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CHAPTER 1:

I hope you’ll forgive me if some of the details of this narrative are a little fuzzy. Most of the events depicted happened some time ago and while they were happening I was experiencing a chemically induced form of amnesia that I am still trying to sort through even now. Fortunately I think the tale is such a remarkable, some might even say shocking, one that you will still find it interesting even if it lacks total clarity on all points.

My strange story begins on Halloween night of a year not all that long before our own. I was a young man named Mike Humphreys and I had decided to go to a costume party in drag. I assure you I was not trying to make a political statement or express my feminine side through cross dressing I just thought it would be funny.

I vamped it up like what I thought a stereotypical “drag queen” looked like with a bug wig and glitter and glitz everywhere. Too much makeup, fake boobs that were too big, the whole nine yards. Nobody forced me to do it, I didn’t lose a bet, and it wasn’t part of a fraternity hazing ritual.

The party was being hosted by some friends who lived in an apartment not too far from where I lived so I decided to be brave and just walk to their home, despite being dressed in such an unusual fashion, figuring that it was Halloween and one would probably encounter all sorts of people dressed in all manner of costumes, which I did.

Two such people stood out to me quite clearly as I made my way along the sidewalk although there was nothing really remarkable about their costumes. They were both dressed in surgical gowns and had masks over their faces like one would see in a medical operating room but nothing else that really screamed Halloween to me.

I started to get nervous when they passed me and one of them stopped in front of me and one walked a little further behind me. Suddenly the one in front produced a small vial of some kind and sprayed a watery mist directly into my face. I remember that it had a rather pleasant smell like citrus fruit but that was the last thing I was able to think about distinctly for a long while.

I wasn’t knocked out, as in totally unconscious, but I felt myself almost instantly go into some sort of “twilight sleep” where I was aware of things but not fully awake and totally unable to respond or react to anything. The two men grabbed me and put me in the back of a nearby van and then I felt myself being strapped down on a gurney as if I were riding in an ambulance. In my confused state I think I believed that I was having a medical emergency and that these men were helping me but my thoughts were fragmented and I’m not sure that I was able to really comprehend much of anything other than the basic essence of being transported somewhere.

How long the ride lasted or what direction we drove in is a total mystery to me. The van had no windows and no one spoke to me the entire time. At some point the van pulled into the parking area of some building, or at least I seem to recall it that way, and the two men who had abducted me rolled the gurney our of the back of the vehicle and into an elevator. Did we go up or down? Your guess is as good as mine.

I was wheeled along some corridors but everything seemed kind of dark so I couldn’t really make out where I might be. Had there been a massive blackout? Was the whole city without power? Maybe I had been injured and taken to a hospital that had limited backup power for emergency use only. I do remember thinking something along those lines. I suppose there was still some natural instinct to look for logic even in the midst of the most illogical of circumstances.

Eventually I was wheeled into a large circular room that was also quite dark. I was then left there for some length of time that could have been minutes or hours but I didn’t feel any sense of panic. I was still enjoying the hint of citrus that had been sprayed on my face.

Suddenly the darkness was replaced with a flood of light that was almost blinding in contrast. Eventually I became aware of a man standing near me, dressed in a lab coat but not wearing a mask like the other men. I suppose he could have been one of those men but I didn’t think he was for some reason.

“I am Doctor Clayburn,” the man announced rather proudly. “And you have been chosen to undergo the most remarkable procedure of my brilliant career.”

I tried to make sense of his words but it was difficult. It seemed like I was supposed to know who he was or something but I had no clue. Maybe someone I had seen on television?

“I have been accused of attempting to play God in my time but that is the very essence of science...to unlock the mysteries of life itself and to bend the fabric nature to our will,” said the doctor.

I heard the sound of applause and realized that there must be some kind of seating above me in that strange circular room. That made me think of a TV show again although I couldn’t understand why I was there.

“This poor creature...a woman trapped in a man’s body...desperately longing for a way to correct nature’s blunder. For this person a dream is about to come true,” the doctor continued. “And no amount of praying to God would have made that happen...for only science can truly perform miracles.”

There was some more applause and I felt like I was starting to regain my senses ever so slightly.

“Look at the wretched attempt to pass for female. A poor disguise that wouldn’t fool a child, and yet this person’s longing for a womanly identity was so great that they deluded themselves into thinking that they might become the thing they desired most simply by adopting the clothing and cosmetic styling of their preferred gender. But there will soon be no need for disguises or attempts to pass as female for I shall make that a reality. I shall make this man...a woman!”

That got the most enthusiastic response of all and the doctor looked quite pleased as he basked in the approval of the unseen audience.

I was trying to speak and even formulating words in my head but they just wouldn’t come out. I think my eyes probably got wider and I sort of recall straining at the restraints on the gurney but it was all useless. My head was screaming “no” but my lips didn’t get the message and then I was being wheeled away to an unspeakable fate and the complete destruction of the life I used to know.


CHAPTER 2:

I remained in a state of twilight sleep for some time but it seemed as though I was progressively getting more and more tired until I blacked out entirely. I have flashing images of a room filled with strange equipment and various people scurrying about. I must have been unstrapped from the gurney at some point because I recall lying there totally naked for a time before someone put a sheet over me but it also seemed that they had drawn on various parts of my body with a marking pen but I may have imagined that.

Again there was terror and not even much confusion because that would have meant that my brain was functioning well enough to make sense of things, which it most definitely wasn’t. I don’t recall seeing Dr. Clayburn again until right before I passed out. I believe he pulled my sheet back and looked at my body. Sometimes when I recall the incident I seeing him injecting me with a large needle but sometimes I don’t so I can’t say for sure whether that actually happened but in any case it was the last thing I remember from when I was a man.

The next time I gained consciousness I was still lying in the room with all the equipment but the sheet was gone and I was nude, only it became obvious right away that the naked body I now inhabited was not the one I was in when I passed out. That was fairly obvious from the large round breasts that were sticking up quite noticeably from my chest but this is where my story is going to get a little more complicated.

I can tell you now that I went to sleep as a man and woke as a woman because I have recalled many things from the period of time in my life through hypnosis, therapy, and just a gradual regaining of my memory but at that moment I had no recollection of having ever been anyone other than who I appeared to be.

“Good morning Candi, how do you feel?” I heard someone ask me from somewhere in the room.

“Sleepy,” I replied.

“That’s quite natural. You’ve been through a lot you poor thing and you’re just now beginning to recover from it,” said the voice.

“Okay,” I said.

It was a female voice and very soothing I thought. Soon I saw that it belonged to a woman in a white lab coat who identified herself only as Dr. Jones. She fussed over me for a while and made some notes on a clipboard and then she told me that I could go to my room now.

“Do I live here?” I asked, honestly having no idea where I supposedly lived.

“Yes you do now,” Dr. Jones replied.

“Okay,” I said again.

Dr. Jones helped me to sit up and swing my legs over the side of the table then assisted me in putting on a hospital gown. Once that was done I put my feet on the floor but I was a little wobbly and Dr. Jones called for a wheelchair which was used to transport me down some dark corridors to a room that didn’t seem to have much furniture but was very bright and pink and cheerful.

I tried out the bed and it was very soft and comfortable. Then the man with the wheelchair left and Dr. Jones came in a few minutes later.

“Do you know why you’re here Candi?” she asked.

“Not really,” I replied.

“You’re here to do a very important job. You’re here to please men and make them happy whenever you can. You’re here because this has always been your dream,” said the doctor.

“Okay,” I said once more, not sure what else to say to that.

“Your life here should be very enjoyable, as long as you’re a good girl and obediently do everything you’re told,” the doctor explained. “If you do well you’ll have lots of pretty things and not a care in the world.”

“Okay,” I said yet again. “So how do I please men and make them happy?”

“Someone will be in to show you in just a little while dear.”


CHAPTER 3:

I looked at myself in the large full-length mirror that was one of the few furnishings in my room. I was probably of about average height and had long blonde wavy hair that hung down past my shoulders. My breasts, as previously remarked on, were on the large side and a bit round although they appeared to be quite natural. My hips were pretty wide, my butt stuck out in back, my stomach was flat and my waist was thin. I had very blue eyes and not a spec of hair on my body aside from my head. In short I was probably the prototypical male fantasy girl like a porn star or a stripper although at the time I didn’t think about that at all. It was just me and I thought I looked pretty which pleased me very much.

Amnesia may seem like a corny plot device in fiction but it does exist in different forms and can manifest itself in different ways. I was experiencing a form of retrograde amnesia, which basically means I couldn’t recall memories from my past, although at the time I had no idea what retrograde amnesia was or that I was probably suffering from it. To put it simply it was as if my memory had been erased although obviously not entirely because I knew how to speak and how to walk and function as a normal adult. I knew what furniture was and the names of colors. If all of my memories had been deleted I would have been like a baby and completely clueless and helpless which wasn’t the case.

I knew something about life and the world I lived in. I knew about clothes and shopping and I knew what the Internet was. If you had handed my a cell phone I would have known how to use it. I probably could have driven a car if I had access to one. What I had absolutely no memory of was any personal details about myself. I couldn’t remember who my parents were or where I grew up or what schools I went to, yet I knew I must have known those things once.

Now I say I knew something about life but none of my thoughts were really clear. Yes I knew how to speak but I wasn’t very articulate. I knew about life but seemingly only in the most superficial way. Dr. Jones spoke to me like I was a child, or a rather simple person and that was pretty much the case. I was functional, but honestly kind of dumb, but not remembering that I hadn’t always been that way it just seemed totally natural to me. I guess you could say that I was too dumb to know that I wasn’t supposed to be this dumb.

After a while two men entered my room pushing a cart with a really large TV on it. They just ignored me completely and went to work installing the large flat panel on my wall so that I could see it from bed quite easily. After they had finished setting it up one of them handed me a remote control.

“Here you go. Enjoy,” he said as they pushed the now empty cart out of the room.

Since I had nothing else to do I turned on my new television and quickly discovered that it didn’t have regular channels like I was sort of expecting. Instead it had channels labeled things like “Oral” or “Anal” or something along those lines.

Using the remote to navigate to a channel was instinctive so I had no trouble checking them out but it became pretty apparent that all of them were some kind of collection of pornographic videos. Once I had clicked on a channel, like Oral, I didn’t have any chance to make further selections as there was just a sex scene playing so I sat on my bed and watched a buxom blonde girl, who actually looked kind of like me, giving some guy a blowjob. When that video was over a similar one started up immediately and I watched that one too.

It did seem a little strange to me that the only thing I could watch on this TV was porn but it was better than nothing and seeing naked people having sex made me feel kind of excited and tingly so I just sat there and watched some of the various channels for a while, occasionally rubbing my pussy sort of involuntarily.

When someone arrived wheeling in a cart of food for me I just left the TV on while I ate. I wasn’t really watching the screen that closely so it was more of a background noise while I focused on my food, which was very tasty. Like I said before, I had nothing else to do so some kind of entertainment was better than nothing at all.

A little later the same person who had brought me my meal came in and took the cart away. I guess that’s when I realized that no one ever knocked, they just walked in, but I just accepted that as the way things were and didn’t think about it again.

Leaving the TV on I looked around my room a little. I had a closet but it was empty. I also had a dresser but that too had nothing in it. At least the bathroom was fully stocked and when I tried the shower it seemed to be strong and hot so I hopped in lathered myself up with some lavender liquid soap I found in a cabinet. I liked rubbing my wet skin, especially my big boobs which I felt quite proud of as I was any day as voluptuous as any of the women I had seen on my television.

When I was finished I just toweled myself off and used the blow dryer to dry my long hair. Then I just stayed naked because the only thing I had to wear was my hospital gown, which I had taken off to look at myself in the mirror and forgotten to put back on anyway. I suppose I probably should have been more modest, since people just walked in and out of my room as they pleased, but I didn’t really care if they saw me naked or not. I liked my body and didn’t mind showing it off.

