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FIRST CONTACT

Morgan and Charlie are off on a camping trip to escape the dreary routines of life in the big city. Yet their planned escape ends up being far more effective than they could have imagined.

When the best friends are kidnapped by aliens they are soon faced with a life-altering decision. The visitors are here to investigate humans and part of that aim means they need to study human mating rituals.

The best friends inform their captors for that they’ll need a man and a woman, but they’ve captured two men. Unfortunately for Morgan and Charlie they aliens have a solution to that problem. Now all they need to do is choose who becomes the woman…

When Charlie and Morgan set off on a camping trip they hope they’ll be escaping their dreary lives in the big city. They’ve been planning the trip for ages and they’ve got a remote, scenic spot in mind where they’ll be able to relax and unwind.

When they get a little off track though they come face to face with the unexpected, and soon they’re off on an adventure neither of them could have imagined, kidnapped by aliens, on board a space craft, meeting extra-terrestrials.

And then things go from bad to worse…

The aliens inform the best friends that they want to study human mating rituals, that they want to study human breeding practices. When they boys kindly inform their captors that such a study is impossible, since they’ve captured two men, and they need a man and a woman to study breeding, the aliens come up with a plan to fix the issue.

One of them will become a woman. They just need to decide who.

Neither of them speak up, but then then Charlie volunteers Morgan, and Morgan soon discovers just how advanced his captors technology is, and he finds out first hand just what they’re capable of. Thus begins Morgan’s journey of self-discovery, feminization, and transformation as he becomes the female component in a study on human mating.

What Morgan experiences on the spacecraft promises to change the course of his life, forever...

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I sat in the passenger seat staring out at the passing landscape, watched the city give way to suburbs, becoming villages, fields, forests, mountains. In the distance, I could almost believe that I could see where we were headed.

A crisp blue sky, snowy peaks, a sea of greens, trees stretching out to almost the horizon. Freedom.

Or at least temporary freedom, a break from the daily grind of life, the toil and the stress that was our lives. A break from the grind of work and chores and dating and social media and bills and shopping and basic self-care that life had become. I needed the break. We both needed the break.

We’d been planning the trip for the last six months, since the depths of winter when Charlie and I had both got drunk and begun venting everything to each other. It was then that we’d realised we were both struggling, and it had been a cathartic moment, realising we weren’t alone.

Charlie and I had been friends since our freshman year of college, had bonded over a shared passion for gaming and obscure horror movies, and we’d become best friends as the years had passed so that when graduation hit and it was time to move on it only made sense to find a place to live together in the city.

Yet, the life we’d both imagined for ourselves while at college had never materialised. Instead, we’d both ended up in gruelling, low-paid office jobs, working long hours for barely enough to cover rent and bills, left exhausted so that we had little energy left for things like socialising, dating, and looking after ourselves.

We’d only been out of college for just over two years and we were both looking forward to a retirement we both knew we were likely to never get. Still, it was nice knowing we weren’t alone in how we were struggling. Before Charlie and I had opened up it had been harder.

Feeling like I was the only one who was battling to keep their head above water was hard and isolating. Feeling like everyone else was coping fine, was having fun, was flourishing, while I was struggling not to drown under the weight of it all, had been a weight I’d not known how to bear.

Knowing that it wasn’t just me helped a lot. It was like being told I wasn’t defective, that I wasn’t somehow broken for not coping, for struggling, and eased a lot of the dark thoughts that had been plaguing me. Knowing that Charlie was also struggling gave me someone to talk to, and knowing that he also felt he could talk to me strengthened our friendship.

The trip was meant to be our medicine, our well-earned break from it all. Daily life was hard. It was stressful and exhausting and it felt like we were working ourselves tirelessly just to stay barely afloat. Neither of us knew how to change that, how to get off the treadmill of modern life, but we both knew that a break from it would be good for both of us, so we put our heads together and we began planning a trip that would provide a break from it all while not draining what little savings we had.

We settled on the idea of camping.

Both of us had been camping before and had enjoyed it, and we both figured the open air, the time away from all the people and hustle and traffic, would be soothing. I knew I could borrow my dad’s car and his old tent, and Charlie had family he could borrow other gear from, so all we needed to do was buy a few bits of gear—boots, some outdoor clothing, things like bug spray and sunscreen—along with food and beer.

We could escape for a couple of weeks and just camp out in the wilderness and enjoy peace and quiet. The moment the idea came up we both latched onto it like drowning men latching onto a life raft, and we began planning it in earnest as soon as we’d both sobered up the next morning.

In the months that followed that holiday became our sanctuary.

After a bad day or a stressful week or an awful date we could come back to our plans for the getaway, look up different potential places to camp, research the best walking boots or easy camping recipes. We could chat about what we would do when we had our two weeks away in the wilderness rather than gossip about dreary office politics or the shit show that was the daily cycle of news and doom on social media.

Even before the holiday, it became a break from our dreary reality, and for that, I was very grateful. Yet as the months passed, and our planned vacation got closer, I couldn’t help but get excited for it. Life wasn’t getting any easier or less stressful, and work was getting intense as a new project began to ramp up. I knew it was similar for Charlie too.

So as the days ticked down we began to plan in finer detail, settling on a location, co-ordinating with family and friends over what we could borrow, and hunting down good deals on the things we needed to buy. Months became weeks, and the closer the holiday got the less life seemed to drain us.

Two weeks away was going to be our paradise, our medicine. The only problem was going to be coming back to reality, coming back to real life, work and bills and chores and the daily commute and city traffic and the hustle and bustle of it all. I was really not looking forward to it and the holiday hadn’t even started.

So I did the only sensible thing. I ignored it. I focussed on our break, our camping trip out into the wilds. Charlie had organised our food, but that left me to organise my clothes, packed my bags, all while I’d prepared maps and plotted out driving routes and hiking paths. I even looked up places local to where we were staying in case we wanted to dip back into civilisation, but given how things were going for me I figured two weeks alone in the woods with just my best friend for company wasn’t going to be enough, so there was very little chance of me wanting to see another human for the duration.

Weeks turned into days. Charlie and I packed up. I borrowed my dad’s car and tent and we gathered the things we needed from friends, relatives, and then… the day was finally on us.

We were escaping.

We were free.

Or at least we were free for two weeks…
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The drive took several hours longer than expected due to traffic and stops for snacks and toilet breaks, but the moment we arrived I knew it was worth it. We parked up in a small gravel parking lot by a well-walked trail and as we stepped out I felt myself expand.

It was so quiet and the air was so clean and crisp. There was no rumble of traffic, no constant thrum of people talking, shouting. There was just the distant chirp and drone of insects, the occasional birdsong.

“Fuck this is amazing.” Charlie said.

I took a deep breath and exhaled a long, slow exhale. I nodded.

“Perfect. And we’ve got two weeks of this.” I said.

Charlie smiled at me.

“First we’ve got to walk and set up camp though.” He said.

I checked my phone for the time. We’d intended to arrive early since we had a couple of hours walk ahead of us but traffic and stops had delayed us so it was now just after midday and we’d yet to even start our walk. I did a quick mental calculation, then smiled.

“I think if we set off quickly we’ll be okay for time. The sun sets pretty late at the moment so we should be able to get there and set up camp and get a fire going before it gets dark, but it’ll be more of a brisk pace than I was hoping for.”

Charlie nodded.

“You sure you’re good to navigate?” He asked.

Charlie had taken care of the food and the supplies for the trip, had planned what we were going to eat and drink and had shopped for it all, while I’d taken charge of planning routes and gartering maps. My dad had taught me the basics of navigating so I was pretty sure we’d be fine.

I nodded.

“Yeah, I’ll be good.” I said. “It’s mostly well-kept trails for the first part anyway, and we only veer off for the last third or so to make our way out into a bit more wilderness.”

The plan was to avoid people, so I’d had to plan a route off the trails, picking a spot by a river that I’d found on a map and had researched that would almost certainly be empty due to how out of the way it was, but even if it wasn’t I still had a few back-up spots we could make our way to. That meant hiking through some pretty treacherous ground though and up some pretty steep inclines.

Yet as I figured, the harder it was to get to, the better. Charlie and I were both pretty physically fit, we were both young and in good shape, so something difficult for us would be a great way to avoid people, and I really wanted to avoid people.

I’d had enough. I wanted a break away from all of it. I needed time away from my life and all the stress and grind and toil. I needed peace and quiet and a way to escape my life.

“Want to help me unpack the car then?” Charlie said.

I nodded again. Together we unloaded the car and hefted our packs onto our backs. They were heavy and they’d make hiking more difficult—another benefit of the wilderness, no shops, no stores, no facilities, which meant you needed to carry everything you were going to need, which put off even more people—but we’d made sure that they were fairly evenly loaded, though Charlie’s was a little heavier than mine since he was the taller and the stronger of the two of us.

With our packs on, the car unloaded and locked, we set off, stepping along the trail and making our way into the cool shade of the forest. Around us, the air became thick and soothing and as we walked the sounds of traffic began to fade.

We were leaving our lives behind and I was very happy to let mine go.

[image: ]

We walked for hours, taking the occasional short break to drink or snack, making sure to keep our strength up. I was very grateful for the shade offered by the trees, the sun high above was intense and hot, making even the shade feel intense and humid.

We made good progress in the beginning. The trail was well kept, worn earth and gravel, the plants trimmed back, so we could walk briskly without risk of injuring ourselves.

We covered the first two-thirds of the distance at a better pace than I expected, and it was easy to navigate using the markers and the map. We only hit a problem when we began to make our way off the trails.

To get to where I’d planned we needed to make our way through dense woods, climbing a steep incline before heaving down into a valley to find the river we needed to follow. In the beginning, it wasn’t too bad, but as we walked further the foliage began to get thicker and we had to slow our pace considerably.

Not only did we have to wade through tangles of bracken and branches, but the ground was uneven and there were numerous dips and divots, roots and loose soil, that threatened to wrong-foot us and send us tumbling. The last thing we needed was to trip and twist an ankle.

The weight of the packs on our backs made it even harder, so we slowed and moved carefully. I was breathing heavily, sweating, and I could hear Charlie breathing hard behind me. Yet, neither of us complained. There was something almost meditative about having to put my full focus into walking, navigating. I felt almost calm, with no niggling thoughts about work or bills, no worries ticking at the back of my head. I was just in the moment and that felt… restful.

That was what the holiday was about, right? Peace, quiet, escape.

We made out way further from the trail and the sun above began to sink down. I knew we still had hours until sunset yet as we walked, time passing, I began to feel a slight sense of unease.

I stopped to take a drink and checked the map, running my finger along the route I’d planned out, frowning.

“Everything okay?” Charlie asked.

“Yeah, just checking…” I said.

Things were not entirely okay though. We were lost.

When I explained that to Charlie he didn’t seem too bothered. He had faith in me and in the map and as I figured I could work us back towards the path we were meant to take without too much effort, so we set off again, only…

Getting back on track was not as easy as I had expected. As we walked I felt myself getting tired and the sun sank lower. I knew sunset was only a couple of hours away and I knew I did not want to still be walking when it did so I figured we needed a plan.

“There’s a clearing up on that hill up ahead.” I said, pointing to a peak just in front of us above the treeline.

“I figure we can make it there within the hour, set up for the night and then tomorrow we’ll have a decent view of the landscape to see how to get back on track.”

Charlie nodded.

“Sounds like a plan.” He said.

The walk up to the clearing wasn’t too difficult. As we made our way the undergrowth began to clear and the ground became more stolid, stony. By the time we reached our improvised destination, the air was beginning to cool and the sun was casting long shadows.

I set about putting the tent up, since I’d helped my dad put it up as a kid numerous times, and Charlie set about getting a fire started. Before long we were settled, boiling water for tea and heating some food on the small camping stove we’d brought with us as we warmed ourselves in front of the flickering flames.

The sky darkened, stars emerged, the crescent of the moon rose slowly. It was beautiful, quiet, and the serenity of it all, the way the trees around and below us swayed in the wind like kelp caught in ocean currents, was almost enough to make me forget we were lost.

Still, we could get back on track tomorrow. We could find our way to the river and follow it along to the site I had planned out. Things would be fine I was sure. For now though there was nothing I could do.

So I just sat back and enjoyed the peace and the quiet, the beauty of the night sky. I felt my heart opening. I felt myself relax.

Charlie and I sat, drank hot tea, ate a dense meal of stew, and we basked in front of the fire. My life in the city felt almost like a lifetime away and I was glad to be away from it.

“Oh look.” Charlie said suddenly, breaking the quiet. “A shooting star.”

I looked up from the flames, looked up into the sky where Charlie was pointing, and I saw it. A shooting star.

“We never get to see those in the city.” I said. “It’s beautiful.”

We sat and watched and the star raced across the sky, bright and shining, and then… it stopped. It hung there, stationary.

“Are they supposed to do that?” Charlie said, his voice catching.

I shook my head.

