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THE BIMBO CURSE

Your girlfriend dumped you for a younger guy, and now you’re stuck in the most boring version of your own life. Work, sleep, sulk, repeat. Yawn.

Then she struts in.

Honey. All boobs and blonde hair and bubblegum giggles. She’s a dream in too-high heels and too-tight clothes, and she takes you home like it’s the easiest thing in the world. One drink, one kiss, one night, and the most mind-blowing experience you’ll ever have. You’re wrecked. You’re ruined. You’re reborn. You’re… confused.

Because when you wake up, Honey is gone, but your body, and your mind, are changing.

Your skin? Suddenly as smooth as silk. Your lips? Plumper. Your curves? Growing by the day. Suddenly you’re buying pink lingerie without thinking, craving lip gloss like oxygen, and moaning at your own reflection. You’re not losing yourself, you’re getting hotter. Sexier. More feminine. Bimbofied.

When you call Honey, begging for answers, she reappears like a dream and spills the truth.

You’re cursed, babe. Cursed to sparkle, to strut, to live shameless and fabulous and carefree. Cursed to be a bimbo.

And honestly? You’re going to love it.

So slip into your stilettos, shake those hips, and get ready, because Honey’s waiting to show you just how delicious your new life can be.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I left the office late after a long week of hard work. But then, at the moment, every week was a long week of hard work.

Over the last couple of months, it had all been long weeks of hard work.

The cuts made to my department meant we were eight people down out of a team of twenty. We were now twelve people doing the work of twenty, except, that wasn’t exactly true.

Even before the cuts we’d had too much work on. We’d been expanding work, taking on new contracts, yet hadn’t hired anyone in a couple of years, and now we were down by almost half.

That had meant a lot more work, a lot more stress, longer hours of grind. In a way though I was grateful for it because as awful as my job was it at least gave me respite from my life.

Work might have been a stressful slog of endless grind, but at least I was paid to suffer, and paid fairly well. My life outside of work my suffering had to be done for free.
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I stepped outside of the office building and into the bustling traffic of late Friday evening. The sky was still light and the sun was finally setting, the hazy heat of mid-summer leaving the air heavy and humid. I could already feel myself sweating.

I knew rush hour would be over but given the time travelling home would mean having to contend with people who were heading into the city to party and have fun. I thought of all the men and women, groups, couples, dressed up and smiling, enjoying themselves, happy, and I felt sick.

I didn’t want to have to put up with that. I’d put up with enough today without having to stomach other people’s happiness.

“Could always stop for a drink first.” I said to myself.

I had my book in my bag and I could feel my stomach grumbling. I could go and get a drink, some food, and sit and read while I waited for public transport to quiet down, and I’d find people having fun a lot more bearable if I was just a little drunk.

With the decision settled I set off in the direction of my favourite bar, and I did my best to ignore the couple on the other side of the road greeting each other affectionately. It was difficult though given how enthusiastic they were for each other.

I felt a pang in my chest, and ache. I wondered when that pain would ease.

It had been months since Julianne had left me and I still wasn’t close to being over it. I wasn’t sure I’d ever really be over it.

Julianne had been my high school sweetheart. We’d met when we were both still teenagers. We’d fallen in love, had gone to college together, had graduated together, had built a life together. I thought we were going to grow old together and I thought that’s what she’d wanted too.

Yet, I’d learned the truth the hard way. After almost twenty years together she’d left me.

She’d left me for someone younger, fitter, someone who was more exciting.

“He just gets me in a way you don’t.” She’d told me.

That had stung. I thought I knew her. I thought we were best friends, soulmates. Yet, a younger man at her gym had been able to swoop in and snatch her away from me.

She’d tried to explain it but I’d not really understood. I worked too much, took life too seriously, wasn’t fun like I used to be.

Wasn’t that what growing older was about though? Wasn’t that what maturity was? Putting away childish things and taking responsibility, becoming a productive member of society, making sensible decisions.

I’d worked hard to build a career and, while it hadn’t gone quite the way I’d always dreamed or hoped, it paid well enough. Sure I had wanted a job that was more creative, more fulfilling, more stimulating and rewarding, but didn’t everyone?

I’d had the same job since leaving college, which I knew not a lot of people could say, and the stability and security were not something I felt Julianne had really considered. While it was true I’d not been rewarded or promoted quite as often as I’d wanted or felt I deserved, and the hours were long, stressful, even before the cuts, with not great pay, it was a steady income, and that counted for a lot.

It was thanks to my steady job that Julianne had been able to try out various careers and explore what it was she wanted in life. I knew I could have changed company, seen my pay and position rise faster that way, but I valued the safety of my job. The company was large, stable, and while I was only a small fish in a big pond, there was something to be said about playing it safe.

But that wasn’t good enough apparently. Julianne wanted exciting.

She’d told me I’d been exciting in high school and college, had been adventurous when we’d first moved to the city. She told me I’d had dreams.

But, over time, that spark had faded, she said. I’d lost something. I’d become stuck, boring, predictable. I was, according to her, in a rut, and while she’d been patient with me, had tried to encourage me, she could see that I wasn’t going to change.

“We just want different things.” She’d said. “I want a life of fun, adventure. I want to live. I’m not ready to be old and boring yet. I don’t want stability. I want… excitement.”

I’d been crushed. I thought our life had been good. I thought we’d been happy.

It seemed I’d been kidding myself though.

Julianne left me for a fitness instructor from her gym and within weeks they’d left the city to go on a wellness retreat in Mexico where he’d been hired to run some of the sessions. For a while I’d stalked her social media, had seen the resort, the food and the yoga sessions while the sun rose, the walks on the beach. I’d seen her with him, smiling, looking happy and well.

I’d had to force myself to block her. I couldn’t take it any more.

He was everything I wasn’t. Handsome, exciting, adventurous, fit.

It was all true. Everything she said was true. I was stuck in a rut but I had no idea how to fix it.

I’d just done what I thought I was supposed to do. I’d worked hard in college to get a good degree, though it was fair to say I’d partied too, had enjoyed my time at college. Afterwards, I’d done what I’d been taught. I’d put away childish things, partying, being wild, being exciting, and I’d worked on becoming an adult.

I got a job. A decent job with good prospects and I stuck at it. I went about becoming productive.

I brought home money, paid for our apartment, the bills, took Julianne out on dates every week or two, and I set about doing all the things a man was supposed to do. Looking back though I realised I’d wasted some of the best years of my life.

I was in my mid-thirties. I’d spent all of my twenties and a good chunk of my thirties working at the same company, in the same department, getting almost nowhere. In all that time I’d received only two promotions, and while my salary had risen I knew it would have risen more if I’d stepped outside my comfort zone, if I’d challenged my bosses, if I’d been determined, if I’d changed company and chased the job I wanted.

I’d accepted mediocrity though because it was comfortable. I’d chosen to coast because it was easy. I’d accepted it because it was what I thought I was supposed to do.

I realised I’d given everything to a large corporation that would take as much from me as I was willing to allow to be taken, and when it was done with me it would discard me without a second thought. I’d given my youth, my relationship, and even a fair chunk of my health.

Working the hours I did, under the stress I was put under, had taken its toll. I’d let myself go.

In high school and college, I’d been pretty fit and active, had taken care of myself, and I’d considered myself pretty handsome and good-looking. There was a reason Julianne, one of the best-looking girls in the school, had said yes when I’d asked her out.

Yet, after graduating, I’d let it all slip. My eating habits had gotten worse. I’d drunk more. I’d not had time or energy to go to the gym.

Julianne was right. I was in a rut. But… it was like I’d been led there. I’d been told this is what life was. What other option was there? It had all felt so easy. I’d taken the road of comfort, conformity, security.

I’d accepted less than I wanted in so many ways because it made my life easier, and it meant that Julianne and I could have a life together. Yet, in the end, I’d lost her too.

I felt betrayed. I felt angry. I felt resentful.

And… all of those emotions were focused on one place, one person. It was my fault at the end of the day. I was the one who’d let myself down.

I couldn’t help but think about the person I could have become, all the potential I’d wasted, all the time I’d squandered. So much time, energy gone. Months, years, vanished.

As I arrived at the bar I felt a heavy weight settle on me. In the time since Julianne had left, I’d come to realise she was right. I was boring. I’d squandered my youth and now I was heading into middle age with nothing to show for it except my empty apartment and a job I’d grown to hate.
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I made myself feel better by ordering my favourite, hot wings with fries, blue cheese sauce on the side, and beer. I gave myself a small treat of a shot of whisky on the side too. It was Friday after all.

I settled down in the corner of the bar and got my book out and read while I ate. Outside the sun set and, after finishing my meal, I settled in to enjoy several more drinks. I figured why not?

I didn’t have anywhere to be, nothing to do, no one at home waiting for me. All I had to look forward to was an empty apartment and a night on my own. At least if I got drunk before heading home I could pass out and not have to spend the night feeling sorry for myself.

I was focused on my book, ignoring the other people around me, groups of men and women laughing, enjoying the early evening, couples on dates. I didn’t want to see their smiles or bear witness to their happiness. It was just a painful reminder of how miserable my life really was. I was so focused I didn’t notice someone approaching me until they tapped me on the shoulder. I looked up from the page I was reading and felt my eyes widen.

A young woman was standing just behind me, smiling. She was… stunning. I couldn’t help but stare at her.

She was short, maybe five foot four at most, and slim, dressed in a tight-fitting pink minidress, strapless and low cut, showing off her slim waist, her wide hips, her juicy ass, and her large cleavage. Her legs were clad in pink fishnets and her feet were in garish pink stripper heels.

Her smile widened as she shifted, wiggling, bouncing like an excited puppy, her tits jiggling.

As hot as her body was her face was beautiful. Big blue eyes, pouty pink lips, immaculate makeup, and long flowing blonde hair. Her big gold hooped earrings and her gold chain caught the light, dazzling me.

“Hi there.” She said. “I’m Honey. Are you, like, all alone?”

I was still for a moment, dazed by the sight of her. I’d never seen a woman like her in real life before. Like a perfect bimbo from an adult movie, a sultry, sexually charged doll-like figure, utterly brazen and beautiful and… hot.

I felt my body respond just to the sight of her. I nodded.

“I… yeah. I was just reading and enjoying some time alone after work.” I managed to mutter.

“Oh, cool. I’m all alone too. You mind if I sit next to you?” She said.

Honey didn’t wait for an answer. She sat on the stool next to me and settled in, close. Her leg pressed against my leg and she faced me, smiling.

“You wouldn’t mind buying a girl a drink, would you?” She said, batting her eyelashes.

I felt myself blush. There was something about her directness that flustered me, made me squirm.

As the barman passed I ordered another beer for myself and a drink for Honey, a large white wine. She thanked me and I half expected her to leave with her drink but instead, she stayed, and… she talked to me. She chatted with me, asking me about my book, myself, what I was doing in the bar on my own and about my plans for the evening. It was almost like… almost like she was flirting with me. Was she flirting with me?

Was that possible? She was hot. Really, really hot. She could have had any man in the bar. Why would she pick a loser like me?

Yet, despite my insecurities and anxieties she stayed sat next to me, chatting, laughing, flirting. As we talked she would play with her hair, giggle, lean in close. I could smell her perfume, could feel the heat of her body against mine, could see out of the corner of my eye the slow rise and fall of her chest.

She was mesmerizing.

It had been months since Julianne had left me. Months since I’d had physical, intimate contact with another person. Being so close to someone so hot, so sexually attractive, was making it difficult to think clearly.

The beer and my horniness was clouding my thoughts. We chatted and I could feel myself flirting with Honey, doing my best to charm her. I knew I didn’t really stand a chance but… I couldn’t stop myself. There was something about her that was almost addictive, like her pheromones were seeping into my brain.

I’d met Julianne in high school when we were both still young. She had been the only woman I’d ever been intimate with. In the months since she’d left me, I’d been too miserable to try dating.

Yet now one of the hottest women I’d ever seen was sitting next to me, chatting with me, laughing with me, flirting with me. Something in me was excited by her attention, yet at the same time nervous. It was like I was both hunter and hunted.

