
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Forced Feminization Plot! 
 
    MTF medical transformation! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
    Copyright © 2023 
 
      
 
    All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [image: Changed cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Jack is a great reporter, and he is given an assignment he doesn’t think much of. He must go undercover and discover the truth of the mysterious Femcorp. 
 
    It seems pretty simple at first, but when he finds out he can’t trust anybody, it gets more difficult, and when he finds out the truth…it might be too late! 
 
    War is hell, and Jack is right in the middle of it! 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    BTW ~ If you like this tale of Amazonia, it is based on ‘The Monastery of Broken Men’ by Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    “Jack Larson