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Forward By The Author
This brand new chilling book, with 23,000 words of actual story content, is one of the most horrific and sexually explicit tales I’ve ever told. It’s also my first story involving Futas. This story has it all: court room drama, gender change using futuristic experimental medical techniques, a man’s vertiginous fall from power, wronged women exacting unique revenge, a cautionary tale, and a redemption arc.
Make no mistake. This is a frightening and filthy revenge science fiction horror fantasy featuring several explicit sexual and BDSM scenes.
Just in time for Halloween, but enjoyable all year around.
My usual stories avoid any supernatural or highly advanced science fiction elements. Except during the Spooky Season that is. This time of year, I let my dark and mystical imagination run wild. In this story, an arrogant abusive man violates several women. He’s forced to undergo an experimental gender swap and ends up helpless to resist punishment by the women he abused—with unspeakably horrible consequences.
Warning! This kinky filthy forced feminization science fiction horror fantasy features taboo themes: gender change, forced feminization, female domination, humiliation, BDSM, emasculation, and a stunning lifestyle change from a powerful abusive man into a feminized sex toy!
Please don’t read this book if you don’t like such subjects!
I cannot thank you enough for choosing this all new story! I love to hear from my readers! Several of you have made my day by sharing your thoughts and asking questions about my books.
Please email me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com with any comments, concerns, etc. you might have. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind, or if you want to commission a custom story.
Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love and need you! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!
￼
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This Book Meets All Amazon/Kindle Standards
All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, consenting participants in all activities depicted, implied, and referenced. There are no sexual or other intimate relations or actions between or involving blood relations, minors, etc. 
There are no depictions, references to, or implications of any illegal, unethical, immoral, criminal, violent, non-consensual, abusive or other improper or wrongful activity, contact, nor conduct—other than to show that such actions are improper and should lead to severe punishment; nor is any objectionable behavior promoted, advocated for, nor implied.



Copyright Notice
U.S. Federal and International Law prohibits theft of intellectual property. Section 501 of the U.S. copyright law states that “anyone who violates any of the exclusive rights of the copyright owner ... is an infringer of the copyright or right of the author.” Other provisions of international law contain similar provisions.
No copying, transferring, performance, resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, or (re)distribution, excerpting or summarization (other than for the purpose of reviewing) of any part or all of this work—including any of the descriptions, narrative language, scenes, characters, plot lines, events, or any other content—is permitted without express prior, written permission of the author, Mindi Harris. This statement of reserved rights supersedes any other offer or agreement, express or implied, from, between, or among, any person(s), companies, or other entities.



Content Warning And Disclaimers
Warning, Reader Discretion Advised! This is a forced feminization horror fantasy including explicit sexual scenes, and a coerced/coaxed lifestyle and gender change from an abusive man into a fully functioning woman, and more! Do not read this book if any of these or similar themes offend you!
None of the characters, entities, names, events, locations, or any other details refer to anyone or anything in reality. Any resemblance to any person living or dead is unintended and coincidental. This story is fantasy and for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!
Beware! This book describes a character helplessly transformed in body and mind from an abusive male into a fully feminized woman! This story contains taboo themes including male-to-female, transgender, crossdressing, female domination, BDSM, etc. featuring a conflicted / reluctant character’s feminization, humiliation, submission to female domination, emasculation, and lifestyle change. Warning! Don’t Read This Book unless you enjoy reading about such themes.



Chapter 1
The cold steel of handcuffs bit into Richard Livingstone’s wrists as he was led from his luxurious home, some might call it his lair. A chorus of angry voices rising from the crowd gathered outside. He’d been accused of seducing and abusing women, not just a few, but a dozen or more. 
Cries for justice rang out from all sides. “He took everything from those women! Their self confidence, their future!” And, “We won’t rest until he’s behind bars where he belongs!” And, “That monster! He preyed on the vulnerable, he stole their innocence!” And, “We demand justice, and we demand it now!”
Piercing camera flashes from the paparazzi assaulted his eyes, the world a dizzying kaleidoscope of accusation and disgust. A tall man with a muscular build, Richard’s presence was commanding and intimidating. His dark, brooding eyes seemed to look right through the people jeering him, making them feel both intrigued and uneasy. There was an air of danger about him that could not be ignored. Still the shouts demanding justice went on.
“We won’t stand for this kind of depravity in our community!” And, “He got away with it for too long. We have to make sure that he doesn’t get away with it anymore. We will not be silenced!” And “Shame on you, Richard Livingstone! Shame on this whole system that let you walk free for so long!”
As the police car door slammed shut, Richard allowed himself a small, secretive smile. “They think they have me,” he thought, “but this is far from over.”
After Richard spent two long weeks in jail awaiting trial, the big showdown finally arrived. The courtroom loomed before him. It looked like a cathedral with its imposing exterior walls and enormous front doors. Outside, an angry mob cried out for justice, or vengeance.
"You thought you could hide in the shadows, Richard Livingstone! You thought you could escape the consequences of your actions!” And “We are here, we are watching, and we will not let you go unpunished.” And, “We demand justice and vindication for the victims! We will fight for it until our dying breath!”
The police ushered the tall accused abuser through the furious throng, and into his place in the courtroom. Richard stood, wiping imaginary dust from his suit, then took his seat in the front row beside his barrister, Glenda Hendricks. There, he awaited his judgment day. 
He looked at the jury box where twelve women regarded him with thinly veiled contempt. He thought, “How can these women Judge me, with their narrow understanding of power and desire? I’d love to have them under my control, taking them one by one and—” He never completed that thought, however.
“All rise,” the bailiff intoned, “in the matter of The People vs. Richard Livingstone, Judge Helena Barnes presiding.” The court officer was a bulky woman in her late thirties with dark brown eyes. She wore her dark brown hair tied into an austere bun. 
Richard stood up and looked up. He regarded the austere woman who the bailiff had identified as the Judge. That formal introduction wasn’t required, as the middle-aged woman called Helena Barnes wore formal black judicial robes and a white powdered wig, traditional for a British Judge.
She was highly mannered and commanding. Her severe expression promised no quarter. Her piercing eyes reflected both wisdom and determination. Her robes confirmed her conferred power to make rulings and direct the proceedings. Her strong facial features exuded authority and confidence. Her frown expressed a solemn, no-nonsense attitude. 
As everyone in the courtroom rose, Richard’s mind raced. “How can I turn this situation to my advantage?” he mused, “I’ve always been able to manipulate my lessors, to bend them to my will.” Wheels turned inside his mind while he watched intently as the Judge strode toward the Judge’s Bench in the front and center of the courtroom.
“You may be seated,” said the bailiff as the Judge took her seat behind the massive desk called the Judge’s Bench. There, Helena Barnes looked like a queen seated on a throne. Despite the admonition to sit, Richard remained on his feet, his eyes locked on the Judge’s in a contest of wills. As the grim, empowered woman fixed him with her steely gaze, the defendant felt a flicker of self doubt. 
“Be seated, Mr. Livingstone,” the black robed woman said imperiously, her voice commanding, calm and certain. When Richard paused, she banged her gavel saying “This Court will come to order! The defendant will be seated!” until he complied. Then, the Judge addressed her courtroom. “This Court is now in session. We are here today to hear evidence and, if possible, render a verdict in the matter of The People vs. Richard Livingstone.”
She paused and looked around the room, her domain, the place in which she would rule and make rulings, reigning supreme. The courtroom was a space of hushed formality, a blend of aged grandeur and practical functionality. 
The walls, covered with dark, polished oak paneling, bore the weight of decades if not centuries witnessing the unfolding of countless cases, both criminal and civil. Their rich brown surface subtly reflecting the light filtering through tall, arched windows. The wood was deeply grained, showing the passage of time in its subtle variations of tone and texture. The air held a faint scent of old wood and beeswax polish and newly cleaned carpeting. 
Heavy, richly upholstered chairs were arranged for the barristers, prosecutors, and members of the gallery. These chairs, though comfortable enough for extended periods, maintained a dignified stiffness, reflecting the seriousness of the proceedings. The Judge’s Bench, positioned at front of the room, was a large desk on a raised dais. Constructed from the same dark oak as the wall paneling, it had an ornate finish inlaid with darker wood and brass detailing. 
The Judge’s Bench was large and imposing, exuding authority and gravitas. The Judge’s chair, behind the Bench, was grand, with a high back and plush cushioning, maintaining a formal elegance. From there, Judge Barnes commanded the courtroom. The room was sparsely decorated but with careful attention to detail. A large, framed portrait of the King hung above the Judge’s Bench. 
The simple mahogany clerk’s desk sat in front of the Judge, its surface clear of clutter, save for a few essential documents. Judge Barnes looked to this desk and said, “The defendant Mr. Livingstone stands accused of multiple counts of sexual misconduct. Will the Clerk read the charges?”
As they listened to the young woman clerk reading the seemingly endless charges, all of the people in the courtroom sat in stunned silence, reflecting the gravity of the occasion. A few in the gallery occasionally gasped at hearing the lurid details. The barrister and prosecutor sat eager for an opportunity to plead their cases. Witnesses, both for and against Richard, awaited their turn to testify. The defendant sat nervously fidgeting.
In the public gallery, onlookers watched silently, their faces reflecting a range of emotions—anger, curiosity, and judgment. The courtroom was a place of quiet dignity, a space designed to inspire respect for the law and its processes.
The Judge, sitting serenely in her black robes and wig, personified authority. She looked around her domain and then asked solemnly, “Is the defendant Mr. Richard Livingstone present and ready to proceed?”
“Yes he is your honor, and if it may please the court, my name is Glenda Hendricks and I will be representing Mr. Livingstone.” This was the accused abuser’s representative. She had a commanding presence, with dark brown hair and sharp, intelligent green eyes that seemed to assess the situation with precision. 
Her attire was impeccably professional, a well tailored charcoal gray skirt suit that enhanced her authoritative demeanor. She carried herself with confidence and poise, her posture reflecting both strength and elegance.
“Very well, Ms. Hendricks,” the Judge said. She turned toward the other front desk and asked, “Is the prosecution prepared to proceed as well?”
“Yes, your honor, and if it may please the Court, my name is Chelsea Watson and I will represent the People in this matter.” 
Richard looked at the woman who’d just spoken, and saw that she had a striking, authoritative presence that demanded respect. Her imposing stature and confident posture reflected her formidable nature, while her sharp blue eyes shone with high intelligence and dogged determination. Her posh accent and polished manner conveyed precision and competence.
“Very well,” the Judge nodded, “Prosecutor Watson, you may begin your opening statement.”
Chelsea Watson rose, her perfectly tailored pinstriped navy blue skirt suit an armor of professionalism. A tall woman, standing at nearly six feet, she was a commanding presence. As she turned towards Richard, her eyes seemed to scrutinize every detail about him. 
He thought. “She’s lovely, in an austere sort of way. I wonder what she’d be like tied up and gagged in my bed?”
“Your Honor, members of the jury,” Chelsea began, her smooth, deep, alto voice ringing with conviction, “the man before you today has committed heinous acts against multiple victims.” With that, she waved toward the gallery where several women nodded emphatically. They were among the young and beautiful women Richard had seduced and abused. 
Each one of them was beautiful and fit, embodying a feminine grace. Many of them maintained an athletic build, with features that reflected both softness and resilience. Among them were secretaries and personal assistants, nurses, and teachers.Their nurturing roles often contributed to their radiant yet understated beauty, characterized by gentle expressions and poised demeanors.
Their innocence and their desire to help others had made them particularly vulnerable to Richard’s manipulations. He’d persuaded every one of them to engage in kinky sex, far outside their comfort zones. He’d tied them down to his king size bed and used their mouths, asses, and twats, ramming into them with his huge cock. He’d videotaped every one of these encounters, and used the videos to humiliate the women.
Chelsea explained all of this to the courtroom, with fury burning in her bright blue eyes. She made her case, employing her keen intellect and determination.
The prosecutor gritted her teeth and said, “There are no questions about the facts of this case. The defendant, Richard Livingstone himself, created most of the evidence we will present. The videos he recorded of himself attacking his victims will show, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that he is guilty of all the charges against him.” She paused and looked from one jury to another, fixing each one with her steely eyed gaze.
Then, she took a deep breath and summed up her opening argument saying, “The People will show that he is a dangerous, violent predator who used his position and influence to prey upon several vulnerable women. He must be punished to the full extent of the law!”
Richard’s jaw clenched, his own volcanic fury rising within him. “How dare she paint me as some kind of common criminal? Those women wanted me. All of them did!” he muttered under his breath, “now they’re trying to say that I preyed on them? Me? Ridiculous. I’m far above this circus, this petty morality play!”
The Judge glared at him and made as if to bang her gavel, but before she could, Glenda leaned in close and silenced her client.
Richard smelled her floral perfume, a cloud of comfort as she urged, “Stay quiet and remain calm.” A stunning woman with soft features that belied her keen intellect, she nodded. Her bright blue gray eyes regarded Richard as she took his hand in hers reassuringly.  “Trust me,” she murmured, “We have a strategy.”
Richard nodded, taking some solace from her immaculate appearance and her highly refined and educated manner. Her perfectly tailored navy blue suit exuded professionalism and so he nodded at her again. She nodded back at him, her neatly styled honey blonde hair barely moving with the gesture.
Richard sighed loudly, earning him another stern look from the Judge. His barrister seemed certain, but as Chelsea continued specifying the charges against him in meticulous, damning detail, he felt a noose tightening around his neck. The jury’s expressions hardened with each revelation, revulsion etched into their faces.
When it was Glenda’s turn to speak, she rose with an easy grace. “Ladies and gentlemen of the jury—well ladies of the jury,” she said, her voice honey-sweet, “I ask you to set aside your preconceptions and anything you may have heard in the news or online. Consider the facts of this case with an open mind.” 
She walked in front of the jury box and intoned, “My client is a well respected member of the community! Keep that in mind. I will show that all of these charges are just misunderstandings and false accusations.” Richard watched as Glenda strove to exonerate him. She continued speaking slowly, calmly, and persuasively, weaving a web of doubt and misdirection, seeking to plant seeds of uncertainty in the jurors’ minds.
Even as hope for freedom flickered within him, Chelsea’s voice cut through the courtroom like a blade. She called one woman after another to testify against the accused man. First was Collette Devereaux, a stunningly beautiful twenty something woman with a petite and shapely figure who worked as a French maid. 
Her dark hair cascaded in soft waves around her shoulders, framing a face marked by big enchanting eyes that seem to hold both vulnerability and determination. She described how Richard flirted with her, seduced her, brought him to his home, and got her drunk. 
“We met at a wedding where I was serving, I always get so sentimental at weddings,” she said in her sweetly French accented voice. “He sweet talked me, lured me to his home, and I believe he spiked my drink with some date rape drug. Then, he tied me up and then he….” she broke down before she told the court all about how he used and abused her all night long, “Then, he threw me out wearing only my tattered waitress uniform.”
Next came Lucy Caldwell, a forty something formidable presence in the business world. She was widely known for her unyielding determination and strong-willed nature, respected by her peers for her hard work and dedication. 
Richard met her at a conference and deduced her weakness. He’d surmised that, beneath her hard steely exterior, a hidden vulnerability lurked. He detected that her weakness only surfaced during moments of extreme stress, and decided to subject her to that. He lured the CEO into his lair and abused her.
“He took me into his bedroom and overpowered me,” Lucy testified, “I believe he drugged my drink. Then he….” She too broke down as she described the unspeakably cruel torture the accused man inflicted upon her. “When he was done with me, he kicked me out! He pushed me out of his back door and left me lying on the ground, still tied up, bundled up like rubbish next to the bins!”
