
        
            
                
            
        

    
	She Feminized an FBI Agent! 

	He was putty in her hands! 

	by Grace Mansfield

	

 

	  

	  

	  

	PART ONE 

	  

	 

	“It’s right up here,” she said. “Right at the top of the stairs.” 

	Jason looked up the stairs and almost fell over. Backwards. He would have smashed the back of his skull on the ground, except that Kat caught him. Grabbed his arm and steadied him and he looked up the stairs. 

	Twenty steps. And on the edges, facing whoever climbed, were the precepts of the Church of Love. 

	First step: God is Love. 

	Second step: Give yourself to Love. 

	Third step: Love all women. 

	And so on. Twenty steps extolling the wonders of femininity, and how men should bow down and do as they were commanded. 

	“Yeah, cool,” blathered Jason. He was a strong, young man, early twenties, smart, handsome, exactly what the Church of Love wanted. 

	Giggling, not so drunk as Jason, Kat pulled on his hand and helped him mount the precepts. 

	“Wow, man, what are they saying?” 

	The world was whizzing past him and he wavered this way and that, but…up the steps he went. 

	At the top he turned around and looked down. No words on the way down, just black and white tiles collidoscoping to his drunken senses. 

	“Wow, crazy,” he muttered. 

	The door opened and Kat pushed him through. 

	The room was small, with a figurine on a black lacquer shelf. The figurine was a woman carved of ebony, long hair and huge breasts. She was about three feet tall, and her lips were plump and sensuous.  

	And a big, thick dick. 

	“What a babe,” commented Jason. “Who is she?” 

	He was staggering and holding on to walls and his new girlfriend. 

	“That’s the Goddess Love. Bow to her, then kiss her tits and you may enter.” 

	“Really?” 

	“Oh, yes.” 

	Kat led by example. She bent to the statue and placed a kiss right on the carved dick. She straightened up and helped him to the statue. “You do it. You’re a man so kiss her tits.” 

	“Yeah…cool.” 

	He bent, almost fell, but managed to kiss Love’s right breast. 

	The lighting changed every so subtly. It became soft, yellowish, like a halo. 

	Kat helped Jason through the next door. 

	They were in the church proper, and alone. 

	He turned to her and tried to kiss her, but she laughed and fended him off. “We’ll do that later,” she said. “First we have to meet the High Priestess Love.” 

	“God is…Goddess is Love? And priestess is Love. Is everybody Love around here?” 

	“Pretty much. We have outside world names, but in here everybody is Love.” 

	“Cool. Yeah, cool.” 

	At that moment a tall black woman stepped through some arches at the back of the room. She wore a peignoir, very short, very skimpy, and her breasts were large and pointing. the nipples were erect. Her lips looke like they had been designed for kissing. 

	“Come on,” Kat pulled Jason along. 

	“Hey! Hi!” Jason greeted the tall woman. “You must be Love.” 

	“I am. Would you like to be Love, too?” 

	“Oh, man. I would like to be loved. Right Kat?” 

	Kat half supported Jason and Love kissed his cheeks, then his lips, and said, “All are welcome in Love.” 

	Jason grinned stupidly. 

	“Jason works for Senator Hodgkins.” 

	“Wonderful. Politicians need Love.” 

	“I’m going to acquaint Jason with our basic catechism. Is there a room available?” 

	“Room three,” Love said to Kat. Kat smiled and led Jason back to the arches. 

	Through the arches a long hall and they walked down it to one of the rooms near the end. As they walked Jason took note of how all the doors were red. He observed the potted plants, the alcove with a sculpt of the founder, Love, which was the same as the statue with the dick and the tits that Jason had kissed. 

	They entered the room and Jason backed up against the wall. He leaned to keep upright and inspected the place. 

	It was eight by eight. A bed was in the center of the room with red, velvet covers on it. At the head of the bed was another statue of the Goddess Love.  

	“Whoa. Look at the donkey dick!” Jason giggled. 

	Kat listened to the unbeliever and smiled. Such insults didn’t bother her, for she had a higher purpose. 

	“Let’s sit on the bed and worship Love.” 

	“Cool,” Jason murmured. 

	Kat wasn’t wearing much, just a coat and some lingerie and heels, so she opened the coat and tossed it in a corner. 

	Jason grinned at the sight of her nearly nude body. Her breasts were large and almost totally exposed. He could see her pussy when she sat down in a cross legged position. 

	“Come on, Jason. Get naked and let’s worship Love!” 

	“Happily, Jason stripped off his shirt and pants. He was commando and his dick stuck out. It was big, hefty, and Kat grinned. Normally she laid down out of duty, but this time the duty was going to be most pleasurable 

	Jason sat down, almost fell over backwards, but Kat helped arrange him cross legged, and she sat with a hand on his thigh, very close to his erect cock, and helped him keep his balance. 

	“Oh, great Love. Deliver the world with your fair thighs. May all worship at your breasts. May the poor of the world find succor at your soft flesh. Help deliver us from the Godless with your tender vagina and robust tits. May you…” 

	The prayer went on and on, and sometimes it seemed that Kat was just sort of making it up as she went. Eventually she was done, however, and she clapped her hands gleefully and turned to Jason. “We have been blessed. Before you worship at my alter, let’s drink from the breast of Love.” 

	Fine with Jason. 

	Kat found two glasses by the side of the bed and she put them to Love’s breasts and told Jason to work the penis. 

	Chuckling, Jason worked the God’s penis up and down, and little dribbles of wine poured from the breasts into the cups. 

	“This is the milk of Love,” said Kat, handing one of the glasses to Jason. She lifted the glass to her lips and touched lip to liquid. 

	Jason gulped it all in one bug swoop. 

	Kat hugged him, and when she was talking, telling him how beautiful Love was, he spit the solution onto the carpet.  

