her thick legs. I wondered if I could change them.

“When I asked him out - I was the one who did the asking - I thought he was going to puke. He looked scared of me, but I knew he liked me. He liked my ass, I think.”

She did have a nice, round, wide ass. I imagined it bared for me, a true pale moon staring back at me. I was going to make myself hard if I kept that kind of thinking up. I refrained from agreeing with her about the relative appeal of her backside.

“But we went out. We fucked a couple of times. He loved my tits, too.”

She said it matter-of-factly, recounting the experience without shame or emotion. She did have a great set of tits, hidden beneath her dark velvet dress at present. I’d change that, too.

I gave my nods of affirmation and encouragement as she told me more of what I already knew. I was picturing Carrie nude and wanting. I wondered if she was tattooed. She would be soon, if she wasn’t.

“What about friends?” I asked during a pause. “Did you run in the same social circles.”

“If not having one means we ran in the same circles, I guess we did. We met at the student center through a couple of mutual classmates. The kind of people you talk to on campus, but you don’t really hang out with or anything.”

“Mika didn’t have close friends or family. Did you bond over that? Is that something you shared?”

She chuffed a knowing laugh. “Maybe that’s why we got along so well. Neither of us had anyone.”

“I hope you don’t mind me prying; nature of being a therapist, I guess, but has that continued? Have you found a community?”

The fiddling of her fingers ceased, and she looked down at her spiked ankle boots. 

“Maybe that’s why I wanted to track Mika down. I wanted to see how she’s doing. Maybe make a friend again.”

I nodded again, the old therapist standby to register interest and concern. Inside, fireworks were going off. I couldn’t believe my luck.

“Can you excuse me for one second? I’ll be right back.”

I stood, smoothed my skirt, and excused myself to the lobby. There was an innocuous-looking set of switches built into the desk Mika normally occupied. They’d been in the OFF position since Mika lost the last of her will. Now, I flipped the two on the left, leaving two others turned off. 

I slid back into the office where Carrie sat waiting. 

“You turned on music?”

“I hope you don’t mind. It’s very light. Having something soothing in the background can help the process.”

“Process?”

“Therapy,” I said, as if that answered everything.

“Oh, are you my therapist now?”

“For the day I am,” I said. 

The first switch turned on the light music, barely above the range of hearing. The second started the subliminals. The ones that would make Carrie desire to be near me.

“And if you choose to continue, I’m sure we can work an agreeable payment plan.”

“That’s very kind,” she said, though I could tell she was uncertain about the whole thing. I only needed to keep her talking a while longer. Let the subliminals sink in. 

“I am nothing if not kind. Now, let’s hear about where you were before college.”


4. Carrie

Carrie tossed her keys across the foyer and into the bowl. They circled, rattled, and settled at the bottom of the porcelain. A pitcher sat in the middle of it for many years, but it was broken when her wide hip slammed the table in the entryway. Another part of her past that was gone now. 

The thought of all those empty spaces where friends and family used to be depressed her, but Carrie had a pleasant little hum despite that. She was thinking about Dr. Collins. Sure, the therapist was smoking hot, but it wasn’t only her beauty that had ensnared Carrie’s attention. It was her eyes. Deep and brown and rich, like soft chocolate. She imagined commercials where chocolate spun as it was being made, slowly churned. Collins’s eyes were like that. Spiraling pools that made Carrie want to stare until she was sinking into them. 

Her velvet dress climbed over her head. Carrie replaced it with a sports bra and shorts, both black. She had an aesthetic to uphold, after all. Her pale skin contrasted nicely. Carrie didn’t think about that, not consciously, but her instincts had her buying the darkest clothes to make her ghostly skin stand out. 

Before leaving, Collins sent Carrie an audio file that was supposed to help her relax and sleep. It was early, the sun just now tipping over the horizon, but Carrie couldn’t resist slipping it on. Her earbuds fit snugly in her ears and she leaned back on her overstuffed couch, kicking her feet up on the arm. 

The file was soft music and a fainter hum played beneath it, a sound like an itch that she couldn’t quite scratch. Her eyes drooped after only a couple of minutes, and then she slept, Rachel Collins’s subliminal voice seeping into Carrie’s brain.


5. Reese

Fuck, he was horny. It was brain-blocking how much he wanted to please himself, but he promised Dr. Collins he wouldn’t. She told him watching his videos was fine, but he shouldn’t pleasure himself to them. Most of the videos on HypnoVids he liked were about some form of chastity anyway. Online Mistresses who promised to control their remote submissive’s sexual release. He liked the idea, but he had no will to resist finishing himself while he watched.

But Dr. Collins told him, and that was different. She was just down the road. She was the one he promised to keep a journal for now. A journal that would record which videos he watched, how many times, and whether he’d been able to resist making himself cum while watching them. 

Beyond those rules, she urged Reese to explore. If he was caught between two worlds, she advised, he should plant himself squarely in one for a few weeks to see if it was more than mere fantasy. Instead of the “normal” life, Reese chose to pursue the sissy life first. That was the one that brought him the most pleasure, after all. 

So, here he was, scrolling through the newest HypnoVids releases. He bookmarked the ones that suggested sissy training or female dominance, as long as the ratings for the video were over 80% in the user ratings. 

One leaped out at him: Sissy Service by Madame Alpha. The thumbnail was a pink spiral. Pretty boring as thumbnails went, but the rating was a healthy 93%. 

