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      I sat in the back corner of the pub, waiting quietly for the perfect patient. I gently nurtured a couple glasses of the quaint pub’s best rum as hours passed.

      A couple men came in who could have suited the role. A couple of men came in, sat at the end of the bar and watched a group of young women. Too shy to actually engage the ladies in conversation, the two men left, and I continued to wait.

      Another drink.

      It was getting late. There was only an hour or so before the pub closed. The group of young women left, along with the majority of the bar regulars, leaving only the drunks sitting at the bar and one particularly beautiful woman, sitting alone at a small table.

      The woman had long, dark hair and a full face of makeup. She had been at the bar nearly as long as I had. She looked sad—hurt inside, as if just broken up with a past love. The memories of her home hurt her too deeply to go back that night, so she kept warm in the dark pub until she couldn’t any longer.

      Then, just as the bar was doing its final call, a man walked into the pub. He was short, handsome and a few drinks deep. He had a big, charming smile on his face. His arms were thick and muscular and his chest was stacked, but that could be fixed. He had the perfect facial features and the right eyes—Exactly what I was looking for.

      The man scanned the room and noticed the pretty young woman sitting alone. Casually, he walked over to the bar and ordered a drink. The man reeked of testosterone. He was the kind of fellow that kept a journal of all the women he slept with, and tried his best to fill it up. Hell, I got the feeling that he’d just come from fucking one woman, and wanted to get a second in before the night was through.

      After a moment of casual chatting with the bartender, he moseyed over to the lonesome beauty. He smiled gracefully and asked if he could sit down. His infectious smile spread quickly, and the young woman perked up. The two young people shook hands and began a conversation. Like a true player, the man complimented the woman consistently. I could see the woman’s face turn bright red from across the entire bar. She began to run her fingertip along the edge of her empty glass—a nervous mannerism. In her head, she had already decided that she was going home with the man.

      As the house lights came up and the servers began to clean the tables, the young couple stood up and left together. Casually, I followed. I hopped into my car and watched from a distance as the two began to make-out on the street corner, awaiting their cab.

      The man was perfect for the operation.

      The two entered the cab and I followed from a safe distance. The cab dropped the two off in front of the man’s house. Carefully, with my headlights turned off, I pulled up a few houses down. The couple was practically already having sex on the lawn before they got into the house.

      The man had his hands up the young woman’s shirt, fondling her supple breasts. Likewise, the woman had already planted her hand firmly on his cock as they pushed their way through the front door.

      Quietly, I got out of my car and snuck around the side of the house. Thankfully, the house was a bungalow and I could see through every window.

      First, I passed the kitchen, which was dark and empty. I continued my way around the modest house, finding myself at the living room window, which was also empty.

      The night was dark, and the streets were quiet. It was that forgotten hour, after the night owls have checked out for the night, and the early risers hadn’t gotten up yet.

      Finally, I found myself at the bedroom window. I pulled myself up and peered in.

      The muscular man had already gotten the beautiful woman down to her panties. She was biting her lip as she leaned forward and began to pull down the man’s boxer shorts. Gently, she moved the waistband of the underwear down the length of the man’s cock and finally, it sprung out with excited force as the undergarment cleared his crotch. The woman gasped at its magnificent size.

      The man, smiling, took the woman by her head and guided her mouth down onto his cock. She managed to stretch her lips wide to accommodate for the gargantuan member.

      I continued to watch my newfound subject. His grip on the sexy lady’s head tightened and his muscles flexed. Thick veins ran up the length of her arms and up his neck. He closed his eyes and smiled, enjoying the young woman, who’s name he’d forgotten’s wet mouth.

      “Fuck,” I could see his lips say. “Just like that.”

      The woman’s head pulled up and down in long, sharp motions. Drool ran down the sides of her face as her tongue stroked the base of the hunk’s thick shaft. Reaching around her back, the man made quick work of her bra, letting it fall down onto the bed. Her big, perfect tits fell out freely before being consumed by the man’s big, thick hands.

      The woman sat up and smiled, her mouth covered in slobber. My subject reached forward and grabbed the beauty, throwing her over onto his bed playfully. He rolled over top of her and looked her in the eyes. Then, guiding with his hand, he began to shove his massive cock in deep.

      Her mouth opened wide and she let out a sharp gasp as the magnificent girth stretched out her pussy.

      “Shit,” I could see her lips say.