	She pressed her breasts against him and hissed him. Their lips did a mamba and their tongues were like swords stabbing into each others mouths. His hands came up and felt her tits, pulled them, fondled them, searched for the nipples and brushed and flicked them. 

	Kat moaned and reached into his lap. She gripped his big boner and jerked it slowly. 

	“Oh, yeah. Baby!” He pushed her on the mattress and pulled her legs apart.  

	Kat laughed as he bent head and aimed for her pussy. He slapped his mouth onto that delicious orifice and began sucking. 

	Kat held on as he ravaged her with his mouth. Her thighs gave twitches as his tongue delved into her. She moaned as he sucked and kissed and chewed on her womanhood. 

	Then he was climbing up her body. He lay a top her, supporting his weight so he didn’t squash her. His thick dick brushed against against her slit and his balls touched her thighs, big and full and ready to go. 

	His mouth found her breasts and sucked until the pleasure almost hurt. 

	She wrapped her arms around him and whispered in his ear. “Fuck me now.” 

	He slipped his penis into her, a long shaft that rubbed her nerves and caused her to gasp. 

	“Oh, yes…yes!” 

	He began to slide his cock back and forth, rubbing the walls of her vagina. She became slick with juices and anticipation, she humped against him, and they climbed the mountain towards that precipice. 

	“Yes! Yes!” She half shouted. 

	“God!” he shouted, driving, pumping, chewing salivating. 

	She felt the trigger click, her body started to shiver and spasm. This was enough to set him off, and his penis began to discharge long streams of white.  

	She grunted, feeling his warmth splash inside her. 

	Then, having climbed the peak, they relaxed and let themselves slide down the other side. 

	For a moment they lay in each others arms. They kissed tenderly, sharing the sweet afterglow of Love. It wasn’t too long, however, before his eyes closed, and shortly after that he gave a snort of a snore. He fell into a deep sleep. 

	Kat shook him, but he didn’t move. 

	She smiled. 

	She jumped off the bed and went out the door. A moment and she was back, her hand gripping a piece of silver. 

	It was about the size of a fob, but only a quarter inch thick. It was shaped like a slender, bent bit of metal. Only an inch long, but curved and possessed of very smooth surfaces. 

	Kat rolled Jason over onto his back and spread his legs. She moved his buttocks apart and pushed the slender metallic object into his anus. It seemed to resist being pushed in for a second, then it was like something sucked it in. 

	Jason mumbled something in his sleep and frowned, but didn’t wake up. 

	Kat lay down next to him. She had caught her mark, and now all she had to do was wait for him to awake, then let the games begin. 

	Jason snored regularly and lightly. 

	  

	 

	Jason awoke and looked around. He’d had a good night sleep, and Kat slumbered next to him. Truth, he had had less to drink than her, and his mind was razor sharp.  

	Moving quickly but silently, he reached for his pants. 

	“Oh, baby! You’re good!” 

	Crap. There went his getaway. And he was desperate for a getaway. He wanted to find out what she had put up his butt. 

	“Hey, baby.” He rolled to her. 

	“Where you going?” she clambered on to him, grabbed his penis and stroked it. His penis, though he had cum just a few hours before, rose to the occasion. 

	He kissed her back, faking passion and trying to figure a way out of the church.  

	Kat rolled him over and sat on him. She laughed, groaned and held her head, then bounced on him. “Love is good for a hang over,” she whispered, grinding her pussy on his cock. 

	“Oh, yeah…” he flipped her over and delved deep. His balls slapped her ass and their mouths met, fused, and their lips felt so hot and sweet. 

	Maybe he could be a little late reporting in. 

	For long minutes he gave her long strokes, and they grinned and enjoyed each other. Her breasts were truly magnificent. 

	As for her, she was really liking this new convert. Well, almost convert. They just had to turn him on and he would be converted. 

	She laughed and twisted her hips and tweaked his nipples. It was such an enjoyable job, the conversion process. 

	Finally, he felt himself triggering. The little ‘on’ switch that signified an oncoming orgasm. The white heat starting to rise, his cock pulsing. 

	“Oh, yeah!” She clung to him and he began to fill her snatch with baby batter. 

	And he deflated, was emptied yet again. 

	She held on to him, enjoyed his warm flesh. She whispered, “Shall we pray for a moment before you leave?” 

	He exulted. A way out. 

	They got dressed and went out the door.  

	She led him down the hall to a back stairway. Down the stairs he found himself in a large worship area. There was a big statue of Love at the head of the room, and she held his hand and tugged him along. 

	In front of the statue she sunk to her knees and pulled on his hands. 

	Wanting to keep his cover, when in Rome, he knelt beside her. 

	“Oh, great Love! Bless this world and all sinners. Let them see the error of their ways! Let them all experience your divine Love.” 

	As she blathered on, speaking carefully crafted inanities, Jason began to feel funny. Not dizzy, or anything, just, funny. Down there. He had just cum, twice in a few hours, yet, he felt a virtual rumbling down there. His balls started to roil, then his whole groin area felt like it was on fire. 

	He found himself standing up as he lost control of his sex. His penis was so hard and sensitive that he actually began ripping his pants off. 

	Kat looked up at him with surprise in her eyes. A good actress, she opened her mouth in wonder. 

	Jason couldn’t help it. The feelings erupting from his groin were overwhelming. His cock felt like it was going to blow up! He kicked his pants off and his cock stood out, purple, pulsing, and shiny, white drool dripping from his slit. 

	“Jason?” 

	The High Priestess Love appeared. Her flesh shiny and her hair long and luscious. Her expanse of boobs obvious, her round hips and lush lips. 

	Then Jason exploded. Well, not Jason, but his cock. It began to spew amazing amount of semen, big gobs that shot out and splattered on the big statue of Love. 

	Dazed, Jason collapsed to his knees, and his penis output fell to a dribble. He looked down and was stunned. He had cum twice, a lot, but this…this… 

	A voice whispered through his mind. I am Love. Worship me. Do what I say and your life will be glory. 

