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“Mary, Charlie rubbed himself against me again! I was making myself a coffee in the staff room, and he pretended he was trying to reach the coffee pot to pour himself one. You have to do something about him!”

“I've tried to fire him. His dad owns the company.”

“This is sexual harassment! It's against the law!”

“I'm sorry, Lana. There's nothing I can do. Charlie's untouchable.”

Mary had lost count of the number of female employees who'd complained about Charlie. She'd lost many good workers because of the little creep. The company had been forced to settle several lawsuits out of court. A couple of his victims had even gone to the police, but the investigations had been dropped “for lack of sufficient evidence”. Charlie's dad had some very powerful connections.

Lana scowled. “Fine. If you won't do something about him, I will.” She stormed out of Mary's office.

Good luck with that, Mary thought to herself. She sighed and returned to her work.

“What do you want, Lana?”

Lana was sitting at the far end of the table in the conference room where she'd asked Charlie to meet her after work. The bitch was hot. Twenty-five years old, with a slim figure, pert little boobs, a tight ass, waist-length raven hair, and a cute heart-shaped face. She was wearing black pumps and a little black dress that showed off her svelte curves. Charlie had wanted to fuck her from the moment he'd first laid eyes on her. But like all his female coworkers, Lana showed no more interest in him than a half-eaten donut on the sidewalk.

Beside Lana was a stunning blonde Charlie had never seen before. She appeared to be about thirty. She was taller than Lana and had a more voluptuous figure. She also had a strikingly beautiful face, with full lips, high cheekbones, and vivacious blue eyes. A stylish pixie cut fell almost to her jawline on one side. She wore knee-high burgundy boots, a matching miniskirt, and a low cut ivory blouse. Charlie gazed thirstily at her boobs.

Lana watched Charlie with contempt. She wondered if he'd ever been on a date. At least with someone other than an escort. He was twenty-eight and still lived at home with his dad. At four foot eleven and ninety-seven pounds, he looked like a strong gust of wind would knock him on his ass. A mop of thick curly red hair defied any effort he made at grooming. Pasty, acne-pocked skin and a frightful overbite did nothing to improve his appeal. He looked like the result of an unholy union between a malnourished jackrabbit and a circus clown.

“Charlie, I'd like you to meet Patricia. Patricia, this is Charlie.”

“Hi,” Charlie said. His eyes didn't move from Patricia's cleavage.

“My eyes are up here, Charlie.”

“Yeah, I know.” Charlie continued to stare at her boobs.

Patricia gave Lana a look that said You weren't kidding about this guy.

“Patricia is a member of an organization called The Sisterhood. They teach men like you to be more respectful of women, Charlie.”

“It's women who need to learn to be more respectful to me, doll.”

Lana bristled. Patricia placed a calming hand on her shoulder.

“I have some news that may make you want to rethink that, Charlie.”

Charlie's gaze rose to Patricia face.

“I work for Nova Nanotech. The CEO of my company, Sybil Matheson, is the founder of The Sisterhood. Perhaps you've heard of her?”

Nova Nanotech was one of the biggest tech companies on the planet. Sybil Matheson was the richest, and one of the most powerful, women in the country.

“I've heard of her. So what?” 

“Nova Nanotech was, among many other things, the first company to create transplantable organs assembled by molecular-scale robots. Your father was one of the first to receive one of our custom-made organs when he had his heart transplant five years ago. His genetic profile is still in our records. I had a peek at them. And guess what? He's not really your father, Charlie. His dearly departed trophy wife—your mom—was a bit of a slut, it seems.”

Charlie scowled. Then his eyes lit up.

“You're bluffing. You wouldn't be able to tell if he's my father or not unless you had a tissue sample from me, too.”

“We do have a tissue sample from you, Charlie. You left plenty of them in the utility closet where you drilled that peephole to spy on the women's restroom.”

Charlie's face darkened.

“What do you think the odds are that your dad will keep you employed here, doing basically nothing, if he finds out you're not really his son?”

Charlie knew that his tall, handsome, go-getter father found him to be an embarrassment. If he learned Charlie wasn't really his son, Charlie would likely lose not only this cushy, high-paying job but also his free place to live.

“What do you bitches want from me?”

“We want you to stop harassing women, Charlie.”

“Okay, I'll stop. I promise.”

