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Orientation
by Mindi Flyth
Wake up, sleepy head. Wake up!

That's right, open those eyes. Don't worry, it's only natural for you to feel a little groggy. You've been asleep for a long, long time.

It's time for you to learn about what's happened while you were asleep, and the exciting new life that's ahead of you. I'm afraid I couldn't be there in person this morning, but this recorded message should tell you everything you need to know for now.

A few things have changed while you were napping. It's taken a lot of time and energy, but you've turned out so well, I think it's all been worth it.
That's right, take a look around your new room. Isn't it nice? So pretty and pink. Do you like your puppy posters and your Hello Kitty lamp? Make yourself right at home, because this is where you're going to be living for a while.

Don't bother trying to sit up just yet. It will take a minute or two for you to get the coordination back in your limbs. Don't worry, you should be able to move around fine before long.
It will take some time for your vision to clear, but you've probably already noticed the, er, rather unusual clothing you're wearing.

I know how you always loved Asian girls in little schoolgirl outfits. Well, I've taken the liberty of getting you your very own schoolgirl outfit. How do you like it? Brings back memories, doesn't it?
Remember how you always made me dress up for you, in those white blouses and short, pleated skirts? I had to sit on your lap and act like a kid, and you made me talk in that ridiculous, "Asian" accent.

"Herro, mistah!"

God, it was so humiliating. An insult to my entire ethnicity, not to mention my gender.

But I loved you, and I was afraid you'd leave me if I didn't do what you wanted. So I did it for you, night after night.
All of that schoolgirl stuff was such a power trip for you, wasn't it? You liked humiliating women, reducing them to helpless little girls. It made you feel big. And you did need to feel big. You were a short guy, a runt. And you just couldn't stand it, could you?

You were always lifting weights, making yourself as big as you could, but it was never enough. No matter what you did, no matter how big you made your muscles, you were still just a wee little man. I remember how you wouldn't even let me wear heels, because they made me taller than you!

You hated yourself, and you took out all of your frustration on your girlfriends. You were so bossy and cruel. And if I ever dared to talk back to you, you'd toss me over your knee, hike up my skirt, and spank me until I cried and my ass glowed red as a neon sign.

You needed to make me cry like a kid, just so you could feel like a big man.
And then you left me for some college girl, because you said I was getting too old for you. I was 27 years old, not even 30 yet, but I was too old for you to enjoy your perverted little games anymore.

I should have been glad to be rid of you, but I just felt this mad, impotent rage. You broke my heart when you left, and I thought I'd never get over it.
But then, I heard about a company that offered a special service to girls who need to teach naughty men like you a lesson.

The company was founded by a group of women who'd been cruelly mistreated by their wealthy husbands. They got rich in their divorce settlements and they've dedicated their resources to seeking a special kind of justice for wronged women.

When I contacted them and explained what you'd done, they were eager to get to work on you right away. They waived their customary fee for your case and they've been wonderfully kind and sympathetic to me.
They've done pretty much everything I asked for, and they came up with a lot of interesting suggestions I never would have thought of on my own. As you'll soon see, your treatment has been first-class all the way.
Your vision should be clearing by now, and you've probably noticed the two plump little bumps on your chest.

If you're coordinated enough to do it, you can touch them now. Go ahead, give them a good squeeze. See how soft and sensitive they are?

That's right, you have two cute little boobies. You're a b-cup right now, but Dr. Wu assures me that you're still growing, and within a few months you'll definitely be needing bigger bras. So far all of Dr. Wu's predictions for your progress have come true. That woman is an absolute miracle worker!
Do you have the strength yet to reach down and lift your skirt? I hope so. If you can, go ahead, there's a fun little surprise waiting for you down there.

That's right, you're wearing your own silky little pair of panties. But that's only the beginning of the fun.

See how smooth you are? There's nothing down there now but a cute little cleft in your panties.
Mm-hmm. I think you know what that means. But go ahead, touch it and see. Slip your hand down into your panties, that's right. There's your soft, downy little fuzz. But what's that down there, where your big, strong prick used to be? What's that moist little slit doing down there?
Feel around, explore it. Stick a finger in. Do you really have a pussy now? Better stick another finger in, to see.

Poor baby. You always wanted to be a big man, but now you're not a man at all. Your cock is gone, honey. All gone, forever. Tossed in the trash. And in its place you have a wet, sensitive little pussy.

You're a girl now. Just like me.

As I said, Dr. Wu really is a miracle worker. She's given you one of the prettiest little pussies I've ever seen, and even a doctor would have a very hard time believing you weren't born with it. They tested your pussy a lot while you were asleep, and you can have orgasms with it and everything. They sent me some footage of the tests, and it was so funny to watch you go crazy while you were hooked up to that big machine, a dildo working your cunt!
Now calm down, baby. I know you probably feel like screaming, but your vocal chords are still rather sensitive. Dr. Wu had to do a lot of work to give your voice the proper pitch. It also took a lot of psychological retraining to give your voice the special qualities we were looking for.