	It was a whisper, so soft, but it felt like it was in his head. Then he was aware of Kat holding on to him. 

	And then the High Priestess. They hugged him and Kat said, “Oh, Jason! The Goddess has spoken to you! You are truly blessed.” 

	A gong began sounding, large sounds that shook the flesh. More worshippers of Love appeared. They ran across the big room. they hugged him, they touched him, they kissed him, they celebrated and they welcomed him to their midst.  

	Jason was dazed and wondered what happened. He was unaware of the fob in Kat’s pocket. He just knew that Love had turned him on. 

	  

	 

	For the next few hours Jason was indoctrinated in the inner workings of the Church of Love. Most of it was just blatherings about living the good life and seeking out the path of Love. 

	Some of it was specific. He should be at the church every morning to receive more instructions from the great Goddess. She tended to speak to her children at the same time as when enlightenment first struck, and that every day, 

	During his education Kat stayed close to him, kept her arms wrapped around him.. She was constantly kissing him and telling him how blessed he was. 

	The High Priestess lectured him for hours, told him how wonderful he was, and that the Goddess of Love only chose the most devout for her actions on earth. 

	“Listen for the voice,” she said, then she kissed each of his cheeks. “You have been blessed and she will speak again. Tomorrow morning.” She hugged him and he could feel her large breasts, so hot and heavy and filled with…with…love. 

	After a couple of hours they let him go, and he staggered out into the sunshine. 

	Dazed, he walked down the street. Even as he walked he could feel a dull, gentle, vibration inside his groin. Man, they had really done a number on him. Well, first things first, he needed to eat. That would allow him to check for a tail. 

	He entered a restaurant and ordered a big breakfast. He sat and ate, and as he ate he thought. 

	They had done something to him. He wasn’t sure how, but he was sure it had to do with whatever they had put up his butt. And it must have been triggered when he was kneeling before the Goddess of Love. 

	Chewing on his eggs, forking his home fries, he didn’t see anybody tailing him. 

	Of course, they might be able to keep track of him with a GPS. There was no telling what that thing in his butt was capable of. 

	Finishing breakfast he left the restaurant and went into a big pharmacy. He bought a burner, entered a number and waited while it rang. 

	“Yes.” 

	Jason rapidly recited what had happened to him. Making contact, sleeping over, having something implanted in his ass, experiencing his ‘revelation.’ 

	The man on the other end listened without speaking. 

	Jason recited his concerns about a GPS tracker being part of his ‘new equipment.’ 

	The man on the other end spoke quickly and gave him a simple instruction. He was to go to the county courthouse and pay a ticket. That was it. 

	Jason hung up and set off for the courthouse. 

	 

	 

	He stood in line and waited to be admitted. Deputies in masks ran people through the security screening. He placed his keys and coins in a tray, stepped through the detector, and walked into the big building. 

	He went to the big reception area, waited in another line, was bored, and said, “Jason Thromberg here to pay a ticket.” 

	The big, black girl nodded, checked her computer, then slipped him a piece of paper. “Judge Smithson. Court eight.” 

	Jason followed signs and wandered up to the third floor. He didn’t notice anybody following him, but he wasn’t really looking. He knew that as soon as he had entered the court building agents would be all over anybody and everybody. Looking for patterns, feeding faces into facial recognition, searching for anybody with an interest in him. 

	Interestingly, his butt was still throbbing. It felt good. He knew it was that electrical thing in his butt. 

	He sat in the middle of the courtroom on an aisle seat. His ticket was called fairly quickly and he stepped up to take his punishment. 

	They had mocked up a speeding ticket for him. 35 in a 25. He had to pay a fifty dollar fine and that pissed him off. It would be months before they would reimburse him, and he would have to fill out paperwork up the yin yang. 

	He walked out of the courtroom fifty bucks lighter and saw fellow agent John Handley. He had no expression on his face as he followed John into the restroom. 

	It was cool in the room, and John checked all the stalls, then turned to Jason. He spoke quickly. “No signal coming from you. Don’t think there’s any GPS. There’s doesn’t seem to be anybody trailing you. Go to St. Andrew’s hospital. Go to room 413. They’ll check out your ass.” Then John grinned. “How’s it feel, buttboy?” 

	“Not bad. The big squirt was intense, but now it’s only a light throbbing, just enough to remind me to be devout.” 

	“Okay. We’re setting up a passive mike in your apartment. Just speak to your bathroom mirror. We’ll be monitoring that. You’re going to be alone in the church, buddy, so be careful.” 

	“Middle name.” 

	He walked out, didn’t notice anybody, and headed for the hospital. 

	He knew, all the way across town, that he was being watched by his people. 

	In the hospital he was X-rayed, doctors looked him over, checked everything from his blood pressure to his hearing, then turned him loose. He went home to read a book and await his next religious experience. 

	  

	 

	The day passed slowly. He read some of the Wheel of Time. He was in the 9th book and totally amazed. 

	He skipped lunch, he had had a late and big breakfast. 

	He ate a TV dinner, wondering if the microwave would nuke his butt plug and do something. He could just see himself getting an earth shattering message from God while eating his rubbery chicken. 

	He watched TV for a while, and fuck whoever might be watching him. He liked Fox News. It wasn’t conservative anymore, but a couple of the people were still speaking outside of the party lines. 

	 Knock. Knock. 

	He tensed, forced himself to relax, and opened the door. 

	“Baby! I couldn’t stay away!” Kat hugged him, and then began chewing on his lips. 

	Jason didn’t fight this one. She was a babe and a half, and, in a strange way, their personalities were meshing. 

	They entered his apartment and he offered her something to eat. Nope. But if you have anything to drink… 

	They grinned at each other and his pecker started to stand up, and it wasn’t because of no stinkin’ butt implant. 

