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TOURIST TRAP

The Cheat

Daniel  is  a  man’s  man,  an  alpha  male,  and  he  knows  it…  he  also wants everyone else to know it. He’s proud of his masculinity, toxic or not, and he’s happy with his life. He’s worked hard to get to where he is, a good job, a nice house, a hot secretary who  dotes on him, and a wife that he takes good care of—he paid for the house, her car, and all she has to do is stay home and look pretty, that’s not much to ask for, right?

If his eyes, hands, and cock wander sometimes, that’s a fair price to pay for being a kept woman, right? If he’s always too busy with the  boys, or on  too many  business trips,  to spend any time with her, well, he still bought her nice things to make up for it. She should be grateful, right?

Only Liara, Daniel’s wife, isn’t grateful. She’s fed up, tired of being ignored, tired of being pushed aside, tired of her husband's masculine ego.

They’ve not even taken a holiday together since their honeymoon!

Fortunately, everything is about to change, and Liara has a plan to improve her life, and her  husband.

When  Liara  convinces  Daniel  to  join  her  on  a  holiday  to  an exclusive,  luxury,  private  island  resort,  she  knows  just  how  to   fix  him.

Daniel though has no idea what lies in store for him…

Tired  of  his  bravado,  his  ego,  his  toxic  masculinity,  Liara  has decided she wants a better life, that she wants more  fun, and that means a better  partner— someone prettier, softer, more  obedient.

Just  what  plans  does  Liara  have  for  her  husband  at  this  exclusive island resort? Just how does she plan on  transforming her husband into the pretty, sexy, slutty doll of her dreams? And will he finally submit to his new Mistress?

Find out in  TOURIST TRAP:  THE CHEAT…
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A Remote Island Resort...

The plane touched down on the runway with a bump and Daniel was jolted awake, sitting up in his chair with a start, knees knocking against the fold-down  tray  in  front  of  him  causing  the  glass  of  scotch  sat  there—a  single malt,  twenty-one  years,  neat,  an  order  he  had  been  obnoxiously  specific about with the pretty stewardess, almost as though bragging about his taste in liquor—to spill. Liara, his wife, was sat still and quiet, almost stiff. She did not like planes, was almost mortally afraid of them, and so had spent the entire flight rigid with fear while Daniel had flirted and drank and slept.

“We  finally  here  then?”  Daniel  asked.  “Where  ever  here  is.  You know, this whole thing has cost enough, so I hope it's worth it.”

Liara  smiled.  She  took  a  deep  breath  and  sighed,  knowing  better than to rise to the bait, than to argue. They were here now, finally. In just a few hours everything would be better. In just a few hours all her planning would have paid off. In just a few hours everything would have begun to change.

 

She had planned this entire trip as a surprise, a chance to ‘rekindle the  romance  and  heat  of  their  relationship’  she’d  said.  She’d  even  forced herself to get on a plane for the first time since their honeymoon to Italy, twenty-three years ago, the last proper holiday they’d taken together.

Daniel had grumbled about the cost, but Liara had been persistent, insisting  that  she  wanted  desperately  to  reconnect  with  her  beloved husband, that in the end, it would be well worth what it cost, that it would bring them closer than they’d ever been, reconnect them.

Daniel had moaned that work needed him, that his office, his team, needed him, but Liara had not given up. He owned the company, didn’t he?

Surely he could take a break if he needed, or wanted, just for a month. He

hadn’t taken a vacation in years, well over a decade in fact, leaving Liara home alone while he travelled on business, a rather frequent occurrence.

Plus, the company was doing well, better than it ever had after the rollout  of  a  new  product  line.  They  were  fortunate,  and  they  could  now easily  afford  even  the  exorbitant  price  tag  of  the   luxury   resort  Liara  had found.

Finally, even Daniel had to admit they were getting older. They were in their mid-forties now, rapidly approaching full-blown middle age. They might  not  be  able  to  take  such  a  vacation  in  another  twenty  years,  and  a break, a rest, a month at a luxury spa resort that specialised in rejuvenating technologies  and  treatments  would  leave  them  both  feeling  fresh  and reborn.  Really,  Daniel  had  no  easy  objection,  and  so,  finally,  Liara  had worn  him  down.  They  had  booked  a  month-long  stay  at  the  mysterious luxury resort on a private island, even chartering a private jet to fly just the two of them out.

Liara had taken complete control of the bookings, telling him it was

‘her  treat’  to  him  for  being  such  a  wonderful  and  hard-working  husband.

She  had  shown  him  pictures,  the  vast  bedrooms,  the  spa,  the  pool,  the cutting  edge  treatment  centres,  and  though  he  had  been  reluctant  at  first, even he’d begun to get a little excited.

A  break  wouldn’t  be  that  bad  he’d  told  himself.  Sure  he’d  be trapped on an island with just his wife for company, a fate he’d not had to endure since their honeymoon, but there’d be other guests, and the facilities did look  amazing. The company could cope without him for a little while, and  Cinnamon,  his   personal  assistant  would  wait  for  him.  Hell,  after  a month  without  him  seeing  to  her  insatiable  needs  she’d  be  practically dripping for him when he returned to the office. He’d need to book in an extra-long meeting to  catch up on all he’d missed once he got back.

When he’d boarded the plane and seen the pair of hot, young, sexy stewardesses in their tight, skimpy uniforms, he knew he’d made the right decision.  A  month  of  flirting,  drinking,  swimming,  sunbathing,  massages, and maybe even a little  holiday fun if he could get away with it, wouldn’t be so  bad.  Liara  could  read  her  books  and  go  to  a  few  of  the  classes  she’d mentioned  the  resort  ran  to  keep  her  busy,  and,  while  sure  they’d  need  to spend  some  time  together,  they  didn’t  need  to  spend  the   whole  month together.
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Hell,  he’d  thought  as  the  prettiest  stewardess  had  served  him  his third straight single malt scotch, taking a chance to stare down her blouse at her more than ample cleavage, they might even have a golf course. Maybe he could hire some clubs and get a few rounds in.

 

Their plane was the only one at the airport, and the airport was little more than a flight tower, a small hanger, and an even smaller cabin that ran check-ins.  As  the  pair  waited  for  their  ride  to  the  resort  the  private  plane they had arrived on started up its engine back up and turned, readying for take-off.  Daniel  turned  to  watch  it,  the  plane  accelerating,  wheels  lifting, nose turning up, rising up into the sky, flying off until it was little more than a  speck  in  the  blue  expanse  before  vanishing.  They  were  alone  now, abandoned, with no way home until their plane arrive in a month, and for a moment Daniel had a strange sense of panic.

Liara  had  planned  this  whole  trip.  He  didn’t  even  know  what language was spoken on the island, or how many people lived here. Were there boats? What kind of medical facilities did they have if there was an accident? What about money, or banks?

He  looked  around,  the  sun  beating  down,  a  shimmer  of  heat  haze over the concrete and tarmac, the pair sweating even in the shade, scanning the surrounding landscape. The island was small, the sea visible on all sides as the land fell away into the deep blue-green of the ocean, sunlight dappled on  the  waves  as  they  crashed  over  the  shore.  There  were  palms,  coarse grasses and shrubs, and the ocean breeze was heavy with the scent of fruit and  flowers,  the  dry  scratch  of  pollen  at  the  back  of  his  throat,  but  there were no buildings he could see, and only one road, running up to the airport

—which  was  little  more  than  just  a  simple,  short  runway—and  running away.

Was  there  anything  on  this  island  other  than  the  resort  they  were going to? What if there was nothing to do except sit and talk to his wife?

Daniel felt a chill creep along his spine, a niggling in his gut.

He was effectively at the mercy of his wife’s plans, the mercy of the island, for an entire month. He felt a sense of something almost like fear as he realised how vague her discussions about the resort were, a few photos,

talk about how wonderful it would be for them, how miraculous the spa was meant to be, but how much did he really know about this vacation?

Did she know about him and his personal assistant, about his fling with Candy the stripper, or his several liaisons with his various secretaries over  the  years?  He’d  been  careful,  and  she’d  never  given  him  reasons  to worry, but maybe…

Just  as  his  mind  began  to  wander  into  paranoid  territory  the  car arrived  to  collect  them.  Sleek,  black,  with  tinted  windows,  it  was immaculate,  and  the  shiny  newness  of  it,  the  luxury  and  familiarity  of  it, immediately set Daniel at ease.

The car stopped just in front of them and the back doors opened, the boot lifting. The driver though remained seated inside.

“Come on.” Liara said, lifting her suitcase. “I don’t know about you, but I could do with a drink.”

Daniel chafed at the driver’s lack of service. That he had to load his own  baggage  into  the  car  annoyed  him.  What  was  he  paying  for  if  not service? Hell, they were charging him enough.

Exhaling a short, hard, annoyed, sniff, he followed his wife’s lead, lifting his bag and dropping it into the boot of the car before joining her in the back seat. Thankfully the car was air-conditioned and shaded, and as the doors closed, sealing the couple in, Daniel sank into the plush, cool comfort of the seat.

The  driver,  hidden  behind  a  shaded  partition,  locked  the  doors, started the engine, and drove off, heading back along the road the way they had come. Daniel frowned.

“Couldn’t  even  say  hello  or  greet  us  either?”  He  grumbled.  “As  if not  bothering  to  load  our  bags  wasn’t  enough  of  an  insult.  Well,  I’m  not paying to be treated like this.”

As the car drove Daniel leaned forward and knocked on the tinted partition.  Liara  watched,  a  subtle  smile,  saying  nothing,  almost  as  though amused.

“Hey, are you in there? Are you not even going to say hello or…”

Daniel  raised  his  fist  to  knock  again  and  froze  and  the  partition began  to  lower,  the  car  slowing.  Daniel  sat  back  slightly  and  the  screen withdrew to reveal the driver.

Daniel was not sure what he was expecting, a chubby middle-aged local perhaps, or a smart chauffeur, perhaps even another young woman like

the stewardesses, but their driver was none of those, and Daniel stiffened.

The driver glanced back at the couple in the rear-view mirror and smiled, a formal, icy expression, his eyes still mostly on the road, both hands on the wheel, both  massive hands on the wheel.

The driver was  huge, broad and tall and muscular, his enormous size obvious even though he was sitting in the driver’s seat. His arms were thick with  muscle  that  strained  the  white  cotton  cloth  of  his  shirt,  his  neck straining the collar. His head was shaved, but he wore a thick, short, well-kept beard, his eyes a deep brown, care-worn lines at the corner, a hardness to  them  but  also  a  softness.  Liara  smiled  at  him,  fidgeting  in  her  seat slightly, while Daniel stiffened, sitting up, trying to act as though he was not intimidated, as though he were still in charge.

The  driver  might  be  larger  than  Daniel,  more  muscular,  more handsome  and  masculine, but Daniel was paying his salary. Sure, he’d let his figure go, his belly now the only thing that strained his clothes, and his posture made him seem shorter than he was—not that he was ever quite that tall to begin with—but he was still tall enough, still broad enough. He was still a  man, and he would handle the driver like he handled anyone else. He was  used  to  being  in  charge  in  the  office,  in  boardrooms.  He  was  a  self-confessed  alpha male, and he was not about to let this rudeness stand.

“You know, this kind of treatment really isn’t on. First, you sit in the comfort  of  the  air-conditioned  car  while  we  have  to  load  our  own  bags.”

Daniel said, voice loud. “Then you have the gall to ignore us when we get into the car. I want your name so I can lodge a formal complaint about you once we reach the resort.”

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  These  rants  and  tirades  were  not unusual  for  Daniel,  and  he  felt  that  familiar  rush  of  joy  and  power  at venting at someone who he considered beneath him. He half expected Liara to step in, to try to console him or cool him down, to defuse the situation, but… she didn’t, instead just sat there, grinning.

The driver stared back at Daniel and smiled, a polite expression. He dipped his head.

“I do apologise sir. I am under very specific instructions though not to  leave  the  car  and  to  offer  guests  full  privacy  unless  they  request otherwise.  You  are  of  course  free  to  complain  about  me  and  the  service  I have provided you. My name is Jack, and my service number is zero seven four.”

Jack’s  voice  was  deep  and  resonant,  powerful,  but  his  tone  was clipped  and  formal,  respectful,  giving  Daniel  nothing  to  further  complain about.  Daniel  bristled  for  a  moment,  huffing,  but  he  sat  back,  apparently unsatisfied but unwilling to press the issue further at present.

“Well, you can expect a full complaint to your superiors. They need to learn a lot about service.” Daniel said.

Jack smiled, and Liara gave a brief, almost inaudible giggle.

“Of course Sir, and I would agree with you that many people could do  with  learning  how  to  provide  better   service.”  Jack’s  voice  was  like honey, silk, sweet. “However, if it would help your mood, I can offer you both a glass of champaign, to welcome you to our  private island.”

As Jack spoke he leant forward, pressed a button on the dashboard, and a panel in the back, just in front of the couple, slid down, revealing two glasses  of  champaign  and  an  open  bottle  on  ice.  Daniel  recognised  the bottle, the brand, and knew it was not cheap—but what was he paying all this money for if not good booze he thought to himself. Shaking his head, struggling  to  find  anything  more  to  rant  about  or  rail  against,  Daniel muttered thanks and leant forward.

He  had  already  drunk  several  large  scotches  on  the  plane  so  was feeling tipsy. He picked up the glass closest to him and lifted it to his lips, drinking deep. Liara just watched him, smiling, while Jack glanced back at him in the rear-view mirror, a subtle, knowing grin.

“It’s good. You should have some.” Daniel said.

“I… I think I’ll wait. One of us should keep a clear head until we check-in.” Liara said, her voice soft, but with a strange edge to it.

Daniel laughed, shaking his head. He leaned forward again, lifting his wife’s glass to his lips, draining it in one move.

“You always were so boring.” Daniel said, laughing.

He expected Liara to prickle at his words as she always did but she did not. Instead, she too laughed.

“Perhaps this vacation with change that.” She said, her voice almost terse.

Daniel turned to her, frowning. It wasn’t like her to answer back like that or to argue, and her tone… he opened his mouth to speak but his tongue was suddenly heavy, lips numb. His head swam, and the car seemed for a moment to spin.
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“Are  you  okay  sir?”  Jack  asked  from  the  front  seat,  his  voice sounding distant. “Perhaps you should lie down and  sleep? I’m sure you’ll feel much better soon.”

Liara giggled, openly now, her tone, the sound of it, off. Daniel felt suddenly cold, the car spinning almost frantically, heart beating hard, fast, a knife-edge of fear pressing at his throat. The drink had been…

Liara turned to face her husband, grinning, a sparkle in her eyes.

“Just  lie  down  and  sleep.”  She  whispered.  “I’m  sure  we’re  both going to feel better,  very soon.”

“You… what did you…” The words were slow to form and slurred.

Daniel  felt  suddenly  heavy,  tired.  He  tried  to  resist  but  he  was powerless. Liara reached out with her hand, ran a finger down his nose in a simple gesture, a soft caress.

“Sleep…” She whispered.

And Daniel, for the first time in his life, obeyed her.

 

Daniel groaned and shifted, head groggy and full of fluff. He was in a soft bed, covered by a thin sheet. He opened his eyes and was consumed by  brightness,  pain,  so  he  closed  them  again,  dwelt  for  a  moment  in darkness.  He  shifted  and  moved  to  sit  up,  a  heavy  ache  in  his  limbs,  a stiffness at having slept heavily and for a long time.

What had happened? Where was he?

As  he  opened  his  eyes  again,  blinking  to  clear  them,  dazzled  and half-blinded  by  brightness,  his  memory  stirred.  He  recalled  the  plane,  the sexy  young  stewardesses,  the  airport,  the  heat  of  the  island,  the  car,  the driver— Jack   was  his  name,  maybe—and  he  recalled  the  champaign  and Liara had… had  drugged him.

“Fuck, my head is killing me.” Daniel said, voice hoarse.

He shook his head lightly, a dull throbbing, fading slowly. How long had he been out? Where was he? What was his wife playing at?

“When I see her she’s…”

The pain in his head blossomed into a sharp, deep, intense ache, like hundreds of thin, hot blades piercings his skull, piercing his brain, his eyes, tongue,  neck,  the  pain  spreading  out,  spreading  through  him,  blades stabbing him deep, his arms, chest, stomach, legs, feet, hands, a deeper pain

centred on his cock and balls that made his gut coil. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t move, his body curling in on itself as he collapsed back onto the bed he had woken in, his eyes screwed tight against the pain.

Daniel  had  never  felt  anything  like  it,  the  sensation  consuming thought  and  breath,  draining  him,  and  for  a  moment,  as  the  pain  flared brighter,  he  wished  that  the  ground  would  open  up  and  swallow  him  and end  it  all  just  so  that  the  pain  would  cease  and  then,  suddenly,  the  pain vanished, gone in an instant, leaving him cold and shaking, sweating, heart racing. What was that?

“When you see Her you’ll what?” A stern, feminine voice said.

Daniel shifted, still shaking, sweating, aching, and turned to face the voice,  opened  his  eyes,  blinking  to  clear  his  blurred  vision,  the  lingering memory  of  the  pain  and  the  sudden  brightness  blinding  him  for  just  a moment. He was in a small room, plain white, in a bed with white sheets, like  a  hospital  or  a  clinic.  Daniel  looked  around,  the  room  almost  empty, barren sterile, and then he saw Her.

She was stunning, and Daniel felt a cold chill in his gut just as his cock began to harden at the sight of Her. Where was he? What was all this?

“I…  I’ll…”  Daniel’s  tongue  felt  heavy  after  sleep  and  pain,  his words slow to form. “Where am I?”

She  smiled,  Her  bright  blue  eyes  sparkling.  She  was  beautiful, striking,  and  She  stood  tall  and  proud,  looming  over  Daniel  as  he  sat propped up in bed. Daniel shivered, a thrill of something close to fear at his situation. He was tall, yet he could tell that even had he been standing She would have stood above him, Her already considerable height only added to by  a  pair  of  glossy  black  platform  heels  that  must  have  been  at  least  six inches at the heel.

She was dressed in only black, lace stockings, suspenders, a pair of tight-fitting shorts that were little more than panties really, high cut around the  thigh  and  ass  to  reveal  ample  flesh,  a  tight-fitting  top  that  lifted  Her breasts  to  flash  Her  full  cleavage,  a  sheer  black  lace  kaftan  that  flowed around Her shoulders and arms, falling to Her ankles, open at the front so that Her body was full on display, and Daniel could not help but notice Her body.

She was lean, soft toned, but with subtle curves, hips and ass, tits, a narrow waist, belly rippled with hard muscle. Her legs were long, athletic,

and Her shoulders were almost broad, with thin arms, Her hands graceful, dark black nails.

“You are in your room.” She said. “At the resort. This is, after all, the holiday you paid for.” Her voice was confident, certain, cold.

She smiled, Her expression a grin that was almost malevolent. She was stunningly beautiful, Her features striking, sharp cheekbones and large bright eyes, a fine nose and jaw, full lips. She wore only a little make-up, dark colours to match the black She wore, Her pale cheeks speckled with freckles—the  same  freckles  that  were  dotted  over  Her  shoulders,  arms, chest. Her hair was bright, deep, copper, falling in a tangle of messy curls around  Her  shoulders.  Under  normal  circumstances,  Daniel  would  have wanted  Her,  but  something  about  Her  set  him  on  edge.  Her  posture,  Her expression.  She  was  almost  sneering  at  him,  arrogant  and  brash,  Her confidence a challenge. Daniel was not used to anyone looking at him like that, like he were  beneath them, least of all a woman.

“Look,  I  don’t  know  who  you  are  or  what  this  all  is,  but  I demand…”

Her  hand  twitched,  a  tiny  gesture,  little  more  than  a  flick  of  Her finger,  and  there  was  the  pain  again,  brighter,  hotter.  Daniel  crumpled, collapsing onto the bed.

Another gesture and the pain ended. Daniel was left panting, heart racing, struggling to even think.

“You  demand  nothing  here.  You  only  obey.  Now,  I  suggest  you listen, unless you wish to suffer a little more?” She said.

Daniel lay still. The pain…

She could summon the pain with just a gesture. He had little choice for now but to listen, as much as that chafed him.

“I… yeah, sure.”

She smiled, gave a small dip of Her head.

“From  now  on  you  will  append  all  replies  to  me  with  ‘ Mistress’, since that is my title and my due as your  superior. You will also be more polite. You will show me due deference and respect. Understood?”

Mistress? Just what was this resort? What had Liara got him into?

