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  Forward


  This is the second adventure from my Reversible series. The events of this book take place concurrently with the story told in "As Long as I can Reverse This..." 


  



  The characters of Mike and Dan attend the same orientation and participate in the same research project at BioFem.


  



  I hope you enjoy this adventure as much as the first. If all goes according to plan, there will be three more participants in this study...


  




  Why Would I Reverse This?


  An Erotic Transgender Experiment


  Reversible Series, Book 2


  



  




  Chapter One


  It was a Thursday night, the unofficial beginning of the weekend here at Denver State University. I was hanging with my suite mates back at the dorm. There are four of us sharing a two-bedroom suite with a common bathroom. I room with Joe. Jay and Bryce live next-door. My name is Dan. We were having an Xbox party. The four of us had pulled all of our systems into one room and were playing Halo 8 against four other guys down the hall.


  We’d activated one of the old party hacks that caused aliens to explode like party poppers when they were killed, so my headphones were ringing with party noises as I racked up kills. I took aim on an alien head and watched the confetti fly. I spoke into the microphone to my roommate, “Hey, Joe. Toss me a beer, huh?”


  “Kay. Comin’ over!” He tossed a hook shot beer over Jay and I caught it one handed before putting it down in time to avoid being fried by John from the other team.


  “Thanks, bro,” I yelled! The game slowed for a moment so I popped the top and took a sip. “Hey, you guys see that Arkham Asylum 6 is coming out next month? I hear Hamill’s doing the Joker voice again,” I said into the mic. We were on our own channel so the conversation stayed in our room.


  Jay spoke, “Dan, I don't know what you see in that game. It’s too freaky for me. All those crazy fucking clowns!” I saw him shake his head as he saved my Halo trooper from being killed by an alien.


  I shook my head and sent my trooper off a rooftop to land in the middle of the next battle. “I just like all the cool takedowns you can perform. I once went through the whole game without firing a single Bat-a-rang,” I responded.


  My headset cracked as his mic activated, “Well, enjoy it. Just keep your headset on so I don't have to listen to Joker. I’m sticking with this,” he said.


  I shook my head, “Can’t get it yet. Can’t afford the thing. Early release price is one-fifty and my system doesn’t support it. I have to lay down nearly 700 bones to pay for an upgrade before I can even use it. Besides, I’m tapped out.”


  Joe piped up, “Dude, you’re always tapped. I keep telling you that you need to get into one of the campus drug research studies. I’m in three of them and they pay well enough to keep me in beer.”


  I looked at Joe and asked, “Which one of them is turning your teeth green?”


  “Oh! You’re funny! Not.” He laughed. “It is a little weird, though. One of the drugs seems to make me tired. One of them wakes me up. I don't know what the third one is doing. Seems like nothing. Might be a control placebo. I get those sometimes.”


  I thought for a moment and then said, “That doesn’t sound bad. How much are you being paid?”


  He looked away from the game while he did the math in his head, and responded, “Uh, three bills a month.”


  “That ain’t bad,” I said. “And you aren’t growing extra toes or anything?”


  He looked at his feet as if counting and then looked shocked, “Oh my god! That’s why my shoes don't fit!” He punched me and I dropped my controller. “No. So far, being tired is the only side effect I’ve noticed.”


  I thought about it a little. I could use some extra cash. “I might do that. What’s the name of the company running the studies,” I asked him?


  Joe thought about it for a minute, “I think it’s BioForce... BioForm? They’re in the school paper. Look them up in the jobs section.”


  I smiled and said, “Thanks, bro. Appreciate it.” We fist bumped.


  We kept playing for another thirty minutes. Our team took seven of the ten matches we agreed to play and then we all hooked up in our opponent's room because they owed us pizza for losing. I’d drunken five beers so I was running out of steam. At 11:30, I told Joe that I was going back to our room to crash.


  




  Chapter Two


  The next day, I woke up at eight and had just enough time to make it to the cafeteria for breakfast before heading to my 8:50 English class. I had three classes in a row, so it was late in the afternoon on a sunny Colorado day when I remembered that I was going to look in the paper for the drug company Joe had told me about. I found a picnic table in the shade of some spruce trees and pulled out my iPad and accessed the online edition of the student paper. A group of students was playing frisbee on the lawn as I brought up the site. I recognized Lisa from my biology class as she waved at me.


  I paged through a couple articles about the decisions the student government had made and then skipped to the jobs section using the menu system. I skimmed through the ads. There were a lot of jobs listed so it took me a while to find the one Joe had mentioned, “There it is... BioFem.” It was hard to miss. The ad even used my name. “Dan, are you looking for extra cash,” asked the ad? It said they were enrolling for new studies right now. “Call today!” The ad featured lovely models engaged in exciting activities. I thought it looked very professional.


  I pulled my phone out of my pocket and dialed the number. Lisa tossed the frisbee sidearmed to a friend as I waited. The phone was answered on the second ring, “Thank you for calling BioFem. This is Julie. How can I direct your call?”


  I responded, “Uh, hi. I’m calling to see if I can get into one of your paid research studies. I’m a student at State.”


  “That’s wonderful! I went to State, too! I can help you with that. We are holding an informational welcome meeting on Tuesday evening at eight o’clock. Would you like to sign up to attend,” she asked. She was very welcoming. I agreed to register. Julie took down my contact information and I received a confirmation while we were still on the phone.


  After she had taken down my info, I held on to ask a few questions. “Can I ask a question,” I asked her?


  I could hear her smile through the phone as she gave a slight chuckle. “Of course, you can. That’s why I’m here.” She giggled a little.


  I cleared my throat and timidly asked, “How much do your studies pay?” It always makes me nervous to talk about money.


  Julie didn’t seem bothered, “This one is paying between $5,000 and $10,000 per month.”


  I almost fumbled my phone onto the sidewalk. “I’m sorry! Did you say five to ten thousand?”


  “Yes, I did. Are you still interested,” she asked.


  Was I still interested? I’d chew off my own arm for that much cash! I responded, “Oh, hell yes! My buddy said it was a few hundred a month.”


  “Well, Dan. This is a very special study and it will require a little more commitment than keeping a weekly pill log and you’ll need to be available to the research team for a full year. We’ll explain it all when you meet us here on Tuesday night. Can I count on you to be here,” she asked? “I’m looking forward to seeing you.”


  

    

      I felt myself smile and sit up a little straighter. “I’m excited to be there, too. Thank you. I’ll see you then.” I hung up. The frisbee game stopped and stared as I jumped up and danced on the picnic table.


       


    


  


  I met the guys in the cafeteria for dinner. They were serving burgers tonight. As we dug into our lemon squares for dessert, I told Joe that I’d called about the drug study and that I was going to an info session on Tuesday.


  He smiled, “That’s great, Dan. I think they usually find a study for about anyone. Let me know what they put you in. If it’s good, maybe I’ll sign up and get some extra scratch.”


  I nodded and promised, “I will.”


  My friends and I are only nineteen so we usually spend Friday nights trying to score some beers. I know. It’s lame. We can’t get into any of the bars or clubs so we can’t even see local bands unless they agree to play at a place that serves food and qualifies as a restaurant instead of a bar. That means we only get to see about two bands a year.


  “Do you think Craig will make a beer run for us tonight,” asked Joe?  Craig was Jay’s older brother who lived a few blocks from campus.


  Jay smiled, “Already taken care of! We just have to pay him fifty bucks and it’s ours.”


  We started pulling out our wallets, tossing bills on the table until we’d pooled the necessary funds. Craig charged us a finder’s fee for making the run and we still had to sneak it into the dorm. We had it down by now, sending spotters ahead to scope for the RAs. We kept our gatherings to close friends and didn’t get loud, so we were like the Bespin Gas Mines in Star Wars. The Empire knew we were there but we were small enough to avoid too much attention.


  By nine we were in place,  brewskies chilling in our refrigerators. The girls were supposed to join us at ten to kick back and watch some porn. Jay’s dad had shared all of his streaming accounts, including his premium porn channels, so we planned on a night of fun with our honeys.


  I was dating Jessica. She is so cool, and she was into watching with me. We’d done this before and she was even willing to try some of the positions we’d seen. I was excited to see what we could try tonight. I liked that was so adventurous and ready to try some of the sluttier moves we had seen.


  Joe and I had an arrangement. We’d give each other time alone with our girl and then we’d go back into the other room for the second man’s turn in our room. If we were drunk enough, we might try to “fly in formation” and have sex with both girls at the same time, him in his bed; me with Jess in mine. 


  The girls arrived a little after ten and we all settled in to stream some soft-core porn. The girls chose to watch old episodes of Co-ed Confidential. They liked that it was funny as well as sexy. The guys were stupid but hot. The girls had perfect tits and there was just enough plot to make it somewhat believable. We popped the beers and started binging episodes. It only took two episodes before Joe and his girlfriend were excited enough to sneak into our room to fuck. Jess and I were making out and getting into some pretty heavy petting as we watched.


  The room lights were dark and the three remaining couples were all getting into it. Jessica had unbuttoned her jeans and she’d pushed my hand down her panties. I was stroking her slowly while we kissed. Her underwear was getting wet and my dick was straining against my jeans. We shifted positions and I moved my hand to her breasts. They were probably a small B cup but were plenty to play with and I was stroking her tight little nipples while she tongued my mouth and stroked my bulging cock.


  We weren’t watching anymore and I was getting excited when Joe and Crystal returned from our room. They barely had time to sit before Jess grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. We ran through the adjoining shower room and dove into my bunk, pulling our clothing off as we ran. Jessie pulled her bra free and stripped out of her panties. I shucked my jeans away and she helped pull my shorts down to my feet. My cock was pointing toward a spot about seven feet up the wall.


  I climbed in and laid my head on my pillow. Jessie jumped up and turned her body the opposite direction. Her mouth found my erection and she spread her legs in my face. We dove in with a lot of energy. I licked her pussy and started fucking her with my fingers. She started sucking my cock. I could tell she liked it because she was wiggling around in concert with my tongue and moaning on my cock. I worked her a little faster and I could tell she was about to cum. Her lips came off my dick and she arched her back, leaning her head back to look toward the ceiling. Her hips started bucking on my mouth and I hung on for dear life as she found her release.


  She collapsed to her side as her orgasm came to an end and then turned around to mount my now rock-hard member. She groaned seductively as she slid down my shaft to land on my abdomen where she started taking control of our love making, raising herself up and sliding back down. I played with her labia and clit as she bucked.


  Jess started whispering, “Cum for me, Danny. I want to feel it pump inside me,” she breathed into my ear.


  I lifted my hips to keep her inside me and started shooting my load into her. She pressed her ass down and wiggled herself on my cock as I pumped everything I had into her. She collapsed onto me and kissed me deeply. “Oh, Danny, that felt amazing!”


  I was breathing hard, trying to recover, “Thanks, babe. You felt so good. Sex with you is so much fun.”


  She smiled brightly, “It is? What makes me so fun?” She reached between my legs and tickled my balls.


  I crossed my eyes and shot myself with my finger gun, “Okay, I love that you are adventurous and like to try new things. I like that you don't mind sucking me off. I don't know if I could do that if I were a girl.”


  She shrugged, “I don't know why you wouldn’t. It’s just a dick. You go down on me. That’s not really any different.”


  I turned and leaned on my elbow to look her in the eyes. “Maybe it just seems different. Your parts are much more interesting than guys. There’s so much more to do.”


  She scoffed and said, “You’re just challenging me to find more things to do! We better get cleaned up. Somebody else will probably be in here in two minutes.”


  We climbed out of my bunk and started sliding our clothes back on. We went into the other room and leaned back into a big squashy chair together. We took another turn about forty minutes later and good to her word, she tried some new things, including swallowing for the first time. We brushed our teeth and I gave her one of my big tee shirts to wear and then fell asleep in my bunk. I slept in a pair of underwear and we cuddled up under my Mandalorian comforter. This is the Way.


  In the morning, we showered together before going down to the dining hall for breakfast. It’s cramped in there but we’ve still found ways to have sex. I asked if we could get together later. She had homework to do today but suggested we see a movie, later. She said she’d call me when she was done with her homework and we kissed goodbye for the day. Homework got in the way of seeing anything, so I walked over to her dorm to see her for a few minutes before we kissed goodnight.


  It’s just so easy being with her.


  




  Chapter Three


  I spent the rest of the weekend doing homework and hanging out with the boys. I did meet Jessica for breakfast on Monday morning before we headed to our respective classes. I told her about my meeting with the drug company on Tuesday night and she wanted to know what I’d be testing.


  I finished chewing my bite of bagel and took a sip of juice, “I don't know. I know it pays really well; like twenty times what Joe’s getting for his studies. I don't even know if I’ll get to do it. They said the qualifications are kind of high and that I’d have to commit to more work for the entire duration of the study. I’m just going to go to listen. I might not even decide to do it.”


  “Just be careful. I don't want to see you get hurt or anything,” she said. “I kind of like you.”


  I grinned and imitated Rudolf the Reindeer at flying practice when the doe says he is cute, “She tinks I’m cude!” We laughed and she gently patted my face. “I promise I’ll be careful,” I told her. I really had no idea what they’d ask me to do. Had I only known…


  Tuesday night arrived and I called a ride-share to take me there. I don't have a car. As I walked from the street to the main entry, I noticed that BioFem seemed to own the entire sky scraper. I guessed that it had to be at least 70 stories tall. I checked in with the security desk and there was a woman waiting near a conference room to have us sign in. I signed in after a guy named, Mike. As I pasted my name on my chest, the woman greeted me and gave me a packet of information before sending me to a seat. They waited until there were five of us in the room before they called us to order for their presentation.


  A company vice-president spoke first. His name was Bradley Banks. He was certainly dressed for the part in a tailored suit and highly-polished shoes. I noticed he was wearing cufflinks. I’d only ever seen cuffs with buttons. He began his presentation sharing some corporate information about the drug company. He was just a couple of slides into his presentation when my phone received a silent text. It was from Jessica. “How’s it going?”


  I waited until I thought Banks wasn’t looking in my direction and fired off, “Just started. don't know anything yet.”


  “Ask them if you’ll grow an extra leg.”


  “LOL” I typed, “Gotta go. I shouldn’t miss this part.”


  Banks handed the presentation off to an associate. She was presenting on the compensation package and the requirements for participation. I had just started reading them when my phone buzzed again. Jess had sent me a picture of her left boob.


  I shielded my phone screen in case anyone was watching, and typed back, “Stop it!”


  She sent a pic of her right boob. “They come in pairs you know.”


  “Would you quit? You’re making me miss what they are going to do to me. Stop!” I turned off my phone.


  At that moment, they asked if there were any questions. I’d missed the whole presentation but couldn’t make them do it again for me. A female doctor said, “Okay, gentlemen. If you’ll follow Julie through this door, we’ll put you into exam pods for your physicals.”


  Another woman, probably Julie, said, “right this way, men.” I walked a little slowly. I didn’t know anything about what was happening. I guess they needed to give us a physical for this one. “Here you are, Dan. Exam room two, please.”


  A doctor came in and gave me a physical. She took some photos of my body and took my vitals before asking if I had any questions. I didn’t want her to think that I was so rude and that I didn’t pay attention, so I shook my head, no.


  “Good. Well, Dan. You seem to be in really good health. Are you ready for your first shot,” she asked?


  I thought about what Joe had said about these studies testing weak versions of drugs and having few side effects. “Uh, if I don't like the side effects, can I drop the study,” I asked her?


  She looked at me and smiled, “Yes. All of our work is completely reversible. If you have second thoughts, just let me know and we’ll reverse anything we’ve done. Cool?”


  It was my turn to smile. How bad can it be if they can reverse their work? I said I was good and she called for Julie to bring in the first shot. She returned a few minutes later with my injection.


  “There you are, Dan. I need to see you back every two weeks to get another shot. Make an appointment with Julie on your way out, please. See you in two weeks!”


  I rubbed my arm where she’d stuck me with the needle and walked outside to Julie’s desk. I was able to make an appointment for every other Wednesday at 3:30. I placed a request for my next rideshare home.


  I had the ride-share drop me off at Jessica’s dorm and called her to come down and meet me. I waited in the lobby for her to sign me in as a guest. She opened the security door and smiled at me with a huge shit-eating grin.


  I wasn’t as amused, “Jess, what the fuck were you trying to do,” I asked, rather harshly?


  “I was just fuckin’ around, Dan. I figured you were bored out of your mind and could use a good laugh.” She climbed the stairs in front of me as we hiked up to the third floor to get to her room.


  I started tickling her ass on each step. She squealed with laughter each time I goosed her tight little butt. After two floors of her loud giggles, we were met at the door to her floor by her RA. “Jess, please try to hold it down. And Dan, if you can’t control yourself, you’ll have to leave.


  “Sorry, mom...” I said to her as she held the door open to the floor. I fist bumped her and we kept walking. Jess unlocked her door and we fell inside. “Where’s Sam?” Samantha was Jess’s roommate.


  “Who knows? Probably the library. She said something about having a test three weeks from now that she has to study for.”


  I pulled out my phone, “Hey, about this picture. I can’t quite tell what this is. Could you show me again?”


  She stripped out of her top and started pulling off my shirt. Ten minutes later, we were laying in her bed. The sheets were hanging off it and she was stroking my abs as I held her. She looked up at my face, “Tell me about your meeting. Are you going to do it?”


  “I guess so. They gave me my first injection before I left,” I responded.


  “No shit? What are they studying?”


  I chuckled and blurted out, “I have no freakin’ idea. Some woman was texting me pictures of her tits and I missed a whole section of the slide show where they discussed what they were testing. I was too embarrassed to ask during my physical, so I signed some forms and they gave me a shot. I go back every other Wednesday for a year.”


  “Are you fucking crazy,” she asked me? “For a year?”


  “Yep. It pays really good money, though. Lots more than Joe is getting for his.” I told her how much.


  She gasped, “Holy shit! Do they have studies for women?”


  




  Chapter Four


  I met my guys for lunch on Wednesday after spending the night at Jessica’s place. Sam came home around two and stripped down to her undies for bed. She thought I was asleep but I’m not going to miss a chance to see a girl in her underwear. I especially enjoyed when she stripped off her shirt and bra to put on a comfy tee. I wasn’t aware her boobs were that big. My groin started feeling uncomfortably tight in my shorts.


  We were talking about Econ class when Jay changed the subject, “Dan, did you go to that drug study last night?”


  “Yep,” I replied. “Got my first shot last night.”


  Joe looked confused, “You’re getting shots?”


  I nodded my head and said, “Yeah, every two weeks for a year.”


  “That’s weird. I just have to take two pills a day and log in on their website. Do you have to go in for the shots?”


  I drank some soda and then said, “Yes. I have appointments scheduled for the entire year,” I told him. I took a bite of my chicken sandwich.


  Joe looked confused, “They’ve never offered me any injection programs. You’re going to the same place I am?”


  “Yes. BioFem?” I spoke.


  Joe looked shocked, “BioFem? I said BioForce. What’s BioFem?”


  It was my turn to look confused. “Drug company. Up on 9th. 70-ish floors. Mirrored glass?”


  “Dude!” Joe yelled, “I don't know what you are talking about! BioForce is two blocks from campus in a strip mall.”


  “I swear you said, BioFem. Oh well, they are paying me five-K per month. How bad can it be?”


  Joe was taking a drink of his Pepsi and choked, shooting it all over the table, “Five K a month! What the hell are they studying that they can pay that kind of cash?”


  I grabbed some napkins off of Jay’s tray and started mopping up the nose soda. “Gross! I was going to eat that!”


  Joe took my dessert off my tray and started forking into it. “No sense letting it go to waste, right?”


  I cringed. “You can have it. I think I’ve lost my appetite.” I pushed my tray away from me.


  The rest of the week progressed as usual. I had a test in my Chem class on Friday so I didn’t have time to play Xbox with the crew at the dorm. I needed a break so I let my dad take me to lunch after my last class on Friday and then I went home for the weekend. It was good to hang out at home and to see my dog and my sister, Jenna. I was packing up my books to go back to campus on Sunday when my mom tugged at my hair.


  “Danny, you look like you need a haircut.” She pulled off my baseball hat and made a clucking sound with her tongue. “Look at you. Your bangs are falling in your eyes. How do you even see to study?”


  I pulled my cap back from her and said, “Mom! I just got it cut two weeks ago. And it isn’t that long.” As I said this, my bangs fell forward and I noticed for the first time that they were in my eyes. Weird.


  Mom gave me one of her looks, “You need a new barber if he isn’t even cutting your bangs. What will your business professors think?”


  I smiled at her but I wasn’t going to get my hair cut again so soon. I’d just deal with the bangs. As dad drove me back to campus, I could tell he was looking at me in the passenger seat.


  I looked at him, “What?”


  “I don't remember your hair being that long when we ate lunch on Friday. Your mom is right,” It seems longer.


  “I’m not worried about it. I’ll get it cut in a few weeks.” I looked back at the road. We were almost to the campus exit.


  Dad laughed, “I didn’t say you needed to cut it. I think it looks cool. I figured you were letting it grow. What does Jess think of it?”


  “I don't know. She hasn’t said anything about it.”


  “Did you shave, too,” he asked?


  I felt my chin with the back of my hand. It was smooth. I hadn’t shaved in a week. “Yeah,” I said nervously, “I, uh... shaved this morning.” My face didn’t feel like I’d shaved. It felt like I didn’t have any whiskers. No matter how closely I shaved, I’d never get my face this smooth. I went silent as I continued to stroke my hairless chin. Even weirder.


  Dad pulled up in front of the hall and we jumped out to grab my bags. As I lowered the hatch on his SUV, he pulled me into a hug. “Have a good week, kid. I love you, Danny.”


  “Thanks, dad. Love you too.  I’ll try to come home in a few weeks,” I hugged him back. He pulled my hat off and messed up my hair.


  “See ya,” he said. He climbed back into the Jeep and drove off. I adjusted my backpack and put my hat back on. I shouldered my laundry bag of clean clothes and walked inside. Joe was out so I dropped my shit on my bed and then went to the mirror in our room. I pulled off my hat. Hair fell into my eyes. I usually wear my hair a little long, but I looked like I’d been on a long surfing holiday. My blond hair seemed longer all over, not just my bangs.


  I rubbed my face, trying to figure out where my scruff went. It was smooth like I’d soaked it with Nair. I couldn’t feel any whisker follicles. What the fuck? I thought. “Oh, well. I never liked shaving, anyway.” I briefly wondered if this was caused by the injection. I’d have to ask at my next visit.


  When Jess came over, she loved my hair. She even liked the feel of my face and said that she liked kissing me better. My scruff usually rubbed her lips and made her a bit sore. She spent a longer time kissing me and soon we were stripping down to have sex.


  She giggled as I kissed her naked breasts. “Oh, you feel different! Rub your cheek against my nip!” I did. “I didn’t think I’d notice, but I can. Danny! Lick my pussy. I want to see if you feel different down there.”


  I slid down until I was inside the golden triangle. I started at the top and licked her clit until it became stiff and then swirled around her labia with my tongue. My smooth cheeks slid across her thighs as I moved my face around. Jessie moaned in pleasure as I went deeper and slid my tongue into her, munching gently with my lips on her folds. She grabbed the sheets into her fists and held on, arching her back as she let an orgasm wash through her.


  “Mmmmmmhh, mmhh! Oh my.” She was breathing hard. “Oh, thank you, baby. That was amazing. You made me feel so good!” She played her fingers through my hair and pulled me gently upwards to lay beside her. “Would you like me to return the favor,” she asked. Jess wasn’t really a fan of giving blowjobs.


  “That’s okay. You don't have to,” I said.


  “No! After that, I want to. I want to see if I can make you feel that good.” She slid down my stomach until she was face to face with little Dannie. I thought I was already hard, but as she went down on me, I felt myself get even harder. I was almost too hard to cum, but she worked me slowly, teasing me until I was ready to explode.


  “Jess, I’m gonna blow. If you don't stop...”


  Instead of pulling away, she went down harder and engaged her cheeks to suck me harder. I lost control and cum started jetting into her mouth. I couldn’t stop it and it just kept gushing. She moaned and fought to swallow everything. She pulled away but I still had a couple extra jets in me and when she slid back up my chest, there was jizz on her mouth and there was even some above her eye. I reached for my shirt to help wipe her clean. “Sorry about that, babe. I didn’t mean to do that.”


  “Did you like that? I did.” she smiled.


  “Hell yes. It was amazing.”


  “I could do that more often. I’m starting to like it more. The taste, I mean.”


  I smiled and looked at her, “Only if you want to. It was amazing but I don't want you to feel like I expect you to.”


  “After all of that, do you think you still have enough in there to fuck me,” she asked as she mounted my lap? She started grinding herself against my flaccid cock. I could feel it stir a little and then begin to grow hard. She slid herself easily onto my now rigid shaft and started rocking. I rolled her onto her back so I could take control and we moved together until we’d both climaxed.


  As we laid together, she was rubbing her hand over my chest. “I like the new smooth you, but you might be taking this a little too far.”


  I’m sure I looked confused, again. “What are you talking about?”


  “Your chest. Are you shaving your chest?” She rubbed her fingers over smooth skin. I started to worry.


  I had to look. “I’m not shaving. I’m starting to wonder if this is related to the drug study. Maybe they are researching hair treatments? I mean, my hair is longer. My face is baby smooth, and now my chest?” I squeezed Jessie’s boob. “If these things weren’t so damned distracting, maybe I’d know what the fuck drug they shot me up with!” I laughed.


  She laughed, too. “I kind of like you smooth. You’re soft like a girl.”


  “Oh, that’s all I need. Please don't say that around the guys. I’ll never hear the end of it!”


  




  Chapter Five


  By the time my Wednesday appointment rolled around, I was convinced that I was in a hair treatment study, and that it was working. Jessie said she liked me smooth and she was getting her wish. All of my body hair was thinning or disappearing, entirely. My hair was long enough that I could press my bangs to my lips and I was able to pull it back into a “man bun.” I hoped that I looked like a warrior. I feared that I looked like a barista.


  But my hair wasn’t just longer. It was becoming lighter. From my normal blond-brown, now it was simply blond. My lack of facial hair made me look like I was sixteen again, and the thinning eyebrows weren’t helping. Somehow, these changes to my hair were making me look thinner, too. My face didn’t seem as square. My chin seemed different.


  I called a ride and made the trip to BioFem in time to arrive for my appointment. I signed into the security desk and the guard ushered me to the third floor and asked me to sit in a small waiting room there. This was different than where I’d been before. I sat down to wait. There was a copy of BioFem’s annual report on the table in front of me. I picked it up and started to read. I was barely into the second page of the company profile when I could hear someone speaking on a phone down the hall from the room I was in.


  “Hi, Doctor Cooper. It’s Julie.” There was a short pause. “Yes, Dan Murray is here for his appointment.”


  There was another pause while Julie vocalized short, “Uh huh’s and yeses”


  “I don't know what to say. He had an appointment and he’s here. What do you want me to do?”


  “Uh, huh. Yes.” Pause. “Okay. I’ll do that.”


  “Bye.”


  I heard the phone hang up and then I heard Julie’s heels click as she walked from her desk to the waiting room. She entered and looked at me. She was a beautiful woman; tall and curvy. Her dress was perfect. “Mr. Murray?”


  I put the book down and sat up a bit, “Yes. That’s me.”


  “Mr. Murray, I’m afraid there’s been a mix-up. Doctor Cooper is out of town at a conference. She left word to cancel your appointment but it got missed. I’m sorry.”


