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Dr. Judy Cramer was lucky in so many ways. Being so fresh out of university after completing her doctorate, many of her friends had been sunk into base-level positions in some corporate hole, or stayed behind on scrounged grants to continue their research in the hope they might get themselves published. But not Judy. Judy’s paper on advanced gene editing and the ability to make quick changes to the human body had been noticed by a small, lesser-known pharmaceutical company looking to make a big break first in order to propel them to the top. As such, they gave her a lab, staff, and a huge budget to take her research forward.

Unlike CRISPR, Judy’s method worked based on Advanced Molecular Scissors, allowing for a more focused method of gene-editing. Already in college, she’d proven her method was most effective at removing genetic deficiencies in infants even after birth, but more, she believed that with the AI engine she’d built, she could actually modify genetic material in adults, effectively adapting the body in real-time.

CahillPharm hired Judy for exactly that reason. Whilst they’d had great success with lower-cost alternatives to some drugs, the company had struggled to come out with their own product, something which would put them on the map. With the high number of weight-loss drugs dominating the market, Cahill wanted to create a more effective treatment, something longer-lasting and without the side effects. They believed that Judy would be able to find a way to edit the human body to fight deep fat itself, essentially staying lean and healthy without the effort.

So far, it was working…in lab rats. That was a good sign because generally, things which worked in lab rats meant they would, theoretically, work in humans. But that wasn’t how research went. Next, it was onto the animal closest to humans, monkeys.

Judy did have a concern about the edit she was doing. In the AI simulation, the AI seemed to suggest that in a certain number of males, the edit would not only reduce weight but could cause breast tissue growth, softening of skin, and increased female features, all without changing the gender of the person. Basically, anyone with the TH9a0 protein-receptor would be unable to use the treatment, but when Judy looked at the sample group of those with that receptor, many were skinny to begin with, in fact, they had the lowest percentage of obesity.

It was a risk which would need to be dealt with by the time human trials came around; if they came around.

“Why can’t we decouple the TH9 protein from the one we’re targeting?” Asked Annie Fillon, a bioengineer working for Judy.

“I’ve been looking into that,” said Judy, “and it’s because it is a chromosome-based receptor. We look at chromosomes as XX and XY, right?”

“Right.”

“But really, it’s far more complex than that. Analysis of the SRY switch shows that the Y chromosome is nuanced, broken-down into subvariants. In fact, on the whole, what we know as the Y chromosome will eventually disappear and we will likely have a new version of what will be the male chromosome. But for now, what it means is that we have huge variants of gender, not just two. How the body looks is one thing, but the DNA mark-up is another.”

Annie chuckled. “This is going to piss off all those transphobes who claim there’re only two genders.”

“Yeah, simplistic responses from simplistic people. But remember, those are the same people who say the world is flat and vaccines cause autism. They don’t understand the complexity of the human body.”

Overall though, Judy needed this to be a success. The company was paying her a decent salary, but in the city in which she lived, it meant she needed to share a house with a couple of friends from college, Mark and Serena, and whilst they were nice people, what had begun as three single people sharing a small house, had turned into a couple with Judy as the third-wheel, and given that she worked the hardest out of all of them, she didn’t have time to date.

The good news was, if the project was a success, then the company promised her a commission from the sales, which had the potential to make her a multi-millionaire. She’d be able to afford her own place.

There was one issue with getting her own place though. Judy had a huge crush on Serena. Never had Judy fancied women before, but there was something about Serena that changed that. Maybe it was her stunning tall body, her long blonde hair, her angelic looks, or maybe it was she was just so damned nice. In contrast, Judy was not tall, was a little plumper than she would have liked, and with shoulder-length brown hair and glasses, didn’t really think much about herself.

Yes, Judy had the occasional fling with men she had on standby, but nothing serious, and really, if she pictured her life with anyone, it would be with Serena.

Of course, Serena had already cottoned on to the fact that Judy had a crush on her, but she didn’t really stress about it. She was used to men and women crushing on her, and given that she really enjoyed being around Judy, she shrugged it off as harmless. The two were great friends, could laugh and joke together, and honestly, even Serena worried about the day Judy moved out.

Even Mark was a nice guy, quiet, did his fair share around the house, but from what Judy understood from Serena, he wasn’t the best lover she’d ever had. Still, that mattered less to her than the fact that he was a reliable and loving boyfriend.

Judy didn’t mind Mark being around, she got on with him, but she just wished that he wasn’t with Serena.

Then came the day Judy left work early. She’d been feeling ill and the last thing she wanted to do was to contaminate her lab. Mark worked from home as a graphic designer, so she knew he’d be there. After grabbing some cold and flu medication from the team, she headed home expecting Mark to be in his office. She didn’t know if he’d be on a conference call or not, so chose to be quiet and head straight to her room. That was where she received the shock of her life.

Lying there on the bed, wanking with her pink knickers on, was Mark. Both froze and stared at each other. Strangely though, Judy didn’t get angry. Instead, she said, “Shall I come back later?”

“Fuck! Judy! Shit! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” He gasped, scrambling to pull off the knickers.

“Wait!” Judy snapped. “Sit down, we’re going to talk about this. And pull the knickers up, I don’t wanna look at your cock.”

The skinny dirty-blonde haired man gulped and then nodded, pulling up the lacy knickers and folding his little cock away, then sat on the bed looking down at the floor in shame.

“I get turned on by women’s knickers, and well, you and I have a similar build so I thought you wouldn’t notice.” He mumbled.

“How long have you been doing it?” Judy asked, standing in front of him with her arms crossed.

“About six months.” He sighed. “I don’t know why. I think I was doing the laundry and felt your knickers and, well, you wear sexier stuff than Serena.”

“Yeah, she can be a bit plain, right?” Judy chuckled. “But I wish you’d asked first.” She then sighed. “But I understand why you didn’t. Look, it’s fine, they’re just clothes. Just make sure to wash and put them back.”

“You…you really don’t mind?” He asked, surprised.

“I really don’t, Mark. And no, I won’t tell Serena, but you should at some point. Hiding things like this from her is not a great start to a relationship.”

“I know.” He sighed, then he stood and began removing the knickers.

“What are you doing?”

“Well, I thought…”

“You didn’t cum yet did you?”

“No, but…”

“Go on then, lie back, wank off.”

He gasped, mouth open, then he lay back down, eyes glued on Judy, probably wondering if she would leave, but instead, Judy just sat on her computer chair and watched. Rather than challenge her, he slowly began wanking his little dick, eyes still glued to hers.

“Feel the satin on your balls,” she said softly, and then watched as he moved his other hand and began to rub there. “Do you like it?”

“Yes…” he whispered.

“What do you feel when you wear it?”

His cheeks blushed pink. “Humiliation, shame, but for some reason, that feels good.”

“You know what I think?”

“What?”

Judy smiled. “I think you wanted to get caught. I think this is the scenario you built up in your head all this time, the scenario you were most scared of, but most wanted. To be caught by me.”

From the look on his face, Judy knew she was right, but the question was why?

“Because I wanted you to punish me.” He whispered. “I always saw you as dominant.”

“Oh!” Gasped Judy, suddenly feeling a heat in her pussy. “You know that Serena’s my best friend, right? There’s no way I could do that without her permission.”

He had a curious look on his face. “But…if you had it…would you?”

She bit into her lower lip, picturing him kneeling at her feet in the pretty knickers. Yeah, she felt the heat rise, for sure. “Absolutely, you dirty little bitch.” She purred. “Get permission from Serena, and sure, we can play.”

Cum shot from his dick, spotting his stomach and chest. Judy smirked as she watched him wipe it up with his finger and then eat it. Maybe Mark was more likeable than she had first thought.
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Over the next few days, Judy stayed home to nurse her illness. On that first day, she told Mark to keep the knickers on and make her hot tea with lemon. He also brought her chicken noodle soup and regularly came to check on Judy. She thought he might put on some clothes over the knickers, but no, he just walked around in them.

That evening, he didn’t have the courage to tell Serena the truth, not unsurprisingly.

The following morning, after Serena left, he arrived in Judy’s room with fresh tea and some breakfast. He shuffled around nervously, eyes darting to her underwear drawer.

“Go pick a pair out for today. Make sure you wash the pair you wore and put them back.” Judy said.

“Yes, m…erm, Judy.”

He rifled through the drawer before pulling out pink and white lace French knickers. They were actually part of a sleepwear set, so a nasty idea entered Judy’s head. “If you look in there, you will find the little camisole that goes with it. Put both of them on.”

“Yes Mi…” he blushed, “Yes Miss…” He whispered.

“Good! Go clean the house then do some work!” She snapped, then smirked as he left the room with another yes Miss.

Judy’s hand found her pussy, rubbing little circles around her clit as she thought about turning Mark into my little slave bitch. Maybe if she could make him into some meek simp, it would clear her way to Serena, that she’d finally see him for what he is, just a wimp.

Over the course of the day, Judy Googled crossdressing fetishes and female domination and came across sissification. The more she read, the more she realised that was exactly what he was, a sissy. Unfortunately, like all sissies, it seemed, he would never work up the courage to tell Serena.

“Fine…” Judy mused. “Then I’ll manipulate him into it.”

That afternoon, she called Mark into the room where she had a pink satin bralette laid out. “Put that on then kneel and wank.” She told him.

His eyes sparkled with desire, rushing to put the bra on under the camisole. Then he dropped to his knees and still staring at her, he began wanking.

Judy slid her left leg out from under the duvet, directing it to his mouth. He moaned as the toes entered, fucking his mouth in and out. “What a little sissy bitch you are.” She sneered, and his eyes widened in shock at the use of the word. Clearly he knew what one was, he just never expected her to know.

She pulled the foot out of his mouth and dropped it down, tapping his balls with it, then with a snap, she kicked him hard, making him mewl with pain, but not once did he stop, instead, he wanked harder.

