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How I Became a Sex
Toy 7- Kasey

By Chrystal Wynd

 


 


chunk thunk!

I popped my timecard back into its slot and
made a beeline for the office. Maybe I could sneak in without
getting caught.

"Kasey!"

Or not. I turned toward the voice of Theresa,
evil manager extraordinaire.

"Yeah, Terry?" I said.

Theresa held up my offending timecard. "Six
twelve," she said. "You're late. Again. Do you think your job isn't
important just because you work at Chrystal Burger? Do you think we
don't have a commitment to quality here just because we're a fast
food restaurant?"

"Yes, ma'am. I mean, no, ma'am. I mean, yes,
my job is important, and no, I don't think we lack commitment to
quality," I said. I thought it was pretty smooth. Terry seemed less
than impressed, however.

"Well, showing up late every day tells me you
don't care about your job, Kasey. Is that the case? Do you just not
care?"

I fumed silently. Terry knew damn well how
bad I needed this job. Being a college student cost a lot of money,
and if I couldn't afford to pay my cell phone bill, I'd be the only
twenty-year-old girl at Chrystal Heights University without a cell
phone. So, as much as I hated working this stupid fast food job, I
couldn't afford to lose it.

"Sorry," I said. "It won't happen again."

"I hope not," said Terry, "because if it does
happen again, your ass is fired." She turned to walk away.

She was treating me like a child. I hated
working for arrogant, uptight managers. They were all the same.

"Bitch," I mumbled at her retreating
back.

Terry stopped and turned around. "Excuse me?"
she said.

Oops. She must have heard me. "I said,
um...'you betcha!'"

My voice trailed off as I realized she wasn't
buying it. Terry took several steps back toward me and glared.

"You called me a bitch. I heard you," she
said, and I knew I had made a mistake. Terry was a bitch, but she
was no one to piss off. "I don't appreciate it."

I tried to act as contrite as I could.
"Sorry," I mumbled. I really couldn't afford to lose this job. The
economy sucked and I needed every penny. Even a one-day suspension
would screw me up for weeks.

Terry reached up and plucked a strand of my
straight black hair right from my head. I gasped at the unexpected
sting, blinking. "Ow!" I said. "What was that for?"

"Discipline," said Terry, glaring at me.
"Unless, of course, you want to just quit."

"No!" I said. "No, I don't want to quit."

"Fine, then," said Terry, "but you still need
a lesson, so..." She reached out and grabbed my forearm
unexpectedly, chanting under her breath. I gasped as an electric
rush surged through her hand into my arm. Then, abruptly, she let
go. "All done," she said. "Now, go get your drawer and get ready
for the dinner rush."

I had no idea what that was about, but I
wasn't going to dwell on it. I was too close to getting away with
it to jinx myself. I couldn't afford any more mistakes tonight,
though.

Gawd, I hated this job.

 


*****

 


"Glad you could join us," said Sandra. "It's
just the dinner rush. You know, when a billion people decide they
want to eat at the same time. We didn't interrupt you, did we?"

I gave Sandra a bite me look. I just
didn't need her mouth tonight. She always had something to say.
Obviously, we didn't get along very well. She was another reason I
hated this stupid job.

I put my drawer into the cash register. As
soon as I did that, waves of people broke away from the crooked
lines strung out in front of the other registers and formed a
hostile loose grouping in front of my station. It looked like a
moving riot.

I straightened my stupid hat and smiled at
the group. "Welcome to Chrystal Burger! Can I take your order?"

Two people started talking at once. "I need
Chrystal double coke cheeseburger hold large ketchup fries extra
shake..."

I held up my hand. "Whoa...one at a time,
please..."

A woman holding a squirming kid said, "I'm
next. I need a Chrystal Burger Child's Meal, an order of
onion..."

The man in the greasy overalls next to her
said, "No way. I was next, lady."

"You were not! I've been waiting for fifteen
minutes, and if you think you're going to..."

"I don't give a rat's ass how long you've
waited, lady. I was here before you and..."

Suddenly Terry's voice cut through the
bickering. "What's going on here?"

Both combatants were silent for a moment.
Then they both started talking at once.

Terry held up her hands. "Please," she said.
She gave me a dark look, then said, "Ma'am, you and your child will
go first. Sir, please allow the lady the courtesy of going first,
as she has a hungry child. Both of your meals are complementary
this evening. Please forgive the wait, as we were short-handed due
to one of our employees being late. We will be caught up shortly.
Thank you for your patience." By now, she was actually speaking to
everybody, although she was looking at the lady and the man.

At the mention of free food, both combatants
became peaches and cream. Terry gave me another look, then shook
her head and went back toward the kitchen.

Sandra smirked, then spoke just loud enough
for me to hear. "What, did you think that just because you
lightened your hair a little, people would just let you do whatever
you wanted?"

Lightened my hair? What?

I glanced at the reflective face of the
stainless steel coffee machine. Sure enough, my raven black hair
was several shades lighter. What the hell?

And then I realized what Terry had done for
punishment.

Wonderful. Just fucking wonderful. I was
working on a Friday night, the manager was mad at me, we were
getting killed by an angry and obnoxious dinner crowd, and now I
was turning into a bimbo.

I really hated my job.

 


*****

 


Jimmy slid a burger into the well. "Chrystal
chicken sandwich up!" he said. Then, low enough so only I heard
him, he added, "Nice tits, Kasey."

I loftily ignored the obnoxious sandwich prep
guy. Of course, he didn't really care. He didn't have to. My
changes were speaking for themselves.

We all tried to avoid pissing Terry off. She
was demanding and pushy and picky about stupid things, but there
was something about her that you just didn't want to anger. She was
like a harsh teacher who could silence a class with a look. You
didn't know what they would do if they got angry, and you just
didn't want to find out. But some employees had managed to anger
Terry, and when that happened...well, things happened to them.
Everybody knew why those things were happening, but nobody asked
questions.

And now things were happening to me.

My normally long black hair was fading and
beginning to curl. My uniform top was filling. My ass was swelling
into my uniform pants. It wasn't really that noticeable yet,
but it would be soon. Worse, I had giggled twice while taking food
orders. Terry didn't say anything, but there was a ghost of a smile
on her face, and Sandra had laughed outright. This was going to get
a lot worse before it got better.

