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CHAPTER 1:

Peter Reynolds was a sissy. In his childhood that was something that was often said about him in the most disparaging of ways but as an adult Peter was actually quite comfortable with the term. He knew that he was effeminate. He knew that he found men attractive. He knew that he preferred women's clothing. He knew that he wanted to be a girl.

He had certainly paid a price for his overt femininity. Bruised and beaten many times by bullies who couldn't stand the thought of another "fag" in the world, as if somehow he would manage to contaminate their manliness. Shunned and ridiculed by friends and family alike. Living in a shadow world of cross-dressers and transgender people in various stages of transition and other non-conformists of all kinds.

Desperation had driven him to dark thoughts many times but it was actually hope that had brought him to the estate of Dr. Holland Caruthers. He had been "recruited" by a handsome young man he knew only as "Doug" at a bar in San Francisco. At first Peter had been disappointed to discover that Doug wasn't looking for a hookup but what the young man was offering sounded even more intriguing, if not completely impossible.

Doug had explained that his employer, Dr. Caruthers, was a very brilliant and wealthy scientist who was involved in some very interesting and cutting edge experiments concerning gender identity and even sexual transformation. Peter had been in full female appearance mode at the time and Doug had commented that he seemed to have the basic qualifications needed for admittance to the program. An interview with the doctor would have to be conducted first but Doug assured him that he had a good instinct for picking candidates who were accepted.

Peter thought the whole thing sounded a little crazy and might possibly even be some kind of a dangerous setup but at the appointed hour of the interview he found himself being ushered into a very comfortable office in a very large estate that sat on a hill overlooking the Pacific.

At first Peter was a little nervous that Doug wasn't there to greet him but a very pretty maid knew all about his appointment and guided him to a seat in front of a large, oak desk. He was offered a drink but politely refused. After a few minutes of waiting the doctor made his grand entrance and took a seat behind the desk.

"I'm Dr. Holland Caruthers and this is my home as well as my laboratory. If you enter the program it will be your home as well for the next three years. Do you have any obligations that would preclude you from such a commitment?"

"No, not really I suppose," Peter replied.

"Good, that's the first hurdle out of the way. When I say that this will be your home I should add that you will not be allowed to leave unsupervised or without permission for the duration of your stay. Your needs will be taken care of I assure you and it is more than likely that you will participate in various fieldtrips from time-to-time but I must be clear about the fact that you will be largely cut off from the outside world."

"Like a prisoner?"

"In some ways, yes I'm afraid," said the doctor in a straight forward manner. "Total honesty between us is absolutely essential to make this program work for everyone. And total obedience on your part will be expected."

"So more like a slave than a prisoner even," Peter commented.

"Again, in some ways it may appear to be so but you will always be free to terminate your participation in the program if you ever become displeased or offended by what you are asked to do."

"And what exactly might I be asked to do?" Peter inquired suspiciously.

"Let me explain the program to you in brief. The people who enroll in this program are young men who either fantasize about, desire or in some way feel that they would be happier living life as a woman. I assume that you are such a person?" asked the doctor.

"I think it's safe to say that. Your man Doug must have gotten that impression from my getup at the bar the other night."

"Good. We'll discuss that later in much greater detail but as long as I know that you are someone who may wish to take advantage of what I have to offer I shall continue to outline the plan," said Dr. Caruthers as he settled back into his seat. "You see I have devoted a great deal of time and material resources to the study of transgender longings, what we in the old days would have referred to as gender dysphoria. While some in the medical community continue to think of this as a mental disorder requiring some sort of a cure I have always viewed it as a very logical and natural consequence of the genetic roulette wheel that arbitrarily dispenses our supposed identities. I believe that you wish to be a woman simply because you actually are one and were simply unlucky to be provided the vessel that now contains you. My program is designed to unlock the truth and bring you ultimately into the identity you were meant to enjoy."

"So you're talking about an actual sex change?"

"The program is designed with various stages. If you progress through the stages successfully there will come a time where you will have to make a choice. You can remain feminized but genetically unaltered or you can proceed to the transformation phase and actually become a woman in every way possible. That's one of the reasons the program takes so much time. Only the most ideal candidates are chosen for the ultimate transition and one must think very carefully before taking that leap. More people enter the program than complete it I assure you."

"Is this legal?" asked Peter.

"Some aspects are legal but not fully sanctioned. Some things definitely not legal at all. I'm sorry if that sounds nebulous but what I'm doing here is revolutionary and if I waited for mainstream science to catch up with me I'd probably be dead or retired at any rate. You will be expected to sign a full non-disclosure agreement about anything you see, hear or do here. Secrecy is an essential part of what I'm doing I'm afraid. That's one of the reasons why you won't be able to freely communicate with the outside. I need to protect the people in the program and protect my investment. Any breach of that will be cause for immediate dismissal."

"It sounds a little scary but you've definitely got my curiosity aroused. What am I getting into in these early stages anyway?"

"The program begins with complete and immersive feminization. From the moment you enter the program you will be treated as a female twenty four hours a day. You will take a female name and only be addressed by that name for the duration of your stay. You will receive instruction in how to think and behave like a woman and you will be tested periodically to gauge your progress," explained the doctor.

"What do you mean by tested?"

"You may be presented to people who are unaware of your current genetic identity to see how well you react and how you are perceived by them. You may be asked to participate in sexual activity with men. Whatever you are asked to do you must agree to or you will be removed from the program."

"But I'll always have that choice?"

"Yes, most definitely. I'm not interested in forcing anyone to do anything they don't want to do. I have my methods of working and those methods may seem strange, even repugnant to some people, that's not really my concern. If you're the right kind of person for the program this will probably be the happiest three years of your life, or at least the door that leads to the life you desire. If you're not you probably won't last very long but in any case you won't have lost anything. You can always walk out of here and go back to your old life anytime you want."

"Wow, that's quite a lot to think about," said Peter as he rubbed his chin.

"Take your time. Stroll around the grounds if you wish but I will need your decision before you leave. Naturally if you choose to participate you'll have time to settle your affairs with such things like rent and utilities and so on but I find that people who succeed in the program don't usually require much time to make up their minds. If what I have to offer appeals to you think about it carefully because I can assure you that you will never get such an offer anywhere else."


CHAPTER 2:

There was a basic physical examination and a fair amount of paperwork to deal with aside from the non-disclosure agreement such as a medical history, a personality profile, which Peter assumed was some sort of psychiatric test, and a contract of sorts. It had only taken Peter a few minutes to decide that he wanted in and about a week or so to wrap things up in his old life. He had no close friends or steady lovers who would miss him and his ties to his family had been severed some time ago. His dead end job was no problem to walk away from but all of this really did underscore just how alone in the world he really was.

He was allowed to bring two suitcases from home although they would simply be locked up until he was ready to leave. Most of his meager possessions he just gave away or threw out. In the end he couldn't even fill two suitcases with things that he cherished enough to hang onto. It was a pretty sad statement about the state of his life.

Upon arrival he was fitted with a very realistic breast form that strapped around the body with a flesh colored band. The whole contraption matched his skin tone so effectively that at a glance one might easily think they were real boobs. They certainly felt real in that they squished, and moved and had weight to them. It was going to take a while to get used to having these things on all the time but it was a pleasant sensation and gave Peter some hope that he had made the right choice.

Once he was outfitted with his new breasts and a similar device that allowed him to tuck his penis away and create a more feminine silhouette he was led from the fitting room wearing nothing but the artificial genitals. Even though he was actually completely covered the sensation of being nude was hard not to notice. He walked through the house, which was even larger than it appeared from the outside, and was brought to a very small and rather plain-looking room. Not exactly a jail cell but not quite a college dorm either.

"Have you chosen your name yet?" his "guide" asked him.

"Yes. I'd like to be Penelope...or Penny I guess if you prefer a nickname.," Peter answered.

"Penelope it is," said the guide making a note on a clipboard. "From now on you will always be addressed by that name and referred to in female fashion. It may be difficult at first to think of yourself as "she" instead of "he" and to be completely at home with this new name but in time it will become second nature."

"What do I do now?" asked Penelope.

"Just relax and make yourself comfortable. The doctor will be in to see you shortly. There's a television and a couple of magazines if you feel like reading."

"Do I get any clothes?"

"The doctor will decide what sort of wardrobe you are to be assigned after he meets with you."

The guide departed and Penelope took a look around the room, which didn't take very long. The TV was small but functional and seemed to have a variety of channels available. The magazines were all of the female variety mostly devoted to health and beauty tips and so on. There was no phone and no computer and the dresser and closet were empty. There was also no kind of cooking facility so Penelope assumed that she would be dining elsewhere or would have her meals brought to her.

Soon Dr. Caruthers entered and took a seat on the bed next to Penelope. It still felt strange to appear so naked but he was a doctor after all and this was very much like a medical checkup in many ways.

"Penelope. That's a lovely name. I have a cousin named Penelope but most people call her Penny."

"You can call me Penny if you like," said Penelope with a shrug.

"All right Penny that sounds fine. Now I have of course gone over your personality profile but I'd like to ask you a few more questions. You see all of the girls here start out with some sort of a job. Your job may change over time but at the beginning it's usually some kind of humble domestic task like working in the kitchen or cleaning the rooms. You may move up to serving meals or being a hostess at parties. There are clerical positions or jobs in the gardens if you're more of an outdoorsy person. And of course for some girls there are opportunities of all sorts that may present themselves over time," the doctor explained.

"What sort of opportunities?" asked Penelope.

"Entertaining guests mostly but some of the advanced girls prove to be very good instructors for the new applicants. You might be asked to help with the training program in some way."

"So you throw a lot of parties around here?"

"As a matter of fact I do. They're helpful for the girls by providing a safe environment for social interactions and they're helpful to the program because many of my guests are large financial benefactors. Since I'm not charging you anything and I certainly don't get any sort of government funding or foundation grants I need to make money from somewhere to keep the wheels turning. In some cases I entertain guests who are completely oblivious to the nature of my work and in other cases my guests are well aware of exactly what's going on here and who all these girls are. If you're invited to interact with anyone from the outside you will always be informed of how much they know or don't know."

"I take it sex is involved in this...entertainment."

"Quite often, yes, although not always overtly. There are many ways an attractive woman might entertain a man without going to bed with him," Caruthers pointed out. "Since you've brought the subject up I would like to ask you a few questions about sex if you don't mind."

"Fire away."

"Have you ever had sex while dressed and acting like a man?"

"No, not really."

"But you have had sex while dressed and acting like a woman?"

"Yes definitely."

"What was your first experience?"

"Oh I guess I was about 14 or 15 at the time. I liked to slip out of the house and dress up like a girl in the garage. Sometimes I'd get really brave and even walk around the block or something. I had been doing that for a couple of years I suppose. Well one day I decided to stroll over to the local park and just sat there on a bench for a while watching all the people go by. A man came and sat next to me and I wanted to run off but I was thrilled that he seemed to think I was really a girl. We chatted for a while and then he asked me if I had ever had sex before. I told him no and he asked me if I would like to try it. I told him I was having my period, which was the first thing that popped into my head, but he suggested that there were other ways of having sex."

"Did you know about oral sex at that time?"

"Sure, I had seen plenty of porn and figured that he wanted me to give him head."

"Did that prospect frighten you?"

"Honestly I was more frightened by the idea of getting caught or of doing a lousy job of it than I was about doing the act itself," said Penelope.

"So what happened then?"

"We went into the bushes and he kissed me a few times, which I really enjoyed, and he kept complimenting my dress and how pretty I looked which was a great boost to my confidence. Then he pulled down his pants and showed me his cock. He pretty much talked me through the process telling me when I should kiss it or lick it or when I should put it in my mouth completely and so on. He showed me how to stroke his shaft while I was sucking and after a few minutes he was ready to cum. He just pulled out and ejaculated on the grass. I got a little taste before he did but not much."

"And how did you feel afterwards?" asked Dr. Caruthers.

"Excited...and proud."

"Proud?"

"There was something really appealing about making a man cum, especially an older and more experienced man like that. Acting like a girl usually just got me in trouble or got my ass kicked. Sex was something I could do where I was appreciated. I have no idea whether the guy thought I was really a girl or didn't care or specifically wanted me because I wasn't one. It didn't seem to matter which was fine with me. I went home and masturbated fiercely and started watching all the blowjob videos I could find."

"And how does sex make you feel now?" asked the doctor.

"Pretty much the same...excited and proud. I think I'm a whole lot better at it now than I was back then but the kick I get out of pleasing men is still the same. I like being told that I'm pretty or sexy or cute. I like being desirable to men and satisfying their needs."

"Well my dear I think you are definitely in the right place for that."


CHAPTER 3:

Penelope started out as a maid. Her uniform was wildly inappropriate for the task in a conventional household and appeared more like a sexy Halloween costume but here it was par for the course. Most of the girls were dressed for maximum femininity and sex appeal. It was sort of like walking around the set of a porn movie or something.

She had no idea how many other girls were in the program but it was a large facility and seemed to be very active. Her duties seemed to consist mainly of housekeeping. It was sort of like being a maid in a hotel. She pushed a cart along and tidied up the rooms and made the beds and so on. So far she was only cleaning the rooms of the other girls and staff members. Apparently cleaning a guest's room was a promotion of some kind.

