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Jason is a ginger haired college student in need a little quick cash. His student loans are putting a damper on his ready cash supply. Luckily, he just came by an advertisement that will help just a touch with his financial troubles. A university professor is paying twenty-five bucks a session for a drug trial. The best part is the thousand dollars promised at the end of the sessions. Easy money, what college kid could resist a chance at it.

The test drug turns out to be a male enhancement drug. Jason being young and virile has no problems there. However, since the graduate student conducting the testing for the professor turns out to be the lovely Lily, it doesn’t hurt to take the drug anyway. He’s getting twenty-five dollars and gets to spend time with a foxy nerd once a week. This testing couldn’t get better.

The only way the testing thing could go awry would be if the male enhancement drug feminized Jason and Lily turned him into her little girl. But that couldn’t ever happen, right?


Chapter 1

Jason played with the clicker on the back of the pen. The tip of the pen went in and out, in and out as he clicked the back with his thumb. He was just passing time. It was a dull activity, but not any duller than just sitting here doing nothing. He was sitting here due to his own fault, though, so he couldn’t complain too much. He had volunteered to be here. Mostly he had done that because he needed the money, and this sounded like easy money. To be a test subject for some drug trial, what could be easier?

This all had started two weeks ago when he’d gone to sign up for Spring classes. He happened to pass by the university bulletin board, and he came across a sheet of paper pinned there. He had to laugh at the idea that someone posted anything but signs about lost pets on those things these days. The world was digital, right? Anyway, what the sign he saw had written on it was enough to give him the incentive to tear the little strip of paper off the bottom and take it home. The ad had clearly stated they needed test subject volunteers for a clinical study of a drug. That didn’t interest him. No, what interested him was the part about twenty-five dollars a week, plus one thousand dollars at the end of the study. When you’re sporting student loans, any cheap quick and dirty cash sounded good to a student like Jason.

Well, he called that number, and they accepted him without much fuss. Apparently young virile men like Jason were just what the study needed. They gave him a time and date to show up at the lab. Today was the time and date so here he was. Now he was sitting alone in an antiseptic white room with a white writing table and the metallic chair to keep him company.

The door opened at long last. A man that had called himself Professor Clam back came into the room. Jason had met him briefly an hour or so ago when he’d given him a written exam. The professor held a clipboard in his hands. He called, “Test Subject 11, are you still present?”

Jason pretended to look around as if someone else might answer that. He then raised his hand. He said, “I think I’m Test Subject 11.”

The Professor pulled the written test Jason had taken and placed it on the table. He then looked over the top of his black horn-rimmed glasses. He cleared his throat. “Your test scores were outstanding.”

“Then I get my twenty-five bucks and am free to leave?”

“And because of them you’ve been accepted into the program,” explained the professor.

“I thought I was already accepted.”

“No, today was just a screening to see if you were a suitable test subject.”

“Suitable for what again?”

“Testing, of course.” He pulled three photographs from her clipboard. He arranged them on the table. Then he asked Jason, “How do you feel about these three pictures?”

“Feel?”

“Yes, for instance picture one, as you can see, is a photograph of a shaved vagina. How does that make you feel?”

“I do like pussy,” assured Jason, wondering what this was all about.

“And the second photograph, how does that one make you feel?”

Jason looked at the second photograph. It was just a mid-torso photograph of a woman wearing white panties. It didn’t have anything to do with a drug test as far as he could see. Why was this dude showing him photographs? He shrugged, “Wish I could see her face.”

“And the last photograph?”

Jason looked at the third one. It was nearly identical to the second. It just had one slight difference. The slight difference wasn’t that slight when Jason thought about it. The panties clearly had a bulge where only a cock would bulge it so there was no doubt what was making that bulge.

“Go on, answer for me please.”

Go on? Jason worried if he had lingered too long. The professor couldn’t seriously think he liked dick wrapped in panties. He replied, “It’s not my thing.”

The professor nodded. “Excellent. Now if you will excuse me, but I leave you in the capable hands of my graduate student, Lily.”

“But professor, what did a written test and three photographs have to do with . . .”

The professor exited the room. Jason had half a mind to leave. He’d been here too long already. At the going rate they were paying him; he could flip burgers for the same amount of cash. He looked down at his written test. It was a bunch of weird yes or no questions on the topic of men. He was a man, so of course he passed. What did the professor expect? Academic types were so smart that it made them dumb in Jason’s opinion.

The door opened and she walked in. Lily was hot. She was the worst kind of hot. She wanted to look nerdy, but her body was so smoking hot it couldn’t fake it. She wore a white lab coat to cover up as much as she could, but it couldn’t fool Jason. The glasses she wore just made her face appear even cuter to him. Suddenly Jason was glad he was her test subject. He hadn’t been too lucky at love while in college, but there was always hope. With so many girls like Lily around, it had to happen eventually, right? He offered her a simple hoping to start things off on the correct foot.

She greeted him, “My name is Lily Hammer. I will be administering a test drug called LBGQ69 to you on a weekly basis. You understand this is a test drug, there could be certain liabilities involved?”

“Like what?”

“It is all here in this form,” she explained. She placed a sheet of paper on the table along with a black ink pen. Jason eyed it suspiciously. He picked it up and leafed through it.

The liabilities all seemed normal enough, dry couch, rash . . . Death. “Death?” he balked at the word as his eyes read it.

“It’s a standard liability document, we have to put in all the possibilities due to the uncertainties involved,” she replied.

She sounded so cold hearted and clinical that it sort of turned Jason on. He sort of wanted her. It was sort of a bang the teacher and get an A type of lust she put in him. He couldn’t let her think he was a sissy and that he was afraid of some rather unlikely side effects, so he wouldn’t show he was concerned at all by this document. He casually laughed and signed the liability’s waiver.

“What a man has to do for twenty-five bucks a week.” He added a wink.

She was ice cold in response. She merely picked up the waiver. He inspected his signature as if he might have faked it. Then she tucked it away in a folder she was holding.

“Your first treatment begins immediately,” she informed him.

“What am I being treated for exactly?” he asked.

“Male functionality, virility, enhancement, and masculinity,” she replied.

“My equipment is working normally. I think your written exam might miss a thing like that.”

“One must test all variables. Many men, I find, think they’re at maximum male virility only to find themselves lacking in that department.” As she said that, her eyes fell on Jason’s groin. He was a little taken back. He was perfectly normal in that department, thank you very much. The nerve of this absolutely lovely girl . . . It annoyed him. Only he knew letting it show might hurt his slim chances with her. Better to play the willing test subject.

She continued, “This drug is to ensure no man lacks virility ever again.”

It sounded like a waste of time to give boner meds to an able penised man, but for twenty-five bucks, he’d let her waste the time.  “Is this going to take long, I’ve been here a while already.”

She left the room. Jason held up his hands in exacerbation. These people were something else. The door opened again. She was carrying a silver tray with a small vial on top. Next to the vial was a needle. She placed the tray on the writing table.

“Roll up your sleeve,” she ordered.

Isn’t that typical. She was acting like a real doctor already. Well, if she wanted to order him about, he would obey. It was a bit of a turn on, now wasn’t it? Jason rolled his sleeve up. She placed a band around his arm. Then she squeezed a rubber ball attached to the band and it squeezed tight. She put on her stethoscope and listened to his pulse.