What sort of qualities?
Well, I suppose it's time you found out. Repeat after me:
"Hello, mister."
No, no. Not "Herro, mistah." Hello. Hello, mister. You can do it. Try again. Hello, mister.
Oh. I guess you can't say it correctly. That's a pretty thick accent you've got there, sweetie. And such a sweet, soft little voice too!

I've been watching the footage of your vocal retraining for the past few months, and I never get tired of listening to you stumble over words with that little girl voice of yours. It's just adorable.
But your psychological retraining didn't stop with your voice. No, with all of the drugs and hypnosis, we could have done pretty much anything we wanted to you. We made a lot of modifications I'm rather proud of, putting in blocks so it's next to impossible for you to disobey authority, making you shy and timid, stuff like that.

But the change I'm proudest of is one you fought every step of the way. Even in your groggy, semi-conscious state, you really put up a struggle! So when we finally wore you down, it was quite a satisfying victory.
What was the change? Well, let me demonstrate...
I want you to think about boys for a minute.

Think about a really cute boy, looking at you in your blouse and little skirt. Think about his prick, getting big and stiff when he looks at you. Think about him kissing you, about you grabbing that big prick of his in your soft little hand and tugging on it for all you're worth. Think about getting down on your knees and taking that prick into your hungry mouth, or raising your skirt for him and letting him slide his prick deep into your pussy.

Think about yourself in bed with a boy. Down on your elbows, your ass up while he pounds your pussy. Think about his big, hard cock inside you, how good it feels.

Think about it. Really picture it, in your mind...
As you've no doubt noticed, your heart is beating faster right now. Your mouth is watering. Your nipples are stiff and your pussy is starting to get quite damp. If you don't calm down, you're going to ruin your brand new panties!

You're horny for boys, you naughty girl. Don't bother denying it. Thinking about boys turns you on. A lot. And if you think it's bad now, just wait until you actually see a cute boy. You'll stammer and giggle and blush like... well, like a little schoolgirl!
And you won't believe the thoughts that will go through your mind every time a cute boy is around. It's true what they say, the most innocent-looking girls are the ones with the filthiest minds.

You're programmed to be completely submissive now, and I just hope your first boyfriend doesn't take unfair advantage of that. He sure could have a lot of fun with a girl who will do anything to please her man.
Now I want you to touch your cheek. Go ahead. Notice how soft it is? Not a single facial hair, and not even a bit of stubble. You were never very hairy to begin with, but it still took some work to remove every trace of hair so it would never grow back.

And you've surely noticed the long, black hair growing from your scalp. It reaches halfway down your back now. Yes, it's grown a lot, but as I said you've been asleep a long time. People would have worried about you and wondered where you'd gone, if they hadn't all been told that you were dead. Luckily for us, nobody gave a damn. Actually, plenty of people were glad you were gone. You really were a terribly unpopular guy.
But don't worry, from now on things will be different. You're going to be a sweet, pretty little lady, and everybody will simply adore you.
Are you finally feeling strong enough to stand up? Good, because now we're coming to my favorite part, the part I've been waiting for all this time.

Come on, on your feet, princess. You can do it.
As you can see, your precious muscles are completely gone. All of the estrogen pumping through your system had a lot to do with that, but a long period of relative inactivity helped. Just look at those soft little arms and legs! I can see now why you used to work out so much. Without all that bulk, you really are a delicate little creature. I'd never noticed how tiny your hands and feet were before.
There's a full-length mirror in the closet, and I want you to walk over there and open the closet door. See, walking isn't so hard, its all coming back to you now.
Now, open the closet door. See all the pretty little outfits in there? Those all belong to you. Nothing but white blouses and pleated little skirts. Just one crisp new schoolgirl outfit after another.

Don't worry, you'll get to wear other kinds of clothes eventually. But this is what you'll be wearing for now. All day. Every day.
Now open the closet door wider, so you can see the mirror.
There we go. Look at your new face.

Yes, that is really your face. That pretty little Asian girl is you. Go ahead, pinch your chubby cheeks.

Blink. Tug at your eyelids, if you want to.

You're not white anymore. You look as Asian as I do.

Get used to that face. This is the new you.

Fortunately your eyes were naturally brown, so we didn't have to change the color to match your new face. You'd think the hardest part would have been making you Asian, but Dr. Wu told me that your eyelids were pretty easy. It was restructuring your jaw and cheekbones that presented the real challenge. Well, that and the skin resurfacing. It was an experimental process, but you healed up wonderfully.

Dr. Wu worked from some pictures of me when I was teenager, and the resemblance is amazing. You look just like a little me! Go ahead, smile at yourself. Doesn't that look just like my smile, when I first met you?

