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CHAPTER 1:

It had been more than two years since we had left Earth in the world's first atomic powered spacecraft. The Russians had gotten the jump on us in the space race by launching the first satellite back in '57, and putting the first human in orbit in 1961, but we had been working on something much bigger and better, harnessing the power of atomic energy to create a vessel with extraordinary range and speed. When we'd left home in 1963 we had been given the simple mandate to go "explore" the furthest reaches of space, and that's exactly what we had been doing.

My name is Dirk Caldwell, and I have the honor of being the commander of this extraordinary craft. There are five additional crew members who serve in various capacities, such as co-pilot, Chief Science Officer, maintenance and repair, and so on, although we are all cross trained in case of emergency. You don't want to find yourself in the middle of outer space with your doctor incapacitated and no one who knows how to treat him.

We were constantly gathering scientific data and photographs, which were all relayed back to Earth, a process that took longer and longer the further we traveled. We had gone so far, in fact, that communication with the home planet was beginning to become quite spotty all around. Because of that lack of communication I was contemplating a revised mission plan that would bring us back home sooner than originally planned, but as fate would have it I never had the chance to implement such a change.

One by one our systems began to falter or fail completely and there seemed to be no explanation for it, nor fix readily available, no matter how hard and fast the crew worked. It was sort of like being on an old sailing ship that suddenly sprung leaks in numerous parts of the hull. As soon as you patched one up another hole burst through and you frantically tried to patch that one as well.

Fortunately there was a small planet, just beyond our own solar system, that we had a chance of making it to if we could keep the spaceship going just a little longer. It would be a rough landing, at best, and a crash landing at worst, but it was better than the alternative of no landing at all and just being stranded in a dead vessel floating forever in the great unknown reaches of the Universe.

While we still could get a reading we had good fortune again when it appeared that this unknown planet was very similar to Earth in temperature, atmosphere, and even gravity. All signs indicated that we would not need to wear our spacesuits once we had landed, and there was a good chance that we would find water and plant life, and possibly even game that could sustain us while we waited for a rescue ship to find us.

Fate was not as kind to us, however, when it came to our attempted landing, as even more critical systems failed and there was a thick cloud of fog obscuring our view as we attempted to find a spot to land on. Then we lost power completely and fell from the sky like a ton of bricks.


CHAPTER 2:

Three of us survived the crash initially, but our Chief Science Officer, Dale Blanton, was seriously injured and died of his wounds within a few hours. That left just myself and Pete Walker, our maintenance man, alive to carry on the mission. It was basically the top and the bottom of the totem pole, as far as rank was concerned, but Pete was a very tall, strapping fellow, with arms like steel, and would be a very useful member of the team due to his strength and mechanical skills. Obviously I didn't want to lose anyone from the crew, and it was a miracle that Pete and I had survived, so I was just thankful to be alive and to not be alone.

"What do you want to do now Cap?" Pete asked once we had located all of our dead comrades and placed a tarp over them.

"Let's bury our dead and take an inventory of whatever useable supplies and equipment we can salvage," I said.

"You got it chief," Pete replied as he rummaged around the debris and managed to find a folding shovel that had been intended to collect soil samples had we decided to explore any heavenly bodies along the way.

While Pete started digging graves I started digging through the wreckage of our doomed ship. Although landing on planets or moons had never been our top priority we had been outfitted with the necessary gear to conduct research on the ground, much of which seemed to be in good order. And the fact that there were only two of us now meant that our supplies would last even longer so we had enough food and water to sustain ourselves for some time.

There was one particular piece of equipment that I was particularly anxious to locate and that was an emergency tracking device that would send out a constant distress signal that might be picked up as far away as Earth, but would surely be read by some other spacecraft that was traveling closer to our crash site. Once it was activated our location would be known and hopefully help would be on the way. Of course it might take years for that rescue party to arrive so we had to do our best to keep ourselves alive in the meantime.

The planet did indeed seem to be very much like Earth, at least in some critical respects. We could walk around freely and breathe the air, and we appeared to have landed in some kind of a heavily forested area, almost like a jungle, which gave me hope that we would soon find food and water.

As the fog began to lift I could see that the place had a certain wild, almost primitive beauty about it, although I feared that traveling through the dense jungle might prove to be somewhat difficult.

After our fallen crew members had been laid to rest, and a proper inventory of our gear had been established, we loaded up a couple of backpacks with supplies and activated the emergency beam, which fortunately had survived the craft a little dented, but still in working condition.

Pete and I each had cutting tools that were similar to machetes so I hoped that we would be able to hack our way through the jungle if the terrain was too difficult to walk freely through, and they would provide some kind of protection, should we need weapons. The bulk of our gear we left in the ruined spacecraft, which would provide some shelter at least, and I only planned to make a fairly short excursion into the wilds to look for a source of food and water. The ship would remain our home base for the time being, and hopefully by taking short excursions in different directions we would come across something of value within a reasonable hiking distance from the ship.

The going was slow in a number of places but fortunately Pete's strong arms wielding his blade made the jungle melt away before us and I was able to create some crude but useable maps. There were birds in the trees and now and then we caught a glimpse of some sort of wildlife on the ground, but the creatures vanished quickly, no doubt startled by the appearance of strange visitors from another world.

Suddenly we came to a clearing and stopped dead in our tracks. It wasn't a large area but it seemed strangely out of place in this otherwise tangled mess of vines and plants and trees. Yet that wasn't what truly staggered us, it was the strange obelisk standing upright in the very center of the clearing. It appeared to have been carved from a tree trunk, which meant that the planet either was inhabited, or had been at some point. It was a bit of a shock to make that kind of discovery when we had been doubting the presence of other intelligent life in the Universe, but most puzzling of all was the nature of the carving itself. There was absolutely no mistaking that it was a giant wooden penis.


CHAPTER 3:

"Wow, I thought I was pretty well-endowed but I guess the folks here think really big," Pete joked as we continued to stare at the giant phallus.

"So you're seeing the same thing I'm seeing," I said for clarification.

"Well I'm seeing one big ass cock carved out of a tree trunk," Pete replied.

"Yes, that's what I thought too."

"What do you think it's doing out here in the middle of nowhere?" asked Pete.

"Perhaps it's a signpost of some kind. Or a boundary marker. Or possibly a warning," I said.

"You mean like don't trespass or we'll cut your dick off?" Pete quipped.

"Something like that, perhaps. Of course on Earth a lot of primitive societies have viewed the male reproductive organ as the symbol of virility and sometimes even worshiped it as a god." I said. "Perhaps some ancient tribe on this planet had a similar religious attachment to the penis, or maybe the current inhabitants, if there are any, aren't nearly as advanced culturally as we are."

"So you think there might be people on this planet?"

"It's pretty much a given that there were people here at some point. And perhaps most encouraging they must have something in common with us if that's an accurate, although somewhat enlarged depiction of the male sex organ," I said.

"Either that or it's a land of giants and that's just a dildo someone dropped by accident," Pete joked.

"In any case we'd better be prepared for the possibility that we might encounter another intelligent species. It will be a huge moment in history, and we have a responsibility to represent all of Earth and its peoples."

It was a huge responsibility, and one that I didn't take lightly. In those corny science fiction movies and pulp magazines one was always running into little green men, or some other strange humanoid creature, but that was all a fantasy. So far we had failed to find any sign of life outside of our own planet, and certainly never established contact with another species in the galaxy. It was almost certain now that we were not alone in the Universe, but that didn't mean that we would be welcomed with open arms. For all I knew we might stumble into a tribe of cannibals or something.

"Let's proceed cautiously and see if we can find any other signs of civilization," I said as we walked past the giant penis and left the clearing.

A short distance away we came to another clearing, and another phallic post. We found two more such clearings before breaking out of the jungle and discovering a flowing stream of water cutting through a very beautiful valley festooned with colorful flowers. It made one think of the Garden of Eden or something.

I had a small kit to test the water and to my relief discovered that it was perfectly drinkable and clean. We washed some of the grime and sweat off our hands and faces, and drank as much as we liked before refilling our canteens.

We never heard the footsteps behind us as we knelt at the stream bank to gather water, but we felt the sharp points of several spears on our backs and realized that we had let our guard down.

"Stand up," a female voice commanded in perfect English with just a hint of an unfamiliar accent.

Pete and I got up, with our hands raised over our heads, and turned around to face our captors. To our total dismay we found that they were all women, and rather attractive ones at that. Most were bare breasted, or wore some kind of leather straps for a top, and all of them had very short skirts made of strands of vines or grass or something of the kind sort of loosely hanging over the hips and belted at the waist. It strongly suggested Polynesian native garb from the old days yet many of the women had elaborate jewelry fashioned out of what appeared to be gold, silver, and precious gems.

"Come," one of the women barked as we were poked with spears again.

We were stripped of our gear and made to walk in a circle of female guards who led us along the stream until we came to a rope bridge that crossed the water. The bridge was fairly narrow so we had to go over single file, and I noted that there were guards stationed at both ends.

Nobody said a word on the journey, and I figured it was best not to do so. We were obviously being taken somewhere, most likely their village, and we would probably be questioned by some male who was in charge.

Along the way there were numerous little penis statues and shrines of various size and I had to believe that being male would put us in good standing once we had reached our destination. If these people actually practiced some kind of penis worship than it stood to reason that men would be highly regarded. The fact that they would have female warriors seemed kind of strange, but perhaps this society regarded men as too important to risk in battle or on the hunt or something.

In any case we soon came to their village, which again reminded me of something a native population living on a tropical island back home might have constructed, and then we found ourselves deposited in a hut that appeared to be constructed of a very hard bamboo-like wood. There was no furniture, aside from a couple of rather old looking pots, but the floor was covered with a soft thick grass matting.

"May I ask where we are?" I ventured to say as politely as possible.

"You are here for now, that's all you need to know," a woman replied.

"We're not from this place and we come in peace," I told them.

"If we thought otherwise you would be dead already," the woman said rather tersely before she turned around and left the hut and we heard the sound of the door being fastened behind her.

"Wow, Cap, did you get a look at some of those dames?" Pete exclaimed. "Not bad. Not bad at all. Andy they way they dress...or don't dress I guess I should say!"

"Don't even think about making a pass at anyone," I cautioned. "We don't know anything about their customs or laws. They presumably dress that way because of the tropical climate, just as some native tribes do back home. It doesn't necessarily imply anything sexual."

"Okay, but you've got a bunch of beautiful half naked women who seem to have a thing for men's junk. That sort of implies that things might go pretty well for us, doesn't it?"

"Hopefully you're right. But we've got to be careful. Like she said, they would have killed us already if they thought we meant them harm, so that's good. We'll just have to wait until we see someone in authority that we can hopefully reason with and explain our situation to," I said.

"You're the boss chief. I just hope they feed us soon since they took all our food away. And I sure wouldn't mind seeing some of those native girls again, if you know what I mean, Pete said with a wink.

It was encouraging that they didn't appear to be planning to do us any harm, at least right away, and it was encouraging that there was this obsession with the male anatomy. Hopefully we would be held in high esteem eventually, and either treated as honored guests, or at least allowed to return to our ship. Of course there was always the chance that what we thought of as signs of worship they saw as something else entirely, and that this was a tribe of man-hating savages but there wasn't really any way to know until they chose to reveal their intentions.


CHAPTER 4:

After nightfall we were served a rather tasty meal that consisted of strips of cooked meat and some kind of fruit chunks. After more than two years of eating nothing but dehydrated space food from a pouch it tasted like a royal feast.

"Thanks honey," Pete said to the very pretty young woman who served us our meal, and to my relief the girl just gave him a shy smile before bowing her head and leaving the hut.

After we finished our meal we were visited again by several women who told us to remove all of our clothes and stand in the center of the hut. We did as instructed, as uncomfortable as it was to be naked in front of these women, and we were then treated to a warm sponge bath that was quite thorough. I noticed that they paid special attention to our genitals and made sure that we became fully erect before they completed their cleansing.

We were then handed some loose fitting robes made from some kind of spun material and some sandals as well. It sort of gave us the appearance of a couple of monks, I thought, as we were led from the hut and up a trail that snaked through the village.

Suddenly we came to a large clearing that was encircled in torchlight. In the center of the circle was the biggest phallic statue we had seen yet, and it was surrounded by women, most of whom were armed with spears or bows and arrows, but for the first time I saw that there were also men here. They were clad in similar robes to the ones we were wearing, but they appeared to be of better material and seemed to be open on both sides and held closed at the waist by a wide belt.

"So you have come from the planet Earth?"asked one of the older-looking men in the crowd.

"Yes, that's correct. May I ask how you knew that?" I replied.

"We saw your vessel fall from the sky and once you left it unguarded we made a thorough examination of the contents," the man replied. "Why have you come here?"

"It was not our intention to land here, but our ship was badly damaged and this was the closest landfall. We tried to land as gently as possible but lost all power and had to crash land instead. The landing killed the rest of the crew, other than the two of us you see before us now," I explained.

"Yes, we saw the graves as well," said the older man.

Then one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen in my life stepped out of the crowd and stood before us. She was wearing a skirt much like the others, but also had a number of bejeweled chains and bracelets and a large and ornate headdress. She definitely carried herself like a queen, and I assumed that she was someone of great importance.