“Your pulse is satisfactory,” she declared, after a while.

“I work out.”

“Drop your pants and underwear?”

“Why?”

“I need to inject you.”

“Don’t they normally use pills for this type of stuff?” he asked.

“Pants down,” she ordered.

“Can’t you do it in my arm?”

“It is my belief that most men like you prefer a shot in the rectal region,” she explained.

Jason got out of his chair. He grumbled, “What does she mean by that remark?” He dropped his pants, though. He needed the easy cash and pleasing Lily, the cold fish, at the same time. Damn, why did he like her so much? He then took his underpants down. He displayed himself to her proudly. “Happy?”

“Bend over,” she ordered.

Yeah, a girl like her was never happy. Jason put his hands on the table and pointed his bare bottom toward her. He felt the coolness of the alcohol wipe. Then he felt the sharp prick as the needle went in. It was over in seconds. He glanced at her. He’d shown her his everything. She didn’t look expressed. It didn’t mean anything. Women scientists like this were just cold fish. Still, it felt even more attractive that she was that way. Just one girl like that was all he needed, he thought to himself.

“Would you care to see more of me or is that it, Lily?” asked Jason.

“That is not it.”

“What else is there?”

“Your payment.” She reached her hand into her lab coat. Then she pulled out a pair of white cotton panties. She tossed them on the table. She turned and started to walk away.

Jason shouted, “Hey, wait a minute; what do I do with these?”

She turned and stared him down with a cold hard stare. Then she explained, “You will take them home. If you return them here next week for your next session, then you will then get a reward.”

“That wasn’t part of the deal. I signed up for cash.”

“You will be properly rewarded for being my test subject, that I assure you.”

“But panties? Come on, give me cash.”

“Give me money, give me money, you’re sounding like a woman already,” she said to him. Then she left the room without acknowledging him further.

“What was that remark about?” he said to the air.

He shrugged and put his clothes back on. Then Jason picked up the panties. What the fuck was he going to do with them for a week? He shoved them in his pocket. As he did, he felt his ass throb. He rubbed it. Was a poke in the ass worth all this? He was starting to doubt it.


Chapter 2

Jason reached for his nightstand. He fumbled for the switch on the lamp that stood on top of it. He hit it on as he sat up in bed. He rubbed his forehead. It was dripping with sweat. He sat up on the edge of the bed. What is going on? He must have a fever. Only no, he didn’t feel sick. He felt strange, though.

In a flash the thought of that waiver he had signed went through his brain. Shit, they are going to kill me. I’m burning up inside without a fever. They stuck me in the behind with a bad drug. I should never have let them shoot me in the ass. And for what? I didn’t even get the cash, he thought.

He got up heading for the bathroom. He nearly tripped over his pants that he’d left on the floor. He picked them up off the floor. He was ready to toss them into the dirty pile when a sudden urge struck him. He pulled the panties Lily had given him from the pocket and then dropped the pants to the floor. They owned me twenty-five bucks and they gave me these. I’m going to die of a side effect and all I must show for it is a pair of pretty panties. I’m a total sucker. They probably infected me with some new virus. That idea put him in a panic, and he dropped the panties on the bed as he rushed to the bathroom.

He entered the bathroom and hit the light switch. He stared at his face in the mirror. His emerald, green eyes looked a bit haggard. No surprise there. His ginger hair was matted from the night sweats. He ran the tap and rinsed his hands. He splashed cool water on his face. His face felt smooth. Normally he’d have stubble on his face at this late hour. That seemed weird. Maybe it wasn’t as late as he thought it was. He couldn’t check because he didn’t have a clock in the bathroom.

He took a few deep breaths. He didn’t feel sick anymore. They couldn’t just infect him with a virus without telling him. That would be against the law, he was pretty sure about that. What he had felt was probably just a side reaction of the drug. A touch of night sweats, not that big a deal. He was panicking over nothing. He grabbed his junk. It was flaccid. Well, so much for that drug enhancing his virility. He’d complain about them on the next visit. Night sweats and a throbbing ass, not exactly the world’s most deadly side effects. At least proper boner pills gave you a solid boner, this drug did nothing in that regard. Sounded like a loser if there ever was one to Jason.

He was relaxed. Yeah, he felt like he was okay. As he thought that he noticed how itchy his chest was. He lifted his nightshirt. Both of his pecs were raw and red. Oh great, I have developed a rash. All these negative symptoms probably meant that they’d drop him from the program next visit. Oh well, so much for easy money that he wasn’t even getting. The only positive thing about the drug trial was Lily and she was cold as ice so no great loss.

He walked back to his bed. His mind began to feel a touch clouded. This time it wasn’t a side effect of any drug. He was just remembering something. He’d been dreaming about something before he had woken up suddenly just now. Jason rarely remembered his dreams. Some vague image was there, though. He’d dreamed of a woman. She was . . . She was . . . He couldn’t remember.

He sat in bed ready to turn the light off. He felt something. He pulled those panties out from under him. They were a lovely pair. Really delicate to the touch. It would be nice to wear a pair like those all the time. Wait, why did he just think that? It was true though. They felt good in his hands. He felt his cock stirring. Maybe that drug injection was kicking in at last. That wasn’t the only thing that stirred. He saw an image in his brain come into focus. That damn picture number three the professor showed him haunted Jason. In his mind he saw the bulge in those panties. It was more than that. He’d been dreaming about them just before he had woken up. Damn, he hadn’t dreamed about picture number one, or picture number two, but picture number three had filled his dreams. I liked that picture a lot, he thought. Only it wasn’t true at the time. I didn’t like panties filled with cock this afternoon. I don’t like them now either, he assured himself.

He shook his head. No, I do. I told the professor a bold-faced lie. That injection spot started to throb harder and harder. His mind was getting foggier. It wasn’t a lie when he had said that, but it was no longer true what he said. Something had changed. What changed? It occurred to him to ask now what had changed. He hadn’t dreamed about picture number three at all. The girl in his dream wasn’t the same as the picture. No, it was not the one in the picture. It was more familiar. I was him!

He sighed and then he slid those delicious panties under his pajama bottoms. He rubbed his rock-hard cock with those pretty panties. It felt good to touch himself with women’s clothing. Not just anything clothing either, but the most private. His cock was begging to be rubbed by those pretty panties. He thought, I can jerk myself off with these panties. No one will know. I’m alone in my bedroom. Panties feel so good on a man’s cock. Yes, they felt so good right now. He rubbed harder and harder. He started rubbing his left nipple with his free hand as he jerked himself with those panties. His breast was so much more sensitive now. This feels so good, so right. I’m so sensitive. Oh my, I think the drug has worked. My virility is through the roof!

He started mumbling, “I need panties, I need panties, I need panties.”

Then he came all over those pretty panties. It was an epic eruption.

Then he started to come down from the madness that had engulfed him. His head was clear now. And yet he still liked panties. That wasn’t true, now he loved them. What was happening to me? He thought. He didn’t care what had happened because he liked this new way. He pulled off his pajama bottoms. He put on those soiled panties. Then he sighed again. They were so lovely to wear. He would need to wear them all the time now. They completed him. He closed his long lashes and went back to sleep feeling completely satisfied.


