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  White, my first impression was white. Then pain. A face resolved, thin and lined, worried. The pain returned. Worse. Then blackness.


  Sometime later, the whiteness returned. So did the pain. Objects moved, and my vision sharpened somewhat as things began to resolve. White coats. A persistent beeping and pain, more pain. Somehow it was bearable, and thoughts took shape. I was in a hospital.


  A voice said, “Could you hear me?”


  I tried to speak; only a grunt escaped. The pain was too much.


  “Just blink, one for yes, two for no, understand?”


  I blinked once, wincing in pain. How could I ask the million questions I had when I could barely blink?


  “You’ve been in a terrible accident. We could operate, but it is unlikely you’ll survive. There is another option. We’ve had success with transfer of minds between animals; there is a chance we could transfer your brain to another human body.”


  Madness, crazy talk, science fiction. How stupid to they think I am? Talk of mind transfer was madness. Who would consent to lose their body?


  As if reading my mind, the doctor continued, “A couple has been visiting our hospital for years to see their daughter. She’s been in a coma for 10 years now, but she’s only 18. Her mind is completely gone and beyond salvation. They have consented to for her body to be used in this experiment… if you are willing. Blink once if you want us to try.”


  What a choice.


  I blinked once as the pain and darkness overtook me again.


  ~~~


  Waking some time later, I was surprised to find that crystal clarity replaced the all-encompassing pain. The world resolved around me and I could plainly make out the finest details of the room. In fact, it seems my eyesight had improved considerably over what I remembered. Moving my head to look around I suddenly lost sight in one eye as blackness obscured my vision. Confused, I moved my hand to remove the obstruction and froze in shock.


  The hand was foreign to me, smooth and well-manicured; this isn’t my hand, I thought in alarm.


  It all came back in a rush, the accident and the transfer. I moved the obstruction and studied it, hair, long black hair. I am a woman now. My hand moved down to my chest where I could feel lumps through the bed covers, eliciting a gasp. From the gasp, I realized my voice was evidently higher pitched and very feminine. Only now did I realize the magnitude of my earlier decision as it finally sank in.


  Just then the door opened, and a nurse walked in. I took in her features, sandy blond hair, large breasts and very shapely legs that poked out from beneath the nurse’s uniform. She was stunningly attractive. I could feel something strange stirring deep inside my body, but before I had a chance to analyze this feeling, she spoke.


  Her voice was soft and kind, “Your doctor instructed me to accompany you to an exam room. There will be a mirror…”


  I responded without thinking, “Why couldn’t he be here?” I asked, intending a biting rebuke. Instead of the mocking and angry tone, it came across as genuine and concerned with my feminine timbre.


  The nurse smiled, “He thought having a woman to help you might be more… useful, if you have questions.”


  Sauntering over, the nurse approached the table where I still lay. Dropping the side bar, she took my legs and swung them around, over the edge. Seeing these legs for the first time, I noticed how smooth and graceful they looked. Not a mark or blemish could be found by my cursory inspection. At the end were cute feet, smaller than my old ones obviously, more fitting of my new sexy legs.


  Easing me out of bed, she positioned herself under my arm. At first, I didn’t understand why I’d need the support since I was feeling perfectly healthy. With my first step in this new body however, it suddenly made a lot more sense. A new center of balance, courtesy of added weight on my chest, presumably by breasts concealed under my hospital frock, as well as my new, feminine hip configuration, must be to blame.


  Together we shuffled to an exam room, gained confidence with each step. Yes, I’ll be able to walk; although the way my ass giggled was disconcerting to say the least. The nurse followed me in and closed the door behind us.


  The mirror stood a few feet away and I walked slowly towards it, drawn to the vision of beauty it reflected. The face I saw looking back was breathtaking. Perfectly straight black hair, an inch or two past my shoulders, shining of its own accord, framing an adorable yet sensuous face. The eyes were a startling blue with eyelashes that fit perfectly. Those sexy legs extending below the frock made me anxious to see the rest of my new body.


  “Would you like to see the rest?” the nurse asked.


  Paralyzed with fear, I nevertheless give a barely perceptible nod.


  She pulled at the neck strap and my frock fell away.


  Perfection. It’s the only word that came to mind. Perky breasts confined by a black lacy bra. A turn revealed a matching lacy pair of boyshort panties framing my ample, but tight, ass. The unsettled feeling returned deep inside. Somehow, this time I recognized it for what it is; I was turned on by myself!


  Looking away from the mirror after a time, I noticed my nurse was gone. Perfect. Walking to the door and locking it, I walked back to the mirror.


  With a touch, my bra fell to the ground and the breasts escape their lacy prison. Estimating they were probably large B’s, perky and round they’d drive any man wild. My petit hands moved to grasp the nipples. With the slightest pinch, they sent an electric current down my spine. Both hands massaged breasts as wave after wave of erotic pleasure rolled through my strange new body. My nipples were so sensitive, the slightest tweaks were making me gasp.


  Overwhelmed by the new sensations running through my body, I haltingly moved my right hand into my panties, searching for the new genital arrangement. I’m easily led to the slit immediately by the juices seeping from it, already saturating my panties. As a man, I knew how to please a woman, but how could I imagine that arousal felt like this? Searching fingers found my clitoris and my legs grew weak, dropping me to my knees, a shrill moan escaping my lips.


  Eager to explore, I struggled to stand, sliding my panties off, stepping out of them.


  After moving to the examination bench and positioning myself in front of the mirror, I studied my naked body. The sight of my hands over my crotch, legs spread, sitting on the bench drove me further into all-encompassing self-lust, any remaining caution or hesitation fading away.


  My fingers slipped between the lips of my womanhood and I almost screamed in pleasure, lying back on the bench and closing my eyes. Fingers worked furiously inside my saturated cunt as I savored the new feelings, finding new sensitive spots. They built on one another and the feelings grew, driving out all other thoughts and feelings. The intensity was almost too much to handle. “This must be an orgasm,” I thought frantically.


  The thought vanished as only the bliss persisted, like fireworks erupting inside my body. Supreme pleasure extended from lilting head to curling toes. I screamed, my back arching in reaction to the sublime satisfaction. I felt my vagina clenching and releasing my fingers as the ecstasy slowly diminished leaving a lingering exhaustion and contentment.


  Still breathing heavily, I could understand the power of a feminine orgasm, in a way impossible to even comprehend as a man. It was so incredible, wondered if I could ever get used to this.


  A knock on the door finally broke the spell and I hopped up from the examination table. Quickly I kicked my bra and panties aside and threw on the frock, hoping that whoever arrived hadn’t heard the noises and could guess what I had been up to.


  Curiously, I opened the door revealing a doctor. His face was set oddly, in an emotion I couldn’t quite comprehend. He looked me up and down, lingering for a moment on my breasts. Even obscured in the frock, erect nipples were pressing against the fabric and I realize that I’d have done the same in his place. They were VERY nice breasts, I thought absently. Urges bubbled again but I managed to push them aside with an effort.


  “Hello, I’m Doctor Hernandez,” the man in the white coat stated plainly, “I’m the one who conducted the mental transfer to your new body. I hope…” he paused briefly before continuing, eyes dropping down to my chest again, “You are satisfied?” He finished with a half-hearted grin that seemed entirely forced. Briefly panicking, I wondered if he’d known what I was doing, but he just stood passively and waited for my reply.


  “I’m fine,” I replied awkwardly in the musical tone that still seemed so strange coming from my mouth. “Oh, thank you for saving my life… I guess. If there’s anything I could do to thank you?” I trailed off not sure what to say.


  The fragmentary smile he’d been holding on to vanished. “Actually, about that. You’d better have a seat.”


  Turning to find a small swivel chair next to a desk covered in medical supplies I sat down, careful to keep the frock from revealing my bare mound. Too late I realized the tie in the back was loose and I had already given the good doctor a nice show of my delicate backside, but his face showed only stoic resolve as I studied it. As a man I’d never have cared, but as a woman, I was feeling very self-conscious.


  Taking a few more steps into the room and closing the door behind him, the doctor strode over the wall and sighed deeply before speaking. “In a few minutes some men will be coming in here to take you away. Your body has been forgotten by anyone that would miss it and your mind has been presumed dead.” I was aghast and sat motionless as he continued.


  “With a figure like that,” Dr. Hernandez gestured at me, “I’ll make a fortune selling you at auction. A sex slave with a body like that,” he gestured vaguely in my direction again, “Will make me very rich. Plus, I know you’re a virgin.” That grotesque, fake smile reappeared on his face as the full horror dawned on me.


  Wait a minute, I thought, I’m a black belt in karate I’ll just kick his butt and leave before anyone else arrives. Those trophies on my wall back home weren’t mere decoration, I was trained in mixed martial arts as well and I’d made men twice my size whimper in fear.


  Without warning I sprang from the chair, fist flying at his solar plexus, one strike could take him out instantly. I connected soundly but he only took a half-step back absorbing the blow. That’d never happened before!


  Quick like lightning I rotated sending a chop to his neck. This blow connected too, but he only grimaced in pain before grabbing my arm. Big mistake on his part I thought in elation, it was only simple matter to flip him and… *HURGH*. Despite struggling mightily to move him my flip didn’t so much as move him an inch.


  All at once I realized my error as he grabbed my other wrist. I had acted without thinking and reacted as though I’d still been a man. Forgetting that I had the body of a woman now, one that has spent the last several years in a coma was a critical error and as I struggled in the doctor’s grip, I felt nothing but pure terror. I couldn’t kill a housefly, where before I had always been able to defend myself. My knees went weak with the realization as Dr. Hernandez held me arm’s length, motionless despite any attempted struggling.


  He looked sadly into my eyes. “I watched your body develop from a young girl to a beautiful woman, only to lie there lifeless… for so long.” His eyes widened and seem to sparkle with a hunger that hadn’t been there before. Coupled with my new feeling of vulnerability I couldn’t help but cringe in terror. “But now, to see you with such LIFE, to see that body move and flow. I don’t know if I could leave you to the life of a sex slave.”


  The admission filled me with a surge of hope, but that hunger in his eyes persisted and he still held me immobile. “I’ll tell you what,” he said slowly, “If you have sex with me now, I’ll tell those slavers that you left before I could stop you and I have no idea where you’ve gone. You’ll be able to truly live!” A smile split his face, entirely genuine and utterly disturbing at the same time.


  With an all-new kind of horror, I shot a quick glance down at his crotch to see an impressive tent being pitched and I resumed my useless struggle. Despite my revulsion at the idea, mind turned to the pleasure from a few minutes ago and I felt ashamed to feel the tingle inside that yearned for gratification. I am a man, I assured myself, despite this woman’s body. His idea was revolting, but it seemed the only way to escape an endless future in sex slavery.


  In the end, the dread of the feeling coming from inside made the difference. His offer was lunacy and came with no guarantees. Telling myself that I’d never seriously considered it and that my I was misinterpreting the sensation of horror in this new body, I spat in the doctor’s face.


  Replacing his lurid grin, was a expression of firm resolution and a hint of disappointment. Every line in his creased face was pulled into sharp relief as he twisted my arms above my head, pulling me off my toes, eyes level with his, mere inches away. I felt very small and aware of the strange body pulled taught.


  Pain rapidly overtook my shoulders while Dr. Hernandez slowly shook his head and saying only, “What a shame.” Sighing, he shifted his grip to my throat. With his newly freed hand he reached calmly in his pocket and stuffed a pill in my mouth, covering my mouth and nose in the same motion with a single hand. Still breathless I struggled, the pain in my arm flaring and lungs burning.


  “Swallow,” he said.


  On the verge of passing out I gave in, swallowing the small pill. Finally, the doctor removed his hands allowing the return of the sweetest breath I’d ever taken. Breasts heaving, dark strands of hair plastered across my face by the sweat of exertion, I dropped to hands and knees, vision tunneling. With one last look up at the doctor, I watched as his face blurred and then dimmed to blackness.


