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 CHAPTER 1

Thomas   Allyson   slid   the   glass   panel   door   aside   and   stepped   from   the   shower.   Water dripped   from   his   hairless   slender   body   and   onto   the   porcelain   tiled   floor.   The   hotel bathroom seemed to have been designed by the same bland committee that designed hotel rooms the world over. Not that Tom knew that, he had never experienced any hotel room before in his 22-year life. A couple of cheap motels when he needed to hide away for a while. 

His   bare   feet   padded   across   the   tiled   floor,   his   toenail   varnish   glistened   from   his toenails under the white LED spots in the ceiling. He grabbed a hand towel and wiped the misted mirror glass above the double sink. He brushed at his eyelids, wiping away the faint slash of blue mascara that had remained. 

His body shook, a brief strong surge, uncontrollable. He had never done anything like this before and he was realising the enormity of it. He had doubted himself, but it had worked according to plan. He shouldn’t have worried. It had been worth every moment of stress and his financial problems would soon be over. Mary would be his. Lovely, beguiling, wonderful Mary Tyler. Now he was going to have money, lots of it. Her wealthy family would no longer object to him. Poor penniless little Tom they said. Not so poor any more Mr and Mrs Tyler, eh? 

He had ten minutes to get ready and to shoot downstairs to meet her at the restaurant at the end of the street. It was to be a special treat. She had been excited but utterly confused at how he would afford to pay. He’d never taken to a smart restaurant before, but this was to be a celebration of what was to come. Now that he would be wealthy. 

He inspected the reflection of his small skinny refreshed body, smooth and depilated for   the   deception.   It   was   clean   and   pure,   not   unattractive.   His   long   wet   mousey   hair

plastered to his head, neck and shoulders. The long hair had felt good for a while, but that was over now. He would get it cut and return to living as a male. His face was white, the make-up and foundation washed away from his face under the hot, strong shower water. 

Long, black false eyelashes were still firmly attached. He’d get dried and peel them off. He ran a finger over thin arched eyebrows. They would grow again. 

A screwed-up blue dress and two-inch heeled women’s shoes lay dumped in the corner of the bathroom, discarded before he had washed away his alter-ego: Mia Allyson. He wouldn’t need to put girl’s clothes on again: Mia was no more. What a humiliation; a female intern. He, or was that she? making tea and coffee for a bunch of pumped-up aggressive women. No one had realised he was really a man, his long feminine hairstyle, small frame and soft features had been his weapons of deception. He had washed that femininity away forever down the shower plug hole. There had been a certain sensuality in being Mia. But, it had to end, he had Mary to think of now. 

He finished drying his body, threw the towel on top of the little dress and closed his eyes. He imagined Mary. Beautiful, sexy Mary. He held his penis and imagined putting it inside her for the first time. Soon, very soon. He had had to spend his days with it taped up inside tiny panties. Now it was free again. He rubbed his foreskin slowly over the head of his growing penis. He imagined Mary’s large almond eyes on it, close, close enough to pucker a kiss on the end. He shuddered and strode into the bedroom, his hand rubbing gently on the firm strong erection. Back and forth, back and forth. The expectant tingle rising. Should he wait? Keep his powder dry in case he could persuade Mary to come back to the room? 

Tom’s fist froze hard on his erection. He was fixed to the spot. Lined up in in front of him four women. They were dressed in identical black suits, like some kind of uniform. 

Tight mid-thigh   pencil  skirts,  black   sheer   stockings.  Each   wore  white   blouses  beneath

smart fitted suit jackets. Their four-inch glossy black high-heeled rested on the laminate bedroom floor like four ice picks. They stood in a semi-circle around him, hands held firm on wide hips, elbows out. Waiting. A controlled restrained aggression sparked towards him like bolts of lightning. 

Tom’s mouth dropped, his hand fell from his erection. His erect penis bounced softly in the chilled air-conditioned atmosphere. A gasp of escaping air hissed from his dry throat. 

The semi-circle closed in. Four sets of cleavages bursting from their low-fronted blouses, advanced, slowly, methodically. The breasts approached like laser-targetted bombs. Their heels formed a symphony of ticking, clicks as they moved towards him. Step by step. Click clack a. Closer, closer. 

The women fell on him simultaneously. His stupor broke. He pulled his arms, but the women were strong and fit, they had him held firmly. He swung up horizontal as they lifted him, carrying his flailing body to the bed. They threw him face down onto the thick duvet. He took an inadvertent bite of the pillow, cotton and chemical deodorant filled his mouth. A stab of pain drove up into his stomach as his erect penis crushed against the mattress. Silence. Nothing. He waited, his eyes darted each way then the other, his heart pounded into the bed, his stomach knotted tight. What had just happened? 

He had to move. He propped himself up on elbows and shook his head. He pulled his erection to his stomach, still firm, but sore from the fall onto the bed. He had been thrown to the bed. Four women? In his room? He turned his head slowly to one side. Two of the young women stood there, hands on hips, legs apart, stretching their pencil skirt hems like a   piano   wire   across   taut   thighs.   He   turned   to   the   other   side.   The   other   two   stood. 

Confident, assertive. Commanding. 

Without a command, they swarmed onto him again, like a flock of ravens attacking wounded carrion. They flipped him over and onto his back, his hands fell to cover his

erection as best he could. One of the young women pounced onto his feet and clasped his ankles. His eyes widened as her skirt rose to the top of her thighs, pure white panties faced him like a blank screen. Another of the intruders jumped onto the pillow above his head and took his arms. His cock remained strong and even more erect, pointing upwards to the ceiling like a living column. He wriggled his feet and arms together. Pulling at his limbs with his shoulders and hips. It was useless, they were too strong for his feeble thin body. 

“Minerva, Trinity?” One of the six women had positioned herself at the end of the bed, arms folded, cleavage large and firm. 

“Yes I have his arm held nice and tight, Vega,” replied one of the girls. Her straightened centre-parted blond hair fell over narrow shoulders. Thin arched eyebrows raised and she smirked as she turned to the girl struggling to hold his other arm. He broke free from the grip and flapped like a broken sail in a hurricane. “You OK there Trinity?” smiled the blond girl. 

Trinity’s large brown puppy-dog eyes carried a worry for a moment then she had him. 

Her knees fell onto his wrist and he ceased struggling. He as pinned down. Trinity pursed thick red lips and allowed herself a smile. She threw back fine coal-black hair with a flick of her head. “Got him. Thanks for nothing, Minerva.” 

Minerva and Trinity smirked at each other. 

“What are you doing? Let me go. You’re hurting me.” Tom whined. “What are you doing? What do you want with me? Let me get dressed. 

“So much to say sissy boy,” said Vega. She turned away from his pleading gaze.  “Kayla, Priscilla. Legs held tight?” 

“Yes Vega.” Two more replies in unison. 

“Ouch, ouch,” Tom complained. “You’re hurting me.” 

“Your grip is so tight you’ll bruise the poor little sissy Kayla,” laughed one of the girls at his feet. 

Kayla looked up. She was taller and bigger boned than the others, Tom guessed she was a good six inches taller than his five feet seven height. Her bicep muscles rippled, veins popped against the latex suit. It was as if it was her own ebony black skin. Kayla’s hair was shorter than the other girls, with an angular face adding to her Amazonian appearance. 

Kayla loosened her grip on his ankle. Priscilla smiled sweetly at Kayla in a girly manner, a direct  contract   to   her   compatriot’s   strength.  They   held   their   gaze   for   a   long   moment, distracting Tom from his predicament as he watched them. 

Priscilla turned her attention back to him and repeated an innocent smile, her gaze falling to his erection. She sniggered. Her hair was held back in a loose bun, he imagined her more at home in a Jane Austin novel, rather than this vixen clad in skin-tight latex struggling to hold his leg down. 