Aw, don't be self-conscious about your smile, honey. You always said you liked an Asian girl with buck teeth. And thanks to the company's dentistry program, now you've got a cute little pair of your own. Don't worry, as long as you keep your mouth shut, they're hardly noticeable.
As you can see, you now don't look a day over sweet 16, and Dr. Wu tells me you shouldn't begin to show any fresh signs of aging for a good ten or fifteen years. I'm afraid that you won't be able to buy yourself a beer again for a long time.
Oh, and if I were you, I wouldn't plan on trying to have any surgical "corrections" to make yourself look like a man again. Dr. Wu's treatments worked wonderfully, but they are experimental. Let's just say that if you try to seriously tamper with your face, the results will not be pleasant to look at. Believe me, this is the face you'll be seeing in the mirror from now on.

Oh, and your body is making its own estrogen now. Quite a lot of it, actually. So, I'd get used to those boobs. I can't wait to see how big you're going to get!
You could try lifting some weights to bulk up, but it would be pretty hopeless. You'll never have the upper body strength you used to have, or the determination to keep pumping iron. But don't you worry; I'm sure that you'll have plenty of weight to carry around, once those boobs of yours have finished growing.
Now, this recording is almost over. So until I see you again, I want you to be a good girl. Pay attention in your classes and do all your homework.

In a few minutes you'll hear a knock on the door. That'll be Ms. Black, the headmistress of your new school. The room you're in now is where you'll be sleeping at night, but in the daytime you'll be attending classes with other special little girls who have benefited from the organization's treatments.
You'll find the other girls just as sweet and docile as you are, if not quite so pretty. Maybe you'll even make some little girlfriends.
The school is quite heavily fortified, so don't even think of trying to cut class. Escape is quite impossible. And even if you could work out a way to do it, you'll be much too afraid of punishment. I understand Ms. Black can be rather strict. Her motto is "spare the rod and spoil the child." And we wouldn't want to get a spanking, would we?

Thanks to your psychological reprogramming you'll no doubt find yourself terrible eager to please Ms. Black. But during your first few months at the school, I don't doubt you'll force her to show you some discipline.
Are you crying, sweetie? Thanks to your mental retraining and all of that estrogen coursing through your system now, you'll find it much easier to cry than it used to be and a lot harder to get angry.

After everything you've been through, I'd imagine you're crying now. You lost your precious muscles and your cock, and now you're just a crying schoolgirl. Poor baby.

Well, cheer up. I promise I'll come there to visit you in a few months. And if you're a very good girl, eventually I'll be taking you home to live with me as my daughter! Doesn't that sound wonderful?

I think I still look a little young to be your mother, but if I tell people I had you when I was a teenager, it should be just about believable. The organization is taking care of all of the birth records and everything, so that shouldn't be a problem. They think of everything.

I just can't wait to show you your new bedroom, all pink and pretty for my little princess. As soon as you come home I'll take you shopping, and we'll buy you lots of cute little outfits. Frilly dresses, high heel shoes. Nothing's too good for Mommy's little angel.

But just because I spoil you, that doesn't mean I'll tolerate misbehavior. If you ever talk back to me, or sneak out after your curfew, or do anything else to make your mommy angry, you will be punished severely. That's right: you're going right across my knee, and then I'll flip up your skirt and spank your little ass until you're crying for mercy. That's the only way to teach a bad girl!
Mind you, you'll only be allowed to leave the school after tests have conclusively proven that your psychological and physical transformation is complete. There's no way you're leaving this place until we're certain you're an obedient little lady, through and through.
Besides, you're not quite ready for the outside world yet. It seems the doctors kind of overdid some of your psychological reprogramming, and now...

Well, I'm afraid you're a little cock-crazy. During your retraining, you got kind of fixated on the dildos. If we put you in a regular school with boys, you'd give yourself to the first cute one who smiled at you. While you're at your new school your teachers will try to teach you a little restraint, but it seems it may already be too late.

I did want you to be a prim and proper little lady. But if you grow up to be a slut... well, I guess that's fine, too.
Well, you've got a lot of learning ahead of you, so I suppose I'll let you get to it. You'd better hurry, or you'll be late for your first class.

You'll find your Hello Kitty pencils and folder in the top drawer of the bedside table. And if you feel like primping a bit (and you will, constantly,) you'll find plenty of makeup and perfume in the bathroom.
Oh, listen! Was that a knock?

I suggest you answer it. Ms. Black doesn't like to be kept waiting.

