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Anger Management




"This is bullshit," Derek muttered, sitting on the heavily padded brown couch. His eyes took in the office, lined with shelves of books and a floor-to-ceiling window partially obscured by the wide cherry oak desk.

"Why do you feel that way?" Dr. Hayes asked, tapping an expensive-looking pen against her full lips.

If there was any positive about the sentence Derek had received, he had at least caught a break with the counselor he'd been assigned. Heather Hayes was a fine piece of ass, if he did say so himself. Though her sandy blonde hair had been tied back into a loose bun, he knew that, if she let it down, that long blonde hair would spill over her shoulders and settle at the swell of a really amazing pair of tits. The business suit jacket she wore was tailored to accentuate her thin waist, her skirt snug around an ass that Derek knew she had to work to maintain. Even in her mid-thirties, he could tell she was in possession of a body any twenty-five year old would be jealous of.

"Because I didn't do anything wrong," he said, staring into the pale blue of her eyes, admiring the high cheekbones and the way her nose had a slight upturn to it. He reminded himself to check the internet later, see if he could find a picture of the sexy psychologist taken at some spring break in college, or a at some party where she had a few too many drinks in her. The great thing about the modern world... the internet never forgets.

"And yet," she began, looking down at the yellow legal pad on her desk, "you were ordered, by the court, to discuss the incident with me."

"Right." He laughed and looked up at the ceiling. "I bet that bitch is enjoying every second of this."

"You mean Nicole?"

"Of course I mean Nicole!" he said, louder than he intended. Still, Hayes retained her calm, scribbling a note on the pad then returning the tip of her pen to those bee-stung lips. Derek imagined them opening for his cock, her cool demeanor replaced by lust.

"You think she means you harm?"

"She loves to see me humiliated. She always has."

"I want you to understand, Derek, I have no contact with Nicole or her attorneys. I'm here because the judge ordered you to speak to me, and she is the only one I answer to. Our conversations are private."

"I get that," Derek said, calming himself. "It's just... I gave her everything, you know? I've spent five years trying to get her everything she wants and the only thing I ask is that she acts like a wife is supposed to."

"And how is that?" Hayes asked, shifting in her chair. Her jacket slipped open a bit more, and Derek could see the beige bra under her blouse through the buttoned top. He looked away, not wanting to tent his pants here in this woman's office.

"She's supposed to be a wife. Cook and clean, support me. Not be so freaked out every time I try to touch her."

"And how was she behaving?"

"Misbehaving, you mean. All of the stuff I said? Just imagine the opposite and that's what Nicole did."

"And that's why you hit her?"

Derek shifted and looked down at his hands.

"That was a mistake," he said, his voice low and soft.

"Derek," Hayes began, setting aside her legal pad and folding her hands on the desk, "I'm not here to judge you for your actions. Only to determine the cause. I think you do feel sorry for what you've done."

"Christ, of course I do." Derek met Hayes' eyes and shook his head. "I love her. And it only happened the one time."

"Do you think that should matter?"

"No," he replied and looked back to the floor. "I would do anything to take it back."

"Unfortunately, we can't turn back the clock. But, I think we can do something to prevent it from happening in the future. But only if you are willing."

Derek took a breath and sighed. "I know what I did was wrong. I've always had a temper, I know that. I got it from my dad. My mom was always the even-keeled one in our house. I'm not too blind to see that I'm more like my old man than I'd like to admit."

"Is that a yes?"

"What was the question?"

"Would you be willing to do anything to keep this from happening again?"

"Yes."

Hayes smiled and leaned back in her chair. "Good," she smiled. "I want to warn you, what I ask may seem unusual, but I want you to trust me."

Derek looked at her, leaned back in the chair, her full breasts pillowing the jacket she wore.

"For you, Doctor, I would do anything."



Hayes pulled into the parking garage, the sun setting behind her. The interior of the cement structure was already dark, lit by unforgiving fluorescents. She circled the ramp, moving deeper down into the belly of the parking garage until she saw the silver sedan with the familiar gym sticker on the back windshield. She pulled her blue Jaguar into the spot beside it.

The driver's doors of both cars opened simultaneously and Hayes hugged the woman who approached, kissing her cheek.

"How did it go?" the woman asked.

"As expected. Nicole, I want to be sure you're ready to go through with this. Once we start, there's no going back."

Nicole nodded, her chestnut hair bobbing around her pixie-round face. She handed a package to the lovely doctor and grinned, a bitter expression that contained little mirth.

"It's what he deserves."

"He does feel sorry. That much I can tell."

"Not yet, he doesn't," Nicole said spitefully. "But he will."



Derek was drenched with sweat when he returned home, his flannel shirt wet under the arms and at the small of his back. He'd been working construction all his life, scraping when the economy crashed, booming as it came back. He had traded a forty-hour-a-week employment for his own business, which meant longer hours, but he was master of his own domain. His father had been full of bad ideas, but controlling one's own fate, letting no one dictate what you can and can't do? That was one of his better notions.

He nearly stumbled over the package when he mounted the steps to his front porch, the interior dark and empty now that Nicole had gone. It was a plain white package with a pink ribbon running lengthwise down the center, another offset sealing it around the sides. He assumed it was something Nicole had ordered when he picked it up, lifting the folded note attached addressed to him.

'Derek,' it read, 'I'm hoping you were sincere when you said you would be willing to try anything to help yourself. In this box you will find the first steps to a wonderful change.'

He tucked the box under his arm and entered the dark house, his curiosity piqued. He imagined the beautiful doctor at his doorstep and a scenario played out in his mind where he was home when she had delivered it, leading to a scene of the two of them in Derek's bed, his mouth on hers, her soft body beneath him.

Grabbing a beer from the fridge, he tossed a frozen dinner in the microwave and opened the mysterious package. Tissue paper covered the contents and he ripped his way through the thin material until his hands found themselves wrapped in a silky fabric. When he lifted them, he realized that what he held was a pair of silken thigh high stockings. He frowned and dropped them on the table, digging deeper into the package for the promised note. Instead, he found a matching pair of panties.

"What the hell?" he asked aloud. A last search discovered a small portable disk drive, the words 'Read Me' written in permanent marker across the length of it. Ignoring the microwave that beeped behind him, he took his beer to the study where the computer sat.

He plugged the thumb drive into the pc and opened the folder. Inside, a text document was named 'Read Me,' just as the drive itself, and another file called HELP.EXE. He double-clicked on the text file and scanned the document.

'Derek, thank you for reading this far. You're curious, I'm sure, why I've left women's clothing in a box on your doorstep. I was struck by something you said - that you had gotten some of your worst habits from your father, while you praised your mother's more gentle nature. Without knowing the details, it seems certain to me that you grew up in a home where you had to be strong under your father's tutelage. I would like to learn what of your mother's influence may lie under the surface. All you have to do is simply hold the stockings in your hand and then play the other file on this drive. We can discuss the feelings you have during this session at our next appointment. Best, Dr. Hayes.'