Was  this  what  She  thought  he  was  into?  If  She  did,  She  was  wrong,  very wrong. Daniel was the one used to being in charge, taking what he wanted.

Sure,  this   Mistress   was  hot,  but  Daniel  was  certainly  not  into  the idea  of  a  woman  telling  him  what  to  do,  let  alone  the  idea  of  calling  Her
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Mistress.  Daniel shook his head, frowning.

“Now look, I don’t know what my wife has said, but I’m not…”

There was pain, sharp, bright, knocking the air from Daniel’s lungs.

He  collapsed  again  and  the  pain  was  gone,  leaving  him  gasping,  heart racing.

“The correct answer is ‘yes Mistress’. Understand.” Her voice was ice and steel.

Daniel blinked, his head foggy with endorphins, body shaking. He nodded, jaw tense, biting back the urge to insult Her, to resist Her attempts to control him.

“Yes, Mistress.” He said, almost a whisper.

He just need to bide his time until he saw Liara again, and then he could clear all this up. He couldn’t wait to tell Her just what he thought of Her stupid idea for a  fun vacation together.

“Now, be a good little thing and listen while I explain your situation.

Things will be  much easier for you from now on if you just stop resisting.”

She said.

Stop resisting? Daniel wanted to laugh but did not. Just the memory of the pain was enough to make him compliant, for now. He’d listen to what She  had  to  say,  then,  once  She  was  done,  once  he  got  to  see  Liara  again, he’d put an end to this whole charade.

 

“I am Mistress Aranea. I am in charge of your… training, while you are with us. Your wife has made it clear what She wishes from you, who She wishes you to become, and it will be my duty to see that you fulfil Her needs and wants. Is that understood?”

Daniel’s head spun. Training? He had agreed to all of this because he thought it would shut Liara up and he’d get to relax. He was in no mood to  go  through  with  this  whole  pantomime  of   training.  He  wanted  to  go golfing and flirt with barmaids, not… do whatever this was.

“I really think there’s been some kind of mistake,  Mistress.” Daniel said.

Mistress Aranea smiled, deigning to let him speak for a moment.

“Whatever my wife told you She was wrong. All this, I don’t agree to this, so if you could just let me out and show me to the bar I might be

willing to forget all this nonsense and…”

Mistress  Aranea  gestured,  and  there  was  pain,  Daniel’s  words cutting off as his breath caught in his throat. It took all his strength of will not to crumple into a ball and collapse. His body coursed with endorphins, adrenaline, a rush of sensations and emotions that made it hard to think. His resistance, his will to resist, crumbled.

“You misunderstand. Your agreement is not necessary. You are here and will remain here until we are finished. Your wife has paid for a month in advance, but if it takes longer, well, She has assured us that you are able to  pay  for  as  long  as  it  takes  for  you  to  complete  your  training.

Understand?”

Liara was paying with his money for this Woman to do this to him?

Daniel felt a swell of rage but bit back on his urge to complain and rant, not wanting more of the pain, just the memory making him shiver.

As soon as this was all over he was going to give Her a piece of his mind. He’d put up with Her nagging and annoying ways for long enough, had been happy to support Her as the wife at home looking after the house because he’d been able to have his fun while on business trips and at the office. After this though he’d be seeing about filing for divorce. Sure, it’d be messy, and expensive, but this was really the last straw.

“Yes…  Mistress.” Daniel whispered through gritted teeth.

Mistress Aranea smiled, a small nod of approval.

“Good. I see you are learning. That bodes well for you. Now, as for your wife’s arrangement with us, She has become  tired of your behaviour, your continued infidelities, the way you treat Her and the other women in your life, the way you speak to Her and neglect Her. She has decided that She  is  done  putting  up  with  you  as  you  are,  and  so  now  She  seeks  to improve  you,  and  make  you  into  the…  into  someone  worthy  of  Her, someone who will better please Her. Understood?”

Liara was punishing him? She’d found out about his secretaries and his  personal  assistant,  about  his  ‘business  trips’?  Daniel  wanted  to  laugh.

He’d treated Her well enough, had bought Her a house, had given Her cars and clothes, so what if he’d wanted a little fun with younger, sexier women, so what if he’d abused his power and influence and money a little to enjoy himself. Liara should just be grateful for the life he’d given Her.

If  Liara  thought  She  was  going  to  get  away  with  this  She  was mistaken. The moment they were out of this circus Daniel was going to be

talking  to  his  lawyer,  but  for  now…  for  now,  if  he  wanted  to  avoid  more pain, he’d just have to play along.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered.

Mistress Liara grinned.

“Wonderful. Now, as you have already experienced, we are capable of causing you severe pain at will. This is due to you having been implanted with a small device of our own design at the base of your skull, tiny really, and the procure is very simple and quite permanent—something about the device  fusing  with  the  spinal  cord  I’m  told,  but  that  is  not  my  area  of expertise so I shan't dwell on it. This, we have found, better enables us to train  wayward,  stubborn  sluts  like  yourself.  However,  we  can  also  give equal  pleasure,  for  good  behaviour,  like  listening,  and  responding  with respect, as you just did so a sample I think has been earned.”

Mistress Aranea made another gesture with Her hand. Daniel braced himself on instinct for pain but instead he sighed, a quiet gasp of delight, and  his  whole  body  lit  up  with  pleasure  and  joy,  bliss,  his  cock  swelling, throbbing, a deep sensation of overwhelming happiness and then… it was over, almost in an instant, leaving his gasping, craving more,  desperate for more. Daniel knew that if the pain was bad, this pleasure was even worse.

Pleasure like that could… could be  addictive. 

“I see you enjoyed it? Good, I prefer to train with the carrot, but I am not opposed to using the stick.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel nodded. If answering with a simple ‘yes Mistress’ could earn him such pleasure then maybe playing along, for now, might not be so bad.

“Now,  I  think  perhaps  it’s  time  we  began  preparing  you  for  your wife. On your feet, and follow me.”

Daniel  bit  his  tongue,  restraining  his  instinctive  desire  to  answer back. He nodded, rose slowly to his feet. As the sheets fell off he realised for the first time that he was naked and he felt suddenly vulnerable being exposed  in  such  a  way  before  a  Woman  he  barely  knew,  a  tall,  powerful Woman who had assumed control of him and who remained dressed while he was naked, his tired, worn, slightly overweight body exposed.  He had never  felt  quite  so  ashamed  and  humiliated  as  he  did  in  that  moment,  his confidence dwindling in the face of her  power  over him. He had no choice though, not unless he wanted more pain. For now, he just had to play along.

Mistress  Aranea  nodded,  smiling,  examining  him.  She  was  several inches taller than him, as he had guessed, and Her heels only added to that
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imposing height, so that he felt small and almost… powerless, and a thrill ran through him, the novel sensation making his balls tighten and his belly flutter, his nervousness and fear almost like excitement.

“I see we have our work cut out for us to get you up to your wife’s specifications, but I think we’ll manage quite nicely.” Mistress Aranea said.

Specifications?  Daniel  wondered  just  what  She  meant.  What  had Liara  specified?

“Now, if you’ll just follow me…”

Mistress  Aranea  turned  and  headed  towards  the  door.  Daniel considered his options. Resisting, disobeying, meant pain, but if he played along, pretended like he was obeying, then maybe there’d be more pleasure.

He  smiled,  and  complied.  He  could  play  along,  for  now,  after  all, what harm could it do to just do what he was told, for now?

 

Mistress  Aranea  walked  quickly,  even  in  Her  heels,  rapid  clipped steps, the click of each heel’s point as She stepped loud, Her hips swaying, ass wiggling. Daniel was forced to walk quickly as he followed Her, like an obedient puppy, naked, along corridor after corridor.

There  was  a  rush  of  emotions,  fear  at  meeting  someone  else, nervousness  at  what  awaited  him,  anger  that  Liara  had  put  him  in  this situation,  worry  at  the  talk  of  whatever  implant  they’d  put  in  him  being permanent— he  hoped  that  wasn’t  true,  but  he  was  still  fretful,  anxious about how it might be removed, what damage might have been caused by it, but there was nothing he could do until he escaped, until he saw his doctor.

Still, though, there was something more, a knot at his core, the memory of that  moment  of  pleasure,  his  arousal  at  watching  the  sway  of  Mistress Aranea’s  hips  and  ass,  a  tingle  of   excitement  at  how  powerless  he  was  in that moment.

His  entire  life  he  had  been  the  one  in  charge,  the  one  making decisions,  the  one  telling  others  what  to  do.  Now  though…  now  he  was being forced to obey, to do as he was told. Now he was  powerless,  and  a part  of  him  almost  seemed  to   enjoy  it.  Daniel  worried  about  what  this meant, but he tried to push those thoughts aside. For now, he needed to act as though he were obeying, as though he had given in.

Once  he  saw  Liara,  once  all  this  was  cleared  up,  and  once  he  was out of this madhouse of a resort, he’d be able to set things straight. He could file for divorce, teach Her a lesson about how She’d treated him, and then he could see about getting whatever they’d implanted in him, if they even had implanted anything, removed.

“In here.” Mistress Aranea said.

She had stopped by a door that was the same as all the other doors they had passed, plain white, no windows, a three-digit number attached in silver  metal.  Daniel  felt  a  swell  of  relief.  They  had  arrived  at  where  ever they  were  going,  and  they  hadn’t  encountered  anyone  else.  Clearly  the resort  wasn’t  busy,  so  that  meant  he  might  escape  without  anyone  else knowing about what he was being put through, without anyone else seeing what he was being forced to do.

Just the thought of people seeing him being made to obey, to act like a  puppy,  like  some  meek  little  woman,  made  him  burn  with  shame  and humiliation and rage.

Mistress Aranea held the door open and waited for Daniel to step in.

The  room  was  much  like  the  one  he  had  woken  in,  white,  except  in  the place of the bed was a simple metal booth.

“Into the booth now.” Mistress Aranea said, Her voice stern.

Behind  Daniel  there  was  the  click  of  the  door  closing,  locking, sealing him in. He looked at the booth, a chill of fear. It looked sleek and sophisticated, with glossy high-tech panels, lights. What was it for? What were they going to do to him? Playing along was one thing, but the booth looked like a medical device, and all that talk about the  permanent implant had him worried about what else they might do.

He  recalled  the  pamphlets  and  leaflets  Liara  had  shown  him,  the mention  of  their  cutting  edge  facilities.  Just  what  could  they  do  to  him?

Daniel froze, still for a moment, then felt a hand on his shoulder, the grip hard, surprisingly strong,  painful.

“Into the booth, now, or I’ll have to punish you,  hurt you.”

Daniel stiffened. The thought of more pain made him step forward.

Could he really just obey though, without knowing what the booth was for?

“Obey, and maybe I’ll reward you.” Mistress Aranea said.

Pleasure. More of that pleasure. Just the thought drove Daniel on. If the choice was between pleasure and pain he knew what he’d choose, and

really, it was just pretending like he was obeying, wasn’t it? It wasn’t like he really had a choice, was it?

Daniel stepped forward, across the room, and stepped into the booth.

Mistress Aranea made a small gesture with Her hand and there was a buzz of  pleasure,  Daniel’s  body  shivering  with  delight,  and  then  the  pleasure ended. There was a whirr from the booth as it sealed shut, and there was a flash of light, bright,  hot. 

A shaft of focussed, intense light ran over Daniel’s body, scanning over him from his face down, the light dancing across his skin, surrounding him, leaving traces of heat where it touched him. He shut his eyes and his body tingled, a delicious sensitivity, hot, prickling, making his cock throb, shudders of delight, like soft feathers drawing over his flesh.

The light moved up and down, around, scanning every inch of his body,  warm,  burning,  almost,  but  never  quite  scalding.  Finally,  after  what felt like a long time, the lights cut out, and Daniel opened his eyes, dazzled.

The booth hummed, and opened.

“Come out now, and let me see.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel obeyed, not quite sure what had been done to him, what the lights had done, head spinning. As he moved he felt the air caressing him, his body strangely delicate, tingles of sensation that were new and pleasant.

“Perfect.  Just  as  I  was  hoping.  You  know,  I  think  there’s  hope  for you  yet.”  Mistress  Aranea  said.  “Now,  why  don’t  you  take  a  look  for yourself and see what you think.”

She pointed to a mirror attached to one wall, tall and wide, so that both Daniel and Mistress Aranea were reflected. Daniel looked at himself and froze, suddenly cold.

“What…”  His  words  stalled  in  his  mouth  as  he  felt  a  wave  of pleasure.

“A  small  reward.”  Mistress  Aranea.  “Because  you  look  so   pretty now.”

Daniel gasped, his knees weak, body bright with bliss as he looked at his reflection, his body, his  changed body.

He was hairless, smooth, from the nose down, his body soft and…

feminine. What had they done to him?

“You like?” Mistress Aranea asked. “Because I do. And I know your wife will too. Also, you’ll be pleased to know that you won’t need to worry about shaving ever again. You are smooth, from your nose down, and will

be  forever. No more stubble, no more body hair. You’ll be smooth and soft and  pretty from now until you die, and, as a bonus, you’ll find your body is so much more…  delicate.”

As  though  to  emphasise  Her  point,  Mistress  Aranea  stepped  in close,  reached  out,  and  ran  Her  fingers  across  Daniel’s  shoulder.  The contact made him jump, the touch gentle, sensual, light and teasing, but it felt so intense that for a moment he forgot to breathe.

Her  hand  traced  down  his  back,  along  his  spine,  and  Daniel whimpered,  his  body  thrumming  hot,  heart  skipping.  His  body  was  lit  up with sensations and pleasures that he had never experienced before and he stared at his reflection, mind foggy with the delight.

He was smooth now, hairless, and would be forever. He had always been quite hairy, even for a man, broad and tall and muscular, even under the layers of fat that had piled on over the years, and had always been proud of  his  raw  masculinity,  his  entire  personality  rooted  in  his  identity  as  an alpha male. He took charge, he was forceful, he gave orders, took what he wanted,  women  wanted  him  and  men  admired  him,  he  was  wealthy  and powerful  and,  though  he  was  getting  a  little  older,  greyer,  he  was  still  a man’s man… except, now he wasn’t, or not completely.

As  Mistress  Aranea  ran  Her  hand  slowly  down,  teasing,  Daniel shivered, his body tingling, skin so smooth, so soft, so much more  sensitive.

Even Her lightest touch was making him giddy, his balls tightening, cock throbbing, swelling, his will to resist crumbling as he craved more of Her touch. Maybe She’d touch his cock, make him cum… that would be some small  reparations  for  what  he  was  being  put  through,  what  he’d  been  put through.

Daniel’s head spun and he stared at himself, and the image was him, just… changed slightly. Only one small difference, his body hair gone, his stubble gone, his body  soft and  feminine. Just one small change and it had made such an enormous difference. Had he always been this feminine and not noticed? Why did just removing his body hair, permanently, make such a massive difference?

He  was  soft  now,  smooth,  sensitive,  and  would  be  forever.  He’d never be able to get changed in the locker room again, not unless he could reverse  the  process  and,  worse,  every  time  he  got  dressed  or  undressed, every  time  he  showered,  he’d  feel  somehow  less  of  a  man,  more…

feminine.  His  cock  throbbed,  hard,  as  though  fuelled  by  the  rush  of
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emotions  he  experienced,  shame,  humiliation,  excitement.  And…  what would  his  personal  assistant  say,  or  the  women  he  met  on  business  trips?

How would women react to seeing him now? Would they even view him as a   real  man,  or…  Daniel  paled,  suddenly  terrified  about  what  was  being done to him, and the chill of fear only made his cock  harder.

Mistress  Aranea  ran  Her  hand  down  to  Daniel’s  ass,  cupped  one cheek, and squeezed, hard, Her grip strength surprising him and he gasped in pain. His pained cry only made Her grip tighten.

“So  soft,  and  so  sensitive.  We’ll  need  to  do  something  about  your figure though, but… that can wait. We have a more  immediate  problem that needs resolving, don’t we?”

Her  question  hung  in  the  air,  but  Daniel  did  not  answer.  What  did She  mean?  He  had  obeyed,  even  if  it  had  meant  him  becoming  less  of  a man. Her hand shifted, slipped round to his front, fingers tracing over his belly, wrapping around his cock. Daniel froze, the thought of Her squeezing his cock as hard as She had squeezed his ass made him  very compliant.

“This  simply  will  not  do.  Luckily  for  you,  I  have  the  perfect solution.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel felt a swell of pleasure in his gut as She began to stroke, Her fingers and hand moving along his hard cock. Her movements were precise, deft,  skilful,  a  wash  of  joy  that  was  focussed  on  his  cock.  She  was   very good  with  Her  hands.  Was  she  really  going  to  make  him  cum?  Daniel smiled—he  was  certainly  not  going  to  turn  down  that  offer,  and,  as  he figured it, it was the  least  She could do.

 

Daniel  relaxed  as  Mistress  Aranea  stroked  his  cock,  Her  grip  firm but sensual, a teasing pressure, Her movements quick, masterful. He thrust his  hips,  Her  body,  tall,  powerful,  domineering,  stepping  in  close  behind him, reminding him that She was in control. He felt small, weak, the sight of his reflection, smooth, hairless,  feminine,  only adding to the feeling, but all of it combined to make the sensation more  thrilling.  He  might  as  well enjoy himself if he was going to play along, right? What harm could it do?

“You  like  that,  don’t  you,  you   filthy  slut?”  Mistress  Aranea whispered.

Daniel nodded. She was good,  really good. Her hand was better than some of the cunts he’d fucked, and he knew he’d not be able to take much more of Her touch.

“Filthy slut. Look at yourself, so  pretty  now, and your cock so hard.

Admit it, your body feels nice, doesn’t it? So much more sensitive, so much more pleasure, so feminine and  cute…” 

Her hand stroked faster, slipping along the entire length of Daniel’s cock.  He’d  always  been  proud  of  his  size,  his  length  and  girth,  and  now, with  the  hair  removed,  he  was  at  least  pleased  to  see  it  looked  larger,  a small upside to all this. Plus, he had to admit, he did look almost…  cute. 

As he stared at his reflection, watching Mistress Aranea loom over him,  beautiful  sexy,  Her  hand  wrapped  around  his  cock,  he  couldn’t  help but see himself as more  feminine,  his  body  soft  now,  smooth,  hairless,  so much  more  sensitive,  but  for  some  reason  that   excited  him,  the  image  of Mistress  Aranea  stroking  a  pretty  woman’s  cock,  making  her   cum, and as his  mind  wandered  he  imagined  himself  as  that  woman.  How  would  that feel?

“That’s it slut. Cum, cum hard, show me how much you love your new body, how much you want to be a pretty  slut for me.”

Daniel  gasped,  pleasure  spreading  out,  radiating  out,  Mistress Aranea’s hand stroking faster, teasing. His cock throbbed, hard, engorging, swelling,  his  balls  tightened.  Just  Her  palm  and  fingers  had  him  so  close, his  body  unused  to  his  increased  sensitivity,  his  mind  fuzzy.  This  kind  of pleasure  was   dangerous   he  realised,  could  be   addictive.  He  could  just embrace it though, this once, be a  slut, a pretty slut. He could let Her make him  cum,  after  all,  didn’t  he  deserve  something  for  putting  up  with  this whole pantomime.

“Cum  for  me  slut,  cum  for  me  and  show  me  you  can  be  a   good girl…”

As  Mistress  Aranea  spoke  those  last  words  Her  fingers  squeezed, Her hand twisting, and Daniel was there, his cock throbbing, hard. He was going to cum, She was going to make him cum like a… like a  good girl.

The words rang in his head, and he felt a wash of intense pleasure, filling him, flooding through him, his implant making his body hot with joy and delight. His cock grew fat, throbbing and… Mistress Aranea released him, released his cock, stepped away from him.

Daniel pined for Her touch, thrusting his hips into the air on instinct, but  there  was  nothing.  He  was  there,  and  there  was  no  turning  back,  but without  touch,  without  Her  hand  stroking,  his  cock  just  throbbed  and…

came, spilling his spunk over the floor, his climax limp and insipid, ruined by the sudden loss of touch and sensation.

There had been no relief gained from cumming.  Instead he was just frustrated,  even   hornier   than  he  had  been  before  She  had  touched  him, and…  his  whole  body  burned  with  a  pleasure  that  was  addictive,  hot,  the words  good girl  buzzing round his head. What was happening to him?

“There…  all  sorted.  Now,  we  just  need  to  make  sure  that  little problem won’t pop up again, don’t we?”