I had only intended to stay for a few drinks before heading home but chatting with Honey was easy, comfortable, exciting. It was not something I’d normally do.

I was always too reserved to approach women, to chat them up. Maybe this was my chance to change, to turn my life around, to transform myself. As the night wore on I got flirter, bolder, and Honey seemed to enjoy my attention, giggling, batting her eyelashes, finding excuses to touch me. Her hands were small and warm and soft.

Outside the sun set and it grew late. The bar became busier then quieter yet I barely noticed. As it got late I felt myself get nervous, a tightness in my chest as I wondered if maybe I should do something I’d never done before.

I knew I was stuck in a rut, and maybe… maybe Honey was my chance to change that?

“You want… you want to get out of here and head back to my place?” I asked.

I felt like a creep just asking. I’d never propositioned a girl like that before. I figured Honey was just going to shoot me down, but I at least had to try, right?”

Yet, Honey broke into a wide, excited smile.

“Oh my god yes.” She said. “I thought you’d never ask.”


Two

The moment the door to my apartment closed Honey made her move on me. The entire trip back I’d been wondering how I was supposed to act, what I was supposed to do, but in the end, I didn’t have to do anything.

Honey took complete control.

The moment our lips met it was like I’d been shocked with electricity, like some wild, erotic energy ran through me. It had never been like that with Julianne. Was it because of the situation? The wild excitement of doing something so out of character for me? Or was it Honey?

I didn’t care though. I was too focused on enjoying myself. We kissed, hard, her lips soft, warm, wet. I felt her tongue press into my mouth, met it with my tongue. Her spit was sweet, like candy.

Kissing Julianne had never felt so brazen, so lusty, so animalistic and primal, so sexual. I felt something new rise up in me, provoked by Honey’s flirting, her touch, her mouth, her body.

I grabbed her, tight, caressing her body. I gripped her hips, pulling her into me, feeling her squirm. I reached round to her ass, the lush swelling of her butt, full, ripe, soft, warm.

I felt Honey wiggle, squirming, kissing me deeply. My cock was hard, throbbing. I couldn’t remember ever being so turned on.

I stumbled through my apartment, holding onto Honey. I wasn’t sure who was leading who, who was seducing who, but I didn’t care. I wanted more of her. My head was fuzzy, spinning, and I was so turned on I couldn’t focus on anything other than the pleasure of her body, her kiss.

As we moved into my bedroom, I let one hand roam up to her chest, her tits, groping and squeezing. I felt her moan into the kiss, biting on my bottom lip, sucking on my tongue. I squeezed harder, feeling the swollen nub of her nipple in my palm.

Honey shifted, moved, and then pushed me. I fell backwards, fell onto my bed, lay there in a half-daze, looking up at the stunning blonde. She was beyond sexy, a slutty blonde in pink, perfect body, curvy, with a dazzlingly beautiful face. My cock swelled, getting harder, fatter, throbbing.

“I’ve been hungry for cock all day. I’ve been looking forward to a decent meal.” She said, grinning.

Her words were brazen, slutty, bold. In one smooth graceful move, she was up on the bed, pulling my shoes off, yanking at my trousers, tugging them undone, slipping them off. She pulled my underwear off with my trousers, exposing my cock.

I was too drunk, too horny, to feel any embarrassment or shame. The way Honey looked at me it was like… like she was a wolf, starving, and I was a fine steak.

I liked it. I liked feeling her desire for me. I couldn’t remember the last time Julianne had shown me desire like that.

It was wild, exciting. I felt oddly nervous yet absolutely exhilarated. It was exactly what I needed to get me out of my rut and to change my life. Someone like Honey.

Before I could speak or move Honey was on me. Her hands roamed up my legs and I felt her fingers wrap around my cock. As she stroked I moaned, thrusting my hips.

“Fuck the noises you make are sexy. I love feeling how turned on you are for me.” She said.

I couldn’t believe that someone as hot as sexy as her wanted me, wanted my cock, but… I was not about to turn down the opportunity of a lifetime. Maybe Julianne was a good thing after all? Maybe my life would get better. Maybe Honey was just the start?

“You want me to suck your cock?” Honey said. “Say it. Say you want me to suck your cock. Say please. Tell me you want to cum in my mouth. Tell me how hot you think I am. Tell me how much I turn you on. Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”

My head was spinning, heart racing. Words were hard. But if I had to say that to get more of her, then I’d say it.

“Please… fuck… you feel so good. I… I want you to suck my cock. I want to feel your lips on my cock. I want to cum in your mouth. I want to fuck you.” I said. “Please…”

Honey smiled.

“I like that.” She said.

She smiled, and with one easy move she leaned in, parting her lips, and she licked my cock from the base to the tip, wetting it. Her tongue was warm, soft. She circled the tip for a moment before kissing, softly, and then her lips closed around my cock, sucking, taking me into the confines of her hot, wet, tight mouth.

I moaned, fucking into her face, my hand on the back of her head, pressing her down. Honey sucked hard, my cock throbbing.

I could feel the hot wetness, the suction. Julianne had never liked sucking my cock, had never been that good at it or that enthusiastic, but I’d had nothing to compare it to. I had a comparison now though, and it was fair to say Honey was incredibly talented and incredibly enthusiastic.

I felt her take my cock deep, sucking, the tip pressing at the back of her throat. I could hear her moaning, lips tight as she sucked. She eased back, cock slipping out, then took my cock deep again.

I began to fuck her face as she slurped on my cock. The wet, lurid noises of it turned me on even more as I looked down at the incredibly hot blonde working her lips on my cock.

She was like a wild animal, frenzied, ravenous for my cock, my cum. I couldn’t hold back. I wanted it to last for longer. I wanted it to last forever. The pleasure though was too intense, too bright and hot and vivid.

As Honey sucked, teased, lapped, worshipped my cock I felt my balls tighten. I could feel an energy running through me, a current fed into me from Honey’s mouth, something from me flowing into her, a hot surge of something. My cock throbbed hard, swelling.

She sucked harder, teasing, and then…

I was cumming. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before. My head spun, heart drumming, and I came over and over and over as Honey sucked, swallowing every last drop.

I shivered, moaned, drunk on the experience. It was wild, exciting, overwhelming.

It was only as my cock began to soften that Honey worked her lips up and off my cock. The tip left the seal of her mouth with an audible pop. She looked at me grinning.

“That was fun.” She said. “You taste good. I’m still hungry though. I want more. You’ve got me all horny now and I want more.”

She wiggled as she said that, squirming, looking incredibly sexy.

“I… fuck I’m so tired now.” I said.

My head was fuzzy from the combination of pleasure and alcohol. I lay in a stupor, grinning like an idiot. She was hot, sexy, and she’d just given me the best blowjob of my life.

“Aww… well you just rest. You can let me take care of everything.” Honey said. “You can just lie there and enjoy yourself.”

I smiled at her, watched as she began to peel her dress up, exposing pink lingerie underneath. I’d never seen anything quite so sexy, her body even better than I’d imagined.

After my stressful week though, all the emotions of Julianne, the beer, and then the blowjob, I was just too tired. I closed my eyes to rest and then…
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I woke up to a room filled with light, the sound of traffic from the streets below a soft din. My body ached, sore, and my head was throbbing.

I rolled over and lay on my back for a moment before opening my eyes, blinking against the glare of the sun. Clearly I’d gotten home and collapsed into bed without thinking to close the blinds.

I was regretting that mistake, the glare bright and harsh.

I took a moment to orient myself, head too fuzzy to think clearly. My mouth felt like someone had laid old carpet on my tongue, dry and dusty and fuzzy and my head felt it had been host to a massive party while I slept. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d woken up so hung over.

As I forced myself out of bed, stumbling through to the kitchen in search of coffee, I took survey of my memories and my apartment.

I had awoken naked, wrapped in sheets, and my clothes were scattered about the floor like they’d been tossed aside. I felt sore, achy, as though I’d had a hard day at the gym, and my body felt clammy with dried sweat. I grabbed a pair of sweatpants and an old t-shirt, slipping them on before leaving my room, then padded barefoot through to the kitchen.

It wasn’t like me to sleep naked. Why…

And then memories began to surface, glimpses of the night before.

I’d been fed up after work, had headed to the bar to drink and eat and read and… I’d met Honey. The thought of her, the memory, made me smirk and blush.

As I set about brewing coffee I picked at the memory of the bar, Honey, drinking with her, flirting. It felt so unlike me to get drunk like that, to flirt with a girl, let alone a woman as hot as Honey.

It had felt like a wild change of character, something exciting and daring. It was what I’d needed but not known.

I couldn’t help but bask in the memory of it all as I poured myself coffee, sipping it. We’d left the bar together and come back to mine. I’d never done anything like that. She’d been ravenous for me, wild, and that had felt… amazing.

A shiver ran up my spine as more memories surged, her kisses, her hands, her body, her mouth. I remembered how she’d taken me between her lips, sucking, almost frenzied. I could still almost feel her.

I felt my cock twitch, throbbing.

My memories came to an end though with me cumming into her mouth, her swallowing. I had glimpses of her undressing, wanting more, but I must have fallen asleep. I could have kicked myself.

I was such an idiot for drinking too much. I’d squandered my one chance with the hottest woman I’d ever met. If I hadn’t fallen asleep who knew what might have happened.

I’d awoken alone so clearly Honey had just decided I wasn’t that much fun and had left. I wondered when she’d left. Had she stayed for a while trying to wake me to have more fun? Had she stormed out, annoyed at my lack of stamina and enthusiasm?

I felt a weight in my gut, disappointed in myself. I finished my coffee and tried to be kinder to myself.

If I could do it once I could do it again, maybe. Right?

Honey had been hot, but there were other hot women out there. Maybe I wasn’t as useless as I thought I was. Thinking about that made me feel better. Maybe Julianne leaving me wasn’t the end of the world.

I forced myself to smile, finished my coffee, then headed to the bathroom to shower. I needed to clean up.

As I moved my body felt… different. I dismissed it though. It was probably just an ache from sleeping funny or drinking too much. It wasn’t anything to worry about.
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I realised the moment I stepped into the shower that it was more than just sleeping funny.

As I stood under the flowing water something was off, different, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. It was like I was puffy, swollen, and my skin felt raw and sensitive.

Did I have a rash? Was I ill?

I had a sudden panic. What if I’d caught something off Honey?

I’d never done anything like that before. Julianne and I had both been each other’s firsts. I’d never had to think about things like infections or anything else.

Yet, as I washed, I could feel that something about me had changed. It was too subtle to be able to pick out. There was no rash, no obvious symptoms, but I could feel something in my body.

I examined myself as I washed, cleaning off last night’s sweat, the traces of cum and spit off my cock. I found nothing to be worried about, which helped ease my panic, but still, something in the back of my head felt alert and I couldn’t work out why.

I just felt… changed. Like something in me was altered in some strange way.

As I stepped out of the shower, drying off, I looked in the bathroom mirror, looking my face over. I looked a little tired, eyes puffy, and I felt the same niggling sense of something different.

It was like… like I was seeing myself through a veil or a curtain. Like my features were just ever so subtly rearranged. But that was impossible, right?

No disease or infection could cause something like that, could it? A rash would have been something concrete, or an itch, maybe a reaction, but no disease on earth could change someone's face. Right?

Still, I couldn’t quite shake the feeling, couldn’t quite get over the sense that something was wrong. I knew it was probably me being paranoid, was probably just me being hungover, the emotional fallout of me doing something so wild and out of character for me, but I couldn’t quite dismiss it.

At the least, I worried I might have caught a cold or the flu from the bar. That wasn’t that unreasonable to worry about. Maybe the first sign of fever on top of being hung over was making me slightly delirious.

I decided to be extra cautious and sensible, so after my shower, I got dressed and headed out. I wasn’t sure what I needed, what would help, but I figured I could find something that could do me some good. Plus, if it was just a symptom of my hangover and my wild night, then some fresh air and a walk would do me good.