“No.” I said.

And then it moved again, only in a different direction.

“That’s not a shooting star.” I said.

I stared at the object in the sky, watching it carefully, watched as it changed direction several times, and then I realised…

“It's getting brighter.” Charlie said. “Bigger.”

“It’s coming this way.” I said.


Two

The object grew rapidly brighter, larger, heading right towards us at an alarming rate. I felt myself shift back, towards the tent, as though the fibreglass poles and the flimsy fabric might protect me from whatever it was that was zooming through the sky, yet Charlie just remained still, watching.

“What do you think it is?” Charlie said.

I stared up, blinked. I had no idea. There was just fear.

The object swelled, bright, large, and then… it stopped. It hovered overhead, a stark light in the night sky that hung there, larger than any full moon I’d ever seen.

Charlie and I stared up at it, directly above us. There was silence for a moment before the night was filled with a loud droning buzz, a bright hum, and the air seemed almost to spark with energy as light surrounded us, a gentle heat. It was like being in a circle of almost stark daylight, the light hued with blue and purple, completely unnatural, and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up, prickling.

I felt the energy in the air vibrate, becoming more intense, and then… I felt myself getting lighter, felt myself begin to float. I turned to see Charlie floating next to the fire, levitating just above the ground, just like me, while everything around him remained as it had been.

It was surreal, impossible, yet the proof was right there in front of me. We were floating.

“Charlie?” I called out, saw Charlie spin in the air to face me.

“What’s going on?” He asked.

I laughed at the ridiculousness of his question, at the notion that I could explain any of what was going on.

“Just grab my hand.” I said.

I reached out as Charlie reached towards me. We were close, just in reach, and it took only a little effort for us to spin ourselves so that our fingers touched and our hands connected. I pulled Charlie towards me as he pulled me towards him and we collided in mid-air, floating, spinning.

He hung like that for a second, momentum making us twirl, reminding me of droplets of water in a zero gravity environment just like I’d seen in a documentary years before. That’s what it was like, zero gravity, only… only applied to me and Charlie. How was that possible?

I turned, looked up, the bright light above us massive. It had to have something to do with the object in the sky, the thing hanging above us. I felt panic, fear, the stories I’d read online and in magazines and books coming back to me. It wasn’t possible though, was it?

I had to be dreaming or something, right?

And then the two of us began to rise up.

We floated higher and higher, rising upwards towards the sky, towards the light above us. Our ascent was slow to start but we quickly gained speed, moving faster and faster only it felt like there was no movement at all. There was no sensation of air moving past us, no wind whipping our hair or ruffling our clothes, and as high as we rose there was no change in temperature and no change in the way the air felt to breathe.

The only thing that made it seem like we were moving was the fact that our campsite below us was getting smaller and the light above us was getting larger. It expanded until it seemed almost to fill the whole sky and below us the fire Charlie had made seemed small, like a dot of light.

I held his hand tight and he held mine and we looked up, into the light, only to see something opening, doors easing back to create an entrance. We rose up towards the dark space in the light, the entryway, and we were carried up and inside.
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The doors closed after we entered and whatever energy had lifted us up set us down gently then vanished. I felt gravity suddenly grasp me, almost snatching at me greedily to reclaim me after I had attempted to evade it. The sudden sensation of having weight again was momentarily strange.

It was dark, warm, and there was a gentle vibration felt through the floor, but no sound. It was utterly silent.

“Where are we?” Charlie asked.

Again I laughed, gently, a nervous laughter.

“I have about as much idea as you do.” I said.

Charlie laughed at that. He squeezed my hand.

“Sorry, stupid question. I guess I’m just a little anxious.”

“You and me both.” I said.

We sat for a moment, still, and then light flickered, the room illuminated by a dull white light that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere.

We were in a square room, white, about 5 meters across. There was no window, no door, and no sign of the entryway we’d come through. I could feel the panic at the back of my head rising, a voice screaming at me, but I didn’t dare listen to it. It wasn’t possible, and then…

There was a hiss to one side. I turned to face the direction it came from and saw a series of thin lines appear on the pristine wall, grow wider, and a door, smaller than I expected a door to be, appeared and opened. A figure stepped in.

Maybe it wasn’t so impossible after all? I felt Charlie squeeze my hand tight.

“Greetings earthlings.” A voice, slightly mechanical said.

It spoke from several directions at once, almost seeming to come from inside my head, though I could see the figure's mouth—or at least what I took to be its mouth—move.

“We are honoured to host you aboard our vessel. We hope you will forgive any inconvenience.”

The voice was soft, apologetic, formal. The way the figure's lips moved wasn’t quite in time with the words I heard in my head.

Charlie and I stared at the figure in silence, stunned.

It looked almost human. Two arms and two legs, a head, a body, eyes and a nose and a mouth, bilateral symmetry, though it was bald and its skin was blue, though so pale it was almost ashen. Its eyes were a deep purple. It was short, no more than five feet high, and slender, the figure of a lean gymnast, though its arms and legs seemed a little too long for its body.

It was utterly alien, though there was something slightly comforting appearance, more like an alien from a kid's science fiction show than an alien from a horror movie. It wore a dark grey jumpsuit, slightly baggy around its slender body.

Its hands and feet and head were the only exposed parts. Its fingers were long and dextrous looking. It stared back at us for a moment, waiting for a reply.

“Forgive me.” It said, speaking directly into my head. “I am to be called De’vo. That is perhaps the best pronunciation for your anatomy of my name. What are you to be called?”

I blinked, still not quite able to believe.

“I’m Morgan.” I said, voice shaking. “And this is Charlie.”

I pointed to my best friend. Charlie nodded, as though agreeing with the name I’d given him.

“Morgan and Charlie.” De’vo said. “I am pleased to meet you. You are very welcome and I am asked to thank you in advance for your assistance. Now, are you able to follow me?”

I nodded. Beside me, Charlie nodded. I wasn’t sure how else I could answer the question. What other choice did we have?

Behind De’vo the door was still open. It was clearly made for his frame, shorter than a normal door, but as I watched the doorway expanded to become large enough that Charlie and I could walk through it without needing to bend or stoop.

“Good. Now follow then and we can begin.”

De’vo began to turn.

“Begin what?” Charlie said.

De’vo did not stop, did not turn back.

“It will be explained. Thank you.” The voice in my head said.

As we watched De’vo stepped through the doorway and began to walk away, his long stride helping him move quickly. I looked at Charlie and laughed at how ridiculous it all felt, yet we both nodded, and with that, we followed after the short alien who had beamed up aboard its ship.
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We were led along a series of corridors that seemed almost to shift around us, as though changing shape to help us find our way or ease our journey, and we soon found ourselves in a second room, larger than the first. It was about the same height, but far longer and wider. In the middle was a small stage and around it sat six chairs, all but one of them occupied by figures that looked a lot like De’vo.

“Come, and introduce yourselves. We are all keen to meet you and begin.” De’vo said. “And we are all grateful to the extreme.”

The way it spoke was odd, the voice in my head at odds with how its mouth moved, yet the meaning was clear. It gestured towards the stage and led us to stand in front of the chair before taking the last available seat. Charlie and I stood in front of the six seated figures and waited.

Just moments before we had been camping, about to begin our holiday escape from the dreariness of our mundane lives and now… now we were very far from our mundane lives.

“I’m Charlie.”

“And I’m Morgan.” I said.

The six figures nodded, watching us. They all looked similar to De’vo, but with subtle differences that allowed me to tell them apart. Some were taller, some broader, their eyes different shapes and shades of purples, some with bluer skin, some with paler. After we had introduced ourselves they told us their names.

There was De’vo, then Liandra, Haar, Gallu, Phoix, and finally Glom. Their names were all, we were told, approximations of their real names that we would be able to say.

They all spoke with the same voice, slightly mechanical and artificial, formal, polite, that seemed to be heard inside my head and from all directions at once, though I could tell who was speaking from the movement of their lips. It was a little like being in a badly dubbed movie.

After introducing themselves they formally welcomed us aboard their ship, thanking us again for helping them. Charlie and I looked at each other. I could see the fear and confusion in his voice and I was sure he could see the same in me. The whole situation was strange, impossible, and… we’d not helped them with anything.

“You keep thanking us.” I said finally. “But we’ve not done anything.”

The six figures stared at us and for a moment it looked like maybe they were smiling. De’vo nodded.

“Not yet, but that is why you are here. You are here to help us with our research. Your planet and your species fascinate us and we have enlisted you to aid us in furthering our studies. We thank you in advance, muchly, and afterwards, we will be happy to return you, should you wish.”

I felt a swell of relief at the last part. They were going to return us. Yet, they were only going to return us once we’d helped them, and neither of us had any idea how we were expected to help them.

“What… what is it you want help with?” Charlie asked.

There was a moment of silence and then De’vo began to explain.

De’vo’s species, as it turned out, had only one sex, one gender. They reproduced through a three-part mating cycle and any individual could take any of the three parts—and often would over the course of their life. They had little experience with a planet like Earth, where most species came in two sexes and where an individual would only occupy one role in the mating process for their entire life.

They had studied other species, but not yet human. They had observed our media to understand the basic process, but now wanted a more intimate observation, with live participants, so they could record and measure the process.

That was where Charlie and I came in. We were the pair they had obtained to study. We were their mating pair. When we heard that we both laughed. The six figures stared at us, almost confused.

“We can’t mate.” I explained. “Since we’re both the same sex, the same gender. We’re both men and if you want to study human reproduction and mating then you need a male and a female.”

The six were quiet.

“How are you different? We do not understand.” De’vo said.

I looked to Charlie and we chuckled. It was true that Charlie was more masculine in me in the traditional sense, he was taller, broader, but it wasn’t like I was feminine. I was still obviously a man. We were both obviously men, yet to a species with no sex or gender then maybe all humans looked alike?

“I… it’s… both of us have the same anatomy. Females, the other sex to males, have different anatomy. You need complementary anatomies to mate for reproduction. Our species mates for pleasure with all sorts of anatomies but for reproduction like you want to study you need to two complimentary types.” I said.

The six were quiet, staring at me.

“I think… maybe I can show you?” I said.

With that, I reached down to my pocket and pulled out my phone, unlocking it. I had a stash of various kinds of porn on my phone so I knew I had something that would work as an educational aid.

“Here, look at this.” I said, holding up my phone. “This is a man and a woman, male and female. They looked different. Charlie and I look the same. We both look like the man.”

“Male and female are different in how their bodies work.” Charlie said, stepping in to aid me in explaining why the research wouldn’t work.

“In reproductive biology, the male sex is the one with a penis, testes, and they have XY chromosomes, testosterone-based puberties, and females have vulvas, ovaries, have XX chromosomes and oestrogen-based puberties. That’s the high school biology version. It’s… it’s more complicated than that, and there’s gender in there too, and things like intersex and genetic conditions and various hormonal disorders, biology isn’t strictly binary, but as an overview that’s how it works. The problem is you’ve got two males. Me and Morgan both have penises, XY chromosomes, testosterone-based bodies. You need a woman with a womb and ovaries and a vagina if you want to study mating for reproduction.”

I flicked to another file on my phone.

“Charlie and I both look like this, or at least we have the same basic biology as him.”

I pointed at the man in the video.

“You need someone like him and the other person needs to look like her.”

As I said that I pointed to the other person in the video, one of my favourite female pornstars.

The six figures all leaned forward to stare at my phone. One of them touched the buttons on the arm of the chair and a strange green light buzzed over my phone for a second, slightly warm and fizzy.

“We have captured the data. Thank you.” De’vo said. “Given what we know already of your planet, and of your species, this explains a great deal. With your summary, we should be able to utilise the data we have already gathered so we can make the necessary adjustments. Now, all we need is one of you to volunteer.”

Charlie and I were quiet.

“Volunteer for what?” Charlie said.

“For the adjustment.” De’vo said. “We have two human males. We need a human male and a human female. For our research in mating and reproduction to proceed one of you will take the place of the human female.”

Charlie and I looked at each other, nervous. I chuckled.

“That’s… that’s not how it works.” I said. “Mating for pleasure can work like that, for some people, though that’s not… me and Charlie don’t do that. It’s not how it works for reproduction. You need complimentary biology, anatomy. Neither of us is female.”

The six figures nodded.

“No, you have explained well. Thank you. You misunderstand though. One of you will become female. We already have data, your explanation has allowed us to understand that data. With that, we can adjust one of you to be the female partner in the mating ritual. You just need to decide which one of you will be the male, and which one of you will be the female.”

I turned to face Charlie. I could see the look in his eyes, confusion, fear, the same emotions I was feeling. I shook my head, looked back to the six figures.

“We won’t…”

“I chose to be the male.” Charlie said suddenly, cutting me off.

I felt a cold chill run down my spine. I looked back at my best friend in shock.

“Sorry Morgan. I just… I got scared. I just…”

“Thank you.” De’vo said. “You have made your choice. Morgan will become the female for the mating study. We are very grateful for your co-operation in furthering our research.”

