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SNOWBUNNY SISTERS


Cameron refreshed his email for the hundredth time that hour. What was wrong with these guys? Didn’t they understand he was trying to have a good time this weekend? Maybe not spend the whole time alone in his apartment? He showed his back to the other drones in their cubicles. He needed something to shake up this monotony. And Randy and the rest of the guys were ignoring him.

He wasn’t much of a drinker, so it wasn’t difficult to scour his memory searching for some unremembered slight. There was nothing of the kind in his recent hangs with his best friends. He wasn’t the sort of person who caused controversy of any kind. He was more of a ‘go along to get along’ kind of guy. Don’t make waves. If your boss knows your name, you’re doing it wrong. That kind of lifestyle was great for the blood pressure, but it left Cam feeling pretty damn unwanted. Maybe he wasn’t the globetrotter Kaleb was, and he didn’t have the money Elias had, but he still picked up the check now and then and always made sure Jason got a ride home when he got a bit too in his cups.

He checked his phone like a teenage girl while he hastened the rest of his workday away with no results. No amount of wishing would produce a message from his pals. He made his way from his job downtown to his apartment, also downtown. The commute was a matter of a few minutes, and he was quick to shrug off the mundanity of his day chasing insurance claimants for more information on their situations. It could be grim work, but Cam knew how to compartmentalize. He left that shit at the office, and it was gone by the time he was firing up the PS5 and turning the knob on the gas fireplace.

Soon, he was cozy in his overstuffed sectional and playing a pretty good game by firelight. While he had little to single him out in conversation, all the guys loved coming to his place for game nights. He paid more than he should for the place, but the lack of a commute and just a hint of true aristocratic luxury sold him on the extra cost. He could forego dinners out – it wasn’t like he was dating anyways – for this kind of oasis.

The game was intended to distract him from glancing at his phone in hopes of seeing a message from Randy or the others. He surrendered fully only once to text Jason and ask, with the right hint of concerned profanity, where he and the others were. By the time bedtime approached, he had to accept the itchy-skin feeling of things undone. He still did not know where his entire friends list was and had no idea how to go about finding them. His cold comfort in bed was the thought that he was a decent-looking guy in his mid-twenties. He could find more friends, he supposed. If only someone would tell him how.

It wasn’t until the next night that thoughts of calling the police had taken on an urgency in his thoughts that he got the message from Jason. There was no text in the message, only a picture. A selfie of a blonde woman. That was not quite the right description. It was a selfie the way the Mona Lisa is a painting. It was a work of slutty art: a pale-skinned blonde with her face upturned to the camera, tongue extended like she was presenting a platform for any cum that might be deposited there. Her eyes were empty as if she was drunk or high on something good. That singular picture suggested a life of pure debauchery that didn’t align with Jason and why such a girl might be showing up on his phone.

Who is that? She’s hot! Where the fuck have you guys been?

He hit send fast and held his phone, waiting for it to buzz in his hand in answer. He stared at the screen long after it had dimmed and gone black. Maybe Jason was getting laid. Where was the selfie taken? It looked like a bar or a club, but a cheap one. Not the suburban strip mall bars they usually guzzled beer in. And was Elias there, too? With all his money and upper-crustiness?

The stupid picture created far more answers than it answered and Cam finally tossed the phone on the sofa in disgust and refused to even look at it again until it was nearly time for bed.

Cam was shocked to see the text from Jason waiting for him the next morning.

Sorry about that picture from last night. I need to see you to explain. Meet me at Roxy’s at 11:30. Please.

Cam replied quickly and in the affirmative. He barely got any work done anticipating the conversation ahead of him. He’d sent some messages in follow-up but there had been no response in kind. There were good odds that Jason wouldn’t show up at all if recent behavior were any indication.

Good as his word, though, Jason was there already. He’d selected a two-seater outside, odd considering the cool weather. He was antsy, rubbing his hands together to keep them warm, then rubbing his palms over his knees. His head darted about like a bird, and he sprang off his seat when he caught sight of Cam. They embraced briefly, enough that Cam knew something was off.

Jason always held a few extra pounds, probably thanks to his taste for booze, but this Jason was hollow-boned. And shorter? The hair was longer for sure, and the puffy coat he wore made things pillowy, but Cam would have sworn Jason was wearing a bra.

“Hey, what the hell is going on with everyone?”

Cam’s concern for his friend gave way to annoyance. Jason looked off, and his tics suggested he was strung out on something. Maybe they all decided to do mushrooms or something and left him out.

“I don’t know where the others are. Not until nighttime, anyways, but they’re not exactly them, are they?”

“What? Jason, what are you talking about? You don’t make any sense.”

Jason did focus, his eyes fixed on Cam. Cameron saw that they were very blue. And he’d always thought Jason’s eyes were brown.

“I can’t say too much. She might be listening. And she’ll tell Max and that is a whole other kettle of worms. The thing is, you have to stay away. From me and Randy and El and Kaleb. All of us. We’re… infected.”

“Infected? By what?”

“I can’t say. I can’t talk about it because then she really will come. Just thinking about it…”

“Jason?”

For a moment, it was like Jason changed completely. His whole being shifted subtly but imperceptibly, leaving an impression that the person in Jason’s seat was most decidedly not Jason.

“Daddy Max is waiting.”

“What?”

And just like that, that other person was gone. It was Jason again, fidgeting and excited, eyes wild. He seized Cam’s hand and held his eyes with his own manic stare.

“Stay away from us. All of us.”

And then he was gone. In a whirlwind of scooting chairs and rattling cups, Jason was up and past the wrought-iron fence around the patio dining area. There would be no more discussion. Cam was left to wonder what had happened. Had he somehow caused the breakup of his friend group?

“Did your friend leave?” a waitress asked, approaching the table.

Cam stared at the empty seat his friend had once occupied. “Yes, I guess he did.”


Two more days passed before he made any new progress on discovering the fates of his friends. Two days of Cam shuffling to and from work, finding evening entertainment with a movie or a game. It was empty calories, decidedly unfulfilling when it came to giving his life some kind of meaning or purpose. There was a big hole where his friends had been. That was when he had his Eureka! moment.

Cam was scrolling through his phone, hunting for a podcast to listen to, when he tapped the Find My app by mistake. He was moving his thumb to swipe it closed again when he saw the R on the map and he sucked in a breath. Randy.

His closest friend among the rest. The guy he drove with on the mountain ski trip to get to the chalet, listening to 90s music and singing loudly along with the carefully curated playlist Randy assembled for the trip. While they were staying at the lodge, Randy and Cam decided to do some shopping – Randy for his latest girlfriend, Cam for himself – and they turned on location sharing for the duration of the trip so all the friends could see where everyone was. After they returned, everyone turned off their location sharing. Except Randy. For some reason, likely neglect, Randy had never stopped and so Cam could see Randy’s icon on the map.

After the momentary shock at seeing Randy’s name, Cam leaped into action, using his phone and laptop in tandem to find Randy’s more precisely. He was somewhere on the east side of town, past downtown. The street view showed Cam that this was mostly warehouse space and some industrial-looking buildings. Maybe a factory, maybe just an abandoned building. What would Randy be doing in the filthiest part of town?

Checking the time, it was almost eleven, too late for him to go on a late-night adventure when work loomed the next day. His search would have to wait until then. He could sleep well, though, knowing he could find Randy whenever he wanted. And tomorrow would be the day of judgment. He would confront his closest friend and demand to know where he was being shut out of his pals’ reindeer games. He fell asleep with both sides of the conversation playing in his head, but Randy’s excuses were blank pages. No matter how he parsed the situation, he could not imagine why Randy would have been so distant.

Randy hadn’t moved all day. Cam was obsessive in his tracking of his friend. From the first time he woke up in the morning and all through the workday, Cam was eager to get a sense of Randy’s habits. Perhaps, Cam wondered, Randy had left his phone behind somewhere, but why was it still broadcasting his location? If it was left behind by accident, why wouldn’t it eventually drain the battery and go dark? That question, among several, had no obvious answer. All Cam knew for sure was that Randy’s phone was exactly where it had been the night before.

As soon as work was done, Cam set the driver app to Randy’s location and followed the uncanny computer voice to guide him. The city gave way to sprawl and then the roads grew less manicured, potholes bouncing Cam’s mini-SUV around while his attention shifted from the road to the phone mounted to the dash and back again. The navigation app took him between two factories with gaping holes where windows once stood, the effect being one of seeing a smile with several teeth missing, and into a stretch of squat office buildings and more warehouse space. Few of the buildings appeared to have been used in the 21st century.

Finally, he came upon a warehouse with a rusted façade, but with a single, very bright light over a door that was freshly painted a deep red color. The app pointed him to this building. Unlike the parking lots he’d passed, this one had a half-dozen cars parked irregularly, the paint defining the spaces long since faded into oblivion. He was quiet about closing the driver’s door as he exited his car and approached the building. A sick unease had wound its way around his gut, twisting and squeezing like he’d swallowed a python.

His plan wasn’t much more than to open the door as quietly as possible and sneak inside. When he reached for the handle, however, it opened quickly, and he found himself standing eye-to-chest with a thick black man, his lip decorated by a trimmed mustache. He folded his tree-trunk arms over his brawny chest and looked down at Cam with a mixture of annoyance and curiosity.

“Help you?”

Shaken, Cam had no recourse but the truth: “I think a friend of mine is inside. He left his phone in there, at least. Randy? Is someone named Randy inside?”

“No. There’s no Randy here,” the muscle-bound behemoth said without a beat. “This is a private venue. Invitation only. If I were you, I’d turn around and haul ass away from this place. It ain’t the kind of place you want to be when the sun goes down.”

“I’ll wait here. Please. Can you check and see if he’s inside?”

“I told you-“

“Problem?”

Joining the man Cam presumed to be a bouncer for some sort of illicit club, another towering black man emerged from behind the screeching warehouse door and stood between Cam and any answers he might find inside.

“Naw, Max, this gentleman was just leaving. Weren’t you?” the bouncer asked, arching his brows inquisitively.

“I’m looking for my friend. Randy Morris. Is he inside?”

Max shook his head. “Nobody inside but some cute white sluts ready to party. Unless your friend is one of them, I think you’re out of luck.”

A grinding anger built up inside Cam. He had come this far, and so he would not leave until his curiosity was satisfied. He puffed up his chest and angled himself between the two men, both larger than him by at least fifty pounds of height and muscle.

“I’ll just get my friend’s phone then,” he said.

The one named Max seized him by the collar of his shirt as if he were a puppy being wrangled by its mother. His forward progression stopped and then he was being tugged backward. While Max had him in hand, the bouncer patted his ass and felt his wallet, removing it from the back pocket.

Cameron tried to straighten his clothes, his cheeks bright with shame at being handled so swiftly and definitively by these men. He suddenly felt powerless and afraid.

“Cameron Rabe,” the bouncer said, Cam’s wallet flipped open. He removed the license and tossed it to Max, who gave it a long study.

“I’m going to tell you again, your friend isn’t here,” Max said. His voice was deep, authoritative. “I know who you are now. You come back here again causing trouble, I’ll come find you. And you sure don’t want that. You saw how I did just now. You are a weak-ass white boy and I will have no problem at all making sure you understand just how weak you are. You understand me, weak-ass white boy?”

Cam’s mouth opened, but no sound escaped. The feeling of courage he felt in his attempt to push through these men was evaporated. He felt cold and very alone and, yes, weak.

“Spit it out!” Max commanded, the tendons in his neck standing out as he gave the order more volume than was needed.

“Yes,” Cam spat, “yes, I understand.”

The growing anger on Max’s face softened into a friendly smile.

“Good. You run on home, Cameron Rabe. Be seeing you around.”

Cam scurried away, a soft, clinging rain beginning as he found his car. A mist settled over everything, and he had to hit the wipers as he pulled away from the illicit club in the middle of this godforsaken part of town. He made it past the second stop sign before he hit the brakes, put the car in park, gripped the wheel, and screamed.

Humiliation fades. It lingers bright and hot for a while and then loses its greatest intensity to become a mild ache. Then it is a hollow thing that lives in the belly, a reminder that the way Cam saw himself and the way he truly was were two different things. In the world of the hypothetical, Cam would show great intestinal fortitude and resolve when confronted by two men larger than himself. And, yes, black. He didn’t like to think of himself as being racist in any way, but in his mind, he couldn’t help but think of Max and his companion as “big black guys.” Two “big black guys” had manhandled him like he was an empty suit. Two “big black guys” had taken his wallet with him looking on in stupid shock. “Big black guys” knew where he lived now. And he felt no courage or resolve. He felt impotent and afraid. And that was what filled the hollowness of his belly. That was his shame. He was, as Max had said, a weak-ass white boy.

It was a Friday afternoon when the text from Randy came.

Mind if I come over? it read.

Sure.

7?

Sounds good.

Heart emoji.

A heart? That was out of character for Randy. Or any man their age, to be honest. His entire world made less sense than it had only a couple of weeks before. Something strange was happening with his friends and he had come to a sudden understanding that he was nowhere near as powerful as he had once believed he was. Knowing one’s weaknesses was a humbling experience.

He didn’t check through the peephole when the knock came at his door. It was twenty after seven and so must be Randy, though Randy had always exercised a stubborn punctuality before. When Cam opened the door, he was greeted by a woman he had never seen. And far and away the closest to a porn star he’d ever met in real life. She was short but with an enhanced ass, wasp waist, and fake tits spilling out of the top of a red mini dress. Her white-blonde hair was long and fell in a ponytail behind her. Her skin was an artificial tan, and her lips were either naturally full or inflated by collagen.

“Hey, Cam!” she tittered and moved inside with short little steps made necessary by the platform heels, red vinyl that came up to her knees. She looked like an expensive Vegas hooker or the headliner of a top-tier strip club.

“Who are you?”

She was inside his apartment, falling into a seat on his sofa, crossing her legs, and looking back at him expectantly. She patted the cushion beside her.

“Are you gonna come talk or not?”

She gave him a fake pout that accentuated her equally fake lips.

“Who are you?” he repeated stupidly, but closed the door and took a few steps toward his sexpot guest.

“Ronnie, silly! But I used to be Randy.”

“You were Randy? My friend? Just a few days ago?”

“Mhm.”

She nodded her head which made her huge tits bounce on her chest. Cam was sure he could see the crescent of one tan nipple peeking over the top of the girl’s dress. She was cheap-looking, a stereotypical bimbo, but damn if she wasn’t hot, too. She was lust on legs, a woman who spent time and money to make herself into such an object of want. And it worked. Cam was tenting his pants just looking at her. Her words made no sense, nor did her sudden appearance at his apartment.

“If you’re Randy, what happened to you?”

She giggled again. “Daddy Max,” she said, her voice low to indicate seriousness before she exploded into giggles again. “I get so hot just thinking about him.” She looked flatly at Cam and winked. “And his cock.”

“I don’t know who he is, I don’t know who you are, I think you should probably leave.”

“Aw, Cammie, I know that’s not what you really want. I see somebody who says I should stay.” Her finger, tapered by a long, red-painted nail, aimed at his awkward erection visible beneath the slacks from work. “Come sit with Ronnie.”

There was so much about the situation that was wrong, it was difficult to think straight. The choice was made easier by the slut calling him to the couch. She didn’t really think she was Randy, did she? Maybe she was Randy’s hot, stupid sister? Or a porn star with a split personality. He was on his ass in seconds and Ronnie turned quickly toward him, draping a leg over his, effectively trapping him. The weight of her huge tits stoked his hard-on. As if at the thought of it, her hand fell into his lap and opened his zippered fly. Her hand snaked into his pants and wrapped around his cock, slight pressure at first to tease him. Just enough for him to know her hand was there, curled around his shaft. He gasped at the light touch.

“Don’t cum just yet, baby. I have sweet plans for this.”

“No,” he muttered, unsure if he wanted her to stop or continue that maddening soft pressure.

She giggled. “Yeah, you’re already kind of a slut. You are gonna be some kinda wonderwhore.” She bookended that with another giggle.

She moved her body against him, rising until she faced him, straddling his lap, her hand inside his khakis, the soft touch giving way to a slow stroke.

“You really think you’re Randy?” he managed, licking his lips between shuddering breaths.

“Not anymore. Just Ronnie now, bitch.” Her eyes narrowed. “I wonder what you’re gonna look like?”

“What?”

She shook her head, as if a coherent thought took hold an instant, caused an irritation, and was quickly dismissed in favor of the bacchanalian flashes that comprised her thoughts since the change.

“Nothing. Just lie back and enjoy. And no cumming until you’re told.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he chuckled.

Ronnie slid to her knees. She opened his pants and took his cock in both hands, her eyes rolling up while she moaned. It was as if she was entranced by not just his cock, but by the very idea of it. When she swallowed him, it was the fulfillment of a need for her. She made sounds that were animal and lustful, sounds that frightened Cam some in their abandon. He gripped the cushions while she sucked him, delivering the blowjob to set the standard for every oral romp that had come before and would come after.

Between slurps between his legs, Cam faintly heard a bang! Heavy footfalls followed, the sound of someone big coming through his entrance and marching right for him. His groggy, sex-addled brain connected the huge black man coming at him with one of the men from the shoddy club an instant before the interloper had Cam by his collar and held him against the back of the couch.

Ronnie never skipped a beat but kept on sucking, kept holding Cam at the edge of his limit.

“Yeah,” the man said, his face inches away from Cam’s studying him. Cam could smell liquor and cigarettes on his breath. His dark beard was trimmed close, up to his sideburns, and then bald on top. Somehow, even his forehead looked muscular. “I think you’re gonna be a great piece of ass. First, you get to suck Daddy Max as the weak-ass white boy you are now.”

It was like magic how Max could open his leather pants and reveal his powerful meat. In an instant, Max had the tip of his enormous pole pressed against Cam’s lips. One of his big paws gripped Cam by the ear and turned the tender flesh. Cam opened his mouth in automatic pain and the cock was in his mouth. Not all of it, not by a mile, but enough of its length and veiny girth to fill his mouth. The tip battered the back of his throat and Cam found himself gagging on the black man’s cock.

Max chuckled at the gagging sound. His fingers wound around Cam’s head and held it fast while his cock pummeled Cam’s mouth. His arms flailed at his side, gripping Max’s clothes before being easily dismissed by Max’s more powerful swipes.

“Go on, let him go. I’m about to baptize this bitch right now.”

Ronnie replied around Cam’s dick, the words made unintelligible by her unceasing fellatio. It sounded to Cam like an affirmative, though. He was proven right when she somehow combined the stroke of her hand, the flick of her tongue, and the suction of her hollowed cheeks to heighten his already mind-numbing pleasure. Just as he came, he found his mouth filled, overflowing with cum from Max’s drained balls.

Max laughed and withdrew, taking his awesome pole and smacking Cam’s left cheek with it, wiping away the last pearly drop of cum.

“For the road,” he said and chuckled again. His voice was booming and the chuckle warm like the sound of pine knots popping on a fire. He redressed and motioned for Ronnie to join him. “We got to go – Sweetie. Don’t worry. I got a feeling we’ll be seeing each other real soon. Next time, you’re gonna be begging for that cock you’re trying to forget about already. Yeah. You’re gonna be begging.”

Ronnie never looked back. Her focus was on Max and Max alone. She probably didn’t even realize she had some of Cam’s cum spilled on one of her globes.


The door was shut for well over ten minutes. All Cam could do was lie half-seated on the sofa, hands limp at his sides, eyes forward. The intruder’s cum still flavored his tongue and dried around his mouth. His cock sat limply in his lap, still exposed, but now withered and pathetic.

Finally, Cam stirred, blinking hard and sitting up. His thoughts, scattered to the winds of shame and shock, now gathered once more. He started to weigh options. Should he call the police? What would that process be like? What further humiliations could he endure? And was that really Randy who sucked him off?

He rose, staggered to the bathroom, and gave himself a hard look in the mirror. Seeing the residue of Max’s semen on his face filled him with revulsion. He washed his face and hands, brushed his teeth, and gargled for several minutes with mouthwash, rinsing every piece of the incident away. Only, despite the superficial cleansing of his mouth and face, something was off. Perhaps it was the whole terrible incident that had him feeling half-sick and half-dizzy.

What the hell?

Cam lurched forward, his nose an inch away from the mirror. His hands were moving, tugging his hair to test the length of it, pulling down his cheeks to show off his cheekbones, testing the bags under his eyes.

This is some real rough raw material.

He blinked hard again. What was that? The voice was coming from inside his head. And he still couldn’t control his hands as they moved down his body and gave his nipples a lewd pinch.

At least something works on this thing.

Who the fuck is that?

I’m you, honey. Only, just certain pieces. You can call me Kandii.

I don’t want to call you anything! Get the fuck out of my head!

I don’t think so. See, I know some things you don’t know. And one thing I know for sure is that I am here to stay. You can thank Daddy Max for that.

The guy that was just here?

The big stud with that gorgeous black cock, you mean? Mmmm, I can’t wait to get my mouth around that monster again. Can’t you just taste it?

He could. And he hated that, and this intruder that seemed to have finished her - and it was most certainly a her in his head - inspection of his body was now in a more relaxed pose, but even this was feminine. He suddenly radiated a girlishness that hadn’t existed a moment before.

Yeah, I can tell you remember how delicious it was. So, here’s the thing. I’m awake now and I’m bored.

Cam had been wrestling with control of his hands and now they started to close. With that slow first movement, he felt the control of his limbs shift back to him.

Hey!

Get out!

I told you that ain’t happening. And I guess you are stronger than you look.

Who are you?

He could hear the sigh, as the sultry-voiced voice in his head grew frustrated. I told you. Daddy Max set me free. I’m all the parts of you that make you fun and sexy. All the feminine pieces of you, all the times you’ve fantasized about sexy sluts, all the passing thoughts of sucking cock and being fucked by a man, every slutty fantasy you ever had. Daddy’s cum set me free and pretty soon I’ll be running things and we are going to have so much more fun.

So Randy was…

Ronnie? Yep! And isn’t Ronnie, like, a million times hotter than Randy? I wonder if Daddy is fucking her right now…

The image flashed in Cam’s head and he winced.

Stop that! Keep your fantasies to yourself.

They’re our fantasies now. Just wait until I’m back in control again.

I won’t let that happen.

There was a high-pitched giggle between his ears.

You have to sleep sometime.

Cam left message after message, first on Randy’s phone and then on Jason’s. He would work his way down the list until some picked up. There was an itch at the back of his head he couldn’t scratch. Kandii was quiet for now, but her inane and apocalyptic prattle was going to drive him crazy if he couldn’t exorcise her from him somehow. And if Ronnie really was Randy, then maybe he, or she, had a way out of the whole mess.

He was met with the same nothing at every turn. Kaleb, however, called back within two minutes.

“Cam? You said someone broke into your apartment last night?”

The voice was Kaleb’s but higher. And sultrier. If Cam didn’t know any better, he would say that Kaleb was trying to seduce him with that voice.

“Yes. Some bimbo who said her name was Ronnie but she used to be Randy. And that was just the appetizer. Next, a giant black dude named Max broke in. I want to know what the fuck is going on.”

“Daddy.”

It was hardly a breath of a word, but Cam heard it, and now Kandii was joining in.

Daddy? Is he here again?

“No,” he said aloud, forgetting Kaleb was there.

“I think we should meet,” Kaleb offered. “That little coffee shop around the corner from your place. Ten minutes?”

“What? Uh, yeah, I’ll be there. Ten minutes.”

The call disconnected. Cam stared at the phone in his hand as the call app winked back to the home screen.

She sounded hot.

Not a she. A friend. Kaleb.

If she knows Daddy, she’s probably a she, honey. Spoiler warning, your ass is his now.

Cam didn’t respond but did his best to ignore more of Kandii’s musings about ‘Daddy’ and how hot he was. He dressed, cleaned himself, and made his way to the coffee shop, humming a little the whole way. The humming helped silence Kandii a little.

That didn’t mean she wasn’t talking. Once she started, Kandii was a font of observations. This morning, it was concentrated on the men they passed and Kandii’s rampant speculation about how they might be in bed and how big their dicks might be. Peppered through it all were comparisons to Daddy and the inevitable disappointment all men were in comparison to Daddy Max.

Cam found Kaleb before he ever entered. Kaleb was sitting outside in the narrow patio area, his legs neatly crossed, his feminized body squeezed into a clingy tan dress that showcased his healthy breasts and obviously erect nipples. He stood and smiled and waved when he saw Cam approach. Cam held a finger aloft to indicate a pause and hurried through the restaurant to the patio. Kaleb seized him immediately, pressing tight. Cam could feel the pillowy weight of his friend’s breasts. When he took a step back, grinning up at Cam, he saw how little of the Kaleb he knew remained.

His naturally tan skin was much darker. Kaleb’s mother was from Pakistan, and his skin now had more of that rich and deep hue. His hair was dark and luxurious, falling in waves down to his shoulders and the middle of his back. His very red lips were plump, but not as ridiculous as Ronnie’s had been.

“Kaleb?” Cam asked, taking a seat across from the stunning young woman.

“Yes. For a little while longer.”

“What’s going on?”

Kaleb released a quiet laugh. It was not quite a giggle but threatened to become one before he sat up straighter in his chair and continued.

“It must be confusing. But you know. As crazy as it sounds, Daddy Max has given you his gift.” Kaleb shuddered. “His cum. It makes you his devoted sissy. You’ll do anything he asks. Anything. And the worst part is, you’re going to love doing it. What’s the name of yours?”

“My what?”

“The sissy part of you growing inside your head.”

Cam blushed. He didn’t like acknowledging Kandii more than he had to. And here was this feminized version of Kaleb asking him to speak her name aloud and encourage that never-ending chatter in the back of his head.

“Kandii,” Cam admitted.

I like it when you say my name.

