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When Tom woke up, the first thing he noticed was he was completely naked. Well, almost completely naked - there were straps at his waist, wrists, and ankles. It wasn’t the first time for the wrists, but the others - and the one around his throat, he realized - were new. He couldn’t quite remember how he’d wound up strapped to a bed, but that also wasn’t new. 

He blinked away the morning grogginess he recognized from a wild night before, but it wouldn’t quite go away. He shook his head to clear it. “Hey! Hello? You forgot to untie me.” Whoever she was, her taste in decor ran to the minimalist. White walls, white ceiling, white tile floor. Lights from… somewhere near the ceiling? Everything was still groggy.

A door opened across the room, and a tall, sexy woman in a lab coat and high heels stepped through. Her long black hair was piled in a messy bun. She had black-framed glasses on, and was carrying a white tray. The only color she wore was the bright blood red lipstick on her plump, kissable, oh-so-fuckable lips. No wonder Tom had gone home with her.

“Hey babe,” Tom smiled his second-most charming smile. “Why don’t you untie me and we’ll go out for breakfast, my treat.”

One eyebrow rose above her glasses frames and she smirked down at him. “You really don’t recognize me, do you?”

Tom blinked a few more times, shaking his head. “Hang on… um…”

“It has been a while, I admit. Almost ten years.”

“Ten years… Sasha?”

“You do remember. I’m touched.”

“Hey, we were together for a few months, right?” Tom grinned, not quite understanding what was happening, but some animal instinct told him he might need to be careful. “Not just one of those one-nighters or weekend chicks, you know? I cared about you.”

“Cared?!” Sasha laughed, a bitter, almost angry laugh. “You never gave a damn about me. I loved you, you asshole. You lied to me for most of a year, and then you dumped me. Do you remember what you said when you left?”

“What? No! It wasn’t like that-”

“Oh shut up,” she interrupted. “I’ll tell you, since you clearly don’t remember at all. You said ‘Sash, you ought to know, chicks are only good for one thing - fucking.’”

That did sound like something he might have said, back in college. Hell, he probably said it at some point in the past month. But that animal instinct told him he was definitely in trouble here. “Look, I’ve changed, I promise. You’re right, I was an asshole, but I… I’m a different guy now. I uh… I volunteer at my church every week, I’m nice to strangers-”

“Oh please,” Sasha said, placing the tray on the side table. “I watched you all last night. Watched you hitting on the waitress, arguing with that guy at the bar, getting angry when the bartender cut you off. You’re still the same asshole you were in college.”

Tom glanced over at the tray and saw several long syringes filled with liquids. “Hey look, this isn’t funny anymore. What’s that?”

“Do you remember my major? No of course not, I was only good for one thing, right? I’ll tell you,” she said, reaching for the first syringe. “Biochemistry.”

“So? Don’t you stick that in me, you crazy bi- OW!”

Sasha injected the liquid into his bare thigh. “When did you become such a sissy?” she said, then laughed like she’d made the funniest joke she’d ever heard. “Today, of course,” she added.

“You’re fucking insane!” Tom thrashed and strained against the straps, but his muscles felt heavy and slow… and getting slower.

“So, back to my major,” Sasha said, wiping away tears of laughter. “Whew! Been a while since I laughed that hard. Biochemistry! And the more practical applications thereof.”

“What’re you talkin’ ‘bout?” Tom said, but the words were hard to shape in his mouth. His lips felt hot and… full? And the room was getting twirly. 

“You’ll see, very soon,” Sasha said, injecting the second syringe in Tom’s chest.

“Owwww.”

“Suck it up, you big baby. The last one is the one that really hurts. Or so I’m told.”

“Why’re y’doin’ dis..”

“Because Tommy, I told you. I loved you.” Sasha reached down and stroked Tom’s cheek. “And you treated me like trash. So let’s see how you like being treated like trash, hmm?”

“Whaaaa…”

Another syringe went into Tom’s other thigh, and a fourth into his left arm. Sasha moved to his right side and said, “Now try to relax, but this one’s really going to hurt,” she said, then plunged it into his right shoulder.