I place the chicken sandwich on the tray for
the waiting customer, who grunted and walked off. I smiled at the
next person in line.

"Hi! Welcome to Chrystal Burger! Can I take
your order?"

A sour-faced woman with pursed lips stepped
up. "Yes," she said. "How much is the Chrystal Moo-baby
Burger?"

I gave her a sweet smile. "Why, it's two
dollars and twenty-five cents, just like it says on the menu behind
me, ma'am," I said.

"I've been coming here a long time," she
said. "Don't you think I deserve a discount?"

"I'm sure you do, ma'am," I said, "but you'd
have to get that from the manager. Her name is Terry," I said.

"That's too much trouble. Just give me a
Chrystal Moo-baby Burger and an iced tea," she said.

"Of course," I said.

I gathered her food and drink and waited for
the money.

"One moment, please. I think I have a coupon
for a three percent discount on any beverage," she said. Then she
began to rifle through her over-sized purse as the long line of
customers behind her grumbled restlessly. Finally, she held out a
bedraggled little piece of paper.

I reached out to take the coupon and I
gasped. My normally clear fingernails glowed a cheerful bimboey
red. I snatched the coupon to cover up my surprise. After my
register refused the coupon three times, however, I finally
realized why.

"Ma'am," I said, "this coupon is over six
months old."

"Oh, so what?" said the lady. "No one will
notice if you just ring it up."

I hated this job.

"Ma'am, I can't ring it up. The register
won't accept the coupon because it's expired."

Then I began to wriggle. My clothes were
getting too tight and now my belly muscles were starting to twitch
and jump. Terry's damn spell or whatever it was was making me
horny.

"Young lady, please stop jittering when I'm
talking to you! Are you on drugs?" said the stone-faced woman.

"No, ma'am. Sorry, ma'am."

"Fine," she said. "Now, after you fix the
coupon problem, you need to have them fix my burger the right way.
This one hasn't been cut at all, there shouldn't be any onions on
this thing, and the tomatoes need to be fresh."

I picked up the burger and took it back to
Jimmy. "Here," I said. "No onions. Extra fresh tomatoes. Cut it
into quarters. Double wrap it."

Jimmy's answer was a string of
explicatives.

I couldn't reply because my clothing was
becoming an issue. My hips, ass and boobs were swelling
ridiculously, and, in my work uniform, I was beginning to look like
a stripper dressed in a fetish outfit. I had to change soon.

"Arlene," I said, "Could you cover my
register until I get back?"

"Yes," she said, "but I have to finish the
drive-through order first."

"Alright," I said. I dropped some fries in
the hot oil, then swore silently as I accidentally splashed some
stupid oil on me. I hadn't even been here an hour and I already
smelled like French fries. Stupid job.

I gave the woman her food, who declared it
"barely acceptable," but was apparently hungry enough to accept it.
She stalked off to a table, and the customers behind her stepped
up.

It was a group of college kids, three guys
and two girls. The guys were elbowing each other and looking at my
now bulging cleavage. The girls gave me superior smiles that made
me want to claw their eyes out.

Infuriatingly, I giggled inadvertently. "Hi!
Welcome to Chrystal Burger! Can I take your order?"

"Yes," said one of the girls, "Give me an
order of onion rings. That's it."

"Onion rings?" parroted one of the guys.
"That's it? You need some meat on your bones, girlie!"

"Hey!" said one of the other guys, "leave her
alone, man!"

"Make me!" said the first guy.

"Fine!" said the other guy. He then moved in
and the two idiots began mock wrestling on the counter.

I yelled, "Stop it!" but they weren't
listening. One of them flung up their hand and it just missed my
face, but it caught the bill of my hat. I reached up instinctively
with both hands to keep my hat on my head, but that was a mistake,
as that motion pushed my breasts out. The sound of tearing fabric
was heard as the pressure from my swelled boobs caused my bra and
buttoned top to explode outward.

There was a moment of stunned silence as I
stood there, my hands behind my head, my bare boobs thrust out.
Even the two combatants stared, motionless. Then I squealed and
crossed my arms over my chest.

Stupid hat.

I rushed back into the kitchen, my cheeks
burning. The cooks in the kitchen began applauding. Too late, I
realized my widening hips were straining the seams of my pants, and
plucking sounds were heard as the stitching popped. I instinctively
grabbed my pants as they started to drop, inadvertently baring my
boobs to every cook in the kitchen. The cheering increased in
intensity, and I was pretty sure I was going to die of
embarrassment on the spot.

Terry, who had apparently seen the whole
thing through the service window between the kitchen and the front
counter, handed me a new uniform. "These should fit you a little
better," she said with a smirk, "but only a little. Change in the
lobby bathroom."

"The lobby bathroom?" I said. "But...I really
don't want to walk out in front of everyone right now. Can't I
change in the office?"

"You don't want to change in the lobby
bathroom?" she said. "Fine. You can change in the office. But Jimmy
is going in there with you."

I rolled my eyes. "Fine," I said. I couldn't
face those high school students again, and, besides, Jimmy had
already seen me.

I went to the office and waited. Terry spoke
to Jimmy for a minute- no doubt telling him to behave himself- and
I used the moment to examine my body privately.

My whole body blushed. My boobs were a good
three cup-sizes larger than my normal size. No wonder I had burst
out of my bra and top. I had a tiny waist, and my hips flared out
much wider now. I was ridiculously over-developed. Glancing at a
mirror on the wall, my eyes widened. My hair had thickened and
faded, and it was curling down my back. I looked like a silly
blonde play toy, as Terry no doubt intended. Grrrrrrrr.

Jimmy stepped into the office and closed the
door behind him. He leered at me as I took off my shoes and
stripped off the remainder of my shredded clothing. Naked except
for my panties now, I reached for my new uniform. That's when Jimmy
said something I couldn't quite understand.

"Huh?" I said.

Jimmy laughed. "You didn't hear me?" he said.
He repeated himself.

I stood in front of him now, heedless of my
naked state. I stamped my foot, inadvertently causing my big boobs
to jiggle. "I still can't hear you!"

