WARNING
The following story contains some elements that may not be appropriate for all readers. Ok,
let’s face it, the following book is DIRTY. It’s filled with sex scenes where the main character is
forced into sexual situations against his will, being forced to be the girl to appease the appetite of
men (and a woman).
If you don’t like the idea of forced bi-sexuality, forced cross dressing, forced sex, long descriptive
paragraphs about clothing, a helpless heroine, or her sadistic captors, then this may not be the
book for you.
I want to remind everyone that this is a sexual fantasy and while fantasies about being held
captive for sex and being forced against your will can be a turn on, these things are just fantasy and
not something to pursue in real life outside of a loving consensual relationship with clearly defined
limits and safe words.
That being said, if you’re ready for some steamy forced feminization filth.
Darling, you’ve come to right place.

Foreward
I originally wrote this story back in 2002. Since I’m maintaining the lie that I am 23 years old,
that would mean I was 11 when I wrote this. This is way too filthy a story for an eleven year-old,
so let’s just assume there was time travel involved and leave it at that. This book is a sequel to a
short story I wrote called ‘Drinking Games’. It’s available for free, but it is not necessary that you
read it first, so don’t panic.
At the time I wrote this story, I didn’t have ANY idea there was a genre for forced feminization
fiction. I was just an awkward girl that had this strange, little fantasy about turning guys into
feminine sex slaves. It made me squirmy thinking about it. It still does, if you must know.
What I have learned in this interval of time is that there are A LOT of guys who fantasize about
this. I run a little website called Locked in Lace that caters to the forced feminization community
and, as of this writing, we are approaching 8,000 registered members. Who knew there were
so many guys who secretly fantasize about these things? If I had only known earlier, my career
trajectory might have taken a MUCH different path.
As it is, I write these stories and create little games on this website as a hobby. It’s a hobby I really
enjoy. I have met some wonderful ‘girls’ who, while maybe a little masculine on the outside, are
wonderfully sexy creatures on the inside. They are supportive, creative and some of the best people
you can imagine. It has been truly fulfilling to help give them support and an online home, where
they can explore their fantasy in a safe environment.
I love writing. I especially love writing erotica. Knowing that you are making a person aroused
with your words is tremendously rewarding and fulfilling. It satisfies the domme part of my
personality to know I’m forcing people to get turned on. I hope the book you are about to read
does this. And, I hope you find parts of it make you squirm, at least as much as I did writing it.
I have often debated selling stories like the one you are about to read. I’m not great at marketing,
and ultimately, I just want people to read them. To enjoy them. To squirm.
That’s not to say I would turn down someone buying this book. I’m not rich and there are
many months that I’m not even well-off. I make my real living as glorified middle management,
coordinating egos and personalities. It pays well at times, but it’s sporadic. There are months when
things are great. Other months, not so much. Welcome to the human experience, right?
If you like this story, please do me a favor. First of all, let me know. Feedback is such an
aphrodisiac; it helps get a writer motivated past the dreaded entropy, and get the ball rolling on
the next great adventure. I’m finishing a new novel now actually, and I cannot wait for everyone
to dive into it. It’s very naughty.

The other thing you can do is donate what you feel this book is worth. If you read through
it and shrug your shoulders, then consider it a gift. I appreciate you reading it and spending an
afternoon in my fantasies.
If you love it though… and I mean, panties wet, squirming in your seat kind of love… consider
sending me a donation. Whatever you think this book is worth is perfect. The cost of arousal is
different for everyone. If I hit your fantasy button, hit my donate one. It would mean so much to
know that you find my writing worthwhile and if these make enough, it means less time doing the
job I HAVE to do and more time doing things I love doing. Plus, knowing my words made you
so aroused that you felt you HAD to send me money… well that makes me squirmy in a whole
different way.
Of course, for those who are very adventurous, perhaps you would like to play your own game
while reading this book? My domme side can’t resist. I keep thinking that if life were fair... I would
get paid by the orgasms I cause in all you precious sissy girls. As you read through this story, you
might find a temptation to ... pleasure yourself. If you love this story and you find lots of moments
that bring you close to or (dare I say it) OVER the edge, shoot me a small donation each time it
happens. After all, if you consider yourself a good sissy, you don’t want your Mistress to go hungry
now do you?
Mainly, I’m curious to know how many times I can hit all the right buttons, arouse all the right
zones. That kind of feedback gives me the kind of motivation to see if I can’t beat it with my next
story... not to mention it makes me all wet inside to know just how stimulated I got you. So what
do you think, girl? Can you make it all the way through the book as a chaste princess, or do you
start sending me one slutty little dollar after another? Consider the challenge on the table.
I hope you enjoy the story. I know I do.
Melissa Daniels
lockedinlace.com

Send donations for this book to: lockedinlace.com/videogames

Chapter
1
~ JOEL ~
Brian woke up and peered around the room. As he blinked the sleep from his eyes, he remembered.
The horror of what his life had become filtered back into his brain. A tear trickled down his cheek
and he wiped it away, furious at how emotional he was now. He wanted more than anything to
curl back up into the fetal position and drift into the void of sleep. If only to dream of a better life.
He knew that they wouldn't let him do that. He had duties to perform. Disgusting, filthy duties.
Another tear dripped down his cheek and he let it fall. No one else was going to feel sorry for him,
so he might as well.
Brian sat up and stretched, immediately aware of how sensitive his chest was. He ran his hands
along the underside of his breasts, massaging them gently.
"They're definitely a B-cup now," he thought miserably, "B-cup and they're still growing. No
wonder I'm crying with all the fucking estrogen
they're pumping into me."
He stretched his legs, pointing his toes and
feeling the satin sheets rub against his smooth
legs.
At least the waxing is over for this week.
Yesterday was waxing day. The first few times
they had to tie him down. These days he didn’t
fight it and they let him submit to it. It certainly
wasn't from a desire for a smooth body that
made him volunteer for this duty. He did it on
his own simply because it let him be in control
of his own pain.
…and the last thing I need now is to be tied
up more. I get enough of that as it is...
He swung his legs off the bed and stood up,
pulling his baby doll nightie down from where
it had ridden up during the night. It still barely
covered his frilly pink panties. Brian realized
with morbid despair that he was no longer
bothered by wearing the thong cut.

Well you've had worse things up your ass these last few months, sweetheart. At least the panties
are soft. And at least they're more comfortable than your chastity belts…
"Although chastity is not quite the right word for it, is it? They can still fuck me all they want.
Anytime they want. It just keeps me all tucked up and chaste." He glanced at the clock and started.
"And since they're gonna force me into one of the blasted things soon, I'd better do my business."
He hurried to his bathroom and relieved himself, knowing that if he had do anything for the rest
of the day he'd have to get permission and assistance to remove his chastity belt. It was best just to
get it all done from the beginning. He turned on the water for his bath. One of the first things his
"friends" had done was remove the shower head from his bath tub. It was baths or nothing and if
he wasn't clean he was punished. He poured the lilac scented oil under the running water, despising
the smell that wafted up in the steam. It made him smell perpetually of flowers and softened his
already smooth skin. But if they caught him in an untreated bath then they'd start supervising his
morning bath again. Supervised bath sessions always turned sexual and Brian would gladly suffer
any form of feminizing to escape yet one more rape session per day.
As he soaked in the tub he felt the oils permeating his skin. He scrubbed himself with the flowery
smelling body wash, the strawberry odor mingling with the lilac.
…No wonder the guys are kissing me all over these days. I smell like I'm edible. I’d kiss on me
too if I could… so hungry…
He shampooed his hair with yet another fragrant smell. He couldn't wash his hair anymore
without thinking about what they made him do when they had first forced him to use this brand.
This was back in the days of supervised baths, and Steve had the brilliant notion that Brian should
wash his hair like the girls did in the commercials. So for ten minutes as he scrubbed his hair he
had to moan orgasmically, building to a peak as he dunked his head backwards into the water. Of
course Joel filmed the whole thing. It was one of the more tame videos in their growing blackmail
collection. His eyes glanced up at the mounted web cam and the flashing red light. No shortage
of blackmail video at all…
He drained the tub and used some fresh water to rinse off the oils. At least the bath had eased
the ache in his breasts. He felt his nipples harden as the cold air penetrated through the steam.
They were definitely more pronounced than they used to be, sticking out from the new mounds
on his chest like soldiers standing to attention. He touched one of them with his finger, noting
as he brought his hand up how feminine his hands looked now. His long burgundy nails were
still perfectly shaped from his horrid trip to the mall. That had been the only time in the last two
month they had been trimmed, and they now went well beyond the ends of his fingers. Everything
was more difficult with long nails. Yet he was forbidden to cut them. He could only have them
manicured by a professional. That meant another trip to the mall, which he would never willingly
do. Not after last time.
His nipple exploded in electricity as his finger made contact.

"Oh my God, they're sensitive..." he touched it again, arching his back slightly as the shock
trembled through him again. It was intense, yet there was pleasure too. Pleasure and shame.
"When will this stop?" he asked himself, feeling tears begin to well in his eyes again, "I have tits.
They've given me tits and they're only going to get bigger...I'm less and less Brian everyday. Less
Brian and more...Marla."
But there was no time left to feel sorry for himself. The morning was moving fast now and it was
almost time for inspection. He wrapped the towel around himself, tucking it around his breasts. As
he re-entered his bedroom, he glanced at his clock again. His heart began to race. He was running
late. Too much self pity and not enough hustle. If he didn't get a move on, he would be punished.
Then he'd really have a reason to feel sorry for himself.
He scampered on his tip-toes to his dresser, taking tiny steps so as not to lose his towel. His
breasts bounced painfully as he moved and he brought his arm up to hold them, realizing that it
made him run even more like a girl. Yet he had to hurry, and they hurt when they bounced.
He grabbed his gaff and yanked it up his legs, jumping from foot to foot to get the straps up
over his hips. They too had grown in the past weeks, just as his waist had diminished. Between the
hormones and the diet he was developing quite the hourglass figure. Much to his increasing dismay.
He was only getting sexier, which meant the guys only desired him more. He tucked himself into
the tiny slot and eased his testicles up inside of himself. Then he pulled the infernal contraption
up the rest of the way. The satin strap slid up into his ass like a piece of floss, disappearing almost
entirely. If it was not for the tiny pieces of satin wrapped up over his hips, no one would know that
he was wearing anything from the back. And from the front...
From the front he looked completely female. The gaff did it's job of hiding his maleness. Not
that he had that much to hide anyway. He had always considered himself small and now the
estrogen was just encouraging the trend.
He looked in his mirror and saw her. His twin. His Mr. Hyde. Or Miss Hyde in this case.
She was naked except for the practically non-existent panties and she was very, very female. Her
pert breasts were supple and soft and her nipples were still hard and excited. Her waist only made
them look bigger and her hips had grown wider since only yesterday. There was no hair bellow her
eyebrows and even those were barely existent. They’d been arched high and thin giving her a look
of constant surprise.
He looked as if he was born Marla. She didn't even have a prominent Adam's apple that you
could notice. If you probed her neck with your fingers, you would find it, but even then it wasn't
all that noticeable.
Brian had been mistaken for a girl several times in his life prior to his new life here. Yet now…
There was no way he would be mistaken for a guy. Brian no longer existed after this gaff was on.
He would not exist again until late, late tonight. For the rest of his waking day he was Marla. And
Marla was still running late.

He grabbed one of the newer bras. His recent development had encouraged the guys to go buy
him some new ways to flaunt it. Brian despised all of them. This one was partly see through, lacy
and worst yet: a push-up. He slid the slinky black straps over his shoulders, pulled the back in front
of him and did the clasp then squeezed himself into it. Putting one on was becoming second
nature now.
This was one of the liquid filled gimmicky ones that increased the look of your breasts a cup size.
Brian didn't doubt it. He definitely looked a C-cup with this thing on. His real breasts practically
fell out of the top, pushed up and out so that they would be ignored by no one. He looked in the
mirror and saw that his chest now jutted out in front of him. His chest. Not the fake things he had
worn originally. He had breasts now. Breasts that seemed to be growing by the day…
He sighed. There was no time for him to ogle the creature he had become.
He scampered to the bathroom, his breasts not bouncing nearly as bad thanks to the bra. It was
still disconcerting to feel them jiggle as he pranced on his tip toes back to the bathroom.
This was another rule enforced by his captors. If he was caught not walking on his toes he was
punished. It was heels or tip-toes. It was another one of Terry's more sadistic ideas. It made Brian
move more feminine. It made him sway his hips to keep his balance and it kept his budding breasts
ever bouncing. It only got worse as they got bigger.
His ankles and toes ached all the time. The soreness was still better than punishment. A punishment
could come at any second. He glanced up at the webcam in this room. It was flashing as well.
His every move broadcast to the computers in the living room…
…and who knows where else…
He wasn't about to be caught walking flat footed. Not after last time.
He blow-dried his hair. His hair had been shaggy when his girlfriend first talked him into
becoming Marla for Halloween. By the time the New Year had rolled around it had grown out long
enough for his captors to take him to a stylist in the first infamous mall incident.
Her hair had been dyed a golden blonde, making it lighter and more feminine than his natural
dirty blonde locks. Worse, extensions had been added, so his hair looked naturally long and full.
He clipped the bangs out of his face and dove into his makeup. Watching in the mirror, his
delicate features became more elegant and refined with each motion. With the base applied he
highlighted his cheeks. He outlined his lips and then painted them in carefully with a deep red
lipstick that matched his nails. After blotting, he attacked his eyes. First the eye shadow...just a
little to emphasize.
His 'friends' liked him slutty. The sluttier he looked the more they treated him that way. When
he was pretty they were nicer and so he spent extra long being pretty.
He added mascara, although he didn't really need it. His eyelashes were naturally long and curly.

Yet it was a rule and even the most trivial disobedience could earn bad repercussion. The mascara
made each blink a hurricane.
His girlfriend had taught him make-up. It was shortly after the guys had taken him prisoner. At
the time, it was humiliating. It paled in retrospect to everything that had happened since.
He put in a pair of earrings. Small hoops that dangled an inch or so below his ear. He unclipped
his hair and tousled his head, getting it to frame his face like it was supposed to. The girl in the
mirror examined herself and found her appearance flawless. Flawless if she was supposed to look
like a twenty year old beauty queen.
Brian saw the tears in the girl’s eyes begin to well and made himself blink them away. He was
looking prettier and prettier every day. As his hair got longer; As his breasts got bigger; As his nails
grew; As his waist shrank…
He wasn't sure he could go back to looking like his old self now. Even if they let him go, which
they weren't about to do. Not when they had their own dedicated sex slave. A sex kitten that would
do whatever they asked, whenever they asked and let herself be punished for any trivial thing she
did wrong. That's what Marla was. A sex toy.
Yet what choice did she really have?
They kept her locked in her room at night. A room that was no longer his. One look around
and anyone could tell that the room belonged to Marla.
Brian had no possessions, unless he wanted to claim the sexy female clothing or satiny sheets and
covers that made up her bedroom. He could claim the makeup and sweet smelling potions that
adorned the bathroom. There was not a trace of anything masculine in the room. Not even him.
The day was no better. He was under constant surveillance by one of the three of them at all
times. They had arranged their class schedules around guarding him. They each had Marla for three
hours a day, then they shared her until it was time for her to go to bed. Most days they were spent
by then and let her retire alone, but occasionally they'd even invade her room, using her until all
hours of night.
There was no escape.
Even if there was, where would he go. Brian's old girl friend was helping his 'friends' feminize
him. Even if he could escape and get to her, she would rat him out instantly.
He had no other friends. No family. He could go to the cops, but the way he looked now they
wouldn't believe him. Even if he showed them his last vestige of manhood, they wouldn't believe
that a guy would let this happen to himself.
This was assuming he could escape. Should he get caught trying…
He still remembered the last time.
He shuddered at the thought and pushed it from his mind. No time for the past right now. He
still had some finishing touches to do before inspection.

He pranced back into his bedroom and made his bed. He was still furious at having to sleep in
this prison of femininity. Within the first week of his captivity they had thrown his old bed away.
For another week he was passed around between the guys, sleeping with a different one each night,
before finally being 'rewarded' with a bed of her own.
This bed would make a prostitute blush. It was an ornately carved wooden frame with a heart
shaped mattress. Joel had found it in an auction and had bought it instantly with Marla in mind.
They had to special order sheets for it. Silks had been draped from the overhead beams of it, giving
it the look of a harem bed.
As the weeks progressed the bed had become more atrocious. Now it had heart shaped pillows
on it too. Worst of all was the shelf above the head board that held the ‘toys’.
Brian had been used many, many times on this bed already. The guys now referred to his room
as “Paradise”. For them the name was apropos. For Brian, it dripped with irony.
He dug through the dresser and pulled out a pair of adhesive black stockings. He sat on the bed
and rolled them up his legs. He stood up and
pulled the adhesive bands taut and then pressed
it against his legs one by one. They adhered to his
smooth thigh like a second skin.
He wouldn't know what outfit they had in
mind for him today, but everything seemed to
require stockings. The only one that didn't was
the cheerleader outfit. He’d worn that yesterday
for a while, so he doubted seriously it would be
on the top of the list this morning.
Joel was the first to dress him each day and his
favorite was her little black dress. It had virtually
no back and cut so low that virtually nothing
was left to imagination. The shoulder straps were
barely even worth mentioning, only just covering
his bra straps. The thing was pretty much held
into place by being two sizes too small.
"Three sizes with these breasts," Brian grimaced
staring again down into his cleavage that was still
threatening to spill out of his bra.
He sat back on the bed and pulled on a pair
of black four inch heels that wrapped around
his ankles several times before finally clasping to
themselves.