Before starting the video, Reese closed the blinds, even as the darkness grew beyond the walls of his nondescript apartment. The walls were bare, the furniture utilitarian, the counters empty of photos. It could have been a sparsely furnished showroom apartment. At least he was clean. 

Finally, all was ready. He took a seat before his computer, one of the few things he’d spent money to purchase: a higher-end machine. A soundbar was connected beneath a pair of monitors. On one, his email and reminders. On the other, the paused video filled the screen. 

The comfortable computer chair squealed while he leaned back and loosened the basketball shorts he’d changed into. One hand closed on his limp member and the other hit PLAY. 

The sound seized him. It wavered and warbled while a spiral turned. A white ball bounced across the screen. Disappeared and reappeared. A spiral turned in the background. Words flashed around the spiral's perimeter. Voices spoke, layered atop one another. More images flashed. In a matter of seconds, Reese found himself unable to look away. He didn’t want to look away, but he was unsure he could if he wanted to. The images flashed quickly, hardly enough time to register a pretty face, or a blonde with bolt-on tits, or a sexy slut on her knees with her mouth open. 

The voices in the background were repeating “Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience.” 

Then came the honeyed voice directing the trance: “You stand at the top of a long staircase. You are comfortable. Relaxed. At the bottom of the stairway, you see soft, warm sand, waiting for you to step into. You take the first step down. As you descend, you feel even more relaxed. You want to be relaxed. You love the idea of feeling free and empty.”

Reese watched. He listened. He felt his body go slack in the chair. His mouth hung open. And the voice continued guiding him to the bottom of the stairs. The others told him how pleasing it would be to obey. The spiral turned, drawing him deeper down. The quickly-shuffling images were arousing, but he couldn’t bring himself to stroke his hard cock, the way he normally did when he watched these trances. He could only watch as the voice took him further down the stairs until he was almost at the bottom. 

Somewhere around the second step from the bottom, he ceased to think in any meaningful way and merely obeyed. Just like the voice promised, it was pure pleasure.


PART THREE: SINKING


1. Rachel

Time flies. One of the truisms of life. It felt like only yesterday I discovered not one but two socially isolated subjects. In between all my usual patients, the ones suffering from trauma or struggling with relationship issues, they filled most of the days. They supplemented the work I did with the others. Reese and Carrie. My toys. 

They didn’t know they were owned, not yet. But after six weeks of twice-a-week sessions, their brains were becoming nice and mushy for me. 

Sessions with Carrie occurred before Reese. She required less persuasion, as it happened. She had no anchors to the world around her, and I had no work to do in getting her to embrace her gender or sexuality. Not to judge, but Carrie was a willing slut before I ever got my hands on her, or my words in her brain. She wasn’t a very good slut, too reserved for that, but she had me to help her come out of her more puritanical shell. It was always easier when the subject wanted the changes I had in mind. 

I sent her to the gym after the first week. I liked her curves, you understand, but my game was in manipulating her, not enjoying Carrie for who she was. So, I casually suggested that she might be more attractive to others if she spent a little time in the gym. Some squats to tone up her ass, some work on her legs and belly, extra cardio to get rid of her pudgy torso. And, after over a month of it, I noticed how her body was starting to change. 

Part of her conditioning, achieved by the music I created for her, was in implanting the idea that to be attractive to other people was the very definition of beauty. One must be appealing if one were to be considered truly attractive. Once she accepted that idea, it was a simple matter of defining what other people found attractive. And a toned, healthy body was now a fundamental part of what Carrie considered sexy. 

I could see her legs thinning beneath the usual fishnets, and the dramatic bend of her waist suggested she was getting wasp-ish in her figure. She turned me on, I won’t lie about that. I wanted to fuck her goth brains out. But, more than that, I wanted to utterly transform her, so I could fuck the doll of my own creation. 

“How does it feel, leading your healthier lifestyle?”

“I feel sooo much better,” she half-moaned. “I see guys looking at me all the time now. And some of the girls, too. I have a small confession to make. When I catch someone looking at me at the gym, I get kinda horny. Sometimes…”

She paused, and I saw a soft pink hue color her cheeks.

“Go on,” I prodded.

“I get so excited, I have to go home and masturbate.”

“I don’t think that’s anything you have to be ashamed of. In fact, I think most people find someone with a healthy sex life very attractive.”

I knew I was tweaking her programming. By saying being horny made her sexier, I was nudging her toward the belief that sexiness was its own reward. Being a healthy, oversexed slut meant she was attractive. Step one of my plan was nearly complete. 

“Do you think you would feel better if you dressed and behaved like someone with a high sex drive, especially knowing that that would be seen as attractive by other people?”

Was I going too far? I worried that my not-so-subtle pushes would result in a fracturing between what Carrie believed before she met me and what she believed after weeks of my subliminal programming. There was a brief cloud crossing her expression, a powerful but brief summer storm, and then it was all sunshine.

“You think I should dress sexier?”

“This isn’t about what I think, Carrie. It’s about what makes you happy.”

She considered my words a moment.

“I like it.” 

“I think you have your answer, then. If you want to walk the walk, there’s no law against you dressing in a way that matches how you feel.”

“I guess I have some shopping to do,” she said, and punctuated it with a giggle. An honest-to-goodness giggle. I recrossed my legs, applying some unseen pressure to my shecock. Speaking of masturbation, I was going to be stroking myself to Carrie’s slow transformation as soon as she left. Or maybe I’d get Mika to come in and climb to her knees. I’d have to be careful, though. Carrie still didn’t know Mika worked for me. I was saving that reveal.