"We are a simple people, in many ways, which is not to say unsophisticated. Here we choose to live an uncomplicated life. We are not savages or barbarians as you might think based on our appearance, but we do guard our lands and our secrets closely. You will never leave this place, and no one is coming for your rescue," she said as she nodded to one of the women in the gathering who stepped forward holding our tracking device. "That leaves you with two choices. You either accept our rules and live among us and do exactly as you are told, or you die. There is no negotiating on this point. Anyone who enters our land peacefully has the same choice. Now you must decide."

"Speaking as the captain of my ship and the leader of my crew I would say that you have left us little choice but to accept your invitation to remain here. I do not wish any more blood on my hands," I replied.

"A wise decision," said the woman in the headdress. "Although you may not think so later when you learn of what that entails exactly. You see our society has clearly defined roles for men and women, and the male stalk holds special importance to us. A man who possesses an impressive rod is blessed by the gods, and a man who doesn't is no kind of a man at all in our world. Therefore one of you will join the honored circle of masculinity, and the other will be transformed into a vessel more suitable constructed to serve that virile manhood."

"What does she mean, Cap?" Pete whispered to me.

"Ah, I shall have to put it more plainly I see," said the commanding woman with a laugh. "One of you has been judged worthy to remain a man, the other will have undergo the ceremony of transforming and become a woman. It's fairly painless and in time you will begin to forget that you were ever a man before. The tall one may join the men. The other must be prepared for the changing."

"What?" I stammered as several women began to pull me away from the circle. "I'm the commanding officer! I'm in charge!"

"Not anymore," one of the women tugging at me said with a grin. "You'll soon be one of us now."

Pete looked totally confused as he was led over to the group of men but he made no effort to stop anyone from taking me away. I suppose that angered me at the moment, but there really was nothing he could do. We were outnumbered and had no weapons, and everything was happening so quickly that it all sort of went by in a blur.

I was taken to a different hut, this one made of stone and rather nicely furnished. There I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to figure out how I was going to escape once the women who had escorted me to the hut had departed. Naturally the door was secured and there were only small slits for windows that one couldn't possibly squeeze through. There was a mat on the floor but to my disappointment I discovered that it was stone under that. It appeared that breaking out of this room was next to impossible. That meant I would have to try and get away at some point where they let their guard down.

After a while the door opened again and several females entered. Some of them carried pots that appeared to be steaming so I wasn't sure whether this was another meal or another bath.

"Drink this my dear, it will help you relax and put your mind in a state to welcome what I have to say," said one of the women as she handed me a goblet of something that looked like wine.

If they wanted to kill me I was sure that I would be dead by now so I didn't suspect poison, but I feared that they were trying to drug my senses. There really wasn't anything I could do under the circumstances but drink from the goblet. The contents did taste something like a sweet wine and it went to my head rather quickly.

"I know you probably think you're being punished by being changed into a woman, but in this society there is no shame in womanhood. We are in charge of almost every facet of life here and most importantly we learn to serve and worship that greatest of all creations...the male stalk."

"Then why turn me into a woman at all?" I asked, feeling light headed but pleasantly so.

"Because your stalk is not worthy, my dear. Your companion is blessed with a mighty tree while you have only a puny twig," the woman replied in a surprisingly kindly voice considering the fact that she was impugning my manhood in the worst way possible. "Again, there is no shame in this. Some men are born to demonstrate their power and virility, and some men are more like women in nature. Good at other things. Once you become one of us you'll soon see that I'm right. Now take off your clothes again we must remove every bit of hair from your body before the ceremony can commence."

Almost in a trance-like state I took off my robe and let the women shave my body clean. Only the hair on the top of my head remained as they carefully removed even my pubes. It wasn't as if all of my fear had completely gone away but that liquid had definitely put me in a more receptive state to at least accept that my fate was sealed.

"When will this transformation begin?" I asked.

"It began, my dear, the moment you took that drink."


CHAPTER 5:

Once my body was clean shaven I was anointed with some kind of oils that were rubbed all over me. I noticed strangely that even though my cock was rubbed by a beautiful woman it didn't show the slightest sign of arousal. The liquid seemed to have rendered me impotent, which was pretty much how I felt all over.

On Earth everyone knew it was a man's world. It was the woman's job to take care of the home and raise the children and see that her husband's clothes were clean and that his dinner was served on time. Women who weren't really the marrying type, like career gals and cocktail waitresses, were generally pretty fast and loose. Good girls clung to their virginity until marriage and bad girls got lots of gifts from admirers, if they were especially good at being bad.

Of course this wasn't Earth, and I didn't even know what this planet was called. Here they had their own way of looking at things, which probably developed over a long period of time, the way our customs and culture had. On Earth it was a practical development. Men, being bigger and stronger did the hunting, and women, being the weaker sex, gathered berries and nuts. Here they seemed to accept the superiority of males, but not in the same way that we did back home.

I was dressed in what I can only describe as sort of a see-through poncho. There was a hole for my head and some material that came down to barely cover my groin and it was made of some incredibly light and transparent silky material of some kind.

I was taken from the hut and led back through the clearing where I had been parted from Pete, but now the torches were being held by women who formed a line up a steep path that winded up a hill. No one spoke and I just sort of stumbled along, numbly, feeling a little strange on the inside, like a form of indigestion or something. Perhaps that tasty meal hadn't agreed with me as much as I thought, being food that was unfamiliar to my system.

Eventually we came to a stone staircase the led up to an open air platform surrounded by pillars that were naturally penises carved in stone. In the center of the platform was what appeared to be a large stone altar, and the temple, or shrine, or whatever it might be, was illuminated by both large burning caldrons and the brightness of two rather pink moons.

The men of the village were all gathered together again and I looked for Pete, who was standing in their midst, although he kept his head down and wouldn't make eye contact with me. I suppose that made sense since he must have felt pretty terrible about having abandoned me without a fight, and he probably didn't want to make my shame even worse by watching the humiliation that was taking place.

I was placed on the altar and restrained at the neck and at my wrists and ankles. I was scared, but I was still resigned. The strange feelings in my stomach were really intensifying and I was glad for the chance to lie down, even if it was on a stone altar with restraints.

A large golden goblet was produced and several different liquids poured into it as the woman in the fancy headdress held it in her two hands. Then several men stepped forward and unfastened their belts and I realized that their robes were similar to mine in that they only had a hole for the head and the front could be easily pushed aside once the belt was removed.

As they exposed themselves and equal number of nubile young females went and knelt beside them on their knees. Next they began to stroke the men to hardness and I could see that they were all rather well-hung. Once they were erect the girls just kept stroking until the headdress woman brought the goblet over and waited patiently as each man ejaculated into the cup. To my dismay the goblet was then brought over to the altar and my head was lifted up by someone as the cup was pressed against my lips and the vile contents forced down my throat.

Almost immediately my body began to convulse pretty badly and I suspected that I had been poisoned, but I wasn't able to really think clearly. The women surrounding the altar began to chant and pound their spears on the stone floor of the temple in rhythm as I felt my body changing and reshaping itself. I felt drunk and woozy and almost blacked out but I remained at least semi-conscious throughout the ordeal.

Suddenly the chanting and the pounding stopped and the woman with the headdress came over and reached under my short little robe. She stuck two fingers inside me and then held them up in the air as everyone cheered.

"Tonight, little one, you are reborn as Keira and you begin a totally new life as one of us. Your old name and life are of no importance now and you will learn our ways and live as we do. Tonight you have become a woman!"

There was another cheer and my restraints were removed. I was helped off the altar by two women who led me in a circle around the gathered crowd for their inspection. I noticed that Pete was looking at me now. Not only looking, actually more like staring. I suppose he couldn't help it. Who wouldn't stare at such a seemingly impossible thing as a total gender transformation?

Then the procession went down the steps and back down the hill but I didn't return to my previous stone hut. Instead I was taken to a much larger stone hut, which was actually more like a house, and had several rooms I discovered once I was led inside. I was left alone and told to wait in what was obviously the bedroom, which was adorned with various penis statues and ornaments.

After waiting for a few minutes the woman with the headdress came in and stood before me.

"You will share my bed tonight and I shall welcome you to our community and to the community of women," she announced as she removed my barely-there robe and set it aside. "The gods have blessed you, my beauty, with a truly womanly body. Your breasts are so full but firm, and your hips wide and your face pleasing."

"We call that an hourglass figure where I come from," I commented.

"And apt description," said the woman who smiled at me and stroked my cheek before she went over to a table and removed all of her own clothing.

"A woman's body is so soft and pleasing and built to please as well. And you have the body of a breeder, but that will never be your fate, little one. A transformed woman can never bear children, but we will learn in time where your true talents lie. Now come to bed with me and let us rejoice together in our womanhood."

We both climbed naked into her bed and the woman kissed me, first on the forehead, then on the lips, and then on both of my nipples.

"My name is Maya, and I hope that we will be friends," she said before she kissed me again, this time more passionately.

"Is this...appropriate?" I asked.

"Do women not pleasure each other on your planet?"Maya asked, sounding quite surprised.

"Well, there are dykes, but it's not legal and it's certainly not socially acceptable," I said. "It's considered a type of moral degeneration and a mental illness."

"How strange that your people are scientifically advanced enough to have developed atomic power and space travel, but you're so unenlightened when it comes to human sexuality," Maya commented. "Here women enjoy each other freely and openly."

"But I thought you were a bunch of cock worshipers or something," I blurted out.

"Cock?"

"Oh, that's a popular slang word for penis. There are literally hundreds, if not thousands of nicknames for the male sex organ."

"Cock. I think I like that. You shall have to teach me some of the other names sometime. Here we usually refer to it as a stalk, or a staff, or perhaps a pole."

"We call it that too," I said with a little smile.

"You will learn to love a man's stalk, and yes, even worship it as you say. You will submit to its power and do everything you can to please a man who possesses a mighty staff between his legs. You were obviously never such a man and now the gods have corrected their error and given you the body you deserve. And it's a very beautiful body and it will please both men and women alike," said Maya as she slipped her hand between my legs and began fingering my pussy. "But tonight your body belongs to me and I will help you to know the joys of being a woman."

"I think you're off to a pretty good start," I said as I felt tingly all over from her touch.

"Then kiss me, my beauty, and let our breasts and our bodies heave together as one," said Maya as she intensified her finger banging and I let out a little audible moan of pleasure.

I closed my eyes and kissed her and felt her tongue sliding into my mouth and thought that I had never enjoyed a kiss quite as much as this one.


CHAPTER 6:

It was disconcerting to be emasculated and called "little one" and to be told that I was not a real man because my dick wasn't big enough. I was an astronaut, which was bigger than being a movie star when it came to attracting women, and I had never had any complaints about my performance in the sack. It wasn't like I had a tiny pecker, I just didn't have a huge one either. It was pretty average I thought, but more than capable of doing the job.

Even so it was pointless to worry about that now since I didn't have a penis of any kind and it didn't look likely that I'd be getting it back anytime soon. They had put me in a woman's body and I had to admit that it felt rather extraordinary to be stimulated by another woman. I seemed to have more pleasure points, and felt things with greater intensity, even if it was unnatural sex.

"You're very responsive, little one. I think you will make an excellent lover," said Maya. "Men like to see how much they are pleasing you, even if you sometimes have to pretend a little."

It was startling to hear a woman speak so frankly about sex. That was something men did all the time, but that was expected. Of course there was a whole new sexual revolution thing beginning at home, and women were supposedly becoming more liberated, or something like that, so perhaps we were just a little behind the curve on Earth when it came to human sexuality.

On the other hand women here might be carrying spears and doing other typically manly tasks, but it also sounded like they were all supposed to service the pleasure of men, like a bunch of concubines in a harem. So how could you be both a whore and a liberated woman I wondered?

"Now I think you're ready for some oral stimulation," said Maya. "Spread you legs open wide and show me your flower."

I did as she instructed and pulled my legs up a bit and spread them apart. Maya proceeded to crawl down to a position between my legs and it appeared that she was about to put her mouth on my "flower" as she had called it.

"And what do you call a woman's slot?" she asked as she gently rubbed the folds of my snatch.

"Vagina is the technical term, but pussy is probably the most popular slang term," I told her.

"Pussy. I like that too. Pussy and cock. I can't wait to hear more of these names. Now by little Keira I'm going to show you how to properly kiss another woman's flower."

With that Maya's head disappeared between my legs and I felt her lips, and then her tongue exploring my lady parts, whatever you wanted to call them. Oral sex was very illegal in America, regardless of whether it was heterosexual or homosexual in nature, but I admit that I had gotten my dick sucked a few times. That was really kind of the pinnacle of sexual conquest in most circles and one often had to pay for the experience.

I'd never really pictured a woman licking another woman down there like that, but now that it was happening to me I had to say that it was pretty fucking incredible. I started to really moan and wiggle as I felt tremendous waves of excitement flowing within me.

I tried to concentrate on what Maya was doing in order to learn her technique, but it was kind of difficult to concentrate on anything aside from how good I was feeling. Just when I thought I couldn't take much more of it Maya suddenly got up and went over to an ornately carved wooden box and came back to bed holding a small statue of an erect penis that looked like it had been carved from ivory or something like that.

"And now my beauty you shall feel your destiny. Although it lacks the warmth and power of a real man it will show you what to expect when one penetrates you for the first time," she said as she began to rub the tip of the phallus up and down my moist slit.

"Will it hurt?" I asked softly.

"Perhaps a little, the first time," said Maya in a tender voice, "but that will soon pass and you will feel nothing but pleasure after that, I promise you."