On and on, one woman after another testified about Richard’s sexual and other abuse. The prosecutor said, “We have several videos that the defendant recorded. They confirm every word that these brave women have told us.” 
She strode to the front of the room and said, “Please, will the bailiff dim the lights and start the videos? Everyone, I urge you all to brace yourselves! The scenes you’re about to see are chilling, revolting, and horrifying!”
The assembled people in the courtroom gasped as they watched the stunning evidence showing Richard verbally and physically abusing at least a dozen women. He’d call them demeaning terms like, “slut” and “whore” and “skank.” He slapped them across the face, choked them, even whipped them with riding crops.
“These are just some of the defendant’s hideous, criminal behavior,” Chelsea said, her voice laden with anger and shock.
Richard groaned. “Those doctored videos seemed to corroborate all of the women’s testimony against me, they may have swayed the jury against me!”
Sitting beside him Glenda whispered, “Yeah those scenes really made you look bad. I think we should wave your right to decline to testify. Do you agree?”
When Richard nodded, Glenda rose from her seat and called to the Judge, “Your Honor? May the defense approach the stand? We would like to confer with you about an important matter….”
“Granted, Ms. you may approach the Bench,” Judge Barnes said, “Ms. Watson, please join us?”
A muffled exchange ensued, after which Glenda returned to her seat looking concerned. “We have no choice, Richard. This is a huge risk, but we need you to explain your side of the story,” she whispered to her client, “don’t be nervous, but our entire case rests on you convincing the jury that these women are lying.”
He gritted his teeth and whispered back, “This is my moment, my chance to turn the tide. I’ll make them all see the truth. I’ll make them understand.” He summoned his confidence and smiled, “After all, I’ve always been the smartest man in the room!”
Chelsea remained standing, her smile wide and bright. “Your Honor, the People would like to call Richard Livingstone to the stand.”
As he took his place in the witness box, Richard’s heart pounded. Chelsea felt confident she could rattle Richard. She approached him, her eyes glinting with predatory focus. “Mr. Livingstone, can you explain your whereabouts on the night of June 15th?” And so the verbal dance began, a deadly tango of her probing questions and his clever evasions.
She trapped him in several misstatements and contradictions. With each exchange, Richard felt his carefully constructed facade beginning to crack. Chelsea’s relentless precise questioning kept poking holes in his story, revealing the truth he’d tried to hide behind his lies.
As the day wore on, Richard’s confidence eroded like a child’s sand castle washed away by a rising tide. The courtroom seemed to close in around him, the walls themselves bearing silent witness to his unraveling. Through it all, Judge Barnes watched, her expression unreadable, holding the scales of justice in her unwavering hands.
Chelsea asked, “Mr. Livingstone, we all saw what you did on those videos, and we all heard your victims’ testimony. After all of that, do you have anything to say for yourself?”
The haughty man growled, “Those videos were all out of context! Yes, they accused me of assaulting them, but those women all wanted everything that we did, they enjoyed everything that happened!”
Chelsea rolled her eyes. “You really expect us to believe—”
Richard cut her off, reasserting his innocence by claiming, “Yes! All of those women came on to me! They all wanted me to do everything I did with them. They were all eager and willing participants. They’re lying now because they didn’t…well I’m not sure why they’re lying. Anyway, nothing I did was illegal!”
“Oh really?” Chelsea scoffed, “you would have us believe that these women welcomed the degradation and abuse you inflicted on them? That they wanted you to tie them up and throw them outside like rubbish? In some cases you threw them into actual rubbish bins?”
“Well it’s possible we got…carried away sometimes, and—”
“You call it ‘carried away,’ but we call it violent sexual assault!” Chelsea shouted, cutting him off mid-sentence, “no further questions, Your Honor!”
With the arguments concluded, the Judge said, “Ladies of the jury, please retire to the jury room and discuss this case. Please decide guilt or innocence based only on the testimony and evidence you’ve seen and heard in this courtroom.”
The jury left the room, looking solemn and determined. About an hour later, they filed back in, with grim and purposeful expressions. Richard’s stomach churned, acid rising in his throat as he awaited their verdict. The foreman, a stern-faced woman with steel-gray hair, stood.
“We find the defendant, Richard Livingstone, guilty on all counts….”
The words crashed over Richard like a tidal wave, leaving him gasping. His eyes darted around the courtroom, seeking an escape that didn’t exist. The faces of his victims blurred together into a sea of accusation and vindication.
Glenda leaned in, her voice low and urgent. “Don’t panic, it’s not over, Richard. I can still negotiate a deal for you.”
As Judge Barnes called for order, Glenda approached the Bench. Richard watched, his heart pounding, as she engaged in a hushed conversation with Chelsea and the Judge. 
“Your Honor,” Glenda’s voice carried a hint of desperation, “my client is willing to cooperate fully in exchange for a more lenient sentence. Perhaps an alternative to traditional incarceration?”
Judge Barnes’s piercing gaze swept over Richard. “And what makes you think Mr. Livingstone deserves leniency, Ms. Hendricks?”
Glenda straightened, her resolve palpable. “While we acknowledge the gravity of the charges, we believe Mr. Livingstone’s unique position could be leveraged for the greater good. A rehabilitative approach, perhaps?”
Richard’s mind raced. “What is she proposing? Whatever it is, it has to be better than prison. I’d do anything to avoid that fate!”
Judge Barnes leaned back, her expression inscrutable. “I’ll consider your proposal, Ms. Hendricks. But make no mistake, justice will be served.”
As they awaited the Judge’s decision, Richard’s thoughts swirled in a maelstrom of fear and desperation. What would become of him? The carefully constructed facade of his life had crumbled, leaving him exposed and vulnerable.
Judge Barnes’s voice cut through his spiraling thoughts. “Richard Livingstone, please rise for sentencing.”
The courtroom doors burst open, a cacophony of shouts and camera flashes flooding in. Richard flinched, his piercing dark eyes darting from face to face in the sea of reporters and angry protestors. “Monster!” “Lock him up!” “Justice for the victims!”
These cries pierced the convicted man like daggers as the bailiffs struggled to maintain order. Glenda’s hand on his arm steadied him, her voice low and urgent. “Richard, listen to me. We’re not out of options yet.”
He turned to her, desperation etched in every line of his face. “What are you talking about? My life is over.”
Glenda’s blue-gray eyes blazed with determination. “Not if I can help it. There’s a... unique opportunity. Experimental, but it could be your way out.”
Richard’s brow furrowed. “Experimental how?”
“A kind of witness protection program,” Glenda whispered, glancing around furtively. “Like that, but more…extreme.”
“More extreme?” Richard asked.
“Yes, it involved new experimental treatments. Medical treatments to alter your appearance. You could disappear, start fresh.”
A cold shiver ran down Richard’s spine. “Change my appearance? What exactly do you mean?”
“It’s a new, cutting-edge technology,” Glenda pressed on. “They can make you unrecognizable, even to yourself.”
Richard’s mind reeled. The thought was horrifying, yet... wasn’t it better than rotting in prison? His gaze swept over the hostile crowd, their faces contorted with hatred. “I’ll do it,” he hissed, his voice barely audible. “Whatever it takes. Just get me out of here.”
Glenda nodded, a hint of relief in her eyes. “Let me handle the negotiations. Stay calm, and trust me.”
As she turned to approach Judge Barnes and Chelsea, Richard’s thoughts spiraled into a dark abyss. What had his life become? And what terrifying transformation awaited him in the name of survival?
The courtroom hummed with tension as Judge Helena Barnes rapped her gavel, silencing the murmurs that had erupted following the hushed conference at her Bench. Richard’s heart pounded, each beat a thunderous echo in his ears. He watched, transfixed, as Judge Barnes’s steely gaze swept across the room before landing on him.
“Mr. Livingstone,” she began, her voice crisp and authoritative, “this court has been presented with a most unusual proposition.”
Richard’s fingers dug into his palms, leaving crescent-shaped indentations. What had Glenda negotiated? His mind raced through horrifying possibilities.
Judge Barnes continued, her words measured. “In light of the unique circumstances and after careful consideration, I have decided to accept a plea deal that includes an alternative sentencing option.”
A collective gasp rippled through the gallery. Richard’s eyes darted to Chelsea, the prosecutor, whose face was an inscrutable mask.
“Richard Livingstone,” Judge Barnes intoned, her gaze boring into him, “you are hereby sentenced to undergo a series of experimental medical treatments at the Gender Swap Laboratory, under strict supervision and security protocols.”
The blood drained from Richard’s face. It was real. It was happening.
“This sentence,” the Judge emphasized, “is not an escape from justice, but a profound and irreversible consequence for your actions.”
Richard’s mind reeled. “Irreversible,” he thought, panic clawing at his chest. “What have I agreed to?”
As if sensing his inner turmoil, Judge Barnes leaned forward, her voice dropping to a chilling timbre. “Mr. Livingstone, make no mistake. This is not mercy. It is justice–served in a manner that will ensure you can never again harm another person as you have in the past.”
The finality in her tone sent a shudder through Richard’s body. He turned to Glenda, desperate for reassurance, but found only grim determination in her eyes.
As the courtroom erupted into chaos, Richard sat frozen, the weight of his uncertain future crushing down upon him. What terrors awaited him in that sterile laboratory? And who–or what–would emerge on the other side?



Chapter 2
Judge Helena Barnes’s gavel cracked like thunder, silencing the bustling courtroom. Her steely eyes swept across the sea of faces, settling on Richard Livingstone’s pale visage.
“Mr. Livingstone,” she intoned, her voice resonating with the weight of justice, “your crimes have left scars that no conventional punishment can heal. Therefore, I am invoking an unorthodox sentence–one that will force you to walk in the very shoes you so callously trampled.”
Richard’s stomach plummeted, a cold dread seeping into his bones. What madness was this?
“You will undergo transformation via the gender swap machine,” Judge Barnes continued, her words sharp as a surgeon’s scalpel. “Perhaps by experiencing life as a woman, you may cultivate the empathy you so sorely lack.”
The courtroom erupted in a cacophony of gasps and murmurs. Richard’s mind reeled, unable to process the surreal turn of events.
“Furthermore,” the Judge added, her gaze boring into Richard, “at the behest of your victims, your legal name shall be changed to Tiffani Trix–a reminder of the humiliation you inflicted upon others.”
Richard’s throat constricted, choking on the bitter irony of his fate. He wanted to scream, to rage against this twisted justice, but found himself paralyzed by shock.
Dr. Elizabeth Monroe stepped forward, her pristine lab coat a stark contrast to the somber courtroom. “If I may, Your Honor,” she began, her voice calm and measured, “I’d like to explain the process to ensure full transparency.”
Judge Barnes nodded, and Dr. Monroe turned to address the room. “The gender swap machine employs cutting-edge biotechnology to reshape the subject’s physiology at a cellular level. Every aspect of Richard’s masculinity will be meticulously altered, from skeletal structure to hormonal balance.”
As Dr. Monroe’s clinical explanation continued, Richard’s panic mounted. His eyes darted frantically, searching for an escape. This couldn’t be happening. It was a nightmare, a cruel joke–anything but reality.
“The transformation is comprehensive,” Dr. Monroe emphasized, her words echoing in Richard’s ears like a death knell. “The result will be a fully functional female body, complete with reproductive capabilities.”
Something inside Richard snapped. With a primal roar, he lunged from his seat, desperate to flee this Kafkaesque nightmare. But his bid for freedom was short-lived. Strong hands seized him, the bailiffs’ iron grip crushing any hope of escape.
As they dragged him towards the ominously named Metamorphosis Auditorium, Richard’s mind spiraled into a maelstrom of terror. The sterile corridors seemed to stretch endlessly, each step bringing him closer to the death of his identity.
“No!” he screamed, his voice cracking with desperation. “You can’t do this! It’s inhuman!”
But his pleas fell on deaf ears, drowned out by the relentless march of what they dared to call justice. As the doors to the auditorium loomed before him, Richard felt the last vestiges of his old life slipping away, replaced by the terrifying uncertainty of what lay ahead.
The auditorium doors swung open, revealing a sea of eager faces. Richard’s heart pounded like a caged animal as he was led onto the stage, his legs trembling beneath him. The gender swap machine loomed before him, a monstrous amalgamation of chrome and glass that gleamed under the harsh overhead lights.
“Behold, the instrument of justice,” Dr. Monroe announced, her voice carrying a hint of pride that made Richard’s stomach churn. His blood ran cold as Dr. Monroe picked up a huge syringe, the needle glinting in the harsh light. “This,” she said, her voice laced with pride, “is a concoction of our own design. It’s a little something we like to call ‘Femininity Enhancers,’ powerful female hormones, testosterone blockers, and several new, experimental psychotropic drugs.”
Understanding the implications, Richard writhed within his bindings, his heart hammered as he struggled in vain against his restraints. “No! Not that!” he screamed, his voice sounding strangely high pitched. “No, please! Not that! Let me go! I’ll do anything!”
Dr. Monroe smiled, “I know you will,” she purred, plunging the needle into Richard’s vein. As the cold liquid entered his system, his mind reeled. Faces of his victims flashed before his eyes, their haunted expressions now etched into his memory. Slowly, the pink toned liquid invaded his bloodstream.
He scanned the crowd, searching for a sympathetic face, but he only found cold curiosity, contempt, and barely concealed excitement. Medical professionals, experts, and criminal justice officers leaned forward in their seats, pens poised over their notepads. Students whispered feverishly among themselves. Journalists’ cameras clicked incessantly, each flash feeling like a dagger to Richard’s psyche.
“This can’t be happening,” Richard muttered, his usual smooth confidence shattered. “I’m Richard Livingstone!” he began shouting, “I’m a man. I’m no girl! You can’t do this to me! I’m a man, I tell you! I’ll never—”
“You’re about to become intimately acquainted with the female form from the inside out,” Dr. Monroe interrupted, her tone clinically detached. She gestured to her team of scientists, who approached with an array of unsettling instruments. 
“That injection will start the process,” the gynecologist explained, “but we’re going to use a sort of dialysis process to complete the transformation using these machines, specially designed stem cells, and biochemical inducers to break down all of the subject’s male characteristics and replace them with feminine attributes.” 
As the team clad in their white lab coats hurried around him, Richard screamed at them. “Stop! Stop this madness! I have money! I’ll pay you!”
The clinicians paused and blinked in surprise at his vociferous outburst. They shook their heads and looked at each other. Then, they shrugged their shoulders and turned to Dr. Monroe for guidance. 
She scoffed and said, “Ignore him! He has no money. He’s penniless after all of the civil actions to compensate his victims. Carry on!”
Hearing that, the team resumed attaching electrodes and a series of IV lines to the helpless subject’s body. Seeing and feeling this, Richard’s mind reeled. He screamed again, saying, “Stop this! This is wrong. You can’t do this to me!”
One of the technicians said, “Should I gag the subject?”
“That won’t be necessary,” the lead gynecologist said, “we’ll be—”
“It’s perverse!” Richard screamed, “I didn’t even understand what I supposedly agreed to!” 
Judge Barnes spoke from some unseen vantage saying, “Mr. Livingstone, that’s not true. Your barrister negotiated this agreement and you signed off on it—”
“I never agreed to become a girl!” Richard shouted, writhing within the taut restraints binding him. “Stop! I’ll sue all of you! This is hideous! It’s—”
“It’s fascinating, isn’t it?” Dr. Monroe’s voice cut through his panicked shouts. She injected the frenzied man with a hypodermic needle saying, “There! This sedative should help you control yourself!” Then, she turned to face the audience and said, “We’re testing the limits of human biology today.” 
