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I woke up face down on the bed, with my back
on fire and my head pounding. Vague memories of the night before
swirled in my head but none of them made any sense. My last clear
memory was of my best friend Jimmy. We'd gone out drinking after
his fiancée broke it off with him at the last minute. He'd been
pretty broken up about it, and honestly, I was a bit too. Because
if Marissa was done with Jimmy then that meant she was done with me
too.

I could never tell him. Jimmy had been my
best friend for years, but when he brought home the smoking hot
redhead six months ago, I fell in love instantly. I could still
remember the dress she wore the first time I saw her. A simple
black strappy number that showed off her large rack, small waist,
and long, slender legs. Her cherry red toenails poked out from her
open toed stilettos and the shade matched the glossy lipstick she
wore over her puffy lips. I wanted her the moment I saw her.

Pain shot up my spine when I tried to push
myself off of the bed. My lower back was burning so bad that tears
were rolling down my face. I opted to roll out of the bed instead
of sitting up. And when I finally found my balance on the cold
hardwood floor, I stumbled into the bathroom with all of the grace
of a drunken elephant.

But when I saw the reason my back was hurting
so badly, I couldn't help but cry out to no one. My entire lower
back was puffy and red, with the inflammation dipping down below
the waistband of my boxers. But it wasn't the swelling that made my
jaw drop and my eyes pop. It was the reason itself.

At some point last night, I'd gotten a
tattoo.

How the fuck? I thought as I pushed
the waistband down to reveal all of the ink. I'd never wanted a
tattoo before, and I definitely didn't want one like this. It's
a god damn tramp stamp!

And the more I stared at the tattoo, the more
familiar it seemed. When I traced the flowing multi colored lines
from the side of my hips and down across the swell of my ass to the
middle of my lower back, I knew where I'd seen the design before.
It was the large blue and purple butterfly that brought the memory
to the forefront of my thoughts. It's the same as Marissa's
tattoo.

I'd only seen it in the light once. Marissa
and I hadn't wasted any time hooking up after Jimmy brought her
home the first night. She said she loved him, but she had no qualms
about fucking me on the side. And I just couldn't help myself
around her. Most of the time I'd never even finish undressing her
before I slid myself inside and rutted her like a dog in heat.

But on one particularly memorable occasion, I
remembered the tattoo fondly. We'd been on the floor of the living
room while Jimmy ran out for smokes. She was on all fours with her
sopping wet panties around her knees and her dress pulled up over
her shapely ass. Her glistening slit peeked out at me from between
her smooth legs and like a moth to a flame, my cock slipped between
her juicy lips as soon as I managed to get my pants down around my
ankles.

And as she moaned on the floor from our
friction, my hands slid her dress further and further up her body.
That's then I finally saw it. Inch by inch the butterfly revealed
itself to me, and when I finally saw the full tattoo I completely
lost myself in her ink. To this day I couldn't understand my
fascination, but I didn't take my eyes off of the bouncing
butterfly until I realized I was shooting my load unprotected into
my best friend's girl.

I shook off the thought. Not only had I been
worried about knocking her up for weeks, but Jimmy came within
seconds of catching us that time. Just as Marissa was smoothing her
dress back down after pulling her panties back up, the front door
opened and in walked Jimmy. After that I kept my distance.

For about a week.

But that was all over now. Marissa was gone
and the only thing left of her was a matching tattoo on my back. I
touched my raw skin and winced at the pain. I can't believe
Jimmy let me do this. What a wingman.

With a huff, I snapped the waistband of my
boxers back in place but regretted it instantly. Another wave of
pain shot up my spine and nearly dropped me to the floor but I
managed to catch myself on the sink just in time. And that's when
things went from strange to fucking weird.

In the sink was a bottle of cherry red nail
polish, lipstick, a razor, and a pair of black satin panties with a
small red bow on front. Why is Marissa's stuff in my
sink?

Freaked out and worried that somehow I'd
brought her back here last night after she'd broken up with Jimmy,
I ran out of the bathroom and checked every corner of my room. But
Marissa wasn't here. With a sigh of relief I walked back into my
bathroom and looked into the sink. So if she didn't leave all
this, why is it here?

I picked up the panties and dropped them back
into the sink nearly as quick. Because as soon as I touched the
silky black undies, I heard a voice behind me.