Derek closed the file and sat staring at the screen. He frowned at the idea of sitting alone in the house, holding womens clothes in his hands while he watched a video, or whatever the hell Hayes had included. At the same time, he understood that Hayes held his fate in her hands. If she reported back to the judge - who was probably a dyke, a voice inside him called out - that he had not fulfilled his part in the counseling... he could wind up in jail, lose work, lose his home. He closed his eyes and sighed.

"Fine," he told the dark house, and stood quickly, retrieving the stockings from the box. He made a round of the first floor, closing the windows lest anyone see him sitting behind the computer like that. His neighbors were chatty types, and he'd already been the recipient of several visits from the nosy old hag next door with her casseroles, a tuna-based subterfuge to find out all she could about what had really
 happened between Nicole and Derek after seeing the flashing blues of police outside their home weeks before.

Secure in the knowledge he was alone, he finished his beer in a long swallow and sat down. He stretched the stockings between his hands, curling his fingers into the fabric. He gave himself a quick, resolute nod and double-clicked the file.

FLASH!

He blinked, the sudden intense color - a shockingly bright light pink - still floating before his eyes. When he focused again, he saw a black-and-white photo of a woman, maybe a secretary from the 1950s. She was smiling, sitting before a desk and typing. Behind it, lines swirled and turned. The image faded, replaced by another, this one a woman on a bed, pulling a stocking like the one he held in his hand up her leg, bunched at the knee as she unrolled it. Behind her, the image spun and swirled. Staring at it made it undulate, and he could feel his body sag in the chair as he stared at the screen.

FLASH!

This time, he blinked, but lazily, the color burning into his retinas. The picture of the woman dressing faded into another, a dark-haired beauty who looked over her shoulder behind her, smiling in nothing but her underwear - garters and stockings, panties, a bra that was only half-clasped. Then another image... and another... all of the photographs' subjects women in various stages of undress, but, to a one, they all wore similar lingerie, their bodies highlighted by the sheer stockings and satiny undergarments.

FLASH!

The spiral behind the images spun and spun, and Derek could feel a strange detachment as he watched. He lazily considered looking away and found that he had neither the strength nor the will to. He realized that a sound was playing, too, coming dimly from the small computer speakers, a pulsating tone coupled with a whispering voice that he could hear, but not understand.

Finally, the last image faded away, a close-up of a woman's legs and hips, adorned by stockings and lace panties. The spiral faded, too, the sounds from his speakers whispering one last time, then gone.

He blinked, sitting up in his chair, having slid down to his mid-back. He stretched his eyebrows up, widening his eyes to wake himself. His body tingled with a pleasant buzz, and he found himself rocking on his feet when he stood. Derek returned to the kitchen, suddenly aware that he hadn't actually eaten anything yet and pulled the food from the microwave. To his surprise, it was ice cold. He looked at the time on his phone, stunned to see that almost two hours had passed. More surprising, he realized that the stockings were still in his hands, only shifting from one to another when he was manipulating the microwave door.

He replaced the stockings in the package and reheated his food, disconcerted by the whole-body buzz that lingered with him as he ate.

When he slept, it was a deep sleep, and dreamless.



He liked to shave in the shower. It seemed efficient, somehow, rather than standing in front of the mirror afterward. He wiped the mirror hanging in the shower free of condensation and ran the razor down his cheek and over his chin. He ran his other hand down the now-smooth skin and felt a strange but not-unpleasant twitch in his cock. He repeated the motions until his face was shaved smooth, the feel of the slick skin under his fingers bringing him twinges of satisfaction from his sex.

His hand ran down his smooth neck to his chest, where the warm water teased the hair flattened against him. When his fingers found the tangle of hair, Derek felt a wave of nausea come over him, nearly doubling over at the queasy feeling. When he was able to stand again, something guided his hand holding the razor down, stroking the blades down the center of his chest, leaving a pale strip in the midst of the curly dark hair. When his fingers glided over the shaved skin behind the razor's swath, he was rewarded with another vague rumble of pleasure, his cock lifting between his legs. He closed his eyes, following the path of the razor with his fingers and delighting in the smooth skin left behind.

His entire torso was bare when the water began to cool, and he placed the razor in the hanging shower caddy, his hands caressing the reddened but silky skin. He was fully erect, the pleasure of his hairless chest and stomach stoking a burning ache in his member. He reached to hold it, met with another wave of nausea as his palm brushed the thatch of pubic hair at the base. This one was stronger, sending him to the floor of the basin, shivering at the stream of cool water that buffeted his back.

Crawling from the shower, Derek collapsed to the tiled floor of the bathroom, his newly-shaved chest tingling wonderfully at the sensation of his bare skin. He reached into the shower, shutting the water off. Despite the whirl of pleasure and disgust at his own body, he felt the compulsion to continue and could resist no more than he could resist drawing his next breath. He searched the cabinets under the sink, finding a half-used can of shaving cream he'd abandoned in favor of his shower-centric shaving. He studied the fluffy cream as it grew in his palm, then spread it over the thick hair of his upper thighs and the pubic hair around his still-hard cock until a foamy white layer covered every inch of his legs. He turned the bathroom sink faucet, retrieving the razor from the shower, clearing away the hair that clotted the head. He drew the razor up his calf, clearing a hairless path through the cream. He nearly gasped with the pleasure the smooth skin brought him.

It took over an hour before he was done, standing before the mirror, hairless below his neck. His skin was pale beneath, pink-hued after the attention his razor (and the next in the pack after the first no longer shaved as close as he wanted - needed
 - his skin to be), his member stiff and strangely exciting against the hairless skin.

Finally satisfied, Derek dried himself, caressing his skin under the towel. He felt no alarm at the compulsion, instead finding an unfamiliar peace settle over him.

It wasn't until he began to dress that the nausea returned. He pulled his usual boxers up his legs, rewarded with tingles as his flesh was tickled by the cotton. As soon as the waist snapped around him, though, his stomach twisted into painful knots, sending him back to the floor until he could push down the boxers, kicking them away as he clutched his flat stomach.

He gasped, scooting across the carpeted floor to place his back against the wall. His chest rapidly rising and falling, he struggled to puzzle out these changes in himself, but no answers would come. When he tried to think back to the file he had seen the night before, he only remembered how much it had wanted to help him, and could not be responsible for such pain as he felt. No, Dr. Hayes wanted him to be happy, and had done all she could for him, a truth he could not begin to question.

It was then he remembered the rest of the contents of the package. He rose, rushing through the house, aware of his nudity but past caring as he tore through the tissue paper and lifted the panties before him. They were silk, smoother than his skin, and the way they slid between his fingers gave him a thrill unlike any he could recall, short of the feel of a warm mouth covering his cock. That's what it felt like, he realized. The touch of the silk was like a mouth, inviting and all-consuming.