Meals were served cafeteria style in a dining room and those who weren't on duty were required to dress in something nice and feminine. Dresses and skirts were pretty standard attire it appeared.

The girls were kept pretty busy with their work responsibilities and classes of various types each designed to reinforce their feminine identity or teach them traditionally female skills. They were almost constantly reminded of their femininity in some way. In was kind of silly in a way but it was also a lot of fun. Where else could a guy who wanted to be a girl be treated so girly all the time?

Sometimes they were group classes in things like choosing the right cosmetics and how to apply them properly but sometimes they were private sessions where one would put on some headphones and sit in a dark room listening to semi-hypnotic recordings or watching videos. It was probably a type of brain washing but it was a voluntary one and Penelope always felt very good about herself after those experiences.

Some of the videos were quite pornographic and featured gorgeous men, usually with very large erections. The messages were always encouraging the viewer to go ahead and find these images attractive which was no problem for Penelope as this was the sort of thing she looked at on the Internet for fun anyway. Nobody had to encourage her to appreciate the male body and to want to satisfy men's desires.

Despite the fairly large group of young women assembled in the place there hadn't been much time for social intermingling. Meals were the main opportunity to chat and get acquainted and of course there was always some chatter at the group classes but so far there had been no opportunity to really form any kind of close relationships with anyone. Maybe that would change down the line. Penelope definitely had the feeling of being on probation of some kind although no one ever specifically referred to it as that. Girls probably came and went all the time but it was hard to know for sure. Some may simply have been promoted and now spent their time in some other part of the complex.

After about two weeks she was invited to experience something new in her training and was led to a very small room that had a low stool as the only piece of furniture. The room was covered with spotless white tile everywhere and she was instructed to take a seat and do whatever she wanted. At first there wasn't much of anything to do except stare at the floor but soon a little door opened up in one of the walls and a very erect penis poked through.

Penelope tried not to laugh because the whole thing seemed so ridiculous but it was hard to keep her eyes off of the mysterious member aimed straight at her. She knew what a "glory hole" was and had been to a few in the back of some seedy bars and adult video stores. It had always been kind of a kinky thrill and allowed her to perform with a man who wouldn't be able to touch her body and discover her fake boobs or other unfeminine appendages. After two weeks of abstinence and after being bombarded with sexual imagery of naked men the cock in the wall was starting to look very appealing.

Penelope got off the stool and knelt down in front of the penis. She began by stroking it gently and enjoyed feeling its warmth and the little pulsations that were aroused by her ministrations. She wondered who was on the other side of that wall. Was it Dr. Caruthers himself? Maybe the sexy Doug who had disappeared after recruiting her at that bar. That was a nice thought. She'd like to suck Doug's cock so she tried to picture him as the recipient of her services as she finally took the throbbing pole into her mouth.

Whoever he was he was a big boy and there was plenty of man meat to stuff through the hole. Penelope was able to give him a good stroking with both hands and still get some of his stick in her mouth at the same time.

Penelope knew a lot about giving head. Most of the sex she had known in her life consisted of hand jobs and blow jobs. She never liked the idea of spoiling the illusion of being female by taking her clothes off or having anyone touch her too intimately. Although she wasn't terribly proud of it she had even taken money for sucking dicks once or twice when she was really broke and in desperate need of some cash. She always felt that if she could only offer a man one thing she better be damn good at it and she was. The groaning on the other side of the wall was testament to that.

If there was ever a time where she wished she had a pussy it was now. She would have stuck her rump right up to that wall and humped herself silly. There was a moment of contemplation where she did consider the anal option but that wasn't her thing and it might have spoiled the illusion in her head if she had to remove or at least pull down her fleshy underpants. A blowjob would be more than adequate for the first time in this room.

She went with the "Sloppy Josephine" technique with an improvised corkscrew maneuver with her hands that sort of let her feed the cock into her mouth and then back out again. When she sensed that her mystery man was getting ready to pop she tightened up a bit and gave him more friction to work with. Before long she felt the first jerking spasm of orgasm in her hands a millisecond before the taste reached her mouth. She literally sucked him dry and gave his prick a nice kiss before it disappeared back into the wall.

At that point she didn't know what else to do so she sat back down on the stool and waited to see what would happen. If another cock popped out she was ready willing and able to service it but before long the door opened and she was ushered back to her room.

Obviously there would be a report on this of some kind. She wondered whether they were watching her the whole time or recording the action on a hidden camera. The thought of that actually kind of turned her on even more.

Of course she might have actually failed the test. Perhaps she was supposed to sit there stoically and try to ignore the big penis sticking through the wall. Somehow she doubted that. From the way Dr. Caruthers spoke about entertaining guests and the sexually explicit nature of some of their training it seemed pretty obvious that being a good little cocksucker would probably be an asset in this place.

Well she was a good little cocksucker, damn it, and she liked men's dicks. When someone shoves one in your face what's a girl expected to do? She smacked her lips with pleasure just thinking about it and tasted the salty reminder of her session. Probably a red meat eater and probably not a smoker Penelope thought. She was actually kind of a connoisseur of cum and could tell a lot about a man's diet and lifestyle by the way he tasted.

She wondered if the man she had blown knew she was actually a sissy boy. She always wondered that when it wasn't made clear one way or the other. That's why glory holes were kind of nice. The man on the other end probably just assumed that it was a girl giving him the BJ and if it was a good one he'd be even less likely to think anything else. That was actually kind of flawed logic since a lot of "real" girls didn't particularly enjoy giving head while gay men or transgender people were often quite good at it. Better if a guy didn't think about that too much. That was a good way to get the crap beaten out of you or worse.

If it was a test she hoped she would get a good grade for it. She certainly couldn't be faulted for her effort. Whether it was intended as a punishment or a reward or just a part of the program that everyone went through she had no idea but so far it was the best part of being here.


CHAPTER 4:

"Nice to see you Penny, please have a seat."

Penelope had been summoned to the office where she had first met with Dr. Caruthers. She hadn't been back since as the doctor usually swung by her room or one of her classes if he wanted to chat. Penelope thought it felt a little like getting called to the principal's office and worried that she might have done something wrong inadvertently.

"So you've been with us for a little over three months now," said the doctor after checking his notes. "How do you feel?"

"Fine."

"Well that's good to hear but I was hoping for more of an overview of your experiences so far."

"So far everything's been pretty darn good. I keep busy but I don't generally feel overworked. It also makes the time go by really fast. It's hard to believe that it's been three months already," Penelope said with a smile.

"Have you noticed any change in your thinking? I mean do you find it easier to think of yourself as a woman?"

"Absolutely. Of course that's always been my biggest fantasy so you're kind of preaching to the choir with me. I've always loved pretending to be female but here I actually get the chance to live as one without fear or shame."

"And how do you feel about the little room with the stool in it?" asked the doctor.

"Love it! You can send me there anytime you want," Penelope chuckled.

"It doesn't bother you that you're servicing anonymous men through a hole in the wall?"

"No it kind of cuts to the chase. I've been giving head to a lot of random guys in my life. Honestly nothing makes me feel more female than having sex with a man. I wish I was fully equipped to do more things but at least this is something I can do that hopefully men appreciate," Penelope replied.

"It's important to you to have the approval of men?"

"I honestly don't know exactly what that's like. Most men I've met hate me for who I am. The one's I meet in kinky bars and back alleys probably hate me too but they have some kind of fetish that excites them. I think it would be wonderful to have men like me and find me pretty."

"But you are pretty my dear. Very pretty."

"Thank you doctor," Penelope blushed. "You know I've always wondered whether you were one of the men who used that room."

"Would that bother you?"

"Not in the least. I'd be flattered actually."

"Well I'm afraid that I'm not one of those men. It's simply that I have to keep a clinical objectivity with the girls in the program. Intimacy might cloud my judgment and impair my research."

"I understand."

"I think I'm going to reassign you to service training. Would you like that?"

"What would I be doing?"

"You would learn how to serve a formal dinner and learn about serving drinks in a social environment," explained the doctor.

"You mean like a cocktail waitress?"

"Yes, something like that."

"Sounds fine."

"Good. Then I'll see to it that the change is made."

It was somewhat challenging learning how to properly serve a formal dinner but Penelope also found it very interesting. It all seemed so old fashioned, like something out of a movie, but that kind of added to the intrigue. When people are waited on today it's usually in a restaurant and there is a casual informality between the server and the customer. A waitress who isn't friendly and outgoing is probably not going to get as many tips but in a formal situation the service is intended to be almost invisible.

Penelope wasn't sure whether this subservient training was actually meant to do some sort of good down the line psychologically or whether it was simply the way Dr. Caruthers got cheap labor. She did wonder if there was some sort of underlying message at work as there were plenty of classes in beauty and how to walk like a lady but no discussion of feminism or equal rights or the struggle of women in society. There were heavy doses of "you are a girl you love to please men" but not much counterpoint to balance that out.

At first that hadn't bothered Penelope in the slightest because it played right into her own fantasies about being female that were largely fueled by sexual desires and cosmetic appearance. Being a sissy fag was something that men despised. Being an attractive girl was something that they desired. Being a genetic female seemed like the Holy Grail. Once you had the outside that matched the inside everything would be fine.

The possibility of someday being accepted in society as a woman seemed almost too good to be true but this program at least claimed to offer a path that would lead to that. If that meant becoming an over-feminized and subservient woman so be it. It was better than the alternative of going back to her old life the way it was. Plus she had only been here for a few months. Perhaps things would change in time.

One thing that did change for her was the nature of her training. Once she had grasped the basics of formal dining and done a couple of practice dinners she was moved into the cocktail waitress program and informed that she would be working her first party in about two weeks.

This was a whole different ballgame from the stuffy and formal training she had been experiencing. She was now being prepared to mingle with guests and presumably serve up some eye candy and flirtation along with the whiskey sours and martinis. She took to this new job like a duck to water. Penelope loved the idea of prancing around in front of a lot of horny men, bending over to serve them drinks and exchanging witty banter.

The actual waitress part of the deal was trickier to master. She had to learn how to carry a tray full of drinks through a crowded room without spilling anything while looking graceful and sexy the whole time. It took a good deal of practice. It also took a good memory to get the drink orders straight and remember who had ordered what by the time she got back with the drinks. It was tougher than she had initially expected but she was a quick learner and very enthusiastic. A winning smile went a long way.

As the night of the party arrived the girls were briefed that it would be an all male affair and that the men were well aware of the nature of the work being done here. The waitresses would not specifically be expected to provide any other services to the guests but they were warned that these parties sometimes got a little rowdy and some of the guests were more "hands on" with the staff than others. If you agreed to work the party you agreed to work the party regardless of whether you were called upon to do something that wasn't in your job description.

So they were fair game. These men paid good money to the doctor and some of them probably felt that it entitled them to get some sort of personal return for their investment. Hey it was a lot cheaper than trying to save up for sexual reassignment surgery. If these guys knew what they were getting into and didn't mind so be it. Hopefully it would be fun. Plus there was no guarantee that anyone there would want to fuck her anyway. She was going to concentrate on serving drinks and let the rest fall to fate.


CHAPTER 5:

It was an interesting group of men assembled for the party. They were all nicely dressed and ranged in age anywhere from their late 20's up to 50 or older. It was definitely more of an upscale party than anything she had ever attended before, not that she had been to many parties.

Being around different people was actually quite a pleasant thing after being shut off from the world for so long. It was nice to overhear different conversations and make a little small talk with a stranger.

Things were going quite well for her as she had not spilled a drop or messed up an order. Her outfit was even more outrageous than her maid clothes and would have made a Las Vegas cocktail waitress blush. There was very easy access to her rear end which she soon discovered was an invitation for pinching.

"You're quite the cutie aren't you?" said a dapper, middle aged gentleman who had just removed his hand from her ass. "I've never seen you here before. Are you a new girl?"

"Well I've been here for a few months now but this is my first party," Penelope replied with a pleasant smile.

"They shouldn't have been hiding you like that. Come on over and have a seat won't you?"

The only available spot seemed to be on the guest's lap so Penelope set down her tray and took her seat where the guest indicated she should sit. His arm wrapped around her waist and Penelope could feel his erection in his pants. It seemed odd to be taking a break from work like this but no one seemed to mind in the least.

"I'm chuck by the way," the guest said casually as he took a sip of his drink with his free hand.

"I'm Penelope, but you can call me Penny if you like."

"Penny, I like it, though I'm guessing you're worth a whole lot more than that."

"Well I'm yours for free right now so I guess a penny would be a big step up."

"I'm afraid my dear you have no idea how much it costs to be invited to this party," Chuck said with a wry smile. "But it seems like it may have been money well spent. So tell me Penny, do you like sucking cocks?"

"As a matter of fact I do. I love it really," she replied honestly.

"Would you like to suck my cock?"

"Right now?"

"No time like the present."

Penelope looked around the room and noticed that there was a fair bit of groping going on between the guests and some of the girls but nothing that had gotten too explicit so far. She wasn't sure where to take this guy or what rooms might be off limits. Nobody had totally prepared her for this. Apparently finding privacy was not a concern to Chuck as he instructed Penelope to get up for a moment while he pulled down his pants. He then sat back down again and picked up his drink.

"Well show me what you've got honey," he instructed.

Penelope got down on her knees in front of the chair and began to service Chuck's very hard dick. She noticed the gray coloring creeping into his pubic hair and thought it looked interesting. She had a very good view of it as her head was bobbing up and down on his pecker.