The woman at the end of his bed looked past him. “Ivy, you have his head secure?” 

“Yes Vega. He’s going nowhere.” A voice ghosted from behind him. 

He arched his back in order to observe a girl with long fair hair and an elfin face. Her lips were set apart, showcasing a perfect set of bright white teeth. Ivy’s latex-encased legs were either side of his head, bent at the knee, clamped against his temples. Her hands pressed down on his forehead. 

Taut latex-covered bottoms pressed against his limbs, as hands pinched his wrists and ankles. Long coloured nails dug into his flesh like blunt razors. He flexed to move but he was held tight and firm. He stared past his erect penis at Vega, the leader. Her hands moved down to her hips, her legs moved apart. Incomprehension at what was happening, mixed with humiliation and exhilaration at six beautiful young women pinning him naked to the bed. 

He relaxed his struggle, he was going nowhere. He had to save his energy. “What do you want? You’ve got the wrong person. Go now and we can forget about this assault.” 

The girls laughed. 

“Were   you   playing   with   yourself   in   the   bathroom?”   Kayla   said,   eyes   drifting provocatively to his erection. The others laughed again. 

 Why did he still have such a strong erection he asked himself? 

The girl he remembered as Priscilla leant forward, keeping her rounded bum down firm on his ankles. She flicked at his erection with a finger nail. It stung. “Who’s enjoying being held down by us then little Tommy?” 

They knew his name. How could that be? Who were they? 

“A tiny little winky you have there Tommy, even when hard. Not much use to a real woman is it?” Trinity’s sultry expression held his gaze, her face passive as more laughter circled around him. 

He was worried he might ejaculate as the girls eyes darted to each other and to his naked   body.  He  screwed  his  face  in  the  effort to  fight  against a  final humiliation.  He couldn’t countenance cumming in this situation, he had to fight it. 

“It’s more like a girl’s clitty.” Minerva joined in the abuse, as he tore his eyes away from Trinity. “Which is appropriate in the circumstances.” 

“What   circumstances?   What   are   you   talking   about?”   His   questions   floated   away unanswered between their laughter and giggles. 

“You messed with the wrong corporation stupid boy.” Vega’s deep voice cut through the hilarity   like   a scimitar.  The  laughter   stopped. An iciness  fell across  the  room  as  if  an invisible thermostat had been wound to freezing point. 

Tom tried to move again. It was useless. Ivy’s knees held firm across his shoulders, a deep smell of latex and soft perfume swirled around his face. A malevolence had replaced the lightness of the girls. 

“You have something that belongs to our client.” It was Priscilla, holding his right leg. 

Desperation filled his entire body as the realisation of what they had come for hit him. 

He hadn’t got away with anything. They had found him and he was trapped. Helpless, naked and unable to move. 

“Priscilla is correct.” His eyes flew to the husky voice of Kayla. “And that something of our client’s is microchipped so it wasn’t exactly difficult to track you down. Stupid boy.” 

A pair of red lips brushed his ear. “Who were you working for boy?” Minerva’s blond hair fell on his face., soft and fresh. 

Vega   leant   forward,   her   breasts   straining   and   stretching   against   the   latex   top.   “I assume it was our client Biotech’s rivals Logitech?” 

Tom’s eyes bulged. Fear and excitement swirled around him. He laid back accepting his helplessness and his inferiority. His only recourse was to give them everything. He had no choice against these six women holding and taunting him like black panthers around a wounded deer. 

“Yes. It was Logitech. They offered me $50,000.”  His words sputtered  out like an avalanche of rocks down a steep mountain. 

“I thought so. To be more precise, I know so. You were set up.” A broad grin swept across Vega’s lips. “I believe that makes you ours now, which is extremely convenient. Our client needed a human volunteer for the next phase of the project and that volunteer is you my dear boy. Didn’t you ever stop to think about how easy it was for you to get away from the lab with the specimen?” 

Tom’s stomach turned loops. Volunteer didn’t sound good. He knew from his three-month internship that Biotech were in involved in some kind of biological engineering. The

company had a strict female-only policy which was why he’d had to pretend to be a female. 

He’d seen military officers, business leaders and politicians coming and going. Always only females. They refused entry to any males saying it polluted the ambience and culture they had striven for. Such was the company’s power, the rule was accepted by the visitors, whoever they were. 

Vega walked round and sat on the bed next to Tom’s restrained head. She shook a bottle which rattled with pills. Tom read the label: 100   ml   of   Eramia   drug   (5   mg/10   ml   concentration).   For clinical trial use only. Not approved for human use, laboratory animals only. 

Tom’s eyes swum around the girls holding his limbs. They were relaxed, smiling, and laughing between themselves. Having fun. Vega held the bottle to Toms face: The back label read: 

 Eramia   improves   erection   and   recovery   following   ejaculation. 

 Allows multiple ejaculations. Increases the magnitude of orgasms and rate of sperm production. 

 Note: Do not take more than 5 mg in any 24-hour period. 

Vega grabbed Tom’s penis and squeezed it. She watched amused as a small viscous drop of seminal fluid dripped down the stem of his erection. 

“Ughh ughh,” Tom moaned opening his mouth. Vega poured the tablets into his open mouth. She shut it forcing him to swallow. 

“You can’t begin to imagine what we can do to you,” Vega said. 

A scratching noise came from the wardrobe opposite the bed. The girls all turned their heads towards the source of the strange noise. The surprise wiping the smiles away for a moment. 

“Ha ha, I knew it wouldn’t be far.” Ivy’s voice came from behind his head again. 

Vega rose the bed and went to the wardrobe. She swung the door open. A small metal device like a bird’s cage was sitting on the floor of the wardrobe. Vega bent down, the latex squealing at her movement. She picked it up and carried it back to the bed. She placed it by Tom’s hip. Inside an olive green object lolled lazily. 

Vega looked at the cage and back to Tom. “Our client’s I believe?” 

“Yes, please take it and let me go,” Tom pleaded. 

“I don’t think so.” The lady at his right foot spoke though a widening leer. 

“I think Kayla is right. boy. You belong to Biotech now. But first, you’re ours and I think that our little friend here is hungry.” Vega grinned and put a finger to the cage. The green object inside moved again. A chatter-like sound of squeaks emitted from the cage. 

The thing inside had pushed itself away from Tom’s line of sight. 

Tom’s   eyes   widened,   a   fear   sunk   into   his   chest.   He   struggled   again,   shifting   his shoulders, he tried to kick out. He was held tight. He was going nowhere. 

Vega tapped a longer fingernail on her mobile phone and put it to her ear. A muffled ring. “All went to plan, we have Allyson and we’re about to start the process with the specimen.” 

Vega listened and then responded, “Yes of course, Ms Qubec.” 

Vega hung up and leant towards the cage. She flicked open the little door and reached inside. 

 CHAPTER 2

Vega pulled the green animal out from its cage. It squirmed in her hands. Two large eyes looked up at her, six smooth tentacles moved around her hands like a snake dance. Each tentacle finished with three thin fingers. Two holes sucked in air from where a human nose would have been. Below the nostrils a wide thick mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. The animal was a lush shade of grassy green, its wide lips a dark olive shade. Tom shuddered. Difficult to think that this thing, this octopus-like being was a highly intelligent, highly advanced species. 

Ivy came round to sit next to Vega and stroked the being. “Are you hungry, little girl?” 

Vega passed the being to Ivy. 

Tom sat up a little now that Ivy’s thighs no longer pressed against his temples. “How do you know it’s a girl?” 

“All the beings found at the crash site by the US military were female. It just goes to show that advanced species don’t need men.” Vega put a hand to her chin as if to rest her case. 

The alien squealed a number of code-like chirps. Its eyes rose to stare into Ivy’s. Vega grabbed Tom’s erection then ran her hand up and down lightly. Tom moaned. 