Jimmy shrugged. "Sorry, babe. That's what
Terry told me to say," he said.

I looked at Jimmy. I hadn't actually noticed
how muscular he was. I stepped up to him and placed a hand on his
chest. I giggled. "It's 'kay. It sounded sexy, though."

"I'm glad you liked it," he said.

Gawd, that voice. My nipples hardened and my
fingers were sliding down his belly towards his cock. I slid my
hand down the front of his pants and gasped when my fingers touched
his cock.

"Omigod," I said, "that's...that's..." And
then I was kissing down Jimmy's belly.

I dropped to my bare knees. My fingers slid
his zipper down, and I drew out his cock. He smelled so good. I
wrapped my lips around his cock and he hardened almost instantly in
my mouth.

Omigod, it felt so natural. I began sliding
my wet mouth up and down his hard shaft as my belly muscles
twitched in pure heat. I felt my mass of blonde hair bobbing back
and forth on my bare back. My lips were wrapped tightly around his
rock-hard cock, and suddenly my mouth was filling with hot cum. I
shuddered as I swallowed the flow of semen shooting into my mouth.
The sensations of my belly filling caused my own heat to peak, and
suddenly I was moaning helplessly, my groans muffled by Jimmy's
cock in my mouth.

As the last of the sensations faded, my eyes
suddenly snapped open. I realized I was on my knees, naked except
for panties, with Jimmy's cock in my mouth. My eyes widened and I
looked up into his smirking eyes. Then he prudently slipped his
cock out of mouth before I had a chance to react. Jimmy patted my
head and made a show of zipping up his pants. Then he strutted out
of the office.

I wanted to kill Terry. If I ever got a
chance to kill her, I would do it. But I had to focus on getting
dressed and getting back to work. If I quit now, not only would I
be overrun with financial problems, I'd be stuck with this silly
body.

I really hated my job.

 


*****

 


 


The uniform Terry gave me was obviously
custom-made, as it fit my new curves nearly perfectly, although it
was quite snug. The pants hugged my rounded ass tightly and the top
showed off my incredible cleavage without actually crossing the
line into tasteless...only barely, though.

I had other problems, however. I wasn't
losing any intelligence like I had in the office with Jimmy- a dumb
employee wasn't going to help Terry at all- but I was starting to
sound like a complete bimbo. I was giggling, twirling my hair
around my fingers, saying things like, "okey dokey artichokey!" and
wiggling embarrassingly when I walked. My lips had swelled and
turned bright red. My fingernails and even my toenails had turned
bimbo red. Everything I said was coming out in bimbo-speak, and my
coworkers were laughing themselves sick.

The worst part, however, was the growing
arousal. Every order I took seemed to make me hornier. It felt like
my nipples were straining against my top and I had to keep my
thighs pressed together. In a panic, I even slipped off to the
bathroom to jill myself silly, but nothing I did worked. Terry
smirked at me when I returned from the bathroom, my cheeks
obviously flushed.

"Do you feel better, Kasey?" she asked.

"Nopers," I mumbled, looking at the
floor.

"Well, Kasey," said Terry, "maybe you should
think about the concept of 'customer service.' After all, that's an
important part of your job, right?"

"Well, yeah," I said, "but what does that
have to do with me feeling, you know, so..." And then my eyes
widened. "Oh! No way! Uh uh!"

"Whatever you say, Kasey," said Terry. "Just
remember, Chrystal Burger appreciates employees who go the extra
distance to keep the customers happy." The she smiled at me and
walked away.

Dammit. I was so hot, but there was no way I
was going to start servicing the customers like that. No way.

I tried to concentrate on my work, but it was
difficult. I needed to orgasm so bad. The customers smelled so
good. I was giggling and fanning my flushed cheeks, and decided I'd
better get the front counter re-stocked. I ignored everybody's
smirks as I walked to the supply room.

I was bent over getting some straws when I
felt a sharp slap on my ass. I squealed and jumped up, clutching my
stinging bottom.

"Oh! Like, double yew tee eff!" I said.

Sandra laughed. "Hey, bimbo! Terry just told
me to check on you."

That was it. No customers around. I decided
to tell Sandra off but good. "Oh, yeah? Well, I soooo don't need
your help, 'cuz you're a stupid head!"

A heartbeat passed. Then Sandra snickered as
my face warmed. Dammit.

"Well, bimbo," said Sandra, "since you don't
need my help, why don't you help me?"

I giggled. "Huh?" I said.

Sandra hopped her butt up on a box, then
spread her knees apart. "I said, why don't you help me?"

I rolled my eyes and giggled. "Oh, I sooooo
don't think so."

Sandra smirked. "Oh, you'll blow Jimmy, but
you won't lick me?"

I giggled. "Yeppers!"

Sandra laughed. "What if I said..."

"Huh?" I said.

Sandra ran her tongue across her luscious
lips. "I said," she repeated, saying something again.

I could feel my heart beating in my throat.
Gawd, Sandra was hot. My nipples were so hard, and I was already so
aroused I wanted to cum for days. She smelled like pure heat, and
all I could think about was being between her thighs. I started
kissing her cleavage, but she pushed my head down to her belly. I
dropped to my knees, then undid her pants and slid them down her
smooth legs until they gathered at her ankles. I pressed my face
against her panties and shuddered, then slid her panties down to
her pants.

She spread her thighs wide, and my belly
muscles twitched and jumped as I tasted another girl's pussy for
the first time. Sandra gasped at first, then started rocking her
hips as my blonde hair bobbed between her thighs. "Oh, my gawd,
yesssss...that's it, girl...lick me...yeah...lick
me...omigod...lick me lick me lick me...!"

My hands held her smooth thighs apart, and I
shuddered as she got closer and closer to orgasm. I was mewling
with heat when Sandra finally stiffened and arched her back. Her
fingers slid into my hair and she pressed her pussy against my
mouth and she moaned and wriggled in orgasmic heat. I continued
working her hot button, my cheeks covered with her juices, and
licked through her orgasm. My own heat peaked as hers did, but I
didn't orgasm.

I whimpered in need as she pushed my head
away from her pussy. Then, as Sandra's orgasm died down, the heated
fog lifted, and I realized I was kneeling between a girl's naked
thighs. I had just licked a girl's pussy until she came. Worse,
that girl was Sandra.

