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CHAPTER 1:

Temura was a nice enough planet. It wasn’t Earth but it had a lot going for it, which is why it had been chosen for colonization. With Earth becoming increasingly uninhabitable due to unchecked climate change the weather on Temura was a definite plus. Although a little on the cool side for my taste it was certainly better than the triple digit heat I had left behind on the mother planet.

Of course I wasn’t a regular settler and I didn’t have any say as to where I was posted since I was in the military so all things considered I could have done a lot worse for myself. We all had heard horror stories about planets that were basically just floating toxic rocks and others where the alien life was savage and battles were fierce. On Temura you could basically walk around the planet without elaborate spacesuits as long as your vaccinations were up-to-date, and the aliens there were highly intelligent, very civilized, and quite peaceful...or so we thought.

The alien race, known as Tartations, had colonized the planet first and given it its name. Having gotten there considerably before us they had a thriving colony while we were still just trying to scratch out a foothold. The Tartations had welcomed the newcomers and assisted them in setting up their own colony and relations had been pretty cordial until some of our patrols started disappearing.

Now a lot can happen to a patrol that doesn’t involve foul play, like falling off a cliff or getting lost and running out of supplies, but when one of our missing troopers made it back to base with a horrifying tale to tell things started to get ugly.

A naked, buxom woman suddenly appeared one day at one of our forward outposts looking quite the worse for wear and making the outlandish claim that she was really one of our missing troopers, a man named Brock Anderson. Anderson was a seasoned veteran of many campaigns and about as rugged and masculine as you could get so it was very difficult to believe that somehow he had turned into this rather attractive woman.

The woman certainly seemed to know a lot of things that Brock would know but that sort of information could have been extracted from him under torture or with some sort of drugs, although I couldn’t really imagine what the purpose of going to such an elaborate ruse would have been. The Tartations no doubt had more sophisticated ways of spying on us if that’s what they wanted.

The woman was subjected to rigorous interrogation sessions and always seemed to have the right answers but a DNA test was inconclusive. We were told that wouldn’t be surprising since any sort of genetic engineering that the Tartations might be up to would no doubt involve altering the subject’s DNA. A number of us who knew Brock well were sent in to ask very specific questions that we felt only he would know the answer to and once again the woman passed every test with flying colors.

It was really strange talking to this voluptuous woman, who cleaned up rather nicely, and have to speak to her as if she were our old squad mate. For one thing her tits were just amazing and I couldn’t help but feel myself getting a bit aroused, even as I was trying to get her to describe a wild party where we had double-teamed a cute blonde slut who had a thing for soldiers. It was kind of embarrassing bringing the subject up in front of someone who seemed so much like a woman but she knew all the graphic details and even reminded me of a couple of things I had forgotten.

Once it was decided that the woman really was Brock Anderson the focus turned to the fate of the other missing members of his squad and what sort of diabolical process had turned him female. Apparently the squad had been taken completely by surprise and captured without a fight. Why the Tartations suddenly wanted to mess with basically harmless routine patrols was a complete mystery to everyone but a troubling mystery that needed to be solved.

Supposedly all four members of the squad had been transported to some sort of medical or scientific research facility and placed in some sort of a tube or a tank and sedated into a twilight sleep condition that lasted for some indeterminate period of time. When that finally wore off they were confronted with the horrific reality that their bodies had been completely transformed into females, although mentally they still maintained all of their memories of their male identity.

While the whole idea seemed barbaric I think that the cruelest part of all had to be allowing the victims to know who they were and what had happened to them. If they wiped out all your memories it would just be the same as if you had died, and soldiers are always prepared for the possibility of death, but living on in a totally emasculated state, having to endure the constant shame and humiliation, seemed like a fate worse than death.

Brock was a little sketchy on some of the details of how he managed to escape but I got the impression that it might have had something to do with providing sexual favors to a guard or something like that. It was hard to blame the man for doing whatever he had to do to get away, and I could certainly understand why he wouldn’t want to go into great detail about that, so no one really pressed him too hard on the matter. The important thing was that he had gotten away and at least three of our compatriots were still held captive, if they were still alive.

Based on the information Brock had provided about the location and partial layout of the facility where our prisoners were likely being held it was decided to send a rescue mission. I was actually kind of torn by that decision. Part of me thought that this was more of a diplomatic issue than a military one but part of me understood the code of being in the service that required you to support your comrades at arms at all costs.

Even though Brock had the personal experience of having been there and escaped it was decided that under the circumstances he would not go on the rescue mission. It was rumored that he was being transferred somewhere with more high level scientific research capabilities to be analyzed, which just seemed like more torture to me but I understood that our people would be very curious about the advanced technology that the Tartatians seemed to possess.

My gut told me that we were walking into a trap and that this was probably a suicide mission but I volunteered anyway since that’s what a good soldier was expected to do. We were very shorthanded from all the disappearing troopers so we could only afford to send three people on the mission, which made it seem even more hopeless, but we were going to have to rely on stealth rather than power anyway so I figured it probably didn’t really matter how many men we sent.

As we headed out I shiver ran down my spine as I had the strongest sensation that I would not be coming back to this place, but that wasn’t the real fear on my mind. What worried me the most was that I would survive the mission as a man.


CHAPTER 2:

I would be joined on the mission by a rookie named David Brinks, and a guy everyone called the Turk. He wasn’t called that because he was Turkish he was actually a Greek named Turco Gianopolis so when people started calling him Turk for short he soon became known as “the” Turk, because that’s just the way things work in the military.

My name was Ableton Simmons so I was usually called Abe, or sometimes “Honest Abe” although I don’t know if I really lived up to that moniker. Brinks was fresh off the boat and ready to get his feet wet on a mission...I only hoped that his first wouldn’t also be his last. As for the Turk one of his closest buddies had been captured along with Brock so he had a personal score to settle.

As I said earlier it did seem to me that it was unlikely that the Tartations were spoiling for a fight but since we now had evidence that they were responsible for at least some of our missing troops the idea of broaching the subject with them diplomatically made a lot of sense. A strongly worded protest can sometimes do the trick, especially out here in the boonies where everyone needed everyone else to survive.

In any case they didn’t pay me to think they paid me to serve so I packed up my gear along with the other two members of the squad and we headed out to search for our missing buddies. We were going to have to make much of the trip on foot to keep as low a profile as possible and based on Brock’s information it looked like it would take us about two days to get where we were going.

As we trudged along I tried to formulate some sort of plan that might actually have a chance of succeeding but I wasn’t having much luck doing so. If my hunch was correct Brock had probably fucked a guard or somebody else in the facility who had helped him escape and that wasn’t really an option for us on the way in. Once we got to the place and scouted it we would have to look for access points without being spotted. Then if we were successful in gaining entry in secret we would have to search for where the prisoners were being held. If we got that far then hopefully we could free them and go back the same way we came but that was a really big if.

Hopefully they wouldn’t be too concerned about guarding these particular prisoners since they were just helpless women now and not worth investing a lot of energy in securing them. Hell, they might have been moved by now to a different location or they might even all be dead. Perhaps once they had conducted their weird science project on them they had no more use for them.

Patrols used to be pretty routine affairs. More of a formality really. We needed to be there to protect our colony but since our only neighbor had always been friendly we were just kind of making a show of force as well as keeping an eye out for any interesting or unusual developments. This was as close to a combat assignment as I had gotten since arriving here and it wasn’t a pleasant change of pace.

Since we were planning to go in at night we found a place of concealment to camp during the day and then we planned to forge on after getting a few hours of rest. We were sheltered in a rock outcropping, that wasn’t quite a cave, but still provided a lot of cover.

The Turk volunteered to take the first watch so David and I tried to get as comfortable as possible in rock outcropping and looked forward to grabbing a little shuteye. I had the second watch so I was only going to get two hours of sleep in before I had to get up again but I was used to that sort of thing by now. I was pretty light sleeper anyway so it didn’t take much to shake me from my slumber.

When I closed my eyes I was really expecting to rest more than sleep but somehow I found myself drifting off quite deeply. It was only when I awoke sometime later that I discovered the horrifying reason why.


CHAPTER 3:

My body felt entirely rested but my brain was groggy, sort of like having a hangover after a particularly debauched night of partying. The fact that I was strapped to a gurney and being wheeled down some sort of corridor made me think that I must be dreaming. Hadn’t I just closed my eyes? Weren’t we still in that rock outcropping shelter? What the fuck was happening?

When we entered a room that had a row of tables covered with a glass bubble I suddenly thought of the tubes that Brock had mentioned and things started to get a little more clear in my mind. We must have been captured somehow, but I couldn’t imagine how anyone could have snuck up on us without alerting us to their presence. The Turk was a veteran and not the sort of man who would fall asleep on duty and we had placed plenty of dry brush around the opening of the outcropping so that we would hear footsteps if someone approached our concealed position.

Panic started to set in but I knew I had to keep my cool. When they wheeled my gurney over to one of the tube tables I figured they were planning to transfer me from one bed to the other and that it might be my only chance to escape while I still had my manhood intact.

I realized that I was naked under the sheet that was covering me but that didn’t matter. I was banking on the assumption that they would remove the straps that were currently holding me down in order to switch me over to the other table. That would be my chance. I would have to make a run for it and hope that I could find something to serve as a weapon as I fled.

It didn’t look like there were any armed guards around, just hospital orderlies and maybe a couple of nurses, so I felt like I had some fighting chance to at least get out of the room. I was trained in hand-to-hand combat, not that I had ever had to use that skill before, but I had held my own in more than one bar fight over the years.

When someone in a lab coat approached me I tried to act like I was completely out of it while I secretly tensed up waiting to strike. Unfortunately they weren’t approaching to remove my straps they were preparing to inject me with a hypodermic needle. I felt a quick stab of pain as the needle slid into me and then I blanked out in a matter of moments.

For the next, I don’t know how long, my life was a strange dreamworld of visions and sensations. I could hear voices but I wasn’t sure whether they were real or just in my head. I thought I heard the phrase “excellent mammary development” at one point and something like “exceptional mental acuity for the warrior class” but I might have imagined all of that. In my dream state I felt my body changing and vaguely recalled something about men being turned into women. It’s funny but I think I wondered if I would be pretty.

I’m afraid there isn’t much more detail I can provide about the process because while I was sort of aware of what was happening to me I was never in complete control of my mind. Things that I thought were real were probably just dreams and some of my assumed dreams would later turn out to be reality.

My awareness finally came back to me and I could see quite clearly that my naked body had been transformed into a female shape. When I tilted my head to look down at where my dick should have been my view was obscured by my rather large breasts. I’d always been attracted to women with a nice rack but it was hard to really appreciate the beauty of my bosom while trying to comprehend the fact that they were attached to my body.

Turning my head to the side I could see a naked woman in the tube next to me. It had to be Brinks or the Turk but there was no way to possibly tell that now. I could make out another tube a little further down and figured that I was on the end of the line. That seemed appropriate since it was the end of the line for my life as I had known it.

Suddenly the glass dome on my bed slid back and I found the feeling of fresh air quite refreshing on my skin. I had no idea how long I had been bottled up but I took a few deep gulps of air and felt my head clearing even more.

“Well let’s have a look at you young lady, shall we?” said a portly man in a lab coat as he walked over to where I was lying.

It bothered me to be called “young lady” but that was really the least of my problems at the moment. It looked like I might be getting my chance to make a break for it at last but I wondered whether I had the strength and physical capacity that I had as a man. This doctor, or whatever he was, didn’t look like he’d put up much of a fight but I had never fought as a woman and worried that my tits might get in the way or something.

“You are quite the beauty my dear,” the man commented as he began to poke and prod at my bare body. “Forgive the intrusiveness but I need to make certain everything is as it should be.”

“I should be a man and I should be ripping these shackles off and kicking your ass,” I snarled although in my new female voice I actually sounded more whinny than tough.

“You’ll get used to this new body in no time, I promise you,” said the man pleasantly as if he hadn’t taken any offense to my threat at all. “Everyone does.”

“So I take it those other...specimens...are my squad mates?”

“Yes, indeed, so at least you’ll have company on your journey into womanhood,” the man replied.

“Why the fuck did you do this to me?” I shrieked.

