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Teaching David or Danielle

As I made my way down the hall, I felt like a hunter. I was stalking my prey. Before I could make my move, I had to find her.

Then I saw Cindy. Cute. Innocent. Cindy. In her sleek black pants and purple blouse, she probably viewed herself as a young, professional woman. Cool. Fine. Whatever. Of course, I wasn't interested in her contributions as an intern. She was a college girl, fresh faced and gorgeous. The first time I saw her blonde hair, her bright blue eyes, her cute nose, full lips, and those amazing breasts, I knew I had to chase her down.

I found her in one of the processing rooms. To be honest, I wasn't sure what the researchers did in this part of the building. When it came to my work, I stayed up near the top floors (you know, where the real decisions were made). Still, she was seated in front of her computer, her eyes locked on the screen, so she didn't notice me.

Rather than stride forward, I took my time. I studied her and enjoyed the way she kept her eyes locked on the digits streaming across the screen. In that moment, I could almost imagine her as actual prey: she could be this cute girl, naked and out in the woods, and maybe I would be dressed in flannel like a traditional hunter, and I could have a rifle loaded with tranquilizer darts. I could imagine this flash of fear stretching across her face, and I would chase after her. At some point, I would stop, raise my weapon, aim, and pull the trigger. There could be that hiss of air as the dart shot forward, and I could take her in the right butt cheek. Then she would collapse, and she would be mine. Maybe I would hogtie her and throw her into the back of my truck. Smirking, I enjoyed a quick chuckle before I finally sauntered over to her.

Leaning against the wall beside her workstation, I crossed my arms over my chest and asked, "How's it going, Cindy? Do you feel like you're saving the world?"

"Hello, David," she said, her voice low and tight.

Yeah, I made her nervous. Good.

"So, there's this new place opening downtown. I was thinking you and I should go tonight."

"I have to work."

"We can call it a work dinner," I said, aiming my gaze down at her. "I'll put it on my expense account. Then afterward, we can go back to my place, and you can show me just how grateful you are."

"I'd rather focus on real work," she said.

A flash of irritation stepped into me. I couldn't help it. What was she saying? More importantly, what kind of tone had she just used with me? My lips hardened even as I reached down and brushed my fingers along the underside of her chin. Shock played across her face. As far as she was concerned, I wasn't supposed to touch her like this. Then again, she didn't understand how the world really worked. She was just some college girl, a dumb airhead who didn't really comprehend what power actually meant.

This girl had probably grown up as a little science kid in her bedroom or something, and now she thought she was going to save the world with the genetic engineering research here at my father's firm. That was nice, or whatever, and I was sure it would be difficult for her to try to master the human genome. And yet, there was something about girls like Cindy. They came here, and they fixated on the science. They loved concentrating on concrete rules and verifiable patterns. And yet…

These girls never seemed to understand how society actually worked or what power really meant. This was something I had figured out at a very, very young age. Some people had accused me of being spoiled, but that just meant they were idiots. Seriously, here is something only the smartest people in society can figure out: rules are always subjective. They’re always meant to be broken, but only at the right time. A psychopath or an anarchist might try to break down every social norm, but the smart people figure out when and where rules actually apply. As far as I could see, there were no universals. It always came down to the correct application of force at the right time, and now I needed to show Cindy the truth.

"This is real work," I said. "Your future at this company depends on my largess. Did you know that Amanda didn't actually take you, Cindy?"

In that moment, she raised her hand, she probably wanted to knock my arm away, but I tightened my grip against her jaw. The petite blonde stared at me, and her eyes narrowed at first, but now they widened as she registered those words. "Yeah," I said. "I checked out a couple of your social media pages, and I saw that you had a lot of potential."

"I don't talk about my work online," she said.

"Exactly," I said. Then I leaned down just a little bit, and I whispered into her ear, "I picked you because of that one shot of you in that red bikini at the beach. By the way, I've always wondered where that was taken."

I finally let her go.

"David, can you help me with something?"

My back stiffened.

Amanda. Technically, that was Dr. Amanda Carter...our lead researcher. As I forced myself to relax, I turned back toward this esteemed woman. Somewhere in her thirties, she was shockingly skilled when it came to genetic matriculation. As far as I could see, most of the world was still run by men. To me, the patriarchy could never be brought down, especially because men are more aggressive and dedicated. Women would always be sidelined by their own insecurities and doubts. Besides, women were better off when they focused on their hair and makeup. They didn't need to think about anything complicated or difficult.

And yet, Dr. Amanda Carter had to be one of those exceptions. Even more annoying, she was actually quite pretty. With her black hair, freckled cheeks, and slender physique, she looked good. Maybe she wasn't as sexy or as enticing as a girl like the blonde intern, but I could still appreciate the view.

In fact, I had thought about Amanda on more than one occasion when I pleasured myself. At those moments, it hadn't been a question of her appearance, not really. Instead, I imagined bending this woman over a bed and slapping her ass, or maybe I could have her down on her elbows and knees as I pumped her hard from behind. Yeah, claiming and conquering a girl like Amanda Carter would have been amazing.

Someday…

Of course, the Board of Directors and senior management would pretty much always ignore my trysts and adventures with girls like Cindy. They were disposable. There were always thousands of college girls applying for these vaunted internship positions. They understood what a couple of months at this company could mean and how that would open doors for them as they started their careers. Amanda Carter, however, would have been far more difficult to replace.

Still, that made me want to take her so much harder!

Even now, I smirked back at her, and I was tempted to blow her a kiss or maybe wink. Something stopped me, however. "Actually, I was just having a conversation here with Cindy. We were talking about taking some extra time to consider the project's next steps. Isn't that right, Cindy?"

"Yes, sir," she said, without any enthusiasm.

"Actually, David, I was hoping I could show you something right now."

"Can it wait?"

"No," she said, her voice cold and calculated and definitive.