He wasn't required to wear heels, but he preferred them over having to prance on his tip toes
all day. There was no guarantee that Joel would make him put them on this morning, but so far
there was no penalty for putting them on. Brian still felt weird about being eager to wear heels.
Yet walking on his tip toes made heels the preferable option.
With the extra ankle straps, the pair he chose made his feet hurt less than some of his shoes with
even lower heels. None of his shoes had less than a three inch heel or platform. Despite the height
gain, he was still small. Standing five-foot-six, he had grown accustomed to looking up to people.
As a girl, he felt tiny compared to his very tall captors. Even with four inch heels he was an inch
shorter than Joel and three or four inches smaller than the other two.
It was one minute till ten. He went through his mental checklist, making sure everything was
perfect. Joel had a number of punishments he was fond of, depending on the severity of the
disobedience. For a simple accident or forgetfulness, it would be a simple spanking. Being across
Joel’s lap, his hand slapping her bare ass hard for several minutes, was one of Joel’s favorite things.
Spanking her turned Joel on something fierce. A hand spanking was for a simple mistake. Bigger
mistake were far worse.
Brian shuddered as the memory came back to him.
In the first week of his captivity he had been locked in his room most of the day. There was no
bed yet. His room had been emptied out of all his personal belongings. They held a yard sale a
week or so later to earn the money to buy his new feminine items.
With his room empty save for a chair and a stack of required reading books, Brian was left with
a lot of time and what felt like very little to do. He tried to read the books. They just filled him
with anger.
In the first week Brian was still much more intent on escape than on the reading material they
were giving him. They had crammed him back into his french maid costume and the more Brian
looked at it, the more pissed off he became.
How could they do this to him? They were supposed to be his friends! They were using him as a
woman. Less than a woman! They were using him like a sex-slave.
He threw his copy of "How to please your man...in bed" across the room and began to search for
anything that might let him pick the lock on the door. If he could break out of his room he could
steal some of their clothes and then make a break for it.
He found what he was looking for in his bathroom. A couple of bobby pins that could, in theory,
pick the lock. At least if video games were to be believed. Brian was not experienced in such things,
but what else did he have to do all day until the guys came home.
What Brian didn't know was that at least one of the guys was home. Joel was there, tinkering on
his computer with a background window linked to the hidden web cam in Brian's room.

The door slammed open, knocking Brian to the ground. Brian looked up at him in horror as he
saw the sadistic gleam glinting in Joel's eyes. Joel had pinned him to the ground and used one of
the home depot gadget he was always buying to tie him up.
It was a ‘gun’ that shot out a loop of plastic and then snapped itself closed; One of the things
used for bundling big groups of things together for shipping or for keeping wires tied together. As
it turned out, it was good for tying Brian up too.
Joel had snapped his wrists to his legs, just above the knees. Brian struggled with all his might
against the ties, but try as he might, he couldn't free his arms from his legs. Every wiggle just made
the ties tighter.
Joel flipped Brian over effortlessly, his big arms barely straining under Brian's meager weight. He
watched with a grin as Brian tried to maintain his balance. There was no hope and he fell with his
face buried into the plush carpeting of the room, his ass sticking helplessly up in the air.
Then the spanking had begun. He had lifted the dress up off Brian's ass and spanked him
viciously until he was crying for it to end. Then it did stop, just long enough to get a ball gag he
had bought fastened around Brian's head.
He was bound so tight he could barely struggle. With the gag in place it took all his concentration
just to breath. Joel grabbed his digital camera and an endless number of pictures were taken.
Pictures of his glowing red ass; of his mouth around the gag; of him bound helpless in the middle
of the floor.
These were Marla’s debut on various online porn sites.
Along with the recorded web cam stream which filmed them as Joel slowly undid his pants and
lubed himself up. He pulled the thong out of Brian's ass and began to push up into the glowing
red behind.
Joel's dick was already dripping with pre-cum and before long he was sliding in and out of Brian.
Brian screamed against the ball as he was raped, but nothing more than muffles came out.
Then the torture really started. As Joel pressed all the way inside of Brian, one of his burly arms
slipped around the helpless maid's slender waist. He slowly hefted Brian up off the ground. Brian's
legs were lifted up in the air and he was completely impaled on Joel's rigid cock. Brian pulled at his
bonds, which only caused his tied legs to open wider, allowing Joel better access. Brian screamed
in pain and horror as he was helplessly impaled up in the air. His scream hit the ball gag and came
out as a muffled moan. Brian's own weight forced Joel deeper inside of him, seemingly ripping
him in two.
Then it got worse. Like a weightlifter in a competition, Joel slowly raised himself up to stand
on his feet, with Brian still riding on his hard rod. Brian felt like a mannequin, unable to move,
locked into position with a hard rod up his ass. Joel then held her up to the web cam for inspection.
He held the bound maid with one arm, while his free hand began tracing Brian's smooth body,
focusing on his neck, face, back and thighs. All the exposed skin. Brian felt his rough hands
kneading him as Joel continued to rape him.

It was the most degrading thing that had ever
happened to him at that point. He was helpless, tied,
gagged and being tossed around as if he weighed
nothing. Being completely lifted off the ground only
made it worse. Only made him more helpless.
Finally Joel's arms must have given out and he
sank back to his knees, letting Brian rest himself back
upon the floor. Joel continued to fuck him until he
got to the point of orgasm. Then the dick whipped
out of Brian and hot cum spurted onto his ass like a
volcano.
Hours later, Marla made her debut on the web.
Joel's face was never really visible, but Brian's was.
Or rather Marla's was.
There was little doubt that the person in the picture
was almost entirely a woman…even in the early days.
The guys made Brian sit through the video,
critiquing his performance as a porn star. It was
the first time Brian realized just how small he was
compared to his captors. Reading the comments and responses on the porn sites was even worse.
They made him read them aloud and promise to work on his technique.
The clock digitally changed to ten o'clock and it snapped Brian out of the past. There was no
telling when Joel would check on him. Any time after ten was fair game. All Brian knew was that
he needed to be ready. He went through his check list again. The punishments were bad, and
although the rewards were never great, they were infinitely more pleasurable to the alternative. The
minutes ticked by. Five. Six. Then Brian's heart skipped a beat.
Birth control!
He had forgotten to take a birth control pill.
He normally took it after his bath, but he had been running late and had completely forgotten.
It was another one of Steve's little jokes, making him take the pills. Brian couldn't help but worry
over what they were doing to him. There was a whole collection of pills and creams they were
making him use. Most of them seemed like internet scams, but some of them…
He dashed madly for the bathroom, his heels threatening to topple him at any second. He
grabbed the little plastic case and battled with it for a second trying to force it open the wrong way
before realizing his mistake. He finally got the spinny-wheel open, popped the right pill out of the
case and popped it into his mouth.
The door to his bedroom burst open noisily.

He swallowed the little pill hastily and slipped the plastic disc back onto the counter. His heart
was beating out of his chest, but there was no time to calm down. Joel was here.
Brian disappeared instantly, and the sexy toy Marla sauntered into the bedroom to meet her first
captor of the day.
Joel stood in the doorway waiting. Marla struck a pose as she entered the room, her hip jutted
out sexily to one side. It was the way Joel insisted she stand. He smiled satisfied.
"Good morning, Marla," Joel said. He entered the room as if he owned it. Joel lived next door
with Terry, but ever since the three of them had taken Marla prisoner, all three of them spent most
of their free time in the living room of this apartment. It was easier to take advantage of their
captive sex slave that way.
"Good morning, cutie," Marla said in her girly, feminine voice. It had taken a great deal of
practice and a great deal of punishment to get Marla to speak this way, but now it sounded not
only natural, but extraordinary. Brian hated his voice like this. Once again, the humiliation was
better than the punishment.
Joel paced around the room looking for anything out of place. He stormed into the bathroom.
Marla heard her birth control pill case being opened and swallowed hard. That was a close one. As
Joel returned into the room, his gaze centered on the captive blonde. He inspected her from top to
bottom, even grabbing her face and looking at the job she had done on her makeup.
"You did good today, beautiful," Joel said smiling. Yet his voice expressed disappointment. Joel
liked punishing her. They all did. Yet Steve had enforced the rule that she was not to be punished
without good reason. It was part of the ongoing psychology experiment he was doing with her as
his main subject.
"Not a thing wrong that I can find," Joel continued, patting Marla on the ass. It was more of a
squeeze than a pat really. She fought the impulse to flinch away. Just another test he was doing, "I
guess you get a reward…that is if you stay a good little girl for the rest of the morning."
Marla fought the sarcasm screaming within her brain. Her reward always consisted of something
to make herself more feminine or sexual. It was an impossible situation. If she was bad, she was
punished and tortured. If she was good, she was turned even further into the thing she hated to
be. There was no good solution, save escape. With each day that passed, escape became more and
more of a winsome daydream.
"Get your belt," Joel said, dropping the pleasantries. It was on with the morning rituals now.
First was the chastity belt. She grabbed the black one that matched her outfit (such as it was) and
handed it to her tormentor. He wrapped it around her expertly, as he had every morning for more
than a month now. As it made it's final loop around her crotch, he reached in his pocket and pulled
out the tiny padlock that he used to secure the piece of metal that locked her into femininity. The
belt still was barely bigger than a thong bikini and still gave them ample access to her behind. Yet
it locked her into her prison as surely as if it was iron. Despite having peed no more than thirty

minutes ago, she instantly felt the urge again just by being constrained. She fought the desire and
slowly it faded. It was all mental anyway.
She batted her doe eyes at Joel expectantly, waiting for him to assign her an outfit. He scanned
her body like a wolf, enjoying her sultry undergarments. Especially her ass. Joel was an ass man,
plain and simple. He liked Marla's ass a lot. None of the girls he dated would even consider anal
sex. Now there was no need for dating. Now he had Marla.
"The black dress," he ordered. She was right. It was his favorite, after all.
She had prepped it in the very front of her closet so that it was easily accessible for when he
demanded it. He watched with his wolf eyes as she wormed her way into it. Her breasts were giving
her definite trouble fitting into the tight little number. As much as they oozed out of the tight bra,
the dress was tighter and gave her an illusion of cleavage that would make any woman jealous. That
combined with the hourglass look she was developing made her a man killer plain and simple. The
dress was so short that if it rode up at all, the tops of her stockings showed. The back was cut down
so that it was even with the top of her hips. This was a dress as far from practical as possible. It was
made for sex appeal. From the look in Joel's eyes. It was working.
"Looking great today, beautiful," he said soaking her in with his eyes, "Those hormones are
paying off."
She winked her right eye at him, flirting the way she had been trained. The way he liked her to
be. Brian screamed in his head as she did it, praying to God for a way to become himself again.
Praying for anything that could change the hell that his life had become.
"You hungry this morning? Want some breakfast?" Joel asked like a shark circling it's prey.
"Starving," Marla said in her baby doll voice.
"Then you know what to do."
A wave of revulsion passed over Marla's face. No amount of acting or fear could disguise it. This
was one of Steve's more devious ideas. Another psychology experiment that Brian was ashamed to
admit was working. His meals were dished out in three meager portions. If she earned all the meals
for the day she went to bed only slightly hungry. If she missed one… or two… or all three… she
went to bed starving.
Each meal was given by a different captor. In order to earn her meal she had to swallow that
captor’s slimy, ‘appetizer’. Steve hoped this would give Marla a Pavlovian condition. In other words,
by earning food with oral sex, they hoped to make her salivate at the thought of giving a blow job.
On her knees in front of Joel, Marla suspected they were on to something. She felt her mouth fill
up with saliva and her stomach rumble as her long supple fingers undid Joel's jeans.
She wasn't even hesitating any more. She just wanted the dick in her mouth so she could please
Joel enough that he would give her breakfast. He wasn't doing anything to make it easy.

He walked over and sat on her bed, his legs spread for her to kneel between them. She crawled
over on her hands and knees, slinking up between his legs and running her hands up his legs,
past his thighs to his crotch. Her fingers undid his pants and slid down inside them, wrestling the
monster out of it's silken boxer restraints. The thick beast stood to attention at her touch and she
stared at it, fighting the wave of revulsion that filled her. At the same time, her stomach growled
and her mouth practically oozed saliva. Brian screamed internally, damning them all to hell so
many times that he lost count.
Sadness filled her at how routine this was now. She could describe Joel’s cock from memory.
Every vein, every ridge… every little spot that made it twitch.
She ran her hand up and down the cock several times, massaging the underside with her thumb
as she went, milking out what arousal she’d already generated in him. She slowly extended her
practically dripping tongue and licked him from base to tip slowly. Sensuously. As if trying to
tease the cum from his balls to the end of his cock.
Then her lips surrounded him and the job was underway. She used her hand as an extension of
her mouth, her tongue centering on the sensitive underbelly, while she sucked with all her might.
She was starving, and the longer Joel held off, the hungrier she got.
She needed food, and if it meant pleasing Joel faster, that was what she had to do. She was well
versed in this activity now. She had read the books they had given her. The Oral Sex Guide, Blow
Jobs 101 and the dreaded How to Deep Throat. They weren't kidding around either. She was made
to practice on dildo's in front of them till they were satisfied that she had learned something. She
had to put her expertise to use on them one after another until they deemed her proficient enough
for the next level of her training. Her studies continued of course, but she dreaded each new exam,
each new technique they wanted her to master.
This was yet one more reason to put some effort into her meal earnings. Being orally gang
banged by all three of them was infinitely worse than three blow jobs spread throughout the day.
Inside his head, Brian lamented the fact that he had such a vast knowledge of how to please men
orally. He could write his own book at this point. He knew so many secret weapons now.
Marla knew exactly what Joel liked now. Months of these things had given her more than a fair
idea of what they all enjoyed. Joel liked licking and he liked sucking. In that order. His favorite
was what was referred to as a 'deep suck'. But she had to save that for when he was close or it lost
a great deal of its power. The deep suck literally sucked the cum out of Joel if she did it right.
Timing was everything.
She bathed his cock with his tongue, getting it wet and ultra hard. Licking it. He liked the
licking.
She concentrated her time on the underside of his cock, right below the head where it was the
most sensitive. In between licks she would kiss it, letting her lips rub on and around the shaft.

Slowly she would engulf the head in her mouth. This process would repeat. Once. Twice.
Five. Ten.
As the liquid began to ooze slowly from the tip, she pressed her lips against it just enough to get
the sticky stuff to coat her lips. She pulled her face away slightly, letting the cum trail in a stream
from her lips to his cock, looking up at him with big sexy eyes. This was another trick she had
learned to make the process go faster. The guys all loved to see her lips covered in cum. She had
learned early on, that letting it string from their dicks to her lips excited them. It was like a tiny
insubstantial leash, linking her mouth to their manhood, giving them the feeling of dominance.
It worked again today. Joel gazed at her lustily as she licked the cum off her lips. She could
hear his breath quicken and knew it was almost done. In fact, it worked so well that he hurriedly
pressed the back of her head toward him, so that her lips were again resting on his cock. He was
getting very close.
It didn't take him long when she turned on the charm. She wrapped her lips around the head
and gave him a short suck. Then lightly pressed her teeth up against his shaft. It was time.
She gave him the 'deep suck' that would finish him off. She pushed the dick as deep down her
throat as she could at this angle. This was not as deep throat as Terry was training her for, but more
than enough for Joel. She wrapped her lips around his shaft tightly and sucked him as she slowly
moved her head back up his shaft. The deep suck was also called a popsicle suck because that's what
it resembled and she followed her mouth with her hand to make it more intense. It was hard not
to think of this like literally sucking his cum from his balls.
As her suction brought her up just under the head, she felt the cum explode from the base under
her hand and she quickly pulled her mouth just barely off the cock so that it spurted expertly into
her mouth. This was another trick she had learned. Let them see you swallow the cum. It also kept
it from smearing all over their cock and needing to be licked off. She gave him the moan that he
liked to hear after he came and then made a show out of swallowing the meaty liquid.
She had to look like she enjoyed it. If she looked too repulsed, she would miss out on breakfast.
The sad truth was, she had grown used to the taste. It was worse than that. Their experiment was
working. The taste of cum made her ravenously hungry.
In order to trim her figure even more they were feeding her meager portions of everything. The
only thing she seemed to get a substantial amount of each day, was cum. She was giving at least
three blow jobs a day and most days that number averaged around 8 or 9. She guessed that was
at least a tablespoon of cum. Every day!
Inside of Marla's head, Brian was screaming again. Marla barely noticed. She was hungry and
was trying to prove to Joel that she deserved breakfast. She licked her lips with his cum still in her
mouth, opening her lips just enough to let him see the gooey mess. She closed her eyes and let it
slide down her throat, giving a soft moan. Joel had enjoyed himself and was enjoying her reaction
to his cum even more. Breakfast looked like a sure thing.
"You like that, don't you beautiful?" Joel chuckled.
"Mmm-Hmm," Marla purred, still pretending to savor every last drop of the creamy fluid.

"You're getting really good at that, slut. I'm starting to think you really could suck a bowling ball
through a garden hose." He laughed as he saw Marla's face blush. Brian had used that expression
more than once about various girls back in his masculine days. Hearing it used on him was both
an outrage and a huge embarrassment.
"And those breasts of yours..." he grabbed dual handfuls of Marla's chest and squeezed them. It
was gentle squeeze, thankfully. "They look like B's now. "
"Mm-hmm. Do you like them," she purred sexily jutting her chest out. His still hard cock rested
between them, her saliva and his residual cum making the thing wet against her skin. It settled
naturally into the groove of his cleavage as if it belonged there. Brian screamed silently inside the
sexy shell of his body. It wouldn’t be long now until they started demanding tit jobs. She almost
had enough for them now.
"Like them! Hell! I love them! I think Marla's just about ready for her first topless debut. Your
fans are going to go apeshit!”
Marla shivered. Her ‘fans’ scared her more than anything they could do her. The more dirt on
her that got out into the public, the harder it was going to be for her to ever go back to being Brian.
If anyone ever put together Brian's disappearance and Marla's sudden emergence, he could never
go back to being just what he was. He would always be the guy who dressed up as a woman to
satisfy his friends. No matter what he said to defend himself, that is what everyone would think.
Tears were brewing again, and she blinked rapidly to dispel them.
"Go fix your lipstick, then meet me in the kitchen." Joel said, leaving the room with the same
gusto he entered it with.
As she entered the kitchen she saw her 'meal' laid out for her. A small serving of oatmeal, a
bottle of mineral water, and the assortment of pills she had grown used to taking every morning.
She devoured it. Her mouth, despite still tasting of Joel, began to water again at the smell of the
oatmeal. Brian used to hate oatmeal, but Marla was being fed so little now, that any food was good
food. Especially if it didn't come out of someone's cock. One of the most demeaning things about
the psychological experiment was that every meal maintained an aftertaste of the person who served
it to her. She expected she would forever associate the taste of oatmeal with the taste of Joel’s cum.
She wolfed the oatmeal down, and then set to work taking her pills. She knew that a few of
them were estrogen. That had started almost instantly. As soon as the guys had decided to keep her
prisoner long term, they had started her on a strict regiment of female hormones. One was a pill
that Joel had sent away for from the back of a magazine. An increased female sex drive pill. Marla
doubted it's authenticity and doubted even more if it would work on a guy, On the other hand,
only moments ago she was salivating at the thought of sucking on Joel's cock. So maybe they were
working.
She assumed the rest were multivitamins. At least she hoped they were. There was no telling
what other nastiness she was downing ritually. Not that she had much choice. If she didn't take
them she was punished. She would do anything to avoid punishment. That was a lesson she had
learned over and over again. It had started on the first day, after that first horrible night when Marla
was born.