Sandra placed her feet on my chest and pushed
me backwards- though not too harshly- and pulled her panties and
pants up. She stood up and adjusted her clothing. Some of her
bitchiness seemed to have evaporated, although not all.

I was still on my knees, sitting back on my
heels. She patted my head. "Not bad. You're a good little
pussy-licker," she said. "By the way, Terry told me to remind you
about customer service." Then she walked out.

I gathered the last shreds of my dignity and
stood up. I was so embarrassed I wanted to disappear, and I needed
to cum so badly, I wanted to scream. I had to cum. I had to cum. I
had to cum.

I made my way back to the front counter. I
tried to keep busy to keep my mind off how horny I was, but it just
wasn't working. The coffee machine was clean and the ice cream
machine was sparkling by the time I got done, but my thighs were
still pressed tightly together. The college boys walked toward the
bathroom, obviously staring at my boobs. Jerks.

Then Arlene walked over and handed me a spray
bottle. "Terry wants you to clean the men's bathroom mirrors. She
said to do it now, because it's important for customer
service."

"I can't," I said, my heart pounding,
"there's some guys in there right now."

Arlene shrugged. "She said to do it now. Just
wait outside until they're done, I guess."

I snatched the spray bottle from Arlene with
a huff and grabbed a roll of paper towels. I stalked to the
bathrooms and waited outside the door, hoping that maybe the guys
wouldn't recognize me when they came out.

The door opened, and one of the guys stepped
out. His head was shaved. He saw me and smirked. Then he noticed
the cleaning stuff in my hands and he propped the door open. "Hey,
guys," he said, "the chick that took our order is here to clean the
bathroom."

"Hey, send her in," said a voice in the
bathroom. "It's cool. We're dressed."

The guy continued to hold the door open
invitingly, and I decided to get it over with.

I walked in and strode straight to the
mirror. I sprayed it with as professional a manner as I could
manage. The three guys stood there watching me for a few moments.
Then one elbowed the other.

"Hey," said the dark-haired guy, "can we see
your tits again?"

"Yeah," said the blonde guy, "can we?"

I rolled my eyes and tried to look
disinterested. "Wellll, maybe next time, cuties!" I said with a
giggle.

I blushed. That wasn't what I had meant to
say.

"Are you sure, beautiful?" said the
dark-haired guy. "Do you really want to say no to this?"

Instinctively I looked in his direction, and
realized my mistake too late. He was snickering and holding his
cock in his hand.

I stared, unable to move while the blood
flowed from my head and began to fill my girl parts. The guy
probably thought he was being funny and didn't expect my reaction,
but suddenly I was shoving him into one of the stalls. He stumbled
backward and barely regained his balance. He was a little
frightened.

I pushed him down into a sitting position,
then dropped to my knees between his legs. I pulled his cock back
out and wrapped my lips around it. It took several moments for it
to react- the guy still appeared to be frightened- but finally his
cock hardened and my tightly-wrapped lips slid up and down his
shaft with abandon.

It didn't take long. My belly muscles were
twitching and jumping in anticipation, and I was whimpering in
need. Then the guy moaned and his cock hardened into steel, and my
mouth was once again filling with cum. I swallowed it eagerly,
feeling my heat rise and peak. My heart thudded, but, horribly, it
still didn't happen. I swallowed as much as I could, making sure
not to miss a drop, but still the aching need remained. The guy
fell back, trying to catch his breath, and his friends on the other
side of the stall door were asking what was happening.

 

Then, my eyes widened. I knew exactly what I
needed.

I burst out of the stall, frightening the
other two guys. "Fuck me!" I said. I began to strip off my shoes
and, most importantly, my pants and panties.

The two guys looked at each other.
"Ummm...which one of us...?" asked the blonde guy.

"I don't care who does it!" I said, bending
over the sink and raising my bare ass. "Just fuck me!"

An immediate argument broke out between the
two of them as to who would get to do me. I panicked, knowing it
was only a matter of time before someone else walked in. "You can
both do me!" I shrieked, "but you need to do it now!"

The guy with the shaved head shook his head.
"No way I'm doing seconds, man. You go, and I'll do her booty after
you're done." There was a slap on my bare ass. "That cool, babe?"
he said to me, like an afterthought.

"Alright, whatever!" I said, my voice
desperate, "but someone needs to fuck me now!"

The blonde guy stepped up, and he was
apparently quite ready, because suddenly my pussy was full of thick
cock. I shuddered as that cock seemed to hit every sensitive spot
inside me. Then he grabbed my rounded hips and began to pound me
silly.

I couldn't help it; I squealed like a bimbo.
My hips rocked back to meet his thrusts, and I was seeing colors.
His fat cock slammed into my wet pussy again and again, the sound
of his hips hitting my ass echoing through the bathroom. My heat
soared even higher, and when the blonde guy began to fill me with
cum, I shuddered, my head went back and I began to moan from the
intense pleasure. The guy with the shaven head leaped forward and
slapped a hand over my mouth as my sounds could likely be heard
over the entire restaurant. I continued to moan helplessly into his
hand until, at last, my head dropped as I fought to catch my
breath.

I gasped as the blonde guy slid his cock from
my pussy. I wasn't up for moving yet, but jumped when I felt a hand
on my bare ass.

"My turn," said the shaven-headed guy. I
wondered what he meant for a brief moment, as I thought he had said
he wasn't going to do seconds. Then his fingers were spreading some
liquid soap from the dispensers generously around my tight rear
opening, and I remembered I had said he could do me there.

"Oh!" I said, "I...I mean...like, be careful
back there! I've never...!"

My eyes widened as I felt a sudden pressure
against my sphincter. "Oh!" I said. I couldn't do this. It was too
much. I couldn't...

And suddenly my ass was full of cock.

I gasped. My back arched and my ass raised
up. I was going to kill Terry. Having a cock in my ass meant I was
offering the highest level of customer service, and that translated
to crazy pleasure for my bimbo body. The shaven-headed guy began to
stroke his cock back-and-forth in my ass, and I was squealing like
a bimbo again.