“That will all be explained to you in due course,” said the man. “For now it’s enough that you know that you have been genetically altered to become female and that your new life will be spent quite differently from your old one. You have a place and a purpose within Tartatian society and in time your old identity will be just a fading memory. Now let’s try to get you on your feet, shall we?”

It was kind of an annoying habit of asking me for my consent, as if that made any difference in the world, but I saw my opportunity and quickly tried to spot the nearest exit. Perhaps I might not have the strength to battle my way out but hopefully I would be quick enough to dart past him before he knew what I was doing.

“Now I want you to sit up very slowly and let your feet hang over the edge,” the man began to instruct me. “You don’t want to make any sudden…”

Before he could finish the thought I had sprung from the table...and collapsed in a heap. My legs felt like Jello and I was lucky that I fell on my well-padded ass instead of doing a face plant.

“As I was saying you don’t want to make any sudden effort to get on your feet,” said the man casually as he helped me to sit back on the table. We did some artificial muscle stimulation on your legs while the procedure was taking place but you’re going to be a little shaky on your feet. You also have a lower center of gravity now so even a process as familiar as walking will seem a little strange and new for a while. And just out of curiosity where were you planning to run off to?”

“That door off to the left was the closest exit,” I said glumly.

“My dear girl that is utterly pointless. We’ve implanted a tracking chip in you so if you ever wander off into an area that you’re not supposed to be in the guards will be alerted immediately and dispatched to retrieve you. And as I’m sure you know we employ Borrah as our guards and they are not known for being either gentle or terribly civilized, if you get my meaning,” said the man sounding like a stern father.

The Borrah were fierce fighters from a shitty planet that had exploded some years ago. Instead of trying to colonize somewhere from scratch they had basically spread out throughout the galaxy, frequently being hired as mercenaries or security personnel. I had no desire to face one in unarmed combat as a man and as a naked woman I could only imagine the outcome.

Two orderlies appeared from somewhere and helped me get off the table a little more gingerly this time. Then with their support they walked me to my cell, which didn’t have any bars on it but I knew the door would be locked and my actions monitored. They left me alone but they also left me naked so I just paced around a little bit, trying to get some circulation going in my legs, and then I just sat on one of the three beds in the room and waited. Whatever was going to happen to me next was beyond my control so there was no point in wasting a lot of energy in trying to anticipate anything.


CHAPTER 4:

One by one my squad mates had joined me in our cell. The first was Brinks, who now seemed way more like a scared little girl than the gung ho rookie he started the mission as, but I suppose that made sense considering the biological change that had taken place. The only thing that was recognizable about him was his blonde hair, which had grown out considerably during the transformation, as mine had. When the Turk joined us and I saw his raven locks I realized that the only thing that seemed to remain physically from our old selves were our eyes and our hair color.

In truth our cell was more like a sparsely furnished dorm room with three utilitarian beds, three chairs and even a small private bathroom area that had a curtain for privacy. The most unusual feature of the room was a huge mirror on one wall, which made me wonder whether it was a two-way mirror with surveillance equipment on the other side or perhaps a form of torture constantly reminding us of our humiliation.

“What are we going to do? What are we going to do?” Brinks whimpered as he sat hugging his legs with his arms on one of the beds.

“Nothing at the moment,” I said as calmly as possible. “And I would strongly suggest that they can hear and see everything we do.”

As happy as I was to be with my compatriots I realized that it also made it harder for me to escape. Alone I could formulate my plans in my head but if I discussed them with the others it risked being overheard. Also I had begun to consider the possibility of using seduction, as Brock had presumably done, and that was better accomplished one my own. A clandestine rendezvous in a supply closet is a lot more stealthy than some sort of orgy.

Of course there was still the matter of the tracking chip to consider. I had no doubt that they had the technical capacity to implant such  thing but if they had how did Brock escape? Perhaps a guard had recaptured him and that’s when the seduction took place that allowed him to get away or perhaps they only just started implanting the chips because of Brock’s escape. In any case I wasn’t anxious to tangle with the Borrah so I was hoping to come up with a more sophisticated escape plan rather than just trying to make a run for it.

After a while they brought us some food, which wasn’t bad at all. I had actually been to a Tartation restaurant a few times and developed a fondness for the unique spicy/sweet flavoring of many of their dishes.

A fierce-looking Borrah guard stood at the door as we were being served by an orderly and I couldn’t help but notice that he was leering at us quite lasciviously. I suppose I might have done the same thing if I was in a room with three naked women. I also couldn’t help but notice the humongous bulge in his tight uniform pants.

After we ate it was back to staring at the wall, which as I mentioned, was basically a huge mirror so it was almost impossible the reality of our situation unless you closed your eyes. Even trying to make small talk was aggravating because our voices made us sound like chipmunks or something.

Eventually some more guards came into our room and ordered us to walk in a single file line to some unknown destination. This time it wasn’t just the savage Borrah leering at our nakedness as even the sophisticated Tartatian men checked us out and winked or grinned at us. As far as the nakedness went I didn’t really care all that much about being nude in this strange body but it definitely made us stand out and I wasn’t used to being sexually objectified like that.

Our destination proved to be some sort of medical office although instead of the usual examination bench sort of thing that you got on there were these weird contraptions that I couldn’t quite figure out until we each were placed on one of them. So we found ourselves lying on our backs with our legs lifted up and held in place as they were simultaneously spread open very wide. I don’t think I’d ever felt more helpless or vulnerable in my life and I don’t mind admitting that I was really scared.

“Well ladies I hope you had a nice lunch,” said the portly and generally jovial man who had released me from my tube as he entered the room and went over to a table filled with strange metallic objects I couldn’t identify. “Let’s take a look at the plumbing, shall we?”

What transpired was what I would come to realize was a normal gynecological examination that women routinely went through but was previously a total mystery to me. It was embarrassing and uncomfortable but I just tried to block what was happening to me from my mind and concentrated on a little spot on the ceiling.

“Excellent!” said the examiner when he had finished with the three of us. “I’m happy to report that you ladies are all in tip-top shape and more than capable of fulfilling your duties.”

“And just what are those duties?” I summoned the courage to ask.

“That’s really not for me to explain but I think if you’re clever girls you can probably figure it out,” said the man with a slight chuckle. “What are any woman’s duties?”

The Tartations, despite their technological advancement, were basically a male-dominated society where women were rarely offered the opportunity for advancement. It was sort of like Earth society up until the 20th century where gender roles were clearly defined as men being the bread winners and women taking care of the home. It was kind of a viscous circle for Tartatian women because their society valued science and technology so much that scientists were the top of the totem pole but since women weren’t allowed to be scientists they could never achieve equality.

In Tartation society there were basically two types of women; homemakers and whores. Either way their ultimate job was to serve men’s needs and desires. If this doctor was a typical Tartation man then his idea of a woman’s duty was basically to fuck. If my understanding of the situation was correct then we were either here to entertain men or to produce babies or perhaps both, Since neither prospect was remotely appealing my desire to escape took on a new urgency.

When the guards lined us up and started us walking again I was at the back of the line with a Borrah guard walking quite close behind me.

“Your tits are like ripe juicy melons,” he hissed in my ear.

I had noticed that guard staring very hard at my breasts so I wasn’t totally surprised that he would comment on them. They were very large, but we all had big tits so I wasn’t sure what made mine especially interesting to him but I saw it as a potential advantage. If I could make friends with the guy I might possibly get all kinds of help or at least useful information out of him that would aid me in an escape plan. The Borrah were tough but they weren’t known for being especially intelligent so possibly I could manipulate the man without having to directly beg for his help.

Somewhere along the line I noticed that we weren’t going back exactly the way we had come and the reason for that became apparent soon enough. We were led into another room that had a series of strange-looking contraptions in it and I tried to guess what they had in store for us this time.

The devices looked a little like exercise bikes, in that they had handlebars, but there wasn’t a traditional seat as much as a small padded bench, and instead of pedals there were two ramps sticking back behind the bench. It basically looked like some sort of exercise equipment except for one glaring thing...the large penis-shaped object mounted on a metal rod at the back of the contraption. It didn’t take much imagination to figure out what part of our anatomy was about to get exercised.


CHAPTER 5:

One mounted the device from the back and rested your knees on the rails. Then we were made to bend over and our stomachs rested on the little padded bench. The handlebars were just slightly higher than the bench so that when we reached out to grab them our arms were fully extended straight out in front us.

Instead of padded grips the handlebars had some sort of metallic covering that I assumed was some sort of sensor. Naturally these science freaks would want to conduct research while torturing us.

We weren’t cuffed or secured to the device in any way and nobody had to really force us to get in position. The guards were still there, and there were technicians fussing about, so there really wasn’t any point in putting up a fight. My old man always told me to choose my battles carefully, advice that I didn’t always heed, but in this situation it seemed prudent.

The guard who had whispered to me was standing right by my machine with his eyes fixed on me. As much as I hated to do it I made eye contact with him and even tried to force a little smile. In return he stuck his tongue out and wiggled it at me. It was terribly degrading to be pretending to show interest in another man but it had to be done if I wanted to rally him to my side. Even more disturbingly I felt a little tingle between my legs when I looked at him and my eyes kind of drifted down to the bulge in his crotch.

Once we were all in place I heard the soft hum of whirring motors and tensed up waiting for the inevitable violation. Soon a hard rubbery object was pressing up against my pussy and then very slowly it slid inside me. My vagina had already been spread open during the medical examination, and the rubber object appeared to have been lubricated so it worked its way into my tight snatch with little trouble. After the dildo had gone to its maximum depth it slowly pulled back but not all the way out and the process of pushing in and pulling back just repeated itself over and over.

It was a very strange sensation, but not what I would call unpleasant, aside from the fact that it was happening to me in front of a bunch of horny men who seemed to be enjoying the show very much. Periodically the device would speed up a little until it reached what I would consider as basically the thrusting intensity of an average human.

My brain was desperately trying to shut out what was happening to me but my body wasn’t cooperating. I was intensely aroused and instead of staring at some fixed point in front of me I kept glancing over at my Borrah guard to see what sort of reaction he had to my simulated screwing. As badly as I wanted to stoically accept my fate I couldn’t hide my pleasure for too long and pretty soon I was moaning and making little “yips” as I gasped for air.

I suppose the only consolation was that I wasn’t alone in my obvious enjoyment of the procedure as both Brinks and the Turk were yelping right along with me creating a weird high-pitched collective wail. As I glanced over at Brinks, who was next to me, I realized that you couldn’t always tell whether a woman was in ecstasy or being tortured and in some ways I felt like I was experiencing both sensations at once.

The devious Tartations weren’t satisfied to just hammer away at our cunts relentlessly. Sometimes they slowed the pace down a little and made you think that things might be coming to an end but then suddenly the dildo would begin to rotate inside you and a whole new wave of pleasure rippled throughout your entire body.

After a while my brain surrendered to my body and I stopped trying to fight my feelings. In fact my brain was kind of becoming mush and it was all I could do to just hang onto the handlebars while I panted breathlessly and endured the more exquisitely prolonged sexual gratification of my life.

When the process finally came to an end and the dildo was removed I realized that I had provided a lot of the lubrication myself as my pussy was dripping wet. Orderlies helped us get off the machines, which was good because being fucked in that position for so long made us all a little wobbly on our feet again.

As we were lining up to be marched out of the room my special guard gave me a quick slap on the rump. My first reaction was to haul off and slug him but instead I just turned my head and gave him a quick wink.

This time we returned to our room with no further detours and then we all just sat quietly on our beds soaking in whatever emotions we were feeling. I suspected that we were probably all feeling a little guilty about having conspicuously enjoyed our public debasement but it probably wasn’t really fair to be too hard on ourselves. If someone is ticklish their going to react to be tickled no matter how hard they try to fight it. Obviously a pussy was a very responsive thing and having it stimulated produced involuntary reactions.

What bothered me more was what was happening in my mind when I was sexually aroused. For a while I had actually been trying to picture that savage hulk of a guard throwing me down and ravishing me. I even briefly imagined that it was his cock that was pounding into me instead of a dildo on a rod.

Part of my brain was disgusted that I could have such fantasies but another part of my brain tried to point out how practical that was. If my assumptions were correct then sex with men was definitely in our futures and if the physical act was potentially pleasant then it should make the experience a bit more bearable. And if I was successful in seducing the guard it would certainly make it easier to do whatever I had to do if I could take some pleasure in doing it.