“Not good enough. You need to learn a lesson. And we're going to help you with that.”

Charlie had lost all interest in Patricia's boobs. Lana had never seen him like this. It made her smile.

“Nova Nanotech recently invented a system that can transform people's bodies into pretty much any form we want,” Patricia said. “It uses nanometer-sized robots working under the control of AI to rebuild the person from the inside out, molecule by molecule. One of the applications of this technology will be to change the sex of transgender people's bodies so that they correspond to their actual gender instead of their birth gender. We're doing preliminary experiments, and we need test subjects. I'd like you to be one of them. If you agree—and if you never, ever harass another female coworker—this unfortunate discovery about your genealogy will stay our little secret.”

Charlie's jaw dropped.

“You—you want me to participate in an experiment that will turn me into a woman?”

“It will just be for one day, Charlie. Then we'll give you your old body back.”

Charlie tried to say something more, but no sound came out. He looked like a beached fish.

“Here are the forms you'll need to sign in order to be a volunteer for this research project. The technology works pretty well, but we can't guarantee that there aren't any bugs.”

Charlie stared at the stack of papers before him.

“Think it over, Charlie. I'll expect your decision by the end of the day tomorrow.”

Charlie looked nervously around the lab. He had decided to accept Patricia's offer. It's just for one day. I can get through it.

“This is Dr Griffin,” Patricia said. “Dr Griffin will be observing your transformation and evaluating its success.”

Dr Griffin was a statuesque woman of about forty. The top of Charlie's head didn't quite reach her chin. Her narrow features would have been pretty if not for her stern expression. Her long sable hair was pulled back in a ponytail that fell to her shoulder blades. She wore charcoal slacks, matching low-rise pumps, a cream blouse, and a lab coat that hung open at the front. Charlie made an effort not to stare at her breasts, not wanting to get into any more trouble than he was already in.

“And this is Ludmilla, the technician who will perform the procedure.” Ludmilla was short, but still taller than Charlie. She appeared to be in her thirties. She had a lithe build and sandy hair that spilled in wavy curls around her elfin face. She wore figure-hugging blue jeans, pink sneakers, and a T-shirt that said Patriarchy Sucks Ass. She looked at Charlie like a defective tool she couldn't return to the store and was going to have to make the best of.

Ludmilla ordered Charlie to strip and lie on a wheeled hospital bed in the center of the room. Charlie wasn't used to being given orders. He frowned, but obeyed.

“The nanobots that will reconstruct your body will assemble a tiny transceiver inside your brain  so that we can monitor your thoughts during the experiment. Dr Griffin and I already have these transceivers, and we'll be able to read your thoughts. You won't be able to read ours, of course, unless we choose to share them with you. Lana and some of the other women you've been harassing will be guest observers when Dr Griffin performs a gynecological exam to evaluate the effectiveness of your male-to-female transformation. Those who want one will also get a transceiver, so they'll be able to read your thoughts too.”

Charlie's brow furrowed. But he didn't dare object.

“Dr Griffin is a part-time lecturer at a local women's medical school, and some of her students will be observing as well. Not all of them. Just a hundred or so.”

Charlie's frown deepened. His manhood was as diminutive as the rest of him, and the thought of a hundred young women seeing him naked made him highly uncomfortable. Then he remembered that he was no longer going to have his manhood. These crazy scientists were going to turn him into a fucking gash.

“It's so good of you to volunteer for this,” mocked Patricia. “Your willingness to help advance medical science is admirable.”

Charlie didn't give a fuck about advancing medical science. But he cared very much about keeping his do-nothing job and the fat salary that came with it. He kept his mouth shut.

“Give me your hand,” Ludmilla instructed. “I'm going to attach an IV that will deliver the microscopic bots that are going to reconstruct you and an anesthetic that will keep you asleep during the process. When you wake up in a few hours, you're going to be a beautiful young woman.”

Charlie winced as the technician stuck a needle into a vein in the back of his hand. A machine beside the bed began pumping clear fluid into his bloodstream. Within half a minute, he was fading.

“You'll be a beautiful young woman if the procedure works correctly,” Dr Griffin amended. “The technology is still experimental...”

Charlie was pretty sure he heard Patricia chuckle before blackness overtook him.

“Wake up, Charlie.”