“Cute!” Kaleb squealed, clapping his hands together. His nails had been done recently and were long and decorated by glitter. “Sorry, sometimes mine takes over. More and more all the time. Her name is Kaylee. And you can see how much my body has changed, too. That’s all her. The stronger she gets, the more I change to look like her. And she just won’t ever shut up.”

Kaleb pressed the heels of his hands to his eyes. Cam knew he was trying to shut out the voice in his head for just one minute of peace and quiet. Kandii had only been with him a few hours and he was already contemplating drastic solutions to the problem. What if he went to the hospital? Would he end up in a psych ward? Probably. Left alone in a room with a door that locked from the outside, drugged to the gills, and with only Kandii to keep him company. Not a very comforting thought.

“What are you going to do?” Cam asked.

Despite Kaleb’s predicament, the fact that two of them were in it together, that they might fight this thing, lifted his spirits. His hopes were quickly dashed.

“That’s why I came here. I wanted to say two things to you before it was too late. First, I wanted to tell you not do what I did. Don’t fight. It hurts after a while. To be yourself. My head feels like it’s going to explode. And she just never stops. I know I’m half-crazy already. What I’m saying is, give in. Let Kandii do whatever she wants and enjoy the ride out.”

“That’s crazy. We can stop this. Reverse it somehow.”

Kaleb offered a weak smile of sympathy. “We can’t. Daddy Max is too strong. So fucking strong,” he finished more wistfully.

“What was the other thing you wanted to tell me?”

“Oh. I wanted to say goodbye to the one person left who would understand. You’ve been a good friend. Sorry this happened to you. Now I’m taking the same advice I gave to you. Kaylee wins.”

“Wait! Before you poof or whatever, can you tell me something about Max? I don’t even know his name.”

“Hawlins,” Kaleb said. “Max Hawlins. Daddy to us. See you, buddy. I’m signing off.”

“Kaleb! Don’t be stupid. We can figure something out.”

Even before she said a word, Cam knew that his friend was truly gone. Kaleb shook and her image wavered. That was the only way Cam could make sense of what he saw. Her whole being grew indistinct and jittery but for only an instant. And, then, Kaleb was gone, and in the seat was Kaylee.

Where Kaleb’s feminized persona was a drop-dead gorgeous young woman, Kaylee, when given full flesh, was another overinflated whore. Her breasts, once large and inviting, were plastic globes that had to be enhanced by implants, even though a breath before they had been gloriously natural. Her lips begged for cock, her hair was done up in anachronistic but seductive pigtails, her eyes were vacant. She blinked as if surprised herself by the sudden transformation. Her hands, two-inch nails growing past the tips of her fingers now, gripped her fake tits and she grinned.

“I’m me!” she exclaimed, giggling and wiggling in her chair. “I’m totally me!”

She looked up at Cam and gave him a once-over with crystal green eyes.

“You’re gonna be a total slut. When you’re ready to go have a good time, gimme a call. I gotta go to Daddy Max. He is gonna be sooo happy to see me.”

Once more Cam found himself watching as one of his friends disappeared from the coffee shop, leaving him staring in confusion and frustration.

Max Hawlins, he repeated to himself.

Daddy Max, Kandii said.


Dressing for work was becoming a battle. Kandii refused to wear his usual khakis and button-up uniform to work, insisting on something hotter. When Cam fished a salmon-colored sweater from the back of his closet, she relented.

At least it’s pink. Did I tell you that was my totally favorite color?

About a million times so far.

Kandii was in a fine mood this morning. While showering, he and his feminized persona discovered how his body hair simply slid off to clog the drain. By the time he had washed himself, his skin was terribly soft and sensitive. While bending to clean up the hair gathered around the shower drain, he felt a subtle-but-definitely-there droop in his chest.

Boobies! Kandii cried in celebration, We have boobies! Now Daddy can play with our tits!

Cam tucked his undershirt into his khakis and made sure the fit was tight to keep his inflating chest hidden from passers-by. While her voice never ceased, Kandi was in such a good mood that she busied herself with singing some sugary club song instead of telling him non-stop how she couldn’t wait for him to give in like Kaylee so she could have some fun for once. She was fond of telling Cam how he should enjoy some good fucking before he goes away forever as if that was a foregone conclusion.

He had a name, though. And when he arrived at work, he used the database of policyholders and medical records to find any mention of the name ‘Max Hawlins.’ He was surprised to find it didn’t take long. After only ten minutes of searches in the medical databases from regional hospitals, he found him. He was treated for chronic pain related to a war wound. Max was a veteran.

After a little more digging Cam had the whole digitized file in front of him. Internally, Kandii drooled over the crystal-clear image of Daddy Max on the monitor. He looked smaller in the photo, and the casual half-smile he wore suggested a man who was vulnerable, not the tower of muscle and authority Cam encountered. Here he was, still on his tour of some far-off land in the desert, looking at the person behind the lens. Did the man in that picture know what he was capable of?

Daddy! We need to see more of Daddy!

Quiet! he replied, the twin screams in his head causing him to wince. He unconsciously closed the windows on the screen, banishing the image of Max to quiet Kandii. It would take her a long time to calm down.

Why can’t we talk about Daddy?

Because every time we do, my head is suddenly full of images of you – me! – sucking his dick.

We both think about him all the time.

I’m trying to get rid of him.

Maybe we could, like, talk to each other about him. Compare notes and stuff.

That made Cam pause. The conversation had been going on like this since he arrived home. Kandii could not stop prattling on and his humming and attempts to ignore her were growing less effective. Maybe Kandii did know something about Max that he didn’t, at least not consciously. Kandii had some connection to him. Maybe she could help betray some notion that might free Cam.

Fine. We can talk about him.

Really? Yay! So, like, do you think he’ll fuck us every day, or is it like a merit thing where you have to earn it? I know he’s got lots of sluts and we’re going to be kinda late to the party, but I am going to go down on him the first second. Like, totally stuff my face with his cock and let him know how much of a whore I am for him.

That’s very sweet. I’m more interested in figuring out how he can do what he did to us. Most people don’t have magic cum that unleashes some kind of sissy body snatcher.

I am totally invading you, Kandii giggled.

You are, he agreed. But how? What makes Daddy Max so special?

There was a precious moment of silence.

Huh. I dunno. How come he has the special cum?

While Kandii pondered, Cam’s phone dinged with a message. He instinctively lifted it off the kitchen counter and checked the face of it. The alert was a message from Ronnie, and he swiped it open.

She wants us to go party! We have to!

Absolutely not. If you think I’m encouraging you to make me even more girly, you can get that idea out of your head right now.

They read the text together, an invitation to go out to a club. Ronnie assured them Kaylee would be there, too, but it was a girls’ night out. No Daddy Max, just drinks and boys. A friendly invitation since Kandii would be one of the girls soon enough.

We have to! I need to have a little fun. I am going absolutely crazy being stuck inside the most boring version of me possible.

That stung. In a disorienting moment of shared emotion, he could feel Kandii’s frustration with him.

If you think I’m going to hang out with my old friends who have become total sluts, you’re crazy.

You don’t have to. You just hang back, get some rest. Take a nap. Relax, for fuck’s sake. I’ll take care of everything.

No way. Absolutely not. If I let you take over, why would you ever give it up? I’m not falling for that.

There was a whisper of a sigh. I’m being straight with you, Cam. I don’t have enough juice yet to run the show full-time. One way or another, you’re going to be back in charge.

Another vertiginous sense of Kandii’s emotions and he knew she was telling him the truth. And he was so very tired.

I know you are exhausted. And I’m tired of listening to you. When you wake up, you’ll be back in charge and I get to have a little fun.

If I do this, you have to do something for me.

Baby, helping men is what I do.

Ugh. I want you to find out what you can about how Max can do this to me and the others.

You mean, what makes his cum turn you into a hotass sissy whore hungry for a big black cock? she tittered.

Not how I would put it, but, yes.

Fine. I’ll be a detective and you stop all of that stuff you do all the time for a little while.

So, how do we do this?

You just have to slip back… Just. Like. That.


Kandii blinked.

Holy shit, Cam breathed behind Kandii’s eyes.

Right? Feels funky looking out someone else’s eyes, doesn’t it?

Yes. You’re not going back on our deal? I’m not stuck like this?

Kandii gave a silent sigh.

No, I’m not lying to you, stupid. Now leave me alone.

For Cam, it was like being in a warm darkness. The effect was not unpleasant, but suddenly not feeling oneself was disorienting. There was no taste or smell or touch, only his thoughts floating in the dark transom. And yet, that warmth. A feeling of peace. Against all odds, Cam’s consciousness drifted into that space of sleep where Kadii only felt him faintly.

She stretched her limbs in his apartment, feeling the weight of her own skin, the tickle of carpet beneath her feet, the way the air stirred around her when her limbs moved. Kandii was no longer relegated to a life of insubstantial thought inside a deeply boring guy’s head. She was here, in the real world. And she was ready to show it what she was made of.

First, an inventory. Kandii stripped on her way to the bathroom, arriving naked and eager to see herself in the mirror. The overall effect was disappointing, but there were signs of improvement. Her best quality at present was her skin. It was soft and smooth and growing a touch more tan as Daddy Max’s influence spread. Her hair was lightening into a dark blonde, but Kandii knew that was on its way to the platinum mane of her sassiest of dreams. Her lips were filling out some. She had no makeup, but her face was acceptably feminine. Not as hot as, say, Ronnie’s or Kaylee’s, but close.

Her tits were so small! Noticeable, sure. Even a good handful, but she needed great big mammoth tits. Not these pert little apples sitting up on her chest. She did enjoy the tautness of her nipples and how they always seemed to want to stand at attention. She could go braless right now with just a bit of jiggle, but with her nipples tenting the top the men would still want a taste. She imagined Daddy’s tongue on those nipples; his big hands holding her waist, which had turned inward to emphasize her hips; and how his powerful arms might lift her. She shivered and giggled, doing a happy little dance at the way the chills shook her.

A twist of her waist and she admired how her ass was filling out. And she had great legs, no getting around that. She needed to show those off and showcase the roundness of her hips, too. That meant shopping. And she could get makeup, too. She was Cam, after all, and she had access to his keys and wallet. If she was going to have a night out, she was going to need some work done.

It felt good to be behind the wheel, moving from place to place like she was in control and it would always be that way. She hadn’t lied to Cam about that. There was an ever-so-slightly perceptible drain of her energy. In ten, maybe twelve hours she would be too weak to lift a limb. Kandii was still renting this body while the landlord napped. Not forever, though…

She indulged at a makeup counter of a department store, urging the girl in her smock with glossy red lips to keep exploring her face, to make it as seductive as possible. Kandii watched carefully while the girl worked, applying heavier makeup than a normal girl might wear, but one that a beauty-obsessed cockslut would be proud of. Lipliner emboldening cherry red lips, skin made almost flawless by the foundation and a swath of pink making Kandii’s cheekbones appear higher and more prominent. Her eyes were given cat-eye swipes, dark and bold. Her eyelids shimmered with pink and deep purple. A dark beauty mark was applied near her left eye, just below the outer corner.

When Kandii left, she intentionally wore the tightest jeans and a fittingly tight light blue tee to showcase her girlish curves. Her hair was long enough to be loose and shaggy, falling in waves around her face. Messy, but not unlike what a college girl might wear between styles. And what was Kandii if not in this strange valley between masculine and hyperfeminine? The girl behind the counter never questioned the femininity of the customer across the counter. And now that Kandii had been truly and well made over, she wasn’t just feminine, she was alluring.

From the department store, where she also nabbed a few girly things for beneath the jeans and tee, she made her way to a stylist. That shaggy mop of dirty blonde hair was washed and sculpted, trimmed to be shorter, yes, but shaped with a low part on the left sweeping over to cascade down on the right - still loose, still a touch wild, but perfect. Naturally, Kandii had it dyed. Now, darker roots were still close to the scalp, but the hair lightened into soft white blonde. Now she wasn’t just feminine, she was fuckable.

Kandii left the salon with a swing in her hips, feeling quite fine. Last on her agenda was shopping for the right outfit. When she happened upon a boutique near the old center of town, the kind of place where such shops lined the streets, peppered with a few law offices and government offices. She found a silver-and-rhinestone outfit with a teasingly short skirt and scoop neck that would show just how bra-less she was. Make some of the boys imagine what might be on either side of that valley. The find was quick and uneventful, save for the businessman who must have been in the store buying something for his girlfriend. No ring, Kandii noticed that. Her sissyhood came with some new tics, and looking at men’s visible marital statuses was one of them.

As soon as she saw him, Kandii’s body entered a state of lust unlike anything she’d felt so far. But then, she realized, she hadn’t been in the presence of a truly successful and seemingly powerful man like this before. She imagined herself rushing to him while he thumbed through racks of dresses, hardly aware she was there at all. Kandii would attack him, sink to her knees and rip open his tailored pants, take his cock in hand, and feed it into her mouth as soon as she was able. Mmm, yes. And when it was nice and hard, she would turn around and offer up her ass. Her boipussy. And that man would fuck her like the slut she was. Maybe he’d even pull out in time to throw his load on her back. Coat her with cum. Fuck, that would be so hot. Her mouth was open. She was breathing quickly and hard. Was she actually going to do it? Could she resist?

He moved, brushing past her on his way out the door, apparently not having found what he was looking for. When he passed, he looked at Kandii, gave her a more-than-appreciative glance, and exited. When she thought back on it, the strangest part was that her limp clitty never grew. She was horny, holy shit was she ever. But she wasn’t hard. That made her ass tingle pleasantly. It made her feel like a good sissy slut.

Back to Cam’s house to change and touch up her makeup using the same shades purchased from the counter girl. Once she was in her panties purchased alongside the makeup and in the dress she bought, Kandii reevaluated. Fuck that initial disappointment. Now that she’d made some minor improvements, any man would be happy to have her lips on his dick. She threw herself a wink in the mirror, enjoying the added beauty mark she’d darkened moments before.

She texted Ronnie to tell her that Kandii was on her way. Ronnie replied with hearts and exclamation points and it made Kandii giggle. She felt lighter, despite the never-ending drain of her energy. Being with her sisters would be all the energy she needed. Maybe they could help her keep Cam from coming back. Maybe she could stay with them forever.

The club was of the underground variety. Sex clubs were like that. It was in a warehouse, but not the same warehouse where Cam first encountered Daddy Max. There was the same bouncer at the door, but when Kandii sashayed up to him and dropped him a wink, he simply stepped aside. This was right where Kandii was supposed to be.

Inside, someone had done good work affixing lights to riggings crisscrossing the ceiling. They swung and threw primary colors everywhere. A DJ was bouncing his head while dividing time between his laptop and a turntable. The room was filled with maybe a hundred and fifty people. Pretty girls in skimpy dresses buzzed around the room with drinks for the partiers. Shots and beers and two fingers of whiskey. Mixed drinks for the girls.

Only the girls in the club weren’t exactly girls, were they? The reason the club was most certainly of the illicit variety was because of this kink. Every man and woman came to the club for the kinds of girls Daddy Max provided. They wanted a sissy.

Kandii navigated the dancers and stole glances at the couples hiding in the shadowed corners of the makeshift club, sissies coupled with burly black men and the occasional couple of color. The only white skin in this club was that of the sissies. This fact, too, thrilled her and made her stomach cartwheel. She aimed for the bar where she caught a glimpse of Ronnie. Kandii scooted on her stilettoes until she was in the arms of her old friend, only this time appreciating the plump firmness of her inflated tits.

“Hey, babygirl!” Ronnie cried, “we are so glad you made it. Is your worse half chattering away?”

“He’s asleep,” Kandii informed her.

“Isn’t that the best? Eventually they go away completely, but asleep is almost as good.”

The two squealed and Kaylee joined them, coming from the other end of the bar. Behind her were a pair of porn-quality blondes, one in a purple minidress that was partly sheer so one could easily make out the shade of her nipples beneath the dress, and the other in a red romper unbuttoned down to her navel, which was pierced with a Playboy bunny rabbit.

“This is Erika,” Ronnie said with a gesture of her hand as if she were a game show hostess presenting a prize. “She used to be Elias. You can see the improvement, but she still has all the money. This bitch is taking us all to Milan once your man part is gone.”

“That’s Jason, then,” Kandii said, pointing a finger at the bimbo in red.

“Jade, honey,” she corrected. “Jason is long gone. How’s it feel to be free?”

“So fucking good,” Kandii admitted. “But I am totally jealous of you bitches. I mean, those tits and those lips!”

“Give it time, babygirl,” Ronnie assured her. “Won’t be long and you’ll be just as slutty as we are.”

They giggled as a pack, and Kandii joined in. It felt good to be with them, to not have to think anymore. Fighting Cam and trying to figure out how to get back to this place with her sisters was more stressful than she realized. Now, that worry was turned off and she felt light and horny and dumb and it made her complete.

“Oh,” she said, remembering her promise to Cam, “how did Daddy do this to us, anyways? I mean I know he fucked our mouths, and, god, I can’t wait for that to happen again, but was that all it was? And how does that work?”

Erika snorted a little and Kandii saw she had a thin silver spoon. There was a white powder in the small bowl of it, a powder that quickly disappeared up the blonde slut’s nose.

“Magic, baby,” she laughed and offered a scoop of the powder to Kandii.

Kandii thought, First time I ever did coke, and snorted it up. There was a rush of cold tingles and then a hum of energy and euphoria. Fuck, that was good.

“Magic?” she asked, wrinkling her face as her nose dripped.

“Mhm,” Ronnie added. “Something from when he was in the desert. He said it was a magic lamp. But I think he was just teasing.”

“No!” Kaylee complained with a playful swat of Ronnie’s arm, “Daddy wasn’t lying about that. It was a total genie.”

Ronnie rolled her eyes but argued no more. Instead, she offered, “Tonight is all about Kandii. It’s sad Daddy Max can’t be here, but he said he had to be out of town. Sometimes people pay him to make girls like us.”

“Like, a LOT of money,” Erika said appreciatively.

“But we are still gonna have fun,” Jade assured Kandii. “Just look at all these men. Don’t you just wanna fuck ‘em?”

Kandii did, and nodded as Jade spoke.

“All these men, Daddy vouches for ‘em, and that means they’re guests. Every single one of ‘em big and dark and delicious. I can’t tell you how fucking hot it is to please them. But just your mouth. Your ass belongs to Daddy. Understand?”

“Yes,” Kandii answered.

Her head was buzzing and she was so fucking horny, it was hard to think, so she stopped. Her body knew what to do. She would save her ass for Daddy as she was told, but her body had other needs. For starters, she needed to dance. She and the others made their way to the dance floor and she bounced with the music. It was like the beats were flowing through, right from the air, through her body, and into the floor beneath her. She was pure energy, and life and lust, and she was afraid she might simply explode with the joy she felt. As she moved, she saw her sisters dancing with others. They lewdly rubbed their exaggerated bodies against the hard flesh of the men nearby until, one-by-one, they were claimed as partners by some of the men.

Kandii felt hands slip around her from behind. They felt her belly and moved up, cupping, briefly holding, and releasing her modest breasts. Kandii moaned. The hands continued up to her shoulders and slid down, gripping her ass. A gin-scented breath whispered in her ear.

“You’re my date tonight, bunny.”

“Mmm. Yes, sir,” she answered with a purr, turning to find a goateed mountain of dark muscle before her.

“You can call me Darius,” he said.

“Yes, Darius.”

“Let’s dance.”

They did. He held her tight and his hands were so strong. Again, she felt the simple pleasure of mere existence. No worry, no fear, no regret. Only the now and the promise of this man using her. They danced and humped through his leather pants. Her hand slid down his rippled abdomen to his bulging crotch. She could feel the thickness of him and whimpered, though he was not fully hard.

“Come with us.”

Erika had a hand on her shoulder.

“Bring your friend.”

Kandii took Darius’s hand with both of hers and pulled him along. He laughed as a drink sloshed in his hand and he staggered after her. There were ten of them altogether, the five transformed sissies and their dates for the evening. They cut through the crowd on their way through a set of double doors, a storage area separated from the rest of the warehouse. Kaylee led the way toward a narrow set of metal steps winding up and up.

All followed, and the sissies squealed and giggled as the stairs rose and swayed as they neared the top. At the top was a metal door, a chain unlocked and left dangling. The door opened easily when Kaylee’s waist hit the metal bar and her tits pressed against the safety glass embedded in the top half of that door.

The cool night air hit them all at once. Kandii shook from the daze she’d been in. She inhaled deeply, though this part of town always suggested a hint of garbage or something acrid and chemical. Still, the night air was brisk and she felt alive and oh-so horny.

“Girls, find your corners. I think we all need a little pick-me-up. And mine is hot and sticky and hidden here.”

Kaylee gripped her date’s cock through his jeans and he laughed.

“Come on, bunny,” he growled, “let’s see if that mouth is as good at sucking as it is at talking.”

There was a scratching of loose gravel on the roof of the warehouse as the girls led their men into the darker recesses, finding shadows where they could enjoy one another in private. Kandii looked up at Darius, her hand on his chest.

“How about we scoot over there?” he asked with a nod of his head, indicating a pitch pocket where no light found the perimeter of the building’s roof. The only light at all was the ambient light of the lamps lining the road beneath them. It made it seem as if a glow was creeping over the lip of the roof, but never fully took hold.

Kandii followed Darius. She imagined it was Daddy Max leading her away, because then she wouldn’t even have to think about that one special rule to save her boipussy for him. She could let go, be the slut that clawed inside her to be freed. As soon as they were in their tent of darkness, he placed a hand on her shoulder and pushed her, nudging her to her knees. Kandii did not resist. Her mind was pure need in that instant. She knew his cock was coming, and she urged it free with her fingers as soon as she was at eye level with the thing. Her knees sang with tiny cuts from the gravel, but she ignored it. Was, in fact, unable to act on anything but the looming promise of Darius’s pole passing her lips and filling her mouth.

“Please,” she begged as it fumbled into view. She gasped. It was so damn big. Long, dark, veiny, and fragrant with his sweat.

“Go on, then,” he urged gently, “suck your man’s dick like a good slut.”

The release came. Her thinking of anything at all ceased. She was a being of pure hunger. And the only craving was that of this cock in this moment. Her lips parted and she swallowed the tip. Her hands found his base and she stroked the length of him, like she was caressing a beloved pet. Her cheeks hollowed and she sucked. A wet slurping sound like the music of the angels accompanied that suction and it fueled Kandii’s hunger. Her head bobbed. Darius’s huge snake stuffed her mouth, the tip pressing against the back of her throat. She knew good sluts could deepthroa. No amount of desire could stop her immediate gagging as Darius moved down her throat. After a moment, she relaxed and felt him going deep, deeper than she would have thought possible. She worked his root while he pumped her cockhole in an orchestra of pure sexuality. Grunts issued from him, sounds that started way down in his chest. He was going to blow soon. Vaguely, Kandii hoped he would blow the load on her face and tits so she could wear his spunk, but she didn’t bother to care all that much. She was being used by a strong black man and that was plenty of happy for now.

Like he read her mind, though, Darius retreated at the point of climax, taking his monster in hand and aiming it directly at Kandii’s nose. He blew across her cheeks and nose and lips. It dribbled down her chin and splattered on the exposed skin between her budding breasts. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue, baptized by Darius’s cum. It was hot and delicious and good.

Darius chuckled as he zipped up.

“Max sure don’t lie about you bunnies.”

“Bunnies?” Kandii asked.

“Snowbunnies, baby. White girls who can’t live without a nice black dick.”

Kandii giggled. “I’m a snowbunny.”

“You sure as fuck are.”

Darius took her hand and led her back toward the roof entrance. Kandii licked her lips clean and marveled at how yummy cum was and how she wanted more of it already. She didn’t bother to clean the rest. She liked how it cooled on her skin and glistened when the light hit it. Each droplet was a badge of honor. Proof that she was the finest cocksucker around.

Some of the others had already gathered there. Kaylee’s hair was mussed and Ronnie’s neck and chest were wet with cum. More gathered on Erika’s forehead and hair. Jade was the last to arrive with cum splattered around her mouth like it had erupted from there, probably the residue from an overflow of cum in her mouth when her date came.

“We’ll see you downstairs,” Kaylee’s date said, and the men left, clapping each on the back and already whispering lewd stories about what they’d done to the girls. As if the sissies on the roof were somehow capable of feeling humiliation for serving their primary function.

“Looks like you had fun,” Ronnie said, sidling up to Kandii. She swiped a line of dripping cum from Kandii’s cheek with the tip of her finger and deposited it in her own mouth. Ronnie sucked and smiled. “Yummy.”

“He was.” Kandii pouted. “I don’t wanna leave.”

“Don’t worry, baby,” Erika said, wrapping an arm around the newest bimbo, “it won’t be long and you’ll be with us and Daddy forever.”

“Promise?”

“Of course. And there’s something else you get to take home. Daddy likes us nice and secure. Show her.”

Two of the girls lifted their skirts and pulled aside their lacy panties. Their penises were obviously shrunken. More, they were locked away in some kind of restraint device that held the head and shaft in a cage while looping around the balls. A small padlock held it in place and secured it so that there was no chance of removal. The holes along the shaft and tip allowed for air and expulsion of fluids, but there was no way to touch the little cocklettes.

“Daddy likes us locked,” Jade grinned.

“And we have one for you,” Kaylee added.

Jade had a clutch that matched the outfit. From that small purse, she removed a cage just like theirs.

“Time to say bye-bye to your dick, baby. And say hello to being the hottest sissy around.”

“One more toot from that spoon,” Kandii bargained, “and lock me the fuck up.”


Cam groaned and shielded his eyes from the light coming in the bedroom window. He had inherited Kandii’s hangover. None of the fun of being drunk, all of the pain of the aftermath. His mouth was dry and filled with a taste he couldn’t identify. He was nude except for a pair of black panties that fit him more than he would have liked. He rolled onto his back, the weight of his breasts shifting as he moved and reminding him of his predicament.

Morning, sleepyhead.

Fuck.