A little later on a man in a surgical gown and mask arrived pushing a wheelchair and I was told to sit in it. I was kind of surprised that the man fastened some straps around my wrists and ankles because I wasn’t planning on jumping off and it didn’t seem like a very dangerous way to travel but it all happened quickly and soon I was being whisked away to another part of the building which turned out to be the round room again.

This time I could take in the details and I saw that there was a seating area around part of the room above the lower walls. I wasn’t great at estimating crowd sizes but I would guess there were a couple of dozen people at least, mostly men if not all but I couldn’t quite tell. There was room for plenty more spectators but pretty soon Dr. Calyburn walked into the room and received a nice round of applause. The doctor acknowledged the crowd with a modest bow as he put his hand over his heart and then he walked over to where I was seated in my wheelchair.

“And how are you today Candi?” he asked.

“Fine,” I replied.

“No ill effects from your procedure?”

“I don’t think so.”

“My friends you see before you a marvel, nay, a miracle of modern science. You’ve read the case history, you know what we’ve accomplished here, but those are just words and now you see before you results in the flesh. And rather attractive flesh I might add,” said the doctor getting a laugh and a smattering of applause from the audience.

The doctor snapped his fingers and someone appeared to unstrap me in the chair. Then the doctor extended his hand and had me stand beside him.

“Observe the perfection,” he said as he ran his hand along my naked body. “Note the beauty. To make a woman is one thing but to make the perfect woman is what we have accomplished here. Yet some may say it is not enough to simply fabricate an attractive shell of a person but to them I say behold the true miracle.”

The doctor then casually unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. I noticed a few people in the gallery leaning forward a little to get a better look.

“Candi, get on your knees and suck my cock,” the doctor instructed.

Needless to say after all the porn I had been watching I had been thinking about sucking cock quite a lot so it seemed like as good a time as any to actually do it. I got down on my knees in front of him and took his semi-rigid member in my hand. I stroked him for a while until he was fully erect and then I simply opened my mouth and put his prick inside it. He tasted warm and a little like leather but it was a nice taste and it made me want to suck him all the more. There was also a scent, that definitely wasn’t the pleasant citrus smell of the spray, but it seemed to make me even more horny than I already was so I blew the good doctor with great enthusiasm.

“Not a hesitation. Not a question. She didn’t flinch or show the slightest sign of anything other than total obedience,” said the doctor to the crowd. “And if you could feel what I’m feeling right now you would know that she is definitely not just going though the motions.”

That got some more laughter but I was busy sucking dick so I didn’t really concentrate too much on what he was saying.

“You will all have the chance to examine her more closely after the demonstration but it’s important for you to see the tangible and immediate results we have achieved here,” said the doctor in a voice that wasn’t quite as steady as before because I think he was really enjoying the attention I was giving his cock. “Imagine the possibilities. The dutiful mistress, the compliant sex worker, yes even the perfect wife, quite capable of breeding should we choose to add that marker. And she can be taught, The personal secretary who is both capable and discrete. What price can you put on that. Well, I suppose some of you have already been working on those calculations.”

More laughter but the doctor was definitely beginning to struggle with his words more. The answer to that appeared to be grabbing my head and throat fucking me aggressively until he busted a nut in his mouth which I had no choice but to swallow unless I totally wanted to gag and choke.

As the doctor pulled his dick out of my mouth and put it back in his trousers he was met with a great round of applause. Some of the people in the audience actually stood up and I just stayed on my knees waiting to be told what to do next.

“That my friends, if I may speak to you plainly, was probably the best damn blowjob I’ve ever had in my life!”

There was a total eruption of applause this time and no one was left in their seats. I knew they were applauding him for the great scientific thing he had apparently done but I couldn’t help but feel that they were applauding me a little as well for doing such a good job of getting him off.

“And did you enjoy that Candi?” the doctor asked me.

“Sure, it was fun,” I replied earning my own applause this time.

“And you will have lots more fun of a similar nature in the days ahead I promise you,” said Clayburn. “Now my friends if you will make your way down here and join me you will have a chance to examine the subject for yourself.”


CHAPTER 4:

While the crowd made its way down to the floor a sort of a table device was wheeled in and I was fastened to it. There were extensions at the bottom that stuck straight up and as my legs were lifted up they were moved  so that I could bend my knee at the top so that my calves rested in sort of a holder. Straps were also applied to keep my legs in place. There was a similar arrangement for my arms but they lifted me so much I couldn’t lie flat on the bed so a wedge-shaped cushion was inserted under my back. My arms were also secured as my legs had been,

Once I was in place the leg extenders, which had been pointed upward were adjusted again so that they were now on an angle forcing my legs wife open and causing my vagina to be fully exposed.

As the audience came in they surrounded the table and began to “examine” me I suppose. I felt hands all over my body, stroking, squeezing, even pinching my nipples. My tits and my pussy got the most attention as everyone seemed to want to squeeze my boobs or poke their fingers into my gash almost as if they had never seen a woman before. Maybe they had just never seen such a helpless captive one before.

With my head raised I had to watch as each of them took a turn pawing at my snatch but it was very obvious that I wasn’t really a person to them and just a “subject” as Dr. Calyburn had put it. I wondered whether they were just going to poke and grope or whether this was leading to something more like the earlier demonstration. I figured there was probably a “Gang Bang” channel on my TV for a reason.

It was an interesting looking group made up mostly of young men who might have been students I suppose but there were also some older men in suits who were there as well. If there had been any women in the audience they didn’t appear to have come down for the examination so maybe there just weren’t any.

I felt a little funny being trussed up and poked at like I was. I kept trying to figure out what made me so special. I was a pretty girl with big tits but that couldn’t be that unusual, at least not based on all the pretty girls with big tits I had been watching on my TV. And people kept talking about me being obedient but I wasn’t sure what else I could do. If they had unstrapped me and told me I could leave where would I go? This was where I lived, as far as I knew. I didn’t even know my last name or whether I had one or not. Everyone just called me Candi so I assumed that was what I was called. My helplessness ran a lot deeper than a few straps on my arms and legs.

The gathering wrapped up eventually with a group photo where people posed around me and Dr. Clayburn stood near my open legs. I wasn’t sure whether I was supposed to smile so I think I probably had kind of a blank stare going on as the picture was snapped.

After that I got wheeled back to my room and watched some porn until another meal arrived. I really wasn’t all that bored because I never knew what was going to happen next. That left me in kind of a weird frame of mind where I was left to wonder whether I was done for the day or just about to have some other visitor or to be wheeled off for some demonstration or something.

I didn’t have any windows in my room and the building was often dark when I was moved around in it so I didn’t really have any idea of the time. I had been drugged into sleep before so now I had to trust that my body would naturally find its rhythm and after a couple of days it seemed like it had.

Those days were similar to the first. I was alone much of the time, usually just on my bed watching porn, and then someone would come in for some reason. One time it was to bring me some clothes, at other times it was to bring me a meal, and one time a man came in and told me to face the wall and bend over with my hands out on the wall. Then he got behind me and pulled his pants down before sticking his cock into my pussy.

He started out with his hands on my hips but after a while he moved them up to my boobs and rather roughly fondled them while he boned me from behind. It was all so sudden and out of the blue but I had been watching sex videos all day long so I found it very easy to become quickly aroused by the feeling of his penetration.

“You really are the perfect little whore aren’t you,” the man commented.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said over my shoulder.

“Shut up, I wasn’t talking to you,” the man replied.

His rebuke stung a little but I realized that I probably should have figured out that it wasn’t a real question that he expected me to answer. Somewhere in the back of my mind I recalled that there was a name for that but I couldn’t remember it.

The man seemed different than a lot of other men I had seen so far in that he had a suit on and wasn’t wearing any kind of a smock or an apron or a uniform. Then it struck me he had been one of the men groping my tits after the demonstration. I suppose it didn’t matter who he was he was just a man who wanted to get his rocks off and it was my purpose in life to help him do that.

As it happened it didn’t take him all that long to finish. I kind of felt like I was just getting up to speed but a man cums when he cums and it wasn’t place to criticize.

“Fuck you’re a hot little piece of ass even if you are dumb as a post,” said the man in between grunts as he leaned over my back trying to catch his breath.

I thought about saying something then decided against it. It was probably better to keep my thoughts to myself unless I was certain someone wanted to hear them.

Once the man had his pants back up and fastened he took off without another word. I didn’t mind seeing him go because I hadn’t really liked the guy but I did like the feeling of a cock in my pussy, even if it wasn’t there as long as I might have liked. He did at least think that I was a hot little piece of ass so there was that, buy overall he just seemed kind of mean.

When Dr. Jones came to visit me I was happy to see her, perhaps because she was one of the few women I ever saw or talked to, but also because she always seemed very nice to me and I assumed that she must be very smart to be a doctor.

“So how are you settling in Candi?” asked Dr. Jones.

“Fine I think,” I replied. “I don’t always have a lot to do but when I’m supposed to do something I try to do it the best I can.”

“That’s a very good attitude my dear. I’ve heard nothing but praise for you so far so let’s hope we can keep it that way,” said the doctor as she patted my hand in a friendly way. “I take it you watch a lot of television.”

“Yes, I guess I do,” I said, realizing that it was playing at that very moment. “It’s something to do to pass the time.”

“And do you have a favorite channel?” asked Dr. Jones.

“I don’t know, I kind of watch them all I suppose. You can learn a lot from those videos,” I said.

“You certainly can. And do you ever watch the channel where girls make love to each other?” the doctor inquired.

“Oh, sure,” I said enthusiastically. “Some of those girls are just so pretty.”

“Yes, but not nearly as pretty as you my dear,” said Dr. Jones just before she kissed me.


CHAPTER 5:

“Why don’t you put on some of that pretty lingerie you just got?” Dr. Jones suggested after we had kissed a few times.

“Okay,” I said as I went to my dresser and took out some lacy pink panties and a bra that I thought were very attractive. Even though I had some clothes now I still spent my time naked because I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to wear anything so I happily slipped my new things on.

“And there should be stockings with that as well,” said the doctor.

“Oh that’s right, I almost forget.”

I pulled the sheer pink stockings up my legs and came back over to the bed and let Dr. Jones admire me for a few moments. Then the doctor stood up and removed her lab coat and underneath she was only wearing lingerie like I was, only hers was black and featured a bra that pushed her boobs up but left them mostly exposed and some fishnet stockings that fastened to a garter belt but no panties.

I wasn’t much better at guessing people’s ages than I was at guessing crowd sizes but I was thinking she was probably like 40 or something but she had a marvelous fit body and looked super sexy in that lingerie. I certainly had never expected anything like this to happen but I found it quite thrilling now that it was.

“Come here and lick my pussy girl,” the doctor instructed as she sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs,

I got down on my knees and went to work on her slit which was already pretty slick so I guessed that she was as turned on as I was. She had a very lovely pussy with just sort of a hint of butterfly lips and a neat little patch of hair on top that looked very womanly. She tasted pretty yummy too.

“My name is Sharon, by the way...oh God that’s so good...that’s amazing,” said the doctor as she clutched at my head and shoved my face even deeper into her cunt. “Yes...yes...just like that...oh fuck that’s good!”

I was so caught up in the moment that I found myself fingering my own pussy as I liked Sharon’s and I was feeling pretty good myself.

I kept going for a while and then Sharon started to really squirm and moan. She took her hand off my head and leaned back on the bed with her arms outstretched for support so that she was sort of looking up at the ceiling.

“Yes...oh my God...right there, right there...don’t stop...yes...yes...yesssssssssssssss!” cried the doctor as she basically exploded in my mouth.

I tried to lap up all her sweet cream but it was more than she could handle and she had me climb up on the bed next to her where she cradled me in her arms.

“You are such a doll,” said the doctor. “I wish I had more time to play right now but unfortunately I don’t. Next time I promise I’ll take care of your needs.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “As long as you’re happy I’m happy.”

“My God, we really have created something truly amazing here,” said the doctor before she kissed me and put her lab coat back on, “You just keep being a good girl and a world of possibilities will open up to you.”