She paused for dramatic effect then continued, “We’re exploring new frontiers, testing the malleability of the human form through this brave new gender swap procedure. Watch closely, everyone. You’re about to witness a miracle of science. Engage the equipment, Dr. Green!”
Professor Olivia Green, one of the leading scientists studying gender, nodded her head curtly. The older woman with a dignified presence, graying hair, and wise eyes began toggling a series of huge power switches one by one. With each flip of each switch, one of the imposing bank of gleaming machines hummed into life and started pumping the helplessly bound Richard Livingstone full of powerful female hormones, experimental biochemical cocktails and genetically modified stem cells.
The academic checked all of the dials and monitors, making sure the machinery was working properly, replacing Richard’s blood with a rich cocktail of new blood laced with feminine hormones and experimental new compounds. 
As he felt these substances pouring into his system, Richard moaned and writhed on the table. He felt strange, powerful tingling sensations spreading throughout his helpless body. The fundamental rewriting of his physical form from male to female had begun.
On the huge screens above, extreme close-ups displayed every excruciating detail of this incredible gender swap transformation. Richard looked up. He wanted to look away, but he found himself transfixed by the horrifying spectacle, unable to tear his eyes away from his own metamorphosis.
“No, please no!” he whimpered pathetically, his voice already changing, becoming higher, softer, breathier, more feminine with each syllable he uttered. “Please... stop this Frankenstein experiment....” he gasped, but there was no stopping the inexorable process now. 
With each drop of the powerful chemical drip, the man once called Richard Livingstone was vanishing, replaced by someone, something, he didn’t recognize. The machines thrummed and the liquids flowed in and out of Richard’s body. The process continued for hours that became days. 
The audience of academics, reporters, government officials, and students came and went. At the end of the week, a special summons went out, calling the key observers back to witness the culmination of this grand experiment. 
As the last vestiges of his masculinity melted away, Richard realized with dawning horror that his transformation into a girl was only the beginning of a chilling nightmare. One that he could never awaken from.
Dr. Monroe looked down at her subject. “The gender swap is done!” she said, her smile indicating how satisfied she was as the final phase of the transformation completed. “Lift her up!” she said, and she smiled again as she examined the fully feminized former man. 
The woman who once was Richard Livingstone stood trembling on unsteady legs, her new body a foreign landscape of luscious curves and succulent softness. The weight of her huge buxom breasts on her chest felt alien, oppressive. The terror of the transformation struck her like a brutal slap. She looked down along her new, nubile form with the grim realization that there was no escape. 
Her world spun as she stared at her reflection in the Gender Swap Laboratory’s cold, unyielding mirror. She was a woman now. This was her new reality, and she would have to find a way to survive this irreversible gender swap somehow. The man once known as Richard Livingstone was no more, replaced by this frail, feminine simulacrum. 
The transformation had robbed her of more than just her male genitalia; it had stripped her of her very identity, leaving behind a sex object, a plaything for the twisted desires of others. Her new bouncing breasts, swollen and sensitive, ached in a stunning and constant reminder of her fall from masculine power into feminine grace. The huge intrusive appendage that had hung between her legs, once so familiar, was now replaced with foreign feminine folds, a warm moistening pussy pulsing with alien desires and needs.
“We shall now all know you as a woman with the first name Tiffani, ending in an i, and last name Trix, ending in an x,” intoned Judge Barnes. She’d spoken from beside the feminized former man with a solemnity that belied the silly name that a vote of Richard’s victims had chosen. The Judge continued, “that will be your new name for now on. We’re just awaiting the final deed poll notification….” 
Within moments that notification arrived. The former Richard Livingstone, now rechristened Tiffani Trix, gasped ashamed. She’d been branded with a mew flirty bimboish name to go along with her new curvaceous bimboish body. All of this was beyond mortifying to the former man. The worst part might have been the knowledge that she’d brought all of this onto herself. 
As Richard, she’d toyed with the lives of countless women, debasing them, reducing them to nothing more than conquests, notches on his belt and bedpost. Now, staring into the abyss of her bimbofied existence, the newly renamed Tiffani had only just barely begun to understand what Richard had done. Her mortification only hinted at the shattering depths of his victims’ humiliation and degradation.
The doctors and audience were silently watching the new girl’s shocked and humiliated expression as she heard her new name and saw her new feminized form for the first time. Seeing her pretty face contorting, they burst out in cheers and laughter. Their mockery echoed in Tiffani’s ears as several orderlies held her weakened body upright, readying her for her next tortuous torment. 
Her gender transformation had been exhausting and excruciating, physically as well as psychologically. Her agony was unspeakable as her body warped and reformed itself against her will. Her pain had been relentless as the process pumped powerful female hormones and other mysterious substances into her body. She retained her height, but her weight dropped precipitously and her musculature atrophied and dissolved under the assault of the feminizing treatment.
“By all accounts the process worked perfectly, with excellent results that we can all see,” Dr. Monroe declared, circling Tiffani like a starving shark, gleefully anticipating the next steps of this spectacle. “Now, it’s time for a complete and thorough gynecological examination, just to ensure that every part of Tiffani is fully functioning and fully female!”
“No... please,” Tiffani’s pretty blue eyes widened in horror. She whispered to the Judge, “Stop them! Please, Your Honor! Haven’t they done enough to me already?” Her new voice sounded soft and feminine, like a stranger’s in her ears. 
When the Judge shrugged, Tiffani whined loudly, addressing the audience. “Please, you’ve got to show some mercy! Let me go!” 
Her voice, once powerful and commanding, came out as weak and gentle. No one would fear or respect her now. Ignoring her pleas, two orderlies grasped her slim, feminine arms, guiding her forcefully towards a hulking machine. 
“We’re about to give our buxom new girl a mammogram exam,” Dr. Monroe explained to the rapt audience. “Essential for baseline readings.”
Two clinicians roughly positioned Tiffani’s new, highly sensitive breasts between two cold plates. The newly feminized girl gasped as the machine compressed the plates, pain lancing through her.
“Fascinating tissue density,” a technician muttered, adjusting the dials as she looked into the meters and reviewed the video screen.
Tiffani’s cheeks burned with shame as the people around her discussed her as if she was nothing more than a specimen. “Yes, by every measure she has two large, fully functioning breasts!” Dr. Monroe said, looking over the tech’s shoulder.
Dr. Monroe looked up at the audience. “In case you didn’t hear, our subject has fully formed, naturally functioning DDD cup breasts,” she announced as the machine continued compressing Tiffani’s tits uncomfortably. “Next, I’ll perform a full gynecological exam,” the still awestruck medical professional said. 
The Gender Swap Laboratory, a place of scientific wonder, had become Tiffani’s own personal hell. The sharp smell of antiseptic solutions filled her nostrils, a sickening reminder of the gender transformation she had undergone. 
“This can’t be real, it has to be a nightmare!” Tiffany thought desperately. “Wake up, Richard. Wake up!” She cried inside her head, but her hideous waking nightmare continued. She gasped with relief as the machine slowly released her crushed tits. Her new much larger nipples still throbbed painfully. She used her new slimmer hands to cover them from view.
“My, my, look at our timid little guinea pig now,” Dr. Monroe said, peering at the naked Tiffani who was struggling to maintain some semblance of modesty. The gynecologist added with a malicious grin, “Who would’ve thought that the manly Richard Livingstone could look so... shy,  so… feminine.”
Tiffani’s face flushed a bright red hue, much darker than her platinum blonde hair as the other doctors and nurses chuckled in agreement. Their eyes feasted like vultures on Tiffani’s newly created curves, her voluptuous triple D breasts that heaved alluringly with each panicked breath she took. 
“Time for your first pelvic exam Tiffani,” Dr. Monroe said, “it will not be your last.” She smirked and said, “Orderlies, please strap her down!” 
The white clad men easily manhandled the former man, they pushed her down, and bound her to a cold metal table. The stunned subject looked to her right and saw a fearsome looking instrument laying on a nearby tray, glinting under the harsh fluorescent lights. 
The sight of it and other unfamiliar implements made bile rise in Tiffani’s throat. “This can’t be happening!” she yelped.
“Ah but it is happening, my dear!” Dr. Monroe said. Then she exacerbated Tiffani’s pre-examination panic by identifying all of the implements she was about to use on the newly minted girl. 
The doctor smiled wickedly at Tiffani, noting her nervousness. “Let’s go through each tool together,” she said, her words dripping with scorn. She circled the examination table, her high heels clicking ominously on the tiled floor. First, she picked up the menacing looking metal device that Tiffani had noticed earlier. 
“This is a speculum, Tiffani,” she explained. “I’ll use it to spread your vaginal walls wide open for the examination.” Dr. Monroe held up the speculum where her subject could see it, showing off its smooth, gently curved surgical steel blades that gleamed under the bright lights of the examination room. 
She continued, smiling at the restrained woman’s look of sheer horror. “As I said, it’s designed to open your vaginal walls, allowing for a clear view of your cervix and the inside vagina during an examination.” Tiffani writhed speechless and helpless at this, praying for a release that never came.
“See how it’s shaped?” the gynecologist said, demonstrating its form and function. “The blades are designed to conform to the natural contours of your vagina. Before I insert the speculum, I’ll apply a lubricant to make it enter you more smoothly. It’s made of medical-grade metal. During the exam, I’ll expand the blades to get the best view inside you. I’ll remove it only after I’ve completed the pelvic examination.”
Next, she held up an odd looking brush. “I’ll use this cervical brush to collect some cells from your cervix during your Pap smear.” Then, Dr. Monroe gestured to an imposing mechanical device with a screen, several dials, and a long narrow tube. “I’ll use this, the colposcope, to get a magnified view of your cervix and the rest of your reproductive system.” 
She showed Tiffani a bunch of vaginal swabs. “These are for collecting samples from your vagina during a Pap smear for testing.” Dr. Monroe indicated the lubricant. “As I mentioned? This gel will make the insertion of the speculum and other implements go more…smoothly.”
She picked up a small but powerful electric torch. “I’ll use this to ensure I can see everything inside you clearly.” Holding up biopsy forceps, she explained, “These are for taking tissue samples, but they won’t be needed today unless we find something troubling.”
Finally, she nodded toward the ultrasound machine. “This machine helps with imaging your reproductive organs. We have to make sure that you’re a fully functioning fertile female.” 
Dr. Monroe gestured to the exam table on which Tiffani was pinned like a butterfly in a collection. “Of course, you’re already familiar with the table? These stirrups will keep you positioned correctly with your legs widely spread apart.” 
Throughout this narrative, Tiffani felt ever more ill at ease. Hearing about each tool the doctor planned to use in each step of the gynecological exam only drove home that she was totally female now. Her manhood was gone forever. 
As if to emphasize that, at the gynecologist’s nod, a technician prepared the colposcope for its entry into the helpless new girl’s vaginal opening. “Now,” Dr. Monroe said, snapping on latex gloves, reaching over to grasp the speculum and wielding it like a dagger, “let’s see what the sex change process accomplished.”
She nodded to some of the other orderlies who forced Tiffani’s petite feet into the stirrups, then she hit a button that engaged a machine which began pulling her legs wide apart. This left her wet, tingling pussy fully exposed for all to see.  The former Richard Livingstone, now renamed Tiffani Trix, whimpered and thrashed helplessly upon the cold, sterile examination table. Her wrists and ankles were bound in place, giving her no room to escape the humiliation that awaited her. 
The unforgiving gynecologist thrust the cold, steel speculum deep inside her writhing subject, guiding it between Tiffani’s pussy lips, making the unwilling woman cry out. Then, smiling, the doctor used the cold metal device to force the transformed new girl’s pussy wide open as the camera zoomed in for a close up. 
The audience gasped, seeing the wrinkled pussy lips widen, giving them an unobstructed look at the soft pink feminine organs inside, her clitoris, her vaginal wall and, according to the shout from one obviously astonished man, “I think I see her g spot! I didn’t think it really existed!”
With the speculum pushing her pussy further open, yawning wide inside her vagina like a metal maw, Tiffani whimpered. This feeling of the cold metal tool breaching her made her shudder with shame. She felt exposed in ways that she’d never imagined possible. 
“No man could ever be treated like this,” the bimbo who was once Richard Livingstone whined. 
“No man could, but you’re hardly a man now, Missy!” Dr. Monroe smirked as on the screens above them, her most private anatomy was displayed in vivid, clinical detail. The doctor leaned in closely beside the heavily restrained Tiffani, sensing the unwilling science experiment subject’s apprehension. 
“Let’s talk about your new female reproductive system,” she began. She pointed to the live ultrasound screen, smiling at seeing the images there projected on the huge monitors for all to see. “First, we have her ovaries. They’re these almond-shaped organs that produce her eggs, as well as her new female hormones like estrogen and progesterone.”
Next, she indicated some even tinier structures. “These are Tiffani’s fallopian tubes. They look like what they are, delicate, curved pathways to carry her eggs from her ovaries to her uterus.” She smiled and said, “Let’s move on in closer to view those structures. See how they connect to this organ? This is her uterus, the pear-shaped organ where a fertilized egg can develop into a baby.”
“What are you saying? I can get pregnant?” Tiffani gasped, “I can have a baby? No way! I can’t possibly—”
“Yes, of course you can have a baby, you’re a fertile girl now Tiffani,” Dr. Monroe laughed, then she described the next part of her subject’s feminized organs. “This is her cervix, the lower part of her uterus. It’s a small, round opening and connects to Tiffani’s vagina.” Finally, she pointed out the vagina. “This is her vagina, a muscular tube that leads from her cervix to the outside of her body. It serves as the birth canal and also allows for her menstrual flow to exit.”
“Menstrual flow?” Tiffani gasped, horrified, “you don’t mean like- like- a- a period? Oh no way, no fucking way—”
“No Not like a period. An actual period. You now have a monthly cycle just like any other fertile girl or woman. Let me explain that in detail to you now!”
“No please don’t! Not here!” Tiffany screeched,”Not with all of these people watching! Please no—”
“Now, now, no need to be shy, Ms. Trix,” Dr. Monroe cooed, her voice as cold as the stainless-steel tool she’d used to examine the prone girl’s pussy. “We’ re just here to help you... adjust to your new form.” Her manicured nails caressed Tiffani’s thigh, sending shivers throughout her body—of both desire and trepidation.
Dr. Monroe noticed Tiffani’s reaction and smiled. She nodded and resumed her explanation, her voice calm and clinical. “Let’s go through your menstrual cycle,” she began. The audience murmured to each other, stunned by this news.
“During the menstrual phase, your cycle will have started by shedding your uterine lining. You’ll notice your menstrual blood exiting through your vagina.” Seeing Tiffani cringe, the doctor said, “be sure to keep pads and tampons in your purse at all times!”
She continued, “In the follicular phase, overlapping with your menstruation, your pituitary gland will release follicle stimulating hormones, or FSH. This will cause your ovaries to produce follicles, and one of them will mature into an egg.”
“Then comes your ovulation,” Dr. Monroe smiled, “triggered by a surge in other hormones. Your body will release a mature egg from one of your ovaries into one of your fallopian tubes.” She looked Tiffani in the eyes and saw the horror on the former man’s face. She stifled a giggle and continued as the stunned new girl shuddered with each new humiliating revelation.



Chapter 3
Tiffani wanted to scream as the doctor continued describing the feminine functions of her new body. Each detail felt more humiliating and degrading than the last. She wished this would end, but Dr. Monroe kept going, on and on, each term making her blush with shame.