We had soooo much fun last night. Thanks for letting me out for a while. I have to say, we looked fucking hot.

Cam sat up and his brain shifted painfully in his skull.

Glad you had fun. I feel like shit.

Wanna put me back in charge for a bit? I’m getting my mojo back.

No. We’re good. What the fuck were you drinking?

Oh, I drank all kinds of stuff, she giggled.

A flash, very quick, of Kandii staring down the barrel of a huge black cock, most of it spearing her mouth. Then it was gone, but enough of the image lingered for Cam to understand the taste in his mouth was likely another man’s dick.

Did you at least find out how he’s doing this to us?

TotallyI So, apparently he was in the desert…

Right. He was in the military. Tours of the Middle East.

Right. So, anyways, while he was there, Daddy found a genie and made a wish and now he can make weak white boys into snowbunnies.

Snowbunnies?

She answered with an emotion, a feeling of lusting after and being used by black men and the joy that brought.

That’s ridiculous. There’s no such thing as magic.

Says the boy turning into the hotter, sissy version of himself.

She had a point. But where did you find help for magic?

The Witch’s Cauldron was a hole in the wall, a dark-tinted window that you could sweep your eyes over and never notice. Cam found it after a Google search of his city and the words ‘real magic.’ There were a few hits on shows in the area, magicians peddling their tricks for the rubes. But there was The Witch’s Cauldron, too. That was a listing for an occult bookstore and promised rare and hard-to-find items could be purchased there. No nods or winks. It was as good a place to try as any.

Two things struck Cam on entering: first, the woman behind the counter in the middle of the store was ravishing. Second, the place was bigger than he thought, deeper where it was narrow. Books of various colors and sizes lined the shelves, jars of dried fruits of unimaginable origin spiced the air, and bins of bleached bones and colorful stones lined the glass countertops. Stepping into the shop was like stepping into another reality, one where magic was more than a possibility.

“Can I help you?” the raven-haired owner asked.

Yeah, she is a hottie, Kandii admitted.

“I have a really strange story to tell you. But I have to ask you first. Do you really believe in magic?”

“Sounds like a story I want to hear. My name is Magda and, yes, I truly believe in magic. Now tell me your story.”

Cam told her everything. She was surprised when he told her he wasn’t a girl. Even with his usual clothes on, the hairstyle, and evolving changes in his body, namely bigger tits and a wider ass, it was impossible to pass as a boy anymore. He explained how he had come to be this way, humiliated as he told of the assault in his apartment. Kandii delighted in that part of the story. His body felt a shared twinge of arousal as Kandii fantasized about Daddy Max and his magical cock. He told Magda about Kandii, and how he was losing himself hour by hour. And, when he was done, Magda nodded and thought.

“Sounds like a djinn.”

“Like a genie in a lamp?” he asked incredulously.

“More like a succubus. Djinn are desert elementals, sexual spirits that live in the dust devils and tempt men. Usually, they sap the water out of their victims and leave behind these gross drained husks. Sounds like your boy rode the lightning. Literally.”

“You mean-?”

“Yeah,” Magda said, nodding, “I think he fucked a djinn and got away with it. That sort of contact with a supernatural creature can have all sorts of effects.”

Cam felt relief, despite the strangeness of the situation. This woman - this amazing, gorgeous woman – not only believed him, she suggested she might have an answer for saving him.

“There are a bunch of spells that might be able to reverse the spell that you’re under, but they all require one ingredient that is going to be tough to come by.”

“What’s that?”

“We need his semen. That was what changed you, and that’s what can change you back.”

Kandii cheered.

“Isn’t there another way? Maybe one spell that doesn’t need that? Because if I have to do that again, I don’t know if I’ll come back from that.”

“I think I can help. There’s a necklace, just a little charm. It should strengthen you enough to take back control, even after another blast of this magic. But you have to keep it on. If you lose it, I can’t promise you would come back from something like that. I hate to say this, Cameron, but you don’t have much choice. One way or another, Kandii is going to get stronger. You either lean into it and come away with a cure or you end up where you were headed anyway.”

“That’s a pretty grim assessment.”

Magda sighed. “Pretty grim situation.”

“But you can reverse it? If I get his cum?”

“I’m pretty sure. Yeah.”

“Alright. Let’s put on that charm.”

I hate this thing, Kandii complained for the hundredth time.

She meant the charm. It was a round bauble, and there was some kind of root or flower inside it that gave off a musty odor, but since he slipped it over his head, Cam felt much more himself, despite his body’s transformation. He didn’t care for the jiggle of his tits or the sway of his ass, or the cage keeping his masculinity at bay, but he could feel himself more substantially. And being a hot woman wasn’t so bad. Everywhere he went, people were looking at him, admiring him, lusting after him. No one had ever noticed him that way before. It was kind of nice being the center of attention wherever he went.

The charm stays on. I’m going to try to give you control again.

About time, she huffed.

Cam focused and forced himself to drift back, entering that warm darkness while Kandii shifted into the cocoon of his flesh and bone.

“Good,” she said, cupping her tits and giving them a squeeze. A jolt of pleasure rocketed through her nipples to her caged clitty and her eager asshole.

Before she could get comfortable, Cam drifted again, this time assuming control once more.

“Easy,” he announced.

Hey!

“Just testing. I’m not sleeping this time around. You try to remove the charm or get rid of me in any way and I’m taking over and we’re getting out of there.”

Fine, she agreed, but the tone was petulant.

Another drift and Kandii stepped back into her body. “Stop that,” she snarled.

Fine, fine, Cam said cheerily, but I’ll be watching this time.

Good, she thought at him, enjoy the show!

Kandii busied herself with ignoring Cam by sifting through some of the purchases that had arrived. After returning home from the club, Kandii knew she would need some new clothes and, with Cam’s cards in hand, used his computer for an online spending spree that would rack up thousands. Kandii was pretty sure there wouldn’t be a boy to get that bill by the time it came.

She was going for it tonight. White ankle boots and wide-knit white fishnets covering her tan legs, tight pink shorts that showed off the undercurve of her ass, and a pink halter displaying her taut little belly and the new roundness of her D-cups. With her makeup applied just right and her hair arranged, she looked like she was ready to fuck. And Kandii was a book you could most definitely judge by its cover.

She double-checked the address of the club with Kaylee, who she was starting to really like, even more than their old boy versions. The final text from Kaylee made Kandii’s boipussy twinge with desire.

DADDY’S HERE TONIGHT!

Kandii had to make herself drive slowly and stop at all the red lights. She was going to be with Daddy soon! Cam felt the tremble of her excitement and did his best to detach himself from the sensations of arousal and anticipation that radiated from Kandii.

When she arrived at Daddy’s Club, she gave the bouncer a friendly little wave on her entry.

“Lookin’ good,” he told her as she passed and she winked at him, too.

The place wasn’t as crowded when she entered, but it was earlier, too. And it gave her a clear look across the room to the bar where her friends surrounded the figure of her desire – Daddy! She rushed at him and jumped into his arms.

“Welcome home, bunny,” he told her, squeezing her in his powerful arms. “Let’s have a look at you.”

He held her at arm’s length and looked her over.

“Lookin’ fine, babygirl. Not all the way to my liking, but real damn close. And I can tell you know just where you belong.”

“Oh, yes, Daddy,” she assured him, wiggling in his grip, writhing to be nearer to him.

“Yeah, I know what you want, babygirl. But Daddy ain’t going to give it to you just yet. I want you to be thinking about it tonight when you’re dancing with some of these other men. And if you do a real good job making Daddy’s friends happy, then you get what you want. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” she nodded. God, it felt so good to be in his hands. Her mind was happy and empty and ready to obey her Daddy in all ways. If he needed her to make his friends happy, she would be the most pleasing slut in the whole world.

You really do get dumber around him, Cam mused.

Shut up. This is fun time for me and my Daddy!

Cam kept mostly quiet. In truth, there was a happy little buzz that accompanied Kandii at her dumbest that infected him, too. He watched as she chatted with her new sisters and they all complimented her on her increasing femininity. Kandii was getting hotter, even Cam could admit to that. She hadn’t tipped into the land of the obviously augmented porn star like the others, but he supposed that would be his fate if he couldn’t get a sample from Max.

He watched through her eyes as through almond-shaped windows, watching as she danced with one man or another. The club filled up and she was drinking and then Erika offered her some coke. Before he could stop her, Kandii had it up her nose and was vibing to the music while her heart hammered and her passions piqued. Cam felt the euphoria and allowed himself a moment of abandon, feeling Kandii’s pleasures for a taste and then he forced himself to stop. Her utter lack of inhibition and shameless desires made her erotic joy all the more intense. It was unfiltered, uncut whore and it tasted good.

As the night wore on, Kandii was blind on booze and blow, and now Kaylee had her by the elbow and was dragging her into one of the bathrooms where a black bull with a tat scrawled across his chest waited. His pants were already down. Kaylee closed the stall door behind them and the two sissies knelt down on the stained tile of the bathroom. Cam howled at the filth under his skin, but unless he wanted to seize control of the whole of her, Kandii would not be deterred from her need for the cock presented. Kaylee started them off, slurping the head of the dark iron rod and releasing, letting it bob. Kandii tittered as she saw the game and took it in her mouth on its next bounce. They traded like that for several bounces, each taking their unnamed stud deeper than the other, challenging one another for the title of greatest slut. Somehow, their playfulness turned to insane need, and they abandoned their game for mutual worship of the steely cock shared with them. When their lips met, they kissed one another as lustily as they savored the sweaty black flesh.

“Open wide,” he told them, and they did as they were told, extending their tongues while their benefactor took his cock in hand and gave it the next few strokes to bring him to a juicy climax.

Cum rained down on them in gooey droplets, painting each of their faces with its slippery texture. They giggled happily while they swallowed down the cum collected on their lips and tongue. After they were summarily dismissed, Kaylee and Kandii returned to the floor of the club hand-in-hand, kissing each other’s cheeks and lapping up the cum that still decorated them.

“You need to talk to Daddy. He loves seeing us like this,” Kaylee promised.

“Where are we going?”

“Daddy’s office.”

The music faded when they entered the double doors to the back storage area. Instead of veering left to the stairs leading to the roof, they went right. There was a windowless office. Kaylee didn’t knock. The benefits of being one of Daddy’s sluts. When you’re with him, you’re home.

“Hello, bunnies,” he said at their entrance. The office was too nice for the warehouse outside. Daddy had decorated it with soft, colored lights and art on the walls. Music played low and sweet, some jazz, but not the commercial stuff. Daddy liked real jazz. “Look at you two. I see you have been showing someone a good time.”

“Yes, Daddy,” they said in unison. Kandii loved it when they talked at the same time like they all shared one brain meant to serve Daddy.

“And I think I told my newest bunny that I would give her a treat if she did what I asked. And she did, didn’t she?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Kandii answered, but alone this time.

“Good girl. Now how about you get on all fours for me and lift that skirt? Show Daddy what’s his.”

This is humiliating, Cam complained, hating the promise of what was to come.

This is so fucking hot, Kandii countered and settled down to the ground on her hands and knees. She lifted her skirt with her ass raised, inviting Daddy Max to mount her.

Daddy Max found his place behind her and gripped the thin waist of Kandii’s panties.

“You don’t need these,” he chuckled.

The panties ripped apart in his thick hands. Suddenly, her ass was bared and aching to receive Daddy Max’s gift.

“Girls, help lube Daddy up,” he commanded.

The blonde sluts gathered around, alternately spitting on Kandii’s virgin asshole and taking Daddy Max’s cock into their mouths so that it was slick and glistening. He dismissed them and approached Kandii. The transformed bimbos retreated and watched while Max pressed the tip of his giant, beautiful phallus against Kandii’s tight button. The lube helped some, but nothing could have prepared her for the girth that fit into her ass, or the way it seemed to keep going, to fill her up all the way to her guts. Once he had passed the ring of her virgin rectum, he slid deep into Kandii, and she moaned in a low and animal way. Her fingers clawed the carpet and her eyes rolled up; her mouth hung open as if awaiting another cock.

Cam was not immune to the raw, deep, all-encompassing satisfaction Kandii received from being speared by Max’s member. The emotion and pleasure she felt spilled over, splashing onto his consciousness adrift within her. He contemplated seizing control of her body and fleeing, but he decided against it, not wanting to feel the anal invasion any more clearly than he did vicariously through Kandii.

For Kandii, it was like a door opened to her brain and a strong wind blew away all other thoughts. She was Daddy’s good slut and he was fucking her and making her even more of a slut and that was perfection. There was no higher goal than this moment on the floor of an abandoned warehouse, with the broad black man pummeling her ass, grunting as his pleasure rose. Finally, his hands curled around her hips, digging hard into the meat of her, and held her fast while he finished. Kandii’s sissyclit spasmed in her cage, threatening to spill some semen of her own.

“Mine, now,” he snarled and seized, shallow pumps taking him the rest of the way as his magical elixir pumped into Kandii’s ass.

She felt the heat of it and, more, the tingle of it, as its enhancing properties seeped into her insides and reinforced her changes all over again. She purred from within and without as she felt the power of her Daddy fill her, enhancing her own mind and body. She was stronger already and felt an aching hunger for cock that made her squeeze Daddy’s cock buried inside her and whimper for more.

Cam felt that power grow and knew if it hadn’t been for the charm, he would surely have been banished to nothingness. For now, he still fought for control and could regain it.

You have to get some of that cum, he told Kandii. And no eating it.

Spoilsport, she teased, but she was too high on booze, more coke from her friends, and the raw power she’d been infused with by her owner. She was drunk on being a slut, and so was more agreeable. When Daddy finished with her, he held Kandii, caressed her curves, admired his handiwork.

“You are going to be one hell of a slut,” he grinned, patting her bare thigh. Kandii nodded and giggled and kissed her Daddy until work took him away and she was left with the others


I could totally take over if I wanted to, Kandii told him.

“Maybe, but let’s not start the day with a fight,” he pleaded. The hangover was back. He was half-tempted to give her control for the morning just so she could reap what she sowed with her drinking and partying. But, they had what they went to the party for, and that was enough to lift his spirits.

In the bathroom, a small vial sat with Max’s cum, mined from Kandii’s ass. It held more than Cam expected to retrieve, a fact Kandii seemed quite proud of. He just had to clean the makeup off him from the night before, take a shower, and get that seed to Magda.

The reflection that greeted him in the mirror, however, stopped him in his tracks. Where before he had been a natural, if exotic, blonde beauty, Daddy Max’s latest injection of his magical man-juice had changed him into a true slut. His hair was longer, almost down to his ass, and very light blonde. His lips were enhanced like he’d just had lip injections. His lashes were dark and naturally thick and long. The beauty mark no longer washed off, but was a permanent part of his lust-inducing features. His tits were big and round and impossible, while his waist narrowed dramatically and then flared into an ass that was equally as unlikely as his breasts. It was big and juicy and begged to be fucked. His skin had deepened into a California tan. Everything about his new form screamed porn star fuckability.

“Damnit,” he hissed, and found his voice was high and lispy. A voice that could not be taken seriously.

We are so fucking hot, Kandii cooed. She was no smarter after the last treatment from Daddy and spent her time giggling and sending Cam images of them being railed by their black Daddy the night before.

Cam texted Magda with the news that she had collected Max’s semen. She sent him a list of ingredients to accompany the sticky stuff on the bathroom counter and instructions on how to mix the ingredients together.

‘It’s not an exact science,’ she wrote, ‘more of a chemical reaction between all the ingredients. Mix it until it’s like a paste. Get close enough to your guy’s penis to apply it. Once it touches his skin, it should remove the spell for you and anyone he’s transformed. Let me know how it goes.’

Dressing to go out for the final things was a challenge. Kandii buzzed about some of the new items she’d purchased, and they were, unfortunately, the only clothes that remotely fit his newly augmented body. They worked together to fit Cam into a red tube top with the word JUICY scripted across the front and a black skirt that slit all the way up the side so it showed off the majority of Cam’s bubble ass. Thigh-high black boots completed the ensemble and made him look like some kind of expensive whore. Kandii delighted at the idea.

From the moment Cam left his apartment, he was consumed by his new body’s unexpected needs. It ached to be touched and played with, his nipples pinched and twisted, his big ass slapped and squeezed, his mouth filled and his ass hammered by black cock. Every man of suggested power or wealth became a sudden and disturbing obsession. Kandii was made to feel inherently inferior to powerful men, and seeing one made her intensely horny and eager to please. It was a constant battle, and one Cam knew would have been impossible without the charm.

He made it all the way through the list of odd ingredients when he found himself at an international grocery store, where he was told he could find sheep brains. He never expected to be buying such a thing, but being trapped in a sex-obsessed sissy slut’s body hadn’t been on the menu, either. She was strolling through the aisles when she spied the man watching her from two aisles over. He was in a smart suit, an expensive gold ring (not a wedding ring!), and a smoldering look. His skin was coffee-colored and his face was strong and adorned by a neatly-trimmed dark beard. When his dark eyes met hers, they held her gaze and he smiled at her.

Oh fuck, she whispered to Cam, that guy looks so fucking good. I need to play with him.

Not right now, he scolded, we have work to do.

Kandii grumbled and then Cam felt himself drifting and suddenly he was in the dark pocket inside his body and Kandii was running the show.

Hey! He complained.

Shut up. I need to.

He watched while Kandii nabbed the final ingredient and slipped it into her handbasket. She turned the corner of the aisle, letting her body jiggle and bounce in all its glory as she approached the neatly dressed stranger.

“Hello,” he said with a charming, toothy smile.

“You were looking at me,” Kandii observed.

“I was.”

“Were you gonna do something about that or are you the kind of man who just likes to look.”

“Why don’t you come back to my office for a minute? I have the insurance place around the corner. I don’t have any appointments for another hour. I can take a break. Benefits of being your own boss. Care to join me?”

“Mm. Yes, please,” Kandii giggled.

Cam could only feel a hint of her lust and need, but even this was intense. Kandii not only wanted this man, she needed him. Her basic function was to serve the cocks of powerful men. There was no question, then, that she followed him to his shingle, a tidy little office with an empty receptionist's desk and a more private office in the back. It was not unlike the one in the warehouse used by Daddy Max but was a touch more luxurious. Kandii liked being in the lair of a man of comfort and means. Was she a trophy slut? She guessed she was, and found that realization arousing.

While Cam wrestled with his control, Kandii wasted no time in falling to her knees for this man. She never bothered to ask a name. It didn’t matter. This was no substitute for Daddy, this was just a man who possessed what she needed – fresh and ample cock. While Kandii sucked, Cam fought to take back the reins and found he could not.

The stranger rode Kandii’s overstuffed lips and battered the back of her throat until he was shuddering and making high, gasping sounds. He didn’t bother to pull out, and so Kandii gulped down the tasty, oozy cum he provided. She threaded it through her teeth before swallowing, filling her mouth with the taste.

The stranger seemed surprised when Kandii refused his number but said she could see him at the club sometime. On questioning, Kandii could neither provide the name nor the location of the club and giggled stupidly when she fought to recall either. She gathered her things, rearranged her clothes, and hip-swung her way from the office back to Cam’s car. Fortunately, with the final ingredient still in hand. Settling into the car seat, Cam was able to drift again and assume control. Kandii was drunk on cum and unconcerned with her loss of control. The bad news was, Kandii was becoming too powerful to deny, even with the charm. The good news was that she was getting too dumb to use it to her advantage. Time was short, though, and Cam knew it.

On the drive home and while mixing up the strange ooze, Cam worked on Kandii, convincing her to give him control at the club tonight. He would save her, he said. He would save all of them.

Kandii was getting liberal in taking control. She didn’t always and frequently returned to her passenger state after, but the ease with which she did so worried Cam. If he had survived the second encounter with Max and his reality-warping cum, he would not walk away from a third.

Kandii took over when it was time to make decisions about how her hair was to be worn, or the clothes she would use to show off her new body for Daddy, but showed no interest when Cam placed the salve to be used on Max in the small vial that once held Max’s cum or tucked it into her bra, or when Cam drove them to the club. She was quite content in those moments to drift in her daze of cock dreams and her devotion to and lust for Daddy.

She slipped back into the driver’s seat when they arrived, flirting with the bouncer on her way in and kissing her sisters hello. She fielded compliments on her new form, and she took them with kisses and giggles. She loved being hot like them. She and Kaylee looked quite a lot alike and she liked being a bookend with her. She hoped they’d get to share another cock like they had before. Kissing Kaylee was fun, too. Her hazy brain registered the small crowd and understood dimly the party hadn’t really started yet and Daddy needed them to mingle as the guests arrived.

Cam didn’t bother to fight for control here. Letting Kandii drink and dance and snort the occasional rail offered by Erika made her more emotional and hornier, but it also loosened her grip on control of the body. He would wait, allow her to get complacent, less powerful.

As she was being pawed by a man on the dance floor, Kandii spoke to him, where she had ignored him most of the night.

Ya know what?

What?

You never get to feel what it’s like to be me. A little. But it’s like you don’t understand how fucking amazing it is to be us. You’ve been so quiet and good, I thought you should, like, get a taste.

Cam sent a pulse of ‘no’ energy back at her.

Come on. Have a little fun, she giggled to herself.

Kandii, no!

She opened a door from her place as pilot of the body, experiencing all its myriad pleasures, to the dark pocket where Cam rested. Bright, pink-hued light spilled in along with the atom bomb that was Kandii’s uncut lust. Suddenly, Cam felt the hands on her tits the way Kandii did, the way the hard cock rubbing against her covered ass made her feel so hungry and wanted and happy. His consciousness was tattered in a shock wave of unadulterated sissy servitude and a body that was made to please and be pleased and it ripped his consciousness apart.

Oh god, he groaned.

Right? That’s what it’s like, babe. All the fucking time. And you’re trying to make it stop?

More, he begged. A taste of that pleasure was more addictive than any opiate. It was nirvana. It was pure bliss. It was an uncomplicated, untampered joy and sexual fulfillment. She left that door open for an entire song, though it felt like an eternity for Cam, who found himself needing more as soon as the door was closed.

Oh my god, he managed.

Just rest, babe, she told him. Cam did. It was easier to obey.

Kandii got her wish, though it was with Erika that she shared a cock that night. They snorted coke off his shaft and made out in front of him while the guy jerked off and shot his wad on Erika’s hip and Kandii’s cheek in another bathroom stall. They left him, giggling, already talking about how fun it would be to do it again.

Cam watched the whole thing, eager to feel it the way Kandii did. If hands on his tits made him nearly explode, what would it feel like for Kandii to be splattered by cum? He wanted to know. Just a taste, of course. Not too much. Just one time before they were cured.

Eventually, the night wore down and the patrons of the club disappeared. Eventually, it was just the girls and their Daddy.

“Kandii,” he called in his booming voice. They were back in the office, the doors locked and the night finished.

The girls collected on the other side of Daddy’s desk, whispering to one another, touching, teasing, giggling. A sorority of sluts.

Kandii stepped forward when called, leaving Ronnie’s arms with a hint of regret. Cam watched, ready. Soon, it would be time. Soon, Max would drop his pants and the vial in Kandii’s bra would be revealed. She swayed around the desk and sat in Daddy’s lap with an encouraging pat from him.

“How’s my girl feeling? You have taken a little longer than the others. You’re not trying to resist me, are you?”

Kandii registered genuine shock. “No Daddy! Never! The only thing I want to do in the whole wide world is make you happy, Daddy!”

“Good girl,” he replied. “I think maybe one more treatment and you’ll be mine forever. Would you like that, bunny?”

“Yes, Daddy, please!”

Cam took an invisible breath and steeled himself.

“Get on your knees, then,” he ordered.

Kandii slid from his lap and to her knees, looking up at Max in all his glory. Her mouth opened and her pink tongue extended.

Cam stole a hand, unnoticed by Kandii who was too focused on her Daddy’s cock to acknowledge how he plucked the vial from Kandii’s bra.

Daddy unzipped his tight dark jeans. His hand slipped inside, grabbing his big cock, pulling it free.

Cam used an unnoticed thumb to open the vial, holding it tightly in his right hand.

Kandii reached with the left to help free Daddy’s delicious cock.

Daddy’s dick was there, ready and waiting for Kandii to accept it.

Cam lifted his right hand, ready to empty the goo on Max’s shaft.

Kandii wanted to reward Cam for being so good tonight. For letting her play. For the second time, she opened the door to her pleasure and gave him the unfettered power of it.

For the second time that night, Cam felt the raw blast of it, the nuclear power of her passion. Again, his mind was baked by the power of Kandii’s need for Daddy’s cock and how perfect a world it was when it was at home inside her. Kandii gave that to Cam, too. She met Daddy’s cock with her inflated lips and the wave of blinding joy filled both Kandii and Cam. In that blast, the two were fused into one being. In one moment they were two beings sharing the same body and in the next there was only one, a swirling and melting until what remained was Kandii and the memories of Cam.

The vial fell heedless to the ground and Kandii took Daddy’s cock in both her hands, taking him deep down her throat. As she did, her body made its final adjustments. While she slurped his dark pole, a black spade tattoo faded into existence on her left ass cheek, a stamp that she was made for black cock. As Daddy filled her mouth with his tasty cum, another tat birthed on her abdomen – a thin script spelling out SNOWBUNNY SISSY.

When she rose, her Daddy’s cum leaking from the corners of her mouth, she was truly his and truly her own. Kandii loved her Daddy and would serve him. Her Daddy would take care of her. And, as her sisters came to kiss her and greedily lick Daddy’s spent cum from her face, Kandii knew she was home.


SNOWBUNNY SISTERS 2


1.

The blond at the bar was drinking something tropical through a straw. It was difficult to watch a woman like that suck anything through a straw and not find one’s mind wandering to the naughtiest of places. 

“Which one are you looking at?”

“Hm?” Mark asked, tearing his eyes away.

“I saw you looking at those sluts. Don’t feel bad, man. I was doing the same thing. Which one do you like?”