“Good timing. Our session is done. But I have new music for you when you go to bed. I think you’re really going to like this one.”


2. Reese

Dr. Collins’s skirt was tight today, Reese noticed. It fell to her mid-thigh, highlighting her stocking-clad legs. Reese had difficulty plucking apart his admiration of her shape and fashion, and the desire he felt for her as a strong woman. Words trembled on his lips, a plea for Dr. Collins to tell him what a worthless man he was so that he could finally embrace his new sexuality. 

For days and weeks, Reese spent a good portion of his evenings watching Madam Alpha videos. After watching the first over and over, he saw that the anonymous uploader had added to her catalogue. Soon, all three of the videos were in rotation, one watched right after the other on a playlist. Reese had to automate the experience. He had trouble moving once the first video started. 

The most disturbing and delicious part of the experience was not knowing what the videos were doing to him. Had he purchased luxurious panties and worn them non-stop because of the videos, or did he do it because they felt so fucking good against his skin?

On this point, Dr. Collins was frustratingly little help. She was content to tell him that whatever he was feeling was good and right. If he was feeling more whole as a person, she told him, then he was doing it right.

And it did feel very good when he made it home from work, closed the blinds, and dressed in his most girly. His most sissy-ish.

He acknowledged that that was what he was. He was a sissy, and any attempts to deny that moniker were foolish and harmful. After a few weeks following this revelation, he had accumulated a nice array of clothing. But the clothes meant nothing if he looked like a man stuffed into them.

So, he shaved his legs and belly and torso. Reese considered getting waxed, but there was enough worry and shame left inside that he wouldn’t commit to being publicly shaved. Not yet. But the way his fingers flowed over his freshly-shaven, silk-smooth skin had him dancing ever nearer to that public acceptance of what he was.

While no one could possibly know, there were public expressions of his sissy life. He never left his apartment without panties. And - oh god! - how they felt pressed against his skin. After shaving and applying lotion, he would slip into the satin underwear and check his profile. It wasn’t flat, but his bulge appeared smaller. Maybe that was wishful thinking. He liked having his tiny cock, he just didn’t want it to interrupt the illusion of femininity.

The last of the videos Madame Alpha posted suggested a cage for his cock. He hadn’t quite brought himself to order that, but it would happen soon, he knew.

And so, every day of his public life, even at work, his cock was trapped inside a stainless steel prison, tucked inside fresh panties. And all of it, every bit of it, made him maddeningly horny. 

“How have you felt since you began wearing women’s underwear?” 

Dr. Collins looked at him with a flat professionalism. She might have been asking how he took his coffee.

“I get aroused.” He had decided long ago not to let his shame get in the way of truth with Dr. Collins. He was paying her, wasn’t he? If his actions disgusted her, she would refer him to another therapist. He got the idea, though, that she liked his simpering, submissive girlishness. Sometimes he would catch the curl of her lip in a half-smile when he talked about his online shopping, or how hard it was to get the cock cage to fit right the first time. 

“And, when you're aroused, how do you pleasure yourself?”

“Two fingers,” he said quickly. “Just like she said.”

“She? Who is the ‘she’ in question?”

Dr. Collins slipped the clicker end of her pen between ruby lips. She had such full, perfect lips. Swollen, he thought. The kind of lips that would feel perfect against his own. He blushed. He would never be the kind of man to kiss the lips of a woman like Dr. Collins. 

Could he tell her about Madame Alpha? That part he’d left out.

“It’s one of the video creators. She calls herself Madame Alpha. I don’t know her or anything, but her videos are so good. I totally drift when I watch her stuff. I know she’d be angry if she knew how much I watched her videos and didn’t do what she wanted.”

“And what does she want?”

Reese screwed up his face in question. How had he never asked himself such a basic question?

“I suggest you reach out to this Madame Alpha. I’m sure she has a profile on your hypnosis site. She might not respond at all, but if she does, isn’t that the next step in your journey? Or do you want it all to go away?”

“Not that. I want it to keep going. I want to know how I can feel this way. Even more, I guess.”

“That’s your homework, then. Contact Madame Alpha. Thank her for the videos. See what she says. And be sure to wear your underwear and keep shaving. You look very happy when you talk about those things.”

“I am, Dr. Collins. I really am.”

“Until next time, then. I look forward to hearing all about your messages with your online friend.”


3. Carrie

Carrie liked the gym at night. It was less crowded. Only the diehards. If you’d told her she would be one of them, one of the gym rats who spent all their time on the stair climbers and stretching in front of the mirror after a sweat-drenched workout, she would have told you you were insane. But that was then, and this was now. 

She liked how her body felt since her gym visits began. There was still softness around her hips and her tits still pushed heavily against her sports bra, but her arms and legs, her neck, even her face had thinned. And that extra padding around her ass and boobs gave her curves that were the envy of many of the other girls at the gym. Her gym attire - all spandex and lycra and body-hugging materials - showed off those curves. While she worked out, she scanned the room behind her in the mirror, paying special attention to anyone paying special attention to her.

She was doing her squats, shoving her ass out while bending deep with her knees, when she caught the guy in the gray, sweat-ringed tank top staring at her. Her long, dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, a pink streak decorating it. She caught his eyes in the reflection. He winked. Her pussy spasmed. 