I headed downtown, walking, going slowly since I was still sore and aching despite the coffee and shower. It felt almost like I’d run several marathons.

Yet, almost immediately I felt better too. Being outside, taking in the sun, being around people, was calming. I was able to reassure myself that I was almost certainly being paranoid, that I was just experiencing the emotional fallout of the breakup, losing Julianne, getting drunk, doing something wild and out of character.

But… why shouldn’t I have fun? Honey had come on to me. She’d flirted with me, had wanted me, so why shouldn’t I have said yes? Again memories of the night before surged, almost brighter than before. I felt my body throb, responding, arousal.

I could picture Honey, her face, her body, her clothes, her heels. I could almost feel her, smell her, the warmth, the softness. She’d been like a wild animal, sensual and brazen. I’d never encountered anyone like her. Something about her had been almost intoxicating.

I smiled, grinning to myself as I walked, remembering details, the way she’d tasted, the way she’d felt. I shivered. By the time I arrived where I was going, the busier shopping district downtown, I was feeling mostly better. I’d managed to reassure myself I had probably imagined it all, that it was all just a symptom of my hangover and my excess the night before, that it would pass.

Yet, there was still something there. There was something wrong about the way I felt, the way I walked. It was more than the ache, the headache, but it… it didn’t feel bad.

Beyond the niggling fear, it felt nice, almost comforting, a warm feeling. I was smiling, happy, a spring in my step I’d not had in ages.

The morning air smelled sweeter than usual and the day felt brighter. Despite my worry and paranoia, I felt… good.

I decided I’d still try to find something to make me feel better, maybe a body lotion or cream, medication for flu or fever, something to ease the symptoms of my hangover, but that I’d also treat myself.

I’d done something brave the night before, something new and wild. I’d been stuck in a rut since Julianne had left, not sure what to do, so I wanted to embrace the momentum, not fall back into old habits, dwell on possible negatives.

I’d flirted with the hottest woman I’d ever met, had been successful, and she’d made out with me, had sucked my cock. I should cherish that fact, celebrate it, reward myself.

I wanted to break out of my shell, move on, and I needed to fully integrate the fact that I’d taken my first step on that path. My first massive step.

So I decided I would grab myself a good lunch and then maybe do some shopping.

I never went shopping, never bought myself anything nice. Julianne used to drag me out to get new clothes, forcing me to buy things for myself. The whole experience was just boring and depressing so I avoided it.

But maybe it was time I started taking better care of myself. After the night before I could feel a newfound desire to look good, to be attractive.

I’d enjoyed the night with Honey. I wanted more fun times like that. Maybe putting a bit more effort into myself wouldn’t be so bad.

As I walked past shops I looked into the windows at the various outfits—shirts, jeans, suits, all of them fairly ordinary and drab, while the dresses, skirts, heels, the lingerie were all so exciting and titillating. I smiled, a buzzing at the back of my head.

It was like being hungry, like craving a good meal, but it wasn’t food I wanted. I wasn’t sure what it was I wanted, but I felt like something in me was waking up and making its appetite known.

First though was something to make my body feel better, then food. Painkillers, coffee, lunch. Then I could shop.


Three

The whole experience of shopping was a bit of a daze. It was almost like something else took over, like my body was being piloted.

I arrived home exhausted with little memory of what I’d done, where I’d been, what I’d bought. The whole experience had just been a whirlwind of bustling and shopping and paying. Maybe I really was ill if I couldn’t really remember what I’d done only a few hours before?

Yet I didn’t feel ill any more. If anything I felt better than I’d felt in a long time.

It was only as I stepped into my apartment, closing the door behind me, that the daze began to clear. As I looked down at all the bags I was holding I frowned.

How much had I spent? This wasn’t like me at all.

“What…” I muttered, confused.

I remembered buying a new shower gel to help ease my sensitive skin, and a moisturiser, since I never used one and I felt like maybe that would help, and then I’d got lunch, a light salad, which was not my usual, but I’d felt like I wanted something healthy.

After that, I grabbed a coffee and headed to the shops. I’d wanted to buy myself something nice, something attractive. I’d wanted to feel good.

I could remember the sense of resolve, the desire to remake myself, to take action, to change. It was like I had felt a fire lit in me, a bright spark that I wanted to embrace. I’d entered the first shop, which had been crowded, and… something had come over me. It’s like I’d slipped into autopilot.

Only… there was nothing automatic about it. Shopping had never come naturally to me. It had always been a struggle, had always been tedious. I had wanted to do something different.

That was the whole point. After the night before I’d felt like I wanted to maintain momentum, to push myself, and going out and doing some shopping was exactly the sort of thing that would help me keep that momentum. I’d had ideas, had plans. My head had been buzzing and I’d been excited by the possibilities.

Yet, there’d been a nervousness too, an anxiety. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, what I wanted to buy. I just knew that I wanted new clothes, that I wanted things to wear that I’d feel good in, that would make me feel attractive, sexy.

I’d set out with intention, purpose, but… I remembered none of it. What had happened? Was I that ill?

I shook my head, thoughts clearing, and moved through to my bedroom to look at the contents of all the bags I’d bought. I picked the first one out and emptied the contents onto the bed. Items of clothing fell out, underwear, the paper receipt. I stared at it all, shocked by what I saw.

“What…”

I had no words. It had to be a mistake. It had to be, right? I had gone and bought something and they’d given me the wrong bag. That had to be it. Right?

Why couldn’t I remember?

I looked at the underwear on the bed, the lingerie, black panties, bras, stockings, lace and silk. The short skirt, the tiny top. It was the kind of clothing girls wore, women.

And not just any women. It was the kind of clothing women like Honey wore.

I felt a shiver run up my spine, a tightness in my chest, a fluttering in my belly. It was like… like part of me was excited by the clothes, like part of me was drawn to them.

I shook my head. It had to be a mistake.

I grabbed the next bag, upturned it, emptied it, sure that it would confirm that the first bag was a mistake. Yet… it was more of the same. It was lingerie, women’s clothing—sensual, sexual, revealing clothing, tight and brazen and bold—clothing like I could imagine someone like Honey wearing.

I stared at it all, shocked, not sure what was happening. Maybe two mistakes?

I grabbed the next bag, emptied it, but it was more of the same. I grabbed the next, then the next, and the next, but each time it was the same thing. Lingerie, clothes, even heels and makeup, accessories. It was like the haul a woman would bring back from a shopping trip, not a man.

Maybe if I’d been buying a gift…

Maybe that was it? Maybe I’d fallen into some kind of trance? Maybe I’d been thinking about Honey, about what she’d wear? Maybe… maybe she’d done something to my brain?

I had a chill run through me.

What if she’d hypnotised me into buying clothes for her as a gift? Was that possible?

I frowned.

That didn’t feel right. For a start, if that were the case, why did I still have them? Surely I’d have dropped them off where she’d instructed me to before coming home, right? And wouldn’t just making me give her money make more sense?

As I talked to myself I calmed down. It was probably just me daydreaming. That was all.

I was probably thinking about Honey, the evening, and my hangover had meant I’d gone into a sort of autopilot. Maybe I’d been daydreaming about buying her gifts? Or I’d ended up sleepwalking almost, shopping for some imaginary girlfriend, buying them the kind of clothes and underwear I’d like to see them in?

The story I told myself made sense. Looking at the clothes I couldn’t help but feel drawn to them. They were exactly the kind of thing I’d always wanted to see Julianne wear. It was the kind of thing I could imagine Honey wearing.

Maybe that’s all it was? I was hungover and tired. I’d ended up daydreaming, almost sleepwalking, and had bought clothes as part of some internal fantasy rather than because I’d been hypnotised or something equally unlikely. It was easily explainable, even if it was strange.

I stared at the clothes, feeling my heart race. It was all so… lurid.

Black lingerie, pink, white, red. So much more daring than my underwear. The kind of sexy items a hot woman would wear on a hot date. Stockings, suspenders, heels.

I stared at the skimpy dresses, tight fitting, the skirts, the tops, the bright makeup, the earrings, necklaces, all of it. It felt strange seeing it all laid out on my bed.

Something about the sight of it made my chest feel constricted, belly fizzing with a nervous energy. I could almost feel something clawing at the back of my head like a cat scratching to be let out of a box.

“At least I still have the receipts.” I said to myself. “I can just take it all back tomorrow. Get my money back. Buy something for myself.”

I smiled at that, reassuring myself. Sure it was strange, but it was easily fixed. With that thought in mind, I put everything back in the bags it had come out of, sorting through the items.

Just touching them all, the smooth material, silky, sensual, soft, sent a shiver down my spine. I could feel my spine prickling.

Only once everything was packed away was I able to fully relax, yet there was still something bubbling in me, my body sore from the night before and walking so much during the day. I had just the solution though.

My new shower gel, bought specifically to help sore, sensitive skin. A good shower, some food. Maybe try out my new body moisturiser. That would do me good.

I could return the clothes tomorrow.
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Yet, something about it all sat in the back of my head, ticking away, demanding my attention. I could feel the cat in the box scratching.

It didn’t help either that showering was not the distraction I thought it was going to be.

“What the hell…”

As I looked down at my body I couldn’t quite believe what I was seeing. It was impossible, right? Only the evidence was there in front of me. Not only that but I could feel it too.

My skin was smooth.

I’d noticed it when I’d started washing, something unusual about how my skin felt. Not only how it felt to touch, but how it felt to be touched. It was only when I’d looked, scared I was going to find some kind of rash, that I noticed I was hairless.

I was utterly hairless.

At first, I thought it was just my thighs, since that’s where I’d felt it, but when I checked it was everywhere. My legs, arms, chest, belly, armpits… everywhere. Even around my cock, and my butt. My body hair was just gone.

When had it happened? How? Was it some kind of joke Honey was playing on me?

Was that what it all was?

I began to panic again. Was it just some prank planned out by Julianne to get back at me for something? Had she hired Honey?

But that didn’t seem right. I’d not spoken to Julianne for months and she was the one who’d left me. And Honey… she’d seemed into me. Her enthusiasm and desire had confused me since I wasn’t used to any women flirting with me really, let alone women as hot as her, but she had seemed genuinely enthusiastic.

Just remembering it made my body throb. I smiled, shaking my head.

Maybe it was just her getting back at me for falling asleep, something as simple as annoyance for me not satisfying her after she’d given me the best blowjob of my life. But… that didn’t feel right either. There was something strange going on that I couldn’t put my finger on, yet at the same time, I couldn’t find the motivation to be that worried about it, which bothered me.

It was just hair, right? It would grow back. It was just body hair.

As I stepped out of the shower I grabbed a towel and dried off. My body felt so sensitive and pleasant, a pleasing side effect of having no body hair. I’d convinced myself it was just a temporary thing, nothing to worry about.

It wasn’t until I looked in the mirror that my resolve crumbled.

My face was different.

It was subtle, but I couldn’t deny it. In the morning I’d thought I’d seen something but had dismissed it. After the body hair, I couldn’t dismiss it any more.

My face looked… thinner, with sharper cheekbones. My eyes looked larger, brighter, dark long lashes. My nose looked thinner, my jaw slimmer, and my lips… my lips were full, soft, almost pouty.

I blinked, staring at my reflection. I looked like me, but different. It was subtle but I couldn’t deny it any more. And… had my hair grown longer?

I’d not cut my hair in months, since Julianne had left me, so it had grown out a bit, but it looked almost like it had grown several inches, and the normally sandy, muddy blonde had gotten lighter and brighter.

I giggled as I stared at myself. I giggled.

I looked changed. There was no denying it. I felt changed too.

Being confronted with it things seemed to clarify and I felt something fluttering in the back of my head. Like a switch going on, or off.

I knew I should have been horrified but I was just… confused, and oddly flustered. I looked almost cute, almost pretty. I’d always considered myself unexceptional but now I looked good.

My smile widened and I shifted, examining myself, checking myself over. It wasn’t just my face or my body hair.

There were changes to my body too. Subtle changes, but very real.

My waist was slimmer, my body smaller, but in other places, it looked almost swollen. My hips looked wider, thighs thicker, and my ass was almost juicy. It was my chest though that caught my attention.