While looking at Tom’s erection, toying with it, Vega spoke. “Our little girl here is very hungry. I don’t think you fed her, you naughty boy. Never mind, Biotech’s investigations have shown us what she needs. She doesn’t eat a lot, she’s only small. She needs protein, fructose, vitamins such as C. Which is why I gave you those tablets boy.” 

Tom   frowned,   ruminating   in   his   mind,   not   understanding   why   tablets   to   generate erections and production of sperm had to do with anything apart from humiliating him with a permanent erection. Vega read his mind. 

“You see, my rather dull boy, what our little guest here needs therefore is male sperm.” 

Tom jerked up as far as possible, still held by his limbs by the four other Love Angels. 

“I’m   not  gong  to   masturbate   in  front  of   you  lot  so   some  alien   creature   can   drink   my sperm.” 

As   he   said   the   words   he   had   another   thought.   Actually   that   would   be   exciting. 

Masturbating in front of these six fit beautiful ladies would be extremely exciting. Although if Vega kept stroking his erection as she was then he wouldn’t need to masturbate as he would cum anyway. This was an odd situation. He hated and loved it at the same time. 

“There’s no need for you to masturbate yourself, silly boy.” Vega took the alien from Ivy. 

Tom watched in horror, not knowing what she planned. She held the being above his erection, its tentacles swaying like a lazy dancer tracing patterns in the cool air of the room. 

She lowered the being towards the head of his erection. Tom’s mouth opened in horror in a huge O shape, his eyes bursting from their sockets. Surely she wasn’t going to do that? The alien’s large mouth opened wide, like a large fish on a line, its lips rolled back. Inside a dark red tongue rolled around a toothless mouth. Lower she placed it. The being’s cool breath was now on the end of his exposed penis head. 

Bile lurched into his throat and he heaved. Vega lowered the being onto Tom’s erection and his penis disappeared inside its gaping orifice. A soft warmth engulfed his entire penis as the being took it deep into its mouth and throat. Its lips puckered around his penis then clamped on. Its eyes blinked up at the terrified Tom. Their stares locked. A titter from Tom’s left. A girl was giggling. Another from his feet area. Ivy was laughing uncontrollably. 

A   tingle   of   intense   pleasure   engulfs   Tom’s   penis.   He   was   distraught,   desperate. 

Enjoying an octopus-like being attached to his erection as its warmth and satisfaction engulfed   him.   The   giggles   of   the   girls   added   to   his   intense   emotion   and   guilt.   And enjoyment. Slurping noises woke him from his cloud of pleasure. The creature was sucking

as if it were a baby at a teat, its eyes now shut.  Vega sat back to watch the scene, her eyes darting all over the action before her. A cold sensation swamped his testicles. He craned his neck to see that the creature had a second orifice below its mouth. A vagina? The vagina wrapped itself around his balls and they disappeared inside the alien. His genitals were fully inside the alien. Tom remained immobilised on the bed by the girls. His face grimaced from the stimulation of his penis and scrotum by the alien. The girls laughed, they asked if he was enjoying himself. More sucking sounds emanated from the alien. 

Tom’s penis was locked inside of the alien’s mouth, its lips snug around the base. His penis’s tip was being stimulated by a number of muscles in the alien’s throat. His scrotum tight in the animal’s vagina. Some alien’s receptors were pressing on the scrotum’s surface. 

A new tingling in his penis head indicated to Tom that he was near the point where he could no longer resist ejaculating.  A ring ring sound disturbed the sensations. It was his mobile phone. It vibrated as it rang, dancing across the bedside table. He was annoyed and pleased. Ejaculating into an octopus was not high on his list of sexual encounters. The ringing stopped, the slurping continued from down below. A double bleep. A voice mail. 

Ivy clicked on the voice mail symbol on his phone. A long beep then a metallic distant voice, a background hum of voices behind it. “Hey Tom, it’s Mary, where are you? I’m already here. You did say Baluchi Dining? Are you coming?” 

The girls laughed. “Awww what a pity!” said Minerva, fake sympathy dripping from each word. “Mary’s being stood up for a better date.” 

“It looks like your dick has been reserved for someone else for tonight,” laughed Trinity Tom raised his unrestrained shoulders.  “No! Please! Take this thing off me. Let me speak to Mary.” 

The girls stiffen their hold on his limbs in response to his pleas. He felt he was going to cum inside this thing.  He put other thoughts into his mind. He told himself this was an

octopus. He mustn’t cum, he mustn’t.  The alien’s throat muscles tightened and released once more around his penis head followed by the vagina thing around his scrotum. Electric bolts of high tension shot through his balls, penis and stomach and up to his brain.   He screwed his eyes tight. He wanted to cum, but not into this thing. 

Vega leant over Tom’s face, her breast cleavage hung by his mouth. He smelt her sweet perfume. She moved her body down and stared at him unblinking, bossy, hypnotic eyes pierced into him. Tom stared down into her cleavage. 

“This is such fun.” Vega’s breasts moved back into his eyeline and she wagged them inches from his eyes. 

He was able to hold his urges any more. His high pressure discharge ejaculated into the alien. The six girls cheered, clapped, and laughed as Tom shot inside the alien, again and again. It was as if a cork had popped out the end. How could there be so much? He cried out   loud   as   the   release   engulfed   him.   The   creature   slurped   and   slurped,   a   tightening around his penis head as its throat constricted; as it swallowed his cum. 

“Yee-ha,” screamed Ivy

“Bravo!” cried Vega. 

Disgust and revulsion replaced the ecstasy in an instant and hit him in the base of his stomach like a low punch. He became more aware of the laughter around him, loud and unrestrained. He fell back into the bed, the animal still locked onto his genitals, green and warm. He hoped it was over, that the debasement and humiliation were complete. 

His momentary relief was disturbed by a creeping sensation. He opened his eyes. The creature’s tentacles were flowing over his body. Revulsion swept through him once again. 

He glanced at the girls around him who were observing the creature’s movements with deep interest.  One tentacle wrapped around Tom’s right leg, another around his left leg. 

The third swirled around Tom’s abdomen and trunk. The other two had slithered around from his crotch area towards his back and trunk. It was fully secured on his body. 

“Oh look,” Kayla said. “She loves him.” 

“It’s so romantic,” Ivy giggled. 

The girls descended into a renewed bout of laughter. Tom told himself it was over. The humiliation was finished. Surely they would take the octopus thing and leave him. The girls didn’t move. It seemed that they were waiting for something. 

“You have what you want and you’ve humiliated me. I’ve been punished. Please go and let me go and meet my girlfriend. It’s over.” Tom looked directly at Vega. His eyes pleased to be released. 

A look of concern spread over Vega’s face. She pursed her lips and nodded her head as if contemplating what he said.  She looked around at then back at Tom. “Over? You say it’s over? My dear boy, we’re only just getting going.” 

 CHAPTER 3

Tom’s   limbs   were   aching.   The   girls   remained   on   them,   pinning   him   down.   The   alien remained   gripped   around   his   crotch.   It   felt   satisfying,   it   was   how   he   imagined   a   real woman’s   vagina   feeling,   warm   and   damp,   juicy   and   soft.   Guilt   overwhelmed   his desperation at not being able to meet Mary. He had lost the chance, she would never believe this story. Not that he’d tell her everything about this. 

Tom lay on the bed, still restrained by the girls, the tentacles of the alien growing in length, worming around Tom’s body. The girls laughed at Tom. 

“Ooooh, my cock! Please!” Tom pleaded

“Awww, I can’t imagine how badly you want to take her off,” said Trinity. 

“Her, her what are you taking about?” 

Laughter was his only reply as horror filled him; the creature began sucking on him again and moving its muscles around his penis. He became instantly hard. Revulsion. 

“I can see Biotech’s tablets are working well,” Veda smirked. 

