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CHAPTER 1  

A conditional offer  



“We want you to become a girl.” 

Tom  Allyson  leant  back  hard  against  the  back  of  the  chair.  His  eyes  screwed  into  slits  as  he struggled to take in what the lady sitting opposite had said to him. 

“This is a joke, right?” 

Those three people sitting across from him were not laughing. Two men in dark-blue suits and open-necked white  shirts  stared, unsmiling. They hadn’t  introduced themselves.  He  knew the lady  sitting  between  them:  Ms  Bancroft.  She  had  run  the  first  interviews  and  psychometric tests.  She  announced  he  had  been  successful  in  the  job  application,  before  dropping  the bombshell about wanting him to become a girl. 

Ms Bancroft was a thirty-something woman with blonde hair pulled in a tight bun at the back of her head. She peered over the top of light-rimmed spectacles that sat on the end of her nose. 

Tom looked around as he tried to take in what she had said.  They want him to become a girl?  

He was in a bland corporate meeting room, everything that made Tom Allyson uncomfortable. 

The light-oak furniture, two large palm pot plants and the silver Venetian blinds at the windows all shouted corporate conformity. 

The company name, Gen69 Inc., was everywhere: in enormous metal letters in the entrance of the building, printed on every pen and piece of paper and in smaller metal letters around the walls of the meeting room. 

This room, the entire corporate-style building made him feel trapped. Tom thought of himself as a free spirit, a man of the moment. Others were less charitable in their descriptions of him: a waster, a loser and a chancer being the better descriptions. A thief and a criminal according to the police. 

Ms Bancroft considered his response to her demand he become a girl for several minutes. She replied, “We don’t do jokes, Mr Allyson.” 

He believed her. 

“This  is  the  condition  of  our  offer.  You  must  become  a  girl  for  six  months.  You  will  undergo three months’ training here at Gen69. Once we’re happy you can pass as a girl, we’ll give you a 

specific task to complete which we will give you a further three months to do. If you complete our task to our satisfaction, the $1,000,000 will be yours, Mr   Allyson.” 

He wasn’t sure if he liked being called  Mister Allyson or not. He wasn’t used to it, but something in  the  title  and  the  tone  of  respect  it  suggested  made  him  sit  up  straighter  and  pull  his  legs together. He smoothed his jeans and shuffled his shoulders inside his un-ironed white tee-shirt. 

The room went silent for a few moments before he realised they were waiting for him to reply. 

It was an easy choice; one million US dollars for six months’ work. In return they wanted him to dress up as a girl and do a task for them. It was a strange request, but if it meant he got $1M, then fine. Hell, he’d dress up as a nun and dance on one leg in a lap-dance club for $1M. 

“Yeah  sure,  o’  course  I  wan’   the  job.”  He  slurred  and  slouched  back  again  and  ran  his  fingers through his long mousy hair. “What’s this task you  wan’ me  t’  do for  yer?” 

Ms Bancroft smiled thinly. “Excellent, Mr Allyson. You will begin your training tomorrow; you’ll learn how to become a girl. Only if your training is successful, will we let you know what task we want you to carry out. Needless to say, we require the use of your specific skill sets: your ability to assume other personalities and your apparent prowess and aptitude for removing items of value that are retained in otherwise secure locations.” 

Tom  grimaced,  he  wasn’t  sure  what  she  was  talking  about.  It  was  as  if  she  had  swallowed  a grammar book. Why can’t these people talk in normal English? 

Ms Bancroft continued. “For the next three months, I suggest you put your efforts into learning how to become a girl. If you cannot pass as a girl you will not be eligible for task or the $1M.” 

She  hesitated  to  give  him  time  to  let  her  words  sink  in.  The  three  Gen69  managers  knew Thomas Allyson wasn’t the sharpest blade intellectually, but he did have the ability to lie and steal more efficiently and effectively than anyone they could have found in their company. They had wanted to recruit a real girl but found no one who came close to his personality profile. 

He  was  perfect,  apart  from  being  a  male.  However,  he  was  small  and  slim  with  an  attractive face under the greasy hair and sparse facial whiskers. They believed he might be able to pass as a girl. With a lot of work and training. It would be worth the investment, they were sure. If he got caught, there was no link to their company. With his long record of burglary, car theft and shoplifting, it would be assumed he was on another crime  

She  continued.  “You  will  report  here  tomorrow  at  9  am  to  begin  your  training  and transformation.” 

Tom pushed his chair back and stood. “Yeah, 9 am, whatever. See  yah tomorrow.” He waved a hand and began to leave, keen to get away from the stifling conformity in the room. 

“Mr Allyson?” Ms Bancroft’s voice cut through the air like a shard of glass. 

Tom Allyson spun round. “Yeah? Waddaya want? ” 

“Your feminisation teacher, Ms Stratton, is a stickler for punctuality and for adherence to her rules. Be on time tomorrow. 9 am sharp. Or else.” 

Tom nodded. “Yeah, yeah, don’t stress lady. I’ll be there.” 

What  was  she  on  about,  he  thought?  Stickler?  Adher…?  Punctu..punt..,pu…  something?  Why couldn’t these people use proper words? 

CHAPTER 2  

An unusual offer  



One million US dollars for six months’ work. Tom had seen the adverts on his social media sites a few weeks before the interviews. He supposed it was a trick, a scam maybe. 



 Do you want to earn    

 $1M for six months’ work?    

    

Anything to get easy money without working, he thought. He had clicked on the link which took him through to a web page:  

    

 The work may be stressful and difficult.    

 You will need to have strong acting abilities and commit to live as someone else for six months.    

 You must be single and have no family attachments.    

 If you are selected and you achieve the task we set you,    

 we will pay you $1,000,000.    



He  had  clicked  on  the  next  link  with  little  further  thought  and  entered  his  details.  A  million dollars? For six months’ work? There was nothing to lose. 

He was selected for the interviews, they had even paid his airfare and hotel costs. They must be keen, he guessed. He was accepted for the shortlist of candidates. The hiring company was a pharmaceutical  company  called  Gen69  Inc.  They  told  him  they  were  investigating  genetic engineering and this was the field of study they wanted him for. 

   

He  went  through  several  interviews  and  tests  over  the  week  before  he  found  himself  in  the room with Ms Bancroft and the two men. They told him they had wanted to recruit a female; he  was  the  only  male  of  the  five  short-listed  candidates.  The  principal  requirement  was  for someone who was a great liar and without scruples. 

His psychological profile tests showed him to be a perfect fit for their needs. They said his small thin frame and soft facial looks meant making him appear to be a girl would be straightforward, once they had trained him. 

They had chosen him and the $1M was within his grasp. He had to be able to pass as a girl for six months. How hard could it be? He was small and skinny and good at deception. It was his trade. 

He  told  them  he  knew  nothing  about  pharmaceuticals  or  genetics.  He  knew  little  about anything, except maybe small scale theft and fraud. For the people at Gen69 Inc., those skills were exactly what they wanted. They wanted him to work undercover to recover an item. He needed no knowledge of the subject, only the skill of deception. 



CHAPTER 3  

Girl training  



Tom tapped on the screen on his mobile phone. It was the morning after his final interview with Ms Bancroft and the two stiffs. He was inside the Gen69 headquarters building, a security pass around his neck. He wandered into the room they had told him to go for his training on the first floor of the building. His eyes were on the screen of his phone and he chewed on the gum he had retrieved from the bedstead that morning. His mouth was open and wide as he moved it from side to side. 

 Crack, crack.  He jumped, his eyes widened at the sound of something whipping against wood. A stern-looking  lady  was  standing  stiff  and  straight  at  the  front  of  the  room  he’d  entered.  She held a cane in her hand which rested on a desk. 

“What time is it, Allyson?” she asked through pursed lips. 

No  one  was  using  the  title   Mister   now.  The  lady  was  straining  to  maintain  control,  her  body taut. Everything about her was uptight. A white blouse clung to her upper body like cling film. 

Her mid-thigh dark-grey pencil skirt appeared as if it had been sprayed to her hips. Glossy black high-heeled shoes reflected the ceiling lights. 

Tom grinned. “It’s time you loosened up a little, lady.” 

 Crack,  crack.  She    slapped  her  cane  against  the  desktop  twice  more.  Tom  stifled  a  giggle.  The lady shook her straight brown hair. It waved around her face before settling back into a perfect style. A long fringe fell to her sharp face. Her hair curled under and around her cheeks and hung to the top of her shoulders. There was not a strand out of place. She pointed her cane to a wide white display board hanging on the wall behind her desk:  



 $1,000,000   

 But…    

 Only if you become a girl and    

 if you complete Gen69’s task successfully   

    

The lady pointed with her cane to an area two feet in front of her desk. “Stand there, Allyson,” 

she snarled. 

Tom slunk over. He stood and slouched with one hand in his pocket. The lady swiped his mobile phone from the other hand and threw it across the room. It hit the wall and fell to the floor. He was too shocked to react and stood with his empty hand out, his mouth open  

“Read the board, Allyson. Let me know if any of the words are too long for you. Like the word girl. ” 

He read the board. Nothing new there. He knew that. 

“What’s  your  point,  lady?  And  if  you’ve  broken  my  phone,  you’ll  be  getting  me  a  new  one. 

 Yeah.  It’s the latest model.” 

He clenched his teeth, feeling the veins in his neck protrude. He’d only stolen it from the mobile phone shop a week ago. 

The lady moved in close, he felt her fresh warm breath on his face. “My point, Allyson, is unless you arrive on time every day, unless you do exactly what I tell you to do, unless you show me respect, you will not be seeing one cent of the one million dollars. From this moment, you will do every single thing I tell you to do. Do you understand me, boy?” 

Tom shuffled to the other foot; that was a lot of   unlesses. This was uncomfortable. He looked down, biting his tongue. The point about not getting the $1,000,000 hit home. Her face was still in his. 

“You’ll  start  by  answering  me  with,  Y es,  Mistress  Stratton.  No  backchat.  Just,  Y es  Mistress Stratton. Now.” 

Mistress Stratton? What kind of name was  Mistress? Wasn’t that someone who had an affair with  a  married  man?  He  couldn’t  imagine  this  sour-faced  woman  having  an  affair  with  any sensible man. Shame, she was hot. 

He didn’t want to lose the chance of getting $1M. “Yes,  Mistress Stratton. ” 

“Good  boy,”  she  said  without  any  sign  of  calming  down.  Her  face  remained  fixed,  her  lips pursed as if sucking on an acidic sweet. “Your name is now Amy. Amy Allyson.” 

He opened his mouth to speak, she placed the tip of her cane against his lips.  “You’ll answer, yes  Mistress  Stratton.  Thank  you,  Mistress  Stratton.”  She  pointed  her  cane  at  the  board,  still showing the $1,000,000 message. 

“Yes, Mistress Stratton. Thank you.” He told himself to think of the $1M. 

“Good girl, Amy.” 

“No, I…” 

She pushed her cane more firmly against his lips. He stopped speaking. 

“Any misbehaviour and I will not hesitate to use this on you.” She waved the cane in the air. “I can hardly wait.” 

He looked away from her. The message on the board seemed to jump out at him:  $1,000,000.   

“Before we begin your feminisation training, we need to get you looking the part. Follow me, Amy.” 

He flinched at the name, Amy. He whispered under his breath, “$1M, $1M, $1M.”   

Mistress Stratton marched out of the room. For a short moment, he waited. Shocked at what had happened. What had he expected? He hadn’t thought about it, that was the problem. He never did. They had been clear yesterday, they wanted him to look like a girl. They were going to  spend  three  months  training  him.  Then  he  would  spend  another  three  months  on  the mysterious task, assuming he passed his training. He saw Mistress Stratton pause to wait in the hall. She slapped her cane once against her thigh and held it there. He ran towards her like an eager puppy, $1M imprinted on his retinas. 

She  led  him  along  a  long  corridor,  passing  various  workers  dressed  the  same:  white  open-necked shirts or blouses and dark suits. The women’s clothing was differentiated by a shapely cut.  They  went  down  a  set  of  stairs,  to  the  second  basement  level.  He  followed  Mistress Stratton along a narrow windowless corridor, lit by long fluorescent strip lights. Water and air-conditioning pipes lined the ceiling, everything was painted white. 

She  turned  into  a  room that  opened  out  into  what  appeared to  be  a hairdressing  salon.  Two leather  high-backed  chairs  faced  sinks  and  mirrors.  At  the  back  of  the  room,  there  were  two plain white doors. Two women waited for them, both dressed in identical white medical-style jackets and white pressed trousers. 

“Shower her, then depilate her.” Mistress Stratton wasted no time in introductions. 

The  two  ladies  took  the  bemused  Tom  by  each  arm  to  the  back  of  the  room  and  led  him through  one  of  the  doors.  Mistress  Stratton  followed  them,  cane  in  hand.  It  was  a  bathroom with a double-width shower. 

One  of  the  ladies,  an  older  woman  with  tight  black  curly  hair  and  slightly  overweight  spoke. 

“Take your clothes off, Amy, and get in the shower.” 

“What?” said Tom. His eyes shot from the shower to the two ladies, then to Mistress Stratton. 

She tapped her thigh with the cane. 

He  pulled  his  clothes  off  rapidly  and  rushed  to  the  shower.  It  felt  slightly  erotic  to  know  the three ladies were watching him wash. Humiliating, but nice. This feeling was new. 



CHAPTER 4  

Makeover  



He fought an incipient erection the whole time the two ladies waxed his entire body after the shower.  They  shaved  his  penis  and  balls  with  a  hand  razor  and  latex-gloved  hands.  Mistress Stratton  stood  watching  with  her  tapping  cane.  Her  smirk  increased  with  Tom’s  increasing erection while the ladies shaved around his genitals. 

They shaved Tom until he was hairless from the neck down. His hair hung damp and limp over his shoulders. The two ladies led Tom to one of the hairdresser-style chairs. 

The younger of the two ladies in white told him to sit. 

“Can I get dressed?” He asked  

“No,” came the terse response from Mistress Stratton. “You’ll only do what I tell you to do. I haven’t told you to get dressed. Wait until I tell you.” 

Tom slunk down into the chair, naked and with as hard an erection as he could remember. The two  ladies  buzzed  around  him  like  flies.  One  began  fluffing  his  hair.  The  other  clipped something  to  his  earlobe  and  pressed.  A  sharp  pain.  Then  the  other  side.  Tom  stood  up.  He leant into the mirror. A spot of blood on each lobe curled down and around a large golden loop earring in each ear. He opened his mouth. 

“Girls have pierced ears, Amy,” Mistress Stratton said. “Sit down.” 

He shut his mouth and sat back. The older lady worked on his toes and fingers, putting on red nail polish. The younger lady did his hair. She trimmed and styled it, straightening the bottom. 

She dyed it a light ash-blond colour. They finished off by applying makeup to his face. He looked good, he was be attracted to himself. A bit scrawny, no tits or bum, but not bad looking. Apart from the erection and flat chest. 