"Hey, man," said the dark-haired guy, who had
apparently recovered from his blowjob. He was peeking through the
door crack. "Hurry up and finish. There's a line outside."

"Almost...done...!" he said, as he continued
to slide his cock fully into my tight rear opening. His heavy balls
kept slapping my clit and I shuddered as I felt another orgasm
building. Then, holding my hips, he pulled me against him and held
me there, his cock buried inside my ass and suddenly both of us
were moaning as simultaneous orgasms overtook us. I could feel my
ass filling with his cum and that intensified my orgasm.

Finally, I heard the dark-haired guy say,
"Shit! The girls are out there. We gotta split, man." I gasped as
that cock slid from my ass. I was weak and a bit disorientated as
the three guys scrambled out of the bathroom.

I suddenly realized that the line outside was
filing inside the bathroom. I squealed and grabbed my pants and
jiggled into a stall. Too late, I realized my panties were gone.
One of the guys had grabbed them as a souvenir. Dammit.

I was waiting for the bathroom to empty. I
wasn't leaving the stall until then. Unfortunately, I saw a pair of
shoes I recognized as belonging to Jimmy standing next to the stall
I was in.

"Kasey? Hey, Terry says you have to get back
to the counter now."

I closed my eyes. I hated my job.

Finally, I stood up. "Alright," I said, "I'm
coming."

"Again?" said Jimmy. Bastard. I could hear
the smirk in his voice.

I walked back to the front line, cheeks
burning. It was obvious every single employee knew what had
happened in the bathroom. I was pretty sure I'd never be able to
show my face in Chrystal Heights again.

 


*****

 


I never thought the end of my shift would
arrive, but it did. I jiggled my way towards the time clock, but
Arlene stopped me.

"Terry wants to see you in the office," she
said.

I nodded. So, she was either going to fix
me...or she was going to fire me. I had no idea which.

I stepped inside the office tentatively.
"Yes, Terry?" I said. I giggled. Dammit.

"Close the door, Kasey," she said.

Shit. This was a firing.

"Punctuality aside, you're a pretty good
employee. As you showed today, you seem to understand the concept
of customer service." She smirked as she said it. Bitch.

She continued. "I hope you realize that
disrespecting me is a bad idea."

I nodded enthusiastically, inadvertently
causing myself to jiggle. "Omigod, yeppers! I totally realize it!
It'll never happen again!"

"Good," she said. "Then maybe you'll be back
to your old look in a month or two."

"A month or two?!?" I said.

"Yes," she said. "I like you like this. And
the customers appreciate you like this as well."

Months! Oh, gawd...

"However, I'm not a total bitch. Consider
this your annual review. You get a dollar raise."

A dollar! Omigod. A whole dollar! This was
incredible. Nobody got a dollar raise! Everyone got dimes or even a
quarter, but I was getting a dollar!

Then I paused.

"There's a catch, isn't there?" I said.

Terry smirked. "What makes you think that?"
she said. Then she said something I didn't understand.

"Huh?" I said.

Terry said it again, and although I still
couldn't understand it, I suddenly realized that I had never
realized just how sexy Terry was.

 


 


THE END
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How I Became a Sex
Toy 8- Liz

By Chrystal Wynd

 


 


It was a picturesque day at Windchaser Park
in west Chrystal Heights. The sun was shining and the sky was
cloudless. The water was so clear you could see the fish feeding
peacefully on the bottom of the lake. Even the quacking of the
ducks seemed musical.

Like I actually gave a shit.

I was mind-numbingly bored. I wanted to grab
the fish, hit the stupid birds over the head with them and then
stick them up the ducks’ feathery asses. There had to be
something fun to do somewhere.

“Hey, Liz,” said a voice. “Another new
tat?”

I glanced over my shoulder. Trish and Ellen
were making their way toward me.

“Yeah,” I said, lifting the bottom of my
tee-shirt so they could see my lower back. I was quite proud of my
various tattoos.

“Lightning bolts,” said Trish. “Sweet.”

Ellen pointed to one of the tats on my
forearm. “What does ‘FTW’ mean?”

I looked at her, then rolled my eyes.

“It means ‘Fuck The World,’ ditz,” supplied
Trish.

“Oh,” said Ellen.

“Hey,” I said to Trish and Ellen, “we need to
find something to do before I wig out.”

Trish threw a rock at a duck, barely missing.
“Yeah,” she said. “They won’t let us hang at the drug store
anymore, just ‘cuz of that stupid shoplifting charge, and the
liquor store don’t open ‘til eleven. Breaking those stained glass
windows yesterday was fun, but I doubt they’re fixed yet. They’d
probably be watching for us anyway. Any ideas, Ellen?”

Ellen shrugged. “Not really,” she said.

“Damn,” I said, shaking my head. Not that I
had expected any inspiration from Ellen. She was two years younger
than me and Trish- she was barely out of high school- and she was
nervous about exerting herself.

“Hey, wait a minute,” said Trish. “What about
those two over there?”

I look to where Trish was pointing and I
brightened. Our day had just gotten a little better.

I motioned to the other two. “Very good,
Trish,” I said. “Let’s go.”

 


*****

 


We circled the lake until we came to the pair
Trish had noticed. I gave them a big smile as we approached.

“Good morning, doobies,” I said. “How’s every
little thing?”

The guy was thin, with long dark hair past
his shoulders. He’d be easy enough to handle if things got ugly…and
I was certainly hoping they would.

“We’re good,” said the guy. “How’re you
guys?”

My smile widened. “We’re just peachy,
Sparky,” I said.

“Ahh, actually my name is Ryan,” said the
guy, “and this is my sister, Becky.”

“Awwwww, I can see the resemblance,” I said,
“except you don’t have wheels where your ass is.”

“Nope, that’s true enough,” said Ryan,
seemingly unfazed. “I was lucky.”

Becky stared at me. She had the same black
hair as her brother, although hers was styled in a short pixie cut.
Her wheelchair appeared comfortable enough, although it wasn’t
fancy by any means. It was manual, meaning she was pushed
everywhere by her brother.

“Oh, isn’t she the cutest thing!” I said.
“C’mon, girls, we gotta take her for a walk! Well, a roll,
anyway.”