Daniel’s head was spinning. The pleasure ended, though his orgasm was  still  throbbing,  ruined  by  Mistress  Aranea’s  sudden  removal  of  Her hand, leaving him unsatisfied but exhausted, his cock growing limp despite the lack of fulfilment. He had never experienced anything like that before, had  always  just  taken  his  pleasure  from  women,  fucking  them,  cumming while pumping his cock into their mouths, cunts, asses, but this… this was different, and it was utterly  humiliating.

As  his  cock  softened  Mistress  Aranea  moved  around  to  stand  in front  of  Daniel,  blocking  his  view  of  the  mirror.  He  was  still  giddy, breathing hard, feeling limp and hollow, sedated but unsatisfied. How had She  done  this  to  him  with  such  ease?  Daniel  was  a   man,  he  was  used  to being in charge, but now…

“This should sort out your  little problem.”

Mistress  Aranea  reached  out  and  grasped  Daniel’s  softening  cock, gripping it tight. Before he could react She slathered both his cock and balls in  a  cold  lotion,  numbing  sensation  almost  immediately,  the  chill  causing his cock to shrink even faster.

Her grip shifted and She moved Her other hand forward, clutching a small metal device. Daniel, dizzy, fearing the pain, still floating in the fugue state of his ruined orgasm, just stood limp, unsure what was happening. The metal  device  slipped  over  his  cock  and  balls,  tight,  confining,  almost painful it was so small, and then, ominously, there was a sharp  snap.

“There, all done. Just…”

Daniel  looked  down  to  see…  a   cage  fitted  over  his  cock,  a  metal cage  locking  his  prick  away,  so  small  it  was  practically  crushing  his

manhood. With that on there was no way he’d be able to get an erection or cum, let alone  fuck anyone. She had emasculated him.

“Hang on… you can’t just…”

Mistress Aranea was too quick. She moved to apply a gel over the locking  mechanism  of  the  cage  and  for  a  second  the  metal  shimmered, almost fizzing, then, slowly, it set into a single, solid, fused lump, as though welded, the lock sealed shut  permanently.  There was no way he could get out  now,  not  without  some  heavy  duty  cutting  equipment.  His  cock  was caged, useless, and there was nothing he could do about it.

“All tidy and neat now. No more disgusting erections to distract you or  ruin  the  work  we’re  going  to  be  doing  on  that  figure  of  yours,  and  no more  cumming without permission. That and your implant should have you behaving far more  submissively very soon.” Mistress Aranea said.

“You  can’t  just…  hell,  it  doesn’t  even  fit  properly.  It’s  practically crushing me.” Daniel said.

Mistress  Aranea  glared  at  him  for  a  moment  and  Daniel  blushed, hung his head. The memory of the pain was bright.

“I mean… sorry Mistress. I just… it's too small and it hurts.”

Daniel  wasn’t  lying.  The  cage  was  tiny,  clearly  built  for  someone much smaller than him. Mistress Aranea only smiled.

“For now, yes, but you’ll find soon enough that changes. The cream I  applied  will  kick  things  off,  but  the  diet  we’ll  be  feeding  you  and  your treatments too will all help to  shrink  you down to fit perfectly. You might even find that cage a little too big by the end, so don’t be surprised if we downsize you before we send you home.”

Daniel paled. Shrinking his cock? The cage was minuscule, and the thought of his cock and balls, the symbols of his manhood, being shrunk to the point where he’d need a smaller cage appalled him.

“I…” Daniel was lost for words.

“Now,  what  do  you  say?  How  do   good  girls  show  they  are grateful?”

Daniel  shuddered,  even  now  the  phrase   good  girl  sent  a  thrill through  him  after  what  he’d  just  experienced.  He  kept  his  head  hung, defeated. He needed to work out how to get out of this place, and  fast. 

“I… thank you, Mistress.” He whispered.

Mistress Aranea grinned, smug.
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“Good girl.  Now, let’s see about your next treatment. You want to be pretty for your wife and Mistress, don’t you?”

Daniel paled. Liara was… Liara was going to be his Mistress? There was no way he was going to accept that. He was the man, and he was not going to submit to any woman, least of all his wife. He just needed to play along, bide his time, wait for his opportunity to escape, and then… then he could plan his revenge, get his own back on that bitch.

He nodded, slowly, biting back the urge to rebel and fight and resist.

The memory of the pain was sufficient motivation, but if he obeyed… the memory of that pleasure lingered too, bright, intense,  addictive.

“Yes, Mistress.” Daniel whispered.

He just hoped that it wouldn’t be too long before he had his chance.

Too much more of this and… well, he decided it was best not to think about that.

 

The  hours  and  days  that  followed  were  a  blur  of  activity,  Daniel barely having a moment to rest or relax, with absolutely zero chance to try to  plot  a  plan  of  escape—the  only  time  he  was  ever  alone  was  in  the  six hours  he  was  given  to  sleep,  locked  in  his  small,  very  pink,  bedroom,  a room with no windows, and only one very solid door.

He  was  trapped,  a  prisoner,  and  Mistress  Aranea  worked  him tirelessly  to  prepare  him  for  his  wife,  Liara,  his  new  Mistress.  Slowly, gradually, he began to realise just how serious his situation was. If he didn’t find a way out soon, then Daniel was not sure what would happen to him.

 

The  first  day  was  the  worst.  After  having  his  body  made  smooth, permanently,  after  being   caged,  he  was  taken  for  a  consultation  with  the resort’s resident  sculptor,  or  so  She  was  called.  After  only  a  few  minutes with  the  woman,  a  tall,  busty  blonde  with  glasses  and  a  white  lab-coat,  it became  clear  that  the  sculptor  was  actually  a  doctor,  a  surgeon,  and  the consultation was to decide what procedures and surgeries Daniel would be having after his initial period of  adjustment. 

He  knew  better  than  to  argue  or  even  speak  up,  but  still,  being paraded  around  naked,  caged,  acting  meek  and  submissive,  allowing Mistress  Aranea  and  the  sculptor  to  order  him  around  was  humiliating, demeaning, yet, as he played along, he found it came easier, that it was a simple matter to just do as he was told, to act as though he was pleased to obey,  and  he  found  an  element  of   peace  in  just  letting  go  of  control, allowing his mind to wander, allowing his body to simply do as he was told.

As the two women had talked Daniel had listened, baulking at the things they discussed, surgeries for implants, to file down bones, shrinking this,  enlarging  that,  discussing  his  legs,  face,  butt,  hips,  even  his   tits…

talking  about  him  as  though  he  were  a  doll  or  a  toy  being  built,  touching him,  drawing  on  him,  discussing  surgeries  and  procedures  he  hadn’t  even known were possible so that by the end his head was spinning and he barely remembered any of what had been discussed.

The entire experience left him flush and nervous. Though it would be  a  week  or  more  before  the  first   surgery  it  still  felt  like  an  ominous deadline. He needed to play along, but he needed to  escape  before  it  was too late.

After  the  consultation  Mistress  Aranea  had  taken  him  to  be  fitted with his  uniform,  and when Daniel had seen it he’d been unable to contain himself, raging against the outfit and the suggestion that he had to wear it.

“No, not ever. This has gone far enough. I’m happy to go along with some of this, even if I don’t agree, but you can hurt me if you want but I am still not putting that…”

The pain raged suddenly, angry and brash, a storm of agony inside him, dulling his words, knocking the air from his lungs, causing his legs to crumble. Daniel fell to the floor, writhing, his gut heaving, cock throbbing in its tiny cage.

“You  forget  that  you  have  no  choice.  You  are  to  obey,  without question. The sooner you learn that the better for you. You have no will of your  own  now,  you  have  no  rights.  Your  wife  and  Mistress  chose  this uniform for you, and you will be grateful for it, understand, slut?”

Mistress Aranea loomed over Daniel as he lay on the floor gasping for  breath.  The  pain  went  on  and  on,  cold,  hot,  needles,  blades,  ragged claws, and Mistress Aranea simply smiled.

The  pain  before  had  clearly  just  been  a  sample  of  what  She  could inflict,  and  She  was  done  demonstrating,  and  she  was  now  prepared  to

properly discipline him. With a gesture, the pain ended and Daniel was left gasping, shaking.

“Now,  will  you  obey  and  put  on  your  uniform,  or  do  I  need  to punish you again?”

Just the thought of more pain was enough to compel Daniel to obey.

He was not happy, but… what choice did he have?

The uniform was little more than lingerie, pink silk stockings with seams up the back, pink panties, a pink suspender belt with lacy pink straps, a pink bra, and a pink collar with a large silver ring on the front, the final touch was pair of glossy pink high heels. He couldn’t wear that, could he?

He  nodded,  agreed  to  wear  his  new   uniform,  and  he  got  dressed, unhappy  but  submissive,  compliant  for  now.  Yet,  as  he  got  dressed,  he found his body reacting. As he slipped on the stockings he felt a tingle up his  spine,  a  thrill  as  the  sheer,  soft  silk  slipped  up  and  over  his  smooth, sensitive legs. The panties too were soft, hugging his ass, hips, cupping his tiny  cage,  and  the  suspender  belt  felt  like  a  sensual  hug  around  his  waist, the straps tickling his legs.

It  took  him  a  moment  to  get  dressed,  but  with  Mistress  Aranea’s supervision he soon had the knack of it, slipping on his bra, heels, the whole experience strangely sensual and pleasant, a warm buzz of joy so fulfilling that  he  wondered  if  maybe  Mistress  Aranea  was  teasing  him  with  his implant,  making  him  enjoy  the  experience  of  getting  dressed  in  women’s lingerie for the first time so that he learned to relish it and look forward to it and…  if  that  was  Her  plan,  it  was   working.  As  Daniel  dressed  he  found himself  smiling,  an  odd  floating  sensation  in  his  head,  his  mind  fuzzy  so that it became easier to give up control.

Once he was done Mistress Aranea looked him over, examining the way he had dressed. He blushed, hanging his head, almost shy. Daniel had always  been  so  brash  and  confident,  cocky,  arrogant  even,  but  now,  his body  smooth,  soft,  hairless,  caged,  dressed  in  his  new  uniform  of  pink lingerie, he was oddly meek and subservient.

“Very nice. You will need some practice in how to get dressed, and it will take you a while to learn how to walk in heels, but for now you’ve done  well.  As  your  figure…   adjusts  to  your  new  Mistress’s  requirements we will of course update your wardrobe so it continues to fit you, but, right now, you are a very  good girl.”
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Those words were followed again by a buzz of pleasure. Was it the implant? Was Mistress Aranea trying to get him  hooked on the phrase  good girl? If so… She was succeeding.

Daniel  swallowed  the  lump  in  his  throat,  his  heart  racing.  Despite his predicament his cock throbbed, trying to harden, painfully squashed in his  new  cage.  The  fear,  the  pleasure,  the  sexy  clothes,  all  of  it  was overwhelming his reason and he was getting  turned on.

“Thank you, Mistress.” He whispered.

Mistress Aranea smiled.

“You are welcome,  slut,  now, I think that is enough for one day. It is time for you to eat and then rest. You have a  very busy week ahead of you.”

 

The next few days were similar, but  Daniel was still exhausted by it all. He would rise after a deep, dreamless sleep that left him invigorated and tingling,  to  be  met  by  Mistress  Aranea.  She  would  take  him  to  a  gym,  to exercise, make him run, make him sweat, making him squat heavy weights while  ensuring  he  did  no  exercises  that  would  strengthen  or  bulk  up  his upper body.

“Hips, legs, ass, core. That is what you need to work on. A pretty slut  like  you  has  no  need  for  strong  arms  or  shoulders.  You  are  to  look pretty and feminine, understand?” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel only nodded. He hated how She made him feel, small, weak, worthless except as an object to please and serve others, and he wanted to scream,  to  rebel,  to  resist,  but  he  did  not  want  the  pain,  and  obeying, submitting, gave him  pleasure so that over time it became easier and easier to just do as he was told.

He  worked  hard,  lifting,  finding  some  pleasure  in  just  letting  his body  work,  his  brain  shut  off,  following  instructions  as  he  exercised, squatted,  ran,  doing  yoga,  and  other  complex  workouts,  doing  as  he  was told  until  his  muscles  ached.  Afterwards,  there  were  the  showers,  and Mistress Aranea was always very specific about which soaps and lotions he was to use.

“These  will  help  speed  up  the  changes  in  that  sexy  slut  body  of yours, but you need to use them every day, and let’s just say I don’t quite trust you completely yet.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel blushed. He had begun to notice changes that were definitely more than subtle.

His skin had been hairless, smooth, since his first day, but after all the  creams,  moisturisers,  lotions,  it  had  become  even  softer,  even  more sensitive. Over the days of his training and treatments, his skin had seemed to almost  regenerate, becoming pale and flawless, his blemishes and scars vanishing, his muscles dwindling to be replaced with layers of softer, more delicate fat, his entire body  changing until it was almost unrecognisable, so soft and unmistakably  feminine.  He  was  becoming  pretty,  weak,  cute,  and he was powerless to stop it.

The exercises and diet too were having an effect, changing the shape of  his  body  at  an  alarming  rate  that  he  could  only  put  down  to  all  the various  supplements  and  ‘nutritional-shakes'  he  was  being  made  to consume. His waist was trimmer, his belly fat vanishing, or maybe  shifting was  a  better  term,  since  his  ass,  hips,  and  thighs  were  all  swelling, becoming larger with not just muscle. As he worked out now, as he walked and moved, even when he was lying down, he could not help but notice the prominent  swell of his butt, round and firm, pert due to all the muscle he was  putting  on,  but  also  just  a  little  soft,  jiggling  as  he  moved,  the  extra layers of fat making him  soft and  pillowy.

Had he seen his new ass on a woman he would have without a doubt noticed it, and maybe even commented on it had he been around his friends.

That he now had such a sexy,  provocative, slutty round ass left him feeling strangely  terrified  but  also  exhilarated,  his  cock  throbbing  painfully  in  its tiny  cage.  Only  it  was  becoming  less  painful,  and  that  one  fact  worried Daniel more than any other.

“This shampoo, then this conditioner. This soap today I think, as it will  really  help  that  lovely  new  skin  of  yours  glow,  and  finally  this moisturiser.” Mistress Aranea said.

She handed Daniel several tubs and bottles, stood with him outside the shower. He sighed, took them, knowing better now than to argue.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered.

He tried not to wince as he spoke. He was sure even his voice was beginning  to  change.  He  used  to  be  so  loud,  his  voice  commanding  and authoritative,  but  now…  now  he  was  always  so  quiet,  his  voice’s  pitch shifting, becoming higher, husky, a cute feminine whisper that would mean

he’d struggle to be overheard in all but the quietest places, even his voice made  submissive and demure.

Mistress Aranea set the shower running, the room filling with steam, and Daniel began to get undressed, stripping out of his exercise clothes—a pair of tight, baby pink yoga pants that were high waisted, cut off mid-calf, the fabric cut to lift and show off his ass, stretching tight around his wider hips and thicker thighs, and pair of pink trainers, and a tight pink vest that did little more than cover just his chest, leaving his belly, his shoulders, his arms, and his collarbones on display. He stripped off the vest first, hating that the most, the way the fabric clung to him, hugging and  lifting.  After all the  exercise  and  weight  loss  he  had  hoped  that  perhaps  his  ‘man  boobs’

would shrink too but, if anything, they had only grown larger, his nipples becoming oddly sensitive and hard, almost swollen, and his chest was now full enough that, in his tight exercise top, it almost looked as though he had small  tits.

Daniel  pushed  the  thought  away,  and  continued  stripping,  tugging his shoes off, slipping the tight, figure-hugging yoga pants down and off his smooth legs, then stepped into the shower. He sighed contentedly. This was his  favourite  part  of  his  new  daily  routine,  the  water  soothing  away  his worries  and  aches,  a  chance  to  just  let  his  mind  shut  off,  to  stop  fretting about what was happing to him, what was being done to him, and just enjoy the  sensation  of  the  water,  the  soap,  his  hands  on  his  soft,  smooth,  sexy body.

Daniel foamed his hair with shampoo, tingles running over his scalp and  down  his  neck—his  hair  felt  so  much  thicker  recently,  had  been growing  faster, was the shampoo to blame? He rinsed it, then applied the conditioner, let it sit as he lathered his hands with soap and began to wash.

As  always  Mistress  Aranea  stood  watching,  but  Daniel  had  grown used to Her presence, so he almost didn’t care any more, was accustomed to being  naked  and  exposed  around  Her.  His  hands  wandered,  washing,  soft and soapy, flesh tingling, so much more sensitive, his new curves so much more sensual. There were, he thought, some benefits to all this…  showering was  more  fun  now,  and  with  all  the  exercise  and  the  healthy  diet,  he  felt better physically than he had in a long time, as full of energy as he had been in his twenties.

His cock throbbed in his cage, trying to harden as his hands roamed over  his  chest,  fingers  teasing  over  his  hard,  fat,  puffy  nipples,  throbs  of

delight  as  he  teased  them,  but  there  was  no  pain  now,  only  a  dull,  hot, almost pleasant ache. His head spun. Was his dick really shrinking? With all the other changes to his body, that thought scared him, but also sent a flutter of nervous excitement through him.

His body ached after the hard workout, but there was more than that.

He had not  cum for days—quite how long he could not remember—and that frustration, that  need,  was starting to eat at him. He longed for that pleasure, that release, and as he washed he felt his body light up, aroused, tingling, his hands slipping lower, washing around his cage, tugging, yet finding no solace or pleasure in the touches, his efforts only furthering his frustration.

Struggling  with  the  tide  of  sensation  and  emotions,  Daniel's  hands slipped  around,  the  lather  of  soap  slippery,  roaming  round  to  his  ass, squeezing.  His  butt  was  so   fat  now,  round  and  pert  and  curvy,  and  he squeezed  hard.  One  hand  slipped  in,  fingers  slipping  along  his  crack, teasing.  His  head  was  spinning,  the  sensations  so   hot.  A  fingertip  teased over his  entrance and he gasped out loud at a sudden bolt of pleasure more intense than anything he’d felt before.

What was happening to him?

He  pressed,  eager  to  explore  the  new  feeling,  and  his  fingertip pressed in, barely entering his hole, and his caged cock throbbed hard, belly fluttering. It felt  good.

“I think that’s enough of that.” Mistress Aranea snapped.

Daniel  snapped  back  to  reality  and  he  realised  what  he  had  been doing. He pulled his hands away, blushing, and returned to washing, trying to act as though nothing had happened, but he knew Mistress Aranea had noticed. Who was he becoming?

“Now,  as  pleased  as  I  am  that  you’ve  discovered  some  of  your new…  enhancements,  I  think  it’s  time  you  finished  up.  Rinse  off  and  we can  see  about  getting  you  dressed.  Since  you’re  making  good  progress,  I have   plans  for  you  today  that  I  think  you’ll  enjoy…”  Mistress  Aranea’s voice was smug.

Daniel  shivered.  She  had  noticed,  and  what  did  She  mean  by enhancements? Was that why it had felt so good to touch his hole? Was he supposed to…

He pushed that worry aside. He would escape before it came to that, only… he’d not yet found a weakness in his captors' schemes. He’d need to
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continue to play along until one was revealed, and just hope that there was one to find. Still, the mention of  plans sent a chill through him.

Daniel  did  as  he  was  told.  He  rinsed  his  hair,  the  thickness  and length  of  it  oddly  soothing,  and  washed  the  last  traces  of  soap  off,  then stepped  out  of  the  shower  to  dry  off.  Mistress  Aranea  smiled,  a  knowing grin, mischief and menace.

“Moisturiser too, since we need to keep that beautiful skin of yours looking  pretty,  then  you  come  with  me,  and  I  can  get  you  ready  for  your surprise.”

Daniel shivered again, from more than the chill after the warmth of the shower. He smiled, belly in knots.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered, his  submission  coming  easily  now.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Mistress  Aranea  just  nodded,  watching  him,  apparently  pleased.  A small  throb  of  pleasure  spread  out  from  his  implant,  and  Daniel  gasped, whimpering. It was getting harder and harder to  resist.

 

“Now, take a look at yourself.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel  felt  weak,  head  spinning,  heart  racing,  hand  trembling.  He had  hated the outfit he’d been told to wear, yet, at the same time, had felt strangely drawn to it.

It  was   pink,  as  all  his  clothes  were  now  pink,  but  in  a  soft,  pastel hue, cute and girly,  feminine. Pink heels, with pink stockings, lacy, seams running up the back, a pink suspender belt with rose gold decoration, pink panties,  a  pink  bra.  Added  to  that  was  the  pink  bow  for  his  hair,  and  the make-up,  many shades of pink, eyeshadow, lipstick, nail polish, with black mascara and eyeliner.

