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From the back cover…

Dr. Beth Garret has spent a decade working on a promising form of therapy that uses specially designed synthetic viruses that use the host body to create various hormones or substances such as insulin. When a large, multinational pharmaceutical company becomes concerned about the impact this discovery could have on their profits, they send Paul West to throw a wrench into things.

Paul West is able to destroy Dr. Garret’s lab and pays off the Dean of the college in an effort to stop her work, but with nothing left to lose Dr. Garret decides to quietly extract her revenge.

Both West and the Dean become obsessed with Dr. Garret’s promises that the remaining samples of her work can increase their sexual prowess. What they don’t realize until it is too late is that the doctor’s special treatment will turn the two once powerful men into feminized sissies eager to service each other while serving their new and demanding FemDom Mistress.

This story gives the origins of the infamous FemDom Doctor’s Whore-Moan (not Hormone) Therapy.

Also included is the second story in the series where Dr. Garret crosses paths with a psycho truck driver and finds a way to save his intended victim while giving him his own dose of her Whore-Moan Therapy.

Syndie offers another story digging into the world of domination, submission, revenge, and sexual identify. Get to know another set of characters you will love (or love to hate) as you follow the twists and turns of another well told (and very naught) story.
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Book One: The FemDom Doctor’s Whore-Moan Treatments Begin

The origin of the Whore-Moan Treatments.


1. Research

The following exerts are from the final doctoral thesis written by Dr. Beth Garett nearly a decade ago…



While the pharmaceutical industry has made great strides in the production of a wide variety of drugs including various human hormones, the fact remains that such production consumes tremendous amounts of effort and resources. This results in products that are oftentimes too costly for many who might otherwise benefit from them.



While nearly one thousand viruses have been studied and described in varying amounts of detail, millions of viruses exist in nature. The creation of “engineered” viruses is currently an emerging field that could revolutionize treatment options and the pharmaceutical industry.

Once the body is exposed to an “engineered” virus, the virus itself can, in effect, turn the body into a “factory” that produces additional copies of the virus. Either the virus itself or the way it interacts with other parts of the body could have important and diverse applications in medicine.
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The goal of the research described in this paper was to create a virus or set of viruses capable of producing human hormones or, ideally, viruses capable of replacing traditional hormone therapy.



The process described has allowed the production of an “unencoded” virus. With a reasonable amount of effort, these “unencoded” virus cells were then successfully tailored to achieve a variety of functions. These included viruses with the ability to quickly and significantly increase the body’s level of testosterone or estrogen production.

After the initial injection of the targeted viral serum, these higher levels were sustained with no noticeable decline through the duration of the study.

With the success of the method described here, new opportunities for future research have been identified.

The necessary approvals for initial testing on human subjects are currently being sought and limited trials are expected within the next five to ten years.
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But there are also additional opportunities.

One key application would be an engineered virus that could help the body better control blood sugar levels in various ways, perhaps to the extent of greatly reducing or even eradicating diabetes.

Even the area of cosmetic surgery could be affected. Very preliminary testing indicated an ability to target viruses towards things such as breast augmentation. Some mechanism that triggers the natural deposit and accumulations of fatty cells in the breasts would provide a safe, non-surgical alternative to the surgical implant method typically used today.

Production and growth of hair follicles can also be increased or decreased based on the presence of certain hormones. This could provide an alternative method to help men concerned about baldness and women concerned about increased hirsutism that can be a side effect of certain conditions or treatments.



The man carefully closed the book containing the thesis and leaned back in his chair. From almost the beginning a decade ago, he had watched Dr. Garret’s work progress. At first her ideas seemed farfetched, but recent reports had convinced him that she had achieved much of what she had set out to do. Reading her thesis again only reinforced his feeling that she had big dreams and, likely, the way to make them come true.
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For a man who had invested heavily in pharmaceutical companies through the years, her research presented a definite threat.

After thinking a few minutes, he picked up the phone and put the plan he had developed in motion.


2. Dismal Trip

Dr. Beth Garret walked off the plane and up the jet way towards the airport concourse. Even with a seat in first class each way, the flight to and from Paris had been grueling. Beth was ready for a warm shower and the chance to sleep in her own bed.

A week earlier, she had initially felt exhilarated about the opportunity to discuss her work with a panel of peers at one of the major global conferences in her field of study. They had offered to pay her travel expenses and provided a generous stipend. But looking back, she could not help but feel that she had been deceived.

The discussion with the panel had occurred, but other attendees at the conference were not allowed to attend. In fact, both her presence and her presentation had not been publicized at all. Instead of sharing what she had learned and urging others to join in her research efforts, she had only spoken with a handful of skeptical people behind the closed doors of a small meeting room.

On top of that, a bomb threat had been phoned in to the airline which forced the plane she was taking for her return flight home to be diverted to a small rural airport in Europe. They had sat in a small terminal that did not have the facilities to care for the unexpected arrival of the passengers for nearly twelve hours while police searched the plane. Ultimately they had decided the call was a hoax and let them continue their trip back to the US.

She sighed as she made her way to baggage claim. While she waited, she pulled out her smart phone and powered it on. She had not had coverage since leaving Paris, so she expected to have a message or two. But when she looked at the phone her eyes widened a bit.

“Twenty-eight new text messages?” she muttered in a puzzled tone.

Most were from the graduate assistant, Ron Cline, who had been working with her for three semesters now. They started with:

“Were you expecting lab tour?”

That was an easy one. The lab was strictly off limits to everyone except Ron while she was gone. He should have known that without asking.

“Dean Miller had security open the lab. There is a group with him.”

What the hell? She did not want a bunch of people tramping around the lab without her being there.

“I think they are packing up the lab. Did you know they were going to? Dean Miller had security escort me out of the building.”

What were they doing and thinking?

“Two large trucks just left. Call me.”

Beth punched a few buttons and called Ron.



Ron was setting in his small office near the lab when the phone range. It was two o’clock in the morning, but somehow he felt compelled to stay. When he saw the caller ID he quickly answered.

“Dr. Garret! Thank goodness. They took the lab!”

“Wait, slow down,” came Beth’s voice over the phone. “What do you mean they took the lab?”

“They packed up almost all of the specialized equipment, the computers, and all the lab notes. Then they loaded everything into trucks and drove off. It’s all gone.”

“Gone?”

“Dean Miller said they are going to use the lab space for work the university will be doing under a new grant we’ve just received from three large pharmaceutical companies.”

“Where are you?”

“I’m at the lab. I don’t know. Everything is gone now, but it didn’t feel right leaving before I talked to you.”

“I just landed, but I’m on my way. I should be there in less than a half hour.”

Ron’s phone went silent. Today had been stressful. At least Dr. Garret would have some idea on how to handle the situation.



Beth did not consider herself a paranoid person, but the thought that the trip to the conference in Paris had been a bit strange had crossed her mind more than once. The fact that her lab had apparently been ransacked and disassembled during the time she had been stuck in the middle of nowhere because of an anonymous bomb threat seemed to be too much of a coincidence.

She grabbed her bag off the luggage carousel and quickly made her way to her car.

About twenty minutes after talking to Ron, she stood in the doorway looking in dismay at what was left of her lab.

“They took everything that can’t easily be replaced,” she observed.

Behind her Ron added, “My office and your office were also packed up. After the trucks left, security let me back in and I discovered that. I called Dean Miller and he said that must have been a misunderstanding and that he would talk to them about getting our notes and records back.”

Beth shook her head.

“I don’t think I’d hold my breath on that one Ron,” she said with a sigh.


3. The Damage

Beth spent the rest of the night (or, rather, the early hours of the morning) assessing the damage. Nothing of any real value had been left behind. Most of the work of the last ten years had been carted off in the raid.

When Dean Stan Miller arrived at his office early the next morning, Dr. Garret was waiting.

“We need to talk,” she told him.

He looked uncomfortable as he unlocked the door to his office and ushered her inside. He closed the door behind them.

“How was Paris?” he asked as he walked around his desk and took a seat.

Beth sat down.

“It wasn’t what I was expecting, but then neither was what happened to my lab.”

“Listen,” Dean Miller said, “I’m sorry. I really am. I got a call from the board of regents. It was a last minute conference call. They had been offered a huge grant. There were… Well… The grant had conditions.”

“My lab and office being emptied?” Beth asked.

Dean Miller nodded. “A guy named Paul West had brought them a proposal. He’s brought a couple of big contributions to the athletics department before, but this was the first for any other area of the school. And this grant is huge. Beth… Dr. Garret… The grant is for several hundred million dollars. That money can do a lot of good research.”

“Except it can’t be the kind of research I was working on,” Beth said bitterly.

“They want you to head the new research. It has an endowment and a salary that is more than any other chair here at the university makes.”

“So they want to buy me off?” Beth asked.

Dean Miller shrugged.

“And did they buy you off, Dean?”

The man looked even more uncomfortable which was all the answer she needed.

Beth sighed. “Okay, I’m a realist. Can we meet this Paul West guy and talk about things? What exactly is it he wants in return for this grant he offered us?”

Dean Miller was relieved. He had not expected Dr. Garret to take this at all well, but she appeared to be very rational. He would have been less relieved if he had known she was only pretending to take the news well while anger simmered beneath the surface.

“I’m sure we could set something up in the next week or so,” he told her. “There are probably some exciting new opportunities for you in this.”

“Maybe it would be better to do this away from campus so we can all be candid,” she said.

“What if we meet at my house?” he asked. “Say in a week or two?”

“Okay. I’d like to bring my lab assistant Ron along. He is impacted by all of this also. His work on his final thesis is part of what they carted off, so he is out a Ph.D. degree unless we work something out on that also.”

“I’m sure we can work something out,” the Dean said. “I can be very flexible on a lot of things.”

“I’m sure you can sir,” Beth said, hiding a smile.

After a bit of small talk, Beth headed back to her office.

There was a plan forming in the back of her mind.

The bastards weren’t going to get away with this.


4. The Plan

There is a saying that just because you are paranoid does not mean nobody is out to get you. In other words, some people are right to be paranoid. And Dr. Garret had been a bit paranoid for some time.

Nobody was aware that parked off in a secure, fenced storage yard a few miles from campus was an RV, a recreation vehicle the size of a large bus, that had gradually been modified into a mobile laboratory over the last few years. Virtually anything that could be done in the now dismantled lab at campus could also be done in the small, but complete, lab in the RV. 

One evening a few days after the incident at the lab, Beth met with Ron and his girlfriend, Lisa.

“I know it is an unusual proposition,” she said after she explained her plan while they ate dinner. “Honestly, I wouldn’t blame you if you said no.”

Lisa looked at Ron and told him, “I trust your judgement.”

Ron thought for a few minutes and then nodded his head. “Okay,” he said. “Let’s do it.”

Beth nodded. “You know I wouldn’t suggest it if I had even the slightest concern about risks.”

Beth got her purse and pulled out a small box. She opened it to reveal two syringes and two bottles filled with some type of serum. She carefully drew each bottle into one of the syringes.

Beth appreciated the total trust Ron had in her as she gave him the injection. A few minutes later she had also given Lisa an injection.
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“Before and after,” Beth told Ron.

Ron nodded in agreement. “Before and after.”


5. The Meeting

Soon after meeting with Dr. Garret, Dean Miller made a phone call to set up the meeting with the mysterious Paul West. West had a large house on a nearby lake and invited the group to come up for the weekend.

“We need to talk through a lot of things,” West had told the dean. “It will probably go better if we take our time and spread the discussions out. I want to be careful that Dr. Garret doesn’t dig her heals in. I also would like the discussion to take place in a more isolated location, just in case.”

“Just in case of what?” Dean Miller asked, but the phone had gone dead.