In that moment, I tried to think of something I could do or say to remain there with Cindy. Yeah, I had touched her chin, and now I wanted to brush the back of my hand along her cheek. Maybe I could even run my hand through those blonde tresses before I grabbed onto her ponytail, jerked her head back and kissed her. If I could get her alone in one of the conference rooms, I could…

"Fine," I said. Yeah, I probably came off as petulant, but I didn't care. Amanda was obviously trying to cock block me. To myself I thought, it didn't matter, I made a plan to come back and talk to Cindy some more. I had checked the schedule, so I knew exactly when she was going to leave. Meeting up with her on her way back to her car would be easy enough. And then, she wouldn't have Amanda to interrupt our conversation.

That was the plan, but I had no idea what Amanda was about to do to me.

I followed Amanda down the hallway, past some of the offices, and deeper into the facility. Pretty soon, we came to one of the laboratories, and that's when she told me, "We have been making a lot of progress."

"Good for you," I said, without really caring. I didn't actually oversee most of the research or the technical aspects. My background was in finance, accounting, and management. I had gone to college and mostly partied, but I learned just enough that I was able to get hired here. Knowing the CEO definitely helped!

Besides, C's get degrees!

"Have you been to the main research floor?"

"Just once," I said. "When it first opened."

"You're going to like this," she said as she pulled out a key card and swiped it through the reader. I heard the audible release of the lock as the double doors started to slide open.

That's when I saw the upgraded and renovated laboratory for the first time. The space was massive with research stations to the left and right, several benches, exam tables, and machines I couldn't identify. I may not have known what those devices could do, but I heard them as they hummed with power.

As I took in the scene arrayed before me, I couldn’t help but click my tongue and turn back to Amanda. “How much did all of this cost?”

“You really are the kind of guy who knows the cost of everything and the value of nothing, aren’t you?”

Smirking, I shrugged. Frankly, I didn’t need her approval. I didn’t have to impress her. Sure, she was brilliant, but there would always be another scientist who would be willing to step forward for the right kind of paycheck. A woman like Dr. Amanda Carter probably saw herself as indispensable. In truth, she was just another asset, just like any of the equipment in the expansive laboratory.

“I understand that you aren’t ready for human testing yet. And frankly, our stock price isn’t going to go up until we have some real news.”

“Oh, we are definitely ready for human testing,” she said. I turned around and started to face her. Before I made it a quarter of the way, she pulled something from her laboratory coat pocket. She popped the cap off with the tip of her thumb, and then she aimed a needle for the side of my neck.

In the next second, I felt the stab of the needle against my skin. She pushed down on the syringe, and the sedative pumped into my bloodstream. I stumbled back, my hand immediately shooting up to the side of my neck. I could feel just a slight smear of blood. The injection hadn’t been deep, but I could already feel the strange, woozy fuzziness at the edges of my vision. “What the hell?” I demanded. “What did you do? What the hell did you just do?”

“Come here,” she said. That’s when she reached out and grabbed me by my wrist. I clenched my eyes shut, and I attempted to work my arm away from her grip, but she was shockingly strong.

Or maybe I had gotten weaker?

I didn’t understand what was going on, not even as she yanked, pulling me forward. She dragged me across the laboratory and over to one of the machines. I saw the different components, things that looked like satellite dishes. As a part of reviewing the expense reports, I may have read about this technology, but I didn’t understand how any of it worked. Frankly, my eyes always glazed over when I looked at the technical specifications.

But now she shoved me down.

“Ladies,” she called out. She didn’t really shout, but the doors opened again, and that’s when he saw other women. They were also wearing white laboratory coats, and they strode forward with determined looks on their faces. If they were nervous, they didn’t let it show.

“What, what is this?” I demanded again.

The women came for me, however. They grabbed me and peeled off my jacket, they yanked away my shirt, and then they went for the belt on my pants. They pulled it free, stripping me. Next, they removed my trousers and shoes and my socks. Even my boxers didn’t last. Within seconds, I was naked!

Still fighting, I squirmed, wiggling from side to side as I tried to pull free. I fought as hard as I could, yet I could feel the weakness permeating my body. A different kind of exhaustion seemed to pump across my skin, sapping my muscles of any kind of real strength.

On some level, I still couldn’t understand what had happened.

I was naked.

My body was on display. I was vulnerable. Normally, I would hook up with some girl, and I would get naked, of course, but I would still feel strong and powerful. She was supposed to be the one who would squirm, nervous and shy.

It was about to get worse.

They pushed me down onto a table. I could feel the soft mat squeeze beneath my weight. They grabbed my arms and pulled them above my head. They started to strap me down. With every second, I could feel the soft, fuzzy medical restraints around my wrists as they bound me. I kept jerking my head to the left or right as I looked out at these women. At the same time, I tried to draw upon my corporate authority.

“You can’t do this to me. Do you know who I am? Do you know who my father is?” If I had been thinking clearly, then maybe I would have felt pathetic for calling out those words, only the panic pulsed through my body. Raw, physical strength wasn’t enough to tear myself free. My heart pounded, and I tried to comprehend what was going on.

The women ignored me.

No, that wasn’t quite true, I quickly realized. At the edges of my perception, I could hear them laughing or tittering. A couple of them commented on me, “Look at him struggling.”

“He’d be fighting twice as hard if he knew what was going to happen to him.”

“Don’t scare him.”

“Don’t scare her?”

Obviously, none of that made any sense to me. Fresh adrenaline rushed through my veins, yet it wasn’t enough to overcome the sedative.

They spread my legs. They finished strapping me down.

“Carina, can you get to the preliminary therapies ready?”

Preliminary therapies? What was that supposed to mean? One of the girls, a tall brunette, stepped away from the group, and she headed over to one of the other machines. She typed in some commands, and I could hear something buzz. For me, time seemed to slow down. Or maybe it sped up? I didn’t understand what was going on.

But then that girl came back, and she gave the doctor one of the syringes.

Amanda took it, and then she held it up right in front of my face. “David, I want you to think about what is about to happen to you. I want you to understand that this is all your fault. You didn’t have to be a jerk. You didn’t have to go after the interns. You didn’t have to go after any of the women here, did you? No. You could have let them be honest with you, but that isn’t how a guy like you thinks, is it? Well, maybe it’s time that you stopped being a guy.”