Tom’s horror returned at the thought of ejaculating again inside this thing. As the pleasure built up, the anticipation of another orgasm overwhelmed him. 

“Enjoying it now?” Veda was staring at him and to his crotch. 

He shot into the alien once more, crying out causing cheers and whoops around the bed. He asked himself why he had taken the risk of stealing the alien. He didn’t think it might be chipped with a tracking device of any kind. Stupid of him. Now Mary was sitting alone waiting and he was trapped. 

The alien’s tentacles grew longer. They wrapped around Tom’s feet, hands, and neck. 

The alien continued producing sucking noises around his now sensitive crotch. Vega left the bed and returned in a few seconds. She had spotted his diary open on the coffee table. 

She sat sitting on the bed in front of Tom smiling and holding his diary. She skimmed through the pages and stopped at one. 

“Girls! You won’t believe what I’ve found in his diary,” she whooped. “He is a pathetic virgin. He was hoping to do it with Mary.” 

“No way!” said Trinity. “

“Awww, such a pity!” chimed in Ivy

Vega’s grin broadened. “Instead he has lost his virginity to an octopus. 

They all laughed out loud. 

As Tom is laying on the bed orgasming with his eyes rolled, the girls released him and moved away from the bed

“Alright, let’s see how well she will hold without our support,” 

Tom’s limbs were now free, and he was now laying on the bed alone with the alien attached to his body. All six girls were standing in front of his bed in a dominant manner with their arms folded on their chest and smiling. Tom was holding onto his thighs that remained encircled by the tentacles of the alien contemplating on touching the main body of the alien. 

“I need to take it off… while it’s not too late,” Tom thought. 

The alien emitted zapping sounds as Tom grabbed onto its main body in an attempt to take it off. Tom was still laying on the bed with his legs spread while holding on to the alien’s main body with his hands, screaming as it is still emitted zapping sounds

“Aaaah… I can’t take it off,” 

“She is holding him tight,”said Priscilla

Tom’s phone rang again. Vega held it to his eyes and smiled at his ringing phone that showed a photo of Mary. 

“We won’t stand competition.” Vega dropped the phone on the floor near Tom so that he could see the image of Mary on the screen. 

Vega   crushed   the   phone   with   one   hit   of   her   heel   and   so   that   Tom   could   see   it. 

Meanwhile, the The alien began its final phase of taking over Tom. It released a few long tentacles and dragged him hard into the bed. The tentacles from its arms and legs extended and locked him on the bed in a similar manner to how the girls did it  His erection grew again, he was feeling sensitive, not sure if he would enjoy the next orgasm. Enjoy cumming into an octopus? Tom ejaculated again into the alien thanks to the effects of the Biotech drug. The girls cheered and giggled once more. 

“He’s   still   cumming,   it’s   amazing.   I’ll   have   to   get   some   of   these   tablets   for   my boyfriend,” said Ivy. The girls laughed again. 

The alien stopped sucking. 

“Here we go girls.” Vega closed in to watch, followed by the other girls leaning towards Tom’s crotch. Vega turned towards Tom.   “So you wanted to be Mia. Well here’s your chance.” 

Tom   struggled   again.  A   pouch   opened   on   the   back   of   the   alien,  a   thin   black   tube emerged.  Tom’s   wide-open  eyes   followed   it.  The  tube   was   like   a   snake   dancing   to   an invisible charmer. In his dozy state his eyes crossed. It waved and wiggled in the air, moving inexorably towards his face. He was transfixed then shook his head. The tube was heading towards him, the end had a tiny flap that was opening.  He swung his face to one side and squished up his eyes praying it would go away. Strong hands gripped his head and pushed it back. 

Sweet soap and perfume filled his nose, lips brushed his ear. Ivy’s voice purred. “This is the main event, Tommy. You’re on your way back to Mia.” 

He opened his eyes, the tube tentacle hovered around his face, dipping and swooping like a bird caught in a current of air. A gel substance glistened over it’s surface in the bedroom light. The end of the tube touched his tightly-drawn lips, it moved away then poked back at his mouth. It seemed to being trying to get in his mouth. Disgust made him shake. 

“Open wide, boy,” Vega’s soft command carried an edge of authority. 

He shook his head and clenched his jaw and lips tighter. Fear burnt his skin. The alien’s tube flicked across his mouth again, he pushed his head to one side. Ivy pulled it back. She climbed on the bed behind him and pressed two leather-coated thighs against his temples. The creature’s tube probed and pushed at his mouth, stronger now. Vega’s fingers closed his nostrils. She raised her eyebrows. He tried to shake her off but his head was locked by Ivy’s thighs. He gulped in vain. No air. Panic rose. His throat constricted, his face hot. Vega’s fingers firm, blocking his airways. He gasped, taking in gulps of cool air. The tube swooped into his mouth, it slid down inside his throat and down to his stomach. 

He wanted to pull it out of his mouth, but his hands were held down. A bitter taste stung on his tongue and made him gag. Vega withdrew her fingers and he breathed in rapidly through his nose. The girls whooped. 

Tom lisped, the tube holding his tongue down. “Wha’ ith it doing to me?” 

The tube began a pulsing movement, he felt warm liquid fill his stomach. A sleepiness fell over him. He pushed his eyes open. It was as if he wanted to relax, doze. 

Vega’s hand went to her chin. “As I said this is the interesting bit. Biotech discovered that the Aliens were all female. Isn’t that odd? How could they ever reproduce? Easy really. 

They use host bodies for their fertilized eggs by injecting them inside the host. Just as happened to you. The hosts carry their eggs until hatched. Sort of like a cuckoo. Well, loosely but you know what I mean. Fascinating don’t you think, boy?” 

Tom’s fear ratcheted up several notches. His eyes bulged. Surely that wasn’t what was happening to him. No. Not that. 

“Vega moved in. “Biotech observed that when they put female Earth animals, rats, monkeys whatever with the alien nothing happened. Illegal to test on animals I know, but never mind. However, when they put males of any lab mammal in with the alien then the alien extracted their sperm just as happened to you. The sperm fertilizes the alien’s eggs but passes on no other attributes of the host animal.” 

Tom squirmed at her words, his eyes flickered. He was having trouble staying awake. 

He had been made to have sex with an alien octopus. But what was happening now? 

Vega’s smile got broader. “Now comes the interesting part. The needed a host to carry their eggs until they were ready to hatch. But a male isn’t a suitable receptacle for carrying eggs is it. So, Tom. I know you’re not very bright, but what do you think Biotech research scientists found that the alien did next to fix this little snag?” 

Tom didn’t know, he didn’t want to know. He just wanted to sleep. The room was getting fuzzy. He shook his head the half inch possible between Ivy’s hard thighs. 

Vega nodded. “Of course you would never guess. Not too bright are you Tommy-boy?” 

Vega sat back. Made herself comfortable. “This is what happens. The alien inserts a tube into the host. It pumps in the eggs and then pumps a number of other stuff into the host body. Stuff like high doses of oestrogen and other feminine hormones and other chemical mixes that the scientists haven’t yet worked out.” 

Tom’s throat constricted around the tube. Vega’s voice was like a dream swirling in his mind. 

“Now sleep, Tommy-boy, as in addition to the high doses of female hormones, the creature is passing a powerful anaesthetic into you. “

Vega   spotted   his   expression.   “Yes   I   do   think   you’ve   got   it.   After   using   the   male attributes of the host for fertilisation, it then turns the host into a female in order that it

can   nurture   its   eggs.   Of   course   Biotech   have   never   been   able   to   find   a   human   male volunteer to test this. Until now that is.” 

Tom’s mind was swimming away in a tide of sleep. 

“When you wake up next you’ll be on your way to being a brand new person. And I don’t mean a pretend version.” 

Tom drifted off into dreamless sleep. As he faded into the darkness he thought he heard Vega’s voice add a word -  Mia. 