“Not really my kind of girl.”

“Bullshit,” Richard rebounded and lifted his hand to signal for another drink. “That is every man’s kind of girl.”

“Some of us have standards,” Mark said but swiped a second look at the blond. She was audacious. Pink mini dress, white piping down the side, ridiculous heels that sparkled with rhinestones, makeup thick and colorful. Big tits, too. When she took another drink from the straw, her full lips pursed. A girl like that knew she was advertising, right?

“Standards my ass. You want to be superior. Move back to Amish country.”

Mark laughed and his attention returned to his pal. Richard was two drinks in and was going to rack up a half dozen before they left the club. Then again, Richard didn’t have to go to work in an office—the life of a freelancer. There were deadlines, as Richard described it, but nothing like the eight-to-five grind of the office day. 

“Thanks for the night out.”

“Least I can do. And congratulations. I have no idea what you do, but you did it well enough that someone handed you a promotion.” Richard tilted his glass to Mark. Mark touched the rim with the lip of his pilsner glass. “Nice job, buddy. And I look forward to stories of your secretary.”

“Maybe it’s not really like that. I could be the one who ends up with an old lady.”

Unlikely, Mark knew. Richards & Reed were known for being preeminent attorneys in town. That was the public face of the firm. Inside the building, there was an implicit boys’ club running the show. And nowhere was that more evident than in the look of the secretaries. To a one, the administrative assistants for the attorneys who ranked enough to have an office of their own were one degree of bombshell or another. Rankins, the senior trial attorney, had a secretary whose ass seemed ready to pop out of her tight skirts if she took too deep a breath. 

“All I know is that I can’t wait to see. Send me some pics. Preferably bending over.”

“Me or her?”

“Asshole,” Richard grinned and looked back at the bar. “Can you believe that? I don’t want to come off as racist or something, but leave a little for the rest of us, huh? One big black guy and five hot white sluts? That’s greedy, man.”

“I guess what they say is true,” Mark offered. “They went black, now they’re never going back.”

“Where is that waitress?”

While Richard searched for his next drink, Mark looked back at the blond. This time, she was looking at him. And so was the broad-shouldered black man surrounded by his creamy harem. Mark locked eyes with him for an instant before jerking his eyes away. When he hazarded a look back, the black stud was whispering to the blond. She rested a hand on his bare chest. 

She looked at Mark, sucking her straw. 

“Finally,” Richard announced, draining a quarter of his scotch and soda with a single gulp. 

“I need to go to the bathroom,” Mark said, rising. 

“Be safe,” Richard teased, taking another, smaller drink. There’d be a fresh one on the table before Mark returned. That was a thing they were going to have to talk about sooner rather than later. But not tonight. Tonight was about celebrating. Besides, they were both young men, not yet thirty, but old enough to decide for themselves. If Richard was going to make an all-out assault on his liver, that was between the two of them,

Mark wound his way through the crowd, leaving apologies behind him when he bumped into someone whether or not they noticed. He tried to remain unnoticed while he found his way to the bathrooms, fleeing the noise and crowd. 

The blond was waiting, leaning between the Men’s and Women’s Room doors. Her legs were crossed over one another, perched on her tall heels like an exotic bird.

“Hey, baby,” she said. She smiled and bit her lip. “Daddy saw you was lookin’ at me. He said we could have some fun if you wanted.”

Being close to her, Mark was very aware of how her tits strained against the top of the mini dress and how flawless and soft her skin looked. 

“I appreciate it. Tell your friend it’s nice of him, but I just want to go to the bathroom.”

He moved past her to the door of the bathroom, but he felt the door catch behind him as she opened it wider, following him in.

“Hey-” he started, turning to face her and tell her to leave. 

She pressed against him fast and forcefully. One hand was around his back, another grabbing the back of his head, pouty lips pressed against his, kissing him. Was the return of that kiss being polite? Was he caught so off-guard that he might find it rude to push her away?

He clawed his way back to rational thought while the gorgeous woman writhed against him, and he took her by the shoulders, forcing her back.

“You need to leave,” he said with a forceful tone he stole from a movie. 

“Nope,” she grinned. 

The hand that rested at the small of his back traveled around his hip and rested against his cock. When had he gotten hard? He wasn’t sure, but Mark’s penis was ready and waiting when the blond touched him. It even jerked against her palm.

“Oh, I think someone wants to play.”

She moved again, this time, pushing Mark into a stall behind him. His back struck the wall and the blond spun and locked the stall door, securing their privacy inside.

“I need it,” she pouted. “Can I pretty please suck your cock?”

“What?” he gaped. 

This was a story you made up, not a thing that happened. But she was kneeling on the filthy floor of the club’s Men’s Room. 

“Daddy said I gotta. Not that you gotta beg me. I love cock so much.”

Her musings were punctuated by an aggressive manipulation of Mark’s belt and zipper, peeling away his pants before he could properly consider what was happening. It all seemed like a prank of some kind up to the moment the bimbo took his cock in hand. The heat of her palm and fingers, the way she aimed it directly at her mouth, woke Mark up.

“Oh my god,” he hissed as his circumcised tip passed through the pillowy portal of her pink lips. They were slick and made the journey through her pursed mouth a delicious pressure, announcing entry into the wet heat of her mouth.

Mark was no stranger to fellatio. He enjoyed four serious relationships so far, and several quick partners. But none could have prepared him for the expertise, the Olympic-level tongue aerobics, of this blond stranger. She worked his shaft and sucked, her tongue rolled and circled and flicked, her mouth slurped and sucked and drooled. She sucked him with abandon, with reverence. His hips found a rhythm of their own making, unbidden by his useless thoughts. His body answered the woman’s hands and mouth, leaving his confused mind out of it. 

While she had him swallowed down to his hilt, his balls tightened and he felt the throb of his orgasm rising to a boil inside him. 

The blond knew it, too. She was just as expert at anticipating his climax as she was at creating it. She started stroking him faster, opening her mouth and extending her tongue to lay his tip flat across it. She made a landing strip for his seed. 

“Fuck,” he gasped.

His cock jerked when he came and delivered its first load on the blond’s upper lip instead of onto her tongue, leaving it to drip down her mouth. The second spurt found the bullseye. The buxom blond took him in her mouth again and sucked his sperm from its source while her face was still spattered with a trace of the first pump. This she finally collected with a finger and deposited the collected goo in her mouth with a hungry smack.

“Mmm, that was delicious. Mind if I get your number, baby? I might need another taste.”

“What? Yeah,” he managed, punching his number into the phone she offered. 

He slumped on the toilet seat, pants wide open, cock shrinking and drained. The blond dropped him a wink and opened the stall door. She arranged herself, gave him a look back, and left, passing by some bro on his way in who looked appreciatively at her ass as she exited.

Seeing the state of Mark through the open stall door, the bro chuckled.

“Nice one, dude,” he said.


2.

The offices of Richard and Reed were situated on three floors of a highrise office. Above them somewhere was a radio station. Below, financial planners and media consultants and all manner of businesses in support of other businesses. Mark rode the elevator to the twelfth, the uppermost of the R and R floors, and stepped into his new role as a junior partner.

He nodded at the pretty secretary behind the lobby desk on his way past and then did the same for the startlingly attractive women positioned outside the offices of other members of the senior staff. Mark’s office was off a less-traveled hallway, Waiting outside was a very pretty woman with dark hair and a prominent nose who rose as he approached.

“Good morning, sir,” she said, extending her hand. Mark shook it. “I’m Lina and I’ll be your assistant. Please let me know if there are any preparations you’d like me to make before you arrive in the morning. You have a meeting with Mr. Reed at nine a.m. Lunch will be at 11:30 with Mr. Parker at La Vie. Your afternoon is mostly free, but you do have a presentation in four days on the Callier case.”

“That’s impressive.”

“Thank you, sir. Coffee?”

“Love some. Black, please.”

“Right away, sir.”

Mark watched Lina go. She was organized and a nice wide ass to boot. She had big, natural breasts and welcoming hips, a kind of Earth mother vibe that didn’t lose its sexuality. A nice start to the day he thought and entered his new office.

While it had nothing to mark it as his own, it was still a well-furnished and enviable office space. Windows looked down on the downtown traffic and a portion of the cityscape. His desk was beautiful and his chair demanded respect, even when the person sitting in it might be as anxious as Mark was. He sat in the regal chair and fanned his hands across the surface of the desk. This was his, now. Lina was his hot secretary and he was a lawyer on the rise. He sat a little straighter in the chair. 

After lunch, he was at work on his presentation. Lina proved to be not only sexy and organized but a creative thinker who offered good suggestions when he asked for them on his presentation. He was at work implementing some of those when his phone buzzed on the desk. He checked the screen and saw the name: Kandii.

He didn’t remember the name, but the events of the evening before came flooding back and he made the quick connection. Of course her name was Kandii. He messaged her back and told her he was surprised to hear from her, which was true. That felt like a one-and-done sort of affair.

Mind if i cum over 2 ur place latr?

His place? He wasn’t sure about that. Kandii was fun and all, perhaps ‘fun’ was an understatement, but the thought of a girl like that hanging around his apartment wasn’t such a great notion. She was, to put it crudely, white trash. Not the kind of girl he saw himself with.

So, he offered to meet at the club the night before. She wasn’t girlfriend material, but that had been the single greatest blowjob of his life. It would be interesting to see if he could rack up another on his personal top five. 

NOOOO! ur place! I wanna hav sum fun

Now came the negotiation. Not with Kandii, but with himself. There was danger in giving Kandii his actual address. Her insistence might be nothing more than brattiness. It could also be a scam of some kind. On the other hand, that blowjob… And if THAT was so good, what might a night in bed (or on the couch or kitchen floor) be like? 

He found himself thinking of Kandii’s body, the curves she shared with the bounteous Lina, but Kandii had no illusion of organization or professionalism. She dressed to show off her body, luscious as it was. Who knew what kind of job she had, or maybe none at all? Maybe she lived with her black stud and his harem of sluts? 

That thought made him laugh, holding the phone, staring at the screen, debating how to answer the bimbo who was practically begging him to invite her over and fuck her. 

Okay. Fine. He texted his address and told her he’d be home by seven. She was welcome anytime after.

xoxo

That was the whole of her reply. He placed his phone back on the desk and returned to work. While he continued to develop his presentation, he was met by flashes of Kandii’s cream skin and swollen tits, her full mouth open and ready. Maybe not girlfriend material, he decided, but perhaps extended fling material.


3.

You’re not going to believe this. The blond from last night is coming over.

Mark’s texts and emails were as precise as the rest of him. He rarely dipped into text speak, even with Richard.

fuck off

Richard did not have the same qualms about grammar in texts. His reply had not been a pointed attack, but rather dismissive. You’re lying, it said.

Seriously. She’s coming over in a couple of hours. 

POIDH

Fine, he replied, I’ll get a picture when I can.

There is a period between the arranging of a date and its arrival, a sea of impatient torment. Mark lived there, floating on the waves of anxiety, trying a different shirt here or rearranging the plates on his table there. His apartment was neat and orderly, but not extravagant. And there was that darkening stain on the ceiling of the bathroom that he hadn’t called the super about. The promotion would mean enough money to get a nicer place or - gasp! - a house in the suburbs. Kandii would have to judge him on his past, not his future.

She arrived over twenty minutes late. That twenty minutes, and the several leading up to Kandii’s scheduled arrival time, was not the relative calm seas of anxiety, but the heaving waves of self-recrimination and shame. How had he ever believed that a woman like Kandii would find him attractive? Not that he wanted to date her, but if a woman he looked down on looked down on him, what did that say?

Fortunately, no answer to that question was needed. Kandii rang the doorbell and stood in a cocked-hip pose at Mark’s opening of the door. She wore a white minidress and gladiator heels, the kind that netted up her legs to the knee. The dress was off-shoulder, and her hefty tits were gathered and lifted, making them look somehow bigger than their impressive size. Her nails were long and her fingers were decorated by gaudy rings. Platinum hair flowed long and straight over shoulders and down her back. Her makeup was heavy but gave her a plastic, doll-like appearance. She was quite Barbie-like, but possessed imperfections like a beauty mark near her eye that made her human and tangible. 

“Hey, baby,” she grinned and hugged him, wiggling against him in an obvious ploy to get his motor started.

“Hey. I’m glad you texted. Come on in.”

If the wait for Kandii’s arrival was uncomfortable, it was nothing compared to how heavy the air felt during his attempt at dinner. She was quick to accept the wine and drank a second glass even more quickly. But when Mark seated her at his modest dining table, she fidgeted and squirmed. When he turned his back to rinse the pasta, he found she had retrieved her phone and was scrolling when he turned back.

“I guess you’re not hungry, huh?”

“I am. But not for what you’re cooking in there. I’ve been thinking about your cock all day. Are you gonna give it to me, or am I gonna hafta take it?”

Mark felt immediately ridiculous. Why was he trying to wine and dine this woman? She was a slut. He’d never met one in the real world before, but here was a stunning woman who knew what she wanted and had no reservations about pursuing it. He didn’t have to make a good impression. She was there to have a good time. He was the one preventing that from happening.

“Fuck it,” he said to himself and marched out of the kitchen. 

There was no wall between the living room and dining room, rooms separated only by furnishing and imagination. He was a few feet away, standing in front of his sofa, the burners turned off, the oven now cooling, the food left unattended.

“Come over here,” he ordered.

Her face split in a knowing grin. This is what she had come for. Mark was dreaming of a scenario where this was just a thing he and Kandii did every so often. Sure, he’d meet a nice girl and settle down one day, but who said he couldn’t enjoy his newfound success with a regular piece of ass?

Kandii sidled up to him and placed her hand flat against his crotch, searching for his cock. She found it, stiffening nicely as she manipulated him through his slacks. She held him and stroked him while he found her lips and kissed her. The room was filled with the music of spit and teeth and clothes being pulled and tugged. They clawed at one another, his roaming fingers discovering the zipper at her back, and he slid Kandii’s dress free. She stepped out of it, her tits now loose and perfect. Mark bent his head, caressing, suckling, nibbling. One hand at her breast, he kissed her again, and it was Kandii’s turn to remove frustrating clothing. His shirt was unbuttoned, his belt removed, his pants shoved down his legs. They turned, stepping out of the puddle of clothes and toward the sofa. His hands roamed her waist, the widening of her hips and the fullness of her ass, up again to those gorgeous big tits. Soon, he would slip her panties down her legs and she would guide his cock into her and she’d probably be gone before her moisture dried on his dick. 

Before he could take away her last shred of clothing, she was on her knees on the floor, and Mark was on the sofa, seated, his arms spread across the back while Kandii nestled her head in his lap. No bathroom stall or threat of interruption here. He could relax and appreciate Kandii’s talented mouth on his sex with the focus it deserved. 

When she took him fully down her throat, he arched his back, his hands spreading further along the back of the sofa. His left hand nearly knocked his phone off the back of the couch, but he caught it. Kandii did not stutter in her rhythmic undulations on his cock. He remembered Richard’s request and thumbed the phone app open, capturing his look of satisfaction and Kandii’s head in his lap. He noted a generous amount of Kandii’s side boob, too. A perfect shot. 

She ran her tongue up the underside of his cock, just along the vein, and he forgot all about the phone, he was in bliss. He could already feel the contraction of his balls and the pleasant throb that preceded his orgasm.

The door opened from across the room. Mark had enough presence of mind to look at the door as it opened and a towering black man entered with a coven of bimbos. His leather duster had no shirt beneath, revealing dark skin over a muscular torso. He had a goatee, neatly trimmed, and hair cropped close to his head. His eyes were a deep and dark brown and quite intense. Mark clawed at the back of the sofa, trying to crawl away from the blowjob. But Mark was quickly surrounded by the women, some of whom he recognized from the bar. They weren’t strong, but neither was he and there were more of them. He found himself held fast by the gorgeous women of this black man’s entourage. 

“What the hell are you doing? Get out of here!”

“You don’t want me to do that,” the man assured him. “My name is Max. But you’ll be calling me ‘Daddy’ soon enough.”

Max found Mark’s phone and turned it over in his hand.

“You been taking pictures of my girl? She is good, isn’t she?”

Kandii murmured happily but never ceased in her expert fellatio. Her gagged response only further tickled his flesh in her mouth.

“But I think we need to see how good you are, too.”

While Mark struggled against the salon-painted claws that held him, Max unlaced leather pants. With a flourish of his hand, he revealed his cock, long and dark and fairly shining under the overhead lights of the living room. Mark understood at once what was about to happen and his struggles intensified. There was no stopping the approach of the thick black cock coming at him. The uncircumcised tip pressed against his lips. He sealed them shut, but pale fingers pinched his nose until he had no choice but to open his mouth for air.

Max thrust at the parting of Mark’s lips. He grunted as his mouth was stuffed with black cock. There was an instant, barely a blip, of shame and revulsion, and then something unexpected. The cock in his mouth sparked a feeling of pleasure that began in his cheeks and tongue, a feeling not unlike the artificial euphoria of laughing gas. It spread throughout his body and left him awash in a numbing pleasure he’d never experienced before. Suddenly, the cock in his mouth was not a violent invasion. It was candy, it was all he ever wanted or needed. He sucked a cock like he had been born to do it. He didn’t notice that the hands no longer held him. He only knew that his cock was about to erupt and he was dearly hoping that the one in his mouth would, too. He wanted to feed.

His wish came true. Semen coated the roof of his mouth and ricocheted against the back of his throat. At the same time, he exploded in Kandii’s mouth. His hunger matched hers as the pair of them did all they could to drink every drop of cum they were given.

Max, his cock hard and wet and shining, took a step back and left Mark’s mouth gaping. He lifted Mark’s phone from the back of the sofa again and took a new picture, this one of Mark spent and glazed, cum leaking from the corner of his mouth. His eyes were heavy and his expression blank. Max snapped the picture and tossed the phone onto the couch beside him. 

“Sent myself a copy,” he said, lacing his pants and hiding away his tasty cock. “You decide to start talking about this to anyone but me and my girls, this picture makes the rounds. You understand me?”

Mark did and nodded to show it. His dumb expression never slipped.

“Good. Don’t worry. I’ll be seeing you soon. Daddy is gonna take real good care of you.”


4. 

Mark woke on the sofa. His pants were still lying on the floor, his penis was still wet with saliva, and the taste of the man named Max still lingered in his mouth. Hot shame coursed through him and he rose in a flash, hurriedly cleaning the living room. He erased all traces of Kandii and Max and the rest of the entourage, not allowing himself time to think until it was Mark alone in his apartment again. Not a trace of another remained.

But the image was still in his head. There was no way he was going to erase that. Nor could he remove the itch inside him, the one that craved Max’s cock and the way it made him feel. Like his whole world had been revealed to him and was then taken away.

It took no small effort to shove those thoughts into the back of his head and go on with his morning. He showered, forcing himself to hum along to music as he bathed. He dressed and gathered his things for work, just as any normal person might. He silently fumed about the traffic on his way to the office, like all the other commuters around him. Unlike the rest, though, all of it was done under the shadow of a towering black cock lodged firmly in the center of his mind.

“Good morning, sir,” Lina greeted as he approached. She rose and handed over three slips of paper, notes for later meetings. 

“Good morning. I hope you don’t mind me saying, Lina, you look terrific today.”

Mark was happy to know it was true. He looked at his secretary with real lust, disguised as affable charm. Her big breasts shimmered beneath a silk blouse, opened enough for him to see into her cleavage. The black skirt was tight and landed at midthigh. He could tell that she wore stockings, not hose, and could see the white lace at the top of one. Her lips were very red. He imagined her sucking him like Kandii had, leaving streaks of that particular shade of red down his shaft.

“-get you?”

“Sorry?” Mark shook his head.

“You were spacing out. Can I get you something, Mr. Locke?”

“No. Yes. Coffee, I think. Long night.”

“I’ll keep the schedule light. You relax and I’ll be in with your coffee.”

“Thanks, Lina.” 

He lingered until she was on her way to the executive lounge for coffee. Not the cheap stuff from the lower floors. She had a pendulous ass when she walked, and Mark was getting distracted all over again watching her. 

Inside his office, he removed his suit coat and collapsed into the highbacked chair. It spun with the momentum and he lifted his feet. The world rotated around him, a world that made much less sense than it had the day before. Despite his obsession with last night and one particularly veiny aspect of it, he was happy to know he was still wildly attracted to women. 

Of course, stupid.

He sat up in his chair, feet firmly back on the floor.

“What the fuck?” he whispered. He paused, held his breath, listening.

That’s just what I’m thinking. She’s a MILF-and-a-half. She would look so hot with a strap-on, fucking my little pussy.

His eyes popped wide. The voice inside his head was light and airy and sweet-sounding, but he could feel the depravity beneath the sugary tone. It spiked his arousal.

“Who are you?”

My name is Amber. And I am the slut you were born to be, baby. When that hot-ass secretary gets back, we are going to have some fun.

“Go away!” he whisper-hissed.

His mind was filled with the sudden image of a slender blond with an uncannily beautiful face on her hands and knees in his office. Behind her, Lina was fucking her in the ass with the aid of a large black dildo while Max stuffed her mouth. The woman’s eyes were open, but crossed, like her head was quietly exploding inside her skull from the raw joy of being plugged at both ends. In the image, the slender woman skewered in the middle had a small cock bouncing with the pummeling of her ass, the genitals locked away in some kind of cage complete with padlock. That male aspect did nothing to convince anyone that the person in the middle of the scene was feminine. 

Mark stood when the image slammed into him, staggering to his adjoined private bathroom, a luxury of his new station. He ran water and splashed it on his face, studying his reflection. Was he having a breakdown after last night? An aneurysm? 

Something inside him shifted, like heavy syrup flowing from his back to the front. He thought of oil and water in a jar, how it could flow under and above but never blend. He was water and suddenly the oil was on top while he sank into some helpless depth. And while that sensation of flowing away from himself struck, his reflection changed. His normally wide face narrowed, his skin went smooth and hairless, his nose long, with an adorable round tip at the end. His eyes were big and blue and long lashes fluttered. His hair lightened, going a pale blond and stretching for an instant into a long, platinum mane. His whole body shrank, a sudden and painful compression into a smaller frame. The image held a moment, Mark replaced suddenly and violently by a beautiful young blond woman with ethereal features. Her wide mouth smiled, featuring bright and prominent front teeth and pillowy lips. 

“Yummy,” she said. 

And then the sensation again of falling, only this time Mark fell forward and the reflection shifted back to his face. He touched himself, making sure that he really was himself.

“What the fuck?” he asked again.

The aftershocks of the transformation were ripples of erotic delight, slow waves that faded slightly with each pulse. 

God, you suck!

“What are you doing in my head?”

I am you, stupid. But, like, the perfect sissy version of you. The one that has all the fun.

Another image wormed into his mind’s eye. This time the blond was riding Max’s cock in his lap, her legs bent almost to her torso, bouncing while Max had one hand around her throat, the other tugging her hair back. And that rough treatment was the perfect complement to the cock driving into her ass. It was, in fact, perfect.

Mark shook his head and shredded the image. 

“Get out of my head!”

He waited, listening. 

The door opened and he nearly shrieked. It was Lina, of course, holding a tray with a coffee pot, a mug, and a variety of creamers, sugar, and honey. 

“Feeling any better, Mr. Locke?”

“No.” A bitter laugh escaped. “Not yet.”

“I’m sure this will help.”

While she poured a cup of coffee, he waited to change again or to find another intrusive pornographic thought barrel into his brain. When there was nothing, he relaxed and had a sip of coffee while Lina watched. It was rich and warm and good.

“Better?”

He listened. No sound from his kinky unknown passenger.

“Better,” he confirmed.


5. 

“Whoa whoa whoa, slow down. You’re going to have to say that again.” Richard’s tone shifted from amiable and chatty to concerned. 

“It’s some kind of STD or something,” Mark explained in a manic way that had Richard on his heels. 

His friend was even-keeled. Boring, even. This version of Mark was rodent-twitchy and high-pitched. He could imagine Mark sweating through his suit. The speed at which he talked and the crackling in his throat said that Mark might be very close to a mental episode. The kind that gets you an all-expenses-paid vacation to the giggle factory. 

“Why don’t you calm down and come over? It sounds like something serious happened and you need a soft place to land, pal.”

“I have to work. But she might come back.”

“I don’t think you’re really in any condition to work. Do you?”

There was a pause while Mark chewed it over. It took him longer than Richard would have liked to answer.

“You’re right. I don’t think it’s safe to stay here much longer.”

Safe?

“I’ll be over in a few.”

The line was dead. Richard looked at the blank screen before pocketing his phone. He hadn’t been too inspired to work today anyway. He could always turn an unexpected wrinkle into a reason not to work. He got by, but he could be thriving if he had a work ethic to speak of. 

Richard’s life was a picture of getting by. A C student in high school and college, an adequate employee, modestly priced. He was a good, not great, boyfriend and lover. He had a sharp wit and a natural charisma, and on those charms he floated to his modicum of success. There was a subtle curse in knowing how much more you are capable of if only you could muster the discipline. He could see success ahead of him, but he merely kept pace with it on the horizon, never charging ahead to seize it. 

Richard considered how best to support his friend and determined in Mark’s drive over that his best approach was listening and observing. If his friend was having a real breakdown, the best he could do was to get help quickly if Mark needed it. 

Mark matched the picture in Richard’s head to the degree that Mark was sweating profusely and could not sit. He paced around Richard’s apartment, avoiding bedroom and bathroom, but treading everywhere else. He was familiar with the place, so it wasn’t out of character for him to make himself at home. It was the ceaseless nervous energy that propelled him that concerned Richard. 

“So, the girl from the bar came over and blew you. Then what happened?”

Mark stopped in his tracks. 

“Nothing. I finished and she left. But she gave me something. I’ve been hearing things ever since. I know how it sounds.”

“What are you hearing?”