Chapter 3

Jason was back at the professor’s lab for his return visit. He was not in a great mood. Indeed, he was pissed. He had just had one week of absolute total hell because of that drug. Well, maybe not hell. He had to admit that it was fun to masturbate while dressed up in panties, but sans that, the rest of side effects to the drug had been awful. Heck, even that part was supposed to be awful. He shouldn’t have these new panty-love feelings. He shouldn’t like those panties so damn much! It had been that damn drug that made him this way. It was turning him into a sissy. He was going to give the professor a piece of his mind. Yeah, you couldn’t do that to a real man like Jason and get away with it. He yanked the door open and went inside ready to deliver an epic verbal beatdown. There was no one in the white antiseptic. He checked his cell phone thinking maybe he had gotten the time or date wrong. Nope everything checked out.

He shrugged and sat down. He waited as the minutes streamed by. The waiting only made him angrier. He still hadn’t even gotten his money.

The door handle started to jiggle. Jason stood up. The steam had built up in the kettle long enough, he was ready to let the professor have it. Lily came into the room. Jason bit his lip and then frowned. Well, he couldn’t shout at a woman. Not about the types of things he wanted to shout about. He would have to store his anger for now.

She asked, “How is Test Subject 11 today?”

“I need to see the professor. Where is the professor?” grumbled Jason.

“He is busy, so you get me for the whole visit.”

“You’d think his drug test subject would be more important than anything else. I have things to tell him.”

She clicked a pen and started to write in a notebook. “Excellent, go on.”

“Well . . . It’s about side effects of a certain nature.”

“Ah excellent, you have noticed side effects,” Lily said to Jason.

“There is nothing excellent about them!”

“Raise voices, interesting. Go on.”

Jason stared at her for a brief second as if he didn’t understand the question. Go on, that was the one thing he didn’t want to do in front of her. If she knew the truth, she might think he’s a beta man. Okay Jason, no more raised voices. Wait to let the professor have it.

“Please, tell me your problems,” she inquired.

Then he stammered to supply an answer. “I . . . Ah . . .” He shrugged hoping it would help.

“Yes, go on?”

The thing was he couldn’t go on. The truth was that it is hard to tell a woman these types of things. Particularly one as attractive as Lily. Don’t let her think the worst of you, he told himself. If only the professor was here, he would have given that man a piece of his mind. Still, there were certain changes that needed to be addressed. She was almost a doctor. She was so clinical that she’d understand. He focused on the more normal stuff. That should be enough to alarm anyone about this awful drug. He said, “I had some night sweats, and some nightmares.”

“Caused by the drug?”

“I think so.”

“What were these nightmares about?” she asked.

He couldn’t exactly tell her he dreamed about panty covered sissy cock. Even if he had dreamed about them for six nights straight. Damn, if only a man were here to tell his problems too. He’d understand Jason wasn’t gay. It was just a bunch of side effects, terribly lovely side effects. It was awful to think that they weren’t really nightmares he had been having. Mostly because he was certain now he had dreamed about his own cock tucked away in pretty panties. It was more than just a dream; he was wearing them now as he spoke to her. He couldn’t seem to take them off. He liked them too much to part with. It wasn’t a side effect if you loved it, right?

“Well, you know dreams; you forget them when you wake up,” he explained.

“You’re experiencing memory loss then?” she asked.

“No, it’s just I don’t remember my dreams.”

“I see. Stand up, I need to examine you.”

“You mean physically?”

“Yes.”

“I might have a few odd physical reactions to the drug as well.”

“I see. Then it is better that you strip down so I can examine you head to toe.”

He immediately was angry with himself. There was nothing he could do about it now. She was bound to know about him and think the worse. It was for the best. This drug was dangerous. If it could get a man like him to . . . To . . . To love it, then it could do that to anyone. He took his shirt off and tossed it on the table. Then he kicked his shoes off. He took a deep breath. He yanked his pants down.

“Ah, what do we have here?” Lily said.

It was going to be hard to explain why he was wearing panties. Jason said, “I . . . I think it might be a side effect from the drug. I just feel this strange compulsion to wear panties.”

Lily put her finger in the panties waistband and snapped them against his ass. Then she said, “Panty fever, how interesting. I’ve heard of it, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen an actual case of it before. Have you had any other feminine changes since your injection?”

“Not really,” he replied.

She ran her hand across his smooth face. She asked, “When was the last time you shaved?”

It’s funny you should ask that, but . . .”

“And your chest and legs, have they always been so smooth?”

“No, I think it is the drug doing it.”

She squeezed his pecks. “A bit of fullness started in the breast region.” She paused and looked down at his member. She asked, “Are you still able to get hard?”

“Of course!”

She gave him a sly smile. “I didn’t mean to offend your manhood or lack thereof in your case.”

He looked down. His cock, it did look a touch smaller. It was probably just the coolness of the room. It was probably nothing. “I do think this drug has terrible side effects. You can see, it’s just not right what happened to me after just one injection. It’s affecting me mentally and physically.”

“And your virility, how is that coming along?” she asked.

“Virility, I’m wearing panties and you’re asking if I’m virile?”

“A bit emotional I see. Very feminine in nature that response was.” She pulled out a small vial and placed it on the table. Then she pulled out a needle. She tore an antiseptic rub. She ordered, “Panties down!”

“You can’t inject someone a second time with a defective drug.”

“We must understand the side effects. That is what these trials are for, and you did sign a waiver.”

“Fuck the waiver! I don’t want to be feminized.”

“It is a drug to enhance male virility, I can assure you of that. These side effects you are experiencing are likely temporary.”

“I don’t give a fuck if they’re temporary or not. If you think I like my long, lush eyelashes and my growing cleavage, then you’re insane.”

“Yet you are the one wearing panties,” she pointed out.

“I . . . They . . . Feel good against my skin.” He shut up realizing that was no excuse at all for going sissy. It was that drug. That horrible lovely, needed drug. If it did this much to him, could it do more?

He shook his head. What was he thinking? I need to stop this drug trial, he told himself. I don’t need twenty-five bucks this badly. Oh, but I need to wear panties. I love them now. What if there is more to this? Does the more feel as good as what I’ve already experienced? I need to know. I want to know.

She yanked his panties down. He felt the antiseptic rub against his bottom. Then he felt the needle go in.

“There we go all over. You may dress yourself; the physical exam is over.”

“The side effects are temporary, right?” he asked.

“Possibly.” It wasn’t the answer he wanted or was it. He reached for his shirt, and she yanked it away. She added, “You might want to put this on first.” She pulled a training bra from her lab coat pocket. She placed it in his hands.

Jason casually laughed. “What am I going to do with this?”

She added a handful of lovely panties of all colors on the table. She said, “You might also want these to replace that soiled pair.”

He insisted, “What about my twenty-five dollars?”

She smirked at him and then she left.

The nerve of that woman! Did she think he was her plaything? I’m a man body and soul. Virility drug, bah. He didn’t need it. He’d show her. These temporary sissy side effects wouldn’t get the better of him.

Then he put on his training bra and scooped up all those pretty panties.