The dean felt a wave of uneasiness, but then remembered the hefty check Mr. West had given him for his cooperation.

The dean shrugged. Dr. Garret was an adult. If she played with fire, it was her problem when she got burned.



Beth, Ron, and Lisa arrived at Paul West’s lake home late Friday afternoon. Dean Miller and his wife, Phyllis, had arrived earlier in the day.

West was there to meet them. He was a gray haired man who looked to be in his fifties. He was a bit overweight with a smile that was both forced and fake. Beth wanted to wash her hands after shaking his. Paul also introduced his “friend”, a young blond named Candy who appeared to be less than half his age.

Candy did not seem to have either a last name or much of a figure, but there was still something about her that made you think there might be more to her than first met the eye. Candy might even have been beautiful except she seemed surrounded by an air that said life had defeated her and that she had come to accept it.

Beth noticed that both the dean and West were having a tough time taking their eyes off of Lisa’s large, firm breasts which bulged under her tight sweater.
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“We’ll let you guys settle in and then we were going to grill steaks,” West said.

“Sound great,” Beth said with a smile.



Beth was in one room while Ron and Lisa shared another. The two rooms were connected through a bathroom they shared.

Beth’s paranoid streak had caused her to warn Ron and Lisa that there might be hidden cameras or microphones, so the group was careful about what they said and did as they got ready for dinner.

Lisa was far more than a pretty face and huge boobs. Ron’s girlfriend was a graduate student in electronic engineering. While she seemed to casually walk around fidgeting with her phone, she was actually checking the room for electronic bugs.

She wrote a short note that Beth and Ron read:

“I see two small hidden cameras and there may be more. We do not have cellular coverage. No phone or cable television, so the cameras are probably being watched and recorded somewhere in the house.”

Beth gave the girl a discrete thumbs up signal.

A few minutes later the three made their way downstairs and out to the deck. The steaks were on the grill and smelled delicious.


6. Dinner

Ron and Lisa had made a trek to the car before joining the group on the deck.

“We brought some wine,” Beth explained.

Paul West looked at the four cardboard boxes of wine that the couple was carrying.

“You guys must like to drink,” Paul said with a smile.

“Well,” Beth told him with a sly grin. “I was kind of hoping that we might have something to celebrate about once we come to a mutually agreeable understanding.”

Paul and the dean looked at each other and smiled. This, they each were thinking, was going to be easier than expected.



After eating dinner on the deck, the group gathered around a large table in the cabin’s dining room. The sun was setting and the evening light was dim.

Phyllis, the dean’s wife, had a reputation for two things. First, she drank too much at most social events. After drinking too much the second issue would grow even more noticeable. She was in her late fifties with a dumpy figure and a head of hair that was bleached blond to hide the gray. With a few drinks, she tended to become an uninhibited flirt. To her continuing frustration, most of the men she flirted with either had no interest or were scared off because they worked for her husband.
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Phyllis had polished off several glass of wine and was now setting beside Ron with a hand on his leg asking him all sorts of questions. Their conversation was punctuated by her occasional loud giggles.

With Phyllis distracted, Lisa focused on the two men.

“Gee Dean Miller and Mr. West. This is a beautiful place.”

“Please,” Paul West said with an easy but hungry smile. “Part of the idea is for us to all get to know each other better. I’m Paul and he’s Stan, okay?”

Lisa smiled brightly. “Great. My glass is empty, would either of you like more wine?”

Men often have the mistaken belief that showing a woman how much they can drink is one way to impress her. The reality was that the impression it usually ends up making is that the guy is a drunken lush. But over the next hour Paul and Stan drank more than they should have, talked too much, and began to openly stare at Lisa’s breasts with lust.

This left just two other people to talk.

“So,” Beth asked Candy quietly, “Have you known Paul long?”

Beth noticed the wary look that sprang into the girl’s eyes.

“No. We only met a few weeks ago.”

“He seems like a fairly well off and powerful man,” Beth observed.

Candy looked over at the two men who were now drunkenly flirting with Lisa.

“I guess,” she said in a quiet voice.

“I need to go to the restroom,” Beth told the girl. “I’ll be right back.”

“Let me show you where the powder room is,” Candy said and the two women stood up.
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Nobody seemed to even notice as they quietly walked towards the front of the house.

Candy led the way through the kitchen. Beth was surprised when Candy suddenly took her hand and guided her towards a door. They quickly stepped inside. Candy flipped on a light and closed the door. Beth looked around and found herself standing in what was clearly the pantry.

“I don’t think this is the powder room,” Beth said in a neutral tone.

“You guys seem nice,” Candy said. “I wanted to warn you.”

“Warn us about what?”

“Mr. West… Paul… He isn’t a nice man. He has something planned.”

Candy paused, worked up her nerve and continued, “There are cameras all over the house. I’m not proud of it, but a few weeks ago came out here to give him a massage. I guess I knew there might be more, but… Well, you know…”

The girl went quiet and Beth waited.

“Anyway,” Candy continued, “He got me drunk. He might even have slipped something in the drink. But he has video from some of the cameras and said he’d show them to everyone if I didn’t stay with him. Even if I wanted to leave, I don’t have any money or a car. So I’ve been here ever since. I know he wants to get something on you guys. I also overheard him talking with the other guy out there earlier. He said that there had been drownings in the lake at the bottom of the hill and that accidents sometimes happen. Maybe I’m imagining things, but I think he was implying he might hurt someone if he didn’t get his way.”

Beth looked into the girl’s eyes. She considered herself a reasonably good judge of character and made a decision.

“Do you want out of here?” Beth asked.

“I don’t see how I can get away now,” Candy said in a sad voice. “He has me trapped.”

“Do you know where the cameras go back to? Where things are recorded?”

Candy thought before she answered. “His bedroom has two closets. One has a locked door. That is actually where he has the computers and stuff set up.”

“If I can get the videos and make something happen, you want out. Right?” Beth prompted again.

“More than anything, but if he finds out he will come after all of us.”

Beth smiled. “Will you trust me? Some weird shit is going to happen in a bit. You stick with me and I think we can get you out of this mess.”

Candy looked at the woman. For the first time in several weeks Candy actually felt a glimmer of hope.

“Now show me the powder room please,” Beth said. “I’m about to wet myself.”


7. Getting Down to Business

A half hour later, Beth and Candy returned to the dining room. Beth was carrying a brief case that she sat on the table in front of her.

Beth knew that Ron and Lisa were only taking an occasional sip of their wine, but they were both acting fairly plastered at this point. But the dean, his wife, and Paul West were in far worse shape than Ron and Lisa were even pretending to be.

When Ron and Lisa turned their attention towards Beth, the others did to.

“Why don’t we get all of the business discussions out of the way so we can enjoy the rest of the weekend together?” Beth suggested.

Paul and the dean nodded.

“There is no sense dancing around things,” Beth continued. “Someone clearly doesn’t want my research to continue. I could speculate about who and why, but I’m not sure it really matters so we can leave that for now. But it is also clear that significant amounts of money were involved in what has already happened. And, as they say, money talks. I would like to hear what you and your money have to say.”

Paul West held up one finger and rose unsteadily to his feet. He staged toward a china cabinet and pulled a folder off the top. He these staggered back to his seat. As he sat down, he would have fallen to the ground if Lisa had not offered him a bit of gentle guidance towards his chair.

“Thank you,” he said with a drunken smile. “I may had tank too muth… I mean, drank too much.”

From the folder he was holding, he pulled out several pages of paper and an envelope.

“I’m glad you are so standing under…” The man thought for a few seconds and tried again. “Understanding. This is an agreement. You stop your research. You can take a say bit… Sob it…  Sabitle… Some time off.”

“A sabbatical?” Beth asked.

“Exactly! I have checks here. Two million buckaroos. You just sign the paper and take some time off.”

The man slid the paper across the table and Beth picked it up. She read through it. Basically it said she would stop her research and that any rights to the research were being transferred to a trust. It would keep her from doing further research in area of synthetic viruses and said that she would take a one year sabbatical from all teaching and research. In return, she would receive two million dollars.

She pulled a pen from her briefcase, signed the paper, and slid it back to the man. He looked at the envelope he had and slid it to Beth.

“It’s several smaller checks, but they add up to the two million,” he said.

Beth opened the envelope and quickly added up the checks in her mind. Two million dollars. She nodded to the man.

“I have an agreement of my own,” Beth said, looking at the dean. “I want Ron to be given the Ph.D. he has earned. All of his research was taken so he can’t complete his thesis, but as his academic advisor I was satisfied with the quality and originality of the work. I also want him to be in charge of the new laboratory that will replace my old one with a reasonable salary.”

Now Beth pulled out her own set of papers and slid them to the dean. He looked at them for a few minutes. Ron would be granted a Ph.D., he would take charge of the new lab, and he would receive a six figure salary. The contract said that he was guaranteed the job for ten years and that he would have tenure immediately.

The dean took the pen Beth offered and signed the papers.

“Great,” she said. “I’m glad we were able to settle that. Would you be interested to know a bit more about just what we had achieved before the research stopped?”

Ron and Lisa had refilled their audiences’ wine glasses and Ron had gone out to the car to bring in several more jugs of wine to keep the party going. Other than Beth’s entourage and Candy, the trio of conspirators was well beyond being blitzed.

“Show us what you diddled,” Paul said, followed by him and Stan breaking into an uncontrollable fit of giggling. Meanwhile the dean’s wife, Phillis, had lost what little inhibition she hand and her hand was openly rubbing Ron’s crotch.

Beth pulled out several large photographs. There was a front shot of Ron standing against a wall and two close-ups of his dick with a ruler held next to it.

“So,” Beth began. “The synthesized viruses we made could do various things. This is Ron two weeks ago on the day we injected him with the virus.”

Dean Miller pointed a finger at Beth and ran another finger over it as he made a clucking noise. “You’ve been a naughty girl,” he said in a slurred voice. “You don’t have the ‘provals to do hue… hume… human testing.”

The two men laughed again while Phyllis stared at the pictures and continued to rub Ron’s crotch.

“With Ron, the virus was designed to increase testosterone production. There were also a few other tweaks that affected both his size and stamina. Do you want to show them the results Ron?”

As Ron stood up, Beth leaned close to Candy and warned her, “Things are about to get freaky.”

Ron began to unbuckle his belt and Phyllis eagerly went to work trying to help him. The tangle of fingers kept either from being able to do anything, so Ron put his hands behind him and let the dean’s wife eagerly work on getting his pants down.
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She unbuckled the belt, unbuttoned his slacks, and pulled the zipper down. Ron casually stepped out of his slacks while pulling off his polo shirt. He was now standing wearing only his underwear.

Phyllis slowly ran her hand over the bulge in his underpants several times, almost like she was trying to guess what the present would be before unwrapping it. She licked her lips without realizing it, then she hooked a finger from each hand under the elastic band and pulled Ron’s underpants down.

“Oh my god,” she gasped.

A slab of meat that was over ten inches in length, thick, and semi-rigid dangled in front of Ron.

Phyllis reached out and began to fondle him. In less than a minute she was on her knees in front of Ron, eagerly sucking at his cock.

“Ha ha ha,” Paul West laughed as he elbowed Dean Miller. “Hey Stan, old buddy, look at your wife ducking his stick. I mean sucking his dick.”

“He’s huge,” Dean Miller said. Then he looked at the pictures. “You mean that two weeks ago he was hung just about average and now he’s got a dick as big as a horse?”

“Yes,” Beth said. “Maybe you’d like a demonstration of his stamina? From Lisa’s reports, it is very impressive.”

Lisa giggled and the two men pried their eyes from the huge dick and the hungry slut who was wantonly slurping on it.