  ~~~


  Slowly the world came into being, first as a soft red blur and then as a solid brown interior. A flickering ceiling light swayed in the dimly lit interior giving the shadows life as they sway back and forth.


  With some shock, I noticed that many of the shadows were attached to young boys and girls. A pretty blonde with dazed blue eyes staring roughly in my direction initially caught my eye. Next to her a gangly youth with a drawn expression gazed at the floor passively. Slowly, I came to realize that the dozen or so people standing or sitting around the dim room were completely naked!


  I reluctantly glanced down to find the still strange swell of my unfamiliar breasts, cute pink nipples and all, and noted that I too was naked. Self-consciously, I pulled my knees up under my chin, wrapping thin arms around them to cover up. Given my situation, I was likely hiding my body from myself as much as any of the nearby strangers. They seemed far more interested in something else entirely.


  Many were gazing outward, beyond darkened glass that surrounded the entire room, rather than walls. Their expressions ranged from deep depression to determination, most with faces sallow and wan. The lighting was nearly non-existent beyond the small room making it next-to-impossible to make out anything beyond glass, outside the small pool of light from the single ceiling light that’s hung almost directly overhead.


  Deciding that there were many questions that needed answering I opened my mouth to speak to the nearest stranger, but before I could utter a sound a pretty blonde girl babbled something, approaching, then kneeling beside me. Although she was speaking Italian, she was very emphatic, gesturing wildly. The boy she had been standing next to turned to follow, sitting beside the both of us, speaking in broken English, “You… do… us?” His eyes were locked on where my knees hid my breasts.


  I studied his slim body for a moment before I realized that he had spoken English through a heavy Italian accent, “What?” I asked.


  “You fuck,” he stated, his hand moving in the space between the three of us. Was he suggesting a threesome?


  Before I could process this evolving situation, another naked man shuffled over. The unfortunate looking, acne speckled youth moved slowly but his voice was surprisingly deep as he explained. “Don’t mind those two,” he said, gesturing at the Italians, “You speak English?” His eyes glow in anticipation. Judging by his accent I suspected that the newcomer came from somewhere in the British Isles.


  “Yes.” I told him in the lilting female voice that still seemed strange, even in comparison to the strangeness around me. As I regarded the boy, I watched his cock immediately stiffen. Reflexively taking another glance down at the silky perfection of a body I was hiding by poorly with my knees, a shiver ran down my spine. I hugged my knees tighter.


  Suddenly looking embarrassed, the boy flushed, “I won’t touch you,” he stammered. “We’re all prisoners here. This is an auction house. Buyers come in,” he gestured at the glass surrounding the room, “and leave with slaves. Without the antidote we’d…” he trailed off.


  Noticing the Italian pair still patiently waiting, I turned back to the Brit, asking carefully, “Then what’s with these two? Also, antidote?


  “Oh,” the pimply boy stated, breaking free from his own thoughts. “Visitors like displays, and you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” He blushed even deeper at this and his erection grew somehow more erect. “They want to use you for a display to help all three of you get out of here. Since you are the three most attractive here…” He trailed off again, shrugging.


  The color drained from his face and his erection instantly turned flaccid as he continued. “They don’t feed us well, and sometimes they wait too long to give the antidote. The screams before the end are terrible.” Eyes glazing over, the Brit stared at a glass wall where motion was now becoming visible. “Buyers are coming.” He stated calmly.


  A light appeared along one wall, muted through the dark glass. Highlighting the silhouettes of several figures but granting no clear details, I could track 7 or 8 people of varying heights. My focus on the newcomers was broken upon hearing a moan behind me. I turned to see the blonde beginning to work the gangly man’s penis to erection with one hand, while using the other in a gesture beckoning that I join her.


  Instead I stood, staring defiantly outward, momentarily forgetting my feminine shape. I focused instead on all the contempt I could muster for humans who would own other humans. Perhaps I hadn’t been here long enough, but I vowed that I wouldn’t make myself an exhibit. One silhouette through the glass seemed to be studying me and, based on her outline, I judged her a petite girl about my size. I wondered what would bring such as her to a place like this…


  ~~~


  Vanessa was a spoiled rich girl and she knew it. Shed gotten everything she’d wanted in her 18 years… all except one. Her father stood silently beside her, tall and strong, a handsome 42, with a full head of dark hair, graying at the temples and a strong jaw, currently set in determination. When Vanessa told him that she wanted a personal assistant, he’d settle for nothing less than the perfect loyalty that his underworld friends could compel. She needed assistance for only one job, the acquisition of the one gift that still denied her. It would be difficult she knew, but her hopes were high.


  There was only one light in the glassed off room, and standing directly under it was the most beautiful woman (besides herself) that Vanessa had ever seen. The woman was perhaps as old as herself, standing as if she were 6’5” rather than 5’6” but seeming to look down on Vanessa and everyone else in the room. She stared at them as if she dared them to bid on her, eyes burning with defiance. She was perfection, long slim legs leading to a well-rounded set of hips, slim waist, perfectly shaped breasts and chestnut brown hair that looked disheveled but still lustrous under the single lamp. The eye was helplessly drawn to her because, although orgies or singletons performing various acts surrounded her, her natural sensuality set her above any manufactured display.


  Perhaps too, she was the only one without the sunken cheeks and listless behavior of one who had been a prisoner here long. Looking more closely Vanessa noticed the only blemish on her entire body was that of two red points adorning her upper arm, marks where she had received the poison and the accompanying antidote. Vanessa tugged her father’s arm and as he looked down upon her she pointed to the only figure that would give her a chance at getting the only thing she still desired. “I want her.”


  Her father’s eyes had never strayed from the dark-haired woman under the light. That was, until Vanessa had called his attention. This, more than any other point had sold the her on the dark-haired beauty. Neither the pretty blonde sticking a penis so far down her throat it was a wonder she didn’t choke, nor the chubby girl taking two cocks simultaneously, nor any of the other erotic sights present had caused his gaze to wander. Instantly enamored of her, his half-hearted protestation of “She’ll be expensive, surely one of the others will do as a personal assistant,” sounded like an automatic reaction like, “you’re charging how much for a latte?!”


  He was rich enough that he’d win any bidding war for the strange beauty. Vanessa would use her to get what she wanted more than anything… sex with her father.