"Put them on Harold. Put on the panties.
Shave your legs. Paint your nails. Use the lipstick."

I turned quickly, looking for the source of
the voice but there was no one behind me. And when I checked my
room, there was no one there either. My door was still locked from
the inside. What the fuck is going on?

I ran back to the bathroom and shut the door.
Whatever was going on, it had to do with the items in the sink. I
needed to get rid of them. But when I touched the panties again,
the voice came back and everything around me went black. In a blind
panic I lashed out at the empty air around me. And when I opened my
eyes again, I was back in my bed, with the covers pulled up to my
chin and a heart rate that just wouldn't go down.

Was I dreaming? It was so real...

But when I kicked the covers away I caught
the briefest glimpse of red as my toes sailed through the air. And
when I sat up my jaw fell open. My hands flew to my mouth and I
screamed out when I saw my fingernails matched the bright red of my
toes. But it wasn't the toes or my new nails that had me screaming.
It was the silky black panties that were hugging my ass and my
newly smooth legs that were soft to the touch...

 


*****

 


"Okay Harold, what the fuck are you doing?" I
asked my reflection as I stared into the mirror. I was busy
scrubbing off the cherry red lipstick from my mouth when I heard a
knock at my bedroom door. The soft rasping nearly gave me a heart
attack. "Jimmy?"

My best friend called out to me through the
door. "Hey dude, its nearly noon. You planning on coming out of
there anytime soon?"

"I uhhh, I'll be out in a minute. I'm not
feelin' too good. I think we overdid it last night."

Jimmy was laughing from the other side of the
door. "Yeah I think that's a fair assessment. Well hurry up man.
I'm bored out here."

As soon as Jimmy went back to whatever he was
doing, I returned to scrubbing the color from my lips. I tried to
strip the paint from my fingernails next but all I managed to do
was scar the glossy coat of paint. I sighed as I looked at the
ruined nails, and again when I glanced down at my wiggling toes,
still coated in a perfect layer of polish.

Socks for the feet, but how the hell do I
explain my hands?

Nothing came to me. So for the moment, I
forgot about my nails and moved on to bigger issues. I was still
wearing the panties. But what should have been the easiest fix,
namely taking the panties off, turned out to be the hardest part of
the process. Because no matter how many times I wrapped my pretty
painted fingers around the waistband of the undies, I couldn't pull
them down.

They weren't stuck. I could adjust them all I
wanted. I could slide my hands into the panties and touch every
inch of my skin. I could even tug the front down to pull my cock
out so I could take a piss. But the second I thought about taking
them off, my hands simply froze. Whatever was wrong with me, it was
in my head. "Come on Harold! Get your shit together!"

But yelling at mirror me didn't solve
whatever was going on in my head. I struggled with the panties for
another ten minutes before finally hanging my head and shuffling
back to my room. With a defeated sigh, I fished out a pair of
sweatpants and a sweatshirt that was always too big for my small
frame. The overlarge sweatshirt covered my hands and the
embarrassingly feminine tattoo while the sweats covered up the
panties. And when I looked at myself in the mirror again, I was
happy with it all. I might not have been able to get rid of
whatever was going on, but my clothes were hiding it for now.

As I pulled open my door, a random thought
ran through my head. Maybe Jimmy knows what's going on. But
I dismissed the thought just as quickly as it came. If Jimmy knew,
then he would have said something earlier. Whatever happened last
night, it must have happened after we left the bar. It was the only
explanation. And now I had to find out what really happened.

But as made for the front door, Jimmy called
out to me.

"Dude, where you going? Don't leave yet."

My fingers closed around the doorknob but
something was stopping me from twisting. My tattoo was tingling as
I answered Jimmy. "I just have some errands... I'll be back when I
finish." I tried to will myself to turn the knob, to open the door,
but nothing was happening.

Jimmy spoke again but this time his voice
lost any hint of friendliness. Now his tone was cold,
authoritative. "Come sit down on the couch Harold. Right next to
me."

"I really have to..." Before I could finish
the sentence, my body turned and my feet started to move. My eyes
grew wide as I struggled against my own disobedient body. How is
this happening?! But when I saw the wide smile on Jimmy's face,
I knew then that whatever was going on, he was the cause.