My nipples were bigger, puffy, swollen, and my chest was fuller, almost like… almost like I had tiny tits. That couldn’t be though. It had to be a side effect of the painkillers, or drinking too much, or… something, right?

Yet I knew in the back of my head it was more than that. I could feel it, but the thing that was most frightening, was how I felt about it.

I didn’t mind. In some ways I quite liked it. In some ways it made me feel good.

I stared at myself, my reflection, the person I was becoming, and felt a surge of calm, like something taking over me, and at the same time, I felt something new growing inside of me, like hunger, a need.

What was it? What was I hungry for?

And then my mind went to the bedroom, the clothes I’d bought, and things suddenly made a lot more sense. It was all impossible, obviously, but it made sense. I felt the scratching at the back of my head get more insistent, demanding, and I could feel walls inside me crumbling.
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It was like I couldn’t control myself, but at the same time, I could.

While I’d been showering, checking myself out, the bags I’d brought home had been in the back of my head, the thought of them pestering me. It wasn’t until something shifted inside me as I looked at my reflection that I understood, that I acted.

It was like the cat that had been clawing to get out was finally free, and it was telling me what it wanted. I felt like I had little choice but to give in.

Or maybe I did have a choice but I didn’t want to admit it. Maybe what the cat wanted sounded like too much fun.

It was like the part of me that had taken Honey home and had fun with her had mutated and transformed into something larger and more demanding. Before I knew it I was grabbing one of the bags and emptying out the contents.

I grabbed a pair of stockings, a suspender belt, panties, a bra, and I began to get dressed. In that moment it all made sense. It was like a craving, like indulging in chocolate after dieting for weeks. It was like sating a deep need.

I slipped the stockings on, the suspender belt, then slipped on the panties, the bra. The entire outfit was black, lace and silk, sexy and feminine, and it felt like a caress on my skin. I could feel my heart racing, body throbbing.

I pulled on a pair of heels to finish the outfit off, then turned to totter to my bedroom mirror, the full-length mirror Julianne had left behind. I could feel my heart almost trembling, uncertain.

Why was I doing what I was doing? What did it all mean? It was like I was in my body but like there was something else in my body too, something new and eager, or… no, that wasn’t quite right.

It wasn’t something new. It was something familiar, deep, primal, but it was stronger than I’d ever known it. It was instinct and want, hunger, unfamiliar but part of me. What was happening to me?

Yet, as I stepped out in front of the mirror all thoughts left my head. All the questions vanished.

I was stunning.

I could no longer even pretend that changes were subtle. Something was happening to me. Something strange and unfamiliar and terrifying.

Yet I wasn’t terrified. I was excited.

In the lingerie, I looked sexy, pretty. There were no other words for it.

I looked… hot. I looked feminine. I looked… amazing.

And I felt amazing.

I moved, a little unsteady in the heels, though I was getting the hang of them quickly, instincts kicking in, almost like some part of me deep down knew how to walk in heels, knew how to move in them to make my hips sway, make my ass jiggle. I shifted, posing, and looked myself over.

The stockings and suspenders, the panties, even the bra… they emphasised the new curves of my body, the smoothness of my flesh. My hips were wide, my ass round, and my waist was trim.

With the heels on my posture was subtly altered too so that I stood in a way that made my ass stick out more, my shoulders back and that… that made my chest stick out. Made it clear that I had small, perky, tits.

I was changing. I was becoming something new and I knew it was impossible, but I could see the evidence in front of me.

I was hot, sexy, pretty, perhaps even beautiful. With my subtly altered face, I looked like a woman. Big eyes, pouty lips. I looked brazen, dazzling, like… like Honey.

Had she done this? How? What was happening to me?

The thought that I was becoming like her made my head spin. She was the epitome of hot, sexy bimbo. The kind of woman I’d always been drawn to but always too scared to even look at. Was I going to end up looking like her?

How was she doing it to me?

But, as I stared into the mirror, I realised I didn’t care. Not in that moment.

I was too turned on to care. I was hot, sexy, pretty, and the joy I was feeling was making me horny. My cock was hard, throbbing, and I couldn’t help but giggle.

I wanted pleasure. I was desperate for it. I felt… ravenous.

Without thinking I reached down, staring at my reflection, and I began to touch myself. I began to tease myself, stroking my cock through my panties.

The image of it was lurid, hot, exciting. A pretty girl teasing herself through her panties. Only the girl was me, dressed in skimpy lingerie, body smooth.

My head spun, like I was lost in a fog of my own arousal, my own need. I felt so much more sensitive, the pleasure hot and pulsing, filling me.

I moaned, unable to contain it, and even my voice seemed changed. It was all so impossible, so unreal, but that only added to the pleasure of it. It was like being lost in a dream, like I’d fallen down the rabbit hole and was being carried away on some crazy, impossible adventure. I felt my heart thundering and I stroked harder and faster.

I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I craved it more than I’d ever craved it before.

I wanted to cum…

I worked my cock, teasing, close. I stared at the pretty girl in the mirror, dressed in sexy lingerie.

I was so close. I was so close to cumming, but… the release never came. I couldn’t tip over the peak. The pleasure kept coming in waves, but I wasn’t able to get release.

What was wrong with me? Was it related to what was happening to me? Was I unable to cum?

I tried harder, desperate, but it was no good. I couldn’t cum.

Frustrated, tired, irritable, I stopped and collapsed onto my bed. I was hornier than I’d ever been and there was nothing I could do about it.


Four

As I stepped into the shop I could feel myself shaking, my heart racing. I’d never done anything like it before and didn’t know what to expect.

I still couldn’t quite believe what I was doing, that I was really going through with the strange plan in my head. It wasn’t like me, it wasn’t normal.

But then… wasn’t that part of the appeal? It wasn’t normal. Nothing about what I was going through was normal. Nothing had been normal since I’d met Honey at the bar, and if I was being honest I didn’t want things to be normal.

Normal was Julianne leaving me because she was bored of me. It was me working a stressful job and not having any energy left for anything else. It was me feeling like I was stuck in a dead-end, wasting time, not sure what to do with myself, lacking confidence, feeling trapped and miserable.

Normal was the problem. I wanted something different. I wanted something… wild.

It was why I’d said yes to Honey in the first place, why I’d bought her a drink, why I’d chatted with her. Normal was me never talking to a woman like her, never feeling brave enough.

She’d come over to me though and broken the spell of normal. She’d brought chaos and excitement into my life and… I’d said yes.

When she’d ask to come back to my apartment I’d said yes. When she’d kissed me, touched me, got on her knees I’d said yes. That was all I was doing… saying yes to what was happening.

The only problem was I didn’t know exactly what was happening. It all seemed wild and impossible, but I couldn’t deny the reality of it. I could see the reality of it every time I looked in the mirror. I could feel the reality of it, in my body, the way I’d changed, the new instincts and demands in me, the fact that I wasn’t able to cum, the fact that my body was almost speaking to me…

That was why I’d come to the shop.

The night before no matter what I’d tried I’d not been able to cum. I’d collapsed, frustrated, not sure what I was going to do. My body was changing, my appearance, the way it felt, was changing. And… why had I bought all those sexy, feminine clothes, the heels and the underwear?

It was like something was growing in me, taking me over. Part of me felt like I should fight it, struggle against it, but the truth was I didn’t want to. After what had happened when I’d been out shopping, buying all those clothes, the lingerie, heels, even the makeup, I was curious about what my new instincts wanted.

What was happening to me? Who was I becoming? What was I becoming?

It all felt thrilling and strange and wild and… wasn’t that what I’d been longing for deep down while I’d been sitting in the bar, miserable, despondent? Isn’t it what I’d been hoping for?

As the door to the adult store swung shut behind me I stepped further in, not sure what to expect. I’d never been anywhere like it before. Julianne and I had been quite conservative and demure in the bedroom. I’d never even thought about visiting somewhere like it before.

But now… now it was like something in me knew what it wanted, like it knew what I needed. I hadn’t been able to cum the night before and I wanted to, badly. It was a need, a hunger. My body was changing and with it was coming a desperate need to cum.

I had tried, hard, but hadn’t been able to get to release. It was only after a fitful night’s sleep that I had the solution. I needed a toy to help me.

I felt my cheeks turning pink as I stepped into the store, looking around. It was quiet, only one other customer and a young woman behind the counter, tattoos and piercings. She glanced at me and smiled, a subtle nod.

That was all.

Part of me wondered if she could tell I was wearing panties, stockings, a bra. Why was I wearing all of that?

When I’d gotten dressed I hadn’t been able to stop myself. The thought of wearing my normal underwear made me feel… wrong. Part of me had even wanted to wear my new clothes, a dress or a skirt, heels, but I hadn’t felt brave enough. I had figured people would stare, would notice, that I’d look wrong.

So I’d dressed in lingerie but wore my boring old clothes over the top. It was only as I was wandering to the adult store that I caught sight of my reflection and realised…

I’d changed further overnight. I’d gotten prettier, curvier, slimmer and smaller. My hair had grown, my face had altered, and I looked… I looked cute.

I looked like a girl. Like a woman. I looked like a hot woman dressed in men’s clothes, like I was wearing my boyfriend's clothes or something.

I knew the sight should have sent a shudder up my spine, should have scared me, but it was like I couldn’t think clearly. I was too horny. If only I could cum I could work out what was going on. If I could do that I could work out how to fix what was going on.

And that was why I was in the adult store.
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I kept my head down as I made my way to the back of the store, walked past kinky BDSM toys for spanking and tying people up, outfits, racks of porn. I could feel my face burning with shame but also arousal.

I headed right back to the part of the store dedicated to toys. My body knew what it needed and who was I to deny it?

My body wanted cock. I needed a toy, a dildo, something to play with myself. I knew that would help.

It was like knowing what you wanted to eat when you were hungry. I was, in many ways, hungry, but not for food, and I knew what it was that would satisfy me.

As I browsed the various dildos I was almost mesmerised by the various colours, sizes, shapes. I’d figured they would all be similar, based on a human cock, similar in size to my cock, but I was wrong.

Some were basic in shape, almost minimal in design, aesthetically pleasing, small and bold colours. Others were more human, both in shape and colour, though these came in various sizes from small to large, thick shafts ribbed with veins, balls at the base, the length and girth of the largest intimidating. Others still were inhuman, based on monsters, creatures from stories and myths, aliens and demons and dragons, or were based on various animals.

The thought of those made my body flutter, something obscene and thrilling about them. Yet, I knew I wasn’t brave enough for anything like that. Not yet anyway.

I turned my attention to the human-shaped ones. Those appealed the most. They looked like real cocks, thick, long, prominent heads, veins. I felt my heart racing.

I didn’t dare look around. What if people were watching me? What were they thinking?

I had been worried people would see a man buying a dildo and think it strange, but after my walk, seeing my reflection I knew what they’d see.

They’d see a girl, out shopping for a new toy. Would they think me a slut? Why did that excite me?

I knew I should have been bothered by the changes, the fact that I was suddenly so feminine. It should it should have freaked me out. Such things weren’t possible, were they?

But I couldn’t focus on anything other than the thought of cumming, on the need in me that was getting worse. That was why I needed a toy. I knew that would help. If I could fuck myself then I’d be able to cum.

I felt my body tremble with that thought.

I was going to fuck myself. I was going to fuck myself so I could cum.

My whole body throbbed. I’d never even considered it before. The entire time I’d been with Julianne our sex life had been ordinary. It had been fun of course, but it was utterly ordinary. Now though… Honey had been like a fire that had scorched my life to the ground. She’d swept in like a hurricane, had led me down a path I’d never considered, and now everything was different, changing.

It wasn’t just my body, it was inside too, my heart, my mind, my soul. I could feel the change, like flowers blooming in spring. It was like I was blooming.

My gaze settled on one, relatively average in size, neither too big nor too small, thick, with a prominent head and a shaft ribbed with veins. As I picked up the package I felt a surge of excitement and arousal, nervousness. Part of me wanted to put it back, walk away, but… I couldn’t.