  ~~~


  I stood boldly, staring down the small parade of underworld purveyors who would traffic in human beings. Defiant, as if I weren’t being trafficked myself. When a small shadow shaped roughly like a woman tugged on the arm of a larger masculine shadow and pointed in my direction, a shiver rolled over my body and a feeling of foreboding gripped every inch of me, perhaps this was my first instance of “female intuition”?


  Moments later, the crowd filed out, leaving me stranded with my lewd companions once again. A hissing from the ceiling accompanied a strange smell in the air and I wrinkled my nose in disgust. Growing woozy, I sank to my knees and collapsed completely as darkness enveloped me once again.


  I awoke with a jolt, strangely fresh and aware. The world outside glided by as seen through tinted windows, unfamiliar buildings streaming by. Sitting across from me, were a handsome 40 something male and beautiful teen sitting side-by-side staring at me. The man’s eyes were dark, but his features were sharp, and he seemed very fit in a well-tailored suit.


  Contrastingly, the woman looked model pretty, but had a devilish gleam in her dark eyes with breasts mostly exposed in a sheer sun dress. It showed off her dynamite figure, which she pressed against the older man. I struggled to sit upright and noticed for the first time that I was covered in a luxurious bathrobe that went about halfway down my thighs, but was otherwise warm and very welcome compared to the earlier nudity.


  Without preamble, the older man spoke in a pleasant baritone, “Hello, my name is Vincent, and this is my daughter Vanessa.” He gestured with one arm to the stunning girl pressed against him. “We’ve chosen you to be my dear daughter’s personal assistant. Serve us well and we’ll keep the antidote doses regular and keep you well cared for. Serve us very well and rewards might be in order, even someday perhaps, freedom. What is your name?”


  As he talked his eyes seem to be constantly scanning up and down my robed figure. Although he talked as if he was unaware of the action. The idea should have been revolting, as it had been when the pimply Brit had eyed me, but the shiver running through my body was somehow different this time… in a way I didn’t care to examine.


  Suddenly, I realized I had been asked for a name and I thought of the first name that occurred to me. “Brooke,” I replied.


  The daughter took over, speaking in a sexy rasp that would have been more appealing if it hadn’t been so obviously manufactured. “You’ve already been measured, and a full wardrobe will be waiting in a room at our home. I’ll help you get settled in and explain your duties, mostly carrying things, taking notes in class for me…” She waved her hand dismissively at this. “Oh look!” She exclaimed looking out the window, “we’re home!”


  Pulling past a large gatehouse and down a long driveway, the car slowly pulled into a gigantic garage. We pulled alongside several exotic sports cars and another limousine. The two strangers stepped out and I moved behind them, too terrified to do anything else. Following closely behind the father and daughter, we passed series of doors before Vincent took his leave. Vanessa gestured for me to follow, the two of us going up a staircase and down a long hallway before coming to another door. This building was enormous!


  “Finally,” Vanessa exclaimed in a more normal speaking tone, a lovely soprano. “Here’s the deal! Father is MINE, but he seems to be quite taken with you. I need you to help me seduce him. If we succeed and I get his cock inside of me, I’ll arrange for your freedom.”


  Possibilities swirled, but I’d always been a deliberate man… and my body didn’t change that, “What if your father doesn’t go for it and returns me to the slavers?” I asked


  “That’s a risk, I suppose,” Vanessa said dismissively. “But, if you DON’T go for my plan then I suppose I’ll have to make your life a living hell.” Her matter-of-fact tone that made my stomach twist in horror. Even if it was only an illusion, freedom was too wonderful a fantasy to pass up and I nodded, giving her thumbs up, too afraid to speak. Besides, there was still a mysterious poison to consider. Then she smiled.


  If Vanessa was gorgeous normally, her smile was downright heart stopping. Any man would be putty in her arms and even considering the possibility made my body warm. For a moment I lost my sense of equilibrium when no accompanying erection came to the warming. Instead, an unsettling emptiness of the stomach took its place, somehow causing my body to warm further. It was all very confusing. It didn’t help that in the same instant she leaned in close to whisper her plan, her breath brushing past my ear provided a whiff of her divine scent.


  Vanessa’s plan was simple enough. While taking a shower, the coincidentally ajar door would let the sound of my self-pleasure reach the ears of Victor, who would be passing by on an errand concocted by Vanessa. Such a smitten man would be unable to resist. With my provocation, he’d disrobe and enter while his daughter slipped within. Unexpectedly taking his cock in her hand, she would show him the affection she’d long held. Meanwhile, I’d disappear. Then, grateful daughter and father, in thankfulness, would be all too pleased to release the one responsible for their being together.


  The plan wasn’t flawless, but with freedom at the end, I’d have been willing to try anything. Fortunately, I was just bait and wouldn’t have to sleep with a man.


  Minutes later, the two of us walked arm in arm to the nearby bathroom where she started the shower before slipping away to let me begin. The two of us agreed to wait 5 minutes to allow the setup for Vincent’s crossing the threshold.


  Left to ponder what the plan required of me, I started to panic. I could take it slowly, I reasoned. Looking in the mirror I studied my body, the warm white bathrobe cinched at the waste covering the still strange shape of my new body. My time in the hospital seemed a lifetime away.


  Untying the loose knot and shrugging the robe off my shoulders, I scrutinized my details in the mirror. Small nose and ears, big blue eyes and pouty lips were the key defining features of the spectacular face I now possessed. Perky breasts with an ideal shape and below them a narrow waist. Standing strait, my thighs didn’t quite touch leaving a flattering gap leading to a neat mound. Turning revealed the shapely backside that would have stiffened my old penis to diamond hardness. Even the disheveled hair from my recent plight added to the air of sensuality that I hadn’t noticed back in the hospital.


  Sensing that time was growing short I stepped into the shower, the warm water seeping into every crevice and reinvigorating me. With wet hair plastered to my skin, stopping just above my nipples I turned my mind to self-pleasure. For the seduction to work, Vanessa explained, the pleasure had to be real, as should the moans. Thinking of sticking that lovely girl with a huge cock I began to play with my nipples. Picturing the body under that dress was easy enough.


  It felt good, but… something was wrong. The nipple twisting sent a thrill down my spine, but even in the shower it didn’t seem to generate that warmth had come to associate with arousal… from my brief experience in the hospital anyway. My mind, doing its own mental gymnastics modified the fantasy, and somehow Vanessa was pounding me with the giant cock! Finally, my body began to respond, so I didn’t fight it.


  Questions of this strange mental picture melted away as the inner heat built. I moved my hands from both nipples to gripping full, wonderfully soft breasts. Vanessa’s hands, I imagined, exploring my body one continuing to play with a nipple, one sliding down my flat, wet stomach and finally slipping between my legs.


  The mind was a tricky thing and for some reason I imagined the hands, instead of being small delicate things, they were large and strong. The first moan escaped my lips as I slip a hand over my slick womanhood, wet with the shower and desire. My body was so warm and supple, enjoyed feeling it, but I wanted more. Unfortunately, I noticed that the door was still ajar, and I was still alone.


  Continuing, I closed my eyes, and worked with two fingers between my slit, finding the sensitive places, imagining a searching penis. The fantasy took me in as Vanessa searched for a place to put her penis. Inside! I think, I want it inside. Slipping two fingers deeper within moaning as my body shuddered in joy. Propping one leg on a shower ledge I stuck the fingers in deeper still.


  “Mnnnnnn.” It felt so wonderful; I couldn’t help but squeal in delight.


  By now the fantasy was changing so slowly that I barely noticed as Vanessa’s sweet golden locks shortened and turned to salt and pepper, her smooth body turned rough and strong, her face belonged to Vanessa one moment and Victor the next. Any inquisitive notion was washed away in pleasure, as the feeling of my fingers, or Victor’s huge cock, was all I cared about.


  Moans turned to squeals as the pleasure built, but coincidentally, when I opened my eyes, it was Victor who stood before me, fully entranced and pitching a tent that looked as if it would shatter the poor zipper. Although seeing the real thing snapped the fantasy from my mind, the desire had now rampaged through my small feminine body and would not as easily be displaced. As new as the feeling was, it was unmistakable and all encompassing.


  With a handsome smile, he asked “What were you thinking of?”


  I bit the corner of my lip and thought a moment for the right thing to say. Almost naturally, I replied, “Take off your pants and I’ll show you… Master.” The last word slipped out, but it felt right. It didn’t matter, soon Vanessa would take over. It was all part of the plan, right?


  As he stepped out of his clothes, I marveled at Victor’s body. It was still tight and fit with a massive member on display. I realized with alarm that my body hungered for sequoia of manhood. Only now did I realize, it had been him in my fantasy, not Vanessa as it had been when I’d started.