Charlie opened his eyes. Or rather her eyes. The procedure had worked! She was no longer a short, scrawny man, but a tall, voluptuous woman. She was still in the hospital bed, but it was now in the middle of a stage in an auditorium. Her wrists were cuffed to the metal guard rails and her legs were spread wide and fastened in stirrups. A cotton sheet was draped over her. Her eyes widened as  they took in the contours of her new body beneath the thin fabric. Her breasts were the size of watermelons. Her manhood was gone, replaced by a snug, clean-shaven cleft. She tried to touch it, but couldn't move her arms.

Dr Griffin was standing in the V between her legs. Patricia and Ludmilla were to her left, and Lana to her right. Beyond the stage, rows of seating ascended halfway to the ceiling. Many of the chairs were occupied by female medical students, some of them highly attractive. In the front row sat a dozen women from Charlie's office. All ones who had complained about her ogling them or brushing against them.

A pair of AI-controlled cameras were mounted on mobile tripods near the bed. A closeup of Charlie's face was displayed on a wide screen mounted on the wall behind the stage. Gone was the goofy, pimple-laden visage she'd woken up with this morning. Her new features were gorgeous. She had lush, full lips, a small, pert nose, wide cheeks, and big blue eyes. Her unruly red hair had been replaced by long golden locks that spilled over her pillow.

She was exactly the sort of girl she'd always dreamed of fucking.

Oh my God, she wants to fuck herself!

Lana's thought was as clear as if she'd spoken aloud, thanks to the transceiver in Charlie's brain. Dr Griffin, Ludmilla, and all the other women with a transceiver heard it too. Ludmilla smirked. Dr Griffin actually laughed inside Charlie's head. So did several of Charlie's co-workers. Charlie's cheeks reddened.

Dr Griffin turned to the assembled students and guests. “Ladies, as you know, the young woman in this bed was a man just a few hours ago. She is one of several volunteers who are letting us test out a new gender change technology. As you can see, it appears to have worked magnificently.”

One of the cameras panned over Charlie. The students looked impressed.

“Ludmilla, please remove the sheet.”

Ludmilla pulled the cover away, leaving Charlie fully exposed. The camera returned to her face, then slid down her nude body, displaying her breasts, then belly, and finally pussy on the overhead screen. Charlie instinctively tried to cover herself, but couldn't. Her blush deepened. She hadn't been prone to blushing before her transformation. Had the procedure done something to her brain to make her more self-conscious?

“We're now going to examine our volunteer—her name is Charlie—to see just how well the transformation worked. How are you feeling, Charlie?”

“Um...I'm okay.” Charlie was shocked by her new voice. She didn't just look like a girl, but now also sounded like one.

“Glad to hear it.” Dr Griffin turned back to her students. “We're going to start with a blood analysis to confirm that the process altered her right to the chromosomes and to check for any abnormalities or health issues. Ludmilla, would you procure a blood sample?”

“No problem, Dr Griffin.” Ludmilla selected a hypodermic needle from an instrument trolley beside the bed. Charlie winced as the needle pierced her skin. Ludmilla took the blood sample to a workstation at the back of the stage and placed it in a machine. A moment later the results were displayed on a panel.

“So far so good, Dr Griffin! Her chromosomes are XX. Her hormone profile is that of a healthy 20-something woman. No diseases or anomalies were detected.”

“Wonderful. Next, I'll take her vital signs.” Dr Griffin listened to Charlie's heart and lungs, measured her blood pressure, and took her temperature.

“Her vital signs are all normal,” Dr Griffin announced. “Now I'll examine her breasts.”

Dr Griffin slowly pressed her fingers into Charlie's right breast and moved them around in small circles. Charlie's big nipples puckered and stiffened as the sexy physician kneaded her sensitive flesh. One of the cameras zoomed in for a close-up.

Jesus, the slut's getting turned on by this.

Lana's words dripped with disdain. The sentiment was echoed by several of the other women with transceivers. Charlie withered with embarrassment. But her arousal was undiminished.

Dr Griffin flashed Charlie a knowing grin and continued massaging her breast. She described to those watching how she was checking for lumps and other irregularities. Charlie was pretty sure she was getting her worked up on purpose. A warm glow stirred in Charlie's kitty, accompanied by an odd—but not unpleasant—sensation of wetness. Charlie was glad the cameras were focused on her bust and not her face.