Tom’s world exploded in bright white fire, like the sun had suddenly appeared inside him. He tried to scream but there was no sound that could change that fire, could end the pain. He couldn’t breathe, he couldn’t think, he couldn’t exist outside the pain. The pain drove everything away from him, all memories and emotions, all thoughts, all sense of self. His bones were shards of glass shredding his muscles, which were boiling hot acid, contained inside his freezer burned skin. His entire body hurt. His face hurt. His eyelashes hurt! How could eyelashes hurt?

And then, after an eternity of shrieking, all the pain just… stopped. Like a switch had been thrown.

Tom took a deep breath. “What the fuck was that?!” he screamed, but his voice wasn’t his voice. In fact, it wasn’t even a man’s voice. 

It was a girl’s. High-pitched and immature-sounding. “What… what…”

Sasha was standing over him, undoing the straps at his waist. “Well well well, look at you. Good enough to eat.”

“What are you talking about, you psycho?!” that girlish voice yelled from Tom’s mouth. And what the hell was wrong with his lips, they felt as swollen as if he’d been punched in the mouth.

And then the straps at his waist were untied, and Tom could see down the length of his body… to the notable absence between his legs.

“What the fuck did you do to my dick?!” Tom screamed. “Where’s my dick?!”

“I should have thought it was obvious, sweetheart,” Sasha said, smirking. “I turned you into a woman.”

“A.. what? What the fuck?!” Tom tried to sit up but the strap at his throat kept him pinned to the bed.

“You keep saying that word,” Sasha giggled, undoing the straps at Tom’s ankles. “Fuck. Is that all you can think of? Fuck, fuck, fuck, fucking, fucking and sucking and sucking and fucking…”

“You’re crazy!”

“Oh no, I assure you, I’m quite sane,” Sasha said, calmly deflecting Tom’s attempt to kick her. His legs were so weak! The second time he tried to kick her, she grabbed his ankle and slammed his leg to the mattress. “Now be a good girl or I’ll keep you strapped down until you piss and shit yourself. Would you like that? I don’t think so.”

No woman had ever talked to Tom that way. He preferred them submissive. But suddenly, being talked to like that, so commanding, so dominant, did… something… to his new body. Something hot started happening in the lowest part of his belly, just around his pubes. 

“I asked you a question, Tommy,” Sasha said, her grip tightening on his ankle. “No, that’s not right. Tommy doesn’t work for you, not like this. What about… Tami? With an i?”

“I don’t give a fuck, you crazy-” he started, but Sasha gripped his ankle even tighter and gave it a shake.

“You mind your language, young lady,” Sasha ordered. “Or I’ll leave you strapped down in your own filth for days. Do you believe me, Tami?”

Tom looked up into her face, saw the determination in her eyes, and felt true fear for the first time in… years. He suddenly realized he was completely at Sasha’s mercy. “...yes,” he muttered.

“I didn’t hear that.”

He rolled his eyes. Something was wrong with his eyes too? Or… his eyelashes? What had she done to him? “Yes, okay? Yes.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Sasha said.

“What? No!”

Sasha didn’t respond, just pulled the strap back over his ankle. She paused, before slipping the strap through the buckle, and looked at him.

“...yes mistress,” he muttered, but deep in that warm spot low in his belly, something seemed to… grow. Warmer. Much, much warmer. And between his legs, where his balls once were, was a sudden wetness. He felt his face redden.

“I didn’t hear you, Tami.”

Tom closed his eyes. “Yes, mistress.” Oh that wetness felt so good. And that heat, like the fire that had transformed him into a woman, burning deep inside him. He squirmed on the bed, pressing his thighs together.

Realization lit up Sasha’s face. “Really? Well, Tami, are you getting hot? Answer.”

“Yes mistress.”

“You like that? You like it, being dominated?”

“I… I don’t… what do you…”

Sasha forced Tom’s legs apart, and he gasped. He’d never been handled so roughly before. His eyes rolled back in his head and his heart was pounding. The sudden rush of cooler air on his… his pussy lips… so wet, so hot, that cool air on his open, exposed pussy…

“Answer me, Tami.”

“Yes mistress,” Tom panted. 

Sasha ran her fingertips along the inside of Tom’s thighs. “Babygirl, you’re already so, so wet!” she laughed. “You dirty little slut. You love this!”

