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CHAPTER ONE


1 - The Wrong Kind of Normal

“It’s a great day here at All-Pro,” Cameron said. The headset felt like it weighed a ton, despite the feather weight of the thing. 

The caller started talking. A problem with one of the devices she got for Christmas. It was past the 90-day sales window, but she had only just opened the box, and surely the warranty started then. 

Cameron tried to stay focused, but his mind drifted. It did that a lot these days. Ever since he’d come back from bimboland. That didn’t mean his mind didn’t wander back to its ditzy default state every now and again. He wasn’t Kandii anymore, but he could still feel the heat of a cock in her mouth. In his mouth. Shit, he was hard again. 

“Sorry, what did you say?” 

His mind had gone too far into Kandii-land. He reminded himself of the too-stiff chair beneath him, the clickety-clack of his keyboard when he typed. 

“Can I talk to your manager?”

Cameron sighed. “Hold one moment, I’ll transfer you.”

Tag had a stupid name. He was also a couple of years younger than Cameron, and mentioned that a lot lately when Cam had to be called into his tiny office to have “a talk.” That talk generally ended with threats of unemployment if Cameron didn’t start taking better care of himself and taking the job seriously.

Sure enough, it didn’t take more than three sentences before Tag was saying, “I watch you sometimes, staring into space while you’re on the line. You have to treat our customers like what they say matters. Even if we both know half the time it doesn’t. Understand?”

“Yes, of course. Sorry.”

“Mind if I ask something personal?”

Cameron’s stupor faded some and he straightened. “Sure. Whatever.”

“Are you on something? When you showed up here a few months ago, looking like you woke up at a bus station somewhere-”

That was close. It had been an empty apartment, actually. 

“- I thought you were cleaning up. Whatever you were on, time to get back off. You’re getting worse.”

He wanted to explain how everything tasted like shit since he’d woken up on the floor of the apartment, his only roommates a couple of empties left behind at the last party. He was in a pink miniskirt. No underwear, naturally. Daddy didn’t like that. It got in the way.

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m trying, I really am. And it’s not drugs or anything. I’ve been sick. And I have this brain fog. Like Long COVID, ya know?”

“No shit?” Now Tag looked genuinely sympathetic. Who knew he had it in him?

“No shit.”

“That sucks, bro. Anyways, you keep fucking up, I really do have to fire you. Unless you can get designated handicapped. Are you handicapped, bro?”

“No.” Cam sighed the word and pressed the heel of his hand against his forehead. “I just need to figure out how to get better.”

There were no messages on his phone that night. Ever since he got back, he hadn’t felt much like going out. Now, few people bothered to invite him. Or even check up on him. He couldn’t blame any of them. He was sick of himself, too.

Home was a cheap walk-up in a part of town where the occasional gunshot was heard. Tonight was quiet. He made his way from door to dining table to bedroom to couch, a circuit that rid himself of keys and earbuds, changed clothes, and landed him in front of the television. He usually went for 90 Day Fiance or Love Is Blind, something easy to keep up with. He could let his mind wander fully in those moments. Kandii didn’t speak anymore, but he knew that if she ever were to, it would be in one of his reality show trances, when his brain was least connected.

In these reveries, he would imagine the parties Kandii attended, the nonstop blend of sex, drugs, and obedience that made her cum her literal brains out time and again. He would jerk off, edging for a while to savor the heightened sexuality he felt. Nothing like being Kandii, but not bad.

When he popped, he’d give himself a cursory cleaning, and maybe even take a taste. He missed swallowing cum. Or, rather, he missed how deliriously happy he felt when he swallowed cum. Tonight, after he sucked his fingers clean, he moved from couch to bedroom. He scrolled through contacts, seeing names of old friends now disappeared into Daddy Max’s sexual caravan. He saw Magda’s name in there, too. She tried contacting him when he awoke. He was sure that witchy bitch had a hand in his dismissal from Max’s entourage. He hadn’t called her back. He wasn’t sure if he should thank her or force her to send him back. 

But she wouldn’t. That was the real reason he hadn’t called Magda back. She was too moral to allow him to sink into such depravity and stupidity again. 

Cam scrolled until he found the name REGGIE with no other identifiers. Cameron remembered him clearly. Reggie was one of Daddy Max’s boys. One of his select men who was allowed to feast on the sissy bimbos Daddy created with his truly magical cock. 

Max, who had been cursed with this power by a djinn in the Middle East. Max, who created a harem of sissy bimbos for his use. Max, who preferred only white girls to enjoy his gift of service. Max, who would not respond to Cameron. And how Cam had begged at first.

But maybe Reggie could tell him what was happening with Daddy and his crew. Maybe even get Cam close again. If Daddy saw him in this state, surely he would help his Kandii. Cam tortured himself with these dreams many nights. But tonight, he would call. 

Cam sucked in a breath and hit the icon. The cell rang.


CHAPTER TWO


2 – Old Friends, New Hunger

Charlie was surprised to see the message from Cameron. He and some of the other guys from work had invited him out a few times, but he’d never accepted. The loner vibe he gave off had him pegged as a bit of a weirdo around the call center. The job was stressful enough without your co-workers creeping you out. 

Charlie leaned against the brick wall, warmed by the sun despite the cool wind announcing the coming spring wasn’t quite here yet. He took a hit off his vape, only nicotine at work, and pocketed it before heading back inside. Sometimes you needed a break after a gnarly call. Or sometimes because of the volume. And sometimes because people were just assholes.

He wasn’t a dumb guy, or a particularly unlikable guy, yet Charlie had not managed to climb the ladder at work. He wasn’t even sure where to start. And the thought of countless years on the line with random idiots made him want to hang himself by his thin tie. 

Mac rose from behind a cubicle wall and gave him a wave. 

“You get a message from Cameron?” he asked.

Mac was tall and pale-skinned, with a mess of dark red hair on his head. He couldn’t have looked more Irish if he’d been wearing a leprechaun costume. He perpetually looked like he was waiting for an answer to a question that may not have been asked.

“I did. Weird, right?”

“We going?”

“For drinks with Cameron? I guess he’s reaching out. We should give him a break, right?”

“Sure. I can down a couple of ‘ritas. You talk to Jules yet?”

“Did he get a text, too?”

“Yep.”

“I’ll message him. Break’s over.”

Jules got the message, alright. He was the first to tell Mac that there was no way they were going to hang out with Cam. The guy was freaky. Jules sat closer than the others. He saw the way the guy would drift off, stare into space, and get this dreamy, happy look on his face like his brain just hopped a flight to the Bahamas. 

He didn’t look like that right now. Jules caught Cameron’s eyes peeking at him over the rise of the cubicle. He was smiling when Jules caught him, and it was a friendly enough smile. But there was something off about it, too. He didn’t trust Cameron. Not one bit. 

What do u think about 7 for drinks w Cam?

The message popped at the corner of Jules’s screen. Charlie, trying to be the nice guy. As usual.

I think that’s a stupid fucking idea.

He waited for Charlie’s response. The triple bubbles wavered. Stopped. Wavered again while Charlie debated his response.

Mac and me r going. If u don’t want to, i understand.

Jules closed his eyes. He sighed. If he didn’t go, he would never hear the end of it. It would be constant bitching, and Jules heard enough of that from the two of them already. 

Fine. Where?

Polar was a bar that was a little too cool for Mac and Charlie, but Jules liked it just fine. He knew how to dress and how to talk to women, so getting there before the others didn’t bother him. He nestled up to the bar and caught a couple of ladies checking out his fit on the way. He let them know he saw. 

Cameron found him at the bar sooner than Jules would have liked.

“I didn’t think this would be your kind of place.” Jules tried to take the barb out of his words. “You just don’t strike me as a club kind of guy.”

“I used to be,” Cam said. “I missed it, I guess.”

If he was a club kid, Cam forgot how to dress for it. He was still in the khakis and polo from work. He looked woefully out of place. Charlie and Mac did a little better, at least choosing some more color in their button-up and slacks choices. 

The four of them nabbed a table in the back of the club, far enough away from the floor that you didn’t have to shout to speak. You could feel the bass, though, thumping in your chest. With the view of bodies dancing on the floor, swamped in neon light, Jules felt that bass and a primal beat that made him hungry for some of the female flesh on the floor. 

Charlie was feeling it, too, in his own awkward way. When a woman met his gaze, he quickly pushed it away and onto some innocuous and inanimate object. Mac fell between the two, unable to look away when a woman caught his gaze, and too awkward to do much about it. 

Cameron barely looked at the women on the floor, some of whom were practically naked and humping their dance partners.

They all noticed Cam’s greasy excitement. His tongue wetted his lips at regular intervals, and his eyes bounced from one to the other of his friends like he was afraid they would bound away. After the first round of drinks ended, he found the courage to address them all.

“I appreciate you guys asking me out all the time. And I’m sorry I never took you up on it. It’s just that… I was sick for a while. You wouldn’t have recognized me.” He laughed at his own inside joke. Empathy kept the others from laughing along. “Anyways, I just want to say, it's nice to be out with friends again.”

It was Charlie, of course, who spoke up. “I’m glad you asked us. We were a little worried about you.”

“You kind of creep everyone out.”

“Jules, shut up!” Charlie shook his head and aimed his words at Cameron again. “It’s just that no one knew what to make of you.”

“I’m relearning how to be a person. I hope you give me some grace.”

Cameron scanned the crowd by the bar and the new faces filtering through the front door. Too many white faces. No Daddies. No Reggie. No Max.

“It’s important to be who you really are, don’t you think?”

“Sure,” Mac agreed, but he wasn’t sure anyone was actually supposed to answer. Cam had that faraway look he got sometimes.

“I just want to be what I’m supposed to be. And not let anyone get in the way of that. Sometimes, you have to do bad things for the best outcome.”

The trio joining Cameron swapped skeptical looks. The waitress showed up with the next round and the conversation shifted to office stuff. They traded war stories over the worst customers and the evening felt mostly normal. 

And everyone but Cameron left feeling glad they’d gone. His special guest hadn’t shown. And now he was going home alone again. His resolve was strong, and he reminded himself how good thinking nothing at all felt. Anything was worth feeling that again.


CHAPTER THREE


3 - The Confession

Charlie poked at the yellowish creamer with a red plastic stirrer and wrinkled his nose. The coffee at this place was shit, but it was free. And call centers didn’t pay like they used to, if they ever paid at all. It was a grueling, thankless job. Charlie worried he’d get complacent here and end up like one of those balding sad sacks asking him if he played MMOs. 

“Thanks for coming out the other night.”

Charlie nearly lost his coffee with the jump. Some sloshed out onto his fingers gripping the cup and he hissed.

“Oh shit, I’m sorry,” Cameron said. 

Quiet fucker snuck up on him and now Charlie’s fingers were on fire.

“It’s okay. I was spaced out. Not your fault.“

Charlie faced his attacker and saw that Cameron looked…. Better. The dark circles under his eyes had gone away and his skin looked like he’d been getting some sun. 

“Hey, you look great.”

“You think?”

The way Charlie bent his shoulder and hid behind it, the flirty glint in his eye… was he coming on to Charlie?

He straightened, like he’d caught himself. Maybe that was the big secret. Maybe Cam was in the closet. 

“Sorry, again. That’s all I wanted to say.” He flapped his arms like he was aiming for liftoff, an awkward gesture of apology, and he side-stepped Charlie to get to the coffee. No creepy lingering. That was a nice surprise.

“We had a good time,” he confessed. And that was true. The other guys and he had discussed it in passing, how surprised they were at the good time. Even Jules had come around some. And now that Charlie thought Cameron might be hiding something as silly as being gay, his previous awkwardness made more sense. 

“Good. Thanks.”

