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    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    Judd sat in the uncomfortable Queen Anne chair and took note of the way the secretary watched him. 
 
    He grinned inside. He was ‘on the pill,’ which meant that he had been given a dose of ‘don’t get a boner’ medicine. Poor secretary, even if she jumped his bone, all she’d get would be a slug. A sleeping slug, unable to twitch or lurch, and especially unable to sink to the base in her pussy. 
 
    If anybody tried to fuck him now it would be like trying to fuck a rubber band. 
 
    Across the room the secretary took her attention off Judd and picked up the phone. 
 
    Judd looked around. He was in the waiting room for the Oval Office, looking forward to meeting the President of the United States. He was elbow to elbow with ambassadors, leaders of industry, and other movers and shakers. 
 
    Idly, he wondered if any of them had hard ons. 
 
    Not likely, they would be slave to their flesh. He wouldn’t, and that was a good thing. One couldn’t be thinking of their dick when they were representing the ladies of the world. 
 
    Not that he would tell the president who he was representing. The president would think he was fronting for a large block of private industry, and would have no idea that he was the front man for a secret organization of genetically superior women. 
 
    The secretary hung up, looked at her calendar, and then went back to sneaking glances at Judd. 
 
    Judd half closed his eyes. He was a handsome man. A little rugged looking, Charleton Heston-ish, and his body was well sculpted. Courtesy of Amazon, those ladies of the world, DNA technology. 
 
    He had been in good shape when they had convinced him to work for them, but now he was blossoming. Literally. 
 
    Suddenly his cell phone dinged. 
 
    And the secretaries phone dinged at the same time. She picked up her phone and listened. 
 
    Damn! Not now! Judd stared at the text message on his phone. 
 
      
 
    NOW! 
 
      
 
    He closed the phone and stood up, and at that moment the President’s secretary gave a professional smile and said, “The president will see you now.” 
 
    Judd slid the phone into his pocket and smiled. “Sorry. I’ve got to go.” 
 
    The secretary’s mouth opened as she watched Judd stride away. 
 
      
 
    Judd walked out of the White House, off the grounds, and stepped into a black limo that pulled up to the curb for him. 
 
    “About time,” Nyoka mocked him. “Take this.” She handed him a small pill and a small bottle of whiskey. Nyoka was his ‘handler,’ a very important Amazon, and amazingly beautiful. She had large breasts, lips to die for, and an insatiable sexual appetite. Insatiable sex was one of the side effects of having superior DNA. 
 
    Judd chuckled, popped the pill and swigged, smacked his lips at the thrill of raw whiskey, and asked, “Long term or short term? 
 
    “Short. You’re going to be getting a special pill after this. 
 
    He looked puzzled? What will it do?” 
 
    “Return you to normal.” 
 
    Judd’s eyes opened in surprise. He hadn’t been ‘normal’ for several years. that meant he would limp, or hard, as the whim took him. It returned some control to him, and the Amazons never did that. 
 
    “We have somewhat of an emergency, and you’re going undercover.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie, under the covers.” 
 
    “Don’t be a wise ass, and let me know when that pill takes effect. We don’t have much time, and I want to make the best use of you.” She was already unbuttoning her dress and getting ready. 
 
    Judd laughed. “So, what’s the skinny?” 
 
    Nyoka slid out of the dress. She wore panties and no bra. Women with superior DNA didn’t sag, and her points tilted at him as she swung around to face him. “Do you remember talk of other organizations of women? Like the Amazons?” 
 
    Now it was Judd’s turn to frown. He turned his mind to the Amazons, and what he had been told concerning their ‘enemies.’ 
 
    The Amazons were an ancient order of women. They made their home in an ancient Monastery in the Amazon jungle. (Judd’s adventures in the home of the Amazons have been detailed in the book ‘Monastery of Broken Men’.) Over the years they had evolved as a race and as individuals, they had made incredible scientific strivings. They were as near to physically perfect as a woman could be. Judd had been allowed to serve them, and though he was kept hard and dripping, he was also availed of their scientific breakthroughs. 
 
    But, they had enemies. There were several groups of women that vied with them, and there was open enmity between the Amazons and their foes. 
 
    “We’ve talked about other groups, specific orders of women, but you’ve never given me any real data. 
 
    Nyoka nodded. “Okay, you’ll get the full briefing on the plane, but I’ll give you the trimmed down version right now.” 
 
    “In fifteen minutes,” he grinned. 
 
    “In fifteen fucking minutes,” she agreed, and though her expression was somber, she glanced down at his crotch. “Get undressed.” Then, while she waited, she asked, “Have you ever heard of WITCH?” 
 
    Judd unbuckled his belt and lifted his hips so he could slide his pants off. “You mean witches? Gals on brooms, sic their midnight black pussies on you.” 
 
    Nyoka chuckled. “Good one. But, no. I mean WITCH, all caps. It stands for Women's International Terrorist Conspiracy from Hell.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “In the 1960s things were pretty wild,” she said. He hadn’t been wearing any underwear, no need when his cock was soft, and she started massaging his soft cock. It was soft, but she wanted to help it along and take advantage as soon as she could. She continued her story. “There were drugs, lots of drugs, including LSD and the beginning of various designer drugs. The people were revolting against the war in Viet Nam, the Black Panthers were declaring war against the white man, all sorts of things. And pivotal, in that mess, was feminism. Women started dressing down and burning their bras and demanding equal rights. The original WITCH movement was begun back then. There were several feminist groups which called themselves WITCH. Some of them said the word stood for ‘Women Inspired to Tell their Collective History.’ Some of them said it stood for ‘Women Interested in Toppling Consumer Holidays.” My favorite is ‘Women Inspired to Commit Herstory.’ And there were, are, other variations. 
 
    Judd listened, his shirt was off and he had kicked off his shoes, and her hand felt like heaven. His juices were starting to bubble, but his cock wasn’t stirring, yet. 
 
    “Many of the original WITCH women were dour and dumpy. But some of them realized that if they put on lipstick, wore bras and emphasized their breasts, they could get more out of men. Heck, they could manipulate those suckers and get whatever they wanted. 
 
    “There was one group in particular that followed this credo. They believed in total and ultimate feminism for the human race. Not equal rights, but the securing of what they believed was their true status on earth. They believed they were destined to become the supreme rulers of mankind.” 
 
    Judd had been listening. Trying to listen, her hands were driving him crazy. He was stirring now, his dick was turning into a chub, and she was able to stroke him more effectively. He groaned, just a small sound, and she bent and sucked on him. Her lips worked his flesh, felt him get harder and harder. The pill was working fast. Then she bobbed her head up and continued. 
 
    “One of the things they discovered, in their push for ownership of the world, was that there were women before them, equally dedicated to ruling the world. Us. The Amazons.  
 
    “This made them quite angry. Here they were, breaking free, and we were free before them. They took issue that we were a small and inclusive organization, and that we didn’t free all of womankind before.” 
 
    Judd’s cock was half up. Probably hard enough to sit on, with a little difficulty and attention to detail.  
 
    He was big, over 10 inches, and the head was large and purple. The first drops of pre-cum issued from his slit. Nyoka swirled her palm over the head. It wouldn’t be long before he was ready to go. 
 
    “How did you find out about them?” 
 
    “We actually asked some of them to join us. And they did. And they stole some of our discoveries and went on their own.” 
 
    “That must have pissed you off,” Judd murmured. 
 
    “Oh, there was talk of outright war.” 
 
    That was surprising, as the Amazons avoided war at all possible costs. 
 
    “We decided, in the end, to let them be. They might have some of our technology, but not all of it. And there was little chance they would be able to develop more. Except we were wrong. Fuck, come here.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for him to come to her, she crawled across the seat and kissed him. His erection stood up, 90% hard, which made it bigger than the average cock, by a lot. The Amazons hadn’t planned for him to be as large as he was, they had stopped giving him the medicine that would make him grow, but his natural DNA seemed to be raising its head. 
 
    Nyoka was a big girl, but he lifted her up and planted her on his cock. She sunk to the bottom of his shaft and gave a sigh of relief. That broke their kiss and she gasped, “God! I needed that!” 
 
    He smiled, he was used to the gargantuan sexual appetites the Amazons had. Their DNA was so perfect, and they wanted to reproduce, but that could not be allowed. There weren’t enough perfect men to allow for random couplings and sex. The result was that they were perpetually horny. 
 
    “Now, where was I?” 
 
    She rose and fell, turned this way and that. 
 
    Judd normally gave as good as he got, but he wanted to hear the rest of Nyoka’s briefing. He relaxed and held her relatively still. “Finish talking, then I’ll finish you.” 
 
    “Bastard,” she quipped, then: “Where was I?” 
 
    “You were talking about drugs and DNA and war with WITCH.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Well, WITCH had pretty much disappeared. A few of them were scattered about, but they were low key, not doing much, and then we heard a rumor. There is a town where they have taken a man and made him into a woman.” 
 
    Judd frowned, even as he grunted and drove his dick into Nyoka’s folds. He knew the Amazons could do that, take men and make them into women, but a man had to be VERY special before they ever considered changing him. 
 
    “Unh!” she grunted in pleasure. “Oh, yeah. Well, we looked into it, and we came across the situation. A man named Rick Boston was chosen by WITCH, and they gave him a song and dance, and somehow got him into their town. They changed him, or are changing him—I don’t know for sure, he seems to have fallen off the radar—into a woman. Oh, fuck. A little to the left. My tits need some.” 
 
    Judd wiggled to the side and his cock moved around inside her pussy. Then he flipped her over, put her on her back and drove into her, and grabbed her nipples with his hands. 
 
    “GAH! Oh, thank you!” 
 
    He backed off a little, “So what am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “We have one of their operatives. We worked with her, convinced her to side with us. It wasn’t hard once we convinced her what WITCH was really doing. She’s going to ‘select’ you. You’ll get married, infiltrate Stepforth Valley, and get the goods on WITCH.” 
 
    “You want me to be a bigamist?” 
 
    “Josie sends her regards, and blessings.” She grinned, mentioning his wife, and gave a twist of her hips. 
 
    “Oh, that felt good. What are you going to do when I get the goods?” He wasn’t really worried about his wife. Josie knew he was ‘community property’ when it came to the other Amazons, and she would really understand if he was on assignment. 
 
    “Fuck, forget all that. We’ll be at the plane in a half hour, and I want to be fucked so good I’m stupid for a week.” 
 
    “Welcome to retardation,” breathed Judd, and he began to pound into her.  
 
    Nyoka liked it rough some times, and this was one of those times. She held on as Judd lifted her whole body up and slammed it down, his weight driving on top of her. His big penis rammed far into her, and her nerves shrieked with pleasure. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed his balls. “Oh, you’re going to suffer for that,” she groaned. She began squeezing his balls, one after the other, hard. 
 
    Judd groaned with the intense mix of pain and pleasure. 
 
    Nyoka let go, grinned at him. “And don’t you ever slam me down like that again!” 
 
    Judd picked her up then, hugged her to him, held her ready for the big slam. 
 
    Nyoka squealed in anticipation, held on to him. 
 
    Judd actually lifted into the air, hit his head on the roof of the limo, and slammed down hard. He would broken any normal human, but Nyoka just gasped and gulped with the pleasure of it. 
 
    “Is that all you got? Big man?” She mocked him. 
 
    So he slammed her again and again. She was strong, but in this position she couldn’t fight back, even if she wished to. He literally rag dolled her, lifting and slamming, first to the right, then to the left, and the whole car swayed and bounced. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Now we’re…now…oh…oh…FUCK!” She came, shuddering violently, her hips in spasm and her pussy muscles gripping his cock with a death grip. 
 
    “That’s one,” he laughed. He withdrew, sat back next to her. He was breathing, but not that hard. His DNA was really shaping up. 
 
    “You’re getting better, lover,” she complimented him. 
 
    For answer he just placed a hand on her thigh and asked, “Are you ready for two?” 
 
    She looked at his cock. It was massive, purple, with white goo drooling from the top. She grinned. “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    She tried to get up and roll over on him, to take the female superior position, but she hadn’t recovered from round one. He managed to catch her, fit his cock into her, and slammed her down again.  
 
    “Oh, wow!” 
 
    He didn’t slam her now, they had had the violence. Now she needed a good, long screwing. He tilted and rotated his hips. He drove deep and actually stirred her depths with his cock. He could feel his head rubbing against her walls. 
 
    “Oh…oh,” she whispered, finding the pleasure mounting so fast it was hard to breath. “You’ve gotten better.” 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” He had a big grin on his face as he screwed her deep.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    They stepped out of the limo, Nyoka looking disheveled, her hair all over the place, her lipstick smeared, her dress crooked on her and a glaze of satisfaction in her eyes. 
 
    Judd merely grinned, took her hand, and hurried across the tarmac to the waiting plane. He didn’t worry about luggage or bags or anything, the Amazons would have taken care of all needs. He was now a priority, and his every need would be anticipated. 
 
    Judd’s position with the Amazon’s was an interesting one. They were thousands, and he was one. They were the rulers, and he was the slave. 
 
    But, as a slave, he would give his life for them. If any of the thousands of women that made up the Amazon organization were in trouble, he would sacrifice himself for them, without thought, without hesitation. 
 
    Or, if they needed their shoes shined, or their asses wiped, he would cheerfully give himself to that task. 
 
    The Amazons knowing this, they took extra special care of him. It was like a marriage of a thousand to one, and the thousand were absolutely devoted to their husband, whatever he wanted, he got. 
 
    He was a slave treated like a ruler, and the price he paid was that  his cock was always long and hard and dripping. 
 
    They approached the plane, a sleek jet with the steps down. The pilot, an especially good looking Amazon in professional attire with her hair up in a bun, looked at Nyoka and grinned and said, “Can you do me like that?” 
 
    Her name was Shiela and Judd especially liked fucking her. 
 
    Judd quipped, “Does a plane have autopilot?” 
 
    The pilot chuckled and stepped back as Judd helped Nyoka up the steps. Within a second they were seated, an Amazon was handing Judd a whiskey and Coke, his favorite drink, and the pilot was starting to taxi. 
 
    Nyoka sat with her eyes closed and leaned against Judd. 
 
    Across from Judd sat Janny, and that spoke volumes. 
 
    Janny was blonde, and beautiful, and big, and the Queen of the Amazons. That she would actually be out on assignment spoke volumes concerning the importance of the situation. 
 
    Janny looked up from a folder. Her face held a wry smile as she inspected him. It was obvious that Nyoka wasn’t the only horny Amazon. 
 
    Then she looked at Nyoka and laughed. “Let’s get your briefing done so we can have some fun. Is your dick up and…” she looked at Nyoka again. “Never mind, it’s pretty obvious. Now about WITCH.” 
 
    Judd gave her his full attention. 
 
    “To be honest, the briefing Nyoka gave you contained pretty much all that we know about WITCH. They have been off the radar for a long time. So what I’m going to tell you has to do with your stay in Stepforth Valley. 
 
    “You will be married to Lana. Lana, come say hi to your husband.” 
 
    Judd turned, and a short but well built girl walked up the aisle from the back of the plane. 
 
    “Good to meet you, Judd,” she offered her hand. 
 
    Judd took her hand. It was warm and strong. He smiled. “It feels so formal to be shaking hands.” 
 
    “You’ll have time enough to get better acquainted once you’re in The Valley.” 
 
    Lana was appraising him, checking him out, devouring with her eyes.  
 
    For his part, Judd was equally interested. Her body was slightly chunky, but looked strong and was voluptuous. Her face was round, great lips and skin, and her hair was in a semi-long bob. She was new to the Amazons, maybe wasn’t even an official Amazon yet, so he had never made love to her. Something he intended to remedy as soon as possible. 
 
    “Have a seat, Lana, Nyoka, find another seat.” 
 
    Nyoka roused herself, kissed Judd’s cheek, and went in search of a place to sleep. Judd had really done a job on her. Lana sat down.  
 
    “Okay, overview. You guys will probably be put into a small house in a housing tract. Lana has a job, and you will be offered one. It will involve a special project. Appear reticent, but interested. When they offer money you can let yourself hem and haw and accept. This is all my idea and projection. You can adjust and adapt once you’re on the ground, Judd.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    “They’re going to want to experiment with make up for a line designed for men, but the make up has DNA altering chemicals in it. 
 
    “You’re going to be going through some changes, these changes might include weight loss, even height loss, and you will become more feminine, but don’t worry. Anything they can do we can undo. Okay, Judd?” 
 
    “Not a prob,” he nodded agreeably enough. He was well aware of the Amazons’ control of chemicals. 
 
    “Nyoka will be your contact. Whenever you want to talk to her just take a walk in the woods behind your house. She’ll have help, and if it’s safe she’ll initiate. If it’s not safe, don’t worry. Just take another walk a little later.” 
 
    “So what am I trying to do in there?” asked Judd. 
 
    “Reconnoiter. Learn the town, learn everything you can about this company of theirs, The House of Chimera, and be aware for any sign of a WITCH. WITCHes are larger than normal people, and they do not like to be seen in public. So don’t worry if you don’t see one.” 
 
    “What is the plan once I’ve done some reconnoitering?” 
 
    “There will be other men there. We are going to bug some of the houses and get proof.” 
 
    “Proof of what?” 
 
    “Proof that they are altering the DNA of men against their will. This may be difficult because they seem to be pretty polished at manipulating men.” 
 
    “Men are so easy,” murmured Judd wryly. 
 
    Janny chuckled. “You should know.” She paused, then: “When we get enough proof we’re going to shut them down.” 
 
    “How?” asked Lana. “It’s a whole town. The company has hundreds of people working in four buildings.” 
 
    “We’re assembling in a valley 20 miles to the west.” 
 
    Judd actually felt a shiver. Assembling. An army. And he had seen the Amazon battle machine at work. For a moment he actually sorry for the inhabitants of Stepforth Valley, then he shrugged the feeling off. After all, these people, the WITCH and their cosmetics company, House of Chimera, had had a lot of time. They might not be the knock offs Judd anticipated. 
 
    “Okay, here’s your folders. Got your history, how you met, everything you need to pull off the marriage sham. Start studying. I’ve been up for 24 and I need a catnap. Judd, don’t go fucking till you’ve got it all memorized.” She got up and started to move away, then stopped and turned back to them. “And come wake me up first. Got it?” 
 