Brian awoke, not having a clue where he was. All he knew was that his whole body ached. His
mouth hurt most of all. He rubbed it absent-mindedly as he sat up, confused over the crustiness
that came off on his hand. His head screamed with a hangover unlike any he had ever experienced.
His eyes settled on the tiny ring of plastic on the coffee table, with the leather strap.
It all came back to him with the clarity of a photograph. The drinking; the dares; the costume;
the rape…
He looked down, seeing his body draped in the sexy maid outfit and fought back the scream that
was building inside his head.
It really happened. Joel, Terry and Steve, his “friends", had convinced him to dress as a French
Maid and then raped him. They had tied his arms, forced him to wear that O-ring gag and then
used him. Each had cum in his mouth and Terry had...
He shivered. He had been fucked. He could still taste them in his mouth. He could still feel the
horrible sense of penetration radiating from his ass.
He got to his feet wobbly, aware that he was still in the three inch heels of his costume. He had
to get out of this outfit. He needed to take a year long shower and try and wash the memory of last
night forever from his brain.
He walked down the hall to his bedroom as if in a dream. He could hear the sound his heels
made as they clicked on the wooden floor of the hall. He could feel his stockings rubbing against
his legs. He could feel the thong, uncomfortably crammed up into his sore behind. It all felt surreal.
His door was locked. He reached for his pocket, where his keys normally resided. They weren't
there. Rather, his pocket wasn't there. He just felt the smooth curve of his hip, under the skin tight
maid outfit.
Panic began to set in. He had to get out of these clothes. If he saw the guys this morning, the last
thing he wanted to do was be in this outfit when he saw them. He didn’t want to remind them of
what they had done. It was best just to change back into a guy and pretend none of this had ever
happened, until he could find a new place to live. He couldn’t stay here. Not after last night.

Yet there were no clothes to change into. All his clothes were locked behind his door. Had he
locked it last night after he had changed into this costume? He couldn't remember...
"Good morning Marla..." Steve's baritone voice rumbled behind him. Brian twirled around,
nearly twisting his ankles in the impossible shoes. His roommate was standing in his bedroom
doorway, grinning a sadistic looking smile. Brian recognized his grin from the night before.
"That's the look he had when he blackmailed me into going down on him," Brian thought,
"That's not a good look."
"Did you sleep well?" Steve chuckled, "You got quite a bit of exercise last night..."
Brian smiled uneasily. Apparently Steve wasn't bothered by the events of the night before. His
eyes took in Brian's body like it was a priceless piece of art. There was a flame burning in his eyes
and it made Brian wish he was wearing something a lot less revealing. He tugged self consciously
at his dress, pulling it down over the tops of his stockings. He hated the helplessness he was feeling
in this outfit.
“I seem to have locked myself out of my room," Brian stammered after a second. He couldn't
help notice how girly his voice sounded. He had always had a high voice. It was a high tenor that
had made him the star of his high school chorus. His voice had never dramatically changed since
then, much to his dismay. Dressed as a woman, it seemed even more noticeable.
"I locked it..." Steve said, his voice losing it's playful chuckle.
Brian's eyes widened. There was something in the way Steve was looking at him that sent chill
bumps up his entire body.
"Why?" was all he could think to say.
"Cause there are gonna be some changes round here," Steve said, the chuckle back in his voice.
There was no humor in it, though.
"Wh..." Brian started. Then he was cut off as Steve stepped closer and grabbed Brian's neck
with his hand. He pulled Brian's head toward his own, kissing him hard on the mouth. Brian was
stunned. So stunned he didn't even resist at first. Then he felt Steve's other arm go around him,
grabbing his ass, pushing their crotches together. Steve pressed him up against the wall, grinding
against him. He felt Steve's cock throb against his stomach, despite the dress and Steve's jogging
pants in between them. He tried to pull away, but Steve had him pinned. He felt Steve's tongue
begin to worm it's way into his mouth. His lips did nothing to stop the incessant organ. Only his
clenched teeth stopped it from probing his mouth. He felt it tracing his teeth and his lips, tasting
him.
He was pressed up against the wall like a woman, being ravaged by her guy. Her arms flailed,
but his bulk and weight kept her pinned.

It was his choice to end it. Steve pushed away from him. Brian teetered on his heels trying to
regain his balance, his hand going to his mouth to try and wipe off Steve's saliva.
"God, you're sexy," Steve said laughing, "I've got lots of ideas of things we can do together..."
"Knock it off, Steve," Brian spat, "I'm not a girl! I'm you're roommate, remember! I'm Brian!"
"Not anymore," Steve said. He grabbed Brian's wrist and pulled him roughly toward the living
room. Brian scrambled madly to keep up.
Brian was thrown to the sofa landing hard in the center. His skirt rode up revealing the exposed
thigh above his stocking. Steve didn't notice. He was fiddling with the remote for the television. It
flickered to life and Brian stared at the horror show being portrayed for him.
It was him, or rather the woman he was pretending to be. He was sucking on Steve's cock as
if his life depended on it, while Terry fucked him from behind. There was virtually no sign of
maleness from the blonde slut, just a sexy bitch servicing two guys.
Only the blonde WAS him.
That was clear with very little inspection. Did he really look that much like a woman? It sent a
shiver through his body. They had taped him being fucked. And worse yet, it didn't look like rape.
It looked like she was enjoying it. She was sucking Steve's cock like a vacuum, her ass pounding
itself backward against Terry's cock. Fear radiated through him. No one would believe he hadn't
done that of his own free will. The tape cut off and Brian looked up at Steve with dismay.
"Pretty hot stuff there, huh?" Steve said laughing at his expression, "You're one hell of an assfuck to hear Terry talk."
"Steve..." Brian stammered, "Please..."
Steve slapped him hard across the cheek. His eyes brimmed with tears as the pain filtered through
his already aching head.
"No talking. Your job is to listen. You hear me?"
Brian nodded, rubbing his cheek.
"Now," Steve said, "You're gonna do what I tell you to, when I tell you to. You understand?
Otherwise this tape is going to find it's way into the hands of everyone you know. And with the
way you look, every guy you know is gonna be dragging you into corners for blow jobs. After all,
your mouth looks as if it were made for them. Then we’re going to turn the tape over to the police
and tell them you tried to get us to pay for it. They’ll drag you into prison for prostitution. A male
prison. Just think how popular you’ll be there!”
The tears that had brimmed in Brian's left eye from the slap now began to fall as he listened.
Steve wasn't joking. He was serious. Brian could either follow Steve's every order, or have the entire
world see him as a transexual prostitute.

The thought made him cringe.
He had guys come up to him for weeks after the Halloween party, making fake sexual offers.
That had been embarrassing enough. This tape would get him offers that weren't fake. Maybe not
even offers. Quite possibly he would get demands. He was half the size of most of the guys he
knew. If they wanted him to do something, they could easily make him. So what choice did he
have? He would do what Steve said. He hung his head as the tears continued to flow.
"So the first thing I want you to do, is get out of that costume," Steve said. Brian lifted his head
with hope. Steve didn't want him dressed like this anymore. Maybe they were going to put last
night behind them. "I'll get you a change of clothes."
Brian quickly leaned over and unbelted the infernal shoes, slipping them off his feet. He had
never been so glad of anything in his life. Then he looked up to where Steve had went and his hope
drained out of him.
Steve wasn't getting him his own clothes. He was getting the clothes that Brian had stolen from
the girls downstairs the night before. It had been one of his dares, to go down to the laundry room
and steal the laundry of the two sorority girls who lived beneath them. At the time, Brian had felt
he had gotten off easy. Two dryers full of clothes, stolen at the same time. No problem. Now he
knew that wasn't the case.
"Strip," Steve said. He was pulling various pieces of clothing out of the piles that Brian had
swiped. When there was no response to his command, he glared over his shoulder at Brian.
"Did you hear me? Strip!"
Brian stood up. He was trembling. His life had spun wildly out of control and the thought of
taking his clothes off in front of this man that had orally raped him only a few short hours earlier,
filled him with fear.
He slowly peeled himself out of the dress, letting it pool on the floor around his feet. He shivered
in the cold air around him, feeling bumps raise up on his skin. He sat back down and unrolled the
stockings off his legs. As he stood back up, Steve was staring at him. Brian unconscious brought
his hands around to cover his crotch. Not that anything was visible. The gaff he was wearing had
him folded and tucked so tight that no one would know he was born a boy. Yet Steve's eyes were
devouring him.
"Here," his roommate said at last and tossed him a wad of clothes, "Put these on."
Brian caught them and sorted through them to see what horrors Steve had selected. His hopes
that had dropped, now plummeted to new depths.
There were two items. Brian had noticed one of them last night and thought how much he
would have liked to have seen the owner in them. Now it looked like fate had a different plan.
It was a pair of tiny, pink exercise shorts. The kind that were form fitting. Resigned, he pulled
them up his legs, and squeezed his hips into them. They fit his ass like a second skin.

Steve laughed as Brian pulled the wrinkles out of them.
"Good thing you're wearing a thong," he said, "Otherwise you'd see your panties right through
those things."
Brian felt the blush on his cheeks. Steve was checking out his ass. He still couldn't believe this
was happening to him.
The other piece of clothing was a cutoff T-shirt. It was black with pink neon letters on it. He
pulled it over his head and pulled the long blonde hair that topped his head out from under it. He
was dismayed to find that the shirt stopped just under his fake breasts. When he breathed in, the
underside of his bra showed. The result was an emphasized bust that only made the words running
across it more embarrassing. Brian's jaw dropped as he read them: "Me so horny!"
He looked up at Steve who whistled a catcall.
"Lookin' good, sexy," he laughed, "Just wait till the guys see you..."
Brian's eyes widened even bigger. The guys?
"Go knock on their door and see if they're up?"
Brian's lip trembled. Go out the door dressed like this?
"Steve, no...please..."
Steve grabbed his arm and pulled Brian into him again. His hand grabbed Brian's face on either
side of his mouth, forcing his mouth into an 'O'. He brought his face down next to Brian's ear and
whispered menacingly into it.
"Don't you ever say 'no' to me bitch. Do you hear me? You do that again and I will make you
beg to do anything I can think of. I'll do things to you that you haven't even thought of yet. I'll
invite the football team over here for a party and offer your services to them. I'll have you arrested
and thrown in the tank with guys who make the football team seem tame. I'll fuckin' sign you up
with an escort service and see if you can make some money with that cute ass of yours. Would you
like that, slut? Would you? Cause you better like it if you ever say no to me again!!!"
Tears were freely flowing from his eyes now as Steve let his face go. His head hung in shame as
he went to front door and slowly opened it, peering into the hallway to see if anyone was there.
Thankfully the hall was empty and he stepped out into the world.
He walked across the hall to Terry and Joel's room, aware as he did of the blonde hair dancing
across his partially exposed back. He wiped his eyes to get the tears out of them and then raised his
hand and tapped on the door.
There was no answer for an impossibly long time. He knocked again. Then the door opened.
Terry peered out of it at him, dressed only in his boxing shorts. He was taken aback to see him
there and awkwardly covered himself up.

"Oh...I'm sorry miss...I..." Terry stammered before looking at his face.
Brian was pained. Terry had thought he was woman.
“Oh…Good morning, Marla," he said, realizing his mistake. With the realization came a power
that put an end to the stammering. "Love the outfit. Come on in!"
He opened the door wider and Brian meekly stepped inside. Joel had just emerged from his
bedroom and his jaw dropped at the site of Brian. He and Terry exchanged a look. A look of pride
and satisfaction at Brian's predicament. That and a growing sense of excitement in their lower
regions. Brian panicked.

"Marla!"
Joel's voice snapped Marla back to the present. Joel was looking at her expectantly. He was
holding his camera, and Marla knew what he had in mind for the day.
Joel had been posting photos and video to dozens of different adult sites that no doubt paid per
click. He now had hundreds of pictures of Marla in different outfits and positions, both alone and
with each of his captives.
From Joel's expectant look, it must be time for a new set to be distributed. She strutted over
in front of him, sitting sexily on the stool in the corner. The wall behind her was off-white and a
perfect backdrop for Joel's pictures. He snapped the first one as she sat. She looked at him with her
big, doe eyes, awaiting instructions.
"Stand behind the stool. Lean on it, real low so we can see down your tits!" Joel directed standing
on his footstool to get a higher angle."
She did and pursed her lips at the camera. Flash.
"Turn around and raise your skirt up, halfway over your ass!"
Flash.

Now pull your skirt up to your thighs and sit on the edge of the stool. One hand in between
your legs, fingering yourself, the other across your breasts in modesty. Look like you were caught
masturbating."
Marla gave him a 50's pinup look. Flash.
He came over and pulled the left strap of Marla's dress off her shoulder and then repeated the
same picture again. Flash.
Then the other shoulder strap was pulled
down.
"Lose the dress. Let's see that hot body of
yours!"
Marla wiggled out of her dress, Joel's camera
flashing away as she did so.
"Cover yourself with your arms with an
"Oops I lost my dress," expression."
She did. Another pinup look with big eyes.
He adjusted her bra straps letting them
drape off her shoulders. One of her arms was
massaging her right breast, the other behind her
head in ecstasy.
"Unhook your bra, but hold it in place with
your hands. Grab your tits, beautiful. I've
watched you in the tub experimenting. I know
you like those boobs of yours. Squeeze them!"
Marla did. Joel HAD been watching this
morning. It made her shiver slightly that she
was never alone in this house.
She also didn't like the way this photo shoot
was going. She had never unhooked her bra for
the camera before. She had a bad feeling where
this was going.
"Let the bra fall to the floor. Push your breasts
up with your hands. Lean forward, so we see
the cleavage."

Reluctantly she did. She felt really vulnerable
without her bra now. Hard to believe she had once
hated to wear one. Now she would give anything
to have it back on. At least he was letting her cover
them with her hands.
"Hands on your ass, slut! Let’s see those new
tits. Arch your back."
She arched her back, jutting her new tits out for
the world to see. And the camera went Flash!
"Damn the estrogen. Damn the bras. Damn
them all."
Her mind wandered back to that first day, while
she continued to pose in more and more graphic
positions for Joel.

Brian was standing in front of them in his sorority girl outfit. They devoured him with their eyes.
"I need some help getting dressed," Joel said moving toward his bedroom, "Give me a hand
Marla." Brian shuffled slowly into Joel's bedroom. Joel stood standing in the middle of the room,
waiting.
Brian looked at him confused. Joel just indicated his jogging pants and Brian winced. Joel
expected him to remove his pants and then put clothes back on him.
"Joel..." Brian begged, "Please! I don't..."
Joel grabbed him and threw him face first onto the bed. Before he could react, Joel had straddled
his back, facing his feet. He began to smack Brian's ass with one hand, while the other hand pushed
Brian's head into his pillow muffling his screams of pain and protest. She could feel his cock grow
large against her back as he got more and more into abusing her.
As the spanking stopped, Joel got up and walked back to the center of the room waiting expectantly.
Brian got up hurriedly, not wanting to be underneath Joel again under any circumstances. He saw
Terry watching from the doorway. He had an amused look on his face, enjoying Brian's discomfort.
Brian winced. Even if he wanted to escape he couldn't. Terry was blocking the door as effectively
as any bouncer. He turned and looked at Joel who glared at him with insistence.
Brian moved over to him. He couldn't figure out how to begin. He had two choices. Remove
Joel's pants by kneeling in front of him, or by bending at the waist. Either way put him in a very
vulnerable position. His ass still stung from the spanking though, and that made the decision for
him. He knelt in front of Joel, his face eye level with a monster that had grown while Brian was
spanked. He didn't want to look at that monster. Didn't want to be anywhere near it, but didn't
see as how he had any choice.
He hooked his fingers around the waist of Joel's jogging pants and pulled them down. His cock
sprang out like a jack in the box hovering only a foot from Brian's face. He shuddered at the sight
of it, trying to ignore it and get Joel's pants off his feet. Joel put a hand on his head, as he stepped
out of his pants. The hand not only balanced him, but managed to draw Brian's face inward until
it was almost pressed against the side of his cock.
Brian fought against the pressure, but Joel was more than twice his size. There was no fighting
it. So he knelt there, his face barely an inch away from the throbbing monster. Little did he know
how familiar he would become with the beast over the next months. At the time though, horror
was flying through his mind. He could see from where he knelt, a reflection of himself and Joel in
the closet mirror. He was impossibly sexy. If someone as sexy as he was, knelt between his own legs,
he would have been as hard as a rock. Joel had the same reaction.
His cock brushed against Brian's cheek. Brian flinched away. Joel grabbed his head again and
pulled it back, using his other hand to grind his dick against his cheek.
Brian felt it's heat burning into him and was filled with revulsion.