The other part of me wouldn’t let me put it down. I needed release, needed to cum. Whatever was happening to me had made me incredibly horny and desperate and I just needed to cum. I knew after that I’d be able to think clearly.

After that, I’d be able to work out what was happening and figure out how to fix it. If I wanted to…

That thought struck me. Of course, I wanted to fix what was happening, right? My body changing, the way I looked, I wanted to fix that, didn’t I? Whatever was happening to me I wanted to undo it, didn’t I?

Yet, as I stood in the adult store with a fake cock in my hand, I wasn’t sure.

I giggled. I just needed to cum. That could clear my head. After that, everything would be easier.

With that in mind, I carried my new toy to the front desk. As I made my way through the store I realised I needed something else though too. Lubricant.

That thought made me blush, reminding me exactly what I was going to do with my new toy. As I carried both items up to the front desk I couldn’t look the woman serving me in the eye.
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I arrived home and couldn’t contain myself. I hurried through to my room, unable to contain my excitement and desperation, and practically tore open the package my new toy came in.

I was still feeling the rush of emotions from buying it, the intoxicating mix of shame and arousal, the flustered giddiness, but there was more there too. The entire journey home I’d been thinking about it, fantasising, daydreaming. I couldn’t help it. I got to the point where I could almost feel the cock already, inside me, teasing me, fucking me.

My cock was throbbing inside my panties, body yearning.

I undressed quickly, tossing my ugly old boy clothes to the side, but remained in my lingerie. I couldn’t help but pause to take a look at myself in the mirror.

I still wasn’t quite able to believe what I saw. My reflection was that of a young, pretty, sexy woman. I was beautiful in many ways, and my body was even curvier and fuller than the day before.

My waist was thin, hips wide, and my ass had gotten fatter, thighs thicker. My hair had grown longer, blonder, and my lips were pouty and wet. Yet, it was my chest that was the biggest difference.

The day before my nipples had been noticeably larger, fatter, and my chest had been puffy. Now though… now I had tits. I had small, handful tits. They’d been hidden under my baggy t-shirt, a t-shirt that was now even baggier thanks to my smaller frame, but now I was undressed, in just my bra, I couldn’t help but stare.

I reached up to feel the weight and swell of them, squeezing. I moaned, softly, a thrill of pleasure racing through me. My body had never felt so sensitive, so pleasurable. I wanted more.

And I was going to get more. With a naughty thought in my head, I moved to grab my toy and the bottle of lube and I stepped back in front of the mirror, then I lowered myself down to a kneeling position, staring at myself.

The sight was hot, exciting, a pretty young woman on her knees in just sexy lingerie. I couldn’t get over how sexy I looked, how brazen and wanton. I felt my cock throb.

I looked… I looked a little bit like Honey. Not as full-figured, not as outrageously sexual, but that was the best comparison. There was something slutty and slightly bimbo-like about my appearance and I found that I liked it.

I’d never thought of myself as sexy before, as hot, but seeing the girl in the mirror there was no other way to describe my new body. I was hot.

I shifted, staring at myself, and I took a moment to really study and feel my new figure. My face was dazzling, features refined, eyes large and bright, lashes dark, lips luscious. My hair was long, blonde, wavy. I wondered what I’d look like with makeup. Could I ever be as slutty and hot as Honey? Why did that thought appeal?

And then there was my body. My frame had gotten smaller, thinner, petite, all while some parts had grown. My hips were wide now, ass round and perky. My thighs were thick, smooth, and my tits jiggled as I moved, small but very prominent.

I was… I was a woman. I’d become a woman. A very horny woman.

I knew I should try to fix what was happening, work out how, why, what, but first I needed to cum.

As I let my hands roam my body, exploring my curves, my figure, the softness. I groped my tits, my ass, and I felt my arousal grow, felt my cock throb and harden.

I moaned, softly. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum.

Feeling my body warming up I shifted and reached out to grab the toy next to me. My fingers wrapped the girth and I realised my hand was smaller, dainty, pretty. There was something exciting about how small it looked wrapped around the fake cock. In my mind, I almost imagined my toy was real.

It was like something was coming over me, like a spell was cast on me. The sight and the feel of the fake cock excited me, made my body hot. I stared at it, stroking, feeling my cock getting harder, my mouth wetter. I had… cravings.

I could feel my need growing more desperate. Not able to contain it I shifted, picking the toy up, and I turned to face the mirror. Watching my reflection out of the corner of my eye I picked up the lube and opened it, poured a generous dollop over the head of the fake cock.

Almost immediately my hand became slippery, working slick up and down the thick shaft. There was something so visceral and thrilling about the wetness. My cock throbbed, my ass quivering.

I was going to fuck myself. I was going to get fucked by the lifelike cock in my hand.

I shifted, reaching down with my other hand, and I pulled my panties to the side, releasing my crack, my hole, leaving my hard cock still hidden in my panties.

I stared at my reflection, the hot girl in the mirror, and, as I watched, I moved the toy to beneath me, gripping it. I giggled, blushing, and as I watched I lowered myself down.

I felt the thick, slick head run along my crack, teasing at my entrance. I’d never done anything like it before, had never even thought about it, but it was like… it was like it came naturally, almost as naturally as breathing. My body knew what it wanted and all I had to do was give in to the pleasure, give in to the instincts.

I bit my bottom lip, whimpering. The tip pressed in, teasing me open. I felt a swell of pleasure so intense that for a moment it was like my mind went blank.

“Fuck…”

My voice… my voice sounded soft, feminine, wanton. I sounded almost like a slutty pornstar.

I couldn’t stop myself. I lowered my weight down, watching the girl in the mirror, sexy in her lingerie, pretty, a fake cock between her legs.

Her body was lush and full, so hot, and… it was my body. I was her.

I moaned, grinning, and felt the tip of the toy penetrate my ass.

Pleasure ran up and down my spine, focused on my tight hole. I’d expected pain, resistance, but there was none. It was like my ass was made for pleasure, made to be fucked. Was that possible? So much about me had changed. Had my hole been changed too? Made into a tight fuck-hole?

The thought should have appalled me but it excited me. The idea that my ass was now made for pleasure, made to be fucked. What was happening to me?

I was changing. My body was becoming feminine, sexy, slutty, and my body was becoming shaped for pleasure and sex.

I giggled, blushing, as I sank down further. The tip of the fake cock stretched me open, easing into my ass, and I felt it filling me. I took more, letting it sink deeper, slippery, splitting me open, gaping my hole.

The pleasure was indescribable, something new and vast and wild. It filled me, taking over. Without thinking I took more, forcing my weight down to take more of the fake cock inside my ass.

Pleasure swelled, filling me.

I sank down, sitting, staring at the slutty girl in the mirror, fucking herself. I smiled knowing that I was her. It was like something out of my wildest dream, a forbidden fantasy. Only… it was real.

I was a hot girl, dressed in lingerie, fucking herself. The sight of it, the sound of my moans, the sensations… it was all so real.

I sank down taking the whole toy inside my ass, deep, filling me, and I squirmed, clenching. My cock was hard, throbbing, pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

I squirmed, clenching my hole, and the pleasure filled me. I let my hands roam my body, caressing, groping, squeezing. It felt amazing, soft and sensitive and sensual. I squeezed my ass, tits, wondered what it would feel like to be touched.

I imagined hands on me, a real cock inside me, riding it. I watched my reflection, riding the cock, touching herself. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, the hottest thing I’d ever felt.

My life had changed. Wasn’t that what I’d wanted? Change?

I rose up, letting the cock slip out, then pressed down again. I began to ride it, fucking myself. I watched my reflection, working her ass up and down on the cock.

Her ass. The word sank see. There was no other way to look at it. The way I looked and felt… I was her.

I fucked myself, riding, faster and harder, the toy slipping in and out of my tight, slick hole, my fuck-hole.

I felt slutty, brazen, hot. The pleasure swelled, filling me. I fucked up and down with enthusiasm and abandon. My cock throbbed, harder than it had ever been. It was more pleasure than I had ever thought possible. I was so close. I just needed to cum. I needed to cum…

Only… I couldn’t. I was so close, but no matter what I did, how hard or deep I worked the toy, it wasn’t enough. It was more pleasure than I’d ever experienced, but it wasn’t enough to make me cum. My cock was so hard it hurt, my body trembling.

I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I needed…

It wasn’t enough. No matter what I did it wasn’t enough.

I watched the hot girl in the mirror give up, frustrated, taking the cock deep, squirming on it, desperate, hot, sexy. Maybe I needed a bigger toy? One of the strange alien-shaped ones? Something different? Longer, thicker?

Fucking my ass felt amazing. Maybe I just needed more?

I was confused, so horny I could barely think. I didn’t know what was happening to me or what to do.

And then… my phone rang.


Five

I couldn’t stop pacing. I was nervous, anxious, but also excited, and that combined with how horny I was meant I couldn’t sit still.

There was too much on my mind, too much going on. I was waiting, waiting for…

There was a knock at the front door and I almost ran to answer it, stumbling slightly in my hurry. I’d slipped my heels off but I still had on my lingerie, stockings, suspenders, panties, bra, but wore a simple robe over it all.

As I reached up to unlock the door I was struck by how different the world felt now I was smaller, shorter and thinner, petite, slim, slight. I worried slightly about facing the person on the other side of the door, about them seeing me, their reaction, but… they understood.

Out of everyone I knew they understood, because they had told me on the phone that they understood. And they were coming to explain it all to me.

I opened the door to find Honey standing there, looking as gorgeous and as sexy as ever. She broke into a wide smile and stepped in, dropping the bag she’d been carrying before hugging me, tightly, with surprising force. Was she stronger or was it just that I was now weaker, more feminine.

She hugged me for a while, holding me tight, then pulled back, looked me up and down. Her smile widened.

“You look stunning.” She said. “I figured you’d be cute, but… wow. You are breathtaking. I can’t wait to see how you look when you’re all finished.”

My head was spinning. I couldn’t get over how attractive Honey looked.

In the bar, I’d been drunk when I’d met her but in that moment I was sober. She was dressed in a simple pink, floral summer dress with low heels on, her makeup subtle but alluring, her hair bright and bouncy.

Yet she could never be anything other than glamorous. Never be anything less than hot.

Her face was mesmerising, beautiful, with big eyes, full lips, and the way her summer dress clung to her figure, her wide hip, her round ass, her chest… her heaving, jiggling chest, the dress low cut to show off her cleavage, pale flesh.

The sight of her made me feel weak. I was so horny I could barely think.

I'd tried masturbating, had tried playing with my ass, had tried fucking myself, and though the pleasure had been intense I’d been able to achieve release. I’d not been able to cum.

I’d been desperate and then… Honey had called me.

I’d not known who was on the other end of the phone, hadn’t even remembered giving Honey my number. I thought I was never going to see her again.

But she’d called and she’d asked me a simple question.

“Has it begun?”

The question had been aimed, targeted. She knew. She knew what was going on with me.

We’d talked briefly on the phone, just long enough for her to confirm that my transformation had begun, and she’d refused to answer any questions.

“It’s easier in person.” She’d said. “It’s always easier in person.”

And with that she’d left me to wait for her arrival, waiting for her to arrive so she could explain what was happening to me.

Yet, as desperate as I was for the truth, I was also incredibly horny. I’d not been able to cum for days, despite my best efforts, and normally that would have been frustrating, but with my new body it was… it was agony.

It was like the transformation was deeper than flesh. Like tendrils of pleasure were seeping deep into my heart and mind, like… like I was being corrupted by my pleasure and need and want. Which meant standing in front of the sexiest woman I’d ever met, the woman who just days before had given me the best blowjob of my life, was agony.

And worse… she was a stark reminder of how much I’d changed. Only days before I’d stood tall over her, but now we were almost equal. It was like… like I was becoming more like her. Like I was becoming a woman like her.

I should have been horrified, terrified, but I was just excited, and horny. My body was desperate.

“How are you feeling?” Honey asked, smiling.

I smiled back.