  I huffed a little, “Great. I wish I’d known before I paid for a ride up here. Do you think you could answer some questions for me,” I asked.


  She started to nod her head, “Maybe. Doctor wanted me to administer your second shot and to tell you that you can call her on Friday if I can’t answer something. She’s really sorry.”


  I smiled, “I’m sure I’ll get over it.”


  “Do you want to follow me back to an exam room so I can give you your next dose,” she asked as she started turning?


  I followed her. She pulled some vials out of a refrigerator and started drawing up an injection; tapping the bubbles out of the amber fluid. “Hike your shorts down for me. We need to put this in the fatty tissues of your buttocks.”


  I untucked the school polo I was wearing and loosened my belt. I pulled my shorts down below my hips.


  “That’s good, there.” Julie wiped the skin with a prep wipe and then pinched the flesh of my ass between her fingers. I felt a stick. “That’s good. You can get dressed.” She snapped the needle in half and then put it into a container on the wall. “Now. You said you had questions?”


  I tucked my shirt back in and pulled my belt taught. “Uh... yeah. First, what’s up with my hair?”


  “Your hair looks like it is progressing normally. All of our participants experience faster than normal hair growth. It’s part of the program.”


  I nodded and pursed my lips in thought. “Okay. Is loss of body hair normal, too?”


  She smiled and nodded, “Yes. I would expect that, too.”


  “Alright, then. It’s good to know it’s part of the plan.” I responded.


  “You should probably expect to experience more of the same and to begin losing some weight,” she smiled like this was all expected. “Do you have other questions?”


  I looked at her and wondered where she got her dress. I remembered my other question, “The doctor said any changes I have could be reversed. That’s still true, right?”


  Julie didn’t mis a beat, “Of course, all of your changes can and will be reversed at the end of the program.


  I nodded in agreement, “Okay, as long as I can reverse this.”


  She saw me back out to the elevator. She used her employee badge to light up the control board and to press the button for the lobby. “We’ll see you in two weeks. We promise. Call the doc on Friday if you have questions I didn’t answer.”


  “I will.” My voice cracked. I cleared my throat and said it again, “I will. Sorry about that.”


  She just smiled. I called my ride on the way to the lobby and waiting outside in the sunlight. The breeze blew through my hair. I reached to brush it out of my eyes and jabbed my cheek with a fingernail. “Ouch!” I barked. My voice came out a little higher than I expected. I felt my cheek to see if I’d cut myself. I appeared to be safe. I examined my fingernail and discovered that my nails had grown beyond any length I’d ever tolerated before. My hands looked different. I’d have to tend to my nails when I got back to my room.


  My Lyft car arrived. Maybe I’d have to buy a car with the cash I was going to get. I climbed inside and buckled the seatbelt across my chest. The belt made my chest hurt. I tried to adjust it but it just wasn’t comfortable. My nipple itched beneath the strap and I scratched myself gently with my fingernails.


  The driver looked at me in the mirror, “You okay, miss?”


  “Yes. I’m fine.” Again, my voice sounded funny. It didn’t crack, but it sounded different. Miss? What the fuck!


  By the weekend, I was really worried. I’d called Doctor Cooper on Friday. She assured me that everything I was experiencing was expected and that everything could be reversed. She encouraged me to stay with the program a while longer to give myself a chance to adjust.


  “Okay, doc. As long as I can reverse this. I’m getting nervous.”


  I’d become extremely self-conscious about things that were changing. I was particularly worried about things I was noticing in the privacy of my morning shower. The pain in my chest continued and I noticed that my nipples were darkening and growing larger. As I feared, they were sticking out of my tee shirts like two strange little peaks. I put on a sweatshirt so I could hide them.


  As Julie had warned, I started to lose weight. We don't have a scale in our suite, so I zipped through the recreation complex on my way home from class to weigh myself. I’d dropped 28 pounds in the last 20 days since getting my first shot. Much of that weight appeared to be muscle as my abs disappeared, along with them, my waist.


  Saturday came and we planned another evening with the girls. We got the brews and settled in for a night of co-ed friendly porn. Jess sat next to me and played with my hair. It was touching my shoulders in the back and she combed her nails through it. I was wearing a sweatshirt to hide my swollen nipples. The bulky shirt was also hiding my tapering waist.


  I reached into the mini-frig for another beer. “Hey, Jess. Do you want another?” My voice was higher by half an octave. I’d been clearing my throat, trying to get it back to normal but it just wouldn’t go. I told the guys I was fighting a cold. They looked at me funny.


  “Sure! Hand me one.”


  I grabbed a beer with my right hand and then reached across my body to hand it to her. She took the can but then grabbed me by the wrist. “What is up with your hands?”


  “Why?” Ahem! “Why?” It didn’t work.


  She held my hand, turning it over in her hand. She examined my fingers. They were long and lean, tipped by a third of an inch of white nail. The calluses I’d developed from lifting weights had disappeared entirely leaving my palms soft. She let go of my hand. “Come with me.”


  She jumped up and waited for me to stand. We crossed over into my room. She shut the door and locked it. “Dan, what is happening to you?”


  I felt myself blush. “What do you mean?” My voice was even higher.


  Her lips tightened with concern. “Okay, I’ll spell it out.” He held up her index finger. “First, your hair. It’s grown like six inches in just over three weeks! It’s almost as long as mine. Second, you’re dropping weight. I see it. I can feel it when I hug you. You’re down more than 30 pounds, right?” She waited. I nodded. “You’re trying to hide it with your baggy clothes. That’s what girls do when they are having body issues. Third, your voice. You sound like my sister. Fourth? You’re growing tits!”


  She stepped into me and gave me a hug. “Try to hug me like you used to. Put your head on mine.” I had always commented that she fit perfectly under my chin. I tried to put my chin on her head. I couldn’t. My chin was in the middle of her forehead. “See that? You’re getting shorter. You’re only a few inches taller than me now. And I can feel your breasts through that sweatshirt!”


  Jess grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted it over her head. She took off her bra. Then, she stripped out of her spandex shorts and panties. “Now, you. Strip, mister.”


  I blushed again. I felt myself start to sweat with nervousness. My eyes started to water.


  “Come on! Let’s see you.” She tapped her foot. “Do you want me to help?”


  “No!” My voice came out even higher. I bit my lower lip and started to pull off my shirt. I crossed my arms to hide my breasts. My nipples weren’t swollen anymore. She was right. They’d turned into breasts.


  “Come on. Let me see them.” She moved a little closer and gently grabbed my small wrists. “Come on,” she whispered. “It’s okay.”


  I put my hands down. They came to rest on my new hips. I took the back of my hand and wiped tears out of my eyes.


  “They’re turning you into a girl, Danny. You know that, right,” she asked. She hugged me again. Our breasts pressed together. I could feel her nipples pressing into my chest. I sniffed, holding back the impending sobs. “It’s okay, baby. Let it out. Have a good cry. I’m here.” She kissed my lips. She felt soft.


  “Take off the rest. I need to see.” She put her hands on my hips and started to slide my sweats down. She pulled the drawstring and they fell to my knees. She bent over and pulled them free of my feet. She grabbed the elastic of my underwear and pulled them down. She stood back and looked me over from head to toe. She started to cry, “Oh, Danny. What have they done to you?”


  My penis had started to shrink on Tuesday and now I had the genitals of a four-year-old. I couldn’t even make it get hard anymore. “I don't know. I just don't know!” I sniffed back tears, “It’s all been happening so fast! I’ve barely had time to disguise the last change before the next one hits me! I haven’t been able to talk to anyone because who’d believe me?”


  “Shhhhh. Honey, I believe you. I have no choice but to believe you. I’m looking at you and it’s right here in front of me... girl.” She stepped back but kept holding my hands. “Turn around. Let me see.” She let go of my hands and I turned to face the other direction. “Mmm. You’ve got a little bit of an ass on you.” She took my arm and turned me around again. She held me tight and started kissing me. I went a little stiff in her arms but slowly settled in and started to kiss her back. Her hands stroked the back of my neck under my hair. She ran her hands down my sides, following my narrow curves. Her hands cupped my breasts and I felt my body react with chills and goosebumps. My nipples turned hard. Jessie kissed me some more. “Your lips are soft. I like them.” She kissed me some more. “Your face is pretty. Your changes are nice.”


  “You’re just saying that. I bet you say that to all the girls.” I gave a nervous laugh.


  “Shhh. I’m not. I want to make love to you. I want to be your first. Let me show you.” She put her palms on my breasts and pressed me backwards onto my bed. “Lay back, sweetie. Lay back.”


  I leaned back onto my mattress. Jessica laid down on top of me, pressing her larger breasts into mine once more. My breasts had been tingling and sensitive for several days and feeling her press into me suddenly gave logic to the changes I was feeling. I could feel her heart beat through my own breasts and within a few breaths, my heart beat in time with hers. My breathing synched with hers.


  She took my face into her hands and kissed me again. We had kissed hundreds of times but this felt different to me. My lips felt different; softer, more sensual. Our mouths felt strange in how they joined together and I found that I was waiting for her to set the pace of our intimacy. Only a few days ago, I would have been setting that pace. Jessica took more time. We kissed much longer than normal. Slowly, our kisses turned more passionate; hungrier; needier. She kissed me so hard that my teeth started to hurt.


  Jessica seemed to know how to make my strange body sing like a harp. She played at my breasts. I had no idea how sensitive they were or how good it would feel to have her hands touch me. I put my hand on hers and started to squeeze. “Ouch! Watch your nails, hon.” I adjusted my hand so that my growing fingernails wouldn’t hurt her again. We groped at one another and a strange heat started to build within me. It wasn’t like anything I’d felt before as a man. All of my nerves were tingling. She kissed me harder and the heat continued to build. I was breathing hard through my nose as my lips were sealed against hers. I wanted to hold onto the feeling but couldn’t find a muscle I could engage to slow or stop the process. As a man, I could pinch off my dick for short periods of time to delay my orgasm. My body didn’t seem to have an off switch. I felt something break within me and I closed my eyes as a new orgasmic wave ran through my entire body. I was making strange moaning noises. Warm waves surged inside me again, and I suddenly realized that my non-functional manhood was spraying cum all over us. Jessie smiled and started laughing.


  “Welcome to being bisexual, girlfriend.” She pressed her forehead against mine and then kissed me inside the curtain of her hair.


  I was breathing hard and tears were streaming from my eyes. “What just happened? I’ve never felt that before during sex. Did you feel it?”


  She smiled, “No, sweetie. I was close but I wanted you to feel it. That was for you.”


  I was still trying to catch my breath. “Thank you!”


  We were a mess. Jessica suggested we shower together, so I agreed. We soaped each other up and I helped rinse the cum from her body. I got onto my knees and licked her to a wet and slippery orgasm. We dried each other off.


  She sat behind me and helped towel my growing hair. She grabbed her comb and started combing it through the strands. I hadn’t had anyone comb my hair since my mom did it when I was a little kid. The memory was so pleasurable that I closed my eyes and enjoyed the simple intimacy. I felt so safe and warm in her care. I leaned back into her and let her hold me. “What are we going to do, Danny?” She wrapped her arms around me and hugged them against my tummy. “Are you going to keep going or are you going to ask them to reverse it?”


  “I don't know! I’m sort of torn right now.” I turned a little so I could see her eyes. I put my knees over hers and sat on my thigh so we could look at each other. “An hour ago, I was convinced I’d storm into BioFem on Monday and demand to change this back. Then, you made me feel like... that, and now I’m not so sure I want to give it up before trying this more.” I leaned in and kissed her lips again. “I feel like a girl when I kiss you. My body is showing me new things it can do and feel. I might want to go a little further. Try a few more things. Then I can change back.”


  “You know that your face has changed, right? You don't look like a guy anymore. You don't even look like Dan Murray anymore. You could totally pass for a girl. We should try it!” She pushed me to the side and hopped off the bed. “Put your sweats back on. Let’s go to my room!”


  I started to get dressed. Jess went next door and told them we were leaving for her place. I looked like a mess. My hair was wet and hanging down long. I was wearing baggie sweats and my shoes were so big that I was slipping them on like a pair of over-large slippers. Jess looked around my room.


  “Naw. You won’t need any of this shit. Let’s go!” She took my hand and I pulled my door shut.


  She pulled me along behind her as we walked across the courtyard to the “B” building where she lived. She was on the first floor so we walked past the front desk through her secure door and then turned left to go towards her room.


  “Is Sam out,” I asked?


  “I sure hope so. She’s your size so we are going to borrow her shit.” She keyed us in. The room was dark. Samantha was gone. She raised her voice up an octave and sang, “Awe-some!”


  She looked down the hallway and then shut the door. “Here, sit down over here.” She pulled a stool over to their mirror unit and I sat down. She pulled out a brush and turned on her blow dryer. She brushed my hair and dried it in long, straight plaits. Dried like this, I was completely blonde. Jess parted my hair and combed it straight. “don't look in the mirror. Look at me!”


  She pulled a drawer open and pulled out a makeup bag.


  I shook my head, “You’ve got to be kidding. No.”


  “Yes! Now close your eyes. You get to be my dress up doll!” I followed directions and she started rubbing products all over my face. I felt brushes on my cheeks. I felt her mess with my lashes. I felt her apply eye liner and shadow. “Okay, look at me. Hold your lips like this...” she smacked her lips twice and then parted them. I followed her lead and parted my lips. She took a tube of lipstick and started smoothing it over my lips. “God this is fun!”


  She told me to stand up. “Don't look in the mirror! Not yet! Take those clothes off. Everything!”


  I stripped down. I was careful pulling my sweatshirt over my face and hair. Especially after Jess told me that she’d kill me if I messed up her hard work. She dug through her dresser drawer.


  “Here! Put these on. You’ll like them,” she said.


  I took a pair of panties from her and held them up, “I think I’ve pulled these off of you with my teeth!”


  She smiled wickedly and said, “You have. If you play this right, I might return the favor!”


  I slipped my feet into the openings and pulled them up onto my hips. My penis was so small it no longer showed a bulge, even in this sexy little underwear. I felt it have given its last effort and thrown in the towel. Odd skin seemed to be enveloping it now.


  “Okay, try this on.” She handed me a small tennis skirt. I stepped into it and pulled it up over my ass and onto my hips. I think it fit. She went across the room and started digging in Samantha’s dresser. “This may just work. Turn around.” I did. She put her arms around me and laid a bra on my small breasts. “Here, watch what happens. It’s magic!”


  She fastened a strap behind my back and then put my arms through two arm holes. She tightened it up and I watched as my little breasts pulled upward and swelled with a little bit of cleavage. “Ta da! Miracle bra!” She opened another drawer and pulled out a small top with a V-neck. She put it over my head and helped smooth it down over my body. “Now! Go over to her closet and take a peek,” she said as she pointed across the room to the mirror.


  “Oh, my god!” I pressed my hands to my cheeks. “I’m a girl!”


  “You certainly are. Stop trying to lower your voice. Try to speak naturally. You need to be able to hear yourself naturally.” She held out a pair of Keds. “See if these fit. I slipped them on. They fit almost perfectly.


  “Now what?”


  “We walk around. See how you feel playing dress up!”


  We walked from our dorm to the Union and went downstairs to get a coffee. We sat and drank girly coffee drinks for fifteen minutes while I felt my first sugar buzz in my new body. Jess showed me how to drink with a straw and not mess my lipstick. One of her friends came over to say hi. Jess introduced me as Dana. She was having too much fun. For my part, I sat and hoped nobody looked at me, even though I couldn’t believe that I looked so good.


  We walked all over campus. Jessica made sure I noticed when guys were checking me out. “Jess, stop! It’s too weird.”


  She took my hands and jumped up and down in front of me, “Ooh! Are you going to be a lesbian? Can I have you all to myself?”


  I just looked at her, stunned. “I haven’t gotten that far, yet. Let me figure this out first.” I gestured to the outfit she’d put me in.


  We kept walking. Soon, I forgot that I was playing dress up. Jess was treating me like a girlfriend. I felt like a girlfriend. After midnight, we found ourselves holding hands and skipping back to the dorms. I pressed my badge against the reader for “A” building and opened the door for her. We skipped inside. I started to walk past the security desk when the RA motioned for me to stop.


  “Sorry. It’s after midnight. Only residents are allowed inside. Jess, can you have Dan come down and sign you two in?” I was so taken aback by not being recognized that I just stood there, looking on in horror. “Jess, something wrong with your friend?”


  “Dana, you doing okay, babe,” she asked?


  I just nodded silently and kept staring straight ahead.


  “Why don't we call Joe and have him come down. Yeah. We’ll call Joe.” She pulled me to the side and started dialing her cell. “Get a grip, Dana!” She listened to the phone ring. “Hey! Joe. It’s Jess. Come down and get us.” She paused to listen. “Don't ask silly questions... Yes. Now. Thanks. Bye.” She put her phone in her hip pocket. “He’ll be down.”


  We had to wait five minutes before Joe came down. He wrote down Jess’s name on the guest log and signed her in. He looked at me. “You’ll have to write your name here. I’ll sign you up.” I took the pen and wrote, “Dana Murphy.” Joe took the pen and signed his name. We walked inside.


  As we passed through the secured door, Joe asked, “So, Jess. Where’s Dan. Why didn’t he come get you?”


  Jess spun him around by his arm so that he was stopped, looking back at the two of us. “Because, dumbass! This IS Dan! She couldn’t get past the desk.” I stood and giggled. Jesus! This is too fucking weird!


  Joe looked at me. His eyes got big. “Dude! I thought you were starting to look like a girt, but shit!” He looked at Jessica, “You did this?”


  “Of course! Ta da!”


  “This is too fucking weird. We need to talk. Seriously.”


  Jess and I ran up the stairs to three and then skipped down the hall singing loudly. I keyed us into my room and we fell inside, laughing hysterically. I felt like my girlfriend’s girlfriend. I was having so much fun.


  




  Chapter Six


  I lived the rest of the week as a girl, and by the weekend, I was one. There seemed to be no stopping this ride until I could see Doctor Cooper, so I dug my freshly manicured fingernails into life’s upholstery and hung on tightly. My boobs and my butt continued to swell until there was no way to hide my body any longer.


  I’ve spent much of my life admiring the female body and I could recognize that mine was seriously smokin’.  My face developed some more and my eyes, nose, mouth, and chin; all became feminine. Both Jess and Joe were raving about my beauty, swearing that they would never suspect that my name was ever Dan.


  I received a bank alert that my BioFem paychecks had landed in my account, so Jess took me shopping. By the time we were done, I had new girl things and even my own purse and makeup kit. I bought a hair dryer. I had to admit that I was having fun. Knowing that I could change back gave me freedom to try things no men ever get to try. I bought skirts, shorts, a couple of bras, and several pairs of soft panties.


  There was one thing I was excited to try and it was hiding in my shopping bag. Jess shared the name of her favorite “personal massager,” and we joked and laughed as I handed a clerk my credit card and secured my first vibrator. After my penis disappeared and reshaped itself into either my urethra or my clitoris, or maybe both? I began to explore myself. Jess gave me some pointers on how to masturbate and I started making it part of my morning shower routine. I couldn’t wait for the chance to be alone with my new tool.


  Joe left for an afternoon class. After giving him time to ensure he hadn’t forgotten anything, I opened the box and read the instructions, learning how to control the speeds. I stripped out of my clothes and fluffed up my pillows. I leaned back and spread my legs enough to slip my finger into my strange new equipment. My lips were dry as my finger rubbed at my clit and smoothed my pubic hair out of the way. I closed my eyes and pushed through the dry skin until I was inside and felt moisture. The pressure of my middle finger felt good as I probed deeper, stretching the labia until my wetness had spread to both ends of my pussy. I took the little device and pushed it in, slightly deeper than my finger had probed. I didn’t turn it on. The smooth plastic slid in and out easily and I worked it a little deeper.


  Even in the off position, the little mouse was perfectly shaped to my body and I felt my breathing start to speed up a little. I started thinking of Jess and our last time together. I remembered the feel of her breasts in my hands and how my fingers had worked to open her pussy just as I was now opening mine. The feeling that had washed through me then started building inside me. I pressed the thumb button to make the vibrator set to ‘low’ and I giggled as it started tickling my sensitive flesh. I probed at my body until the tip brushed against my little nub. I gasped, “Oh, god!” as I felt my own body speed up to ‘medium’. The vibration felt so strange, but so good. I worked it around my clit in tight circles and could feel my flesh stiffen and the vibration started to hurt a little. Deciding that too much of a good thing was just that, I worked it back to my vagina and moved it around a bit, only brushing my clit as I felt it crave more stimulation.


  As I played, I sensed a change in my fantasies. Maybe it was caused by my actions of fucking myself with this little tool, but I started imagining having a warm cock between my legs. As my mind chased that fantasy, I was with Joe. He was pressing his big, stiff cock between my legs. I froze. What was I thinking? Joe? A cock? I felt myself slack a bit and pressed the vibrator against my clit to try to rev my arousal up once more. Again, thoughts of being fucked by my roommate returned, but I let my mind go where it would go. I thumbed the power button again and felt the speed increase.


  My mind was split between squeezing Jessica’s breasts and being fucked by Joey’s cock. I was groping my own breasts with my left hand as my right started working in a very pleasant rhythm. I was quietly panting as the pressure inside me swelled even more. I started buzzing my clit more and more until my body was racked with a new orgasm. I slowed my work as I caught my breath and rolled to my side. My first session with a vibrator; it was everything I had hoped. I put my tee shirt back on, noticing how my stiffened nipples poked through the cotton. I washed my toy off and hid it in my underwear drawer like all of my sisters the world over.


  On Saturday, I asked my girlfriend out on a date. I booked us a room at the Hyatt and we checked in around three. We dropped our bags and put on our swimsuits to play in the pool. The weather in Denver can be wintry so the hotel pool was built inside a huge atrium where the air temperature allowed year-round swimming. Jess gave me a hair tie and I pulled my long hair back into a pony. My bangs were long enough to get tied back in the same tie. We swam, chasing each other around the shallow end of the water. My body felt strange in the pool. The added weight of my chest, combined with the swollen orbs pressed into the internal support of my one-piece suit, moved differently when I tried to swim. As we swam more, I started to get used to this new body. Kicking my legs was much easier than before. We played in the pool for fifteen minutes before we got out and bathed in the hot tub.


  It was so weird not having to worry about my dick. I’d never thought of how many times I adjusted it during the day as it got pulled or pinched. My new parts didn’t do that. I had nothing to get in the way (except my boobs, of course). They were another matter, entirely. They were getting heavy. I went from borrowing Sam’s little bra, to wearing some of Jessica’s, and then to having to buy my own because my tits were too large to wear hers.


  She looked upset, “It’s not fair! You’ve already got bigger breasts than me! And look at those things! I’ve never seen tits that big be so perky.”


  I just shrugged my shoulders. “What can I say?”


  I had my feet up in Jessie’s lap and she was massaging my arches. It felt really nice. I’d bought a couple pairs of small heels and my feet were already tired.  I looked across the pool deck and saw that the hotel had a sauna. I asked Jess if she wanted to try it.


  Jess looked over her shoulder and saw it. She looked at me with raised eyebrows, “Sure. Let’s go.”


  We grabbed our towels and walked across the deck to the sauna. I noticed as a pair of men watched us cross the deck. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, yet. I was having fun with Jess. In my fantasies, I was beginning to wonder about men. I found myself sneaking peeks at my roommate but he’d stopped dressing in our room because he was uncomfortable doing it in front of me. Likewise, I was becoming modest of my own curves, knowing that women built like me shouldn’t be undressing in front of horny nineteen-year-old boys. I’d noticed Joe adjusting himself several times. I could tell what I was doing to him and my sexual fantasies were proving that I’d need to request a new female roommate if I didn’t change this back pretty soon.


  Jessica turned the timer to 30-minutes and we stepped inside. We sat down on opposite benches. I started combing my fingers through my wet hair to get some of the rats out. It was a wet sauna and the air was hot and vision was poor as I peered through the steamy fog. Jess stood up and stripped out of her one-piece suit.


  “What are you doing,” I whispered loudly?


  “Stripping down to sweat. I’ll cover myself with a towel.” She tossed her suit onto the bench and then wrapped her towel around herself before sitting back down. Seeing her naked breasts still thrilled me and I wanted to touch her.


  I laughed and shrugged my shoulders before doing the same. The towel barely fit around my breasts, hanging on for dear life as I sat next to Jess on her bench. I tossed my suit next to hers and laughed.


  “This has been fun. Thank you, Jess... for everything. I couldn’t have survived this adventure without you helping me.”


  She smiled. “This has been fun. I envy you, Dana, sort of.”


  “What do you mean,” I asked her.


  “Well, you are getting to experience life again for a second time. You’re now getting to see what it feels like to be a blonde bombshell.”


  I laughed. My voice had continued to get higher. I now talked, laughed, giggled, and squealed just like a girl—for quite obvious reasons. I was a girl now. “Yes. I am.” I moved closer to her so our arms were touching. “But I’m still your blonde bombshell...” I leaned over and licked her earlobe. I moved her hair and started kissing her neck. She turned and our mouths met. My towel fell off and landed on the floor. I made no effort to grab it. I was slick with sweat. Jess leaned into me and we kissed with lots of tongue. “Lock the door.”


  She looked. “There is no lock.”


  “Fuck it. I don't care.” I laid on top of her and we kissed again.


  Her towel fell from her body and we were both naked. Our bodies slipped together like we were oiled. She spread her legs for me as I dropped to the floor and buried my face in her sweaty pussy. She moved with my tongue and slid herself into my waiting mouth. She leaned against the upper bench and played with her breasts. I rubbed her clit with my finger, careful not to gouge her delicate flesh with my painted nails. I worked her in circles, getting faster as she gasped and moaned, getting louder as I pushed her to her limits. Her back arched and she went rigid as I brought her to climax and tasted her juices become even sweeter as she came.


  “Holy, fuck! You are getting good at that!” She opened her eyes and just stared at me. “I need a moment to recover. I’ll fall down if I try to stand.”


  I giggled, sheepishly, “I’ve been gaining more direct experience with pussies. I’m happy that it is paying off with you.”


  I poured some more water on the rocks and the room grew even warmer. My hair was dripping with sweat and steam. My body was slick and my new vagina was wet and ready. My legs slipped together and I could feel my labia slide together. It was so fucking sexy.


  Jess moved to the floor and I leaned back as she had. I spread my knees apart. She started with my mouth, kissing the sweat from my lips for long moments before she licked her way to my breasts. She let her nose slide between my deep cleavage and cupped my heavy breasts. My new bras were double-D's and I was using all of my new cups. I was blessed. Her mouth sucked at my left nipple and I felt it stiffen against her tongue. She bit me! “Oh, god!” My breath caught as she almost made me cum just playing with my breasts. She smiled and moved to my other nipple, repeating her performance before letting her mouth slide down my body until she was buried in my newly-shaven vagina. Jessica had pruned my manly bush, turning into a thin ribbon of soft blonde hair that pointed the way to my new sex.


  She sucked at my remaining hair before her tongue started its magical dance around my new parts. She knew exactly how to work me into a puddle of ecstasy. My body writhed around on the tiled bench, at once trying to get closer and trying to get away because I didn’t want to cum yet. Jess could tell that I was fighting it, trying to hang on. With the help of my vibrator, I was learning that there were ways to hang on before I came. I did my best to do so.