A Day at the Feminization Factory
by Mindi Flyth
Myra grinned to herself as she pulled on her rubber glove and snapped it against her wrist. She inhaled deeply, savoring the scent of talcum powder in the air.
"Almost 9:05," she said. "They're late with the first one today."
Amanda looked up from the tray of instruments she was setting up.
"Anna said they've got plenty of guys scheduled for us today." She sighed. "We'll be busy."
Myra gave her a worried look.
"You don't sound too happy about it."
"I think I need a little vacation or something. Lately I've just been kind of... bored."
Myra laughed.
"Bored? How the heck could you possibly get bored, doing this?"
Amanda shrugged.
"I guess a person can get bored doing anything, if she does it enough."
Myra shook her head and flipped a few switches. Various machines hummed to life around them, fluids coursing through pulsing tubes.
"I think you just need to get a little crazier with the guys," Myra said. "That's all. Have some fun with it, get vicious. You're too easy on them."
"I can't help it." Amanda sighed again, idly toying with the buttons on the front of one of the machines. "To be honest, I guess I kind of feel a little sorry for the guys, sometimes."
Myra twisted a knob on the largest machine in the room. It began to emit a low-pitched hum that made all the instruments vibrate slightly in their trays.
"They're here for a reason, sweetie," Myra said. "You know they all deserve everything that's happening to them. And more."
"Yeah, of course.” Amanda started to pull on her own gloves. “I don't know, maybe I will trying being a little more hardcore today. I guess it's worth a shot."
They heard the squeaky wheels of a gurney coming up the hall outside. Myra grinned at Amanda.
"Ooh! First one of the day. Come on, let's do the bad girl pose."
Amanda chuckled wryly and shook her head.

They got into position, standing side by side, ramrod straight, hands on their hips and with sneering expressions on their faces, looking just as cruel and sexy as they could manage.
The "bad girl pose" had been Amanda's idea, way back when. They did it for every guy who was brought in. It was kind of silly and over the top, but it sure seemed to make an impression on the guys.
"Wait," Myra said. "Can't forget the boobies!"
They both laughed and adjusted their cleavage in their push-up bras, fluffing up their breasts to look as big as possible. Then they resumed the bad girl pose.
The door opened and Anna wheeled in the first guy of the day. Like all the others, he was naked and held down on the gurney with strong restraints.
He was big. Hairy and muscular, just a bit chubby. Thick and masculine. His cock was limp, but even so it was still impressive.
"Hi, Anna," Myra said. "It looks like you've brought us a very large and manly fellow this morning."
"Yeah," Anna said. "This bad boy put up a real fight. Have fun with him."
Anna turned and left, the door slamming itself shut behind her. The man looked back and forth between Amanda and Myra desperately.
"Who are you people? What the hell am I doing here?"
Amanda glanced at the clipboard attached to the side of the gurney, then she smirked down at their prisoner.
"Sorry, George. No time to answer questions. We have quotas to maintain this morning. Lots of important work to do, you know. So, let's get right to work on you."
"Quotas? What kind of quotas? What do you mean, get to work on me?"
Amanda moistened a little pad and scrubbed his arm. He looked at her with wild eyes.
"What are you doing?"
"This is gonna hurt," she said with a grin.
She picked up a hypodermic needle from the tray and jabbed it into his arm. He jolted on the gurney, writhing and kicking, fighting against his restraints.
"What was that? What the hell was that?"
"Oh," Amanda said, "that was nothing compared to what's coming, George."
Myra walked over to the gurney and leaned over George with a scientist's eye, as if she was inspecting a specimen in a petri dish.

"Hey," he said, "you bitches had better let me go, or..."

Myra placed her gloved hand on his penis, wrapping her fingers firmly around the shaft. She lifted it up, examining his balls.
"Mm. Very fine cock on this one. A shame, really."
"Yeah." Amanda chuckled. "Too bad he can't donate it to somebody more deserving. I've known a few boys who could've done wonders with that thing."
In a panic, George struggled wildly against his restraints, the muscles of his arms and legs bulging.

"Let me go," he said. "I don't know who you two cunts are, but..."

Myra smiled at him as she began to tug at his cock, working it. That shut him up.
"Does that feel good, George? You like that?"
He squirmed as she kept tugging. She had done her little jerk off routine to countless men by now, and she knew just what it took.

George was rapidly getting hard in Myra's gloved hand. She licked her lips and locked eyes with him.
"I've seen a lot of these things, but this one is a real beauty. You have to be well over seven inches. You're more like eight, or eight and a half, maybe. Have you measured it?"

George struggled on the gurney again, but Myra just kept tugging. He was slippery with sweat now, his cheeks flushing red. And his cock just kept getting bigger.
"What is this sick shit? Who are you bitches?"
Myra tugged harder and faster. George was obviously trying not to give away how good it felt, but as Myra kept tugging his cock it was becoming more stiff and purple every moment. He bit his lip and groaned softly.
"Please. Stop. Why are you doing this to me?"