Without warning, Dr Griffin's pinched Charlie's taut nipple hard enough to hurt. The unexpected jolt of combined pleasure and pain made Charlie whimper and squirm. “It's a good idea, in my opinion, to give the nipples a squeeze as part of the breast examination to check for any unusual discharge, a step that is often omitted...”

Dr Griffin gave Charlie's nipple another hard squeeze, then moved to her other breast and repeated the procedure from the beginning. Charlie wondered what it would be like to fuck Dr Griffin.

That's never going to happen, Dr Griffin said, sending her thoughts directly into Charlie's brain through the transceiver. I'd rather have sex with a cucumber.

Ludmilla, Luna, and the other women with transceivers all heard the exchange. Some of them chuckled or smirked.

Don't worry, Charlie, Patricia said, also broadcasting her thoughts directly into her mind. I'll be happy to fuck you.

Charlie stared at Patricia, wondering if she had misheard. Patricia was the hottest woman on the stage, if not the entire room. Charlie would have given almost anything to fuck her. Dr Griffin's eyes widened. Lana's jaw dropped. None of them could believe that Patricia was willing to have sex with Charlie, even if she did now have one of the hottest bodies any of them had ever seen. Charlie's heart raced with excitement. Her cooch felt like it was going to drip on the sheet under her ass.

Of course, since you don't have a penis anymore, you wouldn't be the one doing the fucking. But not to worry. I have a lovely ten-inch strap-on I'd love to stretch all of your holes out with. Patricia grinned.

Um...I think I'll pass, thank you... Charlie tried to clamp her thighs shut, but couldn't because of the stirrups. Laughter boomed in her head. Several women, including Patricia, struggled not to laugh out loud.

“Now I'm going to do a pelvic examination,” Dr Griffin said. “I'll start with a visual inspection.”

Dr Griffin pulled on a pair of latex gloves and circled back to the V between Charlie's legs. Her fingers spread Charlie's labia apart. One of the cameras zoomed in for a close-up. Dr Griffin described rashes, lesions, and other signs of illness that one should look for. Charlie barely heard her. No one had ever touched her down there when she'd been a man. She was getting wetter.

Why am I not surprised that no one's ever touched you down there, Lana taunted. Charlie could feel the disdain emanating from all the women who had transceivers.

We should all chip in and get Charlie a rubber doll to fuck after they change her back, a coworker named Melanie teased.

Charlie had actually considered buying such a doll. The women with transceivers all immediately knew this secret as soon as it entered her head. Lana lost it and guffawed so hard she nearly doubled-over. So did Melanie and several others.

Charlie's face darkened as if she had been slapped. The medical students, who lacked transceivers, stared at the women who were laughing.

“The subject's vulva looks fine,” Dr Griffin proclaimed. She was struggling to keep a straight face. “The labia major and minor, the clitoris, the vaginal and urethral openings, and the tissues around them all look healthy and normal. Now I'm going to use my hands to feel for any abnormalities in her uterus, ovaries, and other reproductive organs. To do this, I'll be inserting a finger in her vagina, like so.”

Dr Griffin's finger nudged Charlie's lips, then pushed inward. Her finger felt bigger than it looked. Charlie winced as her hymen was breached.

Does this mean I'm not a virgin anymore? Charlie wondered.

A fresh explosion of laughter greeted Charlie's question. Lana had to brace herself against the hospital bed's rails. A couple of girls in the audience had tears running down their faces. Those without transceivers gawked at the women who were laughing as if they'd lost their minds.

Charlie wondered if finding another job would be all that bad.

Dr Griffin pushed her finger deeper. She didn't stop till it was buried to the knuckle. It felt odd, but rather pleasant. Despite her embarrassment, Charlie's lust continued to build.

“There are a number of things you should evaluate during this stage of a pelvic exam...” It was taking every ounce of self-control Dr Griffin possessed not to laugh out loud as she humiliated the puffed-up loser who had brought suffering to so many women. “In addition to searching for abnormalities such as bumps, tenderness or pain, you need to consider the texture and consistency of the organs and tissues, their size and shape, and their mobility and flexibility in relation to each other. The patient's cervix...”