While she ran through her routine - lots of cardio, some weightlifting for toning, bends and squats to emphasize her waist and ass - she checked in with the guy while he ran through his own workout schedule. His hair was light brown, kept close-shaven, and he had a scruff of beard meant for calculated appeal. He was lean but toned. When Carrie caught him staring, she grew wetter. Her pussy was slick between her legs, practically leaking down her thigh. She knew he was staring at her body, and the idea made her want to finger herself in the middle of the gym floor. 

It wasn’t until her workout was done that she realized she didn’t see him anymore. A shame, she thought. She hoped he would ask her out. Or maybe back to his place, better yet. With a shrug, she aimed for the showers.

He came out of the shadows. It must have been after ten; the gym almost emptied of its regulars. He seemed to erupt from the darkness, eyes alight with desire.

“You looked great tonight.”

His voice was low and husky. Carrie liked it.

“I’m usually here around this time.”

“I know,” he replied, “I see you here. I guess you haven't noticed me before.”

“Maybe you weren’t staring as hard before.”

Carrie’s stomach fluttered. She’d never done anything like this. Flirt with a guy, a stranger. When she announced attraction to someone, it was a step above ‘I wrote you a note.’ And she liked a sure thing. She wanted some acquaintance in common to assure her that the object of her interest was interested right back. 

But that didn’t matter anymore. Carrie felt hot. She felt sexy. She felt like she could have almost any man she wanted, and she would show them a good time. That was their reward for making her feel sexy. Wanted. 

“I guess I wasn’t. You are the hottest girl I’ve ever seen in here.”

Another rush of bliss, more flooding of her vaginal canal. 

“I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you hard, right now.”

Carrie opened and closed her mouth, feeling like a fish that’s been dragged onto land. Her brain fired off alarms, warning her this was risky behavior. But her hunger, the itch between her legs, she couldn’t keep it at bay. 

“They’ll see,” she managed, panting. 

“No, they won’t. And even if they did, who gives a fuck?”

Carrie tried to find a reason not to obey him, but he rinsed away the last of her resistance by grabbing the back of her neck and bringing her mouth to his. His tongue was greedy, meeting hers without warning. She relaxed into that kiss, pressed against his firm body. She could feel his hard cock through his gym shorts. She reached between his legs, gripped it, squeezed it.

He waned and pulled her into the shadows with him. The men’s locker room. There was no door on it, so he pulled her deeper, into the showers with their half-height stalls to offer an illusion of privacy. The sounds of their breathing echoed off the tile walls. Neither said a word.

He pushed the straps of the sports bra off her shoulders, pulling the cups down to reveal her creamy tits. Her nipples were still pierced, silver bars through each hard, pink nub. An animal moan escaped when her tits bounced free. The stranger’s mouth found one stiff nipple and sucked, holding the silver bar between his teeth. His hand roamed her left breast while he suckled at the right, sparking pleasure from her nipples to her wet cunt. 

So consumed by lust, she hardly noticed when he spun her around, bent her over, dragging her flesh-fitting clothing to her waist and beyond. Her round ass, shaped by her workouts, was bared. The dark stranger gathered her long, dark hair in his hand like a rein, tugging her head while he placed another hand on her back, forcing her to bend. 

Carrie felt his want of her in every touch, the sound of his ragged breath, the aching hardness of his cock. Before he plunged inside her, Carrie lost all ability to fight the urge to be bred. She wanted to fuck and be fucked. It was the final affirmation of her beauty. Being wanted was what she was for, she understood now, and to be used was the ultimate expression of that want.  

The stranger entered her with a savage thrust, her gushing pussy eager to have his rod sink into her. Her pussy tightened around him, gripped and held him. The stranger groaned at the pressure around his cock, sending a new shiver up Carrie’s spine. 

She heard her own gasping, hungry grunts and gasps. She sounded like an animal, a bitch in heat. And that’s just how she felt. She surrendered to his hands and dick, serving as a mere fuckpuppet to the stranger’s hunger. 

Strangely, Carrie thought of how excited she was to tell Dr. Collins how easily she’d given over to this sweet surrender. She hoped Dr. Collins would approve. While the stranger’s thrusting edged her closer to a climax, Carrie thought of Mika, how her augmented beauty made her a fuckslut like Carrie. Only Carrie was all natural. But was that good? Wouldn’t it be better to be obviously asking the world to treat her like a whore?

Before she could answer for herself, she was seized by a climax, squirting around the dark man’s cock, twisting under his grip. He rode her for another half-dozen pumps before he came inside her. He pulled quickly out and delivered the last pumps of his cock onto the small of Carrie’s back, leaving a pair of small puddles of semen to mark her. 

He smacked her ass with a loud CRACK! In the relative silence of the locker room. It echoed off the walls, joined by a chuckle.

“See you next time,” he laughed, and then he was gone.

Carrie purred, alone, dragging her clothing back to some sort of order. Her body tingled, her brain swirled with a haze of happy arousal. She felt the gym top clinging to her back where the stranger deposited his load. She thought of how she must smell like cum.

Carrie giggled.


4. Rachel

It was almost too easy. With the help of AI, I could put together new hypnotic videos for Reese in a matter of hours. I threw something banal on the television, poured a glass of wine, and concocted new ways to warp my new sissy patient.