  “Dana, let yourself go. Feel it. Enjoy it! This won’t be our last time. I’ll do this for you again. Just let go!” She started working her finger into my pussy as she played with my clit. It didn’t take very long and I was gasping for air as another amazing sensation I’d ever experience swam through my body. It felt like a drug. I was still getting used to this, but when I had male orgasms, I’d never attempted to compare one to another. I got off and it felt good. Now, getting there was a different exercise each time, and the differences seemed to make each orgasm more unique.


  She stood up. I was laying sprawled on the bench. My entire body was exposed when the door opened and the men from the pool deck started to walk in. The first man’s face went into shock and he turned around and yelled, “I’m sorry! We didn’t know!” He pushed his buddy out the door as he tried to get a peek at the naked lesbians in the sauna. The door swung closed and I could hear his buddy yell, “Awweee! Damn it!” We reached for our swimsuits. Playtime was over.


  




  Chapter Eight


  We’d returned to our suite where we each snuck a bottle from the mini-bar. We were getting dressed for dinner and an evening in downtown Denver. Jessica walked around the wall separating our room from the dressing area and bath. I was in front of the mirror, putting on some new jewelry.


  “My god, Dana. That dress is stunning on you!” Jessica was sliding into her own dress as I fastened a silver necklace I’d found when shopping. The dress was a little black cocktail number with spaghetti straps. It had support built into the top so I didn’t need to wear a bra. It bared a little more cleavage that I wanted, but in my defense, I had less cleavage when I tried it on than I now did. It was a little tight in the top and I was spilling out a little.


  “I want to get my ears pierced,” I said to Jess as I watched her pull on lace stockings in the mirror.


  “Are you sure! That seems rather permanent for someone who keeps talking about how she’s going to change back to a man soon.”


  I scoffed quietly, “What? They’d close up after a while. And guys pierce their ears all the time. I just think I’d be prettier if I had some matching jewelry. Maybe we can do that tomorrow?”


  Jess stood up and walked behind me. She put her arms around my waist and I turned to face her. “Whatever you want, babe. This is your show.” We kissed. I was now the same height as her, having shrunk another three inches. Our noses now met tip to tip. I finally found the nerve to bring up the topic that had been distracting me all afternoon: Men.


  “What did you think of those guys walking in on us in the sauna? Was that crazy, or what,” I asked, nervously?


  She shook her head, seemingly perturbed, “I think they just wanted to catch us fucking. They did. Perverts. Why?”


  I hesitated a little too long and Jess knew me too well. “Oh. My. Fucking. God! You thought they were cute, didn’t you,” she started laughing? “Why Dana Murray, are you thinking you might want to try to hide a salami with a guy in a hotel?”


  She was laughing. I started crying. I wasn’t used to all of these hormones coursing through my body turning me into a woman. “Jess, please don't laugh at me,” I bawled. “My body is going through all these changes and now I think my brain is too! I mean, you’re my girlfriend. You’re Dan’s girlfriend. And now you’re Dana’s girlfriend, too. This has been happening for a few days, but my brain has been fantasizing about those guys ever since we saw them at the pool. I’ve been fantasizing about Joe, too. When they walked in on us, part of me was ready to spread my legs just to see what it would feel like. But I love you! I’m with you but wanting to cheat on you at the same time because I have all of these strange feelings. I can’t hold all of this in my messed-up brain!”


  Jess hugged me close. I laid my head on her shoulder and sobbed. “Ah, honey, that shits got you all fucked up, doesn’t it?” She patted my back. I held her more tightly.


  I sobbed and sniffled, and nodded as I tried to pull myself together. “It just isn’t fair. I didn’t even know I was signing up for this. And here I am. I’ve been a boy for nineteen years and for nearly ten of those years I’ve been trying to get my hands on a beautiful ass and a nice set of tits. And now, I have a beautiful ass and a great set of tits. I’ve got everything I’ve been trying to get my hands on for much of my life! To top it off, I’ve got all these feelings! It’s like I’m turning gay, but I’m not gay. I’m a woman now and I have thoughts a woman has. I’m a woman who’s been loving a woman, and that is gay, but it doesn’t feel like it because at the time I felt like a man! Jess, I just don't know what to think or what to do!”


  She took my hand and pulled me over to the bed, “Here, sit. Let’s just talk.” I picked up the box of tissue and started dabbing at my leaky eyes. “Tell me what you are feeling. You’ve talked about changing back. Do you think you can do that after all of this?” She gestured at my body. She touched my shoulder.


  “Jess, I have so many feelings right now I don't know if I can even express them with words. On one hand, I’ve been given a gift. I’m getting to feel things few people will ever feel. I get to feel what it is like to actually be a woman. But somewhere in here, I’m still thinking that it’s all a goof. I’m a man and I can just change back. On another hand, I have an opportunity to try something I’d never be able to do as a man; and that is to be with a man, as a woman. I feel like if I do that, I’m cheating on an amazing woman who I care about deeply. The woman who has been there with me through all of this stupid adventure. How do I try something without hurting her?”


  Jess took a deep breath. “What do you want me to call you right now?”


  “I’m sitting here as a girl. Call me Dana, for now.”


  “Okay, Dana. You’re obviously having a good time. Honestly? I love hanging out with you as Dan, but you’ve been a lot more fun as Dana. And you are such an amazing lover. You’ve never made me cum like that when you were Dan. As Dana? You made me cry I felt so good. I love you. But here’s what I’m thinking, okay? You can make any decision you want and I will be your friend. I know this is hard and I will stand by you. But, if you choose to stay as Dana, we’ll be girlfriends, but I won’t be your girlfriend. I won’t be your lover. We’ve had amazing fun, but I’m an opportunistic bisexual. I’m not gay. I don't see myself being with a woman. I enjoy women, but I love men. Long term, I will be with a man. And, I think that if you let yourself be honest, you’re starting to want that, too.” She squeezed my shoulder. “This is such a mind-fuck, I don’t know if I’d be able to transition back to male; not after feeling all of this.”


  She took my hand again and continued, “Honey, you deserve to explore these feelings! And if you choose to leave my boyfriend behind and live as a woman? You deserve to do that. You can’t let me get in your way. You can’t be thinking of me. I’ll be fine. I’m a big girl.”


  I looked at her. “You’re too good to me, Jess. You didn’t ask for this. I thought I’d get to test out some new dick pills and we’d have some fun. I didn’t expect to lose my dick and find all of this.”


  She moved to sit right next to me and held my hand tighter. “But…”


  I laughed a little, “But… I need to try it. I can’t become a beautiful woman like this and then give it up before I’ve sampled that side of her. I just can’t.”


  She patted my hand, “I get it. I’d probably do it, too. How do you want to do this?”


  “I want to go to dinner with my girlfriend, and have a nice dinner in a pretty dress. Then, we’ll see what happens.”


  I had to start over on my makeup. I’d cried all of my mascara off and I had to do everything except take another shower to get it off my face. Jessica called down to the hotel restaurant and asked for a table. I strapped my new pair of cork-wedge heels to my feet. They were tall, but they had a good base to stand on. Jess thought they’d be good training wheels for me. She went with a true heel. She was a pro.


  “Do you know what sucks,” she asked as we looked over the menu?


  “No. What sucks?”


  “Neither of us is twenty-one.” We both laughed and continued making our selections.


  “Do you know what else sucks,” I asked her?


  “What?”


  “My only I.D. says I’m a nineteen-year-old guy.”


  “You may want to do something about that.”


  I laughed and said, “Ya’ think?”


  We ordered our meals and drank diet Coke with limes. Jess took a sip and then asked, “What are you going to do about school? You can’t keep living with Joe, you know?”


  “Why not? I’m a man living as a trans female? The world seems to want me to live with my birth sex, right?” I giggled and took another sip of my diet.


  She smirked, “Dee, I really don't think you’ll get away with that. You will probably have to come out as having transitioned and then you’ll have to live with a girl.”


  “How about we kick Sam out and the I move in with you,” I asked, only half joking.


  “Wow! Not just a girl. You’re already a bitch! Nice job.” She laughed. I knew she was messing with me. “But you know, she’s been talking about moving at the semester. If you can find a way to hang on until the holidays, we might be able to swing it next semester. But again, I won’t be your lover. I’d just be your best friend and roommate.”


  Our meals arrived. Jess had chosen a chicken salad with walnuts. I chose a bit of sea bass with baked vegetables and rice pilaf. My food preferences seemed to have changed sex, as well. I now had a figure to watch.


  We were about half-way through our dinner when our waiter appeared, carrying two glasses of white wine. “Ladies, these are compliments of the two men at the bar. They asked me to convey their apologies for a mishap that occurred today at the pool?”


  I felt my eyebrow raise as I looked at Jess. I accepted the drink. Jessica’s eyes flashed with deviant intent. She accepted her glass as well. I said, “We might be able to make this play. What do you think? Am I on my own tonight or will you be joining me?”


  She picked up her drink and clinked glasses with mine. “In for a penny. In for a pound.” We turned and raised our glasses to the gentlemen at the bar. Dinner became more enjoyable after that. We finished our meal and half of our wine. As the waiter took our empty plates away, the men from the bar appeared at our table.


  The taller of the two had been the man who saw me laying on the bench. He asked, “Do you ladies mind if we join you? We’ve wanted to apologize ever since our little mistake this afternoon. We didn’t know…”


  We both turned a little red. I chose to take a fairly bold approach. “We’ve been talking about that all afternoon! I even told my girlfriend here that I was disappointed that you bolted off so fast. We could have put our towels back on and shared the room with you.”


  The tall guy extended his hand. I took it. “That was our mistake, then. My name’s Jack. This is Roger.”


  I shook his hand but held onto it. I smiled at him and said, “My name is Dana. This is Jessie. Have a seat, we’re almost out of wine.” I swirled the bottom third of my wine glass, letting it roll around the glass.


  Jack took the seat next to me. Roger sat next to Jess. Jack waved to the waiter and signaled for another round. I drank the rest of my glass and set it on the rail next to our table. More drinks arrived. We drank them. Snacks arrived. We ate them. More drinks appeared. We drank those, too. I started to feel drunk, me being a petite wallflower and all. I’m not as heavy as I once was and the wine was beginning to make me feel light-headed. I also needed to pee so badly I was shivering.


  “Jess? I need to use the ladies. Care to join me?” I gave her a significant look indicating she needed to agree. She did.


  “Sure, Dana. I could powder my nose.” We giggled and promised the men we’d be right back. We walked to the hall to find the restroom. I walked in without thinking about it. I was hit with a lot of pink furniture and fixtures. “Wow. My first time in a hotel women’s restroom! No wonder we always go in pairs. Is there a masseuse in here somewhere?”


  “Shut up and pee. What do you think? Are you going to let one of these guys bust your new cherry,” she asked from the stall next door.


  I dried myself and flushed and then pulled my dress back into place before opening the door to wash my hands. “They’re a bit older than we are, but still kinda hot. I’m in. Let’s do this.”


  We walked back to our table. The guys seemed to be having a similar conversation as we approached. I could see Jack tell Roger to be quiet because we were almost back. I found some of the confidence I always used when I was male. “Well, gentlemen. We held a meeting in the board room and we have decided to invite you upstairs with us. The only question is if you come to our room or if we go to yours? I’m going to predict that you have two queen beds while we are sharing a king. What do you think? Separate beds or a foursome?”


  I watched as their eyes kept getting bigger and bigger. I made a buzzer sound. “Times up! We go to yours. You didn’t want to have sex with him in the same bed.” I dropped a c-note on the table and we walked out. I put my arm in Jack’s arm and we walked to the elevator. Jack pressed the button for the seventh floor.


  The doors closed and I pushed him against the wall of the elevator car. I stood before him and put my hands on the back of his neck, playing with the hair I found there. “Kiss me.” He did. Any doubts I had for my feelings about men were gone. I was a woman kissing a hot guy that turned me on. I leaned into his kiss without another thought. My body reacted to his touch and I felt myself become warm and wet. I kissed him some more and started rubbing my hand against the hard bulge I could feel through his slacks. By the time the doors opened on his floor, I had his cock so hard he could barely walk. “What room?”


  He pulled the card key from his pocket and said, “738.”


  I looked at the marker sign and started walking to the right. I heard Jessie laugh and fall out of the elevator with Roger. As I walked, I unzipped and lifted out of my dress and let it dangle from my right hand. I heard Jess gasp at my bold move, but I was on a mission. I danced down the hallway wearing a skimpy black thong and my wedge heels. I turned to give the guys a peek at my bouncing breasts and then stopped in front of 738. I turned to lean against the door. I stood there with my big tits hanging out and waited for the door to open.


  Jack fumbled with his key card, failing to open the door four times as he stood and stared at my breasts instead of the door. “Nice necklace,” he said.


  “Do you think so? I’m trying to find matching earrings.”


  The door finally opened and I turned to lead us inside. I dropped my dress on the first chair I found and turned to look at Jack. “Which bed?”


  “Window.”


  “I had you figured for a window.” I sat on the edge of the fully-made bed and invited Jack to me. I started to unbuckle his belt and pants as he removed his shirt. I could feel his meat pressing against me as I worked and I grew hungry to see the tool that would take my virginity. I released the button of his pants and pulled at his zipper. I smiled. I wasn’t going to be disappointed by my first cock. “You’re hard! I like that!” I let his pants fall to the floor and he stepped out of them. He kicked off his shoes and socks and then sat next to me on the bed. I wrapped my fingers around his cock and gave it a few strokes. “Mmmnnnn. Nice. Come here. Lay back. I want to be on top.”


  I looked at the other bed where Jessica was being undressed by Roger. She saw me and smiled. Jack was laying on the bed. His cock was hard and standing straight up. I climbed aboard and leaned forward to kiss him. My tits pressed against his chest and flattened between us. I reached between my legs and pulled my little thong to the side and rubbed my wet pussy across the head of his swollen rod. I was wet and ready. I tucked him inside and let my weight slide down his length. There was a brief pulling of flesh and then he was inside me. I moaned softly and started to rock my hips, undulating upon him, letting the girth of his cock stretch me; fill me.


  His hands started squeezing my breasts. It felt good. His hands were strong but gentle. I trembled as his thumbs brushed my sensitive buds. I shook my head and let my hair cascade down my back. It felt so long and free! I arched my back and continued to bounce on Jack’s cock as I scratched my fingers through my scalp and mussed my hair. Jess was right. After this night, there wasn’t much chance I’d want to go back.


  I lifted myself off of him and struggled free of my thong. It was rubbing me and getting in my way of feeling every millimeter of his rigid cock. After I was free, I turned around and mounted him in reverse-cowboy. He started squeezing my ass and I felt his fingers play at the edges of my pussy. “Oo-o-o-oh, ye-s-s-s!” I kept repeating that as I squeezed my own breasts. I looked at my former girlfriend and saw that her legs were spread wide and Roger was fucking her hard. Seeing her fucked by this strange man turned me on even more and the heat that was building inside me rose to another level and I started riding Jack even harder. My moans became audible gasps and then my gasps became shouting, encouraging him on.


  I bounced a little hard and his cock came free of my tight grip. I crawled toward the top of the bed and grabbed the headboard. I pressed my ass backward, inviting Jack to mount me doggie-style. He jumped at the chance and I felt his iron-like rod force its way back into me. He started stroking me slowly but built speed until the entire bed was rocking and I could hear his neighbors banging on the wall to quiet us. The headboard was rocking into the shared wall. I just grinned with glee and fucked him harder, squeezing my muscles against the push of his cock on each stroke. The pressure that had been building inside of me broke and I experience my first orgasm with a man. I wanted even more.


  It suddenly occurred to me that I might not want to let this man fill me with sperm. My human sexuality class came to mind and I thought about unprotected sex. Jack was building speed and I could tell he was close to finishing. How much pre-cum had he spilled in my pussy already? I slipped off of him and turned around. I started jacking him off with my hands and aimed his cock at my waiting mouth. He caught on quickly and within moments ropes of his cum were splashing across my mouth and breasts. I smeared it on my breasts and licked it from my hands, tasting male spunk for the first time in my life. I wiped some more from my cheek and pushed my finger into my lips to suck the thick fluid from my fingers. I was starting to like the taste of it.


  Jack’s dick was still in my hand and I could see that the tip was covered in cum. I leaned forward and started sucking his cock clean. Once it was clean, I pressed him down to the mattress and I knelt beside him and continued to suck his dick. He was losing his erection so I started teasing him, working at him until I could start to feel him growing hard once more.


  Jack pulled at my chin and I looked up from what I was doing. He said, “Damn, girl. You really know how to work that thing!”


  I smiled and said, “You aren’t ready to quit, are you? My pussy wants to feel you again. You can be on top!” I stroked him a few more times. He was hard enough to begin again. I leaned back against the pillows and spread my legs for him. He moved into position and buried himself in me as deep as he could go. I wrapped my legs around him and we started rocking together until we were once more on the brink. “I’m not protected so I’ll let you finish anywhere but where you are. Can I suck you off? Do you want to fuck my tits and shoot me in the face? How do you want me?”


  He slowed our movements. “Let me stand up. Get on your knees.”


  I giggled, “Mmmnnn. I like that.” I jumped out of bed and got on my knees. He stood in front of me and I grabbed his cock. I worked him until he was rock hard once more and then wrapped my mouth over his pink helmet. I started bobbing up and down, sucking him as I pulled back; licking him as I went down. I worked his base and played with his balls.


  I felt his hand dig into my hair and squeeze. He started pressing me into him, forcing me to go deeper. I fought hard not to gag as he penetrated into my throat and soon found a way to let him slide in that didn’t make me sick. He started hammering his cock into my mouth. I stopped bobbing and focus on sucking him when he pulled back. He continued fucking my mouth until I felt him tense and then tasted the salty nuttiness of his sperm as I started swallowing all I could take. He stopped moving his hips so I took over, making sure that I sucked every drop from his dripping wand.


  Once I was satisfied that I had drained him, I pulled free and gave his cock a little kiss. It was red with my lipstick. I stood up and rummaged on the floor for my underwear and pulled them on, nestling the floss between my buns and covering myself with the minute wedge of satin. I grabbed my little purse and went to the vanity and started fixing my makeup. I tossed my hair with my fingers, fixing my part the best I could and then pulled my little dress back on. I could hear Jessie getting fucked in the other room. I recognized the sounds she made as she neared her climax. I quietly rooted for her as I sat down and strapped my wedge heels back on.


  I went back to sit on the bed with Jack. “Thank you, you were great. I had a lot of fun.”


  He looked at me, “Me, too. I haven’t been fucked like that... well, ever. Can I get your number so we can get together again?”


  I rubbed my fingernails through the hair on his abdomen and looked him in the eye, “Thanks, but no. I don't think so. You’re wearing a wedding ring and I’m not that kind of girl.”


  Jack turned red and stopped talking. I stood and went to the other bed where Jessica was pulling herself free of Roger. “Hey, babe. I’m gonna to wait in the lounge by the elevator. Take your time.” I tossed my head back toward Jack and said, “Thanks, Jack. Goodbye.” I opened the door and stepped into the hallway. As I walked back to the lounge, my legs felt a bit tired. I took a seat and started reading my Instagram account.


  I debated posting a new photo of myself as I waited for my girlfriend to arrive.


  Jess appeared about ten minutes later. I stood and reached for her hand, lacing my fingers into hers. “Thank you.”


  She turned and looked at me, “Was it what you wanted?”


  I closed my eyes and thought about the night I’d had, remembering the feel of him inside me. I started nodding my head. “Yes. And more.”


  Jess started laughing, “Uh, yeah. We should talk about the more, you little slut! Jesus! I lost count of how many positions you fucked him in or how many times you sucked his cock!” She continued to laugh. “You know, most girls have their first sex in missionary. I saw you jump right into the saddle there, cowgirl.”


  “I just know how you like it when we did it,” I said. I stopped laughing. Tears started running from my eyes.


  Jess saw and became serious. “What? What is it?”


  I sniffed back a sob and squeezed her hands. “I’m sorry. It just hit me that we’ll never get to do that again.”


  “You’ve made up your mind?”


  “There’s a reason that men don’t get to know what that feels like. They wouldn’t be able to control themselves. So, no. I’m not going back.”


  We walked back to our room. We both wanted to shower the men off of us so we jumped into the large shower room with the extra rain head and let the water wash away our evening. We kissed in the shower and we finger-fucked one another for a bit before we toweled each other off and climbed into bed. We snuggled our naked bodies together and fell asleep.


  




  Chapter Nine


  It was Wednesday. I’d only attended two of my six classes since Monday. I tried to sit in the back but the teachers asked why I was there. I lied and said I was just sitting in to audit a class while I thought about changing majors. If I didn’t switch back soon, I’d have to figure out how to attend classes as a girl.


  I was now due for my third shot. I dressed in a knee-length dress and painted my face with some light makeup and lip gloss. I pulled my hair back in a ponytail, marveling at how golden-blonde it had become. I climbed into the back of the Lyft car and took a few selfies to post to my new Instagram account. Rather than post pictures of myself to Dan’s old account, I created a new account for “Dana Murray.” I think I’ve settled on being Dana. I thought about being Danielle, or Dani, but that seemed too obvious. My account had only been up for three days and I already had 638 people following me. Most of them were men, but my photo was awesome so I was getting a lot of guys looking for hookups. I had to turn off the notifications because they were constantly hitting on me. I had already blocked about 30 of them for DM-ing me dick pics. Even though I was now straight, I didn’t want to see random dicks. Gross. I swiped through the selfies I’d just taken and posted three of them with different angles of my face and a little bit of cleavage.


  I was still scrolling through TikTok when Doctor Cooper entered the exam room. She looked at me and then backed into the hallway to check the chart. She came back in, “I’m sorry. I show I’m meeting with a patient named Dan Murray. Who are you?”


  I smiled sweetly and uncrossed my legs to stand up. “Hi. We missed our last appointment so this is the first time we’ve seen each other since your study changed me into a woman. I’m Dan Murray.”


  She looked me over. I turned slowly to let her look at everything. She checked her chart. “I apologize for not being here for our last appointment. And you are really Dan?”


  I nodded affirmatively, “I was. But I’m Dana, now.”


  She looked up from her chart, “Yes. You certainly are... Well, Dana. I need to give you a full examination. Do you mind getting undressed for me? You can leave your underwear on, for now. I’ll probably want to do an ultrasound, and maybe a pelvic though.”


  I turned my head to the side and looked at her, “I have to say that this came as a bit of a surprise to me. I was expecting a study that was a little less radical. Can you unzip me, please?”


  She looked surprised, and then took hold of my zipper and pulled it toward my waist. “I don't know how it could have been a surprise, Dana. We covered the procedure in orientation and you signed the forms.”


  I laughed, and pulled my dress over my head. I hung it over another chair, “I have my ex-girlfriend to thank for that. She started texting me pictures of her naked breasts during the meeting. I got a little distracted. I got that first shot and shit started to get weird.”


  She grew stern, “So, you’re telling me that you didn’t know you were going to transform, and yet here you are—not only fully-transformed, but wearing makeup and dresses? High heels? You appear to have layers cut into your hair. You’ve seen a stylist.”


  “Well, my ex took it upon herself to be my guide through the process,” I responded and felt for the hooks of my bra. I found them and released them. The cups fell free of my boobs and I slipped the straps off my shoulders. I wiggled my feet and let my heels fall to the floor.


  Doctor Cooper laughed, “Well, I should hire her! You seem more adjusted than the girls who know what they signed up for!”


  I smiled at her compliment, “Thanks!”


  She looked at me and asked, “Can I ask you some questions about your experiences?” I nodded. “Okay, these aren’t part of a script. I’m genuinely interested and just asking things I think of.” I nodded again. “You refer to your girlfriend as your ex. Did you break up?”


  I nodded again, “Yes. We broke up. We are still really good friends, but now we’re just girlfriends.”


  She nodded slowly, “And your relationship changed, how?”


  I sat and crossed my legs again. I hugged my breasts; not to hide them, but to have something to do with my arms. “Well, as I changed, we continued to have sex, and at first, I wanted to because I was still very attracted to her. But as I became even more feminine, I started finding men more attractive. And now, I prefer to have sex with men.”


  She paused, thinking, “And you’ve explored these feelings? You’ve had sex with men?”


  I nodded and smiled, “Yes. Well, just one. So far.”


  “And so, you consider yourself to be, what.”


  I pointed my index finger at the ceiling and dipped it as if checking items off a list, “Straight, heterosexual female. Um, with occasional ventures into bisexuality. My girlfriend calls it, Opportunistically Bi.”


  “That’s amazing. With no counseling, or anything. And how are you feeling about the study, now?”


  I stopped smiling, “Well, I was pissed at first! I mean, I lost my dick! And I didn’t know I was supposed to! That was a bit of a shock. I had all kinds of questions I wanted to ask at our last appointment, and I don't think Julie knew that I didn’t know. I don't think she knew that I was freaking out.” I took a deep breath to calm myself. “And she gave me another shot and then I grew breasts and a vagina. I turned into this.” I drew a shapely woman in mid-air.


  “Your nails are lovely. Where do you get them done?”


  I examined my hand, looking at the French tips and lacquer I’d selected, “Oh, just this little place on campus. They did my toes, too. See?”


  She laughed. “Yes, I do. Your toes are lovely, too.” She became thoughtful for a few moments, and then asked, “Despite this surprise, how are you feeling? Are you still upset? You seem like you’re happy. That isn’t an act, is it?


  I blinked a few times and thought for a moment. “Yes. I’m happy. I’m having fun as a woman.”


  “And if I offered to change you back? What would you say?”


  “At this time... I would have to say, no. I want to live as a woman.”


  She smiled, “Good. Then let’s check you out and prepare you a bit for womanhood.”


  She proceeded to give me a full exam. I had to lay back and put my legs in the stirrups while she performed my very first pelvic exam. She had me lie back while she examined my breasts. She grabbed a bottle of blue goo and shot a big gob on my stomach. She used the wand to smear it around on my belly while she looked at my new plumbing on a monitor.


  She gave me some paper towels to wipe the goo off and turned off the monitor. “Well, Dana. Allow me to declare you a perfectly healthy, fully-developed woman. Now. You’re having sex. Did you use protection?”


  I looked down toward my toes. “Um, no. I didn’t. I was careful not to let him cum in me, but we did have unprotected sex. Twice. My girlfriend gave me a morning after pill, just in case his pre-cum knocked me up. It made me feel kind of sick.”


  She looked concerned, “Yes. It’s supposed to. It forcibly interrupts your cycle. Have you menstruated yet?”


  “I had a little spotting for a day or two after. I haven’t had a period yet.”


  She chuckled, “don't worry. You will.” She turned to her computer and typed in some notes. She pressed a button with a flourish and I heard a printer fire up in the hallway. She opened a couple of drawers and started pulling items out. She opened another drawer and pulled out a bag with BioFem on it. “Okay, young lady. Here are some things you are going to need. First, here is three months of birth control. Take one every day. Never miss a day! Second, here is a sample pack of tampons. I’m going to give you two of them to put in your purse. For emergencies. Keep the rest in your bathroom and never leave home without two in your purse.” She handed me two wrapped tampons. I opened my purse and dropped them inside with my phone. “Good! Next, I’ve printed you a prescription for refills on your birth control and I’ve written a scrip for morning after pills. I’m giving you this one,” She held up a large pill in a plastic wrapper, “to give back to your girlfriend so she has hers back.”


  I listened carefully in case she decided to tell me she was turning me into a rabbit. She didn’t say that. She drew up a syringe. “Roll over. Let me see that ass.” She injected the liquid into my left cheek and rubbed it around. She made a tisk-tisk sound, “Why is it that the women I make always have better asses than me?”


  It was my turn to chuckle. I did have a great ass.