It  was  the  first  time  Daniel  had  ever  worn  make-up,  and  he  had found  the  entire  process  strange,  oddly  arousing  having  Mistress  Aranea make  him   pretty,  Her  attention  focussed  on  him,  talking  him  through  the process  so  that  he  would  ‘learn  how  to  do  his  own  make-up',  something he’d  be  doing  every  morning  from  now  on,  apparently.  When  he  was finished dressing, when he was finally  ready, Mistress Aranea had walked him into a side room and stood him with his back facing a covered mirror.

Only  now  the  mirror  was  uncovered.  He  was  to  turn  around  and finally see his reflection. He was terrified, but also…  excited.

Daniel  turned,  faced  the  mirror,  and  froze.  He  paled…  he  was…

beautiful.  Was that really him?

It was the first time he had been in front of a mirror in  days.  All the changes he had been observing in himself, the slow  transformation, seeing it all together, suddenly, after so long not being able to see his reflection, it was stark and breathtaking.

His skin was pale now, flawless, almost porcelain, and smooth. His body  was  undeniably   curvy,  with  wide  hips,  a  round,  fat  ass,  and  thick thighs, a slight hint of muscle, but with the feminine softness of fat too. His waist was thinner, his belly almost entirely gone except for a slight softness around his middle, and his shoulders too seemed narrower, arms thinner, his muscles atrophied and shrunk, and, as he stood in his heels, he couldn’t help but notice a subtle thigh gap. Was that even possible? Were even his  bones changing, becoming more  feminine?

Still,  he  could  not  deny  how   sexy,  and  hot  he  looked.  The  heels made his legs look long and lean, made his ass stick out, and the stockings were  hot. The suspender belt only emphasised his waist, making him look thinner, and the panties barely covered his caged cock, his ass, making him look like the kind of cheap  slut he’d have watched in a porn video. His bra too only added to that image, cupping and squeezing his newly blossoming tits,  making  them  look  larger,  and  seeing  them  now  in  the  mirror  Daniel could  no  longer  deny  that  he  was  growing   breasts,  that  his  nipples  were fatter, larger.

Finally, his face, it was… it was  pretty. His features had shifted, and his  hair  was  longer,  thicker,  becoming  a  soft,  platinum  blonde.  His  eyes were large and bright, his lips puffy and swollen, plump, wet, ‘come fuck me’  lips  Daniel  would  have  called  them,  ‘blowjob’  lips,  and  his  features were  distinctly   feminine.  He  was   pretty,  and  with  the  make-up,  he  had become  sexy.  He  blushed,  his  pale  cheeks  turning  pink,  and  he  could  not help but stare at the person in the mirror, the person he had become.

He had changed so much, and there was still more to come. Even if he got out of here soon his life was going to be forever changed unless he could reverse all this. And if he couldn’t… he tried not to think about it.

“You like the new you?” Mistress Aranea asked.
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Daniel  was  frozen.  She  had  asked  him  a  question  though,  and  he was expected to answer Her. He took a deep breath. He knew what answer he was excepted to give, and any other would result in punishment.

“Yes,  Mistress.”  Daniel  whispered,  voice  soft.  “I…  thank  you, Mistress.”

He lied, only… maybe there was a small part of him that was oddly fascinated by his reflection. He was definitely  hot now, sexy and feminine even  if  he  wasn’t  exactly  womanly,  more  girlish  in  appearance,  a  slim, slightly curved figure. Before he’d been masculine, heavy, hairy, muscular and  chubby,  but  now…  now  he  was  smaller,  prettier,  and  so  much  more attractive. He smiled.

“I’m glad. And I think I know someone else who will like the new you,  just  as  I’m  sure  you’ll  like  the  new   Her.  Now,  follow  me.”  Mistress Aranea said.

The  new   Her?  Daniel  shuddered.  The  tone  of  Mistress  Aranea’s voice was deliberate, and Daniel realised it had been days since he’d seen Liara,  his  wife,  that  he  hadn’t  seen  Her  since  the  car  ride.  Was  he  finally going to get to talk to Her, to see Her?

He felt a hot surge of anger at the situation She had put him in. She had  lured  him  here  on  false  pretences,  to  trap  him,  to  do   this   to  him,  to punish him for, well, for nothing really. Sure, he could be a bit bull-headed, and he hadn’t always been faithful, but what did She expect? He was a red-blooded man, it was only natural for him to sleep around a bit, to have his fun, and She’d always been well taken care of, nice house, spending money, a nice car. He’d looked after Her and in return, She’d done  this  to him.

She was going to hear exactly what he thought of Her  holiday.

 

“In here now.” Mistress Aranea said.

She  held  a  door  open  for  Daniel  and  he  nodded,  acting  more submissive than he felt, stepping in as he’d been told. It was one thing to act like he was obeying Her, but his wife, Liara… there was no way he would ever…

Daniel looked across the room and froze. The room was plain white, empty except for a single armchair, with his wife, Liara, sat in it, watching him as though She had been waiting for him.

“Hello,  dearest.”  She  said,  Her  tone  almost   mocking.   “Aren’t  you going to greet your new  Mistress?”

She’d never spoken to him like that. Daniel bristled, tried to rise up tall, powerful, as he always had before, but it was different now. He was in pink heels, pink lingerie, and he was  changed, was smaller, weaker, more feminine, and Liara too had changed.

She looked younger, Her skin as flawless as his was now, smooth, pristine,  and  Her  face  was  even  more  beautiful  than  he  remembered.  She was taller too, her new height not just due to the black, heeled boots She was wearing, but Her legs, body, arms, all of them had grown slightly. She was  more  powerful,  more   regal  and  domineering,  more  like  Mistress Aranea, and the effect, in combination with his  diminishing,  was striking.

Liara was sat, legs crossed, dressed in dark black boots, glossy, with black  stockings,  a  black  corset  that  covered  Her  waist  and  chest,  and  Her face was made up with dark make-up. Her hair had been restyled, shaved on one side, long curls that fell down to Her shoulder on top and on the other side and She had a piercing now, through Her eyebrow, and another through Her  lip.  She  looked   hot,  sexier  than  Daniel  could  ever  remember  Her looking, Her tits full and perky, ass round, legs long.

His caged cock throbbed, tried to harden, but could not. Perhaps this trip would have a few benefits if they left with his wife looking like that.

Hell,  he  might  even  fuck  Her  more  often,  and  might  not  go  on  so  many business trips.

“You look… you look amazing.” Daniel said.

The way She looked, the way She was dressed, how  sexy She was, it was almost enough to make Daniel forget all that had happened, all that he had been through, but he was still in pink lingerie and heels, and he could not  so  easily  forget  the  reflection  of  himself  he  had  seen  in  that  mirror earlier.  He needed to stop this madness.

“But… this, all this, everything you’re putting me through. This is not okay. Either we leave now, and all this gets undone, or I’m going to be speaking to my lawyer and you’re not going to get another penny from me, do you understand?”

Daniel  tried  to  put  force  into  his  voice,  the  tone  of  command  he normally assumed with his wife, but failed. His voice was too soft now, too quiet,  and  he  felt   wrong.  She  was  so  much  more   intimidating  now,  Her shoulders  just  a  little  broader,  more  muscle  over  Her  body,  Her  arms  and

legs and stomach toned, Her clothes were so much  Domineering than his, covering more of Her body while he was so exposed, the black stark against his pink, and Her make-up was so much more  aggressive  and  assertive,  and Her  expression…  Daniel  had  never  seen  Her  like  this,  so  relaxed  and  so confident. He felt a chill and a thrill at the same time.

“Is  that  really  how  you  greet  your  new  Mistress?  By  answering back?” Liara said.

She  rose,  slowly,  to  Her  feet.  She  was  even  taller  than  She  had seemed, and She loomed over Daniel now, making him feel small and meek and  vulnerable,  and  the  rush  of  emotions,  fear,  anger,  humiliation, excitement, left him almost breathless.

“I  assure  you,  he  has  been  shown  how  to  behave  properly,  and, except  for  this  outburst,  he  has  been  remarkably  well  behaved.”  Mistress Aranea said.

Liara  smiled.  She  nodded,  stepped  close  to  Daniel  and  grinned  as She looked down at him.

“I can imagine, but I dare say he’s been playing along, harbouring some  thoughts  of  escaping  and  getting  back  to  his  old  life,  of  getting revenge on me for all…  this. He was always stubborn and pig-headed, and, to be honest, I think I’d be disappointed if he was completely broken in. It’d ruin half the fun for me.” Liara said.

Daniel blinked. Liara had never been so confident before, had She?

But now, now She was almost  arrogant in the way She talked about him, but  She  was  also  right.  He  had  been  playing  along,  he  had  been  planning escape,  revenge,  he  was  stubborn,  but  he  also  wasn’t  about  to  be   broken.

Why did the way She said that word  excite  him though?

“I… now just a minute. This had gone too far already… you and I just need to…”

Liara  made  a  gesture  with  Her  hand  and  there  was  pain.  Daniel gasped, his words cut off, and his legs went weak. He crumbled and fell to the  floor  at  Liara’s  feet,  knelt,  looking  up  at  Her  as  She  smiled  at  him, enjoying his suffering.

With  another  gesture  from  Her,  the  pain  cut  out.  His  heart  was racing, his breath ragged, hands shaking.

“That’s  MISTRESS Liara to you now slut, understand?” She said.

Daniel froze. Her voice was loud, commanding. She could hurt him, would  make  him  suffer.  A  tingle  ran  up  his  spine,  fear.  She  could  also…

also cause him pleasure, as a reward then, couldn’t She? And that thought excited him, a warm glow at the memory of the pleasure of his implant. He could just pretend to obey, to avoid pain, and get a little pleasure, couldn’t he?

“I…  yes  Mistress.  Sorry  Mistress.”  Daniel  whispered,  voice  soft, feminine, submissive.

Mistress  Liara  smiled,  smug,  and  with  a  small  gesture  from  Her hand,  there  was  a  brief  flutter  of  pleasure.  Daniel  smiled,  mind  and  body hot with joy. Obeying wouldn’t be so bad… would it?

“Better. Now, you are here because I have been led to believe that you are making good progress. I can see from how you look that, physically at least, that is the case. However, I am in doubt about your mind, your  soul.

Are you really ready to serve me as is now your place?”

The way Liara,  Mistress  Liara,  spoke  to  Daniel  sent  a  thrill  up  his spine. She had always been so quiet and stoic, ever since they’d met in their early  twenties,  but  now…  now  She  was  commanding,  authoritative, Domineering, and it made him squirm? Where had this come from? Had it always been there? Had this streak always been in there? Is that why they’d never  had  that   spark   in  the  bedroom?  Or  was  it  just  revenge  for  all  She imagined he’d done to Her?

He’d  been  a  good  husband  though,  hadn’t  he?  He  had  given  Her money, a house, a car, had taken care of Her, but, where was this new side of Her coming from then? Maybe… maybe he hadn’t treated Her as well as he  could  have,  maybe  he  had  neglected  Her  in  a  way,  and  this  was  what he’d done to Her. Had his actions made Her into  this,  made Her into a cruel, Domineering Mistress. Or maybe this had always been there, in Her, and it was only coming to the surface now after years,  decades,  of frustration.

Daniel paled as he realised no matter the answer he was in trouble.

He wanted to resist, to rebel, to act as he normally would and just dismiss his  wife’s  demands,  but  he  did  not  want  the  pain,  and  the  thought  of  the pleasure  that  would  come  with  submitting,  obeying,  made  him  weak  and willing. He nodded, slowly, his heart racing.

“Yes, Mistress.” Daniel said, his voice soft.

Mistress Liara smiled, Her grin was beautiful. She was truly radiant now  and  Daniel  felt  his  caged  cock  throb.  He  couldn’t  wait  to  fuck  Her again,  to  pound  Her,  hard,  to  stretch  out  Her  pussy,  and  he  felt  his  cock

swell, trying, and failing, to harden, the lack of pain a niggling worry at the back of his mind—was he really getting  smaller?

“Then kneel at My feet.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  nodded,  obeyed,  and  as  he  shifted  onto  his  knees,  a  formal kneeling  position  like  a  servant  or  a   slave,  a  worshipper  praising  their Divine,  he felt a swell of pleasure, the joy from his implant melting away his  resistance.  If  submitting  felt  this  good  then  maybe  it  wouldn’t  be  so bad?

As he looked up Mistress Liara rose above, tall and towering in Her heeled  boots,  beautiful  and  terrible,  and  he  felt  fear,  joy,  arousal.  She stepped forward, heels clicking, and moved to stand immediately in front of him, so close he could  smell  her, his head even with Her thighs, Her crotch, and as She shifted to stand with Her feet far apart he realised She was not wearing  underwear,  Her  absence  of  panties  leaving  Her  bare,  smooth, inflamed  cunt  exposed.  It  was  beautiful,  more  stunning  than  he  could remember—when was the last time he’d seen it, he thought—and he longed to  sink  his  cock  into  the  warm,  wet,  tight  folds.  The  lips  glistened  with moisture, Her arousal clear, and he could smell the scent of Her, breathed it in deeply, craving more.

“Lick me. Lick me and make me  cum. Show me you can be a good slut for me and, if you do a good enough job, maybe I won’t change you  too drastically.” Mistress Liara said.

Lick Her? Daniel had done that only a handful of times, early on in the adventurous beginning of their relationship. He had never really enjoyed it,  since  it  gave  him  no  pleasure,  even  though  he  had  pestered  Her  often enough  for  blowjobs.  He  could  not  even  remember  the  last  time  he  had gone down on a woman.

His skills would be rusty,  very rusty, and he felt an edge of fear. If he did a bad job who knew what else She’d do to him. He needed to make Her cum with his tongue, needed to serve Her, lick Her pussy, Her cunt, and do a  good  job  otherwise…  Daniel  pushed  that  thought  from  his  head.

Panicking would only make this harder.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered, lowering his eyes to Her pussy.

Mistress Liara spread Her feet further apart and stood, still, waiting.

Daniel took a deep breath, the scent of Her wet pussy heady and strong, and he felt his mouth water, caged cock throbbing. Why was all of this turning him on? He hadn’t cum in days, but still…
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Daniel  shifted,  crawling  forwards  on  his  hand  and  knees,  his  fat, round  ass  jiggling  as  his  hips  wiggled.  He  could  feel  the  changes  in  his body, and he was beginning to fear he could feel the changes in his mind too.

“Such a pretty slut.” Mistress Liara said. “So sexy and  feminine. I’m going to enjoy breaking you in, but for now…  lick M e, worship Me, make Me  CUM.”

Before  Daniel  could  move,  before  he  even  had  a  chance  to  obey, Mistress  Liara  reached  out  and  gripped  his  hair,  tight,  the  pain  sharp  and intense,  and  She  pressed  his  face  into  Her  crotch,  his  nose,  lips,  chin  all pressed into the slippery, wet, hot folds of Her cunt.

As She pressed Her hips forward, grinding Her pussy onto his face, Mistress  Liara  sighed,  a  soft,  pleasured  moan,  and  Daniel  extended  his tongue,  licking  up,  tasting  Her  juices,  working  the  tip  of  his  tongue  over Her hole, pressing it just barely in. Mistress Liara bucked Her hips harder, pressing down, forcing more of his tongue into Her cunt.

“Yes… serve me slut.” She moaned.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so hard, Daniel thought to himself. Maybe he could escape further drastic  changes.

 

Daniel  lapped,  licked,  sucked,  kissed,  his  lips  and  tongue  working along Mistress Liara’s wet folds, worshipping Her pussy, trying desperately to please Her, to make Her  cum. He was clumsy but eager, eager to escape further transformation, to get out of this nightmare as soon as possible, but his eagerness, his desire to please, began to shift as his tongue worked.

His  body  grew  hot,  a  warm  bliss  spreading  through  him  as  he submitted,  as  he   worshipped.  He  felt  light,  almost  as  though  floating,  a pleasure filling him that made him giddy and drunk.

His cock throbbed, hard, trapped in his cage, useless, worthless, and for the first time, he found it almost a relief. With his cock locked away it was no longer a distraction, no longer the focus of his attention. Though he was horny, though he had not cum for days, perhaps even weeks, his track of time distorted by the rigmarole of his daily rituals, the rapid changes he had been enduring, he was not focussed on his cock.

It was unable to grow hard now. He could not use it, could not fuck his wife’s, Mistress Liara’s wet, perfect, Divine pussy, so he did not need to worry, did not need to even think about it. He could focus on experiencing Her body, Her scent, the soft sensual flesh of Her cunt, could focus on Her pleasure instead of his own, and it was almost a joy.

Daniel  worked  his  tongue  deep  into  Mistress  Liara’s  folds,  giddy, body  hot  with  the  pleasure  that  was  washing  over  him,  eroding  his resistance,  encouraging  him  to  submit,  to  obey.  He  pressed  the  tip  of  his tongue into Her folds, teasing along the slick flesh until it came to rest at the entrance to Her pussy. She shifted Her hips, spreading Her legs as She stood over him, and he pressed, his tongue entering Her,  fucking Her.

“Yes…  good  slut.  Fuck  me  with  your  tongue.”  She  moaned, grinding.

Daniel  pressed  his  tongue  deeper,  and  he  was  rewarded  with  a sudden gush of Her fluids, the wetness of Her cunt smearing over his face, his  lips,  chin,  tongue,  filling  his  mouth.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  licked, pressing his tongue deeper.

“Deeper…  fuck  me  harder.  Show  me  you’re  not  a  completely worthless slut, show me I should keep you, rather than just abandon you to whoever wants you.”

Her  words  stung.  Abandon  him?  Would  She  really  just  leave  him here, to be made into… into whatever Mistress Aranea wanted? Would She really  just  leave  him  to  be  remade,  used  by  whoever  wanted  to  use  him, even…

He felt the fear rise in him, inspiring him to work harder. He had to please  Her,  satisfy  Her,  make  Her  cum.  He  fucked  his  tongue  deeper, licking, kissing, tasting the sweetness of Her, bathing in the slippery heat of Her.

Mistress Liara ground Her hips down hard, Her grip in Daniel’s hair tight, firm, painful. She was more powerful than him now, taller, stronger, and he was small and weak and powerless to resist Her, yet the pleasure, the fear, pushed all thought of resistance from his mind. He submitted willingly, eagerly, licking, kissing, sucking, worshipping Her Divine cunt.

With his cock caged, locked away, useless, unable to even get hard, perhaps  even   shrinking,  it  was  easier,  and  Daniel  found  new  pleasure  in serving his wife, his Mistress, Mistress Liara. He let Her guide his face with Her grip on his hair, Her hips working his tongue deep, fucking Her, tasting

Her.  He  could  feel  Her  walls  clenching,  Her  juices  flowing  eagerly  now, was She close?

He had to make Her cum, had to please Her, show Her he was not worthless, that She should keep him, that he could serve Her. His head was spinning, the soft pleasure eroding his will to resist, his fear motivating him to try harder. If only he’d had more practise…

“Lick up now slut, my clit needs some love too, but if you weren’t such a pathetic, lazy excuse for a lover you’d know that already.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  did  as  he  was  told,  responding  quickly  to  the  command, pleasure  filling  him,  the  joy  of  serving,  submitting,  his  mind  fixed  on pleasing his Mistress. He needed to show Her he could be a good slut.

His tongue lapped up, teasing through Her wet, hot, slippery folds, and he found the swollen nub of Her clit, circled it, kissed it, licked it with his tongue. Mistress Liara bucked down, hard, grinding Her pussy onto his face,  almost  painful,  gripping  his  hair  tight,  riding  his  face,  fucking  his mouth and tongue, using him for Her pleasure.

His body was hot, throbbing, his caged cock drooling. His head was spinning, but he was focussed only on Mistress Liara’s pleasure. He  needed to make Her cum, to satisfy Her.

“Fuck, yes… there… don’t stop.”

Her  body  tensed.  Daniel  worked  harder,  reading  the  small  shivers and shudders of Her body to know how to pleasure Her, letting Her teach him  how  to  better  satisfy  Her.  He  lapped,  kissed,  licked,  and  his  body thrummed with joy.

“Yes… good slut… yes…”

Mistress Liara tensed, Her grip in his hair painful, and She ground Her  hips  down  hard.  She  shook,  Her  pussy  flooded  with  wetness,  and, suddenly, She came,  cumming hard, cumming over Daniel’s face. He licked, circling  Her  clit,  but  Mistress  Liara  pulled  his  head  away,  denying  him further taste of Her.