Nobody seemed to mind that she was blowing some dude in a chair in the middle of a party. At a frat party there probably would have been a crowd of guys taking pictures and cheering them on but here it was the most natural thing in the world. He was a man who liked having his dick sucked and she was a woman who liked sucking dick. That seemed to be all there was to it. The public nature of the act was incredibly arousing but Penelope never really thought about climaxing as something she needed to do as part of the actual sex act. There would be time to masturbate later while recalling the experience.

"Oh baby girl you are good...you are very good," Chuck crooned between drinks. "You could suck the chrome off the bumper of a '57 Chevy!"

Penelope probably should have felt embarrassed or degraded by this kind of objectification but praise from men was music to her ears. Supposedly this guy knew that there was a dick tucked away in her panties but he didn't act like it bothered him at all. She was just a cute girl giving him a quality blowjob.

For Penelope it was actually kind of strange to even think about her male bits between her legs these days. She used to think of her penis as "pathetic" and "tiny" even though there was nothing abnormally small about it. It simply helped her to disassociate herself from the male gender by diminishing her sexual apparatus in her mind. It was a nuisance that got in the way and kept her from having a nice panty line. It wasn't a pussy so what good was it? Since she had been in the program she had literally begun to forget that it even existed sometimes. It was constantly tucked away and even the act of urinating was always done sitting down in the female fashion so she never had to look at it if she didn't want to, which she certainly didn't.

The old penis still came in handy for masturbating but that wasn't something she did all the time. The less aware she was of her cock and balls the better. Tonight she couldn't help but think about it because the old fear of being discovered was still embedded in her brain. She had been told that these men knew all about her male equipment and didn't care but that was a hard concept to totally accept.

When she finished Chuck she swallowed every last drop of his cum and even cleaned him up with a cocktail napkin before the man packed his tool away.

"By God girl you sure know what you're doing down there! Boys, this fine little cocksucker is wasting her time serving drinks. She should be crawling under the table all night ringing your bell cords."

Some of the men around Chuck laughed and some gave Penelope rather hungry looks but no one moved to unzip his fly yet. For many women this whole experience would have been something of a nightmare but to Penelope it was strangely intoxicating and even liberating in a way. She had never felt more female in her life and even more she felt desirable and attractive.

As she picked up her tray and resumed serving drinks she noticed that there were other little sexual scenarios playing out around the room. Many of the girls who were there specifically for "entertainment" purposes had disappeared, presumably to some secluded room elsewhere in the house. At the moment there were so many waitresses engaged in some kind of sex that Penelope's services at the bar were in great need.

She had been in some pretty raunchy dives where the "tranny" hookers gave hand jobs under the table or two guys were going at it in the bathroom but she had never really expected this kind of open sex in such a posh environment. On one hand this place was a medical research facility but in here it looked more like a branch of the Hellfire Club. This was a world that she would never have guessed existed.

Before the night was through she got groped a few more times and sucked another dick or two along the way but nobody had taken her off anywhere or suggested anything more than a blowjob. That was fine with her because she was still a little frightened of the idea of anal sex. She decided that night that it was probably time to do something about that.


CHAPTER 6:

She had been provided with a number of dildos and vibrators and other sex toys but never really quite understood what she was supposed to do with them. It sort of felt like they were rubbing salt in the wound of not having a vagina. Suddenly it occurred to her that she might be able to put them to use anyway. So began Penelope's anal training.

Penelope really had no idea why she had been so reluctant to try this before. Giving head was actually a much more personal thing that involved looking at the man you were blowing while anal was usually something done while facing away from your partner. Part of it was probably the fear of detection. If she showed someone her ass they were bound to notice the dick hanging between her legs. She didn't mind the idea of being penetrated like that at all and in fact always kind of longed for it because it seemed like kind of a substitute for a pussy.

Here in this environment where fear of detection was presumably not something to worry about it really made sense to prepare herself for another entry option. Choosing the smallest toy she had and liberally lubricating it she finally decided to take the plunge and gently began to push the dildo into her anus. It was a weird sensation but pleasant once she started to get used to it. There was no way to escape the fact that she still had a dick or that her dick was getting hard but she tried to ignore that and concentrated on the fantasy of being penetrated by a man.

After a while the feeling was too intense and without really noticing it she suddenly realized that she had been stroking her cock and was about to cum. There was a moment of panic as she had not prepared for this and had no desire to make her bed a sticky mess so she ran like crazy for the bathroom and managed to aim for the toilet just in the nick of time. A little sort of dribbled onto the floor but she cleaned it up immediately.

In a way she felt ashamed that she had resorted to the manly practice of jacking off but at the same time it was interesting to be on the receiving end of penetration while climaxing simultaneously even if she had been forced to resort to her stupid little cocklette as the means of achieving the orgasm. Like it or not that was still the tool for the job.

It was ironic that Penelope's self-esteem had never been higher. Her time here had been spent primarily in domestic service and now it appeared that she was some kind of unpaid sex worker as well. She was sexually objectified at every turn. And yet because she had never felt very good about herself she was finding the praise and attention quite exhilarating. Her family never had much use for a sissy son who liked to wear dresses. As a man she seemed to completely fail at everything she thought she was supposed to do. It was hard to get and keep a job. Just walking down the street was cause enough for public ridicule.

Now she felt that she had value, whether it was cleaning rooms or serving drinks or sucking cocks under the table. Everyone was friendly. People were nice to her. They complimented her looks. She felt pretty which helped her feel good about herself. After a lifetime of insults and abuse it was nice to be the center of attention for something positive for a change.

She began to believe that this was all just part of a process. It was sort of like Army boot camp where you had to be torn down to the bottom to be rebuilt stronger than ever. Of course this was probably a lot more fun than being in the Army. How many times her father had threatened to send her to military school. Maybe they could make a real man out of her. The thought was terrifying beyond belief. She would have run away from home or killed herself before going along with that plan.

It was scary how many times suicide had entered her thoughts. How many times it seemed like it might be the only way out. Something always snapped her out of it fortunately. Some inner optimism that told her that things could get better someday...somehow.

Now it appeared that they were getting better. She had no idea how long she'd actually stay here and what would ultimately happen to her or what was waiting for her on the outside but it didn't scare her as much as it might have. Whatever the true motivation behind their methods these people were making her feel more and more female every day.

She continued to waitress at parties for another month or so before Dr. Caruthers brought her into his office again.

"You seem to be doing very well in your current job," Dr. Caruthers commented. "Everything I read in your charts is a glowing recommendation. You're very competent at serving, described as charming and delightful by the guests and especially praised for your additional entertainment services."

"You mean I suck a mean dick?"

"Something like that, yes," the doctor chuckled.

"I do take pride in my work," Penelope replied with a wicked grin.

"What do you like most about being female?"

"Pleasing men I guess."

"And what about for yourself. Why do you want to be a girl?"

"Why do I want to breathe? I don't feel like I have any choice. I have no idea what I would have picked if I had been given a choice at birth but for whatever reason I've always felt more female than male despite outward appearances."

"So you have no doubts whatsoever about that?" asked Dr. Caruthers.

"None at all."

"And if you could do something to make your body more in line with your inner feelings you would welcome that wholeheartedly even if it were essentially irreversible?"

"I'd do it without hesitation," Penelope stated firmly. "I really have no use for this body I'm in now. It doesn't reflect who I am. No matter how skillfully I dress like a girl somewhere inside I know that it's just a disguise."

"I would like to talk to you about a radical new type of hormone therapy that I've been developing."

"So you want me to be a guinea pig?"

"I prefer the term test subject and I can assure you that I have every confidence in this treatment. However, having said that, I must point out that this is not a recognized conventional procedure yet and therefore not strictly according to Hoyle."

"You really are some kind of a mad scientist aren't you?"

"I have been called that a few times believe me," the doctor said with a laugh. "Hopefully that doesn't scare you off."

"So what's so radical about this therapy anyway?" Penelope asked.

"It's not totally dissimilar to traditional Hormone Replacement Therapy but my process works much faster and tends to get much more dramatic results. You'll find that your breasts will probably grow much larger than they would under conventional treatment and some other aspects of your body shaping will be more pronounced. Your voice will also change a bit and some of my patients have even discovered a complete end to body hair growth," the doctor explained.

"I'll have real boobs?"

"Yes, completely real in every sense."

"But I'll still have a penis?"

"Yes, but it will probably shrink a bit and may be more difficult to become erect. Internally you will also notice some other changes that might affect your mood, your appetite, your energy levels and so on. We will basically be removing most of what made you technically a male and replacing it with the same building blocks of any other genetic female. In short you will think and feel more like a woman as well as look and sound more like one."

"Sign me up," Penelope said without hesitation. 

"You'll be relieved of your work duties for some time as your body adjusts to the changes. I think we'll move you to one of the garden rooms out by the pool since you'll have a lot more free time on your hands and might want to explore the property a bit or just relax. You'll still have some classes and you will be examined on a regular basis to monitor your progress."

"How is this thing done?" Penelope asked.

"Unfortunately it's a series of injections. I wish I could just give you a pill or something but at this point the needle is kind of unavoidable."

"Whatever it takes," Penelope replied.

"Excellent. We can start the process tomorrow if you like."


CHAPTER 7:

The doctor wasn't kidding when he said there would be changes. One of the first and most pleasant changes was that she didn't have to wear the tight-fitting fake boob thing anymore. There was an immediate growth spurt during the first week which left her looking something like a young teenager just starting to blossom but the growth would continue for some time.

It was great being able to see results like that so quickly. It gave her hope. She honestly couldn't stop looking at or touching her new breasts, small though they may be. She was on the road to having the body she had always wanted. She didn't really care how big or small her breasts ended up as long as they were real.

There were actually quite a few injections involved, which wasn't the most fun in the world, and a number of medical tests but it seemed like a small price to pay for what she was getting in return. The fat on her body was beginning to be redistributed and she could tell that her hips were getting wider and her butt a little bigger.

Her new lodgings in the garden room were much nicer than her old digs. It was attractively furnished and a lot more spacious. She even had a little refrigerator which she was allowed to stock from the kitchen supplies and a microwave oven.

When she first moved in the weather hadn't been ideal for swimming even though her room opened up right on the pool. As the sun became more of a regular visitor Penelope often went out in the patio area and kicked back on a lounge chair. Because her breast size was in such a state of flux it was recommended that she swim topless which she did without hesitation. Swimming with no shirt on was the only way she had ever known anyhow.

Most of the time she had the pool to herself but once in a while there would be a girl or two and it was really the first chance she had gotten to get to know anyone. The girls who used the pool seemed to be more advanced "students" who had been here for at least a year or more. All of them had undergone the hormone treatment and though Penelope had no way of knowing what they had looked like before she was certainly convinced by their external female appearance now.

One of the girls, Ellie, was becoming a fairly regular visitor and Penelope was delighted to be making a friend at last. Ellie worked as an "entertainer" and Penelope was anxious to learn what that entailed.

"Well that can be any number of things," Ellie said with a shrug of her shoulders. "Sometimes I just mingle with the guests and I've stripped on occasion or given lap dances and sometimes I go with the guests and show them a good time."

"Where do you go? The parties I've been at were pretty much a free-for-all with everyone just whipping it out where they were. I suspected some girls were off elsewhere but nobody ever told me about going to a room or anything like that," said Penelope.

"If a guest is spending the night I usually go back to their room. If not we usually go to my room or one of the unoccupied bedrooms on the second floor," Ellie explained. "You'll probably find out all about it when you're ready to go back to work."

"Is it creepy or fun or what?"

"It is what it is, or what you choose to make of it I suppose," said Ellie after thinking about the question for a moment or two. "It's kind of like it is in the outside world. Some lays are better than others. I know I'm basically a whore but it doesn't bother me all that much. I'm getting a lot in return. And presumably whatever ever I do here is going to help other people in the future. Ultimately I can't think of anything that makes me feel more like a woman than being fucked by a man. I mean you can't get much more female than that can you?"

"I know what you mean," Penelope agreed. "I mean I hate to think of sex as being my whole identity but right now it's pretty darn sweet to be able to indulge in something so freely that I always had to keep secret before. Actually I can't wait to get back to work."

"You will soon enough sweetie. Enjoy your time off while you can."

Penelope did try to enjoy her time off but as the changes to her body became more dramatic and her breasts had developed very nicely she was getting anxious to show off her new appearance. She was also delighted with her new voice which required much less work to sound feminine than before. It was probably still a little deeper than the average female but it was softer now and would pass with no trouble.

She was practically giddy with delight when she was brought in for a fitting for her first real bra. It wasn't that she minded going around without one because it was quite comfortable and she liked the way her nipples showed through a thin shirt but it was such a highly symbolic moment as it is for many girls. She too was experiencing that rite of passage into womanhood. A little later than most but better late than never.

The next big treat was getting to go into town on a little shopping trip. There were about three or four girls plus one of their instructors and they spent the day at a number of dress shops and boutiques where they were allowed to add to their wardrobe and accessories. They had lunch at a yummy little cafe and casually strolled around town just chatting and browsing in store windows. It was the happiest day of Penelope's life so far. She was a woman with other women and nobody seemed to mind.