“He can fuck me all night long. He cums over and over, but if I suck him for a five or ten minutes, he’s hard again and ready to go back at it. It’s incredible.”

“Phyllis,” Beth said. “Would you be willing to help with a demonstration?”

The woman had already began unbuttoning her shirt even without Beth’s prompting. Reluctantly she let the cock drop from her mouth as she stood up and removed her skirt and underwear. Her breasts sagged and a mop of thick, damp, gray pubic hair was between her legs. Her panties were pink and there was a large and noticeable wet spot from the excitement that had been building between her legs for some time now.

Ron took her hand and guided her over to a nearby sofa. She willingly laid on her back, throwing one leg over the back of the sofa and spreading her legs so the other one was on the floor. Ron climbed on to the sofa and between her legs. She reached out and took his cock in her hands. Then she carefully guided it forward towards her pussy.

Ron was gentle and it took several minutes to work the head into her even as well lubricated as her slimy love slit was. Then he began thrusting, going just a bit deeper with each thrust.

At first Phyllis had watched in fascination, but by the time he was halfway in she had her head thrown back and was moaning and begging.

“Oh god. Yes honey. It’s so big. I’ve never seen one that big. I want it all inside me. Please baby. Gez. Oh yeah. Deeper! Deeper!”

It was about ten minutes before her cunt had been stretched to the size that allowed Ron to fully penetrate her and begin fucking her in earnest. His thrusts were long and slow. Phyllis’s overextended pussy could feel every inch of his shaft as it slid in and out. As it ran across her sensitive clit, her body shuddered uncontrollably.

“He can go for a long time,” Lisa said, looking proudly at her boyfriend as he serviced the dean’s more than willing wife. Meanwhile Phyllis was thrashing and squealing as she reached her first orgasm.

“Sometimes I cum twenty or thirty times,” Lisa added. “You kind of lose count at some point when they all blur together one after another.”

The two men looked at her dumbfounded.

“Here’s another example,” Beth said as she pulled out two more pictures. These were of Lisa and her breasts.

“Lisa had average sized breasts. Not that there is anything wrong with average,” she added.

“But in her case, we synthesized a virus that would tend to make her body store additional fatty tissue in her breasts. Would you like to see the results?”

Both men were silent and nodded slowly.
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Lisa had been wearing yoga pants and a tight white sweater. Now she peeled off the sweater. Beneath were a pair of breasts that were much larger than the pair she sported in the photograph from two weeks earlier.

She had stood up to remove her sweater, now she squeezed between the two men and sat on the table in front of them.

“I need to get some new clothes,” she said. “None of my shirts fit anymore. I have to wear a sweater because at least it will stretch.”

Paul West moved first, mesmerized by the giant boob that was so near. He leaned forward and took it into his mouth. Lisa let out a soft moan as the man suckled on her breast and then the dean leaned forward and began nursing on the other one.

Lisa wrapped her arms around the men’s heads and pulled them close, nearly smothering them with her huge pair of titties.

Through all of this, Candy had sat and quietly watched. Beth leaned close and asked, “Are you okay? I know it is getting pretty wild.”

The room was filled with the sounds of sex. There was the sound of the two men suckling on Lisa’s breasts, Lisa’s gentle moans, the sounds of the dean’s wife whimpering and pleading to be fucked, the grunts that came with each of Ron’s thrusts, and a slurping sound as his huge cock pulled out of and slammed into the dean’s wife’s gapping pussy.

Candy blinked. “I… I guess I am. Wow.”

Beth took Candy’s hand. “Things are going to be okay.”

Candy looked at the woman. Somehow Candy knew that this woman was going to get her out of the mess she had found herself in.

A few minutes later Ron’s grunts grew more urgent.

“I think you two should watch this,” Beth said to Paul and Stan.

Reluctantly they pulled back from Lisa’s breasts and looked towards the sofa.

Ron’s cock was rock hard. He would almost totally pull out and then slam back into the woman. His pace continued to quicken as the woman on the sofa writhed and moaned in pleasure.

“I’m gonna cum,” Ron grunted loudly. After a few more thrusts he shoved deep into the dean’s wife’s pussy and remained buried inside the woman.

“God yes,” Phyllis moaned. “I can feel you pumping me full baby.”

Nearly a minute later she asked in an awed voice, “How long are you going to keep cumming?”

Ron’s face had been strained with a look of intensity. Now slowly he relaxed and began to slowly pull out of the woman. As his semi-rigid cock pulled free, her pussy gaped wide and a huge glob of cum flowed out followed by a continuing steady trickle.

“Holy shit,” Paul muttered. “He fucking filled her with a gallon of god damn cum.”

Phyllis had sat up and now Ron was letting her lick and suck at his cock. Even after cumming, he was huge and she struggled to get even the head of his wondrous prick into her mouth. In just a few minutes he was growing hard again. Phyllis reluctantly surrendered his cock back to him and he moved to mount her again. In a minute he was once again thrusting away at the dean’s wife’s cunt.

Lisa had filled more glasses of wine.

“Drink up guys. They could be at it a while and I have a really kinky idea if you two are up for it.”

Both men swallowed the wine while watching the stallion on the sofa breed the woman. She had flirted so many times for so many years, but now she was finally being taken by the kind of lover she had previously only fantasized about. She was shamelessly letting herself be used as a cum dump as she worshiped the young stud who was fucking her. The fact that she had an audience that included her now cuckolded husband did not matter at all.

Lisa grabbed the dean by the hand and led him towards the sofa. Lisa crawled up and sat on the back of the sofa with her feet near Phyllis’s head.

“She sucked him, so it’s only fair that she suck you now. I want you to suck on my titties while your wife blows your cock.”

The dean’s face was confused at first, but then he began to eagerly strip. His wife had never been particularly excited about sucking dick, but copious amounts of wine and being serviced by a monster cock seemed to have destroyed any inhibitions she might once have had.

Once he was naked, the dean leaned forward so his hips were near his wife’s mouth. She eagerly began sucking him as he leaned forward even further and began to suck on the nipples of the nubile girlfriend of the stud who was busy fucking his wife.

The dean was in heaven. He could feel the hunger in his wife’s mouth. Part of him had been jealous earlier. He knew that it was the young man and his magnificent piece of meat that had aroused his wife to this level, but now the pleasure of being sucked while nursing on the breast of this beautiful young woman made everything else seem unimportant.

“Why don’t you go next Paul?” Beth asked as it became clear that the dean was about to cum.

With a loud moan from his nipple filled mouth, the dean’s dick exploded in his wife’s mouth. She had never swallowed before, but now she gulped eagerly at his sticky load of salty cum. She was in heaven.

When her husband’s cock was limp and drained, Paul was standing there waiting to take his place. Without hesitating, she eagerly began working on this stranger’s cock with her mouth while he buried his face in the lovely mounds of flesh on Lisa’s chest.

Meanwhile, the dean had dropped down and was sucking on his own wife’s breasts. They were saggy and wrinkled, but he felt a desperate need to be part of the orgy taking place with his own wife’s body at the center of the action.

“Shit,” Paul said. “I’m going to cum.”

“Me to,” Ron grunted.

Moments later Ron, Paul, and Phyllis all orgasmed at nearly the same instant. Phyllis eagerly drained Paul’s cock while Ron dumped what felt like another massive load of his seed into her belly.

Then the pile collapsed on itself, everyone happy and panting.


8. An Unexpected Package

While everyone had been occupied, Beth and Candy watched quietly.

“If you want to play in some way,” Beth said, “feel free to join in.”

“I’m okay,” Candy said as Beth filled a few more wine glasses and put them on a tray.

“Hopefully the hidden video cameras are getting good shots of this,” Beth said. “We’ll grab those before we head out on Monday morning. You can come with us if you want. At least we can get you back to town.”

Candy’s sad eyes turned to Beth.

“What’s wrong?” Beth asked. “I know I may scare you a bit with that…” She waved in the direction of the orgy that was fast approaching a new frenzied peak. “But you wanted to help us. Now I want to help you. Talk to me.”

Beth would have sworn she could see the conflict taking place behind Candy’s eyes as the girl struggled with a decision.

“I don’t have anything to go back to,” Cindy sighed. “My parents died years ago and I have been wanting to make a change for a while. That bastard…” She hissed the word as she pointed toward Paul West. “That bastard convinced me he wanted to help me, but instead once he had a bit of power over me he just wanted me around so he could get a blow job or fuck a piece of ass.”

“I might be able to help,” Beth suggested quietly. “Do you want to talk about it? About the changes you wanted to make?”

Cindy looked at the woman.

“You know, don’t you?” Candy said in a matter of fact tone. “Somehow you know.”

Beth nodded and told her, “I think I have a pretty good idea.”

Beth reached out towards Candy. Candy’s own hands took Beth’s and guided it towards her crotch. As Beth touched the front of Candy’s dress she felt what she had expected.

“I’m transgendered,” Candy whispered. “A chick with a dick. A shemale. A… A…”

Beth suddenly hugged the younger woman close.

“You are a young lady who is on a journey,” Beth whispered as she felt Candy begin to sob. “It will be okay honey. I’ll help you if you’ll let me.”

Candy pulled back slightly and looked at Beth. “It’s hard to trust,” she said.

Beth pulled her close.

“That’s fair. Let me earn your trust. Give it a little time. I won’t hurt you and I won’t let that bastard over there hurt you ever again either.”

There was a loud wailing as the group on the sofa climaxed.


9. The Plunge

As they laid panting in a pile on the sofa, Beth walked over with several glasses of wine.

“Got to keep hydrated and keep your strength up,” she said. Silently she thought that what she really wanted was to keep their inhibitions low and their judgement poor.

Each of the group took a glass. While Ron and Lisa pretended to sip at theirs, the other three downed theirs and Beth was ready with a bottle to fill their glasses yet again.

Quietly Ron and Lisa broke away from the group. In a few minutes, Lisa was lying with her back on the dining room table and her legs hanging over the edge. Ron’s cock was hard again and was now hammering away at his girlfriend’s pussy.

The drunk trio who remained on the sofa watched. While they had earlier been mesmerized by Lisa’s breasts, the two men now felt both admiration and envy for the young man who could fuck that beautiful woman all night with his hard and unstoppable cock. Phyllis looked longingly at the cock, but also felt a jealousy that Lisa could effortlessly attract a horde of eager men to pleasure her as opposed to the lonely and sexually frustrated years Phyllis had endured.

“Well,” Beth told the trio. “That part of the discussion went a little different than I intended, but you kind of get the idea of what we can do with the programmable virus now. But a deal is a deal. I’ll destroy all the ones we created and other than Ron and Lisa, we’ll just pretend it never happened.”

“How long do the effects last?” the dean asked quietly.

“In testing, they seem to be self-sustaining. There was no noticeable decrease in effects during any of the testing over the last few years. It may fade slowly in twenty or thirty years, but it may just be how they are for the rest of their lives. We’ll have to see. Or not see since I’m stopping all testing.”

“You just said you would destroy the ones you had,” Phyllis said. “Does that mean you have more of the one that would increase breast size?”

Beth looked at the woman for a moment. “Well, yes. I have a few samples that we wanted to test at some point. One of those includes the breast augmentation and some hormones that increase sex drive.”

Phyllis looked at her husband and said, “I want to take it.”

The dean was shrewdly looking at Beth now. “What about the one that would let us fuck all night long?”

Beth nodded. “I have some of that also. But, as you said yourself dean, I don’t have the approvals for human testing. We were confident in our programmable virus, so Ron and Lisa were willing to take it. But I know they aren’t going to rat me out to the FDA or one of the committees at the school.”

Now Pete chimed in, “Listen, if it is going to get destroyed anyway, it might as well get ‘destroyed’ by injecting it into us. I just gave you two million dollars. I think I deserve something in return.”