Myra paused the pumping of her wrist, looking down at George's throbbing erection.
"I think that's about as big as you're going to get. Would you say this is about as big as you can get, George?"
He swallowed hard, confused.
"What?"
"Your cock, silly. Is this about the biggest you can get?"
"I don't know. I guess."

She smiled.
"Very nice. You have a cock any man would be proud of. I hope you've had a lot of fun with it."
Myra ran her gloved fingers slowly up his shaft and began to teasingly circle the head of his cock. It pulsed in Myra's hand, a little trickle of pre-come appearing on the tip. George looked down at it and shivered, painfully aroused despite himself.
"Take a good look at it, George," Myra said. "Memorize every little detail. Every hair, every tiny bump, every mole and vein."
She let go of his cock, letting it flop down against his belly. She glanced down at it, then she gave George a smirk.
"Years from now, you'll wonder if you really used to have one. Was it really this long? Was it really this thick? Did you really used to be a man?"
George shook his head, returned to his senses and began to frantically struggle against his restraints again.
"Listen, there are people who know I'm missing! They'll be looking for me, right now!"
"They won't find you," Myra said simply. "And when we're done with you, they won't recognize you."
George pulled against his restraints hard enough to shake the whole gurney. He was a strong one.
"You crazy bitches! I swear, when I get loose, I'm gonna kick both of your little bitch asses!"
Amanda laughed. Myra glanced over at her and grinned, pleased to see that Amanda seemed to be shaking off her funk and genuinely getting into this. The really nasty, macho boys were always the most fun. They brought out the best in a girl.
"We're little bitches, Myra. That's what George said."
"Yeah. George is angry at us. I'm afraid of the big, strong, angry man. Aren't you afraid, Amanda?"
Amanda hugged herself, pretending to shiver.
"Oh, I'm ever so afraid, yes. However shall we protect ourselves from this big, strong, angry man?"
Myra bit her lip, looking thoughtful.
"Hmm." Then she held up a finger, as if she'd had a brainstorm. "Hey, I know!"
She leaned forward and put her hands on George's thighs, sneering down at him. His cock was still swollen and dark. She batted it playfully around, like a cat with a toy.
"I know just what to do with George, Amanda. Let's turn him into a little bitch, too."
George's eyes went wide.
"What?"
"Yeah," Amanda said. "That's an excellent idea."
Amanda bent down, reached into the cabinet beneath one of the machines and slid out a drawer full of dozens of little vials, all different colors. There were blood reds, sea greens, sky blues and many more.
"Hmm. What do you think, Myra? Blonde? Or redhead?"
"I don't know. We do so many white girls. Why don't we make him Asian or something, just to mix things up?"
George was looking back and forth between them, obviously struggling to believe what he was hearing.
"You're crazy. You cunts are both crazy."
"Yeah, yeah."
Myra held up his erection so he could see it.
"Say goodbye to your precious penis, honey. Believe me, you'll miss it when it's gone."
Amanda held up a green vial.
"I have a beautiful Chinese girl, here. Wanna make him Chinese?"
Myra considered. She looked at his chart.
"Well, he is a racist, it says here. Chinese could be fun. But I don't know... I know the blonde thing is cliche, but I just kind of wanna make George a blonde. Wouldn't he make a good blonde?"
Amanda folded her arms and looked down at him.
"I suppose. We got another guy in here at 9:30, so we better just pick something. Let's go with blonde."
She reached into the drawer and pulled out a silvery-blue vial.
"Here goes."
She popped it into a slot on one of the machines. In a moment, the silvery-blue fluid was coursing through the machine's pulsing tubes.
"Please," George said. "I don't know what you women think you're doing..."
"We don't think we're doing anything," Myra said. "We are doing it. You're going to be a beautiful blonde, George. Doesn't that sound fun?"
Myra rolled the machine over so it was pointed at his head. She could point it anywhere at his body, but the head was obviously the scariest place. She flipped a few switches and the machine began to make a high-pitched, throbbing noise, and then it projected a beam of blue light that traveled up and down George's body.