They turned a few heads and not because they looked like freaks or because people were trying to figure out if they were really women or not. They were pretty and they dressed very smartly. Penelope had sort of been able to pass as female but had never gone out in public like this without major fear of detection. There was still an annoying appendage tucked away in her panties but her breasts were big enough now to have a little bounce when she walked and they felt like a shield of legitimacy.

Having tits was just about the best thing there was Penelope figured. They stood out so proudly and told the world you were a woman. They looked so ripe and luscious. They made even an old sweater or a t-shirt look good. They made Penelope very happy.

The same couldn't be said about the thing still dangling down below. It was kind of odd how she despised her own penis so much but adored cocks on other people. Nice big cocks on real men had so much power and mystery to them. It was sort of a fragile mechanism that could easily be deflated in a hurry. It surged with energy and life and Penelope had always dreamed of having someone put his manly stick deep inside her. Perhaps that day wasn't so far off now even if the act itself wasn't quite what she was dreaming of.

As her first year was completing she was assigned to be an entertainer which meant a new wardrobe and additional training. She took dance classes and practiced working with a striper pole. She moved yet again, something she wasn't crazy about, but the room was lovely and spacious and much closer to the party area. She was also shown where to find suitable rooms for copulation and given some instruction in how to handle guest requests.

Her first party as an entertainer was a pretty simple task. She didn't have to strip or give lap dances and she wasn't taking drink orders anymore. All she had to do was put on a sexy low-cut dress and mingle.

It would be really hard for her to explain to the average person why she was so happy being in this situation. She was a piece of meat being thrown to some very hungry wolves but there was no place in the world she would rather have been at that moment. Flirting, chatting and flaunting her body shamelessly seemed like a pretty terrific way to pass the time. Her new breasts were really boosting her ego and she hoped she would get a chance to show them off to somebody. As it turned out she didn't have to wait very long for the opportunity.


CHAPTER 8:

"You look different baby, something has changed. It's your breasts isn't it? I don't remember that much cleavage."

One of the guests, a younger guy named Arnold, had put his arm around Penelope's waist and was holding her pretty tight. He was somewhat of a regular and Penelope had sucked his cock before when she was waitressing.

"Maybe it's just the dress," Penelope said coyly.

"Oh I don't think so. You've had the injections haven't you?"  Arnold insisted.

"It could be."

"Let's have a look."

"Right here in front of everybody?"

"Why not? What do you say everybody? Do you want to see this little lady's new tits?" Arnold cried out rather loudly.

There was a definite sound of approval as everyone's attention was suddenly drawn to Penelope's bosom. Although she hadn't expected a public display she was more than happy to oblige.

She took hold of the straps on her dress and pulled them down slowly. Her strapless bra was now fully displayed but the men wanted more so she reached behind her back and deftly flicked the undergarment off. She was very glad that she had practiced that maneuver many times because she didn't want to fumble with it or seem clumsy.

While these parties were usually fairly reserved despite the public fornication going on all around the sight of her bare breasts seemed to turn the men into something more like drunken college boys. There was whistling and cheering and Penelope was obliged to cup her tits and shake them around a bit and was even asked to jump up and down.

Arnold had the advantage of standing right next to her so he made the first move to touch her boobs, squeezing them both rather roughly before planting sloppy wet kisses on both of her nipples.

"I want to fuck you so bad baby," Arnold whispered.

"My room's just down the hall," Penelope suggested.

"I don't know if I can wait that long but I suppose I'll have to. I want you all to myself right now and if I start banging you here who knows how many guys might try to join in?"

So Penelope took Arnold by the hand and led him to her room. The young man was already stripping off his clothes as they came through the door. Penelope had picked up her bra and brought it with her although she hadn't bothered to put it back on. Now she just tossed it aside and let her dress fall to the floor. She was wearing nothing but her flesh colored panties and her shoes. It was as naked as she had ever been in front of a man with an erect penis.

"Take your panties off," Arnold ordered.

Penelope hesitated. It was the moment of terror that she had always feared. Her tits had given her a false sense of "completeness" but now she was confronted with the reality of her half and half equipment.

"You know I don't have a...you know..." Penelope stammered.

"Baby I don't care about whether you have a pussy or not. That's not where I plan to fuck you. Now get those things off and show me your ass."

Tingling with fear and excitement Penelope slipped off her panties and bent over, supporting herself with her hands on her legs. Arnold came over and began to paw at her butt, squeezing her ass cheeks and working a finger into her anus.

"Now get on the bed and present yourself to me," instructed Arnold.

She wasn't sure exactly what that meant but she assumed it had something to do with being on all fours with her rear end facing him. She scrambled up onto the bed and assumed the position. Presumably she had gotten it right because she soon felt the bed sag with the weight of an additional occupant.

Firm hands gripped her butt again and then there was the sensation of something hard and warm poking around the opening of her tight hole. She braced herself and tried to concentrate on what it felt like to put a dildo up her ass but no amount of practice had really prepared her for the real thing.

Arnold began to push and his cock started to disappear. Penelope yelped once but the cry turned into a heavy sigh. Slowly but surely Arnold began to pump her backside and Penelope was almost lost in a haze. She was on all fours in front of a man who had his cock inside her. It was her fondest wish and deepest fantasy come true, even if it wasn't the orifice she was hoping to have stuffed. Still she was being fucked by a man for the first time in her life and it was all sort of like a dream.

She loved the sounds that she made with her new voice. She hadn't really had much call to moan or whimper before since sex consisted of hand jobs and BJ's but the little cries emanating from deep within her were so distinctly female that it made her heart beat faster just hearing them. Apparently Arnold liked them too as he began to thrust a little faster.

"What a tight little ass you've got sweetie. I can't believe how snug you are," Arnold said in genuine amazement.

Penelope was really getting into the whole idea of being banged like this when she suddenly realized that Arnold had reached around in front and was fondling her penis. Despite the hormones and her general effort to ignore that part of her body she was startled to find it growing hard in Arnold's hand. She was horrified but involuntarily thrilled at the same time. As Arnold fucked her ass he stroked her dick and for the first time ever she had sex with another person where she was both giving and receiving pleasure at the same time.

By the time she realized that she was beginning to cum there really wasn't much of anything she could do about it but let it all spill on her bed. It would be kind of a mess to clean up but so be it. Once she had ejaculated Arnold used both of his hands to grasp her hips and continued to jackhammer her ass until he too was ready to unload.

Penelope was kind of overwhelmed by this time by the whole situation. So many firsts were happening so fast. She felt Arnold's hot cream filling her with violent spasms and then felt his dick being pulled out of her backside. Penelope collapsed on the bed and turned to look at Arnold who was already in the process of putting his clothes back on.

"Thanks honey, I really needed that. I hope you had a good time too," said Arnold as he headed for the door.

"See you around I guess," Penelope called after him but he had probably already made his exit by the time she uttered those words.

She wasn't really sure what was supposed to happen now. Did Arnold go back to the party or did he go home or did he have a room? Was she supposed to get dressed immediately and go back to work? Was somebody monitoring the room to see if she was busy or just lying on her bed? She figured that to be on the safe side she should clean up a bit and put her clothes back on. She was actually kind of sore and not anxious to get ass fucked again right away but she thought she ought to at least put in an appearance at the party.

For some reason she just kept thinking about how disappointing it was that Arnold hadn't touched her boobs once while they were actually having sex. It had been an amazing experience on so many levels and her tits had gotten the public acclimation she had been hoping for but in her mind she had always pictured some kind of breast fondling as part of the whole package of getting laid. Oh well, there would probably be plenty of other opportunities for that to happen down the line.

She took her time but did manage to get back to the party eventually. Arnold was nowhere to be seen and things were either winding down or most of the activity had shifted elsewhere. She mingled and sat on a few laps and got groped a bit but nothing more dramatic than that.

After a while she was told that she could retire to her room and didn't hesitate to do so. It had been a pretty eventful night for her and she was anxious to have some time alone to process everything that had happened. As it turned out she was even more tired than she suspected and almost as soon as she had gotten in bed she was sound asleep. There would be time for processing later.


CHAPTER 9:

Arnold was a pretty average looking guy with a pretty average body and a pretty average cock. He seemed nice enough whenever Penelope had seen him but she noticed that he got a little loud and pushy after a few drinks. He wasn't a guy she would have gone out of her way to chat up at a party but she wasn't turned off or offended by him either. For better or worse he would always occupy a special place in her mind as the guy who popped her cherry, more or less, and the first person who had ever made her cum.

Penelope wondered why she never saw Dr. Caruthers at any of the parties she had attended. It was his house and these were ostensibly his guests. They were also major contributors to his work. The doctor was certainly charming enough and didn't seem like the shy type so being the visible host of his own party would seem to be the logical thing to do from a fundraising standpoint if nothing else.

For the first time she also started to wonder about the legal ramifications of what was going on here and her participation in it. If the cops suddenly burst in one day would she be viewed as a "victim" of illegal experiments who had been forced into a life of prostitution or hauled off to jail for being an accomplice in a big criminal sex and unauthorized drugs scandal?

The thought of going to jail was terrifying, especially now that she was sort of in between male and female bodies. Would the courts send her to a male prison or a female one? On the official records she was all male but unofficially she had already begun transitioning and her tits would be pretty hard to conceal in her orange prison jumpsuit.

She also wondered how long this whole thing had been going on and how many girls had come through here. How many lasted the whole three years and what became of them after they left. She thought of the musical My Fair Lady where a flower girl is picked up off the streets and taught how to be a cultivated lady only to end up feeling like she didn't really belong in either world after the experiment was done.

Whatever the exact number of girls who were in the program now or had been in the past it was kind of surprising to Penelope to find that many. Her life had always been one of secret shame and desperation. She had no transgender roles models and no friends who shared her feelings. It was easy to think of herself as "damaged goods" or an isolated case. Nobody had ever made the slightest effort to help her understand what she was going through or offer her any encouragement.

The only place she had ever found some degree of acceptance was in the underground world of seedy bars and fetish crowds. If there were nice places that welcomed men in dresses she certainly didn't know where they were. Just traveling from one place to the next in drag was a dangerous experience. Even when there was no outward sign of hatred there were always the curious looks and the sneering laughter to contend with.

Yet here was a giant house full of girls in a similar situation as her own. She had no idea that there were so many others like her. She wondered what their stories were. After a year of living here she really had not had many opportunities to get to know the others well aside from the time she was living in the garden room. Now that she was back in the main house things had pretty much reverted to their original state. She saw her friend Ellie since they were both working as entertainers but the busy schedule and work requirements didn't leave much time for socializing. Then an idea popped into her head and she decided to ask for an appointment with Dr. Caruthers.

"Hello Penny. There's nothing wrong I hope," said the doctor when they met in his office.

"No, nothing like that. I'm feeling great and doing fine. I just wanted to talk to you about something. I have an idea that you might totally hate and reject and I know it's none of my business to even bring it up but I just thought I'd hang it out there," Penelope said a little nervously.

"I'm all ears."

"I've been thinking that it might be nice to have some kind of time where the girls can get together and just talk. No staff or classes or anything, just girl talk. A chance for people to tell their stories if they like. A chance to share their feelings about what it's like growing up an outsider. I feel like I must have so much in common with these girls but I hardly know them as people. Don't you think it would be...I don't know...therapeutic or something for them to have an outlet to express themselves?"

"Yes I think that's a wonderful idea. I'm honestly ashamed that I never thought of it before. Naturally I interview all of the participants personally and as you know there are courses designed to build confidence but we've never really offered the opportunity for more of an open forum. You think it would be better not to have a staff member moderate the meeting?"

"I don't know. I think it would make it feel more like a class than a conversation. People might think there was a right or wrong answer or that they were supposed to say certain things. There's a lot of mystery about this place and I honestly never know how much is being watched or taped or analyzed. I think there's always a little fear that somebody's writing down something about you in a file somewhere that could get you kicked out or demoted to the kitchen again," Penelope explained.

"That's very interesting. The nature of medical research and procedures is generally so confidential that there's a tendency to guard information very carefully. Add to that the unconventional aspect of what we do here and secrecy becomes even more important, possibly to the point of paranoia. Looking at it from my perspective it seems best for people to only know as much as they need to know when they absolutely need to know it but looking at it from your perspective I can see how greater transparency would be appreciated. How would you feel about being the moderator?"

"Me? What? Hey, I wasn't lobbying for a new job I was just putting an idea in the suggestion box," Penelope replied.

"I think you might be very good at it. It's your idea why don't you run with it? I can put you in charge of the whole thing if you like. Advanced participants often take on administrative rolls. Why don't we set something up and see how it goes?"

"If this doesn't go well for some reason you're not going to kick me out are you?" inquired Penelope.

"No, I have no intention of kicking you out. I'm very fond of you and I'm incredibly proud of the progress you've made. We honestly don't tend to kick people out, as you put it. If people leave it's because they have decided that this isn't the place for them or that they're not really committed to a complete transition at this point in time."

Penelope felt her heart beat a little faster. Dr. Caruthers wasn't that old but he was definitely a "father figure" to her in many ways. He was essentially the father of the female version of herself and hearing his simple praise brought a great deal of joy. Her real father had nothing but contempt for her and probably always would no matter what sort of transformation took place here.

Her father had been ashamed of the fact that he had produced an effeminate homosexual son. Not wanting to take any "blame" for himself he tried to pin it all on Penelope's mother which only caused even more stress at home for everyone. Her mother was a bit more supportive at first but as she kept getting criticized she began to resent Penelope all the more. It was just a bad situation all around.