“Oh, the little sissy likes it.” She said with a sinister purr. “Bam, bam, bam!” She said with each kick.

“Oh fuck!” He gasped, then, “That feels so good Mistress.”

He’d finally said it, the word she had hoped he would say. Mistress. Judy moved her hand under the duvet, rubbing her clit, fingering her pussy as her foot continued to tap Mark’s balls.

“I’m gonna cum!” He announced and she held her foot against him, watching as jets of cum coated her foot.

“Clean it.” She snapped, and immediately he dropped down and licked up all the cum from her foot and leg. “You’re a naughty sissy. Not able to come out to your girlfriend.”

“Yes Mistress.” He replied, head down in a glum expression.

“Get over my legs then, face down.”

He scrambled to get over Judy, knicker-covered bum in the air. The moment she landed the first smack on his bum, she knew she’d found her calling, this was too exciting to ignore. Each smack, each yelp, sent shivers of pleasure through her. Judy was a dominant, that much was clear.

As she rubbed his buttocks through the thin shiny material, she wondered why he didn’t want to discuss this with Serena. As far as Judy knew, Serena wasn’t the type to turn away from a kink, they’d laughed and joked about some of the fun stuff they’d done in the past, he was sure Serena would be okay with this.

“It’s not so simple,” Mark explained. “I love her to bits, but she’s like me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, we’re perfect for each other as a couple, like best friends, but sexually, we’re too similar. She’s submissive. She wants a strong man to dominate her.”

“Huh…” Judy mused, then thought back to all the conversations she’d had with Serena in the past. It was true, she’d always gone for tough men, strong, possessive. Mark was the opposite of that.

“If she wanted to sleep with other men, I’d let her.” He gulped, she felt him gulp, preparing himself for what came next. “In fact, I’d quite like her to…”

“Oh, I see. A cuckold!” Now that was interesting. “Hmm, tell me sissy, what if it wasn’t a man who cuckolded you, but a woman?”

“A w-woman, Mistress? You mean, you?”

“Yes.” Then she added. “You know I have the hots for your girlfriend, don’t you?”

“I…wasn’t sure.”

“I do.”

“Mistress, I would love it if you took my girlfriend and made me your sissy slave.”

Judy agreed, she could feel it in her pussy. “Bitch, I’ve decided.” She pushed him off, throwing the duvet off and pushing off her knickers. “Lick my cunt!”

“Yes Mistress!” He smiled, and then set to work.

She closed her eyes and pictured the gorgeous blonde girl between her legs, calling her Mistress too. Never had Judy imagined being a dominant Mistress to anyone, but something felt so right about doing it to Mark and Serena. But as she opened her eyes and looked at the young man, she sighed, wishing he was more than just a sissy. It was then that she had an idea. An idea which could land her in jail if it went wrong. She’d need a sample of his blood, and that would be a little harder, but something told her he would have the marker needed.

Judy needed to come up with a plan, something to get Serena interested, but what?

That night, Judy asked Serena to come watch a movie with her. Serena mentioned something about spending time with Mark, but this had already been arranged; Mark had work he needed to do, so encouraged Serena to go cuddle up with Judy and watch something.

The movie Judy selected was The Secretary. Serena had never seen it so didn’t know what to expect, but Judy definitely did. As the movie played, Mark would occasionally stop by to ask if anyone wanted anything.

“Bring us a bottle of red wine.” Said Judy firmly.

Serena gave her friend a confused smirk, then nodded. “Yes, and erm, some crisps.”

“Quickly bitch!” Snapped Judy with a grin, winking at Serena, who giggled at what she thought was a joke. And then once he was out of the room, she said, “He’s been a darling here though. Looked after me well. Such a good little maid.” Another giggle from Serena. “Should put him in a French maid’s dress. He’d look good with those pins.”

“Flat chest though.” Joked Serena.

“Easily fixed.”

When Mark brought the drinks and snacks, Judy gently spanked his backside.

“Good girl!” Judy sang.

Serena chuckled. “Yes! Good maid!”

His eyes darted between them as he built up his courage, then he curtseyed and said, “Thank you Mistresses.” And then scurried out as fast as he could.

As the movie became clearer to Serena, Judy could see her fidgeting uncomfortably. It was clear that it was turning her on, and thankfully, the alcohol from the wine seemed to loosen her up.

“I’d love to have a play-slave like that,” Judy said softly. “Shame I don’t know anyone kinky like that.”

Serena didn’t reply for a moment, but after a few minutes her mouth opened and finally she had the courage to speak. “I didn’t know you were dominant.”

“Yeah, I love this. Man or woman, I’d gladly make them my bitch. Fuck, you know what would be fun?”

“What?” Serena asked, her chest heaving.

“To find some skinny man and turn him into a little sissy slave. Dress him up in knickers.”

“A skinny man?” She asked, her voice almost a squeak. “Like Mark?”

“Yeah, someone like him.”

“Do…do you want to put him in knickers?”

“Who? Mark?” Judy laughed.

“Yeah.”

“Well, that would be funny! But he wouldn’t go for it.” Sighed Judy. “Anyway, I don’t think you would be too happy if I did that to him.”

Again, she watched the movie in silence, but then eventually, she spoke. “It might be funny…to see?”

This time Judy remained quiet, not because she was thinking about it, but because she wanted to give the impression that she was.

“Mark, come here!” She screamed.

Mark came scurrying into the room with a nervous expression. Judy paused the film then pointed to her underwear drawer. “Mark, we want to see what you would look like in knickers. Go pick some out.”

“Don’t you want to let him use mine?” Serena asked.

Judy snorted. “Please, you have the arse of a little boy. No, mine fit better.”

Still, Mark hadn’t moved, instead, he stood there, panting, shocked.

“Now bitch!” Judy screamed.

“Y-yes…”

“Yes what?”

His eyes widened. “Mistress…”

Serena leaned over. “Oh my god, that was actually hot!” She whispered.

As the women watched, Mark stripped down and pulled on the knickers. Serena stared mouth open, whilst Judy shuffled a little, moving her leg closer to Serena’s. Eventually, Mark was stood there in pink lace satin-panelled knickers, nervously shuffling from leg to leg.

“Wow!” Gasped Serena.

“Right? I’m going to let you into a little secret.” Judy then said, and Mark looked horrified. “I don’t think this is the first time Mark has tried on my knickers. I found a pair stretched.”

Serena let out a shocked gasp. “Mark! Is that true?”

He began to blush. “I’m so sorry…” He mumbled.

“Oh my fucking god, I’m so embarrassed! Judy, I’m so sorry!” Serena said, jumping from the bed.

“No, no, it’s fine. I get it, you shouldn’t be angry with him.”

“I shouldn’t? But he invaded your privacy!”

“I know, but imagine how hard it must be for the poor sissy. He so desperately wants to wear lingerie because he’s a submissive, like the girl in the movie. It must be so hard for him.”

Serena’s eyes darted over to her boyfriend. “Is that true, Mark? Are you a submissive?”

Tears streaked down his cheeks. Fear was etched over his face, but still, he answered. “Yes Serena. I’m sorry!”

She sighed and let her shoulders sag. “Well, I guess…It’s still not right. She’s our flatmate. You can’t go sneaking into her things.”

“I know.” He sobbed.

“Maybe…” Judy began, then stopped. “No, that’s maybe too far.”

“What? Anything! I’m mortified.” Said Serena.

“Well, maybe I should spank him. Like the lawyer did.”

Serena blinked a couple of time, then looked at her boyfriend. “I mean…if you want to.”

Judy shrugged. “He needs to be punished, and he’s a submissive, so it makes sense. How about this? I spank him today, and then for the rest of the week he needs to wear knickers and a bra, and has to be our servant!”

This time, Serena let out a giggle. “Okay, that sounds fair.” She said. “Go on sissy, get over her knees.”

The look that Mark gave Judy was a mix of gratitude and apprehension. He clearly didn’t want to lose Serena but the need for this lifestyle was too great to ignore.

As the first slap landed on Mark’s knicker-covered backside, he let out a yelp whilst Serena let out a gasp. Judy pressed play on the movie because we’d come to a point where he was spanking her, so it made sense for her to match it.

The longer Judy spanked him, the more Serena’s posture changed, her buttocks shifted, legs rubbed together. She was clearly yearning for the same treatment but didn’t have the courage to ask.

“You can wear those knickers tomorrow, sissy.” Judy said, letting her housemate up.

Mark blushed and nodded, and then to Judy’s surprise, Serena said, “Aren’t you going to thank Mistress Judy for administering punishment?”

“Erm, yes, sorry, thank you Mistress Judy, for correcting me.” He mumbled.

“Of course, sissy. You’re a good girl.” Smirked Judy.

“Yes, Mistress, erm, thank you.”

As Mark scurried out of the room, Serena giggled a little but Judy could see by the flush in her cheeks that she was extremely turned on. Judy thought about offering her the chance to experience a spanking herself, but decided to be patient, try not to come across too strong.

They finished the movie with Serena saying that it was definitely interesting and that she could see herself in the position of the woman. “I like to see myself in his position.” Smiled Judy, earning a blush from Serena.

The following day, with Judy alone with Mark, she had him dress up again, this time making him wear a dress over the lingerie. She considered putting make-up on him too but reasoned it would be a struggle to get off effectively if Serena decided to come home early.

“Tell me, did Serena talk about last night?” Judy asked.

“Yes.”

“What did she say?”

From the sudden blush, Judy knew it was something exciting. “She was very horny. I licked her pussy, then we fucked. The whole time she was whispering, asking me what it felt like to be spanked and to wear sissy knickers.”