Chapter 4

Jason gazed into his bathroom mirror. He was pretty sure his cheek bones were a touch more pronounced. His eyebrows felt a little fuller too. It wasn’t a bad thing as he saw it. He liked what he was looking at. He ran his hands through his lengthening red hair. There were a lot of women out there that wished to have ginger locks like his. He cupped his growing breasts and giggled. Maybe he was one of them. Yeah, if he was in a bar and a woman that looked like him was there, then he would totally hit on her.

“You’re starting to look pretty hot,” he said to his own reflection.

He blinked his eyes and shook his head. “Nah, Jason you’re still all man.”

He had said that, but he didn’t feel it was true. That damn drug test, it was getting to his brain. Why did he let Lily inject him again? I needed to demand they stop the test before it was too late. After two injections he was becoming someone else. It was someone he liked more than the someone he was before.

“No, that’s not true!” he shouted.

He was talking to himself. He was cracking up. Yeah, he was letting a few slight physical changes make him think things that weren’t true, were true. The drug’s side effects were ebbing away. Sure, his cock felt smaller and the pitch in his voice was higher, but that didn’t mean anything. In all other ways he was going back to normal because this new him felt so normal. For instance, he still shaved nearly every day. Granted he shaves his pubes and armpits, but he was shaving daily like a man does.

“What am I thinking? Jason, they’re making you turn into a chick.”

He had said the obvious and he was worried that he was okay with that. Only that didn’t feel possible. It was a drug for men to make them more of a man. Men didn’t want to be feminized. No, it was still him even if the outward appearance had changed, slightly. Yeah, it was only slightly.  I’m still a man, head to toe. He stared at his feet. He had lovely suckable toes. He signed. I wish someone would suck them.

He walked away from the mirror. He headed over to his laptop. He opened it up. He could prove to himself that he was still all man. It was simple. He liked women. He lusted for them. The more beautiful they were, the more he liked them. A little jerking to porn never hurt a real alpha man like him.

He popped open the web browser. He typed in hot women and hit search. Obviously, he had a lot of hits. The Internet was mostly used to move photographs of hot women from one user to another. Some were real, and some were AI generated, but if you were in the mood, the realness didn’t really matter. All that mattered was how much you fantasized about them.

He hit the first image on the screen, and it sent him to a shopping website. He wasn’t expecting that. Most hot women had websites dedicated to displaying themselves. Still, a man with a need to jerk can jerk to just about anything attractive. The image of the woman was hot enough. She was a fashion model after all. Her hair wasn’t that well done, though. And her dress . . . It was just awful. She was wearing just cheap material tossed together in an unattractive fashion. It didn’t make her form pop at all. He bet the material was scratchy on her delicate skin. Really, these people think women will buy anything if they get an attractive model to wear it.

Jason shook his head. He couldn’t get too excited over this cheap stuff. It was barely registering down below. What he needed was good solid beautiful clothes . . . Girls, he meant. Yes, he needed a beautiful woman to stir his emotions. A beautiful woman wearing enticing clothes was even better. Yes, he wanted one wearing a really nice outfit. Something that brought out her eyes and accented her lines. She had to be wearing something he could imagine himself wearing.

He logged into a mid-level brand’s website. It was just the type of stuff the average college chick was wearing this year around campus. They had more realistic models wearing the outfits on this website. He clicked on a picture. Oh, the top this girl was wearing would look so cute on him. He dropped it in his online cart. He’d need the matching skirt, though. He switched to the skirt selection. He found just what he needed and in his size. He put it in his online cart. A woman couldn’t have one top to go with one skirt. He needed to expand his wardrobe. He clicked on a few more outfits selecting things that went well with each other.

He saw the word accessories on the scroll bar. You couldn’t be seen out in public without a few of those; hair bands, bangles, boggles, ribbons, bows, and belts. He wondered if he might need a purse or two. At the very least he’d want a clutch. He tugged on his ears. He was forgetting earrings. A girl was practically naked these days without her earrings. He didn’t have pierced ears. Well, that was easily solved.

He clicked on his online cart and hit the buy button. The thrill of all those pretty new clothes coming his way had him sporting a woody. That was the point of all this. Yes, nothing got a man aroused like shopping to make himself look prettier. All those luscious new feminine clothes were coming his way. He began to stroke his tiny erection. It was smaller than two weeks ago, but size didn’t matter when you were a girl. Why, real girls got by with just a magic button down there. Jason pressed his tiny shrinking button. It felt good to pet it. It had been bigger, but size didn’t matter. It just needed to be big enough for a girl like him. It didn’t need to go anywhere. It was the boys that needed the big ones, a girl just needed a little stimulated button.

“Oh, I want to be a girl. I want to dress like the pretty girl that I am. Make me a girl, make me a pretty, pretty dainty girl!” he shouted. Then he popped. His little soldier shot his salty load all over his computer screen. He stared at it. Then he leaned in and licked his fresh hot load. This is what it tasted like to be a girl. It tasted so good. Men, they tasted so good. He smiled in satisfaction. He’d done it, he’d proven to himself he was still a man.

Wait, had he? He looked at the receipt for all those clothes he just bought. He just dropped a shit ton of money on women’s clothing. Money was why he was taking this drug in the first place. What the hell was I doing, he wondered. Worse than that, he just dropped a load getting turned on by shopping. No worse still, he just tasted his own spew. No that wasn’t the worst. The worst was he had liked it all.

“I’m still a man. I will simply cancel that order.”

He moved the cursor over the cancel button. I’m never going to wear those clothes. I don’t need those clothes. I don’t want those clothes. No, I’m an alpha male. I’m the picture of virility. Just push the cancel button and prove it. He tried to push it. Those clothes, he needed them so badly. A good girl needs outfits. A good girl loves accessories. A good girl has to attract a mate. He started to sweat. A tear went down his cheek. He knew some part of his manhood was slipping away. The worst part was he really didn’t miss it at all. It was too nice to be a girl. Girls get to wear so many nicer things than boys get to wear. They didn’t need to be hung. They could be dainty, sweet little cum buckets.

Maybe, I should buy myself some makeup. I might need to attract a man. That idea pleased Jason to no end and he went back to shopping online.


Chapter 5

Jason picked at his shapely bottom. Really these new tights might accent his lines, but they sort of road up his ass at the same time. Not that it was necessarily a bad thing as his ass didn’t exactly hate things riding up it. It was just that he was beginning to understand the price women had to pay to have their ass pop when on display in public.

He studied the lab’s door. It felt like he was always waiting for this professor to show up on time. It didn’t feel right for a well-run experimental test to be so badly managed. What did he know though? He was only the test subject after all. He was beginning to know his place and it wasn’t a bad place.

One thing he knew for certain was that he was definitely going to demand his money this time. This experiment was getting expensive, and that training bra didn’t even fit anymore. Yes, no more injections without cash. If you wanted to inject a girl in her bottom, you had to pay first just like when you were on any other date. Jason frowned. It made him feel a touch like a whore. That was silly, though. He’d never put out yet. He never wanted to. Well, maybe he dreamed a little about how it would feel to be taken by a man this past week. Should he mention that to Lily? Nah. They weren’t nightmares. Wet dreams maybe, but not nightmares. He was way more chill about things the way they were turning out than last visit. All in all, it had been a perfectly normal week for him. Check that, he was probably more virile than ever. The injections were working. He was sure of it. He was absolutely more man than ever. Before those injections he’d never have been man enough to wear this outfit in public. For starters, he didn’t have the figure to properly wear it.