Today was the first day he’d messaged me. After several days between the session and now, I was starting to worry that he was getting squeamish. That some of his remaining resistance might keep him from hitting send on whatever fawning message he composed. I knew he’d go over and over it, making sure the wording was just right. Not too much, or his secret Mistress might reject him. Not too little, or she’d think he wasn’t serious. 

What I got was this:

Dear Mistress Moon,

I am a helpless sissy slut when I watch your videos. I sink so fast. All I do when I get home from work is watch them and obey. If you have any tasks for me, I would love to serve you more than I do already.

Your slut,

Reese

What a simp. I mean, I was turned on, of course, but his weakness made me loathe him and desire him all at once. That conflict, my need to berate him and my desire to have him, that was the recipe of my soul. I realized that my contempt of Reese was rooted in the fact that, in some ways, I was Reese. 

There was a cock nestled between my legs, just like Reese. I was only comfortable when I was draped in femininity, just like Reese. But, unlike him, I needed to control it. I thrilled to the power I wielded over him. My depravity was found in watching Reese sink to places he never imagined. To see Carrie abandon all pretense of her former life. For both of them to exist solely for me, just as Mika did. 

Prompted by the thought, I called out for Mika. She was cleaning the kitchen, squeezed into a maid’s uniform. She trotted up the steps with her tiny steps, shrunken because of the tight skirt and the black platform heels. As per her instructions, she opened the door, lowered to her knees, and crawled to the bed, remaining on all fours like a dog. 

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Climb up here. I have some work to do and I want you to keep me hard while I do it. Start with your hand. When I’m hard enough, use your mouth. Any questions?”

I found it wise to clarify with Mika. I had spent so much time shrinking her brain until it was a puddle of clothes, submission, and bimbofied sexuality; there was always room for misunderstanding. 

“No, Mistress.”

“Get to it, slut.”

I loved watching her climb onto the bed. I got a great view of her breasts, pressed against her chest by the unforgivingly small uniform. A corset cinched her waist very tightly, almost enough that I could fit my hands around them. Her ass ballooned out, enticing me. I might fuck her later, but I wanted her to tease me now. I had work to do, and she would provide the inspiration.

Reese was close to his final surrender. I only had to nudge him with the next video. And this would be designed just for him. Sent privately, a special trance. I would tell him it was a test of his submission. What he wouldn’t know until it was too late, this video would be his last moment of freedom. I would lock his brain tight, make him just what I wanted him to be. 

I was wrong. We were nothing alike. He was a weak sissy. 

I was a Goddess.


PART FOUR: REALIZATION


1. Carrie

“What do you think?”

Carrie opened her eyes, greeted by her reflection in the hairdresser’s mirror. Her once-ebony hair, dyed an even darker shade of jet, was now a shimmering blonde. Unlike the dark dye job she had before, this was masterfully done, a layering of color to make her hair appear naturally sun-bleached. She gave it a shake and watched it roll over her shoulders like cornsilk. 

“I think it looks amazing!”

Carrie grinned wide. Her hair stood out against her tan skin. In addition to the dye job, she’d found a new joy in the tanning beds. Her skin was golden brown, her hair lighter and full. With her toned arms and legs, she looked like a real beach bunny. The thought made her pussy tingle with joy. When that feeling came the need to get her cunt filled soon. But she had a therapy session first. That was good, too. She always left her meetings with Dr. Collins even hornier than when she arrived.

With her pale blue minidress and gladiator heels, she drew stares on her way out of the salon. The thin straps of her top rested against the unbroken color of her skin. She liked to tan in the nude. Her ass swung behind her like an invitation. Her braless tits jiggled joyfully. If she didn’t have an appointment, she might have fucked the construction worker who whistled when she passed, on her way to the old Volkswagen Beetle she drove. She wanted to replace it, maybe get a convertible. A blonde slut like her deserved a convertible. And how hot would it be to feel her hair blowing behind her while truckers stared down at her tits from their elevated cabs?

Bouncing into the office, Carrie vaguely thought of what led her here - a search for Mika. But wasn’t she even hotter than Mika now? Hadn’t she transformed her natural femininity into the perfect symbol of beauty and sexuality? But had that been what she wanted when she first arrived?

Before she could consider that last question for too long, the door to Dr. Collins’s office opened and the therapist ushered her inside.

“You look delicious,” Collins said, gesturing to the reclining sofa. 

Carrie took her usual seat. Enjoying the way her big breasts pooled on her chest when she lay back. She saw Collins’s eyes scan her body. The notion that her therapist might find her hot aroused Carrie even more. She liked making Collins happy. The therapist had given her so much, hadn’t she?

“Thank you,” Carrie replied with a soft titter. 

Carrie realized that no music was playing. That was a bummer. She liked the music. It made her feel relaxed and happy. And, yes, horny too. But everything these days made her horny. 

“You have been doing so well. I think we have found the thing that brings you the most joy. But rather than me telling you, you tell me. What do you think brings you the greatest satisfaction?”

“Sat.is.Fac.Ton?” Carrie puzzled over the word. It was like she knew it, but the meaning was flicked away inside her, sealed in a pink vault.

“Sorry, I forgot that you’re not always the smartest girl in the room. What makes you happy?”

Carrie brightened in understanding. “I like being pretty. Well, not just pretty. I like being totally hot. And I love it when people notice and wanna fuck me.”

“And do you? Fuck them, I mean?”