“During your luteal phase, the empty follicle will transform into the corpus luteum, Tiffani, that’s a temporary structure within your ovaries that will produce a lot of progesterone, some estradiol, and inhibin A. This process will thicken your uterine lining, preparing it for your possible pregnancy.”
The audience laughed as the tied down naked vixen groaned. Dr. Monroe turned to the tightly restrained Tiffani and said, “Now, I’ll review each phase of your reproductive cycle in detail. Everyone, please excuse my repetition, but this is incredibly remarkable. A complete gender change from male to female. Now back to you, Missy.” The doctor cupped the new girl’s chin in her gloved hand.
“Your ovaries will produce the eggs and hormones. Your fallopian tubes will capture the egg during ovulation.” Tiffani squirmed, humiliated by hearing how her new body worked now. “Your cervix will open slightly during ovulation to facilitate sperm entry. Your uterus will prepare itself to receive a fertilized egg, and if none arrives, you’ll shed the lining during your menstruation.” 
The doctor’s voice rose to a climax as she exclaimed, “Your tight new vagina will serve as the passageway for you to give birth or for your monthly menstrual flow. Either way, you’re fully female and so you will remain for the rest of your life. Isn’t that amazing, girl?”
Despite her shame Tiffani listened closely to every word, feeling more horrified with each new unfolding part of the gynecologist’s explanation. Then, just when she thought nothing could be more humiliating, she felt another rude intrusion and reacted with a jolt. Dr. Monroe smiled as her speculum continued to spread the sensitive folds of Tiffani’s pussy further apart. 
The former man squeezed her eyes shut, wishing herself to be anywhere else but there on an exam table, stared at by strangers. The stimulating, demeaning intrusion was almost too much for her to bear. The feeling of her own feminine vulnerability rudely shoved the air from her lungs, stifling her protests like a wet, suffocating shroud.
“Oh my, look at this,” Dr. Monroe smiled, her voice gleeful, no longer pretending to remain clinical or detached. “It seems our little subject is... quite sexually responsive.” 
As the audience applauded she added, “Who could have possibly imagined that the former manly stud Richard Livingstone would become such an eager, thirsty slut?” Tiffani’s cheeks burned as the doctor’s words echoed off the walls in the vast, cold room. 
“Remarkable, totally remarkable!” Dr. Monroe murmured to herself. “It’s impossible to tell that she used to be a man with a huge cock and balls. Now, she’s a sexy girl with every body part that any other girl or woman would have! Again, I apologize for repeating myself, but I feel compelled to record every detail of my expert observations for the record.”
The stunned gynecologist breathlessly proceeded to list all of Tiffani’s new female body parts. “The subject now has ovaries to produce eggs (also known as ova), as well as female hormones—estrogen and progesterone. She also has fallopian tubes equipped to transport her eggs from her ovaries to her uterus; the site of fertilization. It’s amazing! She has a fully functioning uterus!”
“Look closely at her uterus, everyone!” the doctor said, indicating the muscular organ. “This is where a woman’s fertilized egg can implant and develop into a fetus. She has all of that, every reproductive organ any fertile woman has, including a womb where she can carry a baby to term.” 
The fearful, fully female former Richard Livingstone felt like she was going to faint at hearing that she could now become a mother! “It can’t be true,” she cried out in dismay, “it just can’t! It’s not possible! It’s not possible! It can’t be!”
“Yes, it’s true. It is possible as we can all see. As hard as it may be to believe, our subject is fully female now,” Dr. Monroe said, then she continued describing Tiffani’s internal organs. “She now has a cervix, the lower part of the uterus that opens into her sensitive vagina, allowing the passage of sperm in and menstrual fluid out.” She smiled at the helpless former man and said, “How do you like that? You’re every bit a woman now, and a very sexy one at that!”
Tiffani’s mind felt like scrambled eggs hearing all of the doctor’s mocking assessments. She couldn’t decide which prospect was worse: having some guy’s semen flowing into her, impregnating her, or else her menstrual blood flowing out of her each month that she wasn’t pregnant. 
Dr. Monroe still wasn’t finished discussing the new girl’s new reality. “Her endometrium, the lining of her uterus, will thicken during menstruation, and she’ll shed it every month during her monthly cycle if no pregnancy occurs. Just like any other fertile female.” 
Tiffani twisted helplessly, held in place on the examination table by unyielding bondage as the doctor concluded, “Lastly, look closely at her vagina, the muscular canal leading from the cervix to the outside of the body. It will serve as the birth canal and outlet for menstrual flow.”
The crowd murmured at this and the doctor chuckled, “Yes. That’s right. As a fertile female, she’ll have a monthly cycle preparing the body for pregnancy, involving hormonal changes and the shedding of the uterine lining if no fertilization occurs.”
“I hope she gets the worst cramps ever!” shouted a female voice from the audience. This elicited enthusiastic laughter from the other women, and nervous chuckles from the men.
“She might at that!” the grinning gynecologist replied. “Estrogen and progesterone will regulate her menstrual cycle and reproductive system. Her fully functional female reproductive system. Shall we test her eggs for viability just to make sure she can bear healthy babies?”
Tiffani’s protests died in her throat, horror choking her words as the examination continued, each new violation a fresh descent into a hell of her own making. Lying strapped to the cold, sterile examination table, she whimpered in shame, her once-confident demeanor reduced to a pitiful whimper. She grimly decided that getting knocked up was worse than menstruating, cramps or no cramps, but both alternatives astonished her, making her question reality itself.
The Gender Swap Laboratory buzzed with activity around her, as though she were no more than a specimen for their twisted amusement. The harsh lighting cast grotesque shadows on the room’s white walls, deepening the doom that settled over the helpless humiliated, embarrassed, and emasculated test subject, stifling her objections like a suffocating shroud.
In front of her, the distorted reflection in a nearby monitor betrayed the image of a stranger: a voluptuous blonde bimbo, far removed from the cunning and ruthless man she once was. The sight made her stomach churn, but it was nothing compared to the humiliation that followed.
The doctors continued their intrusive invasion of her new, sensitive body, their gloved hands intrusive and clinical as they prodded and poked, marveling at the new fully functioning vagina that now belonged to Tiffani Trix. The probe continued as the gynecologist used a cold, intrusive device that sought out every crevice of her intimate parts. 
“Mmm, such tightness,” one of the shadowy figures purred, as Tiffani’s cheeks flushed scarlet, on display for the entire world to see. “Now to test her sexual response!”
With deft, dexterous fingers, the lead gynecologist gripped a large, lifelike dildo that gleamed under the sterile lighting, its purpose clear and sinister. “Tiffani Trix, once Richard Livingstone, prepared yourself for your first female orgasm,” Dr. Monroe said, “I doubt that it will be your last!”
In horror, Tiffani stared at the menacing phallic object with growing dread, her heart pounding frantically in her chest. She recognized it as one of the sex toys from Richard’s once extensive collection. It was nine inches long, unusually thick around, and made from dark brown latex. “You’re not going to use that on me?” she shrieked. The humiliation of her new identity was already too much for her to endure, but now, she was forced to endure this final indignity. 
The mammogram machine’s cold, unforgiving clamps had left her breasts tender, and the intrusive gynecological examination had shattered any remaining semblance of modesty. Now, they planned to penetrate her pussy, to stimulate her into coming as a girl for all the audience to see.
“We must ensure that you are fully...responsive sensually,” the lead gynecologist purred, “we must make sure that you can get pleasure from penetrative sex!” Her words dripped with scorn and malice. The dildo’s latex ridges teased the swollen, sensitized folds of Tiffani’s pussy, sending waves of unwelcome arousal through her shuddering form. 
The audience, their faces etched with interest and morbid fascination, watched the grotesque display, hanging on every breath, and twitch of the former Richard Livingstone’s newly feminized body. They watched silently as Tiffani’s teeth chattered in response to the sexual stimulation. 
The girl’s high pitched muffled whimpers were swallowed by the clinical quiet of the room as the dildo, a relentless invader, plunged mercilessly into her depths over and over again. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut. Her fingernails scratched away at the hard surface of the examination table. She felt aroused and abashed as she futilely attempted to disappear into the cold, unyielding surface. 
The shame of this public display of vulnerability was acute, a searing brand upon her very soul. She tried to stop herself, but kept emitting high, keening cries of pleasure and mortification. With each deliberate thrust of the huge plastic cock into her sensitive pussy, Tiffani’s hips bucked and twisted. 
She moaned with pleasure, much against her will, her new nubile body betraying her. The unfamiliar sensations of feminine orgasmic pleasure, so contradictory to the disgrace and horror she felt, heightened her agony and ecstasy. 
Tiffani’s high pitched passionate squeals of delight intermixed with sobs of humiliation. These sounds echoed off of the cold sterile walls, a discordant bitter sweet symphony, a mixed emotional suite sung as an ode to her shattered dignity. 
Her climax, when it finally came, was a forceful, shameful eruption. It surged from deep within her newfound feminine sex, her body arching and bucking with release. The unwanted onslaught of pleasure that she despised with every fiber of her being taunted and tantalized her feminized form. 
The dildo’s relentless, almost mechanical motions went on and on as Dr. Monroe continued probing the helpless girl. These invasions did not cease even after Tiffani’s loud, shameful cries of emotional relief and sexual release. The dark toned invader kept plunging deep inside her pussy, even as her muscles spasmed and convulsed around its penetrating presence.
Finally, Tiffani’s head swung back and forth, her body convulsing with a stunning string of toe curling, mind blowing multiple orgasms. As quickly as it had begun, that phase of her ordeal ended. The gynecologist laughed, withdrawing the dildo, and Tiffani collapsed, a quivering mass of mortification and self-loathing. 
“Can anyone deny that our Tiffani is a sex starved slut?” Dr. Monroe said holding up the dildo, shining and dripping, soaked with the transformed former man’s pussy juices. “Look how wet she made this sex toy!” 
The crowd gasped, then burst out laughing, their enthusiastic applause cutting deeply into Tiffani’s shattered psyche, quashing the last remaining vestiges of any male ego she once had. Still, her suffering was far from over. 
The gynecologist focused the bright torch light into the depths of Tiffani’s tender pussy, peering inside and using the tiny camera to examine her newly created womanhood. She said, “Every woman should have a regular pap smear!” 
As a former man, Tiffani had heard of such a test, but she had no idea what it would entail. Even after the gynecologist explained, “This will be the coup de grâce to confirm Tiffani’s complete and irrevocable gender swap!” 
With that, the doctor picked up a diabolical looking tool and prepared to scrape  the helpless woman’s new cervix. Applause, laughter, and jeering remarks from the audience mingling with the thick, oppressive atmosphere of the Gender Swap Laboratory. 
Dr. Monroe took hold of one of the vaginal swabs to remove some of Tiffani’s cervical cells. The helplessly tied down woman felt the scraping of the pap smear utensils, making her shriek with the painful and uncomfortable sensations. It felt like nails on a chalkboard, and Tiffani’s every fiber begged for her ordeal to end before this new insult to her former masculinity. 
Each of the doctor’s movements sent stabbing pain through Tiffani’s frail, feminine form. Tears streamed down her high, feminine cheekbones. Finally satisfied, the doctor placed the swabs into a specimen receptacle for testing. She smiled at the helpless Tiffani’s tear streaked face.
The doctors and nurses continued dancing a twisted ballet around her, prodding and poking at her as if she were nothing more than a lab rat, an animal who existed for the furtherance of scientific research.
The clinical smell of antiseptic masked the coppery tang of Tiffani’s fear, but it couldn’t hide the truth: she was no longer Richard Livingstone, and this was her new reality. Her pussy stung in the aftermath of Dr. Monroe’s assault, but her sense of self hurt even worse as she lamented her lost manhood. 
As the other doctors retreated to their monitors, discussing her test results in detached tones, Dr. Monroe said, “It’s my professional expert opinion that this new experimental procedure is a complete success. There’s not the slightest sign of the man she once was. All that’s left is a fully functioning female, fertile, with highly sensitive female sex organs. She is 100% woman, and so shall she be forever!”
Tiffani Trix struggled to comprehend the depths of her dizzying fall from an apex predator alpha male to a helpless, humiliated pussy. The tables had totally turned, and now she was the one being objectified and even worse analyzed in front of countless strangers. 
A confounding cocktail of vulnerability, shame, and sheer terror coursed through her veins, a potent reminder of the price she’d been forced to pay in atonement for her past transgressions. The lead gynecologist’s cold pronouncement rang in her ears, a death knell for the man she’d once been. 
The words went around and around in her head, mocking her. “All that’s left is a fully functioning female, fertile, with highly sensitive female sex organs. She is 100% woman, and so shall she be forever!” Still, Dr. Monroe continued.
“The transformation is totally complete, she’s 100% female now in every way,” the gleeful OBGYN repeated as she placed the speculum back on the instrument tray with a clatter that made Tiffani flinch. “There, all done…at least for now, Ms. Trix,” she said, a malicious smile playing on her lips. “You may get dressed and start enjoying your new life as a girl. Unbind her. Let her up!”
As the orderlies removed the restraints that bound her, Tiffani curled into a ball on the table, sobbing uncontrollably. Mercifully, the doctors and others left her in peace. “Finally,” she sighed through her tears, “this hideous ordeal is over.” 
True, that part of her trauma was indeed over. At least for the moment. Still, she also knew this was only the beginning of her nightmare. The horrors of living her life as a girl would haunt her long after this public humiliation.
As Tiffani Trix stumbled off of the examination table, the chill of the laboratory air enveloped her like a cruel, abusive lover’s embrace. She understood that her sins as Richard Livingstone’s would continue to haunt her in the most twisted ways. Her imposed gender swap felt like a cruel joke played by a malevolent god, or perhaps, the universe itself. Whatever it was, she knew there was no going back to the life she once knew. She’d have to play the forced feminized hand she’d been dealt. 
Adding to Tiffani’s sense of doom, the Judge stepped up to the microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she announced, her voice booming through the auditorium, “I hereby declare the permanent legal name change of the former Richard Livingstone to Tiffani Trix. Do you have anything to say before I render my sentence, Miss Trix?”
The Judge’s words landed like a death sentence, shocking the emasculated former abuser into silence and sealing her fate in a mausoleum of humiliation and revulsion. Tiffani’s heart pounded, all of her senses felt heightened now that she was stripped bare, inside and out. 
She shook her head in an effort to deny all of this. She began to speak, but hearing her new, breathy and bimboish voice shocked her into silence. She covered her mouth with her tiny, feminine hands, her eyes went wide and she struggled to keep from fainting.
“Nothing to say? Very well then. It’s settled. Not hearing any objection, you will now henceforth be known as Tiffani Trix,” the Judge intoned, her voice echoing in the hushed chamber. “The dangerous criminal once known as Richard Livingstone is dead. All records of his existence will be destroyed. In his place, we welcome a brand new productive member of society, a fully functioning feminine girl named Tiffani Trix.”
The gavel fell, sealing Tiffani’s fate and shattering the last vestiges of Richard Livingston’s existence. “This matter is adjourned,” the Judge said, rising from her chair. “Take her away.”
The sardonic applause that ensued felt like nails on the transformed former male’s soft, smooth, sensitive skin, each clap seemingly a reminder of the perverse amusement they all derived from her transformation and objectification.
Tiffani Trix, once Richard Livingstone, stood naked and shivering on the cold, sterile stage of the Metamorphosis Auditorium, the bright lights casting a harsh glare on her newly-molded, voluptuous frame. The doctors had finished their invasive examination, declaring her transformation to be complete. 