The door opened at last. Lily came in carrying her usual things. She took one look at Jason and started writing in her notebook. Jason wondered if that was a good or bad sign.

“I don’t think I’ve had any more side effects this week,” announced Jason, then he tossed his long locks of ginger hair.

“Have you always dressed as a woman then?” asked Lily.

Jason laughed uncomfortably. “This old outfit. I admit, it might be a bit androgynous, but it’s hardly strictly women’s clothing.”

“Did it come from the women’s or men’s department of the store?”

“I bought it online,” replied Jason, thinking quickly.

“Hmm . . .” said Lily. She then walked over and pulled on Jason’s cream-colored cotton blouse. She inspected the label and then wrote more notes in her notebook. When she was done writing she asked, “Any new physical changes from the last time we met?”

Jason shrugged. “Not really.”

“Remember this is a clinical study, there is no need for dishonesty,” she explained.

Dishonesty? He was hardly being dishonest. It was just that the truth might alarm her and there was no reason for that. Just because his cock was a little smaller, his hips a little wider, and his breasts more ample, that didn’t mean a thing. This wasn’t like the last visit when he was convinced, they were side effects. Now he was sure the drug was working as intended. He never felt more like a real man. His virility was off the charts. She had to see that. Perhaps his eyeliner was distracting her.

“I never felt more virile. Your drug is working like a charm.”

“I didn’t ask you for conclusions.”

“Well, you should.”

“Have you gotten shorter?” she casually asked.

He must have made his point as she changed the subject. He said, “Just more man packed into a smaller volume. That’s a good thing, right? I mean, I have more masculine density now.”

“I see.” She paused and wrote some more notes. Then she asked, “And your penis size?”

“It’s not the size of the boat, honey, but the motion in the ocean,” he explained.

She nodded then pulled two photographs out. She placed them on the table. Jason’s eyes fell on the two photos. One was a proper trap cock. The balls were shaved smooth the way a good girl’s balls should be. The penis was flaccid, and dainty the way a cute girl cock should be. The other photograph showed a monstrously thick member. The veins bulged from the erect pulsing cock. Jason looked at it longingly. Then he let out a little sigh.

She asked, “Which cock do you prefer?”

“I . . . Well, I . . . See the merits of both photographs.”

She wrote down more notes and then put both photographs away. She asked, “Have you masturbated this week?”

“I might have touched myself just a few times.”

“Daily?”

“Well, maybe about that much.”

“To what material?”

Jason swallowed hard. He replied, “A few online shopping stores photographs. I . . . Ah . . . Like the looks of the models.”

“Male or female models?”

“Female,” he replied quickly.

“What did you like about those models?”

“The clothes,” he said enviously. He realized perhaps that was a bit sissy sounding. He quickly added, “The way they hang on the model and reveal their body because I love chicks.”

“Hmm . . .” She wrote more in that notebook of hers. Then she asked, “Do you think I’m attractive?”

The question stunned him. He remembered only a few weeks ago he had been attracted to her. He realized he hasn’t really given her much thought this visit. She was still nerdy cute. Oh, but Jason could do wonders for her if she just let Jason dress her.

“You’re sort of cute.”

“Am I a better-looking woman than you?” she asked.

“I mean . . . If you dressed . . . No offense, but the lab coat . . . And I am pretty hot for a girl . . . A boy,” he replied. He grimaced. He had been babbling. Great, now what will she think?

“Yes, I have to agree with all of that.”

That wasn’t the answer he was expecting. She took out the needle and vial. He knew the drill by now. He hiked down his tights. He put his hands on the table and pointed his butt toward her.

“Pink panties on today, I see,” she said.

“I wanted them to show through my tights to accent certain things,” he replied.

“I understand,” she replied. Then he felt the antiseptic wipe on his bare ass cheeks.

“Wait!” he shouted. He had remembered the money thing. “No more shots until I get my money.”

“Are you sure?”

He glanced at the needle filled with magic elixir. That stuff was pure gold. It had made him feel like a real man at long last. No, he didn’t need it. He wasn’t addicted to it. It didn’t control him.

“My money first,” he demanded. He felt proud for having stood up for himself. Twenty bucks a visit was hardly a bank breaking demand. Heck, it wouldn’t put a dent in his credit card bill. But a girl needed to stick to her guns. Or something like that.

Lily dipped her hands into her lab coat. Out came a black vibratory shaped like a male member. She tossed it on the table. “Today’s pay.”

Jason’s eyes fixated on it. It wasn’t money, but it was what he really wanted, wasn’t it? Yes, he wanted it. He needed it. He began to fidget. Real men love cock. They had nice big ones. Oh, how they could pleasure a girl with them. He was so much more of a man now. The drug had worked and now he had a magic cock to show for it. It was worth so much more than cash.

“Okay, we’re even now. You can inject me,” he said, as his voice cracked.

She stuck him and injected the drug into his ass. Then she pulled out the needle. She said, “Same time next week.”

She left him alone in the room. He pulled his tights up. He grasped that vibrator with both hands. He switched it on to see if it had its batteries. It did! Did he use it now? No, it was better to wait until the right time. He rubbed his bottom. He would know when. It would be better still in a few days. He wanted to know how much more virile he would get after this last injection. It didn’t seem possible he could become more of a man, but it was so worth finding out.


Chapter 6

The man was clearly staring at him. While it was a touch thrilling to be noticed by a man, it was much more than a touch thrilling to be lusted after by a man. Jason had caught a few men glancing his way this past week, but this man was actively staring. Jason could see the lump in his khakis growing. He was tall, good build, and obviously gifted down below. He was what they called an alpha male. Jason wondered what this alpha would think if he knew the chick he was staring down in the grocery store had more than just a banana in her cart, but she also packed a cute little one down her leggings. Anyone that doubted the drug’s ability to increase male virility only had to see this man stare to know Jason had it in spades now. Or at least, he brought it out in other alpha males, which was nearly the same thing. Yes, absolutely that was true. It took a great beta to make a man a maximized alpha. That was what virility was all about. He was sure Lily would agree. She was another woman and women in general understood these things.

Jason pretended not to notice the man. You didn’t want to encourage them. Well, directly that is. She accidentally dropped a package of celery on the floor. She bent over making sure he would get a great look at his feminized backside in her leggings that were so tight you’d think they were glued on. Half the fun of wearing them was shimmying them on. Then he grabbed his celery and stood up. He didn’t look back at the man, he just took his goods and headed to the checkout lane. Always leave them wanting more, that’s how the girls always treated him so that's how he’d treat men from now on. If you had what Jason had now, then you’d know no matter how much you gave them, they would always want more.

Jason stood in line looking at the vegetables he was purchasing. Mostly he was looking at that long thick cucumber. As he waited, he started to run his delicate fingers over that cucumber. It really was the loveliest of the vegetables. Still, its green skin clashed with Jason’s pink nail polish. He had a little glitter in the polish. It really gave his hands a whole new appearance. Jason was practicing makeup one to two hours a day. Obviously not putting on makeup for that long as it would dry out his soft supple skin. No, he found a new passion this week watching makeup application videos online. There were so many women out there with good advice. They probably didn’t know how helpful they were to men as well.