Beth hesitated. “Okay, I have a few vials. But I want you to each sign a waiver form just so my butt doesn’t get in trouble. And you certainly are right, you deserve something for all you’ve done for us and this is the least I can do.”

In the back of her mind Beth had her own thoughts about just what it was they deserved as she pulled the forms from her briefcase. The trio signed the waivers without even reading them. Beth put the forms back into the briefcase and removed a small box. Inside were several vials and syringes.
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“Oh honey,” the dean told his wife. “I can’t wait to see your titties once those kick in.”

“And god knows that I’m going to fuck you all night,” his wife said with a smile.

A few minutes later, each had received their injection and another round of drinks was poured to celebrate.


10. Playtime Gets Kinky

While everyone was drunk and distracted, Beth quietly scoped the house out with Candy’s help.

Candy showed her the master bedroom. It was a huge room with around 500 square feet. The bathroom that was attached was just as large with a walking shower that could probably hold a half dozen people at once.

Candy pointed to the ceiling where there were mirrors and told Beth, “There are hooks and things up there for bondage. He likes to… to…”

Candy’s voice choked and trailed off and Beth studied the young lady once again.

“Show me,” Beth said.

There was a deep but controlled anger that burned in Beth’s voice. For some reason, Candy found it soothing. Candy thought of herself as submissive. She had come to question that over the weeks with Paul West, but now she felt a comfort that brought that desire back.

Candy did not have to ask what Beth wanted to see. She knew.

Slowly Candy stripped down to her panties and stood in front of Beth.

Beth stared and felt the anger insider her grow. There were welts and bruises on the young girls back. There were cigarette burns a few places. The nipples of the girl’s flat breasts were marked with tiny blood blisters, probably from being bit or the aggressive use of nipple clamps.

Candy was crying. “I just wanted a man who would appreciate me as a t-girl. Not love or anything. I knew I wouldn’t get that. I just someone who cared. Someone who would help me and support my choice to transition.”

“The bastard,” Beth said as she took the girl into her arms once again. “He’s going to pay. And I care. If you’ll let me, I’ll help you.”



A few minutes later Beth made her way downstairs and gently herded the naked bodies upstairs to the master bedroom. As soon as they entered the room, Lisa had plopped on the bed, spread her legs, and was begging Ron to get started again.

“How long does the serum take?” Phyllis asked Beth as the group stood and watched they young couple on the bed make love.

“The full effect might take a few months, but for the initial effects it should only a few hours. Why don’t the three of you play for a bit and then we’ll see how things are progressing?”

The dean eagerly pulled his wife over to the bed. She laid down a few feet away from Lisa and spread her legs. The dean pulled at his own cock to get it stiff again and then slid into her. Paul did not wait for an invitation and crawled so he straddled Phyllis’s head and began fucking her face with his still limp cock.

It was not perfect, but Phyllis was willing to settle… For now anyway.



Fifteen minutes later, Ron’s pace fucking Lisa began to quicken and the grunts showed he was approaching another orgasm.

“Arrggg!” he shouted as he began to pump another massive load into Lisa.

Lisa’s hands clawed at the blankets as she rode through her own orgasm. She suddenly felt Phyllis’s hand take hers and begin to squeeze. Phyllis was grunting and thrusting her hips against her husband’s loins while her warm mouth engulfed all of Paul’s cock.

“Cumming,” the dean moaned and his wife’s body began to convulse at the same instant. Gooey globs of cum spit from the head of his dick and into his wife’s pussy.

Phyllis stopped sucking on Paul’s cock and looked down as her husband pulled his limp, dribbling cock out of her. She looked over at Ron’s massive rod pulling out of Lisa’s pussy and the flood of cream that poured out.

“What a pathetic load,” Phyllis scolded her husband. “Lick that slut’s cunt clean. Get down between her legs and see what a real man’s load looks like while you’re busy licking.”

Meekly, the dean moved over between Lisa’s legs and began lapping away at her cunt as his wife had just ordered. Lisa closed her eyes. By not thinking too much about whose tongue was going at her down there, maybe she could reach another orgasm.

“Let me get you hard,” Phyllis told Ron. Then she looked at Paul West and told him, “Don’t just kneel there with that pitiful half-hard dick. See if you can get it up and fuck me while I get a real man ready for the job.”

With that, Phyllis began to suck on Ron’s cock and Paul crawled between her legs and slid his cock into her well fucked and stretched pussy.

Meanwhile the dean’s tongue began to probe deeper and deeper into Lisa’s pussy. At first the thought of licking another man’s cum out of a woman’s pussy had seemed repugnant, but now that he had tasted it he wanted more. He was even surprised to find himself wondering what it would be like to skip the middle part and just have a stud like Ron deliver a load right into his mouth.

“Damn,” Paul said as he fucked Phyllis. His pace picked up and he began to cum while the woman continued to suck Ron’s cock back to attention. Paul was humiliated that she had been so enthralled with sucking on Ron’s massive slab that she had not even seemed to notice him fucking her.

Now she released Ron’s cock from her mouth with a loud slurping noise.

“Fuck me baby,” she begged him. “Please.”

Ron quickly moved and replaced Paul.

“Watch how a real man fucks a woman,” Phyllis told Paul in a taunting voice. Then she moaned with pleasure and her slit was again stretched to its limits by Ron’s huge pole. Soon he was fucking away.

Phyllis began bucking and had two or three orgasms while Ron pumped away at her cunt. His face began to grimace.

“Fill me up honey,” she told him. “Give me another one of those incredible loads of yours.”

Ron did not need further encouragement. His cock was deep inside the woman gushing forth with yet another massive load of creamy white jizz.

When he finished and slowly pulled out, Phyllis looked at Paul and told the man, “Get down there and use your tongue to clean me out. Taste this stud’s load mixed with my cunt juices.”

Paul crawled down and complied. Like the dean, at first he was repulsed by the thought, but then he decided the cum was yummy and eagerly licked the dean’s wife’s hole, cleaning out the three men’s loads of cum that included some of his own.


11. Opening the Unexpected Package

Along one wall, there was a large chair. Beth and Candy were squeezed into this, side by side, watching the group on the bed.

Beth was holding Candy’s hand and felt the young woman’s grip tighten several times during the action.

“I’m getting kind of horny,” Beth said as she looked at Candy.

Candy looked at Beth with uncertainty. Something unspoken passed between their eyes.

Beth gently began to stroke Candy’s crotch, rubbing the woman’s cock through the silky fabric. She was rewarded with a moan.

“He never let me cum,” Candy whispered. “He was always watching and would never let me cum.”

“Let’s fix that,” Beth said as she slid out of the chair and knelt on the floor. She pushed Candy’s dress up over her hips and gently tugged the girl’s panties down. Her reward was a nice hard cock staring her in the face. Candy’s crotch was shaved and hairless. Beth gently leaned forward and took the girl into her mouth.

Candy moaned, “Nobody ever…” Then she sighed softly.

Beth gently sucked and licked. Beth knew that if Candy had gone unsatisfied for the two weeks she had been with Paul, the girl was going to cum quick and her load was going to be a big one.

There was a scent of sweat and lust mixed with some kind of perfume. Beth closed her eyes and savored the taste and smell of the lovely, newly minted woman she was making love to. Then she decided she was being selfish and began to eagerly work on Candy’s cock.

“Oh god,” Candy moaned. “I can’t stop it. I’m going to…”

Candy’s words trailed off into a loud wail as Beth felt the cock in her mouth stiffen and begin to deliver a wonderful load of thick, gooey cum. Soon Candy’s cock twitched its last and Beth licked and sucked her dry.

Beth slid back into the chair. She and Candy became a tangle of arms as they ran their hands over each other and kissed deeply.

“What do I do for you?” Candy asked.

“Let’s watch the show a bit longer. I’ll bet you get hard again and this time you are going to fuck me baby.”

Candy smiled happily as they both once again turned their attention to the orgy taking place on the bed.


12. The Changes

Ron quietly slipped off the bed once he had filled Phyllis’s cunt to the brim yet again. He watched Lisa with her eyes closed and her hand’s on the back of the dean’s head. Suddenly her back arched as she reached a climax.

The man continued to eagerly lick her pussy, but once she came, she used her hands to pull him upward and then pushed him across the bed so he could nurse on his wife’s tits.

For the recently injected trio, changes were already beginning to happen. The invisible, emotional ones were well underway. Phyllis’s demanding attitude and belittling of her husband and Paul were one of those changes. Their timid acquiescence to her commands and their new-found appetite for eating nasty, well-fucked pussies where a reflection of their own changes.

There were also physical changes that were slowly becoming noticeable.

Phyllis’s body was beginning to transform and within a week those changes would be obvious to her lovers. Her breasts would grow firmer and larger. But there would also be certain hormones that would make other, drastic changes. Her clitoris had already swollen larger than ever under Paul’s tongue, but in just a few more days it would regularly swell to nearly an inch in length when she was aroused, jutting out almost like a miniature cock.

Although they did not know it, both the dean and Paul had fucked a woman for the last time during their recent tryst with Phyllis. Their cocks would never fully harden again. The hormones that drove creation of an erection as part of arousal was gone as was their sexual stamina.

Even though they could not achieve an erection, Beth had not gone to the extreme of chemical castration. Their shrunken, semi-flaccid cocks could still orgasm and cum but their performance and the load they could deliver would always be a source of humiliation to them.

“You pitiful sissies,” Phyllis said. “That’s what you are. Pitiful little sissies with your pathetic little dicks thinking you could compete with a real man like that stud Ron. I don’t know why I should even bother with you.”

Phyllis grabbed each man by the hair of their head and pulled them up so their faces were even with her own. She looked back and forth.

“Like I said, I don’t know why I should bother with you. But I’m going to. I own you two, do you fucking understand that?”

Both men nodded meekly and she gave the hair she grasped a painful yank.

“I don’t want fucking nods. I want respect. You understand? It’s ‘Yes Mistress or ‘No Mistress’ when I ask you a question.”

Both replied in near unison. “Yes Mistress.”

“You both know that only real men like that well hung hunk usually get the women? Well from now on instead of getting a woman, you two are going to have a woman get you. You’ll do what I say. And I say I want to see you two 69 each other. You both fed me your little bitty dicks and your itty bitty loads earlier, now I want you to feed each other and see just how pathetic you are. Now do it.”

Both men quickly moved around with the dean lying on the bed and Paul crawling on top. Each took the other man’s limp dick into their mouth and began to suck eager. Both were moaning and making happy humming noises as they worked.

Phyllis looked at the pair and smiled. She could not understand why she had never done this before. Having two guys to use as her playthings and toys was going to be fun, even if neither of them was much of a man.


13. The Unexpected Package Takes the Plunge

As Beth had predicted, Candy’s own excitement at watching the kinky antics on the bed soon had the girl’s cock swollen and ready for action again. Beth and Candy had striped without words being necessary. Now Beth sat naked with a leg over each arm of the chair and her cunt exposed and spread wide.

Candy moved against her.

“I don’t…” Candy began. “I never… I’m not sure what to do.”

Beth whispered in the girl’s ear, “Just relax. Do what comes nature. You’ll do fine.”

Candy slowly slid into the other woman’s cunt. The wet warmth surrounding her hard cock was incredible. She sighed with happiness and then begin to gently thrust.

A few minutes later the two hugged tightly to each other as they both rode through orgasms together.

Then they collapsed into a happy heap and began watching again.


14. Playtime Gets Rough

Phyllis was walking around the bed looking at the two men sucking each other and tormenting them.

“Can’t you can suck better than that you pitiful little sissy?”

“What’s the matter? You were ready to feed me your load earlier, now feed that sissy sucking you one of those tiny squirts of yours.”