“Sensitive…” She gasped, grinning.

He looked up at Her and smiled, his face soaked with the juices of Her cunt. He felt a swell of pleasure from his implant, his  reward, and yet more of his resistance melted away.

Mistress Liara was gasping, Her tits rising and falling, heaving, Her cheeks  flush,  and  She  looked…  satisfied?  Daniel  hoped  he  had  done
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enough to earn a place by Her side, at Her feet. Anything was better than being abandoned.

His  mind  spun.  What  was  he  thinking?  He  need  to…  needed  to…

his resistance was crumbling.

“That was good, but you need more practise, and I think you can do better. A few more changes perhaps will  motivate you.” Mistress Liara said.

“That can easily be accommodated.” Mistress Aranea said, speaking up from behind Daniel.

“Shall I take him away now? I can visit you in your chambers later to discuss how you would like to proceed with him.”

Mistress  Liara  nodded,  smiling.  She  released  Her  grip  on  Daniel’s hair and almost pushed him away, dismissing him without a word. He was so  horny,  and he still hadn’t cum.

“That would be perfect. He was good, and it was fun breaking him in  a  little,  but  he  could  be…   better.  Take  him  away  and  I’ll  have  a  think about what else needs to be  done to finish my slut off.”

Daniel  paled.  He  had  done  his  best,  but  it  was  not  good  though.

Though  She  hadn’t  abandoned  him,  yet,  there  would  be  further   changes. 

What were they going to do to him?

“Come now slut. I think you need a little rest, after all, you have so much more still ahead of you.” Mistress Aranea said.

His  body  was  hot,  aching,  caged  cock  throbbing.  Slowly,  Daniel nodded. He hung his head and climbed to his feet, turning away from his wife, his Mistress, submitting. He needed to find a way out of all of this, but he was tired, and it was becoming harder and harder to resist the pleasure of submitting.

 

The  days  that  followed  were  much  of  the  same,  exercise,  diet, washing with creams and lotions, special moisturisers. He was shown how to  practice  with  make-up  and  beauty  products,  working  on  a  model  head due to the complete lack of mirrors, was shown how to care for his body, how to keep it soft and  pretty.

Daniel found it easier and easier to just obey, to do as he was told by Mistress  Aranea,  his  mind  just  shutting  off  for  periods  of  time,  his  body craving  the  pleasure  of  obeying,  fearing  the  pain  of  resisting,  at  times  his

body doing what he was told without even thinking, just submitting totally, and in those moments he felt almost…  free.

The  changes  continued  too,  the  exercise  and  his  diet  altering  his body shape, the supplements, the creams, the lotions, all of it combining to have  an  almost  miraculous  effect  on  his  body.  He  became  even  shorter, shoulders  shrinking,  hips  growing  wider  so  he  had  an  obvious  thigh  gap.

His ass swelled, becoming a round, pert, jiggly bubble butt, and his thighs became thick and soft, almost  succulent.

His  tits  too  had  grown,  becoming  small  but  obvious,  almost  a handful—though  his  hands  too  were  smaller  now,  dainty  and   feminine—

with  large,  thick  nipples  that  were  almost  always  hard,  and  very,  very sensitive, and though he had not seen another mirror, he was sure he could feel  more  changes  in  his  face,  his  hair  growing  longer,  thicker,  light platinum blonde curls falling around his shoulders now, his lips heavy and plump, his jaw less rugged, nose thinner, brows higher, eyes wider.

He  felt  different  too,  the  constant  giving  in,  surrendering,  obeying making it easier and easier to just do as he was told. He was weaker now, smaller,  prettier,  and  Mistress  Aranea  now  loomed  tall  and  powerful  over him. Even had he wanted to resist, even without the implant, the pleasure and  the  pain,  he  would  have  struggled  to  resist  the  Domineering  force  of Her will.

Added to the exercise and the make-up practise were other practise sessions. Daniel was taught how to better walk in heels, his heels becoming high and higher until he was wearing ballet heels, walking on his toes with his feet high, the heels long and thin and precarious—at first, it was difficult to even stand in them, but after hours and days of being  locked in a pair of tightly laced pink ballet heels he found he could walk well enough in them, though  his  steps  were  small  and  delicate,  his  hips  wiggling,  ass  swaying, jiggling. He was taught to dance, how to bend, how to move with grace and poise,  how  to  move  in  a  way  that  would  please  his  wife  and  Mistress, showing  off  his  new,  sexy  body,  how  to  arouse  others  by  posing  and wiggling and strutting, instructed constantly until it became second nature, his body moving instinctively in a way that was sexual,  brazen.

He was taught how to clean too, how to serve as a maid, as a cook, how to maintain a house and care for the Mistress, how to be tidy and clean, how to polish latex and leather, how to care for heels, boots, how to hand wash delicate underwear. He was taught how to crawl too, ass high, head

low,  taught  to  do  daily  yoga  to  improve  his  flexibility  and  strength, trimming and shaping his body.

Each  night  he  fell  asleep  aching,  tired,  but  awoke  refreshed, tingling, body renewed, further changed, and the days ran into each other so that  time  was  only  a  vague  concept,  his  body  transforming,  mind  being eroded.  He  was  powerless  to  resist,  and  even  his  desire  to  resist  began  to fade.

Through it all he remained locked,  caged, his dick no longer even trying to grow hard, the cage almost too large for him so that he knew for certain that his dick had shrunk. The once proud symbol of his manhood, his masculinity had been made into just a pretty, cute,  feminine dick, locked away,  rendered  useless,  and  the  constant  ebb  and  flow  of  arousal  and frustration  only  made  him  more  eager  to  submit,  to  obey,  so  that  he  felt almost as though his personality were being rewritten.

As  he  woke  on  another  day  he  was  greeted  by  Mistress  Aranea, taken  to  his  gym  to  exercise,  then  to  shower.  As  he  washed  he  could  not help  but  appreciate  the  changes  to  his  body.  He  was  now  unmistakably feminine, with small breasts, hips, a round ass. What did he look like now?

Just the thought of seeing himself in a mirror gave him a small thrill, a  buzz  of  excitement.  Would  he  be  pretty,  sexy?  Would  he  be  hot?  What would he look like in lingerie, or a sexy outfit? Just imagining it gave him a small thrill—would his wife, Mistress Liara, be pleased by him?

As Daniel stepped out of the shower Mistress Aranea handed him a towel,  smiling.  She  seemed  in  a  particularly  good  mood  today,  and  Her glow made Daniel tingle.

“Now,  dry  off.  We  have  a  few   treats  in  store  for  you  today,  since you’ve been doing so well.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel  felt  his  gut  flutter.  There  was  excitement,  but  also  nerves.

The  surprises  Mistress  Aranea  arranged  for  him  were  never  a   good thing, but  they  were  always   fun,  and  that  was  the  problem,  the  pleasures,  the experiences,  they  always  left  him   changed,  his  will  eroded,  body transformed, mind altered. Still, he knew better than to resist or be rude.

Daniel  took  the  towel  and  began  to  dry  off.  He  smiled,  his  body tingling.

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.” He whispered—even his voice was changed now, always quiet, always soft, always feminine and  sexy.

As  he  finished  drying  he  set  to  dressing,  slipping  on  the  lingerie Mistress  Aranea  handed  him,  pink,  as  always,  stockings  and  suspenders, panties—his panties  tiny,  but  easily  fitting  his  cage  inside,  his  diminished size  meaning  that  he  had,  finally,  had  his  cage  changed  to  one  that  was much smaller, much cuter, much  prettier— a bra that lifted and cupped his blossoming tits, giving him just the first hints of cleavage, and heels.

He  looked  down  at  himself  and  felt  the  same  disturbing  sense  of unreality,  the  same  thrill  at  what  he  was  seeing,  excitement  and nervousness,  fear  at  how  much  he  had  changed,  at  what  it  meant  for  his future. Even if he escaped would he ever be able to change back, and, if not, what would that mean for his life going forward. Would he have to live as this… person, this new body, a small, pretty, feminine…  girl? What would people think, how would they treat him?

Yet,  it  felt  nice,  strangely,  to  find  himself,  for  the  first  time  in  his life,  attractive.  His  entire  life  he  had  used  money,  power,  his  force  of personality  to  persuade  people,  to  seduce  women  and  intimidate  men  or befriend them, but now, looking like this, he could just… he could just use his   body.  He  had  always  in  a  small  way  envied  pretty  women  and  their feminine  wiles, but now… now he had wiles of his own, and plenty of them.

“Yes, you look adorable with all your  changes, but we have places to be, so would you please stop admiring yourself for a moment and follow me,  slut.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel blushed. He had been observed admiring himself, She could tell he in some way  liked  how he looked now, how  sexy he was now. The thought that She knew he was beginning to  like what was being done to him terrified him. How much further might She and his wife, Mistress Liara go now? What else might they do to him?

Daniel looked up, pretty cheeks pink, and nodded, trying his best to look abashed. Mistress Aranea was only grinning.

“Sorry Mistress.” He whispered.

Mistress Aranea laughed, lightly. She shook Her head.

“No need to apologise. It is only natural that a slut like you should learn to like their new body, their new  life, but we have plans for you today, so we don’t have time to waste. Now, follow me, and we can begin.”

Begin? Just what did Mistress Aranea have planned for him today?

How much worse could all this get.
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Daniel took a deep breath and swallowed the lump in his throat. He had little choice but to obey, he was small now, weak, just a pretty little  slut, but, worse, he had no will to resist. Instead, the thought of the pleasure of obeying,  the  thought  of  pleasing  his  Mistresses,  made  the  need  to  obey almost a  compulsion.

“Yes Mistress, of course. And… thank you Mistress.”

The  words  came  more  easily  now,  slipping  out  of  Daniel’s  pretty blowjob  lips.  His  mind  was  changing  too  and  he  wondered,  fear  and excitement both bubbling deep within him, just who he was becoming.

 

Mistress  Aranea  led  him  to  another  room,  one  he  had  not  visited before, and Daniel paled as he recognised it for what it was immediately—

the large chair facing a table, a covered mirror, the woman in a white gown, white heels. A hair salon, a make-up parlour, a beauticians, just like the one his wife used to visit before a night out or when She was feeling low. What did they…

“Sit, now.” mistress Aranea said.

Daniel stepped off towards the chair without even thinking, obeying almost on instinct now. He wiggled his butt and hips with each step, just as he’d  been  taught,  and  sat,  the  chair  soft  and  comfortable.  The  woman  in white fussed around him without a word, slipping a cloth cover around his neck and shoulders.

“You’ve  seen  the  pictures  that  were  sent  to  you  as  a  reference?”

Mistress Aranea said.

She was not talking to Daniel. The woman in white tucked the sheet in,  tight,  and  nodded.  She  was  immaculate  and  beautiful,  Her  make-up  a work of art, Her hair perfect, glamour and sex and beauty. Was he going to look at  hot  as Her? Why did that idea appeal to him?

“Of  course,  and  it  should  all  be  fine.  I  will  have  to  make  a  few adjustments  for  their  face  shape  and  to  allow  for  the  final  changes  you mentioned, but they will look as She wants.”

Her accent was heavy and luxurious, almost smoky, and the tone of Her voice sent shivers down Daniel’s spine. She did not even look at him, or, rather, did not even really seem to  see him.

She  looked  over  him,  examining  his  features,  face,  hair,  but  Her glance was cursory, as though he were an object, a toy, a  doll that needed to be painted, and something about that made Daniel’s belly flutter. What was She going to do to him?

“Excellent. I knew you would be able to satisfy their Mistress. She is looking forward to seeing what art you produce. I will wait, just in case they  decide  to  resist,  but  I  do  not  expect  any  problems.  They  are  well  on their way to being fully broken.”

The way the women spoke about him, as though he were no longer a man,  as  though  he  were  an  object,  a  possession,  left  Daniel  feeling  giddy and breathless. And what did Mistress Aranea mean ‘well on their way to being broken’. Daniel was just playing along, biding his time, waiting for his opportunity, except it was getting harder and harder to resist, and easier and easier to obey. He needed to…

“Now, sit still and look pretty. No moving, no talking. Understand.”

The woman said, looking  at Daniel for the first time.

Daniel nodded, suddenly alert.

“Yes, Mistress.” He whispered on instinct.

There was a warm throb of pleasure from his implant that made him sigh, a quiet exhale. The woman smiled.

“I  see  what  you  mean.  So  well  behaved.”  She  said.  “Now,  let  us begin.”

She turned away and stepped around behind Daniel. His hair, long now, white platinum blonde, was still wet from the shower, and he felt the woman run Her fingers through it.

“Lovely. Yes, it has grown in beautifully. This will be a pleasure.”

He  heard  the  soft  purr  of  scissors,  sharp  metal  blades  brushing against  each  other,  felt  a  comb  slip  through  his  wet  hair.  He  stayed  still, frozen, obeying. He could only wait and see what was to be done to him, and hope it was not too  severe.

The  woman  worked  with  scissors,  combs,  brushes.  She  fluttered around Daniel like a dancer, snipping, chopping, handfuls of his hair falling away.  He  had  not  even  realised  quite  how  long  his  hair  had  become,  but seeing it now, being cut off his head, he felt almost sad to be losing it, but then, he was also strangely excited to see what was being done to him.

The woman moved around him with a hair-dryer, shaping his hair as warm air brushed his neck and face. It felt calming, almost relaxing, to have

someone making him  pretty, and for the first time he realised why his wife enjoyed  going  to  the  hairdresser  and  beautician  so  much,  the  process  of being made beautiful as much a part of the fun as the final product. What was he going to look like? Just imaging it made his tiny little caged dick tingle, a fluttering in his belly.

Once his hair was done the woman moved onto his face, wiping it down  before  marking  it  with  a  faint  pencil,  then  picking  up  a  strange handheld device that looked more like an airbrush, or a power tool.

“Now,  close  your  eyes,  relax,  and  stay  still,  this  will  sting  a  little, but it will be over quickly, and afterwards you will always look  beautiful.”

She said.

The woman lifted the device to Daniel’s face and he felt a sharp heat on his brow, stinging, just above his eye. It moved, slowly, painful but never agony, the heat pressing on his right eyelid. It cut out, then started again on his left eyelid.

He did as he was told, remained still, relaxed, eyes closed. The pain pressed on his eyes, brows, lips, cheeks. It burned, but softly, and his body tingled. Just what was She doing to him?

The  pain  ended  and  Daniel  waited,  but  there  was  nothing,  then, suddenly, soft hands caressed his face, applying a cooling cream that dulled the ache, soothing him. He took a deep breath and relaxed.

“There,  it  is  done.  That  will  seal  in  the  effect,  so  it  is  permanent.

Now you will always have a foundation of make-up to work from, and you will  always  have  a  base  of  permanent  colour  to  help  you  look  your sluttiest.”

Her voice was soft, calm, but the words sent a chill down Daniel’s spine. That device, it had… it had applied a permanent layer of make-up to his face? He had basically had his face  tattooed  with make-up. No matter what he would always look  made-up.  He would never look less than… than slutty? What did he look like? He felt terror but also excitement, and that revelation,  that  he  had  changed  so  much  that   permanent   make-up   excited him, scared him even more.

“They  look  adorable!”  Mistress  Aranea  said,  Her  voice  suddenly close.  “You  have,  as  always,  created  nothing  less  than  art.  Their  new Mistress will be  very happy I’m sure.”

A  hand  caressed  Daniel’s  shoulder  through  the  thin  sheet  that covered him, fingers tracing, gripping the cloth, tugging it off. He shivered,

suddenly aware of how exposed he was in just his lingerie.

“Stand now slut.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel did as he was told, eyes still closed, clumsy, precarious in his ballet heels despite his extensive practise.

“Now, do you want to see how pretty your Mistress’s property is?”

That question, the implication. Daniel wanted to see, but the way it was  phrased,  as  though  he  were  nothing  but  his  wife’s,  his  Mistress’s property now… he nodded.

“Please Mistress.” He whispered.

“Then open your eyes. See what a lovely slut you have become.”

Daniel  did  as  he  was  told,  opened  his  eyes  and  he  froze.  He  was standing  in  front  of  the  uncovered  mirror  now,  could  see  himself,  and  he was  stunning.

He  had  not  seen  his  reflection  in  days,  perhaps  weeks,  and  the changes…

His body was utterly feminine now, with almost all trace of who he was  before,  his  previous  masculinity,  gone  now.  He  was  smooth,  with subtle, girlish curves, thick thighs, wide hips, a round, pert ass, small tits, so soft and sexy, but it was his head, his  face, that truly startled him.

He  was…  he  was   beautiful   now.  He  looked  younger,  with  pretty shoulder-length curls, a bright blonde that made him look like a doll, or a…

a  bimbo, and his face…

His  eyes  were  large,  and  bright,  with  thick,  full,  long  lashes,  fine brows, a thin, cute nose, plump wet lips, a feminine jaw, and all of it was just made even more dazzling by his new  permanent layer of make-up, the dark eyeliner, thick mascara, the heavy pink eyeshadow, dark and wanton, the bright pink lips, sparkly and glossy. Had Daniel seen a woman like this before  he  would  have  assumed  they  were  a  girl,  a  young  woman  well  on Her way to becoming a  slut, and he’d have been sure to watch Her walk by but now… now he was that girl, that  slut, and he felt a thrill of pleasure and terror, the twin emotions causing his caged cock to tingle.

“Now, what do you say, slut.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel took a deep breath. He hated and adored how he looked, but he knew what he was expected to say.

“Thank you, Mistress. I… I am a work of art.”

He  felt  another  thread  of  his  identity  snap,  another  part  of  his  old self shrivel and die as the changes continued to  remake him. He needed to
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resist,  but  part  of  him  was  now   craving  the  thrill  and  the  pleasure  of submitting.

“Good slut. Now, I think it’s time for the next part of your surprise.

Shall we?” Mistress Aranea said.

A warm throb of pleasure spread out from Daniel’s implant, and he sighed, softly. The question was rhetorical. Daniel would do whatever She said.

Daniel nodded, smiled, giddy, still staring at his reflection. He was so pretty, such a good slut. He floated, turned, and followed after Mistress Aranea as She led him to the next part of his surprise.

 

“Finally! I’ve been waiting for you.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  stalled  in  the  doorway  and  stared  at  his  wife,  his   Mistress.

She was stunningly beautiful, radiant, and had grown even taller, even more intimidating since Daniel had last seen Her.

She was dressed in black, leather and latex, long thigh length boots with  thin,  tall  heels,  platform  soles,  so  that  She  loomed  over  Daniel’s diminished stature, fishnet tights, crotchless, like the last time he had seen Her,  Her  bald  cunt  on  display,  brazen  and  wanton,  a  black  corset  tight around Her waist, with Her tits left free this time—her tits were larger too, fuller, pert and heavy, and…

Her  nipples  were  both  pierced,  something  Daniel  had  always thought  very sexy, and had suggested many times. The thought of sucking on those nipples now made his whole body hot with desire.

It had been  weeks since he had been caged, since he had last cum, and  he  was  aching  for  release,  always  horny,  distracted,  the  constant  dull throb  of  arousal,  the  feeling  of  frustration,  desperation,  keeping  him permanently  submissive  and  demure.  Seeing  his  wife,  his  Mistress,  now, dressed  as  She  was,  it  was  agony  for  him.  The  thought  of   fucking  Her, slipping  even  his  worthless  little  dick  inside  Her  hot,  wet,  tight,  cunt,  of being allowed to  cum, was enough to make him almost drop to his knees to beg.

“I have a face, slut.” Mistress Liara said, teasing, mocking.

Daniel looked up from Her pierced nipples to Her face, and it was just  as  breathtaking,  just  as  beautiful.  She  looked  younger,  Her  hair  sill

shaved on one side, with several more facial piercings now, Her make-up dark,  Her  face  stunning  but  severe,  almost…  cruel,  domineering  and commanding. Daniel felt his heart skip even just looking at Her.

“You like the new me?” Mistress Liara asked.

Daniel  nodded.  He  did.  His  wife,  his  Mistress,  looked   hotter  than She ever had, and he wanted to worship Her body, make Her cum with his tongue,  fuck  Her,  feel  Her  lips  on  his  worthless  little  cock.  He’d  do anything…

“Yes, Mistress.” Daniel whimpered.