As much as I hated to admit it I was quite pleased when we were taken back to the same room the next day and treated to another round of sexual stimulation. Once again my lustful guard made sure he was stationed next to me and once again I made as much eye contact with him as I could.

The Borrah tended to be rather large and muscular in comparison to other races, which added to their intimidation factor, and my guard was large even by Borrah standards. Even with my training I knew I could never have overpowered him in a fair fight as a man but now I had a different set of weapons to work with and I planned to put them to good use.

When the session was over and we started walking in file again I pretended that my legs were still weak and tripped so that I went down to the floor. My guard, being closest to me, bent down to pick me back up. That’s when I took my opportunity to speak to him for the first time.

“What are you called?” I whispered.

“Tor,” he replied with a grin.

“Tor,” I repeated with a smile as he helped me back to my feet.

So now I had made contact with man and established a sort of special bond between us. I knew that he wanted me and I was pretty sure that he was getting the idea that I wanted him. The problem now was trying to figure out how to get alone with him.


CHAPTER 6:

We started having sex sessions twice a day, which was fine with me because it broke up the monotony of sitting in our cell doing nothing, and because it gave me a chance to show off a little for Tor. And if I’m being totally honest it was awesome having my pussy stuffed.

Then one day we were issued simple white tunics that fastened at the waist with a belt. It was kind of strange wearing clothes again after being naked all the time and even more strange wearing something designed for females. Even so we all got kind of excited and preened in front of the mirror.

We were then taken to a different room that was more like a conference room than any sort of medical or scientific installation where we sat at a table and waited to see what would happen. Soon a pretty middle-aged woman entered the room and stood in front of us.

“Hello ladies, my name is Bella and I’m going to assist you in your understanding of what it means to be a woman in Tartatian society,” she began. “To begin with we are a very traditional people with customs that go back many centuries and we also live by the belief that what benefits the community benefits all. So you’re probably wondering what any of that has to do with you and I’ll tell you. You have been selected to fulfill a woman’s greatest responsibility...to give birth.”

Bella went on to explain that while Tartatia was a very technologically advanced civilization it lacked the industrial power of other civilizations, such as Earth humans. Tartatia was colonizing space long before we started but once we began we threw a massive effort into it and our ability to send personnel and supplies far exceeded anything the Tartatians could do. Consequently we were populating the planet much faster than they were and their shortage of women of childbearing age was becoming a bit of a crisis.

Compounding their problem even more was the fact that it took Tartatian women almost two years to give birth while our women accomplished it in nine months. Their researchers had calculated some doomsday timeline where Earth people basically overran the planet that the Tartatians had discovered and first colonized. Their logical solution was to breed with Earth women,

“So if you just wanted women to make babies for you why didn’t you kidnap people who were already women?” I asked during a period where we were invited to ask questions.

“A very good question,” said Bella. “That was the original idea but for a variety of reasons it was decided that male soldiers would be a better solution. For one thing military personnel were easier to abduct as they were frequently on patrol in small groups. And whenever your troops are depleted it’s always a high priority with your people to replace them so there was a very good possibility that the more men who disappeared the more who would come looking for them. Additionally men of all societies tend to be very protective of their women and if people’s wives or sweethearts or daughters started disappearing it would likely raise a greater outcry.”

“But you obviously have to go through a lot of work to convert men into women,” I pointed out.

“That’s true, but so far the results have been very encouraging. The biological difference between a human male and a human female is actually quite small and not that difficult to adjust. And once a man becomes a woman all the natural impulses and instincts of womanhood are instantly present. For example your body has what your people call a biological clock ticking inside you telling you that it’s time to reproduce. And whether you brain is ready to admit it or not you also now have a powerful sexual attraction to men. It’s quite healthy, normal, and natural and nothing to be ashamed of or to fight against.”

She went on to explain that we would begin training to be suitable mates for whoever the research people determined would be the best match for us. We would learn the etiquette of Tartatian society and prepare ourselves to be good and devoted servants to whoever our mate turned out to be.

At the end of the meeting we were presented with our new names which would presumably better reflect our current gender. Brinks was to be called Arian, the Turk was named Petola, and I was given the name Ladonna, which I thought was kind of pretty at least. Names like “Dick” and “Jane” weren’t common among the Tartatian people and they wanted us to assimilate as much as possible I guess.

It appeared that my suspicions had been confirmed that we had been created to be either homemakers or whores, and based on what Bella had just told us it sounded like we were headed for a domestic life. Ironically I think I would have felt better if they had said that we were just there to be prostitutes. I had no desire to be baking apple pies for some random Tartatian guy and serving as a baby factory for the benefit of the community.

I knew I had to kick things up a notch with Tor and the next time I saw him I told him discretely that I wanted to be with him but I didn’t know how to make that happen. As it turned out Tor knew exactly how to make that happen.


CHAPTER 7:

One night Tor came into our cell and simply grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me out of there with him. He didn’t say anything so I suspected that my friends were probably worried about me, and they had every right to. I was putting myself in the hands of a very dangerous man and had no idea where this was all going to lead.

Tor took me to what I would describe as a supply closet and shut the door behind us. Then he removed my belt and pulled off my tunic. I just stood there as he groped my breasts and grinned.

“Very pretty,” he said.

“Thanks,” I replied.

“Ass or mouth?” he suddenly asked, catching me a little by surprise.

“What do you mean?” I stammered.

“Not allowed pussy. Ass or mouth?” he repeated.

“Ah...couldn’t I maybe just jerk you off. I know how to do that,” I suggested.

“Okay,” he said with a shrug as he pulled down his pants.

The fact that his prick was huge was not really surprising since he was such a giant of a man but it still kind of took my breath away when I saw it. Being a soldier I’d showered with a lot of men in my life but none who were hunk like Tor. I stood right in front of the man and kept my eyes locked on his as I reached down and began to stroke his massive member.

I figured that the faster I got him off the faster the ordeal would be over and I could get back to my room. Unfortunately for me he seemed to have very good stamina, and after jerking him off for what seemed like ages, I decided that I needed two hands to do the job. I dropped to my knees and found that I could wrap both hands around him and still have room to spare. It was terrifyingly impressive.

Once I was down there, with his dick so close to my face, I realized how incredibly horny I was. I thought about what Bella had said about being attracted to men whether we wanted to admit it or not. Maybe she was right about that because I was definitely turned on by his package and his whole savage warrior vibe.

I would have gotten myself off as a man much, much quicker but Tor was still going strong and he was getting a little impatient. He probably needed to get back on duty pretty quick so that his absence wasn’t noticed so I started stroking as hard and as fast as I could.

“Finish with your mouth,” he growled in a tone of voice that definitely made me know it was an order not a suggestion.

Although I had no idea how to give head I just opened my mouth and took a couple of inches of Tor’s meat between my lips. His dick was hot hard and salty and it smelled manly. My pussy tingled as I bobbed my head back and forth on his rod and I wondered what it would feel like to be fucked by such a monster.

“That’s it...suck it woman,” Tor growled again.

Somehow it all seemed sort of appropriate. Even if I suddenly turned back into a man I’d be powerless against him. The fact that I was now so much smaller and weaker than he was only intensified my admiration for him on a primal level. I Hadn’t chosen to become a woman but now that I was it seemed sort of pointless to deny my urges. Tor was all raw sexuality and I was feasting on his powerful manhood.

“Oh yes...oh yes…” Tor grunted as he grabbed the back of my head and held it tightly as he began to ejaculate in my mouth.

There was no way to hold it all in so I just start swallowing...and swallowing...and swallowing. Tor was pumping cum down my throat like one would fill up a car with gasoline in the old days. It was thick with a creamy texture and a hint of something that sort of reminded me of hickory or something. It was the first time that I had ever tasted semen but I knew that sensation would stay with me for a very long time.

“Good woman,” said Tor as he patted me on the head like a dog.

I quickly got dressed and Tor took me back to my cell. The funny thing was it never even crossed my mind to talk to him about my escape plans.


CHAPTER 8:

Arian and Petola had been very relieved to see me come back in one piece. I made up some bullshit story about being interrogated that they seemed to buy easily enough.

“It’s because you asked too many questions in that meeting,” Arian scolded. “Better to keep quiet and just do what they say.”

It’s funny how easily I thought of my companions by their female names already, and how I thought of all of us as women. I knew that we didn’t have any technology like the Tartatians had so even if I did escape and make it back like Brock did I’d probably still be a woman for the rest of my life. Even so I still dreamed of getting free somehow and living some sort of a life of my choosing.

In the meantime we continued with our lessons in womanhood and our always enjoyable sessions on the sex machine. The cooking part was surprisingly easy because those clever bastards had basically figured out how to preserve food almost indefinitely and then prepare it in what I would call a super advanced type of microwave oven. As long as you set the timer correctly you could cook a whole meal with the push of a few buttons. Our focus was mainly on setting the table properly and making sure that the meal was ready when our man wanted it.

Tartatians didn’t have an institution quite like our marriage system but they had something similar. A man chose a mate, or had one assigned to him, who was essentially his property. There were no rings or wedding ceremonies, he just took possession of you, and needless to say you had no choice. He could replace you, if he found you unsuitable for any reason, but only until you had given birth to your first child. After that you were joined for life.

The Tartatians also weren’t very sentimental people. They operated on intellect instead of emotion, or at least they tried to. That was actually fine with me because I couldn’t picture myself wanting to be in love with some guy. As a soldier I was trained to follow orders and I did a lot of things that were unpleasant but that was just part of the job. Your commanding officer might be a total asshole, or a complete moron, but he was in charge and you followed his orders. It seemed to me like this might be a very similar situation and if I kept my military training in mind I might be able to deal with whatever I had to deal with.

Another interesting tidbit was that Tartatians didn’t believe in adultery. A man could share his woman with other men if he wanted to, and in fact it was considered basic politeness to at least make the offer. And a man could also have affairs or flings or visit a prostitute without any negative stigma.

On the other hand the woman wasn’t allowed to take a lover of her choosing. She fucked her mate and whoever her mate might designate for her to fuck, and if she became pregnant by any of these outside encounters the child would be raised in the home as if the master had fathered it with no questions or complications.

It was a very different culture than I was used to but in some ways I kind of appreciated the lack of religious guilt that seemed to hover over every aspect of human life. They had laws and rules but they weren’t based on something some God had told them, they were simply practical ways to run an orderly society.

Of course this was all the official party line that Bella was feeding us. Being kind of a cynical fucker by nature I had my doubts about a society that really just ran on politeness without its share of perverts and screw heads and degenerates messing everything up. I knew that there were biological differences between Tartatians and humans but I suspected that underneath it all we probably had a lot in common.

We continued with our indoctrination or training or whatever you wanted to call it and the three of us just kind of fell into the routine. We would chatter about the day’s events and bitch about things we didn’t like and even speculated about what sort of mate we might end up with. Despite their what’s good for the goose is good for the gander philosophy the Tartations weren’t a bunch of communists. The men at the top of the food chain, like the scientists and doctors and politicians, lived much more comfortable lives than the average Tartatian worker. Being the “trophy mate” of one of the top dogs would certainly have its advantages.

“I wonder if it’s true that Tartatian men have really big...you know,” said Arian with a little giggle.

“Jesus! You can’t say cock anymore?” Petola scoffed.

The transformation of Arian was remarkable. That rookie soldier full of piss and vinegar seemed long gone now and instead there was this adorable young girl full of hope and silly dreams. The youthful enthusiasm was still there but instead of being pumped up for battle she was picking out baby names.

It was certainly true that Tartation men did have a reputation for being well-hung but it was hard to imagine anyone beating my Borrah beast Tor in the cock department. We had added anal penetration to our daily sex workouts but I still kind of shuddered at the idea of Tor ramming that tree trunk of his up my ass.

Tor had actually started coming to fetch me on his own periodically. We would go to the supply closet and I would take off my tunic and let him fondle my breasts for a bit before getting on my knees and sucking him off. I had successfully manipulated the man into the perfect position of being an ally in an escape attempt but for some reason I just kept putting it off. I guess I just really liked sucking his cock and didn’t need it to be a means to an end anymore. I even looked forward to him finishing in my mouth and the taste of his cum always lingered pleasantly on my tongue for the longest time.