“Irrevocable.” “Irreversible.” The weight of these words settled over her like a suffocating shroud, suffocating any hope she might have clung to. She trembled, her knuckles white as she clutched the edges of the examination table, her lithe, feminine body betraying her every horrified thought.
The audience of esteemed professionals and morbid onlookers, observed her with a discomfiting blend of fascination and judgment. Whispers rippled through the crowd like a plague, the salacious interest in her newfound vulnerability palpable in the frigid, antiseptic air.
A grotesque carnival of the grotesque, she thought, her mind reeling. The world she had once known, where she held sway over others as the puppet master, had twisted into a macabre funhouse mirror of itself. Now she was the marionette, dancing to the tune of a cruel and unrelenting piper. 
The very air reeked of antiseptic and the musk of her own fear, as if the very walls of the Gender Swap Laboratory were stained with the sweat and tears of countless others who had trod this same, harrowing path.
Tiffani’s gaze darted about the auditorium, desperate for a single friendly face, a lifeline in this ocean of judging eyes. Instead, she met only the lecherous stares of those who saw her only as a walking, talking experiment gone right, a testament to the lab’s twisted prowess. And in that moment, she knew that her old life, whatever semblance of power and control she’d once grasped, was dead and buried six feet under the rubble of her shattered identity.
“Come,” a cold, disembodied voice barked, jolting her from her morose reverie. “You have a new life to begin, Tiffani Trix.”
With leaden steps, she descended from the dais, her high heels clacking out the dull rhythm of her despair on the cold, unforgiving floor. As the doors slammed shut behind her, sealing off any chance of return, Richard Livingstone had vanished forever leaving only Tiffani Trix, and a new chapter in the annals of the gender change scientist’s experiments began.
Abandoned in that sterile, soulless laboratory, the cycle of transformation continued, a grim reminder that in the world of the gender change scientists, there were only puppets and puppeteers, and no one was safe from the maniacal puppet master’s interminable strings.
In the distance, the grandfather clock in the lobby chimed, each ominous chime symbolizing the cruel passage of time and the death of Richard Livingstone, marking the rise of Tiffani Trix: a submissive, objectified shell of her former self, trapped in a girly world of her own making.



Chapter 4
The modern glass-walled office loomed before Tiffani like a crystalline cage, her reflection a stranger in the polished surface. She smoothed her skirt with trembling hands, the fabric whispering against her newly sensitive skin.
Lucy Caldwell’s voice cut through the air. “Please, have a seat.” Something about the new applicant seemed familiar, but she couldn’t place the shy, coquettish young woman as Tiffani perched on the edge of the chair, her voluptuous figure looking awkward and out of place in the sleek, modern space. She said in her breathy, bimboish voice, “Thank you for seeing me, Ms. Caldwell.”
“Call me Lucy, please.” A shark-like smile flashed across the lovely chief executive’s face. “I always enjoy meeting...fresh talent.”
Tiffani’s heart thundered in her chest, each beat a betrayal. She forced her lips into a demure curve. “I’m honored to even be considered.”
The CEO’s eyes raked over Tiffani’s buxom body, dissecting every part of it. “Your resume is... interesting. Tell me, what drew you to our company?”
“I’ve always admired your innovative approach,” Tiffani began, her voice a delicate whisper in the cavernous room. The lie tasted acrid on her tongue, memories of Richard’s disdain for Lucy’s success bubbling beneath the surface.
Lucy leaned forward, her gaze piercing. “And your experience in data analysis? It seems... limited.”
Tiffani’s mind raced, conjuring half-truths from the ether. “I’ve been... um… re-skilling recently. A personal transformation, you might say.”
“Fascinating,” Lucy murmured, her tone a velvet-wrapped blade. “And your previous employment and occupations?”
The walls seemed to close in, Lucy’s intense scrutiny a palpable threatening presence. Tiffani’s new body betrayed her, a bead of sweat trickling down her back. “I... I guess you could say that I’ve worn many hats.”
Lucy’s eyebrow arched, a silent challenge. “Indeed? Tell me more. Which of your many hats fits you best, I wonder?”
Tiffani’s heart skipped, her predatory past and present vulnerability colliding in a dizzying clash of then against now. She opened her mouth to respond, praying that her soft, girlish voice wouldn’t betray the tempest raging within her. She swallowed hard, her throat constricting around the words. “I believe that my…um…adaptability is my greatest strength,” she managed, her voice a brittle whisper in the oppressive silence.
Lucy’s eyes narrowed, a predator sensing weakness. “Adaptability,” she echoed, her tone dripping with skepticism. “An interesting choice. Tell me, Ms. Trix, how does one... adapt... to such drastic changes?”
The question hung in the air, razor-sharp and laden with hidden meaning. Tiffani’s mind reeled, images of the transformation chamber flashing unbidden behind her eyes. She struggled to maintain her composure, acutely aware of how her new body betrayed her. She felt a quickening of her pulse, a flush creeping up her neck. Her heart hammered away.
“I’ve found that embracing change,” Tiffani began, her words measured and careful, “can lead to unexpected growth.”
Lucy leaned back in her chair, her gaze never wavering. “Growth,” she mused, her lips curving into a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Yes, I can see you’ve... grown... in many ways.”
Tiffani’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic staccato of fear. “Has Lucy seen through my carefully constructed facade?” she wondered and forced a nervous laugh, the sound brittle and false. “Life is full of surprises, isn’t it?” she asked.
“Indeed it is,” Lucy agreed, her tone suddenly sharp. She leaned forward, her eyes boring into Tiffani’s. “Speaking of surprises...”
A flicker of recognition passed across Lucy’s face, her expression shifting from polite interest to intense scrutiny. Tiffani felt the blood drain from her face, her carefully crafted world teetering on the edge of collapse.
The click of stilettos echoed through Lucy Caldwell’s opulent office, heralding the arrival of an unexpected visitor. Collette Devereaux sashayed in, her French maid uniform a stark contrast to the room’s mahogany and leather decor.
Lucy’s eyes widened. “Collette? What are you—”
“Pardonnez-moi, Madame,” Collette purred, her accent thick as honey. “I have come with... how do you say, pressing matters?”
From her desk, Tiffani gaped, recognition of yet another of Richard’s former conquests dawning in her startled sky blue eyes. The platinum blonde squeaked, “I- I should go....”
Lucy glared at Tiffani, her once-beautiful features twisted into a mask of pure evil. “Not so fast! You’ll find the break room down the hall to the left. Wait for us there until we summon you!”
“Mais, non, chérie. As Lucy says, go to the break room. Stay there.” Collette said, her smile like a cutlass wrapped in soft silk. “We’ll call you back in a few minutes! Lucy and I have much to discuss about you.”
Lucy nodded in confirmation, her gaze locked on Tiffani. “Yes Dear, wait in the break room. Make yourself a cup of coffee if you’d like. We won’t be long.” 
As the door closed behind Tiffani’s retreating form, Collette’s demeanor shifted. Gone was the coy maid, replaced by a woman aflame with purpose. “That’s definitely him, Madame! I am certain! That’s the sadistic abuser Richard Livingstone. I will never forget that look if I live to be a thousand years old. I’d know those icy cold blue eyes anywhere, even in that ridiculous bimbo body.”
Lucy leaned forward, her fingers steepled. She wanted to agree, she’d seen and felt the signs of strong recognition, but this was too serious to make a mistake. “You’re certain?” she asked, “Totally sure?”
“As certain as the sun rises, Lucy.We have found the transformed sadist, and even though she’s a woman now, we must make her pay!”
A slow smile spread across Lucy’s face, colder than a midwinter frost. “I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long, but we must tread carefully. One false move—”
“And our little mouse scurries away before we can spring our trap?” Collette finished, perching on the edge of Lucy’s desk. “Then we must set the perfect mouse trap, non? One she cannot resist.”
Lucy’s mind raced, possibilities unfolding like poisonous flowers. “We can offer her a job. Something menial, but not too degrading. She’ll have no choice but to accept it. What choice does she have?”
“Oui! That will entice her!” Collette’s laughter was a tinkling of broken glass. “Oh, Lucy. You are deliciously wicked. I’ll bring her back from the break room now before she starts to wonder….”
Minutes later, Tiffani re-entered, in tow behind Collette, her steps hesitant in her three inch pumps. 
Lucy’s voice was honey-sweet poison. “Tiffani, dear. I’ve reconsidered hiring you. How would you like to be my new secretary?”
Tiffani’s relief was palpable, her gratitude effusive. As she babbled her thanks, Lucy’s thoughts twisted like serpents. “Oh, you poor, foolish girl. You have no idea what awaits you.”
The trap was set, baited with false hope and laced with the former guy’s desperation. Tiffani, once Richard the predator, was now the naive, unwary prey. She’d cluelessly walked willingly into the jaws of cruel retribution. She left the modern well appointed offices with a bounce to her step, clutching an invitation in her prettily pink manicured hand.
Later that evening, Lucy sat alone in her mansion. The gothic structure loomed above the distant city in the fading twilight, a monument to opulence and hidden secrets. Inside her study, she paced like a caged panther, her phone pressed to her ear, her voice a low, urgent hiss. “Emily? It’s Lucy. I’ve found him... or should I say, her.”
“It’s really Richard Livingstone?” A sharp intake of breath crackled through the line. “You’re certain?”
“Absolutely. Listen carefully. I’m gathering everyone. All of the women he wronged. It’s long past time we took back what he stole from us.”
Lucy repeated the furtive conversation more than a dozen more times. Each woman she spoke with repeated the doubts, the anger, and the determination for vindication through retribution. Every one of them thirsted to exact revenge, to impose karmic justice on the abuser who’d callously shattered her sense of self.
“Dr. Monroe,” she murmured into her phone, fingers drumming an anxious rhythm on the mahogany desk. “I need your expertise. It’s about the gender swap technology.” She went on to explain her bizarre plan, making the gynecologist gasp at the sheer audacity of the CEO’s scheme.
The doctor’s voice was cautious. “Lucy, you know all of the ethical implications of—”
“Ethics?” Lucy’s laugh was brittle. “Where were these ‘ethics’ when that monster destroyed our lives? No, Elizabeth. This is about justice.”
She outlined her plan, each word dripping with venomous intent. Dr. Monroe’s silence stretched, pregnant with moral conflict.
“I... I’ll need time to consider,” the doctor finally replied.
“Time is a luxury our prey doesn’t deserve,” Lucy snapped, then softened her tone. “Please, Elizabeth. You’re the only one who can make this work.”
“Fine! I’m in!” the gynecologist said after a brief pause, “I thought that taking lead on transforming him into a bimbo would suffice, but—”
“—but you want her to suffer a more…fitting punishment?”
“Yes, exactly. I’ll be there, and I’ll bring everything we need for that…fitting punishment,” Dr. Monroe said. “See you soon!”
As Lucy hung up the phone the final time, Lucy’s gaze drifted to outside the window, where shadows danced across her well manicured lawns. Her ghostly reflection stared back at her, showing her eyes burning with lust for triumph and barely contained rage. 
Her mind raced. “A party,” she thought, a cruel smile playing on her lips. “the perfect lure for our pretty little Tiffani.” She recalled drafting the invitation, each word carefully chosen to entice and mislead the hapless bimbofied former man. “Come closer, little mouse,” she thought, “step into our parlor, where the cats lie in wait to play with you.”
****
The next week, the moon was barely rising above the horizon, taking the place of the blood red sun that had descended out of sight behind the tall trees mere moments before. Tiffani Trix drove her barely functioning Ford Fiesta onward to the outskirts of town, far from the inner city. She’d left the trappings of civilization far behind. She hadn’t seen a street light for miles.
She noticed the Earth’s closest celestial companion, slowly rising in the sky. Its luminosity had faded from fullness, melting away into a waning, gibbous shape. Tiffani’s left headlight burned out as she crested a hill, making her grateful for the illumination of the pale Lunar orb as it rose slightly higher in the sky, casting its pallid light upon the world below.
As she drove forward, Tiffani’s eyes were drawn to Lucy Caldwell’s ornate, imposing mansion that loomed up suddenly as she rounded a curve. A gothic masterpiece of shadows and secrets, the hulking manner seemed somehow haunted. The formerly powerful man, now turned into a feckless bimbo, gasped seeing it, wondering what the night might hold in store for her.
A shiver ran down Tiffani’s spine for reasons she couldn’t explain or understand. With a heavy heart and a much less heavy step on the gas of her lime green used car, she meandered up the winding side road. She’d been summoned to attend a party. The invitation seemed…inviting, but the transformed former man still wondered about why her wealthy new boss would want her there.
“I guess I’ll find out soon enough,” she muttered to herself as the ornate iron gates of Lucy Caldwell’s mansion parted with a sinister creak. Tiffani cursed her sputtering economy car broken down as it threatened to stall out as she urged it up the long and winding driveway. She was far more used to driving a sleek, expensive sports car. A Jaguar, a Ferrari, or a Lamborghini.
As she navigated along, the sprawling estate loomed before her, its gothic spires piercing the twilight sky like accusing fingers. Tiffani’s heart fluttered, like a caged bird sensing danger. She parked the car and stepped out, her stilettos sinking into the gravel driveway, and smoothed her short, sexy dress with trembling hands. 
“Deep breaths,” she whispered, her voice a light and lilting soprano echo of Richard’s past bass toned bravado. “It’s just a party. You were invited. Nothing bad will happen to you here.” Her reassurances sounded hollow in her ears.
Before she could even knock, the massive oak door swung open, revealing Lucy Caldwell in all her imperious glory. Her smile was a predator’s grin, all teeth and no warmth. “Tiffani, darling. How... delightful you could join us.”
The new girl’s skin prickled. “Thank you for inviting me, Ms. Caldwell. I’m so honored to be here, and—”
“Oh, please,” Lucy interrupted, her voice dripping honeyed venom. “Call me Lucy. We’re all friends here, aren’t we.”
As Lucy ushered her inside, Tiffani’s gaze darted around the opulent foyer. Crystal chandeliers threw fractured light across marble floors, creating a dizzying kaleidoscope effect.
“Where are all the other guests?” Tiffani asked, unease coiling in her stomach. She’d noticed hers was the only car in sight when she’d parked just earlier, but she hadn’t considered the implications until the silence in the huge house brought that home. 
Lucy’s laugh was sharp as broken glass. “Oh, they’ll be along soon enough. But first, I have a little... proposition for you.”
“Proposition?” Tiffani echoed, her voice small, “what sort of proposition?”
“Indeed, a proposition. You might call it an offer you can’t refuse!” Lucy giggled as her eyes glittered. “You see, we’re short-staffed tonight. I was hoping you might... assist the staff.”
“Assist the staff?” Tiffani’s brow furrowed. “I don’t understand.” She’d lost so much during her transformation. Not just her huge cock and balls, but much of her former intelligence. The experimental process had turned the charming, and cunning, powerful and dominant man a dimwitted bimbo.
“It’s simple, really,” Lucy smiled, picking up a neatly folded uniform from a nearby end table and handing it toward the confused girl. “You’ll be a French maid for the evening.” She held out a sexy black satin and white lace servant’s uniform.
“Me? A French maid?” Tiffani recoiled, remembering all the times Richard had coaxed and cajoled his conquests into wearing just such a sultry slutty costume before tying them down and having his way with them. She knew that Lucy was one of those he’d told to wear a similar sexualized fetishistic outfit before using and abusing them. He’d videoing the subsequent wanton, rough sex so he could watch it again and again.