“Did you keep them on when you fucked her?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

So the plan was coming together, things were going her way. She knew that rushing things wouldn’t benefit anyone, but if she wanted Serena in her life fulltime, to be her fulltime lover, then she needed to chip away and make Serena want her. That would come, she assured herself, in time.

Judy was feeling better that day, so put on some leatherette pants and a leatherette croptop and made sure to bother Mark as much as possible, clicking her fingers at parts of the kitchen he hadn’t cleaned, or finding all sorts of excuses to spank him. At one point, she pulled out a wooden spoon and tanned his hide to a dark red to the point she knew it would be impossible to hide from his girlfriend.

Then during the afternoon, she had an idea. She texted Serena and asked her permission to dress Mark up as a woman as a laugh. Serena wrote back immediately. “Do it.”

When Serena came home, she found Mark preparing dinner in the kitchen, prancing around in a pair of her heals which fit him, and Judy’s dress. Serena found the whole thing hilarious but was disappointed in the lack of make-up.

“You do that honey!” Judy smiled at her friend.

That evening, as they watched TV together in the living room, Serena sat with Judy instead of Mark, for the first time. Clearly, the gears of change were in motion. Next, Serena needed to find out of Mark was a candidate for her new drug.
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During the following weeks, knickers became a staple of Mark’s wardrobe. In fact, Judy and Serena began selecting cheap knickers from online stores just for Mark, with Judy guiding Serena to satin and lace, pinks and girlie items, and eventually convincing her to throw in the occasional bra and nightie.

Whilst that was happening, Judy increased the dominance towards Mark around Serena, regularly spanking him in front of his girlfriend, using the wooden spoon, right down to making him kneel and serve as a footstool for them both. It seemed to make Serena incredibly horny, because every night they fucked like animals.

Judy decided to increase the tempo a little. “I wanna buy some toys to play with at home, but I don’t want to cross a line.” She told Serena.

Serena shook her head. “No, I think it’s cool. I mean, it’s not like you are having sex, it’s just fun, and honestly, I can’t give it to him.”

“Why not?” Judy asked, already knowing the answer.

“Oh, well, I’m not the dominant type.”

“Ah, I see.” Judy appeared to think about something for a moment, then said, “Hey, has anyone ever spanked you?”

A shrug. “I mean, playfully, sure.”

“No, I meant, BDSM. Have you been spanked?”

The blonde shuffled a bit. “N-no.”

“Hmm…” Judy mused, then tapped her thighs. “Come on, get over my thighs.”

Serena blushed. “Oh, you don’t need to…”

“No! Serena, bitch, over my knees, now!” Judy snapped with a wink and a smile, trying to appear playful.

Clearing her throat a little, Serena stood and straightened her little pink skirt, before nervously laying over Judy’s legs. “Like this?”

“Perfect.” Said Judy. “Tell me if it is too much or you don’t like it, okay?”

“Okay.” Serena practically squeaked.

The first hit was weak, just a tap over the skirt to warm her up. She jumped not at the pain but at the shock of her friend actually spanking her. Next, Judy increased the intensity a notch, again, no yelp, just a little jolt from Serena. A few more, increasing intensity, and on the last, Serena let out an umph, but nothing more.

Now was the time, Judy thought, to push the boundaries just a bit. She reached down to the base of Serena’s skirt, gently pulling them up to expose tiny little silky lace trim Brazil-cut knickers.

“What are you doing?” Serena whispered.

“Shush slut, I’m in charge now, aren’t I?” Judy said with a soft purr.

Judy could feel Serena gulp before replying, “Yes Mistress.”

Smack!

This time there was no testing, Judy lay down a heavy smack on Serena’s tiny round buttocks, watching them jiggle just a little. Serena eeked loudly but didn’t say stop. Again, Judy smacked her hard, receiving a louder cry of pain, but no stop, no movement. In fact, the only movement was of Serena biting down on her hand, willing herself to take the pain.

Judy took the panties and pulled on them a little, bunching them into a thong, but also watching as they cut into Serena’s labia just a little. She saw the glistening of fluids, arousal pouring from the girl’s pussy.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

Over and over she hit, non-stop this time, Serena yelping and crying, shuffling on her lap, until finally… “Urgh…nnnnn, fuuuuuuuck!” Serena came hard, out of nowhere.

Judy stopped hitting and then rubbed the red buttocks softly, releasing the knickers. Serena just lay there, coming down from her orgasm.

“Did you enjoy that?” Asked Judy, still softly rubbing her friend’s backside.

“Uh-huh…” Serena sighed dreamily.

“So now you know. You’re submissive too.” Judy replied, as if performing a service for her friend.

Serena slid off Judy’s lap, onto her knees. She bowed her head. “Thank you, Mistress, for punishing me.”

“That’s quite alright pet.” Judy smiled.

With a leap into the air, Serena got to her feet and smoothed out her skirt. She seemed happy, energised, which was a relief for Judy who worried the act might have been awkward, it seemed not.

To Judy’s disappointment though, Serena ran to her boyfriend and pulled him upstairs, slamming the door and putting music on loud which they always did when they fucked. She knew that they fucked, but it didn’t make her any less jealous.

Regardless, progress had been made, and it meant that Judy could begin moving further with her friend.

The next few days, they behaved as normal, Judy acting like the good friend she was. But as the days wore on, Judy began to notice something about Serena. It seemed that Serena had hoped that Judy would take the initiative and would spank her again, and when that didn’t happen, Serena began wearing shorter skirts, bending over in front of Judy, and even one evening walking around in a thong. It reached a point where she even said, “I don’t know what it is but my skin is so sensitive today…”

“That’s it!” Judy snapped, grabbing Serena’s wrist and pulling her over her knees, spanking the girl over and over until once again, Serena came. This time though, there was no soft comforting after. “Listen to me you little slut, don’t play games with me. If you want to submit to me, then you need to follow my orders, my rules, got it?”

At this point, Judy expected Serena to say it was all a joke, that nothing like that would happen. Instead though… “Yes Mistress, you’re in charge.” Serena gasped.

Judy licked her lips. Was she really? Or was this just Serena being horny. “No running off to fuck your sissy boyfriend!” Judy snapped, spanking her again.

“Yes Mistress!”

With trembling fingers, Judy pushed the little black thong down, noting how wet it was. She felt Serena begin to pant deeply, arousal building. Still, Judy suspected what she was about to do next would be too far for her friend, would be a line crossed.

Two of Judy’s fingers circled Serena’s clit, rubbing around her labia as Serena inhaled sharply. The fingers slid inside, instantly squishing in the copious fluids inside. “Oh fuck…” Serena gasped.

Using her other hand, Judy spanked her hard. “Silence bitch!”

“Yes Mistress.” Serena breathed. “Oh yes Mistress.”

As Judy played with Serena’s pussy, an idea formed. “Sissy! Come here and kneel!”

“Fuck…” Serena gasped, lost in the pleasure she was feeling.

Mark ran in and froze suddenly, staring with an open mouth at the woman. “Kneel sissy and watch as I pleasure your girlfriend. Watch as I cuckold you.”

He dropped down, eyes wide.

“Do you like it slut?” Judy asked Serena softy.

She mewled a little, then said, “Love it Mistress.”

Judy felt Serena’s hands grab her legs, massaging them needing to feel warm skin, as Judy intensified her touch, her movements. Another spank to remind Serena why she was there, who she was, then a tug to pull her onto her back.

Their eyes met as the hand returned, from the front this time, finger-fucking her hard, whilst Judy’s left hand pulled a B-cup breast free, pinching and twisting a nipple painfully. Serena mewled and moaned, whilst Mark’s little sissy skirt tented.

“Who owns you bitch?” Judy snarled, slapping her face.

“You do Mistress!” Serena cried, panting.

Another slap. “Who does?”

“You do!”

“From now on, you ask my permission to fuck your boyfriend, understood?”

“Yes! Y-yes Mistress!”

“I decide who you sleep with now.”

Judy moved her left hand down to Serena’s clit, rubbing it hard whilst fingering her with her right hand.

“Sissy, suck on her tits!” Judy snapped.

Without hesitation, he latched on and Serena began to cry out, moaning louder and louder, until with a huge arch of the back and a scream, she came, literally squirting on Judy’s hand.

Judy caught her in the air, pulling her close as she continued to finger her, then slowed and then just held.

A look of bliss appeared on Serena’s face, and then to Judy’s surprised, Serena’s lips touched her own. The two women kissed for a moment, then Serena broke. “Thank you Mistress, that was amazing.”

This seemed to be going far better than Judy had planned. She hadn’t expected Serena to be so compliant. Still, something bothered Judy, the feeling that this was all just a game for Serena, that at some point, it would all stop, a fun moment whist they were young. Judy didn’t want this to be a game, she wanted the woman she loved.

For now, she would need to work on her, keep the interest going, draw her in. There was a way to do that, she realised.

“Tell me sissy, how does it make you feel to have been cuckolded?” Judy asked Mark.

“Amazing, Mistress.” Mark smiled.

Judy kissed Serena again, slowly, passionately. “He’s loving it,” Judy whispered. “We should make him really horny.”

“Mmm, yes! That’s so fun.” Serena whispered back. “Kiss me again.”

They continued to kiss, rubbing each other. “Cuckold,” said Judy softly. “I think it would be a good idea to put you in chastity.”

“Yes Mistress!” He replied with excitement.

“Wait, does that exist?” Serena asked with a smile. “Like, I’ve seen it in history books, but…”

“Yes, there are modern devices,” Mark replied a little overenthusiastically, exactly how Judy wanted him to react.

“I’ll order one. It’ll be fun.” Judy giggled, and Serena gigged right along with her.

“Maybe some of those other toys too.” Added Serena, surprising Judy.

Yes, Judy would order toys, for sure, and then some. For now though, she was going to enjoy Serena whilst she was at her pique of relaxation. They kissed some more, and then Judy peeled off Serena’s top, bending down and sucking on a tit. “Time for you to bring me off.” Judy stated.