Of course it was getting harder to convince my friends that I was just being interrogated all the time and they started teasing me about having a boyfriend.

“If he’s got a friend tell him I want to be interrogated too,” Arian joked.

“Be careful what you wish for or I might just do that,” I teased back.

It was all so crazy. Nobody was condemning me for having sex with a man or even for sleeping with the enemy it was more like we were a bunch of goofy schoolgirls gossiping about what boys we wanted to kiss or something. It seemed hard to believe that our personalities could have been transformed so quickly but the more I thought about it the more I realized that it wasn’t our personalities that had really changed it was the expectations of our gender.

As men, and as soldiers especially, we tried to be brave and strong and tough and cocky. That was what was expected of us so we played our part. Sometimes guys who were the biggest cowards strutted around like they were some kind of war hero because they didn’t want anyone to know that they were gripped with totally natural fear. Now our expectations were entirely different and we were simply trying to play that new role but the fundamental roots of our personalities were still there, just expressed a little differently.

Our biological changes were obviously coloring our mental outlook on things but at the heart of it all I felt like I was still the same person...even if I did now enjoy sucking big hard cocks.


CHAPTER 9:

We were all a little surprised one day when we reported for our domestic training to find that Bella was joined by the portly gentleman in the lab coat who we now knew was named Dr. Rendune. Apparently this was a special meeting and we were curious to know why.

“Ladies I am pleased to say that you’ve ala progressed wonderfully so far and that now you’re ready for an exciting new phase of your female journey. You all know Dr. Rendune so I will turn the meeting over to him since it involves a lot of technical things that I honestly know nothing about,” said Bella cheerfully.

“Since motherhood is the ultimate goal that we’ve all been working so hard towards I am happy to announce that you will now be taking part in a truly remarkable experience. Our finest minds have created a way to put your body in a state of simulated pregnancy. You won’t actually be carrying a child but your body will react exactly as if you were. You will experience all the sensations of a woman in her second trimester, which will hopefully better prepare you for motherhood, and you will begin the lactation process, which is of great interest to us,” said Dr. Rendune.

“And just why is that of such great interest to you?” I boldly asked.

“We have found that the milk produced by human women, especially colostrum, or liquid gold as I believe your people call it, is extremely useful in a variety of scientific and medical applications. By simulating pregnancy we are able to more or less produce this miraculous liquid on demand,” explained the doctor.

“So...you’re planning to milk us like we were cows?” I said with a snort.

“We prefer to think of it as harvesting the natural resources that your body produces but in a very broad sense you could refer to that as milking I suppose,” the Dr. admitted. “Don’t worry, I’m told it’s a very pleasant experience and you will all be making a great contribution to the community as a whole.”

He went on to explain why this colostrum stuff was so awesome and how their people had figured out all these whiz-bang ways to use it but my eyes just kind of glazed over at that point. I’m sure I had heard about it before in some biology class or something but the whole childbirth and family raising experience had never been of much interest to me. I had joined the military for excitement and adventure and travel and all of that sort of thing, and given the space travel involved I wasn’t totally expecting a terribly long life. Home was wherever I was stationed and my family was whoever I was stationed with.

Up until that point I had pretty much gone along with their explanations. Our colony on Temura was much larger despite being much younger and I could see how the Tartations might be worried about losing their foothold, which they had worked so hard to establish but when you started talking about “harvesting” people’s “natural resources” it was hard not getting a creepy Soylent Green kind of a feeling.

Despite my reservations I relied on my military training and instincts to get me through. A good soldier followed orders. If your superiors wanted to assign you to some far flung corner of the universe you packed up and went. If your commanding officer told you to attack a heavily fortified position you didn’t get to sit around and discuss it first. It wasn’t a democracy and only one vote counted. Of course as a soldier I wasn’t likely to be asked to produce breast milk or whatever, but these guys were in charge now and at least it sounded less dangerous than attacking someone.

Creating the “simulated” pregnancy turned out to be quite easy, as far as our role in the process was concerned. A nurse simply injected us with something before we went to sleep and in the morning the results were pretty obvious. My breasts seemed even larger than before and I felt a heaviness and warmth to them. I also felt some mild pain in my lower abdomen but we were told that would happen as the uterus stretched to accommodate the “phantom” child.

“I think I can feel it moving!” Arian said excitedly as she admired her slight “baby bump” in the mirror.

“There’s nothing to move,” I pointed out. “We don’t really have babies inside us.”

“But I feel like I do,” she replied.

I knew what she meant, because I was experiencing some of that feeling too, but I didn’t want her to get attached to some child that didn’t even exist. Even Petola, who usually just took everything in stride, seemed kind of excited by the whole pretend pregnancy thing.

We had just been beginning to accept our new female bodies so having a new variation thrown at us was kind of tricky to deal with but it was fascinating too. The sensation of carrying a life around in my body was extraordinary, even if I knew fully well that it was only an illusion. Just like the others I had an overwhelming urge to touch my stomach and to feel my hard swollen nipples.

Despite what I had always felt about not being the typical home and family kind of person this development put a whole new spin on things for me. Just because I had been living a solitary nomadic life as a man didn’t mean that I couldn’t settle down and plant roots as a woman. I had never felt totally fulfilled by my career in the military but I had never found anything else that really excited me either. It seemed possible that motherhood might bring me that kind of fulfillment at last.

When we started on this mission I knew there was the possibility that I would end up being turned into a woman, like Brock had been, and thought about asking for suicide pills in case we did get captured. As a man it was important to talk about losing your manhood as a “fate worse than death” but I think I always knew that idea was bullshit so I didn’t ask for the pills. Brock had made it out alive; he had tits and a pussy but he was still alive and still had the drive to continue living.

I did sort of feel sorry for Brock for having escaped and wondered what his life was goin g to be like from now on. He was an object of great scientific interest to our people and I worried that he’d just be shuttled around from one lab to another so everyone could try to “reverse engineer” him to figure out how the gender swap was accomplished. And then what? Where would he go? What would he do? He’d be awfully alone and possibly be looked at as some kind of a freak, whereas we had each other and a society that wanted to welcome us with open arms.

I wondered if Brock had stayed a little longer if he would have adapted the way we all had done or was he just different, too manly to handle the idea of life as a woman, and yet he was probably going to have to live his life as a woman anyway without the support system that he would have had if he had stuck around a little longer.

Of course my logic might have been a little obscured by the sensation of being knocked up. I had an uncharacteristically rosy view of the future. Perhaps once I had gone back to “normal” I would be just as cynical and wary as ever.


CHAPTER 10:

When we reported for our next sex session I noticed that some new equipment had been added to the machines. Apparently this was where the milking was to take place. We mounted the machines as usual but then an orderly came along and attached these suction cup devices to our nipples which had hoses running from them to a machine in front of us. Leaning over to grab the handlebars put our breasts in a good position, from a gravitational standpoint, and the suction cups seemed kind of kinky.

When the machine kicked in I was kind of expecting to feel a constant pull of suction but somehow the device seemed to actually simulate a suction sensation. My nipples tingled as if someone had suddenly pushed an ice cube up against them but it wasn’t a bad feeling at all. I could actually see the tubes filling up with my milk and all I could think about was how much I wanted to nurse my baby.

Then I heard the familiar sound of the dildo motor kicking in and to my surprise the big rubber phallus soon entered my vagina. It was kind of a gentle probing instead of a hard thrusting and pretty soon I got into the rythm of being penetrated at one end while being milked at the other.

“Oooooooooooooooo…” I moaned quite loudly and soon the other girls were making a similar noise.

It was kind of hilarious, really, because our “ooing” sounded a lot like “mooing” which seemed pretty appropriate in this makeshift human dairy. Of course at the time I wasn’t really thinking about that because I was just zoning out on a strange new type of euphoria that I think actually rivaled the feeling of an orgasm.

Usually when I was on the sex machine I was thinking very dirty thoughts. I liked to imagine Tor bending me over and having his way with me while he pulled my hair and savagely fucked me into submission but what I was feeling now didn’t seem dirty at all. It seemed pure and beautiful and totally natural. I was thinking about a mate who would put his seed inside me so that I could make a baby, and we would live together as a family and build a home here on Temura.

It occurred to me that perhaps this was the real purpose of putting us into a state of simulated pregnancy. Maybe they didn’t really have any special need for our milk at all and were just using that as an excuse to put us in a situation where we would willingly become happy breeders. If that was the case then they certainly knew what they were doing because my maternal instincts were on overdrive.

Another psychological aspect of the experience was the total emasculation one felt. Once you’ve had milk sucked out of your tits it’s incredibly hard to ever think of yourself as a man again. If they had suddenly shut the machines down and offered us a chance to go back to being men I think I wold have turned them down, at least in the mood I was in at that moment.

I was pretty sure that the Tartatians were aware of all the mental aspects of everything they did to us. We had been kidnapped and abused in the worst way possible by having our very gender stripped away from us but they didn’t want us to feel like slaves or prisoners. If all they wanted from us was a body to grow a baby in they wouldn’t have had to have gone to all the trouble of trying to make us assimilate into their culture, or to experience the potential joys of motherhood. It was all a sneaky and underhanded thing to do but I had to admire the skill with which they did it.

After milking us we were taken to a new room we hadn’t been in before and treated to a lovely hot bath in a large tub that easily accommodated the three of us. It was much nicer than the shower in our room and it gave us a chance to chat about our feelings.

“I can’t wait to have a baby!” Arian gushed.

“You’re going to have to have a man fuck you first,” I pointed out.

“Fine. I can’t wait to have a man fuck me and make me pregnant,” said Arian.

“Even if it’s Dr. Rendune?” Petola teased.

“He’s okay,” replied Arian. “And he’s always really pleasant and jovial.”

“What about you Ladonna? Are you all baby crazy now?” asked Petola.

“Let’s say I’m certainly more receptive to the idea than before,” I replied tactfully. “What I’m feeling now isn’t at all what I expected.”

“I’ll bet these Tartation men will seem pretty boring compared to your savage lover,” Petola joked.

“You’re just jealous,” I joked back.

“Well I’m jealous, that’s for sure. I want to know what it’s like to have a man inside me,” Arian pouted.

“Honey, just keep being the adorable little vixen you are and I’m sure you’ll get boned in no time,” I said.

It was funny but we were all virgins, at least as far as vaginal sex was concerned. We had experienced simulated sex on the machines many times but I was the only one of us who had actually had a real cock inside me and so far that had only been in my mouth.

I assumed that the guards weren’t allowed to fuck us in the pussy because the Tartatians were afraid they might knock us up and mess with their carefully developed plans but you’d think they’d issue them rubbers or something, although even the most reliable methods of birth control were never completely foolproof.

I had already decided that I was going to do the next closest thing and let Tor fuck me in the ass. I had told him to bring some of that lubricating gel they used in the lab but I was still a little nervous about having something that big shoved into a tiny little space that was never designed for that purpose.

Tor followed my instructions to the letter and actually brought along a huge container of lube which I figured we could stash away in the supply closet for future use. I opened the jar and shoved a ton of the slippery stuff up my butt before using my hands and my mouth to get Tor hard. Once he was erect I slathered the lube all over his cock and hid the jar away.

I guess Tor was tired of waiting for this seemingly frivolous step as he probably just rammed it into his conquests dry, so he shoved me on the floor so that I was on my hands and knees and quickly got behind me. Actually that was exactly what I had been fantasizing about so I was thrilled that he was going to ravish me in such a brutal fashion.

When he started to press his enormous dong into my asshole I was incredibly grateful for the lubrication because it made it so much easier than I had anticipated. That’s not to say that he wasn’t stretching me out to the max but it was quite bearable.

“Fuck me you big savage,” I found myself hissing over my shoulder.

Tor had such a tight grip on my hips that it felt like he could literally crush my bones if he wanted to but at the moment he was focused on reaming my ass so my hips were probably safe from too much physical harm.

“Oh God...oh my God…” I gasped as he began to thrust a little harder.