I looked back to De’vo, shaking my head.

“No, I didn’t…”

Yet my protests were ignored. The six figures rose to their feet, parting. Three moving towards Charlie, three moving towards me.

“Now, if you will both come with us we will make you comfortable while we make all appropriate preparations.”

De’vo held a hand out to me, while Haar held a hand out to Charlie. I was too stunned to speak, to resist. I turned to look back as Charlie was led away, towards a door on the far side of the room. He’d volunteered me to be adjusted…

As I looked back to De’vo I saw another door in the wall facing me. De’vo took my hand and led me towards it.

“It will not be unpleasant.” De’vo said. “Our technologies are quite sophisticated. As your species says, any sufficiently advanced technology appears like magic. You consider us capable of magic. We will be sure to look after you, and you have our deepest thanks for helping us.”

I was trapped. What could I do?


Three

I was led by De’vo, Phoix, and Glom along a series of corridors. They walked quickly, their long legs moving with a startling speed, and I had to almost jog to keep up with them, and I could feel my heart racing—partly from the exertion and partly from the fear and anxiety.

Charlie had volunteered me to be the one adjusted. I had no idea what it meant, what De’vo and its shipmates were going to do to me, but from what they’d said it would turn me into a female. It would turn me into a female so they could study reproductive mating with me and Charlie as the subjects. My head was spinning.

I thought about resisting, trying to escape, but where would I go? We’d been beamed up into the air, captured, and were now onboard an alien spacecraft. Were we even still above our campsite? We could be anywhere.

Even if I managed to evade De’vo and the others and I managed to get off the ship I had no idea where I actually was and I had no idea how I could even get back to earth. Plus there was Charlie. Sure he was the one who’d volunteered me to be transformed, but he was still my best friend. If I escaped then that would mean leaving him behind and I wasn’t willing to do that.

So I was stuck. I didn’t have a choice. I clung to the fact that De’vo had said they’d return us once it was all over and I had to hope that was true, plus part of me still didn’t believe it was real. I couldn’t be real. There was no way they could change me into a female, was there?

We walked for an uncertain amount of time. Things on the ship felt strange, almost unreal, and there was a dull buzzing coming from all around me that put my senses on edge. How long had we been on board? What time was it back at the campsite? It was so hard to know anything.

“Here.” De’vo said.

It stopped by a wall, put its hand on the smooth surface. I watched as a door appeared, opened, and the three figures stood watching me, waiting for me to enter. I took a deep breath and did as I was instructed.

They entered after me and the door closed swiftly, silently, becoming a smooth, featureless wall. I stood in a room much like the one we had arrived in, except this one was furnished with a bed, a sink, a shower, and a toilet.

“You can sleep here. You need rest. Out studies have shown rest cycles are essential to your good health and we insist you remain in good health. Tomorrow we will begin.” De’vo’s voice was soft, spoken directly into my head.

I nodded, looked back to the bed. It looked soft and cosy, with thick pillows and soft blankets. I was feeling suddenly very tired.

“Are you hungry?” De’vo asked.

“Yeah… I… yeah I suppose so.” I said.

De’vo gave me what I assumed was a smile.

“You may get food and water from here.” It said, moving to a wall.

With a touch of its hand, a window appeared.

“Speak what you would like and it will make it for you. Try it.”

I blinked, had seen similar things on science fiction shows on television. I walked to stand next to De’vo and stared at the window.

“Put your hand where mine was and speak your request.” It said.

De’vo stepped back. I stepped up close to the window and put my hand on the panel next to it and thought for a moment. I smiled.

“A large cheese pizza and a diet soda.” I said.

The air in the window seemed to fizzle for a moment and then, to my surprise, a pizza materialised along with a large fizzing coke. It was like magic, like the special effects from movies and television, but real.

I could smell the baked crust, the cheese.

“We will leave you to eat and sleep.” De’vo said, bowing its head slightly. “And we will collect you tomorrow to begin the adjustment process.”

I looked from the pizza to De’vo, Phoix, and Glom. I watched as they exited the room, head spinning, watched as the door unsealed, then resealed behind them. I felt a sense of almost dread as I looked back to my meal.

If they could make pizza and soda appear out of thin air maybe they really could change me? Maybe anything was possible for them?

The thought that they were going to adjust me so they could study human mating practices, human reproduction, made me shiver. I reached out and picked up a slice of the pizza, folding it to lift it to my mouth, taking a large bite.

It was hot and delicious. It was perhaps the best pizza I had ever eaten. If they could make pizza that good appear out of nowhere, maybe they really could transform me? Maybe they could magically change me? Maybe there really was nothing to the procedure, no risk, no hazard? I wasn’t sure whether to be reassured by how good the pizza was, or terrified.
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I slept deeply, strange dreams brought on by eating so much cheese before bed. When I woke it took me a moment to remember where I was.

The room was the same as it had been the day before. I rose and climbed out of bed to wash before using the toilet, which functioned just like any normal toilet. De’vo and the others clearly had done research on humans and how we functioned.

I’d stripped off before slipping into bed, and I found my clothes where I had left them only folded neatly and… they felt clean, crisp. Had they been laundered or were they new clothes that were identical? I wasn’t sure that there was a difference between the two for De’vo and the others. Maybe they only wore clothes once before remaking them fresh the next day, recycling the base matter of the old clothes.

Once dressed I fetched myself something to eat, pancakes and coffee, then sat down on my bed to eat. It was again delicious, the coffee rich and aromatic, the pancakes sweet and fluffy, and it was perhaps one of the best breakfasts I’d ever had. I was just finishing when the door opened and De’vo stepped in to greet me.

“Good morning Morgan.” It said. “You are well? You are rested and nourished?”

I nodded as I swallowed my last mouthful of pancake, washing it down with coffee.

“I slept well. The food’s good.” I said.

De’vo nodded, though stiffly, as though imitating the human gesture.

“Then you will follow me now. We are all set to begin.”

I felt a shiver, dread, anxiety, but also… excitement. The reality of my situation had settled, and I was slightly curious about what was to be done to me, about what De’vo and the ship were capable of.

I put my breakfast to one side and rose to my feet, and I let De’vo lead me out of the room. We walked along more unmarked corridors, hallways that seemed to move around us. There was no way I’d ever be able to navigate the ship on my own. It did not take long for us to arrive at our destination.

De’vo led me through another door and I watched as the door closed behind me, sealing us both in. I turned to examine the space.

It was a lot like the room we had arrived in, the room I had slept in. Small, square. There was no bed though, no sink and no toilet. The only feature or furniture was the object in the middle of the room.

It looked almost like a large tomb or sarcophagus, with no lid, easily bigger than my bed, filled with a strange pink liquid that seemed to steam slightly. It looked less like a hot tub or a bath though and more like an advanced medical device with lights and panels on the side, the interior glowing strangely.

I stared at it for a moment, my heart fluttering. Was that for me? Was that the device that would cause the adjustment? How would it feel? Would it hurt? What would I look like?

“We have calibrated everything according to the data you gave us yesterday and we have made sure it is perfectly suited to your biology specifically.” De’vo said. “The procedure will take no more than one of your days, and you will sleep for all of it, with only dreams or memories as part of it. Sleep will ensure you remain still so you do not move and cause the adjustments to go incorrectly.”

I nodded as I listened, the back of my head prickling. It was really going to happen…

I assumed De’vo meant I would be sedated, not sleeping, but I didn’t argue. The last thing I wanted was for this strange procedure to go wrong.

Being made into a female sounded bad enough, but it going wrong so I became something monstrous sounded worse. I looked at the bathtub and all I could think about was the pizza, the pancakes, the coffee.

That had been like magic, appearing out of nowhere, and it had all been incredible. Would the transformation I was going to go through be as remarkable?

I hoped so. If I had to become a woman for research, for science, for study, then I at least wanted to be a perfect woman. That thought sent a thrill through me.

I was very aware that as a man I was relatively unexceptional. True I wasn’t ugly, I was very much average, average height and build and looks, but I was definitely not perfect by any stretch of the imagination. The thought that I might get a taste of what it was like to be hot was almost exciting.

I’d have been lying if I said I’d never thought about what it was like to be a woman, to have tits, a soft body, long hair, to be pretty, and to wear sexy underwear and clothes. What man didn’t wonder what it was like?

So maybe I could just lean into the experience… maybe I could accept it as a unique opportunity, one that no other man would ever get. Maybe it could teach me something about women too?

I’d always struggled when it came to dating, had always been awkward and clumsy around girls in high school. I’d hoped things would be better in college, and they had to some degree, but my love life was still pretty miserable. So maybe… maybe being a woman for a bit would help? Maybe it would give me insight, insider knowledge.

I stared at the pink liquid, aware that I didn’t really have a choice, that I’d been volunteered, that there was no escape, that I was trapped on an alien spacecraft, and smiled. I might not have a choice, but in the back of my head, it was beginning to sound almost… fun. Sure it wasn’t what I’d have chosen, but maybe it wasn’t so bad.

“Are you ready?” De’vo said.

I took a deep breath and nodded.

“Ready.” I said.

I had no idea if I was actually ready, but I knew I was as ready as I was ever going to be.

With that, De’vo led me towards the bath.
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De’vo had me first strip naked. It was strange, stripping off in front of the alien being, but it was easier than if I’d had to strip off in front of another person.

There was something almost inert or passive about its attention. It watched me closely, but more like I was a curiosity or a subject to study, rather than something it was interested in or judging, so I felt only mildly embarrassed.

“Now, please step into the chamber.” De’vo said.

It pointed to the bath filled with the pink liquid. There were steps on the side, leading up, and I used them. The chamber was massive, several times the size of a normal bath, perhaps more like a hot tub. I climbed up, paused at the top, and stared down into the pink goo.

I could see from where I was standing that it was viscous, thicker than water, and it was almost murky, the bottom of the chamber hidden. I could see the liquid moving, strange currents stirring it, keeping it in motion.

Once I stepped into it my adjustment would begin. I was still struggling to accept the strange reality of my decision.

“Please, do not worry. None of this will hurt and we can return you to your previous form once the research is done and we thank you greatly for assisting us.” De’vo said.

There was a note of encouragement in his voice. I couldn’t deny that part of me was curious about what it would be like. This was an opportunity to experience something impossible. I nodded, and stepped forward, into the liquid.

My foot sank into the thick slime, the bath slightly warmer than my body temperature, and as I moved forward I found steps leading down. I walked into the chamber, the pink goo rising up around my legs, swallowing me, warm and thick and clinging. It was strange, both sensual and unnerving.

The slime felt almost as though it were caressing me, assessing me. I wondered what it was made of.

I sank into the bath, realised it was much deeper than I had expected, and the goo rose up to my waist before my feet found the bottom. I waded out into the middle of it, felt the slime cling to me, almost squeezing my body, trying to draw me into it fully.

“Now, stand still while I connect you.” De’vo said. “You will sleep while the adjustment takes place. Pleasant dreams. We want you to be very comfortable.”

It moved around the side of the bath to pick up what looked like a pair of goggles attached to headphones. De’vo lifted them up and offered them to me.

“Please.” It said.

I took the item from its hands, the headset lighter than it looked.

“Put that on and allow yourself to float. The fluid will ensure your safety. It is intelligent and fully programmed for the adjustment. It will take excellent care of you.” De’vo said.

I felt the fluid around me shift slightly, almost as though trying to reassure me. The liquid was intelligent? I was bathing in an intelligent slime? I felt a shiver run up my spine, yet part of me was oddly intrigued.

I lifted the headset up to get a good look at it. It seemed almost like the VR kits I’d seen before, but more advanced. I wondered just what it was capable of. I had my doubts, but I’d already come so far, and I knew that the only way out was through.

If I wanted to get off the ship, wanted to get off the ship with Charlie, then I needed to keep going. Right?

So, I raised the headset and put it on.

“I will be here when you wake. For now, relax.” De’vo said.

As I slipped the headset down the room went dark, dull, my eyes and ears covered. I could no longer see or hear.

I felt the slime around me move, caressing me, soothing. I relaxed, let myself sink, and I felt myself carried while I was swallowed, my body engulfed. The slime cradled me, ticking over my skin, and it crept over my body as I sank into the liquid until I was completely covered, wrapped, yet… I was still able to breathe.

My breathing slowed. My heart slowed. The headset came alive, a dull buzzing in my ears, blurred lights.

Images began to resolve, a vague figure. I felt my body gently massaged, relaxing me. The figure moved closer, became clearer. Human, pale, a naked body.

The figure stood and I tried to focus on it as the buzzing in my ears became softer, soporific. The blurred outline resolved, became a woman’s figure, curves slowly forming out of the vague outline. I tried to make out more and the more I focused the more detail resolved.

She was small, slim, with a taut belly and narrow waist, but full-figured, with thick thighs, wide hips, a round ass, and large, perky tits. I felt my body throb as I made out every detail of her luscious body.