My brows crumpled, and I stared up at her. At the same time, I tried to say something. I attempted to get my mouth to work, only the words stuttered out, each one incomprehensible.

Then I felt it again, the bite of the needle as the syringe punctured my skin. She injected me, and then I could feel something else.

My whole body began to tingle. I could feel it along the top of my face, down to the ridge of my nose, along my lips, my neck, my shoulders and biceps. I could even feel it in my fingertips. The sensations continued to crawl down along the length of my frame. Now I could feel it at my sides and in my stomach, down my hips, even along my manhood.

Nervous energy pulsed along my body. A damp chill brushed along my forehead. I curled my toes, and then I decided I wasn’t going to put up with this.

These women thought they could control me? They thought they could play with me?

First, I was going to get out of those restraints. Then I was going to break her.

When I blinked, there was that momentary darkness. In it, I fantasized about grabbing Amanda, stripping her of her lab coat, tearing her clothes off of her, throwing her down onto a bed, and making her beg. I’d have her on her hands and knees, begging and pleading. This was assault. It was wrongful imprisonment. That’s why I would be able to blackmail her. I would tell her that she had to do whatever I wanted. And if she didn’t, I would make sure she went to jail. (Then, I would turn her in anyway, but not until I had some fun with her first.)

Those vindictive ideas tasted so good inside of my head, only then the women continued to move. “Initiate Protocols One through Ten,” Amanda instructed.

The women went to work. They spread out at the different monitors and displays. They typed in different commands.

Then, one by one, they called out, “Protocol One is ready.”

“Protocol Two confirmed.”

They continued on, making their way up. That’s when I started to see the movements overhead.

Someone else came up to me, and she started to attach different sensors to the sides of my face, my shoulders, another one over my heart, and two more on my legs at my inner thighs.

I wanted to roar.

At this point, I remembered that I had to fight harder, so I channeled as much strength as I could into my muscles. As a man, I knew that I was stronger than all of those women. I could handle this. I could tear my way free from those shackles.

It was a nice thought, but it didn’t prove to be true.

I jerked. I yanked. I fought, kicking and punching as best I could. The medical restraints only allowed a couple of inches of freedom to my left or right. I kept fighting, thrashing as best I could.

With the sedative still running through my body, I barely moved. Despite channeling every iota of strength I owned, it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t anywhere near enough.

Hot frustration coursed through my body. I kicked my heels down against the table, and I tried to get their attention. At that point, I let out some barbaric snarl, but the women were focused on their science experiment.

It didn’t matter what I said or how I reacted. They weren’t paying any attention to me. They had their eyes locked on their screens as they studied the different readouts and determined how they should proceed.

For her part, Amanda called out different commands. “Increase the charge by five percent.” I didn’t understand what that was supposed to mean, the tingling grew stronger.

Then it hit me.

A jolt of pain exploded along my skin, and I arched my back as the electric current pulsed through my body. It raced all along my skin. I didn’t even know where it was coming from. Then it stopped.

The pain vanished, and I was panting hard, my eyes wet. I tried to wipe the tears away from my eyes, only I couldn’t do it. I remained right there, spread out and strapped down. Powerless, I couldn’t stop these women from conducting their experiments.

Finally, I lifted my chin, and that’s when I saw something.

I didn’t understand what was happening, not exactly. At first, I thought it was a trick of the light or maybe it was caused by the moisture clouding my vision. And yet, I stared down at my chest, and I watched as the physical architecture of my body started to change.

This didn’t make sense.

I refused to believe it.

Of course, my body had changed over the course of my life. And yet, those alterations were always so slow. My fingernails might have grown, but it wasn’t like I could see it actually happening. The same was true of my hair. If I decided to work out more or change my diet, maybe I would lose a little bit of weight or my muscle mass might improve. Maybe the muscles along my torso could be easier to find as I got into the habit of doing sit-ups every morning.

But this was a transformation, it was happening right there. Second by second, I stared down. The women around me were still mostly focused on their screens as they double checked to make sure the process worked correctly.

And yet, I still couldn’t comprehend what was happening. I watched as the mounds started to form. I could see the curves develop. They were growing bigger and bigger!

My nipples were right there, only now they tingled. At the same time, the hair along my chest vanished. I couldn’t believe that any of this was happening.

It was a delusion. Right? It was some kind of psychosis induced by whatever sedatives they had given me? Yeah, that was it. That had to be it!

Those strange sensations didn't simply originate from my chest. Within moments, I understood how the rest of my body seemed to be shifting as well. I refused to acknowledge it. I clenched my eyes shut, like I thought I could just hide from this. Distantly, I could hear someone laughing. That's when I looked up. I opened my eyes. Even in that instant, I was still technically hiding because I didn't want to face my own body. Instead, I looked up, and there was Cindy. She was standing off to the side, her arms crossed over her chest.

And there was Amanda.

She was smirking down at me. She had a tablet in her hand, and now she checked it. She nodded, apparently satisfied. Then she told one of her colleagues, "The metamorphosis process is working perfectly."

"Confirmed," said another woman. I didn't see her, but she quickly said, "We are in the green on all readings."

That's when I looked up, and I saw there were more women. So many! Dozens had now surrounded us. They were standing off to the side, respectful. And yet, I glanced up, and I could see the observation windows.

Originally, they had been installed for those moments when potential investors wanted to come through. Our company was big enough that there could be nearly a hundred individuals, and they would all want to see the technology at work down here. No, those financiers didn't usually understand what was actually happening, yet they needed the show to reassure them.

But now, I was the one who was on display.

Amanda leaned down, "After this, we can give you your gynecological exam, and then we can take you out. You'd like that, wouldn't you? You're going to be so pretty, Danielle."

I stared up at her, and I wanted to insist that this wasn't my name. I was David, and I was an executive at this company, and she couldn't do this to me!

Right as those ideas slid up to the back of my throat, they became irrelevant because the tingling intensified. Suddenly, there was this brazen heat along the top of my head, down the curves of my face, and buzzing at every inch of skin I possessed. I didn't know how to deal with those sensations. I didn't know how to process them or face them. I wasn't sure what I was supposed to do!