  Imagination was nothing compared to the real thing as the yearning from my crotch screamed for release. Unable to control myself, I reached out for his neck pulling his head down in a kiss, thoughts of who I am or was forgotten in an instant. It wasn’t until afterward that I could remember anything other than a blur of yearning desire.


  His height forced my head to tilt back in a way I’d never experienced. I felt utterly dominated, his frame dwarfing mine, the sensation backward to every kiss I’d ever had as a man. But with every inch of my body craving a cock, the strangeness of a kiss seemed minimal. His tongue entered my mouth tentatively at first, questioningly, but I wanted him inside me… It was a start.


  Tongue contact sent an electric shock through my body, something the best kiss as a male had never achieved, but then every nerve ending in my body had never been unified in a single thought before. Arousal as a man had always been driven by and orchestrated from a single point, but this feeling of total desire was exquisite and excruciating. Gradually his kiss changed from tentative to frantic as he began to catch my fury of desire and the two of us came under the still running shower, my back pressed between the wall and the man I wanted with every fiber of my being.


  Tongues twisting, my hand reached between our bodies to find his erect member sandwiched between us. With my palm, I commenced pressing against the shaft against my torso. I squeezed it further against my belly stroking it lightly as I did so. Victor’s breathing quickened as I wrapped fingers around his manhood, fondling his rock-hard erection while the hand other kept his head pressed against mine as water streamed down over us. His cock was enormous, far larger than mine had been, and I no longer wondered why Vanessa was so fixated on sleeping with him.


  Suddenly, he broke off the kiss and pulled away, freeing his cock from my hand, but before I could complain, his head was on my breast and my body shook with the sensation. What his tongue was doing I couldn’t imagine, but I could only put a hand behind his head to pull it closer. He alternated between sucking and licking my nipple and I wiggled in delight, reveling in the foreign sensations cascading through my girlish form. With my eyes closed, I let the water from the shower pour over my face senses seemingly igniting with every drop of water, shuddering in desire alongside me.


  “Ooooh, right there…” I cooed as I felt a hand begin to rub a hand expertly between my legs.


  Victor didn’t respond immediately, but with his head still latched onto a breast, he pleasured me with his mouth and rubbed a sensitive place on my crotch that that caused me to instinctively squeeze my thighs in reaction to the sexual gratification I was receiving.


  “Oh, shit.” I muttered, when his finger slipped inside me. I could feel myself contracting around him, shaking with contentment even as he slid one finger between my narrow virginal slit. “Oh, ohmmmmmmmm…”


  The sexual excitement continued to accumulate, but I knew the finger would not be enough. Any reservations had been burned away by searing lust. It was without hesitation that I pulled Victor’s head from my breast and whispered, my voice husky with sensuality and desire. “I want you inside me, NOW!”


  Victor was able to whisper in my ear, with a voice equally heavy in yearning, “Are you sure?”


  It amazed me that with a finger still knuckle deep inside of me he would ask that, but I responded quickly since my primary goal now was to minimize the time to copulation, “Yes, but be gentle, it’s my first time.”


  Fortunately for the both of us, this comment seemed to pull him past any remaining reservations. If I could overcome my first day as a woman and having been sold into slavery, he could man up and fuck me.


  Finally, Victor reached with one hand to lift my leg, leaning me against the back of the shower, water streaming between my breasts to run between my legs. I watched his cock approach with more trepidation than I expected, my heart pounded in my chest but the emptiness deep within hungered for his manhood.


  Gently he pressed the tip against my opening, pushing slowly but surely. At its first entry I gasped in shock at the sensation, so foreign to anything associated with my former life, all at once I was overwhelmed.


  Victor backed off for a moment, “Does it hurt?” he asked.


  My vaginal walls stretching was awkward and an incredibly strange sensation, but with just the tip, I was sure it was what this body demanded. If Victor waited any longer, I might have been tempted to rip his cock off and stuff it in myself; instead I grabbed his hips and pull him towards me. Although the first third had gone in slowly, the last two thirds plunged in because of my action and I squealed as I was impaled to the base. SPLOOSH! It went as it plunged into my deeply moist cunt.


  “OH. YES…” I cried, in satisfaction.


  I’d been watching the progress and could now see red mingling with the water and my own lubricant ran down one leg mingling with water as it spiraled down the drain. The discomfort was minimal, and Victor pulled out and slowly inserted himself a second time. There was no discomfort now. I could savor the fullness that the cock spreading my pussy lips wide had brought. No other word quickly recalled could fully describe the carnal joy in that fullness and I moaned in satisfaction.


  “Mmmmmmmm, oooooooohhhhhhh….”


  He pumped slowly at first and with one leg propped up I quickly identified Victor’s intended pace and began to work my hips in time with his thrusts. My arms wrapped around his neck and I kissed him deeply as he held one leg up to plunge himself deeper inside me. His other hand was planted in the small of my back pulling I close to his well-muscled form.


  “OOOOOHhhhh….”I groaned, writhing on his mighty spear, pleasure building. The groan was muffled by the placement of my mouth on his. The thrill was unlike anything I’d experienced as a man, and even beyond that of masturbation. My ecstasy seemed to be reaching a crescendo and I could feel my second climax as a woman building within, deeper and more intense than ever before.


  Rapidly gyrating my hips, I was forced to stop as Victor’s thrusts suddenly ceased. When he pulled out, I almost screamed in frustration. However, in one swift motion, he turned me around to face the wall of the shower, away from him while, with one hand grasping my hip, he bent me at the waist. Then sliding my legs into a wider stance with one foot, he entered my pussy from behind.


  “Mnnn, mnnn, mnnnn,” I squeaked, as a wet schlop, schlop, schlop, accompanied a resumed pounding.


  Keeping one hand on the front of my hip, he reached around with the other, cupping a breast, taking a nipple between thumb and forefinger and arching my back slightly.


  The position was awkward at first, but I instantly realized the intent. His cock was pushing on the same spot as his finger had been earlier and with a squeal of exaltation, it took only three thrusts put me back on Cloud 9. With both hands plastered against the shower wall, I twisted my hips, fucking his cock as much as he was pounding me.


  “Oh god!” I uttered in girlish elation, the rapture of a female orgasm building. He slowed slightly holding me on the edge of climax, the duality of delight and agony in the anticipation driving me insane. It finally came with a shuddering ferocity.


  “AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” I screamed in ecstasy, feeling every muscle of my body contract and release simultaneously. The joy so completely eclipsed my first orgasm, and anything associated with masculine joy for that matter, I wept for the fear that I would wake to find I was still a man. As the orgasm slowly dissipated, I tried to take in every sensation, including the still throbbing pressure in my box.


  Victor pulled out, his cock still manifestly erect, and I shook my head in awe of the pleasure it could create. Somehow, I caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of my eye. It was coming from the other side of the door which remained ajar on the far side of the bathroom.


  However, my attention was arrested by Victor’s dripping cock. Dropping to my knees I prepared to take him in my mouth, the least I could offer after the transcendent experience he’s just offered me, but instead, he grabbed me by the shoulders, stopping me.


  Pulling me up before I could close my mouth around his manhood, he said, “Let’s go to my room.”


  Then he started off before I could react. A moment later, I was chasing him wet and dripping, down the hall. Naked, the two of us traveled the short distance around a corner to a large door revealing a huge, richly appointed bedroom, the highlight of which was a bed the size of a large Buick.


  When he turned to face me, his cock was still magnificently erect, and I realized with amazement that my desire was undiminished. I was drawn to him; the wetness between my legs… was it the water from the shower or was it because a man made me wild? He drew me to the bed with him and I bit my lip in eagerness. I was a woman now. I could go again immediately, and I was more than willing.


  Without reluctance, I placed myself on top of him, my knees bent, hands on his slightly hairy, still moist chest for support as I experimentally slid onto his cock. He groaned in satisfaction, and, I flexed my knees, pulling my hips up slightly, before letting them relax and sliding back down. Heavy breathing from Victor let me know that he was enjoying himself, and with a few iterations, I got the pattern down and was able speed it up, adding hip movements that sent new waves of bliss through my own body.


  



“Oh, OHHHHHHH,” he whimpered in delight. “


  “Yes, Yes!” I squealed, pleasure driving me faster and faster. I took my hands off his chest and leaned back, placing my hands on his thighs. His member was reaching even deeper and, with his hands wrapped around my waist, Victor was able to arch himself, adding his thrust to my flexing. Together we moved, and it was so good that I never wanted it to end. Heat and pressure built, and I knew what was coming, a stream of profanity came out of my mouth in my high pitched girlish screams, as wave after wave of mind numbing joy assaulted my lithe body.


  As the second orgasm of the day wracked my body, the male body beneath me shuddered in the same instant, adding a new sensation deep inside as his juices shot up inside my snatch. The pleasure was so great however, that I hardly cared to think through any implications. Instead I collapsed at his side, my head resting on his arm, both breathing deeply at the exertion, wet hair sticking to our bodies.