 CHAPTER 4

Excella Qubec rubbed her black metallic name plate pinned to the left lapel of her jacket. 

Her finger traced out her name and then her title: Vice President, Biotech. She’d risen faster than anyone else in the company, but wasn’t satisfied. She knew she was ready. CEO. 

That was what she craved. Her plans and objectives were being frustrated by those above her and would continue to be so until she had absolute control. Having to report to the board on the alien specimen, 337-7a, and the results so far on the research was a waste of her precious time. She could be doing so much more. She should be leading things, not reporting to this bunch of geriatric managers. 

She transferred her weight from one foot to the other. Her taut calf muscles toned and strong thanks to hours on the treadmill and cross trainer. Fit and healthy meant always ready. Not like this; waiting and report. She marched back and forth in the corridor outside the board room, her four-inch stilettos clicking on the marble flooring. Her taut black pencil skirt tight against her thighs, her black fitted jacket pinched into her small waist and covered a fitted white blouse. Her long wavy dark-brown hair flowed over her shoulders. 

A mobile phone vibrated in her pocket. She answered and listened. “Good bring him here once you’re finished there.” She hung up, satisfied. 

The board room door swung open and a head poked round. The company secretary, Diane Weaver, was dressed similarly to her. 

“You can come in now, Excella.” 

Excella bristled at the curt summons. She was worthy of more respect. She grunted a reply. This would change. One day. Soon. She strode into the room. Natural light replaced the artificial fluorescent of the corridor. White vertical blinds were open on the floor to ceiling windows around two sides of the vast airy board room. On the 25th and top floor of

Biotech’s HQ building. The building and campus nestled in a wooded valley in Southern California.  From the room the entire vista to the horizon was trees and blue sky. 

An enormous dark wooden oval table extended the length of the boardroom. Around the table eighteen women watched Excella enter. Amanda Scott, the Biotech CEO and the six department presidents were sitting either side of her along the left side of the table. 

Excella’s almond eyes narrowed at the thought of these forty-year-old plus women running such a vibrant company. They needed to be brushed away to make way for youth. Her youth. Yes it had expanded to become the third largest corporation on the planet in just ten years. Third was nowhere for Excella. Get out of my way, she wanted to scream. First is the only position. Excella forced a grin and nodded to Amanda and her immediate boss, Joan Rodriguez, President R&D. 

Facing Amanda and her team on the opposite side of the table were four women in different types of military uniform, peaked caps placed on the table in front of them. She thought she recognised one or two. General Sarah Smart and Admiral Candice Smith. The US military’s most senior female officers. 

Next to the military women sat six women in suits of various styles. Excella recognised them all from the TV. One was Jean Scrivener, US Secretary of State. She spotted Penelope Diaz who headed up the Department of Homeland Security. 

Excella stood tall, unfazed by the level of her audience. The most powerful women in the  USA, and  one day  she would  be one of  them. One  day  very  soon.  Thankfully  she thought, only women were permitted to work in Biotech and only women were allowed to enter the campus. It was a male-free zone. 

Excella picked up a small black remote control and pressed. An image appeared on the screen. A photo of herself. 

“Let me first present myself ladies. I’m Excella Qubec. I’m Vice President of Research and Development. I’m responsible for Project Trojan, the research programme covering specimen 337-7a.” 

In reality her boss, Joan Rodriguez, was responsible for Trojan, but no one corrected Excella.   Satisfied   her   name   and   responsibility   were   imprinted   in   the   minds   of   these powerful women, she spoke again. “My team are looking at how specimen x-3 produces Sonium. I know our government and you in the military are closely interested in this rare crystal   and   how   control   of   this   crystal   will   give   us,   the   USA,   an   unassailable   lead   in unlimited free energy production.” 

She moved onto the next image. An aerial video image circled around what appeared to be an aeroplane crash site in a desert. A massive furrow several miles long was etched in the  desert  sands finishing  in the  burning  remains of an  enormous  metallic  cylindrical object. 

“But before I cover Sonium production and our plans to produce sufficient quantities, I want to to quickly bring everyone up to speed as to where we are at this moment. I know one or two of you haven’t yet seen all the details,” Excella stated. “We’re looking at a close up of the crash site in the Mojave desert. Our friends in NASA and the US Air Force had been tracking the object since it was first observed on a trajectory to Earth as it passed the planet Mars several months ago. Several other agencies around the world also picked up the object, including the Russians, Chinese, Indians and the Europeans. Our military and political   colleagues   have   succeeded   in   persuading   these   agencies   that   the   object,   that crashed two weeks ago in the Mojave Desert, was a natural phenomenon. An asteroid which collided with the Earth. Of course, it was not. We’re currently swamping the news channels   with   spokeswomen   and   social   media   with   posts   ridiculing   the   ‘conspiracy

theories’ that the object was a spaceship. We’ve blamed the story on Russian trolls” Excella made the sign of inverted commas able her shoulders as she said  conspiracy theories. 

Excella paused before flicking onto the next video image. It was a close up of the inside of the metal cylinder. Several charred remains of green creatures lay around a control centre. The image zoomed in on one of the creatures. It was locked in a safety-belt device and was struggling to escape. The image focused on two oval eyes. Unblinking. Fear. 

“This was the only survivor of the crash. It’s not clear what happened. Obviously with our contract with the military, and being the only laboratory anywhere near equipped to deal with something of this magnitude, we scrambled our resources to accept the creatures and they were helicoptered into this campus by the US Air Force. “

Excella stopped, seeing Penelope Diaz, the Secretary for Homeland Security, raise a hand. 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Excella. 

“Any reason to think these creatures are hostile? Maybe a reconnaissance mission for a larger invasion?” Penelope Diaz’s husky voice was crisp and clear. She had been a senior director in the CIA before her move into politics. A good woman to have on her side, Excella thought. 

“No, Ms Diaz,” Excella replied, locking eye contact. “Our engineers have been working with   the  military.  We’ve   found   nothing   on  the   ship   that  suggests   that  there   were   any weapons of any kind. We believe they were simply explorers.” 

Jean Scrivener cleared her throat to attract Excella’s attention. 

“Yes, Madam Secretary of Defence,” said Excella. 

“What can you tell us about these creatures? Where did they come from? What are they like?” 

Excella flicked a button to show an image from the lab. It showed a green octopus like creature behind a glass panel. It cut to another video of one of the creatures dissected on a bench along a tape measure showing they were about a metre high. 

“As you can see Madam Secretary, they’re not the most attractive of creatures.” 

A murmur of soft laughter swam around the conference table. 

Excella   scanned   the   table,   pleased   her   humour   was   received   well.   Humour   was   a deliberate  and  effective mechanism  to showcase her  confidence  and control.   She  had practised the comment last night. “Despite their passing resemblance to the octopus, they are obviously a highly intelligent a life-form. They breathe air just like us and they have a heart, lungs, liver, kidney, lungs and so on. Inside it’s pretty much like us. There is one major difference though.” 

Excella paused for effect. This was to be new information. Apart from the Biotech CEO

and her own President, the other executives and the military and politicians did not yet know what she was about to say. Excella relished being the one to report this. 

“The aliens we found were all female. There were no males.” 

This time General Smart sat back, catching Excella’s eye. “So Ms Qubec, maybe the males are sat at home looking after the kids, cooking and doing the housework and the females are the dominant gender?” 

“Isn’t that how things should be here too, General?” Excella’s eyes twinkled. Another wave of polite laughter ran around the table. “Actually, that’s exactly what we thought too until we did some experiments on specimen 337-7a and the dead creatures.” 

Outside the large windows the spring sunlight glared. A glint from the glass windscreen of a black helicopter on a raised helipad on the other side of the campus. USAAF printed over a white star on its side panel. 