“H..how, Mistress?” Serena asked, a little nervous. Sure, she could play, but she didn’t want to think herself as a lesbian.

“However you want, slut, but I want an orgasm. I think I’m owed that, right?”

Serena wasn’t the type to back out like that, she couldn’t not return the favour she’d been given. So at first, she reached down and whilst kissing Judy, she awkwardly tried to rub her, but she wasn’t used to doing that on another person so her movements weren’t fluid. Finally, making a decision, she dropped to her knees as Judy spread her legs. The smile was gone from Serena face, nerves washed over her, was this too much? Was this a mistake?

The moment Judy felt Serena’s tongue on her clit, she let out a loud, appreciative moan. “Oh yes, Serena, so good! You’re such a good slave!”

The words of encouragement seemed to do something to Serena, like a dog being told she was a good girl, her movements settled, smoother, intense. As she chowed down on Judy’s sopping pussy, she even let out a moan of her own, the knowledge that she was doing something so wrong, so forbidden for her sending her to new heights of excitement.

“Yes, you’re mommy’s good girl…” Judy purred.

“Oh!” Serena cried and immediately clamped her mouth down, licking more furiously than she’d ever suck cock. “Mmmm!”

“Oh, you like being mommy’s good girl? Huh? You like it?”

Serena’s eyes looked with Judy’s, lust-filled. “Uh-huh! Uh-huh!”

“Then lick mommy’s cunt sweetie, good girl!”

It didn’t take long for Judy to climax hard, the whole time ignoring Mark’s presence, instead focusing on the sexy blonde kneeling between her legs. With each good girl Serena appeared to project her submission further, energising her, to the point that when Judy climaxed, Serena’s fingers buried inside her, her tongue lapping, mouth sucking; Serena encouraged her. “Yes Judy! Mistress Judy! Cum in my mouth! Yes! Cum! Cum!” She panted between licks.

As Judy came down from her orgasm, she slid to the floor, onto Serena, running her hands through the blonde hair as they kissed. “I own you now.” She whispered to Serena, who didn’t hold back, grinning with deep excitement.

“Yes Mistress Judy, you do.” She smiled, before pressing her lips firmly onto her friend’s.

That night, as they all prepared for bed, Judy wondered if Serena would join her. As they said good night, both stared longingly at each other, but neither had the courage to pull the trigger. Both knew it.
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As the following day was a workday, they didn’t get chance to play again. However, in her free time, Judy ordered all the things she said she would order. The cage, for sure, a black plastic nub to begin with, maybe a steel one later, but she needed to keep the sense of play for now. A riding crop, a cat of nine tails, a paddle, a strap-on harness and two different dildos, one for anal play with Mark, another, bigger, for sex with Serena, butt-plugs, nipple clamps, weights, and a pinwheel.

In breaks, Judy began to study dynamics of keeping a sissy, things to do to them. What kept coming up was sissy hypnosis, but she had a feeling that someone who had been in the closet as long as Mark already watched it. So she texted him, sending him a link to Hypnotube, and of course, he already knew it.

“What about poppers?” Judy asked him.

“I have some hidden that I use.” He admitted. This was going to be too easy, she thought.

The toys would be delivered the following day, Mark would sign for them. Judy needed to keep the lovers apart tonight, so she texted Serena and told her there was a film she wanted to see on the cinema and asked if she wanted to go. Part of her expected her to say no, or to suggest Mark come along, but when she wrote, “Love to!” she began to wonder if she was doubting myself around her a bit too much. After all, everything was going to plan.

Judy purchased tickets for some arthouse movie she knew nothing about, but would appear to be something she would watch. The two then met for drinks and a bite to eat beforehand, talked about work, then Judy said she ordered the toys.

“Oh, what did you order?” Serena asked excitedly.

“The cage, obviously.”

“Obvs.” Agreed Serena.

“Whips, crop, paddle…”

Serena blushed red and smirked. “That sounds painful.”

“Too much?”

“I don’t know…I don’t think so.” She giggled softly.

“Strap-on and two dildos.”

“Two?” Serena asked, confused.

“One to peg Mark with, one to fuck you with, my slut.” Judy purred, testing the waters.

Serena looked from side-to-side to make sure no-one was listening, then said, “Yes Mistress.” Blushing even harder.

“Nipple clamps, to play with your nipples when I fuck you.”

The heaving chest gave away how horny the blonde girl was. It was like taking candy from a baby, Judy thought.

As they watched the movie which was something French and quite racy, Judy placed her hand on Serena’s, resting it on the arm. Serena didn’t flinch or move away, and actually moved closer. Eventually, it was Serena who reminded Judy that they could lift the arm of the chair up and turn it into a double seat.

Before long, the two were making out like a couple in love, ignoring the movie and running their hands over one-another. Their hands moved beneath each other’s skirts and in the mostly empty cinema, they brought each other off as they kissed.

They left the movie before it finished, three hours for a movie they’d missed most of seemed a bit much. As they walked down the street, hand in hand, Serena finally asked the question Judy hoped and dreaded she’d ask.

“Is this a game for you or something serious?” Serena asked. “And before you answer, I’ve known that you’ve fancied me for a while, and whilst I never thought anything of it, I wasn’t expecting sex to be this good with you. I’ve never been with a woman before, nor have I been attracted to one before.”

“Are you now?” Judy asked.

“Yes…” Serena blushed softly, pulling herself closer.

Judy stopped in her tracks and turned to Serena. “I want you Serena. I’ve wanted you for some time, but I’ve always respected Mark. I need to tell you the truth though. I caught Mark wearing my knickers some time ago, and I know he’s been wearing them since before then. That is why I’m making my move with you now. I’m discovering my dominance, and yet, I think it is my moment with you. I don’t want you to feel like I am manipulating you, but rather, I think we are both finding out feet in this.”

Serena stared into Judy’s eyes, then leaned forward and kissed her. “I love Mark, but I can’t give him what he wants. You make me feel things I never imagined feeling about myself, and yes, I have feelings for you. I think it makes sense for us to give it a try together, and for Mark and I to break up.”

It was Judy’s dream come true. She pounced on her best friend and the two kissed with such an intensity that both almost fell over. “I’ve loved you for so long, Serena.” Judy gushed, wiping a tear away. “I never thought you’d want me.”

“Well I do, silly!” Serena sniffed, also wiping away a tear.

They kissed some more, then walked on home, hand in hand. “Poor Mark though.” Judy sighed.

“Yeah, I know. I do love him. I just have no connection to him sexually.” Serena admitted.

“You know, I ordered the cage. You don’t need to break up with him. Why don’t we keep him? Give him what he wants?”

“How do you mean?”

“I mean, I can dominate him. We can keep him as our sissy slave.”

Serena bit into her lip as she thought about it. “You mean, I’d keep him as a non-sexual partner? Like a poly-relationship?”

“Sort of, yeah.” Judy admitted. “But, I have a plan for him.”

“Go on.”

And so Judy told Serena about the weight-loss gene editing, and the impact on certain men. She half expected Serena to scream at her, to slap her for such a demented idea, but Serena just walked and listened.

“So, a couple of concerns, obviously. The biggest being safety. You’re not in human trials, what if it does something really bad.”

“We’re moving to monkeys now, if it works for them, it’ll work on humans, in all likelihood. But the AI projections are very good. If something did go horribly wrong, then I would end up in jail, and I wouldn’t risk that if I didn’t believe in it.”

Serena nodded. “Okay, and what if he really doesn’t want this and threatens to go to the police.”

“That’s a risk, yes, but I don’t think he will.”

Again, Serena nodded. “If we do this, I want it to be a surprise. I don’t want him expecting it. I want to see the shock on his face when he begins growing tits.” She giggled.

Judy grinned excitedly. Serena was on board!

“So, I need to get blood from him, to see if he has the marker.” Said Judy. “How do we do that without raising suspicion?”

The blonde girl thought about it, then grinned. “Halloween is soon…” She said. “How about a sexy vampire thing where you order me to be your vampire nurse assistant, and we tie him up, do some piercing, draw a little blood? Make it scary but sexy?”

“Oh, I like it!” Judy laughed, pulling her in for another kiss.

When they arrived home, Mark was already sat waiting dressed in his sissy clothes, something he’d been doing regularly. With their hands clasped tight, the girls told him they needed to talk. Mark gulped and nodded, already knowing what was coming.

“I want to try with Judy,” Serena explained. “I want to be her slave…but…I want you to be her slave too.”

“Really?” Mark asked excitedly.

“Yes, I think we can try a poly-lifestyle, but no sex. Not classic intercourse anyway.”

“Okay…” He nodded. “But I can be your sissy slave?”

Serena smiled and stroked his face. “Yes honey. Our sissy slave. But it means, I’ll sleep with Judy from now on, and you’ll sleep alone, in your pretty satin nighties, okay?”

“Yes Mistress Serena.”

Serena smiled, knowing that he was no Mistress, but happy to let him believe that she was. That would be necessary in the coming weeks.

That night, Serena joined Judy in bed as a couple for the first time, for Judy, it was a huge relief, a weight off her shoulders, and for Serena, it was a moment of enlightenment that she hadn’t expected.

Judy knew that this would not be anything traditional, so the moment they were in the bedroom, she ordered Serena to undress her and then kneel. “Kiss my feet, slut, and thank me for loving you.” Judy smiled.

“Thank you Mistress, for loving me! I love you so much too!” Grinned Serena.

Judy dropped to the bed and spread her legs, smirking at the sexy blonde as she leaned forward. This time there was no hesitation, Serena licked away, moaning in delight as she sucked on Judy’s nectar.