The conveyor belt started to move and that swept Jason from his daze. He watched the teller ring up his items. He opened his purse and dug in for his credit card holder. Purses were so much more practical than men’s wallets. He wondered how he ever got along without one before. He opened it up and took out his card. He slid it through the machine.

The teller asked, “Paper or plastic?”

Jason reached into his purse. He replied, “I always bring my own bags.” He handed over two bags. She added, “You better double bag it just to be safe.”

“That’s very wise advice,” said a deep masculine voice. A large hand reached over Jason’s and picked up his groceries. Jason looked over his shoulder to see the man that had been staring at him. He was cuter up close. He was clearly only a few years older than Jason. Probably out of college and working. It was nice to have a man with a job. He added, “I hope you don’t mind little lady, but you looked like you could use some help with your bags.”

Jason briefly panicked. He didn’t want it to show that he’d never been hit on like this before. Instead, he batted his eyes at the man. He said, “Oh, thank you.”

“My name is David.”

“I’m Ja .  .  . He could say Jason now could he. There weren't any lovely little ladies named Jason. That was a plain fact. If he told him his real name, then he’d know Jason was just a boy. I need a new name and I need it fast, he thought. “I’m Jasmine,” said Jason. In that instant he felt another part of his manhood slip away. Who needed a silly name like Jason, not him. He never liked the name anyway. Yes, Jason was a dead name now and forever. He was Jasmine from now on. It fit him like a glove.

“Pleased to meet you, Jasmine.”

“I do like men that are pleased,” replied Jasmine.

“And pleasing?”

“Yes, those are just lovely too.”

“Good to know.”

Someone coughed in the line and Jasmine realized she was holding up the line. “I’ll show you to my car.”

“Lead the way, my little lady Jasmine.”

The idea of being his little lady sounded good on Jasmine’s ears. She replied, “You’re quite the gentleman.”

“I find most women love a gentleman, particularly one that knows just the right time to be a little rough,” said David.

Jasmine became flush. Oh my, what a man. The image of that cucumber flashed in Jasmine’s mind. Well, as pleasant as that thought was, Jasmine wasn’t that easy to get. Jasmine started walking to her car. They arrived and she opened the trunk. David placed the groceries inside the trunk.

“Thank you ever so much,” Jasmine said. David leaned in. His lips were within striking distance on purpose. He wanted more than a verbal thank you. Jasmine wrapped her hand around his head. She planted a kiss right on his lips. David forced her lips wide. His tongue snaked in. Soon they were Frenching. The kiss lingered long past any thank you kiss should. His strong hand planted on her legging covered ass. He gave her a solid feel. He must have liked what he felt because then he squeezed Jasmine’s bottom. He pulled her ass cheeks apart and Jasmine loved every minute of it.

Their lips finally parted ways. He quickly asked, “May I have your cell phone?”

Jasmine opened her purse and handed it over without a second thought. He dialed and called on it. Then he answered his own phone. After that he handed her phone back. “Expect to hear from me again.”

“I can hardly wait,” said the breathless Jasmine.

He turned away and Jasmine noted the pole he was sporting in his pocket. That was all due to her. She had what it took to turn alpha men on. It’s not enough to appear feminized anymore. She knew she needed to be a woman and for that she would need a real man. But . . . But could she do that?

She didn’t know the answer to that question. She climbed inside her car. Her bottom felt wet. Her little soldier had dribbled enough pre-cum to soak her pretty little panties. She was so into the moment of that wonderful kiss that she hadn’t noticed how wet it made her. She looked at her reflection in the mirror. Jason was dead, body, soul, and name. It was just Jasmine that stared back at her in that mirror. Could she? Yes, she could be that woman, Jasmine felt it without any lingering doubt. Oh, how she could be that woman. She looked around through all her windows. Two large vans were parked on either side of her. No one could really see her now as dainty as she was sitting in her driver’s seat. No one would know what she was about to do.

She opened her purse. She took out that device that Lily had given her. It wasn’t flesh and blood like David’s, but it would have to do. She slid those leggings and panties down until she sat bare assed on her car seat. She reclined the car seat. Then she stirred that dildo in the wet soup on her panties. Nothing made better lube than your own brew. She took two deep breaths. She knew this would be it. If she did this the last bit of man would be fucked out of her. David, David, David . . . An alpha man like that didn’t want a beta to have even an ounce of man left in them. Jasmine wanted to be his woman. It was all women from now on for Jasmine.

She thrust that dildo toward her hungry pink hole. It hit her pink rim and the resistance started. She slowly worked her bottom in circular fashion. Slowly the magic rod inched into her love hole. As it entered, she experienced a sensation she wasn’t prepared for. Her magic button inside her ass. No one had ever told her about it. It was a secret. A secret that apparently good little girls like her only got to find out about this way. She circled her hips more massaging her prostate. The secret G-spot of girls like Jasmine felt so good to stimulate. Being a girl felt so much better than being a boy had ever felt. Why have I never done this before? she wondered. Why did I wait so long? she wondered. The only question left was could it feel even better than it did now, but that was so easily answered.

She flipped the switch on that magic rod. It vibrated her ass cheeks in rhythm. Her prostate tingled and the tingling feeling went down to her aching bald girl balls. She knew they’d have to be released soon. They were already stimulated by that kiss. Her tiny girl cock was as erect as it could get. It was just a one inch button now. It was worthless for penetrating, but just right for proper anal stimulation. Its nerves were closer together now. More than that, it had more nerve receptors than ever. Those magic injections had worked again. Oh my, I can’t contain myself. She climaxed right there in the parking lot. A wondrous white creamy load of hot girl juice burst out. It shot all over the front of her. It came in five massive bursts. Each burst was larger than the last. Her whole front was a hot sticky mess. She felt the relief and calm only a good climax can bring a girl.

She turned her magic stick off. Then she gently slid it out. It wasn’t David, but it soon would be. There was no more man left in her to pretend she didn’t want David inside her. She reclined her seat back up. A quick glance out the windows showed she had gotten away with pleasuring herself unseen. She giggled a little and then pulled her panties and leggings up. She opened her purse and dabbed at the girl juices all over her as best she could. It wouldn’t do, she’d need to dry clean these clothes now.

She shrugged and started up her car.


Chapter 7

Jasmine opened the lab door and went inside. She was shocked to see that the professor for once was already waiting for her. She was only half as surprised as the professor, though, judging by the expression on his face. He took his glasses off and cleaned them. Then he put them back on and stared at Jasmine.

The professor asked, “You are Test Subject 11, right?”

Jasmine gave him a coy smile. Then she innocently replied, “That’s me.”

The professor shook his head. “This data isn’t correct. The data collected by Lily clearly states your sex is male.”

“Do I look like a man to you?” replied Jasmine.

The professor balked. “Of course not. I’m going to get Lily immediately. There must be some clerical mistake on her part. We can’t have mistakes like this during a clinical trial. Oh dear, oh dear.”

The professor left while muttering to himself. That was one weird conversation. Perhaps the professor just didn’t appreciate how well his drug was working. Probably because most men didn’t understand virility. There was no better way to increase it than to become a dainty little girl like Jasmine had. Jasmine had been noticing nothing but enhanced virility from every man she met this week. Her thoughts went to her David. He had called her twice already. She was so ready for him to take her virginity away. Being a girl was fun, but being made a woman would be even more fun.