“Oh, oh, oh,” Tom panted. “Oh please, oh god, please oh, oh, oh…”

Tom’s tormentor ran a single finger along Tom’s soaking wet pussy lips and he moaned like every woman he’d ever fucked. “Oh god oh god oh please…”

“Please, what, Tami?”

“Please, mistress, please, oh please, make it stop, make it better!”

“You don’t like this?”

“No, I, I, oh goooooood,” Tom moaned, more confused than he’d ever been in his life. If this was how it felt to be horny and ready to come, as a woman? Why did women ever want to do anything else?

“You do like this?” Sasha asked, toying with his pussy lips.

“Yes mistress!”

“Now what about… this?” 

She touched something. Something right at the top of Tom’s pussy. A hard little mound that contained all the pleasure in the universe, like a button of bliss. Waves of electricity exploded from that button, reaching to every inch of Tom’s body. “OOOOOHHHH!!” he yelled, mindlessly, wordlessly. His back arched, lifting him right off the bed.

“So sensitive, babygirl,” Sasha said when Tom finished yelling. She was stroking his inner thighs, a sweet caress that felt wonderful, calming. “What a good little slut you are, Tami. Coming for me so quick? What a sweet thing.”

Somehow the praise was better than the orders. “Thanks…”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, mistress.”

“That’s right. Now let’s get you out of those straps.”

Sasha undid the straps, leaving Tom’s throat for last. He was so exhausted from his orgasm that he could barely move. Before she unstrapped Tom’s throat, Sasha bent down, barely an inch from his face. 

Sasha looked Tom right in the eyes. “If you’re a good girl, I’ll feed you every day. If you’re a very good girl, I’ll fuck you every day. But if you’re bad…”

Tom felt a tiny spike of fear run up his spine, then Sasha was kissing him hard, passionately, grinding her lips against his, forcing her tongue into her mouth. Tom melted into the kiss, lifting one hand to reach for Sasha’s head, to stroke that midnight black hair, to hold her in the kiss. Sasha fended off his hand easily, then ran a fingertip down Tom’s chest to his nipple, which he just then realized was as hard as a diamond. Sasha broke off the kiss and flicked Tom’s nipple hard, her nail scraping against the sensitive flesh. Tom gasped and whimpered.

Sasha leaned in and breathed on Tom’s neck, and he shivered. “If you’re bad, babygirl, I’ll get you revved up, but not get you there. Just like you did to me all those times ten years ago.”

“What? But?”

Sasha pulled away and walked out of the room, pausing at the door to say over her shoulder, “Get yourself off that bed, Tami.”

“What? Where are you?”

But the only answer was a slammed door, then silence.

Tom had never been so horny in his life. He needed something, but he had no idea how to make it happen. He rubbed his aching nipple, and that felt so good, so electric, so thrilling, he spent some time doing that. His whole chest felt good. Softer than it had been before Sasha had done… whatever it was that she did to him. He couldn’t think clearly enough to figure it out just then. The only thing he had in mind was touching himself, feeling that beautiful bliss growing, that tension, that heat, that wetness. He didn’t even bother undoing the strap around his throat, just lay there in the bed, playing with his soft chest. Then he remembered the button. That miraculous button down between his legs…

He reached down and felt where his penis and testicles had been. Now there was nothing but a soaking wet pussy, lips swollen and on fire and oh so sensitive, so very sensitive, even the slightest brush of his fingertips sent his heart racing and his breath panting. Hands trembling, he explored his pussy, the dripping wetness, the heat, the tension building and building as he stroked his pussy lips.

“Oh. Oh. Ooooooohhhhh….” he panted as he sank a finger deep inside himself, right up to the palm, touching the inside of his pussy, feeling his woman-ness. It was absolutely undeniable now, he had a woman’s body. He would never have been able to imagine anything like this before. He’d never even wondered what it must feel like. Now he knew: it felt incredible.

The button! He had to find it. He pulled his finger out and brought it to his lips, tasting his own juices, those sweet pussy juices. He licked them off his finger, then stuck the finger into his mouth and sucked hard on it. His other hand explored his pussy until he found that hard little nub, his clit.

There.