With that the ivory penis slipped inside me and I gasped. There was a moment of pain but it did pass quickly and soon I was squirming and moaning even more than before. The thing was so damn big, but not really bigger than some of the dicks I had seen on display tonight, so it was probably good to get used to having something this large shoved up inside me.

As Maya began to thrust faster and faster I could feel my head spinning and my body shaking.

"Oh, God...oh, my god!" I cried out.

"Yes little one, call to the gods. They gave you this gift and it is your blessing to enjoy it," said Maya.

I was in no condition to discuss the monotheistic nature of the basic Judea/Christian ethics that guided many on Earth because my body was exploding from the inside and my brain was turning to mush. I just yelped, and maybe even screamed a couple of times. As a man I knew the intense pleasure of the orgasm at the conclusion of a successful sex act, but this was many times more powerful and didn't seem to stop.

Finally Maya pulled the carved penis of me and licked it clean before putting it back in the box. Then she climbed back into bed and we cuddled up and embraced like lovers, which I guess in that moment we were.

"You see, little one...it can be very nice being a woman," said Maya as she stroked my hair and gazed into my eyes.

"Yes it can. Very nice, indeed," I replied.

It was very nice. It was so nice that it was almost hard to remember that I had been a man just a few hours ago.


CHAPTER 7:

I felt like I should send Maya flowers or something, but I knew that was a ridiculous idea. Sex didn't mean the same thing here that it did at home, and what we had shared was probably more of a ritual than anything else. The first step on my journey as a woman. Well, for a first step that had been quite a doozy.

I was alone in bed when I woke in the morning but two pretty young things soon appeared and helped me back into my robe before escorting me to what appeared to be a large communal bunk house of a kind. It was circular in nature, and in the center of the room was the obligatory dick statue. I guess it was a none-too-subtle reminder of what we were all there for.

"You will sleep here until it's decided what role you are to play in this community," said one of the pretty young girls as she indicated a bed which would now be my own.

"And your dress will be simple, but there is no shame in that. We all must begin at the beginning," said the other girl as she handed me a plain grass skirt and helped me to fasten it on.

"So...nothing underneath?" I asked.

The two girls looked at each other and giggled.

"That would only get in the way," said the first girl with a delightful smile, and I wasn't sure if she meant get in the way of pissing or get in the way of a man trying to stick his cock in me, but I got the general idea that easy access was the priority.

"Your breasts are so beautiful, may I touch them?" asked the other girl.

"Go crazy," I said, then realized that they didn't understand the expression. "Yes, by all means."

"I wish mine were so big and full," said the girl as she gently fondled my boobs.

"It's almost a shame you can't be a breeder. Your breasts could hold so much milk," said the other girl.

"Well, babies aren't the only ones who will enjoy suckling on nipples like those," her companion replied which set them both giggling again.

"I'm Keira, what's your name?" I asked my new "bosom" buddies.

"I'm Leia," said the first girl.

"And I'm Launi," said the other.

"Well, girls, where does one go to get some chow around here...I mean, food?"

"I'm afraid you slept passed breakfast this morning, but we will eat again in the dining hall at midday," said Leia.

"I guess I won't starve until then," I joked. "What am I supposed to do in the meantime?"

"Someone will come and speak to you about that very soon," said Launi. "But perhaps you would like a bath first?"

"Sounds fine to me," I said.

The girls led me to a smaller hut behind the bunkhouse where there was a rather large round tub made of metal in the center of the room. I could see from the steam rising from the water that it was heated somehow and it looked rather inviting.

The girls helped me remove my skirt and I stepped into the tub, which felt absolutely fantastic. It was just the perfect temperature and I had been missing the sensation of an actual hot bath for years.

"Aren't you joining me?" I asked hopefully.

"We must go now, but I'm sure we will all bathe together in the future," said Launi.

"I look forward to that," I replied with a wink, which sent the girls giggling off on their merry way.

I thought being an astronaut made picking up girls like shooting fish in a barrel, but it appeared that in this town being a girl with big tits made it even easier. Those little cuties were all over my big hooters and I began to picture that bunk house as one endless slumber party.

It was actually kind of a nice ego boost to have something about my anatomy that I could be proud of here. My dick had been insulted and ultimately taken away from me but my big titties were obviously something that was admired. It made me feel a little better about myself, even if I was being subjected to the most degrading and humiliating thing that could ever happen to a man.

Having such a nice rack actually made me feel more comfortable about strolling around with no shirt on. It was kind of nice to show them off, and the skirt was pretty comfortable too, even though it didn't really cover up everything all that well.

When I finished my bath and returned to my bedroom I found a woman waiting for me there. She was a bit older, but still very attractive, as most of the girls here seemed to be.

"Hello Keira, I'm Moana, and I'm here to begin your education," said the woman. "How do you feel this morning?"

"I feel pretty wonderful, actually," I replied. "That bath certainly hit the spot. I haven't been home in over two years and that was definitely something I had been missing."

"You must not think of Earth as your home. This is your home now. Whatever you were before doesn't matter. Here you will do your part and serve the community to the best of your abilities. That may mean that you become a warrior, or perhaps you will be more useful in the kitchen, or maybe you have some other unique talents that may be of use. But whatever else you do you will learn to serve men and provide them with a level of sexual expertise. Since you can't be a breeder you will be a pleasure girl, which is a great honor of its own. Pleasure girls are expected to perform at the highest level and know everything there is to know about pleasing a man."

"Well I'm afraid I'm starting from scratch there," I joked.

"Starting from scratch?"

"A slang expression. It means I don't have any experience so I'm starting at the beginning," I explained.

"All young girls start from scratch, as you put it, and they must learn these skills through practice and training. Your training will begin tonight when a man beds you for the first time. Don't worry, I'll be there to guide you and help you along the way. This is how all girls learn in our society. It is the responsibility of the experienced to train the inexperienced," said Moana.

"You mean you'll be in the room while I'm...doing it?" I asked.

"Of course. You will no doubt need some instruction at first. And it will help me to see how much training you will require, and what areas need to be focused on. You may have a natural talent for this. Maya says you are very responsive, and that's good. To truly please a man you must please both his brain and his body."

I knew she was right about that. When I was an aviator in the Navy I was no stranger to whorehouses in various ports of call. Some of those women were so bored by it all that they might as well have slept through the whole thing. When you're banging a whore on shore leave you can't be that picky and the main thing is to get your rocks off, but the best experiences were always with women who seemed to really enjoy themselves and who made a point of making me feel good about myself and my prowess.

I had no idea how I was going to accomplish that with other men. The thought of some naked guy pawing at me was pretty hard to take. Sure that ivory penis felt really good inside me, but it was being put there by a super sexy broad. It may have looked like a dick but it was just a statue and it probably could have looked like any number of things and still gotten the job done.

Even so I had signed on for this job and so far things had gone surprisingly well. It was sort of like training to be an astronaut in some ways. You body was tested and pushed to the limits of endurance, and then some, and your brain was challenged in every way possible. Only the strongest and most fit survived that training and went on to be part of the space program. If I could handle that I figured I could handle just about anything.


CHAPTER 8:

When night fell Moana came and fetched me from my bedroom. I was anointed with scented oils again, but dressed in my regular skirt instead of the robe I had worn previously. Then I was taken to yet another hut that had yet another bed and told to remove my clothing.

"Now you must wait for your man in the proper position of respect," said Moana.

I was told to kneel on the floor with my legs wide open and my shoulders back. My head was held high, but my eyes were downcast and I sat with my hands resting on my thighs with my palms upright.

"Sometimes a man may take you on a whim, or you may be presented to someone for their pleasure as a gift, but when a man is specifically coming to ravish you this is how you must present yourself, unless you have been instructed otherwise," said Moana.

We waited what seemed like a very long time, but might actually have been only a few minutes. The longer we waited the more nervous I became, but I was disciplined enough to hold my pose without flinching. Then there was a sound at the door and I managed to keep my eyes down despite being very curious to see what my paramour might look like. Suddenly I heard a very familiar voice.

"Captain? Is that really you?" asked Pete.

"Excuse me, sir, but her name is Keira and she holds no rank or title," said Moana.

"I'm really sorry, chief...ah, I mean...Keira. They told me I had to do this," Pete said very apologetically.

"We thought it would be best for you to start with a familiar companion instead of a total stranger. We are also very anxious to see how people from your planet traditionally mate. You will learn our ways in time, but for now it's best that you are penetrated by a man for the first time in a way that is more comfortable to you," said Moana.

I'm sure she was right about the scientific benefits of observing the mating practices of Earth people but the idea of being penetrated by one of my own crew members, and the lowest member of the crew at that, was in no way making this easier or more comfortable for me at all.

"Why don't you help your man remove his robe, Keira? Then you may begin as the man pleases," said Moana.

I still hadn't looked Pete in the eye, and didn't really plan to if I could help it. I removed his belt and then helped him to pull the robe off over his head but because I was looking down that meant that I was staring straight at his penis, which appeared to be rock hard.

"Excuse me, but do men always arouse so quickly on your planet?"Moana inquired.

"Around a babe like this it's pretty hard not to," Pete said with a grin. "Ah, sorry sir."

"You must stop apologizing to her. You were the superior man, as your mighty stalk clearly indicates, and she is now fulfilling a role that she is better suited for in life. To put your manhood inside her is the greatest honor you can bestow upon her. She is here to learn to give you as much pleasure as her limited skills can provide. You must take her as you please and not concern yourself with any past identities," Moana instructed.

"Well in that case why don't we get down to business, honey?" said Pete with a grin.

I got on top of the bed and lay on my back. Pete climbed up and lay next to me on his side. He was looking at me like a hungry wolf and I knew that Moana's pep talk had taken away most of his apprehension. If he was being forced to fuck me he might as well enjoy it I figured he was thinking, and it was hard to blame him for that. I looked and sounded nothing like the man he knew, although he looked exactly the same to me, aside from the fact that he was naked and erect.

There was no question that his dick was far bigger than mine had been, but it was still hard to imagine that penis size was the ultimate gauge of manhood. A man could have the biggest dick in the world and still blow his wad in ten seconds. It took skill and stamina to please a woman, not just a big piece of lumber.

"Man, those titties are really something," said Pete. "Is it okay if I touch them?"

"Of course, sir," I replied a little stiffly. "You may touch whatever you wish."

Pete accepted the invitation gladly and was soon fondling and groping my boobs quite happily.

"Two years is a long time to be without a woman," he sort of whistled through his teeth. "And now this!"

I pretty much expected him to just get between my legs, stick it in, shoot his load, and that would be that, but Pete was taking his time. When his cock brushed against me, or was pressed up against my leg I felt a little tingle of excitement, in spite of myself. It was very impressive, as cocks go, and I knew from the previous night that I might actually experience some kind of pleasure from having him inside me.

Then an idea struck me. I thought that if I casually started to stroke his dick he might get so excited that he would just cum right there and then and maybe he would be excused from the exercise and I would be off the hook, at least as far as having to screw my own crew member was concerned.

I reached over and grabbed his prick and found that it was incredibly warm and really throbbing already. A few strokes and the man would probably be done I thought, but as I tried to jack him off he began to kiss me and I started to feel kind of good all over. Pete returned the favor and began to finger me up and I realized that I was losing control of the situation very rapidly.

"I'm going to fuck you so good, honey, you'll be glad they turned you into a woman," Pete whispered in my ear.

For some reason that excited me more than offended me and I wondered if he was just bragging or telling the truth. Lots of men claim to be great lovers, but lots of women would probably disagree.

He had me going pretty good by the time he actually did get between my legs and no amount of vigorous stroking had produced the desired effect yet. He was still hard as a crowbar, and not much shorter, and it was pretty obvious that he was going to be inside me at any moment.

"You needn't avert your glance once you've started Keira," said Moana from off in a corner of the room. "You may look into his eyes and show him how much you want him to penetrate you."

I was actually just staring at his giant cock and not deliberately avoiding eye contact but I took her advice and looked deep and straight into Pete's eyes. The look of unbridled lust I saw there was terrifying, but exhilarating at the same time. He was aching for me and desperately longing for the kind of relief that he would no doubt find deep in my wet cunt.

He pushed my legs back so far that my thighs were resting against my torso and my knees were up against my tits. I suddenly realized how vulnerable and exposed a woman must feel in this position, though I had never give that any thought before. I was completely spread open and somewhat lifted up and completely helpless to stop what was about to happen. Perhaps that made it easier in a way, because I couldn't really blamed for anything. Pete and I were both just following the orders of our captors, however politely they wanted to phrase it. And it was either this or be put to death, so I summoned as much courage as I could and waited for the man to enter me.

When he did I gasped again, but not really in pain this time. It was just so startling to feel something that large trying to squeeze into something as tight as my pussy. Pete had one hand cupping a boob and the other pushing a leg back as he started to slowly work his mammoth rod back and forth inside me.

"Oh, Pete...oh, yes...yes...oh, my yes," I moaned softly.

"That feels good, doesn't it baby?" said Pete with a grin.

"So good...so very, very good," I moaned in reply.

"Is this a common position on your planet?" asked Moana.

"It's pretty much meat and potatoes," said Pete with a chuckle. "Seems to get the job done."

"Interesting," said Moana, who I assumed was taking mental notes.

Now that it was happening I didn't really give a fig who Pete was or what the dynamic of our past relationship had been. I was just a woman and he was just a man, and what a man I thought. Of course he should have been chosen for this role as it suited him perfectly. Casual and confident, well-equipped and quite capable of using that equipment expertly. It wasn't just an honor to service a real man, it was a pleasure, too I thought. A gift from the gods indeed.