"What... what did you do?" I managed to say
between clenched teeth. I fell heavy into the couch, with my hands
folded nicely in my lap and my feet pressed to the floor. I
couldn't move.

Jimmy's hand settled on my thigh as he looked
at me. "Do you want the long version or the short?" He asked. But
he didn't wait for me to answer. He shrugged and continued talking.
"Considering that you might not even remember this conversation,
we'll keep it short. Now lift up your shirt. Let me see it."

I wanted to ask him what "it" was but my body
seemed to know already. I bent over and slid my sweater up my back,
exposing the butterfly tattoo to Jimmy. And as his fingers pressed
hard into the center of my swollen back, I winced but still didn't
move.

"Pretty isn't it? I think this one turned out
even better than Marissa's."

"What are you doing Jimmy?" I said without
turning my head.

"Isn't it obvious already dude? I'm
controlling you. Now stand up and take those pants off."

My body obeyed even while my mind screamed
no. But I couldn't do anything to stop myself from hopping off of
the couch and slipping the sweatpants down my smooth legs. I felt
my cheeks burn as Jimmy's hands slid up my skin and ran across my
panty covered ass.

"Why are you doing this Jimmy?" I asked.
"How are you doing this?"

He squeezed my ass cheeks before standing up
himself and bending me over the couch, with my hand resting on the
back of the sofa and my ass pointed out, completely exposed. "Let's
start with the how."

His hand ran over my ass in tiny, gentle
circles. And when I felt myself stiffen at his touch, my heart
raced even more. For a moment I managed to get control of my body
back, but as I started to straighten myself out, Jimmy's hand
caught me right across my left butt cheek, sending pain racing
through me even as he bellowed, "Don't fucking move!"

My body froze in place. Jimmy spanked me a
second time then pushed me back into my bent over position. I tried
to free myself again from whatever control he had over me, but this
time I couldn't even blink.

"I won't bore you with the technical shit
Harold. Just know that the ink in that tattoo I made you get last
night gives me complete control over you." His hand shot out again,
delivering four quick, painful slaps to my unprotected ass. There
was nothing I could do but stand there and take it. "See? I could
do anything to you right now. Or make you do anything to me. In
effect, you are no longer you. Understand?"

"N...n...no!"

Jimmy spanked me again, shaking my entire
body with each slap across my ass. I felt tears roll down my cheeks
but I couldn't lift my hand to brush them away.

His finger pressed hard against the tattoo.
The burning pain felt worse than his spanking. "You are mine now
Harold. The tattoo ink contains special chemicals that make you
nothing more than a compliant slave to anyone around you. Starting
to make sense?"

"Just let me go! Why are you doing this to
me?!"

Jimmy slapped his hand against that tattoo
and blinding agony flooded my body. "I won't let you go! You ruined
Marissa! Now you are going to take her place!"

Holy fuck! Jimmy is insane! "I'm not
even a girl!"

He just laughed and ran his hands back over
my ass. "That's why you're perfect Jimmy. Because as it turns out,
women and my ink don't always mesh so well. Too many hormonal
changes." He slipped the panties off my ass, running his hands over
my bare skin. "Especially when your best friend uses your mind
controlled girlfriend like a fuck doll and ends up getting her
pregnant. That really messes with the hormones then."

Wait? What? "Marissa is pregnant?"

Jimmy's finger slipped along my ass crack
before stopping just outside of my anus. He tickled me as he
talked. "Not Marissa. Not anymore anyways. Her name is really
Rachael. That's why she left. She knows what I did, what you did.
Now she's gone and never coming back." A finger pressed hard
against my tightly clenched asshole but the pressure relaxed before
the digit slipped inside.

"Now I need a new Marissa. One that can't get
knocked up when other people use her as a fuck puppet." His finger
pressed in again, but this time he didn't stop until he slipped
inside. I wanted to scream but I couldn't do anything as he wiggled
his index inside of my ass. "So since you broke my last toy, I
think it's only fitting that you become my new one. That's fair
right?"

"No!" I screamed as loud as I could, "You
can't do this! I'm not her!"

Jimmy just laughed and slid another finger
inside of me. "Ohh yes you are. Your name is Marissa and you are a
woman. You are my woman. Now moan for me Marissa. I know how
much you love having things in your ass. You just can't get enough
of it can you?"