Richard had memorized his “session” with Lucy, so Tiffani recalled with excruciating detail that, mere months earlier, back when she was still Richard, he had this very same Lucy Caldwell shed her CEO’s power suit and slip into a slutty, servile French maid’s uniform.
Next, he made her simper around submissively, growing more and more aroused each moment. Then, he’d tied her up and spanked her until she cried out in pain through the ball gag he’d shoved into her mouth, muffling her shrieks. He’d used her like a whore, slamming his huge cock into her pussy and her tight little ass, again and again. He’d tossed her out like trash the following morning.
Now, Tiffani felt the tables turning. She wondered, “What if Lucy wants to have me dress up as a slut and have her way with me?” Out loud she said, “What? No, Ms. Caldwell—Lucy. You invited me here as your guest, not to serve you as a French maid. No way, I couldn’t possibly wear that uniform, or—”
“Oh, but you can and you will wear it,” Lucy’s cool tone heated up into a harsh command, all pretense of civility evaporating like broken ice in the hot sun. “I know who you are, or rather who you were! Richard Livingstone I presume?” She chuckled at her little joke and at the shocked and devastated expression on Tiffani’s face. “You’ll do everything I say. Unless you’d prefer that I make a few calls to some friends in the media about your... unique situation?”
Tiffani’s blood ran cold. “She knows!” a shrill voice in her head shrieked, “somehow, impossibly, Lucy knows!” In a panic, helpless to resist, she bowed her head and decided to go along with her former conquest’s demands.
“I- I- uh um, I guess I can wear it? Help you out?” Tiffani stammered, her high, breathy feminine voice cracking like an egg dropped on a hardwood floor.
“Of course you will, my dear girl,” Lucy said, giggling. “Collette will help you change and get ready,” she added, gesturing to the petite brunette maid who’d mysteriously materialized from the shadows, giving the man turned girl another shock as she recognized yet another of Richard’s former prey.
She recalled how, as the man she once was, she’d picked up Collette in a bar. Drawn to her sexy French accent and her beauty, he’d targeted her for his usual abuse. First, he’d impressed her with his wealth and power. He’d confessed that he was lonely. He said that he was finally ready to settle down with the right woman, strongly implying that Collette might be that woman.
Richard had looked into her eyes and, using his hypnotic gaze, he convinced her that he’d like to marry a girl like her. The naïve woman fell helplessly for this phony reformed bachelor act. Collette eagerly agreed to join him for what she thought would be an intimate, romantic rendezvous.
The even giggled as she dressed herself in a way too short slutty plaid pleated skirt and a matching neck tie, a sheer see through white blouse, white knee high socks, and patent black Mary Jane shoes. A fetishized version of the St. Trinian’s girls’ school uniform.
It made her feel dirty and objectified, but she went along because she thought and hoped Richard might be “the one,” the man who’d marry her and make all of her dreams come true. She could never have imagined what happened next.
After he’d drugged her drink, Richard pounced on her like a feral, rabid animal. He tied her up, whipped her, and reamed all night long, until her battered pussy bled. Once he’d gratified his urges, he picked her up, still wearing the tatters of the torn fetishistic school girl uniform he’d made her wear, and dropped her on the curb among the rubbish bins.
He’d sneered and said, “This is where trash like you belongs! In fact,” he’d added, “I can do one better!” With that, he opened a large rubbish bin, picked her up, and dropped her inside it.
There, she’d hopelessly cried herself to exhaustion and extremity, shivering from the cold, abandoned and alone, heartbroken and horrified. She remained in that rank smelling plastic bin for a day and a half. Unable to escape from the tiny prison until the men collecting the rubbish opened the bin, found her, and freed her.  She was broken. Eager to shower and forget the entire incident.
The workmen insisted that she file charges with the local constables. She did so, reluctantly, and that report directly led to Richard’s arrest, conviction, and trial. It culminated in his conversion into the feminized bimbo Tiffani. Collette remembered all of that, and so did the svelte, sexy woman who was once Richard Livingstone. Now, the former abuser trembled in terror before the petite, impeccable maid. 
“I hope she doesn’t know who I am, or who I used to be!” Tiffani thought, “How she must hate me! If she has a chance to take her revenge on me for—”
Before the bimbo could continue considering the implications of her dire situation, Lucy, the imperious businesswoman clapped her hands and ordered sharply, “Go get changed, girl! Do be quick about it, Tiffani!”
Stunned, the feminized former abuser blinked. She still clung to the hope that all Lucy wanted to do was humiliate her. “Yes, she probably just wants to make me prance around in a sexy uniform. Maybe it won’t be so bad?” She tried to assure herself, even as she felt a sickening sense of impending doom.



Chapter 5
As Collette led Tiffani away, the transformed former man’s mind reeled. “How has it come to this?” she wondered, “what further surprises await me?” 
Tiffani tried to summon the will to run away. “It’s not too late to escape!” she told herself, yet something made her stay instead of fleeing for her life. “What is keeping me here?” she wondered, “is it Lucy’s threat of exposing me? Is it fear? Is it something else? What?” 
She wanted to rebel, to take command of the situation, but all of her self assurance was long gone. That, along with every drop of testosterone, and every shred of her former macho mastery. So instead of defying Lucy or even the servile Collette, she meekly followed the maid along a maze of hallways, her mind racing the entire time. She couldn’t believe the situation she found herself in.
“Does Collette know who I really am—or rather who I was?” Tiffani whispered to herself as they reached the end of a hallway and entered a small servant’s quarters. Before the bimbo could work out any answer to that question, Collette turned toward Tiffani.
“Put this on! Be quick!” the maid commanded, handing Tiffani the frilly uniform Lucy had offered her earlier. “Put these on first, girl!” the maid said, opening a drawer and pulling out a set of scandalously sexy lingerie. These were a black garter belt, thong, and bra, along with a pair of fishnet stockings.
Tiffani quickly pulled off her best pumps, and set them on the floor. Next, she stripped out of her best dress and modest underwear, neatly folding them and placing them on a chair. Then, she changed into the slutty lingerie and the skimpy maid outfit. She tried desperately to ignore the shame and humiliation of it all. She wasn’t used to wearing such revealing clothes, and she felt vulnerable and exposed.
As Collette applied makeup and styled her hair, Tiffani couldn’t help but feel like she was being transformed into someone else entirely.
Collette stood in front of Tiffani, her fingers nimble and precise. “Ready for your transformation, mademoiselle?” she teased, a playful glint in her eye.
Tiffani sighed, feeling fearful, but helpless to resist. “I wonder what she’ll do to me?” she thought, glancing at the array of cosmetics laid out before them like a painter’s palette.
Collette began with the foundation, a soft liquid that matched Tiffani’s fair skin perfectly. She applied it with a damp sponge, blending it seamlessly. “We need a flawless canvas, don’t we?”
“I can’t believe this is happening to me,” Tiffani mused, closing her eyes.
Next, Collette reached for the concealer, dotting it under Tiffani’s eyes and around her nose. “A little magic to hide those secrets,” she said with a wink.
“Did she just say, ‘hide those secrets?’ What does she mean by that?” Tiffani sat frozen with the implications of the maid’s remarks.
With a fluffy brush, Collette swept a pale pink blush onto Tiffani’s cheeks. “For that rosy, innocent glow,” she remarked, her tone teasingly mischievous.
“Innocent?” Tiffani thought with horror. “If only she knew? Maybe she does know? If she does, I don’t even want to know what she’s thinking right now!”
Collette then focused on the timid girl’s eyes. She selected a palette of warm browns and shimmering golds. “Let’s make your baby blues pop,” she declared, expertly blending the colors across Tiffani’s lids. The stunned former man felt the soft brush strokes kissing her brow bone as the transformation from girly girl into slutty fetishistic French maid continued. 
Next came the eyeliner, a precise black line that Collette drew with a steady hand. “To add a little drama,” she explained, her expression one of focused artistry.”Dramatic is good; dramatic is so you!” the petite brunette giggled as she curled Tiffani’s lashes and applied a lengthening mascara, each stroke deliberate. “Lashes that flutter this way could flutter someone’s heart away,” she teased.
Finally, Collette chose a deep red lipstick, applying it with a careful hand. “Bold, like you,” she said with a grin. Moving on to Tiffani’s hair, the maid fiercely brushed the long platinum strands, detangling them with forceful strokes. “Your hair is like silk,” she complimented, starting to section it.
Collette began curling each section, creating soft waves that cascaded down. “A touch of elegance,” she murmured, her fingers working deftly. Finally, Collette pinned the top layers back, securing a frilly lace maid’s cap into them with delicate pins. “Et voilà, a masterpiece,” she declared, stepping back to admire her work.
Tiffani opened her eyes, looking in the mirror. “She’s turned me into a twin of herself, only with light blonde hair instead of her brunette!” she thought, a stunned look spread across her face. Before the new maid could react, the other picked up Tiffani’s shoes and clothing, strode across the room, and dropped them down a metal chute. 
“There, that leads down to the furnace,” Collette declared, “you won’t be needing those bland boring clothes any longer!”
“But! But what will I wear now?” Tiffani cried, shocked by Collette’s startlingly bizarre actions.
“You shall wear these!” the maid smiled, dropping a pair of patent black stilettos with five inch heels on the floor in front of the bewildered bimbo. “Put them on! Try to walk in them! Vite! Maintenant!”
Shaking her head, Tiffani quickly complied. She staggered around the room before acclimating herself to the sky high shoes. 
“You look a bit…uncomfortable,” Collette giggled, “practice walking in them for a bit. You’ll get the hang of them. Walk over to the mirror and see yourself!”
Tiffani carefully strode across the room and regarded her reflection. She almost fainted with shock at what she saw. In the scandalously revealing uniform, with the flamboyant makeup, hair styling, she looked almost unrecognizable.
“Like what you see, Mademoiselle?” Collette smiled, “you look absolutely exquisite like that! I’m sure all of the guests tonight will love you!”
“Really? I look exquisite?” Tiffani smiled, longing for some relief. 
Collette laughed bitterly and gave her charge a quick once-over before nodding in approval. “Yes, exquisite.” she said with a smirk. “You’ll make a perfect French maid tonight, and perhaps, for many days and nights to come.”
Tiffani’s cheeks burned with embarrassment. She couldn’t believe she was standing there, dressed like a French maid, about to serve at her new boss’s  party.
“Come along, my dear girl, we mustn’t keep Madame Caldwell waiting,” Collette said, leading Tiffani back towards the grand foyer.
There, the mistress of the house inspected her two identically dressed French maids and pronounced them ready to work. “Such a lovely pair of pretty maids!” she said, “stand there by the front door you two and ready yourselves to greet all of my guests! They’ll be arriving soon!”
As Lucy had assured them, the first guests began to arrive almost immediately. As they’d been instructed, the twin maids greeted each woman in turn, for there were only female guests. Tiffani recoiled as she recognized all of them. In shock she gasped, “Every one of these women was one of Richard’s victims!” She struggled to keep from screaming. From running away in a panic.
Somehow, she managed to remain calm. She emulated Collette’s every move, mimicking the serving girl as she took the guests’ coats and handbags, then escorted them one by one to the main sitting room. Once the last guest arrived, the hostess cornered Tiffani. 
“Follow Collette into the parlor and copy what she does. Hurry now, girl!” 
She did as she was told, and joined Collette and all of the ladies in the huge well appointed room with its mahogany walls, hardwood floors, and ornate oriental rugs. There, both of the sexily dressed girls began serving drinks and hors d’oeuvres. As she navigated among the chatting women, Tiffani felt haunted, tormented by the sense that she was being watched. Not just by Lucy or Collette or the severa. guests, but by someone or something else. By some presence hidden in the shadows. She struggled with that notion.
Before she could dwell on that further, Lucy’s voice cut through her thoughts.”Ahh, there you are,” Lucy said with a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I see you’ve taken to your new role with grace and eagerness.”
Tiffani nodded awkwardly, feeling out of place among the elegantly dressed guests who were sipping expensive champagne and nibbling on the fine finger food she’d been serving them.
“Now be a dear and keep serving these trays around,” Lucy instructed, gesturing towards several silver platters filled with canapés.
Tiffani hesitated for a moment before taking hold of one of the trays and making her way around the room. As she served the guests
Tiffany stood before the ornate full-length mirror, a vision in black and white lace. The French maid uniform clung to her curves, accentuating the body that still felt alien to her. She tugged at the hem, futilely trying to cover more of her exposed thighs. Collette’s voice interrupted her thoughts. 
“You look amazing, ma chérie. C’est vrai. Truly.”
Tiffany grimaced. Her reflection didn’t match Collette’s enthusiasm. She had to get out of here, but first, she needed information. She turned to Collette and asked, “What exactly is going on here? Why am I being forced into this... role?”
Collette’s expression turned briefly sadistic then her saccharine smile returned, as she helped Tiffany pin back her long platinum blonde hair into a neat bun and smoothed a few stray locks into place. “I’m sorry, ma chérie. It’s not my place to say.”
Tiffany huffed in frustration but decided not to push any further for now. Distracting herself with the task at hand, she focused on perfecting her French maid persona.
As they made their way back to the foyer, Tiffany couldn’t help but feel like she was stepping into a trap. She scanned the room for any familiar faces but could only see a sea of strangers in opulent gowns and suits.
Lucy appeared at her side once again, her predatory grin returning as she handed Tiffany a tray of champagne flutes.
“Time to earn your keep,” Lucy said with a wink before disappearing into the crowd.
Tiffany plastered on a smile and began weaving through the guests, offering drinks and making small talk where necessary. But all the while her mind raced with questions: Who were these people? What had she gotten herself into? And what did Lucy know about it all?
The party continued on with lavish food and endless flowing champagne. Tiffany lost track of time as she played her role, trying to blend in and avoid attracting undue attention. She did her best to hide in alcoves or shelter in the huge kitchen. Collette sought out the other French maid and found her lurking in the shadows.
“Stop fidgeting,” Collette snapped, adjusting Tiffany’s frilly headpiece. “You look... perfect.”
Tiffany’s stomach churned at the predatory glint in Collette’s eyes. “I feel ridiculous,” she muttered.
“Feeling ridiculous is the least of your worries, chérie,” Collette whispered, her breath hot against Tiffany’s ear. “Now, shall we rejoin the party?”
As they descended the grand staircase, the low hum of conversation ceased abruptly. Tiffany felt dozens of eyes boring into her, a mixture of disgust and anticipation radiating from the assembled guests.
“Ladies,” Lucy’s voice rang out, “your server for the evening.”
A wave of titters swept through the room. Tiffany’s cheeks burned as she recognized faces from her past–women she had manipulated, used, discarded. Now they gazed upon her with a collective hunger that made her blood run cold.
“Champagne, please,” a redhead called out, her lips curled in a cruel smile.
Tiffany’s hands shook as she lifted the heavy silver tray. She could feel the weight of her past pressing down on her, threatening to crush her beneath its unforgiving mass.
As she moved through the crowd, snippets of conversation reached her ears:
“Can you believe it’s really him?”
“Oh, how the mighty have fallen.”
“I wonder if she’s as... skilled... in her new form.”
Each word was a dagger, slowly carving away at what remained of Tiffany’s fragile psyche. She wanted to scream, to run, to wake up from this nightmare. But there was nowhere to hide, no escape from the trap she had unwittingly walked into.
As the night wore on, a palpable tension built in the air. Tiffany could sense something terrible looming on the horizon, an impending storm of retribution poised to break over her head.
“More wine, maid,” Lucy commanded, her eyes glittering with malice.