I yanked against the restraints, desperately hoping I might be able to slip free and get away from this experiment.

I still couldn't acknowledge what was happening, not as the energy pulsed down between my legs and along my toes. I could feel it everywhere all at once, and then there was the strange sensation of shrinking.

I looked up, and it didn't seem possible, yet my perspective was shifting. Was I getting smaller? No. It wasn't possible, yet some of the girls came forward, and they readjusted my straps. Why?

It was happening, I realized. I really was getting smaller. I didn't want to face that truth, but it was real, and then I sensed something soft brush along my forehead and down my cheeks. It was golden yellow. Was that hair? It was my hair? No. No freaking way. It was way too long and soft and shiny and yellow. I wasn't blonde! As far as I was concerned, blonde girls hardly qualified his people. They were closer to toys and playthings. I couldn't have golden yellow tresses. I couldn't be a blonde girl!

"Just in case you don't believe it's really happening," Amanda said as she slid her hand down through my hair and tugged.

Yes! I could feel that!

"Or what about this?" That's when she reached down, and my legs were spread, and the straps kept me from bringing my knees together, but I told myself she was probably just going to squeeze my balls or maybe touch my cock. She'd do this to demonstrate her power and authority. That's what this was. It was just a game.

Panting faster now, I glanced over at the other women. Part of me wanted to start counting. Obviously, there had to be at least a hundred of them here. They were smirking. They were watching me. Some of them I knew. There was Cindy. There were a couple of the other interns, girls I had cornered at one point or another. There was Jessica, the secretary who I had made out with. Sure, she had tried to push me back, but I just assumed that was a different kind of flirting. There was also Chelsea, that cute girl from accounting. I had made her simple offer: a promotion in exchange for a blow job. She turned me down, but I had laughed in her face, even as she ran off crying. At the time, I had told myself that she just wasn't professional enough. She didn't really want to succeed at this company because she wasn't willing to do what it might take.

Now I could see the anger playing across her features as she watched me. She was hungry for this. So many of them were. Even the women I didn't know or recognize were whispering back and forth, laughing, or even recording this. Yes, there were phones pointed my direction.

"What is this? What's happening?" I tried to ask, only then I could feel the difference in my vocal cords. There was something about the sound I made. The pitch shifted...sounding higher.

No, that was just the panic, I told myself. Clenching my eyes shut again, I tried to hide. I could feel the fresh curves along my chest and the shift between my legs. It was coming from everywhere all at once, and then I heard a woman call out, "Look at that. It's really happening."

"I can't believe it," said someone else.

"It's really happening to him."

"You mean it's really happening to her!"

Then it stopped.

Their voices melded together, and they were whispering now in this awed chorus of whispers. Awe seemed to ripple across the air, but I still had my eyes shut. I didn't want to think about it. I didn't want to contemplate it. I couldn't. I wouldn't!

Only then, I heard Amanda's voice as she leaned down and whispered, "Open your eyes, Danielle."

"That's not my name," I snarled back at her. But then I stopped. I froze, and another round of laughter cut across the air. They seemed amazed. They seemed so impressed with themselves, like they couldn't believe what had happened. I tried to repeat those words, only to stop myself. "That's not my name…" I tried again. "That's not my name!" Suddenly, I was squealing, "That's not my name!" Despite my very best efforts, those words didn't boom out onto the air with a man's strength. Instead, I squeaked out those noises, and I sounded like some little girl, some Disney princess. Although I could get louder, I couldn't make myself sound like a serious person. I kept chirping like some girl!

"Look," Amanda instructed.

Shivering with this mix of dread and embarrassment, I tried to block out the image of the different women surrounding me and watching me. They had crowded up to the table now, yet I still managed to lift my head and look down along the length of my body. I saw my slender shoulders, my big breasts, my flat stomach, and my…

I could see my pubic mound. I could see the slit...

At the same time, there was that basic understanding of what wasn't there.

That was something I didn't really understand about the human body. For the most part, people receive basic sensory information from every part of the body at all times, only we learn to parse and dissect what's really important. Maybe you're not paying attention to your toes while you're walking, but they are still sending information up through the nervous system. But now, something was missing, and not only that, there were these new sensations. Suddenly, the curves of my chest were telling me exactly what was happening right there along my breasts. Then, there was the new stream of information coming from between my legs, along the curves of my slit...As hard as I tried, I couldn't process this. I couldn't understand exactly what was happening. My brain rebelled against the idea, but the other women seemed to stop talking, or maybe I just blocked them out completely.

"Maybe this will help," Amanda said as she pulled out a latex glove and snapped it on.

My eyes widened, and I jerked again, fighting as hard as they could against the restraints, only she brought her hand down toward my pussy. She started to stroke me, gently working four fingers along my opening and though she just barely touched me, yet the sensations still rocketed across my skin!

Little bumps appeared at the back of my neck and down my shoulders. Fear, embarrassment, and arousal, all mixed together. Yes, arousal pulsed along my frame. I didn't want to believe it, especially as my nipples hardened and it felt as though every sense I possessed clenched all at once.

"That was just a gentle touch," she said. "You know, it can be a lot stronger."

Frantic now, I jerked my head from side to side. "No," I breathed out. "No. Please. Please, you can't! No, no more!"

Amanda didn't listen to me.

As far as she was concerned, she had me strapped down.

"You want to ask me if I know who you are again?" Amanda taunted. "Well, I know exactly who you are right now, don't I? It is pretty blonde girl named Danielle, and you're going to do whatever we want. We can do whatever we want with you. Can't we? Yes, we can."

She was teasing me. She was just playing with me, yet I could barely hear her words. Even if they drilled through my defenses, it was her soft touch right between my legs and along my pussy that made me shiver and shutter against the straps. I yanked as hard as I could, now channeling whatever strength I had left.

If I hadn't been able to break free from those bonds, while a well-built man, I definitely couldn't do it as a petite girl.

At that moment, I probably looked like some college girl eager to join a sorority.