The  younger  lady  disappeared  for  a  moment.  She  returned  with  a  light  summer  dress  on  a hanger,  a  pair  of  white  cotton  panties  and  her  finger  in  the  straps  of  a  pair  of  white  wedge sandals. 

“Put these on, Amy.” Mistress Stratton ordered. 

Tom got out of the chair and took the dress tentatively. This was all wrong; the dress was short, in light white cotton. A dress! Thin shoulder straps clung to the hanger. Mistress Stratton began to tap her cane. He had to put it on. This was wrong. But, $1M, $1M. 

Tom stepped into the panties, then the dress and pulled the two straps over his shoulders. It clung  neatly  to  him,  apart  from  around  his  chest  where  it  was  loose.  He  stepped  into  the sandals and spun around to look at himself in the mirror in front of the chair he had been in. 

Pretty good, he told himself. 

“Before you get too excited, Amy, there’s a lot of work to do.” 

“I’m not excited Mistress Stratton, I was thinking I look the part, don’t I” 

Mistress  Stratton  scowled.  “You’ll  look  the  part  once  we’ve  injected  our  products  into  your chest to give you boobs, injected your bum to give you a cute behind, taught you to walk and sit properly and taught you to talk like a girl. You’re going to need to learn how to do your makeup. There’s a lot to do in three months before I’m satisfied you can pass as a girl.” 

Tom considered what she had said. A girl? Was the money worth this much? Transformed to look  like  a  female?  He  brushed  the  thoughts  away,  of  course  it  was  worth  $1M.  Mistress Stratton spun around and tapped her cane on her thigh. 

“Come on Amy, let’s get back to the classroom. Lesson one will be learning to sit like a proper girl followed by high-heel training. Come on, girl, let’s go.” 

She glided out of the beauty parlour as if she were on skates. Tom followed behind, stumbling on his new wedge-heeled sandals. He followed her along the same corridor, his calf muscles a little tight in their new raised position. It was not unpleasant, he realised. The light skirt flicked against  his  smooth  legs,  his  thicker  hair  brushed  against  his  bare  shoulders.  These  were  new feelings,  new  sensations,  new  thrills  and new  emotions.  And  new types  of  arousals; his penis was hard and firm inside the small panties. He was grateful the flared dress hid his erection. 

This  might  not  be  such  a  difficult  three  months,  after  all,  he  thought.  The  $1M  seemed  a  lot closer. 



CHAPTER 5  

Like clockwork  



The three months were a blur of feminisation training. His tutor Mistress Stratton was strict and unfriendly, but he guessed she needed to be. She put him in different pretty skirts and dresses, taught him how to walk in heels and how to do his hair and apply makeup. The two ladies in white  injected  filler  into  his  behind  to  give  him  a  rounder,  plumper  feminine  bottom  shape. 

They  applied  a  girdle  to  change  his  waist  shape  and  removed  his  facial  whiskers  using electrolysis. They promised they would grow back in time. 

They showed him how to inject saline solution into his chest to give the appearance of female breasts and how to use breast pumps to keep them inflated. They styled his hair into a feminine cut  and  he  grew  it  longer  over  the  three-month  training  period.  His  body  was  depilated  with hair remover and his eyebrows shaped. By the end of the process, he was sure even his mother would not have recognised him. If he had still been in contact with her. His father would never recognise him anyway, he’d never been around. 

Once satisfied he’d pass as a girl, Ms Bancroft told him his task was to work for three months in the  laboratories  of  Gen69’s  number  one  competitor:  OneFem  Inc.  OneFem  was  one  of  the USA’s  major  pharmaceutical  companies  and  was  run  entirely  by  females.  The  company employed  only  females. This was  why  he  had to  be female.  Femininity was  OneFem’s  unique selling point; an ethical pharmaceutical company run by women for women. How ethical they were  in  reality  was  another  matter.  It  was  a  great  marketing  ploy  nonetheless,  the  Gen69 

people told him. 





Tom  was  placed  in  OneFem  Inc’s  headquarters  campus,  just  outside  Santa  Isabella  Southern California. He was now the female intern. Amy Allyson. His job was industrial espionage. He was to work there as a young intern and to steal a top-secret specimen from OneFem’s labs. 

the  female  workers  at  OneFem  Inc.  accepted  Tom  Allyson,  as  Amy  Allyson.  The  fact  it  was unpaid work wasn’t important; Gen69 provided him with a small modern apartment near to the OneFem offices and a small income. The money arrived in cash, in a small parcel every month by post. It was a sufficient amount to buy clothing, stockings, pretty underwear and food. 

Gen69  were  initially  elusive  about  what  the  secret  specimen  was  they  wanted  him  to  steal. 

After Tom had been working at OneFem for two months as Amy the intern, he received a call 

from  Ms  Bancroft.  She  told  him  he  had  to  steal  the  specimen  OneFem  were  keeping  in  their high-security laboratory: Laboratory 99. 

OneFem labelled the specimen Species X-3. His instructions were to infiltrate Lab. 99, remove Species  X-3  and  bring  it  to  Room  211  at  the  five-star  Hotel  Superb,  in  the  centre  of  Santa Isabella. Gen69 would be book the room in his real name: Thomas Allyson. 

Tom asked them what the specimen was. They told him it was the only specimen in Lab. 99 and he’d know it when he saw it. 

After two months at OneFem, he became trusted. He gained access to Lab.99 under the ruse of providing admin. and support and providing drinks to the staff. One day he had been left alone in Lab.99. He took his chance and removed Species X-3 from Lab. 99 on a trolley under a cover. 

It  was  an  odd  green  creature,  like  an  octopus,  in  a  cage no  larger than a  cat  box.  He’d never seen anything like it before. He walked straight out of the OneFem campus via the loading bay and brought it back to hotel room 211. 

He now knew what specimen X-3 was, or he knew what it looked like. What it was, remained a mystery. He’d never seen anything like it. Ever. But who cared? Stealing it was worth $1m and this was the limit of his interest. 

Once in room 211, Hotel Superb, he placed Species X-3 in the wardrobe, still in its cat-box-like cage. He couldn’t bear to look at the thing any more. It was ugly and weird. He ran the shower. 

Once  he  had  cleaned  off  the  make-up  and  freshened  up,  he  would  change  back  into  male clothing for the first time in six months. Gen69’s representatives would arrive a couple of hours later and take Species X-3 with them. They would leave behind a case containing $1M in crisp used notes. It had all gone like clockwork. What could ever go wrong? 

CHAPTER 6  

A clean getaway  



It  was  difficult  to  shower  away  his  femininity  when  he  had  38  C-cup  breasts,  a  cute  pert feminine bum and long pretty hair. 

They  told  him  the  saline  from  the  breast  injections  would  dissipate  through  his  body  in  time and  all  would  return  to  normal.  His  newfound  feminine  feelings  and  sensations  might  take  a little longer to remove. 

Tom Allyson slid open the glass door and stepped out from the shower. His movements were gentle, graceful and female. It wouldn’t be easy to shake off his femininity after living as a girl for the last six months. 

Water  dripped  from  his  slender  depilated  body  and  onto  the  porcelain-tiled  floor.  The  hotel bathroom was bland despite being the five-star Hotel Superb, in Santa Isabella, on the Southern California  coast.  Tom  had  never  experienced  any  luxurious  hotel  rooms  before  in  his  22-year life. He had used a couple of cheap motels when he needed to hide away for a while until the police gave up looking for him. 

He  padded  across  the  damp  floor  in  bare  feet.  Red  nail  polish  glistened  from  his  fingers  and toes under the white LED spotlights in the ceiling. He was good at his female regimes and he would miss them. It was time to move on. Another day, another assumed identity. He was used to that. He was less used to assuming a new gender. 

He  grabbed  a  starchy  white  hand  towel  and  wiped  the  misted  mirror  glass  above  the  double sink. He moved his face close into the wet smeary mirror. He brushed at his false eyelashes and eyelids  with  the  towel,  wiping  away  the  remaining  slashes  of  blue  mascara.  A  pang  of disappointment for a few moments. He would miss these female touches and how he had felt. 

As a girl. It held certain attractions. 

Soft music flowed and swirled into the bathroom from the radio in his bedroom. His body shook in  an  uncontrollable  surge  of  panic.  He  had  never  done  anything  like  this  before,  he  was realising  the  enormity  of  it.  What  he  had  got  away  with  was  finally  sinking  in.  He  doubted himself at first, but the deception had worked exactly according to Gen69’s plan. They had been right. No one suspected for a moment that, underneath all the hair, make-up and short skirts, he  was  a  young  man.  He  shouldn’t  have  worried.  It  was  going  to  be  worth  every  moment  of stress. 

It had been sensual to wear a pretty dress or a little skirt. That had surprised him. High heels had made his legs taut and firm. The short frilly cotton skirts against his bare skin were thrilling, the feelings intense and erotic. The exposure of so much bare leg. The flimsy material covering his  genitals.  His  penis  twitched  at  the  thought.  At  least  they  hadn’t  taken  that  away.  It  was great being female, but his manhood? This was too much even for $1,000,000. 

He whispered the amount at his reflection in the hazy glass: $1 million. It sounded so good. It sounded incredible. Soon it would be his, in used $10 and $20 bills. All for pretending to be a girl for six months. And for stealing the specimen from OneFem Inc. Not that stealing was an unusual activity for him. Stealing such an odd animal as Species X-3 was unusual. What the hell was  it?  Who  cared?  The  people  from  Gen69 would  soon  be  here  to  collect  it  and deliver the case of cash. That was all that mattered. 

His hand ran down his small slim body, smooth and hairless for the deception. He lingered on his  breasts,  round  and  soft,  attractive.  His  long  wet  hair  was  plastered  to  his  head,  neck  and over his narrow shoulders. His hair felt good, but it was all over now. He would get it cut and return to living as a male. A new name and gender. Again. Maybe he would keep his hair long and flowing. Plenty of men had long hair. He threw his damp locks back as the light radio music faded into a rock song from the ‘80s. The solid beat bounced into the bathroom from the next room. 

His  face  was  chalky  white.  The  make-up  and  foundation  washed  away  under  the  hot,  strong shower  water.  He  blinked  his  long  black  false  eyelashes,  they  tickled  against  the  top  of  his cheeks. He would finish drying and then peel them off. Reluctantly. He ran a finger over the thin arched eyebrows. They would grow again. Maybe he would keep them tidier than before. Why not? He’d be able to afford all the beauty treatments he wanted for $1m. 

His flimsy white dress lay screwed up over two-inch heeled women’s shoes. He’d dumped in the corner of the bathroom. He had discarded them before he had washed away some of his alter-ego: Amy Allyson. They had given him that name. Amy. A bit too girly for his taste, but it was for the deception and fraud, and deception and fraud were his art. Or at least he liked to think so. 

He wouldn’t need to put girl’s clothes on again; Amy was no more. 

What a humiliation: working as a female intern. Being dressed like a girly girl had been kind of nice, but making tea and coffee for a bunch of pumped-up aggressive women was a bummer. 

He  chuckled.  They  had  not  realised  for  a  moment  he  was  a  young  man.  His  long  feminine hairstyle, small frame and soft features had fooled them all. Not to forget those injections in his bum and chest which gave him sexy female bumps. 

Much of his femininity had washed away down the shower plughole, the injections would fade away and his flat body shape would return. There had been a certain sensuality in being cute little Amy. But it had to end and he had $1M to think of spending. 

He finished drying, threw the towel on top of the little white dress. He closed his eyes thinking of  how  the  dress  had  felt.  He  held  his  penis,  it  hardened  at  the  thought  of  those  sexy  little panties and tiny dress. His hand ran over his nipples, they hardened to his touch. He rubbed the foreskin slowly over the head of his growing penis. He shuddered as the feeling and emotions of living as a pretty girl shook through him. He had been pretty and cute. He rubbed harder, the surges and tingles sparked through his stomach and his testicles. 

Not  for  the  first  time,  since  he  had  become  Amy,  he  masturbated  with  urgency  at  his feminisation. A pause. A thought. Why had he never changed back to being Tom when he got back to his tiny apartment? He told himself he had to stay in character, but they had never said he had to remain as Amy when at home. He had chosen to. He rubbed faster. 

He thought about his time as Amy. That had been so hot. He rubbed harder. 

He strode into the bedroom, his hand around his hard penis. The change from tiles to wooden flooring  was  warm  on  his  bare  soles.  He  looked  down  at  his  hand  rubbing  on  the  strong erection. Small but firm. Back and forth, back and forth. The expectant tingle rose into his hard erect shaft. He closed his eyes. His head went woozy, as if he were drunk. 

Something wasn’t right. What had happened to the music? It had stopped, there was silence. 

He  hadn’t  turned  it  off.  He  stopped  rubbing,  his  fist  still  clamped  around  his  erection.  His eyelids sprung open, false eyelashes flicking in shock. His eyes bulged at what he saw. 

CHAPTER 7  

Captured  



Tom’s  fist  remained  frozen  hard  around  his  erection.  He  remained  on  the  spot  as  if  his  feet were  nailed  to  the  floor  of  his  Hotel  Superb  bedroom.  He  stared  ahead  unblinking,  his  mind unable to process what he saw. 

Four young women stood in his room. Each was at least six feet tall and in their late twenties, early thirties. They wore identical charcoal-grey business suits. Each outfit was a tight mid-thigh pencil  skirt  with  black  sheer  stockings.  They  had  crisp  white  blouses  with  low  fronts  beneath fitted suit jackets. 

Their four-inch high-heels rested on the wooden bedroom floor like glossy black ice picks. They stood  in  a  semi-circle,  hands  held  on  hips,  elbows  out.  Their  manicured  long  fingernails glistened  with  blood-red  nail  polish.  Restrained  aggression  sparked  towards  him  like  bolts  of lightning. 

Tom’s mouth dropped open like a ventriloquist’s dummy’s, his hand fell from his erection. His erect  penis  bounced  in  the  chilled  air-conditioned  atmosphere.  He  raised  one  arm  across  his chest, his saline-infused B-cup breasts flattened at the pressure. A gasp of air escaped from his choking throat. 

The female semi-circle closed in. Four sets of cleavages bursting from the low-fronted blouses, advancing  towards  him.  He  was  hypnotised  and  fixed  on  their  breasts  which  approached  like slow-motion laser-targeted bombs. The women’s heels formed a symphony of ticking clicks as they moved towards him. Step by step. Click-clack. Click-clack. Closer and closer. 

The  women  fell  on  him.  His  stupor  broke.  Two  of  the  women  held  him  down.  They  were stronger,  fitter  and  larger  than  him.  A  third  woman  circled  a  hand  around  his  penis  and testicles, then clamped hard. She faced him, daring him to react. Her bright blue eyes glowered. 

Her blond bobbed hair framed an angular Scandinavian-type face. He squealed in anguish. She tugged it, stretching the skin around the base of his penis into a tent shape. 