  She slid her chair back, “One last thing... BioFem is having a party in two weeks, so a few days after your next shot, for all of our board members and our major investors. As part of your stipend, we ask that you attend the party to help entertain our guests. Dress up and show off that body. Try to have a good time with some of our favorite billionaires.”


  I nodded my head. I was already thinking about the kind of dress I wanted to buy for the party. “Doc, I have one more question.”


  “Yes, Dana?”


  “You’ve already turned me into a woman. Why do you keep giving me shots?”


  “Yes. Good question. Ordinarily, it takes a few more shots for our girls to get to where you are today. So the formula will continue to modify you slightly. You will get a bit curvier. Your face will become even more feminine. The chemicals will continue to develop your sexuality. Your memories of who you were will probably begin to fade, a bit. You’ll begin to believe that you were born a girl. You may want to have some conversations with your parents very soon. I have some brochures for you that may help them understand your decision to transition. Hopefully, they will welcome their new daughter home.”


  I shook my head slowly, “Yeah, this is going to change my relationship with my sister. I don't think she’s going to like that her brother has a better body than she does.”


  “Yes, that should improve over time. I can give you documentations for school if you need them. They usually want to modify your housing arrangements, and you’ll want to get new identification cards. We can order those for you. Security can take pictures for you. We’ll also order you a passport.”


  “Why?”


  “Sometimes our shareholders like to invite our girls to travel with them. That’s entirely up to you, but you should have a passport just in case.”


  “Thank you, doctor. I don't think I’ll need the documents for school. I’m going to put my education on hold for a while and live off my stipends. I need to discover who I am and being a student will just get in the way.”


  I gave her a hug and a quick kiss before leaving the building. I took a moment to look at myself in the mirrored glass of the BioFem tower. I puckered my lips a little. They seemed puffy and plump. Had they been like that this morning? I stood at the window as my mind seemed to slip out of a gear and start to spin the transmission. A strange sensation passed through me and goosebumps arose on my arms, making me shudder for a moment. My throat grew tight and I cleared it and rubbed it with my fingers. Something inside me had just changed. Look! A mirror! I smiled at my beautiful reflection and plumped up my tits in the mirror. Touching my boobies made my whole body tingle. I smiled at myself and pointed, “You look like a beautiful dolly!” My voice came out high and full of breathy air. I laughed and giggled. That made me laugh even more, “Dee Dee, you sound like a bimbo!”


  I walked next door and bought myself a car.


  




  Chapter Ten


  I now wonder if anyone else had ever reacted so quickly to their shots. Something snapped in my brain and I was suddenly overcome with a desire to go shopping. As I signed papers on my new pink car, I kept looking at my dress. One hour before, I thought this dress was cute and fun. Now, I thought it made me look dull and frumpy. I started flirting with the salesman and made sure he had my number before I left. While they washed my new convertible, I went in the bathroom and tried to fix myself up. I combed my hair until it was perfectly straight. My eyes seemed bigger and brighter so I jazzed them up with more eye shadow and I applied more mascara to my long lashes. My lips were gorgeous, soft and pillowy. I puckered them up and applied my bright red lipstick.


  I tugged at my dress and pulled at the neck to bare more of my cleavage. It just wouldn’t work. I needed to buy different clothes. Nothing I had at home was pretty enough. I drove away from the lot and went straight downtown to buy a new wardrobe.


  Hours later, I carried my things to my car. I tossed my old dress away in the boutique and was wearing a sexy white dress that showed off my boobs and barely covered my hot ass. My knee-high boots clomped beneath me as I walked, carrying twenty bags of my new life spread out on my arms. I popped the trunk on my little pink Porsche and stuffed my new lingerie, dresses, stretchy jeans, athletic spandex, shoes, stockings, and makeup.


  I closed the trunk and hopped inside, fired the engine and squealed rubber as I sped down the street. I found an apartment complex that looked nice from outside and downshifted so I could turn into their parking lot. I oozed out of my car, careful of my short dress, and locked it up before striding into the rental office.


  I was met by a very cute sales manager. I don't remember his name. I’m not good with names. I asked him if he had any “partments abailable.” I batted my eyelashes like a dolly. My voice came out like prepubescent eight year old. It made me giggle. He pulled up a list of partments on his ‘puter while I touched up my lips. He asked if I’d like to see a two-bedroom unit. I clapped my hands and said that I did.


  As he walked me to the apartment, I held his hand. “I’m Dee Dee,” I said. He told me his name and I promptly forgot it.


  He asked, “Is Dee Dee short for your full name?”


  I giggled. “No, silly. Dee Dee is my boob size!” I laughed. He looked at me funny. He walked me to the door of an apartment and opened it with a key. He held the door for me and I walked in. My boots made a lot of noise on the wooden floors. I took off my big sunglasses and tossed them on the kitchen counter. I walked a slow circle through the two bedrooms and checked out how much room I’d have in the closets. The master closet was huge.


  “I’ll take it.” I strutted my body over to him. “Thank you for showing Dee Dee her new apartment.” In my boots, I was as tall as he was. I kissed him, pressing my thick lips against his. He acted surprised but then kissed me back. I started stroking his crotch and felt his snakey start to wakey wakey. “Dee Dee wants ta fuck!” I danced around in a circle and started to unzip my dress.


  “You’re not wearing any underwear,” he said. I acted shocked.


  “Somebody stole my panties.” I stroked him and then unzipped his pants. I dug in his pants until I found his cock and pulled it out of his zipper. “There it is! Oh! I wanna kiss it!” I dropped to my knees and planted a big kiss right on the top of his little pink head. I licked him like a lolli. His thing started to stand up so I sucked on it. It tasted yummy!


  He started to unbuckle his pants and I felt them fall past my mouth to the floor. I started fingering my pussy. It was all horny and wet. I stood up and leaned against the counter. I spread my pussy with my fingers and waited for him to put it inside me. He did.


  “Ooohh. Fuck me baby. Fuck me hard.” He pushed himself inside again and started thrusting his meat inside my tight little hole. He fucked me so good. He filled my pussy with is cum. I licked his yummy cock clean and he put his pants back on. “You can leave the keys on the counter. Bye!”


  “Uh, thanks. I guess.”


  “Whatever.” I shut the door and put my dress back on. I walked out to my car and moved all of my bags inside. I looked around my empty apartment. “Dee Dee can’t sleep here. Dee Dee doesn’t have a bed. I need a place to sleep.”


  I opened my purse and grabbed my phone. I looked at my fingernails. They looked longer. I’d need to get a filler done. I looked at my phone to open it. It rejected me. I tried again. It rejected me again. “Fuck! Why doesn’t it recognize me?”


  I went into the little bathroom and turned on the light. I looked in the mirror. My mouth dropped open. I looked like a Barbie doll. My eyes were huge! My nose was itty bitty. My lips were badly in need of a touchup after I sucked that dude’s cock! I painted my lips again. “There!”


  I looked like a different woman. No wonder my phone didn’t recognize me. I entered my number code and then started looking through my list of friends. “Who can I sleep with tonight...hmmm. Yes. He’s cute. I’ll sleep with Joe.


  I dug through my new shopping bags and found my new stretchy jeans. I jumped up and down until I got them over my bubble butt. I pulled a cute top over my boobs and noticed that my bra seemed too tight. I reached back and adjusted the straps to give me a little more room. I remembered to take my birth control and tucked them back in my purse. I pulled on a pair of bright red heels and grabbed my car keys.


  I drove to the college campus. Things looked familiar but felt strange to me. I found a place to park but didn’t bother with the parking meter. I approached a building that seemed most familiar to me and opened a side door with a key card in my purse. I opened the door and found stairs. I started to climb and stopped on the third floor. I passed two boys as I climbed the stairs and they stared at me as I climbed, turning to check out my ass in my tight jeans.


  I was a little breathless as I opened the door on three. I walked down the hall until I saw a door that looked familiar. The names on the door were “Joe,” and “Dan.” This was the place. I knocked on the door. A moment or two later, the door opened.


  “Can I help you,” he asked.


  I turned around. I watched his eyes get big. “Joey? I need a place to sleep tonight.”


  “Uh, do I know you? Who are you?”


  “I’m Dee Dee. You remember me. We used to be roommates,” I said. Was that true? Were we roommates. That seemed wrong.


  Joe looked confused. “I think I would have remembered you. My roommate is Dan. I haven’t seen him for a while though. I think he’s staying with his parents.”


  I blinked my big bimbo eyes. Something in that sounded familiar. It hit me. “Wait. I’m Dan. Dan Murray.”


  He laughed at me. “Girl, believe me. You are waay prettier than Dan.”


  “Wait. You know Jess! Call Jess. She can ‘splain it.”


  “Uh, alright. Come inside. I’ll call Jess.”


  I walked in. I could feel my hips rocking in my jeans as I walked in my cute red heels. I looked around the room, careful not to touch anything. Boys.


  Joe started talking, “Hey, Jessie. It’s Joe.”


  “Yeah. Me too.”


  “Hey, there’s a girl here. She says she knows you? She...”


  “Yeah. Blonde. Hot. Tig bitties. Smokin’ hot ass. Dumb as a post.”


  “Can you come over?”


  “Yes. Now.”


  “Okay. See you in a few. Thanks.”


  He hung up. “She says she’ll come over.”


  I sat down in a chair and crossed my legs. I started bouncing my pump, balancing it on my toes as I kicked. I took my phone out and started posing for selfies. I was posting to my Insta when somebody knocked and Joe went to the door. Footsteps sounded as they came inside. Joe and Jessica stepped into the room.


  Jessica’s jaw dropped. She just stared at me. I smiled, “Hi Jess.”


  “Dana?”


  I thought about that name, Dana? Dee Dee? “Yes, Dee Dee!”


  She rolled her eyes, “Okay, Dee Dee.” She looked at Joe. “Joe. I’d like to introduce you to your old roommate, Dan. She goes by Dee Dee now.”


  Joe looked at me. I smiled and blinked by big doll eyes. “Hi, Joey.”


  Joe said, “What the fuck!”


  Jess walked over and sat down on the bed next to the chair I was in. “Dee Dee, what happened to you?”


  I blinked a few times. My mind felt slow like my thoughts were covered in sticky stuff. Yes! Like my thoughts were covered in cum! “Uh. I got another shot. I turned into a bimbo!”


  “All of this happened to you in three days,” she asked. I tried to count days on my fingers but then looked at my nail job again.


  “I think so. Actually, I just got my shot this afternoon. I think it happened since then.” I nodded my head up and down rather dramatically. “I got my shot. Then, I turned into a bimbo. Then I bought a Porch-a. Then I bought lots of new clothes! Then, I got a ‘partment and fucked my landlord.” I said. That summed everything up. “But I don't got no furn-ture so I need a place to sleep. And I thoughts, Hey! Joey’s cute. I could fuck Joey and sleep with him!” I smiled and then added, “So here’s Dee Dee!” I held my hands up by my ears. “Oh! And I got my ears pierced. You like?”


  Joe looked at me and then looked at Jess. “Jess. Do you want to tell me what’s going on? I know Dan was starting to look like a girl, but... is this him?”


  Jessica nodded. “Let’s go next door so we can all talk and I can explain this to Jay and Bryce. “Stay here, Dee.”


  “Kay.”


  I stood up and started poking around the room. “Cool! Xbox!” I turned it on and started playing Lego Star Wars. I turned on all of the extras and every time I collected a stud, I got 32,000 points. Studs were flying around the screen and my score was up in the billions. All of the movements seemed to come straight out of my hands without thinking. That worked for me. I’m not good at thinking any more. I could hear my nails clicking on the controller, but they didn’t slow me down. I couldn’t even see the controller as my big boobs hid my hands.


  I heard people behind me so I hit the pause button and turned around. “Oh, hi Jay Jay. Hey, can somebody beer me?”


  Jay looked me over. “Well, she doesn’t look like Dan, but she plays like him. That study turned him into her?”


  Jessica said, “Yes, I watched it happen with my own eyes. We spent the weekend at the Hyatt and she was already fully transitioned. I haven’t seen her since found the red brick bimbo power-up.


  I looked at Jessica. “Hey! I remember you! We fucked in the sauna!”


  The boys looked at Jess. She nodded. The boys fist-bumped each other. Joe said, “Thank you. I’m going to be spankin’ it to that picture later.”


  I scrunched my nose up. “Why would you have to spank it later. Dee Dee’s here. She’ll suck it for you! She loves sucking cocks!” I jumped up and pressed my boobs against Joe’s chest and whispered, “I’ll let you cum on my boobies!”


  Joe buckled and grabbed his crotch. I think his dick got hard and it hurt him.


  “Oh, baby. Did that hurt? I’ll kiss it for you. C’mere!” I reached for him but Jessica jumped in the way. “Oh, poop!”


  I walked back to my chair and sat down. “So, do you believe Dee Dee now? Do you know who I am?”


  “We can’t believe who you are, but yes. We believe you.”


  “Then, can I stay? I don't have a bed in my ‘partment.”


  All three of them looked at each other. They seemed to come to a decision. Jess spoke, “Sure. You can stay with me, Dee. Sam’s gone tonight.”


  “I don't want to stay with you. I want to stay here. This is Dan’s room. I can stay here!”


  They huddled together for a moment and then Jessica walked out. Joe started grinning like an idiot. “You can stay here, Dee Dee.”


  “Awesome! Can I take a shower? I can feel cum drying in my pussy.”


  “Uh, sure. You know where it is.”


  “Yay. I’ll shower and then I’ll fuck both of you!”


  I kicked off my heels and unbuttoned my jeans. I wrestled them over my hips and ass and tossed them on the bed. I stripped off my top and walked into the shower room. “Can I borrow somebody’s razor? I need to shave my pubes!”


  I heard them laugh and yell, “Yes!”


  I turned on the water and hung my bra on a hook. I looked in the mirror. There were elastic imprints in the sides of my boobs. My titties got even bigger! Yay! I love big bimbo titties!


  The water was warm so I stepped under the shower and let it wash through my hair. I found some soap and lathered up my body, taking extra time to peel the layer of dried cum from my pussy. My pussy got excited so I flicked my bean for a bit until I came. I found a can of shave gel and rubbed it into my muff. I took the razor and shaved off the last of my pubes. I leaned over and made sure all of me was nice and smooth. I’ll need to start waxing if I really want to be smooth. I rinsed off and grabbed a towel from a hook marked, Dan. I dried off and then wrapped the towel in my hair before walking into the dorm room.


  Both Jay’s and Joe’s jaws dropped as I entered the room and sat on the edge of the bed. I pulled a comb from my bag and started combing it through my wet hair. “Gosh, guys. It’s like you’ve never seen a naked girl before.” I kept combing until I couldn’t feel any more tangles. I picked up the beer I’d been drinking and drank the rest down. “You guys got anything harder than beer?”


  Joe looked around the room. “Uh, sorry. We don't have anything hard.”


  “That sounds like something Dee Dee can fix for you.” I stood up and put my arms around Joe and started kissing him. As he became aroused, I reached into his shorts and stroked his cock. “This seems pretty hard. I pulled his shorts down to his knees and shoved him onto his bed. I went down on him, taking all of him in one long suck. I sucked him until he seemed rock solid with a thick cum vein. “That’s definitely harder.” I climbed on board and started to fuck him. “Oh, yes. That feels good.” I looked at Jay. He was watching us fuck. “How about you, Jay. Are you hard?” I reached for him and he stepped close enough for me to start playing with his dick.


  “Take those off so I can play with you,” I commanded him. He shucked his shorts down. His cock was bending to the ceiling. “Nice!” I started to stroke him. He was already about to cum, he was so excited. “Sit down for a minute, Jay. Let that thing settle down. I’ll suck you off and then we’ll get you hard enough to fuck for hours, kay? Dee Dee knows how to do it.” I kept fucking Joey. He, too got a little overheated and he suddenly spasmed as he unloaded his balls into me.


  I slid off of him and moved to Jay. “You ready, baby,” I cooed in my bimbo tones. I bent over for him and spread my legs a bit. He stood up and slid himself in. I started grinding my butt against him and he rocked against me pressing himself deep. I moaned and sighed as he fucked me slow and deep. I let Jay set the pace so he could cum when he wanted.


  I was leaning against my old bed. I motioned for Joey to come and sit on the bed. He did and I bent forward to lick at his flaccid cock. There’s nothing like a nineteen-year-old male for being able to recover quickly. Within moments he was rock hard once more and I was giving him head while getting fucked from behind.


  I heard movement at the doorway and glanced left to see that Jay’s roommate Bryce had come over to see what was happening. He took one look at the scene in front of him and said, “What the fuck? Who’s the bimbo?”


  I spit out Joey’s cock and said, “Baby, why don't you join us and you can find out?” Bryce stripped and moved in to find an opening in our little orgy. I started stroking him off while Jay grunted out loud and I felt myself get squishy with more cum. He fell backwards onto Joe’s bed with a smile on his face. Bryce stepped in to replace him and I felt a slightly larger cock fill me. I wiggled him into my depths and Bryce started fucking me fast and hard. I gasped as my body reacted to his physicality and my own orgasm started building.


  I sucked Joe harder and found myself swallowing a tasty mouthful of teen spirit. I was suddenly alone with only Bryce. He slapped my ass and I cried out in pain. He slapped me again, harder this time. I yelped but started to cum. He slapped me again on the other cheek. My ass would be red tomorrow but it felt so good. Bryce was now fucking me like a jack hammer. My boobs were bouncing on my chest. They hurt. My pussy kept spasming as he kept my orgasm running through my senses. He yelled loudly and then pulled out of me as I was suddenly getting splashed with cum. It was shooting all over my ass and my back. I was thrust forward as Bryce pushed me away and I fell onto the bed in front of me.


  I took a few moments to catch my breath before I rolled over and looked at the three men I’d just fucked and sucked. They all looked happy. I felt a wave of pride. I’d just used my body to make three men look like that! Sex was like a drug and I needed to have even more.


  “You guys aren’t done already, are you? I’m just getting warmed up. I opened the refrigerator and popped open another beer. I drank most of it down in one long guzzle. I burped and set the can down on a dresser.


  “Come on Bryce. Let me suck your cock and get you hard so you can fuck me again! I walked over and dropped to my knees again and started sucking off Bryce. He got hard. “Use me Bryce. How can I please you?”


  “I want to fuck those titties. Give them to me.” I hadn’t done this before. I walked on my knees to where he sat on the edge of the bed. I wrapped my boobs around his swollen cock and pressed them together, forming a tunnel for his cock to slide through. I lifted my tits and let them fall, sliding down his cock. I lifted them again and pushed them back down. I found a rhythm and jacked him off using my big boobs. I looked up at him the whole time, blinking my big eyes at him, telling him through them that I wanted to be used by him.


  He gritted his teeth and tried to hold back. I started trying to lick the head of his cock as it emerged from between my breasts. I watched as creamy white fluid started to ejaculate from his hard tool. He gripped his cock and started shooting cum all over my face. I laughed and blinked as it landed in my eyes and landed on my desperately seeking tongue.


  I looked up to find a line of guys standing in the room. I smiled and motioned for the first guy to come forward. I needed a rest after lifting my heavy boobs so many times. I laid on the bed and spread my legs and let him pull his pants down to fuck my pussy. He fucked me for a few minutes and shot his wad in my cunt. I recognized him as one of the boys we played Halo against.


  I looked at the line and called, “next!” I got onto my hands and knees on the bed. I blond volleyball player I recognized from somewhere climbed up and shoved his cock into my pussy. He squealed as I felt him slide into my cum-stuffed hole. Cum was squirting from my pussy with each thrust and messing the sheets. I stood on my knees and leaned into him and he squeezed my tits. I motioned for another guy to come into the room and told him to shove his dick in my mouth. He did and I started sucking him off. Somehow, both men filled me from both ends at the same time.


  The line grew longer. I stared at the clock as guy after guy fucked me or shot cum onto me. My face was covered and my hair was crusty with dried spooge. Joe and Jay had been watching the whole parade as I took on two and three at a time. I felt amazing. I loved being a bimbo fuck doll.


  I looked through the cum at them. “Any of you guys ready to go again?” They looked at each other and then nodded with enthusiasm. “Jay, do you want to pop my ass cherry?”


  “Sure!”


  “Okay, we have to work together on this. Sit on the edge of the bed.” He did. I pulled down his shorts and started sucking him until he was hard again. “Hold your cock for me and help me insert it, okay?” I turned around like I was going to sit on his lap. “Help guide it in.” I felt his tip press into my asshole. I sat my weight on him and let it slide slowly into my hole. I wiggled and settled onto him and started rocking. We both moaned as I experience new pleasures. Once we had our action moving, I leaned back onto his chest. He hugged me and played with my boobs.


  “Joe. Come here and fuck my pussy.” I started rubbing my fingers through my dripping cunt. Soon, I was being fucked by Joey which was making my ass press back into Jay. I was being fucked by two men at once. I looked into the room and saw Bryce. “Bryce. Come here and let me suck your cock!” Bryce laughed and jumped onto the bed. He stood over me and lowered his cock until I could get it into my mouth.  The bed rocked with all of the activity and I was buzzing with physical ecstasy.


  I think it was my ass being fucked that finally made me cum. I started trembling and quaking as my entire body seemed to clamp down on every cock in me. Joey came first, filling my pussy again. He finished and pulled free. I caught a glimpse of the volleyball player and then my cunt was full of cock once more. He fucked me hard and soon Jay was filling my ass with cum. Bryce took one more opportunity to shoot his cum into my hair before the volleyball player shot another load into me. I didn’t know he was so into treating girls like cum rags, but I didn’t mind.


  My pussy was having seizures. It wouldn’t stop. I lost all control and pee started shooting across the room like a fountain. I didn’t intend to do it, but I couldn’t make it stop. I flooded the floor. When I finally stopped, I tried to pull myself free of Jay’s cock and almost slipped in my own pee. He pulled himself out and I fell onto the bed. I was exhausted and I was sobbing. I had no idea how many guys I’d done, but I was spent. I struggled to roll onto my side so I could see if anyone was waiting. I threw my hand back and yelled, “Stop! I’m done. I’ve had enough”


  Jay and Joe helped usher everyone out of the room. I heard them lock the door as the last boy left. Joe sat down next to me and tried to pat my back, but couldn’t find a place to touch me that wasn’t slimy with cum. “Help me up, please. I need to use the bathroom.” Strong hands lifted me and put me on my feet. Joe held me so I didn’t fall in the mess we’d made. My knees buckled and he caught me. I laughed and collapsed onto the toilet. I looked at Joe and then kicked the door closed with my left foot. I heard it slam and then leaned back against the tank and stared at the ceiling.


  I tried to pee again but my clit was still too stimulated and it hurt to engage those muscles. I sat there for a long time before I stood up and turned to look at myself in the mirror. “My god. What a mess!” I looked like I’d been dipped in candle wax. Cum clung to my face in rivulets. My eyes were nearly glued shut. I think I had Bryce to thank for that. I leaned against the shower and reached in to turn on the water. Once it was warm, I stepped inside and let the water run through my hair. It took most of my energy just to lift my arms to scrub the cum from my face.


  I leaned my forehead against the wall and let the water run and run. Slowly, my energy returned and I found enough strength to lift a bar of soap to clean my sore pussy. I slid a finger inside and pulled my labia to the side. I felt cum slide out and mix with the warm water before spiraling down the drain. I selected a bottle of shampoo and dumped half a bottle over my head before working the suds through my plastered hair. I was almost alive again. I leaned out of the shower and grabbed a toothbrush and toothpaste. I loaded the brush and stepped back into the shower to brush the slime out of my mouth.


  After what seemed to be an hour, I finally turned off the water and grabbed another towel to dry myself. I shook out my hair and wrapped the towel around my chest. It wasn’t long enough to cover my sex. “Fuck it.” I opened the door and walked back into the room. I gave the boys a weak smile.


  Jay looked at me. “Are you okay, Dee?”


  I exhaled loudly. “Yes. I’m alright. That was a little intense, huh?”


  “You can say that again.”


  I found my pick and started working at my hair again. When it was finally straight again, I stood up and tossed the towel on the chair. I opened the dresser and found a big tee shirt. I put it on. It was long enough to cover me. I peeled the disgusting sheets off Dan’s bed and lay down on it. “You guys got any food? I’m starving.” It was three-thirty. They had no food and nothing was open. I drank another beer and fell asleep.


  I woke up hours later and found that I was in somebody’s arms. I could see a hand and could tell from the nail polish that I was being hugged by a girl. I leaned back and found Jessica. At some point in the night, she had joined me and had found a blanket to cover us. That was so sweet! She was spooned against me, hugging me tightly. She felt nice. I hugged her arms to my chest and went back to sleep.


  




  Chapter Eleven


  Jess woke me up at eleven. The sun was bright through the windows in the room. That seemed familiar to me. I had a vague memory of never being able to sleep too late in here. My connection to “Dan” was getting thinner and thinner, especially with the memories of last night fresh in my sex addled brain.


  Jess was pulling on her jeans. She saw my eyes open and asked, “How are you feeling this morning?”


  I moved a little. My tummy felt like I’d been doing sit-ups and my legs felt a little raw. “Little sore, but fuck that was fun! I’ve never had a night like that!”


  Jess looked concerned, “So you were okay with all of those guys?”


  I remembered how it felt to make all of those guys happy. “Of course! I’m the one who asked for more when our boys were done with me. And they were all so nice!” She started shaking her head.


  I thought she was going to say something else but instead, she asked, “Do you want to go down to the cafeteria and get some food? The boys said you were hungry this morning and they only had beer.” She started looking through my purse. “You still have your student meal card. If you don't make a big deal they’ll probably just swipe it and let you through.”


  I jumped out of bed and started peeling off the borrowed tee. I found my jeans and started tugging them on. It was a true wrestling match but I got them on. I picked up my bra and started playing with the band. There wasn’t a lot of adjustment left but I slid them to their biggest position and then put it on. It was still tight but it wasn’t cutting my tits like it had yesterday. I put on my tight red tee and pulled it past my girls. It left my belly button exposed. Cute!


  I went to the sink and looked at my hair. I grabbed a brush and worked my hair for a couple of minutes. I’d have to go without makeup. Well, maybe a little blush and lip gloss. I hurried into the bedroom and slipped my heels back on. “Let’s go! I’m famished!”


  We took the stairs down and went outside. I put on my big sunglasses. They disguised the fact that I didn’t have my makeup on. I made the mistake of checking my new Insta account. There were now hundreds of pictures of me getting fucked by every guy in the dorm. There were cum covered pictures of me licking fat cocks; of me being fucked from behind; of me jacking off two boys at once as cum rained on my face. I looked like a total slut. That’s okay. I am a total slut. I started thumbing the Like buttons on all of their posts. I stopped walking for a moment so I could post, “BEST. NIGHT. EVER!” and added a lot of sexy emojis. 10,000 people were now following me and the number just kept climbing as I watched.


  Jess opened the door for me and I handed the clerk my ID card. She just swiped it and gestured me inside. I walked through the turnstile thingy and followed Jess through the food lines. Slowly, I became aware of the noise in the room. The level of conversation was growing louder. A guy passed us on his way out the door and whistled at me. Other guys started to nudge their friends and point in my direction.


  I gathered a plate of instant oatmeal, a dry bagel, and a fresh banana. I looked around the room and found where Jessica was seated. I started walking across the room to join her. A group of about ten boys stood up in their seats and began doing a slow clap. By the time I reached my targeted seat, the room was standing and all the guys were clapping at full speed. I felt myself blush, but put my tray on the table. I jumped up on the stool-seat and took a bow before I sat down and started putting a small amount of butter on my bagel.