“We   put   live   Earth   animals   in   with   the   creature   to   observe   interactions.   We   were stunned. First we put female mammals, a monkey, a dog, a cat. The creature quickly made them   pets.  However   that  wasn’t  the   most  interesting   development.  We   then   put  male mammals into the same cage. The creature’s reaction was altogether different. Its reaction led us to believe that species 337-7a has only a female gender.” 

A   stunned   silence   greeted   her   conclusion.   Before   she   added,   “they   have   obviously reached   a   higher   state   of   life   than   us.”   Another   round   of   laughter   at  her   second   pre-rehearsed joke. “But seriously ladies, what happened was that when we introduced the male monkey, the alien subdued it and used it to fertilize its eggs.” 

Janet Scrivener interjected. “So we get a hybrid monkey/octopus, Ms Qubec?” 

“No, Madam Secretary, the egg becomes fertilized only. The alien’s biology blocks any transfer of the host’s DNA to the alien egg.” 

“So then what, Ms Qubec?” asked the General. 

“This is the remarkable bit, ladies. The alien transfers the fertilized egg to the host male and uses the host male to store and nourish the egg until it’s ready to be hatched.” Excella beamed. 

“How does that work then?” Asked the Admiral. “How can a male incubate an egg? It should be a female in order to incubate an egg.” 

“Exactly, Admiral.” Excella knew they wouldn’t get it so she hesitated for effect. 

“So explain,” the admiral asked impatiently. 

“So, ladies, after taking the host male’s sperm to fertilise its egg, it inserts several hormones and chemicals into the host that we don’t yet fully understand. It then plants its fertilised egg inside the host.” Excella waited again, her eyes swung around the room. Her audience were rapt. “These hormones and chemical cause a chain reaction inside the male

host. Over the course of the next two weeks the host male slowly changes its physical characteristics.” 

Outside the window the sun peaked out from behind a cloud. The rays speared onto the artificial lake by the campus entrance and danced like tiny white fairies on the surface. 

“What characteristics exactly does it change, Ms Qubec.”  The Defence Secretary was becoming impatient. Excella knew she had strung it out long enough. Time for the great reveal. 

“Ladies. The host male is changed into a female.” 

Outside a flock of geese flew lazily past in a V shape. The distant squeaks of the birds the only sound in the room. 

“So you tested this with a monkey? Do you know what would happened with a human male?” Again the Defence Secretary spoke. 

“Well as you might imagine, it’s been difficult to find a human male volunteer.” Excella raised her eyebrows. 

“I’m   sure   someone   from   the   transgender   community   would   jump   at   the   chance.” 

General Smith barked. 

“Yes, General, but a transgender person already has a lot of female characteristics so it wouldn’t be a clean examination. However, we’ve had some luck. I took a call just before I came   in.   A   heterosexual   non-transsexual   male   has   come   forward.   Ladies   we   have   a volunteer.” 

“OK great, we have a volunteer, Ms Qubec. And then what? What about the Sonium crystals? We’re interested in them not whether an alien octopus can mate with a human male.” The Secretary of State growled. 

Excella grimaced. Why can’t these people see the bigger picture, she thought? Her chest felt heavy, dealing with these slow-minded politicians and military people. She forced a smile. She had to keep these people onside. She might need them one day. 

“Madam Secretary,” she replied. “I was coming to that. You see, one alien produces only a small of Sonium crystals a year through its excretions. We therefore need a lot of species 337-7a to produce industrial quantities for our armed forces needs and those of industry.” 

“And   we   have   only   one   live   specimen,”   said   the   secretary   of   state   a   little   more circumspect. 

“Excella felt herself coming to the climax, her crowning moment. “Yes at present we have only one. But. We intend to breed them.” 

A gasp fluttered around the room. Unfortunately all attempts to breed 337-7a with other animals has failed to produce a living baby specimen. A higher intelligent life form is needed, it seems. That’s why we needed human male volunteers.” 

 CHAPTER 5

The glass window was two inches thick. Bullet proof. It formed the entire wall between the laboratory and the detention cell. Specimen  337-7a’s home for the past two months, six floors below ground level, directly underneath the Biotech building. A photograph of the alien specimen rotated slowly on an electronic screen on a desk. The words Specimen 337-7a  fixed above the rotating image. Below this the words status: Alive. Location route 65

west. Distance 5.2km. The distance counter clicked down to 5.1km. 

Excella looked at the plain detention room beyond the glass. 

“337-7a  is in transit with the male specimen and they are expected back in fifteen minutes, Excella. Both subjects are stable, normal and have been put to sleep. Well, the male was put to sleep by 337-7a, of course.” 

Tomoyo   Yuki’s   clear   English   diction   was   betrayed   by   a   faint   underlying   Japanese accent.  She had  failed to  shake  it  off  despite  years  at  Stanford  University  gaining  her doctorate   in   biology.   Excella   had   plucked   her   straight   out   of   Stanford   on   graduating. 

Tomoyo fitted every aspect of her requirements, not least coming top of her class. And being female. 

All was going perfectly to plan. And so it should. Excella had rushed down from the board meeting to the research area. This was where Biotech really happened. This was her domain   and   she   was   in   control.   Excella   had   targetted   gaining   the   leadership   of   R&D

deliberately. She had no particular skills in R&D, but that was irrelevant. She had used her family contacts as the major investors in Biotech stock to manoeuvre her position into Vice President of the one area that controlled the output of Biotech’s success. Even her boss, the department President Joan Rodriguez, left Excella alone here. 

Excella glanced   at her  lead  bio-research  scientist standing   beside  her   and  nodded, satisfied. Tomoyo was brilliant. And utterly loyal. 

“Tomoya, do you realise just how important project Trojan is for our corporation and its stakeholders. And for us?” Excella’s eyes fixed on Tomoya. 

“I do understand, Excella, but we are still trying to find ways to make the specimen provide us a baby alien.” 

“The board of directors and CEO herself are very happy with our progress, Tomoyo, but and the politicians have given us a very short period of time to achieve the goal. Our stakeholders  and   investors  are   impatient  for   the  next  big   development. The   industrial production of Sonium will put Biotech at the number one position in market value of any corporation in the world. I don’t have to tell you that this would mean you will become extremely wealthy and world renown as the leading expert in Biotechnology, Tomoya.” 

Tomoya straightened an inch taller and allowed herself to dream a little. Wealth meant little, but recognition as the premier biotechnology professor as something else. Her loyalty to this oddly-focussed woman Excella Qubec was worth the effort. She was happy to ride on Excella’s coat tails to achieve her dreams of fame. 

Excella didn’t tell Tomoyo that she had reassured her bosses and the politicians that she would achieve the goal at any cost. If that meant the imprisonment and forced physical changes to the man Tom Allyson, then so be it. 

Excella moved towards a security door to one side of the room. Tomoyo followed and swiped her security access card on the reader at waist height. She stood back for Excella to stride into the next room. 

The room was identical to the previous one. A thick glass partition wall also formed a divide between a laboratory area and a detention cell. Behind the glass though, this cell was laid out like a studio apartment. A two-seater dark-grey material sofa sat in the centre of the room at angles to the partition wall. A 60-inch TV screen hung on the wall facing the sofa. A small kitchen area was in one corner. Next to that a fold-up single bed then a single glass shower cubicle and next to that a sink and a toilet bowl. 

Excella nodded again. Satisfied. 

“We’ve tried to make the cell as habitable as possible for the research subject, Excella. 

Obviously   we   made   sure   there   was   no   ability   for   him   to   have   any   privacy,   as   you requested.” 

Excella surveyed the cell. TV cameras pointed at all locations from the 2o-foot high ceiling inside. Everything was as she had instructed. Excella and Tomoyo’s long silhouettes were   thrown   across   the   laboratory   floor   from   the   bright   fluorescent   light   from   the detention cell. 

“And no one apart from you and  Ethelind knows that 337-7a has been out of the premises for the past four hours, Tomoyo?” 