Cameron went back to field dressing his coffee. Charlie should leave, he knew, but his heart broke for the poor guy. He paused at the door. 

“I know you said that something happened to you before. If you ever want to talk about it, you can.”

There it was. The nod toward actual friendship. 

“Really?” His question was genuine. It was written all over his pitiful face. 

“Sure. Right now, if you want.”

Charlie took a step back in the break room and shut the door behind him. 

Cameron’s eyes narrowed before he spoke. Like a timid dog sniffing the hand of a stranger before it takes food. Hesitant, but needy.

“I had my shit together once upon a time,” he said. His eyes moved past Charlie’s somewhere in the past. “Me and some friends of mine. It was like we won the fucking lottery. I hated it at first, but then you forget there was ever a before and you feel so happy.” His eyes closed and he shook his head. “I have never been that happy in my whole stupid life. Like joyous, you know?”

“Drugs?” Charlie asked when Cam drifted away for a second. 

“What? No. I mean, sometimes, but that wasn’t a problem. That was just the party. Every night. And money was everywhere.”

Charlie chuckled. “Sorry, but that sounds awesome. What are you doing in a place like this?”

Cameron’s eyes froze. His jaw set. “I got kicked out. Someone got mad at me. Disappointed in me. I don’t know for sure. I would give anything to get back. Anything. I thought I had a shot, but…”

He shrugged. 

“Sorry. I gotta get back.”

Cameron pushed past Charlie to the breakroom door, leaving it hanging open behind him. Charlie should follow him, was probably already going to hear it from Kyle when he got back to his desk. But he couldn’t. He puzzled over the look on Cam’s face when he talked about getting back to that mysterious place of his. Regret? Sorrow? Shame? Obsession?

All of those blended together in some nameless mess of emotions.

Once at his desk, Charlie couldn’t shake the encounter and the uncanny place in which he’d been left. Not depressed, but unsettled. And yet unafraid. It made him feel wetly electric and a sick roil grew in his gut. 

His work messenger buzzed. Cameron.

Thanks for talking. I think you might actually understand.

Maybe not everything but most, i think. 

Would you like to understand? Really understand?

Charlie considered. This would probably be a rum-soaked late-night conversation at some bar, but hadn’t he just been marveling over how well the last one went?

Sure. Wanna meet up later?

Yes. All of us. 

Sounds great. Say where and when. We’ll be there.


CHAPTER FOUR


4 - The Invitation

The date was set. The four of them would reconvene and Cameron had just the place. Cameron abandoned the notion of using Reggie to worm his way back into Max’s gravity. Instead, he chose to reach out to Ronnie, one of Max’s mindwashed bunnies. Cam chided himself for not thinking of it before, but his brain didn’t work so good sometimes. Lingering effects, he decided, from Kandii’s influence. 

There were moments when he thought he could hear her voice inside his head. Maybe it was his imagination, but when he went to bed these days, he would lie awake in the dark and stare up at the ceiling. In that midnight peace, he could hear whispers of Kandii, promising him everything would be alright. He just had to do everything he could to get rid of his stupid Cameron shell, and he’d be free again. 

U cummin?

yes. i can’t wait to see you and the others. and Daddy. 

Ronnie replied, be sure to bring him sum treats

Treats. That’s what his new friends were. Did he feel a pang of guilt or hesitation? Maybe. But that was buried under the rubble of the life he lived and the one he’d left behind. He promised Ronnie, himself, and Kandii that he would do what he must to leave behind this awful life of mundanity. The weight of thinking for oneself was a horrible burden when you hadn’t done it for months. His head ached with the mass of thought. How wonderful it would be to strip away everything but lust and obedience once more. 

While he considered the plan, he allowed himself to drift. Pursued it, in fact. He wanted to be completely blank and empty, because that’s when he was happiest.

He scrolled through some porn videos of snow-white girls sucking black cock and gave himself permission to stop thinking altogether. He watched the red lips bob on black meat and rose slightly from the couch, winding a hand down the back of his loose sweats. His fingers probed between his cheeks, remembering how round, how perfect they’d been when Kandii was in charge. He tickled, he probed, he teased. His eyes stayed glued to the screen. When his desire rose to its culminating peak, he stabbed a finger into his ass and pumped until he spilled cum down the front of his sweats. He collapsed back in his seat and panted, arms hanging down. He enjoyed the cooling sweat on his brow. Moreover, he enjoyed the thought that he might be mere days from having Kandii back. And the rest of his life would be a parade of sucking and fucking and joy. 

Charlie was the first to arrive, as usual. He had to check the address several times before he was convinced he was in the right place. It was a wide, weed-poked parking lot with a handful cars parked nowhere near each other. At the epicenter was an old warehouse. The windows were covered over by wooden panels. The corrugated metal exterior rusted in spots, blanching the blue-and-white stripes. After a few minutes of waiting, he saw another car arrive. None of his friends, but a thick-necked black guy with a leather golfer’s hat spun backwards on his head like Samuel Jackson. 

His glance around was cursory. If he’d been looking with any fidelity, he would have seen Charlie staring agape at him. He shoved hands in his pockets and jogged to a wood-framed door set into the rusting shell of the place. A door opened and lights of pulsating colors beamed out. Charlie thought he heard music carried on the breeze, too. 

He traded fist pounds with the person inside, too far for Charlie to see, and then the thick-necked guy was gone. He vanished inside and the door closed and left Charlie alone in the parking lot again. 

Jules arrived next, and Charlie was happy to see a friendly face. They rolled down windows to speak.

“This doesn’t look like a party to me,” Jules said.

“I didn’t think so, either, but I saw a guy go in just a minute ago. The party’s inside.”

Jules grunted and locked eyes on the club. He looked like he was trying to will the place out of existence so he wouldn’t have to go inside. 

While they didn’t speak much, Jules’s presence was a great comfort for Charlie. Cameron and Mac arrived right on top of each other and the quartet started for the door. Charlie had worked his way ‘round to being genuinely excited about this secret party on the edge of town. It felt sketchy, but that was the whole appeal.

Cameron led the way. He was really strolling, his back straight and hips rolling in a way that confirmed, for Charlie, that his theory about Cam being in the closet was still part of his mysterious past. And maybe they’d see more of the old party Cam tonight.

Cameron rapped on the door with the back of his hand, throwing his attention back toward the other three. It opened, and the full sound of a party in progress bellowed out of the door.

“Well, well, I heard you was coming.” 

The bouncer was sitting on a stool just inside, that way Charlie never saw him. He was shorter and slender, with gold teeth in front and a baseball cap resting on top of his hair. Beyond him were fifty or more dancers and girls bouncing on a makeshift dance floor while a DJ spun in the back. 

Charlie and Mac swapped a look. A quick glance said that they were the only white men in the room. The sketchiness was growing. 

“Is Daddy around?” Cameron asked. He draped a flirty arm over the bouncer’s shoulder. 

Jules got in on the shared and worried glances.

“Of course I am,” a deep voice said. 

Everyone at the door turned to see the muscular, tall, dark-skinned man making his way toward them. He wore white linen pants and a matching shirt split open to show off his strong flesh. 

“Daddy!” Cameron shouted. He ran and made as if to leap into the new arrival’s arms, but he stopped short.

“Are you mad at me?” 

“It’s complicated, baby. But you sure looked a whole lot better when you was with me.”

“That’s all I want. Please let me come back. I even brought you some new friends.”

The man Cameron called “Daddy” settled his dark gaze on the three companions and he smiled a dazzling, pearly smile. 

“Yes indeed. I sure am happy to meet the three of you. Come on in. The party is just gettin’ started.”


CHAPTER FIVE


5 - Recognition

Charlie hated it. From the moment he traded looks with the others and none of them could find the balls to leave. One of them should have stood up. He thought it would be Jules, but he kept his lips sealed tight. Instead, the three of them moved as a single unit behind Max and Cameron.

There was no doubt that Cameron knew him. The two weren’t touching, but Max leaned down close to Cam’s ear. And Cameron was frantic, needy. That much was obvious. His twitchy gesticulations and rapid speaking told that story. 

“How do you think he knows this guy?” Charlie asked.

Cam bopped along like he had given himself over entirely and was ready to party. God bless him for his utter lack of self-awareness. 

Jules had his brow set low and he marched beside Mac like a soldier. “They were together, you idiot. Can’t you see it?”

Mac watched the dynamic between Max and Cameron, and lapsed into a goofy jaw-hanging grin. He didn’t so much laugh as bray.

“Oh yeah, I see it now.”

Max led them to the makeshift bar at the back of the warehouse. After navigating the dancing crowd, Charlie realized there were two types of people in attendance: black men looking for a good time and some of the hottest sluts Charlie had ever seen. He would normally not use such a moniker for women he saw in public, but there simply wasn’t another word to describe them. They were mostly white, though Charlie spied a Hispanic woman and another who looked Korean, and sported the clothes and proportions of porn stars. They were the hottest women Charlie had ever seen in person, and his cock noticed, too. 

If Cam knew this guy, and they had a relationship like Jules suggested, how did that fit in with the bimbos bouncing with their bulls?

Once at the bar, they huddled together. Safety in numbers, perhaps. Max and Cam were still talking animatedly beside them, but the music was too loud to hear the conversation. 

“Can you believe these women?” Cam demanded, all smiles and frenetic energy. 

“I believe that there is something going on here. And I don’t know if I want to stick around and find out what it is.”

“Are you saying you want to go?”

Charlie’s voice sounded more pleading than he intended at such a high volume. They were practically shouting to be heard over the music. The sight of the voluptuous women, the heady smell of ganja in the air, and the thump of bass was disorienting. 

Cameron broke away from Max and snagged Charlie by the arm.

“I need you to come to the bathroom with me.”

There was no time to complain or refuse. He was pulled along with Cameron toward an emptier pocket along the perimeter of the warehouse. A swinging door opened into a hallway lined by offices. At the end, on the right, were the bathrooms. Old, abandoned, but the water still worked, and the blue-white fluorescents still lit the place.

“Cam, what is going on? Who is that guy? And why are we here?”

Cam laughed and covered his mouth like an impish child. “Can you keep a secret?”

Jules and Mac were uneasy partners. Charlie held the group together. Independent of him, Jules and Mac never hung out. And now they were given the added awkwardness of a midnight-black stranger hulking over them. 

“You look like you know how to have a good time,” Max said to Mac. Mac was the tallest of them and closest to Max’s even loftier height. He nodded and laughed his dumb donkey laugh. 

Max looked past him, now, to Jules. “And you do not seem like you are having a good time at all. What’s the matter? Is it the music? Too many black people? I know it isn’t the pussy. Because this is the finest, tightest pussy around.”

Jules didn’t speak. His eyes remained locked on Max’s. 

“I’m gonna assume it’s the black folk. Don’t worry. You’ll come around. Ain’t that right, Red?” 

Max slapped Mac’s belly gently with the back of his hand, a friendly, conspiratorial gesture. Mac brayed again. 

“You are gonna have a real good night,” Max told Mac. Mac agreed, but to what he had no idea.

“What is this?” Charlie demanded. “What does this have to do with your past?”

“You see those girls out there?”

“Sure.”

“I used to be one of them. And you have no idea how hot it is to be one of them. Those big tits, the bubble ass, the empty head… Fuck it’s good. And you are helping me get back. Just like you said you would.”

“I think I should go.”

“No,” Cam pouted. It came out in three syllables. Nooo-ooo–uh. “If you go, Daddy Max won’t have me back. That was the deal. I bring him some new girls, and I get to come home.”

Charlie didn’t wait for a response. He turned away from Cam and rushed out the door, down the hall, back to the main room. Cam trailed him, but slower, weaving down the hallway, laughing at him. He acted stoned, but from some unknown inner drug. 