“Yeah, right?” said Trish. “Definitely for a
roll!”

“I don’t think so,” said Ryan. “Thank you
just the same.”

“Don’t be so stodgy, Ryan,” I said, stepping
behind the wheelchair. “Becky would love to go for a spin, I
bet!”

I grabbed the handles and began running,
pushing the chair in front of me. Trish and Ellen stepped in front
of Ryan as he moved to cut me off. Trish gave him a shove
backward.

“Wheeeeeeeeee!” I said, still running. “Isn’t
this fun, Becky?”

Becky didn’t answer, but then, I hadn’t
actually expected her to.

Suddenly I had an idea. I turned abruptly to
the side and onto the grass. Then I pushed her towards the
lake.

No, I wasn’t going to dunk her…the girl
obviously couldn’t swim. Still, her brother wouldn’t know that and
he would freak out the moment her chair hit the water. This was
going to be funny as all hell.

Except suddenly my limbs locked up.

My hands tightened around the chair handles
and we came to a complete stop. After that, despite my best
efforts, I couldn’t move a single muscle. I was locked in position
like a mannequin.

A breathless Ryan caught up moments later. He
circled around us and stood in front of Becky. He checked her over
and finally nodded.

“I’m sorry,” he said to Becky. “She caught me
by surprise. It hadn’t occurred to me that they would actually try
something like that.”

Trish and Ellen, moving with very jerky
motions, walked up and stood next to me. Once they stopped walking,
it appeared they too couldn’t move.

Satisfied that Becky was unhurt, Ryan turned
his attention to us. “You girls aren’t very nice,” he said, “and
that needs to be addressed. Why don’t the three of you come stand
in front of Becky?”

I suddenly found myself releasing the chair
handles and walking in front of Becky. My efforts to resist my
forced motion resulted in a choppy walk similar to the way Trish
and Ellen had been moving moments earlier. The three of us were
soon gathered in front of Becky’s reproachful stare.

“You little idiots,” said Ryan, “are
obviously unaware of some of the nuances of Chrystal Heights, such
as the tendency of twins to have power. At least, twins of Original
bloodline.”

Twins? Originals? I didn’t know what the hell
he was talking about. But I couldn’t move. Nothing hurt, nothing
seemed to be broken, but I couldn’t move a muscle except when he
told me to. And it was obvious the same thing was happening to
Trish and Ellen.

Ryan walked behind us. “Individually,” he
said, “my sister and I are able to exhibit fairly impressive feats
of power.” I gasped as Ryan slapped my ass. “Together, however,” he
said, “we actually amplify each other.”

Ryan was suddenly standing in front of me. He
reached up and patted my cheek. And like he had pushed a button, I
could suddenly move my head…but just my head.

“Look,” I said. “Just stop doing whatever it
is you’re doing and we’ll go, all right?”

Ryan laughed. “So you can just do this to
somebody else, you mean?”

“No!” I said. “We’ll be better, really. We
just got a little carried away, that’s all.”

“I’m sure,” said Ryan, in a manner that
suggested he didn’t believe my heartfelt observation. He looked at
Becky for several seconds, then back to me. “And Becky believes you
even less than I do.”

“Awww, c’mon,” I said. “Give us a break. I
mean, we’ve had rough lives. My dad’s an unemployed alcoholic and
Trish’s mother beats her. Ellen’s step-dad rapes her
everynnnnnnnnn-“

Ryan, who had been looking at Becky again,
had flipped his hand at me and my tongue had suddenly snapped to
the roof of my mouth.

“Stop,” he said. “Just stop. Your father’s a
banker and doesn’t drink anything stronger than iced tea.”

What the hell was he talking about? He was
obviously trying to bluff for some reason…my dad wasn’t a banker.
That made me feel better. This Ryan didn’t know as much as he
thought.

He looked over at Becky. “Huh? Oh, sorry,” he
said. Then he looked at me again. “Your father’s an accountant, not
a banker. My bad.”

Holy shit.

“Trish,” he said, “hasn’t been struck by her
mother since she was eleven. In fact,” he said, giving Trish a
look, “Trish has physically shoved her mother on several occasions.
She appears to have authority issues, particularly where women are
involved.”

Ryan looked over to Ellen. “And Ellen’s
step-father has never touched her in any way,” he said. “Ellen has,
however, attempted to seduce him on several occasions. He's far too
good a man to let that happen, however.”

This was crazy. How the hell did he know all
this stuff?

Ryan looked at Becky and shook his head.
“She’s pretty dense, isn’t she?” he said. “Well, if she can’t
figure it out, I’m not going to bother telling her.”

He was talking to his non-verbal sister like
he was expecting answers. This guy had to be a nut-job.

“Anyway,” said Ryan, looking at me again,
“you girls are definitely not nice.”

He walked forward three steps until his nose
was two inches from mine. “If it was up to me,” he said, his eyes
hard, “I’d just have you walk into the lake until the water reached
just below your nose. Then I’d leave you there for a couple hours,
so that maybe you’d learn what it feels like to be helpless and
stuck in a precarious position. Like a girl in a wheelchair might
feel when she was snatched and pushed towards a lake.”

My heart started pounding. Standing in the
lake up to my nose, unable to move? Panic gripped me at the
thought, and I fought to hold down an involuntary squeak.
Please…not that…

“But Becky feels that may be a bit harsh,” he
said. “She agrees you need to be punished, but perhaps in a more
instructive manner.” He stepped back and chuckled. “It’s actually
ironic. I’m usually the soft one.”

Okay, he was babbling now, but I still felt a
surge of relief as I realized I wasn’t going to end up trapped in
the lake. I doubted we were getting off scott-free, but how bad
could it be?

Ryan walked over to Ellen. “Let’s start off
with the, ah, sexually inappropriate girl, shall we?” He tapped her
on the arm. At his touch, Ellen walked forward in that jerky motion
until she was standing in front of the wheel-chaired girl.

“You know, trying to seduce your step-father
really wasn’t nice,” said Ryan, “and what you tried to do here
today wasn’t very nice either. Becky and I think you just have too
much time on your hands. So…”

Ryan reached out and lay his hand on top of
Becky’s. He then reached out with his other hand and lightly
gripped Ellen’s forearm.