The couple made love for what felt like hours, with Judy making sure to incorporate a little pain, pulling on nipples, spanking her arse and tits, even making Serena eat her arse. But once they were done and resting in each other’s arms, they sighed contently, knowing that this was where they always should have been.

“I really do love you.” Serena admitted. “I think all these years of flirting with you, I really just wanted you to make a move. I was too frightened of the rejection if I went first.”

“I was the same. Scared. I’ve never been with a woman before, never been attracted to one, but you are just so perfect.”

“You are.” Serena said softly back, kissing her cheek. “Tomorrow I’ll move my things here.”

“I’ll make room.”

“I can’t wait to tell everyone.” She giggled. “I never thought I’d be excited about coming out as gay, but I don’t know,” she sighed, “I just want to show you off.”

That was a welcome and yet unexpected decision. Judy thought that Serena would’ve wanted to keep it hidden, but to come out, heck, even Judy hadn’t considered that. “Our friends are gonna be shocked.”

“I don’t think they will.” Giggled Serena. “Kelly always knew you had the hots for me. She was the first to tell me.”

“Others have?”

“Some.”

“Jeez! Was I so obvious?” Judy laughed.

“Sometimes.”

They sighed again, rubbing each other’s naked body, feeling each other’s warmth and soft skin. Then Serena said, “Tomorrow, I’ll take away all his male underwear. I think he has enough female stuff now.”

“What about his volleyball? Doesn’t he need male underwear for that?”

“No. I’ll get him some girls’ sports underwear.” She giggled. “Some pretty cotton thongs.”

“Oh, you’re evil.”

“Mmm, you’ve sparked something in me Mistress.”

“Good. You know what?”

“What?”

“I think he needs sports bras too. Footballers wear them, why can’t he?”

Serena chuckled. “Now who’s evil?”

“Oh, I’m just getting started.”

The two began making love again, turned on by all the vicious things they were going to do to Mark. He was going to be their sissy, their little tranny doll.


5

One of the things Judy did when she was studying for her doctorate was to map out all the different protein receptors she could reach with her unique technology. Essentially, it was like looking at a series of on/off switches in the body for different things. The problem was, she hadn’t mapped out the interactions for all of them. For example, she could, in theory, train the body to literally reject viruses. That was all to come, for sure, but it would take time.

There were a couple of markers she found interesting though. One was around sexual arousal in men. The way men became aroused stemmed from multiple factors, one of them was the protein MC4R, essentially triggered by tablets today, which essentially told the body to allow more blood into the dick and to grow it. But that wasn’t the one she was after, no, she was more interested in the DRD4 receptor, which regulates dopamine and desire. She believed that by managing that receptor and forcing it to become permanently active, Mark would be in a permanent state of arousal, a mould for their desires.

Then she came across another note in her book. The NLGN4Y protein could be edited to change male sexual attraction. It wouldn’t be a switch, but she believed that if she tried to encode it correctly, she might find a way to make Mark sexually attracted to men.

Of course, she needed to hide such research from the others lab partners, but she had some leeway in her work.

She spent the day working on the NLGN4Y pathway, then began testing on a rhesus monkey. It would take a couple of days for the changes to take effect, but she’d see.

On another, he tested the DRD4 receptor, and that was far faster. It took mere minutes to start working, sending the monkey into a frenzy, desperate to fuck anything it could find. In fact, that became impossible to hide from Annie.

“Ah, boss, what have you done?” She laughed.

Judy shrugged. “Wanted to see if we could fix another problem.”

“Yeah, let’s shelve that one, yeah? Poor Mickey needs to get laid!”

That evening, Judy arrived home to find all the toys laid out on the bed, and Serena explaining to Mark about his future and why he needed to begin wearing bras every day.

“But I have a game tomorrow!” He complained.

She held up a little hotpink cotton sports thong, and with it a matching sports bra. “You’ll wear this, sissy.”

He took the bra and held it up. Across the front, it had PINK written in huge letters. “Urgh!” He moaned, but stopped complaining, because he couldn’t hide the erection he had.

“We need to get the cage on him,” Judy said, pointing at his erection.

“Well I’m not touching that anymore.” Sneered Serena with a look of disgust. Considering she was a submissive, she was taking to this domination thing pretty well.

“We’ll just have to fuck his arse till he cums.” Sighed Judy, walking to the bedroom to get the harness and the dildo. “I’ll go first.” She said, “Get on all fours sissy bitch.”

Whilst Serena lathered lubricant on his sissy arse, Judy fed the cock into Mark’s mouth, snarling at him to suck it like a proper little cocksucker.

“Get used to it, bitch!” Said Judy. “This is your life now.”

Eventually, Judy lined the cock up with his arsehole and pushed forward. Mark hissed and whined, complaining that it hurt, but Judy knew it would pass, she’d been fucked in the arse before.  

Soon enough, Mark was moaning and begging for more. He pushed himself back on each thrust of Judy’s hips. Serena sat close, her face right by him as she whispered, “That’s it you little slut, take her fat cock. You know you love cock, so much, you little gay sissy shit. You could never satisfy me, not like Mistress can. Just say it bitch, say you’re gay, say you only want to wear women’s clothes, say you’re a sissy, go on, make me happy, tell me what a bitch you are.”

“He has poppers here somewhere.” Judy said suddenly.

“Poppers?” Serena asked, confused, “the party drug?”

“The gay drug.” Judy laughed.

Serena grabbed his hair hard. “Where, cunt?”

“Under the bottom drawer!” He cried.

Seconds later, Serena was holding the bottle under his nose as he sniffed. He moaned, subdued by the drug, as Serena continue to whisper dark insults into his ear.

“Reach down and wank your stupid little cock.” Serena told him. “You fucking pathetic little worm. You fucking disappointment. You poor excuse for a man. Feel the shame, you shit, feel it. Soak in it. Bathe in it. Shame! Shame! Fucker!”

He came hard, spurting ropes of cum on his bed. “You can sleep in that tonight.” Serena told him.

As Judy pulled the cock out of him as Serena prepared the cage, checking which ring to use, then putting it on him. He mumbled something about this perhaps not being necessary and that maybe they ought to take a moment to reconsider what they were doing. It was a classic case of post-nut clarity, something that the DRD4 receptor would fix, Judy was sure.

“Considering you aren’t dominant, you seemed to take to the role pretty well with him right now.” Judy later said in bed.

“I think having you there made it easier but yeah, I had to look some things up on the internet first.” Serena giggled. “Do you think he liked it?”

“Oh, I think he loved it.”

The next day though, before heading off to work, Mark entered the kitchen and had something to say. “I love the game we are playing and I like the idea of chastity, but I can’t wear the knickers and bra to the game. I don’t want this going public like this.”

Serena and Judy shared a look. Clearly, Serena was disappointed, but as Judy swallowed her toast, she nodded and said, “Okay, but you don’t get your things back. Buy new things if you think it’s worth it, but know this, if you were to wear the things we got you, we would make it really worth your while.”

His expression changed. “Like…how?”

“We’d put on an extra large lesbian show for you, dildos, fingers, everything.”

Mark frowned a little, then shuffled on his feet before saying. “No, that’s not enough.”

“Okay.” Shrugged Judy.

“Like, if it was something more often…”

“Honey, you’re going to be living with us as our sissy slave, it’s a world of sexual gratification.” Judy reminded him. “But if you can’t play the game the way we want to play it, well, you might find there isn’t a place here for you anymore.”

Serena felt it was her turn to chime in. “I’m dating Judy now, not you, remember that. We’re keeping you around in a threesome, but to choose, I’m sorry, I choose her.”

His resolve was beginning to crumble. “Fine.” He muttered, then left.

“He’s gonna back out,” frowned Serena.

“Yes, maybe, but then he’ll change his mind. This is all chemicals now, fear of what society will say, what his parents will say. I’ll fix that.” Said Judy. She’d already told Serena her plan, but what she hadn’t told Serena was that the receptor change would not make him any less scared, it would just make him so horny that he wouldn’t be able to stop himself.

That day, she checked on both monkeys and was proud by what she saw. The horny one was able to function, to eat and such, but the moment he saw something that aroused him, he moved for it. The other monkey appeared to be happy to let the first monkey fuck him. Everything appeared to be functioning correctly.

She ran tests on both, kidney function normal, liver fine, heart fine, no anomalies, if anything blood pressure appeared down in both, hormone levels appeared balanced, a distinct lack of cortisone in both, which suggested stress levels were normal. Overall, things looked good. But she knew that wasn’t enough for human testing, not yet.

Over the next few days, Judy’s relationship with Serena grew stronger, especially given Mark appeared to disobey them and went out to buy male underwear for sports. Serena was so angered by it that she felt vindicated for breaking up with him, but Judy just urged her to be patient.

Judy began to introduce training into Serena’s life. That included the use of the nipple clamps, gags, a spreader-bar and a fucking machine. Sure, this was all new for Judy too, but she was learning on the fly, and soon found that it was a part of her life that had been missing.

Seeing the sexy blonde walking about the house with her arms spread, mouth held open by a ring, and a butt-plug tail hanging out her arse did things to Judy she couldn’t have imagined. But something was missing, something to complete the fresh relationship.

The day Judy bought the collar for Serena, she felt nervous, like this was akin to proposing marriage. They had both learned that the collar was an important symbol in BDSM and was not to be taken lightly.

The collar Judy chose for her was black leather with a thin red trim on both sides, top and bottom. There was no text, much as Judy wished for some, perhaps in the future, but for now, what she wanted was elegance. Front and centre was a small black ring designed for hooking in a leash, on the bottom a small tag with the word OWNED on one side, and Mistress Judy on the other.

They held their own private ceremony that evening, with Judy presenting the collar in a box, opening the lid and revealing it to her new girlfriend and slave. The fear Judy had was that Serena would see this as too much too soon, a commitment she was not ready for. Instead though, tears of joy flowed from Serena’s eyes as she thanked Judy over and over.