George looked at it with horror.
"What is that thing? What does it do?"
Myra rolled her eyes.
"Jeez, we just told you about nine times, George. You're a slow learner, huh? Your chart says you have an average IQ, but frankly I'm beginning to have my doubts."
George was squirming in his restraints.
"Oh, God. I'm itching all over. What the fuck is happening to me?"
Myra and Amanda exchanged a look. Amanda sighed.
"See why I get bored?" She wriggled and spoke with a dumb, whiny voice, imitating George. "Oh, God! The beam is making me itchy all over! They always say the exact same shit, you know?"
"Just give it a second. This next part will make it all worthwhile."
Suddenly George screamed and began to convulse.
"There we go," Myra said.
George was going into spasms. As he continued to scream and twitch his flesh began to warp, pinching in and bulging out in random places, like he was a raw clay figure and invisible hands were twisting him into a new shape.
The loose flesh around his waist was squeezed down and spread around into soft padding across his hips and ass. The muscles of his shoulders lost all definition and withered away in seconds, leaving him with newly wide hips and a narrow upper body. His jawline rounded out as his stubble seemed to shave itself off. Suddenly he looked as if he was wearing makeup. Each time he blinked his eyelashes were longer and fuller.
He howled as his penis jumped up inside of him like a frightened rabbit fleeing into its hole, and then there was a wet, ripping sound as a little split formed between George's balls. Myra bit her lip, swooning just a little. She never got tired of hearing a man grow a vagina.
"Oh, my God," George said, his voice high but not yet female. "My dick... It's..."
"Gone, yeah." Myra said. "All gone."
She watched as each of George's testicles instantly deflated and they spread apart and flattened themselves against his crotch, forming the lips of his new, pink pussy.
George had become a large, homely, flat-chested woman. But his changes weren't complete. He looked down at his chest and gasped.
"No! Not that! No!"
All the hair on his chest was being sucked back inside of his skin strand by strand, like a time-lapse film of hair growth, run backwards. Then his strong pectoral muscles abruptly deflated, giving him the small, saggy, pointy breasts of an old man. An instant later they began to puff up and grow round and bouncy, as though somebody had hooked up his nipples to bicycle pumps.
Within ten seconds, his breasts were bigger than Myra's... and Myra was a girl who never paid for drinks. As George struggled against his restraints his new boobs jiggled and sloshed against his ribs, his pink nipples stiff and pointy in the cold air of the room.
He shook all over and screamed louder than ever. He was suddenly much smaller, and his restraints were hardly holding him down anymore. Long, blond curls spilled from his scalp as his lips plumped up and his nose flattened out into a cute little button. He was shaking so much now that it was hard to see what was happening to him anymore.
He screamed one more time, a woman's scream.
He fell back on the gurney, panting. His change was complete. He sat up slightly and looked down at himself, his mouth hanging open. He was blond and baby faced, with enormous breasts, ample hips and soft and slender limbs. He had tiny hands with inch-long nails growing from his fingertips, and his golden pubic hair was already shaped into a perfect Valentine heart.
Myra and Amanda's boys were always pretty, but George had turned out exceptionally well.
"How..?" George's voice came out as a cute little squeak. "My voice!"
"Yep." Myra began to undo his restraints. "Your voice."
"Wait."
Amanda was looking at George appraisingly.
"We haven't done a baby job for a while. You wanna?"
Myra looked at Amanda uncertainly.
"What, the full baby job? Really? That's..."
"Pretty hardcore?"
Myra laughed.
"I was going to say complicated. But yeah, that's serious stuff. Usually we save that one for the real assholes."
Amanda thought it over.
"OK. Not the full baby. Let's just make him seven. Or eight."
Myra grinned.
"Six. I like six."
Amanda grinned back at her.
"Six it is."
Myra pushed away the machine that had made George a blonde, while Amanda wheeled over the largest machine in the room. It had a squeaky wheel they'd been meaning to fix forever. She adjusted a few dials.
"There. All set for six. Stand back."
Myra stepped out of the machine's range. George looked at them both pleadingly with his new, sparkling blue eyes.
"No! Please!"
Amanda hesitated. George was crying now, tears trickling down his pretty face.
"Please, I'll do anything! Please, don't do this to me."
Amanda and Myra exchanged a look. Amanda smiled down at George.
"Shh. Big girls don't cry, Georgie. You can cry in a minute, when you're little."
Amanda fired up the machine. A blinding yellow-green light enveloped George. His huge breasts retreated into his chest, his face became even softer and more delicate. As he spoke, the pitch of his voice rose with each syllable.
"No! Make it stop! Make it stop!"
There was one last, blinding flash, and then the yellow-green beam died out and the machine went quiet. George's was now a tiny blonde girl and his restraints were loose enough that he could easily get up off of the table. He looked down over the side, afraid of the large drop to the floor.
He sobbed, putting one hand over his crotch and another over his chest.
"You bitches!" He looked and sounded even younger than he was. "I'll kill you, I swear I will!"
Amanda made a face of exaggerated shock.
"Watch your language, Missy! Little ladies aren't supposed to talk like that!"
Myra laughed. George had turned out so well. He was a simply adorable child.
Amanda went over and unfastened his now useless restraints. He looked up at her fearfully. She picked him up and set him gently down on the floor. He struggled to cover his body as he looked all around him, terrified by his new, larger world.
"Let's get you dressed up pretty, Georgie," Amanda said. "We have a cute little outfit all ready for you."
Myra frowned.
"You sure we got something for a six-year-old, Amanda? We haven't made anybody six for a while."
"I'm sure. I checked. We still got plenty of pretty outfits for girls like Georgie."
She went over to the locker in the corner, opened it up and began to look through the clothes hanging there.
"Let's see. Hooker dresses, no. Obviously. Lingerie, goodness no. Oh, here we go."
She pulled out a very pink, very ruffly dress. It had poofy shoulders and a full skirt with crinolines. It looked like something a little girl would wear to a wedding in 1950.
"No," George said miserably. "Please, you have to be kidding."
Amanda smiled down at him.
"You wanna be even younger, Georgie? Wanna be a baby?"
He whimpered and wiped away a tear.