Trish and I watched in curiosity. I had no
idea what Ryan was trying to do. They remained motionless for
several heartbeats, and nothing seemed to happen. Finally, Ryan
released Ellen’s arm.

“All done,” he said. “You can go.”

Ellen blinked and rotated her shoulders,
apparently able to move again. She looked at Ryan in
uncertainty.

“Really?” she said.

“Yep,” said Ryan.

“All right,” said Ellen. “I will.”

Ellen took a step and looked back at Ryan,
who simply smiled at her. Then she took another step and faltered.
Then she whimpered.

Ellen mewled as her hips began twitching,
then wriggling. She then appeared to be performing a dance move
made famous by Michael Jackson.

“What is she doing?” I said, vaguely
registering that I could speak again.

“Ah, yes, her punishment,” said Ryan. “I
probably should have mentioned that before she tried to leave. My
bad.”

Ellen rubbed furiously between her legs. Her
jeans appeared to be soaked along her inner thighs. Ellen tried to
walk again, failed, and dropped to the ground. Her hands flew
desperately to the button of her jeans and she slid the denim
material over her hips, down her thighs and past her calves. Her
ankles locked together by the denim, her knees popped apart and her
fingers slid inside her dark blue panties.

My eyes were pretty wide by then. “Is
she…?”

Ryan nodded. “Oh, yes,” he said. “She’s
playing with herself. She obviously has too much time on her hands,
so we decided to keep her hands busy.”

Ellen writhed on the grass, oblivious to her
watching audience. Her fingers stroked heatedly over her clit. Her
hips were bucking.

“She will need to do that every three hours
or so,” said Ryan. “A week of that should give her a new
outlook.”

“A week!” I said. I had to raise my voice
slightly to be heard over Ellen’s moans. “But what if she just
doesn’t do it? What if she just handcuffs her hands to the bed or
something?”

“She wouldn’t even need to handcuff herself,”
said Ryan. “She can’t climax indoors. She has to be outside. And if
she tries to ignore the burning need, she’ll lose complete control
of her bladder by the end of the first hour and she won’t get it
back until her next orgasm. If she goes twenty-four hours without,
her conscious thinking patterns will break down and all she’ll be
able to think about is her pussy.” It was becoming difficult to
hear over Ellen’s increasingly heated moaning. “Assuming this
experience gives her a whole new outlook, then after the week, we
can fix a few things.” He nodded. “Being good this week is
definitely suggested. This is a bad week to get arrested and stuck
indoors, if you get my drift. And if she’s a deep sleeper, she
might want to consider a diaper when she goes to bed.”

Ellen’s body writhed as her approaching
orgasm became obvious.

“Now,” said Ryan, “next is, ah, Trish.”

Ryan stood in front of Trish, who stared back
with a defiant tilt to her head. Ryan gave her a bemused look.

“Something you’d like to say, Trish…?” he
said.

Trish hesitated only a second before saying,
“Nah. Bring it on, dickhead!”

Ryan laughed. “Sure, no problem,” he said.
“It seems Becky took quite a dislike to you, Trish. When she was
poking around in your head, she found you have all kinds of
problems with authority…female authority in particular.”

Trish gave no response.

“Now, questioning authority can be healthy,”
continued Ryan, “but shoving your mother? Really?”

“My life is my own business,” said Trish,
“and none of yours.”

“True,” said Ryan, “but once you decided to
include us in your life with your silly-ass games, all bets are
off.”

“Look, I wasn’t the one who-“

Ryan held up his hand. “Your lips are moving
again, Trish, and words are coming out. This can’t be a good
thing.”

“Bite me. You and your sister can-“

Trish suddenly went silent as Ryan apparently
did to her tongue what he had done to mine earlier.

“All right, that’s enough,” said Ryan. “Let’s
get down to business.”

Trish did a jerky walk until she was standing
next to Becky’s wheelchair. Ryan reached out once again and lay a
hand on Becky’s hand and the other on Trish’s forearm.

“It seems you equate being a girl with
weakness,” said Ryan, his eyes closing in concentration. “You only
follow Liz here because you perceive her as being male-like and
powerful.”

Me? Male-like and powerful? Heh.

“So we figure you need to learn a little
humility,” said Ryan. “The kind of humility that comes from
service.” He was silent for a few moments. Then he opened his eyes
and gave her a big smile. “Like, say, lip service. Or, I guess you
could say oral service.”

Trish looked confused for a moment. Then her
eyes went to Ellen- who was still trying to recover from a truly
intense orgasm- and she drew a sharp breath.

“W-What d-do y-you m-mean…?” said Trish. She
sounded odd. She didn’t normally stutter, even when she was
nervous.

“I mean exactly what I said,” said Ryan.
“Oral service.”

That’s when I realized Trish’s lips were
beginning to swell. Her sudden squeak indicated she was aware of it
as well. Right in front of my eyes, her lips thickened into soft
swelled pillows.

“Like I said…oral service,” he said. “Becky’s
idea, actually. Twice a day on women, sweetie, and a blowjob as
well. For balance. A grand total of three service sessions a day
for two weeks.”

“B-b-b-b-b-“ said Trish.

Ryan laughed. “To answer your questions,” he
said, “yes, your lips and tongue are much more sensitive than they
were, and, yes, they are very much erogenous zones for you now. In
fact, stimulation there is the only way you can achieve
orgasm and, even then, only if someone actually climaxes in your
mouth.”

Trish’s eyes were wide. Her tongue slid
desperately over her lips and she was making a mewling sound.

“You can, of course,” said Ryan, “choose to
not perform your punishment. Well, I don’t actually think you can
go without doing it, since one meal will be enough to drive you
insane with arousal, but, still, you’re welcome to try. However,
the longer you go between services, the more severe that stutter
will become. Being a few hours late will be enough to render you
unintelligible, so it’s really not suggested."

Ryan went on. "It will manifest itself as a
lisp for now, but be more than an hour or so late for your next
appointment and the stutter will develop, and it will just get
worse from there. Also, the longer you go between appointments, the
stronger your need will become. Go a full day without servicing and
not only will you lose control of your bladder, but your bowels as
well. Just lick your pussies and suck some cocks like a good little
girl, and then come back and see us in two weeks. We can talk
then…assuming you can talk, of course.”