“I can’t believe you love me so much.” Judy stated, buckling and locking the collar, placing the key on a necklace of her own, joining the keys to Mark’s belt. “I mean, I’ve spent so long lusting after you, if I’d known.”

“It was different back then.” Serena explained. “I loved you already in my own way but I kept telling myself it was just great friendship, but when I felt how connected we are sexually, I just realised I wanted you…desperately.”

“Well, let’s see how things go, maybe we can make things more permanent.” Judy smiled, stroking her face.

“Marriage?” Gasped Serena.

Judy’s mouth dropped open. “Well, I… I meant a tattoo, but… do you want to get married?”

“I mean… One day, and well, we’ve known each other for years. We’ve lived together for as long. We know we work together, and I don’t see us ever separating. But, you maybe the Mistress, but I still want a proper proposal, when you’re ready.”

Tears ran down Judy’s cheeks. “Yes, I promise, one day, you’ll get a proper proposal.”

The two hugged each other, then a strange look came over Serena’s face; defiance, sudden anger. She got to her feet and stomped out of the bedroom, over to her old bedroom where she pulled the duvet off the sissy, lying there in the silky pink gown.

“Get up! Pack your things!” She screamed.

“What? Why?” Mark asked, fear flushing over him.

“Because you think this is all a joke! You can’t do the one thing I wanted from you, so get out!”

“Wait! Wait, Serena!” He begged.

“IT’S FUCKING MISTRESS SERENA YOU FUCKING CUNT!” She screamed, slapping his arm in annoyance.

“Please! Mistress Serena, please! Okay, okay, I’ll do it! I’ll wear the sports bra and knickers. I’m sorry!” He begged. “Please don’t throw me out!”

She stood there, panting, seething, then she nodded slowly. “This is your final warning. Behave like our slave or we are done with you.”

“Yes Mistress.” He mumbled, dropping to his knees.

“You have a game tomorrow night, right?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“We will be watching.” She said, ominously.

The next day, the fresh lesbian couple sat in the stands, watching the amateur volleyball game. Mark saw them there, gave them a look, but it was nervousness, he was wearing a t-shirt through which nobody could see the sports bra. Judy assumed he changed elsewhere, came up with an excuse about why he arrived already changed.

As the men played, they became sweaty, and as they did, each removed their t-shirt in the heat, each except Mark who plundered on. Eventually, Serena caught his eye and tugged at her top, a serious expression on her face. Immediately, Mark gave her a look, begging no, but she simply frowned and looked down on him even sterner.

With a gulp and trembling hands, her pulled off the t-shirt, revealing the pink sports bra to the tens of people there. Giggles rang out from the audience as one of the players laughed and asked if he needed to borrow Serena’s top. Mark ignored the taunts and just focused on playing. Judy thought the humiliation might have distracted his game, but instead, it seemed to drive him. Their team won for the first time in weeks.

“Wear the fucking bra,” said Stephen, the coach. “Fuck, turn up in a skirt if it means you’ll play like that every game.”

Mark grinned, and nodded, giving the two women a look of gratitude. He would later admit that he needed to feel forced, threatened, it was the only way he felt confident to move forward.

Halloween was coming soon, just two more weeks, and both Serena and Judy knew things were going to change. Judy now just had to hope he had the marker she needed.
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Over the following two weeks, Judy expanded her training to include Mark. Both her slaves were subject to a higher intensity of punishment, torture, and humiliation. Mark was walked by both the women in their brand-new latex dresses. He was dressed up in a brand new purple satin and black lace sissy maid dress, complete with wig and make-up, on a leash as they took him shopping. Of course, he was scared shitless and people did laugh, but the girls didn’t care, they felt powerful.

For the volleyball games, they increased their play their too. The next sports bra had a lacy trim, and somehow Serena had managed to find one online that said SISSY on it. Then came the sports skirts, little light things which revealed the little thongs he was wearing. The small audience who found it weird to begin with, quickly accepted it as they were mainly connected to the players anyway, and they knew about the new dynamic Mark had at home.

By the time Halloween came around, Mark had pretty much accepted his new role, and was glad for it. He felt better in himself, and found himself actually dressing in sissy outer-clothes more often than male, without being prompted.

But the further Judy trained him, and the more she read, the darker her desires went. She didn’t want Mark interfering in her relationship with Serena, and like it or not, the threat of throwing him out clearly showed that he believed he was still in some form of a relationship with Judy’s girlfriend. She needed him to not want her anymore, to want someone else, and that would come by increasing his desire for the opposite sex.

“Tonight we have a special play planned.” Judy told Mark. “You’ll be tied up and two sexy vampires are going to torture your sexy sissy body.”

“Vampires?” He smiled. “Sounds hot!”

That evening, Judy dressed up in a red satin with black lace overlay corset, compete with lacy arms, lace stockings, and high-heeled boots. Serena wore a matching outfit but in purple. They did their make-up very pale but smoky around the eyes, and then fitted prosthetic vampire teeth.

“Are you ready honey?” Judy asked Serena.

“Let’s go take his blood.” Serena said darkly.

The sissy was waiting in his pink satin lingerie on the bed. Candles were already lit around the room, and the whole atmosphere felt evil. The girls climbed on the bed, rubbed their hands over him, licked his neck, then began cuffing him to the bed.

“Are you ready, sissy? Ready for eternal life?” Serena purred.

“Yes Mistress!” He panted, his chest heaving with excitement.

They turned and opened a metal box they’d prepared. Piercing equipment and sterilised jewellery ready for use, and finally, he understood. They were going to pierce his ears, and probably other regions. This was going to hurt.

The girls did his ear lobes first. He hissed but it wasn’t bad, then they moved onto his nipples. There he expected a lot of pain, but again, it was a fast sting, nothing he couldn’t tolerate. But then things turned darker. The navel, a hook type needle and that did hurt! He cried out, begged them to stop, but they both grinned and hissed, too engrossed in their role.

“Now it’s time to take your blood!” Serena hissed.

He watched as Judy professionally cleaned his arm, then pushed the needle in, capturing a lot of blood in three vials. The act confused him, this wasn’t any sort of vampire play, but rather a professional drawing of blood. But before he could think too much about it, Serena placed poppers under his nose and sent him into horny stupor.

“Now for your medicine!” Said Judy, pulling out the syringe with the receptor which would make him feel sexually attracted to men, she hoped!

Serena wasn’t aware that Judy was going to do this, so watched as she injected him. He was so high and horny from the poppers he didn’t really think about what was going into him, but later when he asked Serena, she just said it was just a vitamin solution, nothing serious.

“What was it that you gave him?” Serena asked later in bed.

“Theoretically, it should adjust a protein which tells the brain what arouses him. In this case, he should find himself getting aroused by the male form, even though he won’t desire them psychologically.”

Serena burst out laughing. “Holy shit, you made him gay?”

“No, you can’t make someone gay, but you can mess around with what arouses them. He won’t be attracted to men, but the form will arouse him.”

“That’s a mindfuck!”

“If it works!”

In the monkey it took about a day, but she suspected it wouldn’t be so quickly in Mark. The bigger challenge would be checking how to tell. How would they know if he was being turned on by other men?

“We remove the cage,” grinned Serena. “We tell him it’s a treat for being a good sissy, one week without the cage, then watch him in the volleyball game around his buddies.”

“Holy shit, that’s amazing.” Judy smiled, kissing her girlfriend.

The next morning, before heading to work, both girls made a song and dance about how good Mark was the other night, and how he deserved a reward for being such a good sissy slave lately. Mark beamed with pride but not as much as how happy he was when they undid the cage and told him he had a whole week to go wild.

That day, Judy tested the blood for the marker, and of course, she was correct, he had the marker, so was a suitable candidate. Unfortunately, Allie caught her testing the blood. She’d been following the little trials Judy had been doing, and being the smart young woman, she was, cornered Judy.

“I want in.” Smirked the pretty black woman with short hair.

“What do you mean?” Judy asked, playing dumb.

“Clearly you’re fucking around with some guy, I assume an asshole, so I want in. Turning him gay, ultra horny, and I assume you’re gonna test the weight-loss key on him, and will turn him into a tranny. I want in. Whatever this kinky shit it, I want in.”

Judy stared at her colleague who was stood there in her lab coat, arms crossed, a knowing smirk on her face, and then said, “Fine.” She told her all about Mark and Serena, about their discovery of BDSM, and Allie listened intently.

“I want Mark then,” she said, “after we transform him. I want him as my toy.”

“He’ll won’t get aroused by you.”

“I know. I don’t care. I just want someone at home to clean and shit.”

“Some days. Not all. Four days with us, three with you.”

“Two days with you, five with me.”

“Three with us, four with you.”

She smiled and offered a counter. “Three with me, three with you, one day all us girls together.”

Judy grinned and looked Allie up and down, her round bum, her huge tits, her gorgeous dark skin. “Two days you, two days us, during the week, then Friday to Sunday, you are with us, and we both dominate Serena.”

Allie stepped closer. “That sounds interesting. You’re open to a fun relationship like that?”

“Very.” Said Judy, placing a hand on Allie’s waist and moving closer.

“Think Serena will be?” Allie asked, wrapping an arm around Judy’s neck.

“Serena will do as she is told.” Breathed Judy, moving her lips closer.

“Maybe it will be more days with both of you.” Whispered Allie, brushing her lips against Judy’s.

“Hopefully.” Replied Judy, pressing her lips hard against Allie’s and pulling her tight.

The two kissed passionately, fingers diving under skirts to touch each other’s soaked cunts. They fingered each other violently, both holding each other tight, frantically moving to cum as fast as possible, desperation spilling over.

“Fucking finger me, make me cum!” Allie snarled, sucking on Judy’s neck.