"So pretty," she said, brushing my cheek with the back of her hand. Then she stroked my hair. She even made a point of tucking some of those loose strands behind my ear. "We're going to have so much fun with you. Yes, we will. But first, let's make sure you can get a taste of how good this can feel, especially before we get to the unpleasantness…"

Unpleasantness?

What was that supposed to mean?

I had no way of figuring it out, and I could still barely keep up with everything that had happened.

Even if I knew that our company was dedicated to advanced, genetic and biomechanical manipulation, I didn't think this was supposed to be possible. As far as I had been concerned, Amanda was the kind of woman who could go on and on about very specific types of research, but I never put the pieces together.

And now, I was just some cute bimbo.

She dropped her other hand back between my legs, and I could feel the sleek material of the latex against my opening. This time, she caressed me once, twice, her finger darting up and down along my opening. I still tried to fight it, like I could block out the sensations and pretend none of this had really happened.

It was a nice idea, only it couldn't possibly work. Then she pushed into me.

My eyes widened, and I arched my back, and I tried to squirm away, yet there was nowhere for me to go, not while I remained strapped down.

"Hold her," Amanda said even though it must have been completely unnecessary.

The girls worked together, and now I could feel their hands on my arms and legs. They pushed me down, making sure I could hardly move from side to side. I was completely trapped. Someone even put her hand on my forehead! I wished I could bite at them, but then I was busy moaning because she pushed her fingers in, pulled back, thrusting gently as she manipulated me.

I tried to fight it. I still tried so hard to battle those sensations and to push them down or bury them. I had to win this! I couldn't let them control me. I couldn't let them manipulate me!

"What's your name?" Amanda asked, taunting me.

I shook my head as much as I could.

I refused to answer. I wasn't going to play her game. She could tease and taunt me, but I wouldn't give her the satisfaction!

"What's your name?" the researcher asked me as she continued to toy with my body. She pushed her digits in, drew back, gently stroking and massaging me. With every caress, I could feel that heat coalesce at the center of my body.

She went back to caressing me, gently working her fingers along my opening. Hot excitement bubbled up inside of me, and I tried to hate this with every fiber of my being. From an intellectual perspective, maybe I succeeded. Maybe the rage pulsed along my skin, yet it couldn't compete with the desires she triggered.

"Ladies, want me to play with her nipples? Maybe that will help?"

"No!" I hollered out, shrieking at the top of my lungs, but these women just laughed at me. As far as they were concerned, I was a damsel in distress, and now they got to tease me and play with me. I had become their little doll, and now they grabbed my nipples, stroking, caressing and pinching them. I couldn't handle the sensations. They overwhelmed me.

"Danielle!"

I didn't mean to shout that word. I didn't want it to shoot from my lips, but now I couldn't take it back, and suddenly those eager hands pulled away. My eyes were wet, but I blinked back the tears as I looked up at these women. Finally, my gaze drifted back to Amanda.

"Very nice. Now, would you like your orgasm?"

Despite the arousal pumping through my body, I shook my head. "No. Please, please, don't," I said.

"This is who you are right now, and this is exactly what you need," she promised me.

I tried to shake my head, but she fingered me again. At the same time, she nodded back to her associates. Fresh hands slid along the contours of my breasts, just barely touching me. Then they grabbed my nipples. They twisted. Explosions of pleasure and pain rocketed along my skin. My nervous system was completely overwhelmed! I didn't know how to handle all of this!

She kept touching me until I felt it, that shiver of pleasure that quickly rolled into an avalanche of bliss. It wasn't the most powerful, I instantly understood on some instinctive or intuitive level. And yet, the pleasure was still so powerful!

She pulled her hand away, and then she called out, "Dr. Rose, do you think you could come over here and take a look at her new patient?"

Then I saw her: Dr. Sarah Rose.

She sauntered forward in her lab coat. She was wearing a stethoscope around her neck, and she was wearing her own pair of latex gloves. But first, she reached down beneath the foot of the table, and then she pulled something out. I saw the tool in her hand, but I didn't really understand it. Maybe I had witnessed something like that on TV or in some documentary somewhere. "This is a speculum," Dr. Sarah Rose told me.

"Dr. Rose is a gynecologist," Amanda told me. "She's going to do your checkup. She's going to make sure you are nice and healthy."

My eyes widened again, but I could only watch helplessly as she lubricated the device. Then she brought it down between my parted knees, and I tried to wiggle away, but I couldn't, not as that tool slid up against my body. Suddenly, I could feel that exposure. On display in front of all those women, I kept jerking against my restraints, thrashing is much as I could, but some of the women were still working together and holding me down, ensuring that I couldn't move more than a quarter of an inch in any direction. I was trapped, and now the doctor was examining me. "Very nice work," Dr. Rose said with a hint of admiration in her voice. "Amanda, you have done amazing work."

"It's mostly just a matter of manipulating genetic processes," Amanda said with a modest shrug.

"We can get her pap test done, and then you can have some fun."

Pap test?

The words sounded vaguely familiar, but I couldn't put the pieces together. I vaguely remembered women complaining about this at one point or another. But what were they going to do? What was happening to me?

The gynecologist held out the tool. My eyes widened. The speculum was still in place, holding open the walls of my pussy.

I jerked my head from side to side as much as they allowed. Women were looking around and chuckling at one another. As far as they were concerned, this was funny.

Then I felt the invasion.

Fresh ways of shame coursed through my body, pulsing along every inch of skin I had. I clenched my eyes shut. Even so, I still couldn't stifle those sensations as I felt the strange tool slide inside of me.

She took her sample.

"I'm sure everything will be fine," she said.

That's when I glared at Amanda. Staring hard, I tried to channel all of the intensity and power I possessed. "You are not going to get away with this. I don't care what it takes, but I’m going to get out of here!" In that instant, I wasn't even worried about the girlish pitch of my voice. Rage rolled across every syllable as I glowered at her.

For her part, Amanda hardly seemed to notice. If anything, she just looked down at me, and she chuckled with a hint of amusement.

"Are you sure about that, slut?"

"What did you call me?"

Slut. I understood the word. I had used it to describe so many different girls.

In my mind, the term didn't need definition. It was just this perfect descriptor for all of these women out in the wider world: the cute ones, the helpless ones, the ones who really needed it. They were hot, and they deserved to be taken hard.