As apprehensive as she was about taking on this project she knew that she didn't want to disappoint Dr. Caruthers so she volunteered to do it. She was going to make Daddy proud one way or another.


CHAPTER 10:

"Hi, I'm Penelope Reynolds. I used to be a guy named Peter Reynolds and I was a total sissy fag who got the crap kicked out of him all the time. I always felt like a girl inside and tried to make the outside match whenever I thought I could get away with it. My first sexual experience was sucking some stranger off in the park when I was very young and that's pretty much been the way my whole sex life has gone. I always felt totally alone in the world until I came here and found out that maybe I wasn't quite as unique as I thought. That's why we're having this little gathering. I want to get to know you better and I hope that maybe having a chance to talk about some things, anything really, might be good for all of us."

Penelope had recruited Ellie to help her spread the word about the meeting and the turnout was a little smaller than hoped for but a start at any rate. Penelope didn't want this to be a mandatory thing. Maybe nobody wanted to talk about themselves or their experiences. It was so out of left field to have a "private" assembly here where everything was so tightly scheduled and controlled. Perhaps some of the girls would be suspicious.

Fortunately the girls who did attend opened up quite freely once the conversation got started. It was important to Penelope that it didn't seem like an Alcoholics Anonymous meeting where everyone was confessing their addiction in the hope of being cured. The whole idea was to purge themselves of the shame and guilt they all had felt at some point in their life.

Many of the stories that were shared were really heartbreaking. These weren't rebellious kids trying to get attention or sexual deviants with some weird fetish they were just normal people who had been born in the wrong body. If modern science could help to correct that mistake why not use it? Why so much controversy and hand wringing? Nobody was born with six pack abs or bleached blonde hair but plenty of people would go to great lengths to get them. That went for nose jobs, boob jobs, liposuction and every other type of body sculpting and cosmetic surgery in the world. It wasn't "natural" in the sense of keeping your birth body intact but it was a common enough practice all over the world. It's just when you started messing around with the whole gender question that people went to pieces.

Penelope had no idea what a moderator was supposed to do at one of these things so she just tried to keep the conversation flowing. If it lagged she jumped in with some story from her own life and after a while she started to feel pretty good about how it was going.

Afterwards everyone made a point of thanking Penelope for the wonderful meeting and there were many promises of bringing more people with them next time. After everyone else was gone Ellie threw her arms around Penelope and hugged her tightly.

"Thank you for this," Ellie whispered as she cried very softly on Penelope's shoulder.

"Hey I didn't do anything but tell people I was a sissy," Penelope joked.

"That's exactly what needed to be said. We're all sissies and queers and weirdoes and freaks to the outside world. We've all been hassled and chased and kicked. A lot of us try to put up a brave front and act like we don't care but everyone here has been hurt. You know I've been here for almost two years and this is the first time I've really felt like part of a community."

The next meeting did draw a bigger crowd and a bigger one yet came to the one after that. Not everyone who wanted to attend could because of their work schedules so Penelope had to add additional sessions here and there to accommodate everyone.

The topics of conversation were beginning to expand as well. At first people mostly shared their stories of growing up "different" or when they first realized that they didn't identify with their genetic assignment but soon people began to talk about their current experiences and their hopes and dreams for the future as well as their fears. Penelope's star was rising in a way she had never anticipated and never hoped for. She was becoming the de facto leader of the girls.

Dr. Caruthers had been certain to stay out of their business and resisted the temptation to film their meetings or drop by for a surprise visit yet he was hearing a lot about what was going on. He was fascinated but not entirely comfortable. This was his program. This was his house and his laboratory. Everything had been designed exactly the way he wanted and he felt a little threatened by this independent turn of events and the young woman who was at the head of it.

Penelope was always very forthcoming about their activities whenever she met with the doctor, which was becoming somewhat of a regular thing. Recently she hadn't been working the parties much at all as Dr. Caruthers encouraged her to concentrate on the work she was doing as the unofficial counselor. In fact she was very surprised when the doctor informed her one day that she was invited to a formal dinner party that was coming up. She had been trained to serve those types of affairs but had never actually done so. She wasn't sure what sort of responsibilities she would have as an entertainer in that kind of setting.

"No, you don't understand me. I'm not telling you to work this dinner party I'm inviting you to attend as a guest," the doctor clarified.

"A guest? How would that work? I mean, I thought guests were rich people who donated money to the program."

"Yes they are, usually, but it's my house and I can invite anyone I want to my dinner party can't I?"

"I suppose you can. But why me?" asked Penelope.

"Well formal dinners are customarily attended by couples. If a gentleman is going to attend by himself we provide him with a date for the evening."

"So I am going to be working."

"No, not exactly. I was hoping that you would like to be my date for the evening," the doctor explained while looking at his shoes.

"Your date?" Penelope stammered.

"I know I'm probably too old for you but..."

"No that's not at all what I meant. I just thought that you liked to keep the relationships here totally professional."

"I always have but you're kind of a different case, aren't you?"

""I don't know that I follow you," said Penelope.

"You've had a rather profound impact on the program. An impact that I never anticipated or imagined. There's something very special about you. I would really like to get to know you better. I think I need to get to know you better before you take over my program."

"Not the most romantic invitation but I accept," said Penelope with a smile.

"Wonderful! I'll have a driver take you shopping tomorrow for a dress and anything else you might need."

This was a turn of events that Penelope never saw coming in her wildest imagination. She was thrilled but concerned at the same time. She hadn't started the group sessions because she wanted to be singled out as different or special. The whole idea was to get closer to the other girls who shared so much in common with her. She was particularly worried that Dr. Caruthers might be trying to buy her off or something. He was obviously kidding about her taking over the program but maybe he was getting a little worried about what was going on in secret behind his back. Maybe he thought there was some sort of revolution in the works, which was ridiculous. Everyone was extremely grateful for the chance to be in this program but possibly the view from the top wouldn't be so clear as to their motives and agenda.

She was going to be his date! She had never been anyone's date for anything and now this handsome, mature, brilliant, rich scientist was asking her out. It was going to feel funny being served at one of these dinners she had trained to serve. At least all her training about which spoon to use on what would come in handy.

She was going on a date with a man. Technically it wasn't that different than if she had been assigned to be someone's date and they were only going as far as the dining room but he had actually invited her. For a change she had no fear of being kicked out or demoted if she had declined the invitation. She was going gladly of her own free will. Will wonders never cease?


CHAPTER 11:

She chose a very elegant gown that showed a tasteful amount of cleavage. She was still very proud of her breasts and glad that she had enough up there to show off in this kind of a dress. While she was in town she also had her hair done. It had been growing out pretty much as is and she had never really tried to style it before but she thought it would be appropriate to adopt something a little more sophisticated for the occasion.

It was slightly comical the way the doctor came to her room to pick her up for dinner since they were just going to walk down a flight of stairs and through a door but she felt marvelous as he took her arm and escorted her the whole way. It was like being the fucking prom queen!

This was a potentially risky move for Penelope who had gained the trust of so many of her fellow participants in the program because it might appear that she was actually a "spy" or in some way had used her new influence as a means of getting special treatment but there wasn't really any sort of "us" against "them" thing going on at all. It wasn't a labor versus management situation. Dr. Caruthers wasn't the "enemy" so fraternizing with him shouldn't be that big of a deal. Still there were worried thoughts in the back of her mind.

For the most part she managed to push those things to the side and just enjoyed the thrill of being in this wonderful and unique situation. Dr. Caruthers had insisted on her calling him Holland for the evening but that was taking some getting used to.

Penelope felt stunning and in truth she looked stunning too. It was a far cry from the days of bar hopping in a padded bra with a cheap wig on and too much makeup. It may seem ridiculous to some people that she had taken classes in how to walk in heels but it was certainly something that paid off. She knew how to walk like a lady and sit like a lady. She had learned a great deal about female body language. It might have all seemed sexist and old fashioned but they were helpful classes and she never appreciated them more than she did this night.

The gentlemen were all in tuxedos and dinner jackets and the ladies were all in lovely gowns. Many showed off some rather luxurious jewelry items as well. If Dr. Caruthers...Holland...had any poor friends they didn't seem to get invited to many parties around here. A few familiar faces filled out the guest list and Penelope thought they all looked radiant.

The dinner itself was amazing. She had never eaten "gourmet" food of that kind before. Even the things that she thought she might not like she ended up enjoying. After the meal everything was cleared away promptly and efficiently and Penelope couldn't help but think of her own time spent in training for just this sort of thing. She felt a lot of compassion for the girls who were working while she was stuffing her face.

There was a cocktail "hour" which would probably last a lot longer and at one point the doctor took her by the arm and the two of them slipped away quietly. They stepped out on a balcony that Penelope didn't even know existed and just stood in the moonlight without saying anything.

"I know I probably shouldn't ask this but may I kiss you Penny?"

"Of course."

The doctor took her in his arms and bent her back slightly as he brought his lips to meet hers. It seemed like a terribly romantic move and Penelope was enchanted. It may have started out a friendly kiss but it soon increased in intensity. Holland's hand found the back of her dress and unzipped the top. He then pulled the straps of her gown down off her shoulders exposing her bra. With her gown down around her elbows it was sort of like wearing a straight jacket. She really couldn't move her arms much at all but she didn't mind the feeling of restraint.

Next the doctor pulled down her bra releasing her breasts to the night air and to his gentle touch.

"Those injections really paid off I would say. There's quite a nice bit of development here," said Holland, suddenly reverting to the medical man examining his work.

"No shop talk," Penny joked.

"You're right. I don't want to appreciate your breasts as a professional I want to enjoy them as a man."

And enjoy them he did. It was hard to say who was getting the most pleasure out of his breast play but it was probably a tie. As he sucked on her nipples she really wanted to stroke his hair but her arms were still immobilized so all she could do was stand there and make little moaning sounds.

"I really want to make love to you but I don't think it would be right," Holland whispered almost in desperation.

"I think it would be wonderful. It would be the first time I've ever been with someone I really wanted to be with," Penelope sighed.

"Is that true? Oh my God that sounds so sad."

"I wasn't saying it to try and get a pity fuck," said Penelope with a smile.

"You're very beautiful and you're very exciting and under normal circumstances I would try to sweep you off your feet but cooler heads must prevail I fear."

The doctor helped her back into her gown and zipped it up. Penelope was a little disappointed but she knew he was probably right. She was his patient and a participant in his unusual research program. There was a lot at stake here if they suddenly threw caution to the wind and changed the whole dynamic of their relationship.

She was actually glad in a way that they hadn't gone any further because it showed that he was not trying to use sex as a means of controlling her actions or silencing her independent activities. Obviously he could have instructed her to suck his cock anytime he wanted as part of her normal duties but they both understood that this was different.

Neither one of them was terribly anxious to get back to the party right away so they took a little stroll around the grounds and chatted casually. He told her about how he had found this place and gotten the idea for the program. It was nice to talk this informally, more like friends than anything else. It was all so very lovely and romantic without being overtly sexual.

When the evening ended she was escorted back to her room and Holland gave her a very sweet goodnight kiss. This time it ended at that and Penelope went into her room alone. So that's what a date is like she thought. Pretty damn cool. Getting dressed up and going to dinner with a man you really like and doing some smooching on a moonlight balcony. Hell, if you were going to wait this long for a date you might as well do it up. Putting Holland's cock inside her would have been the icing on the cake but she wasn't going to let anything spoil the happiness of the moment. Of course she did masturbate enthusiastically while thinking about the doctor but oh well. There was no harm in having a few fantasies.


CHAPTER 12:

Far from ruining her reputation with the rest of the girls her big date night only seemed to increase her stature around the place. It sort of made Penelope and Dr. Caruthers seem like a fairytale romance and what girl doesn't like that? They were the new "power couple" of the program. There may have been some jealousy too but it was something exciting to gossip about at any rate.

The evening had been like a fairytale in many ways. The young girl plucked from obscurity and invited to the ball by the Handsome Prince. She had experienced a high style of living that she had never known before and was treated with respect, admiration and even desire.

Penelope knew she had a crush on Dr. Caruthers but many of the girls here, if not most, probably did too. Being a father figure didn't preclude someone from being thought of as a bedmate. It wasn't the same as thinking of them as your actual father. The allure of a mature man with a stable income and a life full of experiences was a very powerful thing, especially when that man played such a huge role in your life already.

She knew she shouldn't get her hopes up over a little necking and that a relationship with Holland, even if it were an option, was probably not a good idea. Still a girl can dream and she did let her mind wander to all sorts of romantic scenarios.

This proved to be a little problematic the next time she worked a party as the situation was such a stark contrast to her last social encounter. Usually the parties were fun and a nice chance to drink and flirt with a room full of men before providing some kind of sexual services but the memory of the elegant dinner and the romance of being someone's date was still fresh in her mind.

Arnold was there again and wanted a repeat performance of their previous encounter so eventually she found herself on all fours with his penis buried in her ass. As before Arnold provided a reach around and took her little pecker in his hand. This time however she closed her eyes and concentrated on Dr. Caruthers.