She pulled him towards the king-sized bed with the other two holding his arms firm. A fourth woman, her shiny black hair pulled back tightly into a long ponytail, led the way. Her posture was  tall  and  erect.  The  women’s  heels  clicked  hard  on  the  bedroom  floor.  Click-clack,  click-clack.  It was like a funeral march. The blond woman let go of his aching penis and balls by the bed. He hissed in relief at the release. 

The two women behind him flung him face down onto the thick duvet. A stab of pain drove up into his stomach as his erect penis crushed against the mattress. The force flattened his breasts. 

He  took  an  inadvertent  bite  of  the  pillow  which  stifled  his  scream.  Cotton  and  chemical deodorant  filled  his  mouth.  Then  silence.  Nothing.  He  waited  for  someone  to  do  or  say something, his eyes darted one way then the other. His heart pounded into the mattress, his stomach knotted up into a tight ball. What happened? 

He  needed  to  move,  to  find  out  what  was  happening.  What  did  these  intruders  want?  Why were there four women in his hotel bedroom? He propped himself up on his elbows and shook his head clear. Think, he told himself. He pulled his erection to his stomach, still firm, the end sore  from  the  fall  onto  the  bed.  Four  women?  In  his  room?  He  tried  to  process  the  shocking change  in  circumstances.  One  moment  bathing  in  his  success,  the  next  moment  four  women were attacking him. It made no sense. 

He turned his head to one side. Two of the young women stood on each side, their hands back on  their  wide  hips,  their  legs  apart.  Their  pencil  skirt  hems  stretched  across  taut  muscular thighs  like  piano  wire.  He  turned  to  face  the  other  side.  The  other  two  stood  still.  Confident, assertive. Commanding. 

Without  a  word,  they  swarmed  onto  him  again.  They  were  like  a  flock  of  jet-black  ravens attacking  wounded  carrion.  They  flipped him  over  and  onto  his  back,  working  as  if  they  were one smooth organism. His hands fell to cover his erection as best he could. The blond woman pounced onto the bed and sat on his feet. She clasped his calves. His eyes widened as her skirt rose  to  the  top  of  her  thighs,  pure  white  panties  faced  him  like  a  blank  erotic  screen.  Lacy stocking tops circled the tops of her legs. 

Another of the female intruders jumped onto the pillow above his head and took his arms. Her legs  locked  around  his  head.  The  synthetic  touch  of  the  nylon,  the  warmth  of  her  thighs  felt erotic.  Her  hands  grabbed  at  his  wrists.  His  cock  remained  strong  and  even  more  erect.  It pointed  upwards  to  the  ceiling  like  a  living  statue.  He  wriggled  his  feet  and  arms,  his  loose boobs shaking like two jellies. He pulled again at his limbs with his shoulders and hips. It was useless, they were too strong for his feeble thin body. 

“Valerie?  All  OK?”  The  woman  with  the  tight  long  black  ponytail  stood  by  him  looking  at  the blond lady holding his legs. She seemed to be in charge. 

“Yes Ellen, I have his legs held nice and tight,” replied Valerie the blond lady. Her straight blond hair fell around her chiselled face and touched against wide swimmer’s shoulders. She smirked, her thin eyebrows raised. 

Tom broke one arm free from a loosened grip and flapped it like a broken sail in a hurricane. 

“You OK there, Bridget?” smiled Valerie, watching Tom’s frantic attempts to free himself. 

Bridget’s large brown puppy-dog eyes showed her concern. Then she grabbed at his flailing arm and brought  it down to the bed  under  her  grip. Her  knees  fell  onto his wrist  and he  stopped struggling.  They  had  him  pinned  down  again.  Bridget  pursed  her  thick  red  lips  and  allowed herself  a  smile.  She  threw back  long  thick  coal-black  hair with a flick  of her head.  She  looked down his body to Valerie holding his feet. “Got him. Thanks for nothing, Val.” 

The two women smiled at each other. 

Tom  whined.  “Who  are  you?  What  do  you  want?  Let  me  go.  You’re  hurting  me.  Let  me  get dressed. Are you from Gen69?” 

“So many questions, little sissy boy with titties,” said Ellen standing by him as he lay pinned to his  wide  hotel  bed.  She  turned  away  from  his  pleading  gaze.  “No,  we’re  not  from  Gen69. 

They’re  not due for  another  couple  of  hours,  they’re  currently  en  route  travelling down  from Seattle. We have plenty of time for what we have in mind for you.” 

“Ouch,  ouch,”  Tom  complained.  “You’re  hurting  me.”  He  wriggled  without  success.  He absorbed what Ellen had said. “Who are you if you’re not from Gen69?” He wriggled his body to and fro, but Bridget and Valerie had him held fast. He had no way to escape. 

“Your grip is so tight you’ll bruise the poor little sissy,” laughed Valerie at his feet, looking up at Bridget. 

Bridget’s  thigh  muscles  rippled  through  her  stockings  as  her  legs  tightened  against  his  head. 

Firm  thigh  muscles  pushed  into  his  temples,  blocking  his  ears.  The  hem  of  her  pencil  skirt rubbed against his forehead. Her warmth pressed against the top of his head. Valerie smiled, in a girly manner, at Bridget holding his head. They held their gaze for a long moment, distracting Tom from his predicament as he watched them. 

The mattress sagged as Ellen sat by him. Her tight skirt raised, revealing more of her long slim legs.  An  innocent  smile  flashed  across  her  face  as  her  gaze  fell  to  his  erection  then  up  to  his breasts. She sniggered and played with her ponytail which lay over one shoulder. 

“My name is Ellen Armstrong. I’m head of security at OneFem Inc. This is my team.” Her hand waved  around  the  room  as  if  introducing  them  at  a  business  meeting.  “We  are  ex-military. 

Special forces. You have no chance of escape from us so I suggest you lay back and make things easy  for  yourself.”  She  waited,  studying  his  face  with  amusement  before  looking  across  the room. “Have you found it, Jane?” 

A  sound  from  the  other  side  of  the  room  distracted  him  from  her  menacing  gaze.  He’d forgotten about the other woman of the group. He raised his head the inch or two he was able. 

His  head rubbed  against  Bridget’s panties and  tightened  against  her pencil  skirt  hem.  He  saw Jane, a lady with long fair hair and an elfin face. 

She  searched  in  his  wardrobe.  She  looked  back  at  Tom,  her  broad  lips  were  set  wide  apart, showcasing  a  perfect  set  of  brilliant  white  teeth.  Bridget’s  stocking-encased  legs  clamped harder against his temples, the stocking tops dug against his cheeks. Her hands pressed down on his forehead and he lost the view of the blond lady as he sunk back into the mattress. 

Valerie’s taut round bottom pressed firmly against his ankles, her hands pinched deeper. Long red nails dug into his calves and wrists like blunt razors. He flexed to move again but they had him  held firmly.  Ellen  Armstrong  raised  one  perfect  eyebrow.  He relaxed  his  struggle, he was going nowhere. He had to save his energy. He also had a strange exhilaration as he lay naked and trapped on the bed. His penis remained stubbornly erect. 

“What  do  you  want?  You’ve  got  the  wrong  person.  Go  now  and  we  can  forget  about  this assault.” 

The women laughed. 

“You were playing with yourself,” Ellen said as her eyes drifted to his erection. 

They laughed again. “Naughty boy. Or would that be naughty girl? I’m not entirely sure which you are. Most of you looks female but you have this little thing.” She flicked his erection. 

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

Valerie  leant  her  body  forward,  keeping  her  rounded  bum  on  his  ankles.  She  ran  a  long fingernail  down  the  entire  shaft  of  his  penis.  “Who’s  enjoying  being  held  down  by  us  then, Tommy?” 

They knew his real name. This wasn’t a good sign. 

“A tiny little winky you have there, Tommy, even when hard. Not much use to a real woman, is it? It’s more like a girl’s clitty, which is appropriate in the circumstances. Since you were a cute girly called Amy Allyson.” Valerie held his gaze, her blue eyes creased as the women’s laughter circled him. 

He  was  worried  he  might  ejaculate  as  the  girls’  eyes  darted  to  each  other  and  to  his  naked body. He screwed his face up to fight against a final humiliation. He did not want to cum while they taunted him. Or did he? No, he had to fight the thought, the urge. 

“It’s  exactly  like  a  girl’s  clitty,  you’re  right  Val.”  Bridget  joined  in  the  abuse  from  behind  his head. “Which, as you said Val, 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, you stupid sissy boy.” Ellen’s deep voice cut through the hilarity like a scimitar. 

The  laughter  stopped,  smiles  evaporated  from  faces.  An  iciness  fell  across  the  room  as  if  an invisible  thermostat  had  been  wound  down  to  freezing  point.  Tom  wriggled  again.  It  was useless. Bridget’s knees had him held firmly, a deep smell of cotton and soft perfume swirled around his face. A malevolence replaced the lightness of the ladies’ jokes. 

“You have something belonging to our corporation, don’t you Tommy?” said Valerie, from her position on his legs. He was now suffering pins and needles and had lost some feeling from her pressure on them. 

The realisation of what they had come for hit him. Desperation hit him hard. They had come for the  specimen  he’d  stolen  from  Lab.  99,  Species  X-3.  The  little  ugly  thing.  He  hadn’t  got  away with anything. They had found him and he was helpless, naked and unable to move. 

“Valerie  is  correct,”  Ellen  said  and  stood  up  from  the  bed.  “And  the  something  belonging  to OneFem Inc. is microchipped, so it wasn’t exactly difficult to track you down. Stupid boy.” 

Bridget’s  red  lips  brushed  his  ear.  “Did  you  think  it  would  be  easy,  sissy-boy?  To  pick  up  our corporation’s property and  walk  out with  it?”  Bridget’s  dark  hair  fell  across  his  face,  soft  and fresh. He didn’t reply, but yes, he had thought it would be easy. 

Valerie leant forward, her breasts straining and stretching against her blouse. “Our rivals Gen69 

have been bitter about our little coup, ever since the US Military called us in and not them.” 

Tom’s  eyes  bulged.  Military?  Gen69  had  never  mentioned  any  military  involvement.  Just industrial espionage. Fear gripped at his intestines and twisted them into a knot. US Military? 

He tried to swallow, but his mouth was too dry. He laid back, accepting his helplessness and his inferiority. His only recourse was to give these women everything they asked for and hope they let him go. He had no choice against these women. They held and taunted him like a group of black panthers surrounding a wounded deer. 

“Yes. They offered me a million dollars.” His words sputtered out like an avalanche. “But take Species X-3 and I’ll never mention it again. I’ll disappear and you’ll never hear from me again. I promise.” 

“We know all about what Gen69 offered you and their plan. We knew who you were from the moment  you  applied  to  join  as  the  intern  Amy  Allyson?  What  sort  of  name  is  that?  An alliteration?” A broad grin swept across Ellen’s lips. “Your actions make you ours now, which is convenient  for  OneFem.  The  corporation  needs  a  male  volunteer  for  the  next  phase  of  the Species X-3 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 Species X-3?” 

Tom’s stomach turned over several loops. “What do you want from me. You have Species X-3 

back. You have what you came for, please let me go. Please,” he whined. 

Ellen leant over him. “Oh little Tommy, little Amy, we can’t let you go now. We’ve only just got started.” 

A chill fell over him. He swallowed hard. 

CHAPTER 8  

The orgasm pill  



Tom  knew  from  his  three-month  internship  that  OneFem  were  involved  in  biological engineering. He  had  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  corporation’s  power,  the  rule  was  accepted  by  all visitors, whoever they were, however powerful they might be. 

Ellen sat back down on the bed next to Tom’s restrained head. She shook a large bottle with a thin liquid inside. Tom read the label:   



 500 ml Eramia (5 mg/10 ml concentration).    

 For clinical trial use only.    

 Not approved for human use, laboratory animals only.    



Tom’s  eyes  flashed  around  the  room.  What  was  this?  Eramia?  The  women  were  relaxed, smiling, and laughing among themselves. They were having fun. Ellen held the bottle to Tom’s face. “Read this. Interesting don’t you think?” The back label said: Eramia improves erections and allows rapid recovery following ejaculation.    

 Provides for multiple male ejaculations. Increases the magnitude of orgasms and the rate of sperm production.    

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



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

“Ugh ugh,” Tom moaned, unsure if he hated or enjoyed her touch. 

Ellen tore open a plastic cellophane bag. She removed a large syringe. She pushed the needle into the rubber top of the bottle of Eramia. She pulled back the plunger and the syringe filled with a clear liquid. 100Mg, 200 times the recommended dose. She looked down at his bulging eyes. 

“Another of OneFem’s little inventions. A drug that gives men the ability for multiple erections and  ejaculations.  It  was  to  be  the  next  big  male  pill  after  Viagra.  How  marvellous.  It’s  so frustrating for us when you weak males cum once, then you fall asleep. Just when we’re getting going.  Well,  OneFem  have  fixed  this  little  fault  of  nature.  And  one  more  male  weakness.  Of course,  the  government  haven’t  approved  this  wonderful  invention  yet,  but  then  they  won’t know you’re to be the first human guinea pig.” 

Tom  gasped  and  fought  to  escape  once  more,  but  he  remained  helpless  under  the  grip  of Bridget  and  Valerie.  Ellen  removed  the  syringe  needle  from  the  bottle  and  grabbed  at  Tom’s erection.  His  face  went  puce  with  panic  as  the  needle  approached  his  penis.  Ellen  stabbed  it into the thick vein on his erection. Tom squealed and she pressed the plunger down. The chilly liquid flowed into his engorged penis vein. 

“You can’t begin to imagine what we will be doing to you,” Ellen said. 

A  scratching  noise  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  room.  The  girls  all  turned  their  heads towards the source of the sound. Their surprise wiped the smiles away for a moment. 

Jane approached the bed, holding the small cage. She lifted the cage to her eyes, looked in for a second and then placed it by Tom’s hip. The green creature lolled on the floor of the cage. It had a single head and body combined, around nine inches in diameter. It had its legs wrapped around itself, as if in protection. It appeared to be drugged. 

Ellen  looked  into  the  cage  and  grimaced  for  a  moment  and  then  looked  and  back  to  Tom. 

“OneFem’s, I believe? It’s still sleepy from the drugs we gave it.” 

“Yes, it’s what you came for. Please take it away and let me go,” Tom pleaded. 

“I don’t think so.” Valerie at his right foot spoke through a widening leer. 

“Valerie  is  right,  sissy-boy.  You  belong  to  OneFem  now.  But  first,  we  have  a  little  task  to perform. Or rather you do as I think our little friend here is hungry. Not only for food though.” 

Ellen  grinned  and  put  a  finger  to  the  cage.  The  green  creature  inside  moved  sluggishly.  A chatter of squeaks came from its wide mouth. Ellen removed her finger from the cage. “Hard to think this thing is more advanced and more intelligent than us, it looks more like an octopus.” 

She seemed to contemplate her words, disappearing into her thoughts. 

Fear sunk into Tom’s chest. He struggled again, shifting his shoulders, he tried to kick out. They had him held tight. He was going nowhere. 