"I called you a slut," she said. "Because that's who you are right now. That's what you're going to be." Her eyes crinkled with amusement as she nodded to one of her associates. I didn't understand what was happening. Still exhausted by the transformation and the humiliating examination, I stared at her again. I was about to say something, only then another girl came up, and she was holding a plastic mask. She pushed it down against my mouth and nose. Right away, I could smell something sweet.

It was another sedative…

I didn't know why they were just going to inject me. Maybe Amanda wanted to watch as I struggled. And sure enough, I fought hard to remain conscious. I didn't want to lose control. And yet, I still had to breathe. I locked my lungs down, and I tried to ignore that yearning for oxygen, but the inevitable happened. I had to inhale as these women watched. And then I could taste the strange concoction at the back of my throat as I filled my lungs. Exhaustion swept across my body. It was new. It was irresistible. Soon enough, I was yanked down into velvety sleep.

Right as I started open my eyes, I wanted to laugh because that had been one of the weirdest dreams I had ever experienced.

Only then I could feel those alien sensations course along my nerves: the weight of my breasts, the feel of the cool air along my naked body, especially between my legs. Yes, I could feel it against my pussy.

My eyes fluttered, and I shook my head. I tried to move. That's when I realized something. I was chained to a bed, my arms pulled behind me, my legs spread and locked to the wooden pillars.

The room was lovely, large and beautifully equipped with couches, this fourposter bed, and a pair of mahogany doors off to the side.

Immediately, I decided I had to get out. Yes, there were still some lingering effects from the sedatives, but I started to tug and jerk against my bonds. Maybe if I could escape before they realized I was awake, I would have a chance.

Then again, what would I even be doing there?

If they wanted to play with me, they could have done so back in the laboratory.

Unless they had something special planned…

No. I refused to consider that possibility.

Instead, I bit down, locking my teeth together as I concentrated. At first, I rode the adrenaline pumping through my veins. I concentrated as hard as I could on simple escape. I would use brute strength to rip through the chains.

It didn't work.

Those metallic clasps refused to stretch or break.

Finally, I gave up.

I dropped back down, letting my muscles rest and relax. At the same time, I raised my head, and I looked over at the pink, leather shackle. Pink? Really? Maybe this wasn't actually a big deal, yet a flutter of aggravation still shot through my body. I hated the idea that I was dressed up like some bimbo slave girl. Granted, the shackles were the only details, but I was still blonde, and I had those perky breasts, those full lips, and I raged against every second of what could happen next.

They had moved me.

Did that mean someone was going to come in here?

Yes.

Probably.

I drew those conclusions, and then I studied the shackles as best I could, searching for some way to break free. I wasn't going to let them turn me into some petite girl. I wouldn't let them use me! Even as that rage burned hot behind my eyes and my ears, I studied the shackle, searching for some way to slip free. At first, I hoped that maybe there would be a latch or release? Granted, that seemed unlikely, but the possibility was there, so I definitely had to check.

What about getting my hands-free?

I tried to bring my fingertips together and to make my hand as slender as possible. I started to pull, and the leather rubbed down against my skin. I yanked as hard as I could. Now, pulling, dragging, struggling to find that right angle. Again and again, I hoped to simply slip free. Maybe the heat would make me sweat just a little bit more, and I could get out?

No.

Within seconds, I realized that I couldn't do it. Reluctantly, I threw this miniature tantrum as I slammed my knuckles into the soft bed beneath me. I kicked my heels down, and I growled like a wild animal.

That's when I heard the doors open.

"Are you upset?" Amanda sounded sweet and concerned as she asked. She sauntered forward. She wore her white lab coat, a purple blouse, and a black skirt. Her high heels clicked against the floor as she strode across the expansive room. Within seconds, however, she stood above me.

"You can't do this," I said. "You're going to get in so much trouble unless you let me go and change me back right now."

"Is that what you think? Is that what you really think?"

"Yes," I said with as much bluster as I could manage. I stared right back at her, my eyes bright with defiance. I didn't care if I was trapped in the body of some pretty girl and strapped down before her. I wasn't going to let this woman intimidate me!

Only then she did something I didn't expect.

Amanda slipped her feet out of her high heels as she pulled herself up onto the bed. She pressed her knees down against the soft mattress, and she crawled toward me. Suddenly, my heart was pounding. I didn't know what to do, and I couldn't escape. Then she kneeled right between my legs, and she gently touched her fingertips and the edges of her nails to my ankles. She slipped her touch along my legs, up my shins, past my knees, then up to my thighs and over my stomach. In the next moment, she started straddling me. She pulled herself forward, and now she was right on top of me, and she looked down into my eyes. Some of her hair fell forward, I could feel it glide along my forehead.

"Right now, I can make you beg you," she said.

My brows creased, and I didn't understand what she meant. "Before I take you to party, I want to hear you beg."

That's when she reached back, and she caressed my inner thighs. My body clenched. Delicious desire flared along my skin. I tried so hard to ignore it and pretend it wasn't there, yet I couldn't deny the truth. Wild excitement started to form within my skin.

Fighting hard to suppress it, I breathed in and out. I concentrated on that rhythm, it became more frantic, especially because she knew exactly what she was doing. She understood my body better than I did.

Pretty soon, I realized something. I was on the edge of an orgasm. The potential glowed right there, buzzing at the periphery of my senses, and I could just embrace it. I could throw myself into that blissful haze and lose control completely.

Yes. I was going to do it!

Right as I started to succumb, she pulled her hand back.

I tried to clench down, to surrender, to give myself over to that explosion of satisfaction.

I couldn't do it.

Instead, the arousal continued to pump through my body, electrifying every inch of my skin.

Then she touched me again. This time, she stroked my flank, my stomach, and she brought her hand down to my pubis. Then she pulled away again, and she ran her fingertips along my inner thighs. She was just barely touching me.

Those undeniable sensations were too much. I couldn't take it.

Then she pulled away. "Can I get you to beg for a cock?"