“I… a little dizzy, but okay.” I said.

She chuckled at that.

“I can imagine. All those new feelings and sensations, all that lust and pleasure, and nothing to do with it, not quite understanding what’s going on. It’s a lot. I think you could do with an explanation. Yes?”

I nodded.

“Please.” I said.

“Shall we sit somewhere more comfortable?” Honey asked. “How about your bedroom. You can make us tea, and I’ll explain.”

I nodded again. The thought of Honey in my bedroom was very distracting after the last time she was there.
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I handed Honey her tea, sat down beside her with mine in hand. It was strange, sitting next to her, level. Before I had been taller, now we were almost the same height.

I could stop staring at her, admiring her. Was I going to look like her when I was done? Why did that excite me?

There was quiet for a moment. Honey sipped her tea.

“So, I think I owe you an explanation.” She said eventually.

I just nodded.

“You have been… you have been cursed. It is a kind of magic, and very old. I don’t know where it came from and I’m not sure anyone alive does. I don’t know how many of us there are but I know you and I are not the only ones afflicted with it.”

I stared at her for a moment, then laughed. It all sounded so impossible, but the truth was I was living proof of the reality of it. How could I continue to deny what was happening to me, what I’d seen and felt?

“So you did this to me?” I asked. “You cursed me?”

Honey smiled. She shook her head.

“It’s not that simple. I am not able to curse anyone. I was… I was cursed, like you were, years ago. I became Honey. I got the body you see in front of you. In the beginning, it felt like a curse but I came to realise it’s more than that. Maybe it started as a curse, a punishment, or maybe it was something else… I think curse is just an easy word to describe something complicated.”

Nothing was making sense. My head was throbbing. It was difficult to focus given how horny I felt.

“What do you mean by complicated?” I asked.

Honey smiled at me.

“It’s… it’s not simple like an infection or something, and it’s not something I choose either. I… I’ve fucked a lot of people since I changed. My life is so different now and it’s… it’s a lot more fun. In all the years I’ve been Honey you’re the first one who I’ve cursed. I didn’t even realise it at first but after you fell asleep I felt it. It was like… like a thread tying you and me together. I could feel that you and I were connected.”

I stared at Honey, blinking. She could feel… and then I realised I could feel it too. It was subtle, and I’d been going through so much since that night that I’d not had time to stop, but I could feel something almost tying me to her.

“What is it?” I asked.

She smiled.

“That’s the curse. The magic. It… it can’t be targetted, directed, aimed. It can’t be forced. There’s no way to choose or know. Or at least that’s what I was told. It’s… the curse finds its own way. I’ve fucked a lot of people as Honey and none of them have been afflicted. Only you. The curse needs… it needs a suitable host. It needs fertile ground to take root in. Someone with hidden desires. Someone who needs change, who is open to the gifts it offers. That’s how I look at it.” She said.

My head was spinning. Was I… was I fertile ground for some strange magic? Is that why this was all happening to me?

“Looking back at when I turned, where I was, who I was, it makes sense. At the time I was terrified and horrified by what was happening to me. I’m sure you can understand. It was… it was all so strange. Now though I realise it was what I needed. My life as Honey is better than any life I had before or might have had had I carried on as who I was. The curse saved me. Becoming Honey saved me. Yeah, I mean… my life is definitely an adventure now, but I like that. It was just… it was so boring before.” Honey said.

I was silent for a moment.

“So you think… you think I wanted this? At some level, I wanted all this?” I asked.

Honey shrugged.

“Maybe.” She said. “Or maybe you’re just open to it. I think it only goes to people who are open, those with hidden desires, wants, those who are lost. I think… I think that’s why I chose you Friday night. I needed to… I was horny, and I wanted to have fun, and I saw you and… I was just drawn to you. There was something about you. I’m not normally so certain about who I want, who I’m going to try to pick up, but with you, it was like… like something almost pulled me in. I think the curse was directing me. I think it wanted you, or maybe you were calling to it.”

I was still, my head was spinning.

“So… the curse wanted me?” I said.

Honey shrugged.

“I don’t know. I don’t know the rules. This is just what I think. I could feel it though, after I’d tasted you. I knew something was happening that hadn’t happened before. I… it’s why I called. I wanted to see if I was right and I figured if you had been afflicted then you’d need help. You’d be looking for answers.”

I did want answers, but everything Honey had told me just made the confusion worse.

“I… how does it work then?” I asked. “The curse I mean. Can we get rid of it? Are there rules? Do silver bullets kill me?”

Honey laughed.

“Silver bullets kill everyone.” She said. “But also normal bullets work on you too. You’re not a werewolf.”

I laughed at that, realising how foolish my question had been.

“But yes, there are rules. If you want I can explain?” She asked.

I nodded. Honey smiled.

“First though… I… I want to see if I’m right.” Honey said.

“About what?” I asked.

“About you. About the curse choosing you. I have suspicions and I want to test them. I think… I think you’re like me. That’s why it chose you. You might be scared, nervous, but I think part of you wants this. I think part of you has been searching for something like this. It’s why the curse chose you, it’s why I felt drawn towards you. This… this is what you want.”

I felt my cheeks turn pink.

“I…”

I was so horny. It was hard to think. My plan had been to cum, clear my head, then look for a way to undo it all, to find a cure or something. I… I didn’t want it. Did I?

“You’re not sure?” Honey said.

I shook my head. She smiled at me.

“Will you let me show you?” She asked.

I stared at her for a moment. My heart was racing, a fluttering in my belly, my head. Was what she said true?

What other explanation did I have for what was happening to me? It was all so impossible, so strange. What she had told me was the only thing that made sense.

And… I had been craving change. Something about what was happening to me did feel like the adventure I had been longing for, the break in my dreary routine life.

Maybe she was right?

I smiled, nodded.

“Show me then.” I said, not quite sure what to expect.
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Honey wasted no time. She told me to gather everything I’d bought and went off to fetch the bag she’d brought with her.

“How did you… how did you know I’d bought things?” I asked.

She smirked.

“I didn’t. I guess.” She said. “But you’ve just confirmed I was right. I just thought you were probably like me in my first few days after being cursed. Curious, confused, not quite sure what all your new instincts and desires and wants are, trying to make sense of it all.”

I nodded.

“Don’t worry.” She said. “That’s why I’m here to help. Plus… I can see the tights you’re wearing. They look new so that was a pretty good indicator.”

I blushed, smiled. As Honey left to gather her bag from the hall I moved to grab all the items I’d bought. Or rather, almost all.

I left the dildo hidden away.

When Honey returned with her bag she looked over the clothes and underwear and shoes and makeup I’d laid out. Her eyes widened. Her smile turned into a smirk.

“Someone is keen.” She said. “I like that.”

My blush deepened. Could it be she was right? Had the curse chosen me because I was fertile ground? Did I want this?

Did I want to become feminine, sexy, hot? Did I want to become a woman like Honey? Brazen and slutty and irresistible?

The thought stirred something in me. My old life was boring, drab, routine. The best thing in it had been Julianne and she’d left me. What else had I to look forward to?

Honey had been a singular moment. The exception to the rule. She had been the hottest and the most exciting thing to happen to me and… if I carried on with my life as it was what were the chances of a woman like her happening to me again?

No… I’d been craving change. I’d been craving adventure. I’d been longing for something wild, and I’d been gifted it. I’d been cursed with it.

As I processed what I’d been told Honey began moving among the items I had picked out. She made me disrobe so she could see the underwear I was wearing and smiled as I showed her my body.

“You are going to be stunning.” She said. “Hell, you already are stunning, that body… but you’re going to be incredible when you’re finished.”

I squirmed as she said that. Even in the few hours since she’d phoned I’d become aware of more changes to my body, tits and ass getting larger, hair longer. I could feel deeper changes too, lust, arousal, want. A wellspring of new desires.

As I stood there I watched Honey pick out an outfit for me, heels, makeup.

“I thought I was going to have to dress you but it seems like you have everything covered. You’ve got good taste too, slutty but cute. You’re going to need more though. We can go together next week if you like. I can help you pick out some exciting things.”

I smiled, liking that idea, shocking myself. Was it really that simple? Had I already accepted my fate?

As Honey moved around the room I could feel my body aching. I was still incredibly horny, and watching her, seeing her hips and ass sway, her tits jiggle, made me hornier.

Was I going to look like her? Why did that excite me? And there was the memory of her mouth too, seeing her on her knees.

I wanted to cum, needed to cum. I wanted Honey to make me cum.

Maybe if I was good. Maybe if I did what she wanted…

The thought made me squirm. Given how sensitive I was to pleasure now how would it feel? My body throbbed at the thought, yearning.

“Put this on.” Honey said, handing me a dress.

“Then these.”

She handed me a pair of heels.

“After that, we can do your makeup and hair and I can style you. I know that once you see just how beautiful you are you’ll be ready to admit the truth.”

I blushed, nervous, anxious. Part of me wanted to refuse, wanted to ask how to undo it all, but… I was too curious. What if she was right? Maybe the curse really was my chance to find what I’d been looking for. A fresh chance at a better life.

I grabbed the item and began to get changed.

It took only a moment to get dressed, slipping the tiny, tight dress on, black, low but and short. With how my figure had blossomed it clung to my curves, lifting my butt and squeezing my tits.

It felt good, sensual and hot. I felt sexier than I had ever felt. How good would it feel when I had curves like Honey?

Heels came after, shifting my posture, making me stand taller, shoulders back to make my cleavage look even larger. I wiggled my hips and ass, feeling my tits jiggle.

Finally, Honey helped me with my makeup. She made me sit and she grabbed the supplies I’d bought along with some of her own. As she worked she talked to me, explaining what she was doing, reassuring me that she could teach me. But… did I want to learn how to do makeup? Did I want to learn how to look more like her?

She applied eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara. There were creams, highlights, shadows, lipstick. She worked with various brushes, blending. The entire experience was oddly soothing. The last detail was my hair, adding product to give it lift, body, bounce.

“There.” Honey said. “All done. You look… delicious.”

I smiled, blushing, flustered.

“Do you want to see?” She asked.

I was still for a moment, not sure. I wanted to see, but at the same time, I was scared.

Honey offered me her hand and helped me to my feet, walked me to the mirror.

I stepped in front and… I froze.

It was a further transformation. Before I had been a girl, pretty, hot, but now… now I was a woman.

I looked breathtaking, my figure filling out, body smooth and wanton. My face was strikingly beautiful, immaculately made-up, with hair styled. In my tight dress, my lingerie, the heels, I looked… I looked sexy.

There was no other word for it. I looked provocative, desirable. I’d never felt more incredible.

I shifted, posing, examining myself, how I looked, my curves, my body, my face. I was a woman. I looked… I looked a little like Honey, though not quite as brazen and slutty.

“You look incredible.” She said. “And remember, you’re not done yet. If you accept this you’ll change further, become more… feminine. The curse has a purpose, it has wants and needs, and for you to serve it you need to be as hot as humanly possible.”

I felt a shiver run up my spine. Was I really going to become like Honey? A perfect woman? Outlandishly hot? Irresistible, sexy, slutty?

Why did it make me squirm, make me flustered, make me excited?

“So tell me, was I right? Was the curse right? Did you want this, deep down?” Honey said. “Or are you going to keep denying it?”

I stared at my reflection, the hot woman in the mirror. I couldn’t believe that was me. I’d never felt so… perfect.

I nodded.

“I want this.” I whispered. “I… yes.”

Honey smiled at me.

“Good girl.” She said.

Those words made me shiver, delight and arousal. I whimpered.

“What’s wrong?” Honey asked, grinning. “You look… a little pink.”

I stared at her. Could she tell? Did she know?

“I… I want this, but… there’s a problem.” I said. “I can’t… I’ve not been able to cum since that night, with you, I’ve tried but… I can’t. I’m so horny I can’t think clearly. I want this, but… I need to cum.”

Honey smiled, kind, soft, amused.

“Of course, you need to cum. The curse is just taking over, making it clear what it wants.” She said.

I looked at her, confused.