She imagined that it was Holland mounting her from behind and thrusting his manhood into her pussy while he fingered her clit. Of course she had never seen the doctor's penis but she could picture it in her head. Firm and straight and hard if not huge. She would happily "present herself" to him in this fashion if he desired it. Of course it would be super nice to be fucked on her back too and have the chance to gaze up into his eyes but at the moment it was easier to focus on the idea of doing it doggy style.

Perhaps thinking about one man while another man's cock was inside you was rude but under the circumstances it made total sense. She had Arnold's dick up her butt because that was her job and she didn't mind it in the least but if she had chosen her partner for the evening it would definitely have been Dr. Caruthers.

Fortunately she caught herself just in time before she started to moan the doctor's name out loud but she was very much caught up in the fantasy. She was also prepared for her own ejaculation this time and had some tissues handy. Once again she completed before Arnold but he didn't go that much longer this time. Again she heard the grunts and felt the unmistakable sensation of a man exploding inside her and she felt very good about the whole thing. If she couldn't have Holland she could at least pretend that she did from time-to-time. No offense to Arnold who was a perfectly nice guy and always made sure that she got off too but it was nice to let her imagination enhance the experience.

As she moved into her second year she was still very much involved in meetings with the girls and she even convinced Dr. Caruthers to start including some group recreational activities like pool parties, volleyball tournaments and more trips to town. Sometimes it was just to have a coffee or something but it was always nice to be on the outside and be around other people.

As an entertainer she had actually done some stripping which she found totally exhilarating. She didn't get totally naked the first time she danced because she thought her penis would spoil the illusion but after some encouragement from the crowd on her second performance she took everything off and let it all hang out. There wasn't much there to swing around or anything but she accepted the fact that this was who she was at the moment and this was how she was currently equipped.

Dancing was really fun and she loved to come up with interesting choreography. She felt so free being able to prance around and strut and pose which was something she had done many times in the privacy her home but never in public. Having an enthusiastic audience made it all the better. If they didn't care about her mini dick why should she?

One day Dr. Caruthers called her in to his office and she assumed it was the usual update and interview kind of thing. They were communicating more and more these days about her plans for activities and whatnot so she wasn't expecting any major news.

"What are you planning to do when you leave here?" asked the doctor.

"I don't know. I guess I haven't given it that much thought yet," Penelope replied. "I'm not even half way through the program. I suppose the first priority would have to be getting a job. I gave up my apartment to come here, my family would never take me back and I haven't got a friend in the world who would let me crash on their couch even temporarily. I've got a little money in the bank and I'd have to make that last somehow until I could start getting a paycheck."

"Do you think most of the girls are in a similar situation?"

"I'm not sure. That might be a good topic of conversation. Some of them might have money or friends and family who haven't rejected them but it's not something we've really discussed yet."

"I'd be curious to know, if that's not violating your confidentiality with anyone of course," said Dr. Caruthers.

"No, I'd be happy to let you know what I find out."

"Of course what I am about to say may take you out of the loop for a little while if you're in agreement. I would be willing to have you move to the final stage of your physical transition if you're up for it. It's a big decision and a big change but I truly believe that you're ready for it."

"You mean you want to give me a pussy?" Penelope stammered.

"Yes I suppose that's the most direct way of putting it," the doctor chuckled. "The process would be something similar to conventional SRS and not quite as fast acting as the breast injections. My process involves using something called a cell printer which essentially takes human tissue and makes a 3D model of the desired organ which is then implanted into your body."

"So you'd be making a model of a vagina?"

"Not exactly because it would be a real vagina like any other genetic female would have. Instead of reconstructing your existing organs to turn them into a type of vagina, which is a very complicated surgery, this would entail creating the organ first and then putting it in place."

"So a pussy in a box."

"Yes, sort of," said Dr. Caruthers with a smile.

"Sign me up. Strap me down. Do whatever it takes."

"Some people do find the idea of having their penis removed somewhat difficult to cope with at first," the doctor pointed out.

"Not me. Good riddance to bad rubbish. It's never brought me anything but grief," Penelope replied.

"The procedure is not without risk. I would say that what I am doing here is at least ten years ahead of anything similar that might be approved for general use. You're putting a lot of faith in me. You're essentially putting your life in my hands."

"I believe in you and I trust you completely. Just tell me what I need to do."


CHAPTER 13:

Her words weren't just hollow boasts or romantically motivated encouragements as she really did have complete faith in Dr. Caruthers yet she felt a bit of nervousness when she entered the room where the process would be begin. She was strapped to kind of an operating table and then a Plexiglas shield was placed over her entire body making her feel somewhat like the Bride of Frankenstein. The fact that it was raining outside only added to the mad scientist vibe although it didn't appear that Dr. Caruthers needed a lightning bolt from the heavens to do his thing.

All this really turned out to be was a body scan that would create an exact 3D model of herself on the computer. This was the basic roadmap that would lead to her ultimate reshaping. It was kind of like being in a science fiction movie as the scanner lights ran up and down her body and she was rotated to several different positions before the whole thing was done but it was pretty quick and totally painless.

The funniest part was when Dr. Caruthers sat her down and asked her what she would like her vagina to look like. He had various samples on his computer screen and they discussed the external appearance of each one. She wondered whether this was getting him hard but decided that it probably wouldn't be a good idea to be operated on by a dude with a stuffy.

She could have anything from big "butterfly" lips to a neat little slit. She opted for something a bit in between. There were some visible lips but they weren't flopping all over the place. It was neat but still screamed pussy in bold letters. It looked like a pussy that a man would be less hesitant to go down on. She tried to get Dr. Caruthers to weigh in with his opinion but he wasn't biting. How could he resist fucking a pussy that he had chosen specifically? Hopefully he'd like her choice, not that it probably mattered.

When it came time for the actual operation Penelope was full of hope and optimism. She was a little scared, as anybody would be before surgery, but she was excited. She would literally go to sleep with a penis and wake up with a vagina. She loved seeing Holland in his surgical attire. It gave her a great deal of confidence. As she drifted off to sleep the last thing she saw was his face. Although it was covered with a surgical mask she could tell that he was smiling by the look in his eyes. At least that's what she thought she saw in her sleepy drug induced haze.


CHAPTER 14:

How do you wake to a whole new world? It should be like the moment in The Wizard of Oz when Dorothy realizes she's not in Kansas anymore and everything had turned from black and white to color. For Penelope it was a little less dramatic. She woke in a hospital bed feeling a bit woozy and having some pain in her crotch. Even so she still felt a sense of joy. She was alive. She had survived the crazy, unauthorized operation. Hopefully it all went well.

A very pretty nurse soon appeared to assure her that the operation was a total success and to provide her with some pain killers. Penelope wondered if she had ever fucked Dr. Caruthers. If she were a man she would certainly be tempted to do this woman. If she were a man? Had she really thought that? She wasn't a man in any way, shape or form now. She was truly a woman. Not that the vagina and breasts made her so but it helped to finalize the concept in her head. From this moment on no one would ever have any reason to believe that she hadn't always been this way. Well, maybe not literally from this moment because there were probably going to be some scars that needed to heal, but the idea still worked.

She wanted to touch her pussy but didn't dare until she was told it was okay to do so. The nurse said that she would tell Dr. Caruthers that she was awake now and that he would probably be in to see her very soon. That was a wonderful thought.

When the doctor arrived her heart started beating a little faster, something that caused a momentary alarm as her vital signs were being monitored and Dr. Caruthers had to check that she was all right. It almost made her laugh but the look of genuine concern on his face was so sincere that she thought she had probably fallen in love with him right there.

"How are you feeling?" asked the doctor.

"Kind of stoned," Penelope replied. "That was some good shit your nurse gave me."

"Glad you like it. Just don't get to like it too much, okay? Now let's have a look shall we?"

It was a weirdly awkward moment as Penelope had the bedding pulled aside and her gown pulled up and her beautiful new pussy on display for the first time. She was really afraid that she would become aroused by Holland's fingers probing her vagina but realized that he probably wouldn't notice anyway. Here was the man she often fantasized about actually touching her pussy but for some reason the setting and the circumstances and maybe the drugs made it more surreal than sexual.

"It's really quite lovely," the doctor announced.

"Glad you like it. Feel free to inspect it anytime you like."

"I think that's the drugs talking."

"Probably."

"Would you like to see it?" asked the doctor.

"Can I?"

Dr. Caruthers found a mirror and positioned it down below her pelvis. He kept adjusting the view until he got it just right.

"Oh my God! Is that really me?" Penelope gasped in wonder.

"Yes it's absolutely you. The real you at last."

"It's fucking awesome! I have a pussy. I...have...a...pussy."

"You're always determined to drag me out of my clinical frame of mind but yes, you do indeed have a pussy. A beautiful, pink, feminine pussy. There, are you happy? You pulled me down into the gutter."

"Do you like it?" she asked hopefully.

"I'm always very proud of my work when it goes this well," he replied.

"I mean do you like it? As a man?"

"I think you already know the answer and I think we better leave it at that for the time being. You need your rest. I'll be back to check on you later. You can ring for the nurse if you need anything."

"She's really hot. Have you ever made love to her?"

"Young lady you are enjoying your drugs way too much," Dr. Caruthers joked. "I think you're just trying to use that as an excuse to ask some very personal and inappropriate questions."

"Probably. I'd totally do her but I don't have a penis anymore," Penelope sighed.

"Yes we have definitely ascertained that. Now try to relax and control yourself."

Had she really just said all those things out loud? It was kind of hard to tell. She was in a pretty dreamy state. Maybe she just thought about saying them. Hopefully she hadn't made a total fool of herself.

She did remember seeing her pussy in a mirror. What a glorious sight! And Holland had been fingering her. Well, he hadn't been fingering her he had been examining her in a totally professional and respectful way. But she did get him to admit that he thought she had a beautiful pink pussy. Or maybe she imagined that too. Screw it. Who cares? She did have a beautiful pink pussy and she would love it forever.

As she drifted back to sleep a little later she began to have vivid fantasies of Dr. Caruthers climbing in bed with her. Wouldn't it be awesome if he needed to test drive the thing to make sure that it was working properly? He would whip out his very professional doctor cock and insert it into her newly crafted Frankenpussy. Then he would fuck the living shit out of her to make sure that the apparatus was functioning properly. But somewhere along the line he would lose his professional demeanor and be caught up in the passion of the moment. Then she would have him. Her super vagina would render him helpless to resist her charms and they would make love the whole night through. Or was it day? It was kind of hard to tell in this room. And who has a hospital in their house? Mad scientists of course. Her mad scientist.

Soon she was asleep and would fortunately remember very little of this whole fantasy scenario.


CHAPTER 15:

If Dr. Caruthers had been shocked or offended by anything she had said he certainly didn't show it. He was incredibly attentive to her to the extent that she worried that he might be neglecting his other responsibilities. That was a flattering thought but also worrisome. There were a whole lot of other girls who needed his help. She had no right to monopolize his time.

After a while she was able to move back into her room. She was delighted to find flowers waiting for her there. She wondered if that was standard procedure or whether Dr. Caruthers was making a special gesture. Either way it was very sweet and she enjoyed them greatly. She really didn't have much experience with flowers one way or the other. No one had ever given her a bouquet or a planter or even a single rose before. She didn't even know what kind of flowers she especially liked. She liked these because they were from Dr. Caruthers but she would have liked whatever type he sent.

As she continued to recover she found herself in a slight quandary. On the one hand she wanted to be fucked by someone as soon as it was allowable. On the other she really only wanted to be fucked by Dr. Caruthers. Since that wasn't likely to happen any time soon, if ever, she decided to focus on getting back to work as soon as possible. You don't want to be handed the keys to a new sports car and then keep the damn thing in the garage all the time.

In the meantime she did have her dildos to play with and she put them to good use as soon as she was medically cleared to do so. In fact she was encouraged to "work" her vagina on a regular basis. It was the most enjoyable piece of medical advice she had ever gotten.

The first time she slid a vibrator into her box and turned it on she felt like her whole body had been plugged into the wall socket. So this was what all the fuss was about. Not bad. Not bad at all. Masturbating looked like it could turn into her favorite hobby in a big hurry.

The clitoris was a little marvel of engineering. It was like a tiny dick with a million times more sensitivity that shot all over the place. The relatively few times her penis had been stimulated the action was pretty much confined to one area but the magical clit was the hot button that sent fireworks shooting everywhere. And boy was it nice that it had a little hood to hide under. Walking around with that stick of dynamite rubbing up against your panties all day would probably kill a woman with ecstasy.

And goodbye to the penis tucking panties. That lovely flat line down below took no effort to create. She could wear the skimpiest of bikinis now and really wished that she had one. If she ever had any spare money someday that would have to be on her shopping list.

Another big bonus of this whole procedure had been the permanent removal of all her body and facial hair. Yes, she would have to go through the rest of her life with a clean muff but that wasn't something that bothered her very much. She could definitely do without shaving.

She really loved being naked for the first time in her life. Alone in her room she could just lie around in the nude running her hands around her body or looking at herself in the mirror. It wasn't really vanity as much as wonder and delight that such a thing could actually be possible. It took a while to convince herself that it wasn't just a dream.

She returned to her meetings before being put back on any sort of active work duty and everyone was delighted to see her looking so well and happy. Naturally everyone wanted to see her new lady bits and with a little coaxing she always obliged. It was so silly to be sitting on a table in a conference room with her legs pulled back and a crowd of envious young ladies all jostling to get a peek at the wonders of modern science but who could blame them? That was sort of the pot of golf at the end of the rainbow.