I totally deserved this, I thought. Brock had been a man and run away, even if he had been turned into a woman at the time, but I just stayed and meekly submitted to their will. My clever plan to seduce a guard to aid me in my escape was all just a bunch of bullshit. I seduced Tor because I wanted his big cock inside me. Cock drove me absolutely wild and I felt like I couldn’t get enough of it, and like Arian I was yearning to have it in my cunt.

I wondered what the Tartations would do to me if I got knocked up by a Borrah guard. Would I be kicked out of the community or maybe passed around to all the guards for their pleasure? While that thought was kind of exciting I realized that they probably wouldn’t let me raise my baby. I had come too far now to ruin everything because I was impatient.

“You fucking dirty bitch!” Tor said, probably a little too loudly, as he grabbed my hair and yanked it, pulling my head back hard.

“I am a dirty little bitch,” I snarled back. “A dirty little bitch who wants your big cock up her ass.”

There was no more restraint after that. Tor fucked my ass and he fucked it hard. To my amazement I realized that I was having an orgasm, something that had never happened when my anus was being penetrated on the sex machine. I squealed and moaned and started to cry out but Tor slapped a hand over my mouth to silence me. I had to breathe through my nose to keep from suffocating but I was too far gone to really care at that point.

With several hard thrusts, punctuated by animalistic grunts, Tor put an enormous load of his cum in my ass. He had actually finished me by potting a foot on my back and pushing my upper body to the floor. It was the ultimate act of domination and I had a feeling he had probably made that move a few times before.

I was moving kind of slow and walking funny so Tor just grabbed me and literally dragged me back to my room like a caveman. He hadn’t even taken the time to let me get dressed so he just shoved me through the door naked and tossed my clothes in after me.

It was the most awesome thing I had ever experienced in my life.


CHAPTER 11:

The cat was rather obviously out of the bag and my roomies wanted all the sordid details of what exactly I had been doing with Tor on all of my supposed “interrogation” sessions. I spilled the beans and gave them all the juicy gossip they craved without revealing much of the psychological aspects of my experiences.

I always thought of Tor as sort of a barbarian but with his dick up my ass, yanking my hair, I was any day as savage as he was, snarling and hissing  and begging him to defile me even more. I wasn’t sure how much of that was the guilt I felt over surrendering my manhood so easily or how much might just be the realization that I had a part of my nature that I had never tapped into before.

The simulated pregnancy might have contributed, I suppose, in that I had been feeling super-feminine and being humped into submission seemed like a very female thing to me, but I had been fantasizing about that kind of thing way before the pregnancy business. When I admitted that I was a dirty little bitch I didn’t feel embarrassed or ashamed of the fact, if anything I kind of got off on it. Maybe that’s who I really was, a horny little whore who wanted strong men to have their way with her.

“You know I always sort of thought that you were kissing up to the guards as part of an escape plan.,” said Petola.

“That was the idea...at first,” I replied. “Unfortunately once I got a look at that ginormous cock I couldn’t really focus on anything else.”

“Didn’t it hurt having that huge thing in your butt?” asked Arian.

“A bit, I suppose, but I didn’t really notice while it was happening. And we used a fuck ton of lubrication,” I said. “I maybe walking kind of gingerly for a couple of days but it was totally worth it.”

It was totally worth it but I suspected that our captors must know about what I had been doing. We used to guard our words very carefully and assumed that everything we did or said was being monitored but after awhile we stopped worrying about it, although I never stopped assuming that we were being watched. Did they approve of my carnal activities with Tor for some reason or were they possibly curious about my behavior from a scientific standpoint? At any rate they hadn’t done anything to stop us from doing what we were doing so they either knew and didn’t care or they weren’t watching us nearly as closely as I assumed they were.

I decided to ask Tor about what he knew about the surveillance equipment in this place and he was a little reluctant to open up at first.

“Don’t worry, I’m not trying to break out of here or anything, I was just curious about whether they were watching us in our room,” I said. “I certainly don’t want you to get in trouble.”

“They watch. They watch everything, but no cameras in this room,” Tor replied.

“You know my friends are kind of jealous of all the fun I’m having with you. Do you think it would be alright for me to bring one of them along next time so I could teach her how to suck cock?” I asked.

“Which one?” asked Tor.

“Well Arian, the cute little blonde for sure. She’s dying for a taste of man meat in her mouth,” I said.

“No ass fuck?”

“Well, first things first big guy,” I said with a laugh.

Tor had no objections, and while I did feel a little guilty about leaving Petola alone I figured she would get a turn soon enough. Arian was all giggly excitement as we slipped into the supply closet and Tor whipped out his magnificent staff. Arian’s eyes literally bugged out of her head but she was totally game to have a go at giving head so we both got down on our knees and I kind of walked her through the steps.

We took turns for a while but then I did something kind of strange that I hadn’t anticipated doing. I let Arian have the cock while I pressed up against her back and started squeezing her tits. When I began to fiddle with her nipples I realized that some milk was leaking out and I was sorely tempted to try and suck on her nipples but I moved my hand down instead and started playing with her pussy.

I can’t say that I never thought about sex with my roommates but there was always the question of how the Tartations would react to such activity. They didn’t seem like a society that would be big on lesbians since women were supposed to be totally focused on their men.

Actually I had thought about what sex with Bella would be like. Although she was older she was still very pretty and sometimes in class my mind would wander and I could picture myself going down on her sweet Tartation muff. That suddenly gave me an idea and I lifted Arian’s rear end up so that I could bury my face in her snatch from behind while she continued to blow Tor.

She was soaking wet so I got a good taste of her juices and lapped them up greedily. As I mentioned earlier in my tale I had been involved in a three-way before, although of course back then it was me and Brock nailing a chick, although ironically there was a cute little blonde in the middle then and now.

Arian got off in my face right about the same time that Tor was busting a nut in her mouth and even though I hadn’t been touched at all I felt like I had just enjoyed some great sex. I suppose I could have masturbated while eating Arian out but I didn’t usually worry about my own orgasms when I was with Tor, I was happy just to get him off. I got plenty of chances to cum on the sex machine.

The whole sexual preference thing was getting kind of confusing in my mind. I liked girls when I was a guy and when I became a girl I started liking guys but now it appeared that I still liked girls too. I knew there was something gay going on there but I couldn’t quite figure out which part of my nature was the homosexual one, not that it made any real difference to me. Honestly I was quite happy to be bi-sexual, if that was the appropriate term, although I did worry about the Tartations possibly taking a dim view of my freewheeling lifestyle choice.

Arian was a very happy girl after her encounter with Tor and she thanked me profusely for setting it all up.

“And thanks for the other part too,” she said as she gave my hand a quick little squeeze. “I hope I get the opportunity to return the favor.”

It looked like the Tartations might have another horny little bi-girl on their hands. Hopefully it wouldn’t screw everything up because it would sure make the time pass more pleasantly if we could all just go to town on each other every now and then.


CHAPTER 12:

We did all go to town but in a very literal way, not a sexy one. Bella organized a “field trip” for us to learn our way around the marketplace and to observe how real Tartation women behaved in public. It was kind of exciting because we got to wear some different clothes and fixed up our hair but mostly because it was the first time we had seen the outside world since we had been captured.

Tartatia was different than Earth in one big geopolitical sense in that there were no individual countries on their rather small planet. It was sort of like one of those science fiction stories where everyone on Mars is just a Martian and they’re one big happy family without national borders. Tartations were so big on the idea of community above all that after their Era of the Warlords ended, many centuries ago, they had simply decided to be one nation one people. They were also not racially diverse at all so inbreeding with humans was kind of a big thing for them.

They had established the first colony on Temura and by now had the main capital city as well as two smaller towns that had grown up around outposts over time. The capital city, where we were, was called Dornata, which was oddly enough named after one of their barbaric warlords who had pillaged the homeland many years ago.

The Earth colony on Temura had been established by a coalition of American, British, Australian and German colonists and so far consisted on only one city which was called New San Diego. (Yes that was literally the name chosen for the capital because it was the only thing they could get enough votes for, largely because there were three guys from San Diego who just kept pushing it until everyone else gave up.)

Dornata was pretty large, well-organized, and incredibly neat. New San Diego, by contrast, had kind of a cobbled together feel to it. The Tartatians had laid out the plans for this whole city when there were only a few pioneers living on the planet and everything conformed to the grid. It was all a very logical design with various districts shooting off from the city center.

Bella explained that once we were mated we would be expected to run our households with quiet efficiency. Everything we did would reflect on our mate so it was important for us to behave politely and not cause any fuss. Indeed, the Tartation women we observed did seem very polite and kind of demure. It made me wonder what was really going on behind those plastic smiles and averted glances.

I realized that we were being stared at, but it soon dawned on me that it wasn’t because we were foreign prisoners it was because we were hot babes that no one had ever seen around town before. As various men checked us out I wondered whether any of them might be my mate someday. I even played a little game in my mind choosing which man within my view I would pick as a partner, not that I had any say in the matter.

In some ways the prearranged thing didn’t bother me that much. I’d never gone out with a woman because I was hoping she’d turn out to be my soul mate I went out with her because I wanted to fuck her. That whole idea of “the one” seemed to put a lot of pressure on a relationship. And no matter how hard you tried to make a good match it was still always a crap shoot. In the military you didn’t get to choose your commanding officers and they held your life in their hands. If my job was to raise a family and run a household all I could do was hope that my mate wouldn’t be a total asshole.

I was really curious about the other men who had been captured before us and how they were fitting into Tartation society. We never saw anyone else so presumably they had already finished their training and moved on to new lives. Since it was really hard to tell the difference between a human woman and a Tartatian woman I might not even recognize my own species if I saw them walking around town. Still I was hoping that someday we might get a chance to meet and compare notes.

We enjoyed lunch at an excellent sidewalk cafe and my old life seemed more like a dream now. The military had been good to me but it was a hard life, and a dangerous one. Of course my new life would probably be hard enough in its own way and there was always danger since we were basically prisoners and likely to be under intense scrutiny.

I had grown pretty comfortable with our routine back at the research facility but I was also feeling a little anxious to move on to whatever was next, especially after getting a chance to walk around town a little and enjoy the fresh air, which was slightly richer in oxygen than Earth and could give you a nice little buzz if you took a really deep breath.


CHAPTER 13:

Our simulated pregnancy went away as easily as it had been created and after receiving another injection we woke up without the pretend baby inside us. I think we all felt a strange feeling of loss, even though we were well aware of the fact that the whole thing had been an illusion. Arian seemed particularly bummed out that her baby bump was gone and was kind of sulking for a while until I arranged for Tor to give her a good ass fucking.

It kind of surprised me how good anal stimulation could feel but I’m sure a lot of it was mental, at least for me it was. It seemed like a very submissive thing to do and I was really trying to take pleasure from that feeling since it was likely that I would be experiencing it a lot for a long time to come.

Then one day I was taken out of the room but not by Tor or any of the guards. Bella came and fetched me and said that I was to report to a very important man who wanted to meet me. At first I wondered if it was some kind of a trap to get me to confess to my various extracurricular activities with Tor but Bella took me shopping for a lovely outfit and even had my hair and makeup done.

Tartatian women didn’t tend to favor a lot of cosmetics but they were really into their nails. Apparently that was quite a status symbol and something they refused to give up even on this far flung outpost where supplies were always in demand.

My outfit was basically a kind of sleeveless, low neck, tunic not that dissimilar to the ones we usually wore except that it was made of a shimmering gold metallic fabric and the bottom flared out more like a skirt. Tartatian women always wore skirts or dresses or tunics. The closest thing to pants that they ever wore were tights or stockings under their tunic. They definitely would not have approved of cut off jeans or even nice business slacks. A woman was feminine to the max in their eyes and I may have been an Earth woman but I was sure as hell going to dress like a Tartation.

“You have been gifted with a remarkable invitation,” said Bella as she made her final adjustments to my appearance. “Dr. Lans is the head of all scientific research and development on Temura and a member of the High Counsel. Please try to show him the proper respect that he deserves and remember your place in society.”

“Why does he want to see me?” I asked.

“I honestly have no idea and he’s not inclined to share his every thought and plan with me,” Bella replied a little tersely I thought.

“I’ll be on my best behavior, I promise,” I told her truthfully.

It may have been a great honor to meet the head honcho but I was somewhat guarded in my feelings. He was like a general in my old life and generals tended to be pretty terrifying. Once a man reaches a certain state of power he’s not always inclined to be especially patient or kind with his underlings. All I could do was suck it up and go see what he wanted to see me about. Too much speculating would probably only make me all the more nervous.