“Okay,” I said, as I so often did.

I wondered if she always went around with just sexy underwear under her coat or whether she had done that just for me. In any case I had really enjoyed my experience with her and now that I knew her first name she felt even more like a friend instead of just a doctor, although I wasn’t sure how comfortable I’d be calling her Sharon.

Taking a nice big cock up my snatch was electrifying but it was so nice to be with someone who treated me a little nicer. I felt more appreciated, even if I did end up just servicing her needs.

I had no idea what kind of possibilities she was talking about but it sounded exciting. Maybe I’d get a computer with Internet access or at least a TV with something other than just porn.


CHAPTER 6:

Dr. Jones sent me a gift the next day that was a box with a collection of sex toys in it. There was a dick that looked just like the real thing and even had a motor in it so that it could expand and contract to simulate thrusting, and a vibrator with lots of speeds and settings, and a butt plug to stick up my ass and a couple of other things that I wasn’t quite sure what to do with but appreciated none-the-less. She had put it all in a box with lovely gift wrapping just like it was my birthday or something.

My birthday. I had no idea when my birthday was or even how old I was. That seemed really strange to me for some reason so I turned off the TV and sat down and tried to concentrate very hard. It seemed like something I should know so I just started reciting the names of the months out loud. When I got to August I suddenly stopped because I felt a little “blip” in my brain.

“August 1st, August 2nd, August 3rd…” I chanted as I worked through the days of the month until I hit the 20th.

The 20th of August. August 20. 8/20. That date obviously meant something to me and since I was trying to think of my birthday it seemed very likely that I had discovered it. At first I felt rather proud of myself for having done such good detective work but then I realized that I still didn’t know how old I was and that knowing my birthday was of little importance to me now anyway. It wasn’t like I was going to have a party or something. Even so a seed had been planted that maybe there were other details about my life that were simply locked away and might be available to me if I could find the right key.

Feeling a little cocky I decided to try an experiment the next time someone brought me my food. Usually it was a completely silent affair and I just thanked them as they were leaving or something but I decided to see what would happen if I tried to engage my server in conversation.

“It looks really good today,” I commented cheerfully as the cart was wheeled in and set up in front of me.

“What?” the server said giving me a strange look like they didn’t know I was capable of speaking.

“I said it looks really good today,” I repeated.

“Oh...oh okay,” they stammered.

“So how long have you been working here?” I asked.

“What? Why do you want to know?” the server shot back suspiciously.

“Just making conversation,” I said with a shrug.

“I don’t know if you’re supposed to do that,” he said.

“Do you like my tits?” I asked next.

“Look, I’m just supposed to serve your food and get out,” the man said in a slightly panicky voice.

“They’re so big and soft,” I continued as I began to squeeze my boobs together. “I know you look at them. You can touch them if you want.”

The poor man was practically breaking out in a cold sweat. It was obvious that there was nothing in the world he would rather do than fondle my jugs but there was palpable fear on his face.

“I don’t want to get in trouble,” he said.

“I won’t tell,” I said sweetly.

Finally the man couldn’t stand it any longer and after looking around as if there might be someone else hiding in the room he came over and I stuck my chest out so that he could get my breasts in both of his hands.

“Oh, baby you’ve got the greatest tits I’ve ever seen...or felt,” he said sounding like he was on the verge of an orgasm already.

“Thank you. I’ve got a nice pussy too. Maybe you’ll want to check that out sometime,” I suggested.

“I...I...I’ve got to go,” he suddenly blurted as he took his hands off my knockers.

“Okay. Say, can you bring me the chocolate pudding next time. I like it better than this vanilla stuff.”

“For you honey, sure, whatever you want,” he said with a quick grin before he ran for the door and the relative safety of the outside world.

So I had power. That was even better than knowing when my birthday was I thought. I knew that guy wanted me, I could always tell from the way he looked at me, but I suppose I assumed that he could just take me if it pleased him but obviously he wasn’t like the man in the suit who just banged me against the wall. Just letting him cop a feel could bring about a change in my diet. What else might I get for giving him a BJ or letting him fuck me?

I don’t know what caused me to be so rebellious that day but it may have been born out of boredom. One could only watch so much porn I guess before the mind needed some other for of stimulation so I had amused myself by trying to put my brain to work for a change,

Knowing my birthday or getting chocolate pudding instead of vanilla was no big deal but I realized that I was capable of things aside from following orders. I could think for myself and make decisions and take some small measure of control over my life, and if I got lucky I might even remember what that life was before I came here.


CHAPTER 7:

Dr. Jones came to visit me again and brought me some new lingerie to wear. She also told me that I could wear anything I liked if I didn’t want to be naked all the time and asked me if there was anything in particular that I might like to add to my wardrobe.

“I don’t know, maybe a pretty dress,” I suggested. “Just something light and comfortable with maybe some pretty flowers on it or something.”

“Of course my dear that’s no problem at all,” said Jones.

The doctor had come prepared with nothing much on under her lab coat again but this time we got on the bed together and spent a lot of time kissing and feeling each other up. Sharon seemed particularly fond of rubbing our tits together so that our nipples flicked each other back and forth which was a kind of neat tingly feeling.

Suddenly an idea popped into my head and I jumped off the bed and grabbed my vibrator from the dresser before rejoining the doctor.

“I absolutely love the gifts you sent me, and the wrapping paper was so pretty too,” I said as I began to lubricate the sex toy with my tongue.

“I’m glad you like them,” said the doctor with a smile.

“I think maybe I like this one the most,” I said as I pushed the vibrator into my box and then pulled it out and stuck it inches from the doctor’s mouth.

She gave me a quick glance but really couldn’t help but look at the glistening marital aid before opening her mouth and sucking my juices off of it.

“I’ll bet this is one of your favorites too,” I said as I swiftly inserted it into the doctor’s cunt and flipped a switch to activate the device.

The look on the doctor’s face was priceless. She obviously wasn’t expecting this kind of aggressive behavior from me but she was so turned on she was helpless to do anything. I knew very well what that vibrator could do to a woman and just when to switch it up a notch or add a little extra rotation and I soon reduced the woman of science to a babbling wreck.

“You like that, don’t you Sharon?” I purred in her ear. “That feels so good in your wet pussy.”

“Oh yes...yes it does,” she gasped.

“Look how hard your nipples are getting,” I said as I put one of them in between my fingers and tweaked it a bit before bringing my mouth down on her breast and gently toying with her button with my teeth.

When I was certain she had cum a second time I pulled the vibrator out and got my head between her legs to thoroughly lap up her essence. Then I moved up and straddled her face putting my snatch an inch from her mouth.

“Your turn,” I instructed.

The poor woman never knew what hit her and never fully recovered her composure. She was so flustered she forgot to button her lab coat when she made her escape and I didn’t bother to point it out. I’m sure somebody in the building probably got an eyeful of her womanly features before informing her that her underwear was showing.

Where this devilish streak in me came from I had no idea but I was beginning to like it. And the sex had been great as well so I couldn’t see that any harm had been done. I was obviously supposed to be an instrument of sexual pleasure, and I was definitely doing my job, but I had discovered how incredibly easy it was to use my sex appeal to my advantage if I wanted to.

When my next meal rolled around and the same server as before wheeled it in I made a big point to thank him for bringing me the chocolate pudding I had asked for.

“You know what I really like doing with this?” I asked seductively as I stuck my finger in the pudding and licked it off slowly.

“No, what?” the man replied.

“Let me show you,” I said as I got off the bed and pulled his pants down. Then a smeared chocolate pudding all over his cock and started licking it off just as I had done with my finger.

“So what’s your name?” I asked in between licks.

“Ah, Ted...Ted Gonzalez,” he replied.

“Well Ted Gonzalez you have a very tasty cock, you know that?” I said.

“You’re going to get me in so much trouble,” he moaned.

“I don’t know about that but I do know I’m going to get your rocks off.”

I started vigorously stroking his shaft while sucking the head of his prick and in no time at all the taste of chocolate turned into something a little more salty, which was actually kind of an interesting mix I thought.

“See, nothing to worry about. No one will ever know,” I said as I licked my lips and Ted put his dick away. “You do nice things for me and I do nice things for you.”

“Sure baby, anything you want.”

“Well now that you mention it I could use some snacks to much on while I watch TV. You know how that is,” I said.

“Sure honey, no problem,” said Ted.

Knowing I could get pudding and potato chips was great but I had a feeling I could get a whole lot more if I ever figured out something that I really wanted. At the moment I didn’t have any sort of a plan or a scheme but I figured it wouldn’t hurt to cultivate some allies in case I ever did.

I got another visit from a businessman type and this one bent me over the foot of the bed with my face planted in the mattress while he drilled me from the back He kept my head firmly pressed down the whole time so I could barely breath but he didn’t last too long so I was able to come up for air fairly soon. The man never said a word and barely made a sound. He just breathed really heavily, which only reminded me of how difficult it was for me to breath at all.

I’m not sure what made me think of him as a “businessman” necessarily other than the fact that he was dressed in a suit like the other guy and not wearing anything medical or uniform. With the various doctors and nurses and orderlies running around the place definitely implied a hospital or clinic of some kind so I wasn’t sure what the business connection might be but that was just the impression that popped into my mind for some reason.

Dr. Jones made good on her promise to get me a dress and in fact brought me several pretty dresses and a couple of skirts and tops  as well. I also gave her a really good going over that left her just as dazed and confused as before and I even suggested that it might be fun to try one of those dildos that you can strap on.

I almost felt bad for her because she tried so hard to hang onto her professional position of authority but it was also kind of funny to see how easily that would melt away with just the right stimulation applied to her clitoris. And it was all just good fun anyway. I wasn’t trying to be mean to Sharon but it was pretty obvious what kind of lusts and desires she secretly harbored. Why shouldn’t I help her with that?

For some reason these people brought me to this place and expected me to be good at sex. They fed me a steady diet of pornography, fucked me at the drop of a hat, and even made me perform sex acts in front of an audience. I knew that I didn’t have any money and that I wasn’t very smart and that in most ways I was totally helpless but they had shown me that I did have something of value. I turned people on and I knew how to get them off. I didn’t ask for that but here I was so they were going to just have to deal with it.


CHAPTER 8:

I think maybe Dr. Jones thought I meant for her to wear the strap on but as soon as she showed up with it I had the thing fastened to my pelvis.

“Oooo...look at my big dick,’ I teased as I waved my pretend penis around. “I’ll bet you can’t wait to have this inside you you naughty girl.”

“Well, I don’t know…” Sharon stammered.

“Yes you do,” I said with a laugh as I rolled the doctor over on her hands and knees and gave her ass a good hard slap. ‘You know this is exactly what you want.”

She didn’t complain or put up a fuss and just waited while I got into position to mount her from behind. First I rubbed her pussy with my hand and then suddenly dropped down and licked her for a while before I got back up on her rump and plunged the dildo deep into her waiting gash. She let out a loud squeal that got her another ass slap and then I went to work humping her in earnest.

“Oh yeah bitch, this is just what you like, isn’t it?” I said as I could see quite clearly that it was exactly what she liked. “Is it Dr. Clayburn you fantasize about doing you like this, or maybe one of those big studs who works here, or maybe you were just waiting for a girl who had the balls to fuck you like a woman.”

“Oh Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaawd…” Sharon wailed. “What’s happening to me?”

“You’re getting the fucking you’ve always dreamed of bitch,” I said as I grabbed her hair at the back of her head and pulled it back roughly. “The prim and proper doctor who wears fishnets under her lab coat getting railed by her lesbian lover.”

“Oh yes,” Sharon gasped.

“That’s okay baby, no shame in being a submissive little slut. I do it all the time,” I said as I slapped her butt again a couple of times. “Only this time it’s your turn to whimper and cry and beg for more.”

“Don’t stop, whatever you do don’t stop, I know I’m going to have a huge orgasm,” said the doctor.