“Oh yeah, lotsa times. You can’t fuck people where, like, cops and stuff can see, but I love it when someone hears me fucking some hot stud.”

Collins made a note.

“Do you think that’s good?” Carrie asked.

“I think it’s very good. In fact, I don’t know how much more we need to work together. At least, in this capacity. Sorry, I mean in this way. I want you to watch something. At the end of it, we can decide if you want to continue with our relationship. In a slightly different way.”

Collins turned on the television mounted to the wall. She moved gracefully behind her desk and typed something on the laptop. Suddenly, the screen sprang to life. A swirling spiral, made up of pink, rotating tendrils. While it spun, Carrie heard voices, speaking almost too fast to register.

YOU ARE A GOOD GIRL.

GOOD GIRLS OBEY.

Those and more, falling all over one another, a mass of words that slipped into her brain before she could properly understand them. Again, Carrie wondered if this is what she wanted when she first came to Collins, but then the images started flashing behind the spiral, and she forgot all about that. 

The images were of hot girls like her, dressed to show off their bodies. They were sucking and fucking. Some of them were absolutely drenched in cum. It made Carrie wet to look at them. She couldn’t run from the idea that she didn’t want to merely admire them. She wanted to be them.

Carrie had no idea how long she stared at the screen before the lights in the room came up and she woke to her present surroundings. Her hand was between her legs, her skirt hiked up, fingers teasing her wet slit. She’d been frigging herself silly. She strained to feel shame at having done that in front of Dr. Collins, but the shame wouldn’t come. She thought the therapist was pleased with her. 

“Stand up, Carrie.”

Without a thought, without a question, Carrie obeyed.

“Good girl.”

Holy shit, being called a good girl sent a wave through her mind and body that felt like a deft tongue on her clit. If this is what being called a good girl felt like, she wanted to be the best girl.

“I want you to get on your knees. Kneel in front of my chair.”

Again, she obeyed, more of that happy tingling in her clit at her unquestioning obedience. 

“Good girl.”

This time, Carrie whimpered. She felt like her pussy was melting between her legs.

“Now, tell me how you feel about me.”

A rush of words came, a torrent, each one sparking more of that mindlessly happy feeling that connected her brain to her cunt.

“You are the most amazing woman I have ever met. You’re, like, the smartest person ever and you are so fucking sexy. Sometimes I rub my pussy thinking about how hot you are. And how much I want you to tell me how to do everything. I would do anything for you.”

“Would you say that I am superior to you?”

Her expression registered shock, like the answer was so obvious, it was almost offensive to ask.

“God yes! You’re better than everyone!”

Collins smiled, the wide mouth of a snake.

“You will call me ‘Mistress’ from now on, won’t you?”

“Yes. I mean, yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

The noise that followed sounded like hnnnuhhh. Carrie’s mouth fell open and her eyes rolled up.

“Stay on your knees. Just like that.”

Collins stood, towering over Carrie from her place on the floor. She looked down in triumph at the kneeling former goth. With her dyed hair and gym body, she looked like a teenager’s wet dream. A blonde bimbo whore for the taking. 

Collins surprised the bimbo by abandoning her in her position while the therapist rounded the desk. She opened the intercom channel on her phone.

“Mika, get in here.”

Carrie blinked. Mike? Was here? Had she been here all along?

Collins returned to stand before Carrie. Her dark, waist hugging skirt inched up, fingers spider-crawling to bunch the material up and expose more of her stockinged thighs. Then came the first glimpse of the garters, and up and up. 

When her Mistress’s shecock fell into view, quite literally tumbling from the folds of her skirt, Carrie gasped with surprise. Her pussy, already damp, grew even more slick with need.

“You want to worship Mistress’s cock, don’t you Carrie?”

“Yes, Mistress. Pleeaaase!”

The therapist laughed. 

“You will do anything I ask, won’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. Anything. Anything at all.”

Before another order could be given, the office door opened and Mika entered. Carrie saw her former lover with new eyes. She understood immediately that Mika belonged to Dr. Collins, too. They had fallen under her spell. 

‘Into her trap,’ Carrie thought, and then the idea flitted away like yellow leaves on an autumn breeze.

Mika was resplendent in a shape-defining black latex bodysuit. The high collar ended beneath a thick leather collar, a silver D-ring fixed to the front of the collar. Her feet were lifted by latex platform heels, so that one couldn’t tell where her shoes ended and the catsuit began. It looked like she’d been dipped into a vat of the stuff up to her neck, removed, and left to dry. 

Around her waist, a harness attached a great, thick black dildo to the front of her. Carrie wondered if there was still a fleshy cock buried beneath that latex, then decided she didn’t care. She wanted Mika to fuck her with that rubber hog and she wanted her Mistress to watch. 

But Collins was not content to play voyeur.

“Get on your hands and knees,” she commanded. “Mika, remove her panties. Let’s see her wet gash. And open your mouth, slut. Bimbos should keep their mouths open when a cock is present.”

Carrie squeaked, opened her mouth, and climbed to all fours. Mika’s gloved hands caressed her bared ass before hooking her underwear and drawing them down her tan thighs. 

“She is soooo wet,” Mika cooed. 

“As soon as her mouth is on me, you show her what it’s like to be fucked by a sissy whore.”

“Yes, Goddess.”

Goddess. Perhaps Carrie would be lost enough to one day see Dr. Collins as a goddess. She thought that day might be sooner than later.