Trish looked stunned as she processed the
information.

Ryan gave her a severe look. “One last
thing,” he said. “If you haven’t apologized to your mother and
proven you’re sorry to her by the end of the two weeks, you’re
going to get all of Ellen’s punishments as well as your own.” He
nodded at Becky. “Like I said,” he continued, “Becky really didn’t
like your behavior toward your mother.”

Trish was squeaking from apparent need now,
and Becky suddenly became very animated in her chair.

Ryan laughed. “I know, Becks,” he said.
“Let’s finish up with Liz here, and you can play with your new toy
then, okay?”

Becky stuck out her lower lip in a playful
pout. Ryan laughed and lay his hand on her hand. Then he grabbed my
forearm. I gasped at the sudden sharp pressure.

“Hey!” I said. “You’re hurting me!”

“I’d like to do more than that,” said Ryan.
“I don’t have Becky’s ability to read minds, and everything
happened so fast, Becky couldn’t tell me either. I had no way of
knowing what you were going to do when you ran Becky toward the
lake. You scared me, and I didn’t like that feeling at
all.

Becky wiggled excitedly in her chair
again.

“All right,” said Ryan. “Becky’s getting
impatient, so we’re not going to waste time letting you worry about
what we’re going to do, much as I’d like to.“ He closed his eyes in
concentration. “Suffice to say that Becky won the negotiation in
terms of Trish…and I won in regards to you. Your ass is mine,
bitch.”

My heart raced at Ryan’s ominous words. What
could he do that was worse than what he did to Ellen and Trish?

Ryan gripped my arm far longer than he had
Ellen’s or Trish’s. After a long stretch of breathless heartbeats,
Ryan finally let go. “There we go,” he said. “All done. Let me get
Becks and Trish set up, and then I’ll explain to you what your next
month is going to be about.”

Ryan looked at Becky, then nodded. “Good
idea,” he said. He turned and flicked his hand at me. “Go to the
edge of the lake,” he said, “and wait there. It would be a bad idea
to leave.”

And just like that, I could move again.

Most of the time, I don’t mind taking
chances, but this was not one of those times. This guy Ryan and his
sister had some truly freaky powers, and I had no idea what they
had done to me. I walked to the edge of the lake and waited.

Ryan pushed his sister under a tree, then
pointed to Trish. “C’mon over, sweetie,” he said. “You can move
now.”

Trish had not needed Ryan’s announcement, as
her thumb had flown to her mouth before he had even finished his
sentence. But then something strange happened…she started jumping
up and down.

Ryan shook his head. “Sorry, I forgot to
mention that,” he said. “You’re a good little service girl for the
next two weeks, so you need to be barefoot. Your feet can’t take
the sensation of shoes.”

Trish barely heard him, as she had already
dropped to the grass and was removing her shoes and socks. Then she
started stamping her bare feet in the grass. “It w-w-wone
th-th-thtop!” she screamed. “Puh-puh-puh-pwease, m-m-make it
th-th-thtop!”

“Oh, right,” said Ryan, flicking a hand at
Trish. “The toes.”

Trish lay back in obvious relief, trying to
catch her breath.

“Your toes caused that last bit,” said Ryan.
“They have to be bimbo red or hot pink, or that happens again. I’ve
muted it for the next two hours, so, as soon as you’re done here,
you need to get that taken care of immediately.”

Trish nodded mutely.

“Now, come here,” said Ryan.

Trish stood, thumb in her mouth. She walked
nervously to the brother and sister.

Ryan reached down and pulled the front of
Becky’s sweat pants away from her. There was the sound of Velcro
parting, and moments later Becky was sitting in pink panties. Ryan
then reached down and drew her pink panties over her thighs and
calves. He then lifted her feet and slipped her panties off
completely. He spread her footrests wider, then turned and looked
at Trish.

“You know what to do now,” he said.

Incredibly, Trish nodded. Sliding her thumb
rapidly back-and-forth between her lips, she stepped forward and
dropped to her knees between Becky’s footrests. She placed her
hands on Becky’s inner thighs and, amazingly, pressed her mouth to
the thin girl’s pussy.

Becky made an audible moan and became quite
animated, but the effect on Trish was even more electric. Trish
moaned into Becky’s sex and her body shuddered as she began to lick
in heated need.

This was mind-blowing. I couldn’t believe
that Trish was actually licking another girl’s pussy…in public, no
less. I was so caught up in what was happening that I jumped in
surprise when Ryan’s voice sounded right next to me.

“Enjoying the view?” he said.

Trying to retain my dignity, I shrugged and
acted bored. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.
“Whatever,” I said.

“Of course,” said Ryan. “At any rate, the
preliminaries are out of the way. It’s time for the main show.”

I shrugged again. I had already resigned
myself to the fact that I was probably going to end up blowing the
guy. Not my thing, but whatever. Ellen was going to have to play
with herself for a week, Trish was going to have to lick some pussy
for a couple weeks and I was probably going to have to suck some
cock, but it would be done with soon enough and then we’d stay the
hell away from Windchaser Park. End of problem.

“Ellen isn’t really a bad girl,” said Ryan.
“just misguided. Trish is kind of a hard case, but not really smart
enough to do true damage.”

“Yeah,” I said. “So?”

“The problem is you,” said Ryan. “You’re the
leader, and you’re smart enough to know what really hurts people.
If we keep you busy, it should be enough to keep those two idiots
out of trouble as well.”

“Look,” I said, “just do whatever it is
you’re gonna do already. I messed up. We screwed with the wrong
people. I get it already. Just do it.”

“Already done,” said Ryan. “That’s why I sent
you down to the lake. Reflective surface, like a mirror. Take a
look.”

What the hell was he talking about?

I glanced down at the surface of the lake. I
leaned forward so I could see my reflection. It looked fine. What
the hell was he-

Then I saw it.

“My hair?” I said. “My hair is turning
blonde?!?”

“Yes,” said Ryan.

“And that’s my punishment?”

“No,” he said. “Not even close. That’s just
the beginning. Giving you a bleach job is fun, but that hardly
qualifies as a suitable punishment.”
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