"No! Please, change me back into a man!"
Myra held the dress out to him.
"Unless you wanna start your whole life over as an itsy, bitsy baby girl, you'll put on your little pink dress right now. Understand?"
George sobbed and took the dress from her. He held it over his little body to cover himself, his head hung low.
Amanda bent down to talk to him and clasped her hands between her knees, like a teacher speaking to a slow child.
"Come on, Georgie. We have quotas, remember? You need to go soon, so it's time to get dressed up pretty."
He looked down wretchedly at the dress in his hands and then held it out so he could step into it.
"Other way, Georgie. Over your little head. Don't mess up your pretty hairdo."
He did as she said. He pulled the dress down over his shoulders and it hung loosely on his tiny frame. Amanda got down on one knee and yanked up the zipper on the back of his dress, making him jump.
"There. All zipped up."
She steered him over to a mirror.
"See what a pretty girl you are, Georgie?"
He looked at his reflection, horror struck. He looked away, but then he couldn't help himself and he looked again.
"This can't be happening. I'm not... it can't be real."
He touched his cheeks, tugging at them as if he could pull his face off like a Halloween mask. He worked his mouth and blinked his eyes at the mirror, trying to believe that he was really the precious little angel he saw in the mirror.
Amanda went back over to the locker and came back with tiny pink shoes, ruffled socks and a pair of miniature panties. She held the panties out.
"OK, pick up your little foot so Auntie Amanda can help you put on your panties."
He looked up at her incredulously.
"I can dress myself!"
"Maybe you can, now. But you won't be able to, if we make you a baby."
His eyes went wide with fright and he stepped into the panties Amanda was holding. She slipped them up his legs quickly and snapped them into place beneath his flouncy skirt.
"Pick you feet up for me now, Georgie. Time for your pretty little socks."
He looked at her hatefully as she slid the ruffled socks onto his tiny feet. Myra tried not to laugh. He really was the cutest little girl they'd ever made.
"And her shoes," Myra said. "Don't forget her little shoes."
"Of course not. Can't forget her little shoes."
Amanda lifted George's feet and slid on his shoes. Then she stood up and took a few steps back to look at him. Her cheeks were pink and her neck and cleavage were dewy with fresh perspiration.
"Curtsy for us, Georgie."
Myra looked over at Amanda, impressed. Curtsying was new, they never made a guy do that before. George looked up at her, not understanding.
"Curtsy? I don't know..."
"Lower your head."
He did so, shivering slightly.
"Now hold the ends of your skirt in your hands, and put one foot behind the other."
His shoulders slumped. He'd obviously seen little girls do this in old movies or something and now he was recognizing it.
"Now bend at the knees," Amanda said. "Bow for us. Like a good little girl."
"No," Myra said hastily. "Bend all the way down, onto one knee. Do a full curtsy."
George did as he was told, bending down so his skirts were spread out around his little legs. Then he rose to his feet and glared at both of them with eyes full of pure hate. The expression was hilarious on his angelic face.
"There, Georgie," Amanda said. "Now you're a perfect little lady."
He choked back tears, looking down at his tiny, chubby hands. He was like a little girl's doll, come to life.
"What happens to me now?"
Amanda went over and picked him up with only slight effort, resting him against her hip. He squirmed, obviously frightened by being so close to a suddenly gigantic woman.
"We put you right back where we found you," Amanda said. "Right back into your old life. Like this."
She played with the poofs of fabric on his shoulders. He leaned back, trying to get as far away from her as he could.
"Come on," he said. "You can't leave me like this! It's crazy!"
Amanda grinned and stroked his cheek, running her fingertips down his delicate neck.
"You were married, weren't you, Georgie?"
He looked up at her desperately.
"Yes! I have a wife! And two daughters!"
"Well, I guess your wife has a new little girl to raise. And your kids have a brand new little sister. Maybe you can go to school with them."
He wriggled in her arms, trying to break free.
"I won't go to school! I'm a grown man!"
Amanda smirked and took his hand in hers. She held it up so he could see how tiny and childish it was.
"You sure don't look like a grown man, Georgie. And you don't think like one, either. We've completely remade you, physically and mentally, as a six-year-old girl. You've forgotten all kinds of grown-up stuff you knew ten minutes ago."
He sneered at her.
"Don't be stupid."
"Really? Who was the first president of the United States?"
He rolled his eyes.
"Well, of course, it was..."
He paused, a look of horror on his face.
"It was... the... tall man! With the beard! Abe... Um... That guy, you know! With the big hat!"
Myra laughed.
"You're only off by a century, sweetheart. Don't worry, you'll learn all that stuff again. You'll learn history, math, spelling. Everything a little girl needs to know."
Amanda set him back down on the floor. He stared off into space, too stunned to speak or listen. It was no fun when they went into shock like that, they'd just clam up. But Myra knew just the thing to shake him out of it.
"You'll love school. I bet a little cutie like you will have lots of boyfriends."
He blinked and looked up at her.
"Boyfriends? What are you talking about?"
Myra put her hand on Amanda's shoulder, signaling that she could do this one. This had always been Amanda's favorite part.
"You like boys now," Amanda said with a sweet smile. "You're a girl, and you like boys."
George's little face went red. He balled his fists and stamped his feet.
"Shut up! You're both stupid liars! Even if you made me look like a girl, I'm still a man inside! I'm not a kid, and I'm not a girl, and I don't like boys! I don't, I don't, I don't! And you can't make me!"
The door opened and Anna entered while George was still furiously hopping up and down. Anna stood over him, frowning, her hands on her hips.
"Well, I see we have a bad little girl throwing a tantrum. Does somebody need a spanking?"
George gasped and looked up at her with wide, terrified eyes.
"Oh, we've had enough fun with little Georgie for now," Myra said. "Just finish getting her ready to go, and then ship her back home to start her new life."
"Will do, boss."
Anna bent down and picked up George. He hung limp in her arms, like a sack of potatoes.
"Goodness," Anna said with a chuckle. "She's heavier than she looks!"
"Rest her against your hip," Amanda said helpfully. "And put your hand under her bottom to support her weight."
Anna did so, and then she grinned at George.