  Jess said, “That’s something you don't see every day.”


  I shrugged my shoulders, “Hmm. Whatever.” We started talking and eating. Every few minutes, a boy would appear and want to take a selfie with me. I’d smile and kiss his cheek before returning to my coffee.


  I noticed that Jess was staring at me. “What?”


  She blew air in frustration, “Are you going to talk about last night?”


  “What about it,” I asked.


  “Dana! You fucked half our dorm last night and all you’ve said about it is that you’re a little sore! Jesus, Dee! A month ago, you were my boyfriend and you’ve only been a woman for three weeks. Already you’re sucking miles of cock and acting like it’s normal?”


  I set my coffee cup down and looked at her. “What do you want me to say? I had a blast! I’d do it again right now. Get your camera out and I’ll start fucking the table by the door.” I pointed at the table. “Jessie, the girl you saw last night? The one taking on as many cocks as I could squeeze into me? That’s who I am. I loved every second of that. Every drop of cum that landed on me was a triumph of how I made him do that. I gave that to him.”


  Jess shook her head, “But they’re using you.”


  I shook my head, “Didn’t you hear me? I’m using them! Yesterday, I fucked my new apartment manager. I bent over in the kitchen and let him fuck me. I didn’t say a word and just pressed my ass into his balls and let him fill my pussy. He didn’t care about making me cum. I was just there for him to empty his nutsack. After, I licked his cock clean, tasting my own pussy mixed with his spunk. Tasting that? Knowing that I was licking my own juice off the man who’d just fucked me? That made me cum. He walked out the door and I had an orgasm just thinking about how good I made him feel. I’ve never felt better about myself. When was the last time you got a standing ovation?”


  She was still shaking her head. “Jess, you don't have to understand. Just know that it won’t be the last time I do something like last night. I’m beautiful. My body is made for sex. I’m proud to be a horny bimbo slut.”


  “What are you going to do about school,” she asked.


  I shook my head, “I’m done with school. I got an apartment and a car yesterday. I bought all new bimbo clothes. Today I’m going to order all new bimbo furniture and then I’m going to go downtown and hit the clubs. Maybe I’ll stop and buy some weed to help me wind down. I could sure use some this morning!”


  “Are you going to call your mom? She’s been texting me for two weeks asking if I’ve seen you. I don't know what to say.”


  I reached for her hands and held them. I said, “tell her I’ve moved and that I’m going through some changes. I’ll talk to her when I’m ready.” I pulled out my phone and sent my new address to Jessie’s phone. “That’s my new address. Call before you come over. I might be in bed with someone.” I stood up, leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips. There was some hooting and hollering from the guys in the room. “I love you, Jessica. See you.”


  I put my shades back on and walked outside into a new day.


  My car was covered in parking tickets. I tore them up and tossed them in the nearby dumpster. I put the top down and drove back to my apartment.


  When I got to the apartment, I pulled all of my shopping bags out of the trunk and carried them inside. I took a few minutes to hang them in my new closet. I organized my new shoes on a shelf. I changed into a pair of yoga pants and a tee from PINK, removing my tight bra and letting my breasts roam free under the new shirt.


  I jumped up and sat on the kitchen counter. It was my only place to sit in the entirely empty apartment. I grabbed my phone and paged through more pictures and comments about last night. Someone had posted a video of me as I took Joe and Jay at the same time and had started to suck off Bryce. Somebody had titled the video, “Talented Amateur Dee Dee Does Denver Dorm.” I copied the link. I looked an address online and submitted the link to Brazzers under the heading, “My Audition Vid.” I included my phone number. “Call Me.”


  My phone rang. I answered it. “Dana? It’s Julie from Dr. Cooper’s office. We have your new packet of IDs and credit cards.”


  “Wow! That was fast. I’ll be over in ten to pick them up.”


  I spent 90 minutes getting dressed and doing my hair and makeup. I couldn’t go out in public wearing what I had on. It was only a five-minute drive back to BioFem so I hopped in my new car and was pulling into their parking garage a few blocks later.


  I wanted to look my best for my visit, so I’d worn a really cute red dress and my matching heels. The dress was very short so I had to be careful not to show my lacy underwear. I walked into the lobby and approached the security desk. Both guards stood up to see how they could help me.


  “Uh, hi. I’m Dana Murray. I’m here to see Julie. She has some credit cards for me.” I stood patiently and smiled. I watched them stare at my big boobies.


  The security guards fumbled over each other to hand me a clipboard to register and fought to hand me a visitor badge. The man on the left won and handed me a plastic card with a clip on it. I attached it to my purse. I didn’t want to pinch my red dress.  “Take the elevator to the third floor and turn to your right.”


  I touched his hand and said, “Thank you, sir, for being so helpful. Bye.”


  I took the elevator upstairs and walked to Julie’s desk. As I toddled down the short hallway in my platform heels, she looked up and saw me coming toward her. “Dana?”


  I smiled brightly and said, “Hi. Julie! Sorry I’m late. I had to finish my makeup.”


  Julie’s jaw dropped and she just looked at me. She picked up a phone and pushed a button. “You need to come out here.” Pause. “Yes. She’s here now.” Pause. “I know she doesn’t have an appointment with you. Get out here.” She replaced the phone and said, “Doctor Cooper wants to see you. She’ll be right out.”


  I took a seat and started looking at my phone. I had an email from Brazzers. It read:


  “Dee Dee,


  We are very impressed with your video and want to see more. Please reply with photographs and measurements. Please provide nudes that aren’t covered in fluids.


  

    Thank you,”


  


  Nice. I was just opening my media account when I heard Doctor Cooper gasp in surprise, “Dana?! Oh, my. Did you change this much since our appointment yesterday?”


  My head bobbled up and down and I responded in my new baby voice, “Yes! After I left your office, something happened and I became a beautiful bimbo. I’m not like smart anymore and all I want to do is fuck and suck cock.” I giggled like that was the funniest thing I had ever said in my life. “And I bought a Por-cha.”


  Doctor Cooper looked surprised. “Julie, please get Dana her packet and bring it into Brad’s office. Dana, I want to introduce you to somebody. Can you follow me?”


  I followed her to the elevators and waited while she pushed an upper button. I hummed quietly as we waited for the elevator to get to the floor and when the doors opened, I followed her down a long hallway where she opened a set of double-doors. I followed her inside. Inside was a huge-mondo office with lots of windows. There was a really big desk and a hunky guy behind the desk.


  Doctor Cooper walked up to the desk. She could walk fast because she wasn’t wearing sexy shoes. “Brad, I’d like you to meet someone. This is Dana Murray. Dana has been participating in one of our research studies.” The hunky man looked at me and then looked surprised.


  “Which study,” he asked.


  “The one we talked about yesterday,” said Doctor Cooper.


  “No shit. Wow.” He walked around the big desk so that he could shake my hand. He didn’t shake. He kissed my hand. I giggled. He looked at the doctor. “Thank you, Barbara. You can go. I’d like to ask Miss Murray some questions.”


  Doctor Cooper responded, “Yes, sir. Buzz me when you are done.” She walked out of the room I watched her walk out and close the door. I turned when I heard him speak.


  “Well, Ms. Murray, may I call you Dana,” he asked.


  “Actually, I kind of like Dee or Dee Dee. I like Dee Dee because my boobs are bigger than DD’s.”


  He laughed and said, “Yes, I can see that. I’d like to see more,” he said.


  That made me all excited. I started working my dress down. “Do you want to see more of Dee Dee, Mr. Brad?”


  He smiled, “Very much more.”


  I shrugged, “Okey dopey!” I removed my dress and my bra, but kept my panties on. They were lace and see-through, so I was kind of like naked anyways. I left my heels on. I think I look pretty with my heels on. I giggled and said, “Here I am Mr. Brad!”


  He looked at my body and told me to turn around so he could see my round ass. He stood next to me and put his hand on my right breast. He squeezed me and my pussy got wet. I can’t help it. “So, Dee Dee, tell me what you do for my company.”


  I looked up at the ceiling trying to think. Did I have a job here? “Um. Sir. I think I get paid ten thousand dollars a month so you can turn a man into a bimbo fuck toy. I’m a paid fuck toy... I think.” I crunched up my nose and cocked my head funny, trying to think. “Did I get that right,” I asked.


  He smiled and nodded his head. “Yes. I think you got that right.”


  I breathed a sigh of relief and then raised my hand. He looked at me and asked, “Yes, Dee Dee. Do you have a question?”


  “Yes, Mr. Brad. I do have a question. Uh, are we going to fuck? Because I’m a naked little bimbo fuck toy and you’re a big strong man with this big private office and this is the longest I’ve beened  naked without sucking or fucking something since I got turned into a bimbo fuck dolly. So, are you going to fuck me now?”


  He smirked and said, “Yes. We’re going to fuck now.”


  “Oh, goody!”


  Mr. Brad was way more experienced than any of the dorm guys. He directed me like I was in a sexy movie, telling me to bend over or to sit on his desk. He wanted to lick my pussy so I let him and then he wanted me to suck his cock. He has a great-big cock but I was able to put all of him in my mouth. I’m getting really good at sucking great big cocks because I’ve sucked so many of them now that I don't gag any more.


  I spent all afternoon with Mr. Brad. After I sucked him, he tasted my pussy while I sat on his desk and put my legs over his shoulders. He licked me until I squirted cum. It felt so good! Then, he was really hard again so he fucked my pussy and we changed positions a lot of different ways. Every time I thought I couldn’t feel any better, we changed positions and I felt even better. Mr. Brad really knows how to fuck a pussy!


  The sun was going down and his office was getting dark when he asked me to lick his big cock clean and he told me to put my dress back on. He walked me out of his office. Julie had put a folder on a table outside his office that had my name on it. Mr. Brad handed me the folder. “You do excellent work, Ms. Murray. Stop in and see me next week after your next shot. I’d like to examine your credentials again.”


  I whispered kind of loud, “Does that mean we’re going to fuck again?”


  “I believe it does.”


  “Goody.”


  I was supposed to spend the afternoon buying furniture. That didn’t happen. I took my new credit cards and drove to Target where I bought a big air mattress and some sheets. I bought a couple of big pillows, too. I drove home and dragged the big package into my bedroom and spent the next two hours blowing the valve on a queen air mattress. My little brain is killing me but I have a bed. I picked up the mattress bag to toss it in my closet and a heavy thing fell out and almost hit my toes. I picked it up and read its name, “Air Mattress Inflation Pump”.


  I wanted to cry. I was too tired to cry. I stripped down and washed my face before falling tits first onto my cheap bed and passing out.


  Furniture would have to wait.


  My phone rang. I ignored it and it went away. It rang again. I fought my way off of the air mattress and stomped naked into the kitchen where I’d plugged it in.


  “What?”


  “Ms. Murray?”


  “Yes?”


  “Ms. Murry, this is Paul Robson. I’m calling from Brazzers. You submitted a video and gave us some nudes of yourself.”


  “Yes. I did that.”


  “We’re interested in doing some screen tests with you. You have a good look and seem like a girl we’d like to feature.”


  “Uh. That would be great.”


  “I’ve got a film crew that will be in Denver next week. We’ll call you and tell you where to show up. We might even give you a couple of scenes to try if you’re willing.”


  “Are you asking if I’m willing to fuck somebody on camera? I’m willing.”


  “Good. We’ll call next week.”


  He hung up. I sat looking at my phone. Did that really happen?


  I need a shower.


  After I’d taken care of my bathroom needs, discovering after I showered that I didn’t even own a towel. I put on a pair of jeans and some casual heels. I pulled on a cute top and grabbed my purse. I headed for Cherry Creek. I zipped down row after row of parking before finally finding a spot in the outer range of the lot. I walked in through the food court and grabbed a coffee and a muffin at the bakery to fuel my first hours of shopping.


  I bought towels, bedding, kitchen ware, plates, glasses, silverware, a few knives, wine glasses. I went into a furniture store and picked out a sofa and chairs; a giant television, a table, some more chairs. I picked out a lovely king bed. I arranged to have all of it delivered in two days. I went into an electronics store and purchased the latest Xbox and PlayStation. I bought all of my favorite games. I bought a new MacBook Pro and an iPad. I bought a new iPhone with a new number. On a whim, I purchased a couple of live-streaming kits and whispered into the ear of the cute geek who sold them to me that I might be willing to fuck him if he came over and set them up for me. I wrote my address and new phone number on one of his business cards.


  And finally, because all of the adulting is so hard, I stopped by a 420 shop and bought a big water pipe and a baggie of weed. Oh, and a chicken salad from the salad stop. It took me like a zillion trips to unload all of the shit from my car. I spent an hour just plugging in computers and phones, but since I didn’t have any furniture, I couldn’t do much more. I went into my bathroom, ran a big tub of hot bubble bath, filled my new bong and sucked as much smoke as I could inhale until my eyes glazed over.


  “Hey Siri, play Greta Van Fleet!” I leaned back into the tub of bubbles and closed my eyes. I sank into the groove of the music. I felt go-o-o-o-od. I reached between my legs and started sliding my fingers around. I spent the entire album moaning along with the music. Every ten minutes, or so, I’d get close to an orgasm. I played around at the edge of my climax, seeing how long I could hold myself on that razor’s edge. Once, I thought I’d lost myself. I paused with my finger on my clit, knowing that if I moved at all, I’d cum. I couldn’t even lift my finger off it without losing it. I held my breath until I’d slid away from that edge and then touched it again, jumping right back to that fine line.


  As Greta wailed the final chords of the last song, I let myself have my reward. I was able to sustain my climax for five minutes. I pulled the plug in the drain and recovered as the water ran down the drain. I toweled off and re-fired the pipe to make sure I didn’t waste any of that expensive blend and put on my softest PJs before bouncing into bed.


  




  Chapter Twelve


  I wish I could say that the next few days were filled with passion and sex, but I was spending too much time waiting on furniture deliveries. I called the furniture store on Saturday morning. They wouldn’t have the truck in my area until after two. I’d awakened from my evening playing stoner with a bad case of the munchies and an overpowering desire to get a tattoo.


  Since I had five hours to kill, I went back to Cherry Hill to the parlor I’d seen the other day. I browsed through the thousands of pieces they had displayed and finally settled on two. I talked with the artist about what I wanted, and where, and asked if he had time to finish in time for me to meet the furniture guys. He did.


  He started on my left ankle. That hurt. Lots of bones near the skin! It was small and only took him about twenty minutes to finish. I know it’s cliché. I know it’s dumb, but I’m a Colorado girl and after last night? Weed is my new relaxation. I smiled as I examined the new marijuana leaf on the inside of my left ankle.


  I asked if he’d mind if I went out back and smoked a joint before starting on the ass tat. He laughed and said it was a good idea. I invited him to join me and we shared it while chatting about his girlfriend. I was more relaxed and ready to sit again. He had me sit in a massage chair; one of those that lets you lean forward for a back massage. He pulled my shirt up and pinned it so it would stay out of his way. He wiped down my lower back with that orange stuff and applied the pattern guide to my skin. He took a quick break at noon to eat a sandwich and refused to let me see what he’d done so far. He finally finished at one o’clock. He set up a mirror so I could see my new tramp stamp. It was a fairly typical tribal pattern. In the center, there was a small circle. Inside the circle were my initials, “DD”.


  “I love it. Thank you. I paid him; gave him a big kiss, and scurried out to my car for the drive home. I smiled all the way home. I’d gotten my first ink. I wasn’t a virgin anymore!


  The furniture truck finally arrived at 4:30. Luckily for me, delivery included set up because this girl doesn’t even own a screwdriver! I showed them where I wanted to 85” television mounted on the wall. They set up my furniture grouping in the living room and built my kitchen table and chairs. After confirming that my new bed was on the truck, I pulled the plug on the horrid air mattress and let it die a slow death in the middle of my bedroom floor.


  Once the TV was set up, I busied myself with hooking up my new gaming systems and asked the team to set up my new gaming chair. They finished everything by seven and left me to enjoy having places to sit other than my counters and bathtub.


  My phone buzzed with the text I’d been hoping for—Gary from the electronics store asked if tonight would be a good night to come over to set up my streaming gear. I gave him a thumbs up and asked if he could bring a pizza and a bottle of wine. He promised he would. I promised to reward him for it. The guardhouse buzzed me an hour later to announce I had a guest. I asked them to send him back.


  Gary had changed out of his work uniform and was wearing a more casual outfit of jeans and a Dark Knight tee. I thanked him for the food and I grabbed two glasses and a couple of plates. I invited him to sit with me at my new table. I let him sit at an end and I sat in a chair on the corner next to him. We ate our pizza and drank the bottle of wine. I was feeling really warm and happy.


  He stood up and started opening the boxes of stuff he’d brought. “So, Dee. Where do you want to set up your systems?”


  I giggled and told him what I wanted to do. He raised his eyebrows but then said, “I’d pay to watch that channel.”


  I smiled and said, “Oh, you’re sweet. If you make me look good, I might share an account with you so you don't have to pay.”


  He started explaining how the kits worked. They were both wireless and would talk to my MacBook. The MacBook would run the software that broadcast my stream to the channels of my choice. We started setting up the camera system for my gaming stream. We attached the camera to my gaming chair so that it would remain fixed where I pointed it. He had me sit and we tried a few different angles before I confirmed with him where I wanted it.


  “It is all voice controlled so you can initiate a session without worrying about hitting keys on your computer.” He ran me through a few tests to make sure it was working with my voice. Then, we moved into the guest bedroom. I’d purchased a four-poster bed and we spent time mounting the camera on a post connected to the footboard. We aimed it at the center of the bed.


  After he had tightened the mounts, I asked, “Can I turn on the system to record without streaming it?”


  He nodded. “Yes, you can. All you have to do is say ‘activate. No stream.’ and it will start recording. You’ll see the green light turn on.”


  I began unbuttoning my top. “I want to test that. “Activate. No stream.” I saw a green light activate. “So, it’s recording?”


  He looked at the camera. He seemed a little nervous. “Yes. It’s recording.”


  I removed my shirt and tossed it onto a chair in the corner. I removed my tights and tossed them next to my shirt. I climbed into the center of the bed. “I promised to thank you for your work. I’m hoping your work was, hard.” I pointed at him and motioned for him to come hither. He sat on the edge of the bed and I helped him take off his shirt. He stood and turned so I could remove his belt. It had worked. He was hard. “Are you ready?”


  “Yes.”


  “Join me.” We started on our knees. I positioned myself so I was viewed from the side. We kissed. Then, we started rubbing our hands over each other. I grabbed his cock and let his hang from his jockey’s. He put his hand in my lacy panties and probed at my sex. I was slippery and ready. His finger probed into me, tentatively, and then with more intent. I removed my bra and he started sucking at my nipples. They hardened and grew darker. I guided him to lay on his back with his head to the foot of the bed. I mounted him and looked at my new camera. I cupped my boobs and held them for the camera to capture. I pulled my right breast to my tongue and licked at my own nipple.


  Gary reached for me and squeezed my tits together. I removed his underwear and posed as I started to lick at his shaft, focusing my work so that the camera would focus on my face and my lapping tongue. I groaned with desire as I licked his head and took him into my mouth. I only went down on him by inches, disguising my natural talents from the camera as I started sucking his cock. When I felt that he was fully erect, I pulled back to let the camera view the fullness of his cock. It was a respectable eight inches. I went down on him again, this time taking all of him and deep throating his tool. He gasped out in pleasure and called my name, telling me to keep going.


  He started stroking my hair. I pulled off of him and let my thick saliva rope from my lips to the tip of his cock. I worked the spit onto the head and then pulled my panties off. I mounted him and started bouncing on his pole. I bounced fast and then I moved slowly, letting him slide out of me millimeter by millimeter. I dropped onto him again and leaned back. I started rubbing my clit and moaning, building up speed as I grew closer to a climax. As I was about to cum, I stopped and pulled off of him.


  I turned around and let the camera see my new ass tat. Gary pulled me to him and started eating my pussy. I wiggled my tight ass in his face and let him slide his tongue through the valley of my vagina. My face was in his lap so I started sucking his cock again.


  Once more, his licking was going to make me cum. When I was close, I pulled free and then mounted him reverse cowboy. I fucked him slow, getting lots of good film of my swollen cunt working his cock and my new tat.  I pulled him up and then I got on my knees for him, letting him fuck me from behind. My boobs dangled from my chest and swung under me with each of his thrusts.


  We changed positions again and I rose so I was face to face with him on our knees. I started kissing him and stroking his cock. He kissed me back and fucked me with his fingers. I leaned into his ear and asked, “How do you want to do it, baby?”


  “Do what,” he asked.


  “The cum shot. How do you want to do it? Do you want to cum on my belly? My tits? My ass? Do you want to cum on my tongue? All over my face? How do you want to finish me?”


  He kissed me and thought about it.  “Belly and tits, I think.”


  I smiled. I like that. Let’s do that. I laid on my back at an angle across my bed. My head was at the upper right. I spread my legs for him and we fucked in missionary but I moved under him like my butt was on fire. I started cranking up the gasps and shouts and Gary fucked me even harder. “Cum on me baby, cum on me! Cum on these great big titties!”


  Gary yelled out and grabbed his cock and started jacking off. It was perfect! Cum fountained from his cock. It flew through the air and landed from my belly button to my boobs. The next rope landed all over my tits and my face. I crunched up and started helping him as I stuck out my tongue to catch the last of his load. I faced the camera and started rubbing the cum into my belly and my breasts. I was shiny with it. I finished the scene by licking the remnants off my hand before telling the camera to stop.


  I turned and hugged him. “Oh my god! That was incredible! I have to post that! Help me post it!”


  “Uh, I don't know. I thought you were just recording it for us.”


  “Gary, this will be perfect for the debut of my stream! I’ll split the viewers with you. You get half of money from this video, okay?”


  “Okay. Can we watch it first, in case we want to edit?”


  “Yes, help me learn how!”


  We spent the rest of the night editing our video. I sat on Gary’s lap as he showed me how to clean up the video and add a good porn groove to it. Then, he helped me open a stream account and link it to a payment system. We cut a 30 second preview and when all of the pieces were in place, I posted the preview to my Instagram. I had instantly alerted half a million men that I’d just gone live as a streamer and gave them the link to my new site.


  “Remember, you get half of everything we earn in the next 24 hours. Right?”


  He shook my hand. “Right.”


  “Here we go!” I posted the video.


  It took less than a minute for us to receive the first hit. It took two more minutes for the first credit card payment to register for a $10 monthly membership. It took another ten minutes to hit our 1,000th sale.


  “You know what, baby? You just made $5,000 in ten minutes for fucking my pussy!”


  I pulled my top off and started kissing him again. I rode his cock right there in that chair while my computer kept beeping with new subscriptions. Twenty minutes later, when we were done, sales graphs had enough data to start making projections. We’d attracted 3,500 subscribers in 30 minutes. That was $35,000. If we were able to maintain that click rate, I’d be splitting $1.2 million with my first on-camera lover.


  I clicked a button that read, “Comments”. People were leaving comments about the video.


  

    ➢                   Is that a new tattoo? Did she have that in the first vid?


  


  

    ➢                   She might call herself Dee Dee but those puppies are Double-F if I’ve ever seen them.


  


  

    ➢                   Hot hot hot! When will she post the next one?


  


  

    ➢                   Shut up and take my money!


  


  

    ➢                   Did you see that cum shot? Fuck, dude!


  


  

    ➢                   OMG! I fucked her the other night!


  


  

    ➢                   If I send you something to wear, will you wear it?


  


  

    ➢                   I’d watch that bitch read the phone book.


  


  

    ➢                   I only lasted 5 mins before I lost my load. Saving the rest for tomorrow night. I’ll be hard all day!


  


  The comments just kept coming. They were rolling in as fast as new members.


  Twenty-four hours later, I transferred over $800,000 into Gary’s bank account. “Not bad for a night’s work, huh baby?” I gave him a huge kiss. “You’ll always be my first. Thank you.” I watched him skip all the way to his car.


  




  Chapter Thirteen


  I started doing a live stream each evening after I ate dinner. Most nights, I did a solo show and would masturbate on my bed while talking to members via the host-chat feature. After one week, I had 20,000 members. Brazzers announced that they had just signed an “up and cumming” cam-girl to appear in a soon to be released web feature. Membership doubled after the announcement as their fans rushed to see me before any of their friends.


  Gary came over and helped me install cameras on the other three posts of my stage bed. He installed another onto the footboard to get eye-level footage. I received a notice that my site was exceeding my usage allowance and they sent me a bill for $5,000 and made me sign a contract for their highest tier of service. This allowed me to charge for a premium membership whee viewers could switch to their camera of choice, paying $20 per month for the honor.


  I added a second stream for gaming under the gamer-tag of XXXGamerTamer. This was just a fun stream where members got to watch me play my favorite games with the hook that each time I completed a level, I’d remove a piece of clothing until I was either out of clothes or out of levels. Horny college boys were just throwing their money at me. I was now a ten million dollar bimbo.


  I returned to BioFem on Wednesday for my next injection. Doctor Cooper had lots of questions for me as I unzipped my black leather dress. One of my members had requested I braid my hair for him last night and I hadn’t pulled them free. She complimented me on how nice it looked pulled back like that.


  “Thank you, Doctor Cooper,” I responded. “My hair has grown so long! I’m trying to decide if I want to have it cut and if so, what I want to do.” Maybe I’ll run a poll and see what my fans want.


  “Dana, how are you getting along? What are your thoughts on how you’ve changed in the last couple of weeks,” she sat down and faced me looking concerned?


  I paused and tried to remember all of the things that had happened to me in the last few weeks. I knew it was a lot but my bimbofied brain had fuzzed many of my memories as if wrapped in angora. Pink angora. “I like can’t ‘member some of the things that happened, but I’m having fun! I started a successful business and I’ve already earned some good money. I’ve decorated my apartment and I’ve filled my closet with the clothes and shoes I love.” I slipped the leather dress over my head and turned around to hang it on a wooden hanger kept on the wall.


  Doctor Cooper noticed my new body art. “I see you’ve gotten a tattoo. What made you want to do that,” she asked me.


  I rolled my eyes. She should really know the answer to that. “When I decided to become a bimbo, I had to get one. We all have them.” Like, duh!


  “Are you enjoying that; being a bimbo,” she started looking closely at my face.


  I smiled, “Yes! I am. I have discovered what I love; and I love making men feel good. I love watching their faces as I let them shoot their cum all over my perfect tits. I love their cocks in my pussy. I love tasting their spunk and licking sweat from their balls. They make me feel so hot! I love using them and letting them toss money at me. Why wouldn’t I enjoy this?”


  “So, they are paying you for sex? You’re aware that is illegal, right,” she said.


  I shook my head. “No. Nobody is paying me to have sex. My lovers fuck me for free.” I pulled up my site management page and showed her the dashboard. The total income was now above $15 million. “All of these people pay to watch me have sex.”


  Her jaw bounced off of her neck. “And you’ve earned that much money?”


  I nodded my head excitedly, “Oh, yes. And that is just my bedroom camera. My gaming camera is almost to a million, too. And then, I’ve signed to do a porno. I love it!” I tossed my camera on the table. I slipped off my shoes. I was completely naked. I have no modesty at all. I sat, wearing nothing buy my happy bimbo smile. I wondered if the doc might like to fuck me.


  “Would it be safe to say that you have no wish to reverse the experiment?” She had a pen in her hand, prepared to take notes.


  I got confused. “What experiment?”


  She looked confused, “The experiment that turned you into a bimbo. You don't want to go back?”