“Gonna fucking ruin that fucking sissy. You like that? Forcing him to be a shemale whore for men?”

“Yeah! Fucking wanna turn all men into that. Hate them all!”

“Oh fuck! Really?”

“Yes! Fucking drug all the men and turn them into sissies!”

“Oh, I’m gonna cum!”

“Me too!”

They moaned into each other’s mouths, before holding each other and sighing. “Were you serious?” Judy asked.

“Yes. Men are responsible for everything that’s wrong in this world. I’d love to give them a taste of their own medicine. Think we’d be in the shit we’re in today if women were in charge?” Allie snorted. “I say let’s find a way to circumvent the receptor and change them anyway.”

The concept was not lost on Judy, and she’d thought of it herself, but had chastised herself for being too out there. “There is a way to do it, but we would need to separate it from what we are doing for the company.”

“I have no problem with that. But how would we get it out there?”

“Good question,” Sighed Judy. This wasn’t something you could just ingest, it needed to go directly into the blood stream. Or did it? “A modified rhinovirus. Basic cold symptoms.”

“You realise if we get caught we go to prison for a long time?” Allie smiled.

“If we get caught.” Grinned Judy. “First, we need to test the drug works on Mark, then we can work on the next part.”

“Good. I’ll see if I can get hold of some rhinovirus samples from someone on the QT.”

That afternoon, Allie helped Judy prepare the syringe for Mark. She hoped he’d behave, hoped he wouldn’t run to the police. When she arrived home, she told Serena everything and much to Judy’s relief, Serena was more than excited to have another girl in her life.

“Honestly, I’ve never felt more alive than do right now, and for me, the more love in my life, the better.” She said with a soft purr. “I fucking love fucking you, love sucking on your tits, and I can’t wait to bury my face in Allie’s too.”

How she had changed so fast, Judy thought.

In the evening, Serena tied Mark to a chair, put a VR headset on him playing sissy hypnosis, and then made him sniff poppers hard until his head span and he was slurring his words. It was at that point that Judy pushed the tiny needle into Mark and injected him with the genetic drug. Theoretically, if things behaved the same as in the lab, then his body would begin thinking it was in the middle of a female puberty, and would kill off androgens that cause facial hair, and redistributing his fat.

“How long will it take?” Serena asked.

“It’s not going to be like hormones. He’ll have A-cups in about two weeks, and his hair growth will massively accelerate.”

When Mark came down from the effects of the hypnosis and poppers, he checked his arm, believing he felt a pinprick at some point, but there didn’t appear to be anything there.

The following day, Allie joined Judy and Serena at home, where Mark drifted around in his sissy maid dress serving dinner. Allie didn’t waste time and immediately went into dominatrix mode. “My wine glass is empty, you fucking pillock!” She screamed, slapping the sissy around the head. “Move faster!” Or, “You fucking waste of air! No wonder your girlfriend left you! You don’t deserve to be her magnificent presence.”

After dinner, she showed the others how adept she was with the crop and whips, beating Mark to the point where he screamed his safe word. Obviously, she didn’t know his safe word so beat through it, and eventually, he pissed himself in fear. They all found that hilarious, none more so than Serena.

But what was most interesting was when Allie went through his cupboards, pulling out the remaining male clothing he had and wondering why he had it. “I mean, you said his friends know because of volleyball. He works from home. He’s been shopping as a sissy. Why bother keeping him as a male anyway?”

“It’s a good point.” Serena agreed. “Sissy, time for you to say goodbye to being a man.”

“But…but…my parents!” He gasped. Mark had ultra-conservative right-wing parents, coming out to them would be catastrophic for him.

“But…but…my parents!” Allie mocked, and then kneed him square in the bollocks, sending him crashing to the ground. “You don’t have parents anymore. You have rulers! Us! Worship us! Kiss our feet and say thank you for taking over your life.” She sneered, then snapped, “NOW!” Before kicking him in his balls again.

“Yes, yes! Thank you Mistresses! Thank you for being my rulers!” He said, scrambling from foot to foot.

Allie grinned at the other girls. “See, this is how subbies need to be treated. Isn’t that right Serena?”

“Yes Mistress Allie.” The blonde sand coyly.

Allie smacked Serena so hard that she stumbled backwards, holding her face shocked. Judy just grinned. “Then why aren’t you on the ground with him, worshipping?” Allie screamed.

“Oh, yes Mistress!” Serena gasped, dropping to her knees.

In that moment, Judy knew that Allie would be the perfect addition to the family. “I think we can agree on a better, more permanent model, don’t you?” Judy asked.

“Is that an invitation to move in? Because you know I’m living in my dingy overpriced bedsit.” Allie noted, desperate to get out of that dump.

“How about you join us here from now on? Right slave?” Judy asked.

Serena knew that Judy was addressing her, not Mark. She looked up with a grin. “I think that would be amazing Mistress!”

And with that, Judy smacked her hard around the face, sending her crashing to the floor, her fair skin now bright red. “What did I tell you about thinking, cunt?”

“Sorry Mistress.” Serena replied, holding her cheek but smiling naughtily.


7

It was an important set. They were so close to winning and if they won this game, they’d go forward to the county championship. Never had Mark felt so close to winning before. It was his turn to serve, and whilst he knew that in the little pink skirt and the tiny sissy lacy sportsbra, everyone would be looking, he knew now it was because he was playing at a professional level for the first time in his life.

“Here we go,” Mark said to himself, just as Chris bent over in front of him, his muscular legs under that tight arse, wrapped in the red shiny shorts. Mark could see the curve of Chris’ package under the material and suddenly, he felt an urge. Fuck, it was the sexiest thing he’d ever seen. That was a body! Muscular, manly, fuck, so hot. “What the fuck?”

The serve was bad. In fact, from that point, things just went downhill fast, and to make matters worse, he found himself getting hard, and without a cage to hold him in, he knew that the thong was on borrowed time.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” He thought to himself.

“You okay mate?” Asked Michael, another member of the team.

“I dunno, I feel hot, and well, a bit weird.” Said Mark. He did feel hot. Sweaty, sticky, hot and fat. He felt fat. Fat and gross, and sticky, and god, he felt like crying.

Stephen called a timeout to check on Mark. Given how much Mark was sweating, they agreed he was probably coming down with something, so they had him sit on the bench for the rest of the game.

But then when they ended up in the changing rooms, things just got worse. All the naked men, their sexy bodies, Mark couldn’t control himself. They were so handsome, so beautiful. He peeled off his clothes, ready to change into his sissy lingerie and dress, knowing they would all be looking, used to it but not used to it, but the moment the thong came off, his dick stood to attention.

“What the fuck Mark?” Chris called out.

“I’m sorry…I…”

“What? Does it turn you on being around men now?” He laughed.

Mark blushed and scrambled to get dressed. They ribbed him about his relationship with Serena and Judy, about being a submissive simp, but they did admit that each to their own, they weren’t the type to judge him negatively.

At home, Mark wondered what was going on. When he had a moment to himself, he went online to look at porn and masturbate, but seemingly automatically, he felt himself drawn to gay porn; and once he began wanking, the excitement grew, the need. “Fuck, I need a man!” He found himself saying.

When he came, he regretted it instantly. He didn’t find himself attracted to the idea of being with a man, his brain told him that he wasn’t gay, but to look at a man aroused him. He was so confused, it was like his brain was telling him one thing, and his dick another.

This kept happening for a few days, whenever he saw a man in various states of undress or tight clothing, he got aroused.

By the next volleyball game, he thought he had control of it. His hot flashes appeared to be fading too. But whilst he managed the game fine, he again became aroused in the locker room, and worst of all, he found himself staring hungrily at the men’s cocks.

Then about two weeks later, over two weeks since Allie moved in with them, new things began to appear. His skin felt smoother, body hair had thinned and fallen out, face began to soften, and the area around his nipples began to swell and itch.

“Judy!” He said immediately.

And yet, he didn’t have the strength to confront her. Clearly, she’d done this, done something massively unethical, he could go to the police, he could go to the press, her boss! He did none of those things. He just sat on his bed and wondered if what she did was safe, because the last thing he wanted was to end up sick.

He began to lose a little weight too, which wasn’t great given he wasn’t big to begin with. Over those weeks as his breasts grew, he found his waist narrow, his arse shrink and round, to look more like Serena’s. In fact, he noted he did have the body of a model very quickly.

By the time volleyball came around again, his breasts couldn’t be hidden, they were large B-cups, and his body was ultra-feminine. This time, the boys were looking at him with lustful eyes, because with his changed face, longer hair and tight body, they struggled to see the old him, rather they saw a sexy model.

“Mark, fair play mate, you look amazing.” Chris noted.

After the game, Chris asked Mark to hang back on the court. “Think you could help me with my serve?” Chris asked.

“Erm, sure.”

They were still practicing as the others stepped in to say bye, then Chris said, “I’m knackered. Gonna hit the showers. You coming?”

Mark shrugged. “Okay.”

Of course, once they were in the showers, Mark’s cock swelled, but this time, he had the hot female body to go with it. Chris showered and looked at the gorgeous tits, and wondered if he could see past the cock. Finally, he stepped closer and pulled Mark in for a long kiss.

Horrified, Mark pushed away. Yes, he was aroused by Chris, but he wasn’t gay! He couldn’t possibly. His brain told him that he couldn’t. Instead, he apologised to Chris, ran out the shower to dry off, then headed home.

“It was horrible!” Cried Mark to the girls later. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me! I know you did something.”

The girls shared a look. “I can fix this indecision if you like, but you need to want this one.”

“Why? I didn’t want the other injection to turn me into this!” He sobbed.

Serena answer for them. “Because the humiliation excites us, and it excites you, doesn’t it?”

He didn’t answer, just looked away. Then, “Give me the injection.”