Dr Griffin palpitated Charlie's abdomen with her free hand while probing her from inside with her finger. She was rougher than Charlie suspected was necessary. She also drew out the process for what seemed an inordinately long time as she yattered about what this or that organ should feel like, the various ailments that could be detected via this sort of manual probing, and the appropriate follow-up diagnostics if anything suspicious was found. Charlie's arousal continued to mount as Dr Griffin's finger explored her. Dr Griffin sensed this, and Charlie could feel the disdain radiating from the sexy doctor. She inwardly cringed at Dr Griffin's contempt. But her lust didn't flag.

This loser is truly a slut, remarked Patricia. Maybe we should keep her in this body, and sell her to a whorehouse when we're done with her.

What! You—you can't do that! Can you?

I wish we could. Men like you make me sick.

Charlie's mind withdrew like a turtle pulling itself into its shell. We must be close to the end of this, she told herself. I just have to tough it out a little longer.

Dr Griffin smirked, then continued to poke and prod her while droning on about ailments of the female urogenital system. Her lab coat was open, and Charlie gazed at her breasts as she worked. Her low-cut blouse hung down, allowing her to see some cleavage and the edges of her lacy purple bra. Dr Griffin scowled and jabbed her from inside with her finger, making her wince.

“Next I'm going to perform a digital rectal exam. A digital rectal exam is not a routine part of a gynecological exam, unless there's a specific reason for it, but this is of course no ordinary exam, and I want to be very thorough.”

Dr Griffin withdrew her finger from Charlie's vagina. She lectured her students about the next procedure as she replaced her gloves and slathered lube over her index finger.

For God's sake, do you really have to stick a finger in my ass? Charlie had often fantasized about fucking girls from behind. But never had she imagined anyone violating her own forbidden entrance.

Yes, Charlie. Unless you want to withdraw as a volunteer, and find some other way to deal with your personal problems.

Charlie sighed and braced herself for this latest indignity. One of the cameras zoomed in on her ass. Dr Griffin didn't probe her right away, but just stood between her legs, expounding on the differences between a vaginal and rectal probe. Charlie's apprehension grew.

“Alright, we've kept our lovely volunteer waiting long enough. Let's do this.”

Dr Griffin nudged Charlie's rosebud, then pushed her finger inside. Charlie groaned. To her mortification, she realized that, although uncomfortable, Dr Griffin's invading finger felt rather good.

Enjoying yourself, huh? teased Ludmilla.

Fuck you, bitch!

Calm down, Charlie, warned Dr Griffin. Unless you want me to demonstrate a colonoscopy on you. Would you like a fifty-two inch endoscopic camera shoved up your ass?

I think she'd enjoy it, taunted Ludmilla.

Charlie had enough sense to ignore the dis. She tried to imagine that she was ass-fucking Dr Griffin, and that Dr Griffin's finger was her own cock.

Enjoy the fantasy, scumball. It's never going to to happen. Although from what I've heard, my finger is about the same size as your cock.

Charlie's face glowed hotly with shame. My cock isn't that small! It's four inches long! Well, almost four inches.

Ludmilla and several of the other women laughed. The med students seemed to be wondering if their guests were patients from a mental health facility who had been let out on a day-pass.

Dr Griffin pushed her finger as deep as it would go. She manoeuvred it to and fro, describing what she was doing as she worked.

This must be the last step, Charlie told herself. What more could there be?

“Everything seems in order so far. Next, we're going to open our subject's vagina up nice and wide with a speculum so that we can get a good look inside her.”

Dr Griffin withdrew her finger, donned a fresh pair of gloves, and picked up a duck-bill shaped tool from the instrument tray. It looked like a torture device from a Medieval dungeon.

“We'll be using an extra large speculum, rather than a more standard model. I want to make sure you all get a good view.”

Oh fuck.

“Normally for a sexually inexperienced woman like Charlie, we'd use a narrower speculum. But Charlie's body was fortified during her transformation to make it more durable, so she should be able to accommodate this larger tool.”

Charlie's heart galloped like a startled gazelle as Dr Griffin described how she was going to use the speculum's jaws to open her pussy up. Dr Griffin blathered about abnormalities one should watch for during a speculum exam, drawing Charlie's torment out.

“Ready, Charlie?” Dr Griffin grinned as she turned from the students and prodded Charlie's folds with the intimidating tool.

Charlie gulped. There was no turning back if she wanted to keep her job. She knew she wasn't going to find another place to work where she could spend most of the day looking at porn and playing video games. She reluctantly nodded.