Max loomed over Mac and Jules, engaging each in conversation. They would say their goodbyes fast. They were getting the fuck out. 


CHAPTER SIX


6- Fault Lines

Charlie was going to play it cool. He’d sidle up to each of his friends and let them know the score in quiet, certain terms. The message would be clear: Cameron was a fucking lunatic, and there was something very shady about their place. Hence, they should vacate the premises immediately. 

Mac was closest, but also closest to Max. On his approach, Charlie had to admit there was something magnetic about Max. He commanded attention. It was more than charisma. It was as if he was more than just a man. Mac was well under his spell, laughing and chatting and scanning the crowd with their backs to the bar.

“Can I talk to you real quick?” Charlie said, tugging at Mac’s arm. 

“Sure,” he said, and then, to Max, “Be right back.”

“We need to leave. Cameron just had a real come-apart in the bathroom, and I’m starting to think your new best pal is the reason. I’ll get Jules, and we are out of here.”

Charlie was already starting to push past him toward Jules, already rehearsing in his head what he would say to the most stubborn of the three.

“Fuck that.”

“What?”

Charlie swung back to Mac, shaking his head, decorated by his dopey grin. 

“I said, ‘fuck that.’ We are at a hot party with some unbeLIEVable women, and you want to go? What the fuck is wrong with you, man? How many times do we get to go to a party like this? Do you feel threatened by these black men?”

“No, it’s not that, it’s-”

“Then what? If Cameron is fucked up on something, let him ride it out. Have a good time for once, Charlie. You deserve it.”

“Holy shit, Mac. We are not done with this conversation. Let me see if I can talk some sense into Jules.”

Jules. Stoic at the bar. Elbows propped up behind him on the counter. If he’d been chewing a toothpick in a ten-gallon hat, the image couldn’t have been more perfect. 

“Jules, something is going on at this club. And especially with Cameron. I just had an insane talk with him in the bathroom. I need you to help me convince Mac that we should leave.”

“There’s something off here. Yeah…” He trailed off, staring at the bodies sliding together on the floor. 

“Did you hear me? We need to get Mac and we need to leave.”

“He’s up to something, that Max. I’m going to figure it out, though. He’s not smarter than me.”

His brown eyes fixed on the crowd, never wavering. Seeing something Charlie couldn’t. The behavior of his friends was turning a quiet panic into a very loud one. And then Cameron found him again. He wore very red lipstick. Maybe makeup, too, Charlie decided. His face looked very feminine. Almost pretty.

He seized Charlie, spun him around, held him in his gaze. 

“You should go.” His eyes were wide and panicked and red-rimmed. “I’m so sorry for bringing you here. It’s her. It’s Kandii. I hate her and I need her and I’m so, so sorry.”

“What the fuck is this, Cam?”

“It’s him. Can’t you see it? Don’t you feel it?” Cam’s face screwed up while he searched for the right words. “He’s Daddy.”

“They don’t want to leave.”

“Then it might be too late. But not for you. Go.”

Charlie watched his friends, one at Max’s side chatting like the oldest of pals. Then, apart from them, Jules. Staring out at the dancers and lovers, arms folded across his chest, sphinx-like in his infinite gaze.

“Come with me.” Charlie wasn’t quite sure why he did it, but he grabbed Cameron’s hand. He pulled him away from the bar. Away from their friends. Away from Max. Nobody moved to stop them. Kandii could have told Charlie it was because no one needed to. When you are owned by Daddy Max, you don’t want to leave. 

Charlie looked over his shoulder at Cameron, pleading with his eyes to end his resistance. Charlie needed to save one of them, even if he wasn’t exactly sure what he was saving them from. In that look back, though, he saw Cameron’s face change. His whole demeanor shifted from sweaty panic to joy. A mindless, empty, happy bliss.

“I don’t wanna go anywhere,” Cam said, jerking his head free. “I wanna stay with Daddy. Don’t worry. You will, too.”


CHAPTER SEVEN


7 - Mac's Big Moment

Mac was having a blast. He was hardly paying attention to Cameron and Charlie having some kind of slap fight near the dance floor. Charlie was acting weird. But maybe he didn’t need Charlie anymore.

Mac was the awkward one, the goofy one. Sometimes, they implied he was the stupid one. He didn’t argue. Mac often felt like he was a half-step behind everyone else. His Uncle Rick once said he had a nickel head and a million-dollar heart. His Uncle Rick made it sound like a compliment and so that’s how Mac took it.

Charlie was always nice to him. He invited him along to nights out at the bar with Jules, or a movie here and there. He was a good guy. But he wasn’t a cool motherfucker like Max. Max had energy. You could feel it coming off him. Like he was radioactive. The hairs on Mac’s arm stood up when Max leaned in. 

“Hey, you mind if I show you something in the back real quick? I think you’re really gonna like it.”

“Oh yeah, sure,” Mac said and trumpeted a laugh. “Anywhere you want to go.”

Max laughed. “That’s the spirit.”

Cam pulled free and stomped off, trailing Max and Mac on their way to some dark corner of the warehouse. Another door, probably more office space back there, Charlie assumed. For a second, Charlie almost said, ‘Fuck ‘em all. I’m getting out of here.’ He looked at his path to the door. He’d wind through the dancers, slide past the bouncer, and out into the cool spring air. But he didn’t. He clenched his fists, spat a few choice words at the ground, and returned to the bar.

“Where did that guy take Mac?”

“Max, you mean?”

Jules still wouldn’t look him in the eye.

“What the hell’s the matter with you?” Charlie demanded.

“You don’t get it, I know places like this. They are running some kind of game here. Once I figure it out, I’ll talk to the man himself.”

Charlie took an unconscious step backward. He understood he was alone. Mac had disappeared, and Jules was… what? Crazy? He shivered. He hadn’t realized he was sweating so profusely. Or that his anxiety had risen to a near-panic that threatened to shut off his rational mind. Something strange was happening here, of that he had no doubt. But that was no reason to lose his mind along with the others. He had to find Mac, gather Jules, and leave. Simple as that.

Step one. Find Mac.

“Where are we?” Mac grinned. Even his questions were infused with his slight off-ness. 

He was leading a parade with Max behind him and Cameron at the hind end. 

“Just a little farther. You see that red light on your right?”

“Oh yeah!” He brayed again. 

“That’s the VIP room. Slip on in there.”

Mac did. It was draped with velvet cloth and mood lighting was carefully strewn about. A long couch sat on one side, a bed on the far wall, and some kind of pillory-looking device on the right. 

“What is that thing?” he asked before he knew he would. Mac pointed at the leather-coated wooden horse. Big silver divots stapled the dark leather to the wood. 

“Just a little toy,” Max said with a shrug. 

Cameron closed the door when all three were inside. He fell back against it, biting his lip in a knowing grin. 

“What are you smiling about?” Mac asked and coughed another idiot chuckle. 

“I know what comes next.”

“Me and Kandii here go way back. Somebody took her away for a little while. I had to get to the bottom of some things, but now she’s coming home. Aren’t you, babydoll?”

“Yes, Daddy!” Cameron pranced - there was no other word for it - to Max’s side. He wrapped his arms around Max’s like some kind of beach bunny hugging her muscular boyfriend.

“Are you guys, like, together?” Mac asked, wagging his finger between the two of them.

“Oh, I got lotsa girls. I get ‘em just like I like ‘em. You like having a good time, dontcha, Mac?”

Max advanced, a slow step at a time.

“Yeah, sure.” Chuckle.

“You want to party like this all the time?”

“Yeah.” Mac was weaving on his feet. There was something about this guy. Like he couldn’t look away from him. Like he’d do just about anything he asked.

“I want you to do that, too. And you can. But you gotta do me one little favor first.”

That would be so fun, Mac acknowledged. He loved getting a few drinks in him, checking out the ladies. And he really liked hanging out with Max. He wanted Max to be happy. He wasn’t sure why exactly, but he knew whatever Max asked next, he would do it. 

Max was right in front of him now. He placed his thick hands on Mac’s shoulders. He pressed down. It wasn’t hard, just a subtle direction, a command transmitted from flesh to flesh. 

Mac settled on his knees.

Am I really about to do this? he wondered.

“You know what to do,” Max assured him and spread his trousers.

His cock was dark and meaty, veins pulsing from base to tip. The colored light shone off it. Mac had to admit that it was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen. He opened his mouth for it, hungry for it. 

“Suck it, slut. Suck it, and you can be free forever.”

He did. He closed his eyes and reveled in the taste of his dark master. With every pump into his waiting mouth, Mac grew more compliant and needy. 

And Max used him thoroughly and quickly. He gripped Mac by the head, held him still while he explored the back of the white boy’s throat with the tip of his hard cock. Mac grunted and slurped and moaned, his brain being fucked right out of his skull. When the image of what he most desired Mac to be came to mind, Max gave a final grunt and blew a voluminous load into Mac’s mouth. 

Mac gulped, but no matter how hard he tried to keep up, he couldn’t. Max’s cum sprayed out of his mouth, down his chin and chest. No thought had ever turned Mac on more. The bellyful of cum sat warmly in his gut. He expected to be ashamed, but the warmth in his belly grew. It filled his arms and legs and lips and toes and erect penis, a tingling, joyous heat that drove away all bad feeling. 

“You get your prize,” Max said. 

Mac sat stunned on his knees, unable to find the momentum to stand or lie down. He was frozen by the unrelenting joy inside him. He saw that the words were aimed at Cameron, who went to his knees beside Mac.

How could Max possibly have more cum? Mac thought. It felt like he’d drunk down so much of it.

He giggled when Cameron took a tongue’s swipe of semen from his cheek.

“Oh fuck, Daddy,” Cam said, rubbing his chest with both hands like he was kneading bread. 

“Welcome home, baby.”

Cameron impaled himself on Max’s still-hard cock. There was no need for Max to guide him. Cam bobbed and sucked and licked, worshipping the black staff in his pale hands. His tongue swept up and down the length of it before he descended anew, taking every inch of Max before mounting a new attack. 

“I miss your mouth, baby,” Max said. “Here’s your reward.”

Now he did take Cameron in hand. He held his head while Max fired another incredible shot into Cameron’s mouth. Only a little crept from the corner of Cam’s mouth. His throat worked fast to take the rest down. 

When Max withdrew his black python, Cam fell back on his back, giggling like mad while his body twisted. 

“Oh, thank you, Daddy! I hear her again!”

She was there. Kandii. Winking to life like the first sputter of a candle, then exploding. A supernova of debased lust and brainless happiness. Her voice started as a faint whisper and rose steadily, a birth-howl that filled Cam’s head and scattered his taped-together persona. Kandii was back and she didn’t need that shit anymore.

Mac gurgled and gaped, paralyzed by the effects of Max’s cum. While his wide eyes stood pried open, he witnessed the impossible transformation of his work friend into an exotic blonde beauty. With a flip of his head, long (and apparently bleached) hair swung back. Cameron fell to his hands and knees, his arms growing slender and hairless. His body shifted and rearranged beneath his skin, forming new curves. His legs were long, his ass was round, his waist thin. And oh god his tits. Massive mounds that hung from his chest, defying gravity itself. How could flesh grow fake tits? Mac wondered, but only for a second. Then Cam’s face turned toward him, but his friend was gone. This face was round and decorated by pink, inflated lips. Big eyes with long lashes and a vacancy signs hung in each orb flitted to Mac. 

“I brought you a good one, huh, Daddy?” she asked, climbing to her feet. The gray button-up split and the bolt-on breasts were on full display. Mac noticed flowery tattoos forming sleeves on each arm. Not only was she a bimbo, she was a trashy one. 