True to her word she did begin to open up conversations about the future plans for those who completed the program and went back out into the world and even what they might do if they chose to leave early for some reason. A lot of the girls were basically in the same boat as Penelope. They didn't really have a plan. Their strange and surreal life in this house had taken them away from the real world and given them a home and a purpose. A lot of people didn't really want to think about the idea of having to leave this place even though they all knew that the day would come.

Some of the girls seemed to have more of a support network in place and Penelope encouraged those who did to help others less fortunate if they could. There was a real sisterhood developing here and it shouldn't end just because they were no longer in the program. Their future was bound to be strange and the road still a little bumpy for everyone so Penelope felt that they needed to stay in touch and provide emotional support even if they couldn't offer any material aid.

She scheduled an appointment to share some of her findings with Dr. Caruthers and took her usual seat in front of his desk. It was the first time she had been back to his office since the operation and she glanced around to see if anything had changed. It hadn't. Only she had changed, or so she thought.

"I'm dying to hear what you have to say, I really am but something has come up at the moment unexpectedly and I really do have to deal with it I'm afraid," said the doctor quite apologetically.

"Oh, no problem. We can reschedule whenever it's convenient. I just live down the hall," she joked.

"Well I was thinking maybe you and I could go into the city tonight and grab a bite to eat and talk things over at dinner," suggested Dr. Caruthers.

"You mean like a date?"

"No, not exactly...well...yes sort of I suppose. Do we have to label it?"

"Not on my account. I don't have any money so you're going to have to pick up the tab one way or the other."

"Splendid. I'll call for you at seven?"

"How fancy should I dress?"

"Oh, I hadn't really thought about that. A nice dress I suppose. Do you have one? Should I have a car take you to get one?"

"Do you think I'm going to turn down a free shopping trip?" she chuckled.

"Splendid. Maybe a nice black cocktail dress or something of the kind. Dressy but not over the top. Or something else if you prefer, I don't really know."

"Why doctor...you're blushing," Penelope teased.

"Am I? It must be the anxiety over having to deal with this situation that just came up."

"Nothing serious I hope. I mean you're not going to be fleeing from the cops by the time I get back from the store."

"No I shouldn't think so. It's just a hassle more than a problem. We can talk about it tonight."

So she was going on sort of but not exactly a date with Prince Charming. A dinner date in a real restaurant outside of this house. She probably had something perfectly appropriate to wear but when a man says he wants to see you in a little black dress and he's willing to pay for it you don't disappoint him. She made a side trip to get her hair and nails done as well since it was better to look like it was a date even if they weren't going to put any labels on it.

The doctor did indeed call for her promptly at seven which of course meant he walked over to her room and knocked on the door but it was a nice feeling anyway. She had tried to make herself look as attractive as possible and hoped that he would notice. He did.

"My goodness Penny! Don't you look lovely?"

"That sounds like date talk doctor. You better watch your step," she reminded him playfully.

"I think you're right. Otherwise we might never make it to the restaurant."

Actually, even though she was quite hungry, that idea sounded just fine to her. Still she did get all gussied up and she was learning that women don't only dress to impress men they like to be seen by other women too. Obviously no one in the world would know there had been a major change in her life but she knew and she viewed this as sort of her coming out party, which was kind of a strange way to describe a homosexual man who was now a heterosexual woman but what the hell.


CHAPTER 16:

"You seem a little nervous," Penelope said as they ate their salads.

"Do I? I suppose I am. It's a little hard for me to concentrate when you look so stunning," he replied in a straight-forward, non flirtatious sort of way.

"Thank you. I'm glad you approve. I hope I wasn't out of line by getting my hair and nails done too. It was an unauthorized cosmetic procedure. You could dock my pay but I don't get any," she joked.

"Actually that's something I've been wanting to discuss with you."

"Docking my pay?"

"No, leaving the program."

"Over a trip to the beauty parlor?" Penelope stammered in disbelief.

"No, no, no...not what I meant at all! I've been thinking that there really was no need for you to complete the three years. You're already so advanced and your role is so important that I was thinking that it might be better to put you on the payroll as one of the staff," the doctor said sounding rather hopeful.

"Are you serious? Why me?" asked Penelope.

"Do you really have to ask that? Don't you know what you've come to mean to the other girls? You've brought an entirely new dimension to the program that has sadly been missing. It was always very easy to think in rather cold, clinical terms about what we were doing, even if I never particularly cared for the role of pimp that I seemed to be playing. I was so focused on funding and keeping my work going at all costs that I think I lost track of the human element somewhat. You've put a lot of things in perspective for me and I appreciate it. I want to make some changes and I want a female perspective. I want your perspective."

Penelope was speechless. Could she really be hearing this? She knew she wasn't on any drugs and hallucinating so she must be hearing it.

"So I just leave the program and become an employee with a salary and everything?"

"Yes. We'll have to negotiate that of course but I think we can come up with something equitable."

"I'm not worried about that in the least. I'm just trying to wrap my head around the whole thing."

"Obviously you can take as much time as you need," said Dr. Caruthers.

"No I've learned that when you're offering me something I should just take it without hesitation. You haven't steered me wrong yet. I'd be honored to work for you."

"I'd like to think it was more like working with me."

"But you could still fire me?"

"Theoretically."

"Then I'm working for you but that's just fine with me," Penelope laughed.

The doctor went on to explain that he was very concerned about the future of the girls in the program. He wanted to make sure that they were better prepared for life in the real world and encouraged her to make suggestions on the best way to implement that. It was going to take some thought on Penelope's part but she felt up to the task. More than anything she felt proud that she had made this kind of an impact on the man and that he was eager to see these changes brought about.

From a personal standpoint the transition was pretty seamless. She was offered the chance to move to another room but she was pretty happy where she was at the moment. Her room was cozy and if she had the opportunity for a little redecorating and personalization it would probably do just fine.

Her salary was more than generous and her responsibilities a joy rather than a chore. She would have the freedom to come and go as she pleased, which was exciting, although she still had pretty much everything she needed right here. Still it was nice to have access to a company car. She enjoyed the thought of being able to just get in and go somewhere without having to schedule a driver.

Once again she feared that her change in status would endanger her relationship with the other girls and again she was relieved to find that nothing could be further from the truth. Maybe it was just her likable personality but everyone seemed fine with the idea that she was now part of the staff. In fact they were thrilled to know that she would actually have some authority now and was looking out for their best interests.

Now that she was in a position of authority the heaviness of that responsibility was beginning to sink in. She had the power to change things for the better but she had no real qualifications for the job aside from her common sense and personal opinions. It seemed to her that Dr. Caruthers was a genius on the technical side of turning males into females but the program was lacking when it came to helping those new females become happy and successful women who could stand on their own outside of this place without having to resort to sex work to make a living.

"I'd like to change some of the video and audio messaging classes," Penelope suggested during one of her meetings with Dr. Caruthers. "I'd like to see something that reinforced positive aspects of being a woman that had nothing to do with looking pretty or satisfying men."

"Don't you think the sexual stimuli helps in developing a stronger connection to the anatomical changes that will be taking place and relieving the latent guilt of their sexual orientation?" asked the doctor.

"Absolutely. And those videos are smutty as hell. I'd watch them just as porn for the fun of it but I think we should expand the definition of womanhood beyond the pornographic and stereotypical. We want these girls to be strong and confident and capable. They should be inspired to go to law school or something. They should be empowered."

"You're right of course. The whole sexual component of this program was a slippery slope from the beginning. Why do you think I never attended any of those parties? I didn't want to confront the reality of what I knew was going on there. It's hypocritical I know."

"Hey, the parties aren't really all that bad. For a lot of us having sex as a girl was always a very dangerous proposition. Like anyone we wanted to get laid but the options open to us weren't very appealing much of the time. I enjoyed the chance to be and think and feel like a woman around men who accepted me as I was and found me attractive. Don't kick yourself too hard. I think fucking is a perfectly acceptable part of the program but maybe sometimes we could mix it up a bit with more of a real party atmosphere instead of an anything goes whorehouse thing."

"Well I am relieved to hear you say that. I wasn't sure where I was going to turn for funding if we shut down the core of our revenue stream," said the doctor with a sigh. "As always you're right on track with your observations. I probably always knew this but I needed to hear it from someone I trusted."

"Look at it this way. Maybe someday your graduates will go out into the world and become successful and you can form an alumni society or something to donate funds. Girls are good for more than just spreading their legs you know," joked Penelope.

"Yes, I know. And I know that with your help we can make this place better. Which brings me to the next topic. I haven't been on a vacation in ages."

"Wow, I don't know how you made that segue but I agree you work really hard. You should take some time off. Go lie on a beach somewhere. Get laid," Penelope suggested.

"That's more or less what I was thinking. What I was wondering was would you like to go with me?" asked Dr. Caruthers.

"Would we stay in the same room?"

"If you liked."

"In the same bed?"

"If you liked."

"Sign me up."


CHAPTER 17:

Dr. Caruthers might not have been on a vacation in quite a while but Penelope had hardly ever been on one in her whole life. She had gone on a couple of family trips when she was very young but those stopped after a while and she never had a chance to travel again.

They were going down to San Diego for an extended weekend getaway and Penelope was thrilled by the change in policy. Either being a co-worker instead of a patient had been enough to sway Dr. Caruthers into action or she had just been too hot for him to resist. She hoped it was the latter but didn't really care one way or the other. She was going out of town with her man and she was going to treat him right.

Having her own money now she was able to slip away and buy that incredibly skimpy bikini she had been dreaming of without the doctor knowing a thing. Better to surprise him the first time they hit the beach or went for a swim in the hotel pool.

The surprise worked beautifully as she kept her bathing suit hidden under a robe as they strolled to the beach on their first afternoon in town. Then she very casually let the robe slip from her shoulders in a move that she had actually practiced for some time. She stood with her back to Holland for a few moments and pretended to just be looking out at the ocean. Then she turned and saw the look on his face. It was worth the trip alone for just that.

"You know Holland, I've never seen you so...naked," she commented as the doctor sat on the sand in only his swim trunks.

"I guess I can't say the same of you of course but I don't know that I've ever seen you more attractive than you are right now," he replied.

Screw the beach, she thought. They should just go back to the room and fuck but they were here now so better try to enjoy it.

"So you ever been married?" Penelope asked as she sat next to Holland.

"Yes. Three years."

"Kids?"

"No."

"Is this is sore subject for you?"

"Not really. I was young. It didn't last. We moved on," he said with a shrug.

"Do you ever bang your nurses?"

"No."

"So why me?"

"I haven't...banged you yet either."

"Minor technicality Doc. Unless you plan on locking me in the bathroom I think banging is definitely on the agenda tonight," Penelope joked.

"Maybe sooner."

Holland took Penelope's face in his hands and pulled her close for a kiss. The kissing grew more passionate and soon hands were beginning to stray.

""I think we better go to our room before they turn a fire hose on us or something," Penelope suggested.

"Excellent idea."

There wasn't much clothing to remove once they were back in their suite so they were both naked in no time. Holland had a very nice cock that was quite hard and ready for action. Penelope jumped on the bed and got on all fours as she had done with Arnold. Holland climbed up after her and gently turned her over on her back.

"Not the first time," he whispered. "We'll get to your backside eventually."

Penelope pulled her legs back as far as she could and prepared for the moment of truth. Soon Holland was sliding inside her perfectly crafted pussy and she clutched at his back so hard she almost scratched him.

The doctor didn't have a particular muscular body, like some of the guys Penelope had seen on the beach, but he was very fit and seemed to have no trouble propping himself up on his arms as he pumped away.

"So you can tell me now...is this the pussy you would have chosen?" Penelope gasped.

"It honestly made no difference to me. It's what you wanted that counted," he grunted in reply.

It was true that Penelope wasn't very old and didn't have many sexual thoughts as a child but a lifetime seems long to you even if it's short by comparison to others. When she thought that she had waited a lifetime for this moment it probably seemed like ages to her. Curiosity had led to discovery had led to fantasy and ultimately reality. Sometimes when your dreams come true they fail to live up to your expectations but this was definitely not the case here.

Holland was a really wonderful man. A bit awkward sometimes in a geeky sort of way but that was something Penelope found charmingly amusing. She was quite less urbane in her manner of speech but the doctor seemed to find that amusing so it all sort of balanced out. It wasn't exactly an opposites attract situation but there was kind of a funky dynamic going on. It was more like they completed each other. He was the scientific brain behind the program and she was the compassionate heart. He inspired her to be more accomplished and she helped him to loosen up. It was kind of a Yin/Yang thing even if Penelope didn't really know what that meant.

If there was ever a doubt in her mind about being female it was being seriously fucked out of her in this hotel room. The man who built her pussy was giving it quite a workout. She hoped it would hold up but figured that if anyone knew her pussy better than she did it was the man with his cock buried inside it at the moment.

She discovered that she seemed to swear a lot during sex. She was actually surprised at how noisy she was in general. The profane utterances were totally spontaneous and uncontrollable but she did hope that no one could hear her in the next room.

"Oh, fuck yes! That's it baby, give me more! Oh fucking fuck!"