Oh god, right there. Everything concentrated down to that one spot. Nothing else existed. Nothing in the entire universe. His button was everything, his button was the source of all joy, all good, all pleasure, and the heat, the wet, the tension suddenly released, and he yelled out animal noises, coming and coming and coming for all eternity.

When he woke up, dizzy and cold, he couldn’t figure out what had happened. He was still strapped down at the throat.. It almost felt good, having that collar on, controlling him. Then he realized - he had to get out of there! This wasn’t him! He wasn’t anything like this… whatever Sasha had turned him into. He called the shots, he was a man!

He undid the strap around his throat and felt a tiny little spike of… regret? But he squashed it down hard, getting up off the bed. He swayed, dizzy, as he stood, trying to find his balance. His new body was shorter and smaller than he had been before - not by much, but enough that it made it difficult for him to judge his balance. He searched the room quickly, but there was nothing in it. The side table had no drawers. The bed had nothing to offer, either. Not even a sheet.

There was, however, a full length mirror, and in it, a little beauty. Not his type, really - he preferred curvier girls with bigger tits. His ass was tiny and tight, his legs shapely but thin, his chest - his tits - were tiny as well. The fullness of his lips was explained - they were definitely cocksucker lips, big and puffy and full. The other surprises were his hair - which had paled to light blonde, and lengthened, to just around chin length - and his eyes, which were a wide, bright blue, with long, dark lashes.

Tom spent a long time staring at himself in the mirror, unable to completely believe what he was seeing. He spread his legs and looked at his pussy. He had to admit, it was a nice little pussy to look at. Just thinking about his pussy was enough to get his motor revved up again.

He looked at himself in the mirror. One hand playing lightly with his tiny breast, the other on his lower belly, inching closer and closer to his pubes....

God, he was so fucking hot. He licked his lips and the dirty little slut in the mirror did the same. “Fuck yeah,” he said quietly. “You want it, don’t you baby? You want to touch yourself, you dirty slut.”

He sat down on the floor right there in front of the mirror, spreading his legs to see his wet pussy. “You’re such a little whore. You want it bad, don’t you, slut?”

His clit was so hard it hurt. The slut in the mirror played with her tits and her pussy, panting hard, moaning and whimpering as she finger-fucked herself, thrashing her head side to side, eyes rolling back, groaning and grunting as she fucked herself to orgasm.

“Tami’s such a fucking slut,” the girl in the mirror panted once she’d come. “Tami’s a dirty whore.”

“You sure are,” Sasha said behind her.

Tom got up, turned around, and saw Sasha standing there naked except for one thing: a massive strap-on. She raised an eyebrow at him and smirked.

“Tami, you dirty little tramp, have you been fucking yourself?”

“What have you done to me?”

“Answer the question, slut.”

“I… I…” Tom tried to fight it, but couldn’t. “Yes, mistress.”

“You are a horny little thing, aren’t you?”

“Yes mistress.”

“I bet you want me to fuck you hard, don’t you?”

Tom’s eyes went to the massive black strap-on she was wearing. He licked his full, luscious, cocksucking lips and got to his knees. “Yes, please, mistress.”

“Pussy or mouth, slut?”

“Yes please, mistress.”

“You greedy bitch,” Sasha laughed, then moved to stick the strap-on in Tom’s - in Tami’s - mouth.

Tami moved her head back and forth on the long rubber strap-on, happy sucking her mistress’ cock. She was such a dirty slut, a real little cock-hungry tramp. She looked up at her mistress, big bright blue eyes wide with joy at sucking that cock.

Sasha pushed her off. Tami whined with disappointment, but then Sasha pushed her around to take her from behind.

“You want this, slut?”

“Yes mistress!”

The strap-on slammed into Tami’s wet pussy and she moaned with pleasure. Everything went away, just the feeling of her mistress fucking her, in and out, slapping her ass, pounding her pussy until she came and came and came. Pure joy, pure happiness, pure bliss, as her mistress fucked Tami, the good little slut.

She woke up on the bed with the straps. There was something heavy on her chest.

“Wha?” she muttered, then looked under the blanket that had been draped over her.

Massive breasts were waiting for her. 

“Oh my god.”