“Mmm…  I  do  too.  I  feel  so  much  more  myself  now.  I’ve  been  so bored for years, a dull husband who doesn’t value me or take care of my needs, but now… now I feel almost reborn. And now I have a husband and a slut who’ll do anything to take care of my needs, don’t I?”

Daniel felt a swell of joy and pride. He nodded.

“Yes, Mistress. Anything for you Mistress.” The words came easily.

“Good,  because  I’d  hate  to  see  a  pretty  slut  like  you  be  discarded when  there’s  so  much  I  have   planned  for  you.  Now,  on  your  knees,  and crawl  to  me.  I  want  that  tongue  in  my  cunt  again,  to  see  if  you’ve improved.”

Daniel  fell  willingly,  eagerly,  to  his  knees,  and  did  as  he  was instructed. He crawled, as he had been taught, hands and knees, with his ass high, head low, wiggling his hips and butt to show off his curves. Mistress Liara smiled.

“Very nice. Your figure is coming on well, but I think a few more improvements are still needed until you’re…  complete.”

Daniel blushed. What more would She do to him?

As  he  crawled  across  the  floor  his  wife,  his  Mistress,  stepped  to place Her feet further apart, exposing Her pussy. He could already smell the scent  of  Her  arousal,  the  scent  of  Her  musk,  Her  cunt,  and  he  was salivating.  He  had  thought  about  their  last  moments  together  often  during the intervening days, thinking about how he might do better, how he might please  Her,  and  he  just  hoped  he  could  better  satisfy  Her  now,  to  avoid punishment, to avoid being discarded.

He wanted to be close to Her. She was beautiful, powerful, radiant.

He wanted to serve Her, pleasure Her, wanted to  fuck Her, have Her suck his cock, wanted to worship Her new, perfect body.

“Get me nice and wet, slut.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel obeyed. He crawled to kneel at his Mistress’s feet and looked up, Her long, glossy black boots, Her sexy figure, Her ass, legs, hips, waist.

Her bare, bald pussy, Her tits, Her face, Her piercings and Her dark make-up, Her hair. She was a Goddess. His Goddess.

Mistress  Liara  reached  out  to  grip  Daniel’s  hair,  but  She  did  not need to direct him. He moved willingly, happily, eagerly to bury his face in Her wet, hot folds, and began to lick.

The taste of Her was nectar, rich musk. He pressed his tongue deep, Her  walls  clenching  on  his  tongue,  and  She  ground  Her  hips  down  hard, taking  more  of  his  tongue  inside  Her.  He  licked  up,  over  and  around  Her clit,  teasing,  lapping,  sucking  gently.  He  pressed  his  face  hard  into  Her folds, bathing in Her fluids, Her musk, ran just the tip of his tongue gently along Her slippery, hot flesh, teasing Her.

“Fuck…  that’s  so  much  better  than  last  time.  Someone  has  been thinking  about  how  to  better   serve  me…  and  I  approve.”  Mistress  Liara purred.

Daniel smiled as he licked. Maybe he’d get to have his cage taken off and fuck his wife, bury his cock in Her wet, warm cunt—he blushed as he  remembered  how  much  smaller  his  cock  was  now,  worthless  and pathetic.

“In  fact…  you’re  so  good  at  that,  you’ve  put  me  in  the  mood  for something  more.”

Mistress Liara pulled Daniel’s head back by his hair, pulled his face free from the wet folds of Her smooth pussy. She wanted something  more?

Was he finally going to get to fuck his wife, to  cum. His heart leapt and he could not stop smiling.

Mistress  Liara  smiled  down  at  Daniel,  Her  grin  menacing,  almost threatening. The twinkle in Her eyes sent a chill through him.

“Nero darling, come out here would you.” Mistress Liara said.

Nero?  Mistress  Liara  let  go  of  Her  grip  on  Daniel’s  hair  and  She looked  across  the  room.  There  was  the  sound  of  footsteps,  heavy,  firm.

Daniel felt a lump in his throat, his heart skipped.

He turned, looked and saw another man, a  real man, the kind of man he’d  never  been.  Nero,  young,  tall,  rippled  with  muscle,  strong  and handsome. He was naked, slightly shorter than Mistress Liara and Mistress Aranea,  but  still  far  taller  than  Daniel  had  been  even  at  the  start  of  his vacation.
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His  face  was  almost  beautiful,  but  masculine,  heavy  jaw,  strong nose, chiselled cheeks, kind, dazzling eyes, absolutely handsome. His face was coarse with stubble and his hair was dark, short, his body  hairy. It was his cock though that Daniel could not stop looking at. It hung, soft, between his muscular thighs, and it was  massive.  When Mistress Liara had said She wanted  ‘something  more’  that  had  been  what  She  meant,  not  Daniel’s pathetic caged dick.

How could he have even competed with Nero before, let alone now?

His  dick  was  tiny,  pretty,  cute,  and  he  realised  that,  as  he  was  now,  he’d never get to fuck his wife again, that he was, simply put, not worthy of Her.

“Now,  slut,  make  my  pretty  man  toy  ready  for  me.  I  want  that  fat cock wet, and stiff, so he can give me a good, hard,  fuck.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  paled.  She  wanted…  he  was  supposed  to…  he  couldn’t.

Daniel froze, shaking his head slowly.

“Ah,  so  you’re  not  completely  broken  yet?  Good.  That  will  make this even more fun. Now, I said get him ready for me slut. I won’t tell you a third time. Either you get over there and wrap those pretty slut lips around his fat cock, suck his cock until he’s nice and hard and slippery, and he’s ready to  fuck me, or you’ll suffer. Am I being clear?” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  nodded.  Nero  stepped  across  the  room  and  stopped  just beside Daniel, looked down at him, smiling. He was breathtaking, powerful, attractive,  and  his  cock…  his  cock  throbbed,  swelling  as  he  looked  at Daniel. He was  turned on by Daniel and that thought made something warm flutter inside him. He was a  slut after all…

“Yes,  Mistress.  Sorry  Mistress.  I…  I’ll  make  his  cock  ready  for you.” Daniel whispered, voice soft, husky.

Daniel shifted, moved towards the fat, heavy, swelling cock. He had no choice, but, worse than that, he could not deny that some part of him was almost…   curious.  He  was  pretty  now,  sexy,  a  hot  slut,  and  wasn’t  it  his place as a pretty, sexy slut to serve cock just as much as cunt?

 

Daniel  stopped  just  in  front  of  Nero,  kneeling  at  his  feet,  small, petite, pretty,  sexy, a slut made to serve, made to be played with, and he saw his fat, long, thick cock throb, growing harder. Nero was growing harder at

the sight of Daniel, was  aroused by him, by looking at him, by having his sexy,  feminine body kneeling at his feet, preparing to serve his cock, to suck it, make it hard and wet, get it ready to fuck Daniel’s wife and Mistress.

That thought, that realisation, that he was  sexy  enough to turn a man like Nero on, a handsome, muscular, sexy man, made Daniel’s caged little pretty dick throb, tingle, a thrill running up his spine—Daniel blushed as he realised that Nero was sexy, that a man was  sexy. W hat  was  happening  to him? Nero smiled reached down to stroke the side of Daniel’s face, gently, with a tenderness and sweetness that made his heart flutter. He was so much sweeter, kinder, more affectionate than Mistress Aranea or Mistress Liara.

“Are  you  ready  now  pretty  thing?”  Nero  asked.  “I  am  eager  to sample the pleasures of that pretty mouth of yours, to have you prepare my cock to fuck your wife and Mistress.”

His voice was soft and deep, resonant, and it made Daniel feel weak, compliant. This was what his wife, his Mistress wanted. He had no choice but to obey, but part of him was curious…

Daniel nodded, smiling up at Nero, his lips tingling.

“Yes.”  He  whispered,  licking  his  lips,  a  sensitive  flutter  radiating out.  “I…  I  will  make  you  ready  to  pleasure  my  Mistress,  as  She commands.”

Without  another  word,  Nero’s  hand  still  caressing  the  side  of  his face,  brushing  his  long,  pretty,  blonde  hair  out  of  his  face,  Daniel  leaned forward,  reached  out,  wrapped  one  hand  around  the  girth  of  Nero’s  fat prick.  It  was  hot,  hard,  and  throbbing  softly  with  Nero’s  pulse,  the drumming  of  his  heart.  Daniel  trembled,  giddy,  flush  with  arousal  and excitement, nervous. He stroked up and down, hand moving slowly at first, picking up pace as he grew in confidence, became used to the touch, began to crave  more.

The skin of Nero’s cock was soft, like velvet, and he could smell his masculine musk, deep, rich, heady, the slit of his prick oozing precum now, cock  hard. Daniel was doing that. He was pretty,  sexy, feminine, a slut, and he was making this cock  HARD.

Daniel  smiled,  giddy,  beginning  to  enjoy  the  thrill  of  stroking  a cock, the power, the joy of being  sexy. He breathed deep, drunk on Nero’s musk, stroking. His caged, cute, worthless little dick throbbed, but the ache was more a gentle reminder of his new  purpose than a genuine discomfort.

It had been so long since he’d cum that it had begun to change him, change

how  he  thought  and  acted.  He  was  more  submissive,  meek,  softer,  could focus more on pleasing others, and there was a peace and serenity in that that made him  happy.

“You need to make it wet as well as hard.” Mistress Liara said. “He needs to be sloppy and slippery if he’s going to fit inside my tight cunt and fuck  me  hard,  and  I  need  to  be  fucked  hard,  by  a  real  cock,  because  I’m certainly  not  going  to  be  letting  your  worthless  little  dick  near  my  pussy ever again.”

The  words  stung.  Daniel  had  been  hoping  he  was  finally  going  to get  release,  a  chance  to  cum.  It  had  been  so  long  that  he  could  barely remember, could barely even focus, and his wife, his Mistress, was so sexy now, so  hot, that the thought of slipping his tiny little pathetic dick inside Her pussy or Her mouth was almost on its own enough to make him cum, but  She  was  right.  She  needed  to  be  fucked  by  a  real  cock,  a  big,  hard, strong  cock,  and  his  was  anything  but  now.  If  he  wanted  to  serve  Her,  to please  Her,  then  he  needed  to  prepare  this  cock  to  fuck  his  wife,  his Mistress.

Without a word Daniel leaned forward, parting his lips, licking them to wet them, a tingle running along his spine—his lips were so much fuller now, plump, so much more sensitive, and his mouth almost  ached. He was nervous,  yes,  but  also   excited  at  the  thought  of  sucking  a  fat,  throbbing cock.

His lips met the head of Nero’s prick and he kissed, once, softly, a burst  of  pleasure  coming  from  his  lips,  blossoming.  His  new  body  was made for this and he was rewarded for finally, for the first time, placing his lips on a fat, long, throbbing cock.

As the pleasure swelled Daniel stroked, lips aching, throbbing, and he  wanted  more.  On  instinct,  craving  the  pleasure,  his  lips  parted,  and  he pressed  on,  sucking  as  he  took  the  head  of  Nero’s  cock  just  inside  his mouth.

“Such a tight, hot, wet, pretty mouth. You are such a perfect slut.”

Nero whispered, stroking the side of Daniel’s face.

His head was giddy, thoughts dull, emotions storming. His body was hot, craving release, tiny little dick caged, worthless. He submitted, and his implant lit up with soft undulations of delight, rewarding him, encouraging him, the pleasure addictive.

He sucked deeper, stroking his hand in time, trying to emulate the best blowjobs he had ever experienced, the kind of blowjobs he’d seen in porn. Nero moaned, thrust, pressing his cock deeper into Daniel’s tight, wet, hot mouth, and Daniel submitted, letting the muscular man fuck his fat cock between his plump, wet, blowjob lips. This was what he was made for, this was  his  purpose  now,  his  role,  and  the  pleasure  from  his  implant  just encouraged him to submit, to accept, and to enjoy his new role in life.

“Fuck… that is good.” Nero said.

Daniel  shuddered,  a  well  of  joy  that  the  handsome  man  was enjoying  his  ministrations,  the  pleasure  of  his  mouth.  He  sucked,  hard, swirling  his  tongue,  losing  himself  in  the  moment,  the  pleasure  from  his lips, mouth, tongue, the bliss from his implant. He wanted  more.

“They  do  look  like  they’re  enjoying  it,  and  they’re  not  doing  too badly.  I  think  they’ll  need  a  lot  of  practise  though…  but  that  can  be arranged.” Mistress Aranea said.

Daniel’s  head  fluttered,  losing  himself,  his  resolve  crumbling.  He would be made to suck more cocks? He’d have to watch other men fuck his hot,  sexy  wife,  his  Mistress?  He’d  be  made  to  submit,  kneel,  suck,  lick, serve…  but,  was  that  really  so  bad?  There  was  pleasure  in  it,  and  peace, and… sucking cock felt  good.

“I’m sure they’ll be getting a lot of practise soon enough.” Mistress Liara said. “But for now… I’m horny, and I need to get fucked, hard.”

Daniel felt a hand on the back of his head, smaller than Nero’s but its  grip  firmer,  holding  hair  tight.  It  pressed,  forcing  Daniel’s  head  down, forcing him to take more and more of Nero’s cock into his tight, slut mouth.

Nero  moaned,  thrust,  relishing  the  tight  wetness.  His  precum  was  a  sharp tang  on  Daniel’s  tongue,  and  the  head  pressed  at  the  back  of  his  throat, choking him.

Daniel  resisted,  for  just  a  moment,  but  his  wife,  his  Mistress, pressed  harder,  forcing  him  down.  His  implant  thrummed  with  pleasure, pulsing  with  addictive  bliss,  the  act  of  sucking  cock,  choking  on  cock, forever associated with that pleasure now.

“Take  it.  Take  all  of  it.  Choke  on  it  and  make  it  wet  for  me.”

Mistress Liara said.

Daniel had no choice to obey, and he  wanted to obey .  Daniel opened his throat, his new body understanding on instinct what to do, and he took a

deep  breath  just  as  Nero  thrust,  and  his  cock  slipped  deep  into  Daniel’s throat, filling his mouth, sinking deep, Daniel’s throat stretching.

Spit  drooled  from  his  chin,  swallowing,  and  it  felt   good.  Bliss radiated out, lips tingling, tongue throbbing, throat swallowing, tight around the hot, thick girth.

“Good slut. Get it nice and wet for me.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  moaned,  head  giddy,  buzzing.  His  wife,  his  Mistress,  was forcing him to suck cock, to prepare it to fuck Her, and he was  enjoying it.

He  was  a  hot,  sexy,  pretty,  feminine  slut,  Her  toy,  Her  doll,  and  he  was serving Her on his knees with his lips wrapped tight around a fat prick, the head buried in his throat.

“They  are  very  talented.  I  will  look  forward  to  helping  them practise.” Nero said.

Daniel barely heard. He was too focussed on keeping his lips open, gagging,  choking,  letting  his  spit  drool  out  to  make  Nero’s  cock  wet,  his face a sloppy mess.

“Perfect.” Mistress Liara said.

She  pulled,  hard,  on  Daniel’s  hair,  and  Nero’s  cock  slipped  out  of his throat, out of his mouth, out from between his lips. He released his grip and for a moment Daniel pined, aching, wanting more.

“Now, watch, see how a real cock fucks and satisfies your wife and Mistress.” Mistress Liara said.

She forced Daniel down into an awkward sit by Her grip on his hair.

He complied, obedient.

Mistress  Liara  released  Her  grip  and  moved  around  him,  towards Nero,  his  cock  now  wet  and  hard,  throbbing,  glistening.  It  looked  so appealing, and Daniel’s caged little dick throbbed. It had been so long since he’d cum. How would it feel to have Nero bend him over, spread his legs, take that perfect, beautiful, wet, hard cock and…

“And you, on the edge of the chair.” Mistress Liara said.

Nero  moved,  obeying,  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  chair,  his  cock  stiff, wet.  Mistress  Liara  followed  him  and  then,  as  Daniel  watched,  sat, obedient, powerless, caged, pretty, mouth still tingling, She turned to face him, legs spread wide, standing over Nero’s fat, thick, hard cock—the cock Daniel had sucked and choked on to prepare for Her.

“Watch closely now, because this is as close as you’re ever going to get to fucking me from now on.” Mistress Liara said.
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She was so hot, so sexy, so powerful. Daniel ached for Her, yearned to fuck Her, and Her words stung, burning, but he felt liberated too, free, at peace, and he could only obey, watching silently as his wife, his Mistress, lowered Herself down.

 

Mistress Liara reached between Her legs with one hand to part Her cunt lips, exposing Her wet, glistening flesh, Her  hole, and She sank lower.

Nero  gripped  his  wet,  throbbing  cock,  and  angled  it  up,  ready  to  enter Daniel’s wife, his Mistress.

“I need this. It’s been far,  far too long since a real man fucked me.”

She said.

Daniel squirmed, his worthless little caged dick throbbing, his sexy body  burning  with  desire  and  need,  his  implant  thrumming  with  pleasure.

This  was  his  place  now,  Her  slut,  Her  toy,  and  he  could  only  watch, powerless, as another man fucked Her as he would never be able to.

The  head  of  Nero’s  fat,  wet  cock  grazed  the  inflamed  lips  of Mistress Liara’s pussy.

“Fuck…  that’s  it,  there…”  She  moaned,  bucking  Her  hips,  teasing the cock-head at Her entrance.

Daniel  whimpered.  Nero  remained  still,  knowing  his  place,  letting Mistress Liara take Her pleasure from him. She wiggled, giggling, Her eyes fixed on Her husband, Her toy, Her  slut.

“Watch now, and remember this. This is the start of your new life.

The first time another cock has entered me since we got married. You might have been unfaithful, but I never was. Watch this and think of all the times you betrayed me and know that from now on your purpose in life is to make it up to me, to serve me, to  worship me. Understand?” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel’s  head  was  spinning,  aching  for  release,  the  need  to  cum, caged dick throbbing, submissive and meek and pretty. He had changed so much, had been  transformed,  and  it  had  all  led  him  here,  to  this  moment.

His implant pulsed with bliss and he was drunk on it. He needed to resist, even if it meant pain, even if it changed nothing. He needed to resist or…

“Yes, Mistress. I understand.” He said, the words quiet, leaving his lips without thought.

Mistress  Liara  smiled.  There  was  more  pleasure,  a  reward  for  his submission.

“And  remember  this…  the  moment  I  broke  you.”  Mistress  Liara said.

As  She  giggled  She  sank  down,  Her  pussy  spreading,  stretching around  Nero’s  fat,  perfect,  wet,  slippery  cock,  lubed  with  Daniel’s  spit.

Mistress  Liara  moaned,  gasping,  breathing  hard.  Her  cunt  spreading, stretching,  wide,  Nero’s  cock  longer  and  thicker  than  Daniel’s  ever  had been.

She sank down, grinding Her hips, sinking, taking his entire length inside  Her  cunt.  Daniel  watched,  powerless,  accepting  his  fate,  his  wife fucking another man in front of him, taking the cock he had prepared with his slut mouth, wet with his spit, letting another man fuck Her as he would never  again  be  allowed  to  fuck  Her.  He  was  broken,  numb  with  pleasure, submission, aching, so horny he could barely think.

He was pretty, sexy, a dirty slut, and he could only obey in the hopes that he might earn more pleasure, the chance for any form of release. This was his fate, his life and he embraced it, finally.

“Fuck  he’s  big.  And  he’s  so  wet.  You  did  a  good  job  with  your mouth slut. I’ll definitely have you prepare cocks for me in future. Let you warm  up  all  the  men  I’m  going  to  fuck  with  that  pretty  mouth  of  yours.”

Mistress Liara said.

Daniel  shuddered,  giggling,  head  dizzy.  He  was  a  slut  now,  his wife’s, his Mistress’s property, Her toy.

“Thank you, Mistress.” He whispered.

Mistress  Liara  rose  up,  letting  the  cock  slip  almost  entirely  out  of Her  wet,  gaping  cunt,  then  sank  down  again.  She  was  moaning,  gasping, breathing  hard,  and  She  was  beautiful,  stunning,  glorious,  and  all  Daniel wanted to do was worship Her, serve Her.

“Now fuck me Nero. Fuck me hard while my husband, my slut, my toy  watches.  Show  them  how  a  real  man  fucks  my  cunt,  how  a  real  man makes me cum.” Mistress Liara said.

Nero  obeyed.  His  hands  rose  up  to  Mistress  Liara’s  hips,  gripped them,  and  as  She  worked  Her  hips,  sinking  slowly  down,  he  thrust  up, slamming his massive prick into Her wet, slippery, hot, tight pussy. The two rutted, fucking, falling into an easy steady rhythm, Mistress Liara riding up

and  down,  grinding  Her  hips,  Nero  thrusting  up,  slamming  into  Daniel’s wife, his Mistress.