I tried to tell him no. I tried to resist,
but the only sounds slipping out of my mouth now were low, throaty
moans as his fingers danced within me. And what was worse was that
the embarrassment I could remember feeling only a few second ago
was gone now. In its place was a rising sense of pleasure. Having
his fingers so deep in my ass was turning me on!

"I want to hear you say it now, what's your
name?" demanded Jimmy.

 

Between my moaning, I heard a voice much
higher than what I remembered myself sounding like answer back.
"I'm Marissa... I'm your woman..."

Another finger slipped into me. My cock
jumped in my panties as my eyes rolled back. Jimmy was talking
again. "Now tell me how much you like having your ass fucked. I
want to hear you beg for it Marissa."

I couldn't stop myself. The words just flowed
like water from between my lips. "I love having my ass fucked by
you Jimmy! I'm your woman and I need you inside of me!"

"That's my good girl. Now enjoy." Jimmy final
finger pierced my stretched hole. And when it did I exploded,
filling the front of my panties with my own sticky mess as his
fingers wiggled back and forth within my ass. My mind was screaming
no but my body was moaning yes. And she was moaning loudly.

"Did my little bitch just make a mess?" He
asked as he slipped his fingers back out of me.

I nodded quickly, with my eyes still shut
tightly and my body humming from the most powerful orgasm I'd ever
felt. I need to stop this... but it feels so good...

"Get on your knees now sweetie. It's my
turn."

I pushed off of the couch and dropped down to
the floor in front of it instead. And a moment later Jimmy sat
right in front of me, with his legs to either side of my
disobedient body. I stared straight ahead, watching as his zipper
slid down and his hand disappeared into his pants before returning;
holding a cock twice the size of my own between his fingers.

"I think you know what I want you to do now
Marissa, but just to make sure, I want to remind you just how much
you love the taste of a fat cock on your tongue. And just
thinking about drinking down mouthfuls of cum makes you horny. If I
let you, you would spend all day at my feet, sucking away."

No no no! I screamed silently as I
listened to his words. But it was already too late. In an instant,
Jimmy's cock turned from something out of my worst nightmares to
something I couldn't wait to stick in my mouth. It wasn't just my
body that wanted to follow his every direction. I licked my lips
and dropped my head towards his crotch, happy that he was letting
me shove his hard dick in my mouth.

I'd always loved it when Marissa would fall
to her knees in front of me, taking my dick in her tiny hands and
licking my tip gently before she slid as much of me in-between her
bee-stung lips as she could. She'd been a pro, knowing just when to
twist her head or use her tongue. And she'd always looked so happy
to suck me off. Now I knew why.

But now I was Marissa. My mind wrestled with
the thought as my tongue snaked out and drifted down Jimmy's pole.
I wasn't Harold anymore. I wasn't a man. I was Jimmy's toy. And
right now I wanted nothing more than to suck him until he filled my
mouth with his tasty treat. All of the memories I had of receiving
a BJ were put into practice as I gave my first mouth job to my new
Master.

This isn't right! A tiny part of me
screamed as I pumped my hand over Jimmy's huge cock. Wake up!
Snap out of it! Suck harder! Use your tongue more!

Jimmy's crotch became my entire world. His
cock slid down into my throat, filling my mouth with his warm
shaft. I licked salty-sweet precum from his tip and teased his
sensitive hood with swipes of my tongue. One hand slid up and down
his shaft while my other held his balls in my hand, slowly
massaging them and savoring the feel of his weighty nuts against my
palm. Jimmy was a man. And I loved the feeling of men in my
mouth.

I worked him faster, with my head dipping up
and down on his shaft and my lips rubbing against his hood as I
slid up and down. His pubes tickled my nose and my neck was hurting
from all of the bobbing I was doing but I didn't care. I was
getting desperate as I sucked away on Jimmy. I wanted his cum. I
needed his cum!

And when his hand finally dropped to the back
of my head, pressing me down onto his hard dick and forcing the tip
to the back of my throat, I nearly came myself. My eyes rolled to
the back of my skull as squirt after powerful squirt slammed into
my throat. I drank him up happily. And when his hand left the back
of my head I slowly pulled myself off of his dick, making sure to
lick away any of his cum that might have escaped me.