He stepped into the panties and slid them up, bracing for the nausea. When the silk slid over his erection, he moaned aloud at the pleasure it brought. This was better, he knew. This was right
 . He walked through the bottom floor of his house, savoring the sensation of his smooth thighs brushing together, the frictionless sway of his cock within the panties. He was more than at ease, he felt an electric thrill that sparked with every step he took, eyes closing as he lifted a calf to slide against the other.

'The stockings,' he thought, eyes opening wide with realization. As glorious as the panties were, he needed to feel that same silken heaven wrapped around his legs. He made his way into the study, finding the stockings where he had left them the night before.

He sat on the edge of the chair, his hand rolling one stocking to the toe as if he had done so many times before. He slid it slowly up his calf and over his knee, relishing the silky caress, the elastic band snapping securely around his thigh. He repeated the process with his left leg, even more slowly. He could not begin to describe, even to himself, the satisfaction it brought him. When he stood again, his feet slippery against the bare floor, he made his way back to the bedroom and dressed for work, the brush of the undergarments against the coarseness of his jeans keeping his cock hard and eager.

To the outside observer, he would look no different, save a little sway to his hips that suggested femininity, but, beneath, Derek thrilled at the slightest movement.



He returned home after dark, as usual. The day had been busy, and constantly arousing. His cock ached with the need for touch, to be stroked until his seed filled the silk he wore, but he resisted. Something within him told him to keep his hands off the throbbing member, and he had obeyed the voice inside him.

The only thing that sullied the splendid mood he'd been in all day was a confrontation with one of his contracted employees. Admittedly, he'd been late to the job site, but only because of the time it took to prepare himself this morning. He bristled at the way Rory, a man he had worked with for years, had shouted at him, calling him irresponsible and shiftless since Nicole had left. Derek had stared at him, agape. His first thought had been to challenge Rory, to explain to him how long it had taken to look and feel this good, but he bit his tongue. He had simply nodded and apologized, going about his work. By the end of the day, Rory's good humor had returned and they were chatting and laughing as usual. Still, he hated the thought that he had somehow disappointed Rory and resolved to be on time the following day.

When Derek slid from the cabin of his truck and saw a new package on his porch, he barely contained a squeal of delight. He hurriedly unlocked the door and closed it behind him, sliding the pink ribbons off to open it up. Inside, he found another note addressed to him.

'Derek,' it began, 'I hope you've enjoyed your first package. Inside this box, you will find another portable drive. Simply double-click on the file on the drive and enjoy. Also, you may find that your skin is a bit sensitive. A jar of cream is enclosed to help your skin recover from your recent shaving exercise. Also, some nice new clothes for you tomorrow. No peeking! Watch your file first.'

Derek shed his clothes on the way to the study, leaving only his stockings and panties to cover himself. He inserted the drive into his computer, opening the file on the portable drive with growing anticipation.

He felt himself sag into the chair as the first FLASH! of bright pink echoed in his vision, followed by the image of a curvaceous brunette, staring from the screen at him, wearing a dress unbuttoned to the waist to show the bra and just a hint of the panties beneath. Behind her, the swirling blur of lines drew his eyes deeper into the picture. When the image of the half-undressed woman faded into another, this one of a redhead, turned in profile to show her modest breasts, her hands cupping them, her ass decorated with lace panties, Derek heard the low tone and the unintelligible whisper beneath.

Image after image buffeted his vision, interspersed with the occasional burst of bright pink. He sat watching, face slack, eyes affixed to the screen as the spinning spiral made the image shift and writhe in his perception.

When the program ended, an empty screen and silence suddenly surrounding him, Derek felt an urge to sleep and staggered to bed, collapsing onto the sheets and submerging into slumber before he could cover himself.



Nicole watched Heather Hayes enter the locker room of the gym, her shorts and sports top damp with sweat. She toweled her neck below the hair tied up in a ponytail, and Nicole admired the doctor's firm body once more. She felt no jealousy, only the respect due a woman who maintained her beauty with such diligence.

Hayes' eyes widened when she saw her unexpected visitor, wearing her smart pantsuit, wholly out of place in the gym locker room.

"What are you doing here?" Heather asked, the question coming more sharply than she intended.

"I'm just checking on our patient's progress."

"His next appointment is tomorrow," Hayes said, opening her locker and removing the duffel. "I left the other package."

"Did you see him?"

Heather shook her head. "To be honest, Nic, I'm not sure how much further I can let this go on. I understand you're angry with him, and I'm all for smoothing some rough edges, but this is..."

"What? Mind control?"

"I wouldn't say that."

"Why not? That's what it is, Heather. It's what you're party to, so don't forget what our goal is. It's not as if you could stop, anyway."

"He's a human being."

"He'll barely be a he by the end of tomorrow. And you will do exactly what I say."

Heather slammed her locker, turning her back to Nicole.

"I have to go."

"Do you, Heatherbaby?" Nicole called after the beautiful psychologist, who froze in place. "Look at me."

Heather turned to Nicole, who now stood inches away from her. Her frustration with Nicole's methods were erased, replaced by a fawning adoration.

"That's better," Nicole said, cupping and lifting Hayes' full breast through the damp top. "I control you every bit as much as I will control him. Say it."

Heather moaned at the touch, arching her back to press her flesh into Nicole's hand.

"You control me," she groaned.

"That's right. Derek never cared about my work, and now he'll be the perfect test subject. So little desire to understand the research I've been doing, and now he'll reap the rewards of my efforts. A mindless and horny slave for me, just like you."

"Yessss..." Heather sighed, licking her lips.

"Show me what a sweet slave you are," Nicole grinned. "Let me watch you cum."

Heather's hand pushed beneath the waist of her gym shorts, pressing her knuckle against the swelling button within her folds. Her breath quickened her fingers spreading her petals and diving into the slick canal.

Nicole smiled as a short, dark-skinned girl walked into the locker room, then turned and left, seeing the blonde fingering herself wantonly before Nicole.

When Heather screamed through her orgasm, she found herself alone, another package on the bench between the lockers awaiting her patient.

Red-faced, she placed the package in her gym bag and hurried out of the locker room, the slick rub of her pussy as she walked a heavenly gift from Nicole.



Silk Therapy




Derek slid his legs together, awash in pleasure at the the way they glided against one another. He had yet to move from his bed, too enamored by the whisper of silk against silk.

His cock strained against the panties, but he behaved as he should, his hands wandering to his nipples and squeezing the nubs, another voice to add to the aria of arousal he felt. His languid writhing was interrupted only by the realization that he had gifts awaiting him in the kitchen.

He descended the stairs to the first floor, his hips rocking with each step in a way that further stiffened his already-aching erection. Despite the blissful agony of his need to release, there was something thrilling about the need.