Daniel’s worthless dick twitched inside his cage, tiny, small, pretty, locked  away  forever,  and  his  implant  hummed  with  pleasure,  body  hot, aching for release. He whined, squirming, longing to be the one fucking his wife, longing to feel Her pussy around his cock but, also…

He stared at Nero, his perfect, beautiful cock, thrusting in and out, wet, fucking his wife’s, his Mistress’s cunt, throbbing, hard, pounding Her.

He  listened  to  his  wife’s,  his  Mistress’s  moans,  the  way  She  rode  and ground  Her  hips  on  that  perfect  fat  prick,  so  much  pleasure  as  he  fucked Her and something  clicked.

He couldn’t fuck anyone ever again, but what if… his ass clenched as a thought, a  need awoke in him.

“Fuck yes… fuck me harder, fuck me, make me cum, cum in me as my worthless little caged slut watches.” Mistress Liara said.

Nero obeyed, slammed his cock in harder, faster, pounding Daniel’s wife, Mistress as he watched, caged, pretty, a sexy little slut that had been broken. Daniel moaned, whimpered, aching, watching cock, cunt, desperate for either, just wanting to serve, desperate for release, any kind of release.

Nero  slammed  his  hips  up  hard  as  Mistress  Liara  slammed  down, and  She  squeezed  Her  thighs,  Her  hips,  clenching  Her  cunt  around  that perfect,  hard,  beautiful,  throbbing  cock.  She  shook,  quivering,  Her  whole body shaking.

She had never cum like that when Daniel had fucked Her, had never made  those  noises,  fucked  him  like  that,  cum  that  hard.  The  whole experience  was  humiliating,  but  watching  Her,  Her  new  body,  so  sexy, Nero’s  masculine  magnificence,  his  handsome  body  and  massive  cock,  it was so erotic and arousing that Daniel couldn’t help but be turned on even as humiliated as he was.

“Cum in me… cum in me… let me feel that cock throbbing in my tight  cunt  as  I  cum,  cum  in  me  while  my  worthless  slut  of  a  husband watches…” Mistress Liara said.

Nero obeyed, fucked his cock deep and his balls tightened, his cock buried deep in Mistress Liara’s cunt, and his beautiful prick throbbed, hard.

He thrust deeper, cumming inside Daniel’s wife, Daniel’s Mistress.

“Fuck  yes…  fill  me  up,  make  me  cum  hard  on  that  perfect  cock.”

Mistress Liara said.

She  was  still  cumming,  Her  legs  shaking,  cumming  hard,  and Daniel’s cock twitched, tiny and worthless in his little, pretty cage. He was jealous,  envious.  He  wanted  to  cum,  wanted  to  fuck  his  wife,  Mistress, wanted to feel that fat, beautiful, thick cock fucking him and…

What was happening to him? Had he really been broken?

“Fuck…  that’s…  I  needed  that…”  Mistress  Liara  was  panting, breathing hard.

Her legs were shaking and Her face was flush, beaded with sweat.

She had never looked so satisfied, so  smug. Nero looked exhausted, and his cock, softening slowly, glistened with pussy juice and cum.

“Come here slut.” Mistress Liara whispered.

Daniel stiffened, took a deep breath, the scent of sex heavy on the air,  and  obeyed.  He  crawled  forward,  towards  his  wife  and  Mistress.  She pointed  at  the  floor  between  Her  feet,  spreading  Her  legs,  displaying  Her cunt,  well  fucked  and  glistening,  Nero’s  cock  still  buried  in  Her.  Daniel moved into place and stopped, kneeling, looking up. He was so close to his Mistress he could have touched Her, but he dared not.

“Now, are you ready to worship me, slut? To show me how devoted you are to me?”

Daniel nodded, smiling. He wanted,  needed,  to please Her.

“Good slut. Now, lick me clean.”

Mistress  Liara  reached  out  and  gripped  Daniel’s  hair,  tight,  pulled his face forward.  Lick Her? Was She going to…

Mistress Liara pulled Daniel’s face in close, pulled it into Her cunt, and  She  shifted  Her  hips  to  allow  Nero’s  cock  to  slip  out  of  Her  wet, slippery,  cum  drenched  hole.  She  pressed  Daniel’s  face  in,  pressed  him hard, and he  obeyed.

Daniel licked, the taste of his Mistress’s cunt, the taste of  cum  as it dribbled out of Her.

His head thrummed, and his body was hot with the pleasure from his implant.  He  licked,  sucked,  lapping  and  Mistress  Lara  ground  Her  cum soaked pussy down onto his face.

“Good slut. That’s it, be a good toy and clean your Mistress’s pussy up.”

Daniel’s  mouth  was  full  of   cum,  the  taste  strong  and  salty,  almost astringent, and he swallowed, licking, lapping, needing to clean his Mistress after She had been fucked, after another man, a real man, had  cum in Her.
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“That’s good…  good girl…” Mistress Liara whispered.

Good girl? The words drummed into Daniel’s skull… was he…

“I think you’re ready.” Mistress Liara said.

He  licked,  body  hot,  pleasure,  aching  for  release.  He  submitted, broken, his resistance gone, his will to fight, to struggle, drained out of him.

He was a pretty, sexy little slut now, and this was his place, his wife’s, his Mistress’s doll.

“Just a few more finishing touches, and then… I can  reward you…”

Mistress Liara said.

Reward? Was She…

Daniel felt a sharp needle pain in his neck as he licked the last of the cum from his Mistress’s cunt. He swallowed, the taste of Nero’s seed still sticky on his tongue, and he moved to shift, but Mistress Liara held his face down.

He felt weak, head fuzzy. He licked, slower, pulse settling.

“Just sleep. When you wake, you will be ready for me. You did well, slut…” She whispered.

Sleep. When he woke he would be ready for Her. Sleep…

Daniel obeyed.

 

The room heaved and swayed, as though Daniel were on a ship at sea  in  a  violent  storm.  Were  they  taking  him  somewhere  else?  Had  he disappointed  his  wife,  his  Mistress,  and  been  shipped  off  somewhere, abandoned to an unknown, uncertain fate?

Fear gripped him for a second, his need to serve Her, to be by Her side, and he opened his eyes and sat up, too quickly, the spinning becoming worse  so  that  he  had  to  quell  the  urge  to  vomit.  The  room  was  bright, dazzling,  and  he  blinked,  took  a  moment  to  breathe,  allowing  his  head  to settle.

The motion of the room slowed, gradually, until it was still. He took a  deep  breath,  the  air  heavy  with  the  tang  of  medicine  and  disinfectant, clean metal, and he looked around.

He was not in his bedroom, not in his bed, was in a narrow bed with metal  runners  on  either  side,  white  sheets,  white  pillows.  The  room  was white.  To  the  side,  a  machine  beeped  with  a  regular  rhythm,  and  it  took
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Daniel only a moment to realise it was sounding out his pulse. This was a hospital room? What…

A  cold  chill  ran  up  his  spine.  He  remembered  his  first  day,  his consultation  with  the   sculptor,  the  surgeon  who  would  finalise  his transformation.  They  had  done  it,  suddenly,  surprising  him.  It  was   done.

There really was no going back now, yet Daniel felt no negative emotions.

There  was  no  fear,  no  sadness,  no  nervousness,  instead  he  was smiling, a sense of joy, purpose, excitement to see what had been done to him, how he had been changed to better meet his Mistress’s expectations, how  he  had  been  remade  to  better  please  Her.  He  giggled.  He  really  had been  broken, and a sense of warm joy spread through him.

Daniel looked around the room and saw, in the corner, a large full-length mirror, a chair next to it, a box, black, wrapped with a bright pink ribbon.  Was  there  a  new  outfit  in  there  for  him,  something  sexy  and  cute and  pretty  for  him  to  wear?  His  heart  leapt  and  he  remembered  how resistant he had been to his first pretty outfit when he had arrived.

How he had changed!

Now he could barely wait to get dressed up, to look  hot for his wife, his  Mistress,  could  barely  wait  to  dress  up  like  Her  slut  and  serve  Her, however She wanted, needed, even if it meant…

Daniel  licked  his  lips  and  blushed  as  he  remembered  what  he  had done. He had sucked a cock, had made it wet, ready to fuck his wife, his Mistress,  had  then  licked   cum  from  Her  cunt,  and  he  had   enjoyed  it.  He really had been broken, and that idea  thrilled  him now, a sense of joy and purpose flooding through him, his worthless little caged cock throbbing.

Grinning, cheeks aching, Daniel slipped out of the bed and dropped down to stand on the cold, hard floor. He was naked, and even standing was difficult,  unable  to  quite  put  the  heels  of  his  feet  on  the  floor  so  he  was forced to stand on tip-toe, his calves aching slightly. He felt different, and he couldn’t wait to see how he had changed.

 

Daniel  stood  facing  the  mirror  in  his  new  outfit  and  he  could  not stop  smiling.  He  had  changed,  subtly,  but  the  overall  effect  was  stunning.

He was  breathtaking, and just looking at himself left him horny and turned

on, just seeing his reflection in his pretty lingerie reminding him how long it had been since he had  cum.

He  was  dressed  in  pink  lingerie,  pale,  feminine,  girly,  with  pink platform heels that made him at least half a foot taller—though he was still short—and  that  allowed  him  to  stand  at  ease.  He  was  amazed  at  how comfortable  the  heels  were  now,  allowing  him  to  relax,  walk  easily, swaying his hips and ass, as though his legs, his calves and ankles, had been modified to make heels more comfortable than bare feet or flat shoes, his tendons  shortened so he could no longer put his feet flat and would always need to wear high heels to feel at ease, to have his feet supported.

That  was  not  the  only  change  though.  His  hips  were   wide  now, breeding hips, and his ass was massive, a fat, round, swollen, pert bubble butt,  snug  in  his  pretty  pink  panties  that  barely  covered  his  ass.  His  cage was gone but… it was also no longer needed. His cock was  tiny now, his balls  so  small  they  fitted  neatly  and  snugly  inside  his  body,  his  panties fitting  smoothly  over his crotch in a way that made him blush and squirm.

His  waist  was  tiny,  thin,  snug  in  a  pink  corset,  and  his  legs  were longer  in  proportion  to  his  torso,  clad  in  pink  fishnets  help  up  by  pink suspender  straps  attached  to  his  corset.  He  wiggled,  feeling  petite,  pretty, cute.

His ribcage had been refined, made smaller, though his breasts had been  enhanced,  made  larger,  heavy  now  so  that  each  movement  caused them  to  bounce  and  sway,  even  in  the  pink  bra  he  wore,  the  swell  of  his ample cleavage sure to draw stares and glances from anyone who saw him.

His  nipples  too  were  larger,  pierced  now,  sensitive  and  fat,  aching  to  be touched  and  played  with.  His  shoulders  were  narrower,  arms  thin,  dainty tiny hands with long, painted nails that felt  very sturdy and permanent, pink, their  length  impacting  his  dexterity  so  that  he’d  always  be  made  to  move and handle things carefully, like a doll, a  bimbo.

Finally,  his  face  too  had  changed.  His  features  were  softer,  more feminine,  full  lips,  narrow  nose,  fine  jaw.  His  eyes  were  large,  bright, which, combined with his  permanent make-up, gave him a vacant, doll-like expression.  His  hair  was  long,  flowing  down  past  his  nipples  now,  soft waves, bright platinum blonde.

He was a tiny, sexy, slutty little blonde doll, the kind of bimbo he’d have  been  unable  to  stop  staring  at  before,  the  kind  of  woman  he  would happily  have  cat-called  and  objectified,  but  now  he  was  that  kind  of

woman. Would men treat him how he had treated others? What would they think  about  him?  What  would  they  fantasise  about  doing  to  him?  How would they treat him? What would they say to him?

Just  the  thought  sent  a  thrill  through  him,  the  humiliation  and  the excitement turning him on, making him  squirm, but his tiny little dick, even uncaged, made no attempt to harden, instead just tingling, a limp drool of precum.

As his mind wandered Daniel felt his arousal grow. Maybe now he could  finally  achieve  release?  He  pictured  men,  women,  his  wife,  his Mistress,  standing  over  him,  staring  at  him,  watching  him  strut,  dance, perform.  The  sense  of  shame  and  excitement  only  served  to  increase  his arousal.

His hands wandered, reaching up to cup his  massive  tits, squeezing, watching his reflection as he fondled himself. He teased fingertips over his pierced  nipples,  gasping  as  his  body  shuddered,  new  bright  shivers  of delight  coursing  through  him.  He  let  one  hand  slip  lower,  the  other  still exploring his new breasts, the new  feelings. 

It  ran  down,  over  his  belly,  along  his  waist,  down  to  his  ass, squeezing,  cupping,  the  massive  handful  of  pert,  soft,  pillowy  flesh enticing. How would it feel to have others squeeze, grope, molest him, have his Mistress, or maybe a man, like Nero, molest him, fondle him,  play  with him?

Daniel  let  out  a  soft  moan,  aching,  craving  pleasure,  release,  his mind  giddy.  His  whole  body  was  throbbing,  aching,  his  worthless,  pretty little  dick  tingling.  He  shifted,  wiggling  his  body,  watching  his  reflection, and slipped the hand on his ass around to the front of his panties, slipped it down, to tease his tiny little dick.

It was still soft, wet with precum, and it throbbed. Daniel stroked, teasing  with  fingers,  his  dick  neatly  fitting  into  his  hand,  so  small  he struggled to grip it, slippery with precum, soft. He moaned, fingers pinching his nipples, hand teasing his dick, and his pleasure mounted, filling him, not centred  on  his  dick  as  he  was  used  to,  but  fluttering  in  his  belly,  light, evasive, but hot.

Daniel whimpered, desperate, watching the hot, sexy woman in the mirror  touching  Herself…  that  was   him.  He  was  that  woman  now,  small, pretty, weak, a slutty doll, pink lingerie, exaggerated curves, puffy blowjob

lips, pierced nipples, only able to walk in heels. He was that slut, and seeing that,  realizing that as he touched himself, only turned him on more.

Yet his climax, his  pleasure, his release, eluded him. He stroked his cock faster, pinched his nipples harder, moaning, thrusting his hips, his tits and  ass  jiggling,  but  he  could  not  quite  reach  release.  He  stroked  harder, faster, but still that moment, that peak, that pinnacle, never came…

“What do you think you’re doing?”

The voice was immediately familiar. His wife, his Mistress, Mistress Liara. Daniel pulled his hands away from his body, froze. He glanced over his shoulder in the mirror and saw Her reflection, standing there in all Her glory.

She was  magnificent,  dressed in a simple black gown that covered Her perfect body ,  and She owned him, all of him. He knew, on instinct, that even his pleasure belonged to Her.

“I am… I am sorry mistress. I just… it’s been so long, and… getting dressed,  seeing  the  new  body  you  chose  for  me…  I  was  just  so  horny.”

Daniel’s voice was soft, a feminine whisper.

Mistress Liara smiled, laughed, shook Her head.

“Slut.”  She  said,  Her  tone  hard.  “Filthy,  degenerate  slut.  I  knew you’d like it once you saw, but to touch yourself without permission? Bad girl!”

Mistress  Liara  laughed  again,  grinning.  Daniel  looked  down  at  his feet, abashed and ashamed.

“I suppose it’s a good job I had them remove your ability to pleasure yourself then, isn’t it?”

Daniel paled…  removed? Then he’d never be able to...

“A simple procedure really. Adjusting some nerves here and there, a little  brainwashing,  some  adjustments  to  your  implant  to  block  certain impulses.  You  can  touch  yourself  as  much  as  you  like,  even  have  others touch you, but without my explicit permission and command you’ll never be  able  to  cum  again.  Delightful,  wouldn’t  you  say?  From  now  on  you’ll need to  earn every orgasm you ever have.”

Daniel’s blush blossomed. His cheeks were pink, and he felt a swell of emotions that confused him.

“I… thank you Mistress.” Daniel whispered.

His head was spinning. What was happening to him?
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“And luckily for you, I have just the  perfect  opportunity for you to earn a little orgasm.” Mistress Liara said.

Daniel felt his heart skip.

“Turn to face me slut, and I’ll explain.”

Daniel’s hands were trembling, body hot, throbbing. His heart was racing.  Slowly  he  turned  to  face  his  wife,  his  Mistress.  He  wanted  so desperately to please Her, he’d do  anything.

Mistress  Liara  dropped  a  stack  of  papers  onto  the  bed  where  he’d been sleeping. She smiled, and held out a pen.

“All you need to do is sign here, and you can cum.” She said.

Sign? Daniel blinked.

“Sign these contracts and forms and I will own everything. You will legally hand over everything you own, every penny you have, to me. You will become my property, my  slut,  and you, as you have been, will cease to exist. Sign here and you will become someone new. Understand?”

Daniel paled. If he signed those forms  everything  he owned would be transferred to his wife. He would cease to be Daniel, the man he once was, would become Her slut, Her…

But he would be allowed to  cum.

Daniel smiled. It was an easy decision to make.

He  stepped  towards  his  Mistress,  took  the  pen  She  offered  and signed where She indicated on the first page.

“And here.”

He signed.

“And here.”

He signed again.

“And here and here and here.”

He signed it all away, and he could not stop smiling.

 

“Done.” Mistress Liara said.

She snatched back the pen, the papers, and slipped them into a very sturdy looking folder that snapped closed with a click, sealing them away. It was over. What had…

“Which  means  you  are  no  longer  my  husband,  no  longer  Daniel.”

Mistress  Liara  said.  “With  a  body  like  yours,  your  mind  broken,  your

purpose only to serve me, you are no longer even a man, are you?”

They shook their head. Even their name had been taken from them, the very essence of their identity taken away. They waited for their Mistress to give them form.

“From now on you are Delilah. You are my girl, my pet, my doll, my slut, my slave, my servant, my property. Understand?”

Delilah.  Delilah.  The name fit perfectly.

Delilah nodded, smiling.

“Yes, Mistress.” She said.

“Good girl.”

There was a warm throb of pleasure.

“Which means… you’ve earned your chance to cum. Aren’t you a lucky girl.” Mistress Liara said.

Delilah nodded, grinning. She was going to be allowed to  cum. She had given everything to earn this, had even given up her  self,  agreeing  to become someone new, her Mistress’s property, but it would be worth it if she could finally fuck her Mistress, feel those lips on her…

“Now, up and on the bed. Legs spread. I’ve been looking forward to claiming you.” Mistress Liara said.

Delilah  blinked.  Mistress  Liara  shifted,  opening  Her  gown,  baring Her  perfect,  Goddess  body,  Her  divine  curves,  full  tits,  wide  hips,  round ass, long legs, Her  cock.

Delilah  stared,  her  body  suddenly  hot,  belly  fluttering,  mouth watering. Her wife, her Mistress, had a  cock,  a perfect, beautiful cock, long and thick, larger even than Nero’s, and She was going to  claim Delilah with it. She was going to  fuck Delilah in her tight, virgin ass…

“Do you like? It’s not quite the real thing, just a toy I can wear when I  want  to  remind  you  of  your  place,  or  reward  my  pretty  slut,  or  when  I want to feel that tight slut mouth, when I want to choke you, or when I want to  breed you, but it’ll feel real enough.”

Delilah felt her ass clench, a wetness spreading down her crack, her hole  moist,  growing  wet  as  she  grew  horny  for  her  Mistress’s  fat,  hard, thick cock. She was  wet…

“It’s  really  quite  sophisticated.  While  wearing  it  I  can  feel everything it feels, as though it really were my cock, so I’ll really be able to appreciate breaking in that  tight, wet, virgin hole of yours, and I’ll be able

to  cum  inside you, truly  breed you, so you’ll get all the joy of feeling a cock throbbing and  cumming  inside you. Now, doesn’t that sound  yummy?” 

Delilah took a deep breath, nodded, slowly.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you Mistress.”

She could not take her eyes off that perfect, hard, thick, throbbing cock. She was going to be allowed to cum, was going to be fucked, by her wife,  her  Mistress,  her   owner.  She  was  going  to  be  claimed,  bred,  was going to  cum, while being fucked in her tight, virgin ass, and… she wanted it, more than she had ever wanted anything.

Delilah  smiled,  giddy.  She  was  a  pretty  slut,  a  doll,  a  toy,  and  she stepped back, tottering on her heels, stepped towards the bed, wiggling her ass, hips, her fat tits jiggling.