“You sure did, Kandii-girl. Now I need you to bring me the one at the bar.”

“You think we oughta get Charlie first?”

“You do what I tell you,” Max said and swatted Kandii’s ass. He enjoyed the familiar jiggle. He’d missed Kandii. She was a shameless piece of ass if ever there was one. “We’ll take care of him in a bit. And I expected you might need some better clothes. Check that chest.” 

Max nodded to one pressed against a velvet-draped wall. He regarded Mac again.

“This one will pass out in a minute, and we’ll put him to bed. And, when he wakes up, he won’t be alone anymore.”

Right on cue, Mac felt his legs give out and the world went dark. The last thing he heard was Kandii’s thoughtless giggling.


CHAPTER EIGHT


8 - The Secret of the Club

Kandii’s hair bounced and flowed over her back and shoulders. She found the room Daddy Max described without trouble. She was excited to see her sisters again now that she was back to her old self. Well, it was really her new self, but if she started thinking about that too much her head hurt and she wanted to make it go away, so she stopped thinking and concentrated on what was important: her outfit.

She swiped through a rack of clothing and another plastic bin filled with accessories. She remembered from the old days that it was easy to get your clothes all cum-drenched and sticky. Sometimes you needed a new pair of panties or a top that didn’t have so much oo on it.

With cleanup in mind, Kandii settled on a pale blue-green latex dress. She wiggled her way into it and had to do a hell of a lot of straining and tugging to get the low-cut top of the dress to cover the lower hemispheres of her massive tits. The dress compressed and pushed her obviously fake tits into big globes suspended nearly motionless on her chest, a fact she confirmed by holding them and hopping up and down. With some matching platform heels, Kandii touched up her dark and dramatic makeup. A little gloss on the lips and she was ready. It was time to get fucked.

Marching down the hall toward the doors that opened on the floor, Kandii released another squeak of a giggle. It was so much better without stupid Cam worrying all the time. He had enough sense to get back here, so that was one point in his favor, but Cam overall was a great big soggy blanket. His friends weren’t much better. But they would be. 

Jules watched the dancers. His elbows were propped up on the bar. The bartender, a beefy black man, kept his gin and tonic fresh. Jules hardly looked at him. He watched the crowd. And oh boy was this crowd enjoying itself. By his count, there were about a dozen of the girls. Every one of them was built to fuck. Tats, piercings, augmented lips and tits and asses… These were women who paid to be fuckable. And they enjoyed their dark meat.

The rest of the crowd was black men. Athletic bodies gleaming under the flashing lights. Incredible examples of African-American men, dancing and laughing and drinking. The girls were all over them. More than a couple ceased dancing so the girl could suck her bull dry. Sometimes, the dancers kept right on dancing. Sometimes, they formed a circle, shouting encouragements while the bimbo in the middle performed her finest fellatio. 

The question that lingered and gave Jules fits was they why of it all. It was too neat. Why only white women? Why only black men? And why the hell were they invited? 

Jules wasn’t immune to worry. The whole situation was severely fucked, and his stomach sat in a tight knot. But, goddamnit, he had to know.

His opportunity bounced up to him in a blue-green latex minidress with impossible-in-nature tits showcased by the scooped top. 

“What’s up, honey? Nobody ask you to dance yet?”

She tilted her blonde head. While her eyes were dark and deep blue, they were largely vacant. She might be looking at Jules, or she might be thinking of her favorite tree. The empty expression on her slutty face wouldn’t have been different.

“Nobody has,” he agreed. “You come to these parties a lot?”

Kandii giggled, a real fit this time. “I live for the parties. Yeah, I’m at all of ‘em. You having a good time?”

“I don’t know.” It was the truth. He was worried and curious and infuriated and a little turned on. Was there a name for that combination of feelings?

“You gotta relax, honey.”

Jules was thinking of the right comeback, a verbal spar that would keep the girl engaged. She was nowhere near his type, but a woman like this transcended type. She was made for fucking. If anything, Jules might be too intimidated by her.

The noise in his head ceased when Kandii kissed him. She had him by both sides of his head, and she shoved her tongue in his mouth. When he returned the kiss, one of her hands dropped and covered Jules’s cock. Even through his stylish trousers, he felt the delicate pressure of her fingers climbing his shaft. He might have gasped. He could never be sure if the inhalation actually made a sound or if it was the fireworks going off in his head. 

He wrapped his arms around her, explored her back. The latex was surprisingly sticky under his fingers, so he settled for groping her large and cushiony ass. The kiss broke, and Kandii draped her arms over Jules’s shoulders.

“You wanna come back and fuck me or are ya gonna make me work for it?” Her grin was filled with promise and warning. 

“No, I’m coming. I mean, I’ll go,” he corrected quickly. 

If Kandii noticed his clumsy double entendre, she didn’t show it. She had him by the hand and pulled him behind like a kite on a string, bouncing between dancing bodies instead of gusts of wind. 

“Jules, wait!”

Kandii stopped. She growled. An alley cat angry that someone had come to challenge the meal she had hanging from her jaws. Stupid fucking Charlie.

“Wait your turn,” she spat.

“Will you wait?”

Charlie had Jules by a sleeve now, Kandii by the other hand. And Jules, looking confused, wishboned between them. The distant look Jules had worn broke and he looked at Charlie, his eyes pleading, face sweaty.

“Charlie?”

“Jules, we have got to go. I think that girl is Cameron.”

Jules barked a laugh and looked to the blonde goddess holding his hand. She had thick thighs and a big ass, too. And her waist was so damn tiny. Jules thought he could have his hands touch if he put one on each side of that tiny waist. He wanted to give it a try, preferably while fucking her from behind. 

Charlie knew Jules was finished when he looked back at the blonde whore. His arm went limp where Charlie held it. Jules drifted away like a cloud of smoke, disappearing with the blonde into the back hallway. Charlie should have chased him. That would be the noble thing to do. Instead, Charlie ran.

“He was so mad,” Jules chuckled. The drinks were really catching up with him. He was feeling pretty stoned. 

Kandii tugged him along, pulling him through the hallway lit by standing spotlights. A door opened and they veered into a room on the left, this one more lushly furnished and lit like a bordello. Yellow-tinged light diffused by a rose-colored lampshade, and the colors were undefinable and insane in that room. Jules watched the room tilt and teeter. 

“Did you drug me?”

Kandii answered with another kiss. Her lips were big and slippery and he loved how they felt on his own. 

“Honey,” Kandii whispered, “I am the drug. White boys like you get to feeling a certain way when they’re around me. I bet you would do just about anything to fuck me.”

“Oh yeah.”

Kandii gave Jules a shove. His legs bent and he landed on a sofa brought in for the party. He was aware there was a bed, but he didn’t care about that when Kandii crawled onto his lap. Her massive tits were in his face. There was no escaping them. She flipped the top of the latex dress down and they fell only slightly. They were huge and magnificent and Jules found his face between them. 

“You like these big titties, baby?”

Jules murmured from beneath the sea of titflesh. 

“I know you do. Just like I know how much you want to bend me over and fuck me. I want that, too, baby.”

It was hard to think. It was hard to believe that he was in this makeshift hotel room with a woman who looked like sex personified. But it was more than that, too. The stoned feeling intensified when he opened his mouth and allowed his tongue to taste the skin of those smothering tits. By the time his mouth climbed to a firm nipple, he was hardly thinking at all. 

Kandii did all the work for him, thankfully. She was the one who pulled him up and lowered his pants, gave his cock a stroke and suck to make sure he was hard. And oh how hard he was. Jules thought he could hammer nails with the erection he had and laughed stupidly to himself. 

Kandii bent over the couch, showing off her wide and inviting ass. Below, he could see a tiny cock hidden by a metal cage, keeping the cocklette soft and shrunken. Somehow, that made the rest of Kandii all the more exciting. 

“Fuck my ass, baby. Fuck my little boipussy.”

Jules didn’t wait for more invitation. He was wrong about the waist. Both hands couldn’t fit around it, but it was close. He held onto her hips and guided his cock into Kandii’s waiting hole. He was surprised how slick it was, how easy it was to drive his cock into her. And she was magnificently tight. Her soft, hot flesh radiated more of those mind-numbing waves as he lost himself in touching her, fucking her. He wanted to be inside her until the sun faded. He wanted her ass slapping wetly against him until he could hear nothing more. His mouth dropped open, his eyes rolled up. 

“Ain’t this a pretty sight?” a deep voice mused. 

Jules tried to open his eyes by lifting his brows but they refused to open. Then, Kandii clenched around his cock, and he forgot about everything else. While he drifted in that elated state, an erotic zen meditation, the tip of a massive cock slid into his open mouth. Jules would have told you a surprise cock in his mouth would lead to a fistfight in the real world, but this wasn’t the real world. This was some fantasy made flesh.

Instead, Jules sucked. He sealed his lips around the fat tube and mapped the circumference with his tongue. While he fucked the sissy beneath him, he gave the stranger a slow and worshipful blowjob. He was glad when a big paw grabbed him by the back of the head and started fucking his mouth properly. By then, all rational thought was gone. He wanted whatever gave him pleasure. Fucking and sucking was the most pleasure and so Jules wanted it all.

When the cock in his mouth exploded, he automatically swallowed, hungry to gather every salty drop and drink it down. He even used his fingers to catch escaping droplets on his cheek and chin.

His eyes remained closed when he heard the stranger retreat, chuckling.

“See you soon, babydoll,” he said.


CHAPTER NINE


9 - Kandii Land

When Daddy Max came, so did Jules. The latter was too busy drinking down Daddy Max’s cum to notice he’d shot his load, too. The first blast of Daddy’s delicious dummies made everything else go away for a little while. And when you came back…

Kandii slid off Jules’s pole. While she climbed back onto her feet, tilted and elevated in the platform heels, she enjoyed the warm crawl of Jules’s semen creeping down her inner thigh. She would have loved for it to have been Daddy Max’s dummies, but any cum was better than none at all. 

“Talk to Clyde. Get these sluts home. You have their numbers, right?”

”Yes, Daddy!” Kandii said with a jiggly hop. She hadn’t bothered to corral her tits yet and they bounced, naked, on her chest. A script tattoo reading BEAUTIFUL crowned her left tit. 

“Good girl,” he said as both praise and dismissal. 

“Thank you, Daddy,” Kandii cooed and watched her alpha leave. “Come on, silly,” she told her former, still-dazed friend.

She arranged her clothes to their former status before leading both Mac and Jules through the club. Around them, the bodies bounced, music pulsed, and the smell of weed and liquor filled the room. Mac and Jules followed without noticing any of it. There was no sign of Charlie.

His car was gone from the parking lot, too. With a harumph of frustration, the bimbo loaded her cargo into her car. It was really Cameron’s car, and she hated how old and boring it was. Now that she was Kandii for good (she hoped), she could treat herself again. Daddy Max made lots of money and he loved giving his girls gifts. And not just the ones he hid in his pants. 

She found a pop station on the car’s ancient radio and bopped along to the mindless tunes while pausing to make her human deliveries. During this time, she was wonderfully, entirely empty. All that bounced through her empty skull was the instruction to take the boys home, thoughts of serving Daddy Max, being hot, and cock. Like a carousel, each of these thoughts had its turn, but none remained terribly long. Not long enough for careful consideration. Kandii simply was these things.

When she’d deposited Jules in his apartment, her work was done. Before returning to Max, she sat in the car, a line of drool leaking from her puffy lower lip while she considered what she might do to give Daddy Max a present for taking her back. 

She brightened when she realized that there was still one of them that got away. While she couldn’t transform him the way Daddy Max did, she could give him a taste of what it would be like to be free. Charlie might be scared of her right now, which was stupid, but he’d learn. He’d understand. And then he’d be happy.