“We need to wait a few minutes for the Eramia to kick in,” Ellen said. She tapped a longer red fingernail on a mobile phone keyboard and put it to her ear. A muffled ring sounded. She put a hand over the microphone and spoke to her team. 

The ring tone stopped and a woman’s voice sounded out from the earpiece, “Yes?” 

Ellen removed her hand. “All went to plan, Ma’am. We have Allyson and we’re about to start the process with Species X-3. Once done we’ll bring him back to the lab.” 

Ellen  listened  to  someone  giving  instructions.  The  voice  from  the  mobile  phone  was  too indistinct  for  Tom  to  hear.  Bridget’s  thighs  remained  pressed  hard  against  his  ears.  Ellen responded, “Yes, of course, Ms Ronan.” 

Ellen hung up and slipped on a pair of latex gloves. She leant towards the cage, flicked open the door  catch  and  reached  inside.  She  grabbed  the  creature  with  both  hands,  an  expression  of distaste across her face. She pulled it out as it squirmed, squealing. The creature was awake. 

“We  have  a  nice  surprise  for  you,  Tommy  boy.  Lay  back  and  enjoy.  Or  maybe  not,”  grinned Ellen, the green creature squirming in her hands. 

CHAPTER 9  

The hungry female  



    

Ellen held Species X-3, wriggling and squealing above his raging erection. The creature’s large eyes looked up at Ellen, six smooth tentacles waved around her hands like a snake dance. Each tentacle ended in three thin fingers. Two holes below its eyes sucked in air from where a nose might 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. 

Jane came round to sit next to Ellen and stroked the creature. “Are you hungry, little girl?” 

Ellen  passed  the  being  to  Jane  who  continued  to  stroke  the  creature’s  head.  Tom’s  eyes followed the scene with mounting horror. 

Ellen spoke. “The US Air Force located Species X-3 at a crash site in the Mojave desert.” Ellen held a tentacle as it swirled in the air, seemingly at peace. “They had tracked the descent from before its spacecraft passed the moon up until it crashed. We have no idea where they’re from, or why they came and why they crashed. We do know all the creatures inside were female. It goes to show that advanced species don’t need men.” Ellen put a hand to her chin as if to rest her case. 

The  alien  squealed  as  if  in  response.  Its  enormous  eyes  rose  to  stare  into  Jane’s  as  she continued  to  stroke  the  top  of  the  creature’s  head  come  body.  Ellen  grabbed  Tom’s  erection again, then ran her hand up and down lightly. He moaned at the tingles she generated. 

Tom  shuddered.  It  was  not  easy  to  imagine  this  octopus-like  being  was  a  highly-advanced species. He was frightened of what Ellen was about to do with it. 

While looking at Tom’s erection, her fingers stroked it, toying with it, she spoke. “Our little girl here  is  starving,  I  don’t  think  you  fed  her,  you  naughty  boy.  Never  mind,  OneFem’s investigations  have  shown  us  what  she  needs.  She  doesn’t  need  a  lot,  she’s  only  small.  She needs  protein,  fructose  and  vitamins,  such  as  C  and  E.  Which  is  why  I  gave  you  the  Eramia, sissy-boy.” 

Tom frowned, he couldn’t understanding what tablets to generate erections and sperm had to do with anything, apart from humiliating him with a permanent erection. 

Ellen had read his mind. “You see, my rather dull boy, what I described are the constituents of male sperm. What our little guest here needs for sustenance is male sperm.” 

Tom  jerked  up  as far  as  possible,  still  held by his  limbs  by the  two women.  “I’m not  going to masturbate in front of you lot so some alien creature can drink my sperm.” 

His  words  flowed  away.  He  thought  it  might  be  exciting  that  four  gorgeous  women  watched him  masturbate.  Besides,  he  was  feeling  desperate  as  he  had  never  finished  masturbating earlier. Cumming in front of these fit beautiful ladies would be something of a fantasy. Although if Ellen 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, sissy-boy.” Ellen took the alien from Jane. 

Tom  watched  in  horror,  not  knowing  what  she  planned  but  fearing  the  worst.  She  held  the being above his erection. Its tentacles swayed like a lazy dancer tracing invisible patterns in the cool  air.  She  lowered  Species  X-3  towards  the  head  of  his  erection.  Tom’s  mouth  gaped  in horror.  His  eyes  burst  from  their  sockets.  Surely  she  wasn’t  going  to  put  this  thing  on  his erection?  The  alien’s  large  mouth  opened wide,  like  a  large fish on  a  line,  its  lips rolled back. 

Inside a dark red tongue lolled around a toothless mouth. Lower she placed it. The being’s cool breath was now on the end of his exposed penis head. His erection strengthened. 

Bile lurched into his throat and he heaved. Species x3’s mouth opened wide and Ellen lowered it over Tom’s erection. His penis disappeared inside its gaping orifice. A soft warmth engulfed his  entire  penis  as  it  took  him  deep  into  its  mouth.  Its  lips  puckered  around  his  erection  and clamped  on  around  the  base.  Its  eyes  blinked  up  at  the  terrified  Tom.  Their  stares  locked.  A titter  from  Tom’s  feet  area,  Valerie  was  giggling.  Another  titter  from  above  his  head.  Bridget began laughing uncontrollably. 

Intense pleasure engulfed Tom. He was distraught and desperate. He was filled with disgust at the  octopus-like  being  attached  to  his  erection.  At  the  same  time,  warmth  and  satisfaction engulfed  him.  This  was  wrong.  Awful.  His  erection  intensified  as  the  creature  sucked  on  him. 

The giggles of the girls around him added to his intense humiliation and guilt. Slurping noises invaded his cloud of horrified pleasure. The creature was sucking on his erection like a satisfied baby at a teat, its eyes shut. 

Ellen sat back to watch the scene. A warm sensation swamped his testicles. He craned his neck to see the creature had a second orifice below its mouth. A vagina? The vagina-thing wrapped itself  around  his  balls  and  they  too  disappeared  inside  the  alien.  His  genitals  were  inside  the creature.  Tom  remained  immobilised  on  the  bed  by  the  girls.  His  face  grimaced  from  the stimulation of his penis and scrotum. The girls laughed out loud. 

The  alien  had  his  penis  locked  inside  its  mouth,  its  lips  were  snug  around  the  base  of  his erection. His penis’s tip tingled, the muscles in the alien’s throat stimulating him. His scrotum was held tight, submerged inside the animal’s vagina. 

A new tingling around his penis head indicated he was near the point where he could no longer resist ejaculating. He was angry at the women and pleaded. Ejaculating into an octopus was not high  on  his  list  of  hoped-for  sexual  encounters.  The  slurping  and  pressure  on  his  penis  and testicles continued. 

Tom came to his senses and raised his unrestrained shoulders. “No! Please! Take this thing off me.” Disgust grimaced on his lips  

The girls stiffened their hold on his limbs in response to his pleas. He was going to cum inside this  thing  any  moment.  He  put  other  thoughts  into  his  mind.  He  told  himself  this  was  an octopus. He mustn’t cum, he mustn’t. 

The alien tightened its throat and the released the pressure on his penis head. Electric-like 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. It wasn’t decent. But it was becoming the best blow job ever. Not that he had had many. 

Ellen leant over Tom’s face, her breast cleavage hung by his lips. Tantalisingly close. He smelt her sweet perfume. She moved her body down further, almost touching him. She stared deep into his eyes, unblinking, bossy, hypnotic. Tom looked down into her cleavage. 

“This  is  such  fun.”  She  said  as  her  breasts  moved  away.  She  twirled  a  fingernail  around  his bulging nipples. 

He was not able to hold his urges any more. Ellen’s fingers had the intended effect. His high-pressure discharge ejaculated deep into the alien. He groaned. The girls cheered, clapped, and laughed as Tom shot inside Species X-3, again and again. It was as if a cork had popped out from the end of a champagne bottle. How can there be so much? He couldn’t control it. He cried out loud as the satisfaction of release engulfed him. 

The creature slurped: Tom felt a tightening feeling around his penis head as Species X-3’s throat constricted and it swallowed his cum. 

“Yee-ha,” screamed Jane. 

“Bravo!” cried Ellen. 

Disgust and revulsion replaced his ecstasy in an instant and hit him in the base of his stomach like a low punch. The laughter swirled around him, loud and unrestrained. He fell back into the 

bed,  the  animal  still  locked  onto  his  genitals.  He  hoped  the  debasement  and  the  humiliation was over. 

A creeping sensation are at his relief. He opened his eyes. The creature’s tentacles were flowing over  his  body.  Originally  twelve  inches  or  so,  they  were  now  extending  way  beyond  this.  His entire body shook once, cold sweat dripped from his forehead. He glanced at the girls around him; they were watching 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. The other two had slithered around from his crotch area towards his back and trunk. 

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

“It’s so romantic,” Valerie giggled. 

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

“You  have  what  you  wanted  and  you’ve  humiliated  me.  You’ve  punished  me.  Please  go  and leave me. It’s over.” Tom’s eyes pleaded at Ellen. 

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

CHAPTER 10  

Ejaculation repetition  





The  alien  remained  gripped  around  his  crotch.  It  was  satisfying,  like  a  real  woman’s  vagina, warm  and  damp,  juicy  and  soft.  His  guilt  overwhelmed  his  desperation.  Tom’s  limbs  were aching. The girls remained on them, pinning him down. 

The  alienś  tentacles  continued  to  grow,  worming  around  Tom’s  body.  It  was  about  to  do something and the women were expecting it. Scores of tiny pins sprung out from X-3’s tentacles and  pierced  through  Tom’s  skin  over  his  body,  like  a  thousand  bee  stings.  The  cold  chill  of something flowed from each pin into his veins. 

“Oh, no! Please!” Tom screamed. 

“Awww, I can’t imagine how badly you want to take Species X-3 off you,” said Ellen. “Maybe we should give Species X-3, her, a proper name? Octopussy?” 

“Her? What are you talking about?” he said. 

Drowsiness flowed through him. The alien had drugged him. Panic rose, but the creature was sucking on him once more and moving its muscles around his penis. He became hard instantly. 

How  was  this  possible,  he’d  only  cum  moments  ago?  He  was  feeling  so  tired  and  unable  to move. 

“I  can  see  OneFem’s  Eramia  is  working  well,”  Bridget  smirked.  “And  X-3’s  little  shots  of incapacitating drug. I want some of this with my boyfriend. I could then do what I wanted with him.” She thought for a moment, looking at the ceiling. “No. No need, I do what I want with him anyway.” 

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. 

“Are  you  enjoying  it  now?”  Valerie  stared  at  him  from  her  position  on  his  ankles.  and  She switched her gaze to his crotch where X-3 sucked. 

He  ejaculated  into  the  alien  again,  crying  out.  The  women  cheered  and  whooped  around  the bed. Why he had taken the risk of stealing the alien? It was a stupid idea. He didn’t think for a moment  that  OneFem  would  microchip  the  alien  with  a  tracking  device  .  That  was  stupid  of 

him. Now he was trapped, a guinea pig for OneFem’s research. His muscles wouldn’t move. He wanted to cry out, but his mouth wouldn’t react. What was happening to him? 

The  X-3  alien’s  tentacles  grew  longer, the tiny  pinss  retracted.  The tentacles  wrapped  around Tom’s feet and hands were now up to his neck. The alien continued producing sucking noises around his crotch. 

Valerie’s grin broadened. “Ladies, I think our little Tommy has lost his virginity. To an octopus.” 

They all laughed out loud. 

As  Tom  lay  on  the  bed,  orgasming  a  third  time,  his  eyes  rolled.  The  girls  released  him  and moved away from the bed. 

“Alright, I think she’s incapacitated him fully now,” Ellen said. 

They moved off the bed, and he remained laying there, the alien attached to his body. The girls stood around the bed, their arms folded across their chests. Tom’s mind was working hard, he needed to remove the alien now the girls had let go. But he was so sleepy, his arms and legs wouldn’t move. He wanted to scream, nothing happened. Nothing was working. 

X-3’s tentacles extended further as its mouth remained locked around his genitals. He couldn’t believe it; his erection grew again inside the alien’s mouth. Tom ejaculated again into X-3. The effects of the OneFem drug were amazing. The girls cheered and giggled. 

“He’s still cumming, it’s incredible. I’m going to drop some Eramia in my boyfriend’s coffee one day,” said Ellen. The girls laughed again. 

The alien stopped sucking. 

“Here  we  go,  girls.  The  next  stage.  She’s  had  her  fill  of  his  sperm.”  Ellen  closed  in  to  watch, followed  by  the  other  girls  leaning  towards  Tom’s  crotch.  Valerie  grinned  at  Tom.  “So  you wanted to be Amy. Well, your wish is about to be granted.” 

What did they mean by saying he wanted to be Amy? A pouch opened on the back of the alien, a thin black tube emerged. Tom’s eyes followed it, the only part of his body working, apart from his penis. The tube was like a snake dancing to an invisible charmer. In his dozy state, his eyes crossed.  The  tube  waved  and  wiggled  in  the  air,  moving  inexorably  towards  his  face.  He  was transfixed. The tube headed towards him, the end had a tiny flap that was opening and closing. 

He wanted to swing his face to one side and squish up his eyes. Nothing worked. He prayed it would go away. 

Ellen’s voice purred. “This is the main event, sissy-boy. Soon you’ll be Amy again.” 

What  did  that  mean,  he  thought?  The  tube  tentacle  hovered  around  his  face,  dipping  and swooping  like a bird  caught  in  a  current  of  air.  A  gel-like  substance  glistened  over  its  surface. 

The end of the tube touched his drawn lips, moved away then poked back at his mouth. It was trying to get in his mouth. Disgust rose in his throat. 

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

Fear burnt his face. The alien’s tube flicked across his mouth again. The creature’s tube probed and pushed  at  his  lips. They  parted  under  the  stiff  probing, he had no control over them.  He gulped  in  vain.  No  air.  Panic  rose.  His  throat  constricted,  his  face  hot  and  red.  The  tube swooped into his mouth and slid down his throat. A cold sensation slid in his pipes as it pushed deep inside him. 

He wanted to pull it out of his mouth, but his hands didn’t move. A bitter taste stung his tongue and  made  him  gag.  He  breathed  in  rapidly  through  his  nose.  He  gagged  on  the  thing  in  his throat.  The  girls  whooped.  The  tube  began  to  pulse,  he  gagged  again  at  the  feeling  of something  in  his  airways.  Sleepiness  fell  over  him.  He  pushed  his  eyes  open.  It  was  as  if  he wanted to relax, to doze. 

Ellen’s  hand  went  to  her  chin.  “As  I  said,  this  is  the  interesting  bit.  OneFem  discovered  the Aliens  were  all  female.  Isn’t  that  odd?  How  could  they  ever  reproduce?”  She  waited  as  if expecting  a  reply  from  the  prone  Tom.  She  continued.  “Obvious.  They  use  host  males  to fertilize their eggs then use those same males to carry the eggs until they hatch. It’s sort of like a cuckoo. Fascinating don’t you think, sissy-boy?” 