Yet, even as she came into detail I could feel the slime moving over me. I could feel it caressing my skin, feel it creeping over every inch of my body. I could feel it creeping deeper.

The warm, thick, viscous liquid pressed into my nose, ears, mouth. I felt it creep into my head, into my stomach, into my lungs, yet at no point did it feel uncomfortable or painful. Instead, it just felt soothing, relaxing, almost pleasant.

There was a deep heat radiating out from it, filling me. I could feel a soft buzzing electricity running through me. The slime pressed at my ass, forcing its way deep inside me, and I felt it press at the slit of my cock, penetrating me even there. I could almost feel it penetrating every pore of my flesh.

I did not resist though. There was no fear, no anxiety. All those emotions were melting away, soothed by the caresses over my skin, the drone and buzz in my ears.

My body thrummed, and I watched as the woman in front of me became clearer, my focus and attention dismissing the fog that had obscured her. Her body filled out, sensual, sexual, hot, and it seemed almost familiar.

It wasn’t until I turned my attention to her face though that I realised… she looked a lot like my favourite porn star, wavy red hair flowing down around her shoulders, bright green eyes, freckled cheeks, an innocent, playful smile, only subtly different. The woman smiled at me, her lips moving.

In my ears, I could almost hear a voice, soft and feminine, alluring. The woman gestured to me, encouraging me to approach, yet I had no idea how.

The slime cradled me, held me, and I felt warm, sleepy.

I listened to the drone, the whispers, watched the strange woman speaking, her words not quite audible. I could feel myself sinking, being swallowed. My head felt fuzzy, sleepy.

“Just relax.” The woman said. “And embrace me.”

I did as she said.


Four

A flood of light woke me. I felt my senses spin wildly.

I had been asleep? No, that wasn’t right. It wasn’t a sleep. It was more like being sedated or being in some kind of trance. I could remember all of it vividly, yet it was all jumbled.

I remembered the sense of being swallowed, almost digested, the slime caressing me, entering me, soothing me, my body buzzing, hot tingling. I remembered the words in my ear, the jumble of them, words spoken over each other. I remembered the woman, her body, the curves, her pretty face, big green eyes, long red hair, her makeup, eyeshadow, eyeliner, long dark lashes, full painted lips, her long nails. I felt my body throb at the memory of her, the perfection of her.

“You are awake now?” A voice said.

De’vo’s voice. I shifted, struggling against the last vestiges of my deep slumber. My body felt heavy and slow, almost unfamiliar.

I blinked my eyes open and realised the headset had been removed. I could still feel the slime bath supporting me, but gentler. It was like I was lying on a water bed, and it was no longer inside me.

“Ah, you are awake. Everything went exactly as it was supposed to. Your adjustment is complete. Now we need only inspect you, allow you to examine and explore yourself, then we can move on to our research on human mating.” De’vo said.

His words made my heart skip. The adjustment was done? It felt like only moments had passed.

“It’s all done?” I asked.

I froze. That wasn’t my voice. The words came from my mouth but the voice was not mine. It was softer, sweeter, quieter, more feminine, almost sultry.

“What happened…” I said. “My voice…”

“The adjustment is total. You are effectively a new person. You are still you but you are now a human female. You said we needed a human female and a human male to research mating. We had two males. Now we have one male and one female.”

I felt a shiver of fear, anxiety. I had known what they were going to do to me, what Charlie had volunteered me for, but hearing the words spoken so plainly after hearing the change in my voice made my head spin. It was all real?

“Would you like to see?” De’vo said.

I nodded, shifted. The slime beneath me was firm, allowing me to lie almost on the surface of it. I sat up and looked down and saw…

“Fuck…”

The words were soft, quiet, feminine.

My body was changed. My body was utterly changed.

My skin was smooth, hairless, and I was shorter, skinnier, my belly firm and taut, waist trim.

I could see the swell of my breasts, rising and falling with each breath. They were large, perky, with fat, stiff nipples. They jiggled slightly as I moved and I could feel the weight of them.

I could see my legs. Long, plump thighs. I could see my hips. Wide, shapely.

I could see my cunt.

I had a cunt. I had a pussy.

My cock was gone. My balls were gone. In their place, I could see labia, a vulva. As I shifted, pressing my thighs together, I could feel the vacancy between my thighs, the emptiness inside me.

I was a woman.

“Come, see.” De’vo said. “We hope that you will be happy. We have tried to replicate your internal vision of the ideal woman. We want you to feel comfortable in your new body so you will have fun and will be able to fully enjoy the mating.”

I looked up as De’vo spoke. It was holding his hand out to me.

“Come, look, see.” It said.

I reached out and took its hand. It was the first time I had touched it. Its skin was warm, soft, delicate, but its grip was firm and strong. It helped me up and off the bed of slime and I climbed out without any trace of the pink liquid on me.

De’vo helped me down and then led me to a wall, stood next to me facing it for a moment, and then the wall shimmered, became a mirror, and I stood in shock as I saw myself.

The body I had known my entire life was gone. My male body was gone. In its place was a woman’s body.

I was staring at a young, incredibly beautiful woman. I moved and she moved. I posed and she posed. I blinked and she blinked. I was her.

And I recognised her.

She was the woman from the vision. The redhead. It was her body, her perfect curves, her perky tits, wide hips, plump thighs, fat ass, trim waist. I had big green eyes, freckled cheeks, and wavy red hair flowing down around my shoulders.

I was even wearing makeup, my eyes decorated with eyeshadow, eyeliner, with long dark lashes that looked almost fake, my lips pouty and painted, and my nails were long, painted pink.

I couldn’t get over how amazing I looked. I’d never seen any woman quite so stunning, and I was that woman. I was the most perfect woman I’d ever laid eyes on.

My naked body was sensual, sexy. I couldn’t resist. I reached up as I stared at my reflection to examine myself.

I felt my legs, smooth, my skin delicate, like silk. I allowed my hands to roam up, over my hips, to my ass, wiggling as I looked at my butt in the mirror. It was firm but soft, large, perky, and it felt so alluring as I squeezed it, a tingle of pleasure running up my spine.

I caressed my hands up over my hips, feeling the taut, firm muscles of my stomach. I felt up to my tits.

They were heavy, full, perky. I pressed fingers into the vast pillowy flesh of them, biting my bottom lip as pleasure surged to keep myself from moaning. Was this how good women felt? I’d never felt pleasure like it before.

I allowed my fingers to roam to my nipples, pinching gently, tugging, and a soft whimper escaped, a gasp of delight.

“You have noticed then the gift we have given you as thanks?” De’vo said.

I stared at it. I kept pinching and teasing my nipples, squeezing my breasts, kneading the flesh of them, unable to resist the pleasure, becoming addicted.

“Gift?” I asked, voice soft, husky, almost seductive.

I could feel my body getting hot, my heart rate increasing. I squeezed my tits harder, another moan escaping my lips.

I couldn’t take my eyes off my reflection, the hot girl touching herself. I shifted, wiggling, showing off, and the sight aroused me.

“Yes. We have made your body more suitable for pleasure. The normal human nervous system can only experience a limited amount of pleasure. We have increased the amount of pleasure you experience, and can experience, several times. Your body is approximately ten times more sensitive to pleasure than a normal human's.”

My head spun. Ten times more pleasure?

I squeezed my nipples between my fingers, tugging them. There was a spark of pain, but there was pleasure too. So much pleasure…

“You will find all parts of your body are capable of increased pleasure.” De’vo said.

My mind fizzed with ideas. I kept teasing my breasts and nipples with one hand and lifted the other to my face. My lips were tingling, my mouth wet.

I ran my finger over my lips, full and pouty. Pleasure sparked. I kissed my finger as I touched myself and I was surprised to see my lipstick was completely untouched by my fingers’ explorations. I tried to smear it harder, the firmer pressure causing more pleasure. My lipstick did not shift.

My makeup was… it wasn’t makeup. It was how I looked. I realised suddenly that whatever had been done to my body to adjust it had been based on my mental image of the perfect woman. A body that was a lot like my favourite porn stars, only specifically designed to my tastes and preferences. I was my own perfect woman and that meant makeup, nails, only it was all permanent.

I felt a flutter in my belly. I looked so sexy, almost slutty, and that was… that was how I would always look. Or at least it was how I would always look until I was turned back, after the mating.

That word made my body throb, a deep rumbling inside me, a craving for something I couldn’t quite explain. I pressed my finger at my lips and sucked gently at it.

That soothed the craving a little and I began to suck harder, encouraged by the pleasure that sparked in my lips, tongue. I watched my reflection, the girl in the mirror acting like a brazen slut.

“I am glad to see you enjoy your new body.” De’vo said.

I nodded, unable to deny it any longer. I felt good. I felt hot and sensual.

“I would suggest you fully explore all of your new self though.” De’vo said. “You must make sure you are satisfied with the body we have given you before we continue.”

As it spoke I felt a wetness between my thighs. It took me a moment to realise… my cunt. I was getting wet. My cunt was getting wet, leaking down my thighs. I could feel a throbbing, a hunger.

I had a pussy now. Maybe…

Without thinking I pulled my fingers from my mouth, drooling slightly, then began to lower my hand.
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I stared at my reflection, the beautiful girl in the mirror, and ran the tip of my finger over my swollen lower lips. I felt a surge of intense pleasure unlike anything I’d felt before.

I felt my hole clench, my hips working on their own. My finger was wet with spit, tracing over the hairless, smooth lips of my pussy, and I could feel my wetness growing, my cunt swollen with lust. I teased, taking my time to explore the new sensations. I couldn’t take my eyes off the pretty girl in the mirror, the hot redhead.

She was me. I was watching myself as I touched my pussy for the first time. I kept playing allowing my finger to graze along the slit of my cunt. I felt even more pleasure, my body so sensitive it almost hurt, the sensations driving me wild, intense, addictive, the cravings inside my body becoming almost desperate.

It wasn’t my first time touching a pussy. I’d been intimate with women before, took pride in the fact that I’d made all my previous girlfriend cum, but this was different. It was my body, and the pleasure of it, the sight of it, how aroused I was, made it difficult to think.

I let my instincts guide my finger. I ran it along the slit between my labia, feeling my copious wetness, I felt my hole, sodden, dripping, worked my finger at the entrance to make it wet.

I could feel desire, the urge to be filled. My cunt was ravenous, hungry. I pressed the tip of my finger in and felt nerves pulse with hot bliss. I worked my hips to feel more, barely penetrating myself.

As I did that I squeezed my tits harder, pinching my nipples between my fingers. My nipple was harder, fatter, bright sparks of pleasure surging through me. I moaned out loud, no longer holding it in. Even the sounds I was making were hot.

I pressed my finger in deeper, feeling my wetness run down my hand, coating my fingers. Worked my hips. I tried to remember all the ways I’d learned to pleasure the girls I’d been with…

Clit… I had a clit not…

I pulled my finger out and ran it along my slit to the swollen button of pleasure that was my hard clit, small, almost hidden. I circled at it, and I felt a surge of sensations that made me forget to breathe.

“Fuck… fuck…” My voice was so fucking sexy.

I felt my knees go weak and it was all I could do to lower myself slowly to the floor, sitting down, facing the mirror, spreading my legs so I could see what I was doing.

With my legs spread my cunt opened, revealing the slick, wet, swollen inner folds of my pussy. I worked my clit, watching my hole twitch.

I worked my hand faster, harder, pulses of pleasure that were vastly different from the pleasure I had known before. I couldn’t untangle it. What was due to my enhanced ability for pleasure or was it the fact that I had a pussy now? And… did it matter?

Surely the important thing was the pleasure, right? And there was so much more pleasure.

I worked my finger over my clit, teasing, watching myself, my hot body. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen. It felt like the sight of it, the sensations, were rewiring my brain.

I worked my hips harder as I played with myself, but I wanted more. My body craved more. I saw my dripping cunt twitch, my hole empty.

I wanted more.

I let go of my breast, my nipple, and let my other hand roam down to my pussy. I pressed the tips of two fingers at my wet hole as I kept circling my clit. I pressed my fingers in, slowly.

“Fuck…”

The word was one long exhale of pleasure. My tight hole stretched around my fingers, and my clit pulsed. I worked both hands, teasing my clit as I fucked my fingers in, pulled them out, pressing them back in. I felt wetness soak my hand, worked my fingers around to find the soft spongy spot just inside my hole. My g-spot. I pressed, gently, and the pleasure swelled, spreading through me.

It was like nothing I’d ever felt. Like nothing I could have ever imagined.

I worked my fingers in and out of my cunt, teased my clit with my other hand. I worked my hips, fucking myself as I stared at my reflection.

I could see my tits rise and fall, jiggling, the plushness of my ass, hip thick thighs, wide hips, trim waist. I really was the perfect woman.

I could smell the must of my juices, intoxicating, heady, I could hear the wet slap of my fingers fucking deeper, working at my g-spot.