  “Why would I want to go back to being a plain old girl? Being a bimbo slut is the best thing that I’ve ever done!”


  Doctor Cooper opened a file folder and shuffled some papers around. She pulled out a picture and set it on the counter. “Do you know who this person is?”


  I picked it up, lifting it from the counter with my long fingernails. I looked at it. It was a picture of a boy. He looked like he might be eighteen or nineteen; certainly not old enough to drink. “Um, he’s kind of cute. Did I fuck him in my dorm video?”


  She laid another picture on the counter. “How about this one? Do you know this person?”


  Again, I looked at her picture. “His hair is longer and his lips are different, but I still don't know him.”


  “And this one?” The boy now looked like a girl. His hair was down to his shoulders and his face looked pretty.


  I scrunched up my face, confused. “Umm. He looks like he’s becoming a girl. He even has boobies now.”


  “Yes. She definitely has developed boobies now.” She flipped another image onto the counter next to the last. “And this one. Do you recognize her?”


  I picked it up and noticed that she had become very pretty. She did not look like a guy. She didn’t even look like that guy. I recognized some of her features. Her chin looked familiar. I started stroking my chin self-consciously. Her hair was now bright yellow-blonde. Her eyes were large and she was wearing the same color of eye shadow I liked. Her breasts were now full and her nipples rode high on her tits like mine do... Those words rang in my bimbo brain: Like mine do... like mine do... like mine do... “STOP! Wait...” I closed my eyes. The room swam in my vision and I felt light-headed—even more than my bimbo brain usually feels.


  “And finally, Dee Dee. What about this one?” But she didn’t hand me a picture. She handed me a small mirror.


  I looked at myself. It all came together. The room started spinning; slowly at first, but then faster. I felt dizzy. My vision faded to black and I felt myself land on the floor.


  




  Chapter Fourteen


  I was naked in a brightly-lit room. I was laying on a strange bed that was tilted slightly toward my feet. I looked around slowly. There was a needle in my right elbow hooked up to a baggie of fluid. It was dripping into a clear tube. What are those thingies called? They are on all of the hospital shows with the cute docs. Iveys? No. I.V.’s. That was it. There was a thin blanket laid across my mid-section, almost covering my breasts.


  Doctor Cooper and another nurse were moving around the room. “Welcome back. We lost you there for a minute,” said the doctor.


  “Wh-what happened,” I asked?


  “You went into shock. Once we had you on the table, we found you are quite dehydrated. We hooked up some IV fluids to get your system recharged. Are you feeling better?”


  I wiggled my fingers and toes. “I, uh, think so.”


  “It looks like you are living on breath mints. Are you eating properly? Getting enough fluids?”


  “I thought I was. Maybe I’m spending too much time on my ‘puters. I guess cum doesn’t really count as dinner, huh,” I asked and giggled.


  Cooper looked at me, “It never has and it never will. It’s not even a snack.”


  Maybe she isn’t swallowing as much as I am.


  The nurse put a cuff on my arm and pushed a button. The cuff filled with air and really hurt my arm. The air started leaking out and it felt better. “122 over 76, doctor.”


  “Good. Thank you, Julie. Let’s let that bag finish and we’ll get her up. Go ahead and administer her next shot,” she instructed.


  I wasn’t sure I wanted another shot. I just remembered what I’d seen in the photos. “Uh, doctor, if the shots turned that boy into me, and I’m already a bimbo, what will the next shot do to me?


  “Well, that is part of our experiment. We have nearly perfected our procedures, though your changes have progressed much faster than other subjects. One of our other subjects is just now developing her vagina. You’ve had yours for nearly three weeks.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone. “While you were recovering from your fall, I looked at your Instagram feed. It appears that you went from this...” she pointed to one of the last pictures, taken two weeks ago, “to this...” she pointed to me, “on the same day you received your last shot. Have you observed any changes since that day or did this all happen in one afternoon?”


  I tried to remember, “I’m not sure but I remember needed to buy new clothes because mine were too ugly. I bought a Por-cha. It’s pink. I bought that on the same day, and I suddenly had to have my pussy full of thirty horny college boys. I think my boobs grew some more, but I turned into a bimbo two weeks ago.”


  She nodded. “That’s what I thought. I watched the dorm video. I knew you were becoming free with your body when you had sex with ‘Mr. Brad’ when you were here last, but by that night, you were already filming yourself in a gang bang. I knew something happened more quickly than we expected. I also noticed that your hair had changed color from this photo, taken that afternoon.” She tapped the photo.


  I continued listening, “Uh, huh... that sounds right.”


  “Well, Dee, we’ve perfected our ability to control how you are modified and our team feels that we need to stop your transformation and give you the shots that will lock in your changes and make them permanent.”


  “If the shots made like this, I definitely want them to be permanent. I want to stay like I am forever.”


  She smiled at me, “That’s good to know. Mr. Brad would like us to try one more experiment with you to test how quickly we are able to enact one change because this could open a new market for our services.”


  My eyes got squinty while I tried to think. I said, “So, you want to see if you have enough control of my body to make one change and see how fast it happens?”


  “That’s exactly right,” she agreed. “Mr. Brad wants us to give you a shot with this change programmed and then he’d like to spend tonight with you to see how quickly it happens.”


  I wrinkled my mouth as I thought about it, “What does Mr. Brad want?”


  “Well, he thought you were fabulous last time, but he has a thing for women with dark hair. He’d like me to inject you with this shot, programmed to change your hair color.”


  Why wouldn’t I just dye it for him? “I’d be happy to have it colored for him. Can’t I just go to the salon?”


  “This will change ALL of your hair. I know you shave, but this would even make your body hair darken to black. Your eyebrows will become black. This isn’t hair color. It is genetic. Any children you have would receive a gene for black hair from their mother.”


  I listened and slowly started to agree, nodding my head slowly as I thought about it. I stuck my fingers in my hair and felt its softness as I thought. “I’ll do it. But is this one of the things we could change back if I decide I want to be a blonde bimbo again?”


  She shook her head. “We took a blood sample while you were out. We think our window for additional changes may be closing. Unless you want to change again right away, you would probably remain with raven hair for the rest of your life.”


  Black hair might be kind of sexy. “Give me the shot. If it helps Mr. Brad get his kink on, I’m willing to do it for him.”


  She smiled at me, “That’s my girl. Please put your dress back on and we’ll take you upstairs. He will want to take you home tonight.”


  I smiled. I had made my decision. Hair was hair and if Mr. Brad would be happy, I would do it because my body would please him. “Let me make a couple posts before we do it...”


  I opened my Insta and took a new selfie. Posted the pic with, “What do y’all think. Should Dee Dee go dark? Thinking Raven black!”


  I opened my stream and went live, “Hey y’all. I’m about to change my look! I know some of you are into raven-haired beauties. Stay tuned and tell all your friends to be ready to hit my site!” I switched off.


  “Let’s do it!”


  I got dressed and touched up my makeup so I’d be pretty for Mr. Brad. Doctor Cooper told me that she’d escort me upstairs and Mr. Brad would administer the injection himself. I knew that he wanted to have the control and the power to make me his perfect fuck doll. I’ll admit that the idea of letting him do this to me was making me so wet. I pulled my hair out of my braid so that I could brush it out to its longest style. Doc promised that the shot would also cause my hair to grow, and I wanted Mr. Brad to be able to watch it all happen, hopefully, while fucking me with his big cock.


  We rode the elevator to his floor. I was dancing in place with excitement. Doctor Cooper watched me bounce up and down like an excited puppy. I heard her whisper, “Oh, to have that kind of mindless glee...” I liked that. I had boundless mindless glee.


  We walked to his office and she knocked. I wondered why he didn’t have a beautiful assistant outside his door. I heard footsteps stride across his office and approach the door. It opened and Mr. Brad was standing there. He looked at Doctor Cooper. “Did she agree?”


  Doctor Cooper nodded her head once, but didn’t say anything. “Here is the syringe. You know how to use it?”


  “Yes. Thank you. We’ll handle it from here.” He invited me inside and then closed his office door.


  I stood in front of him and waited for him to speak to me.


  Finally, he did. “Good afternoon, Miss Murray. Are you ready to spend a night with me?”


  I bounced up and down, “Yes, Mr. Brad. Dee Dee is very excited to spend a night with Mr. Brad. Will you give me my shot now so I can go dark for you Mr. Brad?”


  “I love that you are so eager to please me. Let me tell you how this is going to go. I’m going to fuck you as the last man to have you as a blonde. Then, I’m going to inject the solution. I will then take you to a private dinner and I will observe your progress. I understand that your body processes the formula very quickly. We’ll then travel to my home where you will change into the clothes I will provide for you. You’ll know what to do from there, I’m sure.


  “That sounds like fun!”


  He pulled me to him and kissed me. I was so excited I nearly came. But I’ve been practicing a lot, lately, and I know how to hold on until he’s ready. I couldn’t keep myself from getting wet, though, and my G-string was dripping with my sweet juices. I pulled him by his tie and led him over by the windows. I wanted to let him fuck me against the glass while I looked out over the city from this upper floor.


  “Tell me to take off my tie,” he said.


  I giggled, “Take off your tie.” He did.


  “Tell me to take off my shirt.”


  I did. He did.


  “Take off your belt.” He did. I liked this game.


  “Unzip your pants.” He followed my instruction.


  I smiled and said, “You seem to enjoy me telling you what to do. Tell me you want me to boss you around.”


  “I want you to dominate me,” he said. He seemed more than a little excited.


  “Untie your shoes. Slowly.” He pulled his laces, one lace at a time and started to take off his left shoe. I cracked his belt, making it pop loudly. “STOP! I didn’t tell you to take that off. Turn around. I need to punish you.”


  His eyes got scared but he turned around.


  I picked up the belt he had just removed and folded in half. “Drop your pants.” He did.


  I gave him a test whack across his muscled ass. I didn’t hit him hard, but he jumped. I whacked him again, a little harder. He yelped, softly. I hit his ass one more time and he jumped.


  “Turn around.” He did. His cock had hardened and I could see his erection rising out of his underwear and reaching toward his belly. “Remove your shoe now.” He bent and I could tell his hard cock was causing him discomfort as he struggled to pick up his shoe without pain. He handed me his left shoe. “Take off the other one.” He repeated his performance. It looked even more difficult.


  “Take off your pants and fold them carefully. If you don't fold them carefully, I’ll whip your ass again.” He did as he was commanded, and held them out for me. I smiled at what I was about to do. I took them and threw them across the room. He was starting to laugh.


  “Miss Dana didn’t tell you to laugh. Turn around.” He did. I gave him three hard whacks on his ass. I could see the skin turn red. “Now turn around.”


  He answered, “Yes, Miss Dana.” There was pre-cum seeping from the head of his cock.


  “Pull out your cock and stroke yourself until it hurts. Do not let yourself cum.” He started to stroke his cock. I started to remove my dress. I let him watch as I pulled my G-string tight and made it disappear into my dripping pussy. When it was soaked, I pulled it out and removed it. He was still stroking his cock. It was looking really hard. I took my underwear and said, “Beg me to suck on my panties.”


  “May I suck on your panties, Miss Dana?”


  I liked that. “Open your mouth.” He did. I inserted my wet thong in his teeth. He moaned, seemingly in ecstasy.


  I took a wooden chair from the wall and placed it in front of him. I turned and leaned against the chair, bending at my waist and leaving my long legs straight. I reached between my legs and slid my middle finger through my gaping slit.


  “Miss Dana orders you to make her cum.” He stepped forward and buried his iron-hard cock in my pussy. Playing Miss Dana had gotten me so excited that I only lasted two minutes before I came so hard, I felt myself jizz a little. I don't think I had ever done that before. He kept hammering my pussy.


  He yelled, “May I cum, Miss Dana? May I cum, Miss Dana!”


  “You may.” He filled my pussy with yummy cream and then pulled free and fell backwards into a big leather chair.


  “Oh, my god that was exactly what I needed,” he said. He was breathless.


  I climbed onto his lap and straddled him, pressing my body against him. I whispered in his ear, “I know what game you want to play now. Give me that shot and turn me into your Goth dominatrix. Then, I’ll make you play that game again.”


  I bent over my chair again and he injected the fluid that would forever change my hair, and my life forever.


  




  Chapter Fifteen


  We rode to dinner in a stretch limo—my first. We drank champaign and I sat on his lap and we kissed. He unzipped the top of my dress and stuck a hand in my top to play with my tit. The limo stopped and the driver got out to open our door. I tucked in my boob and zipped my dress back together. He helped lift me onto the sidewalk and I tugged my dress into place before we walked inside. As we walked up the front walk, he said, “We’re both supposed to attend that party tonight. I think we’ll skip it in favor of our little experiment.”


  I didn’t remember any parties, but I was definitely willing to go.


  It was the nicest restaurant I had ever seen. White linens and lots of ferns. Waiters wearing tuxedos stood at attention as we entered the dining room. A waiter was selected by the Maitre'd and we were seated. The host greeted Mr. Brad, calling him, ‘Mister van Deere.’” I felt like I had bird-wings in my tummy. I felt underdressed. Not only underdressed, but very nervous. We were in a ritzy restaurant, and I’d just been given a shot that I knew was already beginning to react inside my body and I didn’t know when the changes would begin. I didn’t know how this was going to go. I wanted to sneak outside and smoke a joint to ease my nerves. I knew I had one in my purse. Maybe I could sneak one in the ladies.


  The host held my chair as I seated myself and adjusted my dress. He placed a napkin on my lap. The waiter appeared at our table and greeted Mr. Brad. He introduced me and the waiter shook my hand. He asked me if I would care for a drink. I asked for a Pino Noir, forgetting that I was only nineteen. The waiter didn’t blink at my request and turned to ask for Mr. Brad’s selection. He chose an expensive bourbon. I started to look at my menu.


  I had no clue what most of the dishes were. I found something that sounded like it might be a leafy green salad with shrimp. I had decided on that when the waiter appeared with our drinks. He waited for me to taste my wine. I sipped and gave him a thumbs up. He smiled and asked if we’d like to order an appetizer. I hadn’t looked at those but it didn’t matter. Mr. Brad was the man in charge, here. He rattled off a series of instructions and the waiter went away. He raised his glass to me. I lifted my wine to him.


  “To the lovely Mistress Dana. I look forward to submitting to your every whim and desire.” I smiled and we clinked glasses.


  “I hope my shot turns me into the woman of your dreams.” We drank once more.


  The waiter brought appetizers. I don't know what they were but I was starving and they were tasty. Mr. Brad ordered my dinner for me. It wasn’t the shrimp salad, but his appetizer choices were winners, so I trusted him to select my dinner.


  We were chatting away, having fun and laughing, when he suddenly stopped talking and looked at me. He smiled, and said, “It’s working. Your brows have turned black.”


  I gasped and said, “No shit!” and then whispered, “I’m sorry!” I pulled out my little mirror and looked at my brows. They looked so strange being so dark against my golden blonde hair. I’d have to change up my makeup. My colors were going to be all wrong, now. I closed my mirror and set it aside, thinking I’d be needing it again soon. I raised my new brows at Mr. Brad a few times. “Are you hard, yet?” He wiggled in his seat uncomfortably, but smiled at me.


  Dinner arrived. Mine turned out to be a pan-seared, crusted salmon steak served over a bed of lemon rice. It was fabulous. I started teasing Mr. Brad by eating small bites while I looked into his eyes and placed the bits of meat on my waiting tongue. “I wish this was your cum.” He moved in his seat again.


  As we finished our delectable meals and ordered dessert, my hair started to itch and I felt like something was crawling down my back. I scratched my back and understood what was happening. My hair was growing so fast that the ends were crawling south across my skin. I pulled some hair to the side so I could look at it. It felt thicker. “I can feel my hair changing. What is happening to me?”


  He looked closely. “Your hair must be thickening. You have really great hair.”


  I grew nervous. I wasn’t hungry for dessert anymore. “Mr. Brad, I can feel it. I’m about to change. I feel like I did when my hair turned this color. Do you want it to happen here, or do you want to get me to the car?”


  He quietly tapped the table with his pointer finger and raised his eyebrows. He wanted to watch it happen here; in public. I took out my phone and took some last photos of myself with luscious blonde locks. I took another sip of wine and felt my body grow warm. My vision started to swim and my scalp tingled. I shook my hair and combed my nails through its thick strands.


  It happened like magic. As I shook out my growing hair, the color just shifted from golden blonde to raven black. A large mass of my black hair fell in front of my right eye. Mr. Brad’s eyes grew large and he stood up. He grabbed me by my elbow and lifted me out of my chair. I flipped my hair out of my face as I struggled to keep up with him. He rushed us through the restaurant and pushed me inside the men’s washroom. I barely had time to look in the mirror to see my new blue-black hair before I was shoved into the handicapped stall and he was lifting my dress to shove his cock up my cunt.


  “You like it, don't you, lover? Who am I? Who did you make me? What’s my name? What’s my name, baby. Say my name. Say my name. Fuck my pussy and say my name.”


  “Diana! Mistress Diana!” And so, I was now Mistress Diana. I spread my legs for him and let him fuck me. This was about his needs, not mine. My pussy started itching like mad and I felt my bush grow back. His fingers started combing through the new fur. It was wet and he felt his way through it to find my clit, which he started rubbing. I came. It was all too much. My pussy convulsed and squeezed his dick as he started cumming in my transformed body. He pulled himself free and started buckling up. I removed my ripped G-string and handed it to him as a souvenir.


  I pulled my dress down and unlocked the stall door. I walked to the mirror. My hair was as black as any woman I had ever known. My brows were still pencil-thin but they were as dark as my hair. I didn’t believe that I would like this, but I loved it. I looked in the mirror toward Mr. Brad’s stall and then looked to the door to make sure a man wasn’t going to come in. I lifted my dress to see my hairy bush. It was as black as night. “Fuck. Wow.” He emerged from the stall and saw me looking. “I love it. Thank you for asking me to do this.” I couldn’t do much with my makeup, but I had something that would set the whole look off. I took out my tube of bright red lipstick and painted it on thick. I didn’t know the leather was going to be so perfect for this night when I selected my dress today.


  I turned around and stood with my feet apart. I grabbed him by his tie and yanked him forward. I pressed my black leather against him and said, “Mistress Diana commands you to take her home.”


  He almost ran to pay our bill. He called for the car and he started pulling me towards the street. The car arrived and he pushed me inside.


  “Home, David,” he yelled.


  I yelled, “Stop! Take us to…” I gave him my address.


  Mr. Brad yelled, “No! Home!”


  I grabbed him by his tie and said, “Mistress Diana commands you to take her to that address, worm!”


  “Yes, Mistress.”


  I posted to my members, “Going live in one hour. I command you to be there or you will be punished. Worm.” I posted a bit of my face and hair and closed my phone. Then, I jumped into Brad’s lap and let him play with me all the way to my apartment.


  An hour later, I went live. Mr. Brad was tied to my bed wearing a face mask. He was naked. I’d changed the set a little, putting red sheets on the bed and changing a few lightbulbs. The room glowed red and Brad’s skin was pale in the red light. He was tied in the center my bed by all four limbs. All cameras were live.


  I had dressed in a pair of leather panties. I had ordered this kit planning to unveil it in a few weeks. I wore black stockings with garters clipped to my panties. Black boots with eight-inch heels zipped all the way to my thighs. I was topless. I stepped in front of my number 1 camera and revealed my new dark hair for the first time. The chat monitor lit up with the reactions of my membership. There were 52,000 of them online and watching Mistress Diana. I spoke into the camera, “Good evening, worms. Mistress Diana is about to punish you into submission. You will do her every bidding. This worm will please me or experience my displeasure. He will be punished. Worm! What will happen if you do not listen to Mistress Diana?”


  Brad reacted and shouted blindly, “I will be punished Mistress!”


  “What are you, worm!” I asked.


  “I am a worm. I am not worthy of your affections!”


  I mounted the bed and walked on my knees to him. “Good worm.” I licked the side of his face and whispered, “You’re doing great. Let’s have some fun.”


  I looked at the headboard camera and straddled the worm. I positioned myself so that the worm’s mouth was inches from my leather panties. “What do you smell, worm?” I asked loudly.


  “Mistress Diana, I don't smell anything!”


  “Stretch for it! Or get punished!” I looked into camera three and lifted my nipple to my mouth for a quick lick. My black hair fell forward, covering my breast. The injection had made it grow longer than I ever thought I’d wear my hair. When I had been blonde, my hair had grown long enough to catch in my bra strap. Now, if I leaned back, it might cover my tattoo. It was long and thick and blacker than midnight. It was so shiny that it picked up the red lights in the room and I could see in the mirror that I had red highlights.


  In the hour before I activated the stream, I’d darkened my makeup, putting dark gray eye shadow on my lids and I applied black lipstick. It was all very Goth and Mr. Brad watched me as his cock grew hard.


  “Stretch that nose more! You can reach it you worthless worm!” He bent his head forward against his restraints and tried to lean forward into my waiting crotch. He fell backward against the bed. “You have failed me. Now you will be punished.”


  I leaned forward and pressed my breasts into his face. I think they had grown some more with the shot. I teased his mouth by pressing my hardened nipple to his lips. He tried to lick me but each time he tried, I pulled it back. I’d put it back when he’d given up. After playing with this game for a minute, I climbed off the bed and went off camera to grab one of my new tools. I glanced at the chat control and saw that my members were posting so many comments they scrolled by like those of a weekend movie; at about thirty miles an hour. I’d read through them later.


  I returned to the bed with a leather bondage whip called a cat of nine tails. It was intended more to tease than to terrorize. I snapped it loudly and made Brad jump, but then climbed back onto the bed. I placed my ass in his face and balanced on my knees, turning to face the other cameras. I dragged the whip across his cock and balls. His cock flinched, but not in paid. He was surprised by the sensations. I did it again from the other direction. He winced again but he started to become erect once more. I started whipping him gently and repeatedly. His cock continued to rise slowly, but steadily. Soon, he was fully-erect and straining with a pain that only Mistress Diana could let him relieve.


  I wanted to fuck him so bad! I was having fun, but this was killing me as much as him. I was going to fuck him, but we had other work to do. Mistress D had a big surprise for her viewers tonight.


  “Does your great big cock hurt, worm?” I asked and looked into camera four.


  He grimaced and said, “Yes. Mistress Diana! My great big cock hurts so bad!”


  “Do you think your great big cock is worthy of Mistress Diana’s body?”


  “No Mistress Diana! I am not worthy of your magnificent body!” He groaned. I could see his penis twitching, hoping to feel me. I leaned forward and pressed his erection between my breasts. My nipples were so hard they hurt. My little brown circles were now part of my nipples. They stood up on my breasts like hard thimbles. My ass pressed against his face and I wiggled it on him. I felt his tongue lick at my leather underwear.


  I looked at the clock. We’d been online for 35 minutes. I was going to try to make him hold out for five more before I would give the audience something else to discuss until my next session. I pressed my ass into his nose and then slapped myself hard. My butt jiggled and bounced off his cheek. I smacked my other cheek and it bounced, too.


  I looked into camera three. “Has my worm been punished enough? Should Mistress Diana give him a reward?” The chat board lit up with comments. I smiled wickedly and leaned forward to give his hard cock a lick. I wrapped my tongue around its base and slid all the way to the top. I took him into my mouth and licked him several times. I kept him in my mouth, but winked at the camera nearest me. I squared myself to his cock and went down on his entire length. Black lipstick colored the base of his shaft. I pumped him eight or ten times before stroking him.


  I leaned forward and did the drool trick onto his helmet. I rubbed my spit into his skin as though trying to make him slick. My pussy wasn’t going to need any lube to finish this job. It was time.


  I pulled my ass off his face and moved to the center of the stage and started grinding my leather panties up and down his cock. There was pre-cum on the tip. I licked it off. I raised myself so that my panties were right in front of the footboard camera. The leather panties had velcro sides for easy removal from the costume. I smiled at camera one. “Mistress Diana has a little surprise for you tonight members. If your friends aren’t watching, you’d better give them a heads-up now!”


  I hitched my thumbs in the top of the leather. I revealed about an inch of thick black bush. I did a little striptease before the camera and revealed my new hairy pie little by little. Finally, I pulled the velcro tabs and removed the panties, undoing the garters and letting them dangle from my stockings. I combed my inch-long fingernails through my pubes and demonstrated how thick it was. I pulled it free of my labia and let the pink sweetness peak out.


  I turned and walked back to Mr. Brad. I pushed the black burger into his face. He felt me and started licking. I let him lick and suck and my tangled barbs. I rubbed it in his face and told him this was his reward. He thanked me for letting him have it. Once I could feel his saliva filling my wetness, I returned to his cock. It was flagging a little so I perked it up with a few good licks. Like a good worm, he got hard again and I pressed myself onto him. I took him slowly, teasing him with the hair as it tickled at his balls.


  I started bouncing and fucking him. My boobs rose and fell, swinging up and down. I grabbed them and did a show of squeezing them. I tossed my hair forward, demonstrating how long and lush it had become since they watched me masturbate with a cucumber last night.


  It was time for Mistress Diana to show her worm how much she cared about him. I did a “sit and spin” on his cock, changing directions as I through my legs in a circle so I was facing him. I bucked on him with a few good fucks and then leaned my tits against his chest and planted my shiny black lips on his. I kissed him. He raised up to kiss me back. We fucked like that for a few minutes. I could tell he was getting close to his orgasm.


  I’d have to help him finish for the cameras. I bounced around on the bed until my ass was seated between his legs and my boots were bent across his thighs. I was facing the head of the bed and the three cameras positioned there. My pussy was near his cock. I took his cock in my hands and started jacking him off. I wrapped my fingers around him and worked him until cum started fountaining. I aimed it at my belly and bush and let him splash all over me, letting the white liquid drool into my black pubes. I scooped it up and licked it from my fingers and rubbed some of it into my pussy. I smiled at camera one and ordered my system to stop streaming.


  “You were amazing, Mr. Brad! You won’t believe how good you looked. I took off his mask and untied his bonds. “Now, are you ready for your real reward?”


  He said that he was. “Follow me, sweetheart.” I took his hand and led him into my real bedroom. I took off the rest of my gear and we fell onto the bed where I made love to him until morning.


  




  Chapter Sixteen


  In the morning, Brad called his driver and I kissed him goodbye. We agreed that any further sessions with the Mistress would take place at his place. I thanked him for being a good sport and for adding another half-million into my streaming account.


  I was exhausted but I had to look. I’d posted a picture of the Mistress in full gear to my Insta. There were so many comments and questions. Most couldn’t believe that it was me.


  I went to my MacBook and rewound the performance so I could look at the comments. The response to my new dark look was almost unanimously positive. They loved the black hair with my blue eyes. So many questions! When did you dye your hair? How did it get so long? Did you get extensions? How did you grow that amazing bush overnight? All were valid questions I wished I could answer.


  I posted to my blog to answer some of the questions. Yes, it was all real. My hair was not dyed. It would never be another color. I said that I thought I’d keep the bush for a while but would groom it a little. Ultimately, I thought I’d shave and wax it away.


  There were thousands of comments raving about my new dark look and how I should go Goth and get some more body art. Maybe some special piercings. I’d already been considering more ink, so I decided that I’d do something new. But whatever I did, it would be artistic and I’d wear it proudly on my arm and I would display it with sleeveless tops and dresses.


  Happy with what I’d read, I jumped into the shower and started what would now become a daily two-hour ritual of drying my new mop of hair and applying my dark makeup. I found a black top to squeeze into. In the shower, I’d confirmed it.The injection had fueled another growth of breast flesh.