    “You’re first. Yes, ma’am,” Judd gave a mock salute. 
 
    Janny went down the aisle towards the back of the jet. 
 
    Judd opened his folder and glanced through it. 
 
    “Read once and double check each other?” asked Lana.  
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    For a long minute they went through the folders, getting a feel for the overall picture, trying to hold important occurrences in their minds. 
 
    “That’s not too bad,” murmured Judd, at last.  
 
    “We can get this down fast,” Lana agreed. 
 
    “We didn’t have a long courtship,” grinned Judd, “but then, I was pretty hot to get in your pants.” 
 
    Lana giggled. She hadn’t expected quick humor from the big man, and it was refreshing. She had been nervous, going against WITCH, but she was starting to relax. 
 
    Judd closed the folder and sat back, turned slightly and studied Lana. “So how long were you involved with this House of Chimera thing?” 
 
    “A couple of years. Christmas, two years ago.” 
 
    “And do the cosmetics really work as a drug delivery system?” 
 
    “You’ll find out first hand, but, yes. And they’re making improvements all the time. And the effects can be drastic. Within a couple of weeks you’re going to notice changes.” 
 
    Judd nodded. “Okay. Let’s start, what’s my mother’s name?” 
 
    “Georgina. What’s my birthday.” 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “Dates,” she grinned. “A girl’s best weapon.” 
 
    “It’s in May, but…” 
 
    “Flunk. Take a look and then you can ask me a question.” 
 
    Judd checked the date of birth, then asked, “I had a dog die just before we met, what kind was it?” 
 
    “Harley. A Labrador Retriever. Yellow. What kind of car do I drive?” 
 
    Back and forth they went, occasionally making a mistake, but getting more and more familiar with each other. Since they didn’t really know each other it was easier. No real history to ‘forget’ before remembering the fake history. 
 
    A half hour and they were done. Judd had finished his whiskey and Coke long ago, and he needed another one. He stood up and started to slide past Lana. She suddenly grabbed between his legs and felt him. 
 
    Judd grunted with surprise, it felt good, he turned his head and looked at her. 
 
    “Sorry, but I had to do that. The Amazons have been talking about you, and I had to see for myself. 
 
    “You’ll get more than a cheap feel once I get you across the threshold,” he growled playfully, which caused Lana to grin. 
 
    Judd went to the bar and poured himself a stiff one. He snorted a glop, then went in search of Janny. She was asleep, so Judd let her sleep. She was a busy girl, and she would need sleep badly. He would promise her a double dicking later. 
 
    He talked with a couple of the Amazons, there were a half dozen on the plane, but made excuses and headed for the cockpit. He had promised. 
 
    The door to the cockpit was open, and Shiela was alone. Judd slid in and slipped into the co-pilot’s seat. “How do the wings work on this thing?” 
 
    “It’s the foot pedals,” Shiela quipped. “I pedal and they flap. Want to try it?” 
 
    “Only if you sit on my lap while I pedal.” 
 
    “That can be arranged. Hold the plane steady.” 
 
    She got up and Judd reached for the controls. “Hey! I’ve never done this before!” 
 
    “First time for everything.” She shucked her pants, then her panties. She had a light smattering of hair at her junction, and her lips glistened. Both sets of lips, top and bottom. 
 
    Judd pushed the wheel forward a smidge, and he could feel the plane dip the very slightest bit.  
 
    “See? A natural.” 
 
    She closed the door and locked it. 
 
    Judd pulled back, and the plane tilted upwards. 
 
    “How do I do a loop the loop?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s easy. First you put your dick in here,” she climbed on him, careful not to kick any switches on the dash. 
 
    She slid down easily, she was really horny, and groaned loudly. “Fu-u-uck!” 
 
    “Can we turn the speaker system on?” 
 
    “It’s already on.” 
 
    Judd laughed. “Now, about this loop the loop?” 
 
    “Simple, you just move that big dick of yours around in my pussy and I’ll go all the way around the world.” 
 
    Judd looked over her shoulder at the coming sky, kept the plane level, and thrust his hips up. Lana hugged him and ground her hips down. She was tight, and he was big, and together they were like one. 
 
    “Let me do it,” she said. “You just fly the plane.” 
 
    So he sat here, catching glances of sky as she bounced up and down on him, corkscrewing down his length, and kissing him. 
 
    The plane shimmied every once in a while, his hand jerking on the wheel, but he kept it on a fairly straight line. 
 
    “You ever been in the mile high club?” she grunted, gasping, pounding on him. 
 
    “Huh! Yeah. Sort of. On my honeymoon my wife and I made love on top of a mountain that was more than a mile high.” 
 
    She stopped moving. “You’re married?” 
 
    “Josie.” 
 
    “Josie! I know her!” She giggled in delight and squirmed on him. 
 
    Judd felt close, his juices were steaming, but then his juices were always steaming. Because of the pill he couldn’t stop being erect and dripping, and he couldn’t cum. 
 
    “I’m getting there, lover. Just hold on.” She was fucking like a monkey now, little hops and bumps and shivered her pussy. 
 
    “Take your time. There’s no hurry.” 
 
    “You haven’t talked to any of the other girls, then. Ah…ah…yes…here it is! AHHHH!” 
 
    Her hips lurched and bumped and she was totally out of control for a long half minute. Then the spasms waned and she started to relax, to just hold on and go limp. 
 
    “Nice one,” said Judd. 
 
    She giggled into his neck. Then she said: “Unfortunately, fucking on top of a mountain doesn’t really count, and if you don’t cum it doesn’t count. So, sorry. You’re still a mile high virgin.” 
 
    “Coises! Foiled again.” 
 
    A minute later she was dressed and back in the pilot’s seat. “Go on, get out of here before you wreck my plane.” 
 
    Judd squeezed her shoulder, unlocked the door and returned to the cabin. 
 
    “You lousy fuck! You said you’d wake me up for firsties!” Janny was waiting for him. 
 
    “No, you said it, and you needed your beauty sleep.” 
 
    “I need beauty sleep? She mocked up outrage. 
 
    He touched her chin, turned her face and said, “Yes, looking a little shabby. Definitely needs some beauty sleep.” 
 
    She grabbed his crotch. then, and brought him to his knees. “Never talk back to a woman who holds your life in her hands,” she hissed happily. 
 
    “Sorry!” squeaked Judd. 
 
    Janny relaxed her grip, but kept a hold of him. He sighed in relief, then she lifted him to his feet. “Ack!” he yelped. 
 
    “Come on, big boy. Let’s find the cargo hold.” They passed Lana, who was staring, “Eyes front, sailor,” snapped Janny, and Lana quickly looked forward. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
      
 
    “So this is the lair of the villain.” Judd drove slowly as they came out of the mountains and the forests. 
 
    Stepforth Valley was a beautiful, elongated bowl. Surrounded by low peaks with a dusting of snow on them, it was green and lush. One of those places that trapped good weather the whole year long. 
 
    The town stretched out on one side of the valley, a picturesque post card type of place, neat streets and darling shops. On the left were meandering streets with houses, and on the far side of town they could make out the four buildings in a diamond pattern, that made up The House of Chimera. In that cluster of buildings was the WITCH. 
 
    “It is a beautiful place,” remarked Lana, almost wistfully. 
 
    “Just got to clear out the cockroaches.” 
 
    They came to a guard gate and were almost immediately waved through. The guard, a good looking redhead with thrusting breasts, knew Lana and smiled at her. 
 
    “Okay, here we go, rock and roll.” Then: “So how was it working here?” 
 
    “It was actually a dream job. The girls are all pretty and vivacious—“ 
 
    “And have big tits,” Judd injected. 
 
    Lana grinned, “—and have big tits. Working conditions are good. Everybody’s on board and there isn’t much cattiness.” 
 
    “Just another day in paradise.” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “So how’d you…what? Break free? Come on over to the Amazons?” 
 
    “I was visiting my parents and an Amazon approached me. Talked to me. Showed me certain things, documents and pictures, and it wasn’t long before I realized what was really happening here.” 
 
    “Nobody really knows what WITCH is doing?” 
 
    “Not anybody I’ve met. And in a place this small you get to meet everybody. Of course I never really talked with any of the people in the back building, where the owners live. Never even saw the owner. 
 
    “Apparently even the Amazons have never seen her. A real mystery person.” 
 
    “So how do these pills they give you work?” Lana turned and faced him. 
 
    “They originally gave me a pill that keeps me rock hard and dripping, but I never cum. When they want me to function in the real world, not be a sex crazed dildo for them, they give me a pill that makes me limp for a while. But the rock hard dripping state always returns.” 
 
    “So are you limp now?” 
 
    “Actually, this is a new one…they gave me a pill that returns me to normal. They didn’t want me either always hard or always limp, so for the next couple of months I’m Joe normal, limp most of the time, hard and horny when I see a beautiful woman, I can even squirt. though they told me not to. I’m sort of on a diet.” 
 
    “That must be nice.” 
 
    “Honestly, after the last couple of years, it’s sort of weird.” 
 
    “It’s weird to be normal?” 
 
    “Very.” He smiled at her. “I’m sort of committed to the Amazons. They take care of me and I do their bidding.” 
 
    “Which includes sex on demand.” 
 
    “Well, it is a tough job, but somebody…” he shrugged and chuckled. 
 
    They were driving through the town now, passing women walking, sitting at bistros and drinking coffee, Lana waved to a few of the girls they passed. 
 
    “It’s nice here, but there aren’t any men.” 
 
    “Chimera only hires women, single women. They say it stops us from being distracted.” 
 
    “Any Lesbianism?” 
 
    “A little. You can’t deprive a girl completely and not expect something like that to crop up.” 
 
    They left the town and drove along, curved road. The lawns were neatly manicured on the sides of them, and the Chimera complex opened up in front of them. 
 
    “I wish we’d had time to fuck,” muttered Judd. 
 
    “Are you that horny?” 
 
    “For you, always,” he grinned, “But there is always a visible connection between couples that have had sex. I think that’s why every Amazon has to shag me. They want to make sure I’m solidly connected. Here we are.” 
 
    He parked the car in a visitor’s place and they got out and looked at The House of Chimera. 
 
    It was a big, blocky thing, but covered with mirrors, and they could see the majestic forest reflected off the shiny walls. 
 
    “They do good work,” remarked Judd. He turned to Lana, suddenly caught her in his arms and hugged her. “Think about how good my big dick is going to feel going up your canal.” 
 
    His intention was strong and Lana actually blushed. 
 
    He laughed. “Hold on to that thought. It will make us look connected. Glance at my package every once in a while to remind yourself.” 
 
    “You are a fucking goat,” she responded. 
 
    “Greatest of all time. You’re right. Come on,” he took her hand and they sauntered up the curved walk to the big double doors. 
 
    The lobby was big. Stairs on the left circled up to a walkway that framed a huge window that looked out on the mountains and forest at the back of the valley. There was a waiting area, carpeted and holding comfy chairs and a monster fish tank. Ahead of them, across shiny, grey, marble tiles was a long curve of desk. A couple of security guards sat behind the desk. One of them was on the phone, but watching them. The other one, her nametag proclaimed ‘Sandy,’ stood up and greeted them. 
 
    “Lana! Wonderful to see you!” 
 
    “Hi, Sandy. We’re here to see Donna.” 
 
    “Excellent, Shelly just called her, and is this your new husband?” 
 
    “It is. This hunk is Judd.” 
 
    “And a hunk he is,” Sandy quipped, leaning forward to shake Judd’s hand, giving him an eyeful of an overfilled bra and globular flesh. 
 
    Lana giggled and motioned to her top buttons. 
 
    Sandy looked down, seemed abashed, and buttoned them. “Sorry. I’ve been getting bigger, and the buttons won’t stay buttoned.” 
 
    “Time for a new shirt.” 
 
    Click. Click. Click. 
 
    Judd turned to see one of the most voluptuous and dazzling women he had ever seen striding across the marble towards him. She wore a pencil dress and a tight blouse. She had a choker and her hair was in a French bun. Her lips were plump and moist and he immediately hungered for them. Which was weird, because when he was on the hard and dripping pill he hungered for everything, and now he realized that he had been missing out on the little things. He had taken lips for granted, and hers were a pair of lips that definitely shouldn’t  be taken for granted. 
 
    “Lana!” Donna hugged Judd’s ‘wife,’ then turned to Judd. “And you must be the mister.” 
 
    “This is Judd. This is Donna Brown. She’s pretty much in charge her.” 
 
    “Don’t believe her,” Donna took Judd’s hand, held it in lieu of shaking, and placed her other hand on top. Her hands were warm, friendly, and charged with sex. “I’m just one more dog pulling the cart.” 
 
    Judd gave a lop sided smile, “Ma’am, you sure aren’t a dog.” 
 
    Donna laughed, a polite chuckle that warmed the very tiles. “And a charmer, too.” 
 
    Lana actually looked a bit discomfited. She was the wife, and yet she felt forgotten in this intense exchange. 
 
    “Well, come along. Let’s go to my office and chat.” 
 
    Judd took Lana’s hand, squeezed it to reassure her, and they followed the statuesque Donna across the tiles, up the stairs, and over the walkway. In a long minute they were sitting down in comfortable chairs. The wall on one side showed the lush countryside. Donna was behind her shiny, wood desk, and everybody was smiling like old friends. 
 
    “First off, congrats, Lana. We’ll have to throw you some kind of shower, or bridal party, or something.” 
 
    “It was sudden,” Lana admitted. 
 
    “Love at first sight. I understand. Well, you’ll be glad to know your job is secure and waiting, and the girls can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    Then Donna sat back and regarded Judd. “That leaves you.” She pursed her lips in a smile. 
 
    “Oh, not to worry about me. I do financing off a computer in the morning, and exercise in the afternoon. In fact, I can’t tell you how perfect this valley is. I’m sure there are jogging paths and fire trails. I’ll be quite happy while Lana’s working.” 
 
    “Well, that is excellent, and I’m glad to hear that. But there is one little thing, if I could bring it up?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “House of Chimera is launching a male cosmetic line.” 
 
    Judd raised his eyebrows and tilted his head slightly. 
 
    “And we are desperately in need of male models to assess the quality of our products on.” 
 
    “Wow,” and then he went sideways on her. “I hope that doesn’t qualify me for insider trading. I checked out Chimera’s stock before we came here. Do you know what the profit potential is with a male cosmetic line? We’re talking billions, long term trillions. And I’m not speaking of long ‘long term.’” 
 
    Donna smiled, went with him, “Market analysts have been telling us that. “Then she retracked him, “But that brings us back to our problem.” 
 
    “Problem?” 
 
    Judd had done a perfect job of misunderstanding her, showing he was a one track mind, and therefore easily led. 
 
    “Simply, we need men to try our our cosmetic on.” 
 
    “Well, you can get…” he looked surprised. “Are you talking about me?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Heck, I wouldn’t know the first thing about modeling. I’m just sort of a soap and shampoo kind of guy.” 
 
    Donna gave him a great smile. “We’re only talking a couple of hours a day, a couple of days a week. We can do it when it is convenient for you. You’d simply come in, let us try out some make up on you, take some pictures, see what goes with what, that kind of thing.” 
 
    “Well, gosh. I’m not that good looking a fellow, and…” and he blathered on. And he was that good looking, Donna reassured him, and he did have perfect skin color of their tests, and it would really be helping out. 
 
    Finally, “Well, I guess. If you’re sure. But if I break any mirrors around here I’m not going to pay for them.” 
 
    Donna laughed. He had played hard, but she was good, and she felt the satisfaction of a job well done. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure you want to get to your new ‘temporary’ home.” Donna came out from behind her desk. She handed Judd a piece of paper. “Here’s the address and directions, and we’ll see you on Monday, ten o’clock,” she hugged him, “and we’ll see you, Lana, Monday at eight.” Then she hugged Lana. 
 
     
 
    Outside, they got into the car and Judd backed up and made his way out of the parking lot. 
 
    “That went okay,” he murmured. 
 
    “You were perfect. You should go to Hollywood.” 
 
    “The walk would do me good,” he laughed. “Now tell me again where you work.” 
 
    “I’m in the building we were just in. Since I’m on assignment with you, Donna’s my boss. I’ve got an office a few doors down from hers. BUT…normally I’m in the building on the left. I do basic admin, I’m in charge of six girls. We order raw chemicals, there’s a lab on the top floor of our building where we make the chemicals. You’ll be in the front building.” 
 
    “The one we were just in.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “All right. Well. Nothing to do until Monday except get settled in. 
 
    He found the small house that had been reserved for them on a small street not a hundred yards from the woods. Judd parked in the driveway and they stood for a moemtn and enjoyed the view. Then they strolled up the walk, opened the door to their new home and entered. 
 
    It was furnished. A basket of fruit and flowers on the kitchen table. A kitchen so small it wouldn’t have worked as a telephone booth. But the living room was okay, and so was the bedroom, and there was a small spare room which could be used for a computer room. 
 
    “Not bad. I’ve got some booze in the trunk. Feel like getting comfortable?” He leered at her, but in a joking manner that made her laugh. 
 
    “Are you going to ply me and ride me?” 
 
    “How’d you know that?” He trotted out the front door…and stopped. 
 
    “Hi.” Their neighbors were two beautiful women, and they were crossing the lawn. 
 
    “Hi back,” Judd grinned. “They didn’t tell me the welcoming committee was so beautiful. 
 
    “Flattery will get you everywhere, said one. She had long hair, the very beautiful Chimera make up, and a full set of breasts. She smiled freely at Judd. 
 
    The other woman smiled, but there was nothing there. The spark was gone. The joy was damped. She was beautiful, perfectly made up, red lips and her breasts were larger than the other woman’s, but…she was barely there. 
 
    “I’m Jamey. And this is Ricky.” 
 
    “I’m Judd and, oh, this is my wife, Donna.” 
 
    Donna came up and took his arm. “I know Jamey and Ricky. I used to work with Jamey.” 
 
    And Judd saw it, the sexual connection. For all her lifelessness, A sparked dance, so momentarily and quickly, in Ricky’s eyes. 
 