"I haven't seen one of these little girl jobs in so long. She turned out so cute!"

"I know," Myra said. "I always love the little girl jobs. We should do those more often."

George struggled in Anna's arms and she laughed and pinched his nose, holding up her closed hand for him to see.
"Who's got your nose? Auntie Anna has your nose!"
George looked indignant.
"You don't got my nose!" He didn't sound entirely convinced. "Stop being stupid! You don't got it! That's baby stuff!"
He glanced around, trying to look like he wasn't worried. Then he touched his nose to make sure it was still there. The girls all laughed, and George slumped in Anna's arms, scowling.
"I knew you didn't got it," he whined. "I knew. My nose was just itchy, that's all. I wasn't scared!"
Anna reached for his nose again. He swatted her hand away and put his hand over his nose, looking absolutely terrified. Anna giggled and kissed the top of his head.
"Who is the prettiest little princess ever? You are! That's right!"
He flinched, looking away.
"I'll get you bitches," he said in his little girl squeak. "I'll call the cops, and they'll bust in here and arrest all of you! Then you'll be sorry for doing all this bad stuff, and being so mean to me! You think I'm just a little girl now, but I'm not! I'm a man, and I'll get you!"
Amanda turned back to her instruments, getting them ready for the next guy.
"Yeah," she said over her shoulder, "good luck with that, small fry."
Myra laughed. Amanda was just on fire this morning, it was great to see.
Anna began to carry George out. He kicked and fussed, but she had a good hold of him.
"Let me go, you big, dumb bitch! I can walk by myself!"
Anna chuckled and just kept walking.
"Uh-huh. Do you prefer Georgia, or Georgette?"
As soon as the door closed, Myra and Amanda collapsed into long, loud laughter. It was the first time they'd had a laugh like that in a long while, and it felt wonderful. Finally, Myra put her arm around Amanda.
"There, see? How fun was that?"
Amanda wiped a happy tear from her eye.
"That was pretty awesome, I'll admit it."
"You actually made him curtsy! God, you're a sick bitch."
Amanda shrugged.
"It just came to me. How cute was he, though?"
"Oh, I know! I wanted to dress him up in different outfits, and put him on a shelf. I just wish we could have kept him."
"Yeah." Amanda sighed. "Maybe we could talk them into letting us keep one, sometime. Like one of the really bad ones, some guy who was a rapist and stuff. We could all take care of him, he'd be like a pet or a mascot or something around here."
Myra shook her head, laughing.
"OK, that's so twisted it's even starting to scare me."
"What? That doesn't sound cute? We could dress him up in little outfits every day. Just think, if we had our own little pet Georgie to play games with!"
They heard the squeak of another gurney coming up the hall.
"Oh, shit!"
Amanda stood up straight with her hands on her hips, gesturing for Myra to stand with her.
"Come on! Bad girl pose!"
Myra smiled. The two women stood side by side, ramrod straight, hands on their hips and with sneering expressions on their faces, looking just as cruel and sexy as they could manage.

It was going to be another long but rewarding day.