Sometimes she would reach out and slap Paul on the ass. She loved the sound of her hand against his flesh and the way his body flinched and tensed at her touch.

“You need to tell your mistress thank you when she spanks you.”

Paul momentarily stopped sucking the cock in front of him and gasped, “Thank you Mistress.”

Phyllis slapped his ass again.

“Thank you Mistress.”

Then he buried his head back between the dean’s legs and continued sucking.

Now Beth and Candy were naked and cuddling. 

“Can I tell her something?” Candy asked in a whisper.

“What?”

“Where he keeps his toys. His whip. His paddle. Other stuff.”

Beth nodded and Candy quietly stood up and walked towards Phyllis. Phyllis looked up from the two men on the bed and at the young woman approaching her.

“Damn,” she said in a surprised voice. “You have a dick.”

Candy nodded and said, “Ma’am, if you would like, I know where there are some things you might want to use as you train your sissies.”

“Like what?”

Candy motioned for the woman to follow and went to a large wardrobe that was against one wall. Candy opened it and stepped to the side.

“Oh sweet heavens,” Phyllis gasped. Inside were masks, whips, paddles, handcuffs, dildos, gags and things she could not even begin to guess about.

Phyllis looked at Candy again and took the girl by the shoulders. She gently turned her around. Once more, the welts left behind by Paul’s rough treatment were there to be seen.

“Paul?” Phyllis asked softly and Candy nodded.

Candy turned back around and the two looked at each other for a minute. Then Candy broke eye contact and quietly padded back to the chair and the comfort of Beth’s arms.

Phyllis watched the girl go and her eyes briefly met Beth’s. Then Phyllis picked out a paddle and hefted it in her hands, like a baseball player checking a bat.

Phyllis walked over and looked at Beth. Candy huddled against Beth worried that something was about to happen.

Beth met Phyllis’s eyes.

“You fucked with us somehow, didn’t you?” Phyllis asked.

Beth though for a second and then nodded. “You will get the breasts you wanted. You are also becoming more assertive. I’m not sure if I might have overdone that a bit or if it just unleashed a side of you that you’ve kept suppressed for so long.”

Phyllis thought about this and nodded. Then she pointed towards the bed where the two men were locked together, desperately sucking on one another.

“Them?” Beth asked in response to the other woman’s questioning look. “Well, they are going to both be submissive little sissies who struggle to an occasional orgasm with their limp little dicks. But they will crave your domination and the humiliation you give them. You are their goddess and they want nothing more than to serve you.”

Phyllis looked back at the bed and the two men sucking at each other. The happy noises both were making.

“I told them that they would be able to fuck all night,” Beth explained. “But I never said if they would be doing the fucking or getting fucked all night. They just assumed they would be the fucker instead of the fuckie, but they assumed wrong.”

Now Phyllis turned to Beth giving her a thoughtful look. Then Phyllis smiled.

“I think I’m going to enjoy this,” she said. Then she turned and walked back towards the bed, unconsciously practicing swings of the paddle she held.


15. Humiliation During Playtime

A few hours later, both the dean and Paul were standing on their tippy toes. Their wrists were bound and pulled up towards the ceiling by a rope. Phyllis prowled around them like a cat, holding a bull whip in her hands.
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“Who wants it next?” she asked.

“Please Mistress,” Paul begged, his voice cracking with the strain. “More if it would please you.”

“Mistress,” the dean pleaded, “I deserve the punishment. Please whip me again. Please.”

Phyllis walked slowly behind them.

Ron and Lisa had left earlier. Beth was not sure if they had gone to their room for some privacy, to get some sleep, or because they really did not want to watch the dark twist things in the bedroom had taken.

Candy was on Beth’s lap and Beth held her tightly and gently caressed the girl’s hair.

Phyllis had been clumsy with the whip at the start. The crack of a bullwhip comes from the tip accelerating to a speed faster than the speed of sound. In effect, it is a miniature sonic boom. The noise itself is enough to cause fear, but being hit with the tail of the whip just as the pop sounds is incredibly painful because of the speed of the leather as it hits the flesh.

At first her lashes had been clumsy, but Phyllis had been practicing on her husband and Paul for some time now and had grown fairly proficient with the use of the whip.

Phyllis studied the backs of the two men in front of her. Suddenly the whip lashed out. The dean arched forward and stifled a yell. A second later the whip cracked on Paul’s back and he awkwardly fell forward. Suspended from above by the rope, he worked to get his feet back beneath him as the whip cracked against the dean’s flesh again. Just as Paul recovered his balance, the searing pain and the accompanying sharp snap came again.

For both, it came over and over. Phyllis gave each man ten lashes before she coiled the whip and nodded in satisfaction.

She walked over to the cabinet full of toys and hung up the whip. She pulled out two large butt plugs.

On the side of the cabinet were several switches. She pushed one and the rope suspending the dean was slowly lowered. The man stood hunched and panting as she walked over and released him.

“Having fun you pitiful sissy?” she asked.

“Yes Mistress,” he said as he gasped for breath.

Phyllis pushed him roughly towards the bed. With a firm shove, he fell face down on the mattress. Then she repeated the process and released Paul.

She handed one of the butt plugs to Paul and told him, “Lube him up good with your tongue and slide this inside his pitiful whore ass. And you better make sure you drool a lot while you lick his ass because if you don’t he might decide to shove yours in dry when he gets his turn next.”

Paul kneeled on the bed, spread the dean’s ass cheeks, and leaned forward. His tongue began timidly licking the other man’s asshole. The dean moaned softly with pleasure—the warm tongue felt incredible on his hole. Paul felt total humiliation at the raunchy taste and smell as he buried his face deep within the other man’s crack.

Then she spoke to him.

“You are doing a good job sissy. You are making your Mistress very happy.”

Encouraged by his Mistress, Paul’s tongue began to work faster and he moved the butt plug up and began to slowly slide it into the dean’s tightly puckered ass.

“Oh yeah baby,” Phyllis cooed. “Work it in nice and gentle. Take your time. It’s a big one.”

The dean moaned, clearly enjoying the attention the forbidden flesh of his ass was receiving from his fellow sissy. Paul was now licking eagerly, wetting the plug as he slid it in a fraction of an inch at a time.

“It’s almost there,” Phyllis said and then Paul made a final gentle push and watched the dean’s wide-stretched asshole shirk back around the tapered shaft of the plug, greedily clinging and holding it inside the man’s bowels.

“Now suck him off,” Phyllis ordered.

The dean turned over gently, the large rubber plug that violated his ass twisting uncomfortably inside him with each move. Paul was glad the dirty work was done and eagerly began to suck the other man’s cock. He felt a hunger for the semen that would spew from his fellow sissy.

Unconsciously, Paul slid one hand under the dean’s body and gently pushed the butt plug from time to time. Each light shove was rewarded by a moan of pleasure from the dean.

Soon the dean’s face was read with strain. He was so close and working to cum even though his cock was still almost totally limp. Then he passed the point of no return. He gasped for breath, filling his strained lungs with air as his flaccid cock began to twitch and deliver its minuscule load to Paul’s hungry mouth. The load might have been small, but Paul still savored each tiny wad of gooey cum and sucked until he was sure there would be no more.

“Now honey,” Phyllis told her husband, “It’s your turn to return the favor to your sissy friend.”

“Yes Mistress,” the dean replied.

As the two men were changing positions, Candy quietly asked Beth, “Can we leave please?”

“Sure sweetie,” Beth whispered back.

The two got up and walked silently to the door. As Beth was closing it, she noticed Phyllis was looking at her again. Phyllis smiled at Beth and gave a thumbs up as she watched her husband bury his face in his fellow sissy’s ass.


16. A Break

Beth and Candy both squinted their eyes in the bright light of the hallway just outside the bedroom door. Beth had deliberately closed the curtains of the bedroom to keep it dark and take away any sense of time for the trio they had left inside. She found herself surprised as she realized it was already mid-morning on Saturday.

“How about a snack and then a nap,” Beth suggested and Candy nodded.

As they walked downstairs they could hear Ron and Lisa talking and there was the smell of sizzling bacon.

Beth paused halfway down the stairs and looked at Candy.

“If you need to talk or anything, I’m here to listen.”

Candy thought for a few moments.

“That bastard West is getting what he deserved,” Candy said. The bitterness was fading from her voice and she sounded more tired than anything.

“Are you going to be okay? Can you put what he did behind you now?”

“I think so. Seeing what she made him do before we left helped. The Paul West who abused me is gone, isn’t he? It’s just that sissy that is left for the old lady to use and toy with.”

Beth smiled and nodded. “I can’t see West being anything but her sissy, but I wouldn’t let her hear you call her an old lady.”

Beth bent forward and kissed Candy on the forehead then took the other woman’s hand and they walked downstairs.

In the kitchen, Ron and Lisa were fixing breakfast. Ron looked up and let out a wolf whistle. The two women realized that the time in the bedroom had skewed their view of the need for clothing and both were still naked.

Beth laughed and Candy joined in.

“Kind of hard to keep my secret now,” Candy said ruefully as she looked down at her cock with a bit of embarrassment.

“I don’t know why you would want to keep that a secret honey,” Lisa told her with a smile.

“So how are things upstairs?” Ron asked.

“I think Phyllis is enjoying herself. The dean and Mr. West seem to be settling into their roles as feminized sissies. Phyllis has become dangerous with the bullwhip and is now teaching them to butt munch,” Beth told him.

They sat down at the table and Lisa brought out the food she and Ron had been preparing.

“So is the plan still to stay here and shepherd things along until Monday morning?” Ron asked.

From the stairs a voice said, “That’s a good question, I’d like to hear the plan myself.”

The four at the table looked over and saw Phyllis approaching.

“I gave them a few more glasses of wine to guzzle. They are gagged and bound until I can give them a bit more attention. But I needed to take a breather,” the woman said as she approached the table.

Beth motioned to an empty chair and the woman sat down. Like Beth and Candy, Phyllis was still naked.

Phyllis took a glass and filled it with orange juice.

“What the fuck did you do to us?” she asked. There was no anger. It was just a question.

“Basically a type of virally induced hormone therapy. Your breasts are already growing and firming up,” Beth observed. “Like I told you earlier, you will tend to be a bit more aggressive than before. Your body is now producing male hormones in limited amounts that will do that. There will be some other changes like your citreous growing in size, but nothing too extreme.”

“And them?” Phyllis asked.

“They are feminized sissy sluts. Their bodies are producing very little male hormones at this point. They have female hormones which, since their bodies aren’t used to it, will make them more submissive. They will also lose most of their pubic hair because the hormones that control that are no longer being made. And they will tend to want a dominant partner they can form an emotional bond with. You are that partner and they have already bonded with you.”

“What does that mean?”

“You are like a drug to them. They need you. After a few hours without you, they will begin to exhibit the classic symptoms of withdrawal. They will be nervous, they will twitch, and they will not be able to think of anything except you. Originally I had thought I would bond your husband to you and West to his girlfriend, but after meeting Candy and realizing that she was really just stuck in an abusive relationship I had second thoughts. You seemed to take control and enjoy it, so they both have bonded to each other and to you.”

“And what am I supposed to do with them?”

“Whatever you want. They will adapt to their new body chemistry over the next week or two. Both can probably continue to function in the real world during the work day so long as they have you and themselves to give them their ‘fix’ of submission and humiliation most evenings.”

Beth looked at the woman now. “I’m sorry. I made assumptions about you that were more based on your husband. But I have forced something on you that I’m not sure you really want.”

Phyllis sipped at her orange juice for a minute looking thoughtful.