    Judd inspected the woman, then his wife, and then the woman, all while keeping up small talk, and then he got it: Rick Boston. The man made woman. And look what it had done to him. It had stolen the life right out of him. 
 
    “Would you like to come in for a drink?” Judd asked, when the small talk dwindled. 
 
    “No,” said Ricky, and it was the first solid statement he had made. 
 
    Jamey glanced at him, looked a little disappointed, but said, “No, we’ve got lots of things to do.” 
 
    “Maybe a house warming later today? Or tomorrow?” 
 
    Jamey again glanced at Ricky. “Maybe. Let’s talk later. Maybe we can come up with something.” 
 
    They traded waves and Judd and Lana returned to the house. 
 
    When Judd closed the door: “Wow. Somebody stepped on that puppy’s tale.” 
 
    Lana shook her head sadly. She hadn’t seen Ricky for months, and she was disheartened just by being in her presence. 
 
    Judd poured a couple of stiff shots. They stood, Judd by the kitchen and Lana by the table, and threw their drinks down. Ricky had had that much effect on them. Judd poured a couple more. 
 
    “He wasn’t always like that. He was on the program you’re going to be on, and seemed happy, real happy, laughing and joking all the time, then the accident happened.” 
 
    “He had a reaction to some chemical.” 
 
    She nodded in affirmation.  
 
    “And you had sex with him before…when he was still…” 
 
    She looked at Judd, estimated him. Then: “Yes. Then the accident, and his dick shrunk, and the life seems to have just gone out of him.” 
 
    “Yes, it would.” 
 
    “Is a dick that important to a man?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And it should be. It defines a man. Don’t mean to step on any feminist toes, but to have a dick is to be inundated with chemicals, the drug known as testosterone. People who think otherwise don’t understand how the body is wired.” 
 
    They drank slowly now, each lost in their own thoughts. Finally, Judd put down his glass and looked at Lana. “I’m going in the bedroom. If you want to find out how important a dick is…follow me. 
 
    Lana gulped her last and put her own glass down. 
 
    In the bedroom Judd watched Lana while he took off his clothes. He smiled when her eyes widened at the sight of his dick. 
 
    “You really think you can get whole thing into me? 
 
    “I’ll go slow.” 
 
    “Go slow, just half, and I don’t want you to put it in while it’s hard.” 
 
    Judd laughed. “You’re a virtual virgin.” 
 
    “I just want to live through it.” She couldn’t keep her eyes off the length of him. 
 
    He was naked first, and he laid on the bed, arms behind his head, and watched her unhook her bra, the way her breasts came loose. 
 
    “Beautiful. just beautiful.” 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the women.” 
 
    “Aren’t all women beautiful?” 
 
    She climbed up on the bed, knee walked outside his legs, came to his monster. She grabbed it, put the head in her mouth and tried to talk. 
 
    “Mmphmm!” 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the boys.” 
 
    “Heysos Xtristo on a bicycle with flat tires. Aren’t all cocks like yours.” 
 
    His mouth was slanted sideways, he was enjoying himself, and she squatted over him. 
 
    “If you don’t mind, I’ll take charge. It’ll stop you from getting too rambunctious.” 
 
    “If you insist,” then he reached up, grabbed her thighs, and flipped her over on her back. 
 
    She gasped at his strength, and was surprised to find herself in the female submissive position. “You don’t take directions very well, do you?” She was getting nervous. She could feel his big flopper banging against her thighs. 
 
    “Women have hurt themselves on me. I’ve done this before, you haven’t. Let me help.” 
 
    She didn’t have much choice, but he waited for her to give a terse nod. 
 
    Then he didn’t fuck her. He scootched down and began licking her. He licked and licked, his tongue rough and pulling up the valley between her labs. 
 
    “Ooh,” she moaned when he nibbled on her clitoris. 
 
    Finally, after a long time of licking and relaxing, he slid a finger into her. 
 
    “Oh!” I thought that was going to be…” 
 
    “Oh, no. We’re going to do this right and take our time.” 
 
    He licked her even as he rimmed her hole with his finger. He flicked her clit, used two fingers, and it was a full ten minutes before he rose up and positioned himself. 
 
    By now Lana was breathless, lust was moving her hips and making her groan. She knew it was big, but now she was juicy, and she truly wanted it. 
 
    “Just the head,” he whispered. “Then wait.” 
 
    Even as moist and ready as she was, it was a shock when his big head popped into her snatch. Her eyes went wide and her mouth made an O. 
 
    Judd stopped moving immediately. He balanced himself in the push up position and asked, “You ever play baseball?” 
 
    “What? Huh?” She could hardly speak. Her chest was tight and her mind was sort of blanked out with the immensity of him. 
 
    “Baseball. I used to love it. Kid dreams, I wanted to be the pitcher, 9th inning, two out, full count.” 
 
    “What…the …fuck…?” 
 
    She turned her head to the side and a bit of drool seeped out of the corner of her mouth. 
 
    “Baseball is a pastoral game. Big green meadow, kids running around all happy. And, of course, there is the dick, they each get to swing it, and when the ball is struck it is like an orgasm, and everybody cheers. And then you get to run around, waving your clasped fists in victory. Great game, baseball.” 
 
    At this point all Lana could do was lay there, trying to breath, trying to think, but his talk of baseball had relaxed her in some inscrutable manner. Slowly, a quarter inch at a time, he pushed an inch into her. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    And he stopped. “I remember one time I was rounding the bases, hit a good fly ball to right. Kid out there was a doofus, we always put the uncoordinated kids out in right field. So he was slow in getting the ball, threw it to first instead of second, and I slid in and took out the second baseman. Well, he blocked the base path, what was I supposed to do?Man, we got in a big fight. Coaches had to break us up. We were both crying and trying to get to each other. Funny thing, he ended up being my best friend. 
 
    He wiggled in another inch. 
 
    Lana gripped his forearms with a death grip, digging her nails into his flesh. A guttural moan erupted from her throat. It looked like she was trying to bring her legs up, assume some sort of upside down frog position, but she couldn’t. 
 
    “His name was Henry. Hank Bidwell. Fuckin’ guy became a cop. Pulled me over one time. I was on my bike, doing 120. I don’t even know why I stopped. But my jaw dropped when he stepped out of the car. He had a big shitting grin on his face and we pounded each other on the back, then he writes me a ticket for…get this…5 over. I wasn’t too upset. I’d been going 70 over, and that’s lock up time. And then the judge threw it out. We went out and celebrated after that. Got stinkin’ drunk and loved it.” 
 
    He pushed in an inch. Not a wiggle, or by quarters, just moved it in. 
 
    “You’re getting used to it now. I’ll start doing the old in and out next time, but you have to remember to relax. If you get rigid, if you resist, that’s when it hurts. Can you do that? Stay relaxed?” 
 
    All the talk, the time her cunt spent accommodating him, Lana was able to nod her heard and ask, “You do this to your wife?” 
 
    “All the time. And no foreplay. She’s all Amazon, and those babies are tough. You’ll be tough, too. I can tell. Once they start paying with your DNA and changing your body, sex is better, pain doesn’t hurt as much, and you’ll start asking me when I’m going to get big. 
 
    Lana just turned and hugged one of his arms and breathed. “Fucking God!” 
 
    Judd laughed. “Amazons believe God is a woman. So I guess I am fucking God, or getting fucked by God. After a while you just don’t know. Are you ready.” 
 
    “Yeah…yeah. I can do this.” 
 
    “Yes, you can. You’re a cut above, and here we go.” 
 
    Judd slid in smoothly. He didn’t move overly fast, just sort of drifted in, let her pussy gobble him up. Soon he was actually all the way to his balls. 
 
    “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    She was gulping manically. She nodded. Her eyes were closed. 
 
    He pulled out, the sides of his shaft pulling on her cunt lips, till only his head was inside. 
 
    He pushed in, gently but firmly. 
 
    Lana arched, and tried to move her hips up. 
 
    “It’s okay,” he crooned. “Want to hear a song?” 
 
    Lana would have laughed, if her pussy hadn’t been so stretched. “Sure,” she mumbled. Her eyes were still closed. 
 
      
 
    “Daisy, Daisy tell me you love me do. 
 
    I’m half crazy, 
 
    when I’m inside of you…” 
 
     
 
    Lana couldn’t help it. It wasn’t all that funny, but she needed the relief. She gave a snorty sort of a giggle, and Judd picked up the pace.  
 
    He drove in, it seemed like mile after mile of cock, and she found herself wiggling uncontrollably, holding on, and…sort of…praying. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” 
 
    He picked up speed, and now Lana was holding on for dear life. The world was going white and her pussy felt like somebody had exploded a pleasure bomb in it. 
 
    “Ah…ah…ah!” She chanted, the half word pulled out of her like teeth pulled out of a mouth. 
 
    He slammed her then. Not full force, she wasn’t Amazon, but full force for a human. 
 
    “GAHH!” It was deep, guttural scream, primordial in its essence, and she came. 
 
    She felt like white hot splinters were erupting from her hole. Deep, wave like surges lifted her hips and slammed them down. She rose up and grabbed Judd with both arms, hugged him as a hard as an Amazon. 
 
    For a long minute she shuddered and shivered. He could feel the orgasm working itself through her. Then she let go and collapsed back on the bed. She just lay there, didn’t say a word, just covered her eyes with one arm and tried to catch her breath. 
 
    Judd slowly pulled himself out of her. He was fully rigid now, and his length and girth were like the baseball bat he had been talking about. Quietly, he picked up his clothes, then went into the living room, closing the door behind him. It had been a long time since he had fucked any woman besides an Amazon, and he was sort of getting a charge out of it. 
 
    If he fucked an Amazon the way he had fucked Lana he would have been slapped and called pussy. He tied his shoes and stood up, then walked to the kitchen table. He poured another whiskey and sipped it. Over the tops of the houses across the street he could see the gleam of The House of Chimera. He frowned, and wondered what was happening in those buildings. 
 
    One thing was sure, he was going to have to help Ricky Boston. Guy needed a fucking break. And before he committed suicide.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
      
 
    “Have a beer.” Judd tossed Rick a bottle. 
 
    Rick caught it one handed, manlike, and stared at Judd. 
 
    Judd was treating him like a man. Not wine, but beer. Not Ricky, but Rick. And…it felt good. It felt like some deep, far away part of him was once again being recognized. 
 
    “Thanks.” Not ‘thank you,’ like a woman would say, but that clunky, old ‘Thanks,’ like a man would say to another man. 
 
    Judd sat on a tall chair. He was watching the barbecue, steaks were sizzling on the grill, still limp and pink, but ready to be abused.  
 
    “So how do you like life in The Valley?” 
 
    Rick sipped his beer, regarded the big man carefully. He was picking up on how alpha Judd was. “It’s not bad.” 
 
    “What do you do?” 
 
    “I’m a writer. Technical manuals, travel brochures, whatever.” 
 
    “Pay good?” 
 
    “It’s okay. With Jamey working at Chimera we don’t have to worry.” 
 
    Judd nodded, then: “What about fishing? Is there good fishing around here?” 
 
    Rick frowned. Judd had tried baseball, and now fishing. Manly pursuits, and for a second Rick was suspicious. Of what, he didn’t know, but he was. 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t do much of that.” 
 
    “So what do you do? What’s your secret hobby? The thing you like that nobody knows about?” 
 
    Rick hesitated, but it was there. He was about to pop. He had a secret he needed to tell. “Well, uh…” 
 
    Judd grinned, “Come on, out with it.” 
 
    “I love MMA,” and he looked down. He was a woman, and a woman wasn’t supposed to like violent sports, but…heck, it was true. 
 
    Judd said, “Man, I used to watch that stuff by the hour. Me and the guys would get a case of beer, have a guys only barbecue, and…man, that was good times.” He shook his head sadly. 
 
    “Who was your favorite fighter?” 
 
    “Well, I loved Rhonda, she was great, but…all time favorite…maybe Nick Diaz!” 
 
    “Nick Diaz!” Rick couldn’t help himself. “That guy’s a loud mouth, trash talker of the worst sort!” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s a show. He’s psyching his opponents out, and that is why he wins.” 
 
    “Did you see the fight where he…” 
 
    And they were off. Down memory lane, comparing old with new, talking technique, even talking a little trash between themselves. 
 
    “Conor was good, but Khabib was better.” 
 
    “But how would Conor have done against…” 
 
    “Bones has my vote…” 
 
    On and on they went, laughing and joking, drinking beer as fast as they could pop tops, Judd flipping those steaks like they were flapjacks. 
 
    Inside the house Jamey and Lana were talking shop, comparing notes, and suddenly Jamey looked out the window, and she couldn’t believe what she saw. 
 
    The animation on Rick’s face. The way he moved, like the old masculine Rick. And her heart leaped. 
 
    She focused on Judd. He was big and handsome, and he had a quirky smile on his face that was so damned masculine… 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “Nothing,” and Jamey turned away. To see Rick like this again, not browbeaten and wimped out, but like a guy who loved life. A guy! 
 
    And she knew the truth. She had made him into a woman. Well, not her personally, but Chimera. And deep in his heart, Rick didn’t want to be a woman. 
 
    Some men did, and some men didn’t, and he was one of the ones who didn’t.  
 
    Sure, he had gone along with it, it was all kinky good fun, a little cross dressing, getting fucked a lot, but…under it all, he wasn’t the kind of man who wanted to be a woman. Not all the way. Not to the exclusion of his dick. 
 
    So, conclusion, she had ruined him. It was her that was responsible for him moping around, hating life, sinking deeper and deeper into despair. 
 
    And she wished there was something she could do about it. And here was the odd thing. She was committed to The House of Chimera. She loved the work, the career, the people…but she loved Rick more. And she knew she would give up everything if she could return him to his old self. If she could see that excitement on his face, hear his wry humor, lay under him and feel his cock stretching her out, and she almost cried. 
 
    Heck, she was crying on the inside, but she managed to stop herself from outwardly letting go and sobbing. 
 
    Oh, Rick, if only there was hope! 
 
    Lana was watching carefully, surreptitiously, and she knew what was going through Jamey’s mind. She could see that Jamey loved Rick, and the way Rick was acting, it was causing Jamey a torment of confusion of magnitudious proportions. 
 
    “Hey! Ladies get out here! We need salad!” And the sound of laughter. Judd’s guffaw, and Rick’s, high pitched giggle.  
 
    Jamey and Lana took bowls of salad out to the patio. They placed the greens on a table and Judd threw scorched steaks on plates and slid them down the table. Shortly they were all laughing and drinking, beer for Judd and Lana and Rick, and wine for Jamey. 
 
    And Jamey looked at the defiant way Rick sipped his ambrosia. Yes. It was throwback to masculinity time. And he looked so fucking good. Reminded her of how hard she used to make him. 
 
    Shortly, the steaks were demolished, and Judd sat back and said, “Man, that’s enough to drive a man to drink. Anybody want a shot of whiskey? I have some good Johnny Walker. The expensive stuff. Lana, Jamey? How about you, Rick?” 
 
    An electric moment. Jamey’s mouth opened. She wanted Rick to say yes. She wanted him to resurrect the old Rick. Even if he didn’t have a dick. She wanted to see the joy in his eyes once again. 
 
    “I will,” said Lana. 
 
    Jamey said nothing. 
 
    Rick looked at Jamey, his head was down, the joy was gone. He was supposed to have wine. Maybe a wine spritzer. A girl has to watch her shape, and—“ 
 
    “Sure, we’ll have a shot, right Ricky?” 
 
    Rick stared at Jamey, then found his head nodding, and Jamey saw it, way back in the twilight of his eyes…joy. And she could have leaped for joy herself. But…she was supposed to help him feminize, and here she had gone against the grain. But, in spite of the conflicts within her, what she had done felt good! 
 
    So they sat and sipped whiskey and watched the sun set over The Valley. 
 
    “Sure is beautiful,” remarked Judd. “See how the shadows just sort of creep towards us? Like an evil plot?” 
 
    Lana giggled. “Evil plot. I don’t think I’ve ever heard a sunset described like that.” 
 
    Judd laughed, squeezed her hand. 
 
    Jamey could see the love between them. She quickly reached out and took Rick’s hand.  
 
    “So what were you…” she almost said boys, “…talking about? When you were barbing the steaks? It looked like you were having a good time.” 
 
    “MMA,” responded Judd. “Rick and I have a common interest. Say, there aren’t any MMA schools in The Valley, are there? I like that stuff, studied quite a bit. Be nice to hook up and do some rolling.” 
 
    “Rolling?” 
 
    “Slang for when you train with others.” 
 
    “No,” answered Rick, and Jamey stared at him. It was almost like there was vehemence in his voice. 
 
    “That’s too bad. I used to teach a bit of Jujitsu, and that’s sort of core to a lot of MMA. Be nice to get back in the saddle. Get rid of these love handles.” He slapped a belly that had not an ounce of fat on it. 
 
    “Why don’t you start a class of your own?” Lana offered. Then, an aside to Jamey and Rick, “he is getting awfully fat.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “Nah. I like teaching, but I don’t want to commit myself to a bunch of people, then have to order my schedule around.” 
 
    A long moment passed. The sound of ice cubes in glasses. The dusk growing darker, and, in a small voice, Rick said, “I’d like to learn.” 
 
    Jamey started to say something, then stopped. 
 
    Lana: “Why don’t you teach Rick?” 
 
    The silence grew, and Rick was despairing. It had just sort of blurted out of him, and now he was going to get refused, and look like a fool, and— 
 
    “I could show you a few tricks, I guess.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t have to worry about scheduling,” Rick hurried his words. “I can write when I want to, so if you feel like teaching.” Pause. To Jamey, almost begging, “If it’s all right.” 
 
    Jamey was silent. this was going against everything she was supposed to be doing. She had been told to get Rick comfortable with being a woman. His dick was starting to invert, turn into a pussy. And here she was…encouraging…she should say something and stop it…but what she heard come out of her mouth was. “Sounds good to me.” 
 
    And she felt the palpable sense of relief oozing through her husband. And what she had done might be against orders, but, damn it, it felt right! 
 
      
 
    “He doesn’t want to be a man.” 
 