Ethelind Leloup; Tomoyo’s young assistant. Excella grimaced, there was something soft about this 22-year old French girl. Tomoyo trusted Ethelind. It was true that Ethelind was a technical genius too. Anything to do with computers and electronics. It was Ethelind who designed and built the microchip they had inserted inside the alien. However, Excella vowed to keep tabs on her. Something was off. She knew a potential weak link when she saw one. 

“No one else knows about the little diversion, Excella. I gave all the research assistants the day off on full pay as a thank you for their unstinting work and devotion to the research over the past month. I allowed the boy disguised as Mia to take 337-7a through the delivery bay. Ethelind disabled the alarm and lock-down system. She over-rode the closed circuit TV system, security saw only images of the empty cargo bays.  The stupid boy didn’t seem to realise it was too easy to get away.” 

Excella allowed herself a smile this time. “Good work, Tomoyo. I knew that Logitech would try to find out what was going on. The rest all fell into place nicely.” 

Excella’s mobile phone rang. She answered with a curt ‘yes’ then listened in silence. 

She rung off. “Tomoyo, have Ethelind meet the security team at the delivery bay after

disabling the delivery doors again and rigging up the fake TV feeds. They have arrived with our deliveries. 

 CHAPTER 6

There was a rushed sensation of movement, the sound of trolley wheels squealing against a hard floor. He was flat on his back, so sleepy. He wanted to sleep some more, if only the movement and the noise weren’t disturbing him so much. It was like his eyelids were made of lead. He pulled them open, it was such an effort. 

He was being moved on a trolley through a corridor, the plain unadorned cream-coloured walls flashed by. It was like a modern hospital, but it was not. Maybe he was within some modern research facility. He was surrounded by young women in black suits pushing and pulling the trolley bed he laid on. How odd? They didn’t look like porters There was something familiar about them. He wished he could remember what. It didn’t feel right though. Something was wrong. If only he could remember. 

Another woman was leading the way. Young; she kept looking round at him. Checking. 

Worry in her eyes. She was in a white lab coat, a surgical mask, and goggles. He must be in hospital   after   all.  He   felt  cold.  His   eyes   moved   down.   He   was   naked,  his   penis   erect, swaying with the movement of the trolley. He pulled on his arms, he needed to cover himself. His arms wouldn’t move. His wrists were restrained by thin leather straps. He was so tired. He laid back. Blackness engulfed him. 

Ethelind sealed the skin behind his ear with a laser. Tomoyo observed her. A faint green LED flashed rhythmically through his skin. The microchip was fitted. Full analysis of the male host’s vital statistics would now be available remotely. 

“Poor thing. How could it have happened?” Ethelind Leloup grimaced and tore her surgical mask from her mouth and let it hang loose around her long white neck. Her hands rested on the trolley where the young man lay. She stared at him. He was out cold. Naked. 

Her eyes drifted down to his erection. Not a great size, but firm and hard. She didn’t understand why he hadn’t been covered. For decency. 

“The Angels rescued him from the hotel room where he had hidden after stealing 337-7a.” Tomoyo hated lying to her assistant, but Excella had been very clear; no one else was to know the reason they had let Tom Allyson abscond with the alien. “They reported that he hadn’t secured the cage properly and the alien had escaped while he was sleeping. It attached itself to his penis and testicles and sedated him. The Angels hadn’t arrived in time and the alien had already finished the entire mating process.” Tomoyo averted her eyes from her assistant, she knew she was a bad liar although Ethelind seemed more interested in the subject’s erection. 

Ethelind’s eyes widened. “So how can we help him? We should remove the alien eggs. 

We need to find a way to stop the feminisation process before it’s too late.” 

“Excella   told   us   to   monitor   the   male   subject   for   now.   That’s   why   she   wanted   the microchip inserted before we do anything else. We don’t know how to help him yet. We have   time   though.   The   research   with   the   monkey   specimens   showed   us   that   the   full feminisation process takes two weeks and can be reversed with up to 90% of the process completed. After that the host remains female forever. Unfortunately human biology is slightly different and so we have to find out how to reverse it properly otherwise we might end up killing him.” Another lie. Tomoyo bit on her tongue. She knew exactly how to extract the alien egg and stop the feminisation process. Excella did not want that. 

Tomoyo moved towards the computer monitor, she had to divert attention. The laptop was   linked   wirelessly   to   the  microchip  they   had  just  inserted   into   the  temple   of   their sedated subject. 

She hit the space key and the screen burst into life. 

 Host: UNKNOWN MALE. 

 Chip status: ACTIVE. 

 Host biological age: 22. 

 Host vital signs: STABLE. 

 DNA Status: GENETIC MUTATIONS IN PROGRESS. 

 Host sex: MALE 90%, FEMALE 10%. 

“It’s started. The host is feminising.” Tomoyo’s face was lit by the screen. “All vital signs are within parameters. Percentage feminisation on track.” 

Ethelind tore her eyes from Tom’s erection. She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “I should cover him up Tomoyo.” She hadn’t been listening to her boss. 

“No. Leave him.” 

Ethelind and Tomoyo spun round. Excella Qubec stood behind them. She had entered the cell silently at some stage and was leaning on the glass partition wall. 

Ethelind was about to speak, to make a case for decency. She thought it would be correct to cover Tom. She stopped herself at the last moment. Excella’s eyebrows had risen in a silent signal and Ethelind knew better than to challenge this formidable woman. 

Tomoyo typed in an instruction on the keyboard. A white metal arm with an oval end moved over Tom’s prone body. She pressed several more keys and the image switched to black   and   white.   The   image   on   the   screen   as   moving   in   time   with   Tom’s   shallow respiration. The words internal view of host stomach rolled across the top of the screen. 

Tomoyo’s slim forefinger touched the screen. “There.” 

The three ladies leaned in closer. “337-7a’s eggs. Ten of them. Excellent.” 

A dark oval object was at the bottom of the picture. Scores of thin fibres surrounded it in all direction, connecting from the eggs to the walls of Tom’s stomach. 

“The eggs are integrating themselves into the host’s internal systems,” Tomoyo said. 

Excella nodded with satisfaction. “All is proceeding according to previous tests. The theory says this should be successful, but we’ll know for sure in the next forty-eight hours.” 

Ethelind’s eyes widened. “What do we know about the host?” 

“We know almost nothing about him. Just that he volunteered to be the guinea pig.” 

Tomoyo replied. “Unfortunately what we didn’t know was that he would try to then steal the alien for our competitor.” 

“All details about the host and the project are classified, Ethelind, so don’t concern yourself about anything other than doing your job. The host is doing it for the money, that’s all you need to know. That he turned on us to try to get even more money by double-crossing us makes this much easier.” 

Ethelind frowned. Something didn’t quite add up. 

 CHAPTER 7

Mary’s   lips  move  towards   his  exposed  erection.  Tom’s   heart  pounded  against  his  thin chest, his breathing increased.   Mary’s cool breath was on his exposed reddened penis head. Hard, erect, throbbing with anticipation. He willed her lips to circle his sensitive desperate manhood. Her hand was tight around the stem of his penis. It’s a little too tight. 

Not   loving,   more   controlling.   Her   skin   feels   odd,   plastic,   unreal.   Mary’s   tongue   runs between her open lips. Her mouth is a sneer. What’s wrong? She’s almost on his penis now, she makes smacking sounds with her lips. Closer, her brown eyes on his as she comes closer and closer. 

“Oooh. Mary,” Tom cried. “I want to cum in your mouth, Mary.” This was heaven, this was his dream. 