I almost pushed myself back down onto his
dick to try and milk more of his sweet juices out of him but Jimmy
stopped me with a wave of his hand. He tipped my head back and
stared into my eyes. I'd looked him in the face thousands of times
before, but never like this. Had he always been so handsome?

"How do you like being my little cocksucker?"
Jimmy asked me as he stroked my cheek. His green eyes burned
fiercely as he waited for my reply.

"I lo..." Don't say it Harold! Fight
it! "I love..." This isn't real. Fight it! Don't let Jimmy
win!

Jimmy's smile disappeared as my hesitation
grew. "I want you to answer me Marissa. I want you to tell me how
much you love cock in your mouth. Tell me how the taste of cum is
your favorite. Remember how much you like to hold a cock in your
girly little hands. How much you like to kiss the tip. How much you
like to suck and pump the shaft. Come on Marissa."

I love to suck cock. I love it in my mouth
and I love the taste... My lips parted but instead of speaking,
I pressed my head back down onto his crotch, taking every inch of
Jimmy that I could into my mouth before he managed to stop me. I
was hungry. I was horny. I wanted his dick between my lips.

"No! I want you to look, not touch. I want to
hear you tell me about how much you love cock Marissa."

I couldn't wait to tell Jimmy. I was
practically shouting. "I love cock! I love it in my mouth and I
love the taste. I love the salty treats you give me Jimmy. Please,
can I suck on you for just a little bit? I promise to be good!"

His smile returned. "I'm glad to hear you
talk like that Marissa. But we have other things to take care of
right now. So for the moment, you're going to have to just think
about sucking a big fat dick and how good it feels."

My mind filled with a thousand thoughts of me
on my knees, with a cock in my hand and a mouth full of salty cum.
I felt my own tiny dick grow hard and press against my wet panties.
I couldn't help but reach down to touch myself as dicks filled my
head.

"No!" Jimmy said as he slapped my hand away
from my crotch. "I want you horny Marissa, but you aren't allowed
to touch yourself. The only pleasure you get anymore is from me in
your tight little ass. Understood?"

I nodded weakly as the thought of Jimmy
pressing into my asshole filled my stomach with dread. He hadn't
killed off Harold yet. Not completely. But even my rational brain
was losing ground now. If I can only get pleasure from anal and
I'm horny, so horny... then I need to be fucked... I need him in my
ass... No!

Jimmy pulled me to my feet and pointed
towards his room. "Now It's time you start looking the part
Marissa. Go into my room and get dressed. Everything you need is on
my bed. And if you have to touch up anything, like those nails
you've clearly ruined, do that too. Then come right back out here.
I'm not done with you yet."

 


*****

 


My mind was at war with itself as I finished
up the last of my fingernails. Every time I looked up from painting
my nails, I saw myself in the mirror and I couldn't parse to old
memories of myself with what I saw in the mirror now. It wasn't
Harold staring back at me anymore, but someone new. A woman. And
her name was one I'd spoken before. She was Marissa. And she was
me.

I'd followed Jimmy's orders exactly. Now I
was wearing a black lacy bra which managed to give my body some
curves due to the gel filled cups. I'd switched out my soiled
panties for a new pair of black hipsters with a cherry on the
front. And over my undies I slid one of the most revealing dresses
I'd ever seen. The skirt hugged my body and ended only an inch or
two below the swell of my ass. The neckline plunged low, showing
off my bra and hairless chest. And the back from bra strap to hip
was cutout, leaving my skin on display, including the butterfly
tattoo that let Jimmy control me so completely.

Added to my dress were a pair of strappy
heels that tipped me up and made my long, smooth legs look even
more feminine. A makeup bag and detailed instructions walked me
through putting on my face. And when I finally slipped the dark red
wig onto my head, with hair so long that it spilled over my
shoulders, I looked every bit the woman that Jimmy told me I was
now.

I blew on my nails and whipped my fingers
through the air, trying to dry them just a little bit faster. I
needed to get back out to the living room. I needed to get back to
Jimmy. I needed his cock! It was all I could think about as
I got ready. And now I was so horny. I wanted to touch myself so
badly, but every time my hand neared my own tiny dick, my tattoo
began to burn painfully. It was maddening!

I nearly ran out of the door and back into
the living room when my nails were finally dry. But in my haste I
managed to fall to my knees after only three steps out of the
bedroom door. I wasn't used to the heels. I tried to stand back up,
but a voice from across the room stopped me in my tracks.