    It was dark, the moon was only half and it only gave half light, and Judd laid back on a blanket and let Nyoka have her way with him. 
 
    “So what are you going to do about it?” She corkscrewed her hips down, mauled her own breasts and enjoyed the length and girth of him. 
 
    “Gonna teach him a little MMA.” 
 
    “That’s radical…oh, hunch up a bit? Yeah, that’s deep. Hunh!” 
 
    “So, before you cum?” 
 
    Nyoka froze, “Oh, shit, I can head that tone.” 
 
    “What tone? I just wanted to ask a favor.” 
 
    They were a couple of hundred yards in the woods behind Judd’s little house. Lana had come out to report, too, but Nyoka had sent her away, and it was obvious what Nyoka wanted. 
 
    Lana, for her part, knew that she had to share if she was going to get some more of Judd’s massive member. So she had gone back to wait after leaving the advice, “Don’t use him all up.” 
 
    “Fat chance,” Nyoka had snickered. Then she had thrown Judd down and slid down his shaft and taken his report. 
 
    “What favor?” 
 
    “Okay, so we know that Rick has been made into a woman, and I’m telling you now, he would rather be a man.” 
 
    “All the way? Big dick and all?”  
 
    “Sounds like.” 
 
    Nyoka chewed her lip and thought. 
 
    “We haven’t vetted him, yet.” 
 
    “You can bet that WITCH has.” 
 
    Nyoka snorted, but his point was valid. 
 
    “Look, it’s the only thing we’ve got. If he stays with WITCH he has the eventual hope that they’ll put him back together. We have got to give him that hope,” Judd paused, then: “And we’ve got to mean it.” 
 
    “I can talk to people.” 
 
    “Let’s get real. You can tell people. I know how much horsepower you have, and I am simply not going to go in there and make hollow promises. If I tell him we can make him back the way he was, it’s got to be real.” 
 
    For a long moment Nyoka lost herself in thought. She was so intent she didn’t even think about the big dick she was sitting on. 
 
    Judd waited. He was dying to give a thrust, but he controlled himself.  
 
    “Back to what he was,” she finally verified. 
 
    “Aw, come on. Give the poor guy an inch extra. Think about what he’s been through.” 
 
    “We’ve all been through some shit.” 
 
    “Okay, so here’s what I think.” 
 
    “Tell me,” she gave a grind of her hips. 
 
    “Unnh. Okay, what I think. I think that if he passes minimum requirements when you do check him out, he gets extra. And I mean two inches, not just one.” 
 
    “God,” she whined, wiggling around on him. “I hate it when you’ve got the upper hand.” 
 
    “Says the girl on top. Is it a deal?” 
 
    “Fuck yes. Now fuck me. And you’d better do a job if I’m going to go out on a limb for you.” 
 
    He laughed, grabbed her and flipped her, drove into her. “Get ready, bitch. You’re about to get the Judd Special.” Then he flipped her over again, but stayed on top. Now they were in the doggy position. He grabbed her ankles and lifted her. 
 
    “OH! FUCK! Have you been taking lessons?” 
 
    “Only from the best.” He drove into her, dropped one ankle so she lurched and his cock twisted in her, then he stuck a thumb up her rear. 
 
    “GAH!” 
 
    Then he drove in, pulling on one ankle, holding her in place with his thumb, and his penis delved deep, wormed deep, stretched her in ways she hadn’t thought. 
 
    “Fu… fu…” 
 
    He speared her, scoured her, gouged her, and she rapidly lost control. She was Amazon, she was the fucker, not the fuckee, but Judd was growing. He was doing things she hadn’t thought of. 
 
    Tell the truth, he hadn’t thought of those things either. He was just improvising in the most inspirational manner. 
 
    He got to his knees, then his feet, twined her legs and started stepping over her. 
 
    She flopped over, left the blanket but didn’t care. Her face was mushed into leaves, her breasts were covered with dirt, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was the massive rail that was splitting her open. 
 
    “Let’s go, babe, time to cum.” He bent her over, literally sat on her butt and jammed his dick down. 
 
    Nyoka was totally out of control. She couldn’t move, and all she could do was give up and feel the inner white heat erupt from her pussy. 
 
    “HUH…HUH…HUH…” sounds came out of her, she sounded like a pig, but she didn’t care. 
 
    Then the full orgasm washed over her. She went rigid, pushing back so hard she almost knocked Judd off his feet. Her body shook like she was having a fit, and maybe she was. It certainly was the strongest orgasm she had ever had. 
 
    And on and on it went. Long minutes of shuddering, gulping, trying to remember to breath, then she passed out. 
 
    Judd picked her up and carried her to the blanket. He placed her on it gently, then wrapped it around her. Then, grinning, he went back to the house. 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” Lana asked, meeting him with a whiskey. Truth, she was jealous, and she was horny. Even though she knew she was going to be the sole recipient of this man’s love for the next few weeks, she wanted more. 
 
    “We came to an agreement. We get Rick out of here, and he proves helpful to us, she’ll turn him back into a man again. Maybe even give him a couple extra inches. 
 
    “Wow,” she sighed. “That’s big.” 
 
    Judd nodded. “Rick’s in a bad way. And he’s a nice guy.” 
 
    “And you want to help him. Makes you sort of a nice guy.” 
 
    Judd laughed, tossed down the rest of his whiskey. “I’m just a horny old goat, speaking of which…” he grabbed her, pulled her on to his lap. They kissed, passionately. 
 
    She said: “You didn’t cum with me. Did you cum with Nyoka?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “How do you stand it?” 
 
    “I don’t. I just enjoy it. I’m always in the excitation phase of sex, and once you get used to it it’s more enjoyable than sex.” 
 
    “Do you ever cum?” 
 
    “I’m supposed to squirt my brains out, whether I want to or not, every three months.” 
 
    “How long since they had you squirt?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shrugged. “They watch me, they keep me as horny as they can, and I guess I’m used to it.” 
 
    Lana giggled. “You are a horny, old goat.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “But I need more proof.” 
 
    “I bet you do.” Then he picked her up and walked into the bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. And she got her proof.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
      
 
    Judd walked into The House of Chimera at ten o’clock. He sauntered, almost a swagger, and had a big grin on his face. 
 
    “Hello, handsome,” greeted Sandy. “Donna will be right down.” She  couldn’t help herself, she kept staring at his crotch. 
 
    Before Judd could sit, let alone find a magazine, Donna was clicking across the floor to him. 
 
    “Good morning,” she linked arms with him and winked at Sandy as they passed the front desk and entered a long hallway. 
 
    “So what’s on the program for today?” 
 
    “Mostly we’ll be taking samples, making sure you’re able to take the rigors of make up.” 
 
    He laughed. “Sounds like a dangerous job.” 
 
    “You have no idea.”  
 
    They arrived in the lab and Judd was introduced to Jackie, the lab chief, Lisa, her assistant, and several other girls, then he was put in a beauty chair and told to relax. 
 
    “Heck, I can do that?” 
 
    The girls clustered around him then. They held color samples next to his skin and took pictures. They occasionally swirled a dab of cream on his cheek and took pictures. And they giggled, or frowned, and generally had a good time. 
 
    Judd, for his part, joked with the girls, and smiled when they brushed their tits against his arms or chest. 
 
    Then, towards the end, right before lunch, Jackie and one of the girls got into an argument. 
 
    “His color is wrong.” 
 
    “We need to do more tests.” 
 
    “It’s only lipstick, it’ll come off.” 
 
    “What’s going on, ladies?” 
 
    “Oh, well,” Jackie looked a little embarrassed, “Lisa says she’s right, and I’m wrong, but I say I’m right and she’s wrong. No big deal.” 
 
    “Right and wrong about what.” 
 
    “The color of your lips. She says this is the best color for you.” She held up a tube. 
 
    Judd frowned, “It does look a little bright.” 
 
    “See?” blurted Donna.  
 
    “That’s because you’re looking at the label. Labels are always off.” 
 
    “So try it out,” Judd suggested. When they looked at him he said, “You said it’ll come off, right?” 
 
    Jackie and Lisa looked at each other, then shrugged, and Lisa moved forward. She unscrewed a tube and starting painting Judd’s lips. She moved carefully, making sure all the color was in the lines. When she was done she stood back and she and Jackie inspected Judd’s mouth. 
 
    “You know,” said Jackie. 
 
    “I was right.” 
 
    “Maybe not totally, but…but I’m not totally right either. What about a brighter color?” 
 
    “Only with the right foundation. And then we’d have to do his eyes.” 
 
    Judd smiled. “Can I see?” 
 
    Lisa held a mirror in front of him. Judd’s eyes went wide. “That is red!” 
 
    “Oh, no! He doesn’t like it!” 
 
    “No, no…it’s just, I have to get used to it. I’ve never worn make up before.” He took the mirror and angled it back and forth. His lips were definitely red. 
 
    “They look…bigger.” 
 
    “Bigger?” Jackie frowned. She leaned forward, then gave a slight gasp and picked up the tube Lisa had used. Then she looked at Lisa. “You used stain.” 
 
    “What? No!” Lisa looked at the tube, then she locked gazes with Jackie. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Tell him.” 
 
    “What?” asked Judd with a growing frown. 
 
    “Oh, Judd, I’m so sorry. I used a stain, not a lipstick.” 
 
    “So? It’ll wash off and…what?” 
 
    “That’s just it, it doesn’t wash off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Judd studied himself in the mirror. “And it looks like I’m…they’re.. .getting bigger. 
 
    “They are. There’s a built in plumping agent in the stain.” 
 
    “How long until the color goes away.” 
 
    “This is a special stain we cooked up. A week, maybe ten days.” 
 
    “What is…oh, no!” Donna had come into the room and was staring at Judd. “You weren’t supposed to apply any make up today!” 
 
    “Uh, Donna. Lisa accidentally used stain.” 
 
    Donna stared, aghast, at the lab assistant. “How could you?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, the tubes look the same, and I…” she faded away, obviously embarrassed. 
 
    “There’s going to be a report on this, Lisa.” 
 
    “But…I’m sorry.” she turned to Judd, misery across her face. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “So what’s the big deal?” asked Judd. 
 
    “Lisa has stepped outside the boundaries. Definitely not professional.” 
 
    “I gave her permission. Am I in trouble, too?” 
 
    “No…no.” Donna looked confused. Judd pressed his advantage. “So no harm, no foul. Instead of blaming…what do we do now?” 
 
    A short discussion ensued. The ladies discussed schedules, Judd’s potential embarrassment, and the way his lips were too much for his face. It ended up with Donna suggesting, “We could make you up the rest of the way. Your lips would blend in, we could even do your eyes.” 
 
    “In for a penny,” Judd shrugged. 
 
    Donna watched him as the girls applied his make up. In the back of her mind was the thought that this had all been too easy. Yes. They had done this to Ricky, but Ricky’s reactions had been a little stronger.  
 
    Judd, watching Donna as they worked on his face, realized that he had been too easy. He would have to be careful, maybe get a little antsy, slow down their progress a bit, make them work for it. 
 
    Halfway through lunch they were done, and Judd stood up and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “‘Wow’ is right,” murmured Donna, standing right next to him. “You’re hot.” 
 
    “Really? It’s not too feminine?” 
 
    “Not really. But we can always tone it down, once the lip stain wears off.” 
 
    Judd looked at her and said, “Honestly, I was a little pissed before. I even thought about walking out.” 
 
    “What stopped you?” Donna was curious. 
 
    Judd looked down at his pants. “The traitor down below.” 
 
    Donna couldn’t help but look down, not that she didn’t want to. “Oh, my!” 
 
    Judd’s pants bulged. Big time. She could tell that he was well endowed, to say the least. And she couldn’t help herself. She put a hand on him and felt his penis. “Good Lord,” she breathed hungrily. 
 
    “Good gene pool,” grinned Judd. 
 
    Nobody else was in the lab, and Donna moved closer. She found herself leaving the schedule herself. “Those lips of yours.” 
 
    “They feel cool. It’s weird, they’re bigger, but I like it. Will the stain smear?” 
 
    “Let’s find out,” her voice was husky with desire. 
 
    Judd kissed her, gently. Then his arms circled her and he pulled her closer and started gobbling. He chewed on her, moved a hand up and groped her chest. 
 
    Finally, Donna having trouble breathing, she pushed him back. 
 
    “Sorry,” he whispered. “But you just looked so delicious.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” she said. Then she frowned. “Is this going to bother Lana?” 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t…it might.” 
 
    “I’ll talk to her. We do kiss testing on the lipstick, lip stain, and I’ll explain that we just got started a little early. 
 
    Judd agreed, and a couple of minutes later Judd was out of the lobby and walking across The Valley. 
 
    Donna was at the top of the circular stairs in the lobby and watching him walk. He was muscular, athletic. His body rolled like a professional athletes. And she frowned. She liked it, but he was too easy. And did he really have an open marriage? 
 
    Suddenly, she felt a presence loom over her. She turned quickly, “Ma’am.” 
 
    It was Silithia, the head WITCH. She towered over Donna. Guesses had her at near eight foot and 300 pounds, and she was perfectly proportioned. Her breasts were massive, her hips round, and seen at a distance, without anything to compare her size to, she would look like an overly busty woman. 
 
    “Good morning, Donna. What’s the trouble?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing…I don’t know.” 
 
    Silithia chuckled, a pleasant alto sound that thrilled the smaller woman’s senses, “You don’t know nothing? Explain?” 
 
    So Donna told Silithia of how Judd was a little too easy. How she felt there was something more to him. 
 
    Silithia nodded, watched Judd disappear between a couple of houses. “Could be, I felt something, too, but don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “No special precautions?” 
 
    “I’ll take the precautions. You just hurry him along, and if he wants to go faster than normal, that’s okay. The cosmetics will work anyway, and he’ll do what we want.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Silithia turned to Donna, “We’ve got more people coming into the valley. Are you ready to expand your operation?” 
 
    “I’ve got five teams trained up.” 
 
    “Excellent.” Once we’ve proven we can handle a half a dozen men at once, we’ll be ready for the real work.” 
 
    “A whole town? At once?” 
 
    Silithia smiled. Her teeth were large, her lips were beautiful. She reached out and drew Donna to her. She held the smaller woman like a man would hold a woman, she placed one large hand on Donna’s breast and gently squeezed. She kissed Donna then, and Donna felt the heat rise. She felt the first of a string of orgasms that, if Silithia kept kissing her, would end up in a massive explosion. 
 
    Then Silithia pulled away. She smiled, “You’re a good woman, Donna. Work hard. Be deserving.” 
 
    “I will, ma’am.” 
 
    Then Silithia was gone, and Donna was left to pick up the swirling pieces of a world gone askew. And she wondered: how does she do that? How does she make me dizzy with lust and desire? I’m not a man! 
 
     But there was no answer to her thought. She was simply victim to the massive presence and pheromonic ambience of the giant woman. 
 
      
 
    Judd cross the valley, whistling. He listened to the bird’s sing, a far away dog bark, and he felt the cosmetics working on him. 
 
    He was a special man, enhanced by the Amazons, and his body was extra sensitive. So sensitive that he could feel the chemicals being absorbed by his blood stream. 
 
    Some things he didn’t like. He could tell he was going to lose strength, and muscle mass, and maybe even height, maybe even a lot of height. Nothing the Amazons couldn’t fix, but the sensation wasn’t entirely pleasant. 
 
    He did like the sense of euphoria. That make up was pretty darn clever. Make him euphoric, make him so he didn’t have the emotional base to get upset when they feminized him. Interesting. 
 
    He arrived at the block his house was on and saw that a new couple were moving in…no, two couples. One couple had an SUV and were unloading it. Another had a trailer, and it was already unloaded. 
 
    Judd grinned inside. He knew he was supposed to be embarrassed by being made up, and that he should be acting all introverted and not wanting to see people. But, being a little more intelligent than most men, and being possessed of a little contrariness, he angled his path to where the two couples were greeting each other. 
 
    “Hi, folks. I’m Judd. Jamey and I live down the street.” 
 
    The two couples stared at him. The girls broke first and greeted him. One of the guys blurted, “Are you wearing some of that Chimera make up?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m on a special program. They’re going to release a male cosmetics line and they needed guinea pigs.” 
 
    That sort of broke the ice, and shortly they were all chattering, comparing notes about the drive out to The Valley, and what it would be like working for The House of Chimera. 
 
    Judd made mental notes concerning these couples. And he realized that Chimera, WITCHes, was ramping up their program. And he felt a twinge, because these people, well, the men, were going to be changing into women, and he had already used up his favors. 
 
    Still, he knew the Amazons would do something to help them out, and there was nothing to do, so he let the problem slide. 
 
      
 
    “Judd? You home?” 
 
    “In here!” he called from the second bedroom. He had set up a computer system and was watching Youtube, brushing up on MMA. He actually hadn’t done much MMA for a while, being more engrossed in the Amazon martial arts program, and he had to gear things around so he stuck with MMA and didn’t teach the Amazonian arts. 
 
    Lana entered the room. He spun around, and she climbed on to his lap and studied his face. “My oh my. That is hot. I’m not one for womanly men, but that is hot.” 
 
    “How was work, honey,” Judd mocked. 
 
    Lana let her hair loose, shook her head, then kissed him. Soundly. She said, “I’ve been wanting to do that all day.” 
 
    “Are you sore at all?” 
 
    “Nope, I’m good to go,” and the gleam in her eyes was bright as she reached down and felt his dick. 
 
    “So are you going to feed me? Or just fuck me?” 
 
    “Fucking is food. Hadn’t you heard?” 
 
    They kissed again, then Judd stood up, still holding her, still lip locked, and walked into the living room. He put her down by the kitchen and entered it and started working. “You want whiskey?” 
 
    “Lord, you inhale that stuff, don’t you?” 
 
    “It’s good for the DNA.” He held up a bottle and raised his eyebrows. She nodded. 
 
    “So I don’t look too garish?” 
 
    “Ha!” She sipped her drink. “You look beautiful.” 
 
    “Isn’t a man supposed to look handsome?” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure. but half the women in the world lust for their own kind.” 
 
    “And you’re one of those?” 
 
    “I like big dicks,” she shrugged and guzzled the rest of her drink. 
 