This was what this body was made for. Fucking. Mating. It was why I’d been transformed. That thought raced through me. I was going to be mated.

I realised in a flash exactly what that meant. Charlie was the male to my female. We were expected to mate, for research, for science. We were expected to fuck.

I was a woman now and my best friend was going to fuck me. He was going to fuck my wet cunt. He was going to mate with me, breed me.

I knew I should have been shocked by it, repulsed, but the thought of cock, getting fucked, having someone cum inside me made my whole body light up with a deep need, a desire, the instinct to be bred.

I wanted it. I needed it.

I fucked my fingers deeper, working my clit, my g-spot. I felt pleasure swell, becoming hot and bright. I felt my whole body quivering, my cunt clenching down, almost milking my fingers, desperate for every last drop of pleasure.

“Fuck… fuck… I’m gonna cum. I’m so fucking close…”

My words were so sexy, my voice soft and feminine. My heart raced. I couldn’t take my eyes off the sight of the sexy redhead fucking herself, her tits bouncing as she fiercely fingered her cunt.

I was her. She was me. I was a woman, fingering myself, about to cum. The thought of that and Charlie’s cock slipping into my cunt was enough to push me over the edge. It was like my whole body had been rewired.

“FUCK!”

I clenched my thighs together, the sensations becoming more intense, and I fucked my fingers deep as I worked my clit and g-spot. I came, hard, feeling my pussy get wetter, creamy and hot.

I continued to fuck myself as I came, fingers my sodden hole, teasing my g-spot, working my clit. I squeezed my thighs and worked my hips and the pleasure peaked over and over and over.

I finally understood why women made all that fuss over multiple orgasms. It was pleasure unlike anything I could have ever dreamed of while I had a cock.

A woman’s body felt so much better. Not only was I hotter, more attractive, but I could feel so much more pleasure.

I came over and over and over and then, only when the pleasure had finally peaked for the last time and had begun to fade did I collapse, pulling my slick, slippery fingers out of my cunt.

“Well, it seems your body works very well.” De’vo said.

Its voice made me crash back to reality. In all the excitement and arousal I’d forgotten it was in the room, that it was watching me.

“I think you are now ready for mating.” It said. “If you would follow me, we can give you rest and nutrition before taking you to meet your male.”

Charlie. Mating. My head spun.

Yet, even despite having only just cum, I felt my cunt clench at the thought of cock, cum, being bred.

I nodded, my wetness running down my thighs. What choice did I have?

I tried to ignore the fact that the thought of mating was already making my body burn with lust, and I couldn’t get thoughts of cock and cum out of my head. I tried to ignore the fact that I wanted, desperately, to be bred.


Five

De’vo allowed me a moment to recover.

I felt a surge of emotions, feelings, but mostly I felt a sense of excitement. I’d had an experience that was utterly unique. How many men could say they’d truly experienced the pleasure that a woman felt? How many women had experienced as much pleasure as I had just experienced?

My new body was hardwired for pleasure. It was my dream body, gifted with an increased capacity for pleasure.

I sat on the floor feeling slightly shamed by the fact that the alien had just watched me play with myself, make myself cum, but mostly I couldn’t stop myself from basking in the warm afterglow of my intense climax.

I could still feel the wetness running down my legs, the sodden mess of my pussy. I was breathing hard, feeling the rise and fall of my tits, and I just had to press my thighs together to feel a warm shudder run through me.

Yet there was more to come. I’d been given my new body for a reason. It was for science, research. De’vo and the rest of the crew wanted to study human mating. They had their male already, Charlie, my best friend, and now they had their female… me.

I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I was expected to mate with my best friend. It was so unreal, so impossible, but I’d experienced the reality of it. I’d seen with my own eyes and felt with my own senses the reality of my new body.

Worse, part of me was almost keen. It was like my new body came with a new host of instincts and desires. There were cravings, wants, needs that I could feel bubbling up.

I was going to mate. Charlie was going to breed me. My best friend was going to cum inside me.

And just thinking about it made my heart race, made my cunt twitch. What had happened to me?

Yet even with all of that, even as I struggled against my old, rational mind, the one that told me to resist, and my new self, the one that wanted to give in and enjoy my new body, I knew that I didn’t have a choice. If we wanted to get off the ship and go home, back to earth, I needed to go along with what De’vo and the others wanted, right?

And… it wasn’t that big of a deal, was it? It was just for science, research. It was an impossible situation. What else was I supposed to do? I’d been kidnapped by aliens, transformed, and now I was going to be part of a study on human mating. It wasn’t like there was any real way for me to resist, so I might as well just give in and try to enjoy it.

I could just give in. I could enjoy it. I could enjoy my new body. I could give in to the new desires and wants and needs. I could give in to the lust that I could feel rising up in me.

I could give in. I didn’t need to resist.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, stared at the hot, sexy redhead that I’d become, I felt something in me melting away. I smiled, a pretty, charming, lusty smile.

I’d never really liked how I’d looked as a man, had always known I was unexceptional, average, but as a woman… as a woman I was breathtaking. I was gorgeous, beautiful, wanton.

I spread my legs, showing off my smooth cunt, the wetness between my legs smeared over my thighs. I thought about Charlie, about mating, and I gave in.
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After adjusting my body, transforming me, and allowing me to examine myself and enjoy my new body, De’vo led me to my old room to clean up and rest.

“You will be tired after the process you have been through.” It said. “We want you to be fully energised so your mating is conducted at maximum capacity.”

I smiled at that. I knew in the back of my head that I could have happily mated right then and there, but I was also very tired.

That was one of the things I was realising about my new body. Even after I’d just had the most intense orgasm of my life I was feeling like I wanted more. Since I didn’t have a cock any more, didn’t ejaculate, didn’t have to get hard, I was, in theory, able to fuck without needing to recharge.

I could feel it in my body. Cumming hadn’t caused my desire to wane in the same way it always did when I’d cum as a man. Even though I was exhausted I knew I could have had more. I could have had a lot more.

But De’vo was right. It was going to be my first mating as a woman, perhaps my only mating as a woman, so why not make the most of it? Why not really enjoy it? A good night's sleep would give me more energy for the mating with my best friend.

So, after eating a large meal, I settled down to sleep. I sleep heavily, deeply. I woke up feeling incredibly refreshed, feeling more invigorated and rejuvenated than I’d felt in a long time.

My new body really was quite remarkable.

After waking I ate a large breakfast, then I took a moment to really look over my body. I summoned a mirror in the wall, following De’vo’s instructions to control my room, and I stood examining every inch of my new form. My makeup really was permanent, almost like it had been tattooed on, and the lashes that looked fake were in fact very real. Even my long nails, which looked painted, were fixed. It was like De’vo and the crew had scanned my image of the ideal woman and made it real, transformed me into her, without considering all the small human details that went into that.

I smiled. What else could they do? I felt my body throb as I wondered what other things they could do to my body.

They’d already gifted me enhanced pleasure. What if there were more gifts they could gift me?

Yet I knew that I was just indulging in fantasy, pointless fantasy. I wanted to go home, right? I was only going through with the transformation and the mating so Charlie and I could go home, right?

I smiled, giggled. In the back of my head daydreams played out, ideas, fantasies, impossibilities. There was nothing wrong with imagining, was there?

As I stared at myself, admiring the curves of my new body, I couldn’t help but feel the softness of my flesh, thick thighs, fat ass, full tits. I could feel my cunt twitch between my legs. Every part of me was perfection. I was my own personal dream woman made flesh. I was perfect.

Even my smile was dazzling, bright and pretty, cute, innocent, playful. My bright green eyes were bold and my face was just so… feminine. Seeing myself I felt a swell of emotions. My dainty nose, high cheekbones, delicate jawline, it was all just so adorable. I was adorable.

I was cute and sweet and pretty, beautiful. I felt my heart swell several sizes. And my body…

I felt a flush of heat as I thought about Charlie. How was he going to react when he saw me?

We were expected to mate.

I’d been so caught up with my feelings that I hadn’t considered how he might feel. As I looked at myself though I felt a swell of pride and joy. I imagined his reaction to see my body, my face, see how I looked now.

“How could he resist me?” I said, blushing.

Part of me enjoyed the thought of my best friend not being able to resist me. What was happening to me?

I didn’t know quite what was happening but the truth was I quite liked it.

As I smiled, giggled, the door behind me opened. De’vo entered, accompanied by Golm. The two aliens stepped into my room and the door closed behind them.

“You slept well?” De’vo asked.

I turned to face it, nodded.

“I… yeah. I slept really well. I’m feeling really good.”

I was still struggling to get used to my new voice, how soft and seductive it sounded, the sweet feminine tone of it.

As the two aliens stood staring at me I became very aware of my nakedness. Even had I still been a man I’d have felt awkward, shy, but I wasn’t a man any more. I was a woman, smaller, weaker, sexier. I had a whole new set of emotions and feelings to cope with.

“That means you are happy to proceed with the mating today?” De’vo said. “Your friend is ready and waiting. You just need to give your consent and we can continue.”

I paused for a moment. I had to consent?

I had been going along with the whole thing under the impression I didn’t have a choice but suddenly I realised… at no point had I been forced or coerced. I’d just assumed.

Now I was being asked to consent. For the mating to go ahead I had to consent. I had to tell the two aliens that I wanted it.

I froze.

“So if I say no then…”

There was a pause.

“Then we will undo the adjustment and return you.” De’vo said. “But we were under the impression that you both had agreed with this course of action. That you both were willing to help us. You gave no objection.”

Then it clicked.

Neither Charlie nor I had objected to the plan. We’d not said yet, but we’d not said no either. Clearly, our consent had been assumed due to the absence of objection.

“Are you saying no?” De’vo asked. “Do you not wish to proceed with the mating?”

I was quiet for a moment. I thought about my options.

I could have my transformation reversed, could return home with Charlie, and I could go about forgetting what had happened. I had experienced something unique, special, but I’d get to go home without having mated with my best friend, playing the female to his male.

If I did that then there was no risk of ruining our friendship. That line would go uncrossed.

But… I’d also never get to experience what it was really like to be a woman. I’d never get to feel a cock inside my pussy. I never get to feel someone cumming inside my cunt.

Already I could feel myself getting wet just thinking about it. My body wanted it, needed it.

I could say no, and this would be the end of it. But I’d never get to experience what it was like to be fucked as a woman, in a perfect woman’s body, one built for pleasure.

Could I really pass up such an opportunity? Even if it meant letting my best friend fuck me, letting Charlie mate with me, breed me. I knew it could change our friendship forever, that returning home after that would mean things would be forever different, but could I really turn down such a rare opportunity to experience something special?

I knew what my body wanted. It wanted to fuck, to cum, to be bred. All I had to do was say yes. All I had to do was…

“No.” I said. “I mean… I’m not saying no. I’m saying yes. I’m happy to proceed with the mating.”

I couldn’t believe what I’d said, but I meant it. I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted to experience all my new, perfect body was capable of. I wanted to mate.

De’vo looked at me and nodded, smiling in that strange way.

“That is good.” It said. “We are glad and thankful. Now, do you wish to dress for the ritual?”

I was quiet.

“Dress?” I said.

“Yes. From our research, we see that it is customary for the female to wear costumes for mating. We can synthesise anything you might wish. Do you want to dress for the ritual of mating or proceed naked?”

I felt my heart skip. My mind raced. With the body I had I couldn’t help but imagine how I might look all dressed up for mating.

What would it feel like to dress up like a pretty girl for mating? How would Charlie react to seeing me dress cute, slutty, brazen?

My mind raced, and I could feel my cunt twitch at the thought. I wanted it. I needed it. This was a unique experience so… why not go all in?

“I would like to dress for the mating ritual.” I said. “And I think I know exactly what I want to wear.”
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De’vo took some time to show me how to navigate the ship's synthesiser systems. They were surprisingly intuitive and I could imprint thoughts into the system to get exactly what I wanted, adjusting it just by imagining changes. It took a little while to get right, and a few attempts to make precisely what I wanted, but it did not take long.

After just a short while I had everything I wanted and then all I had to do was get dressed.

I slipped on my stockings first, long black silk fishnet stockings with seams running up the back, lacy tops. After that, I slipped on a matching suspender belt, before slipping on black lace panties, a tiny thong that barely covered my smooth pussy, a string slipping into the crack of my ass. Finally, I pulled on a bra, black lace to match my panties, low cut, the lace sheer enough to see my nipples through.

As I checked my appearance in the mirror I smiled. Had I been confronted with a woman who looked like me as a man I’d have been stunned, unable to believe my luck. I felt a swell of pride at how amazing I looked, a swell of joy at how comfortable it felt, and a surge of lust at how sexy I was.

Charlie wasn’t going to know what hit him. I wasn’t done though.

After my lingerie, I added the details. I had De’vo show me how to make simple changes to my body which I combined with jewellery. Using the ship's technology I was able to give myself piercings without pain, that were already perfectly healed.