Joel maneuvered the head of his cock down his cheek and across Brian’s tightly shut lips. It was
dribbling cum now and Brian shivered as the liquid moistened his lips despite their being shut. The
cock pressed hard against his lips and despite Brian’s effort, the very tip of his dick slid in between
them touching his clenched teeth. He tried to pull away again and was surprised to feel Joel let
go. Without the resistance, he fell backwards, landing hard on his back. Joel scrambled on top of
him, sitting on his chest, his dick plopping down onto Brian's face. His weight held Brian down,
and there was no amount of struggling that would free him. Joel’s knees were on his arms and he
couldn’t get any leverage. He squirmed none-the-less, trying to get out from under the long rod of
meat laying against his face.
Then it got worse. Joel clenched two fingers over his nose, causing Brian to open his mouth to
gasp for breath. With the weight on top of him he could barely breath anyway, and with his nose
cut off he was gasping in and out as much as he could. With his other hand Joel maneuvered his
dick over Brian's lips. Then it slid into his mouth, past his open teeth and onto his tongue. He tried
his best to breath around the obtrusion, which only resulted in his tongue wiggling underneath the
monster.
“Don’t you fucking bite me bitch! If I feel your teeth, you won’t have them very long.”
Brian tried with all his might to escape. His movements only made the thing is mouth more
excited. This combined with Joel's own hand moving his cock back and forth across Brian's tongue,
quickly brought the man to climax. He shot his cum into Brian’s mouth, while still holding her
nose. It made him swallow it. There was no choice. It was swallow or drown.
Then it was over, as quickly as it had started. Joel was climbing off him again.
"Damn she's hot," Joel said grinning at Terry, "She's all yours. I can dress myself."
"C'mere Marla," Terry said, slapping his leg like a dog. Brian started to scramble to his feet, too
scared not to obey. Terry stopped him.
"Don't get up."
Brian looked at him confused.
"Crawl."
Brian did. More tears flowing. It still felt like a bad dream. Like a horrible nightmare he couldn't
wake up from.
He crawled on his hands and knees over to Terry, who only moved away to the living room.
He whistled for Brian as if he were a dog and Brian continued to crawl toward him. There was no
choice.
Then he saw Terry hadn't stopped. He had opened the door to the apartment and was standing
in the hallway. He slapped his leg again, and Brian meekly crawled out to meet him.
They weren't alone. One of the guys that had just moved in upstairs was walking down the

hallway toward the parking lot. He saw the two of
them and grinned widely.
"I got her trained," Terry said, slapping Brian's ass in
possession, "You gotta train em."
"Wish I had one like her," the kid said. Brian was
both pleased and horrified that he had been mistaken
for a girl. In one sense, it didn't help his masculine
ego, on the other hand, a guy dressed as a sexy woman,
being treated like a dog wouldn't help it any better.
"Do you see her ass?" Terry asked the kid. Brian
didn't know what to do, so he just knelt there on his hands and knees as Terry slapped another
possessive smack on his ass.
"Wow!" The kid ogled, "She's hot! And she let’s you do that!?!”
"Go ahead and touch it if you want to," Terry said proudly. Then Brian felt the kid's hands
squeezing his cheeks. One of them slid down in between his legs and Brian practically screamed.
The guy was feeling his equipment. There was no reaction though except admiration and Brian
realized that he was so small, and tucked so tight that the guy hadn't noticed anything wrong in
his grope.
"That and he's young enough that he may never have touched that part of a woman before. He
might not know what to expect."
The kid slapped his ass in appreciation.
"If you ever want to get rid of her..." he said to Terry. Terry just grinned.
"Nah. It takes too long to train em. If you want to come down and use her sometime though,
we can work something out. Stop by next month, after the training's a little further along."
The kid's eyes popped out of his head.
"Wow! Really! Yeah, I'll be there."
"I keep her in 501. Just knock and we'll talk next month."
"Will do." The kid said and with one final squeeze of Brian's ass disappeared down the hallway.
"Looks like you're gonna be popular Marla," Terry laughed and walked into Steve's apartment
letting Brian crawl behind him. Steve laughed as they came in.
"Nice pet you got there, Terry."
Brian's face was burning with embarrassment. He didn't see how it could possibly be any worse.
He was wrong.

Chapter
2
~ TERRY ~
“Great stuff, beautiful! Real hot!" Joel said, pulling the card out of his camera.
Joel had turned the whole dining room of this apartment into a photo /computer lab. Steve gladly
lent him the space in exchange for part of the profits he was making off of the online business that
was Marla. He went to the computer and began uploading the images to the web.
"We still have some time this morning, so go climb into that librarian school teacher thing you
just got the other day. We don't have pictures of that yet." Joel said as he began to format the
pictures on the site. "If you're lucky, Terry will be back to give you some action to these pictures.
You’re probably dying for a good fuck by now, aren’t you?”
Marla shivered. She hoped to avoid any actual sex pictures today. Of course she hoped to avoid
sex every day. It seldom happened. If she got through the day just orally servicing the guys, she
considered herself lucky. She didn't feel lucky today.
She scampered to her bedroom. She knew that if she took too long to get ready, Joel would
punish her. There had been no punishment today.
Yet.
She prayed that would continue.
Marla knew Joel didn't want to see her in the same bra again, yet none of the other ones fit her
developing chest. In a flash of inspiration she grabbed the black bustier she had in her drawer. She
hated this thing, but it might keep her from more topless photos. She wrapped it around herself,
clipping it together in front and wincing as it pulled everything inward. It was one of the boning,
slimming ones that lifted and toned. Her breasts poured out of the top of it, jiggling sexily as she
sauntered over to the closet to get her outfit. The skirt was a short black number, with a slit that
showed some of her bare thigh above her stocking. The blouse was a dark purple office shirt. She
buttoned it all the way to her neck. It wouldn't stay that way, but any coverage was good.
She rushed to the bathroom to redo her hair. She quickly pulled it up into a bun, spraying
it lightly for stability. She changed to more conservative stud earrings and then added the final
touch. The nerdy black rimmed glasses. They looked anything but nerdy on her. She looked like
a gorgeous model. If she actually did teach school she would be the wet dream of every boy. She
touched up her lipstick and makeup, swished with mouth wash and scampered back to the living
room and froze...
Terry was there. He was sitting on the breakfast stool, twirling a horrid leather ring around his
finger. Marla shivered at the sight of it, her mind instantly scrambling back to that first day as
Marla...

"Here you go, Terry," Steve had said, "I got this yesterday in preparation for this morning..."
The dog collar flew through the air into Terry's hands. Brian was horrified. Not only was
he being treated like a dog; they were going to collar him like one too. He started to scramble to
his feet, but Terry was already on top of him, his weight pushing Brian back down onto all fours.
Within seconds, the plastic ring was strapped onto his neck, clicking into place. It hugged his neck
tightly, not choking him, but certainly not comfortable.
Steve walked over, and knelt down in front
of Brian. He watched with tears in his eyes as
Steve slowly tied the nylon cord to the ring on
the collar's neck. There was nothing he could
do. Terry's weight was bearing down on him
and he was struggling just to keep himself from
being crushed down onto the floor. Steve tossed
the cord to Terry with a laugh, rubbing Brian's
head like an obedient dog. Terry pulled Brian’s
leash, forcing him to crawl over to the couch
and kneel between his legs. He used his hand
to push Brian's head against his inner thigh,
stroking his smooth cheek with the back of his
hand. Brian whimpered at the touch, trying
to pull away, but being held firmly in place
by the leash. He realized his whimper did not
help him break away from the obedient dog
image. A particularly sexy dog, dressed like a
teenage girl.
"Terry..." Brian said softly looking up into
Terry's eyes. If only he could reason with him. If only they'd let him change out of this horrid
female clothing and be a guy again...

"Shhhh!" Terry hushed him, pulling his leash softly, "No talking..." The collar choked him and
Brian reluctantly gave up any notion of trying to reason with Terry. There was no hope. All he
could do was go along with this crazy game and hope it would end soon.
"You wanna see the best thing about that collar?" Steve asked Terry. Terry nodded and Brian
watched as Steve reached into his pocket, pulling out a small black rectangle. He tossed it to Terry
as casually as he had tossed the collar.
"What's this?" Terry asked, eyeballing the device.
"Anytime Marla does anything you don't like, just point that at her and push the button. Trust
me...you'll like it!"
Brian was nervous. Very nervous. He didn't like the sound of this at all.
"Speaking of which," Steve said, "It's breakfast time. You hungry Marla?" Brian realized he was
not only hungry. He was starving.
"God yes..." Brian said, forgetting himself. Then an electric shock whipped through his neck,
traveling through his whole body. He yelped in pain, jerking backwards into Terry's crotch. Then
the shock was over and Brian shivered trying to shake it off. Terry was laughing.
"Did that do what I think it did?" Terry asked.
"Yup," Steve laughed, "It sends a tiny electric shock every time you push that button. One or
two of those and she'll be as docile as a sheep."
Terry pet Brian's head again. He could feel the heat from the hand against his cheek and couldn't
stop shivering. They were going to shock him every time he did anything they didn't like. They
could make him do anything!
"Come on, Marla," Terry said pulling her leash as he got up. Brian crawled madly after him into
the kitchen, trying to relieve the choking around his neck. "Let's get you some breakfast..." Brian
knelt by his leg as Terry grabbed a bowl out of the cabinet and filled it with water. Then he set the
dish down on the floor.
"There's some water for ya'," Terry cackled, watching the dismay that filled Brian's face.
They were waiting. Waiting for him to drink. His thirst intensified at the sight of the water and
he eagerly snatched up the bowl and brought it to his lips. He didn't get the chance. The electric
shock was racing through his body again. He dropped the bowl in pain. As the shocking finally
subsided he brought his eyes up to Terry, unaware of the tears dripping down his cheeks.
"No hands, Marla!" Brian looked down at the bowl, which had landed between his legs. Luckily
it had landed upright, most of the water still inside of it. He knew what Terry wanted him to do.
He tried to figure a way around it, tried to figure out anything to do. His mind was a blank. Any
resistance would be met with another one of those horrible shocks.

Crying, he lowered his lips down into the bowl. He lapped the water up with his tongue, feeling
more ashamed than he ever had. Even the events of the night before paled in comparison to the
feeling he had now.
He was an animal. A pet. He was also aware of his position. He was clad as a beautiful woman,
collared and leashed. He was on all fours with his ass up in the air, lapping water into his mouth
with his tongue.
He wished he were dead.
Slowly he sated his thirst. It was a tedious process, making him wish with all his might he could
just pick the bowl up and drink, but he knew the consequences of that action. Finally Terry felt he
had had enough. He was dragged back over to the couch, once again kneeling between Terry's legs.
"Ready for breakfast now Marla?" Terry asked. Brian glanced up at him and saw the objects
Terry had in his hands. In his right hand was a banana. In his left, the horrid 'O' ring that had
helped Brian into this horrible predicament. He shook his head, trying to deny any of this was
happening. There was no denying anything once Terry had fitted the plastic ring in his mouth.
It locked his mouth open, his lips only touching with the utmost effort. Brian watched as Terry
peeled the banana and then held it upright over his crotch. He looked at Brian with anticipation,
gently tugging the leash to bring his head over toward the peeled fruit. Brian tilted his head back,
so that the saliva forming in his mouth didn't dribble down his chin.
He knew there was no choice but to do what Terry demanded. He pulled himself up over the
banana and slowly slid the thing into his mouth. Behind him he heard Steve laugh, and Brian
blushed profusely. He knew what this looked like. He also knew that there was a good chance they
would make him do what this looked like later on.
In the meantime he had a different problem. He couldn't bite into the banana. The 'O' ring was
keeping his teeth out of play. All he could do was use his tongue to slowly mash off parts of it. The
only way he could get bits of it off was to move his mouth up and down along it. He knew this
only made it look worse. He also knew he was turning Terry on. He could see the bulge growing
underneath his breakfast. Minutes passed and the banana disappeared. Brian wiped the drool off
his chin with one hand, hoping as he did so that he wouldn't get shocked for it. Luck was with
him.
At least it was till Terry moved the banana skin out from between his legs and yanked Brian's
leash so that his face was buried in his crotch.
"Open my pants, Marla" Terry demanded. Brian was suffocating in Terry's crotch and whipped
his hands up quickly. Trying to open them as fast as possible before he passed out from lack of
air. He pulled the zipper down and saw the pulsing beast throbbing against the inside of Terry's
underwear.
"Don't be shy, girl, you've done this before..." Terry coaxed, "Take it out." Brian hesitated. He
waited a moment too long apparently because a shock went through his body again. Whimpering

he let his fingers coax the hard rod out of its confinement. It plopped against his cheek with a
'smack'. The creamy fluid oozed out of the tip, sticking to his cheek like a strand of a spider-web.
"Go on..." Terry whispered, "You know what to do..."
Brian slowly raised his lips up against the slimy head. It eased into his locked open mouth as if
it belonged there. A round peg for a round hole.
He felt the tug on his leash and his head was yanked down onto the cock. He gagged involuntarily
and struggled to get the dick out of his throat and back into his mouth. He did but only for a
moment before Terry yanked his head back down with the leash again. Brian's was so concerned
with not vomiting, he barely realized the way his lips were gently caressing Terry's shaft, or the way
his tongue kept sliding along the soft underside of Terry's cock. He did feel the thing in his mouth
and throat begin to get bigger and he struggled to get it out of his mouth before the inevitable
happened. There was no helping it. Terry had control. Brian would try to move backwards and
get the cock out of his throat and Terry would pull him right back down. The motion did exactly
what you would expect.
Creamy fluid filled his mouth, most of it hitting the back of his throat and dripping down into
him. Terry released the leash and let Brian pull his mouth free., coughing and sputtering. A stream
of semen drained out of his mouth as he did so, dripping languinely to the ground in front of him.
"Damn!" Terry panted.
"You done?" Steve asked amused.
"Yeah!" Terry said, "She's great!"
"I hope so," Steve said, "It's my turn..."

Staring at the collar in Terry's hand, Marla shivered. She hadn't had to wear the thing in months.
Terry had tired quickly of the dog routine. Lately their sessions had consisted of light bondage and
lessons in deep-throating. Neither was pleasant, but certainly a far cry from electric shocks and
being leashed like a dog.
Terry had an evil grin today though, and it chilled Marla to the bone.
"Nice legs, teacher lady," Terry said eyeballing her legs. She displayed them for him, jutting her
hip out like a streetwalker.
"Do you like them, you naughty boy?" she cooed, playing the role despite the hatred of it.
"We'll do our lessons in a minute," Terry said, "Joel's got a few minutes left."
"Wanna be in the teacher series, Terry?" Joel asked fiddling with his camera, "She needs a pupil..."
"Love to..." Terry laughed and practically ran to the stool in the corner in front of the camera.
"All right, Marla," Joel said, "Stand next to him. Terry, pinch her ass. Big expression Marla."
They did the shot, Terry's hand doing more than just pinching her ass.
"Now put one knee on his leg and point
your finger at him chastising him. Good girl,
perfect. Now a pensive expression. Thinking of
a punishment for him. Unbutton your blouse.
Offer your breasts to him. Terry grab the left
one. Great."
While Terry groped her, Marla's eyes
wandered back over to the dog collar on
the kitchen counter. Fear raced behind her
eyes. She hated being collared. She hated the
constriction around her neck and the electric
shock treatment worse than almost any other
torture they had devised yet. She would do
anything not to be collared.
Anything.
She saw her hand go down to massage the
lump in Terry's pants.
"Whoa there girl," Joel said, snapping a
picture anyway. "You'll get what's in his pants
later. These shots are supposed to be for the
soft-core sites."

"I can't help it," Marla cooed. She looked at Terry's face and saw rapture in his eyes. "You boys
have gotten me so worked up..."
If she could only keep them off balance. Get Terry to cum without the collar having to be used,
she might spare herself the torture. She saw Terry's crotch swim closer and realized she had sunk to
her knees in front of him.
"Marla?" Joel asked.
"Hey man," Terry said, "I ain't making her do this."
Her hands fumbled at Terry's belt. Just a quick blowjob and then maybe Terry won't have any
energy left for worse things.
"Um...Joel?" Terry stammered, feeling her hands
digging in his pants.
"Let her go," Joel laughed, snapping more pictures,
"Looks like I got the slut horny this morning. I knew
she needed a good fucking!”
Marla ignored them, concentrating on the giant cock
in front of her nose.
Terry was a much different blow job than Joel. Terry
didn't like licking or biting. Terry liked it deep. She
wrapped her lips around his head, and sucked gently.
Slowly, she moved her head from side to side, rotating
her lips around the underside of his head. She knew
that this stimulated that sensitive spot on him and felt
the thing grow larger in her mouth. She moaned as it
throbbed, not out of any pleasure, but simply because of
the routine. When the dick gets bigger in your mouth,
you moan, or you pay the consequences.
She shifted around, preparing herself. Never taking
the tip of his dick from her mouth, she reared up a little
higher to get plenty of room to straighten out her neck. It was one of the secrets of getting him
deep without gagging. She began to ease more of his rod into her mouth, swallowing constantly,
relaxing her throat muscles. She eased her mouth down, feeling the foreign intruder stab at her
gag mechanism. Then it was past it and she found her nose all the way up against his body. She
moaned again out of habit.
She was doing this so much easier now. Terry was almost 11 inches when hard. As long as she
maintained the angle, she could swallow the thing easy.