Kandii shrugged and giggled, happy that she had a direction and even happier that she would be doing something special for Daddy.


CHAPTER TEN


10 - Sorry, Charlie

Charlie threw out a few choice profanities before he gave up on the phone completely. No new posts on socials from Mac or Jules and no answers from his many calls and texts. 

“Stupid sluts,” he hissed, but he knew his anger was not directed at any of the women from the club. He was ashamed of himself for abandoning his friends when they needed him. Being with them now, even if it meant he would have been infected by Cam and his pal Max, then uselessly making phone calls. 

When his phone rang from its resting place on the couch - he had the good sense to throw his phone at the couch cushions and not his TV or walls - he snatched it up. It had to be Jules or Mac. The name on the screen startled him: Cameron.

“Hello?”

“Hey babes! I was just on my way over and I wanted to make sure you were there.”

The voice was not Cameron’s. It was Kandii’s. High and airy and stupid. The voice of a true bimbo. 

“Why would I ever let you in?”

“Because if you don’t, you’re gonna miss out on all the fun. And I bet you wanna know what happened to Mac and Jules, right?”

Charlie let the phone fall to his side. He shook his head, allowing himself to fume at how eerily accurate Kandii’s prediction was, and hissed a few more quiet expletives. Until he knew exactly what was going on, he couldn’t let Kandii know how desperately he hated her. 

“I do,” he said, returning the phone to his ear. “Are you alone?”

“You mean is Daddy Max with me? No, honey, you ain’t that lucky.” She lapsed into a fit of giggles again. When she recovered, she added, “But don’t you worry, babes. We are gonna have some fun of our own.”

She must have been around the corner. She was in front of his house within five minutes. Still wearing the latex minidress, too. Charlie wondered what his elderly and conservative neighbors might think, then realized that was the least of his worries. The woman on the other side of the door was two things: unbelievably hot and unbelievably dangerous. 

“Are you gonna let me in or what?” Kandii pouted. 

Charlie watched through the ring camera. “I think that’s close enough for now.”

“You still don’t understand how any of this works, do you?” Kandii’s round face looked quite lovely, even when she was frustrated.

“Why don’t you explain it?”

“I will, but you gotta let me inside. Promise, I won’t even try to touch ya.”

He wanted the nightmare to be over. Was that just another way to say he’d given up?

Charlie flipped the deadbolt and twisted the knob, leaving the door open a crack in invitation. He took a generous few steps back until he was at the doorway to his kitchen. There was no door there, only a frame, but the feeling that he was almost in another room calmed him some.

Kandii closed the door behind her. She slinked to the couch and fell back on it, making herself at home. 

“Tell me. What the fuck is going on?”

“The quick version is this: Daddy Max has special cummies, and when you eat it you become a totally hot sissy bimbo. He’s got a bunch of us. It’s like the sexiest secret club ever.” She kicked her heel some. Charlie had no idea how she could walk on those platforms. 

“Where are Mac and Jules?”

That set off a giggling fit in Kandii. When she composed herself, she sat up on the sofa so that she could look Charlie in the eyes. 

“They got some of Daddy’s cummies. It takes more time to change for them. I went super fast, but I knew what was happening. And I wanted it, babes. This is so much better.”

The rhythm of her speech slowed. She grew quieter, almost thoughtful. “I mean, what was I doing when I was a stupid boy? I never felt good enough for anyone or anything. Now, everything is easy. And I’m, like, super happy all the time.”

The way she spoke so slowly, like she was thinking aloud to herself, drew Charlie in. When had he taken a step closer? 

“And that’s just the brain part of it. Like, look at me.” She lifted a leg perpendicular to the couch. It was an undeniably well-shaped leg, Charlie knew. 

Kandii sat on her knees on the couch, turned around to face Charlie. With an easy flip, her tits were exposed again.

“Look at these, right?” Her hands caressed them, massaged the obviously fake globes on her chest. “They are super sensitive, too. I could rub them all day. The best is when I’m rubbing my tits just like this, and then someone puts their cock in my mouth.”

Everything Kandii did carried a hint of seduction, but her admission followed the more casual, thinking-aloud tone. Whether it was meant for him or not, Charlie found the idea incredibly erotic. His flaccid penis thickened and rose beneath his clothes. 

“You could if you wanted,” Kandii confessed. “And it’s not gay or anything. I mean, do I look like a boy?”

“No. No, you don’t.”

She reached out and took his hand. She guided it to her breast. Her flesh was hot and smooth. How had he managed to come so close? He couldn’t remember walking so close to the sofa. He was in some kind of stupor and couldn’t shake it. 

“Keep rubbing, babes. It makes me hot when you rub my tits. Pinch my nipple.”

He did and Kandii squealed. And she’d somehow managed to open his trousers and leave them sliding down his thighs. God, he was so fucking hard, and Kandii eyed his cock like it was a particularly tasty bit of candy. He couldn’t make himself stop and then Kandii’s wet lips were swallowing the tip of his so-hard cock and he heard himself groan. Her mouth was pillowy soft and wet and warm. It was like having his dick surrounded by liquid silk. 

The sounds he made inspired Kandii. She was losing herself in the act of sucking his cock just as he was lost in the sensation of being swallowed by the sissy slut. The whole reason being Kandii was so much better than anything else was found in this moment. Her brain ceased functioning entirely. There was no need to think or want when she was exactly where she most desired to be. The fullness in her mouth, the weight of hands on her tits… it was heaven. 

For Charlie, it was an exercise in shock and lust, and how uncomfortably the two reactions sat alongside one another. He couldn’t understand why he couldn’t make himself stop. But his attraction to Kandii was too great, his hunger to fill her mouth with his cum too overwhelming. He didn’t think of women like that; he thought of himself as a good guy. He grunted as the slut’s mouth brought him closer to orgasm, and he unconsciously smacked one of her huge tits. She mmmed around his cock, which sent him over the edge of his restraint. 

Kandii drank his cum eagerly, gasping between swallows, licking his pale pole to clean every drop. Kandii loved cum above all other things. She liked making men and women cum just so she could drink it up. Men were better in that way. Lots more to drink. But now that she was cumdrunk and satisfied, a tickle of importance itched in the back of her mind. She was supposed to do something besides get herself drunk on semen. Charlie!

“C’mere!” she giggled.

Kandii held Charlie's shirt collar and pulled, tugging him over the back of the couch and onto the cushions. His cock waggled as he landed on his back. His eyes were unfocused and rheumy with desire. 

“I can’t make you like me, but I can give you a taste,” Kandii whispered, bent to Charlie’s ear. Her breath smelled sweet and her words promised poison.

Kandii climbed Charlie’s body, pausing when her tight boipussy passed his still-hard member. She nearly abandoned her plan and impaled herself on his pole, rode him cowgirl-style until she felt him spurt in her ass, but her need to please Max propelled her onward. She settled over his face and hiked up the bottom of the latex minidress. Beneath, her cock was not only shrunken, but it was also caged in a bending pink prison, a padlock securing it to ensure Kandii’s male genitalia could not be touched. 

Charlie could see that it twitched. A clear drop of something sticky swelled at the tip of the shuddering, limp sissyclit. 

“Eat up,” Kandii purred.

Charlie’s tongue, like his traitorous legs and penis, obeyed Kandii’s demands. His mouth opened and his tongue snaked from his mouth. The tip ran along the warm metal of the cage before it found the leaking droplets of precum dripping from Kandii’s clitty. Charlie’s tongue pressed against the cage and lapped at the flesh trapped beneath. Kandii giggled and whimpered and shivered. With a surprised little gasp, she erupted. It had little volume, certainly not the massive loads Daddy Max provided. It would be enough, she knew. 

Charlie mindlessly, hatefully licked up every drop. When she finally left him after adjusting her minidress into place, Charlie lay helplessly on his sofa, his face still streaked with sissycum. 

“See you,” Kandii offered on her way out the door, waggling her fingers in a dismissive wave. “Soon,” she added and was gone.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


11 - New Friends

“Well, you look like shit,” the strange woman said, pushing Charlie aside to enter his home. He wanted to protest, but he was too busy focusing on keeping two legs beneath him. He’d woken up with a hangover, even though the only thing he drank the night before… maybe let’s not think about the night before, he decided.

“Who are you?” he managed through squinted eyes and pained breath.

“My name is Magda. And you are fucked. You have any coffee?”

She was in his kitchen, opening cabinets and drawers. Charlie followed, confused. Nothing from the last twenty-four hours of his life made any sense.

“Coffee filters?”

“Cabinet above your head and to the left. Who are you again?”

“Magda. Ah, there they are. I’ve been watching you and your pals. I heard Max was back in town, and as soon as I clocked Kandii, I knew she’d be looking to recruit.

“You know what’s going on?”

“Kid, I have lived both sides of this thing. If I were a smart woman, I’d leave it all alone. Learn to live with my companion and forget the whole thing. But, unfortunately, I have a fucking conscience.”

She had the coffee going now and the kitchen filled with the warm smell of it. In contrast, Charlie’s skin was cool. It felt prickly and off. 

“You’re here to help us?”

Magda shrugged. “I figure that’s the likeliest outcome. But what I am here to do is to de-magic Max. I was close once.” She paused, recollecting. “Then I was a bimbo for a while, but I’m all better now. So, yeah. I’ll put an end to Max’s shenanigans and you and your pals should go back to normal.”

“How do we do that?” He felt like a stranger in his own home. Magda filled the kitchen and left him leaning in the doorway.

“That’s the easy part. There’s a potion. Problem is, you have to get close to Max to use it. And as you probably noticed, he and his harem give off a kind of pheromone. You get dizzy and horny and the next thing you know, you have one of our companions.”

“Companions?”

“Oh, is yours not talking yet? Praise be. Maybe the dose wasn’t big enough.”

“What dose? What companion?”

Magda shoved a mug of fresh coffee in Charlie’s hands and guided him back to the living room. She gave the sofa a glance and wrinkled her nose, opting for a nearby chair instead. 

The coffee helped and Charlie felt more himself by the time the third sip hit his belly. He was forced by Magda’s selection to take the couch. He could smell the sex from the night before, musky and inviting. More prickly sensation, only this one was in his head. Little needles pressing into his brain, testing how far they could press before some thin membrane split open. 

“What do you need me for? It sounds like you know more than me.”

“You’re a unicorn, Charlie. Yes, I know who you are. And your friends, too. Before I ever met Max, I ran a local occult store. I knew a few things, but nothing serious. Enough to be dangerous, I suppose.”

“You’re a witch?”

“I wasn’t then. But I am, now, Charlie. I have spent every minute since I was brought back working out how best to stop him. Unfortunately, I can’t go anywhere near him.”

“Why not?”

Magda stared into her coffee and smiled distantly. “Because I’ll want it too much. That’s the problem, Charlie. The curse feels fucking fantastic. But you are not cursed. You haven’t tasted Max straight from the tap, so to speak. Based on everything I know, you won’t suffer the full transformation. You are going to have a hitchhiker, though.”

Charlie studied the unknown woman in his house. She was taller than him, easily six feet, and sported a wild mane of dark hair that fell in long curls. Her skin was tan where it showed. She wore shape-hugging faded jeans and a loose flannel that couldn’t hide an impressive chest. A leather vest hung over the flannel to complete the road-wise appearance. He wondered what she looked like without all the clothes. What she might taste like if he buried his face between her legs and licked and licked…

“Earth to Charlie.” She snapped her fingers, leaning toward him. He could see a good way down the flannel. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“What?”

“You zoned out. The infection is starting.”

“What does that mean? What’s happening to me?”