    Judd took the time to make her another one. He was sipping directly from the bottle. “Lamb chops? Rice? Heavy on the garlic?” 
 
    “Mmm.” Then: “Judd, what’s going to happen in this valley?” 
 
    “The Amazons will come in here and shut down The House of Chimera. People will be dealt with.” 
 
    “And the Amazons are that good?” 
 
    Judd thought about the few times he had seen the Amazons go to ‘war.’ It had been awesome. Their female intuition linked the warriors so everybody knew what everybody was doing. The result was relatively bloodless, yet definitive. 
 
    “They are good,” he nodded. 
 
    Lana bit her lips for a minute, then: “I’ve seen her, you know.” 
 
    “Who?” though Judd knew who. 
 
    “Silithia, the head WITCH.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “She’s big. She’s like a giant. But she moves like a ballerina. Soft and gentle. And everywhere she goes…people feel her. They feel her presence, and she…she does things to people. 
 
    Judd had everything cooking now, and he sat down at the table. Then he stood up, poured Lana another drink. He held the bottle up and looked at it, then at her. “There’s another one, and I’m going to finish this.” 
 
    He was talking about about a quarter of a quart, and he poured Pepsi straight down the neck. 
 
    “Aren’t you drinking, uh, more than normal?” 
 
    “What’s normal?” he tossed at her, then he sat down, took a smaller sip, smacked his lips, and said, “I can feel the cosmetics working.” 
 
    “Do they hurt?” 
 
    “There’s hurt, but there’s also euphoria. But it’s upsetting my balance, and I don’t like that. 
 
    “And what about the people in the valley? The people who work for The House?” 
 
    Judd shrugged. He was getting a bit drunk now, but he didn’t show it. “The ones who work for Chimera, we’ll help them out. See if we can undo some of the effects, though I don’t think they’ll want that. They’re probably addicted to better DNA now, and that isn’t bad. But we’ll be available for any who are having trouble. 
 
    “And the people who don’t work for The House?” 
 
    Lana didn’t mean just the towns folk who didn’t work for Chimera. 
 
    “WITCHes? I honestly don’t know. Have you seen my dick lately?” 
 
    She giggled. “Not nearly enough. Would you please expose yourself for me?” 
 
    Judd stood up, flipped the chops, checked the rice, and let down his zipper. Then he slid his tool out of his pants. His dick was as big as she remembered it. And as massive. And it was dripping. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a big drop of cum drooling from Mr. Happy.” 
 
    Judd advanced on her. She grabbed his penis with both hands and licked the head, sucked in the drool, then she grabbed his nuts and squeezed. 
 
    Ah, fuck!” he groaned. 
 
    “Have I shown you my pussy lately?” 
 
    Judd pushed her hands away, picked her up and took her into the next room. 
 
    “The dinner will burn!” 
 
    “This won’t take long. You’re stretched out now.” 
 
    He laid her on the floor and she wiggled out of her clothes. Judd kicked off shoes and shirt and knelt between her legs. He positioned his cock at her front door and started knocking. 
 
    “Uh…uh…UH!” her eyes flicked wide as the head popped in. “That’s so fucking big!” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he slid up her channel. 
 
    They froze then, and she forced herself to breath. Judd placed his hands on her breasts and petted her, rubbed his palms over her nipples, caused little tingles of electricity to shoot through her. 
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed, closing her eyes and wiggling a bit, trying to get comfortable for the onslaught of the choo choo train that was about to  run through her tunnel. 
 
    Judd moved slowly. She might be stretched, but she wasn’t that stretched, and she felt the length of him rub along her canal, excite her nerves, take her breath away. 
 
    “I’d like to see you cum,” she said, at one point.  
 
    “I can do that, but not right now. Right now…this is for you. Now just shut up and take it.” 
 
    She did shut, and she put her head back and concentrated on the way he opened her up, the way he corkscrewed into her pit, the way he kissed her and felt her tits. 
 
    She was breathing hard now, and it didn’t take long, certainly not long enough for the chops to burn. 
 
    She started grunting and her eyes flicked open. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, take it all. Fuck me good.” 
 
    Her hips lurched up, her pussy gripped him, and she spasmed, and shivered, and felt the waves of some far away sex land throw her on the shore, beat her down, leave her exposed to a bright sun and her own goodness. 
 
    He pulled out, slapped her ass with his dick, and said, “We had to do that, we had to take the edge off. But we can get a little more involved a little later. I’ve got a couple of days before I go back to Chimera, and I’m going to be wanting to fuck a lot. Think you can handle that?” 
 
    She stared up at him through half lidded eyes, too burnt out to move, and she nodded her head. “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now close your legs and come to dinner.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SIX 
 
      
 
    Judd woke up and felt weird, and he knew, instantly, what it was. 
 
    His chest was tender and his nipples were sore. 
 
    He felt for his manhood. Yep. Still big and good to go. He figured Chimera would save that for last. 
 
    Still, this was pretty fast. Three days and he was already physically responding to the chemicals in the make up. At this rate, he was going to be looking like a woman with a couple of weeks. 
 
    He reported to work, and was greeted with love and kisses, and many compliments to his appearance. 
 
    “Your make up held up well, we’ll redo it.” You mind if we take care of your hair? And try some nails on you?” 
 
    “Wow!” Judd scratched his head. “You guys work fast.” 
 
    “If it’s too much, then we can wait a while.” 
 
    “Nah. The only people who see me are you girls, and Lana. So what the heck.” 
 
    They had him undress then, and they began applying hairless cream. 
 
    He watched as his dark hair was swished off his flesh. And they watched…his dick. 
 
    All the girls knew he was built, but none of them knew how much. They stared in awe as it rose to over ten inches. 
 
    “Oh, my. Judd, you are a big boy.” 
 
    He grinned. “So my mama told me.” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, that’s crude.” 
 
    “Sorry, but I’ve had a lot of comments, and I’ve learned how to joke about it.” 
 
    “Your wife must be a very happy person.” She was licking her lips. 
 
    “Jackie, could you move aside?” Lisa was holding a glop of hairless cream and eyeing Judd’s groin. 
 
    Jackie looked at Judd. “We can talk more later.” And in her tone was, we can talk about your dick later. 
 
    Judd grinned and relaxed, and his dick looked even bigger. Lisa began to smunch the cream into his groin, slathering it over his upper thighs to his lower belly. She made sure to coat his big balls, leaving them swirly white, and then she stroked his cock a couple of times. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she couldn’t stop looking at his tool. 
 
    “Don’t leave it on too long,” quipped Jackie. 
 
    Quickly, Lisa used a wet towel to wipe off the cream…and all his hair. 
 
    Judd sat up and looked in a mirror. “Wow,” he said. “Kinky.” 
 
    “Okay, put your hands on these tables, we’ll do your nails at the same time we redo your make up. We’re going to make your make up a little more permanent this time.” 
 
    “How permanent?” 
 
    “Oh, it’ll wear off, and if we had to we could take it off. But you’re going to look so good.” 
 
    Judd smiled and laid back. 
 
      
 
    Judd stood on the stoop and looked up the street, then down. He frowned. 
 
    At that moment Lana pulled in. She could see his fresh make up from the car, and she got out and came to him with a wry expression. 
 
    “Wow. They really did you up!” 
 
    “Do I look sexy?” 
 
    “Actually, you do. You’re still a man, but a little clothes, round out those angles a little bit, and you’re going to be all women. 
 
    “Except for the big dick between my legs.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” she quipped. “That will do some shrinking. What are you doing out here?” 
 
    “I was just noticing that we never see the neighbors. Usually people move in and there’s a get acquainted period. But everybody seems to be hiding in their homes.” 
 
    “They’re probably in the same spot as you, and too embarrassed to come out and play.” 
 
    “Rick isn’t.” 
 
    Rick had come over the night previous and they had done a little MMA lesson. 
 
    It was strange, working with a woman, who was a man at heart. There was physical attraction, male and female bodies rubbing together, after all, but Judd had kept a close watch on that and made sure any attempt at getting closer was discouraged. 
 
    “He’s a good guy.” 
 
    “In a bad situation.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, maybe we can help him out. I’ll keep working on him.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Come on in. Let’s have a drink, and then I’ll start working on you.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yes. I’m supposed to start cross dressing you.” 
 
    “How are you going to fit me?” 
 
    “Spandex, baby,” and she laughed, then: “We got a visit from Amazon, I saw it at lunch. Everything will be the wrong size for my order, but the right size for you. When I call Amazon they will tell me I’m mistaken, and to throw the clothes away, and be rude.” she shrugged. 
 
    “And there I go,” Judd was amused. These people had thought of everything. 
 
      
 
    They drank, had a little dinner, then drank some more, and Judd was feeling pretty good by the time Lana started opening boxes. 
 
    “Ooh, you’re going to look seck-see!” 
 
    She held up a pink dress to him. It was low scooped and he pointed out, “I don’t have the boobs for that.” 
 
    “You will,” Lana said, cryptically, and they laughed. “Now put this corset on.” 
 
    “Oh, Geez!” He sat on the edge of the bed and tugged the corset up. It felt like a big hand was strangling his balls, but he was strong enough to pull the corset all the way up. 
 
    “How am I supposed to breath?” 
 
    “Little breaths. Very shallow.” Lana pulled on the strings and made the thing even tighter. 
 
    “What are we supposed to do about my dick?” 
 
    She looked at it, held it in her hand and hefted it. “Well, we could try to drain it.” She wanted to seem him cum. 
 
    “That won’t work for long.” 
 
    “It will work for a while, now lay back and let me do my thing, and this time you’d better squirt.” 
 
    Judd frowned, but orders were orders, and he knew he would have to do this. Hopefully he wouldn’t have to do it too much. He much preferred to be hard and enjoying it, than draining and waiting for more enjoyment. 
 
    Lana squatted over him, stared at him, and the look of lust was heavy in her. Her eyes were focused, but almost glazed with desire. If she waited any longer she would probably start drooling. 
 
    She lowered herself and felt the big head poking at her. She reached down and positioned it between her labia. Then, slowly, a look of excruciating pleasure on her face, she went down. 
 
    Inch by inch she swallowed the shaft. Her eyes grew big, she began to breath heavily. She stopped at the bottom and just sat there, her eyes big and wondering, her chest heaving. 
 
    “Don’t make me wait,” Judd chuckled. 
 
    “I understand how women could hurt themselves on this.” 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
    She started moving up and down. 
 
    “You want me to cum quick or you want to drag it out?” 
 
    “Use your judgment.” She was officially incapable of coherent thought at this point. If somebody had asked her what two plus two was she would have stuttered out ‘three.’ 
 
    Judd enjoyed his last few minutes of being stuck in the excitation phase. He watched her carefully, and when it looked like she was about ready, he focused his attention on his groin and pushed the spark into it. 
 
    Lana picked up on what he was doing. “Oh. My. God.” Pause, “You. can. cum. on. command!” 
 
    He laughed, and he squirted. And he squirted big. Months of sperm, stored up and ready to go. He pulsed and pulsed and pulsed, probably twenty thick ropes, and he filled her up. 
 
    She couldn’t help but cum. His massive squirting, the way his dick pulsed and throbbed, it pushed her over the edge. She started slapping her pussy and actually howling. Then the spasms hit, she jerked like a rag doll being flung back and forth, her eyes rolled back, and she just sort of locked up, swayed, unable to move, and waited while the tsunami passed. 
 
    Under her, Judd felt good, but he couldn’t help the feeling of disappointment. He had not cum for so long, and now, to break his..’record,’ it left him with a tinge of sadness. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, babe,” Judd was wearing a dark red satin dress with straps. It was short, and his dick didn’t poke out. It was cut semi-low, and his bra, stuff with breast forms, was visible. 
 
    In the dark he had the body of a woman. 
 
    Nyoka flashed a light on him, just a quick gleam, gave a wolf whistle, then laughed. “If you ain’t the babe!” 
 
    He grinned. “Lana had orders to dress me up, help the change out.” 
 
    “As long as you haven’t changed too much.” 
 
    They were in the woods, under the trees, with a small focused lantern for light. She lifted his dress, dug into his panties, and pulled out…his slug. 
 
    It was still big, but it just laid on her hand, dropping over the side, looking like a dead zombie. An actually dead zombie. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “It was the only way to get into the dress. Lana told me to, and I figured I had to…” he shrugged. 
 
    Nyoka scrutinized him, staring into his eyes. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Drained. A loss of energy. Life isn’t as fun.” 
 
    “You weren’t supposed to cum unless we told you to.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. I just thought I had to to get into the clothes.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing. What do you have to report.” 
 
    There was a little piece of Judd that told him it wasn’t nothing. But he didn’t know what the problem could be, so he simply reported. 
 
    “I feel changes. My nipples are sore, I think, it might be my imagination, that there is swelling. My dick is the same size, sort of,” he laughed, tried to lighten the moment, but Nyoka wasn’t having it. 
 
    He sobered up, “Other than that, they seem to have me on a four week plan. I expect by next week I’ll be getting tits, and when I’m about as big as I’ll get, they’ll shrink my penis.” 
 
    He said this evenly, wondering what was wrong. Whatever was wrong, Nyoka seemed to have shrugged it off. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, when Judd was done. “Let’s see about putting a little life into this fellow.” 
 
    She bent to her knees and took him in her mouth. She sucked and sucked. She manipulated his balls, even slapped them a little. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. And he was, but inside, there was a little piece of him that…what? Gloried? 
 
    How weird. How odd. 
 
    But the evening ended, instead of with a blast of out of control sex, a limp sort of disappointment. 
 
      
 
    A week later Judd’s breasts began to grow. He ignored it for a while, then, after an appropriate time, he brought it up to Donna. 
 
    “Donna? I seem…something’s wrong…” he put the proper amount of concern on his face 
 
    “What?” she was walking him back to the lab. 
 
    “My chest is sore. Maybe a little swollen.” 
 
    “Let’s have the docs take a look,” she turned down the wrong hall, led him out of the building and into the smaller one on the left of the Chimera ‘diamond’ shaped complex. 
 
    “Sally, this is Judd. He’s experiencing some chest pain.” 
 
    “Have a seat on the table, Judd, and take off your shirt. 
 
    Judd sat and stripped off his shirt. Donna and Sally put their heads together in a corner and whispered, then the good doc came to him. 
 
    She thumped him. She listened to his chest with her stethoscope. She made hmmm sounds, looked in his eyes and ears and down his throat. Then she touched his nipple. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s like there was a little shock.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s look at this. I’m going to touch your nipple. Tell me what you feel.” 
 
    She touched it, and it felt good. She pulled it with her fingernails, and he moaned. 
 
    “Okay, this is unprofessional, but I’m going to have to suck on your nipple.” 
 
    “Oh. Uh, okay.” 
 
    She put her red mouth to his nipple, sucked, pulled on it with her teeth, swirled it with her tongue, and her forearm just sort of accidentally against his crotch.  
 
    “Oh,” he said. “I hate to say it…but it’s making me horny.” 
 
    The doctor smiled. “I know, terribly embarrassing, but it’s only a physical response. Try to just enjoy it.” 
 
    “Okay,” and Judd tried to look abashed. 
 
    A few more minutes, then a short discussion with Donna, and Sally gave Judd a couple of shots, one above each areola and angled downward slightly. 
 
    “It’s just a glandular reaction. This should take the pain away, but there might be a little swelling. Swelling might last a few days, a week. Don’t worry about it. Now, what about your penis?” 
 
    “My penis?” 
 
    “Yes. Sometimes a glandular reaction will result in momentary ED, even the apparency of shrinkage. So, how’s your package?” 
 
    “Well, it’s okay.” 
 
    “Take your pants off and let’s have a look at it.” 
 
    Judd took off his pants. 
 
    “Underwear, too.” She didn’t seem to care that he was wearing pink underwear with red hearts. 
 
    He took off the garment, and his dick unfolded. He was half hard, and on being released it quickly grew outward. 
 
    “Oh, my. We have a case of Balanitis.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s not a serious condition, but it results in a swelling, in this case of the penis.” 
 
    “My penis isn’t swollen. This is how big it is.” 
 
    “Always?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” He shrugged. 
 
    Sally lifted his penis, she pulled the skin back. She hefted his balls, then started palpating them. 
 
    “Any pain?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And you don’t suffer from erectile dysfunction?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “How often do you have orgasm.” 
 
    “Not often.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t hurt?” 
 
    “Heck,” he grinned. “It feels good.” 
 
    “But you don’t have orgasm, or…discharge?” 
 
    “You mean semen?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, I’m into meditation. And we believe a man shouldn’t cum too often. It drains his energy. 
 
    Sally frowned. Then: “Well, I certainly don’t want to infringe on your beliefs, but I’m going to need a semen sample.” 
 
    “I don’t really—“ 
 
    “This is for your health, and it’s important, especially considering that you are having a glandular reaction.” 
 
    Judd didn’t want to. Nyoka was still acting a little strange. He didn’t want to piss her off further. On the other hand, he had to get the doctor’s okay to continue with the Chimera make up program, and he did have to continue. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    She said, “I can help you if you wish.” 
 
    And he saw it. the lust in her eyes. She just wanted to jump his bone. Heck, every woman who saw it wanted to jump it. 
 
    “Well, okay. Whatever you think is best.” 
 
    “Donna, if we could have the room?” 
 
    Donna, a bland look in her eye, nodded. “I’ll be outside. I’ll make sure you’re not disturbed. 
 
    The door closed, and Sally went to work. She didn’t even wait for him, she simply grabbed him with both hands and started jacking. It was crude, but she was hungry, and Judd just went with it. 
 
    For a long minute her hands stroked up and down, and then she added her lips to the mix. She could barely get his head in her mouth, but she did, and she sucked and swirled her tongue and laved him. 
 
    Judd groaned, but he had a problem. He didn’t want to, because of Nyoka, and because he still hadn’t regained that wonderful feeling of excitation he had had before Lana had made him cum. As a result, his dick got big and hard, but it wasn’t about to squirt. 
 
    Finally, Sally backed off. She stared at Judd with a wild and desperate look in her eyes. She went to a drawer and took out a condom. She came to him and tried to put it over his dick. 
 