Dr. Lans had a pretty nifty pad, by Temura standards. Like a lot of “communal” societies the community part didn’t always reach all the way up to the top. Of course living on a colony on a distant planet there was no such thing as a mansion, as I would think of one from my experiences on Earth, but the doctor was obviously doing pretty well for himself.

Bella had escorted me to the house but departed once a servant answered the door and ushered me inside. Apparently the invitation was for me only, which didn’t seem to make Bella very happy. It was funny that no guards came along with us but I suppose the tracking chip and the fact that none of us had made any effort to escape so far might have given them the sense that we were docile enough to be trusted. Realistically I suppose that was true because I only noted the lack of guards as a curiosity and never once thought of trying to make a break for it. I was honestly curious to see what this Dr. Lans guy wanted.

I was sent into a room that I guess was sort of a library and office thing that had a big desk with several monitors on it. I was told to stand and wait so I did. Pretty soon a middle-aged man with graying temples entered the room and introduced himself as the doctor in question.

“I am told your name is Ladonna,” said the doctor.

“Yes sir, that is what I am called now,” I replied.

“Of course...you would have had a very different name before,” said Lans, as if he was finding it hard to believe that I had ever been a man. “Well it’s a very pretty name and it suits you I think.”

“Thank you,” I replied politely.

“I suppose you’re wondering why I have brought you here. It’s because of your testing and psychological profile. You really are quite a remarkable subject. One doesn’t usually find the kind of highly developed mind that you possess among the soldier class. I have been thinking that I might want to breed you myself,” he said rather flatly.

“Wow Doc, you really know how to sweep a gal off her feet,” I said, despite my intent to remain humble and submissive.

“Excuse me?” the doctor stammered.

“Well saying that you might want to breed me makes it sound like I’m a farm animal or something and not a human being with feelings and emotions,” I replied.

“Ah yes, I keep quite forgetting that humans are more emotionally motivated. I didn’t mean to offend you, I assure you. What I was trying to say was that according to all the data a pairing between us could produce remarkable offspring,” Lans explained, obviously trying to be a little more gentle in his approach.

“That sounds quite intriguing,” I said.

“That would of course mean that we would be mated and you would come to live here with me and manage my household so I thought that perhaps we should meet so that I could get to know you a little better,” said the doctor. “It’s a major responsibility to undertake such a union and one shouldn’t make these decisions hastily.”

“I agree completely. I mean I know I don’t have a say in this and it’s going to be entirely up to you to decide my fate but I would respectfully suggest that this pairing should be a pleasant thing for all parties concerned. I can certainly run your house and raise your children but where I come from a man and woman who live in such an arrangement at least try to be romantically affectionate towards one another. That may not be your particular custom but I think if you give it a shot you might really like it.”

“Your report said that you tended to be quite outspoken,” said the doctor.

“Yes, but don’t let that frighten you. I’m sure a powerful man like you can bend me to your will,” I said seductively.

“This is not at all how I expected this interview to go,” said the doctor, sounding genuinely confused.

“Then don’t think of this as an interview and think of it as our first date,” I said as I came over to where he was standing and put my hands behind his head before I pulled him in for a deep kiss.


CHAPTER 14:

I had never kissed a man before, despite all the sex I’d had with Tor, and once he got over the shock I discovered that Lans was a pretty good kisser.

“I’ve never really been on a date with a woman before,” said the doctor.

“Well I’ve never been on a date with a man before so I guess it’ll be a first for both of us,” I said with a smile.

“So what exactly are we supposed to do?” asked Lans.

“If you were a gentleman you would offer me a drink and we would go someplace comfy where we could chat a bit and if we hit it off we’d probably start fooling around,” I explained.

“Fooling around?”

“Don’t worry, I’ll show you,” I said.

The doctor seemed quite bewildered but I think his intellectual curiosity was aroused, not to mention another more physical aspect of his body that was rather clearly bulging in his pants. He took me to what I would guess was the Tartation version of a living room which had some padded furniture in it. I had to remind him but he did fix us both a drink and I sat quite close to him as we enjoyed our beverage, which was kind of a fruity wine that many people found a little too sweet but I rather enjoyed it.

“So they tell me you’re in charge of the whole science thing around here,” I said, trying to play to his ego a little. “That must be quite a challenge.”

“Well I don’t like to take credit for everything but I am in charge, as you put it, so everything is ultimately my responsibility,” replied the doctor.

“You poor thing. That must put a lot of pressure on you. I’m surprised you don’t have a woman to help take away some of that stress,” I said as I rested a hand on his knee casually.

“I...I suppose I’ve always been too wrapped up in my work to think about anything else,” said the doctor.

“So what made you change your mind now?” I asked.

“Your reports were just so intriguing. I’m not getting any younger so if I were to mate with someone it should probably be sooner rather than later and you seemed like such a promising candidate that I had to explore the possibility,” the doctor explained.

“I’m flattered that you find my profile so interesting but a woman also likes to hear that a man finds her attractive,” I suggested.

“Oh, dear…did I not mention that? You’re extraordinarily beautiful and your large bosom is quite compelling,” said the doctor.

“See, you’re starting to get the hang of this,” I said as I put down my drink and placed one of the doctor’s hands on my breast. “Why don’t you give them a good examination?”

The doctor may not have been experienced at dating but he certainly knew how to grope a woman’s tits. Tartatian women didn’t wear bras so he was able to pop my boobs out of my tunic without much trouble. While he occupied himself with my knockers I ran my hand up his inner thigh and started to rub the crotch of his pants. Pretty soon I had his dick out and in my hand and I was quite frankly blown away but what he was packing.

“Oh, Doc...they weren’t kidding about Tartatian men being hung like a horse,” I said admiringly. “Now this is the kind of cock that can do some serious mating I’ll wager.”

His dick wasn’t quite as massive as Tor’s but on his more modest frame it looked even more gigantic. It also seemed sort of incongruous. You kind of expected a savage giant of a warrior like Tor to have a big bulging horse cock but not so much the mild-mannered egghead.

I found the doctor’s absent-minded professor vibe kind of cute, and I could tell that he was working really hard to be a good sport despite being taken completely out of his comfort zone, so the fact that he had such a gorgeous prick actually made him pretty appealing in my eyes.

When I went down on him and started to suck his cock I could feel his whole body tense up and he let out an audible little gasp.

“Oh my...I wasn’t expecting anything like...oh...oh yes...oh, oh, yes…”

I was suddenly glad that I had gotten so much practice blowing large cocks because that was one thing they didn’t teach us in our studies. The good doctor may not have expected such a brazen move on my part but he certainly seemed to be enjoying it.

“So what’s the game plan Doc?” I asked after I had been blowing him for a while.

“I’m not sure I follow you,” he replied.

“Are we making a night of it or is this a one-and-done kind of thing because I’d really like to feel that huge cock in my wet little pussy. So if I’m going to stick around for a while you can go ahead and blow your load down my throat and we’ll fuck when you’re hard again, otherwise I think I should spread my legs and have you finish in my snatch,” I said.

“Ah...I’m not sure I totally understood all of that but if you’re asking whether I want you to spend the night the answer is an emphatic yes,” said Lans.

“Awesome! Now let me get that trouser snake back in my mouth and you just bust a nut whenever you’re ready. I’m dying to taste your cream,” I said as I got my head back down on his pecker and went to work again.

He may not have understood all of my slang but I think he got the impression that it must be pretty dirty and that seemed to turn him on. He even ended up putting his hand on my head and kind of helping me along before he erupted with a massive load of jizz. I thought he tasted pretty good. A little sweeter than Tor but with a distinct aftertaste that lingered on my tongue for quite a while.

“That was simply amazing,” said the doctor once I had finished and was sitting on my knees looking at him sweetly.

“Thanks. That huge rod of yours is quite an inspiration,” I said.

“Would you ah...care for another drink?” he asked.

“Yes, that would be lovely. Then maybe you can give me a quick tour of the place...as long as we end up at the bedroom.”

Obviously I didn’t know shit about seducing men from personal experience, although I had done a pretty good job with Tor I thought. Fortunately it really wasn’t that difficult to flip the roles and play the female part. And it wasn’t like the doctor was terribly difficult to seduce. He may have been some kind of genius in the laboratory but he was kind of putty in the hands of a slutty young woman who wasn’t afraid to be direct about what she wanted.

The BJ turned out to be a great ice breaker, as I suppose it often does. The man seemed so much more relaxed, and I think the booze probably helped as well. He was kind of old for me but whatever. My dad was much older than my mother and I never thought that was particularly weird.

I hadn’t really expected things to take this turn but now that they had I wasn’t disappointed at all. I mean the house kicked ass and there would obviously be prestige in being mated to such an important man and if he was right about our kids being exceptional so much the better. I knew I would love them however they turned out.

The place was kind of sparsely furnished and rather obviously lacked a woman’s touch but I figured I could remedy that. I would want our home to be a real showcase for entertaining Tartatian society. A man of his stature should be at the forefront of style and fashion and I knew I could help him achieve that.

All I had to do was convince him that he had found his mate.


CHAPTER 15:

Other than his big dick his body was nothing to get too excited about but I liked the way he looked naked and that was all that really mattered. I’d had my secret fling with an Adonis but this was a man I’d be sleeping with for many years, presumably, and being comfortable together was more important than any fleeting thrills.

“I want you to understand me, Doc. I’m not a Tartation woman and if it weren’t for you I don’t suppose I’d be a woman at all but I’ll do my best to make you happy and to make you proud of me. Publicly I think I can be the perfect little mate but trust me that would bore the shit out of you in no time. You’re a thinking man with great intellectual curiosity who needs his mind stimulated as well as his body and I can do that, and you may even come to love me for it. But don’t ever be afraid to be a man. If I’m your woman you can take me as you please and I will submit but I promise you that taming me will be half the fun,” I said as I got on all fours on the bed with me ass facing him. “Now show me how a Tartation man conquers his mate. Take me. Take me hard.”

The doctor certainly seemed to understand that particular line of dialogue because he quickly grabbed my hips and slammed his enormous tool into my box.

“Oh yes...oh fuck yes...that cock feels so good inside me,” I gasped.

Although my pussy had been mechanically pounded I don’t know how many times by then it was still virginal as far as real men were concerned. It was similar to getting ass fucked but very different as well. The visceral thrill of having a grunting male hammering away at my backside was the same but my cunt was just designed for this in a way that my anus never was and the pleasure was incredible.

There was no formality now and no awkwardness between us. He was just a horny man driven mad with lust and I was the willing vessel of that passion. Two naked people in a bed fucking was about as universal as you could get I guess because every species that reproduced in this fashion craved the sensation with all their might. The doctor didn’t have to say it but I knew he was claiming me as his woman which actually made me feel kind of proud.

I had spent a lot of time wondering what sort of man I would be matched with and I felt like I probably could have done a lot worse. If he was a total asshole he would have kicked me out the minute I got snarky with him and challenged his assumptions and expectations but he was smart enough to know that he had something special if he wanted it and granted me a type of freedom that I don’t think he would have given to a typical Tartation woman. I appreciated that. It was something we could build on.

Of course I had pitched myself with a pretty hard sell approach so I had a lot to live up to if he did decide to choose me but I was actually looking forward to the challenge. There was something about this guy that appealed to me and certainly the fine job he was doing in fucking me didn’t hurt.

Despite his age, and the fact that he had already cum once that evening, the doctor displayed outstanding stamina and had me whimpering as my first orgasm hit me. I think the doctor sensed that he had me in a very vulnerable state and wanted to press his advantage.

“If I take you as a mate you will have to obey me,” he kind of growled.

“Of course I will obey you,” I gasped in reply.

“And when I want you I will take you, is that understood?”

“Please take me...take me whenever you wish.”

We went on like that for a little while and I really meant what I said to him. In bed I genuinely wanted a man who would take me and use me and fill me with his cum. That was the kind of sex that I was really beginning to enjoy, but underneath the bravado I suspected there was a middle-aged man who was terrified of me for my strange ways and foreign culture that he didn’t understand at all. And that was really the perfect combination, as far as I was concerned. A man I could probably teach and even manipulate if I had to who felt like a stud whenever he whipped it out and saw me fall to my knees to eagerly blow him.