“Let’s go check on your friends, Charlie. I think that will help us both to figure out what our next step should be.”

She was crazy. That must be it. But if she was crazy, why was he zoning out and feeling all sideways the way he was?

Charlie begged for some time to clean himself and left Magda to her coffee. She rifled through the shelves of his books and movies, passing judgment on some she found beneath her. Whether it was the coffee kicking in or the heat of the shower, Charlie was able to ignore the chaos for a moment and relax. He felt not only clean but pure by the time his fingers were lathering shampoo into his hair. 

It feels good to pamper yourself, baby. Even better when someone else is doing the pampering.

Charlie’s feet nearly came out from under him with his spin. He ducked outside the shower curtain to see if Magda had ventured inside, but he was alone. Only, he wasn’t.

“Shut up,” he whisper-hissed.

Baby, I am here for the duration. You and me are B-F-Fs. Just to show I am on your side, do me a favor and rub your tits.

He started to assert that he had no tits, but a graze of his nipples stilled all words. He moaned and bent over, his cock springing to immediate attention. The tingles started in his chest and raged everywhere, especially in his cock and ass. 

See? And when we’re with Daddy, you’ll feel like that all the time.

You mean Max, he thought. 

Of course! Imagine sucking that big black snake…

An unbidden image of a gorgeous bimbo doing just that rocked his brain and he moaned anew with the return of the explosive, tingling pleasure.

Stop that!

If you say so, baby. But I ain’t going anywhere. But you can finish up your little shower and I’ll just watch.

He felt her the whole time, like a pair of eyes weighing on every inch of him. And more of that pleasure, too. It never totally went away, leaving him frustratingly aroused as he contemplated what new insanity his day might hold.


CHAPTER TWELVE


12 - Juliette

“Is that what you’re wearing?” Magda asked, lifting dark eyebrows to express her disapproval.

“What?” Charlie hadn’t been paying attention, just grabbing whatever his hands found in the bureau. But now he saw it. He’d dressed himself in a set of white sweats and a matching hoodie. He left his hair a little tousled. It wasn’t exactly feminine, but leaned toward androgyny with a feminine lilt. 

“You hear her, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he admitted. “Should I change?”

“No. We need to get to your friends. See just how infected they are.”

“I don’t like that word,” he told her, but infection was the most accurate he could find. Especially when his new companion chimed in:

Let’s go see your hot new friends. We are gonna have so much fun with them.

“And we can stop this, right?”

Magda paused a second too long to sound confident. “Yes. But we’re going to need some luck.”

“Oh wow,” Charlie gasped when the door opened.

“What’s happening to me?” Jules asked, his arms spread wide to indicate the problem. 

“You are becoming a bimbo slut for Max. Do you have coffee?”

Magda pushed past, leaving the pair of friends to close the door behind her and regard one another. 

Fuckin’ hot.

Charlie’s passenger wasn’t entirely wrong. Looking at Jules reminded Charlie of an old werewolf movie he saw as a kid. Black and white and ancient. So old, the transformation from man to wolf was accomplished by overlaying one image over another, a process that led to a doubling effect until all that remained was the wolf man.

That was Jules; only the wolf was still far away. His dark hair softened into a near-blonde and had achieved an amazing length in just a few hours. Not quite shoulder-length, but sprouting. His skin was smooth and pink and flawless. He wore a blue bathrobe, but the shapelessness of the robe couldn’t mask an inward turn of his waist and more shapeliness in his chest and ass. His face was rounder, too, his cheekbones raised some. It was Jules, but it was also someone else peeking through. He could see that other person behind Jules’s eyes, too, a winking in and out that terrified Charlie.

“She’s in my head all the time, Charlie,” Jules said, pointing to his skull for emphasis, jabbing himself in the temple with a finger that now had a longer, rounded nail at the tip. 

Magda returned, disappointed by whatever she found. 

“So, let’s see how far along your friend is. What’s your name?”

“Jules,” he answered.

“Good start. What’s the name of your companion?”

Jules paused, blushed. “Julietta.”

“And what is she telling you?”

Jules sighed and crossed the room. He sagged back onto his cheap sofa and spread his arms along the back of the couch. In that position, Charlie could tell there was something swelling at his chest. Also, his lap, with the robe exposing his thicker thighs, looked wider and oddly inviting. 

“She wants me to give up talking to you dumb sluts and find Daddy. Her words.”

Magda looked at Charlie. 

“Your friend, Jules, has been exposed to Max directly. You see his body changing, right?”

“Yes,” Charlie admitted.

“So we agree that something extraordinary is happening and you are now a part of it, yes?”

This one took a little longer to agree to. Once he admitted Magda was right, and she was, he would be committed to a course of action he wasn’t sure he wanted to pursue. 

“Fine. So what do we do?”

“We could go, like, party?” Jules offered and clapped a hand over his mouth, shocked by what escaped it. Had his hair gotten even lighter since they arrived? And his lips were certainly swelling.

“That would be bad for you right now,” Magda scolded Jules. “What we need is a sample. For me to perform the ritual that can set us all free, I have to have some of Max’s cum. Your friend here is not going to take another blast from him and remain intact.”

Jules’s gaze traveled from Magda to Charlie. His mouth hung slack and drool escaped. He looked prettily stupid. Charlie stared. 

His lips are so yummy, his unwanted companion whispered behind his eyes, I wanna lick ‘em, don’t you? And I bet kisses from those lips feel super wet and hot. 

Magda snapped for the second time. Charlie heard her fingers snap the first time, even heard her calling his name. He just couldn’t quite muster the ability to answer when he looked at the slowly transforming blonde goddess before his eyes. Is that what he would look like?

“You are starting to put up the vacancy sign, kid. I think we need to try a little experiment. Something that I’ve been wanting to try.”

“What is it?” Charlie asked. His voice was lazy and soft.

Maybe a nice big cock. But you could probably suck Juliette’s sissyclit if you asked nicely.

“The thing about magic, it’s not like regular energy. You probably remember from school, energy can’t be created or destroyed; it just changes form.”

“Yeah, sure,” Charlie muttered. His head was still foggy, but now that he was looking at the witch, he was able to ignore the voice in his head a bit more.

“Not magic. It grows. It wants to spread. Sometime, we can talk dark gods and all that, but all you need to know about magic for now is that it’s sticky. It wants to latch onto others. That’s why even a transformee like Kandii can affect you.”

“Okay, fine. So what? How does that help us?”

“It means we have to take some of the magic growing inside you and move it elsewhere.”

“You’re going to give the microwave a bimbo voice in their head?”

“Only people, I’m afraid. At least for this spell.”

“Oh.” Charlie understood.

Jules sat on the couch with his hairless legs splayed. Each tick of the clock brought some new subtle change. His eyes were bigger and very blue. When he looked up at Charlie, realizing he was being stared at, he giggled and curled on the couch in a very girlish manner. 

“What?”

“How do we do it?” Charlie asked, returning his attention to Magda. She was tall and strong and Charlie realized he was very attracted to her.

She is totally fuckable. You should ask her if she wants to. Or, just, ya know, get down on your knees like a little slut.

That last option sounded better when accompanied by a rush of pleasing chemicals, lighting his brain and body up with pleasure. 

“You don’t do anything but sit beside your friend.”

Charlie moved around the couch and sat beside Jules. Jules giggled and leaned his head on Charlie’s shoulder. Jules’s legs looked even thicker and smoother. Almost glossy, like he’d had a wax.

Magda followed, facing both of them. She closed her eyes, extended her arms, and began mouthing words he couldn’t hear. Thin, gossamer threads emerged from her fingertips, flowing, undulating, moving through the air to each of them. Charlie stayed still while the first strands touched his chest. It was a warm breeze across his skin. He inhaled sharply when he felt a tug in his chest and then a sense of being drained. He looked to his left and saw that Jules was writhing on the couch, awash in some kind of orgasmic fit. He was watching his friend drown in femininity while he bought himself more time. 

Charlie realized he no longer felt the sucking sensation and saw that Magda was now seated in a chair across from them, holding her head.

“That takes something out of a girl,” she said. Her face was hidden by hands and hair as she held her forehead. Charlie saw a hint of cleavage and wasn’t too good a person to look away while Magda regained her composure.

A hand fell on his thigh. Charlie followed the hand to the arm to his friend’s new look.

“Holy shit.”

“Dramatic, right?” Magda agreed, her breath still strained.

“What? Do I, like, have something on my face?” Jules asked. Or, to be accurate, this was Julietta, his companion now set free. 

Whatever magic was at work made Jules disappear. His hair was now a very pale blonde, done in a retro style that was most evocative of Marilyn Monroe. But everything about Julietta was more than even that curvy icon. Her tits were enormous and pushed at the top of the robe. Her hips and ass were enormous, as broad as her shoulders, and swelled from a waist every bit as small as Kandii’s. Her face was round, her lips were round, her hips were round… she was a study in curves. And she was more enticing than any woman he’d ever been this close with. He wanted to kiss her plump lips, wanted his hands to roam her impossible breasts.

“Come on, lover,” Magda warned, pulling him free of his seat. “We need to get her dressed and find your other friend. Maybe there’s still time.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


13 - The Plan

This is all stupid and we should be doing something fun, his hitchhiker stated and resumed a new list of all the ways cock was great. 

Juliette was in the back seat, tugging at the clothes they found for her. The sweats were fine, even highlighted her astounding ass-and-hips combo, but the tees were too tight to wear over Juliette’s unbelievably round and huge tits. They settled on a tattered hoodie, but it was the only thing that would cover the swell on Juliette’s chest without ripping apart or riding up to show off generous underboob. 

Mac had an apartment downtown, near work. They often used it as a crash pad of sorts when Fridays rolled around and they went out for drinks. Rare, but it happened. His place was bland: neutral colors, unremarkable furniture, functional appliances. It was the embodiment of “getting by.”

Mac was home, of course, after getting his own dose of the bimbo flu. As soon as he opened the door, Charlie saw that his red hair had darkened and his face narrowed. It was possible he had shrunk a little, too, while still remaining long and lean. 

“What are you guys doing here?” he asked and laughed. While Juliette sported an airheaded giggle, Mac’s laughter was a stereotypical hehehe that he could not seem to repress. It escaped after almost every sentence. “And who’s the sexy slut?”

“That’s what’s left of Jules,” Charlie told him. “The tall lady is a witch. She thinks she can cure us.”

“Cool.” The tittering laugh followed.

While Magda scoped the small-but-comfortable apartment, Juliette was on Mac in a second. 

“You’re so fuckin’ hot,” he told Juliette between loud, wet kisses. Charlie looked to Magda while the heavy petting continued, hoping she would turn a hose on them or care that Mac already had Juliette’s ragged hoodie lifted to show off her mammoth breasts. And Charlie felt a stirring of his own while he watched and his passenger urged him to join in, even though her voice had been quieted by Magda’s work at Jules’s house.

“Should we stop them?” he finally asked.

Magda was going through kitchen cabinets again, looking for some untold treasure. 

“There,” she said, pulling a spice bottle from a cabinet and dragging it along to the counter where she’d collected a bowl and rubbing alcohol. “No, don’t worry about them. They’re better off distracting each other. I hate to tell you this, but your friends are too far gone to do what I need them to do.”

“What does that mean?” Charlie effectively ignored the busty blonde making out with the femme version of his other best friend. His focus was solely on Magda now, who busied herself with some potion in the bowl.

“It means I still need my sample. We need to create a vaccine. And we need some of Max’s semen to make it. I can’t trust either of them to come away from another contact with Max. They’ll be his. But you…”

“No no no.” Charlie waved his hands in front of him like he could ward Magda off with them. 