  I turned on my gaming stream and sat down to play Halo for a while. I put on my headset so I could chat with my fans and talk about the game. Those who weren’t members of my fuck cam expressed their surprise over my looks. I still found myself surprising, too.


  I shut down after an hour and drove over to BioFem. I signed in at security and went upstairs to see Julie. We talked about my new looks and she called Doctor Cooper. When she came out, she marveled at the success of the shot and we discussed how fast my body had transformed.


  “I want to be done, now, please. I’m happy with my body and I want to be able to wear the same bra for more than two weeks.” I pulled my license and passport out and tossed them on Julie’s desk. “I need to get these updated, please. I need new pictures and stats. See if you can make me 22, please. You created me to entertain men. I need to be able to drink with them.”


  “Are you going to settle on a name?”


  “Yes, of all the names we’ve used since this happened, I like Dana the best. I want to change my last name, though. I have no tie to that name anymore. I don't remember my parents. They keep calling and I don't answer. I don't know who they are so why explain anything to them?”


  I took my old iPhone out of my purse and removed the SIM card and ran it through the shredder behind Julie’s desk. “Whoever I was, he just died.” I dropped the phone in the trash.


  “Well, Dana, you have been an amazing subject. I’m happy you are happy with what we did. You are stunning.”


  “Thank you, doctor.”


  She gave me a final shot designed to halt all processes in my body. My life could begin now.


  



  




  Epilogue


  Five Years Later...


  



  It has now been five years since I threw away my old phone and said goodbye to any past that seemed attached to that device. All of my friends? Gone. My family? Gone. When I walked out of BioFem, having received the final shot and carrying the all-important license and passport, I was free. BioFem had turned me into a gloriously hot, raven-haired bimbo. But had they? Yes, they gave me this body and my new beauty, but I had made the choices. I had decided that I would become a professional sex worker. A fortuitous gang-bang in a Denver dorm had made me internet-famous, if only for a fleeting moment. It was I who decided that I would use that moment to begin my streaming services—to become a cam girl.


  My instant success gave me the money I needed to be free. When I walked out of BioFem with my official Colorado driver license under the name, Dana Renee Allen, I opened all new accounts and transferred my millions. After being evicted from my apartment for noise and running an illegal business out of my apartment, I chose to make a clean break from Denver and moved to California.


  Here, I purchased my own home overlooking the ocean with direct beach access via a private staircase from my balcony. I hired a professional company to build studios in four of the bedrooms and I now stream five nights each week. It’s funny how I’ve let the polls I conduct drive the choices I’ve made. Members loved my new goth looks and I leaned into that image, adding a multitude of new artistic tattoos. I chose to have the artists work in black ink, with rare splashes of red. To select the artists, I ran competitions and made them compete for the right to ink my body. I selected five, nationally renowned artists and gave each a portion of my naked body to demonstrate their best work.


  The sleeve art on my left arm is the only work that is visible in public. My raven hair covers the work on my back, and the art on my thighs is covered unless I choose to wear skirts short enough to show them off. I do that frequently, but my looks already draw enough attention without showing the world my underwear. Besides, if they want to see my underwear or tats, they can pay my membership fees.


  My membership is loyal and growing, boosted by my occasional appearances in Brazzers videos. My appearances usually begin with me dressed as a happy little housewife in flowered dresses and pearls. I look like I’m a very tame little spouse until my husband with balls the size of baseballs comes home and bosses me around, demanding that I get on my knees to suck his cock. As I do, I begin to reveal my tattoos, body piercings, and I let my hair down from the deceptively tame honeybun. Under my frilly dress, I am in full BSDM gear and I start ordering him around to please me. Sometimes, I get fucked by a repairman. In one, we restaged my dorm video.


  I will admit that I’ve developed an affection for S&M play and I will usually stream at least one dominatrix scene each week. To satisfy my own needs, I have expensive memberships at several exclusive BSDM clubs and I will often feature some of the customers I have met in my videos. While my members prefer that I play the “top.” I have found that my natural preference is to be a “bottom.” I enjoy being dominated and the freedom that comes from following simple instructions that end with me ejaculating cum or piss all over the floor. I have met men who are so good at teasing and playing with my desires that on numerous occasions, I have experienced soul-melting orgasms without experiencing a single caress of their gloved hands. I have paid these men to blindfold me and dominate me in my streaming dungeon—bedroom three. I have learned so much from these experts that I can often make my own subjects shoot cum across the room without touching them at all. That is the true power of S&M relationships. They don't have to involve pain; just the imagining of pain and pleasure.


  My wardrobe is now filled with either black leather or bright florals and I rarely leave the house without looking my very best. I am frequently stopped by my members for selfies and autographs. I always ask them for their online names and I’ll try to mention them in one of my next streams. They don't have to keep paying me, so I try to make them all feel special.


  I have probably gone a little overboard in trying to satisfy the fetishes and desires of my members. After the premier of my untamed black pubic bush, I have polled them to see if I should keep it or shave it. In my heart, I want it gone. I long to be bimbo soft and smooth like I used to be. Time after time, over seventy-five percent of my members want me to keep it. I shake my head and put my razor away for another three months. I’ve compromised a little and I’ve at least groomed it enough to wear sexy panties.


  Other polls have resulted me putting a stud in my tongue. I have piercings in my nipples, my nose, my lips, my pussy, and my bellybutton. My ears have so many holes in them I fear they will whistle as I walk my beach!


  However, I have just completed the most radical change my members have been clamoring for. My goth image has always bent my costumes toward the demonic and vampiric. I’ve just returned from Switzerland where oral surgeons mapped my mouth and removed select teeth before creating custom implants for me to change between my normal smile and my new upper and lower fangs. I hated wearing the caps because I could never learn to speak properly around their points. With these, my fangs are simply part of my mouth. The computerized mapping created implants that allowed me to speak and eat because my teeth meshed together naturally. People I encountered were a little shocked, but I was so excited to have this done since I first made up my mind to do it.


  I’d now been wearing them 24 hours a day for the last ten days. It took a few days before my tongue could be trained to leave them alone, but I’ve learned to eat and speak with them in place. Now, I need to learn how to do other things with them in. Mr. Brad is coming over tonight and we are going to practice. We won’t record this one but he was one of the first to suggest this body modification, so I promised to let him be the first to enjoy them. I planned to debut them in a special edition video production where I planned to gang fuck six demons in red body paint.


  Mr. Brad arrived from Denver that evening and I greeting him with a deep kiss. He immediately had to stick his tongue in my mouth, pressing it to feel the points of my fangs. He recoiled quickly, “Ouch! Damn! Those fucking things are really sharp!”


  “Of course, they are! You wanted me to be a fucking vampire. Vampires have sharp teeth! How long do you think it will be before the goths are paying me to bite them,” I joked.


  We opened a bottle of wine, a deeply red merlot, the color of blood. Mr. Brad couldn’t believe that I could speak with my same voice with the daggers threatening to slice my tongue and lips. I told him that I’d only bitten myself once, but it healed quickly. “It was harder to get used to talking with this stud in my tongue. That seemed take forever.” We sat on the sofa in my living room and drank our wine before Mr. Brad couldn’t wait any longer.


  “Dana, I have to have sex with you. I can’t wait any longer.” He stood and offered me his hand so I could get onto my high heels, and he escorted me into my bedroom. We helped each other get down to bare nothings and we started kissing and stroking one another. My pussy gets wet so easily and he was soon finger fucking me and teasing at the stud I have through my clit. I stroked his cock until he was hard. I felt him shaking.


  “It will be okay, baby. Mistress Dana isn’t going to hurt her baby.” I dropped to my knees and started teasing him with my tongue. I focused on licking him and playing my steel marble against his balls.


  “Dana, you are driving me mad. Would you stop licking it and let me feel those things on my cock!”


  I smiled and let him see my fangs emerge below my upper lip. I opened my mouth to take him in and suddenly discovered that I had to stretch my mouth significantly wider to keep my teeth from slicing his cock on the way in. That changed my ability to deep throat him because my neck was tightening. This might not be as easy as I had hoped. When I tried to wrap my lips around him, he cringed as my lower fangs dug into his sensitive skin.


  I pulled back and said, “Maybe it would be easier if I just bit it off.”


  I could feel him recoil in fright, “Jesus! Stop!”


  I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. I can do this. I know I can. Wait!” I ran naked through my home and slid to a stop in front of the refrigerator. I opened the vegetable crisper and pulled three cucumbers out and sized them up. They would work. I walked back to my bedroom, smiling and sucking on my fangs. It was amazing that they were becoming so natural but something I used to do nearly every day would still be so hard.


  Brad watched me enter the room, “I don't think I’ve ever seen a vampire with a shit eating grin. What are you up to,” he asked.


  I sat the cucumbers on the bed and took the smallest one. I opened my mouth and started sliding the tip through my lips. I pushed until I’d taken four inches into my mouth. I felt the fangs catch. I opened a little wider and tried pulling it back out.


  Brad yelled, “Whoa ho ho! Look at this, folks! She slices, she dices, she makes julienned fries! Thank god I’m not that cucumber!” The cucumber’s skin was sliced into ribbons. I looked carefully at the damage.


  “Give me a minute,” I said. I went into my bath and closed the door. Inside, I took my thumbs and pried at my lower fangs. I felt them click and dislodge from their metal sockets. I pulled my “normal” lower teeth out of their storage container and popped them into my lower jaw. I ran back into my bedroom.


  I took another cucumber and tried again. This time, I was able to pressed it until it hit the back of my throat. I pushed it further and closed my lips around the end. I’d throated the whole thing. I gripped it with two fingers and pulled it out like a sword swallower removing a blade. I looked it over. No damage. I simply had to let his cock slip between the sharpened teeth.


  I smiled big. I pointed at my smile, “Know what this is? It’s my cock-eating grin. You ready,” I asked, raising my tattooed brows at him?


  He looked nervous, but came back to me. I stood up and kissed him. “Let’s take it slow. Kiss me and we’ll let it happen naturally, okay?”


  He kissed me. Ten minutes later, I removed his cock from my mouth as he shot his cum all over my face in celebration. I could suck cock again! I was so happy.


  We spent the rest of the night making love. I sucked him off two more times before he called his car back and returned to the airport.


  You may wonder if I have anyone special in my life. I don't. My brand doesn’t lend itself to a regular man or woman in my life. I’m officially bisexual and often feature lesbian scenes on another channel. Women can be amazing tops and nobody knows their way around a pussy like women.


  My production company rented a warehouse for the big debut of my demon fang bang. We’d been rehearsing the big final scene. I’d already filmed the opening where the quiet librarian meets and is seduced by a demon disguised as wealthy businessman. Our script called for me to submit to him and once I’d been both bitten and fucked by him, I would transform, baring my new dental appendages, and become his demon concubine and he would command me to pleasure six of his fellow demons.


  On Saturday night at midnight, we started streaming the pre-recorded scenes. Our film begins in the city library where I worked as an inexperienced young librarian eager to help a strong and handsome patron find the rare tome he sought for his research into his ancient family. I am surprised to discover that the book he seeks is a history of demonology written by his great, great grandfather.


  As I opened the book to page through its contents, the gentleman; he told me to call him, Master Sarthos, stands a little too closely as he looks over my shoulder. “That’s odd. I haven’t seen this page before. It says that a concubine can be created by experiencing the bite of her demon lover prior to having sex with him. Why would we have this book,” I asked. He touches my neck and I flinch. “Master Sarthos, please, you’re making me uncomfortable.” But it was clear that I was nervous and excited by his closeness. “Perhaps it would be best if we returned to a table where we could view the tome properly?”


  He brushes my dark hair aside to reveal my big blue eyes, dancing nervously from his hand to his face. His eyes lock in on mine and he says, “Miss Allen, you don't want me to back away because you crave my closeness.”


  “I do,” I asked?


  “Say it, please.”


  My lips tremble in fear as I say, “I don't want you to back away because I crave your closeness.”


  He looked cross, “Miss Allen, you will address me by my preferred title. Say it again.”


  I rolled my eyes and said, “Seriously, I don't have…”


  “Silence! Say it again.”


  I jump and cower as he silences me. “Master Sarthos, I don't want you to back away because I crave your closeness.”


  He smiled. I liked his smile. “There. See how easy that was? Now, I’d like to see your pretty face without those huge glasses you wear. Take them off.”


  I scoffed quietly, “But, I won’t be able to see to help you… uh, Master Sarthos.”


  His eyes became stern once more. “Master Sarthos did not ask if you could see without your glasses. I asked you to take them off so I can see your pretty blue eyes.”


  I relent and remove my glasses. My hair falls in my eyes and he brushes it back and tucks it gently behind my right ear.


  “Thank you,” I said.


  “Thank you, who,” he reminded me.


  “Thank you, Master Sarthos.” I repeat. “I’m sorry Master Sarthos, sir.”


  He smiled at me again and I smile because I have received his silent affirmation.


  Master Sarthos continues to train me until I am doing all he asks without question, repeating his commands and receiving his praise. I smile with more confidence as I have learned how to please him.


  He instructs me to let my hair down from its up-do. I follow his command and allow it to fall to its full length. I shake my hair to allow it to fall straight down my back. He gathers my dark hair and pulls it to the side, revealing my long neck. Its pale skin standing starkly white against my raven hair. He kisses my neck. He smiles at the camera, revealing that he has sharp fangs. He bites into my neck and we see blood trickle down my neck.


  Upon being bitten, my behavior begins to become more sensual, until he commands me to free his cock from his dress slacks. I suck his cock while never breaking contact with his intense eyes. I make him cum and the camera captures me swallow cum that has landed in my waiting mouth. The clear view of my mouth shows that I have perfect teeth; human teeth.


  He commands me to lift my dress. Under the influence of his bite and the cum I have swallowed, I follow his commands, gathering my knee length dress and baring my ass. I reveal that the prim librarian likes to wear a G-string and has tattoos on her ass. I lean against a bookshelf as he inserts his cock in my wet pussy and he fucks me, hard. He plays with my tits through my dress. He reaches down my dress and pulls my boob free, playing with my stimulated nipple. I start shouting for Master to fill my pussy before we both climax and I collapse onto the floor in exhaustion.


  We put up a graphic indicating that the stream would return in 30 minutes. When we returned, we were live. I was laying on the floor of a cell. My eyes open to reveal my red contact lenses. I rise, surprised to discover that I am in full dominatrix gear. The camera follows me as I stride to a sink in the corner of the cell where there is a mirror. It focuses momentarily on my ass where a small tail has grown. It dangles between my ass cheeks.


  I look at myself in the grimy mirror. I prod at my red eyes. My eye shadow is black with red flares. I lick my lips and bite a small blood capsule. Blood dribbles from my mouth and I touch it with my fingers, looking at my hand in confusion. I open my mouth and reveal my demon fangs for the first time. I shriek in horror as I look up and notice that small horns have emerged from my hair. I feel them as there is a loud clang of steel. I turn to find my demon captor has opened my cell.


  He cracks a bullwhip and I jump. In a move we’ve practiced for weeks, he throws the whip and catches me around the throat. He pulls me to him, “On your knees, bitch!” He shoves me to the ground. His cock is hard thanks to a handful of boner pills. He shoves it in my face, pressing it to my lips. I fight but we tugged the whip and I open my mouth to scream and he shoves it in my mouth. Slowly, I begin to pleasure him with my mouth and tongue. My passions start to overcome my fear and soon he is trying to fuck the fangs out of my head.


  We are joined by a second red demon with a rock-hard cock. He steps in and spreads my ass with his hands and pushes his foot-long cock into me with no warmup; burying himself right up to his massive balls.


  I continue to take it from both ends until demon one pulls free and unloads his balls into my face. I snarl and gnash my fangs as I try to catch it all in my pleading mouth.


  Demon two picks me up and starts fucking me so hard my tits bounce out of the leather that contains them and my boots come off the floor as he fucks me with raw power. The camera focuses on my face as I lick my fangs in lust.


  From off camera, I see my assistant hold up a sign: Over 1 mil logged in! They were getting a show.


  The camera moves to zoom in on my pussy as I am roundly fucked by this huge cock. As soon as my face is out of the shot, my makeup team trades my horns for longer ones, making them six inches long and quite noticeable. They apply prosthetic ears that are long and pointed. I close my eyes as they spray my off-camera body with red stain. I have transformed into a demon.


  The camera slowly pans to my face where we reveal the new changes while the crew goes to work on my ass, changing my nascent demon tail for a four-foot-long unit with an arrow tip at the end. They spray me with the red stain and I am complete. I bare my fangs and yell for demon two to stop. He pulls himself free. He is still fully erect and throbbing.


  I stare him down and yell, “It’s my turn now! Get on your knees, worm! Lick my fucking boots!”


  Both males look at each other trying to decide what to do. I command them, “Now!” Both men dropped onto all fours and started licking the toes of my thigh high boots. Within minutes, I had one licking my pussy in the front and two was in the rear eating my ass. We continued the dominance play until I was commanding six big males to fuck me in every hole I had while I jacked them off and cum showered onto me. We froze after I had commanded them to get down and lick me clean. As their tongues neared my flesh, we ended the stream.


  The reaction to our live production was immediate. I received praise for my willingness to listen to my members and to modify my body. They loved my new fangs and hoped they’d see me use them more. We attracted over a million viewers, about a third of them new registrations. We released some stills to my Insta feed and people started playing it from our on-demand servers.


  After filming a short thank you message for my fans, I hit the warehouse shower. It was one of the best nights of my life until my private iPhone beeped with a text. I picked it up and saw that it was from Doctor Cooper. She simply said, “Call me. Urgent.”


  I decided that I should call her from home. I hopped in my new Porsche, this one black, and hit the freeway toward the beach. I opened my private gate and waved at Lloyd, my night security guard, and pulled up to the front of my home. I could hear the waves crashing on the beach behind my house as I opened the door and tossed my keys on my entrance table.


  I went into the kitchen and poured a cold glass of wine before going out on my deck to look at the ocean while I called the doctor.


  “Dana, thank god. I’ve been waiting up for you.”


  “What so important, doc,” I asked.


  “Our attorneys notified me at the end of the day that they were forced to release your name and address to your parents.”


  “Barbara, I don't have parents,” I said, sipping a gulp of my wine and sitting down on a patio sofa.


  “No, Dana. You don't. However, Daniel Murphy does. And they have been moving heaven and earth to find you.”


  I sat and listened, not knowing what to say.


  “They hired a new hotshot attorney and they’ve been working together to track you down. The lawyer seems to know you and had personal info about where you might be,” she said.


  “Who is this guy. How does he know me?”


  “That’s the thing, Dee. The attorney isn’t a guy. It’s someone named, Jessica Clark-Bannon.”


  I thought about it… Jess. My old girlfriend. “I know her. She was Dan’s girlfriend and she was with me as I transformed. She knows that I took the name, Dana. Crap.”


  “Like I said, they’ve been turning over rocks for a long time and they finally found you. It isn’t like you’ve been laying low. Millions of horny men watch you every night as they jack off. The Catholic Church probably has a hit out on you for all of the wasted babies you are responsible for. Hell, Dee, I’ve even watched your stuff to get off after a hard week.”
“I didn’t know that. Thank you, Barb. If you ever want to join me…” I laughed, letting the offer hang in the air.


  “How much do they know?”


  “Oh, all of it. They’ve seen the pictures we took as you changed. They saw our final pictures after we changed your hair. They know what you’ve done since you left the study. They are going to fly out. I don't know how soon, but soon. Could be tomorrow. Could be a week.”


  Tears were starting to stream down my cheeks and she could hear me sobbing quietly. “Dana. Maybe this won’t be a bad thing. They told our attorneys that they just needed to know what happened to their son.”


  I sniffed and cried into the phone, “I don't know them. I have no idea who they are. All of those memories have been lost to me. It’s what allows me to do what I do! Do you think I could do this if I had a mother? What would she think of how I’ve made all of this money?”


  “Dee, do have anyone to support you through this? Do you want me to come out? I feel we’ve become friends since then,” she asked?


  I gathered my strength and said, “Thank you, Barb. I appreciate you, but I’ll put on my best flowered dress and let them know where I am and that I’m alive. I’ll struggle through.”


  “Dana, maybe it doesn’t have to be a struggle. Maybe you can let your mom help you get through it.”


  “Or, I can just pay them to go away. Thanks for letting me know, Barb. I’ll call you next time I’m in Denver.”


  “Bye, sweetie.”


  I hung up and looked out at the ocean. The moon was lighting the waves. I took my shoes off and went for a walk.


  I received a call from Jessica the next day, reaching out as their attorney to negotiate a meeting with Dan’s parents.


  “I don't know them, Jess. I don't remember them.”


  She told me, “I know. But they remember you. They want a meeting.”


  “Jess, do they know who I am, now? Do you? What I do?”


  “Yes. They do. Today, they only care about meeting you.”


  We arranged a meeting for Friday. I booked us a private room at a pricy restaurant owned by one of my bondage clients. He promised me we’d be the only patrons seated in the room. We were to meet at one o’clock but as I was playing hostess, I arrived at 12:30 and met my friend, Jerry. I waited at the maître ‘d station for Jerry to welcome me. The restaurant was buzzing with lunch crowds and there was a line of people waiting for their tables. Some seemed irritated.


  Jerry appeared through the entrance to the main dining room and I saw him light up when he saw me. He quickened his walk and wrapped his arms around me in a tight embrace. “Dana, you look lovely! I never get to see you like this. That dress is so bright and happy,” he kissed me on both cheeks and released me.


  “Oh, it’s good to see you, too, Jerr. Thanks for doing this for me.” He took my arm and we walked through the restaurant. Waiting patrons looked upset that I’d walked in and received the royal treatment from the owner, but you know... fuck ‘em. They aren’t the ones tying him up and teasing his balls with an ostrich feather.


  We passed happy diners as we strolled through his domain and he moved to open a set of glass garden doors to a sunlit patio. Jerry had closed off at least 50 seats of prime table space for me. “Jerry, you shouldn’t have done this. All of these tables? And you have people waiting... I’m sorry. I should have met these people at the library or my lawyer’s office.”


  “Dana, for you, I’d close for the day and wouldn’t think twice. I’m happy to do it,” he said. I knew he was telling the truth. I’d punish him for lying. It was one of our things.


  “Mistress Dana commands you to tell me how much this is costing you so I can pay for your losses,” I said, adopting the tone we use in his bedroom.


  He looked at his feet and sheepishly responded, “Yes, Mistress Dana.”


  I smiled, “Good, worm,” and patted his cheek with my hand.


  He stood up straight and gestured around the space, “Where would you like to be seated? The room is yours.”


  I selected a table for eight with a view of the landscaping and took a seat. “Jerry, be a love and send one of your cutest waiters over with a tall gin and tonic, will you please?”


  “Right away, Dana. Do you want me to let you know when your party arrives, or would you like to have me see them in?”


  “Please see them in. Thank you, Jerr.”


  “My pleasure, my friend. My pleasure.” He turned and exited the room, closing the doors behind him. I started reviewing my social media accounts. I decided to post a selfie. My fans didn’t get to see me like this very often. I’d ironed my hair completely straight and pulled it back into a red polka dot Alice band with a bow on top. I was wearing a sleeveless red and white floral sundress. I’d removed all of my piercings, except for one ring in my lower lip and two pearl earrings. I thought my fangs would be too much so I was wearing my normal implants. I completed my look with some sensible white heels and a white purse. If not for my tattooed left arm I could be meeting the garden club ladies at the country club.


  A waiter brought me my drink and set it on the table. “Wait. I know you. You’re Dana Allen. I’m a big fan.”


  “Thank you! What’s your name?”


  “Jeff,” he said.


  I looked at my table and asked, “Jeff, I’m meeting a small group here for lunch in a few minutes. Would you like to be my waiter?”


  He smiled like I’d just announced it was Christmas. “I’d, uh, rather be your worm, but I’d be happy to be your waiter.”


  I laughed, “Aren’t you cute. Here’s what I need, though. The people I’m meeting aren’t my fans. If you can put your feelings for Mistress Dana aside for the afternoon, I’ll be sure to take some pictures with you that will make your buddies jealous. Can you do that for me... worm?”


  He grinned and said that he would.


  “Thank you, Jeff. Except for when you are serving our drinks and food, I need you to remain outside, okay. I promise, I’ll remember this. Have your camera ready after you bring my check.”


  “You’re much nicer than I expected. You’re so...”


  I smiled and interrupted him. “Honey, I am what I am paid to be when you see me. We don't get to treat people like worms in real life. Aside from these clothes, I hope you just met the real me. I promise, though. I appreciate my fans, so thank you.”


  Jerry opened the door at that moment to announce the arrival of my parents.


  “Look lively, Jeff. They’re here.”


  Jessica was the first through the door. She saw me and my appearance didn’t seem to be a surprise. She’d researched me. She was dressed in a business suit with jacket and skirt in blue. She wore a white v-neck blouse and sensible matching blue heels. She’d let her hair grow and had gotten highlights. She looked good. I didn’t remember her wearing much makeup, but she’d clearly mastered this professional appearance. She walked to where I was rising to stand up.


  She came to a stop a few feet from me. “Hi, Dana. How have you been,” she asked.


  I smiled, “Until Sunday morning, I’ve never been better.” The Murrays were hanging back, unsure if they should join the conversation, yet. “Why did you do this, Jess? I don't know them. I have no memory of them. Why put them through this?”


  She shook her head, “Dana, they lost their son. And he just disappeared with no trace. There wasn’t an accident to investigate. They didn’t have a body. They had no closure. They hired private investigators and they were good. They found witnesses. They found Lyft drivers who took you to the drug company. They started asking questions. They were desperate and once they had a lead, they locked onto it and pounded on it until they found the next lead. They knew that we’d dated and they kept me in the loop as they learned new things. Along the way, I passed the bar and they hired me to handle the legal issues and to sue for information. I’ve been fighting with BioFem for more than a year. I finally got a friendly ruling and they were forced to provide me the info needed to locate you.”


  I took a big sip of my gin and tonic. I was crying. “Jessie. I don't know them. I’m not their son. Their son is gone.”


  “Dana. They know this. They know what happened. All they are hoping is that you might give them a chance to know their oldest daughter. They’ve known about your transformation for months. They’ve had time to adjust to the idea. But they simply refuse to give up without meeting you to try. They just want to know you.”


  I was still crying and sobbed. I looked at these strangers, my parents, and a sister. “Do they know what I do?”


  Jess nodded again. “They don't like it, but they know. I’m serious, Dana. All of the painful news has already been broken. They know it all and they are still here. Let’s have lunch and talk. See how it goes.”


  I wiped my tears with the back of my hand and sniffed. I gave a slight nod and Jessica smiled. “Thank you, Dee.”


  “Before you bring them over, can I get a hug?”


  She rushed to me and we embraced. I held her for a full minute. “I’ve missed you, Jess.”


  The Murrays hurried over when Jessica waved to them. I desperately wanted to remember them, but they were strangers. I shook hands with Daniel, Sr. I didn’t know that I had been named after him and I’d taken that away from him. Bless the world for waterproof mascara. My eyes continued to leak. I may not know them, but I still had feelings for their pain. My empathy is what makes me so good at my job. Appreciating the pain of my subjects is how I modify their pain into pleasure.


  Susan ignored my hand. She stepped past my outstretched hand and wrapped her arms around me. She started kissing me on the cheeks. Tears were streaming down her face and that made me cry all the harder. I knew that her son had been taller than me, but we were now about the same height. She pressed her tear-streaked cheek against mine and simply held on as we cried it out. She finally released me and I sniffed back my tears and we laughed uncomfortably for a moment before I released her and looked at my sister. She was as fair as I was dark. She was attractive and thin. Her hair was straight and shoulder length. We hugged.