Tearing through the now-familiar tissue paper, Derek found a heavy jar, labeled plainly as 'Beauty Cream,' and his hands brushed against more silk beneath. Another throbbing ache accompanied the touch, but he felt a greater urgency, hurrying back up the stairs to the bathroom, jar in hand.

No instructions were required as his hands seemed to know precisely what to do. Unscrewing the lid, he dipped two fingers into the cool-to-the-touch cream, testing the texture between his fingers. It was smooth, but with a hint of a fine grain that provided a pleasant friction. After the initial chill of the cream, he could feel a warm tingle, almost as if the tips of his fingers had fallen asleep.

He scooped the cream into his hand and applied it to his face, rubbing it into his skin in wide circles, from the edge of his hairline and over his cheeks and nose. The warmth he felt on his fingers intensified as he spread the cream down his neck, methodically working the lotion-like cream over his entire body. When he slid his greasy hand over his cock, he felt opposing sensations of the sensual tingling and a wave of disgust at the hardness in his hand. He held it only long enough to ensure it had been appropriately covered and quickly released it.

He undressed, disappointed that the wonderful silken feeling departed with the stockings and panties, but he understood it was a necessary evil. The jar was nearly empty by the time he had coated his calves and feet, leaving his entirety slightly sticky with the cream. Content that he had covered himself, he stepped into the hot shower, allowing his hands to roam over his body as the cream washed away under his touch. The tingling, however, remained, seeming to penetrate deeper until the pleasant prickling consumed him inside and out. His forever-hard cock throbbed, begging for release, but his hands continued their course over his body. As they retraced their paths up his torso, it seemed as if his shaved body was smoother even than the day before, and the thought of his hairlessness delighted him further.

When the shower was done and he had dried his baby-smooth skin, he collected the panties and stockings from the floor. Before putting them back on, and his body pined for the silk in a way he could have never imagined, he wanted to first examine the remaining contents of the latest package. As he returned, his hands caressed the sheer fabric.

The last of Dr. Hayes' gifts awaited him, and Derek removed his new clothing from the box. New panties, as delicate to the touch as the ones he'd worn the day before, but black, with a lace trim. As soon as he slid them on, quickly and with great relish, he found that the lace clung to his thighs and waist, helping to shape his ass into something rounder. Matching black stockings, the bands at the thighs of the same design as the lace panties. He sat at the kitchen table, again savoring their journey up his smooth legs. He ran his hands down his calves after he'd adjusted them, groaning at the way they brushed against his skin.

Finally, a matching bra, and he found that the ease with which he slid his arms into the straps, securing the clasp behind him, was simultaneously strange and as natural as he could imagine. The cups were padded, but, despite the additional bulge they created, his chest looked small and pathetic beneath. He cupped the bra, pressing it against his skin, imagining the bra full and sensitive to the pressure.

He saw the time on the wall clock and pouted at the thought of having to leave his sanctuary, content to return to bed and wallow in the silky embrace of his new underwear. He didn't want to disappoint Rory, who would be meeting him at the job site in no more than half an hour. As he climbed the stairs to his bedroom, he felt his hips swinging and grinned.



It was after lunch when his phone reminded him of his appointment with Dr. Hayes. Not that he was in any danger of forgetting. He imagined how the session would go, how grateful he would be to her, practicing how he would reveal his gratitude to her for helping him feel so alive, so at ease... so sexy.

He met Rory right on time, not necessarily cause for back-patting, but he was so full of joy he could barely contain himself from celebrating even the smallest victories. Rory had looked at him askance as Derek sang to himself, touring the site and directing workers to one task or another. He had taken a hammer up himself, but the rough effect on his hands brought a grimace to his face and he limply dropped the tool, pointing one of the hired laborers to the job.

"You okay, boss?" Rory asked him shortly afterward. Derek had been examining his nails, longer than he recalled, but something about their curve and length pleased him. He imagined them pink, with white tips in the French style he'd seen Nicole wear. He decided they would look pretty that way.

"I'm fine, why?" he asked, an easy smile painting his features.

"I dunno," Rory replied, wiping his brow. His hands were covered by thick suede work gloves, the belt around his muscled waist filled with well-used tools. There was something rugged and attractive about him, Derek thought.

"Don't be silly. I feel great!" Derek assured him, but Rory's look was unconvinced. "Keep an eye on things for me a while. I have to go to that appointment I told you about."

"Right, the court thing," Rory said, no less suspiciously. "How's that going anyway?"

"Really wonderful," Derek grinned. "Dr. Hayes is amazing. If you ever need someone to talk to, you should look her up. I mean, she's smart, and pretty, and..."

"I get it," Rory laughed. "She's a hottie. Why didn't you just say you wanted to fuck her?"

"Hey!" Derek said, a finger leveled at Rory, "Don't talk that way about her. Yes, she's pretty, but what she's doing has nothing to do with her looks. She's a strong woman who deserves to be talked about with respect!"

Rory raised his hands in surrender. "Fine, I just thought..."

"Just watch the guys. I'll be back in an hour or so."

Rory watched his employer walk to his truck, noting the way his boss's ass filled the jeans, and the healthy sway of his walk. He wondered if just maybe the boss weren't a little lighter in the loafers than he had thought.



Heather Hayes was startled by the drastic change in Derek's appearance when he arrived in her office, grinning as he leaned into a casual hug with her. His skin was the most obvious alteration, soft and fairly glowing where it had been coarse before. His shape was changing, too, his hips wider, his jeans rounded over a more shapely ass. Even his lips seemed fuller and more pronounced.

When he sat, he crossed his legs, bouncing a shoe off the tip of his toe and Hayes could see the black stocking beneath his more shapely legs. He was bright and smiling, an eagerness in his expression that made her reflect his sunny attitude.

"You look nice," Hayes said, shutting the office door and sitting behind her desk.

"I feel wonderful, Dr. Hayes. I have to thank you so much for what you've done for me. I mean, I haven't even felt close to being angry like I used to be." Derek held up a long-nailed hand to stop the question before Hayes could ask. "I know it's only been a couple of days and there's a lot of work to do, but I just want you to know how much this is helping."

"I'm glad, Derek. And how has work been?"

Derek sighed, a bit distractedly. "Good." He paused, considered his words. "I have to be honest, I haven't felt as connected to it lately. I've done it for so long, and part of me thinks that maybe it's time for a change."

"Oh?" she prodded, encouraging him with a warm smile.

"This may sound strange coming from a man, but I have honestly been dreaming of someone just taking care of me, you know? Someone strong and confident... and sexy, of course."

"Of course," Hayes replied, echoing his grin.

"But it pays the bills, I guess."

"Before we continue, Derek, I have another gift for you. Would you like that?"

Derek squealed and clapped his hands together. "Oh, yes, please!"