  After a few quiet moments he turned slightly to move a wet lock of hair from my forehead. Looking seriously into each other’s eyes, I realized through the hazy glow of the post-orgasm moments that something important was happening.


  “You’re…” Victor began slowly, “the first woman I’ve been with since Vanessa’s mother. I,” he paused, seemingly searching for the right words. “I felt like you should know. I want you to stay with me. Current social mores prevent me from likely ever marrying you, but you’ll be my only mistress. I’ll be loyal to you, and I’m very rich, so you’ll have anything you could ever desire. I’d understand if you don’t want me, I’m 45 and not as fit as I once was. Also, there would be social obligations that you’d be expected to…”


  He had sped up, as if to get through the downsides as quickly as possible. “If you want to stay, I’ll ensure that you’ll have everything that money could buy, but if you leave, I’ll arrange for your future, if only in thanks for this moment… I had no right to expect it, especially given my daughter’s offer to you.”


  Despite the earnestness of his question, I felt like there was one question that needs to be asked. “You knew?”


  His earnest expression was replaced with a scowl, “I was informed by mansion staff of the plan, yes. Vanessa saw how I looked at you earlier and probably even realized that I’d experienced desire which has known no rival since her mother. I’ve trained her to exploit business opportunities. But before I tell you any more I must know, will you stay?”


  Staring into the gray eyes of the man so recently responsible for my current state of satisfaction, I gave a shy smile. “Yes, I will.”


  A huge grin lit his face, “Excellent!” he shouted. “Then you’ll stay here tonight,” he added, “In that dresser over there you’ll find some bed clothes I’ve prepared in the off chance of this circumstance, but if you’ll excuse me, I must see to a few things, I’ll be back in a few minutes to explain as much as I can.”


  I watched the naked man in awe of his forethought as he pulled on plaid pajama pants and a flannel top and hurried out of the room.


  After he left, I took a moment to look at my own naked form reclining in bed. The graceful swell of breasts, flat pelvis where instead of a penis, a tool of greater pleasure lay hidden. Reconciling in my mind the desire for cock came easily now. Although I possessed the memories of a lifetime of a masculine existence, the hormones and biological drives of the feminine brain now contained those memories. Perhaps it really should have come as no shock that it entreated a differing sexual desire, and the seeming satisfaction with the recent events.


  It all felt so surreal to see such a different form whenever I looked down, but following the pleasures of the flesh, I felt for the first time that this was MY body and such desires were natural and wonderful. With this revelation in mind, I slid out of bed, moving over to the dresser that Victor had motioned towards earlier. The drawer was almost empty save for two items. The first was a gray and peach negligee. The fabric was mostly transparent, with two gray straps with peach, lacy fringe, both in the front and along the bottom. Accompanying this was matching gray pair of panties, also mostly transparent, both very lacy.


  Perhaps before my most recent realization, I would have considered rejecting such feminine underwear, either because I was still fighting to think of myself as a male, or out of some sense of modesty. However, considering my new perspective, I slipped the top over my head with a small thrill, feeling it cling to my curves. It reached only 6 inches or so past the top of the panties that I pulled up under the negligee.


  Studying my figure in a nearby full-length mirror, I could appreciate the sensuality and sex appeal of the outfit, both from a lifetime of observing women and my new desire to make Victor happy. The second motivation also caused me to fuss with my hair for several minutes, trying to get it to a point I was happy with. It was drying unevenly, and I bundled the mass of brown hair, holding it with my hands, first up, then to the side, unsure of how to handle long hair, having never had to deal with it before. A sound eventually made me turn and I found Victor watching me.


  “How long have you been watching?” I asked, my lips set in an uncertain smile.


  “Long enough,” Victor replied, sporting a wide grin and a fresh erection. Seeing his manhood stiffened in his pajamas was evidently enough to get me aroused. Feeling a fresh upwelling of desire, I sauntered over and using a hand I began to massage the bulge in his pants. “Wait,” he said, hand moving to stop me, instead pulling me next to him on the bed. “I have some things to explain I think and I should do it before I get… distracted.”


  Turning his gaze from my face, to stare blankly at the wall, he began an explanation in a flat tone. “My wife died two years ago, and I believe Vanessa killed her… But perhaps I should start at the beginning. Around 4 years ago, my lovely daughter began having sexual relationships at the tender age of 14. First with fellow students, but she quickly realized the benefits that came with seducing her male teachers. She developed early, taking full advantage of the ‘easy-A.’ Hoping she would grow out of it, I used my money and influence to avoid scandal when she was invariably caught. It even made it necessary for her to change schools several times. But I always covered; hoping she would grow from this madness, but instead she grew more obsessed with sex and more spoiled. Two and a half years ago, I believe she caught her mother and I in the act of lovemaking. Having heard her mother’s very vocal celebration, she was always a screamer, Vanessa developed an obsession with the idea of sleeping with me, the one thing I could never give her. She oft watched as I pleasured her mother, although I had no idea of this at the time, but only found out through mansion staff sometime later. Her jealousy grew until it reached a tipping point and she arranged the poisoning of my wife, even going so far as to attempt to place blame on a business rival of mine, Mr. Gordon. The business I just attended to was the eviction of my daughter from this home. As we speak she’s on the way to my winter home in Florida.”


  This news was startling, and I was forced to interrupt. “What, why?” I asked.


  “Oh, I caught her destroying the antidote dosages for the poison they administered to you when were sold.” My eyes grew wide at this news, but Victor continued, “Don’t worry; I had the permanent antidote applied before you even left the facility. Their methods of control are… distasteful. But Vanessa was likely watching our shower display and moved to kill you as she killed her mother. This was unacceptable. I have abstained for 2 years for fear of what she’d do to any lover I took, no longer.”


  At this admission, Victor looked drained and I could see that displacing his daughter had taken a lot out of him. Placing a delicate hand on his chiseled jaw, I said, “It’s late, maybe we should get some sleep?” The exertion from earlier and of the day itself suddenly dawned on me as well and fatigue came crashing down. Sleep suddenly seemed like the greatest idea ever.


  Victor sighed in relief, “I’d like that.” With that, the two of us slipped under the covers and I fell asleep almost instantly with Victor’s strong arms embracing me.


  ~~~


  It was the middle of the night as far as I could tell when I awoke suddenly at a pressure on my chest. Not immediately comprehending my present location, or even remembering the events of the past day, the foreign sensation tingling through my body and the strange hand on my chest causing a brief panic. At the gasp of alarm, the hand began to work faster, clearly mistaking confused apprehension for satisfaction. The sensation of a nipple squeeze sending a wave of pleasure through my chest and the accompanying arousal, associated with the now familiar lack of erection however, recalled me to my present state.


  I was in a mansion, a very large, in a very soft bed with the man who had taken my virginity less than one day after becoming a woman with virginity to lose. In the darkness, the hand manipulated my nipple through the sheer fabric of the negligee. A soft moan escaped while I helplessly pressed my backside against his chest, since we’d fallen asleep spooning. I could feel his stiff member pressing against my lower back, just above my ass. Wriggling slightly to stroke his member with my pert cheeks and to leave no doubt I was awake, I let out a soft “mmmmmm” in urging.


  The hand and body suddenly moved away, but I could feel the covers flex as I sensed Victor sliding, first down towards the end of the bed and then back up, a hand moving between my legs, to roll me onto my back, knees propped up, but legs spread. Twin peaks in the covers from each knee became three as a more rounded peak rose between them. I could feel a finger slide the bottom of my panties aside, the third peak moved toward my crotch. My breathing quickened as, I waited for whatever Victor planned beneath those covers.


  The first warm breath on my slit sent a shiver up my spine. A touch of his tongue elicited a squeal as I quivered in delight. It was impossible to make out what was being done between my legs, but I was forced to bite the inside of my lips to suppress the urge to scream in joy. Twisting uncontrolled in ecstasy I was compelled to grip the bed to remain stationary enough to allow Victor to continue. He sucked my clit and I shuddered in rapture.


  With great desolation, I watched the third peak pull away 6 inches before sliding forward and then emerging from under the covers, like a triumphant dolphin emerging from the sea into the moonlit night. Although I could barely distinguish Victor’s shape in the dim light, I could recognize his lips on mine and feel his huge cock slide my panties aside before entering me again. He slid in effortlessly. I wrapped my slender arms around his neck and legs around his waist as he plowed me. 36 hours ago, such an idea would have appalled me beyond reason, but now I could only hold tighter as I willed him deeper and deeper. I knew I was as wet for him as any woman could be. My negligee was bunched awkwardly between us, but it felt too good to stop Victor now.


  Although earlier sex had been almost frantic in pacing and desire, the way Victor tenderly pushed and withdrew, his soft kisses, made me feel like the two of us were truly one. The feeling was exhilarating. He angled upward slightly, and I convulsed in pleasure,


  “Right there, yes, YES!” I bawled. I couldn’t help myself. “It feels so good!”


  “You like that?” Victor asked, increasing his pace.


  I screamed, “I’m cumming. Oh Victor! OH, OHHHH AHHHHHHH!!!!”


  The orgasm made my back arch and I pull Victor even closer. He gave a final grunt and I could feel his cock twitch as he released his seed inside of me again. His body softened along with his cock and I could feel our combined juices seeping from my slit, soaking though the panties that had slipped back into place with Victor’s withdrawal. Instead of being disgusted, the idea thrilled me, and I sighed in pleasure flush with the afterglow of orgasm as Victor collapsed next to me.


  “I’m sorry,” he began, “I know you were sleeping, but I couldn’t resist.”


  “Oh, you can do that any time you like.” I said, in a husky voice, unintentionally laden with sensuality.


  Victor’s voice dropped to a whisper to better accommodate the darkness that surrounded us both, “I know it’s short notice, but I want to take you to a social gathering of several work rivals tomorrow. I’m obligated to go, and I want you there with me. I could have the chief maid help you get ready, since she used to help my wife. She’ll come find you since you’ll have full access to the house in the meantime. I’ll have work to do in the morning, so I’ll have to meet you there. My driver knows where it is. So… will you come?”


  Feeling mischievous, I responded. “I’ll CUM with you anywhere.” The way I emphasized cum, left no doubt as to my meaning and Victor gave a chuckle before placing an arm around me, and moments later he was softly snoring.


  However, it took me longer to fall asleep. I was just now realizing what I had agreed to. I was missing an assumed 2 decades of female social cues, how women were expected to act and interact in public, were a complete mystery. In private, I could let my baser instincts rule, but such tactics would not succeed at a high society public gathering. I tried to worry about these things, but the satisfaction still humming from between my legs vanished the concern from my mind.


  In fact, I hadn’t been concerned since waking up in the strange prison complex. Would I know if my reactions were due to my body or if they had done something to me, making me more compliant, more willing to… If they did something to me… If they did something… to make me… to say yes… only yes…