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

Jane  moved  in.  “OneFem  observed  when  they  put  female  animals  with  Species  X-3,  nothing happened. They used rats, monkeys whatever. It’s illegal to test on animals but never mind, the ethical nonsense is for PR purposes. However, when they put males of any mammal in with the alien, it extracted their sperm. This is what it did to you. The sperm fertilizes the alien’s eggs but passes on no other attributes of the host animal. Perfection I’d say.” 

Tom squirmed inside at her words, his eyes flickered, the only part of his body he was now able to move. He was having trouble staying awake. 

Ellen’s smile got broader. “Now comes the interesting part. Species X-3 needs a host to carry her eggs until they are ready to hatch. But a male isn’t a suitable receptacle for carrying eggs, is it sissy-boy? I know you’re not bright, but what do you think X-3 does to fix this little snag?” 

Tom didn’t know, he didn’t want to know. He wanted to sleep; the room was getting fuzzy. 

Ellen nodded. “Of course, you would never guess. Not too clever are you?” She sat back, made herself  comfortable.  “X-3  inserts  a  tube  into  the  host’s  stomach,  as  it  did  with  you.  It  then pumps several important things into the host body, which is exactly what it’s doing as I speak. 

Stuff  like  high  doses  of  oestrogen,  other  female  hormones  and  chemical  mixes  the  scientists haven’t yet worked out. To come to the point, it makes the male host a much more suitable and accommodating host for incubating her eggs.” 

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

“Now  you  should  go  to  sleep,  sissy-boy.  The  high  doses  of  female  hormones  the  creature  is passing  into  you  are  making  changes  to  your  body.  You  need  to  relax  and  let  nature  take  its course. Alien nature of course, but nature all the same.” 

Inside his dreamy state, his brain piqued at what she was saying. Ellen spotted the look in his eyes. “I do think you’ve got it, sissy. After using the male attributes of the host to fertilise its eggs, it then turns the host into a female to nurture its eggs. OneFem has never been able to find a human male volunteer to test this. Until now. Next time we meet, you will be less Tommy and more Amy. Again.” She tittered at her little joke. 

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

“When you wake up next you’ll be on your way to being a brand new person. And the beauty of it is, no one will ever miss Thomas Allyson or notice he’s gone.” 

Tom drifted off into dark dreamless sleep. 

CHAPTER 11  

A female-only presentation  

    

Serika Ronan thumped her arm with a fist and felt a bruise grow. If she hadn’t done that, she may have thumped someone else, like her CEO. 

She rubbed at the black metallic nameplate pinned to the left lapel of her jacket. She traced out her name and title with a forefinger: Vice President Research and Development, OneFem Inc. 

She’d  risen  faster  than  anyone  else  in  the  company,  but  wasn’t  satisfied.  She  knew  she  was ready. 

She  should  be  CEO.  That  was  what  she  craved,  impatience  and  frustration  burnt  through  her body. Her plans were being delayed by those above her, too slow to make the tough decisions needed to win. It would continue to be like this until she had absolute control. Having to report to the board on Species X-3, 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 everything, not reporting to this bunch of geriatrics. 

She transferred her weight from one foot to the other as she waited outside the huge wooden door  to  the  board  room.  Her  calf  muscles  were  toned  and  strong  thanks  to  hours  on  the treadmill and cross-trainer. She was fit, six feet tall. Her skin shone through a light foundation and dark mascara. She was frustrated. Waiting and reporting. A waste of her time. 

She  marched  back  and  forth  in  the  corridor  outside  the  board  room  Her  four-inch  stilettos clicked on the marble flooring like a machine gun. Her dark-blue dress finished at her knees, a matching fitted jacket pinched into her small waist. Wavy thick dark-brown hair flowed to her shoulders. 

A mobile phone vibrated in her pocket. She answered and listened. “Good work Ellen, bring him here once you’re finished.” She punched the red key on the screen, satisfied. 

The  board  room  door  swung  open  and  a  head  poked  round.  The  company  secretary,  Diane Weaver smiled. “You can come in now Serika.” 

Serika  bristled  at  the  summons.  She  was  worthy  of  more  respect.  She  grunted  a  reply.  This would  change.  One  day.  Soon. And  when  it  does,  mousey Diane  Weaver  will be the  first  out. 

Serika  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. 

She  was  on  the  25th  and  top  floor  of  OneFem’s  HQ  building.  The  building  and  surrounding campus  nestled  in  a  wooded  valley  in  Southern  California.  It  was  ten  miles  from  the  nearest town of Santa Isabella. From the room, the entire vista to the horizon was trees, blue sky and lakes. 

An enormous dark-wooden oval table extended the length of the boardroom. Around the table eighteen  women  watched  Serika  enter.  Diane  Weaver  took  a  seat  next  to  Amanda  Scott, OneFem’s CEO. The company’s six department presidents were sitting either side of her along the  left  side  of  the  table.  Serika’s  almond-brown  eyes  narrowed  behind  her  black-rimmed glasses.  The  thought  of these  fifty  and  sixty-year-old  women  running  such  a  vibrant  company made her angry. 

They had been the future once, but no more. She needed to brush them away to make way for youth. Her youth. Yes, they had expanded OneFem Inc. to become the third-largest corporation on the planet within ten years. Third was nowhere for Serika. You’re first otherwise you’ve lost. 

Get  out  of  my  way  she  wanted  to  scream.  First  is  the  only  position.  Serika  forced  a  grin  and nodded to Amanda Scott and then to her immediate boss, Joan Rodriguez, President R&D. 

On the opposite side of the table there were four women in different military uniforms. Peaked caps  lay  placed  on  the  table  in  front  of  each  of  them.  She  recognised  two  of  them:  General Sarah Smart and Admiral Candice Smith. The US military’s most senior female officers. Another two women in US Air Force uniforms sat by them. 

Next to the military women, there were six women in expensive suits of various styles. Serika 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. 

Serika stood tall, unfazed by the senior level of her audience. The most powerful women in the USA and one day she would be one of them. One day, soon. Thankfully, she thought, OneFem permitted only women to enter their campus. A good rule. 

It was a male-free zone. She had broken that rule for the past three months with little Tommy Allyson, but it had been necessary. Apart from her lead scientist and Ellen Armstrong and her trusted security team, no one else knew little Amy Allyson was a man. 

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

“Let me first present myself, ladies. My name is Serika Ronan. I’m Vice President of Research and  Development  here  at  OneFem  Inc.  I’m  responsible  for  Project  Trojan,  the  research programme covering Species X-3.” 

Joan Rodriguez shuffled in her chair. The truth was it was her who was responsible for Project Trojan, but no one corrected Serika. Not even Ms Rodriguez. 

Satisfied she had imprinted her name and responsibility in the minds of these powerful women, she  spoke  again.  “My  team  are  looking  at  how  Species  x-3  produces  Sonium-10.  I  know  our government  and  military  are  extremely  interested  in  this  rare  crystal.  You  know  and  how control of Sonium-10 crystal production will give the USA an unassailable lead in unlimited free energy production.” 

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

Blackened burnt sand surrounded the destroyed craft. 

“Before  I  cover  our  Sonium-10  production  plans,  I  want  to  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.” 

Serika  paused.  She  wanted  to  ensure  she  didn’t  speak  too  fast  in  her  excitement  at  being  in front of the most powerful women in the country. 

“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 passed the moon’s orbit heading for Earth. 

Several other agencies around the world also picked up the object. This included the Russians, Chinese, Indians and the Europeans. 

Our  military  and  political  colleagues  have  succeeded  in  persuading  these  agencies  that  the object  was  a  mid-sized  meteorite.  Of  course,  it  was  not.  We’re  currently  swamping  the  news channels with spokeswomen explaining the meteorite cover story.” 

Serika took a sip of water. 

“We  have  also  swamped  the  social  media  sites  with  posts  ridiculing  the  conspiracy  theories saying  the  object  was  a  spaceship.”  Serika  made  the  sign  of  inverted  commas  over  her shoulders as she said  conspiracy theories.   

Serika paused again and flicked on the next video image. It was a close up of the inside of the metal  cylinder.  Several  charred  remains  of  green  octopus-like  creatures  lay  around  inside  a cabin. They were strapped to tiny seats. The image zoomed in on one of the creatures. It was also 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  us  being  the  only  laboratory  anywhere  near  equipped  to  deal with something of this magnitude, we scrambled our resources to take in the eight dead alien creatures. And the one survivor. X-3. 

We  designated  the  aliens,  Species  X  and  it  stuck.  The  3  suffix  came  from  the  alien  being  the third  one  in  the  seating  row  of  nine  creatures.  The  US  Air  Force  helicoptered  them  into  this campus.” She looked at the Air Force representatives. “Thank you, General.” 

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

“Yes Ma’am,” said Serika. 

“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,  Serika  knew.  She would be a useful contact in the future. 

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

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

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

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

“Let me show you.” Serika 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 alongside a tape measure showing they had bodies about a foot long. 

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

A murmur of soft laughter swam around the conference table. 

Serika 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 Earth octopus, they are a highly intelligent life-form. 

They breathe air  like us and they have a heart, lungs, liver, kidneys and so on. Inside, they’re pretty much like us in terms of organs, despite their resemblance to an octopus. There are two major differences though.” 

Serika  paused  for  effect.  This  was  to  be  new  information  for  her  audience.  Apart  from  the OneFem CEO and her own President Joan Rodriquez, the other executives and the military and politicians did not yet know what she was about to say. Serika 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 Serika’s eye. “So, Ms Ronan, maybe the males are sitting 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?”  Serika’s  eyes twinkled.  Another wave  of polite  laughter  ran  around  the  table.  “That’s  also  what  we  thought  until  we  did  some experiments on X-3 and her dead colleagues.” 

Outside  the  large  windows,  the  spring  sunlight  glared.  A  glint  from  the  glass  windscreen  of  a black  helicopter  as  it  sat  motionless  on  a  raised  helipad  on  the  other  side  of  the  campus.  A white star with USAF displayed on its side panel. 

“We put live Earth animals in with the creature to observe any interactions. We were stunned. 

First,  we  put  female  mammals,  a  monkey,  a  dog,  a  cat.  The  X-3  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 X, 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  when  we  introduced  the  male  monkey,  the  alien  subdued  it  and  used  it  to fertilise its eggs.” 

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

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

“So what again, Ms Ronan?” Stated the General. 

“This  is  the  remarkable  bit,  ladies.  The  alien  transfers  the  fertilised  egg  to  the  host  male  and uses the host  male to  store and nourish  the  egg  until  it’s  ready  to hatch.”  Serika  beamed.  “A little like a cuckoo.” 

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

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

“Explain,” the Admiral asked impatiently. 

“Ladies, after taking the host male’s sperm to fertilise its egg, X-3 inserts several hormones and chemicals. Some we know and some we don’t yet fully understand. It then plants its fertilised egg  or  eggs  inside  the  host.”  Serika  waited  again,  her  eyes  swung  around  the  room.  Her audience  were  rapt.  “These  hormones  and  chemicals  cause  a  chain  reaction  inside  the  male host. Over the next two weeks, the host male changes its physical characteristics.” 

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

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

“Ladies. The host male changes into a female.” 

Silence filled the room, broken only by the hum of the air-conditioning Outside a flock of geese flew lazily past in a V shape. The distant squeaks of the birds broke through the silence in the room. 

“So  you  tested  this  with  a  monkey?  Do  you  know  what  would  happen  with  a  human  male?” 

Again the Defence Secretary spoke. 

“Well  as  you might  imagine,  it’s  been  difficult to find  a human  male  volunteer.”  Serika  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  before  I  came  in.  A heterosexual non-transsexual male has come forward. Ladies, we have a volunteer.” 

“OK  great,  we  have  a  volunteer,  Ms  Ronan.  Then  what?  And  what  about  the  Sonium-10 

crystals?  We’re  interested  in  them,  not  whether  an  alien  octopus  can  mate  with  a  human male,” the Secretary of State growled. 

Serika  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 will need them one day. 

“Madam Secretary,” she replied. “I was coming to that. One alien produces only a small amount of  Sonium-10  crystals  a  year  through  its  excretions.  We,  therefore,  need  a  lot  of  Species  X-3 

specimens to produce industrial quantities for the needs of our armed forces and for those of industry.” 

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

Serika  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.  Serika  had  their  rapt attention.  “Unfortunately  all  attempts  to  breed  Species  X-3  with  other  animals  has  failed  to produce  a  living  baby.  A  higher  intelligent  life  form  is  needed,  it  seems.  That’s  why  we  need human male volunteers.” 

Silence circled the room. 









CHAPTER 12  

A set-up  





The  glass  window  was  bulletproof  and  two  inches  thick.  It  formed  the  entire  wall  between Laboratory 99 and the detention cell. It had been Species X-3’s home for the past six months. It was  six  floors  below  ground  level,  directly  beneath  OneFem  Inc’s  central  building  on  the sprawling campus. A photograph of the alien specimen rotated slowly on an electronic screen, sitting on a desk. The words  Species X-3 were fixed above the rotating image. Below the image, data was displayed:  



 Status: alive.    

 Location: En route, Interstate 8 west.    

 Distance from Lab.99: 5.2 miles    



The distance counter clicked down to 5.1 miles as Serika looked at the detention room beyond the glass. She had left the meeting with the military and government officials fifteen minutes ago. Her initial anger at having to report had dissipated. Politically it had been a great success, another rung up the ladder towards her ambitions. 

The woman standing beside her spoke. “X-3 is in transit with the male specimen and they are expected back in fifteen minutes, Serika. Both subjects are stable, normal and have been put to sleep. Well, the male was put to sleep by X-3 of course.” Dr Aika Tanaka’s clear English diction had a faint underlying Japanese accent. She had failed to shake it off, despite years at Stanford University studying for a doctorate in biology. Serika had plucked her straight out of Stanford on graduating. Aika Tanaka fitted every aspect of Serika’s requirements, not least coming top of her class. And being female. 

All was going perfectly to plan and Serika was content. She had rushed down from the board meeting  straight  to  the  Lab.  99  area.  This  was  where  OneFem  Inc.  happened.  This  was  her domain  and  she  was  in  control.  Serika  had  targetted  the  leadership  of  OneFem’s  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  OneFem  Inc.  stock  to  manoeuvre  her position to Vice  President of the one  area  that  controlled  the  output  of  the  corporation’s  success.  Even  her  boss,  the department President Joan Rodriguez, left Serika Ronan alone to rule her domain. 

Serika nodded at her lead bio-research scientist standing beside her, satisfied. Dr Aika Tanaka was brilliant. And utterly loyal. 

“Aika, do you realise how important Project Trojan is for our corporation and its stakeholders. 

And for us?” Serika’s eyes fixed on the biologist. 

“I do understand, Serika.” 

“The board of directors and CEO herself are pleased with our progress, Aika. The politicians and investers are less patient. They have given us a short period to achieve the goal of Sonium-10 

production using X-3’s excretions. 