I added silver earrings, two in each earlobe, and a silver septum ring, and a silver tongue piercing, before finally adding small silver bars through my nipples. The added piercings made me feel so deliciously slutty and sexy that I could feel my cunt getting damp.

After the piercings, I styled my hair. I didn’t need to do anything with my makeup, but I changed the colour of my nails to a deep red. Last was heels.

I stepped into the black high-heeled stilettos. For a moment I feared toppling over but to my surprise standing in them was easy, almost effortless. I took a couple of tentative steps and found I knew how to walk in them as an instinct. My new body was far more capable than I had imagined.

I walked around the room, feeling how the heels made my gait shift, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other. I could feel my hips swaying, my ass rolling, my tits jiggling. My whole body felt sensual, the way I moved, stood, shoulders back, head up, red hair flowing around my shoulders.

I’d never felt so confident, so hot. I turned to face the mirror and froze.

I was stunning. I was the perfect woman, dressed in sexy black lingerie, in heels, dazzling silver piercings. My legs were long, smooth thick, thighs framed by my stocking tops and suspender straps. My panties were tiny, flashing my ass and hips, the small triangle of lace barely enough to cover my cunt, and the suspender belt made my waist look trim and my hips and ass look wide and round. My tits heaved and jiggled in my bra as I took deep breaths, my pierced nipples poking at the cloth.

I stood proud in my heels, long dark red nails. I had the body of a goddess, a fertility goddess, a porn star, but it was my face that really captivated me. My eyes were big, bright green, dark lashes, wet pouty bee-stung lips.

I loved my earrings, my septum ring, and I poked my tongue out, grinning, to see my tongue piercing. I was ready for the mating ritual. I was ready to be bred. I felt the wetness of my cunt flowing at just the thought.

I couldn’t wait to see how Charlie was going to react.

“Are you ready for the ritual to begin?” De’vo asked.

I turned to it and nodded.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I said.

“Then please, come with us. Your male is waiting.”

My male. Charlie. My best friend.

We were going to mate, to fuck. I was going to take his cock inside my cunt. I felt my wetness grow, my heart racing.

I was actually excited…


Six

I was led out of my room and along maze-like corridors. It felt different to walk in heels, with my new body, and the click of them sent shivers along my spine.

I could feel the sway of my hips and ass, the jiggle of my tits, my thick thighs brushing against each other. My whole body was sensual, sexual, graceful. I felt powerful, hot, and my heart was racing with excitement and nerves.

I was clad in just my lingerie, but instead of feeling timid or shy or unsure I just felt bold, brazen, almost wanton. I felt like a huntress. I had agreed to the mating. I wanted it. I needed it.

I could feel the wetness between my legs. The hunger. My cunt was twitching, a deep lust, arousal, a thrill running through me.

We didn’t have to walk far. De’vo stopped by a door and I stopped beside it.

“You are ready for the mating ritual?” It asked.

I nodded. I smiled, blushing.

“Your friend is inside the room, waiting for you.” De’vo said. “We will not join you in the room, to give you privacy, but we will be monitoring and taking measurements for our records. You understand?”

I nodded again. Not only was I going to mate as a woman, not only was I going to be bred, but I was going to be recorded, watched, my body measured, my responses monitored. It felt oddly clinical, but also exposing, exciting, a voyeuristic thrill running through me.

“When you are ready, you may enter.” De’vo said.

I stepped up to the door, paused there. Behind the door was Charlie, my mate. He was the male to my female. We were going to fuck.

I could feel part of me recoil, pull away, resist. That was the old me, the old Morgan, the male. The new me, the new Morgan, the female, was eager. She wanted it, I wanted it. I could feel the new instincts, the new desires, lusts, needs, and they felt right, natural.

It was strange. Though it was all new it all felt more right than anything I’d ever felt as a man. I’d always felt slightly out of place, slightly wrong, but as a woman, a female, things felt right.

I was ready to face Charlie. I was ready to show him who I’d become

I smiled, took a deep breath, and pressed the wall with the gesture to open it. It hissed open and I stepped in. The door closed softly behind me.
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The first thing that hit me was the smell. There was something potent in the air, something intoxicating, a rich musk that made my belly flutter and my heartthrob. More than that it made my pussy quiver, the wetness between my thighs seeping into my panties.

“Charlie?” I said, voice soft, feminine.

I looked around the room. It was empty except for a large bed in the middle, blankets, cushions, pillows. The light was dimmer than in the other rooms so it took me a moment to notice Charlie on the other side of the room, standing about as far away from me as he could.

I almost didn’t recognise him.

I wasn’t the only one who had changed. While I’d transformed completely, gone from drab male to stunning female, Charlie still looked like himself, yet he was different.

If I was a perfect woman, Charlie had become perhaps a perfect man. He was taller, broader, more muscular. His features were more chiselled, more defined, and there was something about him that hadn’t been there before, an aura of confidence.

Charlie had never been an ugly man, and I’d always know he was by conventional standards more attractive than me, but I’d never really thought of him as handsome. In that moment though there was no way I could think of him as anything but handsome.

It was like Charlie had just been made better, improved, more masculine and dashing, the perfect male to my perfect female. If I’d been excited about our mating before I was practically drooling at the thought now… and in one very important way I was drooling. I could feel the wetness between my legs getting worse.

“Morgan?” Charlie said.

I nodded.

“Yeah, it’s me.” I said. “Hi!”

I gave a small wave, shifting. I struck a pose, trying to be cute and flirtatious, wanting to be sexy.

Charlie was clad in just jeans, his chest bare. I could see the new muscles of his body, like a movie star, his body hairy. The smell, the musk, was getting worse. It was getting hard to think.

I shifted, striking another pose, wiggling my hips and ass, making my tits jiggle.

I could feel Charlie’s gaze on me, his eyes roaming my body. I loved how I felt, the thrill of being pretty, sexy. I could sense his attention. I knew how hot I was, how sexy, and I wanted to seem desired.

“I… fuck… you look amazing.” Charlie said.

I smiled, took a step towards him, heel to toe, strutting.

“STOP!” Charlie said.

His voice was loud, almost desperate. I stopped and looked across the room to him.

“What’s wrong?”

“You can’t come any closer. Please. You need… you need to step back.”

Charlie sounded almost afraid. I did as he said though and stepped back until I was against the wall.

“I can’t… if you come any close then I’m not sure I can control myself.” Charlie said.

His voice was shaking.

“The moment stepped into the room I could feel you, and the smell… I can smell you. I can smell your body, your sweat, your… I can smell your musk, your pheromones. They’re driving me wild. You smell amazing and it’s driving me wild and I’m struggling to control myself. If you come any closer I’m not sure I’ll be able to stay sane. Not given how you smell, how you look.”

I smiled slightly. He was struggling to resist me and I’d not even gotten close. The thought that I had that much power over him, that I had that much of an effect on him, made my body throb.

“I can smell you too.” I said.

I realised that’s what the musk was. That was what the incredibly appetising scent was. It was Charlie, his improved body, his pheromones. They were having an effect on me. They were turning me on, getting me wet, making me want to breed.

I giggled, blushing. My new body was utterly female, my basic biology was hard-wired to respond to the raw masculinity of my best friend, and… his body was responding to my femininity.

“Then you know why we need to stay apart.” Charlie said. “If we get closer… we just need to keep distance between us. That way we can resist and work out a way to undo all this and get out of here.”

I was quiet. I could see his body responding to me, the quick shallow breaths, the way his eyes kept roaming over my body, lingering on my hips, ass, thighs, tits. I liked how he was looking at me.

I also liked the bulge I could see forming in his trousers. His cock. His cock was getting hard from just the sight and smell of me. I was turning him on.

And… his cock was large, thick and long. I could see it getting harder. The sight of it made my cunt throb, a deep aching need in me. I wanted him to mate with me, to breed me.

“Why do you want to undo it?” I asked.

Charlie blinked, stared at me.

“I… I’ve been thinking a lot and… what I did was wrong. When I just volunteered you to become the woman for this. I forced you into that situation because I didn’t want it and I just panicked, but I’m sorry. I really fucking sorry. What I did was wrong and I don’t want to make it worse. There’s no way I’m going to go through with this crazy plan. We can’t fuck. I’m not going to take advantage of you. We can work something else out. We can fix this and…”

“What if I don’t want to fix this?” I said.

I shocked myself. I was feeling bold, adventurous.

“What if… what if we just go with it? I… I know you volunteered me and I was hesitant but actually, this body is kind of fun. I’m curious about… about mating. Maybe we could just try it.”

Charlie stared at me. He shook his head.

“I… you don’t mean that. It's the pheromones and the changes talking. We can’t do it. You can’t give in. You have to resist.” He said.

“I don’t want to resist.” I said. “And I don’t think you do either. Not really. I can see how you’re looking at me. Don’t you think I’m sexy?”

Charlie stared at me, mute, eyes wide.

“Well… don’t you? Take a good look at me and tell me what you think of my new body. I put this outfit on for the mating ritual because I wanted to feel sexy, wanted to look sexy. Don’t you think I look good?”

As I spoke I moved. I didn’t step any closer towards Charlie but I turned on the spot, wiggling, posing, showing off my curves, making my hips and ass wiggle, jiggling my tits, pouting. I fluttered my eyelashes at my best friend.

“I… yeah… I mean… you look amazing, but that’s not the point. No matter how fucking sexy I think you are we have to resist.”

“You think I’m fucking sexy?” I said.

I smiled at that. I felt a swell of pride. Charlie nodded.

“You know… this new body feels good too. Aren’t you curious about how I feel? You know I smell good. You can feel the effect my pheromones are having on you. Just imagine how good it would feel to touch me. Just imagine how good my body would feel, my soft skin, my thick thighs, my fat ass, my big tits. Imagine how soft my lips are, how wet my tongue is. Just think about how warm and tight my pussy must feel.”

My words were even turning me on. I could feel myself shivering, cunt sodden. I could see the effect my words were having on Charlie, the struggle to control himself.

“You have to stop.” He said through gritted teeth.

I took a step towards him.

“I don’t want to stop though. And I don’t think you want me to stop. I think you want to give in to your urges. I’m not resisting. You don’t have to resist. You could just give in, come feel me, see how sensual my new body is.”

I walked slowly, closing the distance between us. I could see Charlie practically shaking.

“My pussy is so wet. It’s practically dripping down my thighs. Just think about how good it would feel to slip your cock inside me. You can mate with me, breed me, cum in me. I want it. I’m saying yes. All you need to do is say yes too…”

I moved closer, walking slowly, strutting in my heels.

“Unless you don’t think I’m sexy?” I said.

I wiggled my hips, my ass, shaking my tits. I could see Charlie’s resolve crumbling. I couldn’t believe what I was saying, how bold and slutty I was being. I was seducing my best friend so I could feel his cock in my cunt. I wanted him to mate with me, breed me, cum in me. It was no longer about the science, about the research, or even about getting back home.

I wanted to feel him. I wanted to feel his cock. I wanted to experience what it was to be a woman, wanted him to fuck me, want to feel the pleasure. I wanted…

As I moved closer to Charlie I saw his resolve give in.

“Yes.” He said.

And then he leapt at me.
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Charlie moved quickly, startling me.

He was on me, pouncing on me like a wolf. I could feel his scent wash over me, driving me wild, lust reaching new heights, and I felt his hands grab me, firmly.

“Fuck you are hot.” He said.

I shivered, looking up into his eyes, heart racing. I felt so small and dainty with him looming over me, slim, slight, petite. He was so strong, so masculine. I had roused his lust, his fire, and it was about to consume me. I wanted to be consumed.

I pressed my body against Charlie’s, feeling the firmness of him. I felt his hands explore the soft curves of my new body, groping my thighs, my ass, gripping my hips, reaching up to my tits, squeezing, pinching my nipples. Touching myself had felt amazing, but Charlie touching me was even better.

“Fuck… oh god that feels good… more…”

I wiggled into his grip, squirming, pressing against him. I ground my cunt against the bulge of his cock. I felt an emptiness, a hunger, a quivering wetness soaking into my panties.

Charlie gave me what I asked for. More.

His hands explored my new body and I surrendered to the touch, allowed him to caress and grope and molest me. I moved in his hands to encourage more.

“Fuckkk… I’ve never seen someone as hot as you. Not even in movies or porn. And… you have nipple piercings…”

“I have a tongue one too.” I said.

Charlie looked at me and I could see the sparkle in his eyes.

“You know what they say about girls with tongue piercings, don’t you?”

I nodded. He was groping my tits, pinching my nipples, with one hand, while the other was fondling my ass. It felt heavenly.

“I do. Do you want to find out if it’s true?”

Charlie nodded. With that, he leaned in and kissed me, hard.

I kissed back. Lips, tongue, teeth. It was a wet, messy kiss, lusty, desperate, hungry. I pressed my tongue into Charlie’s mouth, finding his tongue, tasting his spit.