	Within minutes they went from sipping bourbon and Coke on the couch to sucking each others lips. 

	Clothes flew into the air. 

	Flesh was unveiled, and he found himself paying oral homage at her between the legs alter. 

	She groaned and held his head and squeezed her thighs until he couldn’t hear anything. But he didn’t need to hear anything. He just needed to feel her warm skin, to trail his fingers over her hot pussy, to kiss her nipples until she shivered and shook. 

	And she gave as good as she got. She deep throated him, and he felt the heaven of his penis tickling her tonsils. She hefted his balls and giggled and put one of them in her mouth. She crawled up his body like she was climbing a mountain and began sucking his nipples. 

	He had cum three times in the last 24. Twice with her and once with the Goddess of Love. Damned if he didn’t think he was going to be able to cum again! 

	He pushed her thighs apart, and knelt before her. Eye to eye, he inserted, and gasped. If there was any time in which he hated his job, that was it. She was nice, she was sexy, they were simpatico. 

	But she was involved with the Church of Love. 

	He hoped her involvement wasn’t deep, but he felt that it was, had to be. She had put an implant in his butt. Without his permission. What was she…the Church of Love…planning? 

	She held on to him, was unaware of his inner cogitations and turmoil. She pushed her hips up and sorrowed. That he could only be a tool, it was sad. They would use him, and…and then he would be discarded. 

	She liked him. He was intelligent, a hell of a lover, and they got along well together. 

	He humped and humped, but couldn’t make it. He was drained. Super drained because of the Goddess.  

	She was able to cum, though. A series of earth shattering quakes in her vagina, her hips spasming violently, then she lay there, under him, holding him, and started sobbing. 

	“What is it?” he asked tenderly, brushing one of her hairs back off her face. 

	“Nothing…nothing. I just wish…” 

	“Come on, tell me.” 

	“I just wish we could be together forever.”  

	She looked up at him, bit her lip, and asked, “Do you feel anything for me, Jason? Am I more than just a fuck?” 

	He kissed her softly, for a long time, and just held her. Then, entwined, enwrapped, he whispered. “I wish, too.” 

	They held each other then, and the evening turned into night and they slept. 

	  

	 

	Morning. They arose, grinned at each other, and slowly got dressed. Hand in hand, they sauntered across town to the Church. 

	Jason, since he had been ‘touched’ by God, didn’t have to go up the twenty steps. There was a quick entrance down an alley through which the anointed entered. 

	Shortly he found himself kneeling before the Goddess of Love. 

	He wondered how they were going to do this, and when they did he was almost disappointed. His initial cum, his ‘enlightenment’ had been slick and an overwhelming surprise.  

	Now, kneeling with Kat, he felt the throbbing in his groin start up, become more intense, then his penis came erect. It was slower, more gentle, and he figured they wanted him aware enough to follow directions. 

	“I want to take my clothes off,” he whispered. “My dick…my dick is…” 

	Kat didn’t hesitate. She unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled his clothes off. He knelt then, naked, in front of the Goddess of Love. 

	Then a loudspeaker spoke. “You must become a woman. As a woman you will meet the president. You will tell him that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is Love.” And his penis spurted. He groaned and Kat turned to him, waiting. 

	Everything up till then had been fine, intense, out of the ordinary. But a speaker? 

	And everybody else ignored it, didn’t respond. As if they hadn’t heard his sacred instructions. 

	Jason figured out what he should do. “I heard her!” 

	Kat leaned closer to him, the High Priestess knelt by him. A half a dozen other women were closing in. 

	“Did you hear?” he blurted. “Did you hear?” 

	“God has spoken, my child. Is it in her wishes for you to tell us what she said?” 

	Jason acted overwhelmed. “She said I must become a woman, then go to the President and tell him that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is Love!” 

	They hugged him then. All the naked women. They held him and rejoiced and kissed his face and a few hands even scooped up his semen and put it to their lips. 

	Jason was taken up the stairs, past the second floor to the third floor, to the living quarters of the High Priestess herself. 

	She lived pretty good. The furniture was new and clean and polished. She had a kitchen, very modern, and the bathroom was to die for. 

	On the kitchen table were real estate pamphlets, and it looked like investments were flowing. 

	The High Priestess of Love led him to the living room and he was seated on a comfy couch. Kat held his hand the whole time. He was naked, and there was no sign of his clothes. The throbbing in his crotch was constant and he couldn’t ignore it. But he wasn’t supposed to ignore it. He was supposed to be distracted and make bad decisions. 

	“Jason, you are blessed.” 

	“But why me?” Jason asked. “He didn’t ask the question with intent, merely wondering, trying to act like somebody would act if they had just had a religious experience. 

	“Goddess works in mysterious ways.” 

	“But why does she want me to be a woman?’ 

	Now the High Priestess leaned in and began the sell job. 

	In truth, Jason knew why. First, as a woman it would be easier to approach the president. He could stand in line to shake his hand and the secret service would be looking for some sweaty guy trying not to look sweaty. They wold not be looking for a woman with the glow of Love in her eyes. 

	Second, the Pres was a notorious horn dog. He would want to shake hands, maybe even do a little hugging. The secret service was used to that. 

	Third, and this he figured out on his own, the Church of Love might be testing him. If he resisted being made into a woman he might resist meeting the president at the wrong time, and all their plans were for naught. 

	But…and this was the crux of it all: why did they want him to meet the president? Telling the President that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is love would…what? What would it accomplish? 

	Yes, the Church of Love was lambasted in the press for being fake, and the politicians had jumped on the bandwagon, and the President had been unusually obnoxious about the situation. 

	Imagine that, a horn dog objecting to free love. 

	But it was all about votes, so…so what was the big plan here? 

	An advertising coup? Something else?  

	Quite honestly, he expected some sort of violence, but this made no sense. 