    “Ow,” murmured Judd. It didn’t hurt that much, but it was uncomfortable.  
 
    Still, rubbers were designed to stretch, and she managed to roll it down his shaft. By this time Sally was almost out of control. She was fixated on his pecker, and she kept licking her lips and pushing back a strand of hair that kept falling in her eyes. 
 
    “Lay back on the table,” she rasped. 
 
    “I should probably—“ 
 
    “I’m the doctor. I know what’s best.” 
 
    Judd shrugged. Women had hurt themselves on him, and if she wanted to be so foolish. Besides, he was feeling a little contrary at being made to cum. 
 
    She moved over him, tried to settle on him, but stopped. It was too much. She couldn’t take it, and a distressed look came into her eyes. 
 
    So Judd did the only thing he could. He grabbed her, flipped her over, and slid into her. 
 
    Judd didn’t like to do this. He was a kind man. But now he wasn’t feeling too kindly. And he watched Sally’s eyes. 
 
    Two things could happen when Judd fucked like this. Either the woman felt the pain, and gave into it, and wanted nothing more to do with sex, or, the woman accepted it, and the pain grew into pleasure, and they loved it, and fell in love with Judd forever. 
 
    Later, Judd would realize that he had underestimated the woman of The Valley. They were taking the Chimera drugs, and their DNA was being effected, and they could take more than a normal human. 
 
    Sally’s eyes went wide, and there was a long moment while she felt it, felt her universe expand, and then went looking for the source of this sensation, this concept. 
 
    Judd. Her eyes focused on Judd, and she fell in love forever. 
 
    Judd moved in and out. He slammed his balls against her ass. He wasn’t in love. He was actually sort of angry, and he pummeled Sally mercilessly. 
 
    And Sally loved it. She began to lurch her hips. she struggled to get her legs around him in a leg hug. And she plastered his face, and his lips, with kisses. 
 
    Judd squirted. It was easy once he had his prick in a woman. Even in spite of the rubber, there was a connection. Magnetic, chemical, biological, whatever, they were connected. Sex does that to couples. 
 
    Unfortunately, Sally didn’t. He pulled out of her, a big bubble of sperm in the deposit end of his rubber, and saw the disappointment on her face. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. 
 
    She sat up, pulled her lab coat around her, and took the rubber from him. “It’s okay.” 
 
    But it wasn’t. She was in love, and she had been spurned. She was, and would forever be, a conflicted woman.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER SEVEN 
 
      
 
    The next two weeks passed quickly. Judd was asked to come in more often, and he was made up, dressed up, sported long, red nails, had hair extensions…he was looking more and more like a woman. 
 
    And his breasts were growing. Fast. They were already the size of grapefruits, and on his shrinking frame they began to look even larger.  
 
    But he didn’t complain, or even bring it up, because they were giving him happy drugs. Even if he had said something, they could have laughed it off, and he would have laughed it off with them. 
 
    Still, he knew he was being drugged, and there was a core of him that stayed apart, retained the essence of himself. 
 
    And, no matter what they did, he knew the Amazons could reverse the process. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was Nyoka was not happy with him., and neither was Lana.  
 
    Nyoka took his reports matter of factly, didn’t even try to jump on his boner, and didn’t even respond, except to make a note, when he told her erections were getting harder and harder to come by. 
 
    And it seemed that she had really cooled off when he told her that he had had to cum for the Chimera doctor. Something about him having unauthorized squirtings was disturbing her. 
 
    And Lana had come home one day, must have had a hard day at the office, and she wasn’t happy. She still fucked him, but she did it almost like it was a duty. Like she had been ordered too. 
 
    So Judd, unable to do anything else, kept on about his business, explored the woman side of him more and more, and was beginning to hope that the assignment would come to an end. 
 
    Oh, he was enjoying the process of becoming a woman, and the ladies at the Chimera lab had taken to fucking him, and had even started extracting semen from him with a kind of rectum prod that had been altered for humans. 
 
      
 
    Oddly, while all this was happening, while he was chemically happy, the only real happiness Judd got was in working out with Rick. 
 
    Every couple of days they would get together and do MMA. Judd was moving him into the more technical side of Jujitsu, and Rick seemed to like it. 
 
    And it was obvious that Rick liked the physical contact. He liked to wrestle like a man. It reminded him of his roots, of who he was. 
 
    One day they were working on various types of arm bars, and Rick said, out of nowhere, “Your boobs are getting pretty big.” 
 
    Judd rolled back, sat his legs crossed, and the two men stared at each other. 
 
    Rick started to get embarrassed, and Judd asked, “Did yours grow like this?” 
 
    Rick’s face shut down. He obviously wasn’t supposed to talk about this. But how can you not talk about such a major life occurrence? 
 
    He finally looked down and said, “Yeah. But not so fast. I mean yours are as big as mine, and in half the time. How did you know they grew them on me?” He looked up, sudden curiosity in his expression. 
 
    “The way you move. Certain things you say. Undergoing it myself, it had to be.” 
 
    Rick nodded. “I’m not supposed to talk about it.” 
 
    “You can talk with me, and I don’t talk to anybody. You’re safe.” 
 
    Judd watched as a cloud that had hung over Rick’s head the whole time he had known him began to dissipate. 
 
    “Are they fucking you?” 
 
    “Yeah. Every day, as many as I can take.” 
 
    “That’s the way it was for me. And I loved it till…till…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Till my dick shrank.” Rick hung his head, then he looked back up. “I was fine with the whole woman thing…as long as I knew I was a man, but when they took that away from me, everything just sort of fell apart.” 
 
    “Did Jamey know what they were doing?” 
 
    “Yeah, and she went along with it.” 
 
    “How’s she feel about it now?” 
 
    Rick shrugged. “She loves me. And I love her,” dispirited, “but…I don’t…I just…” 
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    A long moment passed, both of them lost in their own thoughts. Then Judd asked a question. “So what happens when my dick really starts to shrink?” 
 
    “For me it was fast. I passed out and woke up all shrunken.” 
 
    “I’m starting to get softer. Getting harder to get erect and stay erect. The girls in the lab say it’s nothing, but I can read their eyes. They’re disappointed, and they know what’s happening. 
 
    “So why aren’t you more upset about it?” 
 
    “Number one, they’re putting drugs into me. Keeping me artificially happy.” 
 
    “Your jujitsu is pretty precise for a guy who’s on drugs.” 
 
    Judd smiled. “Number two…if they can shrink my dick, if my dick can be shrunk, then it can be ‘unshrunk.’” 
 
    Rick stared at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What do you mean it can be ‘unshrunk.’” 
 
    Judd shrugged. “If something can be done…it can be undone.” 
 
    “So how can it be undone.” 
 
    Judd didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Do you know how it can be undone?” 
 
    Judd wasn’t supposed to say anything, but he was facing a man at the end of his rope, and, besides, there was a piece of him that liked Rick, that wanted to give him hope. 
 
    He thought about how to say what he wanted to say, and finally, “I might know some people who understand these drugs, who might be able to reverse them.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “I don’t want to say. It’s all sort of conjecture, anyway. The less said, the better.” 
 
    “I won’t say anything.” 
 
    “I know you won’t, but I can’t tell you, but I can tell you this…” 
 
    Rick leaned forward, all ears. 
 
    “When this place falls apart, find me. I’ll help you.” 
 
    And there they left it. 
 
      
 
    Two more weeks. Rick was getting better at MMA and jujitsu. Judd had actually started showing him bits and pieces of the Amazon martial arts, which was much more appropriate to female bodies. 
 
    Nyoka and Lana were getting even more distant. Now not even Lana fucked him. She just said she didn’t feel well, and moped around. She might not want to fuck Judd, but something big time was bothering her. 
 
    And it was getting harder and harder to fuck the girls at the lab. His dick was getting downright sluggish, and a few times he had had to resort to finger banging and oral sex to get them off. 
 
    And they started looking at him with an expression that bordered on sadness. 
 
    He knew his time as a guinea pig for Chimera was coming to an end. 
 
     
 
    He reported to the Lab, and they decided to measure him. 
 
    From six feet he had shrunk to five and a half. 
 
    From 200 pounds he had shrunk to 140. 
 
    His bust was double D. His waist was thin, when he wore a corset, and he was even used to walking around in high heels. 
 
    And, of course, his make up was permanent, and perfect, and he was now, on the surface, a female…except for his dick, which was as big as it had ever been, but was refusing to get as hard as it usually did. 
 
    And he was getting more happy drugs. 
 
    So, though he had undergone changes that would have been cataclysmic to most males, he just smiled and went along with everything. 
 
    And he saw the other men who had moved in on his block. They were in the same situation as him. They were all growing big boobs, wore dresses and heels, and were perfectly made up. Sometimes they even waved at him, and the look in their eyes was that complacent happy look that the drugs gave. 
 
    Judd didn’t have much to do in the lab that day. After they measured him, they took samples, a lot of samples. And none of the girls seemed interested in him. 
 
    He went home for lunch. And sat and thought hard and long. He was going to have to ask Nyoka to call the mission to an end. 
 
    Lana came home and fixed dinner. She looked at him, tried a little small talk, but it was obvious that her heart wasn’t in it. 
 
    Finally, Judd said, “I’m going to go report. Do you see any reason why I shouldn’t ask Nyoka to end the mission?” 
 
    Lana just shook her head. 
 
      
 
    Judd walked across the lawn and entered the forest. He didn’t bother with a light because he knew the path well. He walked into the woods a couple of hundred yards, then stopped and whistled. 
 
    An answering whistle. But it was wrong. There was something off about it. But Judd was so happy he didn’t notice. He continued into the woods. 
 
    Suddenly a bright light blinded him, and half a dozen large women surrounded him. They held tazors and billy clubs, and one stood back and held a Glock. They were all as tall as he used to be, or taller. Now that he was only 5’ 4” they were giants to him. 
 
    “What?” asked Judd. He was confused, and drugged, but his mind continued clicking, trying to figure things out. 
 
    “Hold still, Judd.” 
 
    “Donna?” 
 
    “We’re going to handcuff you. If you struggle we’ll taze you. If that doesn’t work we’ll beat you. If that doesn’t work, there’s somebody with a gun.” 
 
    “What the heck is this?” Judd protested as they clicked the links behind him. 
 
    “Sorry, no questions, and no answers. Just walk.” 
 
    He stared at the large women, who flanked him. They wore uniforms, they were big and muscular, their make up was severe and their expressions hard. Even if he had had his real height and weight, he would have had trouble. And there were six of them. 
 
    One of them led the way, shining a powerful lantern, and Judd followed. And he wondered what had happened to Nyoka. 
 
    They took him through the woods, and he came out on a path a hundred yards to the side of his house. Lana was there, waiting, watching. She asked, “Did you catch Nyoka?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    And Judd knew. Lana had turned coat. Somebody had figured it all out and gotten her to turn traitor. 
 
    He smiled at her. “Good one.” 
 
    One of the large women nudged the back of his head. “Shut up.” 
 
    They continued walking, Lana following, slouching unhappily, and came out on a cul de sac. A large van was there, and Judd was pushed into it. 
 
    Lana stood at the back and stared at him. She looked utterly miserable. 
 
    Judd decided to risk talking. He said, “Is this your idea of a divorce.” 
 
    The women security guards started chuckling, and nobody disciplined him. 
 
    The back door of the van closed on Lana and the van lurched into motion. 
 
    They drove to the back building in the Chimera complex. It was narrower, but taller, and Judd was helped out, his arms held tightly, and he was taken into the building. 
 
    He walked across a wide foyer, around a wide desk, and into an elevator. Four of the WITCH security guards, Judd was pretty sure they were WITCH, got on with him. Donna stood back and the elevator doors slid shut. Then the elevator rose. 
 
    And opened on a long hallway. Judd was escorted down the hallway to a pair of overlarge double doors. They were four by eight, each of them, and the doorknobs were higher on the door than usual. 
 
    One of the guards knocked. 
 
    “Come!” a rumbling, alto voice called. 
 
    The guard turned the knobs, pushed the doors open, and Judd was escorted into a large room. 
 
    A woman sat on a raised platform and meditated. She was huge, easily eight feet tall, and she weighed probably three hundred pounds, but it was all proportional. She had a thin waist, round hips, massive breasts, and a pleasant but sharp face. 
 
    The guards stopped him, and he stared upwards. 
 
    “Uncuff him and leave.” 
 
    He was uncuffed, and he rolled his shoulders and rubbed his wrists as the guards backed out of the room. 
 
    The giant woman watched him, a very slight smile on her face. She was enjoying his surprise. 
 
    “Hello, Judd.” 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “I’m Silithia. I’m the head WITCH here.” 
 
    “What’s a Witch?” 
 
    She smiled wider. “Let’s not play dumb. I know the Amazons sent you. The presence of Nyoka in The Valley confirms that.” 
 
    Judd frowned. This wasn’t going well. Even through the happy juice bubbling through his veins he knew that. But he couldn’t seem to raise up any kind of real alarm. 
 
    Silithia spoke into the air, “I want him sober.” 
 
    A woman in a white coat immediately entered the room. She came to Judd, put a needle into his arm, pressed the plunger, then hurried out. 
 
    Judd felt the happiness leave him like it was going down a drain. Swirl, swirl, the world becoming hard-edged, and then he felt the panic he had been denied assail him. And what Silithia had told him registered. 
 
    “Where is Nyoka?” 
 
    She spoke into the air again. 
 
    “Bring her in.” 
 
    A door opened to the side and slightly behind Judd, and he turned. Two guards dragged Nyoka across the floor. She was beaten to a pulp. she had bruises all over her body, but the look in her eyes was one of defiance. 
 
    Judd looked around at Silithia. “I’ll get you for this.” 
 
    “Before you do?” 
 
    Judd stared at her. 
 
    “Ask Nyoka when she was going to return you to being a man.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “That’s right. Oh, she could, but you’ve displeased our little Amazon. You shouldn’t bite the hand that feeds you.” 
 
    Judd stared hard, then turned his attention to Nyoka. 
 
    She lowered her eyes. 
 
    “Nyoka?” 
 
    She just shook her head and wouldn’t speak. 
 
    “That’s okay, Nyoka, I’ll tell him. You just rest up a bit.” She spoke to Judd and ticked points off on her big fingers. “You came without permission. Twice. But the real kicker is that you told her she had to bring Ricky back to manhood. That’s a no no, Judd. Your request came across, in her mind, as a sort of blackmail, and you are property, Amazon property, and property is not allowed to commit blackmail.” 
 
    Judd looked at Nyoka. 
 
    She wouldn’t look at him, and he knew it was true. And now he knew why she had started acting disillusioned with him. 
 
    And where did that leave him? 
 
    “That’s right. You’re stuck in a female body. A pretty good one, nice tits, and your dick is shrinking. In fact, you only have one good cum left in you before it shrinks all the way, but we’ll talk about that later.” She spoke to the guards, and they stepped dragged Nyoka out of the room. 
 
    “Where are you taking her?” 
 
    “Do you really care? After what she did to you?” 
 
    “I care.” 
 
    “The dungeons.” 
 
    Judd stood and waited. Now that his mind was no longer drugged it was working, and fast. 
 
    He couldn’t use strength. He didn’t have enough left. So he would have to use intelligence. 
 
    “So, Judd, let’s talk about you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER EIGHT 
 
      
 
    “Come with me.” Silithia stood up, and it was magnificent to watch. She had been sitting in the lotus position, and she simply rose, no struggle to undo the legs, no repositioning to get her muscles under her, she simply…went up. 
 
    It was a spectacular display of muscle strength and control. 
 
    And she towered over Judd. Silithia was slightly over 8 feet tall, and Judd was slightly over 5 feet tall. A 3 foot difference, plus the foot of her meditating platform.  
 
    Judd looked up at her and he couldn’t help but feel awe. She was like a building over him, a building with massive boobs that extended a full foot in front of her. 
 
    She stepped down from the platform and took his hand. She smiled at him, and led him behind the platform to a door in the wall. 
 
    “You’re hypnotizing me to love you.” 
 
    She laughed. “Not hypnosis, just the natural ambience of a woman unleashed, of a woman brought to her full potential. This is what all women will be like, should they be allowed to grow into their true selves.” 
 
    She opened the door and led Judd into a large room. The room had over-sized furniture and was obviously living quarters. The furnishings, though huge, were made of the finest materials. A gigantic table was constructed of silky smooth wood. A couch was covered with soft material that was downright majestic in feel and appearance. 
 
    Silithia led him through the room and out to a patio. The patio had a see through plexiglass barrier to keep people from falling off. From the patio he could see the world. Hundreds of miles of virgin forest. Rich, verdant growth that covered the world as if with a coat. 
 
    “Sit,” and she lifted him up to a platform on which there were regular human-sized pieces of furniture. Judd sat in a chair. 
 
    “Whiskey and Pepsi, and Rum for me.” 
 
    She spoke to nobody, just sat in a large chair. Now they were eye to eye, and Judd watched the slight smile on her face. 
 
    He had seen Nyoka, and she had been abused. Was this what was waiting for him? Was she just softening him up? 
 
    And, under that musing was the deeper thought: the Amazons weren’t going to return me to maledom. 
 
    A large woman hurried onto the patio. She wore a maid’s outfit, and she placed a bottle of Rum in front of Silithia, and a frosty glass of whiskey and Pepsi, just the right amount of ice cubes, in front of Judd. 
 
    “Beautiful, isn’t it?” She took a sip from the rum, which left the bottle a quarter drained. 
 
    Judd took a hefty gulp, placed his glass down, and waited. 
 
    “I modeled the view after certain views to be had from The Monastery. 
 
    “You’ve been to the Monastery.” 
 
    “A long time ago. Before I became disillusioned with the Amazon plan for the world.” 
 
    “And your plan is better?” 
 
    Silithia was wearing a two part body suit. Had to be custom made for her size. She sighed and began wiggling out of the top. Her breasts were revealed, massive mounds that, even though they were huge, they needed no brassiere to keep them up. 
 
    She sat with the bottom half still on and tossed the top half to one side. A maid scurried in, picked it up and hurried away. She smiled at Judd and let her hair down. It tumbled over her shoulders, a golden waterfall of curves and swerves. 
 