Pete moved my legs around a few times during our session and he varied the tempo of his thrusting so that I would build up to a brink and then be gently eased back before he really went to town on my snatch and had me screaming into the night.

"Is it okay if I cum inside her or should I pull out?"Pete asked Moana after fucking me for what seemed like an eternity.

"She cannot conceive children so you may finish as you like," said Moana. "All of the pleasure girls here are protected from impregnation so you may always finish as you like unless you are specifically with a breeder."

"Sounds good to me," said Pete, who barely seemed have worked up a sweat despite a rather vigorous round of fornicating that had me gasping for air.

"Oh, baby, yes...yes...yes..." Pete grunted as he put shot after shot of his sticky jizz inside me.

I was clutching at his back so hard I think I might have left scratch marks and trying to look into his eyes, but my own eyes kept sort of rolling back into my head and I just whimpered and shook like a puppy caught out in the rain.

"Was that good for you honey?" Pete asked once he had pulled out and flopped down beside me. "It was sure good for me."

"It was wonderful Pete. You were masterful," I replied.

"Man, I sure could go for a cigarette right about now," said Pete as he contently folded his arms behind his head. "Do you want me to stick around for another go? It doesn't usually take me too long to get the old pecker back up to speed, especially with a tasty dish like this."

"I think Keira had had quite enough for a first time, sir. She was a virgin, after all," said Moana.

"Hey, that's right. I guess I popped your cherry, honey. They say you always remember your first and I hope I did the honors properly," said Pete.

"I'll never forget this night, I promise," I said as I touched his cheek and kissed him sweetly on the lips.

Pete hopped out of bed and Moana helped him put his robe back on. He headed for the door and then turned around.

"Anytime you need a little practice I'm here for you honey," he said before he disappeared into the night.


CHAPTER 9:

"Rest now, little one," said Moana as she sat on the edge of the bed and touched my thigh gently. "You may sleep here tonight and we'll talk in the morning."

"Did I do all right?" I asked hopefully.

"My dear, I don't think I've ever seen a virgin perform more admirably than you did tonight. You obviously inspired your man and pleased him beyond his expectations. Now sleep well knowing that your lover's seed is deep within you and that you have done your duty as a woman, for now that you have been deflowered, you are truly a woman, indeed."

It was hard to sleep, at first, because so many thoughts were rushing through my head all at once. I was basking in Moana's praise, but confused by the way I had behaved. Was my manhood so cheap that I willingly surrendered it that easily? On the other hand I wasn't a man anymore so the sooner I embraced being a woman the sooner I might find some peace within myself.

It seemed like nobody looked down on a woman here for basically being a wanton hussy. They made pleasure girl sound like some kind of honor. It reminded me of the time I had been in Japan and experienced a Geisha girl. They were basically prostitutes, but many of them were highly respected and treated sort of like movie stars. Of course they did more than just fuck and usually served tea or performed a dance or something, but between the sheets those ladies really knew what was going on.

If I was going to be a pleasure girl then I wanted to be the best at it. I still had my competitive spirit that had been with me all the way through the Naval Academy and into my service as an astronaut. I always wanted to be the best of the best, so if that meant learning how to fuck like a pro then that's what I would do.

Of course there was no denying that I hadn't actually done anything special at all tonight. I didn't talk much, I didn't do any fancy tricks, I basically just lay there and let a man fuck me, but I guess I responded well, and that impressed Moana, and probably Pete too. I may have cried a little tonight but that wasn't from pain, or shame, or fear, I was just totally overcome with strange new emotions. Moana was probably just being nice to me to build my confidence, but I knew I could get good at this if I tried.

Surprisingly I had found all of my sexual experiences so far to be remarkably pleasing. One didn't tend to think of women really enjoying sex, at least not to the extent that men did. Maya had suggested that sometimes women probably faked it to make a man feel better and I wondered how many women had faked it with me. I just responded in the most natural way I could, and realistically I had very little control over that much of the time. Maybe being a "transformed" woman wired me a little differently or my old male sex drive was still working underneath it all, but I had no complaints at all about anything I had done.

Discovering that Pete was the one who was going to "deflower" me had been horrifying at first, but his good nature and enthusiasm had made me more comfortable about what we were doing. Of course his giant schlong added greatly to my enjoyment, but I didn't feel bad at all knowing that his "seed" was deep within me, as Moana had so graphically put it. He had fucked me like a stallion on a stud farm and deserved my respect and admiration, regardless of the former difference in rank. That was a cock that was definitely worth saluting.

In the morning I woke early enough to join the other women for breakfast, which was quite tasty again, as all my meals had been, and then Moana came to see me in my communal bedroom.

"I think you were very fortunate to have come to us, young lady," said Moana. "I've never seen someone transformed so effortlessly and who so obviously had been living the wrong life before. I see great things for you, my dear, if you stay on the right path."

"Thank you," I replied sincerely. "I'm still a little confused by all of this, but I've found that by being open to things I learn to enjoy them more quickly. I thought I would be too ashamed to be with my crewmate, but it turned out to be a wonderful experience."

"So would you say that was a typical Earth mating ritual?" asked Moana.

"Well, we don't usually think of sex as a ritual on Earth,  but that was probably a pretty normal encounter. I suppose it depends on the circumstances. Actual penetration is something you often build up to after a number of dates with the same person. There'd be some kissing first, and then you might move on to more intimate touching, but most women on Earth expect a man to sort of prove the seriousness of his intentions before they'll actually go all the way with him, and many won't do that at all until marriage," I explained.

"Fascinating," said Moana. "So the woman has the power to choose when and who she beds?"

"Absolutely. It's a crime to take a woman against her will," I told her.

"Well, as you can see we have a very different view of things. Any man here can take a pleasure girl anytime he wants. He doesn't need to ask first. Breeders are specially assigned to produce successful offspring, but you must be prepared to do what a man wants, when he wants it."

"I will do my best," I promised.

"I know you will," said Moana kindly. "Now today you will attend a class with several other younger girls who are still learning to refine their skills. It will be here in this building right after the midday meal. Until then you are free to wander about the village, or simply rest if you wish, but please don't try to leave the area. It's not safe to go into the jungle alone, especially when you don't know your way around."

"Thank you, I don't think I'll wander too far if I do take a little walk," I said.

Taking a class with other girls sounded kind of interesting. Presumably they'd be ahead of me at this point but hopefully I could catch up pretty fast. I had no idea what kind of a class it was going to be, but I figured it would have something to do with sex, and that got me a little excited.

After lunch I found myself waiting along with my friends Leia and Launi, who apparently were my classmates for this exercise. Soon Moana appeared, along with three rather well-built young men who stood in a line in front of us.

"If you would kindly disrobe gentlemen?" said Moana.

The three men quietly took off their clothes and place them on nearby beds. Then they stood silently in line again. They were all fine specimens of manhood with muscular bodies, and needless to say all well-endowed down below, even if they weren't erect yet.

"On your knees, girls," Moana instructed. "You must always show proper respect in the presence of manly power."

I quickly joined my friends on the floor and realized that they were in the same position I had been in while waiting for Pete to arrive so I followed their example.

"A man's stalk is the life giving force that keeps our people from becoming extinct. Whether you yourself will ever give birth or not it is your solemn duty to worship and pamper and care for that stalk so that a man is healthy and happy and better prepared to perform his duties. You must revel in the beauty and respect the power of a man's stalk. Now please take the man in front of you and make him ready," Moana commanded.

I waited for the other two girls to make the first move and I saw that they were reaching out to stroke the cock closest to them, so I did likewise. Leia and Luani just kind of mechanically moved their hands back forth along their men's shafts, but I knew a little something about where to touch a man and how to stroke him to get him really hard really fast and in no time at all my guy was sporting a huge boner.

Was it beautiful? It was certainly impressive and I had no trouble respecting it, but I'd never thought of a man's prick as a thing of beauty. My man was long, and thick, and had veins bulging out all over. I suppose you could say that there was sort of a savage beauty to it, and it was certainly making me excited to be this close to it, but I was still having a hard time convincing myself that I could ever look at any part of a man and refer to it as beautiful.

"To properly worship a man's stalk you must learn to use all parts of your body, but most import of all you must learn to use your mouth," said Moana. "There is no better way to show a man your devotion than to pleasure him orally. This requires much practice to develop the necessary skill and is much harder than merely presenting your slot. Let's see what you remember from last time girls."

Then it suddenly hit me right between the eyes. This was a class in dick sucking, and I was going to be expected to suck this guy's dick!


CHAPTER 10:

Leia and Launi opened their mouths and went right to work, but I just kind of sat there for a moment, paralyzed and confused.

"What's the matter Keira? Do they not perform this act on Earth?" Moana asked.

"Some people do, but it's actually against the law so most people don't tend to advertise the fact that they engage in such activity," I replied.

"How silly," Moana quipped with a clicking of her tongue. "Do you know how to perform the act?"

"I've been on the receiving end a few times," I told her.

"Then just do your best, my dear. You have unique insight into what a man might want to feel. Just think of that and do it to your man," Moana suggested.

I used my tongue to lubricate his shaft and began to stroke it again. I knew the slickness would feel better while still maintaining enough friction to do the job. Then I made a little slot using my lips and let his dick pass back and forth along it as I moved my head to one side, and then the other. Finally I produced as much saliva as I could and then opened my mouth and pushed my head forward so that several inches of his manhood entered the oral pocket I was trying to create. All the while my hand never stopped stroking his shaft or gently toying with his balls. A whore in the Philippines had done that to me and I remember thinking that it felt pretty damn good, especially while my dick was in her mouth.

I was curious to see how my companions were doing but I pretty much had to stay focused on the cock in my face. Taking a few inches on an average man would probably have been a good portion of his prick, but this was no average man. I tried to get a couple of more inches down my throat and found that I could do it, but that it was also putting me in danger of gagging, which I definitely didn't want to do.

Fortunately by stroking him from the base, while keeping the upper portion busy in my mouth, I was able to stimulate his entire cock without actually swallowing the whole damn thing. I got the impression that whatever I was doing was going pretty well because I could hear my guy making these contented grunting noises.

"That very good Keira...very good, indeed," I heard Moana saying.

It was definitely humbling to be on my knees before a man with his dick in my mouth, and I had never been a very humble person, but Moana's praise sort of helped to balance things out. And I still wasn't looking at this as a religious experience. It was something I had to do to survive. I was a long way from home, and transferred into the body of a woman, and expected to be essentially a sex slave for any man who wanted me. If I was told to give a guy head then I had to give him head. The fact that I had actually enjoyed myself sexually in this female body was kind of beside the point. For now, at any rate, this was my life, and the more successful I could make myself the more benefits that would probably come my way. Perhaps even my freedom and a return to my old body if I played my cards right.

Did I really want to worship this man's cock? I admired it. I was impressed by it. I could picture him sticking it in my pussy and getting pleasure from that, but I couldn't really see how I would ever "worship" this or any other man's penis.

When my guy started to ejaculate in my mouth I had a good deal of his rod stuffed down my throat. Nobody had told me what I was supposed to do when he started to cum, and I sort of figured that he'd just pull out before then, so I just choked his got gooey liquid down the best I could.

Once I had drained him I finally pulled my head away from his prick and just sat there in my kneeling position waiting for further instructions.

"That was marvelous, Keira, but even after you've consumed his sacred essence you mustn't forget to show his stalk the love and devotion it deserves. You should lick him clean, and smile, and make eye contact, so that he knows how much you appreciate the gift he's just given you," said Moana.

It seemed kind of excessive to me, but I went ahead and took his prick in my hand and used my tongue to lick it all over. I even kissed the tip of his dick and held it there as I looked straight up at him and tried to figure out how to show appreciation in my eyes.

My guy hadn't touched me the entire time I had been sucking him off, but now he looked down at me and put his hand on my head as my lips were still pressed against his purple helmet. It was a very small gesture but it made me kind of get butterflies in my stomach for some reason.

Once all three of the men had blown their loads they silently got dressed and departed. Moana critiqued our performances and I was singled out for praise, and then she gave us another pep talk about the power and the glory of the male sex organ and class was dismissed.

"Well girls...how about that bath we were talking about?" I suggested to my classmates.

They both just giggled and nodded and the three of us went around back to the bathhouse and took our skirts off before climbing in the delightfully warm tub.

"You were so good today. Had you ever done that before?" asked Launi.

"What? You mean suck a guy's dick?" I replied. "No, of course not. I used to be a guy myself, remember."

"I didn't know what your customs were like," said Launi, putting her head down as if ashamed for asking such a question.

"Hey, that's okay. It was a reasonable question to ask," I said as I lifted her chin and tried to make her feel better. "I'm still trying to figure your customs out."

"I think you must be some sort of a totumi," said Leia with her customary giggle.

"Totumi? What's that?" I asked.

"It's an old legend. Sometimes the gods create a woman who is the perfect vessel for all things sexual and pleasurable. Her beauty and skills are unsurpassed. No one, male or female can resist her charms, and although she is mortal she possesses the sexual power of a goddess," Launi explained.

"Well if that were true if I tried to kiss you you'd be powerless to resist," I said as I put my hand behind Launi's head and pulled her in tight for a long wet kiss before I did the same with Leia.

The three of us formed a tight little circle on our knees in the center of the tub and began to exchange kisses on our lips, our necks, and our breasts. Then Leia and Launi each started sucking on one of my nipples while I slipped my hands down between their legs and began to rub their pretty little slots.