My whole body was lit up with pleasure, with desire, with lust. I felt his hands groping me, exploring every inch of my new body, and I loved it.

There was pleasure, but… it was more than that. I felt wanted, desired. I felt hot. I felt sexy. I felt… right. I wanted more.

We kissed deeply and then I pulled back.

“Like the tongue piercing?” I asked.

Charlie nodded.

“Want to see if what they say about cute girls with tongue piercings is true?” I asked.

Charlie nodded again. I smiled, wiggled in his grip, and then, slowly, dropped to my knees.
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I wasted no time. Charlie’s hard cock was in front of me, the fat bulge of it in his jeans. I unbuttoned them and tugged them down and pulled his cock free.

I couldn’t believe how large it was. Thick and long and throbbing, hard, hard for me. I reached out to wrap my fingers around it and stroked, gently, teasing. Charlie moaned and thrust into my grip.

“Fuck that feels good. You look so sexy.”

I could feel how much I excited him by the swelling of his cock. The musk of him was stronger, making my belly flutter, making my head woozy, making my pussy wet. My whole body was tingling.

My mouth felt wet, lips and tongue almost aching. I couldn’t have stopped myself even if I’d wanted to. But I didn’t want to. I leaned forward and parted my lips, extending my tongue.

Then I licked from the base of Charlie’s cock to the tip. I felt my mouth pulse with pleasure, my brain going numb. I was licking cock. I was licking my best friend’s cock, and I wanted more.

I licked again, and again, working my wet tongue all over Charlie’s fat prick, teasing with the whole of it, his thrust and moans delighting me. I licked up and then pressed my lips to the tip, forcing my head down.

I felt the girth of Charlie’s cock stretch my mouth wide and I began to suck working my tongue and lips over his spit-wetted cock. I sucked, bobbing my head, new instincts awakening in me. I could feel my lips buzzing with pleasure. I squeezed my thighs together and felt my cunt quivering, twitching.

I felt Charlie’s hand on the back of my head, pressing me down. I took his cock deeper into my mouth, sucking, working my lips up and down, sucking, teasing, lapping with my tongue.

I worked up and down, basking in the pleasure of sucking Charlie’s cock, spit, swallowing, feeling him thrust into the tight, hot, wet confines of my mouth. I felt his cock throbbing against my tongue.

I felt almost drunk on the pleasure. I felt sexy and wanted and powerful in a way I never had before. I was feminine, beautiful, and I wanted everything.

I sucked harder, tasting Charlie’s precum, wanting to make the most of the experience. He thrust into my mouth, deep, and I felt him tense, felt his cock pulsing.

“Fuck… I’m close… I’m going to cum…”

I sucked harder, taking my best friend’s cock deeper even as I felt him pull back. I wanted him to cum. I wanted him to cum in my mouth.

I sucked hard, deep, working my lips and tongue. I felt Charlie’s cock throb, get fatter, harder, and he thrust.

I felt his cock erupt, cumming into my mouth, cumming down my throat, jet after jet of cum, filling my mouth even as I tried to swallow. It was like I was drowning and I loved it.

I swallowed mouthful after mouthful after mouthful. I’d never known it was possible to cum that much.

I kept swallowing, a warmth spreading out from my belly. I felt the torrent of cum slow, Charlie’s climax subsiding, and I sucked the last drops of cum from his cock before working my lips off, slurping, his prick leaving my mouth with an audible pop.

I looked up at him and giggled, opened my mouth wide to show how empty it was.

“Fuck you are hot. That was amazing.” He said.

I smiled.

“I never knew sucking cock would feel so good. But… this body is hot.”

Charlie chuckled.

“You’re telling me. I’ve never met someone as hot as you.” He said. “And that tongue piercing… yeah, it’s true. It felt phenomenal.”

I giggled, blushing.

I looked down at his cock, saw it was still hard, throbbing. Sucking it, making him cum, had done nothing to lessen his hardness. I reached out to stroke it, felt it throb.

“You’re not the only one to get some changes.” Charlie said.

“So I can tell. Want to demonstrate them for me?” I asked.

“I thought you’d never ask.”


Seven

Charlie scooped me up and practically carried me to the bed, tossing me down onto the soft surface. I lay on my back, looking up at him, my best friend, naked, his cock hard.

I felt so small and hot. A sexy redhead, in just lingerie, my body aching. The fog of his pheromones clung to me, intoxicating, making me squirm.

I felt his hands on me and I couldn't help but moan, writhing as he teased me.

“I’m going to enjoy mating with you.” Charlie said.

“I… I can’t want to feel your cock in my cunt.” I said. “I need it… I’m so fucking wet, so fucking horny. I need you to breed me, cum in me. I want to feet your cock fucking me as I cum on that fat prick of yours.”

It was like an animal inside of me had been uncaged, a feral, wild, female animal in heat.

Yet, Charlie was in no rush. He’d just cum and now he wanted to take his time enjoying my body. I felt his hands explore my curves, taking in my hips, legs, ass, roaming over my waist and belly, working up to my tits, squeezing.

I pressed up into his hands to feel more, felt his lips on mine. I kissed back and then he shifted, kissing over my neck, my shoulders, down my chest.

I lay back and let Charlie pleasure me, explore me. His touch was electric, and there was more pleasure than I could cope with. It was like my brain was dissolving into a soup of delight.

I felt him tug at my bra and I shifted to help, letting him unfasten it, peel it off. My tits popped free, heavy, jiggling, perky, and I felt his lips and tongue on them teasing me, working me to new heights of desire. I felt him pinch and suck at my pierced nipples.

I pressed up into his mouth to feel more.

“Fuck… oh god that feels good… more.”

Charlie obliged me, kissing and licking, groping, pinching, easing. I felt small pulses of bliss surge through me, like micro-orgasms originating from my tits. I’d never experienced anything like it before.

I could feel my cunt twitching, hungry, sopping wet, swollen with lust. I pressed my thighs together, working my hips and then… I felt Charlie press his weight down on me, his thigh forcing its way between mine, pressing his leg against my dripping pussy.

I moaned, giddy with lust. I wanted more. I needed to be fucked.

As Charlie teased my tits I felt a hand trace down, running over my belly, to my panties. He teased his fingers over the lace, tracing over my swollen labia.

“Fuck you really are wet. Your panties are soaking.” He said.

I blushed, oddly flattered.

“I told you.” I said.

“I… I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything quite so fucking sexy.” He said.

“You should feel inside.” I teased.

“Should I?” Charlie said.

He ran his fingers over my slit, pressing. I felt the tip of his finger tease between my lips, feeling me through the lace of my panties, running over my clit, pressing at my sopping hole.

I nodded. Charlie smiled. He shifted his hand to the side and slipped his fingers under my panties, pressing his fingers between my slick pussy lips. I felt his fingers enter me.

The pleasure was intense, bright, hot. I arched my back, worked my hips, wanting to feel more. I moaned as Charlie teased just the tip of his finger into my hole, my cunt stretching, clenching.

“Want more?” Charlie said.

I nodded.

“Please.” I moaned, breathy.

Charlie pressed a finger into me, deeper, began to fuck me with his finger, working it in and out. If touching myself had been pleasure, then this was something more. I worked my hips as Charlie fingered my cunt, and he put his lips back to my nipples, sucking, kissing, biting.

He worked his finger deeper, pressed a second at my slick entrance. My hole stretched as he worked another finger into me. I clenched down, fucking back. I felt his fingers teasing over my g-spot. Charlie knew what he was doing, knew just what I liked.

I fucked his fingers, drunk on the joy of it all. He teased my tits as he finger fucked my pussy.

“Fuck... more… please…”

Charlie pressed his fingers deeper, faster, fucking, and then… he pulled them back, pulled his fingers out of my cunt, leaving my wet hole gaping, stretching, ravenous.

“What… please…”

Charlie lifted his head, smiled at me.

“If you want more you have to beg.”

I opened my mouth to speak.

“But if you beg you’ll get more than fingers. I warned you, told you to stay back, but you didn’t listen. If you want pleasure you’re going to have to let me fuck you. I can’t resist you. The way you smell, the way you feel, the way you look… your cunt is so wet and tight and hot… I have to fuck you. I want to mate with you, I want to breed you, cum in you. If you want more you have to beg for my cock.” He said.

I smiled, blushing. His eyes were on me, his hands still caressing my body. I’d never felt so sexy, so hot, so wanted. I liked it. I wanted more. I wanted my best friend to mate with me.

“Oh no.” I said, voice soft, teasing, cute. “That sounds terrible. That fat cock inside my tight, wet, hot little cunt, fucking me, making me cum over and over and over, cumming inside me, breeding me, making me your slutty little fuck-toy. However will I cope?”

I smirked.

“Please Charlie, fuck me. I need your cock inside me. Slip your fat, hard cock into my light little pussy and fuck me. I’m begging you, please, pretty please, fuck me, make me cum, mate with me, breed me, make me your slut. Stretch out my pussy with your fat cock and fuck me and fill me with your cum. Please…”

I squirmed as I begged, writing, showing off my hot, sexy, feminine body. I’d never felt so sexy, so brazen, so hot.

“Please fuck me. I need it. I need your cock inside my pussy. Fuck me and breed me. Pleeeeaaassseeeee…”

I practically hissed the last word. Charlie just stared at me.

“I had no idea you were so filthy, that you were such a slut.” He said.

“Neither did I. I guess this body just brings out the best in me.” I said. “Now, was that good enough, or do you want more.”

“That was definitely good enough.”

And with that Charlie tugged at my panties, pulling them down and off.
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With my panties off I spread my legs wide, laid on my back. Charlie shifted to kneel between my thighs, his cock hard, throbbing. I felt my cunt twitching.

I was finally about to get fucked. I needed it, needed that perfect fat cock inside me.

I wiggled my hips and ass in invitation and that was all Charlie needed. Gripping his cock to aim it he lowered himself down, then pressed the head at my wet folds, running it along to lubricate the tip. I was so wet that his cock was quickly made slick and slippery.

He ran it up and down, pressing just barely into my hole, teasing me, before slipping it away. I could feel my cunt clenching, hungry, desperate.

“Stop fucking teasing me and fuck me already.” I said, laughing.

Charlie smiled.

“Needy little slut aren’t you?”

I nodded.

“Very needy. Now are you going to give me what I need or not?”

Charlie didn’t answer. Or at least he didn’t answer with words. He pressed the tip of his cock at my cunt, my entrance, and just barely entered me.

I was so fucking wet, so desperate, so turned on, that he entered me easily. My body lit up with pleasure. I felt Charlie’s cock throbbing, just barely inside me. I wanted more but…

Charlie held it there, working his hips, teasing me. I felt him barely fucking me, working the fat tip of his cock against my g-spot. It felt amazing, so much thicker than my fingers or his fingers, stretching me, pressing on the spot of pleasure, my hole dripping, hot.

I stretched my legs wider, working my hips for more. I felt a hand on my body, caressing my hips, ass, along my waist, to my tips, my pierced nipples.

“I can’t get over how hot you are. You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. You are the sexiest girl I’ve ever met.”

“And you get to fuck me.” I said.

Charlie pinched my nipple, tugging it.

“I get to mate with you, breed you.”

I loved those words. I wanted him to breed me, cum in me, mate with me. My new body felt better than I could have imagined. I felt free, liberated. I was pretty, sexy, hot, and there was more pleasure than I could have ever imagined.

I never wanted it to end. I never wanted the miraculous experience to end.

“Fuck me hard.”

I said, voice husky.

Charlie thought smirked, kept teasing me, working his cock barely in and out. I felt a surge of frustration, lust. I needed more of his cock. I wanted all of it inside my cunt. I wanted him to fuck me hard. I was in no mood to be teased.

I lifted my legs and wrapped them around Charlie’s waist, pulling him into me with my heels. I pulled him in close and I forced his cock in deeper. I felt his cock fill me, stretching me, thicker and longer than my fingers, the hot throbbing of it driving me wild.

“Fuck… yes… more…”

I began to work my hips, fucking Charlie’s cock, riding it. I felt him thrust, deeper.

“Fuck you feel good. So tight and wet…”

He pulled back, pulled his cock almost entirely out, then slammed it deep. He began to fuck me, began to really fuck me. His cock slipped in and out, stretching, fucking, filling. I couldn’t think, I could barely breathe. The only thing I was focused on was the pleasure, the body on top of me, the cock inside my cunt, the feeling of being fucked, being mated with, a female bred by a male.

It was better than I could have ever dreamed.

“More, harder, faster.”

I reached up to grip Charlie’s ass, pulling him into me, urging him to fuck me harder, faster. He gave me what I wanted, fucking me deep, pounding my wet cunt hard.

I worked my hips up and down his fat cock, wet with my juices. My cunt clenched around his girth, grinding my pussy on his cock to stimulate my g-spot, my clit. I felt his hands grope me, molest me, feeling my body. I felt his weight pressing me down into the bed as he mated with me.