“You don’t make the rules here bitch,” I said with a laugh as I suddenly pulled out of her. “At least not in bed. Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” she said softly.

“More convincingly.”

“Please fuck me,” she said in a louder tone.

“I’m not buying it,” I said.

“Jesus Christ will you please put that thing back in my cunt and fuck me!!!!” she shouted.

“Of course, baby, all you had to do was ask,” I said with a chuckle.

“Hey wait, that’s not the right place,” Sharon suddenly said in a panic as she realized that the tip of the dildo was pressing against her asshole.

“You’ll love it, trust me,” I said as I slid an inch or two of my play prick into her anus.

“Oh, oh, oh,” she moaned.

“You do seem awfully tight. Don’t you ever take it up the ass?” I asked innocently.

“No never, well, maybe once or twice I’ve put something up there, but no I’ve never done it that way before,” she protested.

“Well I’ll give you a pass this time but you better work on stretching that thing out,” I said as I lined the rubber dick back up with her slit and then drove it on in.

“Yes I will, I promise I will,” said a very relieved Dr. Jones.

“Good girl. I knew you could be obedient.”

I fucked the living hell out of that woman and I wasn’t gentle about it either. Obviously I wasn’t going to ejaculate so I could just keep going as long as I wanted but I did eventually start getting a sore back and I’m sure she had a sore pussy so I finally pulled out though I wasn’t quite through with her yet.

“Suck it bitch,” I ordered as I waved the dildo in her face.

She immediately grabbed the phallus and gave me every impression that she was probably a pretty good cocksucker even if her true taste was obviously more inclined towards the female anatomy.

“Look, you’ve got to swear that you’ll never tell anyone about this,” said Sharon as she nervously tried to put her lab coat back on.

“Of course not. Our little secret I said.”

“This is a very disturbing trend and a completely inappropriate dynamic,” she insisted. “I don’t know if we should continue on like this.”

“Whatever you think is best doctor,” I said politely.

“Damn,” she said under her breath as she fled through the door, her coat buttoned this time but she had started in the wrong place so her coat looked very funny in the front.

I figured it was all the porn I was watching that put strange ideas in my head. I knew I was nobody compared to Dr, Jones but something made me think I could get away with riding her like an animal and I did. And she took the name calling, hair pulling as ass slapping as hungrily as she took the huge fake cock I was jamming inside her.

Instead of being mad at me Dr. Jones seemed like she couldn’t get enough. She kept bringing more gifts all the time, even some very nice jewelry, and proudly told me how she was training her ass for anal sex. It all seemed so crazy and upside down but I was having a great time. I was still just a piece of meat to anyone who was given access to my body but I was getting pretty friendly with most of the staff and no one seemed to mind fulfilling my little requests along the way.

Another little curiosity for me was that I had suddenly remembered what year I was born and realized that I was 23-years-old. That still seemed pretty young to me but it did make me wonder what I had been doing in all the time before I turned up at this place. Probably just being a dumb little slutty girl I figured, which may have been what brought me here. It didn’t matter and it didn’t change anything but it was nice to know.

I suppose if I had been smarter I would have realized that I was playing with fire by being so bold with so many people around the facility. I had a feeling that I wasn’t supposed to be thinking on my own or taking any action. I was supposed to just follow orders and submit to stronger wills. I suppose it was inevitable that word would get out eventually and I’d be called on the carpet, which I definitely was late one night while I was sound asleep.


CHAPTER 9:

When the two large men dressed in black grabbed my from my bed I was completely disoriented and terrified. They wore hooded masks over their faces, like ski masks I suppose, which just made the whole thing more sinister. I had been wearing one of my new nightgowns that Dr. Jones had provided me but that was stripped from my body and thrown to the floor. A ball gag was inserted into my mouth and my hands were placed in cuffs behind my back.

I didn’t know if I was being kidnapped, or raped, or arrested or what but none of the options seemed appealing at all. Then I was pretty much dragged naked through the building until we arrived at the round room which had some kind of odd-looking device in the center.

There was no audience up in the seats but Dr. Clayburn was there as was Dr. Jones as well as a number of other men, also wearing masks, sort of lingering around. I was pulled in front of the two doctors and then pushed to the floor in front of them.

“We are very disappointed in you young lady,” said Dr. Calyburn using his best stern father voice. “We brought you here, gave you everything, and all we asked for was total obedience yet you had to test the boundaries.”

I relaxed a bit. Once I saw where they were taking me I figured my life probably wasn’t in danger. I knew I might get punished for my rebellious behavior and it appeared that I was about to. I just wondered who had ratted me out. I noticed that Dr. Jones was noticeably avoiding eye contact with me so maybe it was her but I didn’t want to jump to any conclusions.

“Your job is not to think, not to bargain, not to question and certainly not to try and take charge of any situation. Your job is to submit and comply. You wait to be told what to do and then you do it, do you understand?” Dr. Calyburn barked at me.

Since I had a gag in my mouth all I could do was nod my head yes which I did. He wasn’t telling me anything I didn’t know I just didn’t know how much I cared about what he was telling me. I decided to wait and see what my punishment was before deciding whether to ignore his threats or fall in line.

After a little more berating of me I was taken to the device in the center of the room and fastened to it. I suppose it was a bit similar to the table I had been trussed up on for “examination” purposes in that my body was forced into an uncomfortable and revealing position but this time I was bent forward with my hands around the height of my shoulders and my legs almost touching the ground but resting instead on a small platform.

While this was going on the assorted masked men stripped out of their clothes and came over to where I was restrained. Next the gag was removed from my mouth and almost immediately a cock was inserted into it and the game was on. The men worked around me in a circle, each taking a certain amount of time at a given station and then moving around to wait for another turn. That meant I was taking a dick in the front and a dick in the back at all times.

I guess when a guy had his turn at my rear he got to choose which hole to stuff because sometimes I got pussy fucked and sometimes I took it up the ass. Nobody bothered to lube so the anal was a bit painful but I was a big-time butt plug user and certainly accustomed to anal penetration so it wasn’t exactly torture or anything.

Most of the men had decent bodies and some had pretty nice cocks and the masks just made the whole thing sort of mysterious so I wasn’t really all that scared. What kept running through my mind was how stupid it was to have a hot bitch like me just standing there being a fuck doll. I loved sex. I was really good at it. Dr. Clayburn himself had admitted that I gave him possibly the best BJ of his life. If they had just thrown some cushions down and turned me loose I would taken all of them at once. I could have been jacking two dudes off and sucking another and getting my pussy and my ass stuffed at the same time. You could cut a hole in a pillow and do what they were doing to me.

Of course I realized that I was supposed to be feeling shame or something for this kind of punishment but the problem there was I didn’t really know what that was. It seemed like being naked was some big deal to people but I didn’t give a shit. I had a closet full of clothes now but I often sat around in the nude anyway because it was comfortable. It was like, okay you’ve seen my tits now, how does this change anything? Want to see my ass as well? Plus these guys were all naked too, aside from the masks, so where was their shame or modesty or whatever?

Looking back on it today with the perspective I have now I think my captors failed to really consider how strange it is to have no memory of your upbringing. Through my amnesia I could remember a lot of things in a sort of “muscle memory” way I suppose you would say. And I knew how to eat and sleep and fuck out of animal instincts but it\’s the environment you’re raised in that usually has the most profound impact on shaping how you think and act and see the world you live in.

You’re taught to be ashamed of your body. You’re taught to be ashamed of your sexual urges and desires. And if you’re a woman you get taught a whole extra set of rules like always look as pretty a you can but never too “slutty” because that’s an invitation to be molested or at least dismissed as a lower type of woman. My captors failed to take into consideration that I couldn’t remember anything anyone had ever taught me about that sort of thing. And perhaps their biggest miscalculation was assuming that since I was really a man virtually anything I did as a woman would be a form of humiliation but since I couldn’t remember that either it had no impact on me whatsoever.

The merry-go-round of dick wasn’t my favorite sexual experience so far but I still got off on it. I liked dick and I liked cum and I got plenty of it in all of my holes. The real punishment was scaring the crap out of me at the beginning and all the sleep I lost.

“Well young lady I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” said Dr. Clayburn once all the men had shot their wads into me.

“Yes sir,” I replied meekly.

“And I trust you’ll behave from now on,” he continued.

“I’ll be a good girl, I promise.”

I tried to look at Dr. Jones but she was staring at a clipboard. I wondered if she was planning on behaving too or whether she would be driven by her lust to seek the kind of satisfaction that I seemed to be able to provide her. Only time would tell.

I got cuffed again and dragged back to my room and after a quick shower I hopped back in bed and went right to sleep. I guess maybe I didn’t really have a conscience to weigh me down.


CHAPTER 10:

I played it cool for a while which didn’t seem to change things a whole lot. My admirers continued to bring me little gifts and treats and the fact that I was now “off limits” only seemed to make me more desirable. It was a look but no touch policy and I always made sure to give them a really good look whenever they came into my room.

I think it was around that time when the “flashes” as I called them started happening in my brain. They were just quick images that appeared out of the blue. A boy playing with a puppy. A teenage girl taking her bra off in front of me. A house in the suburbs that seemed strangely familiar although I had no idea where it was located.

I didn’t know then that they were puzzle pieces that might let me reconstruct my entire identity but I knew somehow that they were important.

It was also around this time that Dr. Clayburn came up with a new type of “therapy” for me which involved me wearing essentially a dog collar and being led around on a leash. I suppose the idea was to dehumanize me or something and get me to behave more like a trained dog than a person but I think Dr. Clayburn was really just a big pervert who was way into BDSM and this was just his kink.

He had never been a regular visitor to my room before but now he started making much more frequent appearances. Usually he would start by commanding me to suck his cock but not make him cum, which was sometimes kind of hard to do because I couldn’t always tell when he was about to pop and he didn’t generally have a ton of stamina.

If I did make him ejaculate out came something that looked like a ping-pong paddle with holes in it and I’d get a spanking. It usually didn’t hurt all that much but I didn’t appreciate the red marks it left on my butt cheeks. I was very proud of my complexion and my skin care routine was impeccable. I enjoyed being a flawless vessel of female sexuality and beauty but the marks went away soon enough.

The collar I was required to wear all the time, which kind of messed with my look when I felt like dressing up and accessorizing, but I got used to it and tried to rock the look the best I could. It did give me kind of a “Punk energy” I thought although I would have preferred something with studs on it.

After the preliminary cock sucking the leash would get attached to my collar and I would be “taken for a walk” around the building, always naked of course aside from the collar. If we were walking through an empty corridor I would just stroll along behind him but if we encountered any people I was to get on all fours and crawl. Sometimes the doctor would talk down to me and try to make me feel small and unimportant and sometimes we’d just trudge along in silence. It was virtually never a conversation because I guess dogs can’t talk?

If the doctor was feeling really pervy that day the doctor might have me go sniff some guys crotch or rub my ass up against someone’s leg but it really depended on his mood. If he seemed particularly jolly he’d tell me I was being a “good little bitch” which I suppose was supposed to have a double meaning which I’m sure he thought was very clever but whenever he suggested that he might want to breed me someday I always got a bit nervous.

The walk always ended up back at my room where it started and the doctor always humped me “doggystyle” (naturally) before taking off my leash and giving me a treat, which was usually something like a chocolate covered cherry. I’m sure Dr. Clayburn was a very brilliant man of science but he was also rather obviously one really weird dude.

I felt pretty secure in that place most of the time since it seemed obvious that I was somewhat important to them, despite their best efforts to make me feel worthless, but the one thing that scared the living hell out of me was the thought of getting pregnant. That potential had been raised way back at the start of this whole thing when Dr. Clayburn said I could breed if they added something called a “marker” but I had no idea what he was talking about or how that would be changed. Fortunately the topic hadn’t come up again but now he was tossing it around sometimes on our little dog walks.