"I think I like this totumi idea," I said.

I had been created by something. Was it magical or scientific I wondered. These people seemed primitive, but they also seemed to understand highly advanced technological concepts like atomic power. They obviously knew exactly what my tracking device was designed to do. Were they so advanced that they had created some sort of gender changing drug, or was there actually something to their talk of gods and myths?

There was no rational explanation for how I had come to be like this that I could think of, but it was hard to believe that some magic potion mixed with semen had actually done the trick. However they had done it there was a chance that they could undo it. Perhaps if I played up this totumi idea I could use that to gain information, or perhaps make a powerful ally who would help me because they thought they were under my spell or something and powerless not to do my biding. Having a magic pussy in a superstitious land could be quite advantageous I thought.

The three of us ended up in kind of a girly circle jerk all squished together with our boobs touching, kissing whatever lips became available, and fingering each other until we all had a big long orgasm.

"Now that's what I call a bath," I said, which wasn't all that funny but the three of us ended up giggling our silly heads off anyway.

It's okay to giggle when you're a girl. It's actually kind of cute.


CHAPTER 11:

I guess I was considered a bit of a sexual prodigy, if not an actual divine spirit, and people seemed to talk about other people's sex lives rather freely, which I found surprising. In my old world if a woman had a reputation for being loose that generally wouldn't be something she was happy about, but here it kind of raised my self-esteem.

Of course life in the village wasn't all sex and sensual baths I soon discovered. It was important to find what my role would ultimately be in the community, and since breeder was automatically removed from consideration I was assigned to other duties, like working in the kitchen; washing and cleaning things first, then doing some light preparation work like cutting up pieces of fruit or vegetables, and then finally trying my hand at cooking an actual meal.

Coming from a military background I was looking forward to warrior training, but of course I had flown fighter jets and these people fought with spears and arrows, so my previous combat experience was of questionable value.

I think perhaps the strangest and most mysterious aspect of the whole setup was what exactly the men there did with their time when they weren't grabbing pleasure girls to fornicate with or being used for training purposes. They seemed to all live in another part of the village and didn't interact with the women all that much except for ceremonial occasions. They never dined with us but women always prepared and served their meals for them.

Some of the men lived communally, as we did, in a bunkhouse sort of arrangement, but some of them had their own huts, like Maya did, although I still had no idea what really distinguished one's rank or how one got elevated to a more exalted position. I did learn that a woman's skirt was sort of like a charm bracelet and said a lot about her life experiences. As you learned different skills you were allowed to attach strands of colored cloth, or strings of beads that signified what you had accomplished or what you excelled at. After my kitchen training had been successfully completed I was able to add a thin strip of blue and white cloth to my skirt, which I was actually kind of proud of. It sort of reminded me of the service ribbons we received in the Navy, although there of course I didn't wear a grass skirt and walk around with my big tits hanging out.

When I was assigned the task of serving meals in the men's quarters I was a little nervous, because so far I had yet to interact with a man aside from Pete or the test subjects at cock worship training. Now I was going to be surrounded by men, and I had a feeling that my reputation would probably precede me. On the other hand I was terribly curious to know more about their lifestyle so I figured this would probably be a pretty good way to get more of an inside glimpse into the mysterious male world.

The women ate in more of a cafeteria style where everyone just lined up and picked up their food as it was dished out. It definitely reminded me of the chow lines in the military. Apparently the men were served differently. They would sit at their own dinner tables and a girl would serve them more like a waitress in a restaurant. The guys in the more communal living arrangements would be served first by a couple of girls who would basically just deliver their plates, fill their glasses, and move on. Those of greater distinction, who dined in their own huts, could make you wait and serve them throughout their meal, handing them additional servings or refilling their glass. There was even a pose you had to stand in while waiting for the next command which was basically an upright position, with your legs spread, and your arms behind your head. It wasn't terribly comfortable to hold, but I think that was sort of the idea.

My first time serving meals to men started in their mess hall where I and two other girls brought in heaping plates of food and jugs of wine which we passed around to the men who were seated at several long tables. Pete was among this group and by coincidence it fell to me to bring him his meal.

"Hey, honey, how's it going?" asked Pete cheerfully as I set down his plate and prepared to fill his glass. "Everybody treating you okay?"

"Yes, sir, I'm doing quite well, thank you," I replied rather formally.

"Oh, I get it," Pete whispered as I poured his wine."You gotta' play by the rules. We need to get together sometime soon in private and catch up on what's been going on."

"Yes, sir, of course I'd like that," I replied before moving on to the next man to be served.

Pete was kind of a wildcard in whatever my plans might turn out to be. He was an inside contact to the male world, and at one point would have just followed my orders, thinking of my as his superior officer, but now I was his "honey" and he would more likely do what I wanted because of his carnal desire for me. On the other hand he was as new here as I was and probably wouldn't have that much insight yet.

After the group meal had been served I was sent to a hut where an older man named Randu was having dinner with a guest, a fellow named Dedrus. This seemed promising to me because I hoped that they might have some kind of dinner conversation that would be of interest to me and since I would just be standing there quietly the whole time they might not even be that guarded about what they said.

"Ah, so this is the famous Keira I've heard so much about," said Randu as I began to serve his dinner. "Your beauty was obvious from the moment you were transformed but I hear that you also have a fiery passion and a natural gift for servicing men."

"Thank you, sir. I am here to serve you and your guest any way that you see fit, and I hope you will find me pleasing," I said.

"Just looking at these beauties makes this meal memorable already," said Dedrus as he grabbed my boobs and fondled them when I went to his end of the table.

"You young men are so impatient," Randu joked. "There is a time for everything, and right now it's time to eat."

I finished serving them and took my position of waiting. I had been handled a little in the communal dining room but mostly a pinch or a squeeze on my butt here or there. I did get a lot of compliments on my looks, and promises of future encounters, but I had the distinct feeling that I was going to be on the menu in this room tonight.

Naturally I was prepared for that, as a pleasure girl I had to be prepared for any man to fuck me anytime day or night, but this would be a kind of different experience for me. So far my only sexual experiences with men had been supervised parts of my training. Pete had broken in my pussy, and I had practiced sucking several cocks by now, and had a class on different position options, but those were all observed and commented on by a teacher. Now I was alone in a hut with two obviously horny men who probably weren't interested in my training or development and would just expect me to be a good little whore for their amusement. I had no idea what they might demand of me but I hoped that I would be able to give them whatever they wanted.

Their dinner conversation wasn't enlightening at all. They literally talked about the weather for some time, then debated the quality of one gemstone over another, and actually spent a fair amount of time just dining in silence.

"That can wait. You have more pressing service to attend to at the moment," said Randu as he turned his chair around to the side and rather neatly pulled the front part of his robe over on his hip, clearing exposing his pelvis, and his large semi-erect penis. "Come and feast on this girl."

I immediately went over and dropped to my knees in front of him. I had only sucked cock while a man was standing in front of me, but sitting in a chair didn't seem to present any problems at all. I was actually able to get my head more on top and work down, rather than being restricted to only horizontal movement.

The hair on Randu's head and body may have been gray but that didn't make his dick any smaller or any less impressive. I had him hard in no time at all and began to give him what I hoped would be a standout blowjob. People obviously talked, and they talked about me, so I wanted to keep that conversation positive.

"Look at how eager she is, Dedrus," said Randu to his companion. "Have you ever seen such enthusiasm before?"

Dedrus didn't answer, and a moment later I knew why when I heard him get up from the table and walk over behind me. He grabbed me by my hips and lifted my back end up in the air, which made it a little more difficult to keep my balance while blowing Randu, but I managed somehow. Once my ass was up I felt my skirt being flipped onto my back and then Dendrus drove his huge cock into my pussy rather aggressively.

"Like I said, young men are so impatient," Randu chuckled. "You could have waited, you know. You're missing out on a real treat."

"This is good enough for me, thanks," Dendrus grunted as he continued to pound my slot with a vengeance.

"The rumors about you were obviously no exaggeration my girl," said Randu as he put his hand on my head. "I don't know that I have ever had my stalk so reverently and devoutly worshiped before."

It didn't even really dawn on me then that I had two men inside me at the same time. On Earth I would have assumed that only the most degenerate of fallen women would have even contemplated doing such a thing, but this wasn't Earth, and here it didn't seem all that odd.

Even though Dendrus hadn't shown me any kindness or praise yet, and was nailing me rather roughly, I felt myself beginning to succumb to the power of his stalk inside me. No matter how much self-control I tried to practice a cock like that could make me go weak at the knees. Maybe that was what all this cock worship stuff was really all about. Of course there was a lot of symbolic references to the life bringing, virility, aspects of the penis, but maybe the real power that was being worshiped was the way a man's dick could reduce even the most fierce female warrior to a whimpering, quivering, mass of nerve endings, all popping and snapping at once. It could dull the sharpest mind and make articulate speech next to impossible, and it could drive any woman from any station of life to her knees.

Dendrus finished first with a series of noisy grunts and then slumped back in his chair which left me free to give Randu a proper finish. He may have been much older than his dinner companion but that didn't seem to impact his stamina, although milking him was a bit easier than usual for me because his seed didn't have quite the thickness or volume I was already accustomed to. Of course I licked him clean and flashed him the appropriate look of gratitude and I had a feeling that my reputation would only grow from this experience. It did make me wonder, however, how much I was really just working out some kind of a plan, or whether I was actually starting to love my life as a pleasure girl for its own merits.


CHAPTER 12:

There was a little grumbling about how late the service was at my next hut, but the man knew that if he wanted me for desert someone else would have to wait until he finished so the grumbling was more good-natured than anything. Basically just an excuse to bend me over his knee and spank me a couple of times before I set his plate out in front of him.

I suppose all of the men must have known that their meals would always be on sort of a staggered shift, except for those who ate in the communal dining hall, who always got served first. It seemed like a pretty small price to pay for the extra service that they were getting.

My second stop ended up with me bent over the table while I was taken from behind again. I had learned in my position class that rear entry was the most popular way of being penetrated here and that it reinforced the dominance of the male over the female in sexual matters. I suppose it did do that, in a way, in that you couldn't really look at the man who was fucking you, and you were definitely presenting yourself in a very submissive posture, but I found that it was an extremely pleasant way to copulate and allowed those big cocks to really penetrate you deeply and hit some magic spots.

Even though I had just been taken by two men at once I found that once my latest master was nailing me I experienced just as much euphoria, if not more, as before. If a man had the stamina to last long enough I really couldn't help what I felt. It didn't matter that I had been totally satiated just a short time before. The pleasure engine kicked into gear again and I was squealing with delight and begging for more.

I had one more call to make on my first night of service, and that included an after dinner blowjob, which I was happy to provide. My pussy had taken a pretty good pounding and deserved a little rest, but my mouth was ready and willing to please once more.

Naturally I didn't believe I was actually a totumi, or any other kind of supernatural being, but it probably would have made me feel better to know that whatever I was doing was not under my control. I knew I was being seduced into a life that I felt like I should be appalled by, but it was a powerful type of seduction. That word "power" seemed to pop up all the time in my mind these days, and I wrestled with it as if I had been attacked by an alligator in a swamp.

It was literally a loss of power that had caused my spacecraft to crash into this strange planet and led to my bizarre transformation. Then I found myself in a world that worshiped the power of the penis just as I had my own penis taken away from me. And while these men here had the power to bend me over a table and stick their dick in me at will, they didn't seem to have any special authority in the community that would grant that power. They just had big cocks.

The women were all subjected to scrutiny and provided training in a wide variety of areas in an effort to find where they were best suited to serve the village, but what the hell did the men do except eat and drink and fornicate? I certainly would have figured that a man would lead the army, even if it was populated with female warriors, but that didn't seem to be the case. We worshipped the power of the penis, and consequently showed respect and reverence to the person who possessed a nice big one, but I couldn't see yet what else these men were good for.

It almost seemed like they had it all backwards. If men were just valued for having big cocks you could jump on then why not make them the subservient ones? The women here called all the shots, seemingly, so forcing men to do manual labor and stud service would in my mind be the more logical way to go.

And what happened to the men that weren't hung like a horse? So far I had seen nothing but giant tree trunks but there must be males born here who weren't so gifted between the legs. Were they transformed, like I was, or banished from the village, or even put to death? Anything seemed possible.

I didn't really want to rock the boat or start some kind of a revolution, but I did want to get some answers and Pete seemed like the best person I could safely trust to do a little spying for me. Of course that meant I would no doubt have to have sex with him again, but that thought wasn't as distressing as it had been at first. At least I knew that Pete liked me and thought of me as his honey so I wouldn't just be a hole to plug like I was to some of the others here.

While serving in the communal hall the next night I arranged to meet up with Pete privately down by a little stream that ran nearby the village and was safely within its boundaries. We obviously didn't need privacy to fornicate as Pete could just whip it out in the middle of the street and force me to blow him if he wanted to, but I needed to be discrete about the other more covert aspect of our rendezvous.


CHAPTER 13:

"You sure picked a pretty spot. A pretty spot for a pretty girl," said Pete when he met up with me at the stream the next day and took me in his arms right away.

After we kissed I suggested that we go sit in the shade and we actually held hands as we walked over to a leafy tree, like we were lovers or something on a picnic. Maybe that's how Pete saw it, for all I knew, which was kind of a scary thought.

"So tell me something, Pete, what do the men in this village do all day except eat and screw?" I asked.