      The muscular man began to thrust his enormous slick cock into the woman. Her tits giggled and bounced after every sharp revolution. She was immobilized—Completely surrendered to his manly dominance. His ripped chest flexed tightly as he planted his hands into the soft mattress. His movements were consistently powerful and progressively quick.

      With what little control she had over her body, the young girl reached around and planted her hands onto the man’s muscular butt and began to help push the strong man into her. She was in a state of bliss—Pure euphoria. Warm fluid began to trickle out the sides of her slit and down her butt. With his strong fingers, the man began to rub her clit.

      “Fuck!” I could hear the woman yell faintly through the glass barricade.

      She was close to cumming, and so was he. His muscles tensed up even more and his veins began to bulge and throb aggressively. After every powerful thrust, he pulled out completely, exposing the bulbous tip of his massive cock briefly before slamming himself back in.

      More and more warm fluid poured out of the hot young girl’s pussy.

      “On my tits,” I could see the girl say as the man approached his finale.

      Finally, the man pulled out and grabbed his ready-to-explode cock in his hand. He shimmied forward quickly and cum began to launch out of his dick. His mouth opened and screamed out loud as the young pretty girl held her boobs together to catch every warm ounce of the hot substance.

      After the final bout of cum dribbled out the man’s cock, he rolled over and passed out, both from being drunk and from the energy consuming fuck.

      After a moment of catching her breath, the woman got up to use the shower. Now was the perfect time to make my move.
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      “Wh—Where am I?” the man asked as he began to drift into wakefulness.

      I wasn’t finished the operation yet. The alcohol must have been competing with the anaesthetic.

      “Go back to sleep,” I said as I walked over to his I.V. and inserted another shot of the sleeping drug into his system.

      “Who are you?” the man asked, just before falling back asleep.

      I had already removed the penis and administered the hormones into his system. I still had to implant the breasts, and transfer over the vagina from my cadaver.

      After I lost my medical license, I set up my own operating room in my late-parents’ old farmhouse. My reason for the experiment was simple: improve the currently practiced sex reassignment surgery and become accepted back into the medical community. This was my third attempt.

      I needed an alpha-male type, teeming with testosterone, so that I could prove the power of my new hormone therapy, which literally altered the genetic structure of the DNA to be female. Of course, for it to work, I still needed to implant the proper organs, but once I was complete, the subject would be female, unlike previous sex reassignment procedures, which made the subject transgender. After this operation, this man would be able to have children if he wanted to.

      I checked on my cameras, ensuring that they were recording. After all, what’s the use of conducting experiments without documenting them?

      “Okay,” I said to the camera, “I will now be fusing the newly implanted genitals in place. I’ve connected the new urethra to the old, and all the veins and nerves should be beginning to fuse themselves together thanks to the hormones and proteins I injected earlier.”

      Carefully, I ran the fusion gun along the edge of the incision, closing it up without even a hint of a scar.

      “I am now testing to see that the nervous system has connected,” I said, running my finger gently up the length of the new woman’s vaginal lips. I tickled her clit with my fingertip.

      Her legs gently buckled in pleasure.

      “Okay, everything if functional. Now, I will begin facial reconstruction.”

      It was noon the next day by the time I’d finished. I quickly cleaned up and transferred the new woman onto a guest bed in my house. She was quite beautiful; my best work yet. I ran my fingers through her newly implanted long, golden hair.

      “Oh, almost forgot,” I said to myself.

      I went back into the farmhouse to retrieve the final shot: a drug that targets the frontal lobe, essentially erasing her sensory memories. The only thing she would remember when she woke up was the English language and how to walk.

      Tired, with a few hours before the woman would wake up, I went to sleep. When I woke up, the real experiment would begin.

      ~

      “Wake up,” I said gently.

      The woman began to slowly open her eyes.

      “Are you okay?” I asked, making myself sound concerned.

      “What? Where am I? Who are you?” she asked.

      “I’m Dr. Fischer. I found you passed out in the road last night. Were you hit by a car?”

      “What? I don’t know.”

      “Do you remember the date?” I asked.

      The new woman stared at me.

      “No,” she said.

      “The year?”

      Again, she tried to think about it.

      “No,” she replied.

      “What’s your name?” I asked.

      She squinted, trying desperately to remember.

      “I don’t know.”

      “You must have suffered a pretty bad concussion,” I lied.