Dr. Hayes reached beneath her desk, retrieving the package Nicole had given her that morning. Nicole had made Hayes beg for it, punishing her further for having the audacity to question Nicole's agenda. Before the box had been given, Nicole made Heather drop to her knees and lap Nicole's pussy until she had cum, screaming and holding Heather's head to her sex until Heather had cleaned her, too. The thought of the humiliation flooded Heather's canal once more with lubrication, just as she had been taught to respond.

The box rattled as Derek took it, reaching for the ribbons.

"No, no," Heather warned, squirming in her chair. "You're not to open that until you're at home."

Derek pouted, a surprisingly effective expression on his less-masculine face.

"Promise?"

"Yes, Dr. Hayes," he said reluctantly.

The session continued, relatively normally under the circumstances. Hayes taught Derek new breathing techniques, under the auspices that it would help with his anger. In truth, the breathing would intensify his response to the inductions Nicole had provided.

Before Derek left he had given Dr. Hayes a kiss on each cheek as he held her by the elbows. Heather watched after him as Derek wiggled his hips through the reception area and out the door.

Sealing herself away in her private office, she fell to her knees, tugging her business skirt to her waist and plunging her fingers into her eager pussy, moaning as she received her reward for fulfilling Nicole's will.



Derek had been in high spirits for the rest of the day, his mood broken only by the news that Rory had left the site while he was away. The news had affected him strangely, the frustration at having to redistribute his work force nearly driving him to tears. After collecting himself in one of the portable toilets, he had plastered a smile on his face that became genuine once work was underway again.

His eyes darted back to his truck again and again, the package in the passenger seat issuing a siren's call that he found hard to resist. Still, he had promised Dr. Hayes, and she was so wonderful to him, he couldn't imagine disappointing her.

During the session, he had found his eyes drifting over her body, but not as lustfully as he had before. Instead, he examined the details of her clothing, the way it hugged her body, pining for an outfit like it. He wondered where she shopped and discovered the idea of shopping for women's clothing aroused him further, stirring the embers of his swollen erection.

He practically burst through the door when he arrived home, taking the new package directly to the study in preparation for a new file to help him further relax. He was certain Dr. Hayes would sign off on his counseling with the judge, but he hoped they would continue long into the future. Dr. Hayes took such good care of him, and he found that the idea of being treated this way, being directed and cared for, filled him with the most satisfaction.

Just as expected, another portable drive awaited him. No note had been left, only a series of smaller, unlabeled boxes that he resisted the urge to explore, favoring the bliss the special files brought instead. He removed the drive from the night before and placed the new one in the USB slot. Again, no note, only the file, this one called FINAL.EXE. He double-clicked it, his breathing falling into a deep, steady rhythm, just as Dr. Hayes had shown him, as the first FLASH! resonated in his vision.

The rumble and whispering from the speakers began almost instantly, accompanied by the twisting and turning spiral. An image faded in, a woman applying eye shadow to her lids, her face as blank and slack as Derek's own. This one faded to another, a pretty blonde pursing her lips and painting them with bright red lipstick. Another, displaying a young woman applying blush. More, all of them pretty faces decorating themselves with tasteful makeup. These transitioned to model-like poses of women, gorgeous in delicate lingerie and carefully made-up faces. Derek understood on a base level the need for this symmetry... the marriage of makeup and clothing to create the perfect look.

When he woke, he found that he was stripped of his work clothing, dressed only as he should be - his stockings, panties and bra. His cock, he realized, no long stood erect, limp within the glorious silk of his panties, and his nose wrinkled in disgust at the thought of the ridiculous flesh between his legs. He lifted his leg against the other, delighting in the sensation of the whispering silk as he finally stood, hazily collecting the package he'd been given.

Climbing the stairs in the dim light of evening, he made his way to the bathroom and stared at himself in the mirror. He looked sexy in his bra and panties, and he tested the weight on his chest, delighted to find that his chest was growing into the padded cups. They were small buds, only A-cups, but they were growing.

"I should have big tits," he whispered, and the words made his desire real.

He opened one of the smaller boxes, discovering a compact inside, complete with a light rouge and brush. His unpracticed hand shook at first as the bristles swept over the powder, but soon steadied as his instructions took control, guiding his hand to flutter over his cheeks in soft, short motions. He tilted his head to admire the way it narrowed his cheeks and highlighted the cheekbones that seemed higher than he recalled. 'No matter,' he thought, discarding the vague worry, 'I need to be pretty.'

His eyes were next, the eye shadow in another box a shimmering blue color that fairly sparkled under the lights above the mirror. As before, his first strokes were tentative, but quickly grew confident until his lids were painted with a delicate touch. In the same smaller box he found a dark eyeliner, an image of what his eyes should look like fixed in his mind. He drew around the lids, carefully highlighting the corners of his eyes. He blinked after applying the pencil-thick lines and couldn't resist fluttering his eyes. They weren't quite what they needed to be, but the voice that urged him on assured him it was enough for now.

Another search of the package produced a tube of dark mascara, and he turned the delicate brush over in his fingers before stroking along his lashes. When he had applied the thick, dark color to both lashes, he realized that had been what was missing, his eyes now smoky and alluring.

The face that stared back at him was utterly feminine, tastefully drawn and seductive. A last search of the box revealed one last surprise, and he uncapped the lipstick that remained. He pursed his lips as he'd seen the girls in the images do, the rich and deep pink coating first his upper lip, then the lower. He rubbed them together, spreading the color evenly and smacked his lips together.

He felt a stir of arousal, but not centered around his shrunken sex, instead radiating from his belly, assuring him he looked beautiful, perfected... womanly.

Yes, that's what he was, he realized... a beautiful woman. The realization sent the pleasure in his belly surging through him, lighting every nerve, save those in his cock, which remained quiet while the rest of him sang with joy.

He registered only mild disappointment that the box contained no new clothes, but he was grateful for what he had been given. He owed so much to Dr. Hayes. Or did he? Something tugged at his consciousness, telling him that the source of his newfound joy was not wholly the domain of his doctor, but... something else. Someone
 else.

He arranged his makeup on the bathroom counter just so, eager to have more, to try new colors, to make himself perfect. But for whom? He needed to please someone, but his thoughts wouldn't go further and illuminate the name that was just out of his grasp.

Frustrated and happy, he strode from the bathroom to the bedroom, hands delighting in the soft skin below his bra, then up, to cup his growing breasts. They hadn't crossed the line to B-cups, yet, but they were larger, his nipples aflame when he brushed his hands over them, pressing firmly against the bra to fan the sparks.

When he saw the new package on his bed, he couldn't be bothered with the details of how it had come to be in his bedroom inside a locked house, only that he must open it, must find out what new pleasures awaited. He delicately removed the ribbons, easily severing them with his two-inch nails. He would need polish for them soon. They looked so bare, so plain.