“I think… it’s better if I just show you. Just trust me, there is definitely a way to make you cum. You just need to earn it.”

For the chance to cum I would do almost anything.


Six

“You see, the curse is, in a way, a living force. Like any living thing it requires feeding to continue living. It needs energy. That is where we come in. We are given our gifts so that we can better feed the curse, keep it powered.” Honey spoke softly, kindly.

As she spoke she moved, stood in place but shifting, squirming, lithe and graceful. It was like a dance, elegant, seductive, soft sensual movement that showed off her body and her curves. She was gorgeous, stunning, and as horny as I was it was impossible for me not to be enthralled.

“It is important that we keep feeding the curse so that it can keep working its magic, and in order to keep us motivated it makes a few… changes to how our bodies work. You’ve noticed them already, haven’t you?”

I was still for a moment, wondering what she meant.

“You mean… not being able to cum?” I asked.

Honey nodded, grinning.

“That’s one of them, yes. You’re going to find it’s almost impossible to make yourself cum now. At the start, it feels like a downside, but… it’s not.”

Honey was grinning.

“One of them?” I asked.

Honey nodded again.

“There’s more. Quite a few. I’m not sure any of us know the full extent of the curse’s power, and the interesting thing it is seems to manifest differently for each person, subtle adjustments so it suits each individual perfectly.”

I felt my head spin. The stark reality was setting in. If I accepted what Honey was saying then… what was my future going to look like? Cursed, made into a hot, slutty woman like her, at the whim of some ancient magic, feeding it. Who would I become?

“You don’t need to worry though.” Honey said. “I can see your face. I know it sounds scary but it’s not as bad as you’re thinking. If anything, the curse uses reward far more than anything else as a way to encourage and reward us. Have you noticed any other changes to your body beyond just how you look?”

I was still for a moment. I nodded.

“I… I’m more sensitive, my body feels… it feels good, pleasurable, more than before. And… I’m hornier too. It’s like… I… I just feel really hot all the time.”

Honey smiled at me.

“Exactly. You can’t make yourself cum, but… I can make you cum. Others can make you cum. You can still cum, you just need assistance, and trust me it feels amazing. Cumming, making others cum, it feels incredible now, like… addictive, mind-blowing, amazing, more pleasure than you’d think possible. That’s how it rewards us. The curse feeds on sexual power, on pleasure, lust, desire, and we’re vessels for it, conduits. It needs us to gather energy, to feed for it, and it motivates us. It gives us these bodies, gives us pleasure, so that we keep working for it, keep feeding it. It’s a mutually beneficial relationship. It gets fed, we get fun.”

My head was spinning, heart racing. It all sounded so wild, so crazy, yet… part of me wanted it. Part of me really wanted it.

Maybe the curse had chosen me. Maybe I was fertile ground.

“So… you said something about showing me.” I said.

Honey smiled.

“I did. Do you want me to show you just how much of a gift this curse can be with the right mindset?”

I was still for a moment. The way she was moving was stirring feelings in me, thoughts, longing. I wanted pleasure, wanted her, wanted to cum. Yet could I really just accept what she was saying, accept the fact that I was cursed, that I was going to be forever changed, in service to some ancient living magic, feeding it through sex?

I was still but in the end…

“Please.” Was all I said.
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Honey needed no more encouragement. She shifted, moving gracefully, then… she began to undress.

She stripped down, slipping her pink summer dress off, baring her body, her smooth flesh, flawless skin. As I watched I felt my body respond.

I’d kissed her, touched her, had felt her mouth on my cock, but… I’d not seen her naked. Seeing her in that moment was like a revelation. I wanted her and I wanted to be like her.

I wanted both. The thought that the curse was going to make me more like her thrilled me. I was going to be sexy, pretty, beautiful. I was going to be hot, brazen, slutty. I was going to be… irresistible, the perfect bimbo, a body made for desire, the kind of woman that provoked want, lust. I was going to have the wild life of adventure I’d been craving.

Honey stripped down to just her underwear, black panties, bra. Her figure was even more incredible seeing it without clothes, her curves, the lushness of her thighs, the fullness of her ass, the swell of her tits, jiggling with each inhale and exhale.

As I watched she ran her hands over her figure, touching herself.

“Want to feel me?” She said.

I was so horny I couldn’t think. It took me a moment to realise she was talking to me. I nodded.

“Please.” I whispered.

“Then on your knees and crawl to me. Be a good girl for me.” She said.

I smiled, did as she said. I fell to my knees and crawled over the floor to her. There was something about that, the gesture of it, the way I was submitting myself to her, handing her power, obeying, that excited me.

As I reached her she spread her legs slightly, wiggling, writhing. She was the epitome of seductive.

“Caress me.” She said.

I did as she instructed. I reached out and allowed my hands to feel the softness of her skin, caressing her thighs, hips, ass. Her body was perfect. In the back of my mind, I could feel the giddy acceptance that I too was going to have a body like hers. The curse was going to gift me a body like hers.

“You want to experience the pleasure the curse can give you? You want to feel what your life could be like if you accept it?” Honey said.

I nodded again.

“Please.” I said.

I was smiling, my heart racing. Honey reached up to her bra, unfastening it, letting it fall to the side. Her tits were massive, perky, perfect. Her nipples were hard and fat.

Slowly Honey reached down to the waist of her panties, peeling them down. I watched as she stripped off her final garment of clothing, watched as she exposed herself to me, watched as her cock popped free.

Her cock. Her beautiful cock, semi-hard and throbbing, getting harder. I felt my head spin as realisation dawned. Honey was just like me. She really did understand.

Honey dropped her panties to the floor and kicked them to the side, stood over me, utterly naked, perfect, the embodiment of sex and lust. I wanted to be just like her and I could be.

“You see, I understand just how much of a blessing the curse can be. The gifts it gives are ample, and all it asks is that you feed it by fucking, cumming, making others cum, enjoying your new body. Do you think you can do that?” She said.

I nodded again. I could do that. I could fuck. I could cum. I could make others cum. I wanted to. I wanted all of it. I was hornier than I had ever been, eyes glued to Honey’s cock, thick, throbbing, as flawless as the rest of her.

My hands were on her thighs, hips, ass, touching her, the softness of her skin. Her cock swelled, getting harder.

“Want to taste me?” She asked. “Do you want to experience how good it feels to give pleasure in your new form?”

I nodded.

“Then do it. Touch me, wrap those pretty lips around my cock. Take me into your mouth and taste me.”

Honey’s words were like poison and nectar, seductive, encouraging, corrupting. I had no chance of resisting them, her.

Without thinking, I had no more capacity for thought left, my mind too drunk on lust and pleasure, I leaned forward. I wrapped one hand around the base of her cock, gripping it gently, stroking, and then I kissed the tip of her prick.

The way it throbbed in response to the touch was electric. I was doing that. I was responsible for that. I was turning her on. I was making her cock hard, was making it throb.

With that thought running through me I parted my lips and took the head of Honey’s cock into my mouth.

I heard her moan, but it was distant, quiet. Louder was my moan, my moan of pleasure and desire.

My lips buzzed with delight, throbbing, tongue aching. I’d never felt anything like it. It was like fire and electricity, ice and magic. It was pure pleasure, my mouth experiencing a bliss I’d never felt before, almost like I was experiencing the pleasure Honey was experiencing.

Was that it? Was that what I was experiencing? Had the curse made it so I could feel another’s pleasure while I pleasured them?

The thought excited me, more rewards for submitting to the curse’s magic, for handing my body and life over to it, for giving in.

I sucked, gently, working my hand on the base of Honey’s cock, teasing her.

Her cock throbbed, hard, filling my mouth. I took her deeper, sucking gently, teasing.

I felt Honey thrust, pressing her cock into my mouth, making my lips gape. I wrapped them tight, mouth hot and wet, body aching.

I could feel my cock throbbing in my panties. Harder than it had ever been before. I wanted to cum desperately, but more pressing in that moment was my desire to feel Honey’s pleasure.

Her cock in my mouth, her moans, her thrusting, it was all new, new waves of sensation and delight. I wanted more of it. I wanted to bask in the experience.

I took her cock deeper, working my tongue, hands, wetting her cock with my spit. I teased, sucking and lapping, hearing her moan, feeling her throb, reading her reactions to work out the best way to pleasure her. As I worked my mouth up and down I could feel something in me swelling, like… like the pleasure was feeding it.

Honey’s pleasure, my pleasure, all of it was combining to feed something bright and hot within me. Was that the curse? Was it the magic? Was I changing further?

Part of me wanted to stop. The old me, the boring me, the dreary unhappy me. It wanted to stop and go back to my old life, to work out how to escape the curse, how to return to who I was before.

But that part was weak now. It was weak and feeble.

There was another part, louder, stronger, bolder, that wanted more. It wanted adventure, wanted change, wanted wildness and liberation. She wanted to transform, to blossom, to live.

I could feel it like a real force filling me. She… she was real, part of me. The curse had heard her, found her, empowered her. She was fertile ground, waiting to be unleashed, and the curse had done that. It had broken down the walls of her cage and set her free.

It had changed me so she could live as she wanted, a wanton, brazen, slutty creature of sex and lust and desire. She wanted to be a woman like Honey, hot, seductive, a life of pleasure and adventure.

And… she was me. I was her.

I felt myself accept the truth. I wanted this. I wanted my life to change and this was my chance.

As I sucked Honey’s cock harder, deeper, I felt the acceptance unlock something in me. I felt the pleasure swell to new heights. I wanted more of it.

I needed more of it.

I took her cock deep, felt the head press against the back of my throat. I felt the instinct to gag but… it was less than I expected. A blessing of my new body.

I felt new instincts, new desires, felt my throat open. I took Honey’s cock deep, felt it fill my throat. Her cock was thick, long, hard, throbbing.

I felt the pulse of it in my throat, stretching me. I swallowed, over and over and over, pleasure radiating out, making it hard to think of anything but more cock. I wanted it to never end.

Honey reached out and placed her hand on the back of my head, pressing me down, thrusting her cock deep. My throat clenched, tight, milking, pleasure swelling, cock throbbing. I could hear her moans over the soft sounds of my choking.

There was limited air. I was dizzy.

“Fuck… you are such a precious slut…”

Honey’s words sank deep. I sucked harder, swallowing, desperate. I felt her cock getting fatter, harder, and then… she was cumming, cumming hard, cumming down my throat.

I felt each jet of it like a hot blast, pulse after pulse of cum. I could feel it in my belly, warm, sticky. I could feel the pleasure coursing through me, almost enough to make me cum yet not quite. I was close, so close, swallowing over and over, having Honey fuck my face, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t quite enough.

I heard Honey moan, thrusting, using my mouth, throat, lips, tongue, fucking my face. I wanted it, surrendered to the joy of the experience, feeling Honey’s cock throb in my throat. It was more pleasure than I had ever felt before and I wanted more.

“Fuck that was good.”

Honey slipped her throbbing cock out of my throat. I gasped for air. She left a trail of cum on my tongue and lips as she pulled her cock out of my mouth.

“Thank you.” I said. “I… enjoyed it too.”

Honey smiled down at me. Her cock had softened slightly but was still hard, throbbing gently. I stared at it, almost hypnotised. She was still hard.

“Another gift.” She said. “You’ll come to realise that though the curse demands we serve it, feed it, we are rewarded well for that service. Should you accept it you will live a life of pleasure few could even dream of.”

I blushed, squirming. I had thought she was done, that it was over, that I was still not going to get to cum, but I realised in that moment that we were only just getting started. There was more…
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“Strip.” Honey said. “I want you in your lingerie and heels. Dress off.”

I blinked, hesitated for only a moment. I did as she said, peeling off the dress I had on.

The way she watched me made me squirm, made my belly flutter. She smiled, her cock getting harder again.

The sight of me clearly aroused her, excited her. I wasn’t used to the feeling, being so lusted after, so wanted. I was hot. I’d never felt hot before. I’d never felt sexy or desired. I wanted more of that feeling.

With my dress off I knelt, blushing, waiting for Honey to take me.