      “How did I get here?” she asked.

      “I have no idea. Like I said, I found you on the road. Try standing up.”

      Slowly, the woman pulled herself up to her feet. She stumbled a bit, dizzy, and then managed to take a few steps.

      “Your muscular system all seems to be working fine. Go look in the mirror,” I advised.

      “The mirror?”

      “Yes, please.”

      The woman carefully walked over to the large bedroom mirror. She looked at herself for a moment.

      “What should I see?” she asked.

      I smiled. The operation was a complete success. She had no memories of being a man.

      “Can you remember anything? Childhood memories? Who your mother is? Where you live?”

      “N—No. I can’t remember any of that stuff.”

      I walked over to the nightstand where I had planted a fake wallet full of content I had from another girl, whom I’d modelled my patient after.

      “Here’s you wallet,” I said.

      She took it from me and opened it up, pulling out a fake student ID with her picture on it.

      “Georgia,” she said aloud. “My name is Georgia.”

      “Is that bringing back any memories?” I asked.

      “Um, no. Not yet.”

      “What’s two plus two?”

      “Four,” she replied.

      “Okay, good. Your cerebral cortex seems to be unaffected.”

      “Huh?” she asked.

      “Just doctor talk, I’m sorry,” I said. “We should get you to the police so that they can find out where you live.”

      “Shouldn’t I go to the hospital?”

      “No use. They’ll just tell you that you have a bad concussion. Nothing they can do that I can’t.”

      “Oh.”

      “Come on, let’s go to the police station.”

      I took the girl to the police, knowing that they would tell her they don’t have her name on their files. I was careful to leave any government IDs out of the wallet that the police would have been able to verify as fake.

      I drove Georgia back to my farm, out in the country. Filled with fear, she cried the whole way.

      “It’ll be okay. We’ll figure it all out,” I said.

      “I just don’t understand how I got out here. Who am I?”

      “You’ll figure it all out,” I said. “I’ll make some coffee and you can try to relax.”

      We entered my house and Georgia went to sit down in my living room. She stared out the window into the fields.

      In the kitchen, I began to brew the coffee. I stared into the living room at Georgia. She was quite beautiful. I couldn’t help but to feel extremely proud of my accomplishment. This was my key back into the scientific community.

      Georgia crossed her legs on the couch and wrapped a warm blanket around her body. I continued to stare at her as I awaited the coffee.

      “Would you like cream or sugar?”

      She looked over at me.

      “I don’t know,” she replied.

      I walked over to her with the coffees.

      “Try that,” I said.

      The beautiful new woman took a sip.

      “Is it okay?” I asked.

      “It’s good. Thank you.”

      She smiled at me—the first smile I’d seen her make as a woman.

      “You know—You’ve been extremely nice to me this whole time.”

      I returned her smile.

      “It’s the least I could do.”

      She placed her hand down on my thigh, and then looked down.

      “You really didn’t have to do anything you did. It really means a lot to me.”

      “Really—Don’t worry about it.”

      “Do you really think I’ll remember everything?”

      “I’m sure of it. It was a bad concussion. It could take as long as a year,” I said. “But you’re welcome to stay here until it comes back.”

      “Thank you so much.”

      I stood up and walked towards the door.

      “I need to go get some work done. Make yourself comfortable.”

      She smiled at me as I left to go to the barn, where I carefully documented everything that happened between the surgery and that night.

      Strangely, I couldn’t get Georgia out of my mind.

      “The subject seems to have taken to the hormones perfectly,” I said into my camera. “Her memory also seems to be completely cleared, and I can start building her up with a clean slate.”

      When I came back into the house, Georgia was asleep on the living couch, next to the fireplace. I walked over to her and placed a blanket over her body. In her sleep, she let out an adorable little whimper.

      God, she was beautiful.
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      “How did you sleep?” I asked, coming down the stairs.

      Georgia was in the kitchen, trying to figure out how to use the coffee maker.

      “Great, thank you,” she replied. “I wanted to have coffee waiting for you, but I have no idea how to use this thing.”

      “That’s alright, I can do it,” I smiled.

      I walked up to the machine and began to properly set it up. She watched me as I did so.

      “Do you have a family?” she asked.

      I looked at her.

      “No. I was an only child, and my parents passed many years ago.”

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “That’s okay.”

      “No wife? Kids?”

      “I had a wife, but she died when we were still in college.”