It still felt weird to her. Once she had put her hand up to her throat when he was down inside
of her like this. She could actually feel his cock through her neck. Having something this deep in
her was unnerving, especially now that it was becoming routine.
Behind her Joel laughed and began moving around, snapping pictures. "Damn," Joel muttered,
"I'll have to try that out tomorrow. She took the whole fuckin' thing."
"Damn right she did," Terry said stroking her hair.
She let her tongue and her swallowing take care of the rest. Before long the monster inside of her
erupted, and shot straight down her throat. It always felt like it was being rocketed to her stomach
when she did this. She shivered at the thought of how much cum she digested every day. But this
batch might have been worth it. If only it kept her out of that horrid collar.
She eased his manhood out of her mouth and cleaned it with her tongue. As he wilted, she
gently tucked him away inside of his trousers, zipped him up and kissed the crotch. She whispered
‘thank you,” to it as a final touch. Any trick she had to keep that collar off her neck.
"Well," Terry said to Joel, "Looks like all that psychological training bullshit Steve's been doing
with her is paying off. Best blow job I've had in weeks. And that's really saying something, thanks
to Marla here.
"No shit," Joel laughed, "It got me horny again just watching the two of you."
"Well take her," Terry said, "She was workin' on me for the last bit of your time anyway."
Marla blanched. She had thought she was done with Joel for the day. Now it looked like her
enthusiasm had backfired on her.
"I'm still not collared yet though," She thought hopefully.
"I've got an idea," Joel said to Terry, "You up for a three way?" Marla paled even further. This
was backfiring badly?
"Sure," Terry said, "But I'll need her mouth again. No way I'm gonna get hard enough this soon
to take the other side.
"No problem," Joel grinned. He liked Marla’s ass better anyway.
Inside, Marla wailed. No tears spilled out, that would lead to punishment, but inside where no
one but Brian could see, she screamed.
"Well I've got some naughty students," She vamped externally, watching with growing shame as
Joel set up the web cam to record the encounter. When it was ready, he looked at her.
"Go ahead Marla, strip down a little for the camera."
She teasingly slid off her open blouse, letting it drape across her back before falling to the floor.
Then she turned around, sliding her skirt down to her ankles, bending at the waist for the shot she

knew Joel wanted. She struck a pose against
the wall, waiting for further instructions.
Joel unbuttoned his pants and stepped out of
them, his rock hard cock standing to attention
already. He sat down at the base of Terry’s stool
facing Terry as if he was going to suck Terry's
dick himself. Except he wasn't close enough for
that. Marla saw with revulsion that there was
space between the two of them. Just enough
space for her.
Joel gazed at her expectantly. Her eyes
widened ever so slightly in surprise. He wanted
her to fuck him. He was making her do it!
She cursed herself for her earlier attempt to
forego torture. She just hoped it paid off in the
end.
Slowly she strutted over to the two men,
stopping only long enough to grab a bottle
of lubricant from the kitchen counter. She
shivered to think about how many jars of
this stuff they had gone through in the last
few months. About a week before Marla had
come into existence, Steve had insisted that all
four of them go to the health clinic and get a
checkup. With no fear of disease or pregnancy,
no contraception was used. Unless you counted
the ridiculous notion of the birth control pills. She did thank her lucky stars that the guys all liked
to use lubrication. They hadn't a couple of times and the result had been torture.
She stood between them in her undergarments. She felt so exposed, so vulnerable. Yet this was
her life now. A sex toy for insatiable men.
She leaned forward letting her breasts touch Terry's face, while her ass was in Joel's. She gyrated
slightly letting them feel her skin, feeling their lips and tongue explore her body.
She sank to her knees, once again with Terry's crotch in her face, but this time with an obtrusion
behind her as well.
Joel was no help. He didn't lift a finger as Marla rubbed the lubricant up his member. He just
sat there and made her do everything. She pulled the belt and thong out of her crack and eased
the monster between the cheeks, feeling it throb against her sensitive opening. Then the tip was
inside of her and she teased it up and down slightly before settling all the way onto it and turning
her attention to Terry.

Again she undid his pants, this time teasing him more with her fingers. He was only slightly
hard this time and it took extra tongue work to get him hard again. Behind her, Joel still wasn't
moving, making her do all the work. She continued to raise herself up and down on top of him,
while she struggled with Terry's partially hard dick. Part of her was amazed that anal sex was no
longer particularly painful. If anything, there were times when they would hit things up inside of
her that actually caused pleasure. She was completely used to being used this way and it filled her
with horror and shame.
Both men having cum recently took their time and it was almost an hour later that they
succumbed to Marla's wiles. She was exhausted, hot and sweaty from exertion. It had taken every
drop of energy to satisfy both men at the same time, especially when neither did anything to help.
The instant she felt she was close to getting one of them to cum, the other one seemed to lose
interest and she would have to shift her attention. It was impossible to find a rhythm. Yet it was
over and with any luck, the collar would be forgotten.
Terry told her to go clean up and change into the "ass dress" as he called it. It was named this
because according to Terry, "it gave her an ass that wouldn't quit."
She scampered to her room to clean herself out and stop the sticky cream that was running down
her legs..
She hated getting rid of sperm in her ass. It was just another humiliation among millions that
they had inflicted on her. Yet since three of them were sharing her, they insisted on cleanliness.They
seldom ever wanted sloppy seconds. Another swish of mouthwash to clean out that hole as well.
Then the touch up to her makeup.
She looked at herself in the mirror. As much as she hated to admit it, the red dress she was
squeezed into did give her ass a much more pronounced shape. It was also sleeveless which only
reinforced the femininity of it. She changed her heels to match and then sauntered back into the
living room.
Her eyes widened in horror.
Terry was twirling the dog collar again.
"All right, sexy," Terry said walking over to her, "Get back
on your knees."
Brian screamed inside Marla's brain. It had all been for
nothing. Nothing she did helped. She was always in their
complete control.
"Hold your hair up," Terry commanded. She did so and
watched as he fastened the horrid contraption around her
neck.
"All right," Terry said, "Stand up."

Marla couldn't understand the words for a minute. Normally when the collar was on her, she
was to be on all fours at all times. She was scared to stand up. What if it was a trick? She'd get
shocked and it made her breath seem short and far away.
"Stand up!" Terry said one more time, and Marla leapt to her feet with fear.
"I'm tired of having to walk down to the laundry room with you and you've been such a good
girl lately that we're gonna try something. I've set your collar to shock you if you get outside of a
fifty-yard radius. It'll be bad, Marla, trust me. The little shocks I normally give you are at level two.
This thing is now set to level five. It'll make you curl up in a little ball and want to die, you hear
me?"
Marla nodded.
"Now we're backed up on laundry and the whole apartment needs a good cleaning. We've got
some big plans for tonight and we want the place looking spotless. So get to work and remember.
I'm still keeping an eye on you."
Marla rejoiced. She was collared but not being treated like a dog. Better yet, she was not going
to be shocked unless she went past fifty yards, which she most definitely was not going to do while
she had this thing around her neck. All she had to do was clean. No more sex duties. She’d never
been more excited to clean in her life.
Her heart skipped a beat and she couldn't help but notice the bounce in her step as she took the
laundry downstairs. She was outside of the apartment by herself. Freedom never tasted so good.

Marla spent the better part of three hours cleaning. It was the most fun she had had in a long
time. There was always cleaning involved in her day to day activities, but having Joel and Terry
both sexually exhausted and the freedom to move around as she liked was the most pleasant few
hours she could remember. She even got lunch without having to earn it. Terry had said that he
was just too damn tired for a blow job and so she got her lunch for free today.
But she shouldn’t get used to that.
Fear was beginning to loom in her heart. First of all, her time with Terry was almost up. Steve

would be here soon and he was worse than the other two combined. Steve's arousal was directly
linked to her humiliation. He liked watching Marla suffer.
He liked watching Brian suffer. Joel and Terry seemed to have selectively chosen to forget that
Marla was really male. Steve reinforced it with every word he said. Steve liked making Marla
remember who she really was.
The other thing that began to loom on her mind was Terry's statement that they had big plans
for tonight. If it were just going to be Terry, Joel and Steve why would they care if the place were
clean? Cleaning meant that someone else would be here. Someone else would see what Marla had
become.
Her mind was elsewhere as she strolled aimlessly downstairs to check on the laundry. It wasn't
even close to being dry and she inserted more change and hit the permanent press button. As the
drier kicked into gear she leaned against it, resting her feet for a second. Going up and down the
stairs in these heels were making her ankles ache.
Then suddenly she was pushed forward, her chest pressing against the drier. She screamed in
horror, not knowing what was going on, only knowing she was helpless.
"Shh." Said a voice in her ear. It was Terry. He had followed her down here. Despite him pressing
her against the drier she felt her heart calm down. For a moment she thought she was going to be
raped. And not just like she was raped every day. But raped by someone new!
"I saw you pressin' yourself up against that drier, Marla." Terry whispered in her ear, "I followed
you down and watched you lean your crotch against it. Do you like how that feels?"
Marla hadn't even realized it, but the drier was causing her skin to tingle; especially now that
Terry was pressing most of her body against it.
"You're such a fuckin' nympho," Terry
laughed softly, "We give you all the dick you
could possibly want and yet at the first chance
you get you come down here."
Marla squirmed. The drier was hot and his
weight was making it hard for her to breath.
"Well if you need more action..." Terry
whispered. Marla felt him raise her dress up
over her hips. She was also painfully aware of
the tingling the drier was sending through her
crotch.
Behind her his zipper was pulled down and
she felt him press up into her, one arm snaking
around her hip, the other on her left breast. All

the while he ground into her, pushing her against the vibrating drier. She moaned, and realized as
it left her lips that this time it was actually a real moan and not a programmed one. Between Terry's
cock stimulating her ass and the drier tickling her crotch and abdomen, she was actually getting
turned on. Humiliation filled her.
She was enjoying being fucked.
She moaned louder, unable to help herself as Terry lightly nipped at her neck. He was getting
close. Marla could tell from his breathing and the way the meat inside of her throbbed. Then as
if timed on cue, pleasure erupted inside of her. Liquid filled her ass and seemed to shoot entirely
through her body, coming out her own tiny, tucked away cock. as well
Marla couldn't believe it.
She just came.
This was the first one since that first night as Marla. It had even seemed more intense than she
remembered. Then again it had been building for months and months. At night she was too
depressed to masturbate. During the day she was in the chastity belt. Yet, despite the belt, she had
just been fucked to climax.
"You're a sexy bitch Marla," Terry said still whispering in her ear, "Be careful being alone down
here."
With that he was gone and Marla was left still standing against the drier, feeling it massage her
wet crotch.
She still couldn't believe that she had orgasmed. She had enjoyed herself having sex as a woman.
A tear trickled down her cheek as she realized that she would never be able to go back to being
Brian. Even if she could get rid of her captors and her breasts and the training, things had gone to
far to go back. Maybe she could be a man someday, but Marla's memories would always be there,
mocking him.
She wiped the tear away and hurried upstairs before she was punished. The collar was a constant
reminder that at any time pain could course through her body. As she got upstairs, her hurry
disappeared.
Steve was waiting.
"Go change, bitch," he said to her, "We've got places to go!"

Chapter
3
~ STEVE ~
There it was. Marla couldn't help but shiver at the sight of it. It was a huge monster looming in
front of her eyes. It wanted her, wanted her so bad that she could taste it. She shuddered, knowing
that she had no choice. She had to do it. Steve's hand was on the back of her neck, urging her
forward toward the beast. Resigned, she moved forward. She was past the point of no return. Steve
had pushed his way in, and then roughly pulled her through the front door.
She hated the mall.
It was a monstrosity of sight and sound with bright lights and cookie-cutter stores. She had never
been fond of the place to begin with, but now that she was the center of attention she despised it
with every fiber of her being.
She was the center of attention.
Steve had her dressed skimpy enough to
make a teen pop star blush. The cutoff shorts
were not only too small for her expanded hips,
but also chopped off horribly high on her legs.
To make matters worse, they were vibrant
purple. Shorts made for a college girl, which,
she supposed, was what she was now. Although
her studies seemed to be centered around the
career of an adult film star.
Then there was her blouse, which was a
generous word for it. It was a real eye catcher.
It was pink.
Very pink.
It was short.
Worst of all, Steve hadn't let her wear a bra.
It was hard for her to believe she had at one
time resisted wearing one. She would give
anything to have one now. Her pert nipples
were poking through the thin pink fabric as if
it wasn't there.

It felt like every eye was on her as she walked obediently beside Steve. In truth, most eyes really
WERE on her. Guys were changing directions just to follow her. Women were scowling as she
moved by them. She still couldn't believe it. She was sexy. How could she be sexy?
"We've got a little while before you're appointment," Steve said, "You hungry?"
Marla nodded. She was always hungry these days, although she couldn't seem to eat very much.
All this time of eating only tiny portions had taken it's toll on her stomach. It still grumbled at the
thought of food. The smells of the food court were almost arousing they were so powerful.
"Are you hungry?" Steve asked again. Marla knew the answer he wanted. She pressed her body
up against him, one hand wrapped around his neck. She pressed her lips gently against his cheek,
kissing her way around his face to his ear.
"Please feed me, Steve," she whispered. She felt a stirring against her abdomen. An uneasy
feeling filled her. He couldn't expect her to go down on him here, could he? Was she going to have
to earn her meal here in front of everyone.
Steve kissed her lips hard and then began pulling her through the aisle. Then Marla saw their
destination. In the middle of the walkway was a tiny novelty photo booth. Steve opened up the
small plastic door and ushered Marla inside. The inside of the tiny plastic room was cramped with
the two of them in it, but with the door shut it was completely private...as long as no one opened
the door!
Without a word, Marla sank to her knees between Steve's legs. With nimble fingers, she undid
his pants and slipped her hands inside of them. Steve's loose boxers did little to protect his cock
from her prying digits. Then it was standing to attention before her.
She kissed the tip lightly, feeling the saliva build up in her mouth. She was starving. She flicked
the underside of the head with her tongue, watching the beast grow larger and larger from her
teasing. Steve's hands were on the side of her head, guiding her. Steve liked to maneuver her
around as she licked him. It gave him a sense of control that he liked. She bit him gently with her
teeth, then kissed it again. Variation was the key. The more varied her performance, the more Steve
liked it.
“Quick bitch! You don’t want anyone to find out what we’re doing do you?”
Steve's hand dropped down to manipulate the action. He pressed his dick against her lips, forcing
it gently into her mouth. He began to rub the head of his cock against her tongue. Marla relaxed
and let him. With Steve it was best just to give in to him and let him do whatever he wanted.
"You've become quite the cock-sucker, Brian," Steve whispered down to her. She licked him in
response and he laughed. "This is what you're SUPPOSED to be."
Marla pressed her lips down around his cock. She felt the pressure building up inside of it. She
knew all the secrets now. She knew exactly what to do to get Steve off. He had made sure of that
from the very beginning.

Brian knelt on the floor, watching in despair as Steve and Karen kissed passionately above him.
Steve's hands were all over Karen's body. He was massaging her breasts through her cotton T-shirt,
making her moan like a cat in heat.
Brian was filled with a murderous rage. Steve was fooling around with HIS girlfriend. Right in
front of him! Worse yet, she was reciprocating just as much. One of her hands was around his neck,
the other worming down in between them to his crotch.
There was nothing Brian could do. They had tied and locked his leash tightly to the foot of the
couch. He had just enough slack to turn his head to watch them. And he had to watch them.
He couldn't help it. It was a like a loose tooth that couldn't be left alone no matter how painful.
His body and mind were filled with the full gambit of emotions: anger, embarrassment, fear,
jealousy and lust. They were all there.

He was angry with Steve and Karen both. They had obviously been fooling around for a while
now. The passion they were showing was something that could only be from weeks and weeks of
foreplay. They had plotted against him. Turned him into this pitiful creature kneeling on the floor.
It had been planned all along. The Halloween maid's costume, the rape the night before, the dog
collar, the leash...all a plan. All Karen's plan.

The two lovers fell to the couch above him, still a giant mass of groping hands and grinding hips.
"Tell me," Karen panted in between kisses, "Tell me how you did it..."
"It was easy. It was too easy," Steve said. Karen was lying on top of him staring into his eyes.
Steve kissed her lightly on the lips and then told her the whole story of the night before. Told her
about the drinking and the dares; about tying Brian up and the 'O' Ring; of Terry and Joel orally
raping his open mouth.
She was on edge. Her legs were straddling one of Steve's, her crotch grinding against it with each
word.
Then Steve told her of how he had forced Brian to go down on him of his own free will. Karen
giggled uncontrollably until Steve told her about Terry raping her. Then her giggles turned into full
fledged uncontrollable laughter. She kissed him hard.
"You are a genius," Karen said, "I didn't really think you'd get him to do it...I really didn't...
but..."
"But I did," Steve said.
Then Karen scrambled off of Steve and rolled onto the floor beside Brian. Brian couldn't meet
her eyes. Karen grabbed his face forcing him to look. It was horrible. She really wanted this to
happen to him. She liked him like this.
"What do you think, Brian?" Karen asked him. "Do you like what you are now?"
"Karen..." Brian started. He never finished. A shock ran through the collar making him cry out
in pain. When the tears cleared from his eyes he saw the little control box in Karen's hand. She
wasn't even going to let him speak.
"Just nod," she said, "Yes or no. Do you like what you are now?"
He shook his head no. Tears were pouring from his cheeks. Why was she doing this to him?
"That's too bad, Brian," Karen said, "Because this is your life now. You were a piss poor man,
Brian. Condescending, arrogant, and sucky in bed… So Steve and I started talking one night and
one thing led to another..."
Brian sobbed. He couldn't help it. His heart felt like it was breaking.
"So then I told Steve about my fantasy, about how I liked to force you to wear my panties
sometimes. I told him you wouldn't do it for me anymore. No matter how much I pleaded or
begged. I told him that I was tired to being with a guy who wouldn't do what I wanted."
"Then he asked me what I wanted and I told him."
"I told him I wanted to make a guy feel what it's like to be a woman. I told him that he and I
could never be together, because he was too masculine..."

She grabbed Brian's face and made him pucker his lips. The O-ring ground into his mouth.
"Not like you..."
She kissed his nose.
"But Steve had an idea. He said we could kill several birds with one stone. I could force a guy
to be a woman, get rid of a useless boyfriend and be with a real man all at the same time. And he
was right..."
Brian wanted to die. It was all Karen's fault. Karen, a girl who he had trusted. He might have
even loved her.
She was untying his leash now. Pulling his head over toward the couch. Over toward Steve.
"Whatcha doin?" Steve asked.
"I want him to watch," Karen said. Cruelty dripped from her voice. Cruelty and pleasure. "I
want him to watch us fuck..."