When he finished up inside me I wondered again about birth control. As I said before I assumed the guards were forbidden to vaginally penetrate us because we were supposed to “breed” with our chosen Tartatian mates, but Dr. Lans had just busted a nut in my pussy and he was definitely going bareback. Did that mean that he was trying to knock me up already or did they have some sort of male contraceptive pill or something?

It didn’t really matter because it was out of my control anyway so once he pulled out I had him turn over on his stomach and gave him a nice deep massage. I could feel the tension in his muscles fading away.

“Now don’t you feel better?” I purred sweetly as I rubbed his back. “Just relax and let me take care of you and all your troubles will just melt away.”

Suddenly he flipped over and pulled me down on top of him. Then we engaged in a kissing frenzy that I had not expected but certainly enjoyed.

“It would please me so much if you would consent to be my mate,” he said when we had calmed down a little.

“Of course I would love to be your mate. You do me such a great honor,” I replied.

I had obviously never fantasized about a man getting down on one knee and slipping a ring on my finger but I couldn’t help but get a little choked up by his proposal, especially since it was a proposal and not and edict. Not bad consider that the evening started out with him telling me that he was thinking about breeding me.

So just like that I was engaged, or maybe I was married already by Tartatian standards. Whether there was any formality to it or not I was lying in bed with the man that I would be devoted to for the rest of my life and who would be the father of my children. In my world it would usually take a hell of a lot more than a couple of drinks, a BJ, and a good hard doggy fuck to get to that point but I wasn’t in my world anymore and likely never would be again.

We didn’t have sex again that night and just fell asleep, rather sweetly, in each other’s arms. In the morning I slipped out of bed quietly and went into the kitchen where I prepared a traditional Tartatian breakfast and served it to the doctor in bed while I very gently stroked his cock. He seemed totally blown away by my gesture and even more so when I went down on his big cock after he had finished his meal.

I kind of hoped it would seal the deal, in case the doctor had any second thoughts in the morning, but it didn’t look like I had anything to worry about. Dr. Land was surprisingly affectionate towards me and effusive in his praise. My new life was well underway.


CHAPTER 16:

Because Dr. Lans was a very successful and important man who had never taken a woman for a mate he had a staff of servants he employed to take care of him. Now that I was there their job status was somewhat in question. It was kind of ironic that I had spent a lot of time learning to shop and cook and clean when my mate already had people to do that for him but it was highly unusual for such a well-placed man to take a human mate so the rule book kind of went out the window.

I didn’t want to see anyone get fired but I didn’t want to seem to be shirking in my responsibilities so I had to step lightly in those initial days while I tried to figure out a successful compromise. If I got knocked up quickly that would probably take care of the problem because I wouldn’t be expected to do a lot of physical labor and once the baby came my primary job would be to raise the child.

From the moment Dr. Land had made me his mate his home was my home and I had no reason to go back to my old room since I didn’t really have any possessions. I felt terrible about leaving my friends behind without being able to talk to them but I hoped that they were being matched too and eventually we would all see each other again.

Arian always gushed on about how cool it would be if we all got pregnant around the same time so our children would be the same age and could play together and whatnot but that would really all depend on the men in our lives and how anxious they were to start a family.

It was really kind of staggering how quickly everything changed for me. I went from being a prisoner locked up in a cell and forced to do whatever my captives wanted to being the mate of a rich and powerful man literally overnight. I figured that well-placed Tartatian women would always resent me and try to keep me from my rightful place in society but they would never dare snub or insult me too directly because my man was a force to be reckoned with.

Being his woman I was allowed to call the doctor by his first name, which was Petro, and in the bedroom I frequently referred to him as “Doc” which he didn’t seem to mind at all. He was actually quite fascinated by my casual slang, especially the dirty words, and I could tell that it was very naughty and taboo to speak that way, even to your mate, so it was our nasty little secret.

I should like to take a moment to explain how communication actually worked. The Tartatians, being brainiacs who colonized space realized early on that the language barrier between people of other races would be a huge impediment. Their solution was to create a translator chip that was planted right into the brain and could interpret many languages more or less on the fly. The device could be updated remotely with a simple data pad so when once encountered a new tongue, or a language in the database needed updating it was a quick and painless process.

Of course the real brilliance of that device was not just understanding what someone was saying to you but the ability to reply to them in their native tongue. Apparently the early models had a bit of a lag problem so conversations were sort of like video chats on a crappy network with a noticeable delay time but they had worked out the kinks so the thing was pretty instantaneous now. And if the chip didn’t know one language hopefully the other person might know a different language that was compatible or it simply used artificial intelligence to make an educated guess at what was being said.

My native language was English, which the doctor spoke fluently so there was no need for a chip in order for us to communicate but his understanding of the language was more classical so I often had to explain phrases to him like “busting a nut” or “popping my cherry” and when I once told him he was “hung like a horse” I was amused to find that he had never seen a horse before so we looked up a picture and he quickly realized my words were very complimentary.

Of course there were some big underlying issues that threatened our potential domestic bliss, chief of which was the fact that the doctor was the one man most responsible for the whole business of abducting my people and performing forced gender changes on them. The fact that I was trying to make the best of my fate was not, in my eyes, a vindication for what he was doing. It was wrong on so many levels and had to stop and I hoped that somehow my coming into his life might lead to a change in policy.

I also thought their whole patriarchy thing was a pretty stupid idea that was not in their best interests. I wasn’t concerned for myself because I had no ambition to go into the Tartatian workplace and was quite content to accept my role as what humans would think of as a housewife and future mother but they were limiting the potential of their people by basically excluding half of their population from entering important fields like science, medicine and politics.

At the same time I really did want to be a good mate to Petro. It was obviously a big deal that he had finally decided to take a woman and I felt honored that he had chosen me. Of course I knew that my thinking had been skewed by the training methods they employed that one could probably describe as a type of “brainwashing” but in my heart I felt good about the path I was on. It was my duty to serve my new master but that didn’t mean that I couldn’t try to influence him in ways that might be beneficial to both his people and mine. I’d always thought that the solution to the abduction problem was probably a diplomatic one and perhaps I could apply a little bedroom diplomacy to make that happen.


CHAPTER 17:

My first big challenge as Petro’s woman came in the form of a dinner party he was throwing for some bigwigs to basically show me off to his friends and colleagues. So far I had managed to convince him to keep the staff so I knew I would have a lot of help to rely on but I was still a bit nervous. There was a lot of protocol about the seating arrangements and how the table should be set and I would be expected to serve the meal and then sit quietly in a chair against the wall in case anyone needed a glass refilled or a plate taken away. In my world a dinner party would usually mean married couples but there would only be men attending this event.

Petro had informed me that I would probably be called upon to provide sexual favors at this party, which was kind of weird but also exciting. By my standards we were still in the “honeymoon” phase of our relationship but I knew that Petro really wanted to make a good impression and since many of these men had shared their women with him he wanted a chance to return the favor.

There were five guests at the party. Three of them, I would estimate, were Petro’s age or older and the other two were probably closer to my age. They were all prominent members of Tartatian society and the two younger ones were apparently rising stars in their respective fields.

The table looked lovely and the food had been carefully prepared and I thought that I had done a very good job of being a humble and attentive servant but there was no way to know how it was received until everything was over. Nobody was going to make a scene over some lapse of etiquette but they sure as hell would gossip about it later.

The three older gentleman all departed first and the two younger men were escorted into Petro’s office before I was summoned to join them. I would have gladly fucked any of the five to make my man proud of me but the younger guys were definitely more attractive so it looked like I might have some fun while doing my duty.

“Well gentlemen, I’m sure my woman can entertain you so I will leave you in her capable hands,” said the doctor before he departed.

“So the doctor finally found someone to warm his bed,” said the taller man of the two whose name was Eduran. “I just wonder why he would choose a human, and one who wasn’t even a real woman. You’re pleasing to look at, I’ll grant you, but he might have had his pick of Tartatian beauties.”

“Maybe it’s because he really likes the way I suck cock,” I said defiantly. “And who are you to question a man like Dr. Lans’ judgment?”

Both of the men looked shocked for a moment but then they both started grinning.

“I think I begin to see the appeal,” said Eduran. “Perhaps you’d like to give us a little demonstration of that skill you were speaking of.”

“But let’s see that bosom first, shall we?” suggested the other man who was named Toran.

Now it was my turn to grin as I pulled the top of my dress down so that it hung at my waist. I stood across the room from them squeezing my boobs and pinching my nipples.

“Not bad for someone who’s not a real woman wouldn’t you say?” I said seductively.

In a flash they were both on me, groping my tits and fiddling with my nipples. As they amused themselves with my hooters I rubbed their crotches and felt the big bulges getting even bigger. After a time I squatted down and pulled their dicks out, which were just as large as Petro’s further convincing me that the stereotype was true.

I started sucking Eduran’s cock while I stroked Toran’s shaft and then worked my way back and forth between them for a good deal of time.

“Oh yes...I definitely see the appeal,” grunted Eduran.

“If all humans are like this I might have to get one for myself,” Toran commented. “She’s better than any whore I’ve ever had.”

“Careful Toran, you’re talking about the doctor’s woman,” Eduran cautioned him.

“I wasn’t saying she was a whore, I was merely pointing out that her skills rivaled the professionals,” said Toran defensively.

“No offense taken gentleman,” I said to ease the situation. “I took it as a compliment.”

I had assumed that they would want to finish in my mouth but apparently they had other plans. Eduran went over to the desk and sat on the edge of it. I was told to sit on his lap, which I did, and found his dick going right up my ass. It was a little rough without lubrication but my anus was pretty well-conditioned by that point so I didn’t mind it too much.

I had simply been hanging my legs over the side of the desk but Toran quickly jumped in and flung them over his shoulders as he entered my pussy, which was quite lubricated naturally by then. I suppose I hadn’t really pictured getting double penetrated like that but I certainly wasn’t going to complain. It felt odd to me being encouraged by my mate to fuck other men but maybe these Tartatians had the right idea. I wasn’t shaming my man I was bringing honor to him...and having a blast getting stuffed by two huge cocks in the process.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes, yesssss!” I squealed. “Fuck me with those big cocks!”

I got the instinct impression that our Tartatian guests were very turned on by my filthy language. And why wouldn’t they be? I’m sure it was a nice change of pace for them and a taste of the exotic. Being demure may be fine when you’re serving dinner but a man usually wants a woman to be a little more dynamic when it comes to sex.

They seemed particularly fascinated when I started to cum because I guess a lot of Tartation women aren’t terribly orgasmic. That certainly wasn’t the case with me because I could get off with relative ease from almost any kind of stimulation.

Eduran finished first but there really wasn’t anywhere for him to go so my ass remained impaled on his prick as Turan aggressively tried to reach the finish line with some very hard thrusting.

“Oh fuck...take my hot cum you dirty little slut!” Toran growled as he began to ejaculate into my cunt.

I could see from the look on his face that as soon as he regained his senses he realized that he might have crossed a line by calling such an important man’s woman a slut but I assured him that I didn’t mind at all.

“The doctor offered me for your pleasure and he wanted you to enjoy yourselves, which from all the cum you put inside me I suspect you did. One can’t always control what they say in the throes of passion,” I said with a smile as I kissed them both on the cheek and made my exit.

“You were spectacular tonight my dear,” said Petro when we were in bed together after the party.

“I didn’t know you were watching me with your friends,” I teased.

“Well I meant you were the perfect Tartatian hostess, but I also gathered that you performed impressively in your other duties as well,” said the doctor with a smile.

“I’m just pleased that I was able to help bring honor to you,” I said sincerely.

There were two sides to me that were both genuine. One was the desire to serve my man faithfully and to the best of my ability and the other was to try and use that service to potentially become an advocate for my people, and for Tartatian women in general. It was kind of a tricky balancing act but I felt like I was pulling it off so far.


CHAPTER 18:

I didn’t see my companions for about two months but then it was arranged that we could all have lunch together. There was a lot of hugging and a few tears as we greeting each other joyfully. We all had mates and everyone was excited to talk about our new lives.