The door opened and Lily came in. She apologized, “I’m sorry about the professor, he gets confused.”

“No problem.”

“The thing is, of all our test subjects, you’re the only one to have taken this particular blend of the formula. I call it my special enhanced formulation. The professor doesn’t know that.”

“Enhanced formulation?”

“I must admit that I’m not really into improving male enhancement. At least, not the way the professor imagines it. I tweaked his formula ever so slightly. After seeing your test scores, I knew you would make the perfect test subject for my special mixture. It didn’t help that you were cute as boys go and I knew you would be so much cuter as a girl. Yes, you were a massive trans-girl trying to be a cis-boy.”

“I’m a little confused.”

“There’s nothing to be confused about. I wanted a sissy slave, and I turned you into my bitch.”

“How could you do that!” shouted Jasmine.

“Oh shut up, we both know you like it.”

Jasmine looked away. It was true. She stammered, “I sort of love it.”

Lily ran her long fingers through Jasmine’s hair. She whispered in her ear, “See, I knew you would. The drug worked better on you than I could have dreamed. I’m going to be rich . . . We’re going to be rich.”

The feel of Lily’s touch excited Jasmine. She had forgotten how she had once found Lily attractive. Could a woman like Jasmine still get turned on by cis-woman? It didn’t feel natural and yet Lily was still nerdy cute. Yes, it was possible. Jasmine replied, “We?”

“Yes, we,” added Lily, still stroking Jasmine’s hair.

Jasmine asked, “Why are you stroking my hair?”

“Would you rather I stroked something else?” Jasmine shook her head.

“Good, because I like being the man,” said Lily.

Lily unbuttoned her lab coat. She was naked underneath. Jasmine knew all along Lily had a bouncing body trapped inside that nerd appearance. Still, she looked better in the flesh than Jasmine had imagined. The best part was the one article of clothing she still wore. It wasn’t something Jasmine ever saw on a woman before. It was a monster strap on. Lily stroked it.

Lily asked, “Perhaps you would like to stroke me.”

Jasmine nodded. Yes, that looked like a fun idea. She went down on her knees. She licked that fantastic plastic lover of Lily. Then she swallowed it. She wet it down over and over. She made sure every inch was slick. It would need to be if it was going to do what Jasmine hoped it would do.

Lily praised her. “That’s a good little sissy. You don’t have male feelings anymore, do you?” Jasmine shook her head.

“That’s alright. A good sissy is a good obedient girl. You’re my good obedient girl, right?” Jasmine nodded as she sucked that cock.

“I was going to fuck you until the last ounce of man leaves your soul, but I think we’re well past that moment. I warn you that I’m going to inject you with the drug one last time. In my animal studies, after this last injection, there’s no going back. You will have been changed permanently. Do you want that last shot from me?”

Jasmine didn’t hesitate for a second. She wanted it. Oh, how she wanted it. To go back to who she was, it was unthinkable. Jason, that beta male, he was no one. Jason was dead. Jasmine was alive and very willing. Jasmine made both men and women lustful. That was real power. That drug had enhanced Jasmine into pure sexuality. Yes, no one had more sex appeal than a beautiful woman like her. She could please men and women and she lived to please them. She was their willing hole to abuse as they pleased for their mutual pleasure.

Jasmine stopped sucking. She stood up and hiked up her skirt and then placed her hands on the table thrusting her apple bottom toward Lily. “Please, inject me now.”

“Only if you promise to be my sissy slave forever.”

“I promise.”

“Will you be a good girl and fuck only the men I let you fuck?”

“Oh yes, I’ll obey you.”

“You are now my girlfriend bitch.”

“Thank you.”

Jasmine felt her tights tug down. Her bare ass was exposed. Lily wedged that toy between Jasmine’s waiting cheeks. Jasmine had played with that vibrator a lot the past few days. She was loose enough to take Lily’s dildo no problem. Particularly since Lily clearly had taken men’s manhood away before. She was an expert with that thing. That toy went in. And then it kept going in. Deeper and deeper it plunged into Jasmine’s girl hole. It felt so good deep inside her. 

“Please, claim me. Make me yours,” begged Jasmine.

Lily didn’t quite do that. First Jasmine felt the familiar antiseptic run on her bare ass. Then she felt the prick of the needle. There was no going back now. That was sort of redundant, thought. Once Jasmine knew how good it felt to be a woman, she was never going back drug or no drug. Once you became a sissy girl you were a sissy girl for life. And that wasn’t just okay, it was perfect.

Lily was done pumping Jasmine full of drugs, but she had only begun to pump her. “Do you like it my little bitch?”

“Yes, I love it.”

“Tell me to fuck you harder.”

“Please, do me as hard as you wish,” begged Jasmine.

“Is this hard enough?”

“No, please harder, I’m your sissy slave to abuse as you wish,” begged Jasmine.

Lily pulled out of Jasmine’s gaped ass and spit in it. Then she drilled Jasmine as hard as she thought a sissy could take. Every thrust felt better than the last.

“I think I’m going to climax,” said Jasmine. Her delicate frame shuttered. Then her little button of a she-cock erupted. Her ejaculate gushed out of her and covered the table.

Lily pulled out. She reached for her lab coat and put it back on. She took a sample bottle out of her pocket. She then collected Jasmine’s hot spew. Lily went all clinical again. “Fascinating, I do believe your orgasm volume is three times that of a cis-man’s. If only the professor understood how close, he was to enhancing true male virility. Sadly, most men overlook the obvious fact, most men make better women than they do men. The world would certainly be better off if they finally understood that fact.”

The phone inside Jasmine’s purse started to ring. Her eyes went to it. She reached for it but Lily scooped it up. She took the cell phone out. “What do we have here?” asked Lily. She showed Jasmine the screen. It was David, he was calling her.

“It’s . . . It’s a man that likes me,” said Jasmine.

“How wonderful. Just what we need.”

Lily tossed the phone to Jasmine. Jasmine answered it. “Jasmine here!” her voice cracked in excitement.

“I was wondering if you wanted to come to dinner at my place tomorrow night,” said David.

Jasmine looked toward Lily. She’d not do anything like that without Lily’s approval. Lily nodded her approval. Jasmine quickly replied, “Of course!”

“I’ll text the time and address,” then he hung up.

Lily petted Jasmine on the head. “My pretty little Test Subject. We’re about to find out how well my drug really works. I can’t wait to dress you up and turn you out.”

“I really like David,” said Jasmine.

“I know you do, my precious, I know you do.”


Chapter 8

Jasmine checked her hair in her rear-view mirror. It was perfect. Her makeup was just right. The little bow in her hair made her look so innocent. Men were suckers for innocent looking girls that wanted desperately to lose their innocence. Jasmine had to admit that Lily had done an outstanding job preparing her for tonight’s date. Sure, it was a little weird to have your girlfriend help you prepare you for your date with your boyfriend, but it was all part of being a woman she guessed.

She climbed out of her car and headed up to the front door. David not only had a Job, but his own condo. Those student loans of Jasmine were feeling less and less of a burden all the time. Forget twenty-five bucks a session, those magic injections might land Jasmine a bonafide man to take care of her for life. She reached the front door. She tugged on her dress to make sure the correct amount of cleavage was showing. When one had assets, it paid to display them.