"My kind of girl," Steve said to Brian.
"Hold him," Karen said tossing Brian's leash to Steve. Steve grabbed it, jerking Brian's head over
to rest on his stomach. Brian's eyes landed on his crotch. Steve's huge cock was straining against
his pants. Only for a second.
Karen's hands undid his pants, sliding them down so that the beast within sprang up like a jack
in the box. She lifted her skirt up and pulled down her panties, letting them pool to the floor.
She straddled Steve, letting his dick slowly ooze up into her, only inches from Brian's face. Karen
settled herself all the way down on him, before raising up. Then her movement got faster. She was
humping Steve's cock as if her life depended on it and Brian couldn't look away. He watched as
they both built to a feverish pitch. Then he saw cum oozing down Steve's dick, running out of
Karen.
Brian was crying again. He hardly noticed as Karen pulled herself off of Steve. She moved to the
other end of the couch and spread her legs in ecstasy. Steve tossed her the leash.

"Here. Let the maid clean you up," he laughed. Karen giggled uncontrollably, pulling Brian over
between her legs. Her hands forced his face down against herself.
"Start licking," she said, her legs wrapping around his head. Brian already felt liquid oozing into
his mouth. The O ring kept him from shutting his lips tightly and Karen was pressing against him
hard. He could taste Karen's juice. That was nothing new. He had gone down on her many times.
There was a new taste now, though. A taste that he was growing familiar with.
Cum.
Steve's cum was draining into his mouth. He felt like he was going to gag.
Then a shock went through his neck and in a panic he started to lick. He ran his tongue up
and down her lips, centering on the clitoris for a few seconds before plunging back down. Karen
moaned pressing against him even harder.
"I could get used to this," she said to Steve.
"Me too," Steve said behind him, "The two of you look hot!"
"I still can't believe how good he looks," Karen said.
Brian couldn't believe they were having a conversation as he cleaned their juices out with his
tongue.
"Me neither," Steve said, "It's like I'm watching two lesbians."
"You like that don't you?" Karen asked in a seductive voice, "You like watching her lick me,
eating your cum out of my pussy?"
She was holding Brain head with one hand now, the other hand scratching his back with her
nails.
"Too bad you just came, or you could fuck her right now," Karen said, "You could pull those
hot little pink shorts off her ass and stick your dick right up inside of her. That is...if you had the...
energy."
Brian was painfully aware of his ass stuck up in the air. Exposed to Steve's every desire.
Her thighs clamped shut around Brian's head and whatever else she had to say was muffled by
her soft thighs. He continued to lick, praying that this would end soon.
Then he felt the hands pulling his shorts down. He screamed struggling to get away. But the legs
around his head and the hands around his waist held him firmly in place. Steve's beefy fingers were
pulling the thong out of his ass and he screamed in fear. Steve was going to rape him.
Then he felt the cock still wet from Karen's juices sliding slowly inside of him. With Brian
securely trapped between her captors, Karen opened her thighs, grabbing his head with her hands
again.

"What do you think, Brian?" Karen panted, "Do you like being fucked like a girl?"
Tears were draining out of Brian's eyes, mingling with the liquid coming out of Karen. She was
getting wetter and wetter from Brian's predicament.
"Doesn't it feel great having a cock up inside of you? Especially Steve. Doesn't he just have the
BEST dick?"
Steve started to slide in and out of Brian, growing bigger as he got into it.
"You're gonna really like being a woman, Brian. We've got big plans for you...big plans!"
Karen was getting close. Steve wasn't far behind.

Steve came in her mouth, letting the photo booth take a
picture of her with his dick in her mouth. She swallowed the
cum eagerly, hardly containing her excitement about getting
some kind of take out food. She was ravished.
"Good girl," Steve said, stroking her head. Marla cleaned him
up with her tongue and then slowly redid his pants, while Steve
collected his pictures. Marla caught a glance of them, noticing
how sexy she truly was. It was scary in a way. Not only was she
pretty enough to be a model, technically she was one. She had
photos all over the web, with people paying to see pictures of
her. Granted they were dirty pictures, but she was still a model.
It was kind of a realization for her. She was a model!
Steve ushered her out of the booth, grinning at the one or
two guys that had watched them go in together. He tossed one
of them the strip of pictures they had taken and laughed as the
man's eyes boggled. Marla blushed ladylike as she was pulled toward the food court.
Steve bought her a corn dog, which made this the best day Marla could remember. Granted,
Steve made her eat it suggestively, flirting with every guy who looked at her, yet it was still the
tastiest thing she had stuck in her mouth in a long time.
Then it was off to the beauty parlor. Her appointment was with Nancy and they had to wait
for a few extra minutes for her to get done with a previous client. When Nancy came out to meet
them, Marla figured out why.
Nancy was a talker.
"Why don't you go look at magazines next door," Nancy yelled over her shoulder to Steve as she
dragged Marla back to the parlor, "We'll be done in an hour."
Steve clearly didn't like being dismissed, and there was a look of doubt in his eyes about leaving
Marla unattended. Boredom won out and Marla watched from the back of the room as Steve
slowly disappeared into the crowd. Meanwhile, Nancy was mid-monologue.
"...so I told him that we couldn't do that here, unless he wanted to pay the fee," Nancy said,
"Which reminds me, what's the big occasion? Your boyfriend said you needed to have the works
done on you today. Got big plans?"
Marla shrugged, not really knowing how to answer.
"Surprise, huh?" Nancy said. She dipped Marla back in the chair, her head resting in the sink.
She began to wash her long blonde hair, shampooing it with something fragrant.
"I tell ya', a girl like you ought to have guys surprising you all the time. You're quite the looker,
aren't you?"

She rinsed the soap out of Marla's hair and wrapped her up in a towel. Then the torture began
in earnest.
"Yup...They're eating out of the palm of your hand...and why not? You give a guy a little sugar
and they get addicted to it, am I right? Of course I'm right...so here's the plan...we're gonna give
you some highlights...a little trim...perm you up a little. Then we'll work on your skin. Your guy
said you wanted to try some long lasting makeup, so it's gonna take a little while, but I think by
the end..."
Marla zoned out. She was thinking about something Nancy had said. Addicted to her sugar…
Were the guys addicted to the sex she was giving them?

She walked in the door to whistles and catcalls from Terry and Joel. She deserved them. She was
beyond just beautiful now. She was gorgeous. Her face was like a porcelain doll, perfectly flawless
and smooth. Her lips were pouty and highlighted. Nancy had used a small amount of some kind
of oil to give her lips more body. They puffed out from her face so that she could actually see them
when she looked down.
"How'd she do?" Joel asked.
"Great," Steve said, "She's a regular mall rat now. We even christened the photo booth."
Terry and Joel both laughed hysterically, like it was the funniest thing they had heard today.
"So she gets her reward?" Terry asked. There was an eagerness in his voice that frightened
Marla. They were all looking forward to rewarding her today, which more than likely meant it was
something scary.
"I think she more than deserves it," Steve said, "Joel...it was your idea...want to do the honors?"
"My pleasure," Joel said and went to his computer desk. He pulled out a small wooden box and
handed it to Marla.
"Congratulations, Marla." Joel said, "You're gonna like this."
Marla hesitantly opened the box and felt her heart sink when she looked inside. It was a small,
white vibrator. About the size of her middle finger. Her face instinctively lit up with joy, knowing
it's what they wanted to see, while her mind screamed in horror.
"Now they want to watch me fuck myself," Marla lamented to herself, "They want me to fuck
myself like a woman..."
She picked up the little piece of plastic and switched it on, giggling girlishly as it tingled in her
hands. Then she switched it off and hugged and kissed each one of them in thanks.
I even have to thank them for it.
"Strip down, Marla. We'll try out this new toy," Joel said.
She peeled herself out of the tight shorts. Joel came behind her, pressing her up against the table
and she heard the soft hum of the device as he turned it on. Then it was pressed against her neck.
She shivered as it sent chills down her body. Her nipples sprung to attention under her t-shirt.
"She likes that," Terry laughed, "Look at her tits."
Steve grabbed one in each hand, massaging the nipples with his thumbs. Marla barely noticed.
Joel was dragging the stick down her spine, letting it rest on the swell of her ass. His fingers pulled
her chastity belt to the side and she felt the soft tingling touch her sensitive opening. Then it was
sliding inside of her. Joel pushed it in, letting it disappear up into her. Then he replaced the tiny
piece of fabric in her ass, trapping the device inside. Marla shivered. It was causing her to tingle all
over.

"You ready to see the best part, Marla?" Steve asked moving over to the desk. He picked up a
tiny box and pushed a button on it. Immediately the tingling intensified growing to an almost
unspeakable sensation. She gasped in surprise, falling to her hands as the machine inside of her
seemed to throb and spin. Then the humming died back down to the low vibration.
Marla couldn't catch her breath. Whatever Steve had done had been the most intensely pleasurable
thing she had ever experienced.
"We've decided to do a little positive reinforcement for a change," Steve said, "Instead of shocking
you for doing things wrong, we're going to reward you for doing things right. For instance...play
with your nipples."
Marla brought her hands up to her tits and began rubbing slow circles around the protrusions
sticking out. Steve pushed a button on the box and the tingling in her ass intensified. She moaned
uncontrollably, her hands running up under her short shirt to her bare breasts. It felt like she
was going to explode. Liquid was pooling in her crotch again. She could only assume her barely
functioning dick was oozing out cum. And no wonder. She felt like she was orgasming over and
over again.
"What do you think?" Steve chuckled.
“Oh…god…more… please…more…” Marla
moaned unable to help herself.
The guys laughed at her. She didn't care. Her
body was radiating pleasure. Slowly the vibrating
inside her eased back down and she regained self
control.
"I think she likes it," Joel said.
“…please…” she begged. If they turned the
intensity up again, she would cum for real. She
was right on the edge and the low vibration was
keeping her just shy of it.
"Leave it in her," Steve said, tossing the box to
Joel, "It'll help her perform tonight."
Questions filled Marla's overly aroused head. Perform?
The guys were not forthcoming with answers.
"You've got two hours Marla," Steve said, "Get into your schoolgirl outfit. Then get some rest.
You're gonna get a workout tonight."
Dread filled her. Still she kissed each one of them on the cheek and scampered off to her bedroom
to change. She had to move different with the vibrating plug in her. Each step caused a little burst
of pleasure.

Something big was going to happen tonight she could feel it. Why else would they have given
her a makeover? She had a bad feeling…
She pulled the pink t-shirt off, being careful not to muss up her makeup and hair. She leaned
against the dresser and stared at herself in the mirror, wearing nothing more than her chastity belt.
She was even hotter than she could have imagined. Nancy had done a small miracle on her face and
hair. Marla had always been pretty, but this was ridiculous. Even Brian, buried deep in her head
gaped at the creature she had become. Why hadn't she realized before how sexy she was? Surely this
didn't happen overnight.
Then like a bomb, a thought dawned on her.
Why should she be a prisoner? There was no doubt in her mind that no one would recognize
her as the man she had used to be. If anything, people were more likely to recognize her as what
she was now.
An adult internet star.
She giggled to herself. All she had to do was wait for their
guard to be down and she could easily slip out the front
door and disappear. She had enough clothing to last her
months, and as for money....
Looking at herself in the mirror, she didn't see money
being a problem.
Her heart was beating fast just at the thought of it. She
could be free. For the first time since this whole thing started,
Marla saw a glimpse of freedom in her beautiful reflection.
The thought, along with the vibration in her backside,
caused a little aroused shudder to go through her.
Her mind was racing as she slid her thigh high school
girl stockings up her legs. They were pale white and were
held up with adhesive against her thighs. She tossed on one
of the new bras that she and Steve had picked up at the
mall today. The white one matched her stockings and she
strapped herself into it, grateful for the support again. Then she grabbed her outfit out of the
closet. The little red plaid skirt and the tie off blouse. She strapped some black pumps on her feet,
realizing that they really were cute shoes for this outfit. She grabbed a couple of red hair ties out of
the bathroom and tied her hair up in ponytails.
Then she looked in the mirror again.
The sexiest school girl she had ever seen stared back at her. The girl in the mirror smiled and
Marla felt herself getting turned on at the sight.

"Jesus," she thought, "I'm so hot I'm turning myself on."
She posed playfully in the mirror, lifting her skirt up in a sexy curtsy. As she moved she noticed
again the intruder in her behind. She had forgotten it was there for a while. Yet if she focused on
it, she could feel it rubbing around inside of her. She watched in the mirror as she ran her hands
over her new tits. She winked at herself, knowing she was being naughty, yet enjoying the feeling.
She knew the web cam was on and there was the possibility that her captors were watching. But
what did it matter. They wanted her to be a slut…
One of her hands found it's way down under her skirt. The chastity belt kept her tucked up and
flat, but she could still feel the sensation of touch through the tight fabric. It felt so good.
There was a momentary flicker of guilt in her head. She was enjoying her body. This horrible
body that had been forced on her.
"Yet why should they have all the fun," the other part of her brain thought, "They get to play
with me all the time. I have a little time to myself now. Why not enjoy it."
She was rubbing her crotch now, a finger going back to encourage the plug. She watched in the
mirror as the sexy woman masturbated in unison to her. She wanted more. She needed more.
She sat back on the bed, feeling the pressure drive the vibrator
deeper inside of her. That helped. That was what she wanted.
She pushed herself up and down on the mattress, letting the
vibrator massage her ass as it moved around inside her. Her hand
continued to rub itself against her crotch, her other one finding
her breasts again.
A moan escaped her lips.

Marla was still on the bed when Steve walked in. She had no idea how long she had been playing
with herself. She was very close to orgasm, but couldn't seem to make herself peak. It was both
frustrating and delicious at the same time. Worse, she knew that all it would take is a push of the
button on that plug and she would cum like a volcano. They still had total control of her and
now… now she was desperately horny.
She was so involved in herself that she didn't even hear Steve come in. Only the sound of the
door closing behind him alerted her that someone was in the room. She froze, sprawled out on the
bed, one hand on her crotch, the other under her shirt.
"Enjoying yourself," Steve chuckled.
Marla jumped up off the bed in fear and
embarrassment. Of all the guys to come check on
her, it had to be Steve. Steve who still called her
Brian. Steve who liked to remind her what she
really was.
"You looked sexy like that," Steve said. He
pushed a button on the box he held and a warm
tingling radiated through Marla's body. Her already
heightened senses reveled in the sensation. She
moaned as pleasure filled her.
So close. Almost there…
Then it was gone. She whimpered in frustration.
"So we've got a big event planned tonight," Steve
said walking over to her. His arms encircled her
waist, his warm hands touching her smooth skin.
She was still tingling. She couldn't help it. Even his
touch was turning her on. Why in the hell had she
gotten herself so stimulated?
"You're the main event," Steve said, kissing her
cheek. Even the kiss felt good. She was filled with
revulsion at the thought, but she was enjoying
Steve's touch.
"There are six guys out there who have paid a lot
of money to see you tonight." Steve said, "Stripping
only, of course. We're not actually sharing you with
anybody."

Marla's mind was still trying to catch up. There were other guys in the apartment?
"Remember those stripping lessons we gave you. You're to follow those to a T. You can touch
them, but they can't touch you. Standard rules. Each one has bought two lap dances. If they give
you any problem just call Terry. He'll deal with it. Understand?"
Marla nodded dumbly.
"Start slow. Dance for a while, teasing them all, then lose the shirt. Do the first lap dance for
each of them, then lose the skirt and bra for the second one."
Marla blinked. She was going to have to strip for strangers now? Sure she had done it for the web
site before. But this was in person. This was pressing herself up against strangers.
"Be sexy and you'll be rewarded. Let us down...you'll regret it. Got it? Who knows, if you’re a
good girl, you might even get to cum…”
Marla nodded again, swallowing the lump forming in her throat. She actually WANTED that.
She hated that she wanted it, but she did.
"Then get out there. Terry'll start the music on your entrance."
He slapped Marla smartly on the ass and ushered her towards the door. She sauntered out,
hearing the music start around her. The lights were dim and the living room had been rearranged
to have a big central area with seats all around it.
She was standing in the center. Six strangers surrounded her.
Staring at her.
Wanting her.
With one final nervous swallow, she started to dance...

Chapter
4
~ Karen ~
Marla awoke long before she was scheduled to. Her mind was going a zillion miles a minute.
For the first time since this whole ordeal began, she felt hope. Real honest to god hope. It was a
glorious thing. It made the air smell sweeter, the light seem brighter.
She leapt out of bed, eager to get ready for the day. Everything had to be perfect when Joel did
his routine inspection this morning. Marla wasn't worried though. Mistakes were only made when
ritual became routine. Today she was focused. Today she had a reason to pay attention. She had a
plan.
She was ready twenty minutes ahead of schedule; attired in her black gaff, push up bra, stockings
and heels. When Joel came in, he would find a model prisoner. Or a prisoner who was a model, as
the case was.
Ironically enough, that's the last thing Joel wanted. Joel liked punishing her. He liked having a
reason to rough her up, tie her down and degrade her.
Steve still made the rules, though, and as long as she did nothing wrong, Joel had to curb his
enthusiasm. That's the power she had over him. That's why she had to have everything perfect
today. The plan depended on it.
Joel arrived at ten o'clock on the dot, eager to begin the day's festivities. Marla breathed an
imperceptible sigh of relief. If Joel had awoken with a hangover, it would ruin her plans. She
needed him awake and horny.
"Morning, slut," Joel said.
"Good morning, my love," Marla said, softly cutting off the last words as if they had slipped
out accidentally. She made herself blush, looking down at the ground with an embarrassed smile.
When her eyes finally drifted back up to the man, she saw it had worked perfectly. He was studying
her.
"Did you have fun last night?" he asked finally, deciding to ignore the affection radiating off of
her.
"Do you want the truth?" she asked coyly. She saw his eyes light up. If she said anything negative
about what they made her do, he could punish her.
"Of course I want the truth," he said. An evil smile waited on his lips.

"The truth is, if I'm going to strip down and dance, I'd rather do it for someone I'm...fond
of..." Marla purred, shuffling her eyes back to the floor in embarrassment. Joel coughed and Marla
rejoiced. She was making him uncomfortable. Plus she had answered in the correct way. She could
feel his sexual tension radiating off of him. She had planted the seed. He wanted more than just a
blow job this morning. He wanted to spank her. He wanted her kicking and screaming, resisting
everything he did. He wanted to rape her.
Marla couldn't help but smile. She had power over him.
"You looked great last night," Joel laughed. There was nervousness to it. He wasn't sure what
was going on. He didn't understand why she was being affectionate to him and at the same time
wanted her badly.
He changed the subject, trying to regain his control.
"I've got it on tape. The guys loved you. We've got half a dozen more sessions lined up based on
last night. You're turning into quite the popular girl."
Last evening had been horrid, but a good thing had come out of it. The idea of how to not
only escape this captivity, but how to get revenge on her captors. It all came to her wrapped up in
ribbon. Or rather, wrapped up in her arms.