	But when he voiced this concern to the High Priestess, why would God want him to be a woman, she merely smiled and said, “You are blessed, and Goddess wishes you to walk in her own image.” 

	Poppycock. 

	But…there it was. 

	“Okay, so what happens now?” 

	Kat answered, “Now we make you into a woman. We make you into one of us, Jason, dear.” 

	But she didn’t look to happy about that.

	
 

	  

	  

	PART TWO 

	  

	 

	At first Jason was unnerved. Really unnerved. He had the normal heterosexual’s revulsion for such things as homosexuality, cross dressing, feminization, and so on. 

	On the other hand, he had spent a lot of time and effort infiltrating this bunch, and he couldn’t blow it all just because of a notion. 

	This in his mind, he didn’t object when the Church people took him downstairs and up the block to a small beauty salon. The salon must have been a front for the Church, or maybe a place to launder money, or maybe just a place where they got their own work done. 

	At any rate, he walked into the building and the closed sign was turned out, the shades drawn, and he was alone with a half a dozen women determined to make him into one of them. 

	“Off with your clothes, said the High Priestess.” 

	Slowly, he took off his pants and shirt, doffed his socks and shoes. They slathered his whole body with some cream, but were careful not to go above the neck. Then he stood around for 15 minutes. One of the girls plucked his eyebrows, and he felt here breasts pressing against him as she leaned up to do the delicate work. She finished, and almost at the same time his skin started to get hot. 

	“Hey! This stuff is burning!” 

	They put him in a shower and two of the girls climbed in with him and began washing him. He was surprised when his hair came off, but they just giggled and soaped him and prepared him. 

	Out of the shower he was placed in a chair that was a sort of like a dentists chair. It folded back and his head was placed in a sink and his hair was washed. Meanwhile, four women each took a limb and they began to prepare and paint his nails. He washed as they pressed cuticles and sanded, then blinked as they pressed long nails onto his hands. 

	Kat was sitting to one side watching him. 

	“Pretty kinky, eh?” 

	And it was. At least, his cock was standing straight up and pulsing. This being an official activity of the Church of Love, however, the girls just worked around his surging manhood. 

	His nails done, he was given a short break while his hair was dried. His hair wasn’t long, but it wasn’t short, either. So they put hair extensions on him, and his hair suddenly, within the space of minutes grew down past his shoulders. It was lush, wavy, and matched his own locks perfectly. 

	“Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?” 

	Jason looked blankly at Kat. 

	“Make up.” 

	Interestingly, his cock was really throbbing. And it wasn’t just the low level grumble from the implant. He was actually getting horny. 

	Two girls work on his face, cleansing it, then they stepped aside and two more girls applied primer. His face lost imperfections…but it also lost color. He was a canvas ready to be painted on. 

	And paint they did. 

	Foundation, blush. Creams and brushes. It all smelled sweet, and he wondered what he looked like. One thing was sure, when the guys at the office saw him like this he would never live it down. 

	One girl painted his eyelids and another put on liner and mascara. They switched eyes at a certain point. Finally, his face looking like a real woman’s face, his hair long and luxurious, Kat got up and picked up a mirror. 

	“Would you like to see what you look like?” 

	He nodded, being careful not to move too fast as a girl was putting lipstick on him. 

	She held the mirror to him and his opened wide. He was beautiful! He was a woman, at least in the face. His eyes had color, his lips were a delicious red, and they had even pierced his ears and given him a couple of dangly strings. 

	“Oh, my gosh!” He was careful not to take the Goddess’s name in vain. “I’m…I’m…” 

	“You are a woman. At least in the face. We’re going to work on your body now. Are you ready?” 

	He gulped and said that he was. 

	Underwear. He was given a corset thing. It was short, just under the boobs and just over the hips, but it was tight. When they tightened it down his chest was pushed up until he had the traces of cleavage, and his hips flared out just like a woman’s. Although he could hardly breath his waist shrunk to a ladylike proportion. 

	A bra, with two breast forms. He was standing up now, and glances at mirror showed that he was stacked. 

	He wasn’t a large man, he was wiry, and he realized that must be part of the reason they had selected him for…for whatever. 

	They tied his cock down between his legs, then put panties on him, and the buttocks were padded to help him be more curvaceous.  

	Nylons with a garter belt. His baby bald legs became sleek stems. They didn’t look manlike in the slightest. 

	They wanted him to wear high heels, but had to settle for low heels. It was obvious that he couldn’t walk in high heels. He would be staggering and falling and breaking his neck. 

	Finally, a dress. Not a flowery thing, but conservative. Not a pencil skirt, but still tight. Tight enough to show his curves, tight enough to interest a president. 

	He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror. The girls who had worked on him stood back and grinned. They had really done their job. He was not thin, but he was voluptuous. His face had been softened, the male planes hidden and the female softness accentuated. 

	“Give him a scarf. Hide his Adam’s apple.” 

	They wrapped a scarf around his neck, and then the lessons began. 

	“Walk on a straight line, let your hips move freely, but don’t be a slut.” 

	“Cross your legs at the knee.” 

	“Carry your purse like this.” 

	“Kat will run interference if you have to go to the bathroom.” 

	On and on, covering the details of moving about as a woman, how to speak like a woman, everything. 

	And, under it all, the throbbing in his groin. A penis held down and back by ace bandages. He could be hard, but it could only point down. And though he dripped, he had a pad under it. 

	Sometimes he groaned from the heavy sex of it all, but the girls just patted his arm or rubbed his back and told him everything would be all right. 

	And, at last, they were done. Good as could be done. The High Priestess spoke to Kat. “Stay at his apartment, then Uber to the convention hall.” 

	She said something else then, and Jason barely made out words that he constructed to mean, “They won’t be able to track you back here.” 

	Hunh. Already trying to hide from their crime. What did they plan to do? 

	“Georgina and Sally will stay with you until you leave. Any questions?” 