“I’m okay with things,” she finally said. “I’m going to have to find a real man because that pair of cuckold sissies can’t take care of certain needs. I’ve flirted with the pool man for years, but next time he comes over I’m just going to have to walk out for some nude sunbathing and get into his pants I guess. That is unless your friend here is willing to share her boyfriend every once in a while.”

Lisa grinned at Phyllis and told the woman, “I’m not usually good at sharing. But technically the dean will be Ron’s boss now with the lab. Ron sleeping with his boss’s wife while her cuckold husband watches is pretty kinky. I have to admit that when you made your husband eat the cum out of my pussy, that was kind of a turn on. We might be able to work something out.”

Beth looked at Phyllis. “Originally my plan was to stick around until Monday, but now I am thinking that I might find some banks open on Saturday and cash the checks West gave me. The paperwork for my sabbatical is official and I just won’t show back up at the end of the year. Ron heads up the new lab. The only lose end is West, but I assume that if he tells whoever was behind all of this that he was able to buy me off and I’m just going to lay low they will probably be happy for now.”

“You know,” Phyllis said, “I know Paul bought Stan off also. There was close to a million dollars deposited in several joint account Stan and I have. I’m not proud of it, but I was greedy. I think they were ready to do whatever they needed to do to keep you out of the lab.”

Beth shrugged. “I understand. It was nothing personal. Just like I had plans for you before I got to know you as… Well, I guess we can say as ‘intimately’ as I’ve come to know you. But I am thinking I would like to cash my checks and get out of town.”

“Lisa and I can stick around. We’ll make sure we secure the video when we’re done,” Ron said. Then looking at Phyllis he added, “And we can help you with the two sissies for a while.”

Phyllis grinned at the young man. “I certainly enjoyed some of the help you were giving me earlier sweetheart. Why don’t we go upstairs so you can help stretch my pussy wide open? I’d also like to see if I can fit that wonderful thing up my ass. If your girlfriend says it okay, that is.”

Lisa smiled. “I’m actually bisexual. Why don’t you munch on my muff while you spread your legs for Ron?”

The three stood up.

“So we might not see you again,” Ron said, looking at Beth.

“Maybe,” Beth said. “I’ll stay in touch, but I think I’m going to take the money and disappear. You enjoy your new job. You will be a great lab manager. Phyllis, you take good care of your new toys.”

They said their goodbyes and the three walked upstairs while Beth and Candy ate breakfast.

There were loud screams and the sound of a cracking whip as Beth and Candy quickly dressed, grabbed the keys to Paul West’s car, and left the cabin.


17. The Exit

Beth did not have any trouble cashing the checks. She had several bank accounts that she used to spread the money around. Over the next few weeks the money would be transferred through several banks to the point of being virtually untraceable.

As they got ready to cash the last check for around $100,000, Beth looked at Candy.

“Listen, why don’t we put this one in an account for you? I have plenty and this would let you get a fresh start. You could go where you want to go and maybe find that someone special you wanted to meet.”

Candy looked at Beth and told the woman, “I’ve already found someone special and the only place I want to be is with you.”

Then she added self-consciously, “That is, if you’ll have me.”

Beth smiled, “I have to admit I was kind of hoping you would feel that way. Let’s get this one cashed and then we’ll hit the road.”



A few hours later, Candy pulled West’s car into the driveway of the dean’s house and shut off the ignition. She climbed out and walked to the street. There she climbed into a large RV that Beth was driving.

It was more of a mobile lab than a motor home, but it would do.

“You know, I was thinking,” Candy said.

“What?”

“You said it was a kind of hormone therapy you were using?”

“Not exactly, but similar.”

“Well, instead of hormone like H-O-R-M-O-N-E, you could say that the dean and West got a therapy that made the moan like sissy whores. So you could call it whore moan therapy. W-H-O-R-E and then M-O-A-N. Whore-Moan. Get it?”

Beth laughed and reached her hand out. Candy took the hand, squeezed it in her own, and smiled.

“I like that,” Beth said. “Maybe that’s what we’ll have to do. Go around looking for men who deserve a little Whore-Moan therapy.

Soon they were driving out of town and neither looked back.


Book Two: Big Rig and Bigger Sissy

Another story in The FemDom Doctor’s Whore-Moan Therapy Series.


Prolog

Dr. Beth Garret spent a decade working on a promising form of therapy using specially designed synthetic viruses. When properly designed, these viruses use the host body itself to create various hormones or other chemicals such as insulin.

As her work progressed, others became aware of it. For several large, multi-national pharmaceutical companies, the cheap and easily produced synthetic viruses that required only a single use to provide long-term results was a clear threat.

A powerful businessman and the dean of the college where Beth was doing her research were paid to put an end to Beth’s work.

Instead, Beth used synthetic viruses she had tailored on the two men. Now the once powerful men are nothing but sissy whores who served their demanding Mistress, the wife of the dean.

In the process, Beth ended up with two million dollars as well as a lover and best friend named Candy. The couple decide to lay low for a while, but when bad men cross their paths the pair know what to do.

As Candy had pointed out, instead of ‘hormone’ therapy, the bad men receive ‘whore-moan’ therapy because they are typically left as wanton, pitiful, feminized sissies by the time Beth and Candy are finished with them.

This story is about yet another stop in their travels


1. Fill ‘er Up

The large RV pulled into the truck stop and up to the row of pumps. A few minutes later the side door opened and two women stepped out. One was in her mid to late thirties, about average build, with blond hair. The other was in her early twenties with a slim build and raven black hair.

There were two things you could not help but noticed. One was that the women were happy, laughing often as they talked. The other thing was that both were beautiful with some kind of special presence about them.

The large RV would take over one hundred gallons of fuel, so while it was filling the women went inside to grab a soda.



From the window of the truck, Sarah watched the two women go into the store and made a decision.

It was not a trivial decision. In fact, it was a life or death decision. And although anyone could look in the window of the truck and see the young woman, nobody could know that her hands were in cuffs that connected to an eyelet between her knees and that a ball gag filled her mouth beneath what looked like a scarf that covered her lower face.

The man who had kidnapped her… The man who had been driving the truck she was in… He had left the driver’s door open as he got out to fuel his truck.

Sarah quietly took a small piece of wire she had managed to pick up off the floor and worked at the cuffs. She worked quickly. Her dad was a cop and he had shown her the trick many times over the years. Once her hands were free, she resisted the urge to remove the gag and quietly opened the passenger door instead. She noiselessly slipped out and quickly made her way to the large RV the two women had arrived in.

She said a quiet prayer as she tried the door and a quiet thanks when she found it unlocked. She slipped inside and moved behind one of the seats. She sat down and tried to make herself as small as possible.



“At some point,” Beth said, “we probably should figure out exactly where we are going. Or even figure it out inexactly. Is there something you’d like to visit or see?”

Candy thought for a second, “I’d like to see you naked.”

They both laughed as Candy opened the door. Beth climbed the stairs and moved to the driver’s seat. Candy was about to close the door and follow when a man’s deep voice yelled, “Excuse me!”

Candy looked as a lean man with wild black hair hurried towards her.

“My daughter wandered off,” the man said as he got close. “We had a fight and I think she might be mad and trying to hide from me. Did you happen to see her? About your age with blond hair.”

Both Candy and Beth heard the slight whimper from behind Beth’s seat, but neither gave the slightest indication to the man.

“No,” Candy said. “We were in the store getting some snacks. I didn’t see anyone around the parking lot when we came out. What about you Beth?”

The woman in the driver’s seat shook her head. “Nope. If you think she might have run away, maybe we should call the police.”

Beth could read people and had deliberately mentioned the police to see what reaction she would get.

The man laughed. “Nah, she’ll show up. I just need to get this load to Oklahoma City by Thursday. The brat is probably trying to get me in trouble by making me late. I’ll keep looking around.”

The man laughed again and took off in a light jog looking around the area.

Candy closed the door and locked it. As Candy climbed to her seat Beth quietly said, “Keep still and keep quiet.”

She started the RV and let it idle.

“I don’t want to look like I’m in a hurry,” Beth told Candy, knowing there were other ears listening.

In a few minutes she put the RV in gear and slowly pulled towards the truck stop exit.

“Okay,” Beth said. “Whoever you are, tell us what’s going on.”

A girl in her early twenties and with blond hair slid on the floor to between the two seats. She was careful to stay low. Beth immediately noticed two things. The ball gag and scarf she held were not part of anyone’s typical attire and the red chafe marks around both wrists looked like she had been restrained.

“The mother fucker tried to kidnap me,” the young lady said in a hoarse voice.

“When? Where?” Beth asked.

“I was out this morning. I was… Well, I was hitchhiking. I just wanted to get away from home. Now I just want to get back. God I was a fucking idiot to do that.”

Beth looked in the mirror and saw the man still walking around the parking lot.

“What is he driving?” Beth asked the girl.

“Blue truck. Sleeper cab. There’s a picture of two fire crackers or something on the doors.

Beth had noticed the truck. Double Dynamite Delivery had been the name on the door.

“He said he was going to kill me and cook me when he was finished with me,” the girl on the floor said.

Her voice was taking on a panicked tone and Candy reached down. The girl took Candy’s hand and held it tightly.

“My dad’s a cop,” the girl said. “I’d like for him to get that mother fucker alone for five minutes.”

Beth saw the man return to his truck. Apparently he decided getting out of town was his best bet.

Beth slowly got back on the interstate that would head towards Oklahoma City. She saw the truck taking the same route not far behind. She keep her speed a bit below the speed limit.

“Get back behind the seat for a few minutes,” Beth told the girl and the girl scooted back.

Soon the truck was passing the RV. The driver glanced over. Beth looked straight ahead but Candy looked over. She pretended to be surprised and recognize the man. She gave a quick wave and a smile. She could tell he was studying the inside of the RV, probably hoping maybe he could find the girl.

The truck pulled ahead and soon was a quarter mile ahead. Beth picked up speed to keep the truck in sight.

“You think he was dangerous? Not just a nut job?” Beth asked.

“Dangerous. I wasn’t the first he’s snagged. He had cuffs and was rigged with an eyelet. He had the ball gag. There were things like panties and jewelry in the back that looked like trophies to me.”

“What’s your name?”

“Sarah. Sarah Tinley.”

“I’m Beth and this is Candy. I want to stop this guy Sarah, but I need something from you to do it.”

“Anything. You name it.”

“When this plays out,” Beth told her. “You never met us and you never saw us. You are hiding in that truck up there or something, but you never left the truck. There never was an RV. There never were two other women.”

Sarah was looking at the woman. It seemed like a strange request, but she nodded.

“She’s got a plan,” Candy told Sarah in a matter of fact voice.


2. End of a Long Day

They followed the truck for about six hours before it pulled off into a rest area.

“He may be stopping for the night,” Beth guessed.

She pulled in but kept her distance as they watched the truck park.

“Candy, change into some dark clothes. I need to get something ready. Sarah, you hang on for a minute.”

There was a door that blocked the back of the RV. Candy opened it and she and Beth walked back. Candy striped to her underwear and put on black yoga pants and a black sweater. Beth was working carefully with two cans of beer. When she was finished, she put them in a small backpack that she handed to Candy.

Beth also unlocked a compartment and pulled out a black plastic case and two radios. Then the two walked up front.

“Okay,” Beth began. “Candy, if you don’t want to do this, I understand. But one of us needs to bump into him. We convince him we want to buddy up and that we are looking for a place to crash. Act jittery. The can of beer with green markings is actually just water. Pretend you are drunk and horny. Offer him the other can of beer. It has a mild sedative and some other stuff in it.”

Candy knew that the “other stuff” was probably the synthetic virus that that she affectionately referred to as “whore-moan” therapy. If the guy took a few sips, he was going to have an interesting experience.