"Well, to be honest with you, not much," he replied with a shrug of his shoulders. "Some of the younger guys wrestle, or exercise to stay in shape, and a lot of the older fellows seem to play a lot of board games that are sort of like checkers or something, and a lot of the time they just kind of sit around and shoot the breeze."

"So what do they talk about?"

"Nothing of any importance that I can tell. They talk about the weather, or what they had to eat last night, or what they were planning to eat tonight, or ah...well, you know...they talk about the girls they've had and what they did with them," Pete said a little bashfully.

"What have you heard about me?" I inquired.

"Nothing but nice things," Pete replied.

"I'm not fishing for compliments, I'm genuinely curious to know what kind of a reputation I'm developing."

"Well, they talk about your titties a lot, which I really can't blame them for because they are pretty spectacular, and they say you have some kind of magical powers or some special gift from the gods that makes you a love goddess or something, which I just laugh off, because, well, I know who you really are and I don't believe in all that superstitious stuff. I think some men might actually be a little afraid of you. Most of the gals here are pretty passive and docile and I think they may be kind of intimated by you."

"Doesn't it get kind of dull just sitting around all day with nothing to do?" I said.

"Well, I spend a lot of my time trying to keep in shape. I do some of their things, but I've been showing them some of the calisthenics I know. Can you believe they didn't know what a pushup was? Shoot, that's the best way to build up your arms for fucking all night long there is," said Pete, flexing one of his arms for emphasis.

"You do have impressive arms, Pete," I said as I reached out and felt the hardness of his bulging bicep.

"Hell, two years in zero gravity didn't do my muscles any good so I'm just now starting to build back up," he said with a grin. "So what do you do all day?"

"Right now I'm still sort of an apprentice. I work in the kitchen and learn all of the duties you have to perform there, and I'm learning how to serve meals, and somewhere along the line I'll get some military training. Basically they try you out at everything until they figure out what they think you're best at," I explained, omitting some of the details of my more sexual training.

"This is the darndest place I've ever seen," said Pete as he shook his head. "Apparently this planet has other towns that are like real cities with tall buildings and traffic jams."

"Where did you hear about those?"

"Oh, sometimes if someone is bitching and moaning about something someone else will say something like at least we're not living in Bum Fuck, or whatever those towns with the strange names are called. I guess folks here don't have a very high opinion of their neighbors."

"That's really interesting, Pete. If you get the chance to talk to anybody about those places I'd sure like to hear about it. Just be sure to make it sound like casual curiosity," I said.

"Are you thinking about busting out?"

"No, not at the moment. I'm just gathering some intel. I don't like being this much in the dark about things. Just keep your eyes and ears open and let me know whatever you discover," I said.

"So, ah...are we going to do it, or what?" Pete asked a little nervously.

"You know Pete, you don't have to ask my permission for that," I reminded him gently.

"Yeah, I know, but I don't see the fun in it if the gal's just doing it because she has to," Pete said.

"You don't have to worry about that with me, Pete. In fact, you don't have to do anything this time. Just relax and let me take care you," I said before kissing him.

I used the same technique I had seen other men using of leaving their belts on and just pulling the front piece of robe to the side. It was quick and easy and the belt held the fabric in place, exposing Pete's genitals and most of his well-developed upper body.

Pete was sitting on the ground with his legs outstretched and his torso propped up on his arms as I got down between his legs and grabbed his cock. I had assumed all along that we were going to have sex but hearing Pete say that he wouldn't enjoy it if it wasn't voluntary on the girl's part really kind of got to me. Like me, Pete didn't come from a world where women were expected to service men at the drop of a hat, and the act of intercourse often had some romantic connotations to it. We were certainly connected by our past experiences, and the fact that we were the only two people from Earth on this planet.

When I fooled around with the girls in the bathtub I particularly enjoyed it because we were all doing it just for fun. Nobody was critiquing our performance or trying to teach us anything, we were simply trying to make each other feel good. Now as I lay on the cool grass, under a shady tree, sucking my crewmember's member I had that same feeling. I genuinely wanted his cock in my mouth as much as he did.

Things actually seemed to be working out rather well with Pete, I thought. When I talked more like my old self he didn't laugh it off and grab my boobs, he responded like he would have had I still been his commanding officer. But when things got cozy he had no trouble at all with us just being a man and a woman sharing an intimate moment.

"Oh, honey...oh, honey...that is so good," Pete sort of exhaled rather than spoke. "You have no idea...no idea...so good..."

I glanced up at him without taking his dick from my mouth and hoped that he would see the twinkle in my eye. I absolutely loved the praise, probably more than I should have, but it made me feel good to make someone else feel good. It was easy to be selfish in bed sometimes when you were a man, but I enjoyed both giving and receiving as a woman.

I don't think Pete was expecting me to give him head so it was especially fun to present it as a surprise treat. You might think that being a man on a planet where women were all basically sex slaves would be the ultimate in masculine joy, but when you completely take away the thrill of the chase, and the feeling of conquest, a man can actually get bored with sex I think. It's better if the man knows you really want him and that you're not just going through the motions because you have to.

In that sense I felt like I really could worship Pete's cock. He was a good guy and a loyal crewmember. I didn't need a bunch of roses or a box of chocolates to know that he really appreciated what I was doing for him and his body definitely aroused animal instincts within me. And while I had appreciated Pete's massive strong arms when we were hacking our way through the jungle I appreciated them now for a very different reason. In all honesty his muscles made me swoon.

"Honey, I know you didn't ask to be turned into a girly, but you do it better than most of the gals I know who were born that way," said Pete.

I was torn between finishing him like we were or getting a chance to feel that amazing cock inside me and decided that I'd probably have plenty of chances to do whatever I wanted with Pete so I stopped sucking and positioned myself so that I was straddling his crotch. Then I managed to get the tip of his dick lined up with my slot, in a rather neat little docking maneuver I thought, and slowly lowered myself down as far as I could go.

"Yes, baby, that's it. Come and ride Pete's love pump," he said happily as I began to move myself up and down on his magnificent post.

I liked that I could control the pace in this position, slowing down or speeding up as I pleased, but what I definitely couldn't control was how much my boobs bounced when I really got going. I think it almost hypnotized Pete because he couldn't stop staring at my tits as they hopped about. It probably was a pretty entertaining site from his vantage point, but I was getting pretty crazy and losing my ability to focus on anything.

"Fuck, yeah, Pete! I love riding your fucking cock! I fucking love it!" I blurted out.

"Yeah, honey, yeah...ride it good!" he replied as he reached up and grabbed my boobs, temporarily getting them under control.

After I had climaxed rather intensely I jumped off my perch and got back down between his legs again. I decided that I wanted to finish what I had started.

"I'm going to suck you dry, baby." I almost hissed as I looked up at him with lust burning in my eyes.

"Well you better get to sucking, honey, because when you talk like that I can't hold it for long," he replied.

Down my throat went his slippery trouser snake. Deep, deep, down, and then back up again. My head was bobbing like a woodpecker and Pete was making the most incredible pleasure moans I think I'd ever heard.

"I'm going to cum, honey. I'm going to cum in your mouth," he announced, or maybe it was a warning in case I wanted to back off, which of course I didn't.

And boy did he ever cum. Hot...thick...salty...sticky...manly...heavenly. I got the biggest dose of jizz I had yet received, and thanked the gods, whoever they were, for the pleasure of being given such a gift.

"Honey, I know I said I didn't believe in all that superstitious stuff, but now I kind of wonder," said Pete, sounding surprisingly serious. "I think maybe you are some kind of a sex goddess."

"They call it a totumi, and it's a mortal woman, created by the gods, who possesses the sexual powers of a goddess," I explained.

"Well, I think there just might be some truth in that," said Pete.

"You know, I'm beginning to think you might be right."


CHAPTER 14:

"I must say you're making quite a name for yourself, little one," said Maya as we both lounged together in her private bathtub.

It was quite an honor to be invited to bathe with her, and a pleasure too, since she was such a sexy and beautiful woman. And bathing with other girls was rapidly becoming one of my favorite pastimes.

"A good name, I hope," I said diplomatically.

"I don't think I've ever seen one who is transformed embrace that change so quickly or enthusiastically. Many men who have it done become moody and withdrawn for quite some time. It's not always easy for them to accept their new role in society. Did you ever feel that a part of you was really female in your old life?"

"No, I was about as masculine as you could get," I said with a slight laugh. "I was a manly man in a manly profession. Where I came from they didn't have female fighter pilots or astronauts. Women were considered too weak and emotional for such demanding jobs."

"That may be the answer right there," said Maya. "An astronaut is an explorer, is he not? Someone who requires courage and boldness to travel into the unknown reaches of space. Perhaps that mix of curiosity and courage that served you well in your former life is doing so again in your current one. It can't be easy to travel into the unknown reaches of the human heart and mind."

"Or maybe that elixir you served me turned me into some kind of a totumi," I joked.

"Ah, you've heard that legend already," said Maya with a smile. "I suppose I'm not surprised. Word travels so fast around here, and people like to romanticize things. It's easier than trying to understand how a woman who was once a man could be so sexually passionate and gifted."

"So often do men get transformed into women, anyway?" I ventured to ask since Maya had brought the subject up.

"When a boy comes of age a judgment is made about his physical suitability for manhood. If he does meet the standard required he is transformed and lives the rest of his life as a woman. That is why there are so many more women here than men, and why we must carry the load of the village. Fortunately when only the most well-endowed and virile of men are allowed to breed they often pass along those traits to their male offspring, so over time the need to transform anyone should gradually decrease," said Maya.

"And strangers who wander in, like I did?"

"Are given the same choice as you," Maya replied. "Some don't choose as you did. The thought of giving up their manhood is too much to bear. But it is a quick and painless death, I assure you. We are not savages here."

"Why not just banish them?" I asked."They must have come from somewhere. Why not just send them back where they came from?"

"Our world is unique and different from other places. Our customs are our own, and our very survival depends on the secrecy of our location and our defensive positions. We have rejected most of what the outside world calls progress to live the life our ancestors lived centuries ago, and worship as they did. To allow an outsider to leave would be too risky. But your pretty head should be filled with thoughts of love and pleasure, not dark clouds of doom. Come and embrace me, little one, and show me what you've learned."

I put my arms around Maya's neck and we began to kiss very sensually. Maya was one hell of a kisser, I thought, and so incredibly beautiful. I had been with some very attractive women back on Earth, including a movie star that I won't name, but most of you would recognize, but Maya topped them all. Leia and Luani were fun and funny and made me feel young again, but Maya was a mature woman and dug much deeper into my soul when we touched.

Unlike the large metal tub in my own bathhouse Maya's was smaller and carved out of some kind of stone like marble. It was also sunk into the ground which left a nice little platform all around it. Deciding to be bold I took Maya by the waist and lifted her up so that she was seated on that platform and then I spread her legs and went down on her gash.

"My goodness," she uttered as she felt my tongue splitting her slot.

I think she was a little surprised that I would take charge like this, but pleasantly surprised I hoped. The way I had her moaning and squirming in no time pretty much confirmed that suspicion. She wrapped her legs around my neck and started squeezing rather tightly, but I don't think she was even aware of it. She was breathing hard and pinching her nipples and letting out little gasps and moans. Then on total impulse I stuck a finger right up her asshole while I sucked on her clit and she practically exploded in my face.

I knew that anal sex was considered quite acceptable here, and I had received some training in that skill, but so far no one, man nor woman, had tried to penetrate that orifice. Even so I knew that Maya must have had much bigger objects than my finger up her butt so it seemed relatively safe to probe that tight little hole without permission.

"The gods have blessed you, haven't they little one!" Maya exclaimed before she slid back into the tub and began to kiss me almost frantically.

Back on Earth a woman like me would probably be called a nymphomaniac. That was considered a psychological disorder where a woman basically enjoyed sex too much. Here that was viewed as a divine gift.

"Would you share my bed tonight?" Maya offered.

"It would be an honor...and a pleasure," I replied with a wicked little half grin.

Then we embraced again for the longest time before we finally got around to getting out of the tub and drying ourselves off.


CHAPTER 15:

A number of my questions were beginning to be answered. Boys with less than spectacular dicks were forced to become girls, and there obviously were towns beyond this village that were probably more like the places I knew on Earth but there was no interaction between these societies.

I was extremely curious about these towns and what made them such a threat to this village. If they were living a more technologically advanced lifestyle there wouldn't seem to be much here of value, unless the village contained some sort of rare minerals or other resources that were in demand. Of course there were a lot of women here, myself included, who were trained to submit themselves sexually to men on demand. Perhaps there was a market for sex slaves in these other towns and a village full of cock worshipping beauties might be a more valuable commodity than gold or oil or diamonds.

I thought about the men who chose death over transformation. I wasn't really afraid of death, having faced it many times in combat and in space travel, but I had also been given survival training, in case I was ever captured by the enemy and tortured for information. I don't think it was cowardice that made me choose womanhood over death, but it was also hard to believe that maybe, just maybe, on some deeply sunken level of my consciousness there was a part of me that welcomed it.

Or perhaps there simply wasn't as big a difference between being male and female as I had always been taught there was. Here the women went to war and the men stayed home to make babies. Here women were encouraged to enjoy sex, not sent to see a psychiatrist. Here the men sat around all day like a bunch of bored housewives with their bridge club while the women did all the work. This society delegated responsibilities quite differently than the society I had come from, but both seemed to work just fine as long as everyone played their part and agreed that it was the proper way to do things.