  ~~~


  I awoke with a start to a knocking at the door. There was none of the confusion which bothered me previously. I had awoken with a crystal clarity stemming from a full night’s sleep, mostly. Glancing at the window and judging by sunlight streaming in, most of the day had passed as well. Thoughts of the night before caused a smile and warm remembrance stirring in the pit of my stomach.


  Another knock broke me from my reverie, although this time, it was accompanied by a voice. The voice was warm and deep, but obviously female. “Mistress, it’s nearly 4pm, it’s past time that you begin getting ready!”


  Victor had mentioned his chief maid would come looking for me last night, I had almost forgotten. Drawing myself out of bed, I stumbled once with legs were still wobbly from last night. I reached the door and pulled it open to find a 50 something mountain of a woman staring down at me. At least 6 and a half feet tall and weighing in at over 300lbs, the giantess, dressed in a ridiculous French maid getup, stood before me and I couldn’t help but stare at her.


  The head maid, wasting no time on introductions began speaking and pushing me off down the hall in the direction of the bathroom. “You must bathe child, you positively reek of sex, which is fine and good, but not suitable a fancy party. Shoo, shoo!” she insisted in a frantic tone, gesturing at the shower of the attached on-suite. Even the sight of a shower got me excited… I didn’t know much about being a girl, but I was apparently a very horny one.


  “Well?” The maid cried in exasperation, “Get in!” With that proclamation she pulled the nightgown over my head in one fluid motion before pulling my panties down. Fully nude, I was shoved forcefully, stumbling into the shower. With one hand, the large woman jammed the faucet, switching the water on.


  “EEEK,” I cried, the chilly water initially coming from the showerhead providing a vicious shock my system. Although it quickly warmed, my desire had faded.


  “Must I wash you too child?”


  Feeling very much as a child confronting an adult, I acquiesced, picking up on the mad woman’s pace. As I started to wash my long hair with efficiency, the maid, seemingly satisfied that her orders could be carried out without constant supervision, retreated to the bedroom stating, “I’ll wait for you out here child.”


  Wringing the shampoo from my dark hair, rinsing and conditioning (I’d never used conditioner as a man, but my girlfriends had, without exception), I began to wash my body. Scrubbing my own supple shape, washing it carefully with my small hands and a bar of soap, I lavished my body with attention.


  I toyed with the idea of doing some “exploring”, but as if on cue, a voice from the other room shouted, “Hurry up dear!” dissuaded of the idea I quickly finished up, taking care to clean the area between my legs, for fear of what the maid might do were she to smell “that sex smell” again.


  Emerging from the shower and turning off the water I wrapped a towel around my chest and around my hair emulating what I’d seen girlfriends do enumerable times. Faking feminine habits seemed the safest possibility to prevent any suspicion about my pre-feminine origins now that I had agreed to be with Victor. As I returned to the bedroom, the maid took one good look and one long sniff before giving me a single nod of approval.


  Grabbing one arm, she ushered me to a nearby closet. At least, initially I had assumed it was a closet, inside was an elaborate dressing room with a long counter, covered in cosmetics lay along one wall, mirrors placed periodically above it, opposite several chairs. Several empty clothes racks adorned the room beside a larger number of free standing full-length mirrors. The lighting in the room was so bright I was forced to squint as my eyes adjusted. Plopping me down in one of the chairs in front of the widest variety of cosmetics, the maid unraveled the towel on my head and began playing with my hair.


  Instead of grabbing any of the articles on the table she opened a drawer and pulled out a hair curler and brush and began work brushing through my hair with the same fervor with which she had forced me to shower. With ruthless efficiency she attacked snarls that Victor had probably caused, I thought in a moment of quiet satisfaction.


  I quietly watched as the maid worked. Since I was a woman now, I reasoned, this might be a rare chance to dress up my body without years of practice. With the maid talking as she worked, I could only listen, as she hardly seemed to pause for breath between sentences. The following were a few extracts from the following hour that I could remember between the hair and makeup.


  “Such pretty hair, and so workable, you’d think you never put a product in it your whole life.”


  “My dear, your face is so pretty, I hardly think you need to use much at all, just a touch under the eyes to make those lovely blue eyes pop.”


  “Let’s make those lips just a bit redder, to match the dress.”


  “There, that should do it,” the maid said finally, standing back to admire her work. “Miss, be careful around the old souls, you’ll stop their hearts with a look you will.”


  Smiling in response I studied the gentle waves and skillful shaping of hair that gave an elegant but playful look that was very alluring. Loose ringlets descended roughly to the top of my breasts in front and shoulder blades behind. The expert touches of makeup were light, but I could certainly notice a small difference that was tasteful and brought out the most striking features, especially my eyes, which now seemed to demand attention.


  We both turned at a knock. A small pretty maid, also in a French maid outfit (although it looked quite alluring on her) appeared with a black garment bag on a silver hanger. She quickly placed it on a nearby rack and rushed out again. “Oh, what perfect timing,” the head maid exclaimed, “the dress is here!”


  With one arm she ushered me up and we both shuffled towards the black bag, as she pulled at a zipper, the black bag fell away. I gasped. I’d noticed dresses before, but it was always, “That woman looks hot in that dress” or “that dress makes that girl look awful.” For the first time I took in the dress for what it was, regardless of the body that was in it. It was simply gorgeous.


  The garment was a long gown, strapless, but held to the hanger by a pair of clips. The dress was red with a folded fabric effect leading to a diamond encrusted border crossing under the bosom around to the back. More fabric folding crossing over the stomach to the waist, where it was bound in a diamond studded clasp. The gown flared out from the waist with two ruffles extending in the front and around to the back before gracefully reaching the bottom. Studying the back of the dress as the maid turned it for my convenience I noticed how the diamond banding was broken in the middle for lacing that ran down the back to the waist.


  “Its spectacular, “I whispered.


  “You bet it is. The master knows a designer who had it made especially for you this very day.”


  My eyes grew wide considering this. Not knowing the going rate for such a commission, but expecting it to be very high, it was an unprecedented waste. Then, in a moment of panic I realized I had no idea how to put on such a thing. Again, taking the situation in hand (she probably assumed a disparate upbringing rather than forced sex change), the chief maid remedied the situation.


  Ripping the towel off she motioned for me to step in though the top of the dress, pulling up as I wriggled my hips. The dress slid up past my thighs and waist, eventually the top of the bodice reaching my breasts. Somewhat surprisingly, I noticed that, as the back of the dress was tightened, the bodice rested on my hips and the rigidity held up my breasts to display them in an extremely flattering way.


  “I’d hit that,” I thought, gazing into a nearby full-length mirror.


  “Almost done dear”, the maid said, as she walked a bit further down the room.


  Coming to a stop and opening another drawer, a million points of light shone out drawing my full attention. It must be a drawer full of diamonds, I realized! Necklaces and earrings, bracelets and chokers, rings and anklets, in numerous sizes and variety of diamond were revealed. Picking two earrings from among the enormous collection, the large woman brought them to me.