    Judd watched. He could feel her ambience, yet he knew he wasn’t getting it all. 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “You’re only feeling half of me. That’s because you’re almost a woman. Nothing left but the dick.” 
 
    He gulped again. For the first time in his life he felt like he needed alcohol. Really needed it. He was sober from the happy drugs, he had manhood, but that was rapidly disappearing. And what would be left? 
 
    “So what now?” 
 
    “I’m going to reveal my complete ambience. You’re going to see what it really means to be a WITCH. And you’re going to begin the path to true self discovery, and you will have a decision to make.” 
 
    She sipped another quarter of the bottle of rum. Judd was fascinated by how, when she lowered the bottle, her lips glistened. He took a gulp and said, “Are you doing something to me?” 
 
    Silithia smiled broadly. “You’re perceptive.” 
 
    “Can I fight it?” 
 
    “Why would you want to?” 
 
    “Why should I want it?” 
 
    Judd wasn’t sure what was happening. He felt light headed, but his senses were skewing. He looked at the glass of bourbon and frowned. No. It wasn’t simple bourbon that was doing this to him It was her. 
 
    He looked at Silithia. “Are you going to beat me? Like you did Nyoka?” 
 
    Silithia laughed, a deep chuckle that made Judd feel good, as if very bones were vibrating. “We didn’t beat Nyoka. She tried to escape, and we merely stopped her.” 
 
    “I find it hard to believe.” 
 
    “Soon you will find it easy to believe. And you will have that choice I spoke of.” 
 
    “Choice,” mumbled Judd. The world was getting lighter, more golden, and every time he looked at Silithia it was like she was surrounded by a halo. 
 
    “Yes. Choice. Would you like to know why I am being so good to you?” 
 
    Judd tilted his head slightly and arched his eyes. 
 
    “Most men are asleep. The eat, they rut, and life passes them by. Then there are the men who aren’t asleep. Men like you. They advance in the world, become leaders of mankind.  
 
    “There is a second stage, and you made it to the second stage of male awareness and were accepted into the service of the Amazons. 
 
    “And there is a third stage, which you achieved on that silly ocean voyage you were on.” 
 
    Judd pulled pieces of his mind together. It seemed that her ambience was actually helping him see things. Yet it was such a huge picture, and there were so many pieces, and all the pieces were so very, very fuzzy. 
 
    “And now you have been abandoned. You did something, a couple of somethings, that the Amazons didn’t like, so they discard you like a dog would leave a chewed up bone.” 
 
    Judd frowned. He wasn’t hypnotized, but things were moving around in him. 
 
    “Take another drink, Judd, it will help.” 
 
    Dutifully, Judd picked up the glass. He looked at it, marveled at the range of colors in simple bourbon, the way the light flickered off the ice cubes like a shard of coruscant diamonds. 
 
    “Drink,” and he felt the command in her voice. Yet it was a good command, and that wasn’t just the ambience speaking. That was a truth, and he realized that there were two realities. Truth…and lies. The only problem was he didn’t know which of the two he had been living. 
 
    “You’ve been living both of them. Now, take a sip.” 
 
    Judd tried, and he choked, and his hand shivered so hard the liquid sloshed and threatened to overflow. 
 
    “Help him.” 
 
    Judd was aware of motion next to him, then a large hand, soft and manicured but larger than his, reached into his tunnel of sight and helped the glass approach his lips, tilt, and he felt the cool liquid sluice slowly down his gullet, warming him as it went. 
 
    Then his hand was on the table, and the glass was near empty, and the phantom hand was gone. 
 
    Judd felt like he had been tit slapped. His head placed between two breasts which took turns slapping him. And the tits were the biggest tits in the universe. He stared at Silithia. 
 
    And, still, he was aware. Hyper aware. Ambient aware. 
 
    “Why?” He managed to say. 
 
    “Because you made it to the third level. You are the most unique man in history, and those assholes throw you aside as if you were garbage.” 
 
    He felt an anger in her ambience, but it was a controlled anger. Of course, such magnitude of ambience, they would have to control such emotions…lest the world destroy itself. 
 
    She stood up then, and shimmied out of the bottom of her body suit. Her legs were long and golden, and her pussy had no hair. And it was a beautiful pussy. Soft and glistening, lips that beckoned to him, threw kisses at him, all without moving. 
 
    She stood in front of him, just off the platform. Judd was still on the raised platform, but she was still a foot taller.  
 
    She pulled his chair forward and placed her hands on the armrests and leaned towards him. They were inches apart. Her face taking up his sight. Her lips glistening with moisture. Her eyes violet and magnetic. He could feel her breath on him, and it was like a balmy, south sea wind, but soft, like the touch of feathers. 
 
    “Judd, the Amazons have a plan, and it will take thousands of years to come to fruition, and all that time theyt will be in charge, shaping the human race to their ends. 
 
    “And after a few thousand years, when all womankind is enlightened, what will be the fate of men? You are the best thing they have ever done, and they discard you like a shoe with no sole. Is that a future for man that you would like?” 
 
    Judd tried to shake his head, but she placed her hand on his jaw, and he couldn’t refuse that light pressure. His head was frozen in place. 
 
    “WITCH has a plan that will take a fraction of the time, and we need enlightened men. We need you. We want to raise the human race to heights undreamed, and we need to do that before the human race destroys itself, or before the Amazons gain complete control. We need you.” 
 
    “But…Rick. You said…” 
 
    “We lied to Rick.” 
 
    “You…lied.” 
 
    She didn’t back off, she didn’t hide from the fact of having lied. “Rick was asleep. He needs to awaken, and make it to the second and third level before he will be of use.” 
 
    “Then he is a woman for the rest of his life.” 
 
    “No. But when we are finally able to help him, and it won’t be long, then he will understand, and appreciate, and hopefully the act of awakening won’t drive him insane.” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” 
 
    “Are you ready for the proof? Judd?” 
 
    Judd gulped uncontrollably. His heart felt like a feather fluttering in his chest. The world was light and goodness, airy and free, and she was close to him. So close. 
 
    Silithia moved forward, incrementally, and it was like watching a second hand slow down. The closer her lips came to his, the slower the world move. 
 
    Their eyes were open when her lips touched his, he felt himself falling forward, into her scintillating eyes. And yet he didn’t lose consciousness. He merely felt the softness of her perfection slithering across his mouth. The feeling paralyzed him, and his penis suddenly exploded into life. It became rock hard. A giant monolith of lust and love. 
 
    Her lips were bigger than his, and she began to chew on him, and yet it was like she was chewing on his very soul. He felt like his heart was being sucked up in his chest. He felt like the birds flying in the far off forest were his heartbeats. 
 
    She Frenched him, and her tongue opened his mouth up, scoured his spirit of uncleanliness. And still their eyes were open. 
 
    Lies and truth, and this was the truth. This giant softness that threatened to swallow him, but in the swallowing, to digest him as a better man. A bigger man. 
 
    Her head moved back and she tilted her head quizzically. “Ask.” 
 
    “Will I ever be as big as you?” And he didn’t mean just physically, he meant cosmically. He meant spiritually. And he realized: Amazon intuition is like this, but it takes a thousand Amazons to create that intuition. 
 
    “Yes. But how soon it happens is up to you. I became this large in one lifetime. Can you?” 
 
    And it was the soft challenge. The gauntlet, soft and velvet, slapped across his face. And it didn’t hurt, but rather woke him to possibilities. 
 
    She kissed him again, swallowing his face and devouring his soul, and it was good, and he gave himself up to the endless possibilities of her ambience. And already he was becoming aware of the choice that face him. 
 
    Intuition or ambience…? 
 
    She touched his cock then, and he felt his hips lurch forward and it was like sunlight had exploded from his balls and up his shaft, but he did not orgasm. Not yet. Not for a long while. First…first there was foreplay. 
 
    “Oh, God…” he muttered as she stroked him, caused his whole body to feel like steam powered trains were running up from his toes to his forehead, then back down again. 
 
    “Judd, you have a choice to make.” 
 
    “I know,” and tears were coming from his eyes.” 
 
    “Truth or lies,” she whispered into his body, his every nook and cranny, into the very place where he lived, where the ‘I am’ that calls itself a man exists.  
 
    “Are you ready for the truth?” 
 
    He nodded, tears slowly streaming from his eyes. 
 
    “Then you must come with me. Let me open you up. Show you what a woman is for.” 
 
    She picked him up then, like a child, and he placed his head in the crook of her neck, her golden hair falling hover him like a sweet rain. She walked, without stagger or evidence of effort, off the patio and across the big room. 
 
    She…

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER NINE 
 
      
 
    …took him into her bedroom. 
 
    Judd lay in her arms, dazed, in love, realizing that she was doing something more to him than just simple ambience. She was opening his male mind, making him accessible to her full ambience, and that golden glow of her pure spirit washed into him. 
 
    The bedroom, like everything else in this suite, was large, and the furniture was all built for a person eight feet tall and 300 pounds. 
 
    A chair in the corner, he would have a rough time crawling up on it. 
 
    The couch, it stretched two times the length of him. The lights were big, and they had switches that large hands could work. 
 
    And the bed…the bed…. 
 
    She placed him on an ocean of pink silk. At the head of the bed were two large pillows, and several built for regular sized humans. 
 
    “What do you think of my boudoir?” She sat down at a make up table. 
 
    He sat up, looked around, tried to take it all in. The fact that she was occupied with her make up distracted her just enough that he could think. Though, truth be told, he would have preferred her ambience. Simple figuring of logic held a pale candle to lust in her hands. 
 
    “It’s…big.” 
 
    She touched up her lips. “On those rare occasions when I let men into my sleeping quarters I make sure I’m looking good. There’s something about a fully made up face that really gets the men going.” 
 
    Judd looked down, past his breasts, and stared at his cock. “How long will it last?” 
 
    “Long enough for you to experience me. Long enough for you to gather enough information to make a real decision. Long enough for you to realize what it is to be a man.” 
 
    She looked at him in the mirror. “You’re not a slave to the Amazons, Judd. They used you.” 
 
    “And now you want to use me?” 
 
    She snorted. “Everybody uses everybody. It’s just a matter of choosing who uses you, and what are their ends.” 
 
    She spritzed some perfume on and turned to Judd. Her mouth curved slightly in smile, her lips were full and inviting. Her eyes were calling to him. 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He slid off the bed, came to her. She spread her legs and he fell to his knees. 
 
    “Eat me, Judd. Swallow me. Kiss my depths and find yourself.” 
 
    Judd burrowed his face in. His tongue was small compared to her folds, so he opened his mouth and tried to gather her flesh in. Her clitoris was as big as a golf ball, and he placed his mouth over it. He chewed, and he brought his hands up and began stroking her slit. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Do it, Judd. If you don’t do it right then will be your last cum. So do me good.” 
 
    Judd pulled on her labia with his fingers, he sucked her clitoris until he almost gagged. 
 
    “I’m built for abuse, if you want. You can fuck me, you can hit me. You can fist me and all it will do is excite me. Do me, Judd. Fuck me right!” 
 
    Judd complied. He thrust two fingers into her pussy, and she gasped in pleasure. 
 
    “More! More!” she squealed. 
 
    He slid his whole hand into her. He made a fist on the inside of her channel, and he began punching, in a light and loving way, her insides. 
 
    “Oh! Ah! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    For a long moment he abused her, and she loved it. Her hips began to writhe on the chair, and she pulled on her gigantic nipples. 
 
    He stood up. “I want to carry you to the bed and ravish you.” 
 
    “I’ll carry you, and you can still ravish me.” She stood up, picked him up in her arms and carried him back to the bed. She laid him down, then climbed over him. Her body was huge, and Judd watched the hard abs pass over him, the hips and the long, long legs. then she was laying down, waiting for him, her legs spread and her breasts huge mounds on her chest. 
 
    Judd rolled over her legs and went back to fisting her and eating her. 
 
    Silithia moaned and groaned, made sounds like wild animals mating, then she grabbed him, turned him over, and sat astride him. 
 
    His dick, the full 10 plus inches, stood straight up. No hint of limpness now. 
 
    She pinned his arms down on the bed, leaned on him just enough to immobilize him, but not enough to hurt him. Her breasts swept across his chest. 
 
    “How do you even walk with those…those…” 
 
    She laughed. “I am the new improved version of woman.”
“2.0?” 
 
    “More like 10.0.”  
 
    She kissed him then, ground her mouth into his, and she let loose of one arm and reached down for his penis. 
 
    “Being an enlightened man has its advantages, eh, Judd?” 
 
    She gripped him, and he could feel her strength. She could have ripped his penis out by the roots, but, instead, she caressed it, squeezed it, milked it. 
 
    “Oh…!” Judd arched his hips at the incredible pleasure, but her weight kept him from achieving any height. 
 
    And she kissed him again. She stroked his cock. She nibbled on his lips. She devoured him. And he could feel what she was doing to him. 
 
    “You’re not letting me come…your …your ambience…it’s stopping me!” 
 
    “How true,” she whispered to him, holding his balls. Though they were big, they felt like marbles in her massive hands. “You’ll cum when I let you…you’ll cum when you’re ready to open your mind and recieve the truth.” 
 
    “The truth,” he whispered back. “Please, let me up. Let me be on top.” 
 
    “Your wish, my lord,” and she laughed and picked him up and whirled onto her back. Judd was flung atop her, and he found himself in the male superior position, but he felt like male submissive. 
 
    He clambered up her body and attacked her breasts. Each nipple was like a shot glass, and he took his time with each one. Palpating her tits with his hands, and even tickling her pussy with his toes. 
 
    She laughed, then groaned with the pleasure, then arched her back. 
 
    “You’re good, Judd. I can see why the Amazons liked you.” 
 
    He moved up on her, placed his hands on her wrists, as if pinning her down, but they both knew that was an impossibility. His dick ground into her belly. 
 
    “It’s not just about convincing me.” 
 
    She ground her pussy into the air, she was hot with a giantesses heat. “Negotiations? During sex? Oh…you filthy man!” But she was laughing. 
 
    “IF…you convince me, I need Rick changed back. I need to change back. And that’s on top of actually convincing me that the Amazons are wrong, and you’re right.” 
 
    She lifted her arms, lifted his whole weight, another show of strength, then she stood up, and slid back into her lap. His dick left a trail of pre-cum on her belly. 
 
    She twisted her wrists to get free and held him, hugged him, pressed his chest with her massive mammaries, and kissed him. She took him in her arms and bent him to the side and ate his mouth, ground his defenses to a nub, and he realized that she was using her ambience to take away his defenses. 
 
    “Only so you can see,” she whispered. “Only so you can understand.” She held him, engulfed him, controlled his body for her pleasure and, another show of strength, she lifted him up, placed him on the bed, and squatted over him. “I am so glad you have a serious dick. I get so tired of those puny human sized organs.” 
 
    It was his turn to laugh. “I don’t think you ever get tired.” 
 
    “Touche!” and she lowered herself on to him. 
 
    Judd’s eyes snapped open in shock. Her inner flesh was of spun gold, electric and silky smooth and flowing with the finest juices. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he said, unable to control anything. At the mercy of her flesh, of her touch, of her truth…whatever that might be. 
 
    She impaled herself, yet held her weight up so as not to squash him. She said: “Do you still think God is a woman?” 
 
    Judd’s mind was blasted. He heard the question, but everything was jumbled in his head. He couldn’t separate her pussy from the fabric of the universe. 
 
    “It’s God…God is…” he was reduced to mumbling incoherence, and yet there was a thread of straight thought coming alive in him. A line of realization and awareness. 
 
    It was like a long tunnel, as long as her pussy, and he was looking down that big, ribbed, veined, marvelous tunnel of pussy, and he could see golden light at the far end. Far away…so far…but beckoning to him. 
 
    And he heard her say: “God is not a woman. God is all of us. Each,…separate…one of us. And we live, individual, until we are merged again. Do you feel merged, Judd?” 
 
    “Uh…guh…” he grunted, and he was floating through a mist of golden nectar, down a long tunnel of pussy, and the golden light of truth was coming closer…closer. 
 
    Silithia moved up and down on his dick. She was getting pleasure but the real pleasure was what was happening to Judd. 
 
    “In their desire to be Gods the Amazons forgot that it takes two halves to make a whole.” 
 
    Judd giggled, the tunnel walls had sprouted long, glinting, sharp knives. “Hole,” he said. “You said ‘hole.’” He knew he was passing through insanity, and the only thing that kept him sane was Silithia’s control of her vagina. 
 
    “Yes. I said ‘hole,’ Judd. Do you love me?” 
 
    The tunnel was turning now, and the knives were whirling past him, seeking his flesh, wishing to rip him apart. 
 
    But Silithia held him, controlled him, whisked him past the knives of insanity. 
 
    Judd began crying. Deep, body sotting ruptures of the psyche. And he knew the truth…he was insane. 
 
    “We’re all insane, Judd. Dear. My love. And our only hope is each other. Our only hope is to give up our insanity and love each other.” 
 
    Judd felt his body rotating, the knives mere inches from him, and he wished…he wished… 
 
    “Do you love me? Judd? Can you love me? Can you put aside insanity and love me? Can you embrace the human race? Can you give up half and gain the whole?” 
 
    Tears pouring from his clenched eyes, his body locked in eternal torment, Judd floated, and he felt things breaking inside him. Money left. It was not needed in the spiritual universe. Cars and houses departed from his needs in life. The need for human approval…at any cost, left, and he was alone and shivering, and the knives drew back into the spinning walls. 
 
    And when there are no needs, and the only desire left is to…to love…then the golden light began to come closer. 
 
    And he was aware of Silithia kissing him, loving him, helping him. And she whispered, “I’ll be gone when you awake, Judd, dear. And you will be on your own for a while. But if you’re really ready for the truth, then you’ll find me. And you will bring the halves together into one whole. 
 
    And Judd floated into the golden light. The light absorbed him, became him, was him, and he knew the truth. 
 
    He was a mote of nothingness.  
 
    He was a spirit. 
 
    He was a man. 
 
    No matter his body…the truth was the truth. 
 
    And Judd exploded into shards of golden light. He became a nova of love, spreading himself out through the universe. 
 