She watched me for a moment though, silent, surveying me. I shifted, wiggling. I felt so different, my body changed, curvy, petite, pretty. I filled out my lingerie, stretching it, my hips and ass and tits expanding even as I grew slimmer. I felt… feminine, girly, slutty. I could still taste the tang of Honey’s cum.

“Are you ready for more?” She asked.

I nodded.

“You want to cum?”

Again I nodded.

“You want me to make you cum?”

I nodded a third time.

“Please.” I whimpered.

Honey’s smile widened.

“You want me to fuck you, make you cum, show me just how good that new body of yours can feel?”

I felt my whole body squirm, sparks of pleasure and want. I wanted to cum, wanted Honey to fuck me, to fuck her cock into my ass.

I’d played with myself, felt the pleasure of that, and it had been intense. How much more intense would it be to have the hottest woman I’d ever met fuck me, make me cum, show me the true joys of my new body.

“Please.” I said again.

Honey smiled.

“If I cum in you… it’ll seal the curse. You’ll be accepting the curse, binding yourself to it. You’ll receive its full gifts, unlocking the final part of your transformation, but there’ll be no going back. If I fuck you, cum in you, make you cum, you’ll be bound to the curse, to me. Who you were will be gone, forever.”

I paused. The words weighed heavy.

I would be giving up my old life for a new one. But what really was I giving up? I’d been miserable and lonely, trapped. A new life full of fun, adventure, freedom, pleasure seemed like something too perfect to be real.

“Please.” I said a final time. “Pretty please.”

Honey smirked, her satisfaction clearly visible. She moved towards me, knelt in front of me, and then… she kissed me.

We kissed hard, deep, passionate and wanton. Her lips, tongue, even her spit. It was electric, my body responding, heart racing. I felt her hands on me.

I surrendered to her touch, her desire. I wanted her to take me, claim me, fuck me. I let her explore my new body, so much more sensitive, pleasure, fingers teasing over flesh, squeezing, groping. I felt her fondle my tits, pinching my fat, hard nipples, felt her hands roam over my belly, to my hips, my ass.

I basked in it, lost to the sensations, the bliss. I barely noticed as she ran a hand over my hard cock, fingers slipping down to my ass, my crack. I was too engrossed in the totality of the experience to notice any singular point. It was unlike anything I’d experienced before.

Was this what it would be like? Was this pleasure my new normal? I wanted it, all of it. It wasn’t a curse. It was… it was a blessing.

I felt fingers tease at my entrance, slipping under my panties. I felt the tips tease at my entrance, eager, gaping. I moaned as Honey slipped one finger just barely into me.

The pleasure… it was so intense. Her kiss, her touch, her finger inside me. My cock throbbed. I wanted…

“More.” I whispered, voice hoarse with pleasure. “More, please. Fuck me…”

Honey teased me for a moment longer then she slipped her finger out, pushed me down onto my back. She knelt between my legs, looking down at me, grinning. Her cock was hard, throbbing, still wet with my spit.

“Say it again.” She said.

I smiled.

“Fuck me.” I said. “Please.”

Honey moved, shifted forward. She peeled my panties down, off, then moved to unfasten my bra, slipping that off. My tits jiggled—I was still getting used to having tits.

I was dressed in just stockings, suspenders, heels. I felt… I felt the sexiest I’d ever felt, the most turned on I’d ever been, the most desired, wanted, lusted after. It was incredible.

I watched as Honey tossed my underwear to the side and shifted back to between my spread legs. She leaned down, her cock in one hand, and, aiming it, shifted forward.

I felt the head of her cock press at my entrance. I felt her tease, my hole stretching, eager. Honey thrust, gently, and the tip penetrated me.

I moaned, unable to contain the joy of it. Her cock was just barely inside me and already it felt better than anything I’d felt before. I could feel my cock throbbing, desperate to cum. I could feel her cock throbbing inside me.

“Want more?” Honey asked.

She worked her hips, teasing me, making me whimper. It was all I could do to nod. I was drunk on the pleasure of it.

Honey was still for just a moment before she thrust, hard, filling me, forcing her cock deep inside my ass. She was inside me, fucking me. I moaned, loudly, working my hips to feel more.

It was so much more intense than the toy. Her cock was hot, throbbing, her body pressing down on mine. I’d never known such pleasure was possible.

I felt something in me swelling, unfurling. Honey pulled her cock back, working it out until just the tip was inside of me, holding it there. I wrapped my legs around her, pulling her into me. She thrust, fucking deep. I heard her gasp, felt her cock throb, felt her pleasure.

It was twin sensations. The pleasure of being fucked alongside the pleasure I could feel from Honey. It was utter bliss. We fucked, hard, Honey thrusting deep, slipping out, then slamming her cock back into my tight ass.

I let her fuck me, my hole throbbing, her cock stretching me. I could feel the magic of it all, my body filled with power, pleasure, joy. I surrendered to it all, surrendered to the curse, to my fate, my new life. I wanted all of it.

Honey fucked me, hard, deep, her cock filling me over and over. I held her, working my hips to fuck back, the pleasure swelling. I could feel her cock throbbing inside of me, getting harder.

I spread my legs wide, lifting my ass up, fucking back to feel as much as possible. I never wanted it to end but at the same time I wanted her to cum, wanted her to cum inside me, make me cum, wanted her to seal the curse.

“Fuck… I’m close.” She said.

I could hear the pleasure in her words, could feel her body, tense with desire, cock throbbing.

“Cum…” I said. “Cum inside me.”

I wanted it. The words came on an instinct, almost demanding. I needed it, needed the pleasure the release, needed to be fucked, hard.

Honey obliged me, fucking me harder, deeper, faster, her cock working in and out of my ass. I felt it swelling, getting harder, fatter. She fucked me deep and I could hear myself moaning with pleasure, unable to control my body. It was too much.

Each thrust seemed to tease over a bright spot of pleasure inside me, making my cock ache, drooling precum. I was so close.

Honey thrust, hard, fucked her cock deep. She held it there, inside me. I clenched down, working my hips to feel it, and then… she was cumming. She was cumming inside me.

I could feel the heat of her cum inside my ass, filling me. Honey fucked her cock as deep as she could.

It was too much. The sensations, the bliss, the surrender, the fact that she was cumming inside my ass, it was all too much. Feeling Honey cum pushed me over the edge. I was cumming, finally. I was cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

Honey and I came together, wave after wave of pleasure. I felt her cumming inside of me as I came, release, bliss, joy.

I could feel more too, the magic, the curse, binding me, accepting me as I accepted it. I was becoming… the new version of me. A better version, hotter, sexier, happier.

I came and then, finally, Honey collapsed on top of me. It took a moment for us to catch our breaths. Finally Honey rolled off of me, her cock slipping out, cum leaking out of my well fucked ass. I loved how that felt, how dirty it made me feel.

“That was amazing.” I said.

Honey shifted, rolling onto her side and propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. She was grinning, pink-cheeked, beautiful.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it. I did too. I’m looking forward to teaching you.”

I looked back at her.

“Teaching me?” I asked.

“Of course. The curse is… mysterious, and potent. There are things you need to learn, tricks that will make your life easier, ways to maximise pleasure, things to be wary and cautious of.”

I nodded.

“And… you’ll need a new name.” Honey said. “For your new identity.”

I paused at that. My mind was blank.

“I was thinking Cinnamon.” Honey said.

I smirked.

“Honey and Cinnamon.” I said, giggling. “I… I like it.”

I felt a swell of emotions, the vastness of an unknowable future unfurling in front of me, a life I had never known was possible, a magical adventure thanks to the bimbo curse…

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx
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CLAIMED BY THE ALPHA
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A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

It was supposed to be a dare.

One night alone in the woods beneath the full moon to prove he was worthy of joining the fraternity. But when Trent is chased and bitten by something not quite human, his life, and his body, begin to change in ways he never expected.

Each day brings new cravings. New curves. New heat.

He’s becoming softer, hungrier, more wanton. And always, he feels the presence of something watching him in the dark. The Alpha. The one who marked him.

As Trent's body transforms, so does his heart. Confusion gives way to longing. Shame gives way to pleasure. And as the last traces of his old life fade, someone new rises in his place. Someone powerful, beautiful, and born to belong to the beast who claimed her.

Now she must choose. Should she return to a life that no longer fits, or embrace the wild, aching love that calls to her under the moonlight.

Claimed by the Alpha is a searingly sensual story of gender transformation, forbidden desire, and feral romance. For readers who love erotic myth, queer metamorphosis, and love stories that defy every rule… this is the tale you've been hunting.


EXTRA CREDIT
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Leon is failing Gender Studies, and maybe himself, too.

He knows his best friend Jack should be flunking alongside him, but despite Jack’s grades being awful he’s adamant he’s going to pass gender studies. When Leon demands answers, Jack finally confesses. He’s been earning “extra credit” from Professor Tanner. One-on-one sessions. Private tutoring. Something more. Something secret.

Jack makes Leon promise that he won’t tell anyone. Yet, that Jack is getting extra help to pass seems unfair. There has to be something he can do, right?

When Leon confronts Tanner, it isn’t anger that greets him, but an invitation. Jack broke their agreement, broke the secret trust, and now, someone has to pay. Leon, flushed and desperate, terrified he’s let his best friend down, whispers the words that seal his fate... I’ll do anything.

Professor Tanner doesn’t punish. She reshapes. Leon becomes something softer, sweeter. Lipgloss and lace. Tight skirts, smooth skin, an aching need under every new layer of femininity. Tanner doesn’t just want obedience, she wants transformation. And Leon realises he craves it too.

But the final test is yet to come.

Tanner has one more assistant. One more beautiful, blushing girl she’s trained. When she introduces them things really begin to escalate.

Two best friends.

Two perfect, polished girls.

And a desire they’ve never dared name, until now.

Both of them willing to do anything for Extra Credit...


THE BACHELOR WEEKEND
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A forbidden desire. A secluded cabin. One unforgettable weekend.

Drew was promised a bachelor party. Instead, he got a quiet weekend at a secluded lakehouse—no strippers, no friends, no chaos. Just him and Nathan, his best friend since forever. His fiancée insisted on keeping things clean, and Drew reluctantly agreed.

But the silence only makes the tension louder. Because something’s been simmering between them for years—something they’ve never dared to name.

Then they find a forgotten suitcase filled with lingerie—lace, satin, silk. Temptation wrapped in panties and perfume.

One too many drinks. One confession too honest. Drew admits what he really wanted: a wild night, one last indulgence before saying “I do.”

Nathan makes a daring, impulsive decision. If Drew can’t have the stripper he wanted… maybe Nathan can be her.

What starts as a playful tease quickly ignites into something much deeper. Passion. Longing. A truth neither of them can ignore as desire explodes and boundaries vanish. By the end of the weekend, the only thing they’re certain of is that nothing will ever be the same.


FEMINIZATION VACATION
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Best friends Callum and Nate are fresh off their college graduation and ready to blow off steam in Sin City. But nothing could have prepared them for what the city had in store.

The world has changed since the release of the Tiresias pill—a miraculous drug that can transform a person’s body and even change their gender. Society is still adjusting, but nowhere are the rules rewritten quite like they are in Las Vegas.

When the pair win big, they’re unsure how to celebrate their windfall—until they hear about a very unique kind of gamble. For a bargain price, they're offered two pills: one a blank, the other a mysterious variant of Tiresias. It promises the experience of a lifetime. And as the saying goes, what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.

In the blink of an eye, Callum and Nate’s vacation takes a wild turn—and that’s not the only thing that changes. One of them awakens in a brand-new body: curvier, softer, and undeniably feminine.

Confused, exhilarated, and overcome by a surge of unfamiliar desires, the two friends find themselves drawn to each other in ways they never expected. Inhibitions melt beneath the neon lights as they explore new pleasures and a deep, electric connection that blurs the line between friendship and something far more intimate.

Their experience promises to change everything, and the pair embark on a sizzling, gender-bending journey of friendship, transformation. But as their journey of discovery heats up, the question remains: can they handle more?


About the Author

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

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

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

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