Dr Griffin nudged the speculum in. Charlie watched with wide eyes as the instrument's metal flaps slowly disappear inside her on the overhead screen. It was cold, something she had not expected. And very hard. It was a lot bigger than Dr Griffin's finger. Her labia were pushed aside and squeezed into a tight circle around it. The inside of her vagina was likewise compressed around it. It was uncomfortable. A little painful, even. Yet to Charlie's surprise, it felt weirdly good.

Oh my God, she's getting turned on from the speculum! exclaimed Ludmilla.

That's a first, remarked Dr Griffin. Most patients feel discomfort. Not sexual arousal.

What a slut! jeered Lana.

The speculum bumped Charlie's cervix. Dr Griffin kept going, forcing it deeper. Charlie's pussy stretched to accommodate it. She let out a groan. Dr Griffin ignored her and kept going. She didn't stop till it was all the way in.

Then she began cranking its jaws apart.

Charlie's eyes became saucers as she was pried open. She squirmed and thrashed, but was held fast by the restraints around her wrists and ankles. Her vagina was displayed on the monitor above. Her labia were pushed aside like stage curtains at the beginning of a play. Her pussy and the flesh surrounding it were further stretched and compressed. It was uncomfortable, but also felt good. It reminded her of the way her cock had felt when she was gripping her pud while wanking off, but inside out. She wondered fearfully just how wide this sadistic doctor was going to stretch her.

Just when Charlie felt she could take no more, the jaws reached their maximum capacity. Charlie felt like she had been mounted by a horse. Her gaping kitty was displayed on the monitor above. She could see right down to the end of the fleshy tunnel.

“As you can see, the interior of Charlie's vagina looks healthy. Note how the surface is free of any bumps, spots or lesions. And the vibrant pink of the surface tissue. At the anterior of the vaginal passage, the opening of the cervix is visible. You can discern the opening in the center of the cervix which leads to the uterus. The opening is tiny in Charlie's case, since she's a virgin.”

Charlie blushed as Dr Griffin carelessly revealed that she had never had sex in front of more than a hundred young women.

“The cervical opening would be more pronounced in a woman who's given birth,” Dr Griffin continued. She talked more about the anatomy and physiology of the cervix and uterus, diseases that affected them, and follow-up diagnostics and treatment options as Charlie lay there with her pussy distended around the speculum's jaws.

“While we've got Charlie opened up, I'm going to demonstrate a cervical cytology, also known as a Pap smear. This test helps us detect cancerous and pre-cancerous cells in the cervix. These tests are being phased out as better blood tests become available, but nonetheless I'm going to demonstrate this for you.”

Dr Griffin flashed Charlie a malicious grin as she picked up a long plastic stick with a brush at one end.

“ This test can be a little uncomfortable for the patient. Sometimes there will be a little bit of bleeding...”

Charlie paled as Dr Griffin brought the brush to her gaping pussy. She watched it disappear into the pink tunnel on the monitor above. It scraped the side of her vagina, making her mewl.

“Oops, sorry about that, Charlie!” Dr Griffin did not sound sorry at all.

The brush reached Charlie's cervix. Dr Griffin forced it into the tiny opening and rotated it back and forth. Charlie winced as it scratched her delicate flesh. She was again pretty certain that Dr Griffin was being rougher than necessary. The physician took her time, yattering to her students about cervical cancer and the importance of regular screenings.

“We have one more test to conduct,” Dr Griffin announced as she at last pulled the brush out and closed and removed the speculum.

Charlie's eyes nearly popped out of her head as Dr Griffin described what was going to happen next.

“This test is not part of a standard gynecological exam,” Dr Griffin said. “But it is part of our evaluation of the success of Charlie's male to female transformation. I'll be testing Charlie's ability to respond to sexual stimulation and to achieve an orgasm.”

Dr Griffin retrieved a vibrator from the lower shelf of the instrument trolley. Charlie's kitty moistened as she realized the sexy MILF was going to jill her off. Then she looked up at the monitor, and a look of horror crossed her face. The overhead monitor had split into two side-by-side panels, one showing a close-up of Charlie's kitty, the other a close-up of Charlie's face.

How am I supposed to look cool in front of my coworkers if you show a close-up of my face while you're getting me off?