      “I’m so sorry to hear that.”

      “It’s okay. I’ve moved on.”

      She smiled at me.

      “Don’t you get—Lonely?”

      I looked over at her.

      “I guess it can be a bit lonely.”

      She stepped over really close to me and placed her soft hand on my lower back. I never thought about it, but with the enormous amounts of new hormones flowing through her body, she was bound to be feeling extremely sexual.

      Nervous, I smiled.

      “You haven’t dated since your wife died?” she asked.

      “Nope.”

      She began to slide her hand down and across to my hips. She took another step in closer.

      “I never did… Repay you for what you did for me.”

      “Oh, it was nothing. No need to repay me,” I said, nervously.

      She smiled, and then began to sink down to her knees, behind me. She reached her hands around my waist and began to fiddle with my belt, undoing it. I stood completely frozen.

      She pulled away my belt and unzipped my fly. Gently, she began to pull my pants down past my knees, along with my boxers.

      “G—Georgia. I don’t think this is a, um, great idea.”

      “Shh,” she whispered as she gently took my cock in her hand.

      My heart began to beat quickly. I remained frozen-solid and she began to stroke my rapidly throbbing dick. It had been decades since I’d had sex.

      “I—I think we should wait,” I said.

      She ignored me and continued. For the full transformation to take effect in all of her body, I needed to initially triple the amount of hormones in her body. She couldn’t help it—She wasn’t in control of herself; the hormones were.

      Using her free hand, she began to apply pressure on my side, guiding me around to face her. I took a deep breath. My cock was beginning to grow and harden with every stroke of her hand. Georgia gently began to guide my shaft towards her warm wet mouth. She opened her lips and my long hard cock slid across her tongue towards the back of her throat.

      I took another deep breath as I closed my eyes. My heart continued to race and pound hard against my chest. She carefully ran the tip of her tongue along the underside of my penis, all the way from the bulbous tip to my ball sack. I was fully erect, fully inside of her.

      I placed my hands down into her soft hair and I squeezed her scalp gently, pulling her in tight. My body was beginning to feel light and elated. I was starting to relax.

      She started to push and pull her head up and down the length of my slobber-covered cock as I sank deeper and deeper into my state of euphoria. Her hair was so soft between my fingers.

      Suddenly, it occurred to me what I was doing—I was getting a blowjob from a man. I pushed her head off of my dick and looked down at her.

      “Georgia—I don’t think I can do this,” I said.

      “I need to have you,” she said. “I need you inside of me.”

      “I just don’t think we should…”

      She stood up and stepped close into me. She placed her finger on my lips.

      “Shh,” she whispered into my ear as she shimmied down her pants with her free hand.

      “I—I just don’t…” I began to say.

      Suddenly, I felt a warm, wet sensation on my cock. Georgia had pushed her pants down to her ankles and lined her damp pussy up with my dick. Looking deep into my eyes, she sunk down onto my dripping wet cock. I couldn’t speak—I was at a loss for words.

      She took a deep breath in, shocked by the sudden impulse of pleasure that coursed through her body. All of my worries suddenly fled my mind. I was no longer worried about the fact I was about to fuck my patient. I was no longer worried about the fact I was about to fuck a man.

      Slowly, I started to thrust my cock into her. She bit her lip as she wrapped her arms around my body. There we stood, in the middle of the kitchen, fucking. Georgia’s warm, tight new pussy felt so good against my dick. Her tight vaginal walls gently massaged my veiny cock as her fingers dug into my back.

      “Fuck,” she whimpered.

      I placed my hands on her hips and spun us around, keeping my penis deep inside of her slit. I pushed her hard up against the refrigerator, making everything inside of it shake. I began to shove my body aggressively into her, shaking the giant, heavy appliance. She opened her soft mouth and began to moan.

      I squeezed her hard, holding her against the fridge. The muscles in my arms flexed hard and my veins bulged. I could feel her warm pussy quivering against every inch of my rock solid cock. A bout of warm juice began to trickle out of her, down my shaft and then down my legs.

      She was approaching her first ever climax as a woman. She reached up with one of her hands and grabbed onto the hair on the side of my head. She bit her lip and stared me in the eyes.

      “Harder,” she said. “Fuck me harder.”

      I spread my stance and began to push harder and faster.

      Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! Shlop!