He cast the lid aside and lifted the tissue paper, spreading it to the sides to reveal the silky fabric beneath. He scooped the material into his hands and held it before him. A dress, finally his own dress, spaghetti straps that held aloft a waist- and hip-hugging black dress. He raised it over his head and felt the silk glide down his body as it settled onto his shoulders. He shifted his hips as it draped over his round ass, falling to his mid thigh. When he took a step, the lacy tops of his stockings peeked out, the flirty glimpses making him feel wonderfully sexy.

He turned to slink downstairs, imagining a night with a glass of wine, watching television on the couch with his legs curled beneath him, luxuriating in the silk, when he stopped. At the doorway, he saw the shoes.

The heels were tall, four inches, with thin criss-crossing straps and open toes. Small buckles around the ankle strap dangled free, inviting his feet into them. He did not hesitate, lifting one leg behind him and sliding first one shoe on, then the other, balancing himself against the wall as he settled back onto his feet and bent at the waist, securing the thin buckles.

The first step he took, the way the heels shaped his calves and swung his ass as he moved, sent another rocket explosion of pleasure through him, his cock still absent from the party the rest of his nerves were throwing for him. The way he moved as he descended the stairs overjoyed him, so complete, finally. Whatever had existed before, he knew this was his true nature, his destiny.

His heels clicked on the kitchen floor as he opened a bottle of wine Nicole had left weeks before, wrapping his hand around the wine glass as he swayed into the living room.

"Hello, Derek," she said, startling him, the glass slipping from his hand and bouncing off the carpeted floor and spilling the red wine, flowing outward like a bloodstain on the pale carpet.

Nicole was stunning in a green satin dress that flowed around her, the neck plunging between her breasts to show enough cleavage to draw the eye. Her heels were identical to the black ones Derek wore, only the same green as the dress. Derek's surprise was muted by his sudden need for Nicole. Not the sexual need he once felt, but the need to please her, to do anything to make her happy. He rushed to her, wrapping his arms around her, feeling his small chest press against hers, another burst of bliss as his budding breasts were stroked by the contact.

Nicole grinned as she pushed him away and it was only then he saw Dr. Hayes behind her. Heather knelt on the floor, partially hidden by the couch, resting on one hand as the other navigated between her spread legs, stroking her glistening slit. Strangely, the image of the beautiful doctor in her state of undress, her skirt bunched around her hips, her blouse ripped open to expose her bare and voluptuous breasts, elicited no sexual response from him at all, save for a twinge of jealousy at her round and heavy tits.

"Dr. Hayes?" he managed, but the psychologist did not register his presence as she rocked on her fingers, finger-fucking herself with an expression of heavenly oblivion.

"Don't bother," Nicole said with an impatient wave. "That little slut is out of commission until I say differently." Nicole looked Derek up and down, taking in the silken details. "You turned out better than I hoped, and I had high expectations, Derek."

Nicole ran her hand along Derek's rouged cheek, and he nearly collapsed with the pure bliss the simple touch brought.

"You were always such the manly man, Derek, and now look at you. So feminine, so soft and weak. That night you hit me, I knew exactly what I had to do, and I had the benefit of your lack of interest in my work. You knew I'd been spending long hours at my lab, and you made sure I knew what a horrible inconvenience it was for you, not having your meals prepared, not being at your beck and call."

Derek fell to his knees, knowing as certain as the sunrise that this was place, to be at the feet of this woman who had given him everything. She smiled down at him, gently teasing his shoulder-length hair.

"While you were chastising me for my career, my team and I were developing a method of restructuring a life from the genetic level. We learned which switches to flip to create almost anything we desired. Coupled with my personal hobby, the use of subliminals and hypnosis to alter the brain, I realized I could shape any person I chose into whatever I desired, inside and out. I had even planned on a special surprise dinner to celebrate with you, Derek, but you could never lose those Neanderthal tendencies of yours. So I had to take matters into my own hands."

Derek barely registered her words, focused on the perfect shape of her lips, the way they pursed when she spoke.

"I wanted you to understand what it was like to be treated the way you treated me, but I could never hurt you. Unlike you, I still have compassion. So, I thought it was only fitting that you assumed the role you tried to cast me in - the dutiful wife."

Derek knew it was true. He wanted so much to make someone happy, to support them, to be a perfect mate for someone. But, despite his previous relationship with her, he could not imagine being with Nicole in a sexual way, devoted as he was.

Nicole saw the frown knit his features and patted his cheek.

"Don't worry, sweetie, I don't mean me. After the amount of brainwashing and alterations we've done, I don't think you'll be with another woman again. And I've made sure you don't want to. I've worked hard to provide you with a base for your new life, and the cream you rubbed into your skin has stitched you together wonderfully. The one little thing that will remain of your former life is that little prick hanging between your legs. You deserve to be punished for what you did, Derek. For what you were
 . So, I'm afraid that's not going anywhere, even though your body will continue to grow until you are a stunning woman. And in front of every domestic woman like you is a strong man, isn't that right, honey?"

Derek nodded blissfully, his comprehension ending with his fondest desire - he would be a perfect wife.

"Rory?" Nicole called over her shoulder, her eyes still on Derek as he gazed up at his former wife. "Come out here. I want you to meet someone."

Derek saw his employee enter from the den, his face as slack as his own had been following his time watching the swirling images of the computer. The look of devotion on his face matched Derek's own as they both stared at Nicole, heedless of the grunting blonde on the floor behind her.

"Rory, I would like you to meet Dana. She's very excited to meet you. Isn't that right, Dana?"

Dana nodded, the name unlocking carefully constructed memories in her mind. Nicole was Dana's friend, her oldest and dearest friend, who had worked so hard to help Dana adjust, despite the deformity she'd been born with - that useless and barely functional penis that shrank against her pelvis.

Dana stood, smiling easily, comfortable in her skin as she moved to Rory.

"Rory," Nicole continued, "is perfect for you, sweetie. He has a bit of a fetish for beautiful girls with a little something extra, don't you, Rory?" she asked with a smile and wrinkle of her nose.

"I'm happy to meet you," Dana said, extending a soft shake. Rory took it, bending and kissing the top of her hand.

"You, too. Nicole has been saying wonderful things about you and she didn't come close to describing how hot you were."

Dana blushed, looking to Nicole who gave her an encouraging nod.

"Thank you," Dana said, her cheeks reddening beneath the rouge. Dana's eyes looked down to Rory's broad chest, his thick and muscular arms, the bulge that hinted at the erection within his jeans.

"Oh, you two are far too polite. Rory wants you, don't you?"

"She's beautiful," Rory agreed.

"And you want him, Dana?"

Dana bit her lip and nodded coyly.

"Why don't you take him upstairs, then?"

Dana giggled, taking Rory by the hand and leading him up the steps. His eyes followed Dana's ass it it swayed ahead of him, and he gave her a soft pat that made her hop and giggle.