Charlie's words were intended only for Dr Griffin, but everyone with a transceiver could hear her thoughts. Every single one of Charlie's coworkers exploded with laughter. Lana clutched Ludmilla to avoid collapsing to the floor. Even Dr Griffin snickered. The laughter was infectious, and even though they didn't quite know what was going on, some of the med students started giggling. Charlie wished she could pull a sheet over her head.

Dr Griffin waited for the laughter to die down, then flicked the vibrator on. Charlie squirmed and pushed her hips against it as she brought it to her yearning kitty. Charlie knew that she looked like a complete slut, but she couldn't help it. A sultry moan escaped her.

Dr Griffin teased her folds with the vibrator. The sensation was exquisite, almost overwhelming. She brought it to Charlie's pearl, then pulled it away before she could come. Charlie whimpered in frustration and bucked her hips in the air. More laughter erupted.

Want me to keep going? Dr Griffin asked.

Oh fuck yes! Don't stop now!

Beg me for it, you fucking whore.

Charlie opened her mouth to protest, but her need overpowered whatever shreds remained of her pride.

Please don't stop! Please!  Pleeeeease!

Dr Griffin grinned and returned the vibrator to Charlie's flange. Charlie moaned and gyrated against it.

Look at that slut! Lana's words dripped with contempt. Are you sure we can't put her to work in a brothel? It would be the first time in her life she's done anything useful.

Charlie sensed that despite Lana's joking manner, she really would sell her to a whorehouse if she could. She wondered if there was such a thing as a lesbian whorehouse. The idea made her even wetter. Every single one of the women with a transceiver guffawed.

Dr Griffin circled Charlie's clit with the vibrator, ramping up her desire without allowing her to achieve release. Charlie looked at Dr Griffin imploringly. Dr Griffin smirked.

Charlie yanked at the restraints binding her arms to the bed's guardrails, desperate to get herself off. Her groans grew louder. The laughter grew more boisterous. Lana pulled out her phone and started videoing. Charlie had not thought she could feel more embarrassed, but she discovered that she was wrong.

Dr Griffin nudged the vibrator between her lips as if she was going to fuck her with it, ratcheting her arousal up another notch. Charlie started begging out loud for her to let her come. She was almost incoherent. Dr Griffin moved the vibrator up to her clit and circled it without touching it. Lana brought her phone in for a closeup of Charlie's bucking hips, then turned the phone to Charlie's face.

“Charlie seems to be responding quite well to the stimulation,” observed Dr Griffin, eliciting another burst of laughter.

Dr Griffin ran the vibrator down her slit, nudged her opening, then flicked the vibrator off again. Charlie yowled in frustration.

Dr Griffin spent several long minutes describing the physiology of female arousal to her students, holding the inert sex toy just above Charlie's yearning flesh.

“Oh fuck, please don't stop,” Charlie implored. Dr Griffin ignored her.

Feeling a little frustrated, are you, Charlie? mocked Lana. Charlie paid her no mind. All Charlie could think of was how badly she needed to come.

“I guess we've kept our volunteer waiting long enough.” Dr Griffin pressed the vibrator against Charlie's clit.

Charlie exploded. Her entire body rocked. She gushed on the sheet, soaking it. Dr Griffin held the vibrator against her nub. Her orgasm went on and on. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

Dr Griffin turned off the vibrator and put it back on the trolley. Charlie's body sagged. She could barely remember her own name. Girl cum dripped from the edge of the bed to puddle on the stage floor.

“That's it for the demonstration, ladies. The video will be available on the school's website, if you'd care to review it. Any questions?”

Do you think you could, um, let me keep this body a while longer?

Charlie was back at the Nova Nanotech lab with Dr Griffin, Ludmilla, Patricia and Lana. It had occurred to her that with this gorgeous new female body she might be able to pick up a girl in a lesbian bar. She wouldn't be able to fuck her, but she could still have a lot of fun.

“Nope” said Patricia. “We're changing you back.”

Charlie cringed. The average garden gnome was sexier than his old male body.

“Don't worry, Charlie,” said Lana. “I talked to the other girls. We're gonna take up a collection, and get you that inflatable sex doll.”