Somehow I knew what pregnancy was. I was dumb but I wasn’t so dumb that I didn’t know where babies came from. Consequently I knew that the gallons of semen that had been pumped into me could very easily make a “normal” woman very pregnant many times over but apparently I wasn’t a normal woman, at least in that respect. Something had been done to me by my captors to make me the way I was and it appeared that they were as anxious to keep me from getting knocked up as I was.

Ironically it wasn’t really the thought of motherhood that scared me all that much. On some levels I found the mating ritual to be a very warm and pleasant experience, aside from the obvious sexual stimulation. Being as much of an instinctive creature as I was I suppose it’s not all that surprising that I would feel a pull towards having a man plant his seed in me and there was some deeply embedded maternal instinct that made the thought of being a mother seemed beautiful and majestic.

On the other hand I was a prisoner in a strange place that used me as a sex toy and I didn’t even know my last name, or whether Candi was my real name at all. This wasn’t a world I wanted to bring a child into and I feared that my lack of knowledge would make me a less than ideal parent even under better living circumstances.

In any case it didn’t seem too likely that they would want to mess with a good thing, which they seemed to view me as even as they mentally tried to diminish me. It was something that helped keep me sane and positive. My ass, my tits, my pussy, my face, my whole being actually, obviously had the ability to drive men (and some women) wild with desire. As long as I had that going for me I had some kind of safety net and some potential bargaining chips.

At that time I still thought I was just a normal girl who had been kidnapped and brainwashed or maybe drugged into forgetting my past but I was starting to have unsettling dreams in addition to the flashes where I saw random images that I associated with my life despite being unable to pin them down. In these dreams I seemed to be a very different person, a man actually, which made no sense at all since I was so obviously a woman. Yet no matter how strange it was to think of myself as a man whenever I woke from these dreams they always felt like memories and not just weird nonsensical dreams.

I honestly tried not to give those thoughts much attention because I didn’t like the idea of being a man. I loved being a hot sexy blonde babe. Sure I had some fun playing around with Dr. Jones taking on a masculine role and screwing her with a strap on but that was just a game and a way for me to turn the tables on her. My real passion was servicing men and I absolutely adored cocks. Plus the idea was too ridiculous to even contemplate. If I used to be a man how did I end up like I was now and how the hell would that even be possible?

Maybe it was part of their plan to humiliate me, I thought, because what could be more humiliating than being a man who was forced to become a woman and fuck other men? They were obviously messing with my head and probably erased a lot of my memories so maybe now they were replacing them with things that would make me feel even more helpless and lost than I already did.

Even so there was this little voice in the back of my head that kept trying to tell me that my dreams were real and that my past could still be unearthed if I just kept digging for it.


CHAPTER 11:

One day Dr. Clayburn came to my room and instead of taking me for a walk on a leash, which he seemed to be tiring of anyway, he told me that I was going to be featured in some sort of a video. Since my only form of entertainment was watching porn videos I sort of assumed that’s what he was talking about but he assured me that this would be a very professional presentation for “instructional purposes” as he put it.

“So there won’t be any sex?” I asked.

“Well, yes, there will be some sex no doubt,” the Dr. stammered slightly. “Although that won’t necessarily be the primary focus.”

“Okay, sounds like fun,” I said.

It did sound like fun. It was something different at least and a change of pace seemed quite welcome. Plus I had often looked at the girls in those porn videos and thought that there wasn’t anything so special that I couldn’t do. If there was going to be some sex in the video then maybe this would be my chance to prove it.

The doctor gave me a script to read on camera but told me that I didn’t have to  memorize it as there would be something called a teleprompter that I could read from. He just suggested that I practice reading it as much as possible so that I would sound comfortable and natural when the camera was rolling.

I took the task very seriously and read the thing over and over and over. I even practiced reading it in front of the mirror once I had it memorized so that I could see what I looked like while I was talking. It was funny because the script was supposed to make it sound like I was just talking to the camera using my own words but I guess they figured it wasn’t safe to let me just talk. In any case the fact that they weren’t my words or even my actual thoughts or feelings in some cases made me feel like an actress playing a part, which was kind of exciting.

When the big day arrived I was all ready and put on the dress they told me to wear and made sure my hair and makeup were perfect and then I sat in a chair in a lab filled with various pieces of scientific-looking equipment. Although there was plenty of light in the room there were a couple of additional lights set up I guess to make the video look better and basically the crew consisted of one guy standing behind a camera that was mounted on a tripod and another guy holding a microphone on a pole over my head. When the camera guy pointed at me that we my cue to start.

“Hi, I’m Candi, and if you don’t think miracles can happen I’m the living proof that they can,” I began cheerfully. “And it’s all because of a man named Dr. Arnold H. Clayburn and the great team of people here at the Clayburn Research Institute. Dr. Clayburn has completely transformed me into the woman you see here today but maybe you’re still skeptical so let me show you what they’ve done fore me.”

“Okay got it in one take,” said the camera guy.

“That was fantastic Candi,” Dr. Clayburn gushed as he rushed over to me. “I couldn’t tell that you were reading at all.”

“I wasn’t, I memorized it all,” I said a little proudly.

“Remarkable,” commented Dr. Clayburn.

“So do you want to shoot your stuff now Doctor or should be keep working with the girl?” asked the guy with the camera.

“No, no, let’s keep working with the girl. We can do my segments after we finish with her.”

For my next “scene” I was dressed in nothing but a robe and we shot that in front of a fireplace in some room in the building that I’d never seen before. This time I was standing up while I spoke to the camera.

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder they say but I think you will see that Dr. Clayburn has a real eye for beauty,” I said as I let my robe slip off revealing my luscious naked body. “I didn’t look like this before I came to the Clayburn Research Institute I can tell you. 36DD-24-36 and yes they’re very real.”

I jiggled my boobs up and down a little and struck a variety of poses so that I could be seen from all angles. I almost laughed when I saw the huge tent pole the camera dude was sporting in his pants but fortunately I was already giggling a little from all my posing and strutting, which seemed kind of silly but fun at the same time.

“Now I know what you’re thinking,” I continued for the camera. “Sure, she’s got the looks but does she really perform where it counts? Is she really the totally sex crazed animal you claim she is? Well, only one way to prove that I guess.”

Naturally that led to the full on hard core sex scene I had been hoping for. I was going to take on three big studs at the same time and I couldn’t wait. Dr. Clayburn had said this was going to be an instructional video but from reading my part of the script, which was the only part I had, it seemed pretty obvious to me that this was some kind of sales pitch. I didn’t know whether they were literally planning to sell me off to the highest bidder or whether this was just an advertisement for the work they were doing at the Institute but I knew I was going to give it my best shot.

The sex scene was going to be shot in the same room as the one with the fireplace that we were still in but with the camera pointing in a different direction. I was already naked so it was just a matter of them getting the camera and lights set up and bringing in the men who were going to fuck me.

They quickly got naked too and took positions standing around me while I got on my knees on the floor.

“Okay why don’t we start with you working your way around, jerking and sucking dicks on all sides,” said the camera guy who now seemed much more interested in the proceedings.

The camera started out on the tripod but as I began to jerk and suck as directed I noticed that the man went handheld and was kind of walking all around us as I did my thing. That got me more excited because I felt like a real porn star, not that I needed too much to stimulate me with three well-built, well-hung, naked men thrusting their cocks at me from everywhere.

I kept waiting for the camera guy or director or whatever he really was to stop the action and move things around but I guess he was kind of caught up in the hotness and I couldn’t blame him. Pretty little blonde bitch servicing three muscle hunks...damn...that’s entertainment!

After a while one of the guys was about to ejaculate so that brought things to a halt so the boys could all go put ice on their dicks or something to keep from blowing their load too soon I guess. In the meantime Dr. Jones came over to me and gave me a bottle of water.

“I had no idea you were so talented,” she praised as she gently dried me off a little with a towel. “I mean your acting. Your poise in front of the camera is remarkable. No stage fright at all.”

“Beginner’s luck maybe? I don’t know, I’m just having a ball,” I replied.

“I think they’re planning for something a little rougher now,” Sharon cautioned me.

“That’s okay, rough can be fun sometimes...as you well know,” I said as I gave her a very quick little pinch on her behind.

I think maybe she wanted to be mad but I was too adorable to get really angry with I suppose so she just kind of blushed and scurried away, no doubt hoping desperately that nobody had seen me pinch her ass.

“Everybody’s doing great,” said the cameraman enthusiastically. “Now let’s set up for the triple penetration.”


CHAPTER 12:

Apparently there had been some talk of doing some other combinations first but the consensus of opinion seemed to be that nobody’s prick was going to last that much longer or as one of the guys put it “that bitch is going to rip my dick off” or something along those lines.

It didn’t seem like anybody was really a professional there, at least not a professional at making adult videos, so there seemed to be some debate about how to stage the three man assault on my holes.

There was kind of a long couch in the room that seemed like the logical place to work from so first we tried having one guy stretch out on his back while I sat on his pelvis with his cock in my pussy while the second man kind of stood on the sofa behind me and stuffed my ass leaving the third man to try and get his prick into my mouth. That caused me to lean way over so that I was practically lying on the first guy’s chest but that also put the third man in a tight spot where he ended up squatting over the lower dude’s face, something that didn’t appear to go over well.

I suggested that we just flip it around and have me go basically reverse cowgirl with bottom dude’s dick now up my ass and second man stuffing my snatch while BJ guy sort of squatted down over my tits while I sucked him off. That alignment seemed to suit the sofa better although there still were a number of times where one cock or another slipped out and had to be reinserted but I figured they could cut around that or whatever.

As for me I was so delightfully overloaded that I felt like I was going to burst at the seems. All that attention and raw sexual energy completely focused on my little body made my head spin, and yet at the same time it took a lot of concentration for me to stay in sync with my three partners who were all kind of going at their own pace.

The fact that there were people watching and that the whole thing was even being recorded really made me want to put on a good show but I wasn’t really acting or anything. If I looked like I was loving it it was because I was.

“Oh, shit I’m about to cum,” said the guy fucking my pussy. “What do you want me to do?”

“Ah...pull out and jack off on her stomach,” the camera guy suggested.

A moment later the snatch-stuffer was aiming his swollen dick at my tummy and letting a stream of hot jizz fly all over my torso. The next to give it up was the dude in mouth so he pulled out and painted my face with his goo. That just left the ass fucker I was riding who ended up giving me an anal cream pie. Suddenly the camera guy had a spark of inspiration and pointed the camera at my cum soaked face.

“So how do you feel Candi?” he asked from behind the lens.

“Fucking fantastic!” I replied before licking a little cum from  my lips. “When can we do it again?”

That was the end of my participation in the video and I couldn’t wait to see the finished product. Dr. Clayburn was beaming with joy and couldn’t stop praising me and everyone, including the sound guy, made a point of telling me how hot I was and what a great porn star I’d make.

I definitely needed a shower but Sharon cleaned me up on the spot quite a bit and I’m sure she got off on wiping the cum from my sweaty naked body. I felt kind of bad for her because she obviously wanted to keep a lot of things about her desires a secret and I couldn’t relate to that. So she liked having women dominate her, so what? Was it because she was a doctor and was afraid that people wouldn’t respect her anymore? Was it because she she didn’t want anyone to know she was a lesbian? She couldn’t help being who she was or liking what she liked? It didn’t hurt anybody and I couldn’t see how it made her any less of a good doctor but what did I know? I watched porn all day and fucked on demand and loved it so maybe there was something wrong with me.

Even the way everyone reacted to my video stuff was kind of weird. I had a hot body why wouldn’t I want to show it off? I loved sex, why wouldn’t I want to let people see me enjoying it? I guess my performance was too much for Dr. Jones to resist because she paid me a call that night.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass like the dirty little slut I am,” she announced as she dropped her lab coat and revealed that she was naked this time instead of wearing sexy lingerie.

I grabbed some lube and took my time greasing up her anus, really working it around inside her with my fingers. Then I strapped on my trusty pecker and lubed it up too for good measure. As I was stroking my dick I got hit with a mental picture so hard it almost made me fall over. I could see, clear as day, not a rubber penis in my hand but a real one; one that was attached to my body not sticking out of a harness. The image stayed and as I continued to stroke I actually felt like I was feeling something in my cock, which was crazy.