Arian couldn’t stop raving about how young and handsome her man was and how big a dick he had. Of course that was nothing unusual for a Tartatian male but we let her bask in the joy of her well-endowed mate.

Petola seemed to have landed a man somewhere in age between Arian’s young stud and my mature stallion. Her mate actually worked for Dr. Lans so it was quite possible that I might fuck her man or she might fuck mine or both.

“So how does it feel to be  the trophy wife of a rich old guy?” Petola teased.

“Pretty damn great so far,” I said with a grin. “And it’s not really like that. Yeah, he likes showing me off and there are a lot of perks that go along with being his woman but we actually have a pretty good relationship. He likes the fact that I’m different.”

“For now,” Petola cautioned, “but he’s a man and men get bored easily. These guys essentially own us and if the novelty wears off we could be nothing more than slaves.”

“We just have to do our duty like the good soldiers we are,” I said. “We’ve all pulled KP duty and cleaned latrines. You do what you have to do. Once we start having children everything will be a bit different anyway.”

“I can’t wait until my man puts a baby in me,” said Arian cheerfully. “I want to have lots of babies!”

When Arian was a man and first reporting for duty all he could talk about was how anxious he was to get into combat and see some action and all of that shit. He had war movie fantasies about storming some position and killing the enemy. Now he was just as enthusiastic about bring new life into existence, and while he probably had a romanticized vision of what mother hood would be like I couldn’t help but feel like wanting to give birth was much better than wanting to kill.

It was great to see my friends again and to know that things were going as well with them as might be expected. Even so I still strongly opposed my man’s program that had brought us here and put us into this situation, even if we were all finding a certain amount of happiness that we never had expected to find.

That suddenly gave me an idea for a possible solution to my problem but first I needed to talk to all of the other soldiers who had been abducted and transformed. It wasn’t hard at all to get to see them but it was a little difficult making a connection between the man I used to know and the woman I was talking to now. With my squad we had all gone through everything together and had been living as women in the same room for months but I felt kind of like I did when I saw Brock as a woman. I had to keep reminding myself that despite the female appearance my old buddy was in there somewhere.

Despite the slightly awkward sensation I did discover some very interesting information. Virtually all of the soldiers who had been abducted had adjusted to their new lives surprisingly quickly. Two of them were quite visibly pregnant and very excited about becoming mothers. No one was suicidal or had attempted to escape. Brock had fled, but he did so almost immediately after being captured and didn’t go through any of the training that the rest of us did. Perhaps he would be a happy little homemaker too had he stuck around a bit longer or perhaps he just wouldn’t accept femininity no matter how hard they tried to force it on him.

When I told Petro that I hadn’t just been visiting my old friends I had also been conducting some research on their collective experiences he seemed a little amused at first in a patronizing kind of way.

“Look Doc, use that big brain of yours and look beyond your bullshit patriarchal assumptions,” I said rather sternly. “It’s not just cute when a woman displays her intellectual prowess it’s a perfectly normal and logical thing to do. Your world is designed to be a self-fulfilling prophecy where women don’t ever rise very far because you don’t give them the chance to do so and then you use that as proof that women have limited capabilities. Surely as a brilliant researcher you must see the flaw in that chain. You’re drawing conclusions from faulty data. You’ve decided the outcome you want so you simply rig the game so that you always get that outcome, but that’s not real science and you know it.”

Petro had looked very angry when I first started talking but I could see that some of my points were hitting home. He was now looking more thoughtful as he rubbed his chin and tried to take in what I was saying.

“You make a very persuasive argument, but I’m not entirely sure what you’re driving at,” said Petro.

“That was merely a sidebar diatribe, the point I want to make is that you don’t have to keep abducted people to get the results you want,” I said.

“But didn’t you say that your friends were all quite happy with their new lives? That would seem to validate the effectiveness of the program,” said the doctor.

“Yes, it’s quite effective, but it’s also immoral. I know that’s not a common word with your people but in short it’s just plain wrong to kidnap someone and force them to do what you want them to do, let alone change their gender in the process. My people have no obligation to solve your problems and they’re getting really pissed off about it. If you keep abducting them to increase your population they’re going to start lobbing missiles into your town square and then you’ll have a real population problem because lots of people are going to die and all the good will that’s been generated between humans and Tartatians here on Temura is going to be shot to hell,” I warned him.

“That would be most unfortunate,” said the doctor very softly.

“But it doesn’t have to be that way,” I said. “Your experiment has worked spectacularly in many ways so it shouldn’t be that hard to sell the idea to people to come here voluntarily. Life on Earth is getting harder and harder to sustain and tons of people would like to get out but they can’t afford the passage the one of the colonies. That’s one of the main reasons I joined the military because I knew they would station me on a planet somewhere and I’d have room and board wherever I was sent. I think that lots of human women would jump at the chance to come here and settle down in Tartatian society if you presented the case well and paid for their transport. And honestly I think some men would come too and volunteer for the gender change. And if people are coming willingly there’s no need for abducting anyone anymore and the tension is alleviated.”

“You really think that human women would come here voluntarily and be mated with Tartatian men?” asked the doctor.

“Baby, you’re a race of polite men with huge cocks. I don’t think mating will be any problem.”


CHAPTER 19:

That night I gave him a fantastic massage and sucked his dick for a while and suggested that he might enjoy fucking me in the ass, which he did, but he didn’t give me any idea of what he was thinking about my proposal. I had gone way out on a limb so I didn’t think that pressing the issue was a good idea. The last thing I wanted was for him to think of me as a nag or more trouble than I was worth, especially since he could still kick me out since I hadn’t gotten pregnant yet.

Several days actually went by and I was beginning to think that Petro had just blown me off and didn’t want to make a big deal of it when he shocked me by sitting me down and telling me that he had discussed my plan with members of the High Council who agreed that it was a good idea. You could have knocked me over with a feather.

“You didn’t tell them it was my idea did you?” I said nervously. “I mean, if you agreed with me you could have presented it as your own idea.”

“Yes I did tell them because you’ve caused me to do a lot of thinking about things aside from this proposal. You’re absolutely right that we’ve created a closed loop that unfairly and unnecessarily keeps women down for the sake of tradition. We value science above virtually all else but we’re not taking a logical or scientific approach to fixed gender roles. We have lost out on many generations of potentially great female scientists and teachers and doctors and leaders in many other fields. Tartatian men never questioned it because it benefited them, and Tartatian women were trained not to question things at all. It took an outsider to open my eyes, and for that I thank you, and someday I believe the Tartatian people will thank you as well,” said the doctor.

“So you don’t hate me and you’re not sorry that you chose me for a mate?” I asked.

“No, I couldn’t be more delighted with my choice of a...partner,” Petro replied.

“And the High Council doesn’t hate me for being an uppity human bitch who’s rocking the boat?”

“Quite the opposite. They want to put you in charge of the recruitment program. They feel that you would have the unique skills required in communicating effectively with your people while still keeping Tartatian interests at heart,” explained the doctor.

“Holy crap! I knew there was a reason I liked you so much aside from your huge dick,” I joked. “You’re a pretty special man.”

“And you’re a pretty special woman,” he said with a gentle smile.

“And we’ll have really special babies I promise you.”

“Well, there’s time for that. You have a rather important job to focus on at the moment.”

I’d never been very political. Politicians always seemed to be more interested in getting rich or being interviewed all the time than they did solving real problems that might help people. That’s how the Earth got into such bad shape in the first place. And I’d certainly never been what you’d call a feminist. In my world women were supposed to be equal and if that wasn’t always true I didn’t usually stop to think about it much.

Finding myself not only a woman but a woman in a very different culture was quite a shock and I suppose a wake up call for me in a way. In the sack I rather enjoyed the idea of being the “weaker sex” and letting a man take charge but I couldn’t see any reason why that should carry over outside of the bedroom. I didn’t particularly want to be an activist, I was primarily trying to stop the Tartatians from kidnapping any more of my buddies, but if I could help Tartatian women gain some equality in the process so much the better.

I was given an office in the same building where I had been kept a prisoner, which seemed pretty ironic, and I even had a staff. Arian was too lovesick and happily being a homemaker to have any interest in joining me but Petola came to work with me and we had full cooperation from the High Counsel.

Arian was helpful to the project because she was such an enthusiastic proponent of living the life of a Tartation mate. I filmed a testimonial of her and several other “converts” extolling the virtues of coming to live on Temura and managed to put together a pretty slick little promo package that I was rather proud of, especially considering the fact that I didn’t have any experience in that area at all.

I’ll admit that I kind of skated around some of the more potentially troubling aspects of Tartatian tradition but since these new colonists would be coming here as volunteers instead of prisoners they could always walk away if they weren’t happy with the arrangement and at least they would have escaped a dying planet. Plus I sincerely hoped that additional reforms would take place even if it was a gradual process that would take some time to really take root.

Even though I was really busy I made sure that Petro never suffered for it. Fortunately we had servants to do most of the work but I always made sure to serve his meals properly and he never found my enthusiasm flagging in bed. I guess I was trying to prove that a Tartatian woman could have a career and still be a good mate but I was also genuinely falling in love with the man and taking care of him was a joy and not just an obligation.

As part of the new program I headed up a delegation that presented a formal apology to the people of New San Diego and a promise not to abduct any more citizens in the future. I, and several other former soldiers, gave testimony that we were completely happy in our new lives despite the fact that we had been taken against our will and encouraged humans and Tartatians to visit each other’s colonies more often in an effort to bridge the cultural gaps between our people.

Apparently my efforts at diplomacy were a success because I was offered a seat on the High Council, the first woman and the first non-Tartation to ever have that honor. I was basically the goodwill ambassador for the Tartatian colony on Temura and worked to resolve any conflicts that arose between humans and Tartatians.

There was one Tartation custom that I was in no hurry to get rid of. I didn’t really mind the tradition of a man offering his woman to his guests as a sign of hospitality. I knew that Petro had been without a mate for a long time and felt kind of guilty about all the sex he had received without being able to return the favor so I was more than happy to repay that debt. And those big Tartatian cocks were always a treat no matter what hole they were in.

Tartatian men weren’t terribly romantic or even very considerate around women sometimes but that was okay too. I loved my man and didn’t need sweet talk from some random guy who was just sport fucking me anyway. In public I was the face of Tartatian feminism but in private I still enjoyed being bent over and having my hair pulled while getting nailed from behind. But I suppose that was kind of a political thing in its own way.

I didn’t want Tartatian men to be intimidated by women taking on roles that had never been traditionally open to women. The fact that I could be a member of the High Council but still fuck like a horny slut would hopefully show Tartatian men that nobody was coming to challenge their masculinity in the bedroom.

And then one day my career goals changed focus when I discovered that I was going to have a baby.


CHAPTER 20:

Arian, not surprisingly, had been the first of my old squad to get pregnant. She had been pretty baby crazy ever since we had undergone that simulated pregnancy back in the lab, and now she was the proud mother of a fine healthy half-human, half-Tartatian boy. Petola had been next to give birth so it seemed like I had kind of been dragging my feet in the race to get knocked up. It wasn’t as if Petro and I hadn’t been trying but luck hadn’t been with us.

Then finally it just happened and I was astonished at how amazingly happy it made me feel. I knew that it was going to take me away from the important diplomatic work that I was doing, and I knew that it was going to be physically demanding and uncomfortable at times but none of that seemed to mattered. I was going to bring a new life into the world. A very different world than the one I had been born in but hopefully one where we were moving towards a brighter and more progressive future.

Like the soldier I had been trained to be I prepared for my new assignment diligently, which turned out not to be too hard because I seemed to be just about as baby crazy as Arian. And thinking of my days in the military it seemed kind of ironic to me now that my last mission had been a complete failure, resulting in us not only not rescuing anyone but in getting captured ourselves, and yet because of that I had found love and joy and happiness beyond measure. In fact my last mission was only my last mission as a man and I was just beginning my new mission as a woman. The greatest mission one could possibly have.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I play a lot of computer games in between writing and I was playing a game that involved space marines going on missions to rescue important prisoners who had been captured by aliens and of course in the game if you fail your troops end up dead. That made me think about the prisoners and what the aliens might be doing to them and having the filthiest mind of anyone I know I naturally started picturing all kinds of lurid sexual experiments and suddenly a book was formulating in my brain.
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I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!
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