It wasn't eloquent but it seemed to spur her lover on to even greater intensity, if such a thing was possible. They were really bucking in a tight rhythm now as Holland neared the end of his endurance race. Penelope braced for impact and soon there was the inevitable collision of sperm and pussy. Sweat was literally flying off of Holland's head as he consummated their relationship with his manly essence deep inside her.

"I guess you just popped my cherry Doc," said Penelope as they were snuggling in the afterglow. "I'm not an innocent little virgin anymore."

"I probably should have waited even longer but I couldn't. I just couldn't help myself. I've wanted you for such a long time but the question of ethics kept getting in the way," he replied.

"I hate to point out the obvious but I think that fucking me is one of the less sticky ethical questions you have to deal with on a regular basis," she joked. "A lot of people would probably frown on that whole operation you've got going on."

"I know and I hate to have put you in the middle of it. I could go to jail for what I'm doing."

"Well I'd definitely come and visit you if you do get locked up. Hell, I'd even marry you so that you could get conjugal visits," Penelope chuckled.

"I would hate myself if I caused anything bad to happen to you."

"Let's stop thinking about that stuff. We're here to relax and have fun and make love all day long," she reminded him.

"I think perhaps you overestimate my stamina," he replied.

"No you're just underestimating my skill. I'm going to make it my goal to see that you're harder and hornier than you've ever been in your life."

"I have no doubt of that. In fact I think I feel a little something starting to grow again now that you mention it," said Holland as he flashed a wicked grin.


CHAPTER 18:

Penelope wondered if things would be different once they went back to work. Did this make them a couple? Would they go out on dates and have sex on some kind of regular basis? Would he ask her to move in with him? Or was this just a fling? They had obviously both been wanting to screw for a long time now so perhaps this was just a way of relieving some of the pressure in the valves. Penelope figured it was probably best to just enjoy the trip and let the chips fall where they may.

As for enjoying the trip that wasn't hard to do at all. They went sightseeing at Balboa Park and even went to the zoo when Penelope mentioned how much she loved animals. There were some great Mexican restaurants in town and there was always the beach...and the bedroom.

Penelope had no lovers to compare Holland to. She could compare cock size but that wasn't terribly important to her. His was just fine and felt really good inside her. As a lover the doctor was very attentive to her needs and surprisingly athletic. Most importantly she was finally willing to admit that she had fallen in love with him. The big question was did he feel the same?

They hadn't actually said it yet. They had gotten close and kind of danced around it but nobody had taken the big step. Maybe it was too soon or maybe they were both just waiting for the other one to make the first move. It didn't matter all that much. Even though they had known each other for two years they had only been lovers for a couple of days.

Originally they weren't going to talk any business on this trip but it just sort of happened anyway. It was a subject that was near and dear to both of them so it was only natural that they would converse about it. Holland seemed really determined to see that the girls in the program had something solid to look forward to once they graduated and they knocked around some ideas like a job placement service and setting up a trust fund so that the girls would have at least some money in their pockets at the end that they could use to help establish themselves in their new lives. Penelope was also very anxious to see that there would be some kind of ongoing communication with the graduates and events where the alumni could come back and socialize or get help if they needed it.

Actually they had a lot to talk about, which was kind of cool since they were having so much sex and Penelope hated to think that it was the only thing that brought them together. They both had such different backgrounds yet they seemed to think alike on a lot of subjects. He may have come from a totally different world but she had no trouble feeling comfortable with him and making him feel comfortable at the same time. They were just very open and honest with each about everything.

As their idyllic vacation was nearing its end Penelope decided to push the issue a little and just asked straight out what things would be like back home.

"I've been wondering the same thing myself," Holland admitted as they lay together in bed after another intense session of love making. "I can't imagine my desire to be with you is going to go away or diminish just because we're back in our familiar surroundings. I hope that we'll continue dating whenever time allows."

"So does that make me your girlfriend?" asked Penelope.

"Yes, I suppose it does if you really need to label it," he replied.

"Cool! I've never been anyone's girlfriend before. I like the sound of it. I mean it's no big deal and it's not like I expect something out of you but it's really nice to feel that somebody likes you."

"I think it's a little more than just liking you," Holland pointed out. "I like lots of people but I don't usually exchange bodily fluids with them."

"Well it's all new territory for me. Not just being freshly minted in this adorable new body but having grown up so lonely and rejected even by my family. You've given me something that feels like a home and something that feels like love, I mean love as a warm, caring thing not just a sexual one. I owe you so much."

"I hope this isn't just your way of trying to repay a kindness. I'm overjoyed that I've been able to help you become the person you knew you were inside but I don't feel like you owe me anything. You, and all the girls, have definitely paid for that experience in a variety of ways. I didn't start this thing as a charity, it was a selfish interest to further my research and to press beyond the walls of accepted practice. You've earned everything that you've gotten from me so please don't ever feel like you need to pay me back or something. Be with me because you want to be with me, because you enjoy my company, because you find me attractive. If I'm sure of that I think I can love you with all of my heart."

"I love you for both your brain and your body Dr. Holland Caruthers. I dig your style and I think that for a mad scientist you seem pretty damn sane. I realize that I'm just a babe in the woods when it comes to relationships but I know what I feel and I know that I love you," Penelope announced with absolute certainty.

"Good. That settles it then. We love each other."

Penelope burst out laughing. She had come up with a pretty darn romantic speech on the fly without any rehearsal but the good doctor in his usual way managed to cut to the chase.

"You know Doc your bedside manner is terrific but I think you may need a little work on your in bed manner," Penelope said once she had stopped laughing long enough to speak.

"I think you're right but I also think you're the one to help me with that. You did get me to stop referring to our body parts in their technical terms you know."

"Yes, and that's a step in the right direction. There's nothing like a filthy mouth to get the juices flowing in the sack."

"Speaking of which I think my...hot, throbbing cock is about ready for some more action," said Holland, trying to make the words sound natural.

"That's better," Penelope giggled as she rolled over and stuck her ass up in the air. "You know my tight little pussy is always ready for action you big stud so go to work!"

Holland didn't hesitate. It's a difficult invitation for any man to refuse. Every female beast in the jungle and forest knows how to attract a mate in this position and Holland was merely a human.

His hands gripped her waist as he steadied himself behind her and soon they were slipping into that rhythm that they found so easy to share. Penelope had her head pressed down hard against the pillow but that couldn't stifle the sounds of pleasure that she was emitting rather loudly. 

She was being fucked by her boyfriend. It was official now. Sure they had fucked plenty of times already but this was the first time as boyfriend and girlfriend. It was a silly thing to think about but it actually meant something to Penelope. It was a type of validation in a way. It was nice to be a partner and not just a plaything, although she didn't feel ashamed of anything she had done before. Those were all steps on the road to fulfilling her destiny. Not that she was especially proud of having more or less turned tricks with strangers but she was proud of the fact that she had the courage and perseverance to stick it out and arrive at her goal.

Seeing Holland naked was a real kick, not especially because of his body, but because he was so different out of uniform. She liked to see him in a more casual way. He was normally so professional and businesslike, and that was pretty sexy too, but you really get to know someone when you've showered with them. It probably wouldn't last but damn if it wasn't a nice ride at the moment.


CHAPTER 20:

Things were a tiny bit strange for a week or so after they came back. Holland, ever the workaholic, was anxious to do twice as much to make up for his vacation time, which of course kind of defeats the purpose of a vacation in the first place. It was just his nature and part of the reason he was so good at his job.

Penelope was also busy trying to develop some of the plans that they had discussed. There was no hiding the fact that she and the doctor were an item now and that news had spread like wildfire. It was kind of a Cinderella fantasy that probably seemed all the more exciting because everyone lived in such a closed environment. Still, they did make a cute couple.

As time went by and Penelope and Holland continued to see each other as often as their schedules would allow she did begin to wonder why they were still living in separate rooms. She had spent the night in his private quarters a few times, a section of the house that she hadn't seen before that, but inevitably she went back to her old room until the next "date night" rolled around.

She was very excited when Holland announced that he was taking another little trip and invited her to join him. She was especially excited to find out that they were going to Las Vegas, a place she had never been but always wanted to go. It seemed out of character for Holland but he explained that there was a favorite band of his from the old days that was performing in a showroom there. That seemed even stranger to Penelope who couldn't picture the doctor rocking out to anybody at any time in his life but it sounded like a blast even if she didn't know the band really well.

Las Vegas was everything she had hoped for and more. It wasn't quite like in the movies since you couldn't drive down fabled Freemont Street anymore and a lot of the cheesy neon that used to typify the place had been replaced with more sophisticated lighting and huge outdoor TV screens but it was still bright and exciting and full of energy. The town just oozed naughty fun and they were there to have plenty of it.

Holland was pretty subdued at the concert but he did start to warm up a bit as he heard some of his favorite songs being performed live by someone who had obviously had a big influence on him at some earlier point in his life. It was another chance to get him away from his natural habitat and help him unwind.

They had gone to a rooftop bar that had a patio after the show and Holland suggested that they stroll out there to have a better look at the skyline. Penelope noticed that no one else was on the patio partaking of the view, which she thought was odd since it really was spectacular. She was about to comment on that fact when she turned and saw Holland on one knee with a small box in his hand. Fortunately she had already set her drink down or she would surely have dropped it on the spot.

"My darling Penny, you know I'm not terribly good at romantic speeches or anything but I hope you know in your heart how much you mean to me. Will you do me the honor of becoming my wife?"

Penelope was literally speechless. She kept trying to answer in the affirmative but no words would pass through her lips. Holland looked at her strangely and began to have a worried expression on his face.

"Do you need some time to think about it?" he asked.

She just shook her head and threw her arms around him. Somehow she managed to say "yes" as she tried to choke back her tears. They shared a lovely kiss for a few moments before the sound of applause broke the spell. The other bar patrons and staff where all standing by the entrance to the patio clapping and cheering.

"Did you set this whole thing up?" Penelope asked in amazement.

"Well, yes I must confess that it took a little planning. That's why we had the whole balcony to ourselves. It's a little theatrical perhaps but I hoped you would appreciate the gesture."

She more than appreciated it she adored it. That crazy, wonderful man had pulled off the surprise of surprises. She never once guessed what he had up his sleeve, or more exactly what he had in his coat pocket.

There was champagne for everyone and Penelope was met with a crowd of well-wishing strangers who seemed almost as delighted as she was. Everyone, it appears, likes a good fairytale romance with a happy ending.

They were tempted to do something wild and spontaneous like get married by and Elvis Impersonator or at a drive through wedding chapel but Penelope knew the girls back home would never forgive her if they were cheated out of their chance to be part of the wedding.

Although Penelope protested slightly Holland insisted that she have the wedding of her dreams. Caterers were brought in so that none of the girls had to work and could just enjoy being guests. The bridesmaids all looked spectacular and Penelope probably spent a little too much on her wedding dress but it was amazing.

She had been living in this house for just about three years, the amount of time she had agreed to stay at the beginning. Way back then she could never have guessed how things would have turned out. No one could have seen that coming.

Penelope had reached out to her parents and hoped that they might miss her enough to attend, if nothing else out of curiosity to see what had become of her, but only her mother accepted. Learning that her future son-in-law was a wealthy doctor probably helped to mitigate some of the angst. Maybe if her mother went home and filed a good report her father might eventually warm up to the idea of a reconciliation. If not, that was too bad but Penelope was too busy being happy and optimistic to dwell on anything negative.

As she walked down the aisle, trying to hold back her tears, the thought about how lucky she was and hoped that the other girls would find their own happiness too someday. She was determined to help any way that she could but for a lot of them the road ahead was still going to be tough. 

Fate was a strange thing. If she hadn't bumped into Doug at that seedy bar that night three years ago she might never have heard of this place. She might be giving some guy a blowjob in an alley to help pay the rent right now or be in jail or even be dead. She'd still be just a "dude in a dress" and a sissy boy, hated by countless people who didn't even know her. Instead she had found sanctuary and shelter in a strange little community that embraced her. And most amazingly of all she had found love with a really terrific man who was about to become her husband.

Yes fate played a major role but she had also taken a hand by believing in herself and being willing to dive into a scary and unknown situation. After the honeymoon she was determined to come back, roll up her sleeves, and try to make the situation a little less scary for the girls who would come after her. That wasn't going to be easy but at the moment she couldn't think of anything else she would rather be doing with her life.

She had been born a man named Peter Reynolds but she knew that was some sort of a mistake, like getting someone's else's letter in your mailbox. Now she was Mrs. Penelope Caruthers and at home at last in every way possible. She still had a lot to learn about being a woman but now she was properly equipped for the task. It hadn't all been easy but becoming Penelope was the greatest thing that had ever happened to her.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

It's funny when a story takes on a life of its own. I thought this was going to be a much darker and more sinister book more along the lines of The Ultimate Punishment but I guess I was in too good of a mood to stay in a dark frame of mind. I've been feeling very romantic lately so I guess my heart just guided my brain to a happier tale.

The technology mentioned in this book is probably at least ten years away, assuming that it's gets approval. Printing human organs from tissue is quite possible. In the future all sorts of things like heart transplants will probably be done with 3D models of the organ created from stem cells. It's also possible that an entire body could be reshaped to order, much the way Penelope is able to choose from a variety of vagina options. Of course just because the technology exists doesn't mean it will be accepted without a fight, especially when it pertains to sexual reassignment. At the moment it's still a fantasy but who knows what miracles are just down the road?
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