The industrial production of Sonium-10 will put OneFem Inc. in the number one position by the market value of any corporation in the world. I don’t have to tell you this would mean you will become extremely wealthy and a world-renown leading expert in biotechnology, Aika. Maybe even a Nobel Prize for you?” 

Dr Aika Tanaka straightened an inch taller and allowed herself to dream a little. Wealth meant little, but recognition as the premier biotechnology professor was something else. Her loyalty to this  oddly  focussed  woman,  Serika  Ronan,  was  worth  the  effort.  She  was  happy  to  ride  on Serika’s coattails to achieve her dreams of fame. 

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

Serika moved towards a security door to one side of the room. Dr Tanaka followed and swiped her security access card on the reader, fixed to the side of the door at waist height. The door slid open and she stood back to allow Serika to stride into the room first. 

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 positioned in one corner.  Next  to  that,  a  single  hospital-like  bed  then  a  single  glass  shower  cubicle  and  next  to that a sink and a toilet bowl. 

Serika nodded again, this time to herself. She allowed a small satisfied grin to creep across her face. 

“We’ve tried to make the cell as habitable as possible for the research subject, Serika. We made sure he could not have any privacy, as you requested.” Dr Tanaka stood behind her boss, hands held  behind  her  back.  Her  small  slim  frame  was  erect  and  straight  and  a  good  eight  inches shorter than the statuesque Serika. 

Serika  surveyed  the  cell.  TV  cameras  pointed  in  all  directions  from  the  2o-foot  high  ceiling. 

Everything was as she had instructed. Grey shadows flew across the laboratory floor from the harsh fluorescent light glaring from above. 

“And no one, apart from you and Madeleine, knows Species X-3 has been out of the premises for the past four hours.” 

Madeleine  Arnoud  was  Dr  Tanaka’s  young  French  assistant.  Serika  grimaced,  there  was something soft about the 22-year old French girl. Yet Aika trusted Madeleine. Madeleine was a technical genius. She could do anything with computers and electronics. 

It  was  her  who  had  designed  and  built  the  microchip  they  had  inserted  inside  the  alien. 

However, Serika vowed to keep tabs on Madeleine. Something was off about her. Serika didn’t get to where she was and wouldn’t get to where she was going by not listening to her antenna. 

Her antenna was always active and always correct. 

“No one else knows about the little diversion, Serika,” Dr Tanaka answered, her face creased in seriousness.  “I  gave the research  assistants the day  off  on full  pay,  as  a  gesture  of  thanks for their  unstinting  work  and  devotion  to  the  research  over  the  past  month.  I  allowed  the  boy, Thomas Allyson dressed up as the intern girl Amy, to take Species X-3 through the delivery bay. 

Madeleine  disabled  the  alarm  and  lock-down  system.  She  over-rode  the  closed-circuit  TV 

system. Security saw only images of empty bays. The stupid boy didn’t seem to realise it was too easy to get away.” 

Serika allowed herself a smile this time. “Good work, Aika. I knew the people at Gen69 would try to find out what was going on. The rest all fell into place rather nicely. Paying their head of recruitment to report back to us was worth the cost.” 

Serika’s  mobile  phone  rang.  She  answered  with  a  curt  ‘yes’  then  listened  in  silence.  She  rang off. “Aika, tell Madeleine to disable the delivery doors again and rig up the fake TV feeds again. 

Then  she’s  to  meet  Ellen  Armstrong  and  her  security  team  at  the  delivery  bay  after  she  has. 

They have arrived outside with our deliveries.” 



   

CHAPTER 13  

Kidnapped  





A hard cool breeze flowed through his hair, the rattle of loose trolley wheels squealed against a hard  floor.  Strong  footsteps  clicked  and  clacked  around  him.  He  was  flat  on  his  back,  sleepy, moving rapidly. Bright fluorescent lights flashed past overhead. He wanted to sleep; he wished the movement and the noise weren’t disturbing him so much. It was as if his eyelids were made of lead. He pulled them open, it was such an effort. 

His  head  was  sore,  his  eyes  dry.  He  was  laying  on  a  hospital-like  metal  trolley.  He  was  being pushed  along  a  corridor  with  plain  cream-coloured  walls  and  white  ceiling  tiles  above.  There were fluorescent lights in the tiles behind metal grills. It was like a modern medical centre, but maybe it was not. Maybe he was within some modern research facility. 

Four young women in black suits were pushing the trolley bed he lay on. They didn’t look like porters. There was something familiar about them, he wished he could remember what it was. 

It doesn’t feel right. Something was wrong. 

A  young  woman  was  leading  the  way.  They  were  in  a  hurry.  She  kept  looking  back  at  him through  metal-rimmed  glasses.  Checking.  Concern  etched  in  her  face.  She  wore  a  white  lab coat,  a  surgical  mask  hung  around  her  neck.  A  black  metal,  maybe  plastic  rectangular  name badge  on  her  left  chest.  A  name  etched  in  white.  His  vision  was  hazy.  Madeleine,  something French. Armour? Alamond? His eyes refused to focus. He must be in a hospital. Her name was familiar. 

He felt cold. He was naked, uncovered. That’s why he was cold. His penis stood erect, swaying and swinging with the movement of the trolley. He needed to cover himself. His arms wouldn’t move. His wrists were restrained by thin leather straps, his ankles too. He was so tired. Why was he naked? Surrounded by women. Why did he have an erection? He laid back. Blackness engulfed him. 



Madeleine Arnoud sealed the skin behind his right ear with a laser, watched by Dr Tanaka. A faint green LED flashed rhythmically from below the skin. The microchip was fitted. 

“Full analysis of the male host’s vital statistics are now available,” she said. She looked at Tom for a long moment. “Poor thing. How could it have happened?” Madeleine grimaced and tore her surgical mask from her mouth. She let it hang loose around her long white neck. Her hands rested on the trolley where Tom Allyson lay. 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. And why an erection? And why did he have  female  breasts  and  a  feminine  bottom?  He  looked  familiar,  she  knew  him  from somewhere. He had the same surname as Amy. It was Amy. She was a man? 

“OneFem’s security team rescued him from the hotel room where he had hidden after stealing Species X-3.” Dr Tanaka hated lying to her assistant, but Serika had been clear: no one else was to know the reason they had let Tom Allyson abscond with the alien. “They reported he hadn’t secured the cage properly and the alien escaped while he was sleeping. It attached itself to his penis  and  testicles  and  sedated  him.  The  security  team  didn’t  arrive  in  time;  the  alien  had already finished the entire mating process. It has laid its eggs inside him.” 

Dr Tanaka averted her eyes from her assistant, she knew she was a bad liar. Luckily, Madeleine seemed more interested in the subject’s erection. And his female breasts. 

Madeleine’s eyes widened. “So how can we help him? We should remove the alien eggs. And we need to find a way to stop the feminisation process before it’s too late.” 

“Serika  told  us  to  monitor  the  male  subject  Allyson  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 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.” 

Dr Tanaka hesitated and took a breath. 

“Unfortunately,  human  biology  is  slightly  different.  We  have  to  find  out  how  to  reverse  it properly,  otherwise we might  end up  damaging  him.  Or  worse,  killing him.”  Dr  Tanaka  bit  on her  tongue.  Another  lie.  She  knew  exactly  how  to  extract  the  alien  eggs  and  stop  the feminisation process. Serika did not want her to do this. 

Dr  Tanaka  moved  towards  the  computer  monitor,  she  had  to  divert  Madeleine’s  attention. 

Madeleine  wasn’t  a  biologist,  but  she  wasn’t  stupid.  The  laptop  was  linked  wirelessly  to  the microchip they had inserted into the temple of their sedated subject, Thomas. 

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



 Chip status: ACTIVE.    

 Host: MALE, UNKNOWN.    

 Host biological age: 22.    

 Host vital signs: STABLE.    

 DNA Status: GENETIC MUTATIONS IN PROGRESS.    

 Host biological sex: MALE 90%, FEMALE 10%.    



“It’s started. The host is feminising.” Dr Tanaka’s face was lit white by the screen, a faint smile swept  over  her  face  which  she  wiped  away.  “All  vital  signs  are  within  parameters.  The feminisation percentage change is on track and as expected. My analysis shows that in fourteen days,  the  subject  will  cross  the  threshold  where  his  feminisation  is  irreversible.  The  program even gives a time. 9 am.” 

Madeleine tore her eyes from Tom Allyson’s erection. Or was that Amy Allyson? She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “I should cover him up, doctor.” She hadn’t been listening to her boss. 

“No. Leave him.” Someone other than Dr Tanaka had answered. 

Madeleine  and  Dr  Tanaka  spun  round.  Serika  Ronan  was  standing  behind  them.  They  hadn’t heard her enter the room. She had entered silently at some stage and was leaning against the glass partition wall. Her arms were folded. 

Madeleine  wanted  to  argue,  to  make  a  case  for  decency.  She  thought  it  would  be  correct  to cover the male subject. She stopped herself at the last moment. Serika’s eyebrows had risen in a silent signal and Madeleine knew better than to challenge this tall formidable woman. 

Dr  Tanaka  typed  instructions  into  the  keyboard.  A  white  metal  arm  with  an  oval  end  moved over Tom’s prone body. She pressed several more keys and the on-screen image switched to a black  and  white  indistinct  picture.  The  image  on  the  screen  was  moving  in  time  with  Tom’s shallow  respiration.  The  words,    internal  view  of  host  stomach,  rolled  across  the  top  of  the screen. 

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

Serika moved over to the two ladies. They leaned in closer. 

“Species X-3’s eggs. There seem to be six of them,” observed Dr Tanaka. 

Dark  oval  objects  were  gathered  at  the  bottom  of  the  screen  image.  Scores  of  thin  fibres surrounded  them,  spreading  in  all  directions,  connecting  from  the  eggs  to  the  walls  of  Tom’s stomach. 

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

Serika 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. 

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

“We know almost nothing about him,” Dr Tanaka replied. “He volunteered to be the guinea pig. 

He  had  an  urge  to  be  female,  as  we  could  see  by  him  dressing  up  as  the  girl  Amy  Allyson  to work here as an intern. He even went through a process to get temporary female breasts and bottom. 

His decision to volunteer saved him the problem of going through the US medical process to get agreement  for  such  a  controversial  experiment.”  Tanaka  replied.  “Unfortunately,  what  we didn’t know was he would try to then steal Species X-3 for our competitor.” 

Serika added, “All details about the male host and the project are classified, Madeleine. It’s the Official Secrets Act. 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. The  fact  he turned  on us to try to  get even more money by double-crossing us makes this much easier.” 

Madeleine  frowned.  Something  didn’t  add  up.  He  was  a  volunteer  and  an  industrial  spy?  He wanted to be a female, but when faced with the chance, he chose to turn the Species X-3 over to  competitors?  It  seemed  convoluted.  She  knew  better  than  to  challenge  Serika  Ronan  with her doubts. 





CHAPTER 14  

The holding cell  

    

Ellen  Armstrong’s  lips  moved  towards  his  exposed  erection.  Tom’s  heart  pounded  against  his thin  chest,  his  breathing  increased.  Ellen’s  cool  breath  was  on  his  exposed  red  penis  head,  it was hard, erect, throbbing with the anticipation of her lips around it. 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  was  odd,  plastic,  unreal.  Ellen’s  tongue  ran  between  her  open  lips.  Her mouth in a sneer. What’s wrong? Her head was almost on his penis now, she made smacking sounds with her mouth. Closer, her brown eyes on his as she came in closer and closer. 

“Oooh. Ellen,” Tom cried. “I want to cum in your mouth. Ellen.” This was heaven, this was his ecstasy. But why was Ellen Armstrong, his nemesis, about to suck on his cock? 

There  was  a  female  voice  somewhere  in  his  brain.  It  was  Ellen’s.  Something  was  not  right. 

Ellen? Bossy and commanding. Not loving, not wanting to suck him off. The voice tells him to wake up. There was increased pressure around his erection. 

It was not Ellen’s mouth, it was a hand. Shaking his erection. It wasn’t skin, it was something artificial; a cold type of plastic. Latex. 

A light slap hit him around his penis. It stung. Then a slap on his face. His eyes sprung open. It was  too  bright.  He  closed  them  again,  then  opened  them  more  slowly.  There  was  a  circular glass light fitting on a white tiled ceiling above. He was laying on his back. Again. 

His eyes shot away from the bright light. He tensed his arms. A black latex-gloved hand had his penis in a tight grip. The figure was in a dark business suit, curvy and slim. Brown hair tumbled over  slim  well-defined  shoulders.  It  was  Ellen,  the  security  lady  from  the  hotel  room.  His memories tumbled back. Ellen sneered at him, her eyes narrowed. She tensed like a wolf about to attack him. To the side of the bed was another young lady, but she was in a white lab coat. 

Glasses. A softer face. Concern? 

She had a logo printed on the coat. OneFem Inc. It was the lady from the corridor. Opposite her was another woman. She was a little older, small. Japanese? Her eyes sparked with intelligence, her face neutral. She was also in a lab coat with a OneFem logo. Oh no! 

He tried to sit up. He was awake now with realisation sinking in. His stomach lurched in terror. 

He  was back  at  OneFem.  He  didn’t  recognise  the  room. “Where  am  I?” he  gasped, his throat dry, thirsty. 

No one answered. Ellen stepped away and the young attractive lady with glasses unclipped the clasps on his wrists and ankles one by one. He remembered her. Madeleine. 

“Stand  up,  Amy.”  It  was  the  Japanese  woman.  Her  face  still  neutral.  The  head  biologist,  he remembered her too. She had been unfriendly to him when he was Amy the intern. 

Tom shook his head and sat up. She had called him Amy? She was being sarcastic? Referring to his  intern  alter  ego.  He  felt  vulnerable.  Naked.  With  a  massive  erection.  Why  was  he  still  so hard? His penis head tingled, ached. His balls were full. He wanted to cum. 

“He still has OneFem’s trial drug, Eramia, inside him, Madeleine.” He heard the small Japanese-looking  lady  explain  to  the  young  lady.  “It  appears  he  stole  it  at  the  same  time  as  he  stole Species X-3. We think he over-dosed hoping to use it on prostitutes. 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.” 

Ellen sniggered. “Evacuated. How formal. He’ll need to be masturbated and cum you mean, doc?” 

Serika  snorted  behind the  ladies  as  Madeleine helped  a  shaky Tom to his feet.  Tom  surveyed the room. It was bright and one wall was made of thick glass. There was another room beyond the glass, although the reflection was strong as the other room was in darkness. Tom saw dark shadowy  figures  moving  around  in  the  room.  They  had  some  kind  of  uniform,  like  nurses maybe. 

The room was furnished like a studio flat except the bathroom was open. There were no walls around it. A clear glass panel surrounded the shower. He needed to pee. 

“I need to pee.” He said to no one in particular. 

Ellen pointed to the toilet. “OK, pee, the toilet’s over there.” 

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

“And?” Ellen replied. 