The music started as she sauntered into the room. Marla set her pace to the drum beat as she
moved to the center of the circle. It was a song she was familiar with. 'Bitch' by Meredith Brooks.
One of the ones they used to teach her how to strip. The lessons, humiliating at the time, flooded
back into her head now. The choreography would have to be changed slightly to accommodate the
six watchers instead of the three. She started to plan ahead to the music as the guitar struck its first
chord. She twirled dramatically as she hit the center of the circle. The short cheerleader skirt flew
up showing the tight, black thong underneath. The men around her smiled. They liked what they
saw.
As the first guitar chord struck, she began to dance.
She swayed her hips back in forth in rhythm, the short
skirt swishing against her legs. As the singer began to
sing, she let her hands trace her body, turning to face
each guy in turn.
These weren't college guys. These guys were in suits.
Expensive looking suits. She wondered how much
her captors were getting paid for this performance.
She lowered herself to the ground, running her
hands up her smooth legs under her skirt. She threw
her head back in ecstasy as she mock masturbated.
She lifted her skirt up as she gyrated letting them
catch just another glimpse of her panties, glancing at
their reactions. Their eyes were locked onto her. She
had their full attention.
Then as the singer got to the chorus, she ripped
her blouse open. She thrust her chest out showing
them her skimpily clad tits for half a second, before
wrapping it back around herself. It was then that she
felt it. The small tingle radiating up through her body.
Steve had turned the vibrator on. The little plastic
rod that was crammed up her ass. She had forgotten
it was there in her nervousness. It was hard to forget
now though. It tingled lightly, sending a shiver up
her spine. The feeling was barely there, but it was potent nonetheless.
As her hands ran up her body, exploring her breasts mostly hidden by her open shirt, she let her
eyes find Steve. He was standing in the corner with Terry and Joel smiling at her. She watched as
he slowly turned the knob on the box he was holding. The tingle inside of her increased a little and
she moaned softly.

She continued her choreography. Her body moving on it's on, her mind lost in the tingling
sensation. She straddled the leg of the first guy in the circle, flashing her shirt open to him alone.
She could smell his cologne as she leaned into him, letting him look down her bra. Her hands
traced up his chest along his face. Then she was onto the second guy. She threw herself down in
between his legs, climbing up his front like a cat. She kept going, bringing her chest up to only
centimeters from his face. Then it was on to the next one. His legs were closed and she straddled
both of them. He opened his legs as she got into position and she found herself actually sitting
on his lap. She grabbed his chest to keep from falling. The pressure caused the tingle in her ass to
vibrate even more intensely. Marla found herself pressing down against the man's legs, wanting the
pleasure to last just a little longer.

She had to keep going. The first wave of lap dances needed to be done by the end of the song
and it was coming down homestretch. It was important to hit all the guys when doing this. She’d
never had to do so many at a time though.
She whipped herself off of the man's lap with a lingering touch and then leaned over backwards
onto the next guy's lap. She arched her back even more, so that her tits jutted out of her open
blouse. As she rose back up, her eyes caught a glimpse of the lump in the man's pants. Her moves
were working. Two guys to go. She leaned over at the waist for the fifth one, kissing his nose with
her pouty lips. She knew she was giving a good view for the rest of the circle too. The cheerleader

skirt was so short that bending over caused her ass to be plainly visible. Then as the last line of the
song rang out, she pulled her arms out of her shirt and pressed her bra-clad chest against the face
of the final man. It was just a momentary touch, and she fought back the bile in her throat at the
thought of this letch's mouth touching her. She had to give him something special since she was
out of time.
Then the song ended and she wound her way back to the center of the circle, sinking to her
knees to regain her breath. Round one was over. Now the scary part began. She didn’t know the
song, but it had a steady driving beat. She’d make it work.
As the music began she unhooked her bra, holding it in place with her hands. For almost a
minute she teased them, keeping them covered just enough for their imaginations to run wild.
Then it got to the point where she could tease them no longer. She let the bra fall to the floor.
As her breasts stared out at the strangers in front of her, the tingling in her ass doubled and then
tripled. She moaned again, unable to help herself. The men cheered. All of them. She tried to keep
dancing, tried to keep her body moving, but the tingling was so intense, that she could barely
stand. She sank to her knees quivering. How could Steve expect her to dance with the vibrator
fucking her like this?
Her nipples were practically erupting off her chests. Her hands found them and for a moment
she forgot all about anyone else in the room. Despite her nervousness and fear, the feeling was too
intense...too pleasurable to think of anything else.
Then the tingling stopped. It was so sudden that Marla cried out. She wanted more. She needed
more. Then she heard the song. She was behind in the choreography. She rolled onto the floor,
letting her hands fall between her legs under her skirt. She touched her crotch as if masturbating
and realized it was wet. She pulled her skirt in between her legs, hiding her panties and drying
them at the same time. Then she wiggled out of the dress.
The men were howling now. One more lap dance a piece and she was done. Yet that was the
worst part. She was virtually naked now, with only a thong chastity belt keeping her locked into
place and the cutesy white stockings adhered to her thighs. She felt more exposed than she ever
had, dancing for these men. There was something else too though. Excitement? There was a look in
these men's eyes. They found her sexy. It wasn't that she was a prisoner, or a slave, or a guy turned
into a woman. These men were looking at a sexy woman. For the first time, she looked at these
men. They were all fortyish, even featured and obviously wealthy. No doubt this was some sort of
party or reward. They were no doubt paying a lot to see her dance. From the looks she was getting,
they felt justified in paying that much.
She straddled the first one's leg again, this time grinding her crotch down onto his leg, feeling
the vibrator being massaged deeper inside of her. She looked into the man's eyes. She grabbed her
breasts, riding his leg like a cowgirl. Her knee brushed against his crotch and she saw the huge
protrusion sticking up. This man wanted her. She spent the rest of the song grinding against the
first man. Then as the music ended she pressed her lips against his cheek, leaving a small red mark
from her lipstick.

She moved on. A rap song she didn't recognize came on, not that it mattered. At this point
choreography was pointless. It was a bump and grind session. She knelt between the second man's
legs again. She put her hands on his knees and ran them upward, stopping just short of the tent
pole sticking up in his pants. This man wanted her too. She looked in his eyes and knew it for sure.
This man would be willing to pay an extraordinary amount of money to do only a fraction of the
things that her captors were making her do for free. She pressed her face against his chest, feeling
the protrusion against her stomach. The revulsion that had initially filled her was gone now. It had
been replaced with a wonder. These men would give her anything she wanted, just because she
looked like she did.
She left him with a similar kiss, moving on to the third one. She straddled both of his legs,
feeling his dick poke against her crotch. She ground against it as she showed him her breasts.
She sat across the legs on the next man's lap, forcing his hand up to touch her breast. She felt the
protrusion poking into her ass swell at the contact and she lightly touched his lips with her own
before jumping up and shaking her backside only inches from his face.
She sat on the next man's lap, with her back to him, facing out towards the other. His hands
grabbed her breasts and she saw Terry start toward them. She nodded her head at him signaling
that she was ok. She didn't want Terry over here. She didn't need to be rescued. She was in control
here. There was no denying that. The man could grab her tits all he wanted. She knew how to
control him. She grabbed his hands and eased them down her side, leaning back to plant a kiss on
his cheek. Then she leaped off of him and moved to the last guy.
She sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around his head, pressing tightly against him. Then For
the first time Marla looked at the man's face. She almost cried out in terror. For a brief second, she
thought it was Karen's father. He had the same graying temples, the same square jaw.
Relief filled her when she saw his eyes were different. It wasn't him but he had that same wealthy
air that Karen's father had always exuded. Her heart wouldn't stop beating from the shock. She
pressed her body against him, her lips against his, giving him a full on kiss. She kept her mouth
closed, as did he, but the sensation caused the cock pressing against her to throb with pleasure. She
rubbed her body against him for a second and then with a flourish, moved back to the center of
the room where she struck a pose just as the song ended. She couldn't have timed it better if her
life depended on it.
The men burst into applause. Marla curtsied and picked up her clothes. She wondered if real
strippers felt the embarrassment she felt at having to gather up all the garments. It didn't matter
though, because she had a plan. She sauntered back to her bedroom, shutting the door behind her.
From that moment on, she knew what she had to do.
The night didn’t end there. She had four more sets, each in a different costume. Yet, her mind
was elsewhere. The plan forming.

Joel was locking her into her chastity belt when she went into action. He was kneeling down
beside her as he always did fastening the cloth around her crotch. Wistfully, she let her hand touch
his hair. Her touch was soft, and when Joel didn't object, she began to run her fingers through it,
touching his scalp underneath.
Joel finished tying her in, but didn't move to get up, so she continued. She let her hand drift
down to his temples, still combing his hair with her fingers. Then she let it move to his cheek,
brushing it lightly. He was blushing now, his face glowing like a jack-o-lantern. She was making
him very uncomfortable and yet he didn't want her to stop. She let one of her fingers trace his lips,
until he opened his mouth letting the intruder ever so slightly inside. She felt the warm wetness
of his mouth around her fingertip and was surprised that it didn’t revolt her. Maybe it was because
she was in charge. She was manipulating him for all she was worth. And there was no doubt that
he was being manipulated. She was putting something in HIS mouth for a change.
She pulled her finger out of his mouth in a sensuous fluid movement, breaking off contact with
him completely. He just knelt there beside her, his eyes closed, not even fully aware that she had
stopped touching him.
"Joel," she whispered.
It shook him out of his stupor and he scrambled to his feet.
She pressed up against him, giving him no time to find his head. She ran her fingers up his chest,
her lips only inches from his ear. She had worn her highest heels today in preparation of being able
to get to ear level with all of her captors.
"Can I tell you something, Joel?" she whispered. He nodded and mumbled an affirmation.
"I'm tired..." she said softly in his ear. She let a little sob of a pout escape her lips before continuing.
"I'm tired of pretending. I probably shouldn't be telling you this, but...every day...I keep hoping
that you won't hand me over to Terry or Steve. I keep wishing you'd just claim me. Keep me for
yourself. I know you could do it."
His eyes had glazed over. The seed was planted, now she just had to set the hook.

"You're so strong...so powerful. The way you bend me
over and just..." she moaned softly tilting her head back in
ecstasy. She felt his already hard crotch throb against her
leg and pressed against it.
"I'm naughty sometimes, Joel. Sometimes I...need to
be punished," she whispered, "You understand that. The
others don't, but you do. Sometimes...I need to be taught
a lesson..."
"...what?..." Joel stammered. He was sweating. She was
making him sweat. This was going even better than she hoped. She had far more power than she
ever realized.
"Don't tell me you don't know," she giggled, "You think I actually forget to walk on tip toe, or
or to take my birth control pills. Please. I'm not stupid."
"You forget on purpose?" Joel stammered. Did she have to hit him over the head with it?
“Of course."
"Why?"
She kissed his cheek.
"To get you to pay attention to me, silly," she said, "Because I like it when you take control.
The others don't do that. Terry has no imagination. I'm always so bored with Terry. He doesn't
understand how to tie me up or make me feel so sexy. So slutty. And Steve...well...let's just say he
doesn't have the same passion you do."
Joel's eyes were still glazed over. Then as if slapped he shook himself out of the fantasy he was
thinking about.
"Nah," he laughed, "Terry and Steve are too attached to ya' to let you go."
She let her eyes fill up with tears. It was easy now. She felt like she could cry on command.
"I know," she wailed, "It's so unfair. They'd never let me go. Never. Not unless they got another
slave with something I couldn't offer."
She collapsed on her bed in sobs. Would he get it? She felt him kneel beside her, his hands
rubbing her back.
"I have an idea..."
She stifled her cries and listened.
"What if we found them a new project..."

She sniffled slightly, letting her hope shine through. He had figured it out.
"What kind of project?" she asked.
"A new girl to train..." he said forming the plan in his mind.
"But who?" Marla asked dumbly.
Joel smiled sadistically.
"Karen."
Marla fought back a smile and looked at him as if the idea was new. The hook was set.
"I could get them to capture Karen. Then they could train her and I could keep an eye on you.
We'd be together all the time. Would you like that?"
She threw her arms around him, hugging him close.
"Oh Joel," she cooed, "You're so smart. I knew you'd think of something. Then I wouldn't have
to think up ways to screw up. Then you could
treat me the way we both want you to…”
She brought her lips right up to his ear to
whisper.
“…all the time…”
"That's right," he laughed.
Now came the unpleasant part. She had
to prove to him that the effort was worth the
reward.
"But until then, we need a reason..." she
said.
She laid seductively back down on the bed.
"Oh Joel," she said as serious as she could ever be saying her overly melodramatic lines, "I'm so
sorry. I woke up late. I didn't mean to. Please...don't punish me."
Joel smiled. Just like a wolf.

At last, Joel untied her. For the last two hours she had been strapped across the bed, with a ball
gag buried behind her teeth gagging any sound she made. Her legs had been spread eagled and Joel
had had a very good time indeed.
Despite her recent abuse, Marla was pleased with herself. He had never been that big inside of
her before. She had excited him more than ever. Letting him punish her had given her more power
over him than he knew.
Now he wanted it.
He needed it.
He knew what he had to do to get more. He had to convince the other two to capture Karen.
Joel was exhausted from his endeavors, which left Marla with some free time to get cleaned up,
have breakfast and do some household chores before the change of the guard. It almost felt like she
was completely in control now. She’d fucked him into letting her have a free morning.
By the time Terry arrived to dispel Joel, Marla was fully rested and ready for step two of her plan.
She knew Joel wouldn't broach the subject until Steve and Terry were both together. It would make
it easier to convince them. This gave Marla time to plant seeds.
Joel was on the computer, playing some army game when Terry arrived from class. Making sure
Joel was engrossed in his game, Marla hugged Terry fiercely when he walked in the door. She
showed him more affection than she ever had before. As she wrapped her arms around his neck,
she let her lips find his left ear.
"Let's go to the laundry room," she said breathily. It was a gamble on her part. She wasn't sure
if Terry would let the role reversal happen. She suspected he would, but Terry had been giving her
orders for the better part of a year now. The whole plan could be blown if he said no.
But he didn't. He blushed and ushered her out the door.
"We're gonna do some laundry," Terry called over his shoulder to Joel. Joel didn't notice. He was
engrossed in his game, still too worn out from his morning activities to think coherently.

As the door shut, Terry tickled Marla's ribs and she knew right then and there that she already
had Terry. He just didn't know it yet. He was flirting with her.
She giggled girlishly at his attention and let him chase her down the stairs to the steamy laundry
room.
She got there first and leaned seductively against the machine they had 'enjoyed' the day before.
"So you like the laundry room now?" he asked filled with pride.
"I like YOU in the laundry room," she said smiling. He came closer and she wrapped her arms
around him again. She kissed his lips deeply, wrestling with his tongue as it bolted into her mouth.
In a way, she was enjoying this. She was being a vixen, a cock-tease.
She was doing it for her own purposes and that made it different. It made her feel sexy for some
reason. She suspected that it had to do with the power she was gaining. It was an aphrodisiac unlike
she had ever known.
As the kiss broke, she smiled big and kept her face only inches from his.
"I missed you," she said. She was playing the role of the teenage girlfriend. The role she knew
Terry wanted. "I've been thinking about you all morning."
"Really?" Terry said. He blushed. Terry wanted her attention, almost as much as she wanted her
own freedom. Terry was never good with girls, always turning into a stammering idiot. A girlfriend
was his ultimate fantasy.
She almost felt sorry. Then she remembered the hundreds of horrible degrading things he had
done to her over the last few months and all sympathy disappeared.
"I've missed you bad," she said, "I can't stop thinking about yesterday. About you... I think..."
she leaned into his ear, "I think I love you Terry."
"...W...what?" Terry stammered.
"I love you Terry. I have for a while now. I can't help it. The other guys just want to fuck me,
but you actually LIKE me. I can tell. Maybe it's just all this stupid estrogen I'm on, but...I really
think I love you. I wish..."
She let a tear drip out of her eye.
"I just wish I could be your girlfriend. Have you take me out to dinner and go see a movie with
you and do the things that guys and girls our age do together."
She let her hands trace down his chest.
"That's not to say I don't like the...other...things we do together." she said letting her hands
continue their journey down in between them. She felt the rigid pole sticking out toward her and
knew she had him.

"I actually enjoy it with you, you know," she whispered, "Only with you..."
"Marla..." Terry said.
"I know you can't love me. Not knowing what I am and what I used to be...but I still just want..."
"I love you Marla," Terry said, wrapping her up in his arms, "I do love you. I guess I didn't
realize it till just now, but I want us to do all those things that you just said."
"But we can't Terry," Marla cried, "The other two won't understand."
"They'll never give you up, that's for sure..." Terry said.
She let the tears begin to fall.
"But I don't want to be with them. I want to be with you."
She ran her hands down inside of Terry's tight jeans, squeezing his dick softly in her hands. It
stiffened to impossible proportions against her crotch; practically lifting her skirt up on it's on.
"They'll never let me have you..." Terry said his eyes practically rolling with the pleasure of her
touch.
She began to stroke his dick inside his pants as she lamented.
"How can you share me with them Terry. I want to be with you. You make me feel like..." she
licked his lips, "like a woman..."
He kissed her, his cock throbbing in her hands as his tongue probed her mouth. She let one
of her hands escape his pants and start fumbling with the snap and zipper. Within seconds her
talented fingers had freed his monster from its confinement. She pressed it up between her smooth
thighs, squeezing it between them. She felt it's warmth radiate through her. It was time to seal the
deal. She kissed her way over to his ear.
"I want to get the surgery done, Terry," she whispered, "I want to be the woman I know you
want. But I don't want the other two to be able to use it." She kissed back around to his lips, "Only
you..."
She felt his extreme excitement in between her legs. His cock throbbed at the thought. He
wanted to have her all to himself. His own full trained adult film star, who was still a technical
virgin. She squeezed her thighs around it, and he moaned against her lips.
She was about to plant the idea in his head when he beat her to the punch. He broke off the kiss,
his eyes sparkling with excitement.
"I've got an idea," he said, "They'll give you to me if they get something in return. Someone
new..."
Marla fought back the smile that was trying to burst out of her. Terry, the slow one of the group,
had come up with the idea on his own. She hadn't even had to suggest it.