It was Jimmy. My heart raced faster as I
listened to his strong voice. "Stay down Marissa. I want you to
crawl over here. Shake your little ass as you move and get in the
middle of the floor."

I obeyed instantly, bouncing across the
hardwood on my hands and knees like a lovesick puppy. I didn't care
how I looked right now. All I knew was that if I followed Jimmy's
directions then maybe, just maybe, he'd let me come. And I need to
come so badly!

I took my position just like he asked and
watched Jimmy with baited breath. And when he disappeared behind me
my heart nearly stopped. His hands ran along my sides, then across
my exposed back. His fingers traced every flowing line of my tattoo
and when he was done I felt his lips against my back, kissing me
right where the butterfly hovered over my spine. Shivers shot
through me.

Jimmy pulled the dress up, exposing my
rounded little ass to the air. "Time to make you a real woman
Marissa. I'm going to make you moan. And when we're finished here,
you won't remember being anything but my little cum slut. The only
thing you'll know is how much you love the taste of cock and the
feeling of a real man in your ass. And you'll do anything to
get those things."

Have to stop him! yelled a voice in my
head. Have to fuck him! Have to fuck him! yelled another. My
body shook with anticipation and dread as Jimmy slid my
panties down, letting my tiny cock bob freely. I'd been hard as a
rock since the blowjob. I couldn't wait to get release.

I heard the pop of a cap and the squirt from
a bottle before a slick finger coated in cold lube pressed up
against my asshole. And instead of shying away from the anal
invader, I pushed my body back, impaling myself on Jimmy's hand and
swallowing his finger up with my ass. A soft sigh escaped my
painted lips as I leaned into his touch. I wanted more.

And when he pulled his fingers away, I wanted
to cry out from him to put them back. But Jimmy calmed my nerves
when his hands dropped to my hips and he pulled me closer. My
breath held in my throat when the tip of his cock pressed against
my ass cheek before sliding towards my crack as if searching for a
place to hide deep inside of me.

I didn't have to wait long for Jimmy's cock
to find its hiding spot. As the breath in my lungs began to burn,
my tattoo tingled and my asshole stretched wide, letting in every
inch of Jimmy's huge member in almost at once.

"Ohh! Jimmy!" I moaned loudly as his cock
pressed against my prostate, sending waves of ecstasy through me
that I'd never felt before. "Fuck me Jimmy!" My mind was finally
clear. Not even the small part of me that was still Harold wanted
to stop. Whatever this was, whatever I was, it felt too good. I
moaned again.

Jimmy's body pressed against my ass cheeks.
He was as deep as he could go and I felt fuller than I'd ever
thought I could be. And as he slid back out, he rubbed my sides
gently. "Mmmm. That's what I want to hear. Moan for me you little
bitch. Show me how much you like being fucked like the whore you've
always dreamed of being."

Slut. Whore. Bitch. I'm whatever gets me more
cock!

Jimmy started pumping hard into me, slamming
into my backside with such force that my whole body shook in his
hands. I was moaning so loud and so often that I was having trouble
catching my breath. This was amazing!

"Yeah, you love it don't you Marissa? I bet
that even when you were still Harold you thought about this. You
were always jealous of my girlfriends and now I know why. You
wanted to be in their shoes. You wanted my cock, not their
cunt."

His words flooded my head with old memories
of the two of us. He'd always been bigger than me, stronger than
me. He was simply more of a man than I could have ever been. But
now, with me in a dress and with my hips being guided by his large
arms, I knew he was right. Or at least, I thought he was. I didn't
know what was real anymore. All I knew was that I loved cock.

"I want you to come now. Make a mess all over
the floor for me. Show me how my slut squirts."

I nearly fainted from the orgasm that chased
after his words. With his dick still pumping quickly in my ass, and
his huge head hammering against my prostate with every thrust, my
pleasure was mind blowing. Thick ribbons of my own cum crisscrossed
the hardwood floor below me, with large pearls of milky white
forming in the pools of my mess.

"Such a messy girl," he said as his hips
picked up speed. My orgasm ended but anther one was chasing hot on
the heels of the first. And as his speed picked up, my desire for
him did too. I pushed myself backwards, matching his every thrust
with a counter thrust of my own. Jimmy slammed into me so fast and
so hard that I thought something inside of me was going to break,
but I didn't care. His cock was the only thing I wanted now and I'd
do anything to keep the pleasure going.