There’s a female voice somewhere in his brain. It’s not Mary’s. It’s different, not gentle but bossy, commanding. The voice is telling him to wake up. There’s an increased pressure around his erection. It’s not Mary’s mouth. It’s a hand. It’s shaking his erection. It’s not skin, it’s artificial. Cold like plastic. Like latex. A light slap around his penis. A stinging. A slap on his face. His eyes open. It’s too bright. He was staring into a circular glass fitting on a white ceiling. He was flat on his back. 

He looked down. He tried to rub his eyes. He couldn’t move his arms. A black-gloved hand had his penis in a tight grip. The figure was all in tight black, curvy and slim. Brown hair, tumbled over slim yet muscular shoulders. He woke suddenly. It was the bossy girl from the hotel room: Vega. She sneered at him, her eyes narrowed. She seemed like a wolf about to attack him. To the side of the bed was another young lady but she was dressed in a white lab coat. Glasses. A softer face. Was that concern? She had a logo printed on the coat. 

Biotech. Opposite her, another woman. She was a little older. Japanese looking? Her eyes

sparked with intelligence, her face neutral. She was also in a lab coat with a Biotech logo. 

Oh no! 

He tried to sit up. Fully awake now, realisation sinking in. His stomach dropped. He was back at Biotech. “Where am I exactly?” he gasped, throat dry, thirsty. 

No one answered him. Vega stepped away and the lady with glasses unclipped the metal clasps on his wrists and ankles one by one. 

“Stand up, Mia,” It was the Japanese woman. Face still neutral. 

Tom shook his head and sat up. Mia? Was she being sarcastic? Referring to his intern alter ego. The disguise he had used to gain access to the alien. He felt vulnerable. Naked. 

And that erection. Why was he so hard? His penis head tingled, his balls were full. He wanted to cum. 

“He still has Biotech’s trial drug Eramia inside him,” Tomoyo explained to Ethelind. 

“Seems like he stole it at the same time as he stole 337-7a. We think he over-dosed hoping to use it on his girlfriend. The erection will probably last another 24 hours. He’ll need to be evacuated soon as his body is producing excess sperm and his body can’t store any more.” 

Vega sniggered. Evacuated. How formal. “He’ll need to cum you mean, doc?” 

Excella snorted behind the ladies as Ethelind helped a shaky Tom to his feet. Tom surveyed the room. It was very bright and one all is complete glass. There appeared to be another room beyond the glass partition, although the reflection was strong as the other room was in darkness. He thought he could see figures moving around on the other side. 

They had some kind of uniform, like nurses maybe. 

The rest of the room was furnished like a studio flat, except the bathroom area was open, there were no walls around it and the shower was surrounded by a glass panel. He realised he needed to pee. 

“Please I need to pee.” 

Vega pointed to the toilet. “Ok pee, the toilet’s over there.” 

He cringed, his hands move to his erection. He felt even more exposed. “It’s open.” 

“And?” Vega replied. 

Ethelind took his arm. “Here I’ll help you there. I can see you’re a little weak and disoriented.” 

They staggered to the toilet area. Tom stood in front of the toilet bowl and took his erect penis in one hand. Ethelind gently turned him round. He faced the other women, all watching. 

“You have to sit, Mia,” Ethelind said gently. 

He complied. He sat on the toilet seat and poked his erect penis into the bowl. “Could I have some privacy please? Would you all mind turning round?” 

Eyebrows raised in all the audience. Ethelind moved closer. “You have to pee while we observe. It’s part of the trial.” 

A flush of anger filled him. His cheeks burned. “What trial? And stop calling me Mia. 

What is going on?” 

A tall lady stepped forward. She was impeccable in a black business suit and white blouse. A taut pencil skirt just above her knees A Biotech branded black name tag on her lapel: Excella Qubec, Vice President. He remembered her from his fake internship as Mia Allyson. 

“Let me be clear Miss Allyson. You have signed over all rights to us. We own you and you are taking part in the trials associated with the specimen you stole. After you signed to be a male volunteer as part of the trial. After you double-crossed us.” 

“Why are you calling me Miss and Mia? What trials? I signed nothing.” 

Ethelind watched to exchange. 

Excella produced a document form her slim executive handbag. She held it to his eyes at his sat on the toilet bowl. He read it. 

 I Mia Allyson, also known as Tom Allyson, confirm that I hand all my right over to Biotech Corporation for the purposes of the trials for Project Trojan Horse. I understand the risks and I accept any changes   that   may   take   place   to  my   body   and   brain   are  not   the responsibility of Biotech but mine. 

The document was signed in his handwriting but as Mia Allyson. 

“You see  Miss Allyson,” Excella pushed the emphasis on the word Miss. “You belong to us. You’ve signed away your rights. 

“I don’t remember signing this. Anyway my name is Tom Allyson, not Mia. 

The contract is worthless, Ms Qubec.” Tom sat up straighter. He may be naked and sitting on a toilet seat, but he was vindicated. 

“Miss Allyson. You signed this contract when you joined as an intern. I seem to remember you didn’t check all the papers you signed. But sign you did. Now do your pee and return to the bed as my team have measurements to take to check on your progress.” 

Excella waited a split second then stormed out of the room through a door he hadn’t spotted before between the bathroom and kitchen area. It had no handle and was made of the same smooth material as the rest of the room. A thin line around it the only indication it was a door. 

After completing his business, Ethelind helped him back to the edge of the bed. A nurse swung through the door and approached him. She had an all-dark blue medical outfit on, smock type top and blue trousers. Her black hair was pulled back into a tight pony tail. The ubiquitous Biotech name and logo was on her left chest with a name tag. Nurse Wright. Flat black shoes competed her practical outfit. 

“Stand still Miss Allyson. She produced a white tape measure. From a top pocket. 

She wrapped it around Tom’s chest. He jumped as it was cool to the touch. 

His nipples were sore. It must have been the anaesthetic they had used on him. 

Or that creature. His erection rubbed against one of her legs, but he thought she didn’t seem to notice; or care. 

“I hope you’re not going to stain my trousers, Miss Allyson.” She looked down at his erection then back to the tape measure as she spoke. 

She had noticed. “Er no, nurse.” He looked away embarrassed. “Please miss. 

“He looked closely at Ethelind’s name badge to remind him of her name. “Miss Leloup. Please can I get dressed? This is most embarrassing and not a little humiliating to be naked with this erection.” 

Tomoyo replied before Ethelind could speak. “You’ll have the opportunity to get dressed in a few minutes, Miss Allyson. Mia. We just need to take a few readings and measurements. 

“34 inches, 86.36 cms.” The nurse read off the measure. 

Ethelind typed the readings into the laptop. Tom looked around confused. 

What did his chest size have to do with anything? 

“An increase of half an inch, 1.27 cms since she came here as the intern.” 

Tom   remembered   they   had   taken   all   his   measurements   when   he   had enrolled as Mia the intern. Now they were comparing those measurements with what he was now. Why had his chest increased? 

The nurse read off his waist measurement. “32inches, 81.3 cms.” 

Ethelind typed them in a spoke. “A reduction of 0.3 inches,  0.762cms.” 

Tom   didn’t   understand.   Why   were   they   measuring   him?   Why   had   his measurements changed? 

Next the nurse read off his hip measurements. “33 inches, 83.82cms.” 

“Increase of 0.4 inches.” Explained Ethelind. 

The nurse knelt down further. Her eyes were level with Tom’s erection. Her eyes rolled. She grabbed a tissue from her front pocket and wiped the end of his penis. “Pre-cum,” she said bluntly. “I don’t want it on my hands.” 

She ran the tape the length of his erection. “4.5 inches, 11.43 cms length and 3.3 inches girth. Already smaller than average.” 

Tom bloomed red in his face. Ethelind typed in the figures and glanced at him embarrassed at what they were doing. “Reduction of 0.5 inches.” she said, a small catch in her throat. 

Tomoyo smirked. “It’s all going according to predictions. In just two weeks you’ll be a beautiful young lady. And this time, a real one.” 


THE END
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