"And I know just the girl. I'm sick of her bitch attitude anyway..." Terry continued, kissing his
way up her neck back to her lips.
Marla kissed him back for all she was worth. No more words were needed. Now was the time for
action. She sank to her knees in front of him, his cock coming into eye level, rigid and throbbing.
She kissed it gently, her mouth salivating at the taste and smell.
The head crept between her lips and she engulfed it eagerly. She had to make this good. She could
taste the pre-cum oozing in her mouth as her tongue traced ever inch of the top of his cock. Then
she eased it down her throat the way he liked, teasing his balls with her fingers as she swallowed
every inch of him. He moaned in pleasure. Marla wasn't surprised. She was pulling out all the
stops, hitting every nerve, touching every spot he liked. At the rate she was going he would cum
in seconds, but she couldn't let that happen. She had to make this the most memorable encounter
ever. She pulled her mouth off of him, feeling the strange loss that filled her mouth in its absence.
He looked down at her surprised. Until today, she would never have dared to stop pleasing him,
to tease him to the edge and then stop. His face was stunned, almost pained from being so close
to climax.
She stood up slowly, feeling his dick now wet with her saliva slide between her legs again.
"Fuck me Terry," she said, her voice dripping with lust, "Fuck me like a woman..."
"How..." he stammered. She silenced him with a kiss and then slid her ass up onto the dryer
behind them. She hiked her dress up exposing first her creamy thighs and then finally her taut
stomach. She spread her legs, lifting them up as high as she could, spreading them wide. She was
so flexible now. The training had made her lithe and limber. She was surprised at how easy she
got her legs behind her shoulders.
She knew what a sexy image she was giving him. Legs spread and completely accessible for
anything he wanted to do.
She felt the heat from his body against his cool skin. Felt his fingers fumbling with the tiny scrap
of fabric, the only obstacle between his hard cock and her exposed ass.
Terry came in no time at all. He was barely inside of her before he erupted in a mind-blowing
orgasm. Marla would have liked for it to have lasted longer. Not for her own pleasure, although she
did enjoy the new position. It let Terry go deep and hit her pleasure spot perfectly. She wanted
it longer to reassure her own doubts that she had Terry in her pocket. The look in his eyes told her
not to worry. Terry was wound around her little finger.

Steve arrived in a whirlwind, much as he always did. Marla actually had the most enjoyable
afternoon she could remember. All the major cleaning had been done the night before and
Marla found herself with very little to do. The guys seemed to have been sexed out from her
extra ministrations of the day, so when a Die Hard Marathon came on TV, Marla found herself
sandwiched in between Joel and Terry on the couch.
It was chilly in the apartment, and in a flash of inspiration she ran to her bedroom and got
a blanket. The three of them spent the afternoon underneath it holding hands. She knew that
neither Terry nor Joel knew that she was holding the other's hand underneath the thick blanket.
Their fingers caressed her soft skin and she knew that she had them both right where she wanted
them. The loving girl friend to both of them.
As Steve came to take possession of her, she squeezed each of them in farewell. She got up and
went to him, standing with her head down awaiting orders, putting on a show for her two suitors.
"Let's go," he mumbled, indicating her bedroom. He led the way, dragging her by the hand.
She left the two on the couch with a lingering
glance that each one thought was for just for
him.
As she shut the bedroom door behind herself,
she realized just how nervous she was.
The reason was simple.
Joel and Terry were easy to manipulate
because they both wanted to be the only ones in
charge of her. Steve was different. Steve didn't
mind sharing her. Steve liked sharing her.
He honestly enjoyed making her squirm…
…making her into a slut.
It was something that occurred to her the
night before as she planned her revenge. Joel
and Terry were heterosexual. Or at least mostly
heterosexual.
They honestly thought of her as a woman,
despite her equipment from her former life.
They had fooled themselves into accepting her
as a female.

Steve was under no such allusion. Steve knew exactly who she was and what she had become.
Manipulating him wasn't going to be easy. She had only one idea and it was a long shot. She had
to get Steve on board. He was the last ingredient.
"Steve," she said kneeling seductively in front of him, "May I speak?"
He didn't answer at first. She watched as he unzipped his pants and pulled his limp cock out.
"Get it hard and you can talk," Steve said.
It didn't take her long. In fact, she took Steve by surprise. She nodded her head in understanding,
strode over to him and lightly ran a finger on the underside of his cock. It leapt to attention as
if she pushed a magic button. She giggled like a school girl, knowing that by his rules she could
now talk to him. But she wanted his attention. She wanted him to really listen. She sank to her
knees and engulfed it in her mouth, lengthening it by suction. Her hand joined her mouth in the
up and down movement. It was only a few seconds later that she felt his hand on her neck pulling
her mouth upwards.
"Jesus," he said pushing her to the side, "I said get me hard...not suck me dry! What's gotten
into you?"
"I want something, Steve," she said her hand
still lightly stroking him. She knew how close
he was. Yet he was holding it back…barely.
She kissed the tip, sucking it between her lips.
Keeping him right on the edge.
"What could you want?" he asked. There
was contempt in his voice. How dare she ask
for anything? She wasn't a person anymore she
was an object. Marla knew this was dangerous.
There was very little she could give him that he
couldn't just take from her and enjoy it more
in the taking.
She licked the head twice, her eyes going up
to look at his. She looked him square in the
eye, giving him her sexiest, sultriest smile. She
NEVER looked him in the eye.
"I want revenge."
Surprise filled Steve’s face.
He hadn't expected that.
His resolve weakened for a second and her
hand stroked a drip of cum out of his cock.

He grunted holding the tidal wave of orgasm back, closing his eyes for a second in concentration.
She slowed down, only to speed back up as he got it under control.
When he opened his eyes to look down at her, she gathered the drip of cum she had milked out
of him on the index finger of her free hand and then sucked on it, her eyes never leaving his. Part
of her was amazed he had held it back. He was trembling with the exertion of it. Sweat bulleted
down the side of his face.
It had become a kind of game between them. He wasn't going to let himself cum until he was
ready, and she was going to keep trying to make him cum. It was a power struggle.
"Revenge?" he asked as he gained control again. His curiosity was peaked at least. She had
succeeded in that much.
"It's all I dream about at night," she said, pulling her finger out of her mouth luxuriously, "I
want her to suffer."
He looked at her in puzzlement.
"Karen?" he asked.
She nodded.
"I want her to know what it feels like. I want her to experience the same ordeal I've been
through. The same training. The same treatment. And I want her to know that it's my fault she's
in that position."
"Why?"
"Because it's her fault, Steve. She turned me into this. She let you guys do the transformation,
but she planted the idea. She did this."
Steve's cock throbbed in her hand. She was on the right track.
"And there's another thing..." she said. She let her thumb massage the underside of the head and
a little more liquid oozed out. He was gripping the side of the bed in concentration.
"Another thing?" he asked.
"She's been in my dreams lately, Steve. I haven't told the others this, but...I've started seeing
myself as a woman in my dreams. Then this week I've been having these erotic fantasies at night.
I still love her Steve. I have these… naughty dreams. Thoughts of us tied together, our lips being
unable to break apart. Forced to kiss all night long. Dreams of our breasts pressing together nipple
to nipple. I’d love every minute… but she… ”
She slid his cock between her lips and sucked once, twice…
“…she would hate every second…”
More liquid coated her hand as it stroked up and down.

She licked the length of his cock.
“Think about how arousing that would be. The look on her face.”
Her hand milked his cock into her mouth, while she sucked on it again.
"I can't help but think about our tongues wrapping around each other as we give blow jobs. As
we worship your cock, Steve. As we worship any cock you want us to…You holding our leashes,
forcing us both to be objects. Your objects. Your toys…”
Without warning cum erupted out of Steve's cock. It hit her face like a rainstorm, spattering
across her nose and cheeks. She smiled at him. She had won the battle. She licked the cum off her
lips and then cleaned his cock with her tongue. Unless her guess was wrong, Karen would only be
a free woman for a very short period of time.

She spent the evening in her bedroom as the guys talked in the living room. It was nerve wracking.
She knew what they were talking about and could only sit in her room, pretending to read, and
hope for the best. She glanced down at her book again. Tonight's reading lesson was "Dirty Talk
and the Art of Phone Sex." For the life of her she couldn't concentrate on it, even knowing she
might be punished for not studying. Besides she was better at it than the author.
Her freedom depended entirely on how well she had tempted each of them and whether or not
they discovered she had tempted all of them differently. It depended entirely on their conversation
and she couldn't even listen to it.
When Terry finally came in the room, she ran to him in anticipation. She wrapped her arms
around him, kissing him in greeting and then held her breath.
"Karen's coming over tonight. I convinced the others that we need two slaves."
Marla's heart exploded in joy.
"And then we can be together," she whispered breathily.
"That's right." He said, "Get into that slinky red dress of yours. We're gonna let you help."
Then he was gone. Marla couldn't believe it. Her plan was working. She bounded over to the
closet and crammed herself into tight red dress. It was too short for stockings so with the change
of shoes from black to red, she was done and once again forced to wait. She picked her book back
up still not able to actually read it.
After an hour Joel came in. She went to him obediently, the perfect little submissive pet. Her
eyes brimmed with anticipation.
"We're gonna do it." Joel whispered to her, "I talked them into it. She's here now, wanna help
us?"
She nodded timidly.
"Thank you Joel," she whispered in his ear before he dragged her into the living room. Karen
was sitting on the couch next to Steve. Even at first glance, Marla could tell she was tipsy. From the
empty glass in her hand, she suspected that the guys had been liquoring her up for a while now.
"There's the slut," Karen said laughing at Marla, "How you doin' Brian? Still smoking cock?"
She laughed hysterically at her own joke. There was a lot of liquor in her indeed.
"Oh she's a great cock sucker," Steve said to Karen, "She could probably teach you a thing or
two."
"Her?" Karen laughed, "Please. Brian could never do anything useful."
"I don't know Karen," Terry said, "Marla's awful good."
He winked at her.

"Yeah," Joel said, "She practices every day. How often do you do it?"
“Are you saying that little She-Whore is sexier than me? I'm a real woman. You guys probably
don’t even know what it’s like to be with a woman…”
“She’s just better than you, baby. I’ve had you both.”
Her outrage made her sputter.
“Wanna put some money on it?" Steve asked. He was mocking her and she knew it.
"I'm not gonna put any of your dicks in my mouth. You don't have what it takes." She looked
at Steve. "Especially you."
Marla smiled. Apparently things were worse off between Karen and Steve than she had thought.
"You don't have to suck us off," Terry said.
"Yeah," Joel said, "Marla go get a dildo. One of the smaller ones. We'll go easy on you both."
"You're on. A hundred bucks says I give a sexier blow job." Karen said.
"No hands though," Steve said, "Mouth only."
"Done." Karen said and shook his hand. Marla smiled
"Grab a couple of sets of handcuffs in there too," Steve told Marla, “that way there’s no cheating.”
Marla dashed off hearing Karen's rants and brags all the way from her bedroom. She’d never
been more excited to fetch handcuffs in her life. She dug through her drawer and grabbed the
medium dildo. She didn't want Karen to have too easy of a time.
When she got back, Karen was standing, ripping into all of them.
"...think for a moment that this she male you guys fuck around with is even half the woman I
am..."
"She might be more of a woman than you are..." Joel laughed.
She pushed him hard then wheeled on Marla.
"Let's do this… Brian," she said.
"Set the dick on the coffee table," Steve told Marla. She did. Steve winked at her. She was part
of the conspiracy. They all wanted her to enjoy it too.
"I'm going first," Karen said, "I don't want that..."she pointed at Marla, "thing's spit in my
mouth.”
Marla smiled back pleasantly.
"Fair enough," Steve said, "Marla put the cuffs on her."

Marla slipped behind her, pulling her arms behind her back. Then the fuzzy red cuffs went
around her wrists locking her in.
Karen sank to her knees in front of the dildo.
"How long I got?" she asked.
"Two minutes," Joel said, "Go!"
Karen opened her mouth instantly cramming the thing into her mouth. Marla couldn't help
but giggle. She had no idea what she was doing. She was more concerned with getting it down her
throat than with issuing pleasure. An amateur mistake. It wasn’t even sexy. It was like watching a
snake devour a bowling ball.
It took her thirty seconds or so, but she managed to finally get the dildo down into her throat,
her lips touching the fake rubber base. That's when the guys sprang into action.
Terry and Joel jumped on top of her holding her down while Steve grabbed her head and
wrapped a silk scarf around her mouth, locking the dildo inside. Karen's eyes widened in horror.
She struggled to get away, screaming against the obstacle in her mouth. But between the guys on
top of her and the dildo, there was nothing she could do but kneel there and whimper.
"Marla," Steve said, "Is there anything you want to say to Karen?"
"Welcome to the slut club," Marla said her voice dripping with sadism, "You're about to have
your whole life changed. You and I are going to be spending a lot of time together."
"We've discussed it," Terry said to Marla, "We think you should have first crack at her Marla. Go
get your other dildo out of our apartment and we'll get her tied up for you. Steve even got you a
strap on. How hot will that be?”
Karen's eyes screamed in panic, while Marla's heart skipped a beat. This was better than she
ever hoped. Here was her chance. She dashed across the hall, listening to the muffled commotion
behind her as she went.
She shut the door to the Joel and Terry's apartment and dashed to the phone. She prayed with
all her might that she still remembered the number.
A deep male voice answered the phone.
"Mr. Douglas," Marla cried into the phone, "It's about your daughter. She and I...we're in
trouble. Help us..."

The police arrived twenty minutes later and escorted the three guys out of the building. Karen
was freed, and wrapped in a blanket. She was in too much shock to talk. Marla couldn't help but
smile.
She had come back into the room with the vibrator. The guys watched as Marla fucked her, the
girl’s eyes bulged out of her head with each pound of the strap on. In the end, she slid her new
vibrator up into Karen’s ass. She pulled Karen's panties back up, locking the vibrator inside of her
and then leaned forward to whisper in her ear.
"Remember," Marla said so softly that only Karen could hear, "When tonight is over, you could
go to jail too. You and I were the victims. Remember that."
Marla was taken to the downtown police department to issue a statement and to speak to the
psychiatrist. She played the part of the damsel in distress, saying she met the guys at a party and
had been held prisoner for the last six months. All entirely true. She just omitted the fact that she
had originally been male. Judging from her appearance, they never thought to ask. Whatever
Karen told them must have corroborated her story, because the psychiatrist told her he expected
the guys to be in jail for a long time.
When she left the psychiatrist, she saw Karen's father sitting in the lobby. He hugged her as if
she was a little girl and to tell the truth she felt like it. She was free. She was a free woman.

Epilogue
Mr. Douglas, or rather Dan as he asked her to call him, had a nice long chat with Marla that
night. Dan was not only very upset with Marla's former captors; he was also in a position to do
something about it. Mr. Douglas was the senior partner at Douglas and Jones Law Firm and was
pulling down a yearly salary that would make most non-estrogen filled guys giggle like schoolgirls.
He was going to take a special interest in the three men's trial and was also going to pull some
strings in their penitentiary. Marla suggested they should have the same thing done to them, that
were done to herself and to Dan's little girl. Mr. Douglas agreed emphatically, and said they would
soon know what it felt like to be forced into sex.
Karen was going to be sent to a Catholic college. An all girl school. Dan felt sure that the change
would be good for her, despite the distance from her family and friends. Besides, he felt the strict
rules might be good for her and help her stay away from these kinds of situations in the future.
As for Marl she let herself enjoy the role of victim. The tears she cried were real after all. She told
Mr. Douglas that the guys had depleted her bank accounts, used up her cards and thrown away her
ID. She had no money, no family and no real friends. All true statements. The only thing neglected
was that she wasn’t, in fact, a girl. Dan never
even had a clue. He was more than happy to
help her get back on her feet, however.
She spent the night in a hotel room suite
on the eightieth floor. After a bath and an
extremely tasty room service dinner, she called
Mr. Douglas again to thank him. He told her
not to worry about money for a while. He was
sending over a check the next morning to help
her get back on track and the hotel had an
open ended account for as long as she needed
to stay.
A reward he called it, for saving his little girl.
Marla could only stop crying long enough to
giggle with relief, only to go back to sobbing.
She spent the night staring out at the city.
She couldn't sleep. Not now that she had
freedom. And a big choice to make. She had
the money. If she wanted to go back to being

Brian she could. Or she could go the other direction and become fully female. On one hand she
was born a guy, on the other she apparently had a career. She was famous as Marla. She spent an
entire evening researching all the photos she had posted of herself online. Joel had been good at
it. A little more research indicated he was bringing in thousands a week. She could easily find an
agent and a photographer and make a lot of money as a woman.
It came down to choice. It was something that felt alien to her. Brian had been a non-entity. A
shell with no real characteristics. Marla was nothing BUT characteristics. On one hand she liked
being pretty. She liked being thought of as sexy. She didn't even mind the sex part, lord knows she
had had enough practice. Sex was just a tool, after all. If her escape had taught her nothing else, it
was that sex was a weapon.
She thought about it all night. Basking in her freedom and her new life. As the sun crested over
the horizon, Marla couldn't help but smile. She had a lot of work to do.
After all, her new life was just about to begin.

AUTHOR’S NOTE
So? Did I make you squirm? Are you dripping? Did you make it all the way through? Do you
owe me anything for those pesky orgasms you kept having while you read? Hmm? I would love
your feedback. Let me know what made you squirm and what pushed your buttons
Please check back at lockedinlace.com/videogames and let me know what you think.