      Warm juice started to squirt out of her all over our legs and the floor. She corked her head back and screamed out loud. Sweat was rolling down my forehead. I couldn’t hold back much longer, as my dick began to swell inside of her tight slit, filling up with a giant load of cum.

      She squeezed my hair harder. I reached up and placed my hand around her throat and squeezed, trying to hold back my cum. She clenched her vaginal muscled against my shaft and then I exploded. Hot cum began to burst out of me, inside of her tight pussy. She continued screaming out loud as I finished my final powerful thrust into her.

      We stood for a moment, catching our breath, before I stumbled back, letting my dripping wet dick slide out of her. My huge load of cum fell out of her onto the floor. She kept her eyes closed, with a giant smile on her face, satisfied.

      After a moment of catching my breath, I looked down. My legs were covered in her warm pussy juice and my pants around my ankles were all wet.

      “I—I have to go take a shower,” I said, turning around and walking back towards the stairs up to my room.

      I showered up, changed, and then headed to my barn to document what had happened. When I walked through the door, I noticed Georgia standing at my desk, looking through my things.

      “What are you doing in here?” I asked.

      She spun around, with her old ID in hand.

      “Who is this?” she asked, referring to her old, male self.

      “That’s no one.”

      “No one? It’s obviously someone,” she said.

      “It was left here by an old patient. It’s been sitting there for ages.”

      “He looks familiar. Who is he?”

      “Georgia…”

      “Just tell me.”

      I looked at her in the eyes.

      “It—It was just a guy. He had pneumonia.”

      “So why didn’t he go to the hospital? What do you even do here?”

      Georgia was catching on and I wasn’t good on my toes. I didn’t know what to say, so I remained silent.

      She looked over at the camera I had set up.

      “What’s that?”

      I looked at it. “It’s a camera.”

      “Why is it there?”

      “To document.”

      “Document what?”

      I tried to come up with a lie.

      “Can I watch the footage?” she asked.

      “No. Absolutely not.”

      “What are you hiding from me, Dr. Fischer?”

      I stared at her for a moment. I was trapped. There was no longer any excuse I could make.

      “Georgia—You used to be—You used to be a man.”

      She stared at me, shocked and confused.

      “W—What? What do you mean?”

      “You used to be a man. I turned you into a woman.”

      “Why? How?”

      “You see that ID? That was you.”

      She looked down at the ID.

      “Oh my God,” she said under her breath.

      “It’s okay, though. I will just erase your memory again, and you can live out your life as a woman. Just take a seat on that bed.”

      “No,” she said.

      “Georgia, please. You don’t want to live knowing this.”

      “No,” she said again.

      I stared at her, confused.

      “Georgia! I demand that you sit down so we can get along with this,” I said sternly.

      Tears began to form in Georgia’s eyes.

      “You’re a monster!” she cried.

      “No—I had to do it. You don’t understand. You are one of the greatest scientific achievements in the past century. You were a man, who was fully transformed into a woman, down to the exact cell!”

      “I don’t care! You’re still a sick, horrible monster.”

      “Georgia…”

      “Why did you do it? Just so you could sleep with me?”

      “No, no. It was for science—Really.”

      “Oh my God.”

      “What?” I asked.

      Georgia reached into her pocket and pulled out her student ID.

      “This—This is your wife.”

      I tried to speak but couldn’t. I was caught.

      “You used some fucked up sex change operation to recreate your wife.”

      “I—I…” I tried to speak.

      “I hope that you die sad and alone,” Georgia said right before she turned and ran out of the barn.

      “Georgia!”

      I ran after her, but it was too late. I couldn’t stop her.

      Georgia had left me once again. I fell down into my desk chair. What was I going to do?

      That night, I found myself sitting in the dark corner of the bar, waiting for another perfect patient. With any luck, the next guy would make a perfect Georgia.

      THE END
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        MASSEUSE

        HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

        CHEER FOR THE TEAM

        SWAPPED BY A GENIE

        SHAMELESS SHEMALE

        GENDER SWAP ON TOP

      

      

      
        
        And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

        Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

      

      

      
        
        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE

          

        

      

    

    
      Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.
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        https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEWSLETTER

          

          KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
        JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

      

      

      Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

      I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

      
        
        CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

        Can’t open the link? Copy and paste this link into your browser:

        http://eepurl.com/O3CKz

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

          NIKKI CRESCENT

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Nikki]
        

      

      Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

      Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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