In the bedroom, Dana could contain herself no longer, and she knew this was the man for her, just as Nicole had said. She looped her arms around his neck, leaning to him. When his tongue pushed over her lips and curled in her mouth, she felt a tidal wave of pleasure. His hands were rough and calloused, so very manly,
 and the way they gripped her ass and squeezed made her squirm happily against him.

She gasped as the kiss broke, his grip on her ass releasing to follow the curve of her breasts, nearly grown into C-cups. The way his hands crudely squeezed and twisted her hard nipples made her weaken further, falling to her knees and unbuckling his belt, tugging at the button holding his cock inside. She couldn't work her fingers fast enough, moaning as the zipper finally revealed the half-erect cock beneath.

Her hunger at the sight of it overwhelmed her, and Dana gripped the thick and veiny meat in her hand, stroking it, delighting in the way it hardened under her touch. She was a good wife, a dutiful wife, and it didn't hurt that she loved Rory's cock so much.

She took him in her mouth, her lips caressing the skin of his shaft, her tongue flicking the tip as it leaked his delicious pre-cum. She moaned around him when his hands slid through her hair and gripped her head, relaxing her throat as he pumped in and out of her warm, wet mouth. The way he fucked her face so well made Dana proud and aroused, closing her eyes to savor the taste of him. She could feel his muscles tense as her hands raked from the small of his back to his well-muscled ass, hungry for him to spill his seed into her waiting hole.

Before he allowed himself to climax, Rory pulled his cock from his future wife's lips with a wet slurp, lifting her roughly to the bed and turning her over. He thrilled at the glimpse of the tiny cock between Dana's legs as he pushed the dress over her round ass and ripped the silk panties away with a snap, her tight pucker revealed to him. Dana bent her head to the bed and braced herself, the wide head of his cock pressing against her asshole.

"Please," she whimpered, and he obliged.

Rory's girth spread her wide, filling her ass as he drove deep inside, his cock lubricating her walls with Dana's own saliva and the dripping pre-cum that leaked from him.

"You like that, don't you, slut?" he panted as he found a rhythm that sank him to the base of his shaft with each penetration.

Dana cried out in pleasure in response. Though her cock would yield no pleasure, a new type of orgasm built in Dana, one inspired by the way Rory used her ass so well. She met his thrusts in time with him, the meaty slap of her ass against his pelvis arousing her almost as much as the way his cock lit explosions of need in her.

When his hands grabbed her hips, holding Dana close and driving ever deeper into her, her tight ring squeezing his cock as he passed through it, he seized up as he felt his own orgasm build.

He came, his sticky cum filling her ass, and Dana responded with her own new brand of release, screaming along with her nerve endings, a mix of elation and utter satisfaction at having pleased her man.

They collapsed together on the bed, Rory climbing up to rest beside her, looking deep into Dana's brown eyes and stroking her sweat-matted hair from her forehead.

"I love you, baby," he whispered.

"I love you, too, Rory," Dana replied, and no words had ever been truer coming from her mouth.

He grinned and patted her ass. "How about a sandwich?"

She kissed him and slid from the bed with a wiggle. "Anything for you," she said.

As she descended the stairs to the kitchen, stopping briefly to watch the strange blonde woman nestled between Nicole's legs, lapping at her exposed pussy, Dana reflected on how lucky she was. A handsome and strong man in her bed to take care of and a best friend who supported her in everything.

She opened the fridge and sorted through the containers. Rory would like some roast beef, she decided, elated as a drop of his semen slid down the back of her stockinged thigh. It was perfect.
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"You mind doing her hair?" Nat asked, leaning close and whispering to Carol.

"I've never done bleaching or anything. I'm not sure I know how," she confessed.

"It's easy. Just follow the instructions on the box and it never takes the first time anyways. I'll show you how later, but give it a shot, okay?"

Carol nodded and gave Nat's hand a friendly squeeze. Nat was so helpful, just like everyone here. She reminded herself to thank Lady B again the next she saw her. This vacation was turning more and more exciting by the moment.

"Go on," Nat grinned, waving Carol into the trailer, Molly following a step behind. When they had both entered, Carol heard the door close behind them and a lock turned.

The trailer was lined with rubber walls, all the same bright pink of the Institute classrooms, with black rubber squares where the windows had been covered. A salon chair and sink stood at one end, with a mirror and counter top filled with makeup and hair products. Carol moved towards this end, away from a pink booth at the opposite end, a rectangular box that extended almost to the ceiling. Carol was sure at least one person could fit inside, and the closed door elicited a flicker of curiosity.

Unwilling to disappoint Nat, Carol guided the still-dazed Molly to the chair and bent to examine the pedals at the base of it until she found the release to recline Molly. Carol started the water, testing it with the back of her hand until it was warm, and removed the bands holding the red hair in the looping pigtails.

After wetting the hair, she lifted a bottle of pink shampoo from the crowded counter and squinted at the instructions on the back. Simply, she was directed only to wash her hair and build the shampoo into a thick lather. She felt a tingle as she squeezed the thick pink fluid into her hands and closed her eyes as she rubbed her hands together, enjoying the gentle tingle spread. She came to when she heard the now-familiar rolling bass sound begin, accompanied by a woman's voice whispering. The voice seemed to grow from the bass, then descend back into it, and only through concentrating could Carol make out the words.


"My mind is happy, blank and free..."
 it said. Then, "Brainwashing is good for me."


It repeated again and again, until it faded into the background. Carol remarked to herself how invasive Lady B's techniques were, and she steeled herself from listening too closely. She didn't want too much of the beautiful shemale's influence to follow her home with Nikki.

Back to her task, Carol massaged the girl's scalp, smiling as Molly's hands found work of their own, rubbing and teasing her glistening and shaved pussy. Carol watched the girl enjoy herself for a moment, her hands automatically scrubbing the girl's scalp with the tingly shampoo, the pink bubbles it formed multiplying until it seemed as though Molly's head was crowned by a lather of light pink.

The further instructions told Carol to let the shampoo set, and, rather than consign herself to sitting alone with Molly, who moaned softly as her fingers penetrated her folds and pushed deeper inside, Carol decided to explore the mysterious booth. The effects of the inductive bass would be lessened within the booth, also, she reasoned.

It wasn't locked, and opened with a small pink ring set into one door. Inside, the booth was black and silent. She slipped inside and closed the door behind her, grateful for the quiet the booth afforded.

"Subject detected," she heard a female, robotic voice announce and a lock turned on the door. Carol pushed against the door, feeling along the flat, black surface for a way out, but found none.