It really came down to the sex part. I obviously still liked women, but I had added men to my diet as well. Once I chose to be a woman in this village I had no choice but to go along with their expectations of what that meant, and in a society that worshiped cocks that obviously meant having a lot of sex with guys. The fact that it turned out to be enjoyable should be a relief, not a source of misery I told myself. This was my life now and who I had become. There was no shame if nobody thought my actions were shameful.

I think I really caught Maya off guard in the tub because she spent much of the night trying to reclaim her dominance over my pussy, which was fine with me. She also repaid my anal exploration by plowing my ass with her ivory cock toy which left me clutching at the bed and squealing like a stuck pig. I guess if you play with fire you have to be prepared to get burned.

Maya was obviously the head hen in the chicken coop so getting in good with her could only benefit me in the long run I figured. And it certainly wasn't like it was some kind of unpleasant chore to do so. I had learned to appreciate an exceptionally fine cock, but I hadn't lost my taste in beautiful women in doing so, and Maya was definitely a beautiful woman.


CHAPTER 16:

When I began my military training I felt very much at home, even though running around with a spear was not too similar to my own experiences flying fighter jets, but it did sort of take me back to the days of basic training and the discipline and order of military life.

The village obviously had no ambitions of building an offensive army and attacking their neighbors so it was a purely defensive combat objective. Friendly outsiders should be detected as quickly as possible and escorted into the village, and hostile outsiders should be quickly dispatched.

The spear seemed to be the primary weapon of choice and could be wielded by hand or thrown as a projectile. A few women favored the use of a bow and arrows, and everyone had a knife or a dagger as well. Regardless of what weapon was employed stealth and speed were the key to success. You needed to be able to spot your enemy and track their movements without them ever knowing that they were being watched until it was too late. I had already seen this tactic at work by being captured myself so I had a healthy respect for their methods.

What was particularly interesting to me was the fact that I was venturing far outside of the confines of the village. It was essential to know the territory, the hidden trails, the shortcuts, and the best ambush locations. I was hardly going to become an expert on that overnight, but I didn't like to be in the dark about things so learning something about my surroundings was kind of important to me.

The funny thing was I still didn't really have a plan, but I just knew that I should be planning something. That went back to my military training again. If you're captured it's your sworn duty to try and escape. But did I really want to escape considering what had happened to me? Since I still had no idea how my transformation was accomplished I had no idea how, or if it could be reversed. Even I somehow got my rescue beacon back and someone from Earth came to get us who would believe that I was Dirk Caldwell? Even if Pete vouched for me, it would probably sound too incredible to be true.

So even if I made it home what would my life be? They certainly wouldn't allow me to continue being an astronaut as a woman, so what would I do? How would I face my friends and family? How could I ever really explain how Pete got to stay a man while I was "reduced" to being a female? The standards of beauty seemed to be about the same here as they were on Earth so I'd still be considered an attractive woman, but there wasn't much of a career in that outside of show business or prostitution. And since I couldn't have children the prospect of trying to disappear somewhere and live a "normal" life as a housewife would be more difficult if I couldn't provide a family.

I certainly wanted to know more about the other cities on this planet but I couldn't very well just stroll down the street topless wearing only my grass skirt. I would need a lot more information about how their society was structured and what they felt about the people of this village. Here I was no more a prisoner than anyone else, since fear of the outside kept everyone close to home, but I could end up in a situation where I was literally kept in chains or under lock and key.

I knew I had to be patient and just continue on as I had been doing, but that was kind of against my nature. I had always been a man of action, and this seemed like a situation that required some kind of action, but doing something rash without more information and planning would only lead to disaster.

Unlike my other training I had little to no contact with the village as I studied to be a warrior. We lived in the field in improvised shelters, or out in the open, and foraged for food in the jungle. I had to learn which things were edible and which were poison. And there was absolutely no sex allowed. That was a lot harder to live with than I ever imagined it would be but I guess I had become kind of addicted to it.

I had done this kind of thing on survival training courses so I knew I could handle living off the land, and it was exhilarating to feel like I was doing something productive at last instead of just serving meals and sucking dicks, but I did kind of miss the comfort of a warm bed, and a warm bath, and a warm body or two to share them with. I was afraid that all that sensuality had made me go soft.

Even so I managed to finish my training successfully and got another service ribbon to add to my skirt, which always made me feel a little proud. Those were all just indicators that I had passed some sort of training and was qualified to work in that field if called upon, but I still had no idea where I would actually be assigned to work once all the preliminary tests were concluded.

It may not sound heroic but I was actually kind of hoping that it wouldn't be as a warrior. While I enjoyed some aspects of that experience I wasn't really crazy about eating bugs and sleeping in the hollow of a log all the time, and the lack of sex thing when you were in the field seemed like a total waste of my talents. If these people ever wanted to build an air force I'm sure I would be happy to fly a plane again but I sort of doubted that it was something they were likely to ever do.


CHAPTER 17:

"Hey, honey, I've really missed you," said Pete as he embraced me in his powerful arms and we kissed warmly and deeply.

"I was away on warrior training," I explained. "Not much fun, but at least I earned my stripes."

"Baby, you shouldn't be running around out there in the jungle. You're not built for that. You're built for lovin'," said Pete with a grin.

"You do remember I was a Navy man, right?"

"Well, it's kind of hard to think of that now when all I see is such a gorgeous creature," Pete replied.

"Yeah...it's kind of hard for me to think of it sometimes now," I said with a heavy sigh.

"That's okay, honey, you did your duty for the country and then some. Now you're just doing a different kind of duty in this place," Pete pointed out.

"That's true," I said, "and it's not such a bad duty, especially when I'm in the strong arms of a man like you."

We had met up at a popular swimming spot that had a series of small cascading waterfalls splashing down into a crystal clear basin. This time it was going to be an actual picnic as I had brought some food along. I had been shown the place during my warrior training and immediately thought that it looked like a lovely spot to go relax at, but with the picnic lunch and the "date" with a man I suddenly realized how romantic it also was.

"You want to eat first or go for a swim?" I asked.

"Maybe we should work up an appetite," Pete said with a wink as he started to disrobe.

It didn't take long for either of us to get naked, considering the minimal amount of clothing we wore, and soon we were splashing and frolicking in the water like a couple of kids. When I was turned into a woman I became a lot smaller, aside from chest which had obviously ballooned quite a bit, but I also felt like it had made me younger. I certainly looked younger, but maybe it was just my inexperience as a woman that made me feel so youthful.

I had arranged to meet Pete to get a report on whatever he might have learned since the last time we met, but I had been in no hurry to get to that and had practically run straight into his arms upon seeing him. God, his wet naked body looked so good glistening in the sunlight I thought. Of course I had been cut off from sex of any kind for quite a while so that might explain why I was feeling particularly aroused at the moment, but it was just so hard not to have fun around Pete.

Pete was simple and straightforward, but definitely not dumb. Nobody made it into the space program and was trusted with the care and maintenance of that kind of technology without having the skills and smarts to back it up but he always managed to keep that folksy charm and quiet confidence that always made it seem like there was nothing to worry about even when your spaceship was about to crash into an unknown planet.

He could have made life really miserable for me. The tables had been turned completely and it was his chance to boss his former superior officer around. He could fuck me anytime he wanted and he could easily have made fun of me or degraded me but he still treated me with the respect due my former position, while also being a gentleman where our male/female relations were concerned. That probably wasn't a terribly easy thing to do and I appreciated him for it.

I was still two people; the tough as nails fighter jock I had always been, and the hyper-sexual pleasure girl I had become. It was hard to balance those two things in my head sometimes, but it was always easier around Pete, ironically, the only person besides myself who knew me as both of those identities. Recently I had begun to wonder why I even tried to cling to any shred of that past. It certainly looked like my future was here in this village, and in this body. Maybe it was better to just forget about Dirk Caldwell and accept the fact that I was a girl named Keira.

"You really like me this way, don't you Pete?" I asked when we had taken a break from splashing around and were sunning ourselves on a rock.

"What's not to like honey? You everything a man could want," he replied.

"Except that here that means that every man who wants me can have me," I reminded him.

"That's not your fault, darlin'. You didn't make the rules. If we were back in the States I'd be putting a ring on your finger straight away, but folks around here don't seem to go in for that kind of thing."

"Are you saying you love me, Pete?" I asked, feeling kind of startled by the notion.

"Of course I do, honey. Haven't I showed you that yet?" he said, sitting up and taking my hand.

My heart was pounding and I felt light-headed, but I knew it wasn't the sun doing that. I suppose it made sense. I suppose I should have seen that coming, but I hadn't. In our old world if you made love to a pretty girl that made you lovers, and that usually meant that you were in love. If your high school sweetheart or the girl next door sucked your cock that was a pretty good sign that wedding bells would soon be ringing. If nothing else premarital sex often led to getting knocked up and that was kind of a time-honored way of tying the knot.

Whether he actually was or wasn't it made sense that Pete would think he was in love with me, even if that wasn't a concept that people here seemed to practice, but why was my pulse racing at the thought? It wasn't like we were going to buy a little hut together and settle down in some corner of the village. Whatever else I was ultimately assigned to do to serve the community I was still going to be expected to be a cock worshiping female, submitting myself to the carnal desires of any man anytime. How could you possibly love one man while fucking literally every other man in town?

"Pete, you've got to remember that people here just don't think like we do. You said yourself, they don't go for that kind of thing," I reminded him.

"I know that, but it doesn't change the way I feel about you. Just because you can't be faithful to me doesn't mean I can't be faithful to you. You're the only woman they've made me have sex with so far," he pointed out.

I was kind of overcome with emotion at that thought. Pete was such a nice guy, and such a stud too. He had rightly won the dick judging contest and should be reaping the benefits, I thought. There were so many attractive women in this village, and he could snap his fingers and have any one of them on their knees.

"I wouldn't feel right about that. I could never ask you to forsake other women for me when you knew what a whore I was," I said, trying to fight back the tears.

"You don't have to ask. I wouldn't touch anyone else because I wouldn't want to. And don't call yourself a whore, honey. I don't see it like that. To these folks women giving pleasure to men is their big religion. It's not like any church I know of back home, but I bet our ways might seem pretty silly to someone from another planet. It would be enough for me to know that you loved me, even if we couldn't get hitched like back home. You do love me, don't you baby?" he asked so hopefully it made my heart ache.

"Oh, yes Pete! I do love you!" I blurted out in a rush. "I've tried not to think about that, since it seems so hopeless, but I love you very much."

The rock we were lying on wasn't terribly comfortable but that didn't matter to me at the moment. I wanted his cock in the worst way so I practically pounced on it and started blowing him.

"I've got an idea," said Pete. "Why don't you turn around and I can get in on this too."

Maya had shown me how two girls could eat pussy at the same time by having one get on top of the other facing in the opposite direction but I had never thought of that as something a man would ever want to be part of but Pete seemed quite happy to bury his face in my slot as I worshipped his manly stalk. That was so like Pete; considerate and concerned about my pleasure when he didn't have to be. It was hard not to love a man like that.

But what was I doing loving any sort of man at all? Sex was just sex, no matter what body you were in at the time. Rub or lick the right spots, push the right buttons, and nature would take care of the rest. I could achieve an orgasm with either a man or a woman, or multiple partners. I had been given the choice of becoming female or dying, and in this place that meant a female who had sex with a lot of men. Fortunately I had discovered that the female body was quite capable of experiencing pleasure, perhaps even more so than my old male body had been. But that sex didn't mean anything. I could worship a man's penis without even liking the guy, or even disliking him if it came to that. But love was emotional and personal and individualized.

I had been in love a few times, but never very seriously. My career didn't exactly suit me for domestic bliss, but it did give me the chance to be a carefree bachelor with a girl in every port. How could I be in love with a man?

Yet I felt it all the way down to the tips of my toes. He was a damn good man and he cared about me and he wanted me and would even make sacrifices for me. And they had made me a woman, so maybe it was inevitable that I would fall in love with a man, since that was what I always believed women were supposed to do.

And then I started thinking about a new plan. One that I had never thought about before but that suddenly seemed to be appropriate. A different kind of escape plan for a very different purpose.


CHAPTER 18:

"So you're saying that these other towns sound like they're pretty similar to cities on Earth?" I summarized after Pete had filled me in on what he had learned about the outside world so far.

"Yeah, I think so. That seems to be the reason everybody here is so down on them. Too crowded, too filthy, too much crime and greed and corruption. No appreciation for nature, or beauty, or the old customs," said Pete. "I guess folks here feel like they have a little paradise of their own. Simple and safe and more like the old days."

"I can certainly see where they're coming from. Technology can be a pretty scary thing. Atomic energy may have gotten us into space but everyone's worried about the bomb and building shelters in their backyard in case the Russians attack. And the big cities back home are full of crime and pollution and everyone wants to flee to the suburbs to get away from it, but no matter where you go taxes are too high and a dollar doesn't buy what it used to and kids are growing up wild letting their hair grow and listening to rock and roll music all day long. When you think about it the simple life does have its benefits," I said. "But it does create a problem for us because we can't get married, and maybe if these outside towns are as much like Earth as it sounds like they might be, maybe we could go there and just be a normal couple."

"Well Cap...I mean, honey...you know I'll do whatever you want me to do, but it sounds kind of risky to me. First we'd have to sneak away from the village without getting caught, and we don't know where these other towns are or how far away they might be. And even if we managed to make it to one who's to say they'd welcome us with open arms? At least here I know we can be together at least some of the time."