She was going to be fucked, for the first time. She knew this would not be the last, that this would be just the beginning. There would be more times like this, if she earned them, being allowed to cum, and other times, when she would be fucked, hard, softly,  bred, but not be allowed to cum, perhaps to tease her, to punish her, or just because her Mistress wanted.

Perhaps there would be other cocks too, like Nero’s, maybe several at once, and cunts, her Mistress’s, maybe others, but all of it at the will of Mistress Liara, all of it at Her will, at Her pleasure.

This though, this was the first time,  her first time, and she was going to be allowed to cum. She had earned it, had given everything she owned, even her name, her identity, for this pleasure. She had become Delilah, the slut,  the  doll,  pretty,  sexy,  had  been  transformed  in  mind,  body,  soul,  was someone new, a pretty little dirty slut, and she was going to be fucked, was going to finally be allowed to  cum.

Delilah jumped up onto the bed and lay on her back, eyes still glued to her Mistress’s cock, watching it  throb, thick, long. That was going to be inside  her,  was  going  to  fuck  her,  cum   in  her,  make  her  cum,  and…  she wanted it, ached for it, needed it.

“You  look  eager,  slut.  You  want  me  to  fuck  you?”  Mistress  Liara asked.

Delilah nodded, grinning. Her hole was dripping wet, aching to be fucked,  to have her virginity claimed, to be bred. Slowly, teasing, wiggling her sexy body, squirming, she spread her legs, wide.

“Yes, Mistress.” She whispered. “Please… fuck me, make me your slut, fuck my tight hole and cum in me and make me cum. Breed me, claim
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me, fuck me… I am yours.”

Mistress Liara smiled, stepped forward.

“I  so  much  prefer  the  new  you.”  She  said.  “Now,  panties  off.  I’m horny,  and  I’ve  been  fantasising  about  this  moment  for  too  long.  I’m  not going to hold back, so I do hope your tight little ass is nice and wet for me.”

Delilah giggled, blushing.

“I am Mistress. I’m  dripping wet for you.”

As  Mistress  Liara  stepped  forward  Delilah  wiggled  out  of  her panties, dropping them to the floor, the cloth saturated with precum and the wetness of her hole. She was a  slut now, made to be fucked, used, played with, made to serve.

Delilah  spread  her  legs  wide,  her  heels,  fishnets,  corset,  bra,  all combining  to  make  the  nakedness  of  her  ass,  her  hole,  her  cute  little  tiny dick more sordid and lurid, more brazen. Mistress Liara gripped Her cock with one hand, stroking it, and stepped in between Delilah’s spread legs.

“Take a deep breath, and try to relax.” Mistress Liara said.

Delilah, trembling, did as she was told. She could not have resisted even had she wanted to, but she did not want to resist. She wanted to obey, wanted to submit, wanted her Mistress to  fuck  her, hard.

 

Delilah  wiggled  her  hips  as  her  Mistress  loomed  over  her,  tall, beautiful,  glamorous,  powerful.  She  was  changed  almost  as  much  as Delilah, made into a Goddess, a Domineering amazon who  owned her and Delilah  felt  honoured  to  be  owned  by  Her.  She  looked  up  into  Mistress Liara’s eyes and smiled, her heart fluttering, giddy.

Between her legs Mistress Liara stood, naked except for Her heels, Her gown shed to the floor, and She stroked the long, thick, throbbing, life-like cock that jutted from Her crotch. It was remarkable, and Delilah would have thought it was real, flesh and blood, had she not been told otherwise.

Delilah felt her hole clench, wet, aching, the need to be filled, fucked, and she  forced  her  legs  as  wide  as  they  would  go,  arching  her  back  to  offer herself up to her Mistress.

“Such a pretty sight. Offering your tight, virgin hole to me. You will give me this too, after you have given me everything else you own?”

Delilah  nodded,  grinning,  blushing.  She  would  give  her  Mistress everything, even her last breath. When she remembered how she had been when she had been brought to this resort she wanted to laugh—why had she resisted?  This  was   better.  She  was  free  now,  free  to  submit,  to  serve,  to please her Mistress, and she was the perfect, sexy, hot, little slut for Her.

“Yes, Mistress. Please… fuck me. Claim me.” Delilah whispered.

Mistress Liara smiled, Her hand slipping down Her hard, throbbing, thick cock, and She stepped forwards, no hesitation. She aimed Her cock, pressed  Her  hips  gently  forward,  and  with  Her  free  hand  She  caressed Delilah’s thigh, stroking up, teasing over her hip to grip her waist.

The head of Her cock, slippery with precum, teased along Delilah’s crack,  wet  with  her  juices,  her  arousal,  and  it  slipped  over  her  entrance, teasing  back  and  forth  and  Mistress  Liara  grinned,  relishing  teasing  Her slut.  Delilah  gasped,  shifting,  rolling  her  hips,  pressing  back,  chasing  the sensation, desperate to feel more of that wonderful cock teasing at her hole, desperate to capture it, to have it fill her.

Mistress  Liara  smiled,  teasing,  enjoying  Her  power,  and  Her  cock pressed, just barely entering Delilah’s tight, wet hole. Delilah moaned, eyes half-closed, then whined in need as it slipped away again. It was driving her mad with lust and need and arousal. Her cute little soft dick drooling a limp stream of watery precum, tingling, but without even the slightest hint of an erection—a fact that only made the warm fluttering of joy in Delilah’s belly more intense. It was  better  this way. Everything was better now.

“Please… please Mistress, I am yours, always, all of me, everything I have, please…  fuck me…”

Delilah felt her mind flutter, giddy, her body so desperate, aching to be filled, fucked, to  cum, finally, after so long. She ached for it, yearned for it,  needed it.

Mistress Liara smiled. There was a glint in Her eyes.

“Well, since you asked so nicely…”

Mistress  Liara  thrust,  pressing  Her  hips  forward.  The  head  of  Her cock  pressed  at  Delilah’s  entrance,  her  ass,  wet,  tight,  her  virgin  hole.

Delilah moaned, pressed back, wiggling her hips.

Her  hole  stretched,  nerves  alight  with  pleasure,  joy  filling  her.

Pressure built, the tip just barely inside her—there was a sudden fear, what if  it  didn’t  fit?  What  if  that  perfect  cock  didn’t  fit?  She  wouldn’t  be  able to…

Mistress  Liara  thrust,  harder,  and  Delilah’s  hole  stretched,  wet, aching,  bursts  of  bliss.  There  was  a  fraction  of  a  second  when  everything paused,  her  virgin  hole  wide,  the  tip  of  Mistress  Liara’s  perfect  cock  just barely  inside  her,  and  then…  then  it  popped  past  her  outer  ring,  her  hole claimed, and the thick, long, throbbing cock sank deep, filling her utterly in one smooth motion.

“Fuck…” The single word was one long sigh.

Delilah  wiggled  her  hips,  the  sensation  overwhelming.  Thoughts, emotions, words all a mess, her head a mess, her body alive with joy. She was a slut, a pretty, sexy, little slut, a doll, a toy, and she was finally being fucked. 

“You like that?” Mistress Liara said.

She  thrust,  gently,  pressing  Her  cock  deeper,  wiggling  Her  hips, holding  it  deep.  Delilah  could  only  nod,  eyes  heavy-lidded,  breathing heavily, heart racing.

Her  body  reacted  on  instinct,  craving  more,  her  wet,  tight  hole clenching,  milking  the  cock  inside  her,  her  legs  wrapping  around  her Mistress’s waist. Mistress Liara smiled, released Her grip on Her cock and moved both hands to Delilah’s waist, gripping her hips, hard, Her strength powerful, almost painful.

“Good.  Because  I’m  going  to  make  you  cum,  on  my  cock.  From now on this is the only way you’re allowed to cum, and only when you’ve earned  it,  only  when  I  give  you  permission.  You’re  a  fuck-doll  now,  my fuck-doll, to be used, fucked, your place is to serve, and this, now, is just the final piece you need to fully accept who you have become.”

Delilah  could  barely  hear,  her  mind  foggy.  The  words  sank  deep though, stirring something in her. This was the final piece—if she accepted this, if she  came like this, while getting fucked, there would never be any chance  at  turning  back,  at  ever  being  anything  more  than  her  wife’s,  her Mistress’s  fuck-doll,  Her  slave,  Her  pet,  Her  toy,  but  it  had  been  so  long since she’d cum, and she was  so horny.

“I…  yes…  please…  fuck  me,  make  me  cum.”  She  whispered, breathless.

There  was  no  resistance  left  in  her.  She  accepted  her  fate  gladly, eager to feel the pleasure of that perfect cock.

Mistress  Lara  smiled,  pulled  back,  slipping  Her  cock  out  of Delilah’s hole, slipping it out until just the head was inside, tugging at her
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entrance.  Delilah  whimpered,  craving   more,  wiggling  her  hips,  her  legs trying to pull her Mistress towards her to capture more of Her perfect cock.

Mistress  Liara  was  too  strong  though.  She  was  powerful,  and  in charge, and She was going to set the pace. She was going to tease Her fuck-doll and relish the moment before She finally made her  cum on Her cock, before She  bred her like the slut she had become.

 

Mistress Liara slammed Her hips forward, Her cock filling Delilah’s tight, wet ass, Her cock throbbing, thick and long. Delilah gasped, arching her  back,  grinding  her  hips,  riding  her  Mistresses  cock,  fucking  back eagerly and vigorously, her face a mask of lust and delight.

Her hole clenched, milking, and she rode up and down as Mistress Liara began to fuck Her cock in and out, finding a steady rhythm, Her wet, hard, thick, throbbing cock pistoning in and out of Deliah's stretched hole.

Delilah’s  tits  bounced  with  each  thrust,  her  Mistress’s  grip  on  her hips  tight,  cock  slamming  deep,  wet  slapping  noises  as  Mistress  Liara buried Her entire length in her tight hole. Delilah moaned, breathing hard, bouncing up and down, eager to feel more, surrendering to the bliss.

“Pretty  little  fuck-doll…  I’m  going  to  enjoy  training  this  ass  of yours,  watching  as  you  become  a  slut  for  all  the  men  and  women  I  bring home…”

The  words  sank  deep.  She  was  a  slut  now,  a  toy,  a  fuck-doll.  She was going to have her ass trained by her Mistress’s perfect cock and… she wanted it. Wanted all of it.

“Yes… yes Mistress… please… more…”

Mistress  Liara’s  cock  fucked  deep,  slipping  almost  entirely  out, tugging  at  Delilah’s  entrance,  pressed  back  in,  the  throbbing  head  teasing over  a  knot  of  bright  pleasure  inside  her  ass,  her  hole  wet,  tight,  bolts  of bliss spreading through her.

Delilah  worked  her  hips,  her  hole,  arching  her  back,  gripping  her legs  tight  around  her  Mistress’s  waist.  Mistress  Liara’s  grip  on  her  hips tightened, hands slipping down to grab a hold of her fat ass, Delilah’s tits jiggling  as  she  was   fucked,  pounded,  claimed.  The  two  were  sweating, breathing  hard,  thick  throbbing  cock,  tight  wet  hole,  hips,  tits,  hands, thrusting, riding.

The air filled with moans, sighs, and Mistress Liara worked her cock with  masterful  skill,  pressing  on  every  last  sensitive  spot  inside  Delilah’s ass.  Delilah  squirmed,  joy,  bliss,  her  mind  blank,  her  body  on  fire  with  a new kind of pleasure.

This was her life now. She was a fuck-doll. She didn’t care, couldn’t think, she needed only to  cum.  She was so close, her body shuddering, hole tight, riding her Mistress’s fat, thick, long, throbbing cock. She worked her hips,  her  cute  little  limp  dick  twitching,  belly  fluttering  with  each  new thrust, the way the head teased over the knot of joy inside her.

Delilah  rode  up  and  down,  Mistress  Liara  fucking  harder,  deeper, faster,  Her  cock  swelling,  throbbing,  hard,  the  feeling  of  it  engorging, swelling inside Delilah’s ass as delight coursed through her.

“Yes… cum for me slut, cum for me. Admit who you are now, admit the truth. You’re my slut, aren’t you?”

Delilah gasped as Mistress Liara’s cock sank  deep, pressing on the blossoming knot of bliss inside her ass.

“Yes…” She sighed, barely able to think.

“You’re my doll, my property, my toy, aren’t you?”

The cock thrust in and out. Delilah nodded.

“Yes,  Mistress.  I  am  yours…  your  slut,  your  toy,  your  doll,  your property. Fuck me, please, use me, train me, make me cum… I… I’ll be a good girl.”

Mistress  Liara  smiled,  fucked   hard,  and  Her  cock  throbbed, massive, stretching Delilah’s tight, wet, hot ass.

“Cum for me then, cum as I breed you, as I  cum inside you… prove to me you are my  fuck-doll.” 

Delilah  felt  it,  the  knot  in  her  belly  unravelling,  a  tiny  shift  in  her body,  as  though  the  lock  to  her   pleasure  had  been  released,  her  nerves suddenly  so  much  more  alive,  her  implant  granting  her  this  moment  of release,  allowing  her  the  chance  to   cum,  finally.  She  ground  down  on  the cock  inside  her,  wiggling  her  hips,  chasing  the  pleasure,  the  thrill,  the delight of new sensations and emotions.

“Yes… fuck… yes… I… I’m…” Words failed her.

The cock in her ass, her Mistress’s cock, swelled, throbbed, and it was…  it  was   cumming,  cumming  inside  her  ass,  breeding  her,  filling  her with  cum, hot and thick and sticky, and it felt  good.

Delilah  sank  down,  hard,  and  as  the  throbbing  cock  filled  her, pressing  on  all  the  bright,  hot  spots  of  joy  inside  her,  she  felt  it,  a  key turning in some hidden lock, her pleasure unleashed after so long and she came, hard.

It  was  unlike  any  orgasm  she  had  experienced  before,  her  whole body alive, the pleasure not centred on her dick, but spreading out from the core of her being, filling her. She gasped, moaned, hole clenching hard and she came, hips grinding to experience more of the wonderful new sensation.

She felt Mistress Liara cumming inside her, Her cock throbbing, hard, and she felt her cute little dick throb, drooling a limp trickle of cum and her legs shook, her whole body tensed, shivering.

“Fuck…”

A single quiet whisper, the pleasure too much for words. It went on and on, almost endless, climax after climax, erasing her old self, replacing it with something new, someone new, a pretty, sexy, submissive  fuck-doll. She was Delilah, and she would do  anything  to be a good girl for her Mistress.

“Wow…  that  was…  I’m  definitely  going  to  be  enjoying  this  from now on, as, I think, are you.” Mistress Liara said.

The throbbing of Her cock had subsided, warm cum seeping out of Delilah’s ass as Mistress Liara wiggled Her hips, chasing the last shudders of pleasure. Deliah couldn’t speak, cheeks flush, body shivering. She was fuck-dumb, cum-drunk, and she could not stop grinning.

As  her  climax  subsided,  body  shaking  from  the  intensity,  she giggled, overwhelmed by it all. She wiggled her hips and smiled up at her Mistress.

“I… thank you Mistress.” She said.

Mistress Liara smiled, stroked one hand up her slut’s side.

“For what, doll?”

Delilah  thought  for  a  moment,  then  beamed,  her  face  just  a  little more vacant than it had been before. She was a pretty fuck-doll, a sexy little slut, and she was  happy  that she would be allowed to serve her Mistress.

“For  making  me  better,  and  allowing  me  to  please  you.”  Delilah said.

Mistress Liara beamed.

“Oh,  beautiful,  you’re  welcome.  You  did,  after  all,  earn   this.  But don’t thank me just yet, after all, we’ve only just  begun…” 

Delilah gasped as she felt her Mistress’s cock twitch inside her well-fucked, cum-soaked ass, swelling, growing fat,  hard. 

“Now, turn over and get on all fours… and if you please me, I might just let you cum again.” Mistress Liara said.

Delilah did not hesitate to obey.


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 I can be found on Twitter @Keary_Writes—you’ll also get to read my occasional ramblings and grumblings, as well as what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!


Keary xx

Also By Keary Hayes…

The Neighbours' Sissy Maid
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With  his  first  year  of  college  approaching  Richard  is  looking  for work, eager to save—tired of being a shy, awkward, scrawny wallflower he is keen to rebrand himself as someone exciting, charming, attractive. When David and Clare, the attractive couple next door, offer to pay him for yard work Richard jumps at the opportunity.

David heads out of town on business and Richard is left alone with Clare, the women he has always admired, and when Richard steals a pair of Clare’s pretty panties he sets off a chain of events that lead him down a road of feminization and submission. Clare makes Richard her pretty, sexy maid and sets about training her, punishing her, teaching her how to be Rachel, a good girl.

When  David  returns  home  Clare  has  Rachel  serve  them  both.

Embracing this new side of her personality, Rachel discovers the pleasures of  being  pretty,  sexy,  of  dressing  and  acting  feminine,  and  she  gladly accepts a new job offer, as her neighbours’ sissy maid.

Kidnapped

Becoming Her Sissy Secretary
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Noticing an unmarked white van following him, Callum thinks little of  it—he’s  too  distracted,  wallowing  in  self-pity  and  misery.  He’s  finally landed his dream job, as a personal secretary at a prestigious company, for the  beautiful  and  domineering  Ms  Lansa,  but  things  just  aren’t  quite…

right.  There  are,  apparently,  ‘performance  issues’.  It’s  hard  enough  being the  only  man  in  a  department  of  all  women,  but  now  he's  found  out  he's failing to meet expectations.

Callum  is  jolted  from  his  misery  when  the  van  stops  and  two beautiful, mysterious women emerge, telling him they are lost and in need of directions. Things are not what they seem though. These women know Callum,  know  all  about  him,  and  have  been  looking  for  him.  As  Callum helps with directions he is sedated, KIDNAPPED, and quickly loaded into the van where he drifts off into a deep, dreamless sleep…

When  he  wakes  Callum  finds  himself  in  a  locked,  pink  bedroom.

This  is  his  room  now,  his  cell.  When  the  two  women  return  they  inform Callum of his situation. He has been drifting through life and they are going to  help  him—Callum  is  to  be  made  better,  made  into  a  sexy,  pretty  good girl. With no way to escape, held prisoner, Callum is brainwashed, trained, corrupted, and transformed. Unable to resist, soon Callum learns just how much more fun life is when you don’t need to think, when you only need to obey and, eventually, he learns just what lies in store for him… as Her sissy secretary.

***  Advisory  note:  this  book  features  themes  of  feminization, sissification, corruption, and mind control, as well as the use of language and  repeated  phrases  that  some  suggestible  readers  might  find  to  be irresistible… ***

Blackmailed by Brats




Part One
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny  that  was  his  bratty  little  step-sister,  even  though  college  had  not been  quite  the  life  of  fun  and  parties  he’d  been  led  to  believe  it  was,  but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she  wanted,  as  cunning  and  intelligent  as  she  was  beautiful,  and  even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting  her  all  summer  had  not  put  her  in  a  good  mood,  and  Steven  had  a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven  thought  he  was  prepared  for  what  Naomi  might  have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily,  ask  Steven  to  do  a  “small  favour”  for  them,  Steven  uses  it  as  an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn  Naomi’s  step-brother  in  to  someone  prettier,  more  submissive  and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED

BY BRATS.

Femboy Reform School

The COMPLETE Six Part Series

[image: Image 27]

There  is  a  special,  exclusive  Reform  School,  hidden  away  from prying  eyes,  for  boys  who  have  become  lost,  who  are  drifting  unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their  true  potential—here  they  are  transformed,  remade,  and  they  become the good girls they were always meant to be.

When  Aaron  wakes,  alone,  in  a  car  being  driven  to  an  unknown location,  he  knows  that  he  is  in  trouble.  Aaron  was  a  good  student  who worked  hard,  got  good  grades,  but  recently,  that’s  begun  to  change—he’s been  drifting,  purposeless,  lost,  and  his  grades  have  begun  to  slip.  His parents  have  decided  to  help  him,  and  so  he’s  been  sent  to  the  Reform School.

There  he  meets  his  room-mates,  Cameron,  the  star  athlete  whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent  to  the  Reform  School  for  the  same  reason—they  are  lost,  adrift,  and they  just  need  a  little  help  to  become  the  happy,  pretty  girls  they  are  all destined to become.

Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come  to  understand  the  path  that  lies  ahead  for  them.  There  are  many lessons,  and  many  transformations  ahead,  but  for  Aaron  and  his  class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.

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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