“A voice. A woman’s voice. She won’t shut up. She was quiet for a little bit, but now she won’t stop.” He stopped, looking flatly at Richard. “Do you think I’m crazy?”

“No. But you need to get some rest. I have some meds from that shoulder surgery. Why don’t you take a couple of those? Sleep for a while.”

“Yeah. Sure. Sleep sounds good.”

Richard’s place wasn’t large, so Richard shut the door, leaving Mark alone in his bedroom where it was quiet. And the bathroom was just across the hall, so he could slip inside if he felt sick. 

The drugs were doing their thing. Mark felt swimmy and heavy. It was easier to recline. It didn’t stop the voice in his head, but it did wrap it in cotton, made it distant and more manageable. 

“Shut up, Amber.”

That’s right, go to sleep, loser. At least then I don’t have to see you moping around with your loser friend.

That was her name. Amber. She hadn’t spoken her name aloud, but he knew it the way he knew how much she liked to be spanked, or how hot she got for Max. For Daddy.

Sleep came for him fast and he ran to its embrace. The notion of escaping Amber’s voice for a while was all he needed or wanted. If that meant falling into a thoughtless abyss, so be it. Inside that darkness, it was so quiet. Peaceful. 

He dreamed of Lina. He was in his office and the door was open. Lina entered, carrying a tray. Instead of coffee, the tray offered an arrangement of gags meant for his mouth. Lina somehow lost her skirt and top and wore a beige silk lingerie set. Her ample curves looked even better constrained in the underwear as she circled his desk and deposited the tray there. She lifted a gag that had no center, a metal O that she inserted, keeping his mouth permanently open and waiting. 

The helplessness and accompanying sense of purpose that came with the gag thrilled him. He slipped from the chair, onto his knees. Lina lowered her panties. Instead of the trimmed pussy he expected, Mark was met with a cock. Large and black and all too familiar. Lina was shoving her cock into Mark’s mouth. It squeezed through the hole the gag formed. Lina’s fingers wound into his hair and held him, fucking his face while he provided a perfect home for her out-of-place cock. It was degrading and arousing.

Mark’s eyes popped open. His hand was flat against his sex, swollen but not yet hard. He was grinding against his palm, hips arching like a woman’s to tease his limp dick. The other hand held his phone, opened to the picture of him spent and cum-covered on his sofa. With a humiliating whine, Mark spat cum from his soft penis as he rubbed and stared at the picture of himself at his most mind-melted by semen.

The phone flew across the room and bounced off a shelf before landing on the carpet. He’d get off the bed and retrieve it, but first he wiped the droplets of semen across his shirt. 

That felt good. You should have a taste. I can’t wait to get some of Daddy’s, but all cum is pretty tasty.

You’re disgusting, he thought at her.

I’m just fun, baby. And once I am running things, we are going to have fun all. The. Time.

I won’t let that happen.

You don’t have any choice, honey. I’m gettin’ stronger all the time. And when I am stronger than you, I am takin’ over and I will never hear your stupid voice again.

Mark winced. He had to get rid of her. But how? 

I’m not some backseat bitch, Amber gloated, I am the sexiest sissy slut that has ever come down the pipe. And you are not going to stop me from leading my best life. Buckle up, loser. I am just gettin’ started.


6. 


Sounds rolled out of his bedroom beneath the door, screwing Richard’s face up while he considered whether to disturb his friend or not. Mark had been sweaty and rumpled, a wet coat left on the floor. Only possessed of a nervous energy that had Richard convinced his friend might have been on drugs. It must be the new promotion, he told himself. Mark worked too much and now that he had seized his brass ring, he started feeling imposter syndrome. Or something.

Or, he could believe Mark’s story of some kind of STD that had infected him with schizophrenia. That disease, as far as Richard knew, was not contagious. He was beginning to wonder if Mark hadn’t invented the whole affair with the blond. 

There was a flutter of movement, a body moving from his bedroom to the bathroom across the hall. The door slammed shut, rattling the frame and leaving a picture hanging on the wall tapping nervously before growing still.

“Mark?”

He took a step down the hall toward the bathroom door. 

“You okay, buddy?”

Another step and no answer.

“Mark?”

Tilting his head, he could have sworn a woman was speaking. Then Mark was calling out to him: “I’m alright. Maybe a drink would be good.”

Richard debated pushing his way into the bathroom to confront his friend. Had there been someone with him? The thought of such a confrontation withered his resolve. Richard retreated down the hall and back to his kitchen where he went about pouring two drinks, one for each of them. He listened, ears aimed at the bathroom where another random bang had broken the peace of the apartment. Richard realized he was squinting, straining to hear. Straining, too, to figure out what the hell was happening to his friend. He was beginning to think he might be in danger if Richard had flipped his lid. 

As he rounded the corner of the kitchen door, he saw another flutter of activity, this time moving back into his bedroom. He was frowning again. When Mark darted across the hall, Richard would have sworn Mark was pantsless and his legs were unnaturally pale. 

Armed with the drinks, Richard felt more confident, as if the two rocks glasses holding whiskey and ice might serve as weapons in a pinch. 

“Hey, pal, are you feeling any better?”

A laugh came from within his bedroom. The laugh was not Mark’s, or any man’s for that matter. Balancing the two glasses in one hand, Richard turned the door handle and shouldered into the bedroom. 

“What?” The word barely contained his confusion on seeing the girl in his bed. 

She was wearing one of Richard’s shirts, the blue button-up he’d left in the bathroom. He couldn’t tell from the pose, but it didn’t look like she was wearing anything else.

“Hey, babe,” she said and dropped him a wink. 

She was lean and blond and lying across the bed with one leg bent, the picture of the seductress waiting for her lover in bed. Her hair was so pale, her skin equally fair. Her eyes were quite blue and striking. Very red lips formed a perfect bow. Thin brows, carefully drawn. She was a creature of precision, every stroke of eyeliner and every curl of mouth designed to be alluring. 

“Who are you?”

“My name’s Amber, sexy. Is one of those drinks for me?”

“Where’s Mark?”

“Don’t worry about him. We can have a lot more fun without him.” 

She slid her foot up a leg to reveal more of her thigh. She looked delicate and feral, and Richard found himself handing over a drink.

“What did you do to him?”

“Not a thing. I just want to show him a good time. And the best way for me to do that is to show you a good time.” She took a drink and turned the glass up at the end to swallow the glass’s contents. “You interested in a good time, honey, or are you a weak little pussy like Mark?”

If Richard were a different man, perhaps he wouldn’t have dismissed all the worry and concern. He would have pursued his questions about the man in the bedroom moments before. Instead, he took a long draw from the glass remaining in his hand and placed it on a bureau, collapsing onto the bed and into the arms of Amber.

She was soft and smooth, her hair and skin like silk. The fair, almost porcelain, hue of her body was a constant. Richard unbuttoned the collar of his shirt, then another, exposing first the sweet, peach cleavage of Amber’s breasts, and then their entire glory. His face dove into the plain between her breasts, a hand rounding the curve of Amber’s left breast, gathering a taut tan nipple between his fingers and pinching it between them. The firmness of that pinch drew a gasp from Amber, who gripped his face, pulling his mouth to hers. 

She worked to free his clothes and he rose enough to assist. Richard impulsively took either side of his shirt in hand and pulled it apart, launching buttons onto the carpet several feet away. The sudden violence won him another gasp and a smile, an invitation. She was beneath him, her legs on either side. She helped him push away his sweatpants, his cock bobbing when it made its appearance, a performer taking his bow before the show had even started. 

“You’re-” Richard started, but Amber sucked the rest of the sentence from his mouth. 

The words might have been stolen, but the shock remained. Richard’s penis rubbed against a small, limp cock as soft and smooth as the rest of Amber. His hips moved of their own volition, encouraged by the softness of the skin it moved against. And then Amber’s hand was on him, stroking him and guiding his path across her cocklette.

“You feel so good,” Amber moaned, her legs wrapping around Richard’s waist. “Eat me, baby. Suck my sissyclit.”

The initial shock and aversion to the puddle of soft flesh between Amber’s legs gave way to curiosity. When he touched it, it bent under his touch. And Amber squirmed and clawed at him in the most delicious way. 

“Mmmm please,” she said in a languid stretch, “You got me so fucking hot, baby.”

He could not deny his hunger for her. Richard was tracing down her legs, caressing the lush skin while he kissed his way down her belly and to her hairless, limp member. He first brushed his fingers over it, thinking how very different it seemed from his iron-hard cock. It was a male sex organ, sure, but there was something delicate and feminine about it, too. A clit, Richard thought, extending his tongue toward it.

And Amber fairly shrieked when the tip of his tongue found that tender clutch of nerves. While she writhed, Richard dared more, his mouth opening and closing over Amber’s sissyclit. In another small step toward the unthinkable, Richard was sucking it. It wasn’t like sucking a dick, or so he assumed. This was his first time. But Amber’s cock never hardened. It stayed small and weak and limp. And that turned him on. 

“Oh fuck,” Amber announced, and violently turned, taking Richard with her. Suddenly, she was the one on top, grinding against his open mouth.

“Suck it,” she ordered, gripping her breasts while she rode Richard’s face. “Suck that clit, you faggot.”

Was he getting more turned on by the venom in her voice? Aroused by the implied humiliation? It didn’t matter. He was holding her thighs, pulling her sissyclit into his mouth, sucking, lapping, begging for it with his touch.

It never occurred to Richard she might cum. But her hips rocked faster and then froze, pressing hard against Richard’s face. There wasn’t much of it, but pearls of semen dripped from the limp meat and onto his tongue. Fuck if it didn’t taste sweet, he thought, as he swallowed it. 

He sucked in air and froze. Amber’s cum was like a hit of acid that strikes the senses immediately, sending him spiraling into pure emotion. 

“That’s it, baby. Let Amber take care of you.”

She pulled him up to lie against her. Amber kissed him, slow and filled with intent.

“You’re such a good little cocksucker,” she purred and kissed him again. Richard fought to stay with her, to remain in her arms, but he felt so very tired. His whole body was lazy and filled with mud. Soon, he slept, and Amber watched miracles happen.


7.

Richard never thought he would receive a note on his pillow, but he woke to one that morning. Mark was gone, as was the woman who had replaced him in Richard’s apartment. Richard squinted and fumbled his way to a half-sitting position. The note was scribbled on a Post-It from the kitchen. He was helpless against an image of his friend staggering naked around his dark apartment. 

“I am not exactly sure what happened,” it said, “but considering I woke up naked next to you, I think I have an idea. Amber isn’t just in my head. She’s taking over. I’m becoming her. You have to stay away from me. I’m going to the hospital.”

Richard was fully awake, now. His thoughts pinballed between impossible scenarios. One, a gorgeous transgender woman broke into his house, scared Mark away, and spent the night in his bed, only to let Mark back in at some point. That strained credibility.

Or, Mark transformed into Amber, fucked him silly, and then transformed back into Mark during the night. While it was more fantastic than the previous explanation, it was also the cleaner solution. And it was hard to come up with a viable alternative. 

This was not what Richard wanted. His whole life was flying under the radar. Getting involved in some communicable form of body transformation was not his idea of a great time.

If it was contagious, he had it, right? He’d swallowed Amber’s cum. The memory shamed, worried, and aroused him. 

Yummy cummies.

“Oh fuck.”

I’m bored. We should have more cum. Where’s your hot friend?

“Who are you?”

Rikki. So, are we going out or what?

“You’re like her. Like Amber.”

We are like her, sweetie. Better get used to that idea real quick.

“What’s going to happen to me now? Am I going to start looking like Amber or something?”

There was a silence behind his eyes and he waited for his new passenger to reply.

“Well?”

I dunno. Does it matter? 

“Yes!” Richard stormed out of his bedroom, stalking his apartment like he was hunting for the woman speaking from within his skull.

Hang on, I can help, Rikki sighed.

From inside him, as if radiating from within his very bones, a peace pulsed through him. He had never before meditated, but Richard supposed the peace and calm that accompanied the tranquil sensations flowing through him were not unlike the kind of peace a yogi might attain. Beneath that peace, though, was something hot and boiling. When he plucked at that feeling beneath the feeling, he sucked in a breath. What lay under the calm was a forge of white-hot lust, waiting to explode. 

Good, right? 

“Yes,” he agreed. He found his recliner and slumped into it. 

Totally better, Rikki assured him. 

His eyes were at half-mast, and his body had a distant and tingly feeling. He would occasionally flirt with the lust boiling in the middle of him and his eyes would flutter and his knees would bend toward each other, his cock stiffening and glowing with a vague arousal. 

I don’t know what that Amber slut has planned, Rikki told him, but if it’s more fun like last night, I’m totally for it.

“Yeah,” Richard agreed. It was nice feeling this horny and lazy all at once. His hand found his cock and gripped it for when he felt the need for another wash of stupid pleasure. 

Did she tell you about Daddy?

“Who?” Richard licked his lips. He was happily stoned and ready for a slow, long fuck session that would leave him sweaty and spent. At the word ‘Daddy,’ Richard’s mind sparked with the flash of an image - a giant black cock, wet and glistening. “Oh,” he said.

Another lazy wave of excitement hit him and Richard melted into the recliner, slowly stroking his rod, eyes heavy and mouth agape. His head was stuffed with leaves, light and unfocused.

You think Daddy will come get us?

“I dunno,” he managed, swiping at some drool leaking from the corner of his mouth. His hips rolled up to meet his hand as Richard gave himself a nice, firm squeeze.

We can just wait here and if we get too bored, let’s go find someone to fuck.

“Alright,” he agreed without considering the question. His ass tingled, though. He knew that was some part of Rikki, some need of hers bleeding into his mind and making him feel sluggish and happy. 

He liked it. It was his vibe. Slow and stupid and docile. He would wait with Rikki. He worried in a distant kind of way if he would transform into a sissy slut like his friend had. Would that be so bad?

A pulse of pleasure came from Rikki at the very core of him. As he looked down to see that his cock had softened, but had become no less pleasurable to the touch, he decided it was easier to do whatever Rikki said. How could you fight someone inside you?


8.

Mark was rushing. He could feel her already, clawing at his brain like a rat trapped in a box. The night before, she’d pushed him out of the way again and he woke up beside Richard. It didn’t take a Sherlock Holmes to realize they’d fucked. The revulsion of that idea had to take a backseat to the notion it had happened while a strange sissy slut was piloting his body. That had to be stopped.

He nearly skipped the note but didn’t want to worry the friend who took him in when he needed it most. He gathered his clothes and made a mad dash to the car. 

He was near the Emergency Room. He was practicing all the things he would say to an ER doctor about his condition. He supposed the closest was, ‘I am hearing voices and losing control.’

His inevitable admission into a psych ward would likely lose him his new promotion, maybe even his job, His whole life was exploding around him, and all for a blowjob. 

The shift came, and he was falling again, locked inside the box that once held his ribald companion. Now, she was the one in charge.

“Fuck off!” the blond shouted at him. 

Early morning traffic was thin enough that morning that the sudden stop in the middle of the road and ensuing pull-over in a parking lot decorated by weeds didn’t draw unwanted attention.

She checked her hands and saw glittery nails extending from the tips of slender, pale fingers. 

“That’s better.”

Amber flipped the visor down to check her reflection. Her puffy lips smiled back at her, and big blue eyes popped as she saw how hot she looked, even in the stupid boy clothes of her host body. She could feel him, rattling the door of his cage inside her head.,

“You gotta get with the program,” Amber said, flipping the visor closed and checking for traffic or a problematic cop who got too curious. Then she thought of blowing her way out of a ticket and got distracted all over again. 

“Look, babe, you can bitch and moan all you want, but Amber’s running things. And we are running right to Daddy.”

The car pulled into traffic and Amber aimed at a place she had never seen, but was ceaselessly called to. The trip led her into the industrial part of town, where specialty businesses for pipes and electrical parts broke up the landscape of contractors and plumbers. Nestled into a cul-de-sac and surrounded by gap-toothed fencing was a former warehouse. What had been stored there was a mystery. And it didn’t matter in the slightest. What was inside now was a beacon, a North Star that tugged at Amber from her limp little cock. 

While the clothes hung loosely off her, Amber’s hips swung in a decidedly feminine manner. She had no bra, so perfect, caramel-tipped C-cups bounced invitingly. The door to the place was closed but unlocked. Amber pushed inside, a groan of metal accompanying the shove inward. The loose khakis Mark had worn fell unceremoniously while she wrestled with the door, but Amber left those behind, striding into the warehouse with bare legs. 

“What have we here?” Max asked. 

He was at a bar on the far end of the warehouse. The bar was unfinished, and the wood was untreated and pale. Max was conferring with another tall black man while day laborers continued the construction of a makeshift party palace in the abandoned warehouse.

Max turned to the small, pale sissy scurrying to him. She leaped into his arms and peppered his face with kisses.

“Hey, babygirl,” he chuckled. “I guess you found your way home.”

“Yeah, but this stupid guy keeps stealing my body,” she complained, still clinging to Max.

“It’ll just be for a little while, sugar. And I can help make that transition come a little faster.”

Max’s hand shot out and seized her by the hair. His grip was firm, and he tugged, urging Amber to her knees on the floor of the warehouse. She grunted with animal pleasure at the manhandling and opened her mouth wide when she had assumed the position, extending her tongue in anticipation.

“Good slut. Daddy’s gonna give you just what you need.”

He did just what he promised. It was easy to lift his cock out of his track pants. It was dark and bulged with long, twisting veins. 

Amber made a sound somewhere between ecstasy and greed before she descended on him, gripping his base in one hand and shoving as much of him into her mouth as she could manage. She gagged and slurped and choked. The moments when he filled her windpipe, cutting off her oxygen, made her ass tingle the most. She drove him deeper, asphyxiating herself on his rod until she nearly blacked out and gulped air before swallowing him deep again. 

Max kept the sensations coming, tugging her head back for a better angle into the depths of her throat or holding her by the neck. She was wanton in her lust to please his cock and feel the brute power of the man she worshipped.

“Here it comes,” he announced a second before the load erupted from the tip of his black club, filling her mouth with meat and seed.

Amber drank him up and lapped at his rod to clean him until he shoved her roughly back onto her ass.

“That’s good, slut. That’ll help you stay in control. Pretty soon, he’ll be gone.”

Amber giggled and resumed her kneeling pose at Max’s feet. Yes, she thought, this is where she belonged. 

“Won’t be long. The other girls are gonna be happy to meet you.”

Amber brightened. “Speaking of other girls, I kinda face-fucked a friend of Mark’s.”

Max, who had been ready to resume his work supervising the construction of his new party space, paused.

“Did you cum?”

“Yep!” Amber said proudly.

“Did he drink it?”

“Yep!”

Max considered this and chuckled. It was a deep sound that rumbled in Amber’s limp clitty.

“That makes me real curious. What happens when a white boy gets second-hand cum?”

The chuckle turned into booming laughter. 

“Boys, why don’t one of you have some fun with Amber? I need to tend to business.”

Amber saw one of the day laborers look at Max for confirmation - was he serious? - and then approach Amber, loosening his belt. She could smell the stink of his sweat before he reached her, her mouth opening wide.


9.

Mark’s head boomed. Amber partied hard the day before and left him to deal with it. His eyes squeezed shut as he peeled himself off the bed, thankful that the bed was his own. It could have been Richard again, or, worse, a stranger. His mouth smacked dryly while he stood, growling at the panties that crept up his ass and pressed indelicately against his genitals. The top was a half-shirt stretched across his story that read PRINCESS in rhinestone script. 

He stripped and made for the shower, stopped when he saw his face made up in the mirror. He made small steps toward it, touching his cheek to confirm it really was his face. He saw himself, yes, but also Amber. Had she always lurked beneath the surface? Or was she changing his features subtly on her path to controlling him entirely?

Regardless of intent, he was pretty. And the fact of his prettiness aroused him. He was glad Amber was still sleeping inside his head. She could read his thoughts, he knew, and he didn’t need to hand over that little bit of information. 

She was there. He could feel her, like a whorish dragon curled inside him, resting until it was time to wreak chaos on the countryside again. Somewhat reluctantly, Mark cleaned his face before showering. 

Once done he felt more like himself. Amber was still silent, and he could start to put thoughts together again. He tried calling Richard, but he reached his voicemail time and again. He couldn’t be sure why he wasn’t answering but was certain it had something to do with Amber. 

He sat on the sofa and took several deep, sustained breaths, further calming himself. He could try to get to the hospital. That was his best bet, though what was happening to him might be beyond the ken of science. It was nothing he’d ever heard of, that was for sure.

When mark opened his eyes, he saw the note on the coffee table. Written in looping, girlish strokes and dotted with hearts over the is, it was a door to hope.

Hey Babe, U got problems. It’s too late 4 me but u might hav a chance. I wrote some stuff online before I was Kandii. Maybe it’ll help? XOXO

Amidst the text speak and misspellings, there was a website he could access. A simple blog that had been up for a few months by the dates on the postings. He would have considered it pornographic nonsense if he weren’t living it. But the bimbo, before she had been a she, was a bright guy who found himself in a panic. 

The story was one of magic. Max was a soldier in a former life and found himself in the Middle East. In the middle of nowhere within the middle of nowhere, he came upon a cave and the spirit that lived within. According to the blog, the kind of spirit Max encountered would normally have seduced and killed him. The seduction part happened, but Max got away before he was killed. And when you rub up against magic, literally in this case, some is liable to rub off on you. Max left that cave with a magic cock. Any man who drank from that black hose would become a sissy slut enthralled by him. Max had a type, apparently.

The most significant part of the blog, though, was the final entry. The curse Mark shared with this guy who had become Kandii was not unbreakable. There was even a name and address of some occult shop in town that could help. 

For the first time since Amber first grabbed control, Mark saw that there might be a way out. He had to find Richard. Whatever his friend was going through now, it was Mark’s fault for bringing Amber to his home. Mark would save both of them. And all he had to do was locate Richard and find a witch.


10.

When the knock at the door came, Richard looked at it like he was discovering a door in his apartment for the first time. He wanted to rise and answer the door, but he was so heavy. So tired. And so enjoyably horny. Cum dried on his limp cock and belly and thighs. He rubbed until he squirted, rested in his haze, and rubbed some more. 

Never a set-the-world-on-fire kind of guy, Richard enjoyed new depths of his langor. That was helped along by Rikki, who was not half as annoying as Mark said Amber was. They had a similar outlook, he found. He and Rikki both enjoyed a little weed and letting the day come to you. Why go out looking for trouble? Richard had to suffer the errant images of black cock that flashed through his head, but, otherwise, he felt pretty fucking grand.

The knock at the door roused him from the stupor he wallowed in. Mark’s voice was calling to him.

Maybe Amber will come back and we can suck her clitty again.

“Yeah,” Richard agreed with a barked laugh. “That’d be pretty hot.”

Totally. You are so hot, babe.

“Right back atcha, Rikki.”

“Richie! Open up!” More bangs on the door. Sheesh, Mark was really upset about something.

“Coming!” he shouted back. When had his voice started sounding so girly?

It’s kinda hot, Rikki told him.

“It is kinda hot,” he mumbled, pushing himself off the couch.

Shifting weight on his chest brought his hands to budding breasts. His nipples were hard and it felt wonderful to touch and squeeze them. They weren’t big, but there was no denying them. Maybe a big A-cup? He tugged his nipples again and grinned stupidly. His pants were long gone and his shirt was shoved up over his new tits.

Moving to answer the door, he didn’t bother covering his lower half. His skin had darkened, a deep tan that seemed to rise up rather than come from without. His hips were widening as his waist shrank, and there was a nice weight to his ass to match his new breasts. His feet shuffled along, propelled by the promise of more pleasure waiting behind the door.

“Holy shit,” Mark said. “I’m so sorry.”

“Sorry? What are you sorry for?”

“I did this. Sort of. The real problem is a guy named Max.”

“Daddy?” Richard asked, and his eyes went wide when the word escaped his mouth.

Richard pushed past and shut the door behind him. He took stock of the changes in Richard. Unlike Amber, who pushed forward when she wanted to take charge and was fully formed, Richard seemed to be melting into his new persona. His body was firmer and darker, and he saw the lengthening and darkening of his hair into a wild black mane. His hips and ass were bigger, but more shapely, too. And the breasts holding up his shirt were nascent, but Mark could imagine how they would fill out.

Richard’s face had narrowed, with a wide mouth and full lips. While he was looking toned and healthy, there was softness to his expression that betrayed a slow mind. 

“Why don’t we sit down?”

“Sure, sexy,” he smiled. Or was it she? In his current state, Richard inhabited a strange land between the genders. If a shadow fell just right, it would be crazy to think he was female. A light strikes the right way and she looks more feminine than the girliest of girls.

“What’s your name?” Mark ventured.

“Richard. Rikki. Kinda both.” He giggled again. “You like my clitty?”

It was hard to miss. As soon as they sat, Richard began rubbing his limp dick. His hips rolled with his touch. Mark thought of porn videos where a girl masturbated for viewers. Richard’s movement was equally exaggerated and needy.

“I think I can help us feel better. You want to feel better, don’t you?” Mark asked.

“Oh yeah. I like havin’ fun.”

Mark steadied himself. His friend wasn’t lost, but his brain was turned to pink goo. Wherever Mark pointed him, Richard would go. If he could keep them away from Max long enough, they might actually have a chance.

We need to take her to Daddy, Amber announced. 

Shit. She’d been quiet all day. He had to hope she was as stupid as she seemed. 

Quiet, he told her, Richard is changing. I’m doing what you want. I can’t keep him like this, so I’m going to take him to Max and try to make a deal.

Goody! And when Daddy gives us some more cum, I won’t have to listen to you anymore!

Believe me, he thought at the sissy slut hibernating inside him, I want this to be over just as much as you.

“Come on, Rikki, we’re going to get you to a friend.”

Daddy! DaddyDaddyDaddyDaddy….

Amber was singing the name, and his mind was flooded with more of Amber’s particular brand of kinky fantasies. 