“Sarah, you be close, but out of sight. Candy, I’ll give you about ten minutes and then I’m calling 9-1-1. When a state trooper gets here, I’m going to honk the horn once. Sarah, you start screaming and run to the trooper from beside the truck. Candy, when that happens you get out of the truck and get your cute butt back here as fast as you can. Sarah, when they ask, you were in the truck and you managed to escape. That’s your story. Don’t change it. Okay?”

“Got it,” Sarah said.

“Candy, I’ll give you a radio so we can listen in.” As she was talking, Beth dialed a combination on the lock on the black box. She opened it. Inside was a 9 mm Taurus P92 pistol in a black leather holster and a leather carrier with two extra magazines.

“If something goes wrong while you’re in the truck, try to get out. If you can’t do that, try to get low. I’m a fairly good shot, but I don’t want you behind him if it comes down to that.”

Candy nodded. She had no idea that Beth could even shot or that there was a pistol in the RV.

Beth took a third black leather pouch from the box and handed it to Candy.

“Pepper spray,” she explained. “You guys ready?”

The two younger girls nodded.


3. Get Ready

Candy pulled on a black stocking cap and walked towards the truck. She lightly knocked on the driver’s side door. A second later the window rolled down.

The man from earlier looked out, but with the change of clothes and the hat he did not recognize the girl.

“What ‘da want?” he asked. It sounded like he was already stoned or drunk.

“I need a place to crash,” Candy said in a voiced that sounded whiney and desperate. “I’ve got some beer and I, you know, can be fun.”

The man looked at her for nearly a minute.

“Go around and climb in,” he finally told her.

She walked to the passenger side door, opened it, and climbed up into the cab.

One hand was clutching a tattered backpack and she trembled. The truth was that she was afraid. She trusted Beth and she knew that someone needed to deal with this man. She was scared, but she was also determined.

“I need a drink, you know?” Cindy said as she pulled one of the cans from her backpack, popped it open, and took a long sip.

“Helps me relax,” she said. Then she giggled and added, “Makes me horny to.”

The man watched in silence as Candy closed her eyes and sighed. They sat quietly for a minute or so.

“I’m Candy,” Candy muttered.

“I’m Gary. You a runaway?” the man asked

Candy shrugged. “Nobody misses me. Not so much a runaway and just making my own way.”

“No family?” the man asked.

“My mom is a drunk and a drug addict. A hooker to. I guess I get some of my bad habits from her. Shit, she doesn’t even know who my dad was. One of her johns.”

“You ever thought about being a hooker? You’re pretty.”

Candy gave another shrug. “I don’t know. I fucked my dealer for a supply a few times. I gave a guy a blowjob and he bought me a six pack. I’m down to my last one now.”

Candy pulled the second beer from her backpack.

The man reached over and grabbed the beer from her. He jerked the tab and took a few gulps.

Candy looked at him. “That was my last one,” she said with a pout.

“Yeah, and you’re drunk, doped up, and need a place to fucking sleep. That’s how life works bitch.”

Candy shrugged and took another sip from her can.

“It makes me horny,” Candy said. “Does it make you horny?”

“I’m always horny. I’m going to have some fun with you tonight. A lot of fun you little bitch.”

Even though Candy was watching and wary, the man’s move caught her off guard. He grabbed her right arm with his left hand. There was a set of zip lock restraints looped around his left wrist. With his right hand he slid the loop down and pulled it tight over Candy’s wrist. Then his right hand darted through the other loop, caught Candy’s left hand, and tugged. With a pull, her other wrist was bound in the restraint.

“What the fuck is that for?” Candy asked. Her voice trembled and there was no acting about it now.

The man was smiling at her.

“I’m going to enjoy playing with you. You might not enjoy it as much. But it’s the last thing you’re going to do in your short and pathetic life.”

“What do you mean?” Candy asked. The man just laughed.

This guy was bad news and even as scared as she was she was determined that she was going to help take him down.


4. Get Set

Beth and Sarah watched Candy approach the truck. A few minutes later the girl climbed into the cab of the truck.

Sarah watched carefully and asked, “When this is over, I’m not going to see you two again, am I?”

“You never know,” Beth answered. “But we’ll be on the road as soon as I know the trooper has him and that you’re safe.”

“Thank you,” Sarah said. “You guys saved my ass.”

“You just take care of yourself,” Beth told her. “It can be dangerous out there.”

They watched Candy climb into the truck and Sarah began to move.

“I’m going to go to college like my dad wanted me to. I’ve learned my lesson. Thanks again.”

With that Sarah was out the door and walking towards the truck.



The radio Candy had was locked on transmit so Beth was listening to the entire conversation. The first questions convinced her this guy was definitely trouble. He was making sure no friends or family were around who were going to miss Candy if she disappeared.

Beth picked up her phone and dialed 9-1-1. After the first ring, a voice answered the phone.

“9-1-1. What’s your emergency.”

“I’m at the rest area off the interstate by mile marker 237 on the east bound side. There’s a truck here and I hear a girl screaming. I think he’s raping her. Please send help. Oh god, she’s screaming like something terrible is happening.”

“Hold on please.”

There was a slight pause and Beth knew the dispatcher was sending a unit.

The operator came back on. “A unit is on the way.”

“It’s terrible. It sounds like he’s killing her.”

“Please, try to stay calm. What does the truck look like?”

“One of those big trucks. Blue. It has things like fire crackers on the door.”

“Okay, someone should be there in just a few minutes. What’s your name?”

“Gail,” Beth lied glibly. “The screams are…”

Beth hit the button to hang up. She knew that people were suspicious if you hung up while they were talking, but never suspected you might hang up on yourself. So talking and breaking the connection made most people think the cell service was bad or something.

Things in the truck were moving fast. Too fast for Beth’s taste.

She checked the pistol for a round in the chamber and stood up. She was about to go it on her own when she saw the flashing lights. She leaned over and sounded the RV’s horn for a few seconds and watched.


5. And Go!

The driver reached over and began to fondle Candy’s breasts through her sweater.

“You’re flat. I like big boobs. They taste yummy. I have a special recipe.”

Candy remember Sarah’s mention of some of the comments by the man. She did not know if he was serious or just trying to scare her. Whatever the case, she was scared and shaking now as she struggled in the zip tie restraints.

She tried to stop him, but his hands roughly dropped down to her crotch and groped.

“What the fuck?”

The man tugged at Candy’s pants and panties, then looked inside.

“Shit. You’re a fucking shemale. I’ve never had one before. You and I are going to have some real fun honey. Your life may have just gotten a few days longer because I think I’m going to drag this one out a bit.”

Suddenly she saw something in the man’s hand. His hand shoved forward towards her stomach. At first she thought it was a knife and began to scream, but it was a stun gun. The scream ended in a gurgle as Candy’s body convulsed.

The man was trying to work her pants down. Slowly Candy regained use of her bound hands and tugged at the door latch.

“Child proof,” he chuckled. “I learned my lesson earlier today. Opens from the outside only. You belong to me you fucking shemale slut.”

Candy’s fear had distracted her. She had forgot her safety net and the plan. But now she heard the horn of the RV sound.

She was supposed to get out, but the problem was that she could not open the door.



Just outside the cab of the truck, Sarah listened. Their voices were muffled, but she could hear them if she listened carefully.

She heard the scream and then the comment about the door.

She saw the flashing blue lights of the state trooper’s car as it pulled into the rest area and started back towards the overnight truck parking.

She grasped her shirt and ripped it open, popping the button’s off. She reached up and pulled on the door handle. Thankfully the door handle worked and the door swung open. She felt Candy tumble out of the cab and helped the other girl get her feet under her.

The trooper was only about a hundred feet away now and Sarah ran to the back of the truck and into the beams of his headlights. The trooper gunned his car and skidded to a stop near her.

“He kidnapped me and was trying to…” Sarah screamed between faked sobs and pointed towards the truck.

The trooper upholstered his pistol and made a quick jog to the driver’s door.

“Out of the truck! Now! Keep your hands where I can see them.”

The driver’s door popped open and the man inside fell to the ground grasping his face and screaming.

Sarah realized what had happened. Candy had given the guy a going away present.

“Pepper spray,” Sarah yelled to the trooper.

In seconds the man was in cuffs and the trooper had called for backup.



Candy heard the horn and thought the man was getting ready to use the stun gun again. Her hands plunged into her backpack and pulled out the can of pepper spray.

Suddenly the door opened behind her and she let the driver have it to the face. He screamed and clawed his face instinctively as the pepper stray struck him. In the confined space of the cab, even Candy could feel her eyes beginning to burning.

With her wrists in the restraints, she did her best to pull up her pants, grab the two cans of beer, snag her backpack, and get the hell out of the cab.

She tried to blend with the darkness, but the flashing lights of the trooper’s car and now the lights and opening doors of other vehicles made that hard. Candy shoved her hands up under her sweater like she was trying to stay warm and hurried towards the RV.

Beth had the door open and helped Candy into the RV. Beth had a grim look on her face as she cut the restraints from Candy’s wrists. She hugged the girl tightly for over a minute, but then they both set down.

Beth started the RV and slowly pulled from the rest stop parking area. A second trooper was just pulling in and a car from the local sheriff’s office was getting ready to cut across the central median from the other side of the interstate.

Candy was panting and shaking. As the adrenalin began to wear off she felt tired.

“We hit the next town in just a few miles,” Beth said. “We’ll get a real hotel room for the night instead of sleeping in the RV, okay?”

Candy nodded.

“He was a really bad man, wasn’t he?” Candy asked Beth.

“Yes,” Beth said. “But he won’t be hurting anyone else.”

Candy nodded. It had been tough and scary, but at least she knew there would not be another girl like Sarah who would fall into the man’s clutches.


6. Busted

In the hours after his arrest, Gary seemed groggy and disoriented. He kept talking about a shemale, but Sarah’s dad had shown up and assured them his daughter was nothing of the sort.

He was in uniform and Sarah had never been happier to see anyone. She felt a bit guilty about lying, but the two women had saved her life. Sarah stuck to her story of being the only one in the truck with the man through the day.



Gary sat quietly in the interrogation room. It was nearly noon the day after his arrest and he had to admit he did not feel so good.

The previous day had become a bit of a blur. He was sure he had drank a bit and had caught himself a chick with a dick. Didn’t the other girl get away from him at the truck stop earlier that day? How could she have been running away from the truck a few hours later?

There were other things bothering him. The chick had said she got horny after drinking a bit. Well now he was horny as hell, but it wasn’t like it had always been before. He had felt a shift. At first he had been scared, but now there was only a deep, unsatisfied longing.

A guard came to the cell door and began to unlock it.

“The Chief Deputy wants to have a little talk with you,” the guard said. “Hands behind your back. You’ll be handcuffed and shackled each time you leave your cell until someone says different.”

Gary meekly complied.



Chief Deputy Alice Watts was in charge of Custody Operations and responsible for running the county jail. She was reading the information she had on Gary Stiles and, even though she had not yet seen him in person, already did not care for him. He had only had minor skirmishes with the law in the past, but it was clear he had an attitude problem and the evidence they had gathered from his truck made it clear he was a seriously sick puppy who had done a lot of bad things over the three years he had spent on the road as a driver.

Unfortunately, she was stuck with him for now. Several other states were seeking extradition and the feds wanted him for the kidnapping charge, but for now he was in her county and being held for unlawful imprisonment, intent to assault, possession of marijuana, and a handful of other charges. While the other jurisdictions wanted him, nobody would probably be in any hurry to take him off their hands. The other agencies could spend their time gathering evidence of their own while any trial occurred here.

She sighed and leaned back in her chair. She was a large woman, standing almost six foot tall and weighing around 250 pounds. But she had a pretty face and carried herself with confidence.