Tami got out of bed and went to the mirror. She had huge boobies! They were so fucking gorgeous and she was so fucking hot. Her ass was bigger, too. She wiggled it, seeing the dirty slut in the mirror wiggle her own perfect big ass back. 

“Oh fuck me, I’m so fucking hot,” Tami said, grabbing her tits. Just the sight of the dirty little slut in the mirror grabbing her own tits made Tami so wet, and hot, she nearly came right away. She turned around and tried to twerk a little. Oh fuck, she was such a yummy little fuck!

The door opened and Sasha - Mistress, Tami reminded herself - walked in, then paused to watch Tami twerk a little more.

“Good morning, Tami,” Mistress said, smiling at her.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Tami said, turning to offer her big rump to her mistress. “Wanna fuck?”

“You’re such a little slut, Tami,” Mistress laughed.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Tami said, with another wiggle of her ass.

“Your new body seems to have changed overnight,” Mistress said. “Unexpected.”

“Huh?”

“On your knees, slut, and eat my pussy,” Mistress ordered, hiking up her skirt to reveal her lovely trimmed pussy. Tami jumped to obey.

“Yes mistress thank you mistress,” Tami said, dropping to her knees in front of her Mistress, licking at her inner thighs, diving into Mistress’ pussy. She licked and licked, sucking Mistress’ clit, eager to be Mistress’ perfect little slut. When Mistress came, Tami came too.

“Thank you Mistress,” Tami whimpered, panting, her face covered with Mistress’ pussy juices.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, Tami,” Mistress said.

Mistress fucked Tami again in the shower, and again as she took Tami into a room full of pretty clothes. Tami loved her new pretty clothes. Tami loved her new body, with her big boobies and big ass and dripping wet pussy. Mistress liked it when Tami dressed in the schoolgirl uniform, so it was Tami’s favorite. The short skirt made it soooo much easier for Mistress to slip a finger into Tami’s wet pussy, and the shirt barely covered Tami’s massive titties, leaving her flat belly exposed. Mistress put makeup on Tami’s face, thick eyeliner and glossy red lipstick. Her slutface, Mistress called it. And Tami’s long blonde curls were so thick that the best hairstyle for her was big thick twin pigtails high up on her head. And best of all, Tami learned to walk in high heels, the higher the better. Tami loved being Mistress’ dirty slut.

Every night, Mistress would fuck Tami, then lock her in her room. Tami would fuck herself to sleep. She loved fucking herself. She loved being fucked by Mistress.

Finally came a day not like the other days. Mistress opened the door, but she wasn’t wearing the strap-on Tami loved to fuck and suck. Instead, she was carrying a beautiful white dress.

“Mistress?” Tami asked, spreading her legs to be fucked.

“Not today, you bad girl,” Mistress said. “You need to be good.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“We’re having a party, Tami,” Mistress said. “Put this dress on.”

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress.”

Tami put on the dress. It wasn’t sexy like the schoolgirl outfit Mistress loved, but it was sexy. Definitely sexy. Tami felt her pussy getting wet, thinking about Mistress fucking her in the beautiful sexy white dress. Tami looked so fucking hot in the white dress. It followed Tami’s curves perfectly.

Mistress put on Tami’s makeup, not the usual slutface makeup but somehow still sexy. Fuckable, but sophisticated. Mistress did Tami’s hair, not in the usual twin pigtails, but straightened and sexy. Tami got to wear jewelry, which Mistress never let her wear, because it just got in the way of fucking. Finally, six inch heels. Tami looked at herself in the mirror. She looked like a high-priced call girl. She didn’t know how she knew that, but she felt sexy and powerful and fuckable.

The party happened in a part of Mistress’ house Tami had never seen before. People started arriving, and Tami smiled at them, not saying much. Mistress had Tami sitting on her lap, and Mistress’ friends were all so beautiful and sexy that Tami was getting turned on just looking at them. All of them wore beautiful clothes. All of them were beautiful and handsome and sexy. They said things, smart things, that Tami didn’t really understand. Sometime she would start fantasizing about Mistress fucking her in front of all these people and that got Tami hotter and wetter.

“Mistress, please fuck me,” Tami whispered in Mistress’ ear. “I need to be fucked.”