I knew that everything he said made sense and was absolutely true and I had to wonder whether I really wanted to escape so that I could make a home with Pete, or whether that was my old life tugging at my brain telling me to take action, to take chances, to be bold. But maybe there were things in life you couldn't really control. I didn't want to be a woman originally, but it happened anyway. I hadn't planned on falling in love with a man, but I had. Somehow, by not fighting it, being a woman was working out amazingly well. Maybe love would be like that too.

In some ways it might even be better staying here under the limitations we had. I knew a lot of married couples who got pretty sick of the whole idea of marriage after a few years of living together. I knew plenty of married men who cheated when they got bored with having sex with the same woman night after night, and I was guessing that a fair number of wives did the same. When Pete and I got together it would always be special. Our time to share our secret love.

"I agree that it would be too risky to try and run away. We might lose everything, and I don't want to lose what we've got, but we've got to keep our relationship a secret. It's not their custom and who knows what the punishment for that might be? So once in a while you should probably just grab a pretty girl and fuck her with that big cock of yours so that people don't get suspicious. It'll make me feel better about doing what I have to do at any rate," I said.

"Sure thing honey, if that's what you want. When in Rome, I guess," he said with a chuckle.

When in Rome, indeed. I had been all over the world in the Navy and we were always given lectures on how to behave around the local population without offending anyone. This was really no different than that, when you got right down to it. We'd never be a couple like Ozzie and Harriet, or pretty much any other couple I knew of back home, but we weren't back home, we were here, and this was our home now so we had to do our best to play by the rules.

After we had our picnic lunch at last I lay on my back and spread my legs for my man. It may not have been one of the more popular positions in this place but it was one of my favorites when I was with Pete. I loved to look into his eyes and watch his tremendous muscles bulging and straining as he took me, just as his tremendous cock was bulging and straining deep inside me.

"I am your woman, Pete. Whatever I have to do to fulfill my duty here I will always be your woman, and proud to be so. You make me glad that I chose to be a woman, and now I never want to be anything else again," I said very solemnly before I started to whimper too much to make sense.

Maya had said I was reborn on the altar, but for the first time I truly believed it in my heart...and was eternally thankful for it.


CHAPTER 19:

Life carried on pretty much like usual after that, except that whenever Pete and I got together it was always a special and magical time and we reaffirmed our love for each other over and over. If anyone noticed that we tended to slip off together quite a bit they probably just assumed it was because we were from the same planet and probably enjoyed the familiarity of our traditional mating rituals or something. In any case no one was giving us any grief over it and I was the same bedazzling sexpot I had been before.

I had passed every course I had been assigned to with flying colors and still had no idea where I would ultimately be placed, but my skirt was certainly filling up with pretty ribbons of all kinds. Finally it was time for Maya to call me into her hut and tell me what my place in the village would be. I honestly couldn't guess because I had done everything that was required of me and didn't feel like I had particularly stood out at any of the jobs I had been trained for.

"My dear, please take a seat," said Maya, sounding very serious for a woman who liked to lick my pussy and shove things up my ass. "You have presented us with a bit of a puzzle. Most girls clearly excel at one thing or another. They can cook, but they are too clumsy to serve. They have no talent for weaving but they can throw a spear. You could do any task that was assigned to you, and yet none of them would be taking advantage of your true gifts."

"I'm not sure I understand," I said.

"The totumi is a legend from ancient times, and no one living has ever encountered one before, but we do not automatically dismiss the ways of our ancestors. I cannot name you as one who was created by the gods, but there is a position that suits your gifts like no other we have to offer. It is called the Mistress of the Flesh, and no one has held that title for many, many, years, because no one has appeared who seemed qualified. But you, little one, you were meant to hold the post, I feel it in my soul. It is one of the highest honors a woman can be granted, and as far as recorded memory goes no transformed one has ever held the title. You, who did not even wish to be a woman, has shown us all the path towards a higher level of sexual bliss than we knew existed. We sought to train you, but you quickly became the teacher. Continue to teach us and guide us. Tell us of your Earth ways and more of the wonderful words like cock and pussy that have so enriched our vocabulary."

I almost burst out laughing at that but I realized that Maya wasn't joking in the least. It just sounded so funny to hear it put that way.

"What would I do as this Mistress of the Flesh?" I asked, managing to maintain my composure.

"You would train the girls of the village when they came of age to know how best to please and serve a man. And you would train anyone who was transformed, as you were. You would consul and advise those who needed help with the sexual arts, and you would be granted the most unique privilege of all. No man would be able to touch you without your permission, but you would be able to command any man or woman in the village to present their bodies for your pleasure at your will. The only exception is during ceremonial rituals where you would have to fulfill certain duties associated with your position, but I don't think that will pose any problem for you," said Maya with a slight smile. "To serve the Mistress of the Flesh is a great honor, and anyone you invite to your bed will show you the proper respect and gratitude."

"Well, I don't know what to say. Of course I accept! I'm flattered and honored just to be asked," I said enthusiastically. "It beats the heck out of KP duty."

"KP duty?"

"Old military term. It basically means peeling potatoes all day."

"Yes, indeed. Your talents would be wasted on such duty."

"So how does this all work?" I asked.

"There shall be a ceremony in three days time where you are presented to the entire tribe and given your official headdress and other symbols of your rank. Each man will put his stalk in you to mark the passing of your role as servant to mistress, and each woman shall also present her body as well. Then you will say the sacred words that no one has spoken in ages, and you will ascend to your new position of honor," said Maya.

I figured I could handle a gang bang, even if it was going to involve everyone in town, if I was really going to get promoted to such a magnificent post. And while I still may not ever be able to marry Pete, in the traditional way that we knew it, it sounded like I was calling the shots as far as sex was concerned, and that was probably close enough.

In all honesty I never really did understand what made me be considered so unique sexually. Every woman in town bent over or lifted her skirt for any man who wanted her. Didn't they squeal and moan and squirm like I did? Was I just so enthusiastic that it seemed unnatural? Again, on Earth they'd probably lock me up for that and start shock therapy, but here they promoted me to some kind of sex queen. Those totumi rumors, that I never discouraged, might have had something to do with it, but I just really liked sex and I couldn't help but show it.

Pete was thrilled when he heard the news but it was kind of funny how the power dynamic flipped again. I was back in a position of authority, and he no longer had the legal right to do with me as he pleased. I naturally assured him that it wouldn't really change anything, but I could tell that he was impressed by my promotion. Maybe that wasn't such a bad thing anyway since he still sort of thought of me as his commanding officer. Now I would be both that...and his honey, and have no trouble melding the two into one person.


CHAPTER 20:

The ceremony was as big a shindig as I had yet seen. The cauldrons burned brightly and there was a trail of flowers leading up to the altar where this strange journey had all begun. There were drums sounding as everyone assembled and waited for me to make my entrance.

When I did enter I was buck naked, my body oiled and scented, and my nipples pinched to make them firm and erect. I walked proudly along the flower trail and took my place at the head of the altar. There were some words spoken and then all of the men in town pulled their robes aside and formed a line behind me. That was my cue to bend forward and rest my forearms on the top of the altar. Each man then stepped forward in turn and gave me ten good thrusts from their mighty stalks as drums beat to every stroke.

By the third guy I was panting pretty heavily and beginning to feel my head starting to swim, and by the 50th stroke I was getting pretty noisy, which was of course why I was chosen for this post in the first place.

"Hey, honey, ah...I mean Mistress. I sure am proud of you," I heard a familiar voice whisper just before I felt his familiar cock giving me ten extra deep pokes.

Once all of the men had gotten erect and dipped their wicks in my inkwell it naturally followed that there would need to be some kind of resolution, since the Mistress of the Flesh couldn't leave her flock hanging, so it was time for me to lie on top of the altar as every one of those horny constituents ejaculated all over my body. When that was done the ladies formed two lines and began what I thought of as the "pussy parade," as they filed pass my sticky mess of a body and paused for me to finger them up, using both hands to serve the two lines at once. There didn't seem to be any special amount of fingering that was required but I made sure to give every girl a good flick or two of her clit, just so that she wouldn't feel that she had been slighted somehow.

Then I was lifted from the altar and stood before my adoring people as I was bathed and oiled once more as everyone watched. It was kind of a rush to have that many men all ejaculating on me at the same time, but cum is pretty messy, especially when it's flying at you from all directions, so I appreciate the quick clean up.

Finally I was dressed in my new official outfit, which was still a skirt, but one bedecked with gold and silver chains, along with the ribbons I had earned during my training, and I was also presented with a necklace that looked like it contained the Hope Diamond or something. The crowning moment was the placing of my fancy headdress on my head and then I said the sacred words, which I will not repeat here because I've already divulged too many secrets as it is, and they contained a lot of the ancient language that I'd have a hard time trying to translate accurately anyway.

That was basically the end of the formal festivities, as everyone had their normal lives and jobs to get back to, but my final gift came as a surprise to me when I was escorted to my new private hut, that was any day as luxurious as Maya's and featured my own private bath, as well as the biggest bed I had ever seen in this town. I guess they figured I might be entertaining a number of guests at a time so they better make it big, and they might have been right. I intended to take my job as seriously as I had taken all of the other ones I had been assigned.

Naturally I was tempted to make Pete my first honored visitor to my bed but I thought it would probably be more diplomatic to invite Maya, since she had so honored me, and made all of this possible. I also sort of suspected that she was a little sweet on me and had granted me this title as a favor, as much as out of a sense of duty, so I was happy to share my good fortune with her. And as I've pointed out before she was a total knockout so I wasn't going to object to a chance to rub our titties together and finger each other up until we were both exhausted from too many orgasms.


CHAPTER 21:

It took some time to get the hang of wearing that big headdress, but fortunately no one expected me to wear it while performing my official duties, outside of the formal penis appreciation ceremonies and festivals, of which there seemed to be quite a few, and other public gathering where bigwigs needed to present themselves in all their finery.

My ears had been pierced right from the start of my womanhood, and I had been allowed to wear some simple earrings made mostly of wood, but now I was allowed to treat myself to the finest jewelry the village had to offer. Apparently having the Mistress of the Flesh wear your trinkets and bobbles was considered a great honor, and appropriate for me to be as attractive as possible, so I received gifts all the time from my many admirers and supplicants.

Training young women how to have sex was no problem at all, since I had already been trained and knew what was expected, but I did try to throw in a few variations of my own, just so that it seemed like I was doing something special. Helping people with their sex problems was a little trickier, because I was hardly a qualified therapist, but I could usually come up with some practical advice that would get them through whatever difficulty they were having.

In time I forgot all about the outside world, aside from being leery of their potential encroachment on our lands, and even if I knew where the tracking device had been stored I would never had activated it again. People from Earth would no doubt find their way here someday, assuming they didn't blow the place up first, but space was vast and the odds of anyone following our same course and landing here anytime soon seemed pretty remote. That was fine with me. It could remain an unknown planet forever, as far as I was concerned.

Pete was naturally quite frequently bestowed with the "honor" of sharing my bed, and if anyone thought I was showing him a little too much attention they never said anything to me. Nobody really wanted to piss of the sex queen and fall out of favor.

"Can you believe how things turned out?" Pete asked one evening as we were lying naked on my big bed, gently engaging in some "foreplay," a word that I made sure to teach everyone.

"No, I can't really, and yet sometimes now it almost seems to make sense. Like our crash landing here was part of some bigger plan or design," I replied.

"You mean like the gods wanted you to be a girl?"

"Something like that, I suppose. That it was Fate or Destiny that put all of the wheels into motion that would bring us together like this."

"I think it was probably sub-standard wiring that wasn't properly shielded that caused things to start shorting out and led to our crash," Pete teased.

"I'm sure you're right, but maybe it was Fate that put that sub-standard wiring in there in the first place," I teased back.

"That kind of high-level philosophizing is beyond my pay grade. I'm just a simple man with a raging hard on who wants to mount his lady. Permission to stick my cock in your pussy, honey."

"Permission granted," I said as I rolled over on my stomach and then pushed myself up on all fours. "Initiate lady mounting at will. But that's mistress honey to you," I joked.

"Sorry sir, ah, ma'am, I mean Mistress...oh, shoot...you know what I mean. I just get so flustered when you're waving your ass around like that."

"Well you better take control of your woman then, hadn't you?" I replied over my shoulder as I continued to wiggle my butt in front of him.

Pete didn't bother with a retort, at least not a verbal one. He grabbed my hips and held me still while he plunged the raging hard on he had spoken of into my waiting gash. I gasped again upon his entry, as I always did, and probably always would do. Even though the feeling was incredibly familiar by now it still prompted that involuntary reaction.

It probably was just faulty wiring that caused us to crash and random chance that we had come to this particular planet, which we didn't even know existed until we stumbled upon it, literally by accident. And it was probably just good luck that anyone survived at all, let alone found a place of shelter. Even the shocking discovery that being transformed into a woman was the best thing that ever happened to me could probably be rationally explained by the multi-orgasmic nature of the female body and the fact that I rather enjoyed being built like a brick outhouse.

Or maybe...just maybe...there was some little bit of mystical help prodding it all along and making it possible for me to discover the true self I never knew was there, just as I never knew this planet was here until it was time for the truth to reveal itself. In any case I thanked the gods, although I still didn't exactly know what that meant, just in case they were watching. It's always good to have friends in high places, especially when you're traveling in space.
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