“Alright bitch,” I kind of growled in a deeper voice than I normally used. “You asked for it and now you’re going to get it.”

I practically pounced on the poor woman’s ass and began to fuck her pretty aggressively. I had planned to go slow and be as gentle as possible but weird feelings were churning inside me and making me kind of angry and confused I guess.

“So were you the one who ratted me out?” I asked as I pumped Sharon’s ass.

“No, no, it wasn’t me,” she protested.

“Don’t lie to me bitch,” I said as I grabbed her hair and yanked her head back.

“No they caught one of the servers taking things from the kitchen and he confessed,” the doctor explained.

“I guess I believe you but if you want this big dick inside you you better keep your mouth shut about what goes on in here,” I warned.

“Of course, of course, I’d never betray you,” Sharon moaned. “Oh sweet Jesus the things you do to me!”

I did a lot of things to that woman that night. I fucked her ass, I fucked her pussy, I ate her out and I even bent her over my knee and spanked her hard while she whimpered and told me how much she thought about me all the time. Then she said something that almost made me snap.

“I deserve this punishment so much. I don’t know how I can ever forgive myself for being part of what was done to you,” she said as she began to cry.

“What was done to me?” I blurted out.

“I can’t tell you. I want to tell you but I can’t,” she wailed.

“You can tell me anything, you know that,” I said.

“I...I don’t know whether you could handle it mentally and emotionally and then everything would be ruined,” she whined.

“I will, I promise you, but please not tonight. I just want to enjoy this for as long as I can,” she said.

I let her go without pressing the issue further but to say I was a bit tweaked was an understatement. Whatever Dr. Jones had to tell me didn’t sound like it was going to be something that was going to make me happy or make me feel good. Of course there really wasn’t much I could do but wait and see what she had to say.


CHAPTER 13:

About two weeks passed with no word from Sharon so I wondered if she got cold feet about spilling the beans to me, whatever those beans might be, but then one night she showed up in my room with a phone and a cord and started looking at the inputs on my TV.

“I have something to show you,” she said once she had plugged her phone into my monitor, “but I’m worried about how you may react to it.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s the completed video that you participated in,” she said.

“Oh, really? I’ve been dying to see how that turned out,” I said enthusiastically.

“Well my dear there’s a reason they never wanted you to see this video, which will become quite clear to you if you decide to watch it. I’m terribly conflicted here. On the one hand I feel that I owe you an explanation for why you are here, but on the other hand I worry that it may cause you a lot of pain and psychological trauma,” said the doctor. “I guess what I’m asking is are you happy here?”

“Sure, for the most part. I mean I’d like to go outside and see the sun sometime or just do a little shopping or something but the food is good and the bed is comfortable and people tend to be nice to me, unless they’re deliberately trying to be mean, and I get a lot of sex,” I said.

“Well watching this video could change all of that. It could make you become agitated, depressed, violent or even suicidal I fear. Things were done to you that should never be done to anyone without their consent but well...they were and I’m ashamed to say that I was a part of it,” Sharon confessed sadly. “Worst of all I took advantage of that for my own personal pleasure.”

I really didn’t know what to say. It sounded like there was some pretty serious stuff on that video and that Dr. Jones was really worried about how I would react to it. It also sounded like she was feeling terribly guilty about having done some crappy stuff to me but since I didn’t know what that might be I wasn’t sure how to feel about it.

“Well now I’m curious so maybe you better play that video,” I suggested.

I think Sharon’s hand may have been trembling a little as she brought up the file on her phone and the image suddenly filled the screen of my television. The video opened with Dr. Clayburn sitting behind his desk talking about all the great things that they were working on at the Clayburn Research Institute before moving on to what he described as their greatest accomplishment to date.

“This is a 23-year-old man named Michael Aaron Humphreys,” said the doctor on tape as the screen showed a picture of a naked man on an operating table. “He was discovered wandering the streets in a rather poor attempt at cross-dressing and presenting himself as a female.”

As he continued to speak there was a picture of the same man in rather elaborate drag as if dressed in something one might wear to a costume party. I blinked and rubbed my eyes and wanted to freeze on the picture but it went by rather quickly.

“Upon arriving at the Institute he was immediately given a thorough physical examination and then deemed suitable for the total transformation process that only we here at the Clayburn Institute can provide,” said the doctor. “In just a matter of a few hours that rather nondescript young man became a gorgeous and vivacious young woman, as you will soon see, but we went beyond the miracle of realigning his body and gender. We also reprogrammed his mind, taking away his past while simultaneously instilling an unquenchable carnal lust that would promote a future of untold sexual abandon. But don’t take my word for it, see for yourself.”

At that point I appeared on the screen delivering my peppy introductory speech. Having never seen myself in a video before I was kind of fascinated and I think it distracted me from the information bombshell that had just been dropped on my by the first part of the program.

“The subject has been engineered to the highest standards of feminine beauty,” I heard the doctor say over the images of me posing naked for the camera later in the video. “She possesses the ideal features required for maximum sexual appeal.”

When it got around to the sex scene I was thrilled to watch myself getting railed by three guys. It looked exactly like the kind of videos I watched all the time although I thought everybody might be a bit better looking than some of the folks you saw in the average adult video.

The doctor interjected a few more comments about how voraciously the subject responded to even the slightest stimulation and how submissive and compliant she was, willing to follow any order or command without hesitation or complaint. I think I was still sort of disassociating the “subject” from myself but it was slowly starting to sink in.

The rest of the video was basically a kind of sales pitch where Dr. Clayburn explained the many possible uses for subjects like, well me I guess, for either personal use or for profit. He just needed money to further his research and to produce more subjects that would be available for the various purposes he had outlined. And that was basically it, excepted it ended with that unplanned shot of me with cum on my face saying how fantastic I felt.

“Okay I guess I’m kind of dumb because I still don’t totally get what that was all about,” I said. “Although I did like the way I looked on camera.”

“Darling, do you remember the part where the doctor was talking about a man named Michael Humphreys?” asked Dr. Jones.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Well that man is you.”


CHAPTER 14:

I guess that’s when it finally hit me. The dreams, the images, the whatever you wanted to call it that periodically invaded my thoughts and made me feel like something was horribly wrong with my story. That had been a picture of me on the operating table and a picture of me with a bad wig and fake boobs. Supposedly that was the “real” me and I was something that had been created from...what? My old male body? Was I even real or some kind of robot? Maybe that’s why I had so few memories.

“So you’re saying that I was a man walking along the street minding my own business when I was grabbed for some reason and brought here and turned into a woman?” I asked Dr. Jones, speaking very slowly to make sure I had the story straight.

“Yes, that’s pretty much the way things happened,” the doctor admitted.

“But why? And Why me?”

“We thought it would be easier to take someone who was already suffering from gender dysphoria, that is a man who wished to be a woman,” the doctor explained. “You happened to fit the profile I suppose.”

“But why?”

“Because you were dressed as a woman. That’s a classic indicator of someone with a gender identity issue,” said Dr. Jones.

“That doesn’t feel right for some reason. For a while now I’ve been having flashbacks and feelings that I had some male roots of some kind but something about this gender stuff doesn’t add up to me. Say, when was I brought here?” I asked.

“October 31st,” said the doctor after checking some notes on her phone.

“Halloween,” I said,

“Well, yes I suppose it is, though I never thought about that before.”

“Didn’t the outfit I was wearing look a little...over the top? Perhaps even a bit like a Halloween costume?” I suggested.

“Well I suppose that’s possible but still…”

“Yeah...it was Halloween and I was on my way to a party that my friends were throwing,” I said as I closed my eyes and concentrated really hard.

“You can remember that?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“But why did you choose to go dressed as a woman?” asked Dr. Jones.

“I don’t know...I think I thought it was funny, or silly or something. I seem to recall laughing when I saw myself in the mirror,” I replied.

“Oh dear God, what have we done?” Sharon moaned.

“Hey, let’s not panic here,” I said. “Discovering my past is great and all but I’m a bit more worried about my future. Is this thing reversible? Can I ever go back to who I was before?”

“No, I’m afraid not. We’ve been working on that but it’s far from a certainty that we’ll ever crack it. Getting you to where you are was a monumental achievement,” the doctor explained.

“Okay, so I’m a girl now. At least I’m a hot one and there’s been nothing about being female that I haven’t enjoyed so far. So what’s supposed to happen to me now? Do I get sold off to someone?” I asked.

“Well that’s never been quite clear. First we had to actually succeed in the transformation process, which thank God we did, but your basic purpose here has been for us to study and learn from in order to see if we need to make any changes in the future and for you to serve as a promotional tool to fund our research,” said the doctor.

“Those guys in suits I assume are potential backers or investors or whatever.”

“Yes they are. We also raise money from students who come here for very specialized training. Those who want to be on the cutting edge of science and don’t question the ethics of what we’re doing.”

“So I’m guessing this is pretty illegal,” I said.

“Well...yes...it’s a legal gray area at the very least but abducting someone off the street and forcing a gender reassignment on them without their consent is definitely not legal at all.”

“So is my life in danger? I mean I’m the evidence of your crime. If it looked like you might get busted wouldn’t it be easier to just get rid of me and wash your hands of the whole mess?”

“What a terrible thing to think,” said Sharon, sounding seriously shocked. “I would never let anyone do that to you.”

“I appreciate that but I’ve got to be practical here since it’s my life we’re talking about,” I pointed out.

“Yes of course.”

“So it seems I have two basic options here. I either pretend like I haven’t seen that video and I have no idea what’s really been going on and just go along with the program and hope for the best or I have to figure out a way to get the hell out of here,” I said.

“Yes, that’s a very good summation of the situation I’m afraid,” the doctor concurred.

“This is going to take some heavy thinking, which unfortunately is not my strong suit at the moment,” I said with a slight chuckle. “Whatever I decide to do is going to be a pretty big decision so I don’t want to do anything rash or impulsive. I think I can come to terms with being Candi for the rest of my life but I also think I’d like to know more about Michael. The memories might have been scrubbed but they were obviously still there under the surface and I’d kind of like to look for them if I can.”

“I can help you with that,” said Sharon. “I’m a psychologist. There are methods for helping amnesia patients that I think could help you. Perhaps if you can piece together more of your past you’ll be better prepared to plan a future, and I promise to do everything I can to help you with that. I’ve made such a mess of this whole situation, blinded by the excitement of the scientific breakthrough, caught up in my own ego and selfishness.”

“That’s okay Sharon, we all make mistakes. I forgive you. I think you’re heart’s in the right place or you would never have shown me that video.”

Then we just hugged and cried for the longest time. It wasn’t like sexy hugging or anything, it was kind of sweet really. Sharon was obviously a kind of mixed up woman in a lot of ways and I appreciated the fact that she was coming clean with me, especially if she could help me to recover some of my lost memories.

So for the time being I played dumb, which wasn’t all that hard for me to do, although I did feel like maybe I wasn’t quite as dumb as I had thought I was. I was starting to figure things out and making logical observations which probably couldn’t have come at a better time.


CHAPTER 15:

With Sharon’s help I did begin to recover some of my memories although many of them still remained a mystery to me. It was actually the beginning of a process that’s still going on to this day.

Although I wouldn’t have been opposed to it Sharon insisted that it would be unethical for us to continue having a sexual relationship so we just became more like really good friends. I was always happy to see her and almost always learned something about myself in the process although I did feel bad that she wasn’t getting the sexual relief I knew she so desperately wanted. Of course she was an attractive woman with a great body so I encouraged her to look for women on the outside who would be glad to pull her hair and fuck her in the ass with a strap on. How hard could that be to find?

The video had definitely thrown a monkey wrench into my whole existence but it had also brought something into focus for me. I loved porn and I loved being in front of a camera and I especially loved being sexy and getting fucked. It seemed like the most logical thing for me to do, if I ever had the chance, was to become a porn star.