	Kat shook her head. She had a look in her eyes. Fear? Yet she took me by the arm and said, “Let’s go wait at your place.” 

	They escorted me out the door and into a Chevy SUV. Like a celebrity. But I knew I was actually a prisoner. They weren’t going to let loose of me now. Not until they succeeded in whatever they were going to do. 

	We drove across town, and now there wasn’t much talking. When we got to my apartment the High Priestess put her hands on the side of my face. The throbbing in my groin was getting more intense. I think they were hoping to distract me, keep me in line. 

	“What will you tell the President?” 

	“God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is love.” 

	She smiled, kissed me on the lips like she was blessing me. 

	The door opened and I slid out, and I heard the High Priestess say, “Keep him erect. Don’t let him think.” 

	All afternoon I had felt the throbbing, blessing me, keeping me going, but as I walked up to my apartment the throbbing grew worse. By the time I opened the door and entered my legs were shaking and threatening to give out. My cock was struggling to get out of the wrap it was in. I could feel the semen boiling, and yet held just below the threshold of cumming. 

	Inside the apartment the three women made themselves at home. Kat sat with me on the sofa and the other two went to the fridge and got out a couple of beers. We all sat and watched TV. They watched, I was sitting, stupefied, my mind distracted by the sexual vibrations that kept me at a fever pitch. 

	And it was exhausting. Sitting there at a peak, hour after hour, sometimes trying to cum, but never being able to get there. By the time we were ready to go my head was lolling on my shoulders and my thought process was shot. I just wanted to go in and lay down and sleep for a week. 

	They stood me up and I knew, under my addled mind, that it was my last chance. 

	“Bathroom,” I whispered. 

	Kat walked me into the bathroom, got me ready to tinkle, and watched. She was biting her lip, very nervous, and she wrung her hands. 

	I stood up and faced the mirror. She put my garments back together, then freshened my lipstick. 

	“I’m a woman,” I said to the mirror. 

	“Yes,” Kat answered. 

	My mind was fried. I couldn’t think. My cock was raging and my inside felt like they were being cooked on a barbecue. I tried to push aside my sexual fatigue. I tried to frame my words correctly. 

	“What’s going to happen to the president when I meet him?” 

	“You’ll give him our message?” 

	The sexual sensations were increasing. I gasped, and blurted, “Will he be hurt?” 

	“Why would we hurt the President?” she asked. But I could see it in her eyes. Something was going to happen. Something bad. She knew what, but I didn’t. 

	My last ounce of strength, “Help me.” 

	It was a whisper. It was a gasp. It was the last ounce of effort. 

	Kat hugged me, and her eyes glinted up. “Oh, Jason. I wish…I truly wish…” 

	Then she turned me away from the mirror and walked me out of the bathroom. 

	I had trouble walking down to the sidewalk, but when I got there an Uber was waiting. The other two girls, Georgina and Sally, hugged me, kissed my cheek, and the ‘Good bye’ that Georgina whispered sounded pretty final. 

	Kat and I sat in the back of the Uber and watched the miles while away. Five miles across town to the convention center. A half hour without traffic, 45 minutes with. We had plenty of time. 

	“How you doing, Jason?” She sat with her arm around me. 

	“I turned to her. My brain scorched by dripping sexuality, and I whispered, “I wish. I wish.” 

	I would have cried, but I was too distracted for that. 

	The Uber dropped us off on 8th St. We walked across the street at a crosswalk, Kat holding my arm, and thus holding me up. It was only her firm grip that stopped me from stumbling, and tripping to my knees. 

	Up the sidewalk to the entrance to the convention center. We stood in a long line. We waited, me looking about with dazed eyes and wondering at the pretty lights. Her nibbling at her lip, looking worried, her arm holding my arm like a mother python would hold to her baby python. 

	The line moved, I was kept moving, and we entered the big building. We walked through the huge foyer, followed people excitedly talking, and made our way to the center of the auditorium. 

	Kat started to talk. 

	“We’ll wait here. It’s been arranged. People are watching us.” 

	Her commentary turned terse, even bitter.  

	“We’ll stand in line to greet the president. You’ll have a chance to deliver our message. Do you understand?” 

	I nodded, my head loose upon my neck. 

	She stood and looked at me for a long moment, then she pulled me down a row of seats. 

	Time passed and I wavered and looked around and wondered what was happening. I could feel my cock, but it felt like it was fragmenting. I realized, through the distraction of the throbbing thing in my butt, that I was overloading. Whatever was happening, whatever the butt thing was doing, it was burning through my nerves. I wondered when it was all going to end. I wondered when I would ever be able to think again. I wondered if I was going to be permanently damaged. 

	Somebody got up on the stage and started talking. The Vice President. He talked and talked, and sometimes people laughed, and sometimes they were silent. He talked and talked. Yak yak yak. I giggled. I was coming apart. 

	“Shush, now,” Kat whispered to me. 

	I tried to shush. 

	She was crying. Little bits of water were sparkling in the corners of her eyes. Little paths of tears trailing down her cheeks. 

	I put a finger to her cheek and wiped a tear. “Don’t cry,” I whispered, suddenly feeling like crying myself. 

	Everybody stood up then and began cheering. The President mounted steps and ‘All Hail to the Chief’ blared out. 

	Kat cried. 

	“Please,” I said. “Mustn’t be sad.” 

	She put her face against me then, and sobbed. But when everybody sat down she stopped. Which was good, everything went silent as the President gave his speech. 

	I heard later that it was one of the best speeches he had ever given. I remember little blurts of cheers, and then everybody was on their feet, screaming and throwing hats into the air. I wished I had a hat that I could throw. 

	Kat stood up, helped me to my feet. 

	I was a mess. I felt like my limbs were made out of Jello. 

	The crowd moved, and we moved, and somehow we ended up in a line. The line snaked around the auditorium and into a small room. Where the President would be greeting and letting people do selfies and all that nonsense. 