  Fortunately, when she dropped the two diamond studs in my hand I looked closely in the mirror and saw that my ears were indeed pierced. I wasn’t sure how that was possible, but I decided not to worry about it and I put the earrings on with only minor delays. When the woman came back, she slid silver and diamond studded wristband over my freshly manicured hand. Lastly, she held diamond choker to my neck, but after looking at my chest she placed it back down saying, “Such beautiful bone structure, no reason to cover that up.”


  A pair of high-heeled red shoes lay on the floor next to the door, matching the dress. They were mostly laces with open toes and 2-inch high heels. After strapping in I noticed the dress now rested roughly a half-inch from the floor, just high enough to avoid constantly sweeping the ground when walking. “Oh!” I exclaimed in realization, “aren’t I missing panties?”


  “Special instructions child,” says the maid with a crooked smile, “Master said no panties. The lines would ruin the gown anyway.”


  “Oh,” I replied a pleasant shiver running through my mind at what Victor has in mind for after the party.


  Another worry bubbled through my consciousness. Standing in my high heels I was terrified to walk! I’d obviously never worn a pair and I didn’t want to look stupid. Fortunately, the maid found herself preoccupied and I took a few experimental steps. After a couple of faltering paces, I found that the heels necessitated a sway of the hips my body welcomed rather naturally. By the time I had the gargantuan woman’s attention again, I was striding confidently to the mirror.


  A look in the mirror at my final ensemble was thrilling. The maid hadn’t been joking about heart stopping beauty, it made me tremble with eagerness for Victor to see me dressed like this, and he’d likely stiffen right on the spot. Then again, so might every man at the party since, trying my hardest, I couldn’t ever recall seeing a woman this beautiful in all my years of intense observation (aka. being a man).


  A car horn snapped me out of my analysis and the maid ushered me down to the long black limo that was waiting in a turnabout before the front door. It could have been the same limo that had brought me to this mansion.


  “Have a fun time child,” the chief maid uttered sincerely before opening the car door.


  I offered her a graceful smile, “Thank you. I’m sure, Victor will approve.” Satisfy master… must.


  She gave a smile as wide as her belly, and chuckled, “I’m sure he will.”


  With that I picked up the hem of my gown and got into the back of the vehicle.


  Lounging in the back of a stretch limo, wearing a personally tailored gown, covered in at least 20K in diamonds I poured a small glass of champagne and reflected as the estate rolled by. I tried to remember my life as a man as we passed beyond the exterior gates and returned to the world. Remembering past sexual conquests seemed odd, faces appeared, but the actual acts seemed misty as if the lacking the body made the action seem paradoxical. Even the remembrances of looking at myself in the mirror were recalled more as viewing a stranger. Looking down I could see the tops of two pert breasts stuffed in a gorgeous dress and already it seemed to be the body I’d always had. Whereas, my life as a man seemed an odd dream, this was real. I took another sip of champagne, bubbles tickling my nose and I giggled in a most girly manor.


  Memories of this body only went back one day, but the pleasures in sex has so eclipsed anything as a man and were so fresh that it had to be fuzzing older memories. At the thought of sex, a chill ran through my body. The dress itself was fairly conservative, but showed a decent amount of cleavage. Only Victor and I would know that underneath, there was nothing but a bare slit and the idea gave me another wonderful shiver.


  I took another sip of the champagne and savored the bubbles, dismissing the fact that the legal age of this body was probably something close to 18 at the most. The world outside rolled by and I continued to sip, admiring the taste of what was likely a very expensive drink. Thinking about Victor made the bottom of my stomach drop away and I squeeze my legs together eagerly awaiting our reunion. I could feel the heating between my legs of desire and warmth in my chest of genuine affection. Gentle and caring, he had tried to do the best by his daughter, and only because I had been too much to resist had he finally taken something he desired.


  Amidst these musings and several more sips of champagne the limo finally stopped by a nondescript roadside door somewhere in town. The car door opened, and Victor’s smiling face dropped down to greet me as he extended a hand. Dressed in an immaculately designed tuxedo, complete with cummerbund and bowtie, he looked so stunning I contemplated asking him to join me in the car for a few minutes. Thinking better of it I took his hand and began to exit the vehicle. I watched his eyes grow wide seeing me step out of the limo in the dress and jewelry, with makeup and hair done.


  Once I was standing, the world embarked on an ambitious spin, with me at its axis. Clearly, I had a bit of a buzz going from the champagne. It was such a tiny amount of alcohol, but then this small body had probably never seen a drop. I’d have fallen, but Victor firmly had a grip on my elbow.


  Instead, I raucously stuck my arm though his, flying high on alcohol and scent. I pressed myself against him, “Shall we?” I asked. His smile widened my grin matched his.


  Together, we walked through the oddly plain door, down a set of stairs and into a sparsely decorated hallway. We passed a few well-dressed guests and a few servants but after a few moments they thinned until there were only one or two visible. Once we were all but alone, Victor leaned his head sideways whispering into my ear. “I have never seen a woman even a fraction of as beautiful as you are.”


  Hot breath on my ear and the compliment made me pull in closer to Victor, the skin of my neck tingling. Already, my body was responding to him.


  Pressing the sides of my breasts against his elbow and leaning over to his ear, made easier by the high heels, I replied, “And I’m all yours.” With the statement, I administered a small nip to his earlobe. As I pull away I glanced down at his crotch to see a telltale bulge.


  Alcohol loosening my inhibitions, I suddenly yanked Victor sideways into a side hallway that I’d spotted; leading him away to the nearest door. Finding it unlocked I dragged Victor inside and turn on the light. We’d clearly found broom closet with stacked chairs and tables and only barely enough room for the two of us. “Perfect,” I thought.


  “What…” Victor began, but I put a finger over his mouth silencing him. I had a warm hum in my head, and a warm hum between my legs. I was on a mission.


  Reaching down with one hand I stared into Victor’s eyes, as I grabbed his bulge. “And just how are we going to be received at a party with this.”


  “Well,” he said with a perplexed expression, “I couldn’t help it,” he breathed heavily as I stroked the bulge.


  Giving him a wicked smile I stated, “I can.”


  With that statement I pulled the front of my skirt up and sank to my knees before Victor, unhooking his belt and pulling his pants and boxers down to his ankles. His fully erect phallus sprang out to greet me, almost smacking me in the nose as it escaped.


  For the first time, I tapped into my life before the accident. I knew how to handle my own cock, which parts felt good to be handled and how it felt from personal experience. As a woman, I had the tools and knowledge to make this man feel very, very good. I started with my hands. Gripping his shaft firmly, applying a light pressure in just such a way as to heighten the anticipation. His breathing quickened, and I knew he was ready for the next part.


  Without hesitation I took him fully in the mouth. At first, I used mainly lips near the tip as I attempted not to accidentally bite him (having felt teeth on my own cock by several girlfriends who had given awful blowjobs). I took special pains to avoid such a fate in my first blowjob. Knowledge did not translate directly into perfection, but I eagerly worked with Victor’s breathing as guide. When his breathing grew heavier still I gained confidence, beginning to use my tongue to caress the tip and stroke the bottom of his manhood. Allowing him deeper into my mouth, my arousal flared, and I could feel myself getting slick as I blew my partner.


  A soft “MMMMM” came from above as I labored.


  Working a bit overzealously, Victor’s cock hit the back of my throat and he groaned in pleasure. No girlfriend had ever let me get that far, but then I’d never been so big. It took some effort to suppress my gag reflex, another exercise I’d never needed to practice as man…


  I took his entire monster again and again. My lips hit his base and his tip hit the back of my throat. At the same time, I took one hand and gently fondled his balls, moving my mouth up and down his shaft, tongue jumping from base to tip as I moved.


  “Ohhhhhh,” I heard in response.


  Speeding up, I tasted his throbbing cock, feeling its veiny presence as I worked to please him with my mouth. The whole experience was getting me very wet too, but there would be time enough for that later, I assured myself. Satisfy my master’s need… must serve him… my lover. The thought vanished as I teased my clit while deep-throating Victor.


  Just to change it up, I returned to the up/down motion, this time faster my lips focused on the tip while also, using one hand to stroke the length of Victor’s throbbing manhood.


  “I’m going to…“Victor blurted and a moment later, my mouth was suddenly filled with sticky, sour semen. His body sagged slightly at the moment of release. Realizing I couldn’t risk getting any on my dress, I swallowed the substance down. The texture was strange, but I swallowed it all, even giving Victor’s cock one last lick to clean it off.


  Rising and stepping back, Victor pulled his pants up and buckled and clasped everything back into place before saying, “You were magnificent.”


  I simply smiled at this. Adding, “You could pay me back later.” I appended a wink for good measure and said, “Shall we?”


  With that, the two of us locked arms again, leaving the storage room and heading down the hallway. Together, we entered the most elaborate ballroom I’d ever seen. Diamond encrusted chandeliers, gold lined tables covered in the most expensive liquors. All the men in tuxedos and all the women covered in at least as many diamonds as me, in gowns at least as fancy. Even Victor seemed taken aback at the décor. He turned to a passing waiter and asked, “Why did Mr. Gordon do this, I thought it was going to be a modest party, I also don’t see him here, where was our host?”