If she was singing, she wasn’t digging. Mark kept his thoughts bouncing like a butterfly from thought to thought, never lingering long enough to make Amber curious. She was convinced they were on their way to Max. While she celebrated in her home inside of Mark, he gathered clothes and dressed Rikki. She allowed herself to be dressed, but only perked when Mark brushed her clitty while tying off a loose pair of gym shorts.

“We’re going to get some of his cum,” Mark told Richard, and Amber joined in Rikki’s joyful exclamations. The second part of the thought he buried. Mark pushed his friend into the hallway and, hopefully, toward salvation.


11.

The Witch’s Cauldron looked plain enough from the outside, especially placed between very ordinary businesses on either side. One was a tax preparation place, the other Greek take-out. Once the door opened, a wall of strange scents and cool air rushed at you. There were shelves perpendicular to the door, lined to the back of the store. There was no clear organization, books tossed in with jars of labeled oddities alongside ceremonial candles. And in the middle of it all, a counter and a dark-haired statuesque beauty waiting behind it. 

“Magda?” Mark asked.

“Yeah?”

“You knew a guy who had a bimbo living inside him.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, swiping back at the green streak in her black hair. 

“You do. And I know because I have one inside me, too. And you can see what’s happening to my friend.”

Magda looked from Mark to Rikki and her cold expression melted. 

“Fuck,” she said. “Let’s see what we can do.”

Before they spoke further, Magda surprised Mark by draping an amulet around his neck. He was very aware of her nearness when she did it, looping her arms over his shoulders. While he had been buffeted by thoughts of Max, a tall Goth beauty this close awakened his old desires. Magda was odd, but odd and hot was just his type.

“What’s this?”

“It keeps the spirit on a leash. You can let her take over, but she can’t keep you locked away. Your friend is different. Something off about the way the curse is hitting him. Did he always have big boobs?”

Magda was right. In the short time since they arrived at The Witch’s Cauldron, Rikki’s tits had grown into firm, heavy breasts. Rikki was rubbing them and licking her lips placidly. It reminded Mark of giving a dog peanut butter. 

“Not that big,” he admitted.

“I guess we better do this fast, then. You know the deal. Bring me a sample of this guy’s cum and I can come up with an antidote. It should free you, your friend, and all of the others who have been affected.”

“And if it doesn’t work?”

Magda’s attention shifted from Mark to Rikki. Mark’s gaze followed. Rikki was kneading one tit through her top while eagerly fellating an old bottle from a nearby shelf. 

“At least she looks happy,” the witch said.


12.

Max’s workers had done wonders on the warehouse in a matter of a day. Cars were parked outside already, and the sun had only been down an hour. As soon as Mark pulled his car to a stop, they could hear music thumping from inside. Flashing colored lights bled under the doors and through the cracks in the windows and walls. 

“Hey,” Rikki said, perking in her seat, “it looks like a party.”

Are you gonna let me out or what?

“Remember,” Mark said, addressing Amber and Rikki at the same time, “we have to get some of Max’s cum.”

Baby, that’s what I was made for.

“Get and save some of his cum,” Mark clarified.

So, are you gonna do it? He might like that, but I don’t think you wanna suck his cock again.

The amulet worked so far, but Mark was reluctant to surrender control again, even if he could jump back into the driver’s seat at any time. 

“Fine,” he said. With a thought, he gave Amber his flesh.

The feeling of slipping away from himself returned, and then the pain as his body shifted under the skin, and even the skin itself bubbled and resettled, now pale and smooth and fresh.

“Fuck yes,” Amber cheered with a slam of her palm on the steering wheel. “I am ready to party. But first, let’s get rid of this.”

Amber gripped the amulet and began to lift it. Her hand froze. And it was a gross man’s hand, too. 

That stays on.

“Yes, sir,” she said with a mock salute. “You can keep your stupid necklace.” She snapped her fingers in front of Rikki’s face. “You ready to go, tits?”

“Yeah. Daddy.”

“Goddamn right, Daddy,” Amber laughed. “Let’s get you some clothes. I have a stash in the trunk.”

The refreshed sissies rolled into the club with barely a hesitant glance from the bouncer outside. He knew where these girls were headed. Eyes followed. There was a lot of dark meat in the room, and most of those men were looking at them. Some were Rikki’s type, Amber could acknowledge that. Some men liked caviar. Her, of course. And some men wanted Moon Pies. Rikki was leggy and beautiful in a bikini model kind of way. She was hot, yes, but in the most broad way possible. As soon as she felt a hand on her ass, she hopped and giggled and nearly followed that random admirer instead of following the journey where it truly ended - at Daddy’s side.

Amber admired the empty sexuality of Rikki’s dazed, elegant allure. As such, Amber helped her into strappy dress with lots of panels to show off her tawny skin and showcased her braless tits, bouncing with every step of the dark-haired harlot.

Amber was of rare stock. And almost opposite Rikki’s generic appeal. Where Rikki was tall and leggy, Amber was smaller and less athletic. Her legs were slender, her waist was thin. Her breasts were big on her frame, but not the swinging double-Ds Rikki lugged around. Amber’s firm package was wrapped in a pink mini tonight adorned by glittering tassels. With pink stilettos to match, Amber looked like a party girl, not just a girl who likes to party. And her careful makeup gave her a look that was part doll and part anime character with long lashes and big, expressive lips. Blond hair was parted in the middle and fell in a straight curtain, swaying as she walked, aimed squarely at Daddy.

Max was leaning against his now-finished bar. His elbows propped on the edge. A toothpick was tucked in the corner of his mouth. His shirt was white with the sleeves rolled up. Green pants and black suspenders holding them up. He was understated but fashionable. Powerful. He watched his newest sluts parade through his club and stop in front of him, looking up expectantly.

“Howdy, girls,” he growled.

“Hey, Daddy,” Amber said. “This is Rikki. She’s the one I kinda made on accident.”

“No problem, Princess. I appreciate you spreading the good word about your daddy.” He shoved himself off the edge of the bar and stood towering over them. “But I think she needs something straight from the tap. What do you say, Princess?”

“Oh yes, Daddy,” Amber said very seriously, nodding while she took his arm in her hands, hugging against his side like an adoring pet. Her hand fell to Max’s crotch and searched for the shape of his cock. He shoved her hand away.

“I’ll handle that, baby. You just watch and wait and you’ll get your turn.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Amber answered, humbled.

Despite the crowd in the room, Max unveiled his stiffening cock without qualms. When Amber looked to see if there was a gasp from the crowd, she noted that there were a number of sissies with men of their own, some doing far more than blowing them at a booth or jerking them off on the dance floor. The sheer openness of the debauchery pleased Amber to no end. 

Rikki stared open-mouthed at Max’s stiffened pole. Wordlessly, she was drawn to it. Falling to her knees and staring at the tip of his spear in awe. This was her holy relic - the Great Staff of Daddy. She took it in both hands, rubbed her cheek against it. She licked the bottom of it from root to tip and then swallowed half of his length. 

Amber liked her form. She watched the whore lose any shame or self-awareness and become a being of lust. All she wanted was what he had - a cock to adore and suck and please.

“You are a fine slut, baby,” he chuckled. “Princess here done me a big favor. Now you get ready, ‘cause it is feeding time for white sissies.”

It was almost funny to see Rikki’s eyes open wide while her mouth was filled with Max’s seed. Her cheeks bulged, even while her throat worked to swallow it all. Some bubbled around the corners of her mouth, but Rikki never ceased in her efforts to drink every drop of the gooey treasure.

When Max slid his cock free of her open mouth, Rikki erupted in a fit of giggles. 

“Thank you, Daddy!” she exclaimed. The previous lethargy was shaking off and the real Rikki was in charge. She scrambled back to her feet and stared up at her black benefactor with perfect devotion.

“Can I have a kiss?” Amber asked. “I think you got a little left on your chin.”

Max chuckled while his sissies traded a lewd, tongue-filled kiss. Amber collected some of that tasty goo from Rikki’s cheek. Some of it she swallowed. She just couldn’t help it. But most she deposited in a small vial in her matching pink clutch. 

Amber shivered as the power of Daddy’s cum traveled through her veins. Mark had some control over his feminized body, or enough power to keep Amber doing his bidding. The infusion of Max’s juices was making that control more difficult to maintain. He had to get back to Magda with his prize.

“Mind if I go dancing, Daddy?” Amber asked, but the words were Mark’s.

“Sure, Princess. But I think you need a little more of what I got before you run off to some other brother. You see I’m already getting hard again, don’t you? You gonna leave your Daddy in a state like that? Or are you gonna do something about it?”

It was shocking that he was so hard again already. But at the sight of his bared sword, hard again and still slick with Rikki’s saliva, Mark could not sever the need Amber had for Max’s cock. Her face lit up, that blend of innocence and depravity, soft features brightened as she eyed the phallus pointed at her. 

“Thank you, Daddy!” Amber beamed and dropped to her knees.

All protests were ignored as Mark pleaded with her to leave Max, but she had the scent of Daddy’s cum and she would not stop until she was satisfied. 

Pale hands wrapped around the dark meat, and pale pink lips decorated the tip. When Max twisted her hair up in his hand like a leash, Amber’s eyes fluttered with lust for him. She gagged herself on his cock again, playing a dangerous game of choking herself on Max’s rod to heighten the pleasure raining down on her. Daddy used her hair to guide her pace and give her a welcome sharp tug, a spike of pain fanning the flames of her desire.

Like Rikki, she fed. Cum jetted down her throat and into her belly. Her mouth formed a perfect cocksleeve for her Daddy, a slick, warm tube for him to fuck and deliver another transformative meal to his sissy. 

His cock withdrew and Max smacked Amber’s face with the wet pole, leaving a slick mark on her pale cheek.

“Now you can go party. And be sure to show the boys a good time. But you don’t ever give them that sweet sissy ass. That’s mine.”

“Yes, Daddy!”

Amber was recharged, filled to the brim with Max’s seed and influence. While Mark could not be entirely banished, thanks to the amulet, Mark assumed, he had little influence over her actions after the feeding. Amber was in Princess mode, dancing her way through the crowd, enjoying the hands that groped and tested her flesh. 

Someone grabbed her, a thick man with enormous biceps exposed by the leather vest he wore. When Amber turned to face him, he seized her by the neck and pulled her close, inhaling to test her scent.

Amber pulled back but his grip tightened and her ass-turned-pussy tingled. 

“Where you think you’re going?” he asked. He had a dark, wiry mustache and smelled like gin, especially when he leaned in close that way. 

“Just gonna dance,” Amber replied, but she was already sagging in his grip, subtly asking for his control. 

“Naw,” he corrected, “you are gonna stay with me. I saw that blowjob you gave your Daddy. You think you can manage another?”

“I think-” she began, but his hand squeezed again, choking the words from her. Blossoms appeared before her eyes as the oxygen was cut off for an instant and she curled against the stranger, pressing against him like a soft, pink blanket.

“You don’t think. You say, ‘Yes, sir.’”

“Yes, sir,” Amber purred.

“Good slut. Now we can dance.”

They did, all through the night. Amber discovered his name was Jacob and he shoved, tugged, choked, and spanked her until deciding he was ready for his nightcap. He used Amber’s mouth with less expertise than her Daddy, but the result was the same. A flood of cum in her belly and a smile on her delicate face.

The sun rose on a mostly empty warehouse. Daddy Max remained, as did his harem, a group of sissy sluts like Amber and Rikki, each different in their ways, but united in their devotion to Max and his magic seed. The back of the warehouse was converted into a makeshift bedroom, with soft red light and a scattering of mattresses where some of Max’s closest friends had been allowed to stay and enjoy the company of his girls. 

Amber and Rikki were in Max’s bed, along with Kandii. Amber wondered if she recalled writing the note or if she knew she was the man who had written a blog to save herself. She was an enthusiastic lover, and some of the cum that dried on Amber’s skin might well be hers. 

Amber disentangled herself from the arms and legs of her lovers. They stirred but did not wake. They probably didn’t have a Mark inside, urging Amber away from them and back into the harsh light of the day. Before she crept from the orgiastic collection of beds, she checked her clutch for the vial. A sigh of relief, and she was in the empty club portion of the renovated warehouse. The door was just ahead. 

“Amber?”

She turned and found Rikki shuffling bare-footed behind her. 

“Where you going?”

“I need to get something from home. You want to come with me? Maybe give Richard some time to stretch his legs?”

“Ppppbbt.” Rikki waved her hand dismissively. “He’s all gone.”

That would have been hard to argue. If pieces of Richard remained in the final version of his persona, it was difficult to find. Rikki was statuesque, with big tits that swung when she walked. Her skin was a rich tan color that gave her a beach girl look. Even this early, her makeup was thick and precise, lips lined to perfect a high-end call girl appearance. 

“I bet Daddy will give you a little boost before ya go.”

“I’m good, babe. I’ll be back soon.”

Was that suspicion on Rikki’s face when Amber left? She might have been better when she was stupid and stoned, instead of the more cunning slut she had become. The only thing Mark could do was save her from her ultimate fate. And himself in the process.


13.

Rikki stretched before she returned to bed. The air was cool on her skin. Rikki hadn’t bothered dressing before following her friend into the club that morning. It was nice to be naked and free. She particularly enjoyed how small her sissyclit was. A skinny thumb hanging from her pelvis, an engorged clit that would never harden again if life was kind to her. 

The night before was a cavalcade of blowjobs. Rikki’s ass was desperate for use and she intended to seduce Daddy into popping that cherry before he put away his glorious cock.

Daddy shifted and brought a hand down on her hip when she slid back into bed. 

“Morning, darlin’,” he grumbled, his brown eyes fixed on her over the top of Kandii’s head, who lay between them sleeping.

“Morning, Daddy.”

“Where’s Amber?”

“She was going out for a minute.”

“Going out?” He was awake now, sitting up and waking Kandii with him. She automatically started for his cock to give Max a morning fellating, but Max pushed her away. “Where was she going?”

Rikki shrugged. “I dunno. Probably back to the cute witch.”

“Witch? Slut, you need to back up and tell me what the fuck is going on.”

And she did, inasmuch as she could. Rikki’s brain was full of holes, and those holes desired only to be filled by cock. She strained to piece together some kind of narrative. In the end, though, Max seemed satisfied and gave her bare ass a pleased smack.

“Good slut. I think you and me need to take a little field trip.”


14. 

Mark strained to shove Amber back into her box, but she would not go. The blast of cum from Max the night before gave her more power than the amulet could overcome, but it kept Mark from disappearing completely. He could still manage control of his limbs but seemed stuck with life in Amber’s body until he was cured.

It wasn’t so bad. He hated to admit that the contrasting lightness of his body and the new weight and sensitivity of his breasts and an enhanced waist were wonderfully distracting. Mark could not suppress the random thoughts telling him that being stuck in this body wouldn’t be such a bad fate. And those thoughts were rewarded by peaks of arousal and glowing pleasure. Amber, of course, agreed.

The Witch’s Cauldron wasn’t open yet. Mark’s heart sank when he found the door locked, but heard someone moving inside. He banged on the door with the flat of his hand.

“Magda!” he called through the glass. “Are you there?”

The purple fabric curtain that covered the door of the shop pulled aside and Magda’s face appeared behind the glass.

“We’re closed,” she told the girl in the pink party dress.

Mark stomped the ground with one heel, a Princess-like act. “Magda, it’s me. Mark.”

Magda frowned but opened the door. She stepped aside to allow him in and followed behind the sissified young man.

“I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you are hot,” Magda offered. 

Mark gave her a sarcastic smile. It probably came off as cute rather than snide thanks to his glossy lips and fairy-like features. She retrieved the vial from her clutch and placed it on the counter.

“There it is. I don’t mean to be a bitch, but Amber is getting too hard to control. I need you to fix me.”

“It’s a little more complicated than that,” Magda chided. 

Her work was meticulous, grinding unfamiliar herbs with a mortar and pestle, then adding the cum to the concoction.

“Almost there,” Magda said, intensely focused on the slime she was forging in her magical lab.

Both looked as one when the chime announcing a visitor sounded. The front door opened.

“We’re closed. Come back in a couple of hours,” Magda said.

“Oh no,” Mark added.

Why hadn’t they locked the door behind them? How had they been so stupid?

Max and his party of sissy sluts entered, Max at the tip of the phalanx, the others trailing behind and spreading through the shop. There had to be almost a dozen of the brainless bimbos in his wake.

“What have we here? Looks like one of my bunnies is trying to get away. Tsk tsk. Bitch, once you belong to Max, you never get free. Get that cheap-ass jewelry off her.”

“No no no!” 

Mark struggled, but the sissies had him. He was held by three of them while a fourth approached. She was red-haired and gorgeous. She grinned when she lifted the amulet from Mark’s neck.

A drain opened in the darkness within Amber’s body. Mark felt a pull downward and struggled to swim up from it. It was too strong. He was being dragged under and simultaneously shredded, his former self disappearing in that void until all that remained was an empty seed buried deep in the core of Amber’s mind. 

Make no mistake. Amber was in charge.

“You can let me go,” she told the sissies, shaking herself free indignantly. “Sorry, Daddy. That bitch put the necklace on me and I couldn’t be a good girl.”

“Ain’t your fault, Princess,” Max said with a white, toothy smile. “She just misunderstands the situation.”

“I know what happened to you,” Magda said, squirming in her own tangle of bimbo hands and arms. “I can help you.”

“Help? What makes you think I need any help? Does this look like something I need help with?”

Max fished inside his pants and displayed his cock like he performed a magic trick. The transformed sissies gasped and murmured with lust. Magda found herself transfixed by it, too. Unlike the others, she understood the power of magic and the difficulty in dispelling the kind of magic with which Max was infected. Knowing it and being able to resist it were two very different things.

“Yeah, that’s right. You’re starting to understand, now. I have a kink. You probably guessed that. I love seeing white boys become my little sissy sluts. It gets me off. And I do take care of them. One thing I ain’t ever tried was seeing what my cock would do to an actual white woman. What do you think, girls? You all up for a little experiment?”

“Yes, Daddy,” they answered in sloppy unison. 

“Like I said,” he told Magda, “I take care of ‘em. And I can’t refuse ‘em when they want something. And they want to see what happens when you suck my big black cock.”

He swaggered his way to Magda. She wasn’t struggling anymore. She wanted Max almost as much as the sissies surrounding him. 

“Say please,” he ordered.

Magda mustered what will she had remaining, but found it too little to refuse him.

“Please,” she said.

He obliged. The sissies surrounded them while Max fed Magda. Her blowjob lacked enthusiasm, but she drank down his cum as greedily as any of them. Amber applauded when the witch sagged onto the floor, heavy-eyed and stupified by the cum.

Max hid his cock and straightened his clothes while the sissies regrouped around him. He found his wallet in a back pocket and opened it, removing a business card.

“Name and number’s on there,” he told Magda. “You give me a call when you’re ready for more. Come on, girls.”

The gaggle of sluts followed. Last to leave were Rikki and Amber, who held hands as they exited. Amber ventured a look back at the witch collapsed on the floor. She hoped she would see her again. The real her. 

Then, Rikki kissed her and Amber forgot all about the woman in the shop. A new world awaited, and there was a black sun at the center of it.


SNOWBUNNY SISTERS 3


“When was the last time you talked to Mike?”

Ryan looked up from his lunch,  a lo mein noodle dangling from his mouth. He slurped it up and wiped the grease from his lips while he considered.

“A week ago?”

“Does that seem strange to you?”

Ryan studied Brad’s face. His look expressed concern, but it was the way his hairline clung to his forehead, the thick black hair that curled tight against his scalp that he was focused on. Did he resent the younger man? 

“Well?”

Ryan shrugged and shoveled more lo mein into his face, just as he shoved away the idea that he might be getting a little softer around the middle than he would care to admit. 

“I don’t know. I guess. It’s the holidays. Maybe he went away with his family or something.”

“Mike doesn’t have family.”
“Jesus, Brad, what do you want me to do? Call the police? You’re his friend.”

Ryan regretted it immediately. Brad was a great big puppy of a guy. You didn’t have to look further than his concern for his friend to see that. And Ryan was being the old asshole, the crusty veteran of the firm who only cared about finishing his lunch. The Old Man, aka Hastings Parker, asked Ryan to look out for Brad, to take him under his wing. Here he was giving the kid a hard time because he was worried about one of his coworkers. Ryan wiped his mouth again and dumped the napkin into his lap.

“Have you been to his house?”

“No. Would you mind if we swung by on the way back? It’s around the corner. That’s what got me thinking about him in the first place.”

Ryan stilled himself, willing his eyes not to roll up or his breath to escape in a sigh. 

“Sure, we can do that,” he said.

Brad’s shoulders lifted, the weight of his worry already easing. 

“Thanks. I appreciate it.”

“No big deal,” Ryan assured him while convincing himself of the same thing. He hoped the Old Man appreciated his team spirit. Enough to put Ryan’s last name on the letterhead one day, and sooner rather than later. 

They took Ryan’s car, which was a late model and expensive sedan. Ryan didn’t like to admit that the payments stretched his budget, especially not when it drew such an obvious look of envy from Brad. Brad’s lustful gaze when he looked on the car said that he saw in the sedan not just a vehicle, but a lifestyle. A world Brad wanted to inhabit along with the other Masters of the Universe, as Tom Wolfe called them. Ryan thought Brad might not have the stuff to be that kind of man. He might be too soft.

Brad chewed his nails on the way up from the garage. The elevator had no attendant and Ryan thought he smelled urine, faint but lingering under the chemical air freshener smell. Two of the buttons weren’t lit on the elevator panel and the fluorescent above them flickered. It made Ryan feel nauseous. He was glad when the door opened on the fourth floor and emptied them into a windowless hallway.

“Kind of a dump,” Brad observed, echoing Ryan’s silent monologue. Maybe the kid had some taste after all.

“He’s probably sleeping it off.” Whatever “it” was. Brad and Mike were both in their twenties. 

That was a sweet time to be alive, but Ryan had no interest in going back. The cheap apartments and decade-old cars were a thing of his past. Whatever pieces of his soul he’d sold, they were worth it. 

“Here,” Brad said, stopping in front of 4C. He rapped on the door and called Mike’s name. Ryan looked down the hall, expecting curious faces to peer out through the cracks allowed by security chains. 

“Mike?”

Brad tried the knob and was surprised when it turned under his hand. 

“It’s open,” he said.

“No shit, Sherlock,” Ryan wanted to say, but bit the words before they could leave his mouth. Instead, he followed his young charge inside, wondering if this was illegal, or, since the door was open, there was an implicit invitation. He thought he might research that when they returned to the firm. At least some legal clarity might come from their wellness check.

Ryan sniffed the air once the door was closed behind them. There was a musky smell, one he couldn’t quite place at first. He focused on the details of the apartment: prints of famous paintings framed on the walls, a functional matching furniture set, a small but well-appointed kitchen, and a shallow hall that led to the place’s single bathroom and bedroom. Beer and liquor bottles decorated the kitchen counters, the coffee table, even the kitchen sink. Some of the cans were stuffed with the cigarette butts the two overflowing ashtrays couldn’t contain. Ryan identified the smell. It was weed and stale booze.

“Somebody’s been having a good time,” he said. 

“That’s weird,” Brad mused, lifting one of the liquor bottles and reading the label like he might find a secret map to his missing friend on it. He returned it to the table and looked at Ryan with stupid confusion. “This isn’t Mike.”

Ryan opened his arms in a “what-are-ya-gonna-do” gesture. “He’s a young guy. It’s Christmas. Maybe he met an elf or-” He looked around at the clutter. “-elves and decided that he was going to have a little fun to ring in the New Year.”

Brad shook his head ahead of his response. “Mike was a Mormon. Like, seriously a Mormon. He didn’t even drink soda. This doesn’t make sense.”

“We should get back. You can call the police or the building’s super or whatever you want when we get back. Time waits for no man, Bradley.”

Brad looked helpless, like trying to solve a complex math problem for the first time. Ryan edged toward the door to prompt him and he came, but slowly. His eyes lingered on the mess of the place. He paused, bent, and pocketed a scrap of paper on the floor. Ryan didn’t see what it was and didn’t much care to find out so long as they got out of the place. He was worried he would leave with his suit smelling like a dispensary. He was glad when they were on the other side of the door and the office was once again the destination in the GPS. Built into the dash of his sedan, of course. Only the best.


Brad chewed the inside of his cheek and stared at the flyer. He studied the way the crumpling of the page left mountains and valleys on the face of it, the shadows made by their peaks under the harsh lights of the office. While Ryan occupied one of the senior offices and had an assistant (albeit one he shared with two other junior executives), Brad worked in the cubicle farm in the middle of the floor. The executive offices and meeting rooms surrounded these cubicles, and Brad felt like he and his fellow paralegals were the fish in a great corporate fishbowl. The promise of a better day was sprinkled in, and he and his companions ate it up. 

Ryan approached him a few weeks before, offering to show him the ropes. That sent a clear message he had been tapped to be one of the Masters of the Universe if he learned how to play the game. His new mentor hadn’t been thrilled about their detour to Mike’s place, but he had gone, and that said even more. 

But the Mike thing gnawed at him like an old dog on a bone. Mike was the closest thing to a saint he knew, and the state of his apartment didn’t add up. And here was a flyer for a New Year’s Eve party, a party advertising a DJ and the “hottest sluts” in the city. What was an ad like that doing in Mike’s trashed home?

He drummed his fingers on the keypad of his desk phone before he called the superintendent of Mike’s building. Brad prepared a story to coax information from the old man with his gravel voice, but it was unnecessary.

“Cocksucker took off without a word. Still owes me for rent. You see him, you tell him to pay up or I’m going to sell his shit to the pawn shop and get what I can for it. And tell him that whore he’s shacking up with needs to keep her black friend out, too. He’s making Miss Sanders nervous.”