Right away, I knew what she meant. I understood, and yet I still instinctively shook my head from side to side. No. I wouldn't play her game. I wouldn't allow her to defeat me. She meant to humiliate me. Then that other word popped into my head again: slut. She wanted me to act like a slut. I wouldn't give her the satisfaction!

"Never," I promised. In that instant, I really meant it. I thought I could fight her. I thought I could win.

This woman was about to show me just how wrong I could be, especially because she reached down again and she started to stroke my slit. She touched me gently, working me up. Fresh excitement roared through my body, and I tried to hate it with every fiber of my being, yet it wasn't enough. Excitement simmered deep within my core. It spread out to my extremities. Soon, my fingertips tingled with desire, and I pushed my nails down against the palms of my hands, yet that extra sensation didn't block out those other urges.

She knew what she was doing. She understood my body better than I possibly could have.

Suddenly, the words left my lips. "Please. Please…" I arched my back and lifted my hips up as much as the restraints allowed. She pulled her hand back, withdrawing so that I couldn't get off.

I wiggled. I squirmed. I tugged and pulled, twisting my body from side to side, yet Amanda knew exactly what it took to continue to touch me and tease me. "Please," I said again, pleading with her.

"You know what you have to say," she reminded me.

I wasn't going to do it.

But as the seconds stumbled into minutes, and those desires battered my defenses, breaking me down because she kept caressing me, stroking and pressing into me, drawing me closer and closer to that elusive release. I needed the taste of satisfaction. Needed that bliss to run along my petite body.

"Please…" I begged.

"Say it," she instructed. "Say all of it."

All of it…

I knew what she wanted, and I thought I made the decision to fight her, only then I cried out, "Please. Please, give me cock! Please!"

The worst part?

In that instant, I wouldn't have cared if the doors opened again, and a couple of young guys came in here, naked, their cocks hard, ready to pump into me.

Only then she surprised me because she reached down into her laboratory coat pocket, and then she pulled out something. A patch? I didn't understand what she was doing, not even as she stuck the adhesive to the side of her cheek. She closed her eyes and seemed to relax. It reminded me of a nicotine patch, only that didn't make sense.

Then she peeled off her laboratory coat, unzipped the side of her skirt, and she tossed it away. Next, she pulled off her stockings, and now she was down to her panties.

Only then I could see something forming underneath the curves of her black underwear.

I licked my bottom lip. "What, what is that?"

"For a full transformation, we obviously need to bring you back to the laboratory. But for something, partial? Something small? Well, that doesn't require nearly as much energy or equipment," she told me. She yanked down her panties and tossed them off to the side. That's when I watched as her cock formed. I saw it happen, and I tried to look away, only I was fascinated, horrified, terrified and eager all at once. My body told me that I was in love with that image. My mind tried to fight it.

And then she reached down, and she stroked the base of her cock with her middle two fingers. She gently stroked her newly formed shaft. "That feels very different," she said, her eyes twinkling with delight. "And you know, guys always love to go on and on about how much they enjoy blow jobs. I think that's what I’d want for my first experience with a dick."

Then she looked down at me.

"No…" I breathed out.

"Just a few seconds ago, you were begging for cock."

"That's not what I meant!" I protested.

Amanda didn't care. She crawled forward, straddled my head, reached down and grabbed my blonde hair, using those tresses like reins. Pain shot down into my scalp as she forced my head up. "Suck or I'll donate you to a brothel." My eyes widened at the prospect. She chuckled. "I can do it, you know I could hand you off, and no one would know any better. It's not like you have any kind of paperwork or identification. You don't have any degrees, no money. And of course, no one would ever believe that you used to be a man who was forcibly transformed into a dumb slut."

"I, I…" Despite my very best efforts, I couldn't articulate any kind of counterargument.

Then she grabbed my hair again, forcing my head up, and she pushed the tip of her cock right against my mouth. Instantly, I latched on. I had licked my lips, so now I ran my dampened mouth along the tip of her cock, down to the midpoint, then all the way to the base. At once, it felt like I was going to choke.

"Breathe," she instructed. "You're going to get lots of and lots of practice at this, so you have to learn to breathe. You don't want to choke, now do you? What kind of slut can't give a simple blow job?"

My breathing came faster, and the muscles along the back of my neck and down my throat seemed to spasm. Only then, I took her advice, and I drew in a slow breath through my nostrils. Little by little, my muscles started relax. I was getting better at this. I hated it, but at least it didn't feel like I was going to choke. Instead, I sucked, hollowing my cheeks as I pumped my face forward and back. Or rather, she did it to me. She used me, turning me into little more than a sex toy.

Then she jerked back, and she looked down into my eyes. "Beg for that again. Tell me how much you want to suck my cock, slut."

"I, I want to suck your cock," I said.

"Yes, you do. Tell me that you're just a dumb slut who can't wait to be used." As she spoke, she reached down again, and her fingers found my slit. She kept her eyes aimed at my face as she tormented me with that possibility of pleasure. Satisfaction rolled through me as she stroked me with her middle fingers, working her hand down and up. "Please…" I said. "Please, make me into your slut. Please. Turn me into your plaything."

She drew her hand back, and then she pumped into my face again. To please her, I ran my lips and tongue along her length. I started at the tip, and I worked my mouth up and down along her shaft. She touched me and added to the stimulation already surging through my sensitive flesh. She forced me to enjoy this. In spite of everything I wanted to believe about the man I was supposed to be, there was no lying about this. There was no hiding.

I was sucking her cock like such a slut!

She worked me like that for long, delicious, humiliating seconds. Then she jerked back, and that's when I finally blinked. With the taste of her excitement on the flat of my tongue, I raised my head, and I saw the other girls.

There were dozens of them. The double doors had opened, and now they came flooding into the room. Worse, I had to watch as they pulled out their own patches and placed them. Suddenly, these girls were stripping, and their cocks appeared.

"Let Danielle out of the straps," Amanda instructed.

What?

The girls obliged, freeing me from my bonds, only this could not feel like anything close to a victory.