I had no idea how you went about getting that job or how much it paid or anything but I figured I could probably make a living at it, at least for a while. I wouldn’t mind learning how to be a stripper either. Whatever weird shit they had done to my brain it had obviously made me a very sexual person who was totally comfortable in her own skin and who enjoyed showing off. And I could memorize lines too if I had to although I was guessing that for most adult videos that wouldn’t be really important.

The question was how could I make that happen? The camera guy, whose name turned out to be Derick Chandler, had slipped me his business card at the end of our shoot and told me that if I ever wanted to do more videos like that I should contact him. I didn’t think much about it at the time, and I didn’t have any way to contact him, but I did keep his card stashed away in my room where no one would be likely to find it. If I needed an outside ally he might prove to be very useful I thought. I could certainly tell from the perpetual boner in his pants that he was hot for me so I knew that I had something to bargain with if it came to that. Fortunately he was also kind of cute so the thought of hooking up with him wasn’t unpleasant at all.

I figured I was pretty safe at the Institute as long as Dr. Clayburn was still getting his rocks off with me on a semi-regular basis and as long as I continued to be good for business by providing “demonstrations” for students and backers and by servicing the clients that were obviously on some kind of VIP. And honestly I think Dr. Clayburn viewed me more like a pet or something, and not just because of the dog collar. He had created me and I was the symbol of the greatest achievement of his life. I don’t think he would have actually hurt me even if it meant that he might go to prison, but maybe that was just optimistic thinking on my part.

I don’t think Clayburn was an evil man but I do think he was obsessed with his work and really took the playing God thing a little too seriously. I suppose that can happen to someone who is completely focused on a goal for so long. A lot of people probably told him he was crazy and what he was trying to do was impossible but he pulled it off somehow so I could see how that might go to your head.

I knew there was an answer to my problem if I could just think of it, much like I knew that I could recover my old life with enough help and concentration, but I was a little worried about taking too long. The process worked and the only way for the Institute to keep the money coming in would seem to be by creating more girls like me and selling them off or renting them or something. Those guys in the suits obviously wanted pussy and they weren’t likely to drop any serious cash just to tap my ass on occasion, as fine an ass as it was. That doctor was going to have to ramp up production sooner or later and that worried me.

While I was thrilled by the thought of having some new friends I was also very concerned that no one else should be abducted and have this thing forced on them. I was lucky that I was taking it so well but some people might not feel the way I did. It just seemed stupid to grab people off the street and trust some flunky to make a spot observation of their potential gender identity issues. Obviously nabbing someone in drag on their way to a Halloween party wasn’t the most scientific technique they could have employed.

It seemed to me that there would probably be a lot of people who would jump at the opportunity to go through the transformation because it was something they always dreamed of but they would have to be recruited a little more carefully and know exactly what they were signing up for. It might not make the process entirely legal but it had to be better than kidnapping people.

So I continued to fuck and suck whoever I was instructed to service, and I continued to get therapy from Dr. Jones that was really doing wonders for my ability to remember things about my past, and I continued to think really hard about what to do next...until I finally came up with my plan.


CHAPTER 16:

“I want to be a porn star,” I told Dr. Jones during one of our memory sessions.

“What do you mean, exactly?” she asked.

“I’m not sure, I haven’t totally figured that out but I think it’s something that might work for everyone.”

“How so?”

“Well it seems to me that the goal here, aside from proving that you can so something unheard of, is to create a marketable commodity that specializes in sex appeal. You make a promo video that’s basically a glorified porn shoot but how many people see it? Get me out there in the world fucking my socks off and I could become kind of famous. Wouldn’t that be really good advertising?” I suggested.

“Yes I see your point, but what did you mean by getting out in the world?” asked Dr. Jones.

“I don’t know, having some kind of a life that exists outside of these walls I suppose. Living my own life and being able to make choices. I know my old life is probably gone but that doesn’t mean that I can’t try to build a new one. I don’t want revenge, I don’t want to get anybody in trouble, but I do think some changes will have to be made around here,” I said.

I went on to explain my very strong feeling that the technology was fantastic but should only be used on volunteers who would have the chance to know exactly what they were getting involved with. I also told the doctor that I wanted a phone and I wanted some money to be able to leave the Institute periodically to take little trips into the real world to see how I handled it. I was happy to stay there for the time being and continue performing the duties I had been performing but I felt that I needed to branch out as well and see what else was out there.

Sharon seemed very sympathetic and supportive of my ideas and offered to take me on my first excursion outside the Institute as a woman which I happily accepted. She also said she would talk to Dr. Clayburn about everything we had discussed so I felt like maybe some progress was being made.

As I began to remember more bits of pieces of my old male life I became kind of conflicted. It appeared that whatever they had done to me at the Institute couldn’t be undone so that I meant I was going to be a woman forever, which didn’t bother me in the slightest at that time because I really couldn’t remember what it felt like not to be a woman and because I was perfectly happy in that role. On the other hand I worried that maybe there was a whole world that knew me as Mike Humphreys and were desperately wondering what had happened to me. Maybe I had a wife and kids. I must have at least had friends since I recalled that I was going to a friend’s place for a Halloween party the night I was abducted. But could I really just waltz back into that world as a buxom blonde girl who aspired to be a porn star without doing more harm than good?

Sometimes I felt like I had an obligation to try and return to my roots and other times it felt like I was better off just moving forward and leaving that old life behind. That was assuming that I would actually get the chance to make that decision. Basically Dr. Clayburn was going to have to agree with my plans or I would have to try and escape or I would have to just resign myself to my fate and let the Institute decide what happened to me.

Fortunately Dr. Jones seemed to be a true ally because she brought me a phone of my own very quickly, although she did tell me to keep a low profile with it until she had convinced Dr. Clayburn to go along with the deal I was proposing.

I started texting with Derick the camera guy, who seemed very excited to hear from me, and very interested in the idea of working with me again on some adult videos. It was kind of a fun to be chatting it up and flirting with a guy and made me feel very girlish and maybe even a little romantic. Derick seemed to be pressing for a date but I hadn’t even set foot outside of the building yet.

That big event finally did take place when Dr. Jones took me out to lunch one afternoon. It was a strange feeling to dress up for the outside world and carry a purse for the first time, although it had nothing in it but my phone and some breath mints.

From the outside the Institute was nothing like I expected it to look for some reason. It was just a completely plain-looking industrial building in a plain-looking, if a bit shabby, complex of industrial buildings. There wasn’t even a sign or anything, but I guess under the circumstances they had to be careful.

Sharon had a nice upscale car, although not what you’d call a luxury model or anything, and I delighted in riding along in the passenger seat looking out the window at the world rushing by me. It was a world that was both familiar and totally foreign at the same time. I mean I had seen a Taco Bell before but never the particular one we were driving past, at least as far as I could remember. Sometimes a store or restaurant we passed would trigger a little memory flash in me and suddenly I’d see myself as a boy eating a burger or something but on the whole I was just taking it all in in wide-eyed wonder and appreciation.

This was as close as I had come to freedom since becoming a woman. I was still almost helpless, riding in a car driven by one of my captors with no money in my purse but I was on the outside and I did have a phone. If I made a run for it Derick would probably come pick me up or I could call the cops but that wasn’t really on my mind. As much as I knew that what the Institute had done to me was totally wrong and illegal I really didn’t hate them for it because I was happy most of the time, as far as I could tell. I guess I was treated more like a pet than a person in a lot of ways with my needs taken care of and attention lavished on me sometimes but still under the total control of my masters.

It was actually kind of a comfortable arrangement that freed me from responsibilities but somehow I knew it wasn’t right. Just as a child grows up hopefully sheltered and secure there comes a day where they have to stand on their own two feet and I felt like that day was near for me.

Lunch was marvelous, and kind of just highlighted that there were a lot of better food options out there than I had access to at the Institute. I sudden;y wanted to try everything, but of course I also didn’t want to get fat. Hopefully my body would soon be my livelihood and I wanted to maintain my girlish figure, although being pretty curvy a few extra pounds here or there probably wouldn’t have been the end of the world.

We did a little shopping after lunch, which I thoroughly enjoyed, but I think Dr. Jones was a little nervous that I was going to try and slip out the back of the store or something but that idea was never really on my mind. So far Sharon had been playing fair with me and doing what she said she would do so I was willing to wait it out and see how things would shake down.

My reintroduction to the world and my tiny taste of freedom make me more sure than ever that some changes would have to be made soon but hopefully they wouldn’t have to be made by desperate actions.


CHAPTER 17:

Derick Chandler was a man of ambition, or at least he had started out that way. As a kid he gotten one of those helmet cameras that skateboarders love so much and started making videos with it but he quickly found like he liked to tell stories not just show off his latest “crooked grind” and “heel flip” so he created a character named Todd Danger who was a skateboarding teen crime fighter and started making little videos about his wild exploits.

That led to him reading everything he could about the art and craft of film-making and when he went to college he went as a film student at a university that was well-known for producing some of the most successful movie directors in the business.

Unfortunately that path doesn’t always lead to instant fame and fortune and after graduating Derick found jobs hard to come by and studios almost impossible to approach to pitch ideas to. He had talent and technical proficiency so he started picking up whatever video work he could find, eventually enjoying some success in the field of corporate/industrial video which usually meant making training or promotional videos for companies, which is how he came to the attention of the Institute.

Being a typically horny young man he was especially intrigued by the sexual aspects of the Institute’s video project and had discovered that shooting the sex scenes for that brought him the kind of excitement he used to feel for his skateboard crime fighter stories. I guess he also saw in me someone with real “star power” as he put it, but maybe he just liked my blonde hair and big tits and would have said that to anyone he had just filmed getting railed by three dudes at once.

Dr. Jones had been subtly making suggestions to Dr. Clayburn about my ideas for a change in my status and Derick suggested that he contact the doctor to pitch him on the idea of “collaborating” on an adult video, where I would obviously be the main attraction. Derick would create some kind of scenario that would take advantage of the various locations that were available within the Institute building and pay the Institute would pay the talent involved and provide meals from the kitchen for the cast and crew and then there would be some kind of profit sharing arrangement once the thing was done, assuming that there were any profits to share.

In any case it would still be a valuable marketing tool for the Institute to showcase their “creation” in action and to demonstrate the commercial potential of girls like me. To my pleasant surprise Dr. Clayburn seemed rather enthusiastic about the plan and so Derick, the Institute and I went into the business of making an adult video.

I had learned about Derick’s background and formulated this plan with him by phone and text messaging but now that we were in business together we started having these “planning sessions” where he would pick me up at the Institute and we would go for coffee or grab a bite to eat somewhere and talk over the project. Needless to say these meetings didn’t always stay strictly professional and we usually ended up doing a lot of flirting and getting to know one another better. In many ways I started thinking of these meetings as sort of like mini dates or something and always made sure that I looked my best whenever Derick came to fetch me.

Apparently Derick felt the same way, and although he took the project very seriously, he freely admitted that his feelings for me were a major reason why he wanted to do this thing. I guess in the movie world doing porn was considered a bad thing that you were supposed to be ashamed of, which seemed totally ridiculous to me, but I took his word for it. It had been a long time since I’d seen any movies or TV shows that weren’t pornographic so I had kind of forgotten what “real” movies were like.

After one of our business lunches Derick drove me back to the Institute but he parked around the side of the building for some reason instead of pulling up in front to let me off.

“I know this isn’t very professional of me but would it be okay for me to kiss you?” he asked.

“Of course,” I replied.

It was so different actually having a man ask me for permission to just kiss me that the request sort of took me by surprise. I lived in a world where a man could just bend me over and fuck me in the ass without even bothering to introduce himself so a little harmless kiss seemed like nothing.

That’s when I discovered that kissing might not be as harmless as I thought. As Derick and I kissed my stomach started feeling really funny and I wondered whether I had gotten sick from something I had just eaten but it wasn’t really that kind of a feeling. I felt like I was connected to another human being that I really liked and that I was feeling something on an emotional level instead of just a physical one.