	We stood in line, me gleeful, Kat serious. 

	“Isn’t thish fun?” My words were slurring, my wits were up for grabs. 

	We wound around the auditorium, and fifty yards from an exit all the sexual hoopty do going on in my butt stopped. Just stopped. 

	I looked at Kat. She had her hand in a pocket. It was pressing something. 

	I was sober. 

	I was exhausted, ready to collapse, but I could think. 

	“When we reach that exit we will have a chance. I don’t know if it will work, but we’re going to go through that exit and run for it. 

	“Why?”  

	She but her lip one last time and said, “We put something in your butt. It’s going to explode when you speak to the president.” 

	Holy fucking shit! I had a bomb up my butt? 

	“What…why?” 

	We were moving closer to the exit. 25 feet. Less than a minute at the rate we were moving. 

	“Assassinate the president.” She was whispering in my ear, making sure nobody near us could hear her. 

	“We…we wanted to get him back for disparaging our religion, but…it’s not really a religion.” 

	My mind was in a white hot shriek. I was understanding everything now, but there was more here. 

	“What is it?” 

	“Sponsored by Globalists. Technology passed to us by Globalists.” She mentioned some names, very rich people, people above reproach. “We take out the President, the Vice-President will declare war. Everybody makes money.” 

	“And nobody cares about people dying.” 

	She didn’t answer, just looked at the floor. 

	Ten feet. We would be behind a pillar. 

	“What sets this bomb thing off?” 

	I have a fob. Somebody else has a fob, too. If I fail they will…they will…” she stopped talking. 

	We stepped behind the pillar. 

	God, I was tired. I had been sexually beat to shit for two days, the last four hours I had been at a fever pitch, so sexed up I was stupid, but we had to go for it. 

	We simply stepped out of line and walked through the exit like two people who got tired of waiting. As soon as we were through the door we sprinted for the exit to the outer world. I kicked off my low heels and dragged Kat with me. 

	She was crying, she wanted me to let go and leave her. No chance. 

	She might be a terrorist, but I had a wish. 

	We burst through an outer door and crossed the sidewalk. We were on a side street. A line of cars waited for the freeway. We ran straight to a car and I opened the door. An old lady stared up at us in astonishment, then fear. 

	“FBI, lady. I need this car.” 

	She was slow, and I pulled her out. The old lady stood there, shocked, and I sat down behind the wheel. I looked up at Kat. “Get in.” 

	“FBI?” 

	“Get the fuck in.” 

	“You’re…” 

	“If you get in now I can help you. If you run you’ll get caught and go to jail for the rest of your life. The lady whose car I had taken was standing in the middle of the street, mouth open. 

	“Get to the sidewalk!” I yelled. To Kat I screamed, “Get in!” 

	She ran around the car and got into the passenger side. 

	“Thanks, lady,” I yelled and turned the wheel, got up on the shoulder, and started passing cars. 

	Honks, yells, we dove into the mess of cars heading north on the 101. I cut people off, I sounded my own horn. 

	Kat just sat with her back to the door, staring at me. 

	“Are you really…” 

	“Fasten your seatbelt. And give me that phone.” 

	The old lady had left her cellphone in the car, and it was unlocked. Excellent. I tapped a number into the thing. 

	“Jason. Where are you?” 

	“North on the 110. That thing in my butt is a bomb. They were going to kill the president,” and me, too, “What do you want me to do.” 

	I could feel the emotion on the other end of the phone. Panic, emergency, thoughts shooting off in all directions. Five seconds later my contact said, “USC Medical Center. They’ll be waiting. Do you need directions.” 

	“Nope. And…” 

	“What?” 

	“The girl I used, Kat…” 

	“Yes?” 

	“She wasn’t in on it. She was a dupe, but she figured out what was going on and was about to come forward. She had names, lots of stuff you’ll need.” 

	Silence for a full ten seconds.  

	“That’s how you want to play it?” 

	Oh, Lord, he knew. But was he leaving it up to me? 

	“Jack,” I used his first name. “She saved my life and helped bust this thing. Take care of her.” 

	More silence, then, “Get to that hospital.” 

	“Right.” I hung up. 

	I drove, screeching around slower traffic. I was at the 101 and I cut off cars, nearly side swiped a truck, and arrowed out into…a mess of traffic. 

	Horns honking, and I was so very, very aware of what was in my butt. 

	Kat watched me. I turned to her. “When you give your story don’t try to lie. They’ll pick that up. Just tell how you had second thoughts and decided that this was a bad thing and you…you had to stop it. They won’t believe you, not all of it, but they’ll believe you enough that when I give my story they’ll…they’ll believe it. 

	“Why are you doing this?” 

	“Why did you tell me the truth? Why did you save my life?” 

	Try to save my life. I wasn’t safe yet. I wouldn’t be until they had the bomb out of my butt. 

	“Then we…what you feel…” 

	“I have a feeling built of wishes…and I hope it’s true. I want it to be true.” 

	I took the cut off for USC, on two wheels, and heard people screaming some very nasty things after me. 

	“It’s true,” her voice was soft. Her face was troubled. Her eyes were cast down. Then she looked up at me and a fierceness came into her eyes. “It’s true!” 

	I nodded, then I skidded into the emergency exit and slid into the ambulance circle. 

	They were waiting. Half a dozen agents. Some in tactical gear, all ready for world war 3. The look in their eyes, they almost frightened me, and they were on my side. 

	My door was ripped open and I was actually lifted out and placed—very gently—on a gurney. Jack was there. “Handle him like the big baby he is.” He patted my arm, “You’re a good looking lady, Jack.” He grinned. 

	It was too much for me, the day, the frantic flight, I started to sob. Two agents pushed me around the car, and as they lifted me over the curb. “Bring the woman.” Somebody said something, “No. Person of interest, that’s all.” 