Jimmy's hips picked up a final burst of speed
before slowing, then stopping completely. His fingers dug into my
sides, with his nails pulling at my skin as he held me close. I
could feel his thick cock swelling as he filled my ass with more of
his salty cum. And in that moment, my only regret was that I
wouldn't be able to taste his salty treat on my tongue this
time.

Jimmy slid out from my ass and sat down
behind me, breathing heavily. "So tight. And so willing. You want
the cock more than any woman I've ever known, including the first
Marissa. I should have turned you into a slut the second I made my
ink."

I was barely listening anymore. All I could
think about was getting at his cock again. I wanted to slide him
into my mouth and squeeze his balls until he gave me another snack.
I wanted to spread my ass cheeks wide and sit down on him, bouncing
myself on his dick until we both exploded from the pleasure. I
wanted to kiss his silky head. I wanted to stroke his shaft. I
wanted to lick every inch of him. I was so horny!

"And don't worry Marissa. I'm not even close
to being done with you yet. Starting tomorrow, we are going to
start you on hormones. We'll give you a body to match your filthy
slut mind. And if your tits don't come in naturally, I'll make sure
to get you big, bouncing breasts that no man will be able to
resist."

I shook my hips back and forth, hoping that I
could get him to slide back into me. "I'm still horny! Please fuck
me again Jimmy!"

Jimmy just laughed from behind me."Down girl!
I have to catch my breath before we go again." His hands touched my
ass and my whole body shook. "Such a slut. But you made quite a
mess on my floor. Why don't you clean it up."

The only thing that would have made me
happier at that moment, with my cheek pressed against the cold
floor and my tongue licking up every last drop of my own salty
spray, was if the pools of cum I was greedily swallowing came from
Jimmy instead. And when I was finished cleaning up my mess, I
turned to him and licked my lips, hoping that he would give me just
what I wanted.

"Now will you fuck me Jimmy? I'm a good
girl!"

Jimmy's cock bobbed as I stared at him but he
made no move to come closer. "I think you've had enough fun for
tonight. But don't worry sweetie. You'll have more cock than you'll
know what to do with when I finally figure out the hormonal issue.
I'll find a real girl and give her a tattoo then. Thenyou'll become
nothing more to me than my little pussy maid. And when you're good
I'll take you down to the local bar and let any man who wants to
stick a cock into you have a go. You'll love it."

Images of my future filled my empty head.
Cocks of all shapes, sizes, and colors ran through my thoughts. I
wanted to suck and fuck them all. And as Jimmy helped me to my feet
and slid the panties back up my legs, my tattoo tingled with
excitement.

Hopefully Jimmy would figure out his ink
soon.

 


*****

 


Three months later and I couldn't remember
ever being happier. Which wasn't saying much since I could barely
remember anything anymore. All that mattered to me now was making
sure Jimmy was happy and well taken care of.

My hair had grown long enough that I no
longer needed my wig. Jimmy ordered me to go on a diet and between
my new eating habits and the hormones he stuck me with twice a day,
my body was rounding out in all of the right places. My budding
breasts were tender to the touch now and my ass was rounder
underneath my dresses. My tiny cock was even shrinking, making my
panties fit better than ever.

And morning, noon, or night, I was ready and
willing to suck and fuck Jimmy in any way he wanted. He came five
times a day, with every load of his spunk ending up somewhere in my
body. And when he let me come too, I gratefully licked up any mess
I made.

But it was the news he gave me this morning
that made my heart jump in my chest and my tattoo itch with
anticipation. Jimmy told me he'd finally figured out the hormone
issue in his ink. Soon he would have a real woman around to service
all of his needs, then I would be nothing more than his attentive
little slave, cleaning and cooking while someone else sucked and
fucked him.

Maybe I'd still get to taste him but it
didn't matter. Because once he found his new Marissa, I'd be let
out of the house and out into the world. I'd be able to spend all
day sucking and fucking my way through entire lines of men. And
when they were finished with me I'd come home to serve Jimmy in any
way he saw fit.

It was the perfect life and I couldn't wait.
But for now, Jimmy and his thick dick would keep me happy.
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