They grabbed me. Maybe I no longer had leather shackles around my wrists or ankles, but there were two girls to my left and right, and on my arms and legs. They held me down. As a man, maybe I could have blocked or thrashed and broken free. Instead, I was totally trapped, and they knew it. They could do whatever they wanted with me.

And they were about to prove it.

First, Amanda reached down, and she touched the base of her cock. I didn't understand what she was doing, not even as she wrapped her fingers around her manhood. Then she squeezed as she jerked her hand up and down. She was masturbating right there in front of me!

My eyes widened. I didn't want to believe it, but then her shaft spurted as she threw her head back and enjoyed that orgasm. Her hot, sticky load splashed down, first between my eyes, down along the ridge of my little nose, then against my mouth. I sealed my lips, only then one of the girls grabbed my nipple and twisted, forcing me to cry out. I opened my mouth, and now I could taste the ejaculate at the back of my throat!

"Let's have some fun with her," Amanda said. They dragged me out of the bed and pushed me down onto my hands and knees. Suddenly, there was another girl right in front of me, and she aimed her cock for my mouth. Right away, I latched on, sucking, just like I did before. Another girl came up behind me. My pussy was already wet.

When she rammed into me, she took me hard, plowing into my virgin pussy as she made me cry out and moan. And yet, there was already that other cock in my mouth, so I kept sucking. I kept whimpering. I made those sounds as my eyes watered and these girls used me. I was taken from both directions at once.

I licked and sucked, servicing them with all of the passion and skill I possessed. Maybe this was the first and only time I had ever done this, but the girls didn't care.

At that moment another girl was in front of me. She pulled back, and she touched her cock. She stroked it just as Amanda had done. In the next second, she splashed her load all over my face. She sprayed it against my forehead and down along my nose and all the way to my lips. I could feel it dripping in place. She laughed, and then someone else asked, "Can I take your place?"

"Be my guest," she said.

I could barely process those words, especially because there was someone else behind me, still pumping into me as she showed me how she wanted to use me. She claimed me, and I felt ridiculously owned.

But then she was throbbing, she came hard.

She jerked back, and I was dribbling, but another woman was ready for me. She plowed into me, pumping hard.

Irresistible sensations pounded through my body, wiping away every other thought and idea. In that instant, I couldn't breathe or think. I sucked in one breath after another, but it was entirely accidental. I didn't understand. I kept looking up, and the dribbles ran into my eyes. I tried to blink it away. I kept my eyes closed. Another cock was shoved into my mouth. Someone else came up behind me.

I was sucking on one girl, and then she pulled back, and then she pushed me down. Suddenly, I was on my stomach, and she rammed her cock deep into my ass. I cried out, gasping.

"The slut loves it!" someone shouted out.

As hard as I tried to shake my head, I couldn't do it. Worse, I knew the truth. Deep down, I had to experience that pleasure, that eagerness, that desire and raw passion as the need coursed along my body.

More. I wanted more.

There was that tiny voice somewhere deep within my body that yearned for all of this.

And yet, I hated it! I tried to resist. I tried to pull back. At one point, I was crawling, but another one of these girls grabbed me by my blonde tresses, and she shoved me down again. The next thing I knew, I was on my back, my legs spread, and there was a woman right on top of me. She pumped into me.

Then she pulled back, and there were several girls poised above me. I opened my eyes just long enough to see them: one girl with black hair, a redhead, and two other blondes. Was one of them Cindy?

I couldn't tell, but then I knew I wanted to apologize. I wanted to beg for her forgiveness. I wanted to tell her that I had learned my lesson, and I would never disrespect a woman ever again.

Too bad. It was too late.

These girls weren’t interested in anything I had to say. As far as they were concerned, I was the entertainment for the night. As a pretty girl already covered in come, there was nothing I could do or say to make them change their minds. Besides, they were having so much fun with me!

It seemed completely and utterly impossible, but then they grabbed me, and pushed me onto another one of these women. Suddenly, I was on top of her, taking her cock deep between my legs. And yet, I didn't get to feel like I was in charge, not when another woman approached. She pushed her cock into my mouth. Then they grabbed my hands, and they wrapped my fingers around two more of those shafts. I touched and squeezed, licked and sucked, squeezed it down between my legs as I dealt with four cocks all at once. The power of those appendages overwhelmed me. I didn't understand what I was doing. There was no way for me to rebel or defy these women.

One orgasm after another spurted out, hitting me in my hair, my face, down along my breasts. It felt like every inch of my body had been coated in that milky white excitement.

Then I was down on my back, and the last of the girls surrounded me. I could see their cocks, arrayed like this forest of unstoppable missiles. They squeezed and stroked. They masturbated. They touched themselves, gliding their hands up and down along their shafts until they were ready. Then someone called out, "Now!"

They sprayed me, covering me completely. I was a slut. It was a deluge. It was humiliating, and then it was done. They were laughing, and I was used and spent and utterly broken.

That's when someone injected me.

"Wake up, David," came her voice.

I was on my back. I blinked rapidly, jerking my head up. Then I looked down, and I realized that I was wearing my regular outfit: black trousers, loafers, a belt, a dress shirt and coat. I even had my tie on.

"Amanda?" I squeaked out, grateful to hear my real voice. At the same time, I brought my hands up to my chest, but the breasts were gone.

"Did you learn your lesson?"

For a second or two, I didn't want to believe anything had happened, like it had all been some kind of wild delusion. Maybe there was a chemical accident? Maybe something got into the air and it led to hallucinations?

Instantly dismissing those ideas, I stared back at her. She was standing over me.

They had transformed me. They turned me into a girl. They used me. They played with me. They put me at the center of their orgy and turned me into a sex toy. All of these thoughts ran through my head as I stared back at her. Instantly, I knew she was smarter than me and she was somewhat stronger. I had underestimated all of these women. I could never make that mistake again. In fact, I could never deny them or defy them. Whatever they wanted, I would obey. I would always do anything they said. All of this came together, and it felt so right, so natural.

"Yes," I said. "Yes, I learned my lesson."

"Good. We’re going to be watching you and we expect you to behave from now on," she told me with a bright smile.

Fear pulsed through my body as I thought of the lesson I would never be able to forget.

The End
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