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

They limped to the toilet area. Tom stood in front of the toilet bowl and held his erect penis. 

Madeleine gently turned him around. He faced the other women, all watching him. 

“You have to sit, Amy,” Madeleine whispered, dropping her eyes. “It’s what girls do. They won’t allow you to do anything masculine now.” 

He needed to go so he sat. He poked his erect penis into the bowl. “Could I have some privacy, please? Would you all mind turning around?” 

Eyebrows  raised  in  all  the  audience.  Madeleine  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 Amy. What is going on?” 

Madeleine spoke softly again as the women watched. “Amy, do your pee and return to the bed. 

We have measurements to take to check on your progress.” 

He couldn’t wait any more. As he peed, her words rattled around his mind.  Progress?  

CHAPTER 15  

Tricked  

    

Tom limped back to the trolley bed, his hands over his erection, his breasts hanging firm and pert. He tried to cover his erect penis with his small hands. A tall lady stepped forward. She was impeccable in a black business-style dress and sharp heels. A OneFem branded black name tag on her lapel: Serika Ronan, Vice President. He remembered her from his fake internship. He had stayed out of her way. 

“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 Species X-3, which you stole from us. You signed to be a male volunteer as part of our trials. And then you double-crossed us.” 

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

Serika produced a document from a black slim executive handbag. She held it to his eyes. He read it:  



 I, Thomas Allyson, hand over all my personal rights to OneFem Inc. Corporation for the purposes of the trials for Project Trojan. I understand the risks.    

 I  accept  that  any  changes  that  may  take  place  to  my  body  and  brain  are  not  the responsibility of OneFem, but from my own decision to participate in the trials.    

 I confirm I wish to become female and to be known henceforth as Amy Allyson.    



The document was signed in his handwriting, as Amy Allyson. 

“You  see   Miss  Allyson.”  Serika  pushed  the  emphasis  on  the  word   Miss.  “You  belong  to  us. 

You’ve signed away your rights to OneFem. To me. 

“I  don’t  remember  signing  this,  my  name  is  Tom  Allyson,  not  Amy  Allyson.  The  contract  is worthless Ms Ronan.” Tom sat up straighter. He might have been naked, and vulnerable, but he was vindicated. Serika Ronan was wrong. The signature had to be a forgery. 

“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 them you did. That means you belong to us to do with as we please. What we, I, want is for you to become a girl for the purposes of our trial with Species X-3. You will be the guinea pig. Where you lead other feeble men will follow, all improved by becoming girls. If the world only contained females, wouldn’t it be a much better place?” 

Serika waited a split second then strode out of the room through a door in the corner of the room. It had no handle and was made of the same smooth white plastic as the rest of the room. 

A thin line around the door the only indication it was a door. 

A nurse swung through the door after Serika had left and approached him. She wore an all-dark blue medical outfit, a smock type top and blue trousers. Her black grey-flecked hair was pulled back into a tight short pony-tail. The ubiquitous OneFem name and logo on her left chest with a name tag: Nurse Wright. No first name. Flat black shoes completed her practical outfit. 

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

She  wrapped  it  around  Tom’s  chest  and  over  his  breasts.  He  jumped  at  its  cool  touch.  His nipples were sore. It must have been the anaesthetic they had used  on him. Or the creature. 

His erection rubbed against one of her legs, but she didn’t seem to notice or care. 

“I  hope  you’re  not  going  to  stain  my  trousers,  Miss  Allyson.”  She  looked  down  coldly  at  his erection then back to the tape measure as she spoke. “We’ll deal with that in a moment.” 

She had noticed. “Er, no nurse.” He looked away, embarrassed. “Please miss.” He looked closely at  Madeleine’s  name  badge  to  remind  him  of  her  name.  “Miss  Arnoud.  Please  can  I  get dressed? This is most embarrassing and humiliating to be naked with this erection.” 

Dr Tanaka replied before Madeleine could speak. “You’ll have the opportunity to get dressed in a few minutes, Amy. We need to take a few readings and measurements.” 

“36  inches,  91.44  centimetres.”  The  nurse  read  off  the  tape  measure  around  his chest. 

Madeleine typed the readings into the laptop. Tom looked around confused. What did his chest size have to do with anything? The saline solution forming his boobs would dissipate soon and his chest would return to normality  

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

Tom remembered they had taken his physical measurements when he had enrolled as Amy the intern. He had thought it a strange thing to do, now he knew why. They were comparing those 

measurements with what he was now. Why had his chest increased? It should have decreased as the saline solution ebbed away. 

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

Madeleine typed them in a spoke. “A reduction of 0.3 inches.” 

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 Madeleine. 

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

He  jerked  away  as  the  nurse  pressed  the  cool  plastic  of  the  tape  measure  up  against  the stretched skin of his tight erection. “4.5 inches, 11.43 cms length and 3.3 inches girth. Already smaller than average.” She chuckled then her face returned to her stony glare. 

Tom bloomed red in his face. Madeleine typed in the figures and glanced at him, embarrassed at what they were doing. 

“So  the  transformation  is  working.  Good.”  It  was  Ellen.  He  had  forgotten  about Ellen. 

Nurse  Wright  grabbed  his  erection.  “Milking  time,  missy.”  She  rubbed  her  latex-gloved  hand rapidly  up  and  down  his  erection.  She  looked  at  her  watch.  He  came  within  three  rubs,  it spurted  over  his  legs.  The  nurse  passed  him  a  box  of  tissues  and  a  curt  instruction,  “clean yourself up, then you can get dressed. I think the effects of the Eramia drug will be wearing off now.” 

Finally, he thought, some decency. He cleaned himself up with enthusiasm. 

“Madeleine?” Dr Tanaka spoke. “Would you get Amy’s clothes for her?” 

Madeleine strode to a wall and pressed on what he saw was another door. It sprung open and revealed a line of dresses, skirts and tops, all in white. There were four drawers were on one side and a couple of pairs of small heeled shoes on the base, also in white. Madeleine took out a  small  thin-pleated  skirt  and  a  round-necked  tee-shirt  with  cupped  frilled  short  sleeves.  She removed something from the drawers and returned to Tom. 

“Here, put these on Amy.” 

He looked at the clothing with disdain. “I can’t wear these. I want trousers.” 

Dr Tanaka leant towards him. “You didn’t have a problem while you were here as the intern, did you, Amy? I suggest you put them on as they are the only items of clothing you’re going to get.” 

He snatched the clothing in a sulk from Madeleine’s grasp. 

Madeleine  looked  concerned.  He  saw  something  in  her  eyes.  She  wasn’t  like  the  others.  She held out a bra. “You’ll need to put this on, Amy.” 

He didn’t understand. “But my breasts should be shrinking. The saline solution will be absorbed and excreted naturally. I won’t need a bra.” 

Dr  Tanaka  moved  into  his  line  of  sight.  “Amy.  You’re  mutating  into  a  girl.  By  this  time  next week, your breasts will be larger than they are now. Put the bra on.” 

Tom slid off the trolley bed and pulled on the little white skirt, then the bra and top. Madeleine placed two-inch heeled white shoes on the floor and he stepped into them. 

Madeleine stepped back and smiled sweetly. “You look pretty, Amy.” There was a worry in her deep brown eyes, framed by her angular glasses. 

Maybe she would help him to escape, he thought? He had to get away, they were turning him into a girl. 



CHAPTER 16  

Body changes  



Tom’s  breasts  and nipples  had  grown  significantly  over  the thirteen  days  he  had  spent  in  the room. He was filled with utter boredom and a wave of growing anger. He was trapped inside a prison cell, dressed as a female, in a cell with a glass wall and TV cameras where he was under observation 24 hours a day. 

Twice a day the nurse arrived and, under the gaze of Dr Tanaka and the lovely Madeleine, she took  his  measurements.  Each day was  a day  of growing  terror.  His body  was  changing,  faster and faster. His breasts had swollen by four inches to 40, a cup size of C. He had real breasts. 

They had started to secrete milk. 

Dr Tanaka had been happy with this development. She said it was necessary to feed his babies. 

He wasn’t sure if she was joking. Ultrasound had shown that Species X-3’s eggs inside him had developed. They were still small. Doctor Tanaka said they would eventually grow to around a quarter of an inch in diameter and they would try to extract them by caesarean section. 

His waist was now down to 28 inches and his bum/hips were at 36 inches. His bum cheeks were firmer and plumper. His biggest concern was his penis and testes. His penis had shrunk to a tiny 1.5 inches and his testes to a diameter of two inches. The doctor had inspected him yesterday and said the penis was looking like it was folding back on itself into a vagina. She was ecstatic. 

The nurse and doctor had left, leaving him alone with Madeline. It was July 3rd Thursday evening. 

The  medical  staff  had  left  the  campus  to  celebrate  the  Independence  Day  public  holiday  the next  day.  It  was  oddly  quiet.  He  sat  on  the  grey  sofa,  a  white  skater  dress  tucked  under  his rounded bum. It was tight across his increased chest and Madeleine had promised to find one with a larger chest size. 

He was conflicted. The feeling of the light dress, the weight of his new breasts, the reduction of genital size had a mysterious attraction. His head swooned with sadness and intense pleasure at his new feminine feelings. Much stronger than when he was acting as Amy the intern. This felt more visceral. 

Madeline stoked a few strands of hair away from his face. “Why so sad Amy, isn’t this what you want? Dr Tanaka and Ms Ronan said you’d volunteered?” 

It  wasn’t  what  he’d  wanted,  but  he  had  many  moments  of  doubt  now.  “I  didn’t  volunteer, Madeleine.  I  did  a  bad  thing.  I  stole  Species  X-3  and  now  they  are  punishing  me.  I  admit  I 

enjoyed being Amy, but I’m also worried about losing my masculinity forever.” He looked to the floor. 

Madeleine  thought  a  moment.  Dr  Tanaka  had  told  her  the  process  was  reversible  up  to fourteen days. That was deadline was tomorrow, at 9 pm. After this, it was too late. The only way  to  reverse  the  process  was  to  administer  super  high  doses  of  testosterone  to  arrest  the feminisation. Dr Tanaka said Tom only had to give the word and they’d stop, but he hadn’t done that. She didn’t add they had never told him. 

Madeleine touched Tom’s knee and a jolt of affection shot through his leg and body. “Amy, you have until 9 pm tomorrow before your change becomes permanent. Tell Dr Tanaka you want to stop and she’ll give you a testosterone shot and you’ll be back to be being Tom.” 

His head spun like a top. “What? I can stop this?” He stood, a heeled foot stamped the floor. 

Madeleine was confused. “What do you mean? No one told you?” 

He marched back and forth in front of her, his dress waved around his slim thighs. “No, no one told me. I have to get away.” 

He saw the security swipe card clipped to the waist of Madeleine’s skirt. Panic took him over. 

He leant over to the bed and picked up the laptop. 

Madeline’s  face  creased  in  concern.  “What  are  you  doing,  Amy?  Put  that  down,  you’ll  get  us both in trouble.” 

He swung the laptop across the back of Madeleine’s head. A moment of shock flashed across her face. She tilted forward and fell off the sofa and face down on the floor. Tom leant down and snatched the security swipe card from her waistband. A flash of guilt shot through him. She wasn’t  a  bad  person.  But  it  was  everyone  for  themselves,  as  it  always  was.  He  dismissed Madeleine’s  kindness  from  his  mind.  He  was  back  to  what  he  knew  best:  doing  things  for himself. 

He rushed towards the door and swiped out. The next room was empty. He walked fast to the lift and swiped the card. The metal doors slid open with a whoosh. He punched in level  -1; the delivery bay. He was breathing heavily as he put his hands down on his knees, trying to catch his  breath.  He  needed  to  think  of  a  plan,  this  had  been  an  impulse  action.  Where  was  he running to? How would he get away? 

The lift reached level -1 with a crunch and a ping as the doors opened. He peered out. No one around. It seemed everyone here had gone home too. He looked at the cameras on the corners of the ceiling. They weren’t moving. It was too much to expect the security staff to be gone, but maybe they were distracted. Relaxed before the holiday. 

Several white vans with the OneFem logo slashed across the side were parked neatly in bays. 

He crouched and ran to the first one. His dress flayed around his legs. It was locked. He slunk round to the next vehicle, staying out of sight of the cameras as best he could. That was locked too. He went on to the next van. He pushed on the driver’s door handle. The door clicked open. 

He slid in and pulled on his dress to cover his tiny penis. He slid his bare smooth legs under the steering wheel. 

He  scrambled  around  for  any  sign  of  keys.  Nothing  in  the  ignition.  Nothing  in  the  dashboard drawer. Nothing under the seat. Damn. No. Hold on, he said to himself. Think. He pulled on the sun  visor  above  his  head.  They’re  always  there  in  the  movies.  Nothing.  He  gave  himself  a moment more to think. 

He absent-mindedly pulled on the passenger-side visor. A chink and rattle as a set of keys fell onto the seat. He stared for a moment in disbelief. They were attached to a large black fob with a single button. It was the remote control for the loading bay doors. Bingo, he was in luck after all. 

A whining metal noise sounded behind him. The lift doors were closing. He fumbled with the keys. The indicator above the lift doors moved down to level -2 and then on to -3. He tried to stop his hands from shaking as he sought the ignition. The lift indicator rested on level  -3; the security team’s floor. They must have seen him. 

The indicator stayed a while on -3 then moved on to -2, then to -1. The indicator stopped. He pushed  the  keys  at  the  ignition.  He  missed.  They  fell  to  the  floor.  He  put  his  hand  down  and moved it around. He grasped the keys. In the wing mirror, the reflection of opening lift doors glared back at him. Two female security women stepped out. Valerie and Bridget from the hotel room.  They  were  carrying  black  tranquilliser  handguns.  They  looked  all  around.  They  didn’t know where he was. 

He slid the keys smoothly into the ignition and turned. The engine sputtered then died. In the wing mirror, he saw the two security women looking at the van, then they ran towards him. He turned the key again. The engine burst into life. He threw the gear change into reverse and the van screeched back towards the two ladies. 

They threw themselves to either side. Tom pushed the gear lever into drive and screeched the van tyres. They bit on the smooth concrete and he headed towards the delivery bay doors. He stopped, slid the gear into neutral and clicked on the remote control. The doors began to open. 

Slowly, methodically. 

Behind him, Valerie and Bridget had got up, he watched as they checked with each other. They picked up their tranquilliser guns and ran towards him again, kicking off their high heels as they approached. The door was halfway up, they were going to reach the van before the doors were fully open. His legs twitched, he was helpless to speed the doors up. The security ladies were 

behind the van. He needed another three seconds. He wasn’t going to make it. Caught for the sake of three seconds. 

Bridget’s  round  face  appeared  at  his  door  window.  A  smile  of  success  slid  across  her  lips. 

Valerie  reached  the  passenger  side  window.  She  was  breathing  hard  and  leant  against  the handle  to  catch  her  breath.  He  still  needed  another  six  inches  of  space  in  the  slow  opening door. It may as well have been six miles as the two women put one hand on the door handles and raised their guns. 