Tiffany stumbled forward, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. As she bent to pour, she caught sight of her reflection in the polished surface of the wine bottle. For a moment, she saw not Tiffany, but Richard—the man she had been, the monster she was paying for.
“Strip her! Now!” Lucy commanded, “and then bring her downstairs to the specially equipped chamber!” 
“My, my, look at how exquisitely feminine our little specimen has become,” purred a disembodied voice, heavy with the stench of leather and lust. Tiffani shuddered, her heart pounding in her chest as the haunting memories of Richard Livingstone’s past misdeeds returned to her in waves of agony.
The former man, now feminized into a buxom blonde bimbo, wanted to run away, but her psychological conditioning forced her to freeze in place helpless to resist. The furious women surrounded her, seized her, and pulled off her French maid uniform, leaving her exposed in her sexy lingerie. In that instant, Tiffani knew with bone-deep certainty that her reckoning had finally come.



Chapter 6
The angry mob of wronged women dragged the shrieking Tiffani down a flight of pristine steps into an ornate basement. “Let’s keep going ladies,” Lucy said, leading them through a large oaken doorway. Behind that, the mob saw a huge wine cellar. Working together, the women grimly ushered the struggling but helpless bimbo through that chilled room.
They half pulled, half dragged her all the way to the far end, past all of the hundreds of bottles. All the way to where an impenetrable looking metal doorway lurked, secreted behind the dozens of dusty racks that held countless fine vintages. 
Lucy used a heavy key to unlock and unlatched the heavy steel portal, revealing cold stone stairs that led downward into a dank, dark sub basement. Really more of a dungeon. “Let me go!” Tiffani cried out again and again, but the enraged, vengeful women continued dragging her downward. 
They pulled her down to the bottom of the staircase, and into a dark, forbidding chamber. The creepy room glowed with eerie, sickly candle light. Flickering flames cast long, menacing shadows across the faces of the assembled women as they encircled their former nemesis, eager to exact their revenge on the helpless air headed girl she’d become.
Tiffani shrank back against the wall, her platinum hair had fallen from her prim bun, leaving it to flow freely into a pale halo around her heavily made up face. She cowered in her slutty French maid uniform, her fishnet stockings torn and the hem of her dress frayed during the tumultuous travels into this dungeon.
By contrast, still looking pristine in her own maid’s attire, Collette stepped forth. Her dark eyes glittered with malice as she moved forward, her petite frame radiating an aura of menace. “Well, well, well. Regardez-vous, the once mighty Richard Livingstone, reduced to this helpless quivering feminine mess,” she said, her French accent lending a silken edge to her mocking words. “How does it feel, chérie, to be on the other side of the equation?”
At this, Tiffani’s fear surged within her, each beat of her pounding heart a thunderous reminder of her lost superiority and current vulnerability. She opened her mouth to speak, but only a choked whimper escaped.
“Can’t speak? C’est dommage! Such a pity! Such a shame!” Collette smiled.
Lucy’s lips curled into a cruel, sadistic expression. “Oh, don’t worry, Tiffani, dear. You don’t have to say a word. We have such delightful plans for you. You’ll experience every degradation, every humiliation you inflicted upon us. All of that and more. So much more!”
The other women murmured their agreement, a sinister chorus that sent icy tendrils of terror up Tiffani’s spine. She opened her mouth to respond, but once again no sound emerged. The transformed former predator knew that she had been turned into prey. She pressed herself harder against the wall, wishing that she could somehow melt into its surface and disappear. 
“Please,” she finally managed to say, her desperate pleading voice a mere trembling whisper. “I’m not Richard Livingstone any more! I’m not that person who hurt you. I’ve changed. I’m—”
“You’ve changed?” A bitter laugh erupted from Collette’s throat. She shook her head, “Mais oui, we can all see that you’ve changed quite a lot, but only on the outside. Inside, you’re still the same horrible monster who ruined our lives.”
Amelia stepped forward, her gentle features hardened by her grim resolve. “Do you remember me, Richard? Or should I say, Tiffani?” Her soft voice carried an underlying steel. Tiffani looked on in horror as the stunningly beautiful woman went on. She knew all too well what Richard had done, debasing the kind nurse.
“Do you remember the night you told me you loved me, and you wanted to marry me? Only to have me dress up as an American cheerleader for you. Then, you slapped me around, tied me down, and used me like some cheap whore. I cried myself to sleep every night since then, haunted by the things you made me do!”
Several other women stepped up to accuse the shattered former abuser of the crimes she’d committed back when she was a man, of the pain Richard had caused them all through his hideous behavior.
Tiffani’s gaze darted frantically between all of Richard’s former victims, now avenging survivors, searching for a shred of mercy. Finding none, she felt a wave of despair wash over her. “Is this how they felt when Richard stalked them?” she wondered. “Did they feel this helplessness, this horror?”
“I trusted you,” Amelia began again, her words sharp as switchblade knives. “We all did. And you shattered that trust, piece by piece.”
The women seized the trembling girl and prepared to tie her down on a huge bed. Leading the way, Collette’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “Now, ma chère, you’ll learn the true meaning of betrayal. Of helplessness. Of feeling invaded and defiled. And we’ll savor every moment of your downfall.”
Caroline stepped forward, her athletic frame taut with tension, fiery red hair framing a face etched with pain and fury. Her eyes, once warm and trusting, now blazed with a cold fire as she fixed her gaze on Tiffani, trembling helplessly as the women fastened her bonds. 
“You took everything from me,” she snarled, her voice raw with emotion. “My dignity, my self-worth, my ability to trust. Do you have any idea what it’s like to wake up every day, feeling like a stranger in your own skin?”
Tiffani flinched, those words striking her like physical blows. “Of course I know how that feels!”she said bitterly, “just look at me!”
“Yes, I guess you do know how that feels, now that you’re a slut with a pussy” Caroline spat, her words laced with venom, “I can see the fear in your eyes now, Richard. Or are you really just the bimbo named Tiffani that you appear to be now. Good. Let it consume you, just as shame and self-loathing consumed us.”
From the corner, Mary Johnson observed the unfolding drama, her pen flying across the pages of her reporter’s notebook. The journalist’s sharp blue eyes missed nothing–the tremor in Tiffani’s hands, the collective rage radiating from the group of women, the air thick with retribution.
“Please,” Tiffani whimpered, her newly feminized voice cracking as she struggled against the wrist and ankle restraints. “I never meant to—”
“Shut up!” Another woman stepped forward and slapped the broken former abuser’s face, her own face contorted with anger, turning to satisfaction. “You don’t get to speak. Not anymore.”
Tiffani’s heart raced, each thudding beat a desperate plea for escape. She tugged at her restraints, the rough material biting into her soft skin. Her gaze darted wildly around the room, seeking any possibility of freedom, finding only cold, unforgiving eyes.
“Look at her squirm,” someone in the group sneered, “you’re not so big and powerful now, are you?”
A chorus of taunts filled the air, each word a dagger of retribution.
“How does it feel to be helpless, Tiffani?”
“We’re going to make you regret every single thing you did to us.”
“Yes, by doing everything you did to us to you!”
“Your life as you knew it is over, you skanky pussy.”
“Her pussy is going to know a new life!”
Tiffani’s mind reeled, the gravity of her situation crushing down upon her. “What have I become?” she thought, a wave of nausea washing over her, “and what will I be when they’re done with me?”
Lucy Caldwell’s commanding voice cut through the cacophony of taunts, silencing the room with its razor-sharp authority. “Ladies, it’s time we move to the next phase.” Her dark eyes glinted with a mixture of triumph and cold calculation. “Prepare the equipment.”
A flurry of activity erupted around Tiffani, who watched with mounting horror as the women moved with synchronized precision. They retrieved an assortment of ominous-looking tools from various shelves and compartments along the walls, each item more hideous than the last.
Tiffani’s heart hammered against her ribcage, threatening to burst. “What are those for?” she asked, seeing and recognizing whips, chains, leg spreaders, O rings, and other kinky BDSM implements. Those along with several gynecological examination tools—speculums, vaginal swabs, cervical brushes and spatulas. 
Her voluptuous new body trembled, each curve a reminder of her vulnerability. “Dr. Monroe! Lucy! All of you, please,” she pleaded, her voice barely above a whisper. “Can’t we all just talk about this?”
“Talk about this?” Lucy mocked, her lips curled into a sardonic smile. “Oh, Tiffani, oh Richard, we’re long past talking.”
Tiffani’s mind raced through a labyrinth of regret. She recalled every manipulative word she’d ever uttered, every cruel action she’d ever committed as the abusive transgressive Richard Livingstone. These mortifying memories crashed down upon her in a tidal wave of shame.
“Please, I beg of you! Have mercy on me! I’m sorry! I never thought...” Tiffani’s voice faltered, her eyes welling with tears. She gulped back sobs and started again, “I never imagined that I’d ever be on this side of things. Now that I am, I am so so sorry! I never thought—”
“That all sounds like a ‘you problem,’ now, doesn’t it?” Lucy retorted sharply, her voice hoarse and raspy, dripping with venom. “You never bothered to think about how we all felt when you seduced us and abused us. You treated us like rubbish, literally! You tormented us, videoed us, then you just tossed us aside like offal.”
“Yes! He did!” Dr. Monroe said, stepping forth from the shadows holding a set of examination tools. “And now it’s time for you to face the consequences of your actions Richard.” 
As the gynecologist gathered up her instruments with surgical precision, the captive struggled in vain. “Please no!” Tiffani cried, “look what you’ve done to me already! Isn’t this enough penance for all my sins? You’ve taken my sex from me and turned me into a girl! I never even imagined this would be possible!”
“How can you ask us if becoming a woman was enough punishment?” the doctor snarled, “Your pussy and your imagination are both about to get a serious workout. Now, I can’t wait to take another look at that pretty pink pussy!”
The women formed a tight circle around Tiffani, their eyes gleaming with a mix of anticipation and righteous fury. Tiffani’s breath caught in her throat, her chest heaving with each labored inhalation. The walls of the room seemed to close in, transforming the space into a suffocating chamber of retribution.
“Please,” Tiffani whimpered once more, her feminized prettily made up facial features contorting with fear. “I’ll do anything you ask. Just... not this.”
Lucy leaned in close, her breath hot against Tiffani’s ear. “Oh, sweetie. You don’t even know what ‘this’ is yet. Take off her underwear, ladies, sluts like her should be stripped bare, expose her like the whore she is!”
With a cold, clinical precision, the women began to undress Tiffani, her body trembling violently as she was exposed under the harsh glare of the dim candles augmented by the suddenly illuminated fluorescent lights. Inch by inch, the delicate lace of her lingerie was torn away, revealing a weak womanly body that used to be strong and masculine. 
Once, Richard’s tall sturdy frame symbolized power and dominance. Now as Tiffani, she was reduced to a quivering mass of submission and vulnerability. Again she begged for mercy, “Please! Don’t do this to me! Don’t treat me like the man who I used to be treated you! You’re better than that, aren’t you?”
The gathered women only laughed humorlessly, bitterly. “You know you deserve this!” One of them said. Another added, “After what you did to us, you know you should be degraded and abused!”
Tiffani’s feverish mind raced back to the countless times she’d been on the other end of such an exchange, her victims pleading for mercy, Richard’s cruel smile as their pleas fell on deaf ears. A chill ran through her as she realized the full, fearful symmetry of her situation, a searing reminder that the pendulum of Karma swings back and forth without any mercy, without even a hint of remorse.
“Lay her down, and tie her up!” Lucy commanded, her voice as cold as the marble statues that adorned the halls of Lucy’s dark mansion. Tiffani’s newfound breasts bounced with each step, a cruel reminder of her stolen manhood. 
Deep down, the former abuser had to accept the justice in their statements. This awareness made Tiffani break down in bitter tears. Still, she remained defiant, protesting against her impending fate. “You’re right, I do deserve to suffer, but I’ve already suffered so much! Look at me! I’m nothing but a girl now!”
“Oh you’re ‘nothing but a girl’ you say?” Collette spat, “Look around you, you stupid pussy! We’re all ‘nothing but girls’ as well. Do you believe we’re all such pathetic creatures because of our femininity?”
“No! That’s not what I meant!” Tiffani cried, “I only meant—” but it was no use. The enraged women heard only yet another insult added to the injuries Richard had inflicted upon them. Both physical and psychological. The scars he’d made them suffer might never heal. Not fully. This pain drove the women to demand retribution, terrible and extreme.
“Look at you, you slut! You pussy!” One of the women shouted, “you think that being a woman is some kind of punishment? Well we’ll show you what real punishment is!”
“Look at her, she has a stunning, sexy body any of us would die for, yet she claims it’s a punishment to look like a gorgeous girl!”
Hearing that, Tiffani strove to conceal her voluptuous body, unable to overcome the urge to cover herself, all the while knowing that it would do her no good. Once she was placed unceremoniously atop the big soft bed, the shocked naked girl understood all too well what was about to happen to her. 
She started writhing desperately and struggling as hard as she could. She sought for an escape that remained beyond the reach of her estrogen weakened muscles. The laughing women easily overcame Tiffani’s struggles. 
They strapped down her limbs with an effortless efficiency that added to the helpless girl’s horror. Tiffani bit down hard on her bottom lip, tasting the coppery tang of her own blood on her tongue. Her fingernails dug into her palms. She wanted to evaporate into the ether. She wanted to no longer exist.
“Tsk, tsk, Tiffani,” Lucy purred, circling her prey like a lioness about to pounce. “You’ll ruin those pretty pink nails if you’re not careful.”
The other women cackled in unison, their laughter bouncing off the dark, forbidding walls, amplified by the room’s cramped sounding acoustics. Tiffani’s eyes darted around the room, desperate for an escape, but she found none. She sought for some sympathetic eyes. Again, she found none.
Lucy continued strutting, her heels clicking on the tiled floor. Then, she stood leaning over Tiffani’s helpless and trembling form. “Now, where were we? Ah yes, Collette, please tell our guest of honor what awaits her?”
“With pleasure!” Collette, said cruelty dancing in her eyes, “I just want you to know, Tiffani... I mean, Richard... We’re not just going to expose you tonight. Oh no, we have a much more appropriate, much more fitting punishment planned for you. We’re all going to take part!”
Tiffani’s heart hammered inside her, rattling her waspish ribcage, the rhythm a morbid precursor to her impending doom. She tugged furiously, frantically at her bonds, but the leather straps held fast. In the end, all of her futile attempts at escape only heightened her sense of helplessness.
“You see, Richard,” Lucy continued, “We’re going to record every excruciating second of your deflowering as pretty little Tiffani. Every humiliating moan you make, every tear you shed, every pathetic plea that escapes your pretty pink painted lips.”
Tiffani’s blood froze in her veins. “You can’t! You wouldn’t—”
“Oh, but we can,” Collette cackled. “And guess what the best part is? We’ll be selling these little mementos on all the hottest porn sites. And the best part? We’ll blur out our faces, of course. You, on the other hand... Well, your pretty face will be front and center.”
Tiffani’s mind reeled. She’d gone from predator to prey in the blink of an eye, and now, she was about to become the main attraction in a twisted sideshow for the sick and depraved to gawk at. Her stomach heaved, but there was no escape from the pit of her own making.
Lucy grabbed a riding crop from a nearby table and smirked. “And so, our little show begins. The rise and fall of Richard Livingston, or should I say... Tiffani?”
The real performance was about to begin. The one where Tiffani would beg for mercy, beg for release. And the wronged women would be more than happy to oblige, one way or another. She’d felt shocked by her emotional rollercoaster ride, from the trial to the transformation, but the biggest shock was yet to come.