"Molly?" she called out, then fell silent as the interior of the booth flickered to life. Sound filled the small space, higher pitched than the bass she had heard outside the door, but louder and all-consuming, a vibrating tone that sent her hands to her temples, her mind reeling with the sound. Then, displays flickered to life. A small display above her head and at her feet, full length on all four sides. She was surrounded by the imagery, spinning to find a place where no displays could reach her eyes and failing.
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The room wasn't his, nor could he recall ever having been inside it before. The curtains were a sheer white, drifting against the breeze that blew through the inch gap in the opening, filling the room with the smell of cut grass from somewhere. The floor was hardwood, the furniture a deep cherry oak to match, including a chest of drawers and vanity mirror and tall wardrobe. The bed was soft, and he could feel light sheets on top of him.

When he tried to sit up, he found that his arms were bound to the bedposts to his left and right, his ankles similarly constricted by professional-grade handcuffs that rattled as he shifted his weight on the bed. His head throbbed, and he let it fall back onto the soft pillow beneath.

"Hello?" he called out. "Help!"

He could hear the sound of footfalls beyond the bedroom door and watched as it swung open, revealing Janessa wearing a worried expression. She crossed the room to the bed and brushed his short brown hair back from his forehead.

"You're awake. The doctor said it might be another hour or two. You're a quick healer. That, as they say, bodes well."

"Janessa, what are you doing?" he asked, rattling the cuffs. "Are you planning on kidnapping me? Look, I know hitting you was wrong, and I'm sorry, I really am, but you can't keep someone hogtied in your house. We are in your house, aren't we?"

"We are in a
 house," she grinned and sat on the edge of the bed. "I still have some properties that haven't sold, yet. This one just won't sell. It's so out of the way from anything, no one can figure out what to do with it. But I always liked it. I think it's quaint."

"Janessa, please..."

"I acted rashly, no doubt about that, but you just made me so goddamned mad
 , Martin. But, in the midst of all that darkness, I saw the light. You were right. No one wants me, no normal guy like yourself, anyways. So, after you were knocked out and I had more time to think, I realized that we could both be happy, Martin. You just need a better perspective."

"What perspective is that? You think I'm going to get some kind of Stockholm Syndrome or something if you keep me here long enough?"

"Don't be silly, Martin," she said, and the light manner of her voice worried Martin far more than the handcuffs at that moment. "My father was a professor at Columbia, taught history, especially military history. What he really loved, though, were stories of Cold War experiments and secret CIA missions, all that espionage stuff."

She idly ran her nails along his sheet-covered belly. Martin realized the sheets were satin, his favorite as she knew.

"I liked hearing him tell stories about programs designed to make someone act and believe just how you wanted them to. If I'm being honest, those stories turned me on a little," she said, bending close to his ear, as if sharing a delightful secret. "So, I believe what we are going to do is find out if a person can be completely changed through modification. I reached out to some people my father knew, and they put me in touch with some of the old timers who still remember those programs. A couple of them even conducted these experiments."

"What are you saying? You're going to make me love you?"

Janessa kissed his cheek, even as he turned his head away from her.

"No, Martin. I'm going to make you like
 me."

Martin's confusion was writ large on his face, but Janessa answered nothing else, patting his stomach as she stood and crossed to the drawers where a makeshift medical table had been arranged. She prepared a syringe and returned to him, tapping the end with her forefinger as she depressed the plunger and a thin stream of clear liquid erupted from it.

"What is that?"

"Just something to keep you calm, Martin. The doctors I'm consulting with insisted you remain sedated until they arrive. Shouldn't be more than a day. In the meantime, it's a good time to catch up on some beauty sleep."

"You're crazy. Someone will call the police. My friends knew I was going on a date and they'll find you."

"I don't think so, Martin. One thing money affords is privacy, and I've made sure that all records of our date, at least anything that mentions my name, is gone. And by the time you leave this room, there will be very little of Martin Frist left."

"Let me out of here!" he shouted, straining against the cuffs.

"So loud," Janessa smiled. "But not for long."

She stabbed the syringe into his forearm and depressed the plunger. Martin felt the sting of the syringe's contents injected into his skin and a warm tingling spread up his arm and through his whole body. His body sagged back onto the bed and the world turned gray and out of focus.

Before the darkness took him completely, he felt Janessa's slender fingers caressing his cheek.
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Noelle awoke and sat upright, head whipping around the strange room. It was an apartment, by the looks of it, with a door, the security chain drawn, to her left past a small kitchenette. She was on a soft blue sofa, a quilt with strange lettering on the patches covering her, another small chair, generally used for decks and patios, to her right. Immediately before her, a small LCD television was flashing a "No Signal" message, floating around the screen.



She heard rustling from the hallway behind her and looked over the back of the couch. There were two doors on either side of the short hall and one at the end. All were closed, but she heard water running from, it seemed, the door on the right. As she turned, she felt the quilt slide off her legs and nearly gasped as she saw the thigh-high nylons and garters she wore, the tops not covered by the black mini that had bunched up around her waist as she slept. Most shocking of all was the lack of proper underwear and the smooth, shaved mound that greeted her instead of the thatch of pubic hair that she expected.



She looked up again as the water turned off in what she presumed to be the bathroom and the door opened. Yuki Nakano's mouth formed an O of surprise as she saw Noelle staring at her over the back of the couch.



"You're awake!" she exclaimed, drying her hair with a towel. She wore a light blue terrycloth robe that fell to her mid-calf, and she self-consciously tightened it.



"Yuki? What am I doing here?"



Yuki sighed and moved to the couch, sitting beside Noelle but, at the same time, angling her body away from Noelle's still half-covered form.



"The first time was the worst for me, too. Except there was no one I could talk to."



Noelle tilted her head, confused, as she tried to recall what had happened after meeting Professor Cross. She knew that something had happened in Cross's office, and her cheeks burned red at half-remembered touches and... something else.



"What happened to me? Why am I dressed like this? Did Professor Cross-?"



Yuki's eyes lifted to Noelle's, and Noelle could see the sadness behind them. Yuki's lips trembled as she spoke, slow and tentative. "Professor Cross has done something to me. To us. And the only way I can explain it is to tell you what happened to me. What's
 still
 happening to me. Maybe it will help you remember, or maybe I just want someone to hear it all before I can't remember myself anymore."



"What are you talking about?" Noelle said, reaching to take Yuki's hand. Yuki jerked her hand back as if afraid of being burned by the touch.



"Please, no!" Yuki called out, nearly crawling over the arm of the sofa to escape the threat of contact.



"I'm sorry," Noelle said, tucking her hands under the quilt and in her lap, blushing deeper at her exposed flesh where her panties usually covered her.



"No, it's me," Yuki said, settling back onto the sofa and calming. "If you touch me, she could come out again. And she's been staying longer and longer each time. I'm starting to lose whole days. Fortunately, when I wake up, I'm still me.""



"What did Cross do?"



"I met her three weeks ago," Yuki began. "There was a sign up in the student union asking for volunteers. A psych study, no big deal. And my roommate had moved out, so I needed the extra money. I thought, what could it hurt..."
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