CHAPTER 17  

Escape  



Tom punched the central locking button. There was a satisfying clunk from the doors all around the  van.  The  ladies  heard  the  sound  and  pulled  at  their  handles.  Nothing.  Locked  tight.  Their smiles dropped away. He was safe. For now. The bay door swung up to its final position. Tom smiled,  saluted  to  both  windows  and  revved  the  engine  once.  He  engaged  drive  and  the  van lurched up and onto the ramp and into the warm evening sun. 

The  plan  formed  as  he  drove  towards  Santa  Isabella.  A  steady  50mph,  just  below  the  speed limit  on  this  two-lane  black  tarmacked  road.  He  didn’t  want  to  be  delayed  now  by  an  over-eager traffic cop. 

The centre white lines ticked past him, counting down the distance from his OneFem prison. His plan was simple. He would go to a pharmacy, buy the testosterone and stop the effects of his feminisation dead. The clock on the van dashboard read 7.53 pm. Plenty of time, he knew the pharmacy in the centre closed at 9 pm and he’d need to take the testosterone before 9. He’d be in town inside twenty minutes, at around 8.15 pm. 

He  entered  the  familiar  town  where  he’d  lived  as  Amy  the  intern.  He  drove  through  to  the centre  and  parked  the  van  in  a  deserted  car  park  near  the  pharmacist.  The  town  was  quiet, people were at home, preparing for tomorrow’s public holiday. 

He got out of the van, and marched to the street, his heels digging into the dirt of the parking area.  A  satisfying  breeze  was  blowing  in  from  the  sea,  cooling  the  ambient  21C,  70F  air.  His small  white  skater  dress  was  ideal  for  this  time  of  year,  the  lack  of  panties  adding  to  his freshness. 

The  breeze  ruffled  the  hair  around  his  face  and  lashed  it  lightly  against  his  bare  shoulders.  It was  pleasing.  The  dress  played  against  his  smooth  thighs  as  he  strode  to  the  pharmacy,  a feeling  like  a  flock  of  gentle  butterfly  wings  on  his  smooth  skin.  His  stomach  turned  a somersault.  His  new  breasts  were  heavier  than  when  he  had  used  the  saline  injections.  They pushed out from the dress’s low front, two deep valleys at the bottom of his vision. 

A pang of disappointment hit him at what he was about to do. He felt good. Sexy. Was this the right  thing  to  do?  What  did  he  have  as  Thomas  Allyson?  Nothing.  As  Amy  Allyson,  he  was attractive, desirable. 

He shook his head as he reached the front of the pharmacy. Push those stupid thoughts away. 

He was a man, not a girl. He opened the shop door and entered, a small bell tinged above. An old fashioned touch. 

A tall middle-aged man hunched behind the counter, reading a book laid out across the top. He wore a white medical jacket, like a doctor. His face was like an actor’s. Tom couldn’t remember which one. The pharmacist’s neat hair was grey and clipped. His sharp blue eyes washed over Tom from a chiselled face. 

Tom shivered at the pharmacist’s long lustful appraisal. He tugged down on his white dress, he knew  the  bottom  of  his  bum  cheeks  showed  below  the  short  hem.  He  felt  vulnerable  again, exposed. His long bare legs slim and smooth, his breasts straining and spilling in the low front. 

Tom swallowed hard. He ignored the lecherous stare as he got to the counter. 

“A  large  bottle  of  testosterone  please  sir.”  Tom’s  voice  was  high  and  feminine.  He  hadn’t noticed  before.  The  white  digits  of  an  electronic  clock  above  the  man’s  grey-haired  head showed 8.28 pm. 

The  man  stiffened.  “And  your  prescription,  young  lady?”  His  voice  boomed  like  an  actor’s  on the stage. 

Tom froze. “Prescription?” 

“Yes, prescription. Testosterone is a controlled substance. You need a prescription, Miss.” His eyes remained fixed on Tom’s cleavage as he spoke. 

Miss? He’d called him Miss. Of course, what else would the man call him? He was standing in a pretty  little  white  dress  with  enormous  breasts.  A  mop  of  long  fair  hair  flowed  provocatively around his shoulders “I don’t have a prescription.” 

“No prescription, no testosterone.” He looked back down and went back to reading his papers. 

His eyes flashed back up to ogle Tom’s long legs, then back to his book. 

Tom  had  no  money  to  even  attempt  to  bribe  the  pharmacist.  “But  I  need  the  testosterone. 

What can I offer you? I have no money. I’m desperate.” 

The  man  stood  up  from  his  papers  and  looked  over  Tom  for  several  seconds.  “Well,  maybe there is something you could do for me, young lady.” He looked at his wristwatch. “Perhaps I could  close early?  What  do  you  think? There’s not  much  going  on  this evening. What do  you say, pretty lady?” 

He  walked  around the  counter  and  to  the door.  He  flicked the  open  sign  round  to  say   closed and  pulled  down  the  blind.  Tom  wasn’t  clear  what  he  was  doing,  but  thought  maybe  the pharmacist would give him the testosterone as a favour. The pharmacist had other ideas. 

“I have no idea what a pretty little thing like you wants with testosterone, but I’m sure there’s something you can do for me to pay for it.” 

Tom thought fast. “It’s for my boyfriend, he’s a bodybuilder. He needs them for a competition this weekend. To help him grow muscles.” 

The pharmacist was up close, Tom could smell his musky aftershave. “A bodybuilder is he? And what things do you do for him, little lady? I’d like to find out.” 

The  pharmacist’s  hand  touched  against  Tom’s  shoulder  and  ran  down  over  one  of  his  large breasts, settling on his nipples. A tang of electricity shot through Tom’s body. That was new. At the  same  time,  a  wave  of  disgust  rose  in  his  throat.  He  had  to  let  the  man  touch  him.  He clenched his eyes together and clenched his jaw. Tom told himself if he let the man touch his breasts, he’d  get  the  testosterone.  It was  the  price  he had to  pay.  The  clock  ticked  onto  8.35 

pm. He had time; not much. 

The  man  grabbed  Tom’s  other  breast.  Both  his  wide  hands  were  squeezing  Tom’s  tits,  his thumbs rubbing in like he was kneading bread dough. The pharmacist pulled down the front of Tom’s  low  dress  and  pulled  on  his  bra  cup.  One  of  his  large  breasts  flopped  out,  the  nipple erect.  The  man’s  head  went  straight  to  it,  his  lips  encircled  it.  A  small  bite,  not  too  hard  but enough  to  send  a  jolt  through him and down  to  his  small  penis.  Tom was  horrified  to feel  an erection growing. 

The  men  pressed  his  face deep  into  Tom’s  soft  large breast.  His  body  pressed  into  Tom’s  leg. 

Tom  pulled  back  instinctively  as  the  man’s  large  erection  pressed  into  him  from  through  his trousers. Behind them, the clock ticked inexorably towards the deadline. It was now 8.42 pm, Tom had less than twenty minutes to take the tablets. Assuming the deadline was accurate. 

Tom’s horror and discomfort increased, as did his erection. Luckily it was now too small for the man to notice. Yet. 

The  unwanted  attention  of the pharmacist  was generating  feelings  he had never  experienced before. The man’s hand slid down his back and over his rounded bum. It slid up under his tiny dress  and  rested  on  his  bare  cheek.  Tom’s  body  stiffened  again,  as  did  the  man’s  erection, pressed harder into Tom’s leg. 

The man was continuing to suck hungrily on Tom’s raised nipple. Tom’s stomach then turned a somersault  as  the  man’s  hand  slid  round  to  almost  touch  Tom’s  penis.  Tom  pushed  down  to grasp the man’s wrist. 

The  pharmacist  stepped  back,  his  hand  resting,  a  fraction  from  Tom’s  erection.  “Now,  pretty girl, let go. You do want that testosterone for your boyfriend, don’t you?” 

The  pharmacist  grinned  a  leer.  Tom  shuddered.  The  man’s  hand  shot  to  Tom’s  penis.  “Now then pretty girl, let’s have so fun before you get your testosterone.” 

CHAPTER 18  

A change of mind  



Tom kneed the pharmacist with a sharp jerk into his genitals. The pharmacist stopped dead for a second then doubled up, gasping for breath. He staggered back, mouth open. He tripped and fell back sharply. His eyes were wide and in shock. His head banged hard on the tiled floor with a dull sickening thud and his eyes rolled. His body slumped on the floor. 

Tom leant over the pharmacist. He was out cold. Finally, luck was with him after enduring those minutes of  terror.  Tom rushed to  the  back  of the  store.  His  eyes flicked up  to the  clock:  8.48 

pm.  He  pushed  through  a  door  behind  the  counter  and  went  into  a  room  with  white  metal cabinets running either side. The storeroom. The cabinets had key-operated locks on the front of  small  drawers.  Another  clock,  red  digital  figures  flashed  8.50  pm.  What  was  it  with  this pharmacist and digital clocks? 

Ten  minutes to  go.  He had to  find the testosterone. Sweat  beaded on  his  forehead.  Again  he was thankful for a light small dress, bare shoulders and arms. Sweat clustered on his cleavage. 

That  was  new.  But  where  was  the  testosterone?  His  breathing  was  hard  and  loud  inside  his head, fast and shallow, he felt light-headed. He told himself to calm down, breathe slowly. He was beginning to hyperventilate. Think, he told himself. 

The  answer  was  in  front  of  his  nose.  The  drawers  were  labelled  alphabetically,  A-Z.  Not bothering  to  tuck  his  large  breast  back  in,  his  eyes  scanned  the  drawers:  P,  Q,  R,  S….T.  The drawer was at shoulder height. He pulled on the drawer. It was locked. Of course it was. The red digits on the electronic clock flicked onto 8.56 pm. A wave of sweat passed over him again. 

He looked around the room. A small desk to the right. A couple of paper clips lay on the top. He had picked more difficult locks than these. 

He pulled the paper clip out straight and inserted it into the lock. He twisted it in the lock twice, then a third time. It opened with a small satisfying click. He ripped out the drawer and it fell to the floor. Boxes and bottles of tablets fell over the floor. He saw a box labelled Testosterone, 100mg. He grabbed at it and sat on the floor, his bottom cold on the tiles. He ripped the packet open to reveal the metallic pop pack. 

He only had to pop the tablets out and swallow them and he’d arrest his feminisation. Stop it in its tracks. His eyes looked down at the pack. He popped out four tablets. It was a lot, he knew he  needed  a  large  dose.  But  how  much  exactly?  Never  mind,  he’d  take  four.  400mg.  That should do it. 

He held them out in the palm of his hand. Four white tablets. On the wall, the red glow of the digital clock read 8.59 pm. He looked down. His large breast was out, exposed, full and round. 

His  nipple  was  pert  and  erect.  His  bare  legs  were  against  the  cool  floor,  his  round  smooth bottom cheeks now rested on his smooth calves. 

His thighs were slim and smooth. Feminine, beautiful. The tiny white dress hung loose against his soft thigh skin. His hand shot to his neck, Sweat ringed it under his hair. He shook his head slowly.  The  thick  soft  hair  waved  against  his  neck  and  face,  it  was  soft  and  sensual.  Some strands hung down over his exposed breast. Tantalising. 

He twisted his palm down and the testosterone tablets fell to the floor and rolled away. The red digits clicked onto 9.00 pm. He stood up and ran his fingers through his hair. He smoothed his dress down. 

An enormous crash came from behind him, the sounds of splintering wood and glass. Footsteps crunched,  female  voices  shouted.  Narrow  torch  beams  flashed  like  searchlights.  He  swung round. Ellen Armstrong was standing in the doorway. Behind her, the three other women from her  security  detail.  Ellen  raised  an  arm.  A  tranquilliser  gun  was  pointed  directly  at  Tom.  A whoosh of air and Tom’s world went black. 

CHAPTER 19  

The new life  





Amy strolled across the recently-cut lawn. Madeleine was chatting, Amy heard her somewhere in the background of her mind. Madeleine had forgiven Amy. 

Amy  enjoyed  the  way her  skirt  touched  against her  smooth thighs.  She marvelled  at  the way her  huge  breasts  tugged  at  her  bra,  the  way  her  hair  flowed  down  her  open-backed  blouse. 

Across the grassed area, the tall imposing steel and glass structure of OneFem’s central building threw shadows over them. 

A  jab  to  Amy’s  arm  brought  her  out  of  her  daydream.  “Earth  calling  Amy.”  Madeleine’s  soft voice flowed in the breeze. 

“Sorry,” Amy said. “I was miles away.” 

“I was saying,” Madeleine said, taking Amy’s small delicate hand. “After Dr Tanaka removed the six eggs from your stomach by caesarean operation, she placed them in the incubator. We’re still waiting for them to hatch. However, we see no problems. Thanks to you, the whole project has  been  proclaimed  a  success  and  we’re  looking  for  more  male  volunteers.  We’re  already getting some Sonium-10 from Species X-3 but once we have six more of the creatures, then the Sonium-10 production will be in full swing.” 

They stopped for a moment. The rustle of an artificial stream flowing through a concrete-lined brook was the only sound. 

“I  don’t  mind  carrying  some  more  eggs,  Madeleine.”  Amy’s  hands  twiddled  at  the  OneFem Security card hanging around her neck. 

“How  sweet of  you,  Amy,  but it’s not possible. Species  x-3, who  we’ve renamed  Amy  in  your honour,  needs  male  sperm  and  a  male  host.”  Madeleine  took  both  Amy’s  hands  and  looked into her eyes. “You’re not male any more, Amy.” 

Amy  looked  down  past  her  large  breasts.  They  had  now  stopped  growing  at  40D.  Her  whole body felt refreshed. She had a purpose, one that hadn’t existed when she had been a man. 

Madeleine squeezed Amy’s hands. She blushed. “Amy, your penis has settled at 1.5 inches, but it  still  works.  Dr  Tanaka  has  asked  if  I  would  propose  something  to  you.”  She  hesitated  and blushed again. “Would you like her to reshape it into a proper vagina?” 

Amy  looked  up  to  the  sky.  One  single  white  cloud  drifted  past  lazily.  The  glint  of  a  passing aeroplane  high  above  flashed  for  a  moment.  “No.  I’ll  leave  it  as  it  is  for  now.  I  love  my  new found  femininity  and  being  a  girl.  But,  I  don’t  know,  I’m  kind  of  attached  to  my  penis,  even though it’s small. Let me think. But thank you. Maybe girls can have penises too?” 

The two girls walked arm in arm back to the central building of OneFem Inc. A $10bn contract with the US Government for Sonium-10 production was in place. A contract that would fund its new top-secret project, led by its President of R&D, Serika Ronan. The project was secret even from the Government. It was a project to bring humans to the same high level of development as Species X-3. To develop the human race into one superior gender: female. 



THE END  

 Please leave me a review on the site you bought this story.    

 Don’t forget to subscribe to my newsletter to get discounts and offers on forced feminisation stories and sex toys.    

 www.ladyalexauk.com   
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