	Good, old Jack. 

	  

	 

	Into the hospital and down the white corridors. Staring at the passing ceiling and wondering if my butt was going to explode. 

	A high tech bomb. How powerful was it? Was it going to blow me a fart to end all farts? Or was it going to take out a wing of USC? 

	Doctors joining the parade. My blood pressure. Type O. Turn him on his face. No…no X-rays. 

	Doctors in bomb suits joined the parade. thick gloved hands. Now how were they going to do the delicate job of cutting me open with their hands all wrapped up like that. 

	Into an operating room, and things got serious. Nurses, doctors, FBI agents. Machines. Anesthetics and…”You’ll be okay, Jason.” I heard the voice, I think it was Jack, and…the world faded to white. 

	  

	 

	Most people go all the way out. They don’t even dream. Some people have dreams, and some people even have memories, usually bits and pieces, of operations. I went all the way out. 

	And, I woke up. I was just laying there, on my belly, and realized I was awake. 

	In a hospital. And all the things that had happened to me. Kat. 

	“Well, well. How’s it hanging, Jason?” 

	“Like a dead man from a tree,” I answered lazily. I turned my face and saw Jack. Sitting in a chair, happy look on his face. “So I didn’t blow anybody up with a fart.” 

	“Not this time. Maybe next.” 

	“Ha!” I barked. then I groaned. I could feel sensations down there. 

	“How’s my asshole? Will I ever be able to shit again?” 

	“Can you believe it?” he stated with a tone of incredulity, “They didn’t even have to cut you.” 

	“Really?” 

	“Nah. They just reached in there and pulled that sucker out.” 

	“I hope they chose somebody with small hands.” 

	“Big hands, Jason. The biggest. And I hear he lost his car keys in there.” 

	“Oh, ha.” I spoke drily. “So, tell me about my butt bomb.” 

	“High tech. Mostly in the material. They pried it off. Semtex. Enough to take out anybody in a six foot radius.” 

	“The president.” 

	“Shake and bake,” he quipped. Then he grew serious. “Jason. Tell me about the girl.” 

	I was silent for a moment. I couldn’t ask him anything, I had to just hope that she had followed my advice.  

	“She was Janey come lately to the plot, is my understanding. She grew disillusioned, looked around for an out, and there I was.” 

	He stared at me. He could have asked any of a dozen questions that would have put the lie to my statement. He took in his breath to speak, and I cut him off. 

	“She saved my life. She averted the assassination and saved the President’s life. That stopped a war and…” my thoughts leaped, “Has she been giving evidence.” 

	Jack sighed. “So much we don’t know what to do with it.” 

	“So what are you going to do?” 

	“Well, we can’t give her a medal, but we’ll have to keep her under wraps, then it’s the Witness Protection Plan.” 

	I said nothing. Witness Protection. She’d be safe…but I would never see her again. 

	“Jason, she keeps saying she wants to see you. Do you want to see her?” 

	Did I want to see her? Fuck, yes. But…where would that lead? In truth, I didn’t know her. I didn’t know who she was. We had been two survivors thrown together. 

	I shook my head. 

	 

	 

	A week later, all healed up and not even limping, I was out. I had a couple of weeks rehab time, which was a gift. I was ready to go back to work. 

	And I didn’t know if I wanted to go to work. 

	I could have any assignment I wanted. There was even some talk about kicking me upstairs. But…I had an emptiness inside. An emptiness left by Kat. 

	I wondered where she was. I hoped she was safe. She was a remarkable woman. She had saved my life. 

	And I hadn’t even said ‘thanks.’ 

	 

	 

	After the two weeks I went to work in the main office. Shuffled paper, thought about what I’d gone through. Missed Kat. 

	  

	 

	After four months I still wasn’t back in the field. And it wasn’t even my choice. I was undergoing counseling, and the psychs refused to stamp me fit for duty. 

	But I didn’t really care that much. I was marking time, wondering where Kat was. 

	 

	 

	Six months. I was being used in conjunction with the trials for the terrorists, and for the rich and powerful people who had betrayed the United States. It wasn’t hard work. Sometimes it was even interesting. But I still thought about Kat. I could see her face in my mind. I couldn't brush my teeth without seeing her in the mirror that last day. Beautiful Kat. 

	  

	 

	A year. I returned home to my apartment. My one room apartment. Familiar but empty bed. Fridge filled with TV dinners and Haagen Dazs. A big screen TV that showed a world that wasn’t much more than vacuous poop. 

	I put the key in the lock, turned it. Stopped. 

	The lock wasn’t locked. 

	I took out my pistol and stood to one side. I pushed the door open. Nothing. 

	I looked in. 

	At the far end of the room a figure sat. She was shadowed by the curtains, but I knew who it was. I slipped my pistol back into the holster and entered the room. 

	“Hello,” I said. 

	“Hello.” 

	Nothing for a long moment. I wanted to hug her, but I was afraid. 

	“I’ll leave if you want me to.” 

	“I don’t want you to.” 

	She broke down then. Sobbed like a baby. I moved forward and put my arms around her. It was like coming home. It was all the good things I dreamed of, and none of the bad.  

	She held on, her body racked, getting my jacket all wet. 

	I lifted her chin and gazed into her eyes. I kissed her. Her lips were as I remembered. Warm, soft, promises of years to come. 

	She touched my pants, tentatively, and hesitantly asked, “Are you all right?” 

	“Oh, yes.” 

	We began undressing.

	
  

	  

	 

	  

	epilogue 

	 

	  

	The Church of Love was busted for everything from fraud to treason. The High Priestess was put in jail, and the common opinion is that she’ll have to wait for the second coming to get parole.. 

	Trying to assassinate the President of the United States? My understanding is that even the convicts in jail hate her. 

	As for Kat, she was put in Witness Protection, but that was okay with me. I had a choice of jobs, and I opted for…Witness Protection. 
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