  The waiter responded with a dignified air, practiced by those who serve the very wealthy, “The master made an extremely profitable deal last night and decided that he would share his largess with everyone. He’s arranged for some last-minute changes. As for the master’s absence, he’s had some sudden business associated with the deal that has forced him to be away.” The waiter was looking at Victor strangely, with almost a suppressed sense of mirth at his own private joke. “He urges you all to have fun at his expense.”


  Victor scowled, but didn’t stop the waiter as he took his leave. Afraid to make a fool of myself, I simply stayed attached to the older man’s arm and answered questions when directed at me. The first of many partygoers stopped to say hello and the rest of the party was a blur.


  The party commenced for about two hours, the highlights being as follows:


  1. Being somewhat intoxicated already and a constantly refilling wine glass had left me relatively drunk, but still capable of walking with relative stability, even in heels, thus adding excitement to an otherwise boring affair.


  2. The talk at all niches, as Victor and I floated from group to group, was almost unanimously discussing Mr. Gordon’s mysterious midnight deal, sudden largess and odd absence.


  3. Victor’s entrance with a woman for the first time in nearly 2 years since the death of his wife created quite a stir. Several people who were obviously happy that he was finding happiness, more seemed to disapprove of my presence.


  4. With all the money about the place there were several trophy wives/girlfriends, but it was easy to see where the eyes of every man strayed when free, especially since it was always to me. Like moths to the flame, my beauty drew the eyes of every man, and even admiration from several women (jealous stares from others).


  It was this last item, which brought the only excitement of the night. When, having been watched nearly an hour and a half uninterrupted, a middle aged, balding man in a somewhat ill-fitting tuxedo approached the two of us while Victor was engaged in an adamant discussion on some business deal or another with an elderly man and his doddering wife. He tapped Victor on the shoulder, whispered something and Victor excused himself from the couple, sliding about 10 feet away to talk alone with the man.


  I had turned back to answer a question the elderly woman who had asked about my parents (by now I had come up with a fanciful backstory that I had amused myself with recounting) when a loud crack issued from behind me. Whirring around, and seeing the eyes of the rest of the party lock in on the scene, I took it in. Victor was standing over the balding man rubbing his fist while the man writhed on the floor, holding his hand over his nose, which gushed blood.


  Victor strode over and grabbed me by the arm, ushering the both of us away. “What was that?” I asked, the incident sobering me up slightly.


  “He asked how much it would cost to buy you for a night. I think it’s time to leave.”


  Wordlessly, Victor led me out of the ballroom and back down the corridor. We were in such a rush, I didn’t even have a chance to put my glass down. Before long, we were outside, and the limo pulled up.


  As we got in, Victor spoke only one word to the driver, “home” and the vehicle began its journey back to the estate. We sat side by side, me looking out my window, Victor looking out his.


  “That was strange,” Victor said, turning to face me.


  “The man asking about me?” I replied questioningly, face burning in embarrassment.


  Victor continued “No, not that… At least, not just that…” he trailed off and turned away, gazing out the opposite window, obviously not wanting to talk about it, his face set in grim determination.


  “I’ve never had a man defend my honor before,” leaving unsaid that until yesterday, such a scenario was impossible. “This might be silly, but… How much did he offer?”


  Turning back to face me, now with a silly grin stretching from ear to ear, Victor laughed lightly before saying, “Not nearly enough.”


  I pouted and gave a “harrumph.” In one smooth motion, I lifted the long skirt up to my knees and rolled onto Victor, kneeling atop his sitting form in the limo. “How much would a night with me cost?” I crooned.


  He planted an open-mouthed kiss on my pouting lips. Placing both hands on either side of his face I pulled his face to even deeper into the kiss while working my waist to rub my exposed pussy lips against the tops of his pelvis, feeling desire merging with the remaining drunkenness to a carnal fervor. Moments later, a responding bulge was present in the same location. I disengaged from the kiss only long enough move the long skirt out of the way to once again release his python. This time however, I promptly speared myself on his throbbing cock. Squealing in delight as I plunged down his member deep inside, I embraced him, using my knees to propel myself up and down his shaft as my hips worked.


  Face beside his I moaned in his ear “It’s…uhnnnn… my… turnnnnn… now right…..uhhhhh?” I could feel my pussy lips sucking at his manhood and it felt stupendous.


  Victor said nothing but instead pushed off with his feet, plunging himself deeper inside of me. I groaned in pleasure as he timed his thrusts with my own movements. “Oh god,” I shouted as the warmth from my crotch and stomach intermingled, pleasure building. Up and down, I began to moan constantly in rapturous pleasure, “UHHHH, OHHH, AHHHH!” I was sure that the driver could hear I but was helpless to do anything but continue, bucking my hips even faster. Suddenly Victor stopped me, pulling me off him at the height of pleasure.


  Absence of his monster was agony, but he only stopped long enough to roll me on to my knees. Facing out the window, with one knee bent and one leg extended to the car floor, pussy lips spread. He took a similar position, both legs just inside of mine, spreading my legs to the maximum that the space would allow, and lifting the gown; he entered my pussy from behind.


  I couldn’t help myself, moaning, “Oh GOD Ohmmmmmm!”


  With surprise and delight, my body celebrated that Victor was back inside me. “Where he belongs,” I thought with chagrin, and hitting a spot that drove me wild with joy. From this position he ploughed me, his speed building as my delight reached new heights. One arm rested on the window and the other gripping a seat as I turned to watch him from the corner of my eye. I gave him a smile of encouragement and he pounded me even harder.


  “AH. AH. AH, THERE, THERE OH YES THERE AH, AH AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” I screamed as I felt myself cum, shaking violently from the power of the orgasm rippling through me. Still watching Victor, I saw his face screw up as he grunted, filling me with his love.


  “You know,” Victor said with a smile as I took a seat next to him, cuddling one of his strong arms, enjoying the pleasant pulse from my pussy and the tingle that was still running through my limbs. “I know it’s a bit late to tell you this, but I had a vasectomy after my first daughter.” He chuckled lightly.


  At his mention of children, I realized that such a concept had never occurred to me, but then as a man, I’d never had to worry about getting pregnant before! Suddenly I comprehended the risk I’d been taking every time without realizing it, but upon a moment’s further reflection, giving this man a child didn’t seem that repugnant. With an inward chuckle, I admitted to myself that this, more than any act or word solidifies the acceptance of this life, body and mind of a woman. I cuddled Victor’s arm harder and realize that I was truly happy. Happy serving master… pleasing master… must please… serve.


  As if on cue the limo pulled up to a sudden stop, the window separating the passengers from the driver rolling down. “Sir, there’s a problem.” His voice trembled in terror.


  “Yes?” Victor replied, pulling his pants back on as best he could with a single hand since I was occupying the other. He didn’t seem to notice the tone in the driver’s voice. Couldn’t he tell something was wrong?


  “The gate is destroyed, and armed men surround our car. Oh god,” the driver added in shocked realization, “the mansion is on fire!”


  I sat bolt upright, and Victor reached his hand under the seat pulling a pair of semi-automatic weapons, handing one through the glass to the driver, saying only, “Fight for your life.” Turning to me, he said, “We had security protocol… Mr. Gordon’s deal… must have been with Vanessa. With me dead, she’d inherit everything. Everyone knew, even the waiter at the party. The party was a going away party for me. I’m sorry to have met you so soon before this betrayal. If you stay here and remain unarmed they might let you live, it’s me they’re after.”


  “I want to fight with you,” I replied, a deep affection rising.


  “If you do, we will likely both die, but,” he paused thoughtfully, “If my daughter gets a hold of you, there’s no telling what she may do to you.”


  “Do you think there’s any chance you’ll survive?”


  Glancing through the window and taking in the scene, Victor said. “I’ll take as many of them with me as I can to give you a chance to get away, but you’re the only one with a choice here. I’m sorry… for everything.”


  “Sorry for what?” I asked.


  “There’s no time to explain, they’re coming.


  “I want to fight with you.” I declared.


  Victor sighed and said, “Very well.” He reached under the seat for a third gun, handing it to me. “On the count of three, we’ll all come out shooting.”


  It was an unwise decision. Surrounded by 40 men, all three of us were peppered with bullets within an instant. There was no feeling as the bullets knocked my willowy body back against the car. As the shock settled in I decided that if I was going to die, I should die next to the man who’d made me so happy.


  I worked my way around the car, leaning heavily on the hood, blood smearing the paint, but as bullets slammed into my body I dropped to my knees and crawled. Life was leaving my body and my vision blurred as darkness settled in, but my hand reached out and grasped Victor’s bloody hand. I thought I heard him whisper “I love you,” just before the end.


  THE END


  What a bummer ending, huh? All those unresolved plot threads… It seemed like things were just getting interesting, and what was with the strange commands in her head? Maybe there’s more to this tale than we’ve yet seen:


  Leave a review and don’t forget check out my Smashwords profile for more Gender Bender Erotica!


  https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/mithrilmight
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