With her mouth open, Collins guided her hard shecock across Carrie’s lips. The tip of her rod rubbed the roof of Carrie’s mouth, pushing deeper until it rested against the back of her throat. She gagged around it, squirming on her hands and knees.

“Relax your throat, slut. Your mouth is made to fuck. You love it.”

She did love it. Whatever Mistress said must be true, and so she knew she loved to suck cock. Anyone’s cock, so long as Mistress approved. She existed for her owner’s approval. And now that approval meant fighting the gag reflex and allowing Dr. Collins to fuck her mouth throat-deep.

Just as she was getting used to that feeling, and what a wonderful, brain-killing feeling it was, of making her mouth and throat a sleeve for Mistress’s cock, Mika gripped her from behind. She’d almost forgotten about the sissy bimbo behind her, but now Mika made herself known. Her hands gripped Carrie’s naturally wide hips to angle her ass just so. While she choked on the flesh in her mouth, the black rubber dildo pressed against her wet lips. It divided them easily, and the girthy tube entered her waiting pussy. 

It was like a neutron bomb between her ears. Plugged at both ends, filled by cock (real and artificial), and used as a pure sexual toy, Carrie felt her will slide away for the moment. What was left was a creature of pure obedience. Pure lust. She moaned around her Mistress’s cock. She rode the dildo thrusting into her pussy. She mewled and squirmed and savored the empty existence of being a receptacle for the pleasure of others. And in that empty bliss, she found purpose. This was what her Mistress wanted of her, and so this is what she would become.

She came for the first time when her thoughts ceased entirely. This was followed by a cascade, a fireworks show of blistering orgasms. 

Finally, she would collapse in a wet heap on the floor, murmuring happily to herself, thighs slick, mouth and pussy sore from use. She would remain crumpled there at her Mistress’s feet until her owner stirred her and gave her purpose again.


2. Reese

Reese checked his makeup before leaving the house for his session. It was subtle, but it erased the flaws and blemishes, made him look perfect. A touch of eyeliner to give his eyes a more dramatic flair. A subtle gloss to his lips. There would be no mistaking him for a man, not a real one, but it wasn’t garish, either.

After makeup, he slipped into fresh panties (pink and satiny) and a matching bra. He’d ordered breastforms to fill the B-cups of the bra. He liked the weight on his chest. Not too much, he didn’t look ridiculous, but nice handfuls that might tempt onlookers.

Reese had grown to appreciate his legs. Shaved and given a little exercise to help shape them over the weeks and months under Dr. Collins’s care, they were his most feminine quality. If seen from behind, and in the right outfit, Reese could conceivably be mistaken for a girl. Today, he would wear some white shorts, tight enough to showcase the rounding of his ass and the broadening of his hips. It was still early going, but he’d found a source for hormones online, and the effects of regular administration were beginning to show. The top would be suitably pink, showing off his trim belly and the new hoop decorating his navel. It was tight enough to showcase the breasts he bought and hoped to have for his own one day. 

His face was the issue, as he saw it. Still too square. Still too masculine. Eventually, that face would soften, or so he hoped. He didn’t have the kind of money for the surgeries he would like to usher that along. But he had some ideas for how to get that money. He worried Dr. Collins would try to talk him out of it. 

Seeing his therapist was the highlight of his week. Sometimes she would bring him in for an additional session. These days, those sessions consisted of some brief chats and more of his hypno videos. His online Mistress sent him a new one every week. He practically salivated when his inbox dinged with a message from her. The irony was that he never remembered what the videos were. It was so easy for him to slip into trance now; he watched without recollection. He knew he was being programmed, but he didn’t know how. And that made it even hotter.

He parked in the garage beneath the office. Some part of him recalled being too nervous to approach Dr. Collins when he first saw her. He owed his therapist so much. He felt no hesitation in parking, exiting the car, and moving confidently to the elevator that would take him to the office. On his way, he removed a cherry lollipop from the thin-strapped purse tossed over his shoulder and sucked. His lips pursed around it when he pulled it from his painted lips before returning it to the warmth of his mouth. 

“Hey, Mika,” he called on his way in. 

Mika brightened at the sound of her name. “Goddess is waiting for you inside.”

Goddess? Reese wondered, but the blip in his hazy happiness remained in the office behind him as he opened the office door. 

Dr. Collins sat regally behind her desk. To her left was a curvy blonde wearing a disheveled minidress. There was an errant drop of something on her cheek, streaky and pearly. Reese thought it looked like cum. She stood at relaxed attention, eyes forward, never stirring even when Reese entered and made his way to the sofa where therapy took place. 

“Good morning, Reese. Pay no attention to Carrie. She’s being programmed.”

Reese squinted to see earbuds in the curvy blonde’s ears. Lucky her.

“Do you need to reschedule?” Reese offered, mentally crossing his fingers that such a delay would not be necessary. He felt most himself in Dr. Collins’s presence. He wanted desperately to be near her and please her. 

“Of course not. I’d like you to remove your clothes. You won’t be needing them today.”

Reese rose from the sofa as quickly as he’d sat. His fingers worked without order to remove his tight shorts, his knotted top came off. Soon, his feminine clothing sat in a pile beside him and he stood, entirely nude, in the chill light of the office. 

“Good boy. Turn to the screen please.”