“Not right now, Tami,” Mistress replied quietly. “I’m talking to my friends, naughty girl.”

Tami whined her disappointment.

“Go get me a drink, Tami,” Mistress said, spanking Tami’s fat ass.

“Yes Mistress,” Tami said, jumping up and hurrying over to the bar.

“What can I get you, beautiful?” the bartender asked. He had a shaved head and his rolled-up sleeves showed tattooed arms. Tami thought tattoos were so hot.

“Mistress needs a drink,” Tami said, looking over her shoulder at Mistress, who was talking to some of her friends.

“Sasha? Sure, no problem,” the bartender said. He was handsome, with broad shoulders and long fingers. Tami wondered what his fingers would feel like in her pussy, then thought about his cock in her. Just the thought made her soak through her panties, and she blushed.

“How about you?” the bartender asked, setting Mistress’ drink on the bar. “What do you need?”

“I need to be fucked,” Tami said, then felt herself blush even harder.

The bartender looked surprised, then grinned. “Yeah? I think I got that in the back. You wanna come with me?”

All Tami heard was ‘you wanna come’ and she said “Yes!”

The bartender led her out of the party room and through the kitchen to another room. Tami was so horny she didn’t care what the room was for. The bartender was texting someone.

“Are we gonna fuck now?” Tami asked, looking for a good place to fuck. There was a couch, a desk, the floor...

The bartender grabbed her and kissed her hard. Tami whimpered, feeling her pussy get so hot and so wet. Then he turned her around and bent her over the sofa.

“Please fuck me?” Tami begged as he hiked up her skirt and pulled down the thong she’d been wearing.

“You dirty fucking slut,” the bartender chuckled, pulling his cock out of his pants and sliding it into her.

“Ohhhhh!” Tami moaned, feeling the bartender’s cock spreading her wide, filling her up. She couldn’t see it, not with him behind her, but it felt kind of like Mistress’ medium strap-on, the one she used most often. Long but not too long, thick but not too thick. Sometimes Mistress used the small one to punish Tami because it got her horny without getting her to come and that really sucked. Not coming was the worst thing in the world.

Tami felt him sliding in and out of her, spanking her fat ass and fucking her wet pussy. She could feel her orgasm building, the tension, the heat, the dirty little slut being fucked hard by a hot stranger.

Then there was another cock in her face. 

She didn’t wonder where it came from, or how. A part of her brain recognized one of the other servers, the cute one with the beard, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was having that cock in her mouth. Tami slurped it in, sucking it deep into her mouth, feeling it all the way at the back of her throat as she turned her head to deep-throat it. She groaned as the bartender fucked her pussy and the server fucked her mouth, her great big titties swaying back and forth under her. 

The server’s fingers soon clenched in her hair as he came, filling her mouth with thick ribbons of his come. Tami swallowed every last drop like the good little slut she was. Then the bartender came in her pussy, filling her up with his come, and Tami knew a perfect happiness unlike any she had ever known. She came then, happiness mingling with that pure bliss, one cock in her mouth and another in her pussy. Tami was only vaguely aware of the bartender and the server high-fiving over her.

She was lying there, catching her breath, when the server pulled his cock out of her mouth and the bartender pulled his cock out of her pussy. She whined in disappointment.

“Tami.”

That was Mistress’ voice. Tami opened her eyes and saw the bartender and the server hurriedly pulling up their pants.

“You really are a dirty slut,” Mistess said. The bartender and the server hurried out of the room.

Tami felt a bead of come on her chin. She wiped it away and licked it from her finger. “Yes, Mistress.”

“My dirty slut.”

“Yes Mistress, always.”

“Eat me, slut,” Mistress ordered, sitting in front of Tami. Tami fell to her knees in front of her beloved Mistress.

“Thank you Mistress,” Tami said, diving in to lick her Mistress’ pussy.

Tami felt Mistress’ hands settle on her head, fingers clenching tightly in Tami’s long blonde hair. Tami licked and sucked her Mistress’ pussy, sticking her tongue into her pussy as far as it would go, then flickering along her Mistress’ pussy lips, working up to the hard button of Mistress’ clit.

Tami grinned as Mistress spoke:

“Tami…” Mistress sighed. “You really are only good for one thing.”
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