The DRD injection worked fast, making him feel a genuine appetite for sex. But what made it feel so much better was anal sex. When the girls pegged him, every pleasure centre was activated. “It’s the feeling you get when you rub your cock when the dildo is hitting your prostate, just without rubbing. You can go for hours like this without climaxing, one long orgasm. Think how amazing that is.”

“It’s so good!” He moaned.

Each day, his body changed, his breasts grew, he looked spectacular, and on top of that, he was beginning to love how he looked. Lingerie looked better on him, especially with hips and a tiny waist; bras swelled with his smooth round breasts. By the next game, he was at a C-cup.

This time, after the game, he asked Chris to hang back.

“Why?” Sulked Chris. “Thought you weren’t interested?”

“I was shy…I… I need to be fucked, Chris. I need your cock in me.”

“Excuse me?” Squeaked Chris.

“I need it so much, I can’t describe it. I need your cock, bareback, fill me. Please!”

Chris licked his lips, then grabbed Mark’s hand, taking him back behind the seats, slamming him against the wall and kissing him. Mark felt his cock swell again, but this time, the girls had him back in the cage, making sure he couldn’t find relief.

“Suck me first.” Breathed Chris, pushing on Mark’s shoulders.

Mark didn’t hesitate, dropping to his knees and sucking hard, slurping greedily. Yes, this tastes good, feels good. Chris began to moan and each moan turned Mark on more. He felt it, this was his place now, where he needed to be. Serving men.

“Turn around, all fours.” Chris pulled the little thong aside and spat on Mark’s hole, before pushing forward into the sissy.

“OH FUCK YES!” Mark screamed, his moan echoing around the hall.

“Shhhh!” Warned Chris, but it was too late. Three others from the team were there, wondering what the fuck was going on, but Chris was already fucking that tight hole, he couldn’t stop, and to his surprise, the others decided to get in on the action, with Michael ramming his cock into Mark’s mouth as the others watched.

“Fuck, he fucking knows how to suck!” Michael laughed.

“You wait until you try this hole.” Said Chris.

Mark was lost in a haze of lust. He needed cock, that was all he needed. The arousal had beaten back the shame, in fact, he had no shame, just want and need. As Chris unloaded inside him, someone else took his place. Eventually, every member of their small team, including Stephen the coach, was taking turns on him.

“We tell no-one about this?” Stephen told them.

“Who are we gonna tell?” The others said.

“You gonna be the team fucktoy then?”

“Yes Masters!” Mark sang, wiggling his butt, waiting for the next cock.

Team fucktoy sounded great, but that meant only two times per week. He needed more. Chris offered him the come see him from time to time, but he wasn’t interested in that. He wanted to get used, he needed it.

There was just one thing holding him back, disease. It was time to use his blank cheque with Judy.

“I need you to do one more change.” Said Mark.

“Go on?”

“Diseases, especially serious sexual diseases. I once read that CRISPR could prevent those.”

“That would require a lot of testing first.” She said.

“No, create it, use it on me.”

Judy and Allie shared a look. “For one, maybe, but multiple diseases, the risk is we can damage something else. We need time for that.”

“You don’t have it. I’ll sign whatever I need to sign.”

“It isn’t about that…”

“Just please, you owe me.”

Again, Judy and Allie shared a look. “If we do this, Judy, then it could make us famous.” Said Allie.

“For all the wrong reasons if it goes wrong.” Judy warned. “And if it does work, we can’t just say, look it works, we need to pretend it doesn’t, go though years of panel work.”

“I know, but we’ll know.” Allie smiled.

Serena broke the deadlock. “Just give him what he wants.”

“Fine. Give us time.”

It took them three weeks to come up with the drug, and even then, they needed to run tests. AI testing was perfect, but the animal testing would prove the reality.

During that period, Mark fed himself PrEP and literally spent every night in gay bars and dark rooms. Every night he brought home numerous men. He couldn’t stop himself, and every day his need appeared to grow. It seemed the dopamine change wasn’t a good one, he was becoming a sex addict in its truest form, and his work began to suffer.

It was in that period that they found that Mark had broken off his chastity cage and was thrashing his cock. He didn’t suffer from post-nut clarity anymore, in fact, he was pretty much able to cum, then fuck again, cum, fuck again. He was unstoppable.

“Maybe we went too far,” noted Judy. Serena and Allie didn’t agree.

“I don’t think we went far enough.” Laughed Serena. “Maybe we could make it so he can’t get hard.”

Judy didn’t agree. Let him have his fun, she thought, but let’s keep him safe.

Eventually, she administered the drug. It would prevent STDs and block certain types of bacteria, essentially rendering him safe. He would be able to fuck who he wanted and never catch anything. Of course, over the coming weeks and months, she tested him regularly, but it seemed that even with the hundreds of men he fucked per week, he was clean.

“It’s a miracle.” Said Judy, but at what cost, she thought.

At home, Allie had taken over. She was the more dominant one, the more experienced one, and Serena was definitely someone who needed the firmer hand. When Judy disagreed with Allie, Serena almost always took Allie’s side, and then she began to notice Serena preferred to cuddle with Allie.

After several months, Mark no longer lived with them. He disappeared from their lives leaving a bit of a hole. Serena was a good slave to them, she enjoyed pain, Allie, an amateur tattoo artist, used Serena as a canvas, covering her in erotic picture, or filthy words, Serena took it all, but more and more, Judy felt like an outsider. If anything, she wished she could be submissive like Serena, maybe she’d be happier.

She’d lost everything, she’d realised, by being stupid, and what was worse, Allie was getting darker, serious in her mission to hurt men, to change them into sissies like Mark. She was actively trying to mutate the cold virus, to hook the message to the receptor on it. So far, not successful. Judy didn’t know how she felt about it. On the one hand, she thought it was a good idea, but on the other, there were good men in the world too.

It took her sitting at home one evening, semi-watching the news, for her to finally make a decision about the next phase in her life.


Epilogue

The jab itself took two weeks. Allie helped her to create it, and whilst Allie tried to convince her that she wasn’t out to steal Serena from her, it fell, once again, to Serena to make the decision. “I think she should do it. I think that will work out best, if we have one natural leader.”

Like the DRD receptor drug, this would be fast acting, designed to change the balance of the hormones to respond to certain instructions differently. Judy felt it within minutes.

“On your knees, crawl along the floor, then go outside naked and walk the streets.” Allie ordered.

In the past, Judy would tell to go fuck herself, that she wasn’t going to debase herself in such a way. This time, Judy felt her pussy flood as her brain told her to do what the strong woman said. Serving is what is best for me.

In the lab, Judy was boss in name only, Allie gave the orders, and in this case, she demanded Judy help with the virus. Judy knew what she had to do, she had to obey.

The plan was simple. Isolate the receptor that causes the breast growth in men, link it to the submissive receptor for the male Y chromosome, and delink the weight loss receptor. They built it as a virus, mutating the rhinovirus to carry it. They needed to delink the weight loss receptor because if they didn’t, the whole point of their work would be lost, the company would know it was them, they’d be fired, or worse, locked up.

They fucked up.

The virus was released in several public areas, airports, train stations, wherever they could. Within a matter of weeks, people began noticing the change. In men, obviously, they became more subservient to women almost immediately. Their bodies began to change. The further the virus spread, the more obvious something serious was going on. The world leaders who weren’t affected began to isolate, but even that proved ineffective.

In women though, they too began to change. Women who struggled to lose weight, began finding the kilos fell off with ease. Cholesterol levels dropped, health began to improve.

Judy and Allie were called in to see the leadership of the company, all now women, wives of the former male board.

“Our findings have led us to you ladies.” Said a grey-haired elegant lady named Iva, who sat at the head of the table. “And if we are able to find out it was you, it is only a matter of time until the authorities discover it was you.”

Both ladies looked down at the floor, knowing full well they were about to go to jail for a very long time.

“So…” The lady continued. “How do we ensure that this remains covered up? My guess is we need to destroy all notes connected to this?”

Allie and Judy looked up in surprise. “Cover up?” Judy asked.

The old woman smiled. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, young lady, but in the past few weeks, you have single-handedly ended the war in Ukraine, the war in Iran, changed the entire outlook of the Middle East, resolved the conflict between Israel and Palestine, and pretty much reunited the Koreas. The United States is reintroducing laws around women’s reproductive rights, and the Orange Baboon is gone. I think…you deserve a Nobel prize, but you did break the law. So for now, we need to keep you safe.”

One of the other board members leaned forward. “And in return, we need you to come up with something we can actually sell.”

“For a reasonable price, of course.”

The women looked at each other, smiled, and then Judy said, “What if we could come up with a one-shot way to prevent all STDs?”

“That’s a good one!” The elderly lady noted. “What else do you have?”

Allie said, “I think we can fix female sexual desire too.”

Another board member spoke up. “I think we’re going to need that, seeing as all the men are now shemales.”

Judy frowned. “Sorry about that.”

“You take the good with the bad.” Laughed the women.

It was later that night when Judy, Allie and Serena were out with the board for dinner and drinks, that they ran into an attractive tranny dressed in slutty fishnet stockings, a mini-skirt, and a black lace bra, in an alley getting fucked by a group of other shemales. Instantly, they recognised Mark, who they hadn’t seen for months.

Rather than disturb, they watched as he begged the shemales to beat him, to spank him, but given they were all submissive too, neither seemed quite willing to do it.

“Perhaps,” Noted Iva, “We need to adjust it so that some of these men are dominant to other men.”

“That might be difficult,” said Judy, “but I’ll see what I can do.”

“In the meantime…” Sighed Iva. “All you bitches!” She shouted. “Our shoes are dirty. Come clean them.”

The sissies scurried over and instantly set to work. Mark’s eyes locked on Serena’s, recognition, fear, need. Serena just smirked at him and said, “Best decision I ever made in my life.”

THE END
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