  “Dana? I’m Jenna. I guess I’m your sister.” We hugged and I observed that she was about seven months pregnant. “This isn’t fair. You’re blackmailing me with becoming Aunt Dana! Hardly fair, sis.”


  “Yeah, how do you think I feel seeing my big brother with better tits than I’ll ever have,” she laughed and stepped back, hold my hands.


  I motioned to the table and asked them all to sit.


  Susan and I both took our napkins and dabbed at our eyes. She sat in the chair to my right held my hand, refusing to let go. When I attempted to pull back, if only to take a sip of my drink, she said, “I’m not letting you go. I can’t stand the thought of losing you again.”


  I assured her that I wasn’t going to run away until after lunch and that she was safe. She smiled and let me have my hand back. I signaled for Jeff to come take our drink orders. I ordered a second G and T. Susan requested Jerry’s house red wine. Jessica ordered a glass of Pinot Grigio, Jenna asked for the same, and Daniel ordered a local favorite, Red Trolley Ale.


  Jessica took advantage of Jeff’s absence to break the ice. She spoke as the Murray’s attorney. “Dana, the Murrays have been in litigation with BioFem seeking damages for harm caused by the procedures you endured. This action is independent of their desire to locate you and to try to reconcile their relationship to you. I am representing them in their legal matters. In locating you, I have done that pro bono as a friend of the family and as Dan’s former girlfriend, I am personally invested in learning of your whereabouts and your safety.”


  She took a sip of water and continued, “In the legal matter against BioFem, we are hoping to enlist you as a party to the lawsuit...”


  I interrupted her. “No.”


  Jessica tried to get back on her script, “I wasn’t finished. The Murrays seek to...”


  I interrupted her, again, “No. I will not join a suit against BioFem and that is final. It is non-negotiable.”


  “You’ve made your position clear. Can I ask why?”


  I smiled, “It’s simple. I’m happy they did it. I love who I am. Had I known I could be this happy, I’d still have volunteered. The answer is simply, no. And if it is money that will make this go away, name your price and I’ll write you a check. My production company brings in nearly a million dollars a day and has been doing so for over four years. Name your price.”


  Jessica exhaled slowly, unsure how to proceed. I’d derailed her agenda. “Dana, that is very generous of you, but the Murray’s believe that BioFem is harming their participants, including their son, Dan. They want the company to cease and desist their research.”


  Again, I interrupted. “No. You can’t do that. Their work is too important. You will not do that.”


  Jessica shook her head vigorously. Her longer hair flipped back and forth, “Dana, you don't get to decide that. There are other potential litigants. This goes beyond your case.”


  “Jess, here’s how this is going to go. You are going to end all of your lawsuits. Today. BioFem gets to continue their work as there are too many people they can help through this research. I was a research subject. I signed paperwork I didn’t understand, but I signed it. So what? Their research was to find a way to give hope to people who know they are girls but who were born as boys. They didn’t perform invasive surgery. They didn’t have to give me implants. They didn’t have to try to make a boy look like a girl. They simply made me a girl. I can have babies. I’m not a guy cross dressing. I am a woman. My uterus can carry a child. My breasts can feed that child. The same instincts that you have, Susan, that made you spend years trying to track me down? Those same instincts allow me to want to carry that child.” I was crying again. “But do you know what I can tell my child if he come to me to tell me she believes he is a girl? I can tell her that there is now a choice she can make. And, I will not allow you to take that choice away from all of those children. This miracle must be available to them.”


  I stopped talking and took a sip of my drink and a moment to wipe my tears. “Daniel, Susan. I’m sorry that I took your son away. I truly am. I’m crying over what I know I did to you. I can’t begin to imagine your hurt and your pain of wondering where I was and if I was even alive. But your issue is not with BioFem. It is with me. When I started to change, rather than do the right thing, I did what was easy. I didn’t tell you. I didn’t make you face this when it was fresh and I was nineteen. I made you hire people to find me and my old girlfriend to help. It was me. Give me a number. I’ll pay you today. It can be over and I won’t even question your number.” I reached for Susan’s hand again. She held it with both hands.


  “Susan and Daniel, I have to believe that you wouldn’t have gone to all of this effort if you didn’t cherish a hope that I would let you back into my life. You obviously care about finding me. I will make you this deal. I will let you in. In time, I hope I will even call you mom and dad. I promise I will try. Please understand that this is hard for me. I do not remember you. I don't remember being Dan, Jr. In my mind, I am Dana Renee Allen. I can feel your love for me. Let me try to be your daughter. I will try...”


  Daniel spoke for the first time, “I can feel a ‘but’ coming. What is your condition?”


  “You have to drop everything against BioFem. Jessica writes up the documents today and this lawsuit ends. I will pay all of your legal fees and anything you wish for your pain and suffering. If you can accept these generous terms, I will invite you all into my home and we can spend as long as you like getting to know each other again.” I looked each them in the eye and squeezed Susan’s hand. “What do you think, Dad? Mom?” I waited as tears started to well up once more.


  They both stood up. I stood up and then they were hugging me. My mom was a mess. My dad had his arms around me for the first time. He was holding back his own tears.


  I got myself under control enough to add, “But mom, you have to promise not to enter five of my bedrooms. There are things you can’t un-see in there.” I laughed nervously. Susan looked at my tattooed arm and nodded slowly as she started to laugh.


  “Agreed!”


  We broke our embrace. I opened my arms for Jessica. She joined me in a big hug. “Nice work, counselor. Thanks.”


  “Are you going to let them in,” she asked?


  I nodded. “I promised I would. I will. So, Ms. Clark-Bannon? Who is Mr. Bannon,” I asked.


  Jessica laughed a little, “Oh, you know. We met in law school. Fell in love between classes. Helped each other study for the bar. Got married.”


  “No kids,” I asked her?


  “Not yet. We’re trying though,” she smiled.


  “I’m happy for you. I really am.” I gave her another hug. “What’s up with Dad? Is there a story there?”


  Jess thought about it for a moment while she hugged me even tighter. “I think his story is that he loves you but he’s a quiet man and doesn’t know how to say it. Ask him to see his tattoo.”


  “He has a tattoo,” I asked?


  “Yes, it’s of you.” Jess pointed at me.


  “You mean he has one of Dan.”


  “See for yourself. Mr. Murray, can you show Dana your tattoo?”


  He took another sip of his beer and stood up. “I was going to save that for later, Jess. But, okay.” He started unbuttoning his shirt. He pulled his shirt down his left arm past his elbow. There on his arm was a black and white image of me—his raven-haired daughter. I was posed in an image of my bust, cleavage and all. I was wearing a sleeveless dress and my black hair flowed down my shoulders. The artist had even tried to capture my tattoo. I was looking toward the artist and I was smiling. In my mouth were sharp fangs with brilliant red blood dripping from my mouth and chin.”


  “How?”


  “Once Jess found your Instagram account, I started following you. I realized that Danny wasn’t coming back. He was gone, but I might still have my daughters. I got this so you could never leave me again.”


  “Why did you add my fangs,” I asked, puzzled.


  “I added those because if you ever leave me again, it will tear my heart out.”


  Of course, I started crying. I hugged this man. I didn’t know him, but I knew that he loved me. “Daddy. I’m so sorry.”


  “Honey, I’m here now. Our family is back together. You have nothing to be sorry for. Now, I have two beautiful daughters. If my oldest is happy with who she is, that’s all I need. I’ll be happy for her, too.”


  Jeff returned and took our lunch orders. Most of the business had been taken care of in negotiations for my return to my family, so our conversation turned to cocktail chatter as we became acquainted once more. I learned that my parents were quite funny and even became a little risqué as we discussed my streaming businesses and movie career.


  Susan, my mom, it turned out; knew quite a lot about vibrators. Who knew? We chatted about what I was like as a kid. Of course, they had to share a story about the one time I’d been caught trying on Jenna’s dress when we were little. “We should have known,” my dad commented and then chuckled.


  I learned that my dad worked as a regional manager for a chain of grocery stores. The chain happened to be where I bought most of my groceries. Mom was the school nurse for my former high school. Everyone knew her as “Nurse Susan.” I told them about my life since becoming Dana. They all confessed that they had followed my Instagram account.


  “Please tell me you haven’t subscribed to my feed,” I exclaimed as I felt my cheeks turn red. They all laughed and said they didn’t want to know that much about me. We talked about how well I’d capitalized on my moment of fame to launch my network. My dad reminded me that “Dan” had been majoring in internet marketing and Dana was a natural. I confessed that I hadn’t remembered that. My shots had wiped out a lot of knowledge as I became a blonde bimbo.


  Recognizing a chance to change the subject from sex to babies, I asked Jenna about her baby and due date. As we discussed her pregnancy and her husband, I began feel pangs that I’d denied myself; a relationship with a man and the possibility of children. Suddenly, the thought of fucking men for online cash and Bitcoins was making me a bit self-conscious. Did I need to keep doing that? I’d already earned more money than I could spend in fifty lifetimes and I was only twenty-five years old.


  By the end of lunch, we were laughing so hard I was crying. I didn’t remember things they told me, but it felt so good to be treated like somebody’s daughter. I had no idea how much I was missing it or how much I needed it. I asked how long they were in town?


  My dad answered, “We planned on staying a week. We didn’t know how this meeting would go or if we’d have to keep fighting to see our daughter,” he explained. “I’m so glad this went so well. I’m hoping we can spend the rest of the week getting to know you even better, Dana.”


  I smiled and thought about how much closer I felt to these strangers than I did ninety minutes ago. “I’d like that, too, ...Dad.”


  I insisted they cancel their hotel reservations. My house was big enough for all of them to stay and enjoy the beach. I told Jessica that she could use my office to draw up the documents she needed to close the lawsuits against BioFem, and promised everyone we’d have a great week at the beach. I gave them my address. They’d check out of their hotel and meet me in a few hours.


  I hugged my new family and finally, my dad. He hugged me and didn’t say a word. I felt him start to cry. My mom smiled at me. “Welcome home, Dana Renee. We’ve missed you.”


  They left. I signaled Jeff to bring me the check. I posed with him for some fan “ussies” and posted a few to my account thanking him for “serving Mistress Dana like a good worm.” I paid the check and left him a thousand-dollar tip, knowing that the buzz I’d get would be worth every penny as Jeff posted how wonderful I was to one of my fans. He tagged me on a Tweet that I reposted to my account and his story of my sweet generosity was already spreading like wildfire. Others started posting their own stories of how I was nice to them, too. In a business where everything I make depends on my fans remaining happy, I was maintaining a winning record.


  I knocked on the doorframe of Jerry’s office. “Do you have those lunch numbers for me... worm?” I added that just for fun.


  He smiled, “Yes, Mistress. I have them for you, but you don’t have to do this. I closed the room as a favor for a friend.”


  “Jerry, I know you did, but what kind of friend would I be if I’d expect you to lose money for doing me a favor. Your favor was to let me have some private space with my family. You’d charge others for that, so I’m going to pay you, too. Your favor was to rent it to me instead of somebody else.”


  He smiled and winked at me, “Mistress Dana is too kind to her worm. Thank you.” He handed me a number. I used my banking app to text him the money transfer, plus a nice tip that he’d discover later.


  “Did your lunch go well,” he asked?


  I nodded as I thought about it, “It did, Jerry. It really did. I’m glad we did this.”


  “Will I see you Wednesday night at Club Bond,” he asked.


  I shook my head, “I can’t this week. My mom and dad are in town. Maybe next week.”


  He looked confused, “That was your mom and dad? I thought you said you didn’t know them.”


  How do you respond to that, Dana? “I said it was like I didn’t know them. It’s a long story, Jerr. I’ve made some choices they didn’t agree with. Families can be hard, but I think we are going to work things out. I guess I always assumed they’d hate me for doing what I do, but it turns out they love me more than they hate my work. We’re going to start from there.”


  And so, it started in my seaside home. I took a week off from streaming and I played the good daughter and we hung out for a week at the beach. We walked the sand and played in the waves. Dad found a grill that I didn’t know I owned, and we grilled dinners and sat around the fire pit, drinking wine and beer and chatting late into the night. Jessica and I rekindled our friendship and I got to know my little sister. By the end of our week, I felt like I had a group of very close friends; maybe a family. It was becoming so easy to call them mom and dad.


  On Thursday, after discussing the distance that separated Denver from San Diego, I offered a solution and called a realtor I knew. I asked him to find me a place in Boulder. My parents lived in Westminster, so Boulder was a short, thirty-minute drive; maybe twenty in a little black Porsche. I wanted a place with a view of the mountains and plenty of room for guests. I’d maintain it as a second home and my family could use it whenever they wished.


  By the weekend, my friend had identified a number of properties for me to review. I looked them over with my sister and selected my favorite from the online tours. Mom and Dad approved my selection, so I made an offer. It was 8,000 square feet of wood and stone located on the edge of the foothill's mountain preserve. The back of the house was built of sliding glass walls looking at the front range. The glass panels slid out of sight, allowing the entire house to be open to a mammoth deck, perfect for indoor/outdoor entertaining. It was magnificent. I could take possession in sixty days. If I timed things right, I could open my new house to celebrate the birth of my niece.


  On a crisp Saturday night in September, we did just that. Danielle had arrived in early August as expected. My entire family was to attend the party. Jenna and Scott brought my niece, Danielle Marie. I promptly stole her from Jenna the moment she walked in the door and I’d been carrying her around ever since, playing cootchie coo with her in between greeting my guests. She shares my big blue eyes and she loves playing peekaboo with her Aunt Dana. I could make her smile like only an aunt can.


  Jessica brought her husband, Greg. When I welcomed them at the front door, I gave Greg a kiss and told him where he could find my dad and a beer. When I hugged Jess, I could tell that she was pregnant, “Oh! I’m so happy for you! When are you due?”


  Jessica was just beaming. “Thank you, Dana. I’m due March ninth. Where’s your new guy? I hear he’s quite the hunk!”


  I smiled, “He’s around here somewhere. I think he was out back helping daddy light the fire pit. You can’t miss him. He’s like six foot four and full of muscle.” I shifted Danielle into my other arm as I sang the line from Land Down Under.


  “How’d you meet him,” she asked, looking out the back window to where Dirk was arranging some chairs in the firelight.


  “He’s a tour promoter. He was running one of my appearances and we went out for drinks. Now, he follows me around like a lost puppy.” I laughed. “I’m joking! Actually, I follow him. He puts on great concerts. He’s doing one in two weeks at Red Rocks, so we’ll be back here for that,” I explained.


  “What does he think of your streaming work,” she asked, referring to all of the guys I fuck.


  “At first, he was intrigued by it, but as we’ve dated more, he started asking more questions. I think it would be hard for any guy to deal with. Honestly, I’m thinking about giving it up; not for him... for me.”


  She looked puzzled, “I thought you were running this empire. Why stop?”


  I guided her over to a sofa in my living room and we sat. I looked around the room at my family. “Honestly, its all of this. Now that we’re back together, we’re inseparable. I’m spending more and more time in this house, and now I’m an aunt and godmother to Danielle. I’m hanging out with Jenna more. I’ve met Dirk. It all just seems too perfect to then walk into the next room so I can tittie fuck a guy in assless chaps.” I laughed with her. “I’ve got all the money I need. I think I’m going to retire. I might even change my name back to Murray. It feels good to have a family again.”


  Danielle, now resting against my breast, started rooting, looking for my pierced nipple. “Jenna, Dani is looking for a pair of mommy boobs!” She laughed and hurried over and took her from me. “She’s looking for a loaded nipple. Mine don’t qualify,” I laughed.


  “I won’t envy the day yours get loaded with milk!” She laughed, “Thanks for the break, sis. I’ll take her for a while.” She looked at her baby and cooed as she carried her across the room, “Mommy knows what you need! Hey, Dee. I’m going to go use the den, okay?”


  I yelled across the room, “No problem! Close the doors if you want. I want her back when you want to play with the adults some more!” I watched them walk away.


  Jess was shaking her head, “God, Dana, I never thought you’d want to be a mom, but seeing you with her proves me wrong. You’re ready, aren’t you?”


  “Oh, isn’t she just the cutest! I love her so much. But, not yet. I need to find the right guy, first.”


  “Dirk isn’t the right guy,” she asked, looking to the patio?


  I looked, too. “Dirk? Nah. He’s fun, but not exactly dad material. He’s into me because I’m a porn star and I’m good for his image. He’ll always be looking for something younger, faster, and sexier.”


  “Then why are you with him?” she shook her head.


  I looked around the room before whispering, “Aside from being young, fast, and sexy? Have you seen him?” I opened my eyes wide and mouthed, “Wow!” Then, “Because, he’s hung like a fucking horse and he gets me backstage to all the best concerts!” We laughed hysterically.


  We finally returned to what we had been discussing before Dani wanted to eat; my possible retirement. “What would you do with your free time if you quit,” she wanted to know?


  “Manage my money, I guess. Maybe do some charity work. I don’t need to be employed by anyone. I paid cash for both of my homes. I don’t owe anyone a nickel. I can travel and hang out with my family. Maybe I’ll find the right guy and get married.”


  “At least it sounds like you’re happy. No regrets,” she asked?


  I thought about it for a few moments and shook my head. “Yes. I have regrets. I’m sorry I didn’t stay in touch with you. I’m sorry I didn’t tell my parents. My dad told me that we always got along well before, but he likes having me as a daughter. I wish I’d known that. My mom and I are great pals and I’m getting close with Jenna, again. She said we used to fight all the time. Now we get along great. I don’t have any regrets about being a girl. I’m just too happy.”


  “And you can give up the porn?”


  “Well... there are some things I probably won’t give up. I love BDSM play. It really gets me off. I’ll probably keep my memberships in my clubs, but I can give up the sex streaming. In fact, our chat has helped me decide. I’m going to stop producing new stuff. I’ll just curate my old stuff for a while and lower my fees. Maybe I’ll donate any profits I make after that? That sounds nice.”


  Jess smiled, “It does, Dana. It really does. I like that you are spending more time in Colorado. I missed you.”


  I stood up and took her hand to help her up. “Give me a squeeze, baby.” We hugged. “I need to go play hostess. Hang out with me. I’ll introduce you to Dirk.”


  She followed me through the house to the back patio. As she walked behind me, she commented, “Damn, Dana. I love you in those jeans. So cute!”


  The evening was casual so I was wearing a pair of tight black jeans. They were cut low enough to show of my ink, and tight enough to show off everything else as my hips moved with each step. A tight white top and a pair of nice cork wedge heels and I was dressed as casually as I ever got. As we stepped outside, I saw my dad wave me over. Jess and I walked in his direction. I squeezed Dirk’s ass as I walked by.


  “Hey, girl. Don’t start something you aren’t going to finish,” he shouted!


  I threw my head back and laughed, but kept walking to my father, who said, “Hey, babe,” as we got close.


  “Hey, Dad. What’s up?”


  “I just wanted to see you.” He smiled and took my hand. I stood on my toes and kissed his cheek.


  “Thanks, daddy. You’re sweet.”


  He turned to look out over my back yard. Shadows were starting to climb over the back fence. It gets dark here so early! Boulder sits in a bowl so once the sun sets behind the tallest peaks, my house is in the shadows. It would be dark soon but the sky was brilliant and red, with just enough clouds to look like a painting. “I can’t get over how nice this place is, Dani. You’ve really done well for yourself, here.” Daddy still calls me Dani.


  I smiled. “Thanks. I think it’s the best thing I’ve done with my money.” I remembered my conversation with Jessica, “Oh, daddy! Jess just helped me make a decision. I think I’m going to retire. No more sex videos.”


  He smiled, “Sweetheart, I’m not going to act like that won’t make your mother and I happy. We’re glad you’ve done so well, but...” he paused. “We can’t help but worry about you.”


  “I know. I don’t think I’d want Danielle following in my footsteps, either. When I get back to the beach, I’m going to make the announcements. Then, I think I’m going to move back here and make the beach house my second home. I want to be closer to you guys,” I said. “And Jess is going to need a babysitter come March, so...”


  He pulled me into a tight embrace and whispered in my ear, “Thank you, sweetheart. You just gave me the best gift a father could ask for. Thank you. We love having you so close.” He let me go and smiled before saying, “Now go tell your mother the news. She deserves to hear that from her daughter, too.”


  I looked into the kitchen where I could see my mom pouring a bag of chips into a big bowl. I smiled and sat down on one of the benches, looking west. I put my feet on the fence and leaned into the cushions. “I will in a minute, daddy.” I patted the bench and invited Jessica and my dad to sit next to me. “Right now, I want to sit and watch the sun go down with my two best friends.” They joined me. I held Jess’s hand and snuggled against my dad’s shoulder. He put his arm around me. He was something warm in the cool Boulder air. I hugged him close.


  I looked into the sunset and said, “It’s so good to be home, daddy.”


  




  Acknowledgement
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  One simple idea... two new books.


  



  Thank you.


  



  -C.C.
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  BioFem conducts cutting-edge research in genetics and nano-technology. The company is in the final trials stage of a process that can transform men into women indistinguishable from daddy's little girl. Five men volunteer to become the last test subjects. For this effort, they will receive more money than any other drug study will pay--way more money. Seduced by the easy money, each subject agrees to participate and to be transformed into females, as long as the changes can be reversed.
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  Michael is broke. He’s lost his job in marketing and he is hurting for cash. His former company is dragging his name through the mud, accusing him of stealing a colleague's work. Nobody will touch him. While applying for jobs, he encounters an offer from a large pharmaceutical company to participate in a new drug study. Desperate to pay his rent, Mike attends an interest meeting at BioFem. When he learns that the study pays twice as much as his old job, he volunteers to give it a try. Then, he learns that the researchers will be testing a drug to change his sex to female. The researchers promise the effects are reversible and safe. Desperate for cash, he agrees to do it, as long as they can reverse this.
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  Janet interviewed to be the new Vice President of BioTime, but she got a surprise new position as the Personal Assistant to the Company CEO when he tricks her into entering his new invention: The BimbOS Machine. The former Department Head with dirt on the boss is tricked into entering his newly-invented BimbOS cosmetic enhancement machine. When a manicure becomes a total physical transformation into his personal bimbo, Janet is furious; but only until her boss triggers her BimbOS upgrade, turning her into the dim-witted sex toy, Ashley, his willing personal assistant. When Ashley witnesses the first sales presentation to a potential buyer, she begins to question her own existence. Can Ashley discover her origins while satisfying her owner's every desire?


  Total Reset 2.0: The BimbOS Project-Transform-Asian


   


  When Rebecca, a rising star in analyzing the Asian markets for her company, is asked to visit the company president; she is offered a promotion. She will travel the world with him as his expert in Asian markets. All she has to do is step into the BimbOS Machine, which will help her learn Chinese. When the machine transforms her into a beautiful Chinese girl, she fears the boss may want more than her analysis skills. What will happen when she receives her BimbOS 2.0 Upgrade? 


  Total Reset 3.0: The BimbOS Project-Jenna


   


  In this third installment of the BimbOS Project series, we meet Joe. Joe has a business degree but is struggling to find a job. He did the coffee house thing, but tired of the overly-picky customers. He takes a job on the custodial staff servicing the executive suites of Bio-Time, makers of the top-secret BimbOS Machine. While cleaning their offices, he finds himself trapped inside the Bimbo Chamber...and the machine is ready to begin his transformation! The machine was designed to be used BY men, not ON men. Joe doesn't know anything about the machine. He just wants out...until he becomes Jenna. Problems develop though, once Jenna finds herself out in the world, and the BimbOS team scrambles to figure out what went wrong. But did it go wrong? Aside from a bout of amnesia, Jenna seems to be perfectly happy; especially when she reunites with her old college friend, Ashley (from BimbOS Machine 1.0), and gets her first taste of the Bimbo Life! 


  Daddy's Girl: She Used to be Mine


   


  Joseph and Patrica want to get married, but they fear his billionaire father won’t approve of her. Joseph is so nervous, that when he finds a mysterious wish-granting magical necklace in a pawn shop, he buys it for her. When he mistranslates the incantation, instead of becoming a girl his father will like, she begins to transform into his father’s girl! His father loves big-breasted beauties with outstanding bodies and Patricia is willing to transform to be with him. As she starts to age, things get difficult.


  Forever Furry: The Transformation of Harper Gray


   


  The year is 2050. The government has relaxed restrictions on the genetic modifications of humans, giving rise to rampant body modification using animal DNA. People now modify themselves with ears and tails, fur and fangs. Harper Gray is a successful escort, accompanying important clients to their special events for pay and her occasional pleasure. When one of her best clients chooses a furry escort for his next party, Harper starts questioning her own feelings about fur.

Harper becomes “fur-curious” and starts investigating the new possibilities provided through the magic of genetics. When her client offers to pay for her expensive and life-altering transformation, Harper jumps in with all four paws as the World changes around her. The government reclassifies all hybrids as animal mutations, forcing them to sign away many of their "human" rights and enforces strict rules upon the varied species of animal hybrids. Will becoming the fur-girl of her dreams be worth all she must leave behind?


  The Hike: A Journey of Transformation on the Appalachian Trail


   


  Brian has loved hiking all his life. After he graduates from college, he decides to take time off to hike the Appalachian Trail. A friend recommended a great company to outfit his entire journey. They had handled her hike and her journey had transformed her life. Brian was ready for a life changing journey, so he pays the company and heads for North Carolina.When he arrives at the trail and collects his pack, the outfitter has made a mistake. They have given him a women’s backpack and clothes. Stranded and five days from his next provisions, Bri straps in and starts hiking north. Five days later, Bree walks off the trail to collect her next pack. What happened on that trail? Are Bree’s transformations complete?


  Canyon Canoe Trippin': A Gender Transformation on the Colorado River


   


  Van needed a vacation. Managing a Starbucks in an inland portion of San Diego was never part of his career plans. When his college roommates plan a trip down the lower Colorado River beginning at Hoover Dam, Van is ready to go. Unfortunately, Van catches the Corona Virus on the plane to Phoenix.Not wanting to spoil a trip they've been planning for months, Van keeps his secret and they head for Nevada and the dam. Van begins showing symptoms as they prepare for their departure. A scenic stop for a soak in the hot springs introduces Van to a new problem--a brain-eating amoeba. COVID-19 meets the amoeba and they begin a strange transformation.Now, Van can't hide his secrets any longer as his body begins changing and he becomes a girl, alone with three of her bachelor friends from college.


  Tempt the White Witch: A Dark Transformation


   


  Becky and her coven have been amassing their forces to defeat their eternal enemy, the Dark Mage. When her forces are wiped out and Becky is all that stands before the Mage, he spares her life and takes her as his prisoner. Capturing Becky ends his millennia-long search for his dark queen. As the crown is placed upon her head, Becky begins a dark transformation. Will she be able to resist the powerful temptation before her? Will she be able to resist the Dark Mage?


  Tentacles: A Short Story of Erotic Transformation


   


  Enjoying a sunset stroll on the beach on their second date, Fiona and Dave come across a tidal pool. Thrilled to explore all of the trapped sealife, they find shells, crabs, and starfish. Their date couldn't be going better! Until... Fiona finds something strange hidden in the bottom of the pool. Suddenly, she is being transformed! What is happening? Dave tries to help, but the mysterious substance is now making him change as well.

Soon, they are turning blue and growing strange appendages! Will the process kill them, or transform them into something new and exciting?
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