Chapter 7
The chamber of horrors fell silent as all conversation ended, replaced by the mechanical hum of the facility’s ventilation system and the soft breathing of its newest inmate. Tiffani Trix, the former Richard Livingstone, lay naked tied down to the bed, shivering in the sterile glow of the overhead lights. 
She wished she could wrap her arms around herself to hide her nakedness. Instead, all she could do was slightly twist herself in a futile attempt to quell the chill that seeped into her bones. Her platinum blonde hair hung limp against her flushed cheeks. She felt like a trapped animal. Her eyes wide with terror, her senses heightened and taking in every creak and groan around her.
“Welcome to your new life, Tiffani,” Lucy Caldwell purred, circling her prey like a panther stalking its helpless prey. “You’ve had your fun, Richard... I mean, Tiffani, but now it’s our turn.” She gestured to the other women, their faces contorted with fury and alight with anticipation. They crowded in closer to Tiffani, their heels clicking ominously against the polished floor, hemming her in like a pack of predators cornering their prey.
Tiffani’s breath caught, her lungs burning as she realized the true scope of her peril. She had thought the humiliation in Gender Swap Compound was as bad as it could get, but she’d been wrong. So very wrong. Sheer, nameless dread coursed through her, encircling her spine, uncoiling like a snake from the nape of her neck to wrap itself around the pit of her stomach. 
Her new, still unfamiliar female body trembled with fear and revulsion. “Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely a whisper. “I... I can... I’ll do anything. Just... just don’t...” Tiffani’s voice trailed off as she met the cold, merciless eyes of her former victims. There would be no mercy here, she knew, only retribution.
Lucy smiled, a cruel, twisted imitation of a smile that chilled Tiffani to her core. “Oh, we know you’ll do anything, Tiffani. After all, you have no choice, do you?” The other women laughed, their laughter tinkling like glass shattering against the bare walls of the cell.
Tiffani’s eyes darted from face to face, desperately searching for an ounce of humanity, a flicker of compassion in their eyes. But there was nothing. Just a void where their souls should have been. Souls that she had helped turn to ash, she realized with dawning horror.
“Time to show off our new…attributes!” Lucy said. With that, the women all hiked up their fancy dresses, exposing their panties that bulged with huge male sex organs. Seeing the clear outline of eight, nine, and ten inch cocks, Tiffani felt like fainting. Her eyes rolled back in her head, unable to comprehend the evidence her eyes presented.
See her captive’s horror and confusion, Lucy explained. “We all visited the Gender Swap facility. There, Dr. Monroe and her colleagues performed a special new treatment on all of us, giving us the capability of brandishing enormous cocks, just like the one you used to have.”
“I- I don’t understand,” Tiffani gasped, “isn’t the process permanent? Aren’t you all stuck as women with dicks?”
“No silly girl,” Dr. Monroe explained, dropping her panties to let her huge, throbbing cock appear. “This new process turned us into Futas! Our pussies turn into cocks when we’re aroused, like now. Otherwise we have our feminine organs, just like yours now.”
Before Tiffani could ask another question, the hostess stepped up. Enough talk!” She declared, “Tiffani, Richard, whoever you are. You’ll be given a choice,” Lucy continued, her voice taking on a sing-song quality. “Oral, anal, or vaginal. We’ll take turns, of course. Oh who am I kidding? You’re gonna endure oral, anal, and vaginal penetration!”
Tiffani’s shame-stained cheeks flushed a crimson red, the vibrant hue a stark contrast against her platinum blonde hair. She knew what was to come, and she already felt violated, her mind reeling in anticipation of the unbearable humiliation that awaited her. 
The broken bimbo sobbed, her buxom frame heaving with each panicked breath she took. Her voluptuous breasts rising and falling as if they themselves were gasping for air. In the corner, a video camera whirred, capturing every excruciating moment for posterity. 
Tiffani's once-haughty gaze, now reduced to a hollow shell, stared back at them, a grim reminder of the price of hubris. The room was awash in a sea of pheromones, a potent mix of sweat and lust, as the women circled their prey like ravenous predators. Tiffani Trix, once a towering figure of masculine dominance, now cowered before them, reduced to a quivering mess of submission.
Lucy smirked, running a red lacquered finger nail down Tiffani’s trembling arm. “We’re gonna record every moment of this, and when we’re done with you, we’ll sell the tape online. You’ll be a world famous porn star, Tiffani.” 
“Oui!” Collette said, “Yes, and you’ll also serve as a reminder to all of the other abusive men out there what happens when they prey on helpless women.”
Tiffani’s eyes widened in horror as the Futas began to advance on her. As their hungry, grasping fingers reached for her, she closed her eyes, praying for unconsciousness, for any escape to take her away from the terror about to come. Still, she knew that there would be no escape from the hell she had created for herself. “If only I had it all to do over again,” she wailed. 
The augmented, altered women gathered around her, eager to exact their revenge. Several wielded whips, cat-o-nine-tails, crops, and other implements to inflict pain. Each lash of the crop was a symphony of agony, each moan a chilling chorus. Tiffani’s muffled cries echoed off the cold, soulless walls, testament to her undoing. Her once-powerful body contorted in the throes of torment, and yet, there was no mercy in sight.
Tiffani Trix, once Richard Livingstone, watched helplessly as the women he’d wronged exacted their long-overdue retribution. They tore at her delicate lingerie with glee, the expensive fabric shredding beneath their vengeful hands. Each rip was a reminder of the pain she had inflicted on them, a cruel echo of the power and the phallus she had once wielded so carelessly.
Tiffani tried to protest, to beg for mercy, but a gag of lace and silk was forced between her painted lips, the taste of her own submissiveness an acrid reminder of her newfound helplessness. Her eyes, which had once assessed conquests so callously, now darted from one face to another, pleading for mercy in the cold, unyielding gazes that stared back at her.
She was dragged, struggling, her exaggerated breasts bouncing with each panicked step, to the bed. A bed upon which she had once lain countless women for his own twisted pleasure. Now, the roles were cruelly reversed, and Tiffani was the one who was helpless, unable to escape the consequences of her actions.
Sharp, unyielding restraints bit into her wrists and ankles as she was bound to the four corners of the large, decadent bed. The cool leather chilled her heated skin, a constant reminder of her newfound vulnerability in this twisted game.
As the women circled, Tiffani’s mind raced, her heart a maddening drumbeat in her chest. The long, agonizing seconds before the first strike seemed to stretch on for eternity, her whole being tensing in anticipation of the agony to come.
The whip, when it finally fell, felt like fire against her naked flesh. The sting of the leather meeting her skin was unlike anything she had ever experienced, and a muffled scream of pain and agony erupted from behind the gag.
The women, sensing her torment, laughed, their cackles bouncing off the dark, lurid walls of Richard’s lair. This was what it felt like, Tiffani thought, her world narrowing to white-hot bolts of searing agony. 
This was what it was like to be at the mercy of another’s whims, to have no control over her own body or destiny. With each lash, each strike, Tiffani Trix’s, once Richard Livingstone, understood in her bones the depth of the depravity she had unleashed upon the women whose pain and humiliation had once amused her. 
As the night wore on, as the darkness in the room grew thicker and the shadows danced in time with her shuddering sobs, Tiffani finally understood the true cost of her sins, a price she was only just beginning to pay. 
Under the onslaught, Tiffani’s will crumbled. She felt a strong sense of Deja Vu, remembering the helplessness that she’d experienced during the trial. It felt like a lifetime ago to her. Once again, any sense of security she might have had was washed away like a sand castle before a rising tide, eroded then engulfed and destroyed by the crashing waves. Leaving no sign that it had ever existed behind.
With sadistic intention, the modified women loomed. Once cowering prey, they now prowled around their broken quarry. They plunged their huge cocks into all three of Tiffani’s orifices, each one of them striving to outdo the others with their depraved acts. They spit-roasted the helpless bimbo on their huge cocks. They rammed their hard dicks into her pussy, ass, and throat. 
Each of the women delighted in using and abusing their former abuser, spraying cum into her hair, onto her face, and into her fertile womb. “When you get pregnant, I wonder whose sperm will have knocked you up, you dirty slut!” Lucy said, “I hope it’s mine!”
They all descended upon Tiffani like vultures, each woman taking her turn to mark her territory, to claim the prize that had been so callously taken from them. Their voices, once meek and timid, now dripped with a malicious glee as they taunted and teased their helpless captive. 
A cacophony of sardonic laughter filled the air, bouncing off the sterile walls of the laboratory, transforming the once pristine space into a chamber of carnal greed and depraved retribution. The room swirled around her, a cacophony of dark laughter and teasing smirks. 
As the whip connected with her back for the ten thousandth time, Tiffani Trix, the former master of pain and terror, felt something inside her break. It was not her body that shattered under the relentless onslaught, but her spirit, splintering into a million jagged pieces, and she knew, in that moment, she would never be whole again.
The women continued to laugh, their manic glee echoing in the cavernous space, but Tiffani no longer heard them. She was trapped in a world of her own making, a prison of agony and retribution, and she knew, with a grim certainty, that the torment would go on... forever.
Tiffani swallowed hard, trying to cope with the salty, sticky cum that had filled up her mouth. She could also taste the metallic tang of blood on her split lips, and the salty sting of tears filled her eyes. 
As she blinked, she caught sight of herself in the mirrored ceiling above her: a broken shell of the man she once was, and for a fleeting moment, she pitied herself. Pity, she realized, was a luxury she could no longer afford.
The women kept taking their turns with her, the leather straps biting into her wrists and ankles as they held her down, Tiffani Trix gritted her newly-sculpted teeth and tried to endure. The pain, the humiliation, the burning need to beg for mercy bubbling up like bile in her throat... she swallowed it all down, swallowed it deep, and vowed to herself that she would survive this, somehow, someway.
When the women were finally spent, hours later, they stepped back. Their heaving chests were like bellows stoking the furnace of Tiffani’s humiliation. The room fell silent save for the sound of Tiffani’s ragged breathing, interspersed with the staccato cadence of her sobs.
Lucy circled her prize like an apex predator, satisfied with a job well done. “Well, Tiffani, now you know how it feels to be on the receiving end. I do hope you’ll learn your lesson. In any case, we’re gonna have a lot of fun with you!”
Her shame and tear stained cheeks flushed a crimson red, the vibrant hue a stark contrast against her platinum blonde hair.  As the women finished off by using Tiffani’s face and hair to wipe off their dicks. 
The tortured girl looked up. As the last of their seed splattered and dripped down her upturned face, Tiffani Trix, the ghost of Richard Livingstone, knew the true meaning of defilement and degradation. 
She resolved that, even though her body might be spent, she would somehow survive this gang bang at the hands of the furious Futas. “My spirit might be shattered, but deep down I will manage to rise from these ashes and make a new life for myself.” In the darkest recesses of her newfound soul, a flicker of defiance still burned.
In the depths of her splintered mind, a new Tiffani emerged. One who understood the cost of her actions, one who knew the true meaning of empathy. As the last of her tormentors spent themselves and the room fell silent, she lay there, an empty husk of her former self, a wiser, more compassionate person borne from the ashes of her arrogance.
The tables had turned, and Tiffani Trix, the once-haughty former male, former abuser, knew it would be a long road to redemption. As she felt the sticky evidence of her newfound understanding seep down her thighs, she swore to herself that she would do whatever it took to make amends for the monster she had once been, by becoming a female author. Repairing the damage she’d once wrought, one word at a time.
The sun had long since set by the time the women, spent and satisfied, had departed, leaving Tiffani alone in the wreckage of her former life. She staggered to her feet, her body aching in ways she never thought possible. Picking up the remnants of her shredded maid’s uniform, she made her way home, a newfound determination burning in her eyes.Epilogue
The path to redemption, Tiffani Trix knew, would be long and arduous, but she was prepared to face it head-on, one agonizing step at a time. A glimmer of resolve flickered in her eyes, a testament to her newfound determination to right the wrongs of her past life.
As she limped home, the city around her seemed to mock her with its bright lights and carefree laughter, a cruel reminder of the world and the women she had once so callously devoured. But Tiffani knew her place now, and it wasn’t atop the food chain. No, her newfound empathy had humbled her, had given her the gift of humility she so sorely lacked.
The next day’s dawn crept over the horizon, its cold, unforgiving light seeping through the cracks in the ancient wooden shutters, illuminating the carnage that had transpired in the dimly lit room. The women, spent and satisfied, had left her there, bound and gagged upon the blood-stained sheets of the four-poster bed. Tiffani Trix lay there, her body throbbing, her mind a maelstrom of emotions she did not know how to process.
As she lay there, she felt something stir within her, something dark and primal, something that had always been there, lurking just below the surface. It was a hunger, a hunger for power, for control, for the sweet, intoxicating taste of revenge. And as the sun continued its relentless ascent, bathing the room in harsh, unforgiving light, Tiffani Trix, the ghost of Richard Livingstone, made a vow. She would survive this.
In the weeks and months that followed, Tiffani Trix worked at atoning for her sins. A modern Tiresias, having experienced sexual stimulation first as a man and then as a woman, Tiffani’s ordeals gave her a unique understanding of the human condition. She used these insights to author a novel. One that became a sensation.
Her book, not so loosely based on her own astonishing lived experiences, told a breathtaking story of predation and violation, loss and redemption. Part true crime, part confessional, and lurid in many places, Tiffani’s book laid bare all of her sins and mortification.
She’d sought solace through retelling her experiences, the most unlikely of real life stories. She provided a frank and meaningful testament to the power of personal evolution through fundamental transformation. Her erudite words, once used to objectify and demean, became something positive.
Tiffani published her inspiring cautionary tale warning the powerful and dominant that those they exploit and abuse might one day achieve the power to rebel. To inflict cruel, Karmic justice. Possibly in a court room, maybe in a dark dungeon, but someday the tables might turn.
As her newfound fans devoured her every word, they sensed the pathos behind her prose. They appreciated her newfound empathy that resonated with even the coldest of hearts. Tiffani Trix had come full circle. In doing so, she had found deliverance and self expression, finally telling the truth about herself in the third person, semi-omniscient point of view, through the pages of her own book. This very book that you’ve just read.
The End?



Afterword by the Author
Once again, I cannot thank you enough for reading this all new filthy force feminization horror science fiction fantasy! This story began as a commission from a reader. You too can hire me to bring your inner girl (or dream girl) to life! To commission a story using your plot with you as a main character, contact me at MindiHarrisBooks@gmail.com or through Buy Me A Coffee using this link: http://www.BuyMeACoffee.com/MindiHarris/e/19875.
I am fortunate to have so many kind, enthusiastic readers. If you liked reading this book half as much as I liked writing it, please give me a 5 star rating. For extra credit, please leave a great review—anonymously if you feel that’s best. It’s easy to do and would help me so much by letting other readers know about my books! Your 5 star rating and positive review would also urge me to continue writing and publishing a wider range of themes, styles, and topics. 
If you liked this story, I hope you try some of my other stories as well, although keep in mind many of them are spicier, kinkier, and more about force than this one.
Please check out my author pages:
US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
DE: https://www.amazon.de/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B00YYY6NL8
(If the links don’t work or if you live elsewhere, search for me on Amazon.)
I love to hear from my readers! Please feel free to contact me with any comments, concerns, etc. Especially if you notice any typos or other mistakes of any kind. Thank you again, Dear Reader! I love and need you! I couldn’t and wouldn’t write or publish anything without your kind support!
￼
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