“Gosh, I think that was the best kiss I ever had...at least as far as I can remember,” I said after we had let our lips part at last.

“Me too. Want to try it again?” asked Derick.

“Sure,” I replied.

It was a little cramped in the car but with the seat belt off I could lean over pretty well. As soon as we started kissing I got the funny feeling in my stomach again and started to kiss Derick with even greater passion than before. Then my hand went for his crotch and I could feel how hard he was and I managed to pull his cock out and kind of twist myself into a position where I could suck him off.

I really enjoyed the fact that I was doing this because I wanted to, not because I was expected to or required to. I’m not sure why that was such a big deal but it was. I couldn’t really say that his dick tasted any better than other dicks I’d sucked or that it was bigger or harder or something but I just knew that I felt different sucking it because it was his and I really wanted to make him feel good.

Since the day I woke up as a girl my whole life had been sex. I looked sexy, I had sexy thoughts, I watched sexy videos, and I had a lot of sex with a lot of different people. It seemed funny to be 23-years-old and having a crush on somebody for the first time, at least as far as my memory was concerned, yet that was what was happening.

When Derick started to ejaculate in my mouth I felt a little giddy, again not so much from the fact that I just loved the taste of cum so much, but because I wanted so much to please him and I could tell that I was doing just that.

“I really wasn’t expecting that,” said Derick when I had finished and he had stuffed his dick away.

“But you liked it didn’t you?” I asked.

“Of course I liked it, I loved it,” he replied, “but now I want to do something to make you feel good and I’m afraid we don’t have the time.”

“That’s okay, I do feel good. Everything about being with you today was awesome,” I told him.

“It’s always awesome being with you but it’s also kind of weird,” said Derick. “For one thing it’s just strange that you live in a place like this where I know people take advantage of you, and strange that these meetings are supposed to be about us planning how I’m going to film you having sex with other people, and strange that I keep worrying that you’re suddenly going to remember your life as a man and be disgusted by the thought of what we’re doing now.”

“Yeah it is a pretty weird situation I guess, especially looking at it from the outside world, but it’s kind of just the only world I really know now. But I can remember that I was a man and I don’t see anything disgusting at all about the way I feel about you. If it doesn’t bother you that I used to be a guy it sure doesn’t bother me,” I said.

“Well I only know you as a girl and it’s pretty hard to think of you as anything else so it doesn’t bother me in the slightest,” said Derick. “I think you’re a pretty amazing girl for that matter and I’m just counting my lucky stars that I’ve got this chance to get to know you better.”


CHAPTER 18:

From that point on I got to know Derick really well. All of our “meetings” included some kind of sex, even if it was just me jacking him off in the car while he finger banged me at the same time. And of course we talked about stuff outside of the porn project as well and I thought Derick was a pretty cool guy with a good sense of humor who always treated me with politeness and respect. He never made me feel dumb, even though I knew my memory wipe had cost me a great deal of detailed knowledge about things. It was actually kind of okay because I liked learning new things and Derick was really smart and well-informed.

When the time finally came to start shooting our first video I was really excited because I wasn’t just being used as a sex slave I was a big part of the decision making team and I was getting paid for my work. That just made me feel more like a real person with value outside of just getting my holes stuffed, even if stuffing my holes on camera was the main reason I had any power or influence over this project.

We had decided to use the medical aspects of the Institute to our advantage. They had all this cool scientific-looking stuff so why not use it? It was kind of funny because I was actually playing the doctor who was performing a weird experiment on male patients by making their dicks bigger and I dressed exactly like Dr. Jones did with sexy lingerie under a lab coat. It also meant we had to cast well-hung guys which was fine with me. I wasn’t a total size queen but I could certainly appreciate a really big beautiful cock.

So that was pretty much the whole “story” for the video. I’d come examine some stud to see how the procedure went and of course I’d have to “test” his new cock by getting it hard and sucking it for a while before he fucked me and then jizzed all over my face or my tits. It was kind of funny having Derick direct me to have sex with these other dudes but we were trying to be professional about the whole thing even though what I really wanted was to have sex with Derick because it just felt so different and special.

On the other hand it was incredibly fun to be pretending to be this brilliant scientist and to be performing sex acts on camera with some very hot guys. Obviously I was about as far from a brilliant scientist as you could get, or a brilliant anything for that matter, but how did I really know for sure? Nothing I had recovered from my memories so far had suggested that I was a scientist or a doctor or anything like that but I really didn’t know what might be locked in my brain somewhere. I assumed I was dumb as a rock but I had actually done some pretty clever thinking recently and was basically taking charge of my life instead of just sailing along as a helpless victim.

There were two “patients” in the video who were lying on operating tables so started stroking and sucking the first one to hardness and then let my lab coat, which I had opened but left on, fall to the floor. While the man was still stretched out on the table I climbed up and mounted him in a reverse cowgirl position and started to ride for a while.

“Beautiful baby, just like that...throw your head back and kind of mess with your hair,” Derick instructed.

I know he was just trying to do his job but from the tone of his voice I also got the feeling that he was probably getting pretty turned on so I decided to give him a real show. It wasn’t difficult to do since I was quite happy to ride a big thick cock but with Derick right there calling out suggestions and encouragement it sort of felt like I was fucking him as well.

After giving the first guy some decent attention I went over to the other one and gave him similar treatment. Ultimately they both got on their feet and I got on my knees and blew them both before we finished up with some double penetration stuff. We had to kind of fudge the “money shot” a little because one of the guys was having a little trouble ejaculating on cue but eventually they both put a load of cum on my face and I had a couple of kind of silly lines to say and that was that.

“Get cleaned up baby and put on a nice dress, I’m taking you somewhere fancy for dinner tonight,” said Derick as I wiped my face with a towel.

“Is that okay? I mean, can we do that?” I asked.

“Of course we can do that,” he replied. “You’re not a prisoner here after all. What are they going to do about it?”

That was kind of a wake up call for me. He was absolutely right that forcing me to stay there would have been another crime piled on top of the other crimes they had already committed and it looked like they were anxious not to be exposed on that front. I could either help them or destroy them and at the moment I was willing to help them as long as they changed some of their ways so it would be foolish for them to piss me off at this point. I had nothing against the scientific aspects of what they were doing at the Institute, and I appreciated that it cost a lot of money to do it, so as long as everything was consensual I didn’t have a big problem with it.

Even so I had been living my life like I was still under the Institute’s control. I didn’t really mind too much since I had a place to live and was provided with food and clothes and didn’t have any bills to pay like I would in the real world but my various excursions outside of the Institute had make me yearn for even more freedom and my burgeoning relationship with Derick seemed like it may be my passport to that freedom.

I was very excited when I changed into one of my nicer outfits, a little black dress thing that I didn’t usually have any excuse to wear, and went out with Derick that night for a lovely dinner. Afterwards he took me home to his apartment, which I hadn’t been expecting, and we made love almost the whole night long.

I had fucked and sucked like a whore all day so you might have thought that I was sexually satiated already but I just melted into Derick’s body and his embrace and felt like I was exactly where I belonged, even though I knew that I technically belonged in a totally different world and a completely different body.

“Hey watching me fuck other guys doesn’t make you jealous does it?” I asked while we were cuddling at one point.

“Not jealous exactly, but envious I suppose,” Derick replied. “I guess it kind of depends on how you feel about me.”

“Oh, well I love you a whole lot and I’d rather fuck you than anyone,” I said rather casually which caused Derick to laugh.

“That’s good to know because I love you a whole lot too.”

“I guess maybe I should have said something about that earlier,” I said.

“I guess I should have said something too but I was wondering whether I could be that lucky,” Derick said, still chuckling.

“This is all really new to me. I’ve never been in love before...that I can remember,” I said.

“I suppose that’s been kind of holding me back too. I keep having this fear that you’ll suddenly remember you have a wife and three kids or something and rush back to them,” said Derick.

“If I had a wife she probably wouldn’t like me this way...unless she was a lesbian like Dr. Jones.”

That made Derick laugh again and he rolled me over so that I was lying on top of him.

“Well I guess if it turns out that you have a wife we’ll have to figure out what to do about that then. In the meantime what would you think about moving in with me here?” asked Derick.

“Really?”

“Yeah, why not?”

“Well they take care of me at the Institute. I don’t have any money,” I explained.

“But you will soon. And I can take care of you until you’re self-sufficient. I’m not rich but I won’t let you starve or anything,” Derick assured me.

“They might freak out at the Institute.”

“They might, but there really isn’t much they can do about it. They don’t own you, nobody does.”


CHAPTER 19:

Nobody owned me. That was still kind of a hard concept to wrap my head around. The Institute had definitely acted like they owned me and that was the only reality I knew for some time after they had turned me into a girl. Somewhere in my brain I knew what they were doing wasn’t right but I was in no position to fight or argue. Because I couldn’t really remember freedom or life beyond the walls of the Institute it probably wasn’t as hard on me as it would have been if they hadn’t erased so much of my brain. I was like a child in many ways, dependent on the people who fed me and put a roof over my head.

In addition to that Dr. Jones had been helping me to recover my memories but even so I felt that returning to the real world would probably do more for me in the long run since I needed to be looking forward to the rest of my life and not back at my lost past. And of course I was in love with Derick so the thought of spending more time with him was too much to pass up.

Fortunately everyone at the Institute at least acted like they were happy for me so there wasn’t some big dramatic fight or anything. I just ended up packing up my stuff, such as I had, and moving in with Derick.

I made a few more similar videos at the Institute, which made a little money I guess, but then the Institute got in some kind of tax trouble and ended up shutting down over that instead of all the other things they had done. I felt bad that all their hard work to create this tremendous new gender changing process was probably going to waste but there was also a sense of relief that I wouldn’t have to worry about the Institute going back on their word and treating people without their knowledge or consent. Despite everything they had done to me and planned to do to me I really didn’t hate anyone there. They had taken my life from me but the one they had given me in its place seemed pretty awesome.

I never did become some big porn star that everybody had heard of but Derick and I continued to make videos for some time posting them to our own pay channel that actually made some pretty good money. I enjoyed doing it and it was fun to be a partner in the project.

Over the years I continued to get help in recovering my memory and finally got to the point I am at now where I could put this tale in writing with some assurance that the details were correct. Looking back on my early days at the Institute I would never have imagined that I would be able to write a book someday but a lot of my growth and mental development actually happened after that point as I sought to reeducate myself instead of just relying on recovered memories of what I had known before.

A lot had happened to my brain, things that created a ton of problems for me for a while, but in the end I felt like I had emerged a strong, happy and capable person who just happened to be an unusually attractive female with a powerful sex drive. I hadn’t chosen that path, but of course I hadn’t chosen to be a man either and that was just thrust upon me by chance.

Derick was a rock of support for me throughout everything and when we finally decided to get married I was pleased that Dr. Jones was there even though she probably felt a little jealous of Derick. We didn’t really talk about her love life so I don’t know if she ever found some nice woman to take my place but I was rooting for her to find love the way I had.

It’s hard for me to say what the future holds but that’s true for a lot of people I suppose even if their circumstances are less complicated and unusual than mine but having a positive attitude and trying to make the best of things, even in the worst of times, has helped me greatly to forge ahead and I imagine that’s probably true for most people as well.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Doing a Halloween and a Christmas book is kind of a tradition of mine and while this isn’t as scary or mysterious as some of my earlier Halloween offerings I thought the “mad scientist” aspect of the story would help it fit into that tradition.

The book actually took a much softer turn than I had anticipated when I started it. Originally the Institute was going to be a much more sinister place that she would have to escape from but it didn’t really fit the tine of the narrative I was writing and I went more for the idea of lofty thinkers who didn’t really consider the implications of what they were doing, kind of following the Frankenstein tradition of creating something that couldn’t be controlled. Anyway I hope you enjoyed it. Now I have to think of something for Christmas!


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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