She rang the bell. David must have been eager because the door popped open in no time flat. He had a twinkle in his eyes already. Jasmine hoped to add to that twinkle. He said, “Won’t you come in.”

“Thank you,” said Jasmine. She entered but paused by the door long enough to hold out her left hand. He gently held it as he kissed the back of it. It was just the type of confirmation she wanted. “Charming,” she assured him.

He closed the door behind her. He said, “I hope you like shellfish because I have lobster.”

“I hear it’s much better than someone having crabs.”

David gave off a chuckle. Good, he had a sense of humor. Jasmine didn’t think she could marry a man who had a stick up his ass. That was her role after all.

He led her to the dining room. The dinner table was set for two. He had a small table. Good, that meant he didn’t have too much company over. A man like David you hoped to keep for yourself. He pulled a chair out and Jasmine sat in it. He shoved her in with ease. He asked her, “Do you like champagne?”

“I do but I find that it makes me a touch lightheaded.”

“I have red wine as well.”

“No champagne is just fine. It might make me lightheaded, but I feel any evening with the word head in it is just fine with me,” replied Jasmine.

“Let’s toast to that idea.”

They cranked glasses and then they hooked arms. They sipped each other’s champagne. Jasmine never tasted anything of this quality before. Clearly David likes the good stuff in life.

“Dig in,” he suggested.

The lobster was prepared already with its shell cracked and all. Jasmine picked up the little lobster fork and picked at it. David for his part seemed to be devouring his meal. Jasmine liked a big boy that was in a hurry to get to his dessert. She just hoped David’s whipped cream tasted as good as his champagne.

As they ate, Jasmine slowly lifted her stocking covered feet out of her high heels. She rode her right foot up and down David’s leg. He must not have expected it because he choked a little on a piece of lobster. It was a shame as she rather be the one that was choking. Her foot rode up higher. He got the general idea and spread his legs. She gently massaged his pelvic region. Her toes could feel the steel rod under his pants stiffen up. He sure baked a mean one inside his pants.

Jasmine figured even if the meal had barely begun, she was ready for dessert already. Given his wood, he sure as fuck was ready as well. She asked him, “Do you come here often?”

“I live here.”

“Pardon my misspelling,” she replied while batting her eyes.

“I haven’t cum here since my girlfriend broke up with me three months ago.”

“Why on Earth did she do a stupid thing like that?”

“She said she didn’t understand men enough to commit to one.”

“An odd thing to say.”

“I don’t know. Men are a bit mysterious for women to ever understand them totally, I suppose.”

“I think I know men well enough.”

“Oh?”

Jasmine stood up. It was the moment of truth. If David was a true alpha a little thing like a beta’s bait and tackle would hardly matter to him. She rode up her dress until David could see the magnificent tiny trap bulge underneath her pantyhose.

“Oh my!” exclaimed David.

“All yours if you’re man enough to take it.”

David pushed his chair out from the table. He stood up. He towered over her small frame. He adjusted his collar. He muttered to himself, “This is crazy.”

“Crazy not to try it you mean,” added Jasmine.

“Yeah?”

“Once you’ve had a woman like me, you won’t want any other kind.”

“That good, huh?”

“Try it and see.”

David scooped her delicate frame up in his arms. She could feel his muscles bulging against her as his arms held her tight. She felt safe in those arms. Safe was nice, but tonight she hoped they’d get a little dangerous together. David had the same idea as he carried her toward his bedroom. His bedroom was immaculate. There was a lot to like about a man that kept his bed made. No woman wanted to be laid on a sloppy unmade bed. Love making, that’s what was supposed to get those sheets all stirred up. He effortlessly tossed her onto the bed. Then he took his shirt off. The soft brown mat of chest hair told Jasmine David was indeed all man.

She sat up in the bed and undid his belt. Just one zip, and she was fishing for treasure inside his pants. He wore silk jockeys. It was easy to pull his untamed beast out of them. She had his steel rod in her hands. She knew just how men liked that cock of theirs treated. She kissed the head. With her second kiss, she swallowed the whole head. She sucked on that head. It needed to be properly lathered to go exploring where it needed to go to find her waiting treasures.

“Seems like you’ve done this before but remember it’s my first time with a girl like you,” said David.

She pulled his cock head out of her mouth and said, “Would you believe it is my first time too?”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s just that you suck better than my old girlfriend.”

“I’ll tell you a secret, women like me are just women. There’s no difference.”

“None?”

“Well, maybe just one. I’ve had a dick my whole life, so I know how a man likes it treated.”

“And how does a girl like you like to be treated?” he innocently asked.

She laid down on her back and arched it slightly toward him. “Like I said, the same as any other woman.”

He grabbed her by her legs and slid her toward him. Her feet dangled over his broad shoulders. She felt his manhood push up against her pantyhose covered anus. Then she heard the fabric tear. It was a small price to pay to allow him access to her glory hole. He pressed that fat cock head of his against her magic pink spot. Then it penetrated her. He moved on top of her pushing her legs almost over her head. Not only had the drug made her dainty, but it also made her flexible. She hadn’t realized how much more flexible until now.

That rod moved deep into her now and he pressed with all his might. There was no pretending her ass didn’t want to gobble it all. It took it all inside with glee.

“You’re so tight,” he complimented.

“The best part is loosening me up,” she replied.

He did just that. He was a raging beast now. The only thing that mattered to him was stimulation. The thing that stimulated it the most was going in and out. As he fucked her, he cupped her breasts with both hands. He fished them out of the top of her dress. She had nice ones now. Not sloppy comical double Ds, but proper sized breast befitting a lady. A man like David appreciated them. It was all pleasure for him, he rubbed her erect nipples and played with them with his fingers as he continued pounding on her ass. They weren’t the only thing that had grown erect on her. That little nub of Jasmine’s past manhood had grown as much as it could. Her she-cock loved the anal stimulation. Each pounding pulse stroked her secret magic button down below. It was getting more and more hot and bothered. She needed relief. She relaxed and let her climax flow. It released upward, coating his chest in her love flow.

His pounding pace slowed. She could see the intense determination in his eyes, and then he erupted deep inside her. He pulled out and air rushed into her gaped love mound.

He stood before her glistening with sweat in the dim lights of his bedroom. Not his bedroom anymore, as they had just made it their bedroom. She closed her legs and sat up. She gently licked his chest. A good man deserves a good cleaning after a hard night’s work. It didn’t hurt that since he was coated in her love seed that he tasted better than that lobster dinner. As she wetted him down, he held her in his arms. She wanted to stay like this forever.

“Maybe we should grab a quick shower and finish eating,” he suggested.

Men, they were all the same. They’d never hold you forever. She smiled at him. Then said, “That would be lovely.”

He pulled away from her and headed toward the bathroom. She tried to straighten her dress, but it felt pointless. She disrobed it instead. She stood naked in his bedroom as a growing sense of satisfaction filled her. Then she unexpectedly laughed. She knew she was no longer a test subject. Tonight, she had just passed any test left with flying colors. She had gone from a college boy hoping to score a few bucks, to a full-fledged woman that had scored both a girlfriend and a man. Not bad work for just a few injections.
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