If there was more, Brad didn’t get it. The super hung up and left Brad puzzling over these new clues. Was Mike dating someone? Ryan would have known. They weren’t best friends but were on their way. They were hired into the firm at the same time and commiserated over long hours and low pay, reminding themselves this would all be worth it one day. Mike was a true believer, detailing his dreams to make the world a better place in pursuit of justice. Not the law. Justice. And a man like that disappearing without anyone bothering to worry over it was an injustice if ever there was one.

He had a couple of clues. One was the flyer in his hand. The New Year’s party was four days away. He also had a strange woman, and something about a black man, both trafficking in and out of Mike’s apartment. Maybe the place to start was with the nervous neighbor. Miss Sanders was going to get a visit.

Eulah Sanders was old as dirt and blind as a bat. The fact she was able to give any sort of detail about the visitors Mike might have entertained was a shocker. Her eyes were blown up by the lenses she wore and hung on a chain, though Brad thought she might never take them off if her eyes were as bad as all that. The furry blue robe was rubbed bare in places, and Brad could hear a game show host shouting from the other side of the door.

“Mike Hutchings,” he repeated. “Your neighbor across the hall.”

Her wrinkled face pruned more. “He was such a nice boy. Why he was hanging around the likes of them I have no idea.” She spat the pronoun like it was poison. 

“Do you have a name? The woman or the man you saw?”

If her face could have soured any more, it might have collapsed on itself. Her voice lowered with derision. 

“The girl called the black man Daddy. And Max. And sometimes Daddy Max. Can you imagine? She sounded like a stupid whore.” The way she landed on the last word conveyed the literal meaning. But a prostitute made less sense than a new girlfriend for Mike. 

“What was her name?”

“The man called her Mimi. That’s all I know.”

“Thank you-” he started, and the door closed. Not one to stand on politeness was Miss Eulah Sanders.


The internet giveth and the internet taketh away. Mike did not have a substantial online footprint. A Facebook account barely used, no other socials. Googling him didn’t reveal much more. He tried the name again, with the added terms ‘Max,’ ‘Daddy,’ and ‘Mimi.’ The only result that emerged from the search that was remotely useful was the name of a local Wiccan shop, Magda’s Menagerie. It was as good a place to start as any, he decided, and sent the address to his phone. The place was closed by the time he found it, which meant another night of wondering. Why was he so consumed by Mike’s disappearance? he wondered, and decided it was a simple reason: he believed Mike would do the same for him.

The next day was a Saturday, and he went about his usual routine of a quick breakfast and an hour in the gym he shared with other residents of the condo community. His home was in a better part of town and cleaner by a wide margin, but no less modest. The stories were narrow, with the bedroom on top and a claustrophobic living space and kitchen below. 

Brad dressed casually and slipped his arms into a lined Carhart jacket that would keep the chill off him. The winter had come at last and meant business. If it wasn’t already the holidays, the schools would have been closed by intermittent snow falling. 

The shop was downtown, in a part that was always under a process of renovation. The MEN WORKING and COMING SOON signs had become as much decoration as the Christmas streamers running between street lamps and the tinsel overlarge ornaments dangling from those same lamps. 

Magda’s Menagerie was one of the storefronts that bordered the town center with its gazebo and statue of a long-dead hero on horseback, the horse perpetually rearing, the rider holding a sword, eternally rallying his men to charge. Brad expected the store to be filled with strange smells and curios. At another time, it would have been. But Magda, the proprietor, had changed.

Opening the door released sugary pop music onto the sidewalk, and the interior was an ocean of pink. He wrinkled his nose on entry, tickled by the similarly sugary fragrance drifting through the store. There were only two customers, shuffling through a rack of short dresses meant for summertime and not the winter outside. They gave him a quick look when Brad entered and returned to their shopping. 

“Oh, hi!” came a high and happy-sounding voice. 

Brad was in the arms of a white-blonde bombshell before he could react. Her arms squeezed and she wiggled against him, pressing huge tits into him before releasing. 

“Are you Magda?” he asked. He took a cautious step back from the smiling blonde.

“Totally!” 

Magda’s eyes were a crystal blue, unsettling in their clarity. Despite that sharpness of hue, little seemed to be going on behind the blonde’s eyes. The smile was painted on, vacuous. Her body squeezed into a pink mini that threatened to prove whether she was wearing panties or not and cut a line across heavy tits, held up and gathered by the grip of the dress. Big hoops dangled from her ears and her makeup was heavy and precise. She looked more at home leaning on the hood of a concept car at a car show, or maybe sliding up and down a pole at a strip club. 

“But you can call me Mandi. Magda sounds like such a prude,” she said, face screwing up in distaste.

“I thought this was a Wicca place?”

“Oh, it totally was.” Her voice lowered and she leaned closer. Brad received a generous view down her dress and could say with authority that she was not wearing a bra. “But this is way better. You’re kind of a cute guy.” 

She said the last like it was a sudden thought that occurred to her, and she was seeing the man in her shop in a different light.

Her hands wandered to his waist, gripping snug jeans with her fingers and holding Brad close. 

“You wanna come in the back room? I like to make sure all my customers leave totally happy.”

Brad pushed the hands away and put more distance between him and the bimbo. 

“I’m looking for a friend of mine. Have you ever heard of someone named Max? Or Mike Hutchison?”

“Max? You mean Daddy?”

“I saw that name mentioned online. There was a post from this shop, before it changed I mean. Something about a guy with magic powers. It was pretty vague.”

“I know Daddy. But not the Mike person. I’m not s’posed to say where Daddy is, but if you give me an address, I’ll make sure Daddy gets it. I bet he’ll want to talk to you.”

“How about my number instead?” The thought of handing out his home address to this woman and whoever this Daddy man was felt ill-advised. Something about the desperate sexuality of Mandi unsettled him.

“Sure!’ She hit a button on the register to spit a plain scrap of receipt paper out and handed it over. He could feel her pale eyes on him while he jotted his number on the paper with a pen and handed both over to Mandi.

“I look forward to hearing from him.”

“You sure you don’t want to come back? I bet you never had your dicked suck like I do it.”

“No, uh, thanks,” Brad said, already turning. He couldn’t get out fast enough. His stomach twisted in knots and his skin prickled in gooseskin. He was glad when the cold blasted him and the syrupy smell fled his nose. He had done what he could. And if Max called, he would do more. Until then, he would try to get the memory of Mandi and her cloying shop out of his head.

The call from Max came quicker than he expected. Shortly after four, before the sun went down on its lazy late-year arc. He answered the strange number instead of sending it to voicemail like he normally would. 

“Hello?”

“I hear you’re looking for me.”

“Max?”

“Yeah. What can I do for you?”

“I was looking for a friend of mine. Mike Hutchison.”

Brad thought of Eulah Sanders and her description of a cheap woman and a black man. Mandi and Max?

Max chuckled, a deep sound that possessed a sultry music all its own. “Yeah. I knew him. Haven’t seen him in a while. Why don’t I come over and we’ll discuss it.”

“How about I come to you?”

“Same difference. I run a little club. Off-grid. But I can give you the address. We’ll be kicking it tonight if you want to come by. I can’t promise your friend will be there, but he might.”

“Yeah. Sure. Give me the address.” Brad scrambled to find a pen and noted the address on the back of a water bill. 

“See you there,” Max said, ending the call with another deep chuckle. 

“Yeah,” Brad said to no one. “See you there.”


“So why do I have to go?” Ryan pressed the palm of his hand to his forehead. Last night’s gin-and-tonics left behind some rubble in his head. 

“Because I don’t want to go alone and I don’t know who else to ask.”

The Old Man better put his name right at the fucking tippy-top of the letterhead for this babysitting bullshit, Ryan fumed. Silently, of course.

“I’ll drive,” Ryan announced. If he had to be on duty tonight, he would be the one to decide when the deed was done. “We’re checking to see if he’s there and that’s it. I am not going clubbing tonight. We understand each other?”

“Yeah. Of course. I’m not trying to party, Ryan, I just want to find Mike. And I think this guy knows what’s going on.”

“I’ll pick you up at eight.”

“I appreciate it, Ryan.”

“Yeah,” he said, but the sound was that of a complaint. 

Ryan disconnected and rediscovered his bed. If he was going to be in public, he would have to make some preparations. The first of those was ditching the hangover. He checked the clock before a fitful sleep took him. Just an hour or so.

The ringing phone woke him. Brad, telling him he was late.

“Fuck,” he grumbled, “give me twenty minutes. Be right there.”

The good news, he decided in the shower, was that the hangover was mostly gone. A three-hour nap that came unexpectedly will do that. Might have slept all the way until morning if Brad hadn’t called. He hated the rushed feeling that came with being supremely late. No more drinking until 2 am on Friday nights he resolved, and not for the first time.

The clothes were fashionable enough, the car was fast enough, and soon he had Brad in his passenger seat, aimed for the part of town he avoided most days. The populated city streets gave way to the cracked pavement of an abandoned industrial district, buildings tall and wide with gap-toothed windows shattered by time and thoughtless violence. Ryan opened his mouth to question Brad’s information, especially after discovering the source was some slut in a store and a voice on a phone, but then the glow of purple neon peeked around the corner of a building and grew as he approached.

“This must be it.” Brad had a real knack for pointing out the obvious. 

Around a building with graffitied boards where windows had been, cars were parked haphazardly. Ryan found a spot and led Brad to the door, protected by one of the biggest black men Ryan had ever seen in person. His tree-trunk arms were folded over his chest and sunglasses covered his eyes. He wore a white tank decorated by gold chains, despite the bite of cold in the air.

“Help you?” he asked.

Brad stepped forward. “Max gave us this address.”

Even with the sunglasses, Ryan knew the bouncer’s eyes darted between the two men before his arms fell to his sides and he stepped aside. Ryan regretted it at once. He wished they were turned away, instead of being whisked into the belly of a club hewn together from building materials, drugs, and the sweat of bodies in motion. The bass thumped in Ryan’s chest and stirred the hangover that slumbered on the drive over.

“Which one is Max?” he shouted/asked over the din.

A DJ spun in one corner of the room, a bar thrown together on the opposite side. In between were dancers and pairs of dancers that were closer to open copulation. Most of the men were black and strong and intimidating for a white-collar caucasian like Ryan, and most of the women were pale-skinned, outrageously attired, and eager to show off and give their bodies to their dark-skinned partners.

“The bar!” Brad answered.

Ryan trailed him to the cobbled-together bar, surprisingly well-stocked, Ryan decided. Maybe a little hair of the dog would banish his hangover once and for all. And while he was at it, maybe some of the women here might want to try some white meat. To a one, the ladies were outlandishly attractive, but whorish in their makeup and dress. After a drink or two (or three), maybe he’d chat one of the women up, see if there was a private place in this dump to drain his balls. Ryan imagined these women pictured on a big menu, and he was scanning the crowd, deciding who might be a main course for the night. 

“Are you Max?”

Ryan jerked his head back to Brad, who had found his man. 

Max was big, wide, and muscular, the image accentuated by his thick coat and its fur-brimmed collar. Like the bouncer, he was decorated with thick jewelry, but this looked more expensive and Ryan was sure some of the sparkles were real diamonds. He wore a lazy smile and held an air of total control. Being close to the man was like stepping into a bubble. The music seemed to lower in volume and all attention shifted from the gorgeous, if trashy, women at his side to the man himself.

“Looks like you found me,” he said. His teeth shone very white when he smiled, which he did a lot. 

“You said you could tell me where my friend was.” Brad was already on the attack, a tiny dog with a ferocious bark.

“I said he might be here,” Max corrected. Then, “Why don’t you relax and wait a while? You and your friend can slip back into the private rooms, entertain some of these fine ladies. If your friend doesn’t show up, at least you got something to show for it.”

Brad started to protest but Ryan took him by the shoulder and seized his attention.

“If you don’t see your friend around here, the least you can do is allow me my good time.” Ryan faced Max. “I think that’s a generous offer. I don’t suppose you’d mind if we picked the girls?”

“I got one in mind for you.” Max grinned white. “This is Mimi.”

Brad straightened at the name, but Ryan couldn’t be bothered. Mimi was a four-alarm fair squeezed into gold lame booty shorts and matching top. Her hair was dark, but with deep pink streaks woven in. She blinked rather stupidly, but the plump lips perched below her nose looked inviting enough.

“Works for me,” Ryan agreed, and they were joined by two more women, one at each of Brad’s elbows. The whole entourage was led past the bar and into the unused portions of the old factory. Offices lined the hallway, velvet fabric hung over the windows for privacy. The pebbled glass of the office doors still clung to remnants of the long-gone names of managers and middle managers who occupied the rooms not so long ago.

Max stayed behind, the girls leading the way past the door. That was fine by Ryan. he found Max intimidating and he didn’t like to be intimidated. It didn’t serve a future Master of the Universe well to be physically intimidated. 

“In here,” Mimi said and pulled Ryan into the room. He saw the look of panic on Brad’s face and held the door open a moment more.

“Relax,” he said, “Have a little fun. When we’re done, we’ll have another look around for your friend. If he’s not here, we’ll head home. Agreed?”

The panic hadn’t added, but Brad nodded. “Agreed.”

Ryan was glad to close the door and give his full focus to the young woman crammed into the gold outfit. 

“You are gorgeous, you know that?”

She giggled, a sound that did nothing to dissuade him from his early impression that Mimi was quite dumb. She curled a finger, gesturing for Ryan to follow her toward the well-worn couch pushed against the far wall. There was a desk, too, still boasting some office supplies intended for a job that disappeared along with the employees. 

Ryan stalked toward her, shrugging off his coat and tossing it onto the desk’s dusty surface. Next came the belt. By the time he found her, his clothes were half-removed, untucked and loose. Mimi helped him with the pants, opening and spreading them, kneeling before Ryan while she sifted through his boxers to find the prize inside.

“I guess no foreplay required?”

Mimi appeared not to have heard. She had his cock in hand and was busying herself with making it hard. She didn’t have to wait long. Ryan wanted this cheap girl, wanted to use her the way other men certainly had. These were women designed for a specific purpose, and that purpose was to serve their betters. Whether that was the black bulls dancing down the hallway or businessmen like him. 

“Like that,” he instructed, but Mimi had no need for it. She was on her knees, scraped by the filthy floor. 

His eyes rolled up and closed while the dark-haired slut took him into her mouth. She licked his tip before the pillowy lips closed around his shaft, sucking and licking him alternately until he flew past hard and into the rarified air of mindlessly needy. He had to have her, had to shoot his load into that filler-enhanced mouth. He took her by the hair, guiding the pace of her mouth’s hold on him. Fucking her face was right, the proper order of things. He decided his seed was too good for her mouth. He needed her cunt, needed to feel the silky grip of her canal around his aching cock.

“Turn around,” he ordered. 

Mimi obliged, the dumb smile never faltering. She knew what he wanted and unhooked the tight shorts, shuffling her hips until they wriggled down her plump thighs. There were no patties beneath. Her ass was round and smooth and aimed up at him. He paused at the sight of a withered sac and penis between her legs, dangling limp and useless from her pelvis.

“What the fuck?” 

“I’m a sissy whore,” Mimi giggled, “but I have a pussy for you.” 

He was stunned by her flex, a control of her muscles as she opened her asshole for him like it was a vagina. Ryan considered the new wrinkle, but the steel erection weighed in heavily, tilting the scales. So what if this was some queer guy? He looked more like a woman than most women these days. No one would know, besides. 

“Quiet,” he ordered. 

Mimi giggled anew and bent over the desk, elbows on his coat. She tick-tocked her ass in invitation and Ryan smacked one meaty cheek for her troubles. Maybe it was the saliva left on his dick, or maybe it was a natural lubricant, but Ryan fit easily into Mimi’s ass. She squeezed around him on his entry, making his glide in and out a satisfyingly tight experience. Her forgot about her tiny dicklette and grabbed her hips, forcing himself deep into her ass. The slap of his skin on hers was like music, and he found his thrusts came in time with the pulsing beat he could make out from the club down the hall. 

‘Hold on,’ he told himself, ‘savor it.’

Ryan dragged her off the desk and onto the ground, onto all fours. He fell out of her, but quickly regained his hold and his dick’s place inside her, now on his knees, hovering over her. How did she make that hole so goddamned tight? It was the best he’d ever had, and Ryan was no inexperienced adolescent. 

Had he heard the door open? He didn’t think so. He only knew that when he opened his eyes, they were no longer alone in the room. Max was there, standing just on the other side of Mimi. her grunts might have masked his entry, but now he was standing over them both, that wide grin even wider and menacing in a way it hadn’t been before.

“Good, isn’t she?”

Ryan wanted to stop. He couldn’t stop. His hips pumped and his hands remained glued to the sissy slut’s hips. 

“I like my girls a certain way. And there’s always room for more. But I give them all a little test first. Open wide,” he ordered.

He stepped forward, straddling Mimi between his legs. His powerful torso was inches away from Ryan and he opened his coat. His cock was already free, already hard. It was dark and veiny and massive. The sight of it intensified Ryan’s thrusts. He wasn’t gay, certainly not, but he couldn’t tear his eyes from the black rod before him. When Max jerked his head up by his hair, his mouth fell open. 

“Let’s see how you do,” Max said. 

His cock was salty from sweat and hot. It rammed into Ryan’s open mouth, gagging him as it pelted the back of his throat. Ryan sucked unconsciously, mouth closing and working around the meat. While his own sex buried itself in Mimi’s ass, he provided a sleeve for Max’s cock. As he had done with Mimi, Max held Ryan’s head, fucking his mouth with a confidence and measured need. He grunted only once, and sticky cum spilled over Ryan’s tongue and down his throat. He felt a heat spread to his extremities and misidentified it as shame. Only when Max retracted his cock and left Ryan’s mouth empty did the businessman understand the sensation was actually relief, and it was replaced by disappointment when the cock was taken from him.

He hadn’t noticed, but Max’s climax inspired his own, his milky seed leaking from Mimi’s exceptional ass. 

“Good boy,” Max said and left the room with only the echoes of his deep chuckle to trail behind him. 

Ryan fell back on his bare ass, unconscious of the filth beneath him. Mimi hiked up her shorts and snuggled up to him, licking a drop of Max’s cum from the corner of Ryan’s mouth. 

“Isn’t Daddy the yummiest?” she asked.

Ryan couldn’t think. His thoughts were as sticky and cum-soaked as his tongue. He allowed Mimi to kiss him, a deep and exploratory kiss that gathered more of Max’s seed on her tongue, shared between them. Ryan returned the kiss thoughtlessly and allowed Mimi to guide him into a fitful and mindless pawing at one another. He’d be back in his driver’s seat before a coherent thought came again.

Brad was surrounded. There were two women, both blonde, both large-breasted, both running hands over him and doing their best to strip away his clothes. They were an advancing army testing the defenses of their enemy. He fought weakly against those advances, but they kept moving his hands away from his clothes and depositing his palms on their ass or tit. His head was cloudy, and he worried it was more than the intoxication of the impossibly hot women insisting on disrobing him. He tried to keep his reason by focusing on details. Their names were Rikki and Amber and they were the hottest women he’d ever seen in person. He’d never been touched by women like these. That must be the cause of his reason abandoning him. It wasn’t the intoxicating scent, a smell that reminded him of his own spunk. 

He was mostly nude before he realized it. His pants were gathered at his feet and his shirt was gone, along with the plain white undershirt beneath. They were discarded somewhere on the dusty floor. Rikki was in his lap, thick thighs over his. Amber was behind, her tongue circling the folds of his ear before she sucked the lobe into her wet mouth. He was horny in a way that shoved aside his reason. He was here for Mike, not for some unheard-of sexual adventure. But every time he attempted to extricate himself from the tangle of limbs and warm bodies surrounding him, he found a new enticement. Presently, Rikki shoved a bare breast into his mouth and he sucked at the nipple offered to him. It was stiff in his mouth and his hand reached to cup the flesh he attended with his tongue.

“That’s it, baby,” Amber encouraged. “She’s like vanilla, ain’t she?”

She was. Delicious and creamy. There was no awareness of Max creeping into the room, his cock still hard and wanting from his encounter with Ryan. The girls guided Brad to the ground, leaving him on all fours. Only then did he feel the presence behind him. Over his shoulder, Max stood like an ebony statue. Muscles rippled beneath the skin of his abdomen, his thigh muscles bunched and stretched while he bent behind Brad.

“You been too curious, boy,” he whispered in his husky way. “But I want you to get the answers you came for. Your friend is right down the hall with the boss man. And soon enough, both of you will be with me for good. I want you to enjoy it. Enjoy how it feels to become my whore.”

Max’s cock impaled Brad, piercing his virginal ass and holding there, filling Brad up. The pressure of the cock inside him was painful, yes, but there was pleasure beneath it. When the black stud started pumping him, the pleasure took the reins and led Brad to make needy mewling sounds. Rikki lifted her dress and revealed a shrunken cock and a ball sac that barely existed. While Max fucked him, Brad licked and sucked at the thin cocklette. It never rose or stirred into an erection, but Rikki cooed happily at the attention. 

“That’s it,” Max said, but Brad knew it was for Max and not for him, “just like that.” 

Brad knew the climax was coming by the way Max’s thrusts slowed, but he was unprepared for the way the black bull gathered him up like he was made of paper. The delirious fog in Brad’s brain parted long enough for him to think ‘I’m about to give a man a blowjob,’ and then his mouth was full.

“Drink,” Max said. 

A river of cum flowed from Max into Brad’s mouth. He did as he was told and he drank. The girls were giggling, probably at the dopey look on his face as semen spurted from the seal around Max’s cock. When Max clenched to squeeze the last drops into Brad’s hole, the sissy sluts descended on Brad, licking away any loose taste of their owner.


If the hangover from the day before was bad, this one was thermonuclear war between Ryan’s ears. It felt like a horse continued to kick him in the temple, and even the long, hot shower did nothing to dispel the pain there. Thank Christ it was Sunday. He’d have a day to recover. He might even be ready for New Year’s in a couple of days. But he’d have to lay off the sauce before then. The drinking might be a problem if he let it. 

With his body cleaned and his brain no worse, he ordered food and sagged on his sofa, waiting for time and the flow of Gatorade to calm the rough seas inside him. His memory of the previous night was foggy. He had taken Brad home, but could not recall the details of the drive, nor could he remember clearly the final moments of their time at the club. Bard told him he found Mike, Ryan thought, but couldn’t remember seeing the missing man. 

Cause he wasn’t a man anymore. 

Ryan’s eyes popped wide. The voice sounded like it had come from somewhere in the room. Had one of the hot sluts from the club followed him home? Was she hiding here the whole time?

“Hello?”

Hey, babes. 

“Where are you?”

A giggle. The kind of stupid giggle he vaguely remembered from the club last night. The kind of laugh that came from a woman too hot to require brains. 

In here. Your head. But not for long. We gotta get going. I wanna be at that party on New Year’s.

“What the fuck?” he asked, squeezing his head between his hands. “I must be going crazy.”

No, babes, you’re going sissy. 

A flash behind his eyes, the image of Mimi and her tiny penis. 

“Stop it!”

The volume of his own voice spiked the pain in his head. Another flash, the sight of Mimi, bent over the desk, looking beautiful and depraved. 

You gotta get used to a couple of things. First, I ain’t going anywhere. Second, we are going to have fun whether you like it or not. 

Across town, in the prim neighborhood shared by those on their way up or those who flatlined at the lower-middle class, Brad was fighting a battle of his own. Like Ryan, his head was full of sawdust and loose nails, thick and punctuated by sharp pains. And, like Ryan, he found he was not alone. 

The voice in his head woke him, chanting merrily, One, two, three, four, on your knees and suck some more!

A thorough scan of his townhouse with no relief from the chanting led him to an impossible if inevitable conclusion. Something happened to him the night before and left him with an invisible copilot in his own head. The only way he could get the high-pitched voice to stop was to engage with it, which brought its own set of problems. 

Who are you? he demanded. 

Braylee. 

What do you want?

To have fun. What do you want?

I want you gone.

Welp, that’s not happening. How about we compromise and we sing some more? Four five, six, seven, yummy cock tastes like heaven…

Stop that. How did you get here?

Daddy put me here. You remember Daddy.

An image was inserted into his mind, unbidden. Max holding his head, Brad’s POV of a dark, thick cock ramming into his mouth over and over until it fed him the sweet cum he craved. And he did. The absence of cock in his mouth was a palpable thing. But not just any cock. Max’s. Daddy’s.

See? You totally want it. Me, too. So let’s just go get it.

That felt like an exceedingly bad idea. 

One, two, three, four…

Brad had to call Ryan. Maybe he could piece some things together, but Brad had a fairly good idea of what was happening, even if the reality of it was, well, unreal. The evidence left a clear thread. Mike was missing. Max and a strange woman named Mimi were seen in and around his apartment. Mike was gone without a trace. Vanished into thin air, just as Mimi appeared. The hot blonde at Magda’s Menagerie led him to Max after changing her business and, apparently, her entire personality. The girls surrounding Max weren’t girls at all. They were men who were now indistinguishable from brainless, sex-fueled bimbos. And Max was at the center of it all. 

You get it, Braylee said, You just gotta give in to it. And then we can have some real fun.

Give in to what?

Becoming what Daddy wants you to be.

So, Mike is…

Mimi! Totally! Five, six, seven, eight…

He blocked the chant out of his head as best he could and focused on the problem at hand. It was a leap of logic, but logic was in short supply after last night. Despite the fact that it couldn’t be true, Brad was sure that Max had transformed Mike into Mimi. And, through some strange process Brad couldn’t get his head around yet, the same process was beginning with him. And probably Ryan, too. Maybe, together, they could find a way to reverse it. Maybe for all of them. 

Trust me, Braylee giggled, they don’t wanna go back. And you won’t either.


Ryan stared at himself in the mirror. His unwanted partner called herself Rilee, and she was pointing out a dozen little things to make Ryan miserable. His nose looked more narrow, longer. His brows were darker, lightly arched to give him a look that was always poised on the edge of a question. His lower lips swelled and gave him a kissable look he detested. And that was just the face. Forget about the fact that his skin was smooth all over and the hair that usually colored his legs slid away in the shower and clogged the drain.