The room boomed with female laughter.
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She is the author of two novels, 90 Days and Savage. She has also published approximately 30 novelettes and short stories. Her works include:

Femdom School:  Hank had no idea what was taught at The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment. And he didn't care. What he did know was that the new semester didn't start for another four days. It seemed like the perfect time to install a hidden camera in the women's change room. To avoid being turned over to the police after being caught, Hank agrees to serve as a volunteer for a semester, allowing students learning the art of female domination to practice on him. Within an hour Hank is buck naked, his small penis is locked in a cock cage, a butt plug is buried in his ass, and he is on his knees with a collar and leash around his neck. And the semester is only beginning.

90 Days:  In a dystopian future where men outnumber women four to one due to a virus that was disproportionately lethal to females, the government offers male prisoners the chance to have their sentences waived if they agree to be permanently transformed into women and to serve 90 days of “community service”. Convicted of drug trafficking for having delivered some pot to a friend many years earlier, when he'd still been in high school, Steven agrees to participate in the new program to avoid spending the next 20 years in prison. He is transformed into Stephanie, a gorgeous young woman. Stephanie's 90 day contract is purchased by her ex-wife Daphne and her new lesbian lover Amira. who delight in turning Stephanie into their pleasure slave.

The Transformation:  Dr Brianna Malcolm's company has developed a way to quickly and safely change a person's gender right down to the DNA. When the beautiful young tech CEO learns that her boyfriend Ryker has been cheating, she gives him the choice of losing her forever or becoming the first human test subject for the new process, and then enduring a series of additional tribulations that include serving as a “slave” for two weeks to Brianna's sister, a sadistic amateur dominatrix. Ryker doesn't really give a rat's ass about Brianna. But he plans to get his hands on her family's venture capital fortune, so he agrees. Ryker soon finds himself transformed in more ways than he expected.

My Interview with a Domme (with Scarlett Thomas Wolfe):  In this no-holds-barred extended interview with Scarlett Thomas Wolfe, you will meet a woman who has been dominating and humiliating men for decades. Not for money, but because she loves doing it. A woman who has tied up, beaten, and whipped her willing slaves. Who has pegged men, locked them in chastity cages, and cuckolded them with her alpha male lovers. Who has made them orally service her to orgasm after orgasm—if they can prove themselves worthy of the privilege—but never allows them to fuck her. You will also meet some of her subs and other lovers, including the 4' 11” man who believed himself to be an elf and who welded a chastity cage over his penis, the mortician who wanted to be pegged and had an unsettling surprise for Scarlett when she visited him, and the towering, brawny Dom who thought he wanted to be a sub and learned that he was mistaken.

The Curse:  Teresa's sister Sadie is an adept in the dark arts of the Left Hand Path who can summon demons and commune with the dead. When Teresa's boyfriend Trevor insults her, Sadie places a curse on Trevor and Teresa which causes Trevor to gradually shrink to the size of a sex toy while pushing Teresa's already healthy sex drive increasingly out of control.

Ernie:  Ernie doesn't know why he exposes himself to young women in public. He just knows that it makes him feel good. His latest targets, Alice and Cleo, are modern-day witches who are adept at the dark arts. They give Ernie a choice. Allow himself to be handed over to the police, or serve as a living sex doll at a trade show, where he will be evaluated by thirty female testers. Delighted at the chance to finally lose his virginity, Ernie opts for the latter. He soon learns that his punishment is not the reward that it first appears to be.

The Punishment:  A sexual predator finds the tables turned when his would-be victim swaps their drinks after he drugs hers. He awakens to find himself secured to a gurney in a forgotten storage room in the basement of the medical school where his intended victim teaches. A sexual sadist who enjoys subjecting men to a combination of pleasure and pain, she offers him a grim choice. She can turn him over to the police. Or he can help her satisfy her own twisted desires by letting her use him to demonstrate several very intimate and at times very painful medical procedures to one of her classes.

Savage:  An eclectic group of people are brought together as they attempt to survive the first night of a mysterious pandemic that turns ordinary people into deranged killers. Among those fighting to stay alive are Bobbi, an amateur mixed martial arts fighter, Carlos, a long-haired young rocker, Luci, a sexy exotic dancer, Jessica, an emergency department triage nurse, Jenny, a ten-year veteran of the municipal police force, and Jenny's rookie partner Jay.

Zoe hopes you enjoy reading her work as much as she enjoyed writing it. She'd love to hear your feedback. You can reach her at:

zoedenoir@protonmail.com
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