Again, Reese obeyed. His focus on the screen was rewarded with a trill of happy tingles up his spine and a sweet throb in his limp cock. He took pride in his lack of erections lately, a combination of his new pills and his desire to be less masculine all the time.

It was one of the Madame Alpha videos he knew by the induction, but this was new. How would Dr. Collins get new hypno videos before he did? His sluggish mind slowed further before he could make a deeper connection.

A pink spiral turned against a pastel blue background. Reese fell into it, his brain pickled in its training, descending easily into trance. His breathing slowed and deepened. His eyes grew heavy. His mind opened like a book, and the programming wrote new code in the grooves of his open mind. 

He didn’t notice Dr. Collins rise behind him. He only barely registered her touch on his body. His entire consciousness swirled in the spiral and bathed in the flashing images on the screen. He vaguely felt the touch of cold steel on his genitals and the smooth, firm texture of leather wrapping around his throat. Those sensations remained while he fell and fell, his mind pleasantly empty besides the instruction given to it.

The spiral ended and Reese’s awareness returned. He wore a soft smile on his face when he turned to find Dr. Collins in her chair. Her legs were crossed, half-hidden by a loose black skirt. The matching black silk top teased the shape of her breasts, her deep brown locks curling over her shoulders. She was the most beautiful woman Reese had ever seen. His heart sank in his love for her. His need to make her his entire life.

“Look down, sissy.”

He saw that his cock had been caged, trapped inside a stainless steel prison. A small padlock adorned the base of the cage, ensuring it could only be removed by Dr. Collins. The size of it made his tiny penis feel smaller and more unnecessary, an unwelcome decoration against his pelvis.  Good, he decided. That was right. She should control his worthless cock. She should control everything. 


3. Rachel

Was it because this was so wrong that it felt so good? My blonde bimbo stood mindless behind me, earbuds fixed in her ears. The tones that started her programming now carried a new message. This one would program Carrie to be helplessly, deliriously devoted to any whim of mine. I would keep enough of her mind intact to make her of use to me. The rest I will discard, replace with the desire to obey. When Carrie opens her mouth again to speak, it will be to call me Goddess. Saying the word will cement in her mind that I am glorious, perfect. I will be her everything, her guiding light. And she will be my willing whore.

And before me stands the newest sissy. Reese wanted this, and all I had to do was give him the proper nudges. He’ll need some surgery before he’s the sissy I want him to be, but that doesn’t mean he can’t be useful. In fact, wouldn’t it be hotter if he earned the money for his own surgeries. Now that’s a delicious idea…

I send him to his knees, where he’ll feel most comfortable in my presence. He thinks of me as a Goddess, too. And, to be honest, I’m starting to think of myself that way. What else would you call someone who can create entirely new people out of clay? What else would you call someone who inspires this kind of worship?

I offer Reese my shecock, and he takes it willingly. My hot dick is his communion, and he takes it willingly. I train him with each thrust to relax his throat, to think of himself as a receptacle for cock and a vessel for my will. Everything else is unnecessary. He exists to serve me. And, by being my whore, he will feel such joy in his service that nothing else will matter.

Fuck, it is so hot to feel this kind of control! Why even pretend to be a normal therapist anymore? With Mika as a personal servant, and Carrie and Reese earning for me as my paid sluts, why not add to my harem? Why not be the Goddess they see me as? Why be human at all when I can be celestial?

I finish in Reese’s mouth, and I order him to swallow my cum. I don’t know if the climax felt better or the immediate obedience he gives me. Carrie’s mannequin-like stillness behind me while I use my new sissy’s mouth keeps me turned on. I tickle the caged cock with the toe of my heels and consider making Reese obsessed with my feet. His caged clitty rubbing against my stockinged feet turns me on, and I decide to include it in his next programming session. 

I make him lick me clean, his wet tongue gathering up the last of my cum before swallowing it down. I sit in the silence of my owned whores and relish my glory. 

I am the shaper of minds and bender of bodies.

I am perfection.


EPILOGUE


Epilogue

Carrie finished Reese’s makeup, ending with a flourish of rouge on his cheeks. He still had traces of masculinity, but the hormones were doing an amazing job of erasing those. And he was more than halfway to his goal of having enough money from his work to get his new breasts. After that, a little plastic surgery to feminize his face. Maybe a butt lift? Given his popularity with the men, he’d have his money in no time.

Carrie checked her messages while Reese stood and flattened his skirt against his thighs. 

“I already ordered the Uber,” she told him and gave him a dismissive wave to usher him toward the door. Time was money, and Goddess would not be happy if he was late. She only had two sluts in her stable, after all, so they had to be perfect. 

She had a john lined up, too, and he sent her the instructions on what she should wear (he liked stockings and a bustier for her big tits), which was perfect. Carrie hated thinking for herself. Sometimes, she remembered what it was like before Dr. Collins, and she even thought she might have been smart back then, but that sounded like an awful way to be. It was so much better for Goddess to decide everything for her. And once she brought Goddess her earnings for the night, she would be rewarded by more programming. And, hopefully, some time alone with Mika so the two bimbos could fuck each other silly while Goddess watched.

Or, if everything went just right, Goddess would fuck them both until they were sweating, mindless piles. 

Again, she wondered if life had been different and if it might have been better when she controlled her own mind.

Then, the phone buzzed. Her john again. It was time to go earn for her Goddess.

Carrie giggled and led Reese out the door, leaving her tiny doubts behind. It was time to serve.
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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!
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