Rilee assured him he looked much better this way. Ryan thought he looked like a guy who let his daughters give him a makeover. 

His cell phone buzzed by the bed and Ryan abandoned the vigil before the mirror to answer. It was Brad, thankfully, who he thought might have some answers for him. Could he come over? Of course. Rilee was on board with that plan, too, which generated some suspicion, but then he drifted back to the mirror, touching his slightly altered face with his fingertips. 

He must have been there for some time because Brad was at the door before he realized any time at all had passed. And the worry over his transformation doubled, maybe even quadrupled, when he saw the changes in Brad reflected back at him.

Where Ryan’s nose thinned and elongated, Brad’s was wider and shorter, and his sandy hair and brows were a shade darker than he remembered. Over his right eye, an unusual stain formed, like a smudge that wasn’t entirely rubbed away.

“We need to talk,” Brad said. 

He pushed past Ryan and into his tastefully decorated apartment. Unlike his townhouse, Ryan’s place was more luxurious, with original art on the walls and a brick fireplace in the living area’s center. The kitchen was behind a door instead of part of the same space. Brad might have been jealous if he had time to think about such things. He was more concerned by the changes in Ryan’s appearance, subtle but there. Just like his own. 

“I need to ask you a crazy question,”  Brad said. “Have you been hearing voices?”

I dunno. You hearing voices, babes?

Ryan squeezed his eyes shut, hoping to silence Rilee’s yammering.

“What do you mean?” While he was, of course, it wouldn’t do to look weak in front of a subordinate.

You think he’s hard? Rilee asked. You could suck his cock if he’ll let you. God, it’s been so long since we had any cum, babes.

Brad paced. “I know how it sounds, but ever since I woke up this morning, I have heard this voice in my head. A woman. Her name is Braylee, and she will not shut up.”

Braylee is a hot name. Not as hot as Rilee, but she sounds like a slut like us. 

“I have been feeling a little off,” Ryan admitted.

“I don’t mean off, I mean possessed. Like there’s someone inside your head who won’t go away.”

He’s got the not going away part down, babes. Why don’t you two fuck and get it over with? I need some fun.

“So what? You know how to get rid of it?”

“Not yet. But I think whatever is happening to us happened to Mike. And maybe the blonde at the store. And if that’s true, we need to do something quick or we are going to end up like them.”

He’s got that right, too. Your friend is smart. For now. Pretty soon he’ll be dumb like us.

“I am not dumb!” Ryan roared. On seeing the confused look on Brad’s face, he cleared his throat. “Sorry. So what do we do?”

“The first stop is the woman at the store. She put me on the trail to Max and I want to know why.”

“Let’s go.”

Magda’s Menagerie was open on Sundays, but only until five. Ryan and Brad arrived just under the wire. The shop was empty besides Magda, now Mandi, who sat at a stool behind a glass counter filled with accessories for women - handbags, bracelets, earrings - with a placidly stupid expression hanging off her features. She came to life on seeing them enter like a doll whose key was turned. 

“Hi!” she beamed. “Can I help you?” She frowned and tilted her head. “You’re like the other girls Max has.”

“I’m not a girl,” Ryan shot back. 

Brad was less offended and more curious in his approach. “What do you mean, ‘like the other girls’?”

“Daddy makes girls out of boys. Well, sissies. Not exactly girls. But super pretty and sexy. I tried to help one…”

She frowned, chasing a memory that kept just out of reach. “Daddy found me and made me better so I wouldn’t upset the girls.”

“How did he make you better?” Brad asked, though he knew. Just like he’d made Ryan and Brad ‘better.’

“Daddy fed me,” Mandi said. Her eyes grew unfocused and looked past the two men.

“Mandi, did you help the other man, the one you mentioned?”

“No,” she said and lowered her head. Her swollen lips pouted. “Daddy was too strong for me. I’m glad. I was always so worried. And now I just help Daddy and he feeds me so I can be good for him forever.” The clouds passed, and Mandi was sunny again. Cheerily talking about men being transformed into sissies like it was the best idea she’d ever heard.

“Do you remember how you were going to help the man?” Brad prompted.

Mandi deposited a long-nailed finger into her mouth, chewing on the red tip while she struggled to think past her limited capacity.

“Um, I think so. I think there’s, like, a notebook back there.”

Mandi gestured to a storeroom separated from the main store by a curtain on metal hooks. They complained in their steely voices when Ryan pushed the curtain open and led the three of them into the back room. 

All of the former items that must have stocked the shelves were here in boxes, carelessly thrown together. Some of the vials were broken and spilled, the contents long-dried, but leaving behind strange fragrances. 

“I think there’s, um, a notebook or something,” Mandi suggested. 

Ryan and Brad busied themselves, investigating each box for a book that might contain a solution to their unusual predicament. Neither noticed that Mandi had drawn the curtain closed, or that she watched them, chewing her bottom lip. Her hands moved to her full chest. One drifted down, lifting the skirt she wore and plumbing the depths of her cunt while she watched the two men. She remained unnoticed until the first moan. By then, her dress was pulled down to expose creamy breasts, and her fingers were slick with her juices.

“What are you doing?” Brad asked, as if her self-pleasure wasn’t obvious. 

Ryan stood straight, too, casting aside another box that returned no reward. 

The sight of her, the lewdness of her display, made something shift.

“”Fuck,” Ryan hissed. 

Both men shared the similar experience of their bodies being controlled by their passengers, Mandi’s scent and need drawing out the sissy personas with haste. 

Rilee was first to step forward and stretch her arms. Her hips swung as she made her way to the blonde slut, pressing lips to hers and running hands over her tits. Rilee’s body shifted, too, the male form giving way to something not entirely feminine, but difficult to describe as a man. Her lips swelled more, and fat gathered in her hips and chest.  What once was flat and narrow now boasted delicious curves. 

Not to be outdone, Braylee exploded into existence. The vague stain over Brad’s eyes sharpened as if a projectionist dialed the lens to bring the image into focus. In looping script, the words Cry Baby appeared, arching over his right brow, the brows themselves getting bushy and dark. The nostrils widened and a silver hoop grew from the flesh, forming a silver piercing in the right nostril. As he shed his clothes to join the action, more stains appeared along his right arm and left thigh, not as clear as the one over his eye, but fading up into reality. And, like Rilee, hips widened and ass padded. Breasts stretched into existence and sagged, already big and promised to get bigger.

“That’s better,” Mandi said, breaking a kiss with Rilee, “Daddy’s gonna love you two.”

The male personas were given a ringside seat as three sex-obsessed sluts found each other, explored with hands and mouth. 

Mandi was unselfish in her affection, tasting and testing the budding breasts of the new sissies while they found one another. Braylee and Rilee kissed and teased. While their bodies hummed with erotic energy, neither displayed a penis that so much as stirred. Their pleasure was focused elsewhere. 

“I need you to fuck my ass,” Rilee announced to one or both of her partners. 

Mandi giggled and obliged. She inserted one finger into the whore’s ass before adding a second. While Braylee’s tongue danced with Rilee’s, the latter rode Mandi’s fingers, drawing Braylee’s hands to her growing tits. Only when her ass was filled and her breasts were roughly squeezed did she feel whole, and that feeling of rightness was blasted into Ryan’s consciousness while he observed the sensual threesome. 

Brad held Braylee back, fighting the worst of his feminine stowaway’s urges and keeping her mouth closed instead of begging for the same use Rilee was getting. Braylee strained against Brad’s psychic leash, but his control held fast. He had to hold onto himself long enough for the search to resume. While he watched through Braylee’s eyes as the trio pumped and sucked, he reminded himself the answer to their problems had to be somewhere in these boxes. That thought kept his mind intact. Only when Braylee reached a climax did he lose control, and only for a few minutes. But long enough for Braylee to wipe away the squirt of cum from her own limp penis and share that taste with the others.

Brad was the first to regain consciousness in the wake of the orgy. Braylee was quiet, perhaps exhausted by her orgasm. No trace of that remained, cleaned and re-cleaned by the transformed sissies and their host. Mandi cooed softly, stroking their hair. She stirred when Brad pulled away, but didn’t rise, instead focusing entirely on Ryan. 

He couldn’t be sure how much of him had changed, but enough that he felt a new weight in his body. His chest was drooping with at least C-cup breasts and his pelvis and thighs had a plumpness he hated to admit he liked. Ryan’s body was smooth and hairless now, and his hair was longer and darker. A once slim face was wider and rounder and very pretty. If he applied some makeup and wore a dress, he’d likely pass as a woman. 

Brad shoved those thoughts away, along with the erotic urges of his new body. While the others slept or drifted in and out of the wettest of dreams, Brad pawed through the remaining boxes. In the second-to-last, he found a plain moleskin journal and flipped through the pages. He had to concentrate, forcing himself to focus more than usual. His brain swan in the dull juices of his sissy counterpart, and he worried that much more and he would be too dumb to complete any task that might save him and Ryan.

Most entries were notes about a particular concoction or spell. Brad would have laughed off these notes a couple of days before, but now that he was the victim of actual magic, it was harder to dismiss. In the back, he found what he sought:

I don’t know how long I can keep this up, the woman who had been Magda wrote, so I’ll lay it out best as I can. Max is the key. Specifically, his cum. I’ve noted below a recipe for a potion that can stop Max, but it requires his semen to complete. And being that close is going to be difficult.

Brad flipped to the next page and saw the recipe mentioned. Sure enough, “Max’s cum” was written there. 

Max is a vet. During his tour in the Middle East, he encountered a djinn. In most cases, these creatures will mate and devour their victim, but Max got away somehow. And his encounter with the djinn left him with the ability to transform men and women into whatever he desires. Unfortunately for the guys, Max likes a sissy slut. Unfortunately for me, he doesn’t want a witch talking and potentially spoiling his good time. I’m battling my own demon, a total whore named Mandi. And she is getting very strong. My hair’s gone blonde and I fucked a random customer today. Pretty soon, I won’t be able to resist at all. If you are reading this, help me. Help us all. 

It ended there, but Magda left behind the key to solving the problem. Now, Brad had only to get some of Max’s cum without losing himself forever.


Ryan twisted his waist, examining as much of himself as he was able. Now that he was home and alone, he could take stock. If he was going to become a limp-dicked sissy slut, he supposed the package could have been worse.

That’s the spirit, babes!

He ignored Rilee. She was weaker since the threeway at Mandi’s place. The orgasm gave him a renewed clarity, a post-coital boost in IQ that he seized on. Brad gave him the rundown on their escape plan. While he was excited by the prospect of a way to reverse their fortunes, the details of the plan left him more hopeless than ever. Go back to the club? Back to Max? And keep his senses enough to both get and keep some of the cum that had transformed him in the first place?

Not likely, babes. 

Rilee was right, much as he hated to admit it. Chances of success were slim indeed.

Your best bet is to lean in. You always wanted to be in charge. And sluts need a leader, too. Max ain’t gonna be around all the time. Not exactly a corner office, but you can still run the show. Just a different show is all.

His hands were on his new tits again. They felt so fucking good. And were getting bigger. His hips seemed to have settled at merely wide, while his breasts kept inflating. He was a D-cup now. He was probably making it worse by playing with them, but they felt as good as they looked. No wonder Max gifted him with these mammaries. He licked his puffy lips and twisted his nipples again, wincing at the sting and tugging. 

Good, right?

Better than good. Outstanding. Hot as hell. 

He tried to get a rise from his cock earlier, inspired by his own sexiness. Jerking off to his own sexiness made him shiver and clench his ass, but nothing stirred between his legs. 

But that’s hot, too, Rilee whispered, It means you’re a real sissy now. You’re made to give pleasure, not get it. Made to make men want you. Made to make them cum. It’s the perfect reward for being sexy. Make men hard, make them cum, eat up all that yummy cummy. And you can be Queen Slut. You just hafta show Daddy you can do it.

“How do I do that?”

Give him somethin he wants. 

“What does he want?”

You. And your friend. And your friend is tryin to keep you from being Daddy’s special sissy. You gotta stop him.

How? He didn’t bother to speak out loud. Rilee could hear his thoughts. Hell, she was his thoughts. They were one and the same and the sooner he wrapped his head around that, the better off he’d be. 

Easy. All you gotta do is make sure Braylee’s in charge. She’s more fun anyways. Isn’t she?

Ryan thought of the slutty Cry Baby tat over her eye and that pointed little chin of hers. She was more fun than Brad, no denying that. And tits that might even be bigger than Rilee’s. Not that it was a competition. Not that Ryan wanted tits. 

He’ll come back for you and he’ll have a plan. We just hafta have one, too.

Sure. Ryan couldn’t argue that. He was a planner after all. And Brad was trying to prevent him from climbing the ladder. From being important. He’d have a little surprise for good old Brad.

Inside of him, Rilee giggled.

Brad didn’t trust Ryan anymore. On their flight from Magda’s shop, he was never completely sure if he was talking to Ryan or Rilee. He left Ryan at home alone, hoping he would be content to idly play with himself the way he had on the car ride home. His gaze was dopey and faraway, except in more lucid moments where he tried to lure Brad back into another round of pleasing one another. Brad resisted, but Braylee whined the whole way home. With Ryan out of the car and Brad taking the expensive sedan without question or complaint, he found some peace. 

I wanna go find Daddy, Braylee pouted. 

“Too bad, so sad,” he muttered. He had errands to do.

You’re boring and stupid.

A little calling the kettle black by his estimation. While his physical changes receded some, there was no getting around the tattoo over his eye or the one drifting toward reality on his arm and leg. The piercing in his nose remained, and his eyes seemed forever smoky, despite having applied no makeup. The lips were difficult to handle, swollen and inviting. But, like Ryan, his tits were the (literally) big problem. Without a bra, they swayed and bounced with every movement. And they were incredibly sensitive. If he played with them at all, Braylee would get excited and start her chanting again. Her simple need to be used was weirdly arousing, so he had to keep his hands on the wheel and not on his chest.

It was like walking a tightrope in his own mind, and one misstep meant he tumbled into an abyss from which there was no escape. At first, he worried he would not be able to count on Ryan when he most needed him, and then decided that untrustworthiness would be the key to his plan. 

In short order, all the other ingredients were sorted and all that was left was the essential one. He would need to milk Max for his cum. And then create the potion. And then apply it to Max’s cock. Easy, right?

I want Daddy’s cock, Braylee complained.

Soon enough, he assured her. 

Mandi saw the note left for her on the counter, but she couldn’t make it out. Reading was too hard. When forced to make a difficult decision, or a decision of any kind, she did the only thing she knew to do. She called Daddy Max.

“Ah, my little witch-slut. What can Daddy do for you?”

Mandi heard music and thought Daddy Max might be at the club. She wanted to go, but Daddy told her it was more important she stayed at the store. She was his lookout, he said. Always on alert for any boys looking to undo the good work Daddy did. 

“Those boys you mentioned came to see me. I fucked them like you said and they went total sissy. They are going to be super hot for you, Daddy.”

“Good girl. Anything else?”

Mandi strained to remember. There was something else, but it was difficult to think what it was. Her mouth drooped and she stared at the counter, eyes landing on the scrap of paper.

“Oh! One of them left a note, I think, but, like, it’s hard to read.”

Mandi thrilled at the sound of Max chuckling, a resonant bass sound that made her pussy spasm.

“I’ll be there in a bit, babygirl. You just sit tight on that sweet ass of yours. I might even give you a little snack while I’m there.”

“Thank you, Daddy!”

Mandi hung up and sat on the stool, her brain settling into a happy haze while she waited. 

Ryan didn’t keep women’s clothes as a rule and didn’t have enough regular visitors for there to be a leftover supply. When he dressed, he had to make do with what he had, cutting some of the pants into tight shorts and tying button-ups into midriff-baring tops that showed off his enviable tits. 

Looking hot, babes. We’ll hafta get some makeup, but you are totally fuckable.

Ryan’s ass warmed and leaked a lube that had never been before. His body was ready to accept a lover, and his mind wasn’t far behind. The only reason he hadn’t given in entirely is that he was unsure Rilee was smart enough to pull their stunt off. 

When Brad called, Ryan and Rilee played their part perfectly. What can I do to help? and Do you think it’ll work?

Brad assured them it would. He had set the trap. Now they had only to spring it. He would pick Ryan up soon and they would return to Magda’s where the final gambit would be played. 

And you’re gonna make Daddy very happy, Rilee assured him. He was hungry for cock, preferably Daddy Max’s, but any man would do. Ryan no longer thought of himself as a man. Barely thought of himself as Ryan. Rilee was hovering around every thought and deed, waiting for his work to be done so he could fulfill his destiny and become the leader of this gaggle of sissy whores. A Mistress of the Universe.

Ryan appraised himself again. All masculinity had fled. His tits were - what? - double-Es at least. It was hard to measure with his limited knowledge of bra sizes, but they were big mountains of flesh that begged for touch and play. His hair was loose and a little shaggy, a dark brown that highlighted hazel eyes. His mouth was small, but round and full. The inward turn of his waist flared into maternal hips and a surprisingly firm ass. Just the right amount of cushion to go along with his massive breasts. No man would resist him. And he would refuse no man. 

His phone sang with Brad’s arrival. The car was downstairs. His chariot awaited. Soon, he would deliver Daddy two new sluts. And Daddy would make him - her - the Queen of the bimbos.

Brad tried to hide his shock at the transformation. It was Rilee who slipped into the passenger seat and managed to fix a seatbelt over her huge tits. She might pretend to be Ryan, but Brad knew. He only hoped he could hide the fact that there was still much of Brad left inside his own traitorous body. 

His own hair had grown very long and dark, almost jet. Dark eyes, big lips, and tats winding up one arm and down the opposite thigh, one a floral pattern and the latter the head of a wolf. Brad felt ashamed and Braylee celebrated inside him. She kept sighing to him about all the cock he would get, that the very sight of him would tell any man exactly what his body was made for. Brad would have liked to say he was immune to such thoughts, but that would be a lie. And the one thing he had to be in this transitional phase was honest, especially with himself.

“Hey, babes,” Ryan/Rilee said as the belt clicked into place. “So, what’s happening at Mandi’s?”

“I have the ingredients. We have to mix it together, and then we can make a plan to get the cum from Daddy. I mean Max.”

The slip was intentional and Rilee smirked. 

“I can do that,” Rilee promised.

“We’ll see.”

Brad resisted his urge to remove Rilee’s hand from his thigh, exposed by the bicycle shorts he wore. In spite of the cold, Brad wanted to show off his body. Partly because Braylee wanted that and partly because Rilee would expect him to want that, just as she wanted to show her own curves off. The touches, the kisses against Brad’s neck and ear, were distracting and had Braylee straining to take control. Brad bit down hard on the insides of his cheek, the pain returning some clarity. He only had to hold on a little longer…

Mandi brightened when she saw the sissies walk in. All their previous manhood was gone, and that made her happy, even if she wasn’t sure why. 

“Heya, babes,” Rilee said, marching right up to the blonde bimbo for a deep, toe-curling kiss. Mandi reciprocated happily and explored the enhanced tits of the sissy, grown since she’d last seen her. 

“Um, what are you doing here?”

“We need your back room,” Brad said. He ignored the gravitational pull of Mandi’s body, forcing himself to walk past her to the storage room. The wet sounds of Mandi and Rilee greeting one another so enthusiastically nearly pushed Braylee into the driver’s seat, but he held on. Brad found an empty vial and began his preparations. 

Behind him, the other two giggled and whispered. While his back was turned to them, he heard the front door open and close again. He didn’t have to look to know who it was. He could feel Max in the room beyond the curtain. Brad finished his preparations and put a stopper in the vial, now filled with a thick brownish liquid. He wrapped his hand around it, hiding it from view. With a deep breath through his nose, he stepped onto the floor of the store where Max waited, flanked by Mandi and Rilee.

“There’s my girl.” His smile was full-on, bright white and a thousand watts. “What are you doing back there? Making me a little present?”

Brad took a step backward, back toward the storeroom. 

“No no no,” Max said, stopping Brad in his tracks. The magnetism of the black stud, part magic and part pure masculinity, was undeniable. He took a hesitant step toward the trio and Max opened his arms to welcome Braylee.

“First,” he said, holding up the flat of his hand to stop Brad in his tracks, “I want to know what you have in your hand there. Open up for me.”

Brad hesitated and Max lowered his voice, digging down into a deep register Brad simply could not deny. 

“I said open your hand.”

As if pried by invisible fingers, Brad’s hand opened, revealing the vial concealed in his grip.

“And what is that? A little potion to make you normal again?” He tsked and stepped forward, snatching the vial out of Brad’s hand. He held it up to the light from the overhead tubes and regarded the vial with absent curiosity.

“Naw, honey. You belong to me now. Just like all the others. Why don’t you get on your knees for Daddy and let me wash away the last of those bad thoughts.”

It was easy to obey, and Brad did as he was told, sinking to the floor and staring up at Daddy Max. 

“Nobody gets away, babygirl. Nobody wants to get away. But you’ll understand that in a minute.”

While he spoke, he removed his thick cock from ruddy leather pants. It seemed to pulse and glow as the tip dangled before Brad’s mouth. Braylee was howling, screaming, begging to open wide and take the cock in, to erase whatever was left of Brad. To have fun already. So he did. 

Brad wrapped a hand around the base of Max’s rod and crammed the length of him into his mouth, a swift action, and sealed around it. He gave Braylee more control, allowing her to indulge in the worship of Max’s cock so long as her mouth stayed closed and sealed on his root. 

“Fuck, babygirl, you musta been wanting this. You gonna make Daddy cum.”

Braylee’s response was a renewed assault, pleading with her mouth to get all of Daddy’s cum she could.

He sucked in a breath and let it out in a moan, releasing a mouthful of seed along with it.

Brad felt it strike the back of his throat, coat his cheeks, and mix with the fluid already inside his mouth. He felt its power begin to whisk him away, leaving only Braylee behind, but he had a moment. And a moment was all he needed. 

The vial was a ruse. It contained some of the potion, sure, but most of the concoction was held in Brad’s mouth. The last ingredient was Max’s cum, and now that it swirled with the rest of the ingredients, it activated. 

Max felt a tingle around his cock and withdrew from the sissy’s mouth quick as he could, wiping the fluid away. The tingling ceased, his anger rising.

“What the fuck did you do?” he shouted.

Brad felt himself drowning. The potion kept him afloat, but not for long. He was losing himself. He thought this might happen, had planned for it in fact. He turned his head, swishing the blend of herbs and semen in his mouth until it was a thicker paste. Mandi stared at him with dumb curiosity. She didn’t even try to move when he launched the fluid at her, the potion splattering against her skin and into her open mouth. She recoiled, wincing, nose wrinkling as she swatted at the stuff, but only managed to spread it and rub it into her skin. 

Brad possessed himself enough to see the effects of the potion take hold. Almost instantly, Magda’s hair darkened and her eyes shifted from the empty blue to a sharp hazel.

‘It worked,’ Brad thought and sank while Braylee clawed her way into being. 

Magda looked at the ridiculous minidress covering her and again at Max, one sissy at his feet, the other behind his right shoulder. She blinked as her body shrank, tits turning back into modest B-cups, ass flattening, and, most importantly, her mind clearing.

A pause settled over the room as the witch and the black bull regarded one another. The sissies were lost, mindless, awaiting command. Max gave one.

“Get her!”

Bodies leaped into motion. Jiggling, bouncing sissies reaching for Magda, Magda launching into the storeroom. She had the vaguest notion of where to find the thing she needed most and scrambled for it, hooked nails grabbing at her hair, at her stupid minidress. The items from the front of the store were piled in boxes, but Magda didn’t need any of those items. She needed the one that still waited on her desk, the thing that looked like an old wooden clock, only the face of it was a compass. 

She placed both hands on it and cried, “Absisto!”

The sissies, both of them moving together, clawed at Magda. They had her. Hands closed on nothing but ash drifting through the air. Braylee and Rilee looked at one another, then at Max.

“Well, shit,” he said. Then, the chuckle. “Guess the bitch lives to fight another day. But you,” he said, leveling a finger at Braylee, “you are going to pay for that.”

Braylee wasn’t sure what she would be paying for, but said, “Yes, Daddy.”

“Come on,” Max said, staring at the place where Magda was, only to disappear in a flurry of grit and swirling ash. “We have a party to host.”


Braylee didn’t know why Max liked to see her used, but it made Daddy happy so she did it without complaint. The day after they’d come home to Max’s club, he had her nipples pierced with silver bars and enjoyed plucking and tugging at them. It hurt, but it made Daddy happy, so she liked it, too. 

It was New Year’s and the place was bumping. Sissies moved among the men invited to the special bash, most of them sure they would be getting their fill of black cock before the night was through. 

Braylee was given a special assignment. Daddy said it was because of what she did to Mandi, but Braylee had been filled by so much of Daddy’s cum, she barely remembered her name, much less someone named Mandi. She was on all fours on a special table, designed so that her ass was at dick-height for most of the men invited. Every time the clock struck midnight somewhere in the world, Max rang a bell and any man who wanted could leave a load of cum in Braylee’s dripping ass. Daddy would punctuate this by slapping her big, cow-like tits while she was being plowed by another stranger. Her mouth hung open stupidly, and Max would leave some of his cum on her tongue occasionally to drive away any further thoughts. 

Rilee drifted through the crowd, ensuring all the guests had dates, before returning to Max’s side.

“Everybody’s happy, Daddy.”

“They sure are. Especially our slut of honor.” He nodded to Braylee. Her dark hair was sticky and matted with cum. “It’s going to be a Happy New Year, babygirl. And once the ball drops, Daddy is going to find himself a witch.”

Rilee didn’t understand, but said, “Yes, Daddy.” 

“Damn right,” Max agreed.
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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.
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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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