    And, in the part of the universe known as planet earth, in the town of Goforth Valley, in a rather over-sized bed, the body of Judd spewed juices. Rope after rope of gleaming, white liquid. Stream after stream of heavenly essence.  
 
    His balls, though starting to shrink, began to swell, and caused him to spew even more. 
 
    The globes on his chest began to dwindle, and the energy that had gone into them wound through his body and left via his dick. 
 
    His dick, though starting to get flabby, stiffed up, grew even larger. 
 
    His body began to grow, back to his normal size.  
 
    And the universe, courtesy of God’s golden truth, fed him energy, and his weight increased. His muscles hardened. 
 
    He lay, as if in a coma, and Silithia slithered off him. She was gentle and light as she got off the bed. 
 
    A maid came in, wide eyes. “The Amazons are here.” 
 
    “We must go.” 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “Let the Amazons have him, for now.” 
 
    “But, isn’t there a danger?” 
 
    “There’s always a danger, my sweet. But I have done what I could for him, and now he must make a decision. He must pursue the truth on his own.” 
 
    “Will we see him again?” 
 
    “It’s a small universe,” Silithia smiled, then she turned to her maid. “Come, let us make our escape.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TEN 
 
      
 
    The Amazons poured out of the woods above Judd’s house like an avalanche. Their arms and legs were accoutered with gleaming armor. Their chests were covered with form fitting breast plates. They carried weapons. Arrows and spears and whips. And they moved in that peculiar way that Amazons at war have: each woman knew, by intuition, what every other woman was doing, and so they shifted and adjusted their lines according to the needs of the whole. 
 
     Rick was in his office, typing, when he felt it. People, a large mass of people, moving past his house. He didn’t hear anything, he just felt it. He stood up and went to the front door. 
 
    The Amazons were racing away from him, a long line of women dressed like Wonder Woman, but, oh, so much more beautiful. The way they ran, a ballet of legs pumping, of buttocks swaying. It was intuitively sensual. 
 
    “Judd!” gasped Rick. Whatever was happening, Rick had to find Judd. He raced back inside, he was wearing a skirt and a bra, and he pulled on running shoes and ran back outside. 
 
    Already the Amazons were past the houses, entering the town, and the line of warriors curved around and it was obvious where they were going: the big building at the back of the Chimera complex. 
 
    Rick ran after them. He wasn’t as fast, but wearing a skirt allowed him to take longer strides. 
 
    He heard shouts and yells in town. And through the gaps between buildings he could see the women warriors rounding up the townsfolk, moving them all towards The House of Chimera. 
 
    Rick sprinted to the left, around the town proper, and watched from afar as the Amazons approached the complex of four buildings. 
 
    A thought in his mind: Jamey! 
 
    He altered his path slightly. He had to find Judd, but he had to take care of Jamey first. 
 
    Amazons were entering the first three buildings, saving the administration building at the rear of the complex for last. They began herding women out of the buildings. 
 
      
 
    Inside Chimera Donna sat behind her desk. Jamey and Lana were in front of her. Jamey was standing with head down. She was getting a grilling. Lana stood next to her, she was feeling similarly dispirited. She had been approached by Silithia herself, and she had felt the touch of the woman, and she had betrayed Judd. 
 
    “You, Jamey. Did you know about Judd and the woman in the forest?” 
 
    “I didn’t! I swear I didn’t!” she pleaded, close to tears. 
 
    Donna was deeply disturbed. Judd was a plant, but thanks to Lana they had caught him. but how much did Ricky and Jamey really know?She didn’t know, and she was going to have to turn them over to Silithia and— 
 
    “Donna!” A woman pushed open the door. “They’re coming!” 
 
    “Who? asked Jamey. 
 
    “The Amazons! Evacuate the building,” snapped Donna. 
 
      
 
    Donna rushed past, and Lana and Jamey stared at each other. 
 
    “I don’t know what’s happening, but I know you did it.” 
 
    Lana didn’t say anything in her defense. Because it was true. She had betrayed Judd. 
 
    Jamey had picked up a bare smattering of MMA from Rick. She turned, planted her weight, and punched Lana in the face. She didn’t break anything, but the surprised woman fell backwards and sat down on her ass. 
 
    “You’re a bitch, and may you rot in Hell.” 
 
    Jamey turned and left the room, and Lana began to cry. 
 
    The women came out of the first three buildings. They gathered on the concrete courtyards and on the lawns, and they held each other and whispered in frightened tones. 
 
    The Amazons rushed through the buildings, but since there was no show of resistance, they did nothing. they simply ran through the buildings, and focused on the back building. 
 
    Dark mirror glass, tall, standing like a monolithic lord. 
 
    The Amazons rushed forward and formed a line. What would have happened then was a guess, for though nothing was happening, the Amazons were going to have to breach. They were going to have to use dynamite to blow the doors, confront modern weapons maybe, and fight Silithia’s  WITCH guard. 
 
    But, suddenly, the front door opened…everybody watched…and Nyoka stumbled out. 
 
    She was bloodied and bruised, her clothes were ripped, but she was walking on her own. She staggered down the path from the building and several Amazons rushed forward and gathered her in. In a moment, Nyokoa was behind the lines of Amazons, being treated, and the doors to the administration building were standing open. 
 
    “Ready!” Yelled somebody, which was silly, for intuition made the Amazons always ready. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    For a long minunte they all waited, then a squad of Amazons moved forward, took positions next to the open door, and entered. 
 
    Then, intuition of the discoveries inside, all the Amazons began moving. Some of them moved into the building, some of them moved to the sides, to go around the building. 
 
    Back at the front building, Rick arrived, and Jamey rushed to him. There were Amazons standing around, but none of them interfered. 
 
    They came together and hugged. 
 
    “Those women!” 
 
    “I heard somebody say they were Amazons.” 
 
    “But what do they want?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but I’ve got to find Judd.” 
 
    Jamey looked at him. She judged him. Some bit of intuition guided her answer. “I’ll help.” 
 
    They moved around the building, then began trotting towards the Amazons moving around the back building. 
 
      
 
    There was nobody in the building. Amazons ran up stairs, through the lower dungeons, burst into every room. 
 
    There were no WITCH guards. 
 
    Suddenly, all the Amazons altered their doings and began running for the back of the building. They burst out onto a patio, and stared across a large green sward. 
 
    There were maybe a hundred WITCH guards, and they were all moving away, towards the far forest. 
 
    The Amazons raced after them. They sprinted over the meadow and reached the WITCHes just before the forest. 
 
    The WITCH guards turned, as one. They possessed their own intuition, and they shifted their positions to match the Amazons’, and it was the strangest battle that ever occurred. 
 
    The Amazons would shift to flank, and the WITCH guards would shift with them, other parts of the line curving to fill in holes or meet other threats. 
 
    Retreating back towards the forest the WITCHes moved. Everybody shifting, no side able to get an advantage, and it looked like the only advantage the WITCHes had was to escape into the forest. To leave, to fight again another day. 
 
    And, one by one, the lines closing behind them, the WITCHes slipped into the deep woods. 
 
    Finally, realizing that there was no more to be done, the Amazons stepped back, put the base of the spears on the ground, slipped their bows over their shoulders, coiled their whips, and watched. 
 
    The rest of the WITCHes turned and walked into the welcoming tumble of weeds and branches. The battle was over. 
 
     
 
    Rick and Jamey entered the building. All the Amazons were gone and the building was empty.  
 
    They tried the elevator, and it worked. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Whoever lived here…it’s the top.” 
 
    So they pressed the top button, the doors closed, and the elevator began rising. 
 
    They exited the elevator, and stared out at the countryside. They were in a long hallway, one side wall, and the other side thick glass. 
 
    “Come on,” muttered Rick. He held their hand and they walked down the long hallway. 
 
    They came to a large double door. Each door was four feet wide, and eight feet high, and the knobs were higher than usual. And big. As if for big hands. 
 
    They entered a room with a raised platform. Behind the platform was another large door. Tentatively , they moved behind the platform and tried the rear door.              It was unlocked, and they moved through the doorway. 
 
    It was a huge room with furniture built as if for giants. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” whispered Jamey. 
 
    “I don’t know,” answered Rick. 
 
    He led her across the room, and they came out on a big balcony. They could see, through a plexiglass barrier and across a huge meadow, a row of women, very large women with brawny backs and grey uniforms, walk into the far woods. 
 
    “Chimera’s security guards,” breathed Jamey. 
 
    They watched for a second, then Rick said, “We’ve got to find him.” 
 
    They re-entered the building, and each took a side of the large room. 
 
    Jamey explored behind several doors, and found maid’s quarters, a kitchen, small sleeping rooms. 
 
    Rick moved down his side, found a couple of empty rooms with more large furniture, then entered a big bedroom. 
 
    The bed was high, but he could see over the edge. Judd lay on his back on the bed. He lay as if dead. He was naked, and his dick was stiff. It was a foot long, and white fluid slowly drizzled down from the head. 
 
    “He’s here!” he yelled. 
 
    He moved to the bed. “Judd? Judd? Are you all right?” 
 
    Jamey entered the room and came to his side. 
 
    Next to the bed was a dresser, and Rick pulled a drawer halfway out and used it for a step. He crawled up on the bed. 
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” 
 
    “Judd?” Rick shook the bigger man, and he suddenly realized: He’s big again! He’s a man! He’s…can I…? 
 
    Judd stirred, his eyes opened, and Rick stumbled back, away from the big man. He could feel a rippling, writhing, twisting energy to Judd. 
 
    “Oh, hi,” Judd sat up. 
 
    “Judd! Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Judd answered Jamey. “I feel great.” He turned to Rick, “Come on, let’s get down.” 
 
    They slid off the bed, and stood in a group. Jamey hugged Judd, and then they simply looked at each other. 
 
    Judd felt good. He was a man again, and his dick…was it larger? Yes! It was! 
 
    “How did you…you were a woman…Can you…” 
 
    “I can help you, but it’s going to be difficult.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s get some bourbon and go talk on the balcony. I’ll bring you up to speed.” 
 
    Shortly, they were sitting in human chairs on the platform next to Silithia’s ‘throne.’ Judd poured bourbon and Coke into three glasses and they all sipped. 
 
    Judd: “Silithia lied to you, and the Amazons lied to me. Silithia, that’s the person in charge of The House of Chimera, can give you back your male body. Probably take a few months, but she can do it. I think she’s willing, but we would have to find her, and be convenient for her, and maybe even do some bidding for her. Fair exchange, you know. You do for them and they do for you.” 
 
    “What about those other women? The Amazons?” 
 
    “They told me they would change you, but they seem to be going back on their word.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they are more interested in world conquest than helping small individuals with what they deem to be small problems. Sorry. No pun intended.” 
 
    Rick bit his lip and looked unhappy. 
 
    Jamey asked, “So what do we do?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I need a little bit more information before I choose a path. But, Rick, this is good news.” 
 
    “These Amazons won’t change me back, and The House of Chimera doesn’t seem to be an option.” 
 
    “But it’s light at the end of the tunnel. We’ve got two possibilities here, either one can change you back into a male. We just need to figure out which one is the more viable.” 
 
    “Okay,” he finally begrudged. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” Jamey held his arm and gazed at him. 
 
    And Judd knew there was hope here, because there was love. “Okay, I’ve got to do something. Let’s go.” 
 
    They exited the suite and went to the elevator. They were just getting off the elevator when the Amazons began coming into the back of the building. They could hear voices, and they quickly walked out the front door. 
 
    Amazons coming around the side of the building, but Judd and company were in front of them and, the battle being over, nobody challenged them. 
 
    They crossed the complex grounds and came to the first building. Judd led the way inside. 
 
    Most of the women were gone, but a few straggled here and there. They didn’t understand what had happened, and they stared at the few Amazons posted in the building. The Amazons merely waited with stoic faces. 
 
    Judd smiled and walked past them, and they looked at each other and mentally shrugged. 
 
    Judd was Judd. He had fucked all of them. And though there had been a couple of rumors…Judd was Judd. And nobody seemed to equate his presence, and their state of mind, with the ambience emitting from him. 
 
    At the top of the stairs Judd led the way to Donna’s office. He entered, and saw Donna sitting disconsolately at her desk. 
 
    She looked up at Judd and Rick and Jamey, then she focused on Judd. “You’ve won.” 
 
    “I haven’t even fought,” he answered. “Where’s Lana?” 
 
    “If she hasn’t left, she’ll be down the hall on the right.” 
 
    Judd smiled wanly, and left. 
 
    “Why do you want to see her?” asked Jamey. 
 
    “Because she loves me.” 
 
    “She betrayed you.” 
 
    Judd just shrugged. 
 
    Down the hall, on the right, Lana was sitting at a desk. She was staring out the window and holding a white bit of paper towel to her nose. 
 
    She turned, and her eyes went wide at the sight of Judd. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said Judd, pleasantly. “I’m just here to talk.” 
 
    He sat down across from her. 
 
    Rick and Jamey stood behind him. Jamey looked like she was ready to jump over the desk and punch Lana again. 
 
    Judd: “You’ll have to work to earn trust again.” 
 
    “Who says I want to?” 
 
    “Want me to leave?” 
 
    Lana was silent. She looked at the paper towel, revealing a bruised nose, and tossed it in the garbage can. 
 
    Judd: “You loved me, and love doesn’t disappear. You have a choice now. What we had, I can’t just walk away from it. Can you?” 
 
    Lana said nothing, but her eyes revealed that her depths were in turmoil. 
 
    “I’ve got a wife. I’ve got a thousand women, Amazons, who have a claim on me. But I’ve got a claim on myself. Do you want to come with me?” 
 
    Lana began to sob. She was face to face with being a traitor…and in love. 
 
    “You’re not an Amazon. We’ll be leaving the valley shortly. Come if you wish.” 
 
    “Where,” she blurted through her tears. 
 
    “I don’t know yet. Maybe the Amazon. Maybe wherever the WITCH people hang out,” he shrugged. “But I’ve got to help Jamey, and I have to help mankind, and I’m not sure how all this is going to work out. The only question is…do you want to be a part of it?” 
 
    She nodded. Miserably. 
 
    “Okay, time to go. I’ve got one other person to see, and a decision has to be made.” 
 
    They walked out of the building, and into the arms, the well weaponed arms, of Nyoka. She was just entering the building, and she had a dozen Amazons with her. 
 
    “Just the person I was looking for.” Yet there was a shadow of doubt in her. For she had betrayed, and she was starting to realize how serious betrayal was. 
 
    “Hello, Nyoka. Are you going to change Rick back?” 
 
    “Surround him.” 
 
    The Amazons made a circle around Judd and Lana and Rick and Jamey. Their spears were pointed inwards, and their eyes revealed nothing. 
 
    “Oh, my. What has happened to our love?” 
 
    “You’re going back to The Monastery.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows. “So you’re not going to live up to your word. You’re not going to change Rick back.” 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    Judd smiled. “You haven’t asked what happened to me. Aren’t you curious as to how I became my old self?” 
 
    Nyoka stared at him. He was naked, and all man. His penis was back to being big. Maybe even bigger, and it was dripping as of yore. And…was he taller? More muscular? 
 
    And Nyoka was curious, and suddenly she was filled with doubts. This was her lover, this was the man who did her bidding happily, and now something was wrong. 
 
    Judd turned slowly smiling at each of the Amazons surrounding him. 
 
    “As I have been betrayed, so the contract is broken. I will be leaving now. And my three friends are coming with me.” 
 
    He smiled, and his ambience began to emit, to flow, to swirl and touch the Amazons. 
 
    He was Judd. He was their lover. How could they kill him…how could they betray him? 
 
    He turned to Nyoka. “My dear. You’ll have to kill me. Is that really what Amazons are about?” 
 
    “Please,” she whispered. “Come back.” 
 
    “Not unless you agree, and I’ll know if you’re lying now, to change Rick back. What was done to him was cruel, and it must be righted. You can make it right.” 
 
    But Nyoka stood. Mute. Betraying not just Judd, but herself. 
 
    “Another time, then. Ladies?” 
 
    Judd walked past the spear tips, and Rick and Jamey and Lana followed him. 
 
    They walked across The Valley and returned to their ‘temp housing.’ Once there, they gathered what few belongings they required, and they left The Valley. 
 
    As they drove past the now abandoned guard gate Lana asked. “Where are we going?” 
 
    Judd stared at the open road in front of him. It went into the forest, and it might lead through mountains and deserts, storms and typhoons, but it was the only road he had. He said, “We need to find a WITCH.” 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Judd and his friends. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    A SPECIAL NOTE: 
 
      
 
    Most people don’t know how the Amazon star rating system works. 
 
    Five stars and a book gets noticed, and Amazon pushes it. 
 
    Four stars and it stays within sight. Amazon pushes it, barely, and it usually stays within sight. 
 
    Anything less than four stars and it disappears, Amazon simply stops promoting it. 
 
    If you love a book, give it five stars. 
 
    If you like a book, give it four stars. 
 
    If you think the book has value, just not for you, don’t rate it. 
 
    If you are trying to destroy an author, and this is any author, not just me, give a book three or less stars. It will disappear, and it will be difficult to find even with a detailed word search of Amazon. 
 
    That’s how the star system works. Personally, I think it is a terrible system. I can’t tell you how often I have had a great review, and three stars. Somebody loved the book, but they took it off the boards because they didn’t understand the rating system. 
 
    And, here’s a nasty one, I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had a ‘moralist’ rate me with one star, simply because they think the world is better off without erotica. 
 
    I think it is important to give an author high ratings, it is encouragement, and makes the system work. On the other hand, if you don’t have something nice to say about somebody, best to just let them be. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World!… 
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    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ Sam always thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Emasculation Project ~ Jameson is a manly man with a secret, he likes to cross dress a little. One day his Aunt catches him, and decides that the only cure is to give Jamie what he wants. Now Jamie is becoming a BIG cross dresser. Unfortunately, his wife isn’t in agreement, and she and Aunt Charlotte are about to fight over Jamie. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminized submissive, hypnosis, forced transgender.  
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Feminization Games ~ Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    The Stepforth Husband ~ Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics compan. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Gave My Man Boobs ~ Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ Two stories for the price of one. 
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
      
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the Internet. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…

  

 
   
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…available on the Internet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘The Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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