“I wish it didn’t have to be this way, Charlie, I really do, but this is what has to happen. You are truly the only one who can stop this.”

Charlie knew she was right. He felt his bimbo self already clawing back into his consciousness, already trying to provoke him to give up and return to Max with his friends. 

“What do I have to do?”

“You are going to have to do just what Max wants you to do. Only we are going to try to cram that other person inside you into such a tiny ball, even a blast from Max - so to speak - won’t corrupt you the way it would these two.” 

Magda nodded her head to the pair, now on the floor. Juliette was half-naked, riding Mac over his clothes while smothering his face with her tits.

“I’ll have to do the same thing to your friend here that we did to Juliette. And they’ll take you to Max.”

“And so I just let myself get taken by them?”

“That’s right.” Then, Magda spoke over the cereal bowl filled with her strange amalgam of ingredients. There was a hiss and a shimmer of green smoke. She propped her hands on her hips and smiled at Charlie. “And you are going to drink this, and then you follow the bimbos.”

“What does it do?”

“It’s a seal, a magical baggie. When Max releases, it will scoop up his semen and seal it away. Better yet, it will disappear and reappear only when you bring it back to me. I do my thing, you and your friends go back to normal, and we put an end to this, once and for all.”

“You sure this will work?” Charlie wrinkled his nose. The potion smelled like burnt chemicals. 

“Who’s the witch here? Bottoms up, babe.”

Charlie hunted for an excuse not to, but what he found was the unforgettable image of his friends clawing at one another to expose more flesh on the floor of Mac’s apartment. And Mac’s hair was definitely longer, his chest starting to grow. And Charlie was about to supercharge that transformation. 

The scary part was, part of home wanted. Seeing the sexual abandon, the pure carnality of Juliette and the slowly-changing Mac. Despite how the voice in his head was quieted by Magda’s work, it wasn’t gone. Not completely.

Our mouth needs to be filled, his companion moaned, watching Mac take one engorged nipple in his mouth.

Charlie wrenched his attention away from the pile of feminized flesh and seized the bowl. In a single quick motion, he turned the bowl up, swallowed the hateful stuff down, and slammed the bowl back onto the counter.

“Good job. Now, let’s slut your friend up.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN


14 - Party Time

Juliette clapped excitedly while the last of Mac’s obvious masculinity disappeared. This, of course, set her breasts in motion and her wide ass jiggling. Charlie noticed and did his best to look away. One of the side effects of this much magical transference, Magda warned him, was an increase in his testosterone. She had said this bit in passing. 

In front of him, Mac transformed into his bimbo alter ego, Maddy. Charlie tried to catalogue every change as it happened, but it proved impossible. One moment, his tall, lanky friend was showing some feminine traits, even as he pawed without self-consciousness at his former friend. When Magda began the transferral, Charlie watched Mac’s body shudder and bubble. It was like his flesh was sent into chaos by Magda’s chants. He shrank, but was still tall compared to Juliette, who sensed the change and stood with the others to watch. His hair turned a deep, dark chestnut and spilled, long and fluid, over his shoulders and down his back. His cheeks hollowed, his cheekbones rose. His mouth grew wide and full while his eyes faded to a bright and pale blue. Unlike Juliette, who inhabited the world of the exaggerated, impossible hourglass shape, Mac’s body was stunning but less pronounced. His body was long and thin, save for big double-D tits that stood out on his slender frame. 

He bucked as his body became fully feminine, rubbing his new and enviable tits while his hips humped the sofa. Charlie wanted to turn his friend over on that sofa and fuck him from behind right now. And twisting his view from the new Maddy to Juliette only intensified that desire. He needed to plant his cock in one of these sluts soon or he was going to rip the whole goddamn apartment apart.

“Easy, killer,” Magda warned him.

Charlie's chest heaved. He panted. His eyes shifted from the sissy bimbos to the witch to the door in a manic carousel. 

Magda must have seen the delirium threatening to take hold. She turned her back on the fully debased Maddy while she held Charlie’s face in her hands. She held his head still, forcing him to hold eye contact with her. 

“I know you want to fuck and fight everything right now. That’s good. You need as much of that energy as you can get going into this. We don’t have time to waste. Have your friends call Kandii.”

“Bitches,” Charlie growled, “Call Kandii. I need to fuck.”

“Yay!” the sissy bimbos cried together. 

Maddy leaped from the couch, her long limbs wrapping around Juliette. Their mouths found one another again. Charlie could have both of them. Fuck them until he covered them in his cream.

“Call,” he ordered, shaking off his angry arousal.

She was waiting on the call. She would be there to pick them up. All of them. 

Who knows where Kandii got the convertible. Probably a gift from “Daddy,” the black bull waiting for him at the end of this. Charlie felt the sense of doom nibbling around the edges of the overriding lust that filled him. 

He sat in the shotgun seat, drinking in Kandii’s appearance. She was stuffed into some kind of black latex teddy with cutout panels showing off her thin, taut belly and straps lifting and restraining her huge tits. Her hair was long and platinum and blew behind her like a bleached flag. 

“I know you don’t look as hot as us right now, but you will after you get some time with Daddy. I’m super happy we get to be sluts together! We’re, like, sisters!”

Kandii’s giggly, vapid manner drove Charlie crazy. He also desperately wanted to fuck her. And the two sissy sluts making out in the back seat. He was awash in their pheromones. With his already-enhanced libido and testosterone boosts, he wanted to rip the car apart with his bare hands and fuck everyone in it. 

The party was in a new location. This one was an old house, in a neighborhood decorated by CONDEMNED and FORECLOSED signs. They were grand in their time, but had now fallen into disrepair. The roof sagged in the middle of one of them, like a dark portal into the bowels of the place. Their destination was catty-cornered from that house, an aging mansion that still looked to have good bones on the inside. 

Red and purple lights flashed from inside. Music hit his ears as soon as Charlie stepped out of the car, led by his steel cock. His mind could hardly function. He wanted inside and, most of all, he needed to fuck someone or something. Discrimination waned. 

The sissy bimbos surrounded him on all sides but the front, and Kandii slipped her arm into his like they were prom dates. 

“Baby, we are going to have a very good time.”

Charlie grunted in response.

The door opened, and the smell of booze and sweat and weed rolled out. Charlie’s erection stiffened, which he hadn’t thought possible. Underneath the other smells, Charlie smelled sex. Up a short flight of stairs to a wooden porch that ran the length of the house’s face. A few spots looked like they might give way at the softest footstep, but the entourage didn’t linger on the porch. They were inside, now, and all the sounds and smells were magnified. The bass pumped in Charlie’s head. He saw the beautiful, muscular black bulls dancing and pawing at their bimbo dates, snowbunnies eager to serve their dark lords.

Charlie’s head shot around, searching for the nearest opportunity to indulge his overpowering desires. The fact that he had known the men who became his bimbo companions was enough to hold him at bay in their presence, but just barely. His search ended when the sea of people parted in the wide entry room to let the crew advance to the staircase leading up to an extravagant second floor. 

Max made his way down to the first floor, two men and a half-dozen sluts behind him. 

“Look who made it!” His arms were as wide as his pearly smile. “I been waiting on all of you. Ready to party?”

While his demeanor was casual, friendly, Charlie felt the weight of his gaze when it fell on him. Max stood before Charlie, dwarfing him in size, then turned and corralled Charlie with an arm around his shoulders. 

“I know that you might be nervous, but I promise it don’t hurt. In fact, I understand it feels very good. And you like to feel good, don’t you?”

Charlie nodded. It was the best he could manage. The wash of pheromones in the car was nothing compared to being this close to Max. To Daddy. 

You’re gonna suck his co-ock! his unwelcome companion sang. She was back for sure, and ready for action. She sent images of Charlie on his knees for the bull into his mind, clouded him with raw lust to make the image come true. 

“I think he’s ready for you, Daddy!” Kandii squealed.

Charlie’s jaw hung loose and saliva collected at the corner of his mouth. His tongue swiped at the drool. He stared at Max, body singing with hunger. He wasn’t attracted to men, but this was no ordinary man. Max was perfect. And no other person could ever satisfy him. He needed to give himself to Max. It was only right. 

His bimbo persona whispered this and so much more, until Charlie was moving again, led by Maddy and Juliette and Kandii behind. Max led the procession to a furnished bedroom. The bed was dusty and smelled of age, but it was big and Charlie did not complain when he was led to it. Maddy placed a hand on his chest, forcing him back until he was lying on the bed. 

Maddy, Juliette, and Kandii wasted little time in uncovering the new, needy bodies. They climbed onto the bed, at first a threesome. Three old friends, two of them gorgeous and feminine, and one on his way. 

Who will I be? Charlie wondered. What body would he inhabit? Would it matter if he couldn’t remember who he had been?

A nipple was placed in his mouth, and Charlie sucked. He reached for flesh and found it. The bed became a writhing mass of bodies. Suddenly, Maddy and Juliette leaned away from him. Like curtains peeling back at a theater, the main attraction was revealed. Max. Naked and climbing onto the bed from the bottom, climbing on hands and knees with his cock swaying between his legs like a pendulum. 

“Open wide, sissy,” he said.

Charlie did. Max rose up on his knees, straddling Charlie’s chest, and slid his long, black cock over Charlie’s lips and into his mouth. Those lips sealed around the shaft at the same time his brain was blasted into the ether. The bimbo part of him was inc control now, desperate to slurp on as much of the black snake as he could fit in his mouth. His hand stroked the long shaft. His tongue tickled the tip, followed veins like a delicate cartographer. Max had him by his hair, gathered at the top of his head. Max’s hips pumped, his cock pistoned into Charlie’s mouth. 

What is happening? the real Charlie asked the second before Max came. 

Max had no idea the load intended to land in Charlie’s belly was scooped up, caught by a magical pocket, and hidden away. Not every drop. Not enough to stop what was coming.

“More,” Chiara said. “I want it all!”


CHAPTER FIFTEEN


15 - Absolute Power

The stuff at the corner of Charlie’s mouth had to be cum. Magda’s spell didn’t catch all of it, then. And it didn’t catch enough to quiet the voice in his head.

Get dressed, sexy! Let’s go party!

Chiara, his passenger, didn’t mind that it was only eight in the morning. Any parties that popped off at this hour were only of the most depraved variety. Which was perfect for Chiara.

Charlie could see her manifesting in his face. His nose thinned, and his lips swelled; Chiara’s features, not his. While in the shower, the hair on his arms and legs had simply rinsed away, leaving his body hairless besides the dark thatch of hair between his legs and the darkening hair on his head, which felt silken to the touch where before it had been coarse. 

And the changes were not limited to his facial features or body hair. His legs were slimmer, but swelled in his thighs and hips. His waist was measurably cinched, and, most dramatically, his chest had a new weight. Not breasts, not yet, but swollen and sensitive. He lost several moments staring into the mirror as he massaged his chest, enjoying the way his nipples stood out.

Let’s go-ooo! Chiara whined inside his head. I wanna see Daddy!

He couldn’t ignore her. She was too loud, too dominant, for that. And when he did what he now thought of as Chiara-approved behaviors, his body lit up with pleasure. Like the act of exploring his budding breasts. That sent sparks from his nipples to the meat of his cock, which refused to grow erect. The tingling pleasure was familiar in his genitals, but it was the way his ass begged for attention that worried him.

That’s how sissies like us get off, stupid. 

There was one goal now. Ignore Chiara long enough to get to Magda. His phone’s home screen was littered with texts from the witch. 

Some questions arose as to whether he would make it to his supernatural sponsor when he dressed. His fingers were thick and fumbling when Charlie attempted to dress in jeans and a loose tee, loose enough to hide his soon-to-be A-cups. Chiara created a tempest in his head,. He’d heard of people with migraines doubling over at the thunderclap pain. Instead of bain, Chiara-inspired migraines were filled with flashes of Max and his enormous black cock and just how good it felt to have it in his mouth. 