I was still wearing my suspenders, my stockings, my heels, and I felt so slutty. My pierced nipples were hard, and as Charlie kissed me I pressed my pierced tongue into his mouth.

We fucked like animals, Charlie working his cock into my hole, me grinding my pussy on his cock, working my hips and cunt to feel as much as possible. Pulses of pleasure raced up my spine, making me dumb.

It was bliss, heaven, sheer paradise. I never wanted it to end yet… I knew when Charlie came, when he came inside me, bred me, it would end. That was what I wanted. I wanted him to cum in me as I came on his cock, wanted to feel the utter joy of being a woman, a female, but… I didn’t want it to end. I didn’t want the impossible experience to be over.

And then I remember… it didn’t have to end. De’vo had said we could return if we wanted. I could be transformed back into a male if I wanted.

What if I didn’t want?

As Charlie fucked his cock deep into my sopping cunt I smiled. I knew what I wanted.

“Fuck me…” I said. “Hard. Cum in me, breed me, treat me like your slut.”

My new body was made for pleasure, for getting fucked, for mating. It was built to be bred, and the changes to Charlie’s body made him perfect for breeding me. We were perfect together.

Why should it end after just getting fucked once? There was so much more I could try. So much more I could experience.

Maybe I could remain as a woman, for a little while at least, experience more, experiment. That thought thrilled me, made my heart swell.

I could offer De’vo and the rest of the crew more research, more data on human mating, and I was sure that I could tempt Charlie to stay with me for a while with my cunt and my mouth. We could fuck over and over, enjoy our new and improved bodies, and when we were satisfied with the experience, when we’d had enough, we could go home.

As Charlie slammed into me, working his cock in and out of my pussy, I fucked him back, working my hips, clenching my cunt tight. My thighs were wet and slick, my pussy stretched, and I could feel his girth stimulating the deepest parts of my hole, pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced before.

Not only was I a woman now, the perfect woman, but my body was built for pleasure, mating. I wondered what other changes I could make to my new body, what modifications and decorations I could make. I could be anything I wanted, get fucked however I wanted, and I have the perfect person to explore it all with.

Charlie, my best friend, with his enhanced body, his fat cock, his improved stamina, all that cum. I fucked him back hard, breathing heavily, heart racing. I could feel energy running through me, pulses of pleasure, my brain fuzzy.

“Fuck I’m close. I’m so fucking close. I can feel your cunt squeezing me. I’m going to cum.”

I could hear the pleasure in Charlie’s voice. That I was the cause of that pleasure delighted me. He thought I was hot, lusted after me, and my cunt was milking him, pleasuring him. I had a body built for fucking, for mating, for breeding.

“Do it. Cum in me. Fuck me hard and cum in me. Make me cum and cum in me. Breed me. Make me your slut.”

I fucked hard, feral, an animal in heat. I wanted him to cum in me, breed me, mate with me. He was my male and I was his female.

Charlie thrust, hard, deep. I lifted my cunt up, wrapping my legs tighter, wanting him as deep as he could go. It was like my body was acting on its own to get as much of his cock as possible, wanting to keep his cum deep inside. I could almost feel the desire to be mated, bred, controlling my actions.

I surrendered to my instincts. I was a woman, Charlie’s woman, his slut, his bitch in heat, and I wanted him to cum inside me.

“Fuck!”

Charlie practically roared, his cock swelling, becoming impossibly large, stretching my cunt wide. I felt it throb, pulse. I felt my body tense.

Then… he came. He came hard, cock erupting inside me, shot after shot of hot, thick cum. That was enough to push me over the edge. It was like my body was reacting to his cum, like my biology was reacting to what it needed.

My whole body tensed, an eruption of pleasure that spread out from my core, suffusing through me. I locked my legs around Charlie, wanting to keep his cock in me, wanting every last drop of his cum inside me.

He was breeding me, mating me, and I loved it. It was a pleasure that was addictive, potent, overwhelming, and I came over and over and over. No mere male body could cum like that, no normal human body could cum like that.

In that moment I knew I could never go back. I would never give up my new body. It was perfect. I was perfect, and there was so much more to experience.

We came together, intense, blissful, and I felt Charlie’s lips on mine, kissing me as he came inside me. I had no idea how long we were cumming for but it left me exhausted, heart racing, body sweaty.

Charlie collapsed on top of me, breathing hard.

“Wow.” He said.

I could feel his cock inside me, softening slightly, his cum warm and sticky, my cunt twitching with aftershocks of pleasure. I slowly unlocked my legs, kissed him softly.

“That was incredible.” Charlie said.

I smiled.

“I know. I… I think I could get addicted to that.” I said.

Charlie stared down at him.

“You know, it's almost a shame that we have to change back, go home. I… please, don’t take this the wrong way, but… you are amazing. You’re beautiful, hot, and fucking you was… I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I giggled, squirming, wiggling beneath him.

“What if we just didn’t change back, didn’t go home? I… I really enjoyed that, I’ve really enjoyed this body. I don’t think I could go back, after experiencing this it’d just… it’d feel wrong. I want more of this, more of this pleasure.”

Charlie stared at me, quiet.

“You could stay here with me. We could stay like this, mating. You could breed me, fuck me, we could try out all kinds of things. Why would we go back? This body, this experience, I… I can’t go back. I won’t go back. I want to stay like this.”

“You want to stay as a woman?” Charlie asked.

I nodded.

“Yes. And… I want you to keep fucking me with that magnificent cock of yours. We can mate, let De’vo and the others gather more data. Think of all the weird and wonderful things we could experience with their technology. We could give them all the data they could ever dream of.”

“But what then? Do we never go home?” Charlie asked.

I was quiet for a moment.

“No, I’m not saying that. I just… we can stay here for a while, experiment, experience a little and then, when we want, go home. But… I’m keeping this body. I’m staying like this. I… this body is perfect. The way I look, the way I feel, the pleasure. I’m staying like this. I can’t go back not after what I’ve experienced.”

Charlie chuckled.

“That’s going to take some explaining.” Charlie said.

I smiled.

“We can cross that hurdle when it comes to it. Maybe De’vo can build me a new identity or something, or change records. I don’t know. I just… I want to stay like this. I want to keep this body. I’m female.”

“And you want me to keep fucking you?” Charlie added.

“Yeah, I want you to keep fucking me with that massive stud cock of yours. Do you mind?”

Charlie smiled.

“Not at all.” He said. “Not at all.”

And I felt his cock twitch, getting hard again while still inside me. I knew for certain I was keeping my body, and I hoped that maybe, just maybe, I could convince Charlie was going to keep his.

I figured I knew just how to convince him.

As his cock got hard I began to squirm writing on his cock, feeling his tense.

“How about this time I go on top, ride that fat prick of yours.” I said. “And then afterwards you can fuck me on all fours.”

I knew from the way Charlie’s cock reacted that his answer was yes.

THE END
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Mitch is dreading his year at the school for “troubled young men”, but it turns out not to be as bad as he was fearing. The other boys are friendly and the school is well equipped.

When Mitch is invited to join the drama club to help them prepare for their big annual performance he accepts, wanting to fit in with his new friends, but then he hits a problem. He’s cast as the female lead...

Mitch is not happy that he’s having to attend a school for “troubled young men” instead of heading off to college, but it’s just a year. Yet, despite his fears, Mitch begins to make friends and for the first time in his life he feels accepted, held.

The school too is pleasant. The teachers are firm, but kind, friendly, and the school is very well equipped. As Mitch settles in he begins to relax and enjoy himself. It’s only a year, and it could definitely have been worse.

But then Tom, Mitch’s new best friend at the school, tells Mitch that the school insists all students join at least one extracurricular club. Tom offers to take him with him to one of the drama club’s rehearsals, since they’re running auditions for the annual performance and it’s a pretty big and exciting event.

Mitch is reluctant but agrees, and he even summons up the courage to get up on stage and audition, landing himself a lead role.

The only problem is it’s the lead female role, opposite Tom, who’s cast in the male lead.

The drama teacher thinks Mitch is perfect for it, that he’s a rare talent. Mitch isn’t sure he can do it, but when his new friends all encourage him he gives in, not wanting to let them down.

To help Mitch get into character his teacher insists that each rehearsal is a full dress rehearsal. So begins a journey of self-discovery and romance.

And all Mitch can think about is the final scene of the play. The one with the kiss...


THE FEMININE SHADOW
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Michael is happy. He’s successful, rich, and living his best life. Or so he thinks.

When he’s ordered by his company to attend therapy sessions for inappropriate comments made to a co-worker Michael comes face-to-face with the truth.

He’s been hiding from himself, repressing parts of himself in his shadow. Yet Doctor Wren is adamant she can help him transform and find peace, acceptance, happiness.

All Michael needs to do is embrace the feminine within that he’s been running from...

Michael is a successful man. He’s got everything he wants. He’s got an amazing job, he’s rich, and he’s living the life he was always meant to live. Things are perfect.

That is until he gets into trouble for a comment made to a co-worker. His company’s HR department decides that he needs to work on his biases with a therapist. Michael is reluctant, he doesn’t need or want any therapist messing about in his head, but he knows if he refuses it would cost him the job he’s worked so hard for.

So he agrees, and Doctor Wren is nowhere near as unpleasant as he was expecting. However, she does expect Michael to do the work. She’s convinced Michael isn’t as happy as he seems and that there’s a root to his comments at his work, that his life choices and his attitude are all connected.

Soon Michael is exploring his shadow, the parts of himself he was taught to suppress, and what he discovers surprises him. There’s a side to him that’s soft, gentle, feminine.

To help Michael accept and integrate the parts of himself that he’s neglected and shunned Doctor Wren leads him on a journey of healing and self-discovery, and journey that leads to him becoming whole…


FEMINIZED BY THE BABYSITTER
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Jack’s excited for the summer. His parents are going to be away and he’s going to get their beach house all to himself. He’s already started planning the parties…

Only Jack’s summer plans are thrown into disarray when he finds out that his parents, worried about him, have decided to hire him a babysitter. How could things get any worse?

It’s summer break from college and Jack is looking forward to spending time by his parents’ pool, relaxing, soaking up the sun. Even better, his parents are going to be away on vacation for months so he’s going to have the whole house to himself.

With that in mind, Jack’s already begun planning parties for his new friends at college. He’s excited to spend time with them, and maybe even get to know a few of the girls better. After his lonely time at high school, he’s glad to finally have friends and a summer of fun at his parents’ house is just what he needs to make sure they don’t forget about him over the long break.

Only Jack’s plans are waylaid when he gets home to discover that his parents have booked him a babysitter…

They’re worried about him and they want someone there to look after him and the house while they’re on vacation. So they’ve hired Jack a babysitter to keep him company and to keep the house.

Jack is devastated, his whole summer is ruined. No parties, no friends, no hot girls. But then the babysitter arrives and Sara’s definitely not what Jack had been expecting. She’s hot, sweet, friendly, and she’s keen to get to know Jack.

Soon Jack’s summer takes a very different turn. So begins a journey of self-discovery and feminization that promises to change his life forever and Jack begins to accept that maybe having a babysitter for the whole of the summer isn’t so bad after all...


MAIL ORDER BRIDE
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Michael is eager to meet his bride-to-be, Annabella, for the first time, but he’s nervous too. He’s been keeping secrets and he’s not been entirely honest with her.

When Annabella finds out she isn’t quite as understanding as Michael had hoped. She threatens to leave him and return home, so Michael, desperate, promises he’ll do anything for her. Annabella decides to take Michael up on his offer and sets about transforming him into someone more to her liking.

And in the end, it turns out Michael wasn’t the only one keeping secrets...

Michael is lonely. He’s quit his dead-end city job and moved back home to renovate the house he inherited from his mother when she passed, and though his quality of life has improved significantly he’s still missing one important thing. Someone to share his life with.

But then Michael decides to try internet dating and he stumbles across Annabella on a very expensive website. She’s gorgeous. The only problem is the website is for rich men looking for women to marry. Michael is wealthy thanks to his inheritance, but he’s not sure he’s the kind of rich man Annabella is looking for.

As Michael waits for Annabella’s flight to land he’s left wondering how she’s going to react when she meets the real him. He’s just hoping that she’ll be able to look past the surface and see his heart, feel how much he cares for her.

Annabella’s reaction is not what Michael hoped for. She’s frustrated, annoyed, and, worse, she threatens to leave and go home before they’ve even had a chance to get to know each other. Michael, desperate, promises to do anything if she gives him a chance.

Annabella accepts Michael’s offer and soon begins transforming him into her perfect partner. Michael had worried he wasn’t manly enough for a woman like Annabella, but what Annabella desires is someone soft, pretty, and obedient.

As Annabella takes Michael on a journey of feminization and self-discovery he begins realise Annabella might just be the best thing that ever happened to him. And then he finds out he’s not the only one with a secret...
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Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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