In general Chief Deputy Watts ran a “by the books” operation with very few exceptions. One of those few exceptions was the handsome man with wavy black hair and beautiful blue eyes that sat on the sofa in her office wearing his jail issued orange jump suit.

“Slick” was a con man. He made a living being charming and witty. He was good at bullshitting people. These days, it was Chief Deputy Watts that he focused his BS on. She knew it was BS and he knew that she knew it, but she liked the company and he like the little perks of being in her good graces.

Part of their relationship was sexual and for both of them it was purely physical. But both found it a very enjoyable physical relationship.

There was a knock on the door and the guard entered with Gary Stiles. Alice nodded that the guard could leave and he backed out of the door. Both Alice and Slick studied the man, but Gary kept his eyes turned downward, his eyes unfocused and staring at some point on the floor.

Finally Alice broke the silence. “It looks like you are going to be staying with us a while. I want to make sure we don’t have trouble. You understand?”

Gary meekly replied, “Yes ma’am.”

“You may think you are a tough guy, preying on young women out there. But in here, you are nothing but another piece of shit. And you are my fucking piece of shit to do with as I please. Understand?”

“Yes ma’am. Thank you for letting me be your piece of shit.”

Slick smiled as he looked at Alice. He could tell she was suddenly pissed.

“Are you trying to be a smart ass?”

“No ma’am,” Gary said. “I belong to you. Thank you for letting me be your piece of shit.”

“You lousy fucking pervert,” Alice had stood up and was around the desk standing in front of the man. “I think you are mouthing off and I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

“No ma’am,” Gary said, seeming genuinely confused. “I just want to do what you ask of me.”

“Well I think I want you to kiss my hairy ass.”

Alice meant it as a figure of speech, not in a literal sense. But Gary immediately dropped to his knees and said, “Yes ma’am. Thank you for letting worship your ass ma’am.”

Alice and Slick exchanged glances. Slick walked to the door of the office and quietly locked it.

Alice looked at Gary and then turned around. She dropped her pants, reached behind, and spread the pudgy cheeks of her ass. Her tightly puckered asshole was visible nestled inside the fury crack of her butt.

“Kiss my ass you sorry bastard,” she told the kneeling man.

Slick had moved behind Gary planning to shove the man’s head forward, but this turned out to be unnecessary.

Even in his shackles and handcuffs, Gary eagerly leaned forward and buried his face in the woman’s ass. His tongue began eagerly licking at her forbidden opening as he savored the funky taste and smell of her bung hole.

Alice gave an involuntary gasp. Oh shit that felt good! A few times she had made men work on her back door, but the warm tongue that was enthusiastically licking and probing at her hole was much different than the half-hearted and tentative efforts she had experienced before.

“Oh yeah,” she said and then moaned.

Meanwhile Gary was making happy noises as his tongue worked. He was in heaven. A few days ago he could not even have imagined submitting to a woman or doing something as foul and nasty as this. But now it felt so perfect. A small part of his brain knew that there had been some profound shift, but he did not understand or care what it was.

That same tiny voice told him to fuck this woman once he had her worked up, but his body would not cooperate and his cock remained limp and flaccid despite his intense arousal and excitement.

Slick had been Alice’s lover long enough to feel comfortable joining in. She was leaned over her desk with Gary’s face buried in her ass, so Slick moved beside her, reached beneath her and began playing with her clit. He could feel the juices of excitement that had dampened her pubic hair.

As his fingers worked her sensitive love bud Alice began to squirm.

“God that’s a sexy ass you have,” Slick said. He was even being sincere this time. In the six months he had been her lover she had never expressed any interest in anal sex and he had never pushed the issue. Now he was eyeing the hole with desire.

Slick felt her body quiver as his finger continued its work.

“Fuck yeah,” she gasped.

Suddenly the quiver changed to a wracking shudder that shook her body time after time.

She was panting as Slick leaned forward and told her, “I’d love to fuck that luscious ass of yours baby.”

“I want it honey,” she whispered in a strained voice.

“Lube her up good,” Slick told Gary. There was already drool and spittle running down the crack of Alice’s ass.

“And lube me while you’re at it,” Slick told Gary as he offered his cock to the man.

Reluctantly, Gary pulled his face from Alice’s ass, but once he had he immediately went happily to work sucking and slobbering on Slick’s stiff cock. In the back of his mine Gary wondered why he had never sucked a cock before. It was fun and the salty taste of precum was yummy. He vaguely remembered the shemale chick who had been in the cab of his truck and wanting to do naughty and painful things to her. He should have been worshiping her cock and her ass, just like he was with these two.

When Slick felt he was lubed enough, he pushed Gary to the side and began to mount Alice from behind.

“Nnnuuuggg!” She grimaced as he pushed his cock against her asshole.

“Ahhhhhh!” Suddenly the resistance gave way and the head of his cock was inside her.

Slick grasped the deputy chief’s hips and slowly worked his dick in and out, pushing deeper and deeper into her with each thrust.

When he was all the way in, he began fucking her in earnest.

“Shit your ass is tight,” Slick said. “It feels so fucking incredible.”

“I love having you inside,” she said, “It feels so good. Fuck my ass good baby.”

Slick continued to work while Gary knelt to one side watching.

Slick picked up his speed a bit and reached beneath his lover again. Once more his fingers began working her swollen clit while he butt fucked her with quick, hard plunges into the depths of her ass.

He felt her begin to squirm.

“I’m going to come baby,” he told her.

“Me to,” she grunted. “Almost there.”

Her body suddenly plunged over the edge and began to shake uncontrollably in the troughs of a mighty orgasm.

“Yyyeeesss!” she screamed.

Alice’s convulsions caused her dark tunnel to twitch and contract around Slick’s cock and suddenly he came. He continued fucking her as his cock spewed its gooey load into her bowels.

They were both spent and panting when he pulled out. Alice felt cum beginning to dribble from her ass.

“Lick up all that cum sissy boy,” she commanded Gary and once again he eagerly buried his face between her ass cheeks.

Slick watched as the other man greedily lapped at the creamy cum mixed with dark flecks from the depths of Alice’s bowels. For five minutes the man licked and sucked until Alice’s ass was absolutely clean.

Alice stood up and turned.

“Now clean his cock for me,” she said, pointing towards Slick’s limp dick.

Gary now eagerly went to work on the slab of meet that had been buried in his mistress’s wonderful ass minutes before. Soon Slick’s cock was clean.

Alice had pulled the pants to her uniform back up and now told Gary, “Stand up.”

The man struggled up while Slick tucked his cock away. Alice reached forward and felt Gary’s crotch through the jump suit he wore.

“You aren’t even hard,” she said.

“No ma’am,” Gary said. “I’m sorry.”

Alice laughed. “It doesn’t do any good when sissies get hard anyway you pitiful cuckold bitch.”

Slick had unlocked the door and Alice pushed a button on her desk phone.

“You can take him back now,” she said and then hung up.

Then she looked at Gary and told him, “Don’t say one word about what happened her today. If you do, I’ll make you sorry you ever lived.”

“No ma’am,” he said as the door opened and the guard came in. “Thank you ma’am.”

The guard took Gary by the arms and he shuffled from the room. The guard closed the door behind them as they left.

“What the hell was that about?” Slick asked. “I thought he was some kind of sexual predator but he’s a submissive little man whore.”

“I don’t know,” Alice said with a shake of her head. “But we can have some fun with him until he’s convicted and hauled off to the state prison. I’ll bet he makes a lot of friends once he gets to prison. But he sure is different than all the reports made me thing he would be.

She didn’t know that he had been on the receiving end of Dr. Garret’s hormone or, as Candy called it, “whore-moan” therapy.


7. Doing Hard Time

Gary was convicted on several charges. With that, he was relocated from the local jail and the oversight of Chief Deputy Alice Watts.

Gary had looked forward to the three or four times a week he was summed by the Chief Deputy for her pleasure and his humiliation. He needed a woman to tell him what to do. A strong woman. A woman who would take charge. He had started to worship her and leaving her scared him.

For her, he had been an interesting toy that let her and Slick add a bit of kinky diversity to their sexual romps. She had grown to find Gary a bit creepy as he spiraled down the hole of insanity.

At the new prison, he had no contact with women. He became more and more effeminate and was brutally used by other men, but it was something he came to long for and crave. When he started actively soliciting just about everyone he saw, he became a discipline problem.

Because of this, he ended up in solitary confinement. With virtually no human contact, Gary’s mind began to collapse in on itself and soon the loose grasp he had been able to keep on sanity began to fade.

With nobody to serve and nobody to fill his need for orders and humiliation, Gary began to shut down and would set for hours staring silently.

His goddesses had forsaken him…


8. The Call

A few weeks after the incident at the truck stop, the telephone began to ring in a typical middle class house in a typical middle class neighborhood. It rang three times before the woman answered. She had been fixing dinner and it was almost ready.

“Hello?”

“Is Sarah around?” a girlish voice asked.

“Just a minute,” the woman said and then covered the mouthpiece. “Sarah! It’s for you. Sounds like a friend.”

Sarah looked up from where she had been doing homework and came to the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hey Sarah, it’s Candy. Beth’s here to. You’re on speaker phone.”

“Hello Sarah,” came Beth’s voice. “Is it an okay time to talk?”

Sarah pulled the phone around the corner from the kitchen into the dining room for a bit more privacy.

“God it’s great to hear from you two.”

“You doing okay honey?” Beth asked.

“I’m fine. Things are good here at home. I guess we all learned something from the experience. It’s been hard not having anyone to really talk to, but I haven’t told a soul about you guys.”

“Thanks,” Beth said. “That makes our lives a lot easier.”

“We are still driving around randomly. I think Beth is lost, but won’t admit it,” Candy said and Sarah could hear the girl giggle.

“So you made it out okay?” Sarah asked Candy. “I knew things were getting bad in there and I was worried about you.”

“I was fine,” Candy said. “A bit scared. The bastard had zip restraints on me quicker than I could move, but it worked out okay. How about you?”

“My dad was pissed because I had run away, but after what happened he was even more pissed at that Gary guy. I’ve started back to college, so he’s happy now.”

Sarah pause. “Candy?”

“Yes.”

“When I was listening outside the truck, he said something. I was…” Sarah’s voice trailed off.

“You were wondering if I’m a shemale?” Candy asked.

“Yeah, I guess I was.”

“I’d rather just call myself a girl or say I’m transgendered. But yeah, I’m a shemale.”

“That’s so cool,” Sarah said without thinking and she heard Candy and Beth laugh.

“My dad’s a cop and he heard that the guy has had some kind of mental breakdown. He’s like a submissive sissy that keeps getting into trouble because he’s hitting on the guards, the other prisoners, and anyone else he sees. They’ve got him in solitary now. I assume you guys had something to do with that.”

“The whore-moan, two words, therapy,” Candy said with a laugh. “Actually Beth has started on me now. I have real titties now. They still need to grow some, but it is kind of neat.”

Sarah and Candy both laughed.

“We better not keep you too long,” Beth said. “But we wanted to check on you. We’ll call you again in a few weeks, okay?”

“That would be great. I owe you guys so much. I owe you my life.”

“We are just glad we were there when you needed help. I’ll bet you help someone out one day and pay it forward.”

They said their goodbyes and hung up.

Sarah looked thoughtfully at the phone. Pay it forward? She wanted to do that. Maybe she’d get a degree in criminal justice and be a cop like her dad so she should help people.

Half the country away, a large RV pulled into the parking lot of a hotel that had been rated four stars because of the steak house located in the lobby and the heated pool. The door to the RV opened. A few seconds later Candy and Beth stepped out, took each other by the hand, and walked towards the front door. They both were smiling as the discussed the call with the girl they had been able to help.

They were also pretty certain there would be others to help further down the road.
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