Restored to himself after several minutes, he found Chiara had taken over wardrobe duties. He was in a pair of white sweats that showed off just how much his ass and hips had widened and grown more enticing. The tee was one of his old ones, a little tattered, and just a hair too small for him. With the pastel yellow tee on, he could see the beginnings of what Chiara promised to be huge tits.

Kandii is gonna be soo jealous!

Rather than battle his inner slutty demons, Charlie texted Magda back: I’m on my way. 

“You got a dose,” Magda observed. The shop once used to sell occult trinkets, but was replaced by a fashion boutique after she’d had her own encounter with Max. Now, it was closed, and a strange mash-up of pink-and-white clothes with a bend toward the whorish and the residue of the more Gothic occult store peeked through the cracks in the brighter facade.

Magda sat on the glass counter where the register sat. Her legs kicked lazily, like she was a kid sitting on a lazy day swing. 

“That’s not helping.” Charlie realized when he spoke that he hadn’t done so before now. His voice was husky and swollen with promise. Every word he spoke sounded like a proposition for lusty attention. 

“I know. But I allow myself a little fun. I don’t have to ask if you got the sample.”

“Maybe? It’s hard to remember everything that happened last night.”

Magda slipped off the counter with feline grace and padded to Charlie. She threaded fingers through his dark hair, now almost to his shoulders. 

“You’re going to be very pretty.”

“I don’t want to be pretty,” he grumbled in his come-hither fashion, “ I want to be me.”

“Open wide,” Magda ordered.

Charlie obeyed, but it was Chiara that extended the tongue and sent more flashes of yummy cock through Charlie’s head. 

The statuesque witch bent slightly to look into Charlie’s open mouth. Her fingers slowly moved into his mouth. Charlie resisted the urge to close his mouth around those fingers and suck. There was a tickle and a blue glow from inside his mouth. It made Charlie think about stories of munching Pop Rocks and creating sparks in his mouth. 

“There we go.”

Between her fingers, Magda held a glowing blue packet. It reminded him of a condom wrapper, but maybe that was Chiara infecting everything with her exaggerated sexuality. Magda turned it over, perched between thumb and index finger. The square was a couple of inches long and wide and perhaps a half inch deep. The look on Magda’s face was one of wonder.

“I was where you are once, you know? Not exactly. I mean, I started off pretty ladylike, but then I got a taste of Max. I was one hot slut.”

Magda started toward the back of a store, an open doorway leading to some kind of back room. Charlie trailed her, but it was getting harder to concentrate with Chiara’s constant chatter.

I bet she has a tasty pussy. I wonder if she’d let us lick it? Why are we standing around? Come on, let’s go find Daddy!

On and on, a relentless assault between his ears. His body itched all over. His tits were bigger for sure, and he couldn’t keep his hands off them for long. He liked how heavy they were getting and wondered what it would feel like for someone to suck his hard nipples. Or maybe pinch them through his pastel shirt. And Magda was still talking, all the way to the back room where some kind of altar sat perched on a card table. It made the magic feel more mundane when the ceremony was conducted on a collapsible table. 

“The worst part of being… possessed is the right word, I suppose. The worst part about it was how good it felt. Once you get a taste of Max, you are infected forever. I don’t go a single day without thinking about him.”

Magda wasn’t talking to Charlie, as far as he could tell. It was difficult to concentrate, to be fair. His body was changing under his clothes. He felt the tattered tee tightening and the sweats stretching around his growing ass. He knew already that he was fated for more than Maddy. He was going to be curvy, and the thought spawned a renewed interest in rubbing his growing tits. It was a virtuous cycle: the rubbing of his swelling breasts made it harder to think, and not thinking made it more fun to rub his tits. 

“I even considered going back to him,” Magda continued, though Charlie wasn’t listening to the content. He was aware she was speaking, but he was too fascinated by his own changing body and the pulsing erotic rewards his passenger flooded his mind with. “But I realized that his power came from somewhere else. That if I really wanted to take control of this situation, I had to go to the source.”

Charlie giggled. Magda glanced at Charlie and smirked. He was hardly a man anymore. His dark hair, straight and thick and flowing, hung down his back. His skin was flawless and smooth. And Magda was seeing more of that skin with each passing second. His tits were going to be enormous. Likely double-Fs by now, and still pushing at the increasingly strained tee. His waist turned in and flowed back out to a generous ass. 

Magda turned her back on the burgeoning sissy bimbo and returned to her work. All it took was a brass bowl with the right ingredients, and she’d have everything she desired. With a last moment of appreciation for the magical packet in her hand, she tossed it into the bowl. A jet of purplish smoke billowed up from the bowl, too much smoke for the contents of the bowl. But on it went, filling the room. She staggered backward, covering her mouth with the back of her arm, eyes burning.

A vortex spun the smoke, gathering it up into a single column. And then it was gone. In its place stood a dark-skinned man in loose linen pants. His body was muscular, and his nearly seven-foot height gave him a monstrous air. That, and the scowl he wore when he looked over the room, finding Magda clutching a nearby chair to steady herself while Charlie looked on, his hands pausing in their ministrations of his tits, but never ceasing entirely. 

“Who summons me?” The man’s mouth never moved. The booming voice rang in their heads and nowhere else.

“My name is Magda. And you are my servant.”

“I serve no mortal,” the summoned figure said with contempt.

“Oh, I know. But you owe me a wish, don’t you?”

A snarl curled the lip of the djinn. 

“I know you were the one who gave Max his powers. Tell me, was he the only one who got away?”

Another glowering stare from the djinn. 

“What is it you desire, human? Make your wish and let us be done with this.”

“I wish to be djinn, too. Give me the power you possess. I will never kneel for another man again.”

The djinn smiled, a mirthless and cruel gesture. 

“You wish to be djinn? Your wish is granted.”

The djinn lowered his head. He came apart, an erosion into the smoke from whence he had come, the purple haze filling the room once more, thickening, swirling, until all vision was gone. 

Charlie’s confused gaze searched the room, tried to part the smoke with what little brainpower remained between his ears. Before he saw her, he heard her. A low, deep chuckle. It grew, rose in pitch and intensity until it became a cackle. The sound of it chilled Charlie, despite his dimmed intelligence.

Magda appeared as the smoke dissipated. Her clothes were the same purplish color of the smoke, as if it wove itself from the cloud. She was taller, almost as tall as the djinn had been. The outfit reminded Charlie of the kind of thing bellydancers wore, and then he wondered if Daddy Max would like Charlie to dance for him. He knew he would do anything to please Daddy.

Magda looked at her hands like she’d never seen them before. She cupped her enhanced breasts, big and full and teardrop-shaped. Her hair was wilder, but no less dark. And her eyes glowed with golden circlets around her irises.

“I can feel it. The power.”

She explored lower, and discovered the enhancement there, too. Her cock was large and thick, more impressive, even, than Max’s. Speaking of Max, the tug to be with him was gone. Magda was beyond all mortal desire. It felt like her skull was emptied and the whole universe replaced it. She was beyond time, beyond reality. Her former human life was nothing compared to the ebb of power that coursed through her.

“Revenge is petty,” she mused.

She moved to Charlie like a leopardess stalking prey. Her round hips rolled with every step, her cock hard and pointed straight at Charlie. For a second, he forgot about Max. Here was a perfectly good cock right in front of him. Not just good. Exceptional. Delicious. He licked his lips.

“But I have an eternity to be respectable. Petty will do for a start.”

She reached down and lifted Charlie by the chin, breaking the stare aimed at her sex. 

“And I believe in fighting fire with fire. What did you say your name was, little sissy?”

Charlie giggled and managed, “Chiara.”

“Pretty name, Chiara. Indulge yourself, slut. Taste me.”

Chiara needed no further invitation. Charlie was crowded out, forced into the dark corners of the sissy’s mind. She quickly found her knees and took Magda’s pole in hand. Her mouth was made for this. Chiara somehow knew just how to tease and please a cock, and she was bringing all her talents to bear on the magical member in hand. She sucked just the tip, caressed the shaft, tickled the tight clutch of testicles beneath. 

For Magda, the pleasure was more than physical. She knew that this transformed sissy was meant for Max, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t place a little surprise in the sissy’s mind, one that only Magda would know until the time was right.

Magda pushed the slut’s mouth away. Chiara whimpered like a needy child whose favorite toy was taken from them. 

“Stand up and turn around,” Magda ordered. “Bend over like the slut you are.”

Chiara brightened, hopping up and wiping her mouth where a little drool leaked. She bent her body over the collapsible table, squealing with anticipation when Magda shoved the sweats down to show off Chiara’s admirable ass. Magda held her cock and pointed it straight at the sissy’s waiting starfish. The tip pressed against the tight hole. A little pressure, and Chiara opened for Magda like the blooming of a flower. 

Chiara screamed with pleasure, bucked, clenched, and twisted. Magda rode the sissy slut while she grunted and gasped, the sounds of the sissy’s struggle fueling Magda as much as the tight grip on her cock in the sissy’s boipussy. She could have restrained herself, but what was the point? She released, flooding Chiara’s ass with djinn semen. It filled Chiara, leaked out of her, leaving her wet and dripping, draped over the table. The deed was done. The fuse on Magda’s surprise was lit. 

She eased out of Chiara, her cock shrinking. She could will it hard or soft, big or small. She could do anything. She was djinn. 

Chiara stirred, gathering herself up from the table and pulling her stained sweats up over her round ass. 

“What’s that?” the dim sissy asked, pointing to the object beside her on the table. A lamp. It hadn't been there before, but here it was. Just like the kind Magda thought of when one thought of genies and lamps, but how was that possible? She hadn’t conjured it.

The lid of the brass lamp tottered, ringing hollowly in the otherwise quiet room. Human and djinn alike were transfixed by the teetering of the lid, a mad dance that caused it to leap off the lamp. The lid spun and swirled, its metallic shudder almost musical as it came to a stop. 

“What?” 

Magda was sure there was more to that question, but she couldn’t get it out. She was interrupted by the purple glow emanating from the interior of the lamp, a column of light spreading up from the rim. 

A chain shot out from the open mouth, growing in size and thickness as it extended further, making a line through the air until it found Magda’s wrist. A clamp sealed around her left wrist. She tugged at it.

“Get it off!’

Chiara could only observe while a second chain snapped from lid to Magda. A third, a fourth, a fifth. In a half-dozen breaths, Magda’s wrists, ankles, and waist were bound, tethered to the football-sized lamp on the table. And it was pulling her close.

“No,” she growled, scrambling, clawing to gain some kind of purchase on the smooth concrete floor or the folding tables or chairs.

It was futile. While Chiara watched with stupid awe, Magda was dragged to the table, then over. While her body protested, the chains would not be denied. And Magda shrank as she grew closer to the lamp. Then, she was gone, pulled into the hole. Into the lamp. Like a film reversed, the lid spun and hopped its way back to the lamp. A final hop, and it sealed the top of the lamp. 

It was as if nothing at all had happened in the room. No smoke. No djinn. Only Chiara and a lamp and the spare and cheap furnishings.

Chiara gave the lamp a poke. Nothing happened. She strained to think of what to do and realized she didn’t have to make those kinds of decisions anymore. 

The lamp tucked under her arm, Chiara left the shop and aimed her feet at the only thing that mattered. She would find her Daddy. She regarded the lamp in the crook of her arm. She even had a present for him.

With the joy of a simple sissy, Chiara hummed happily along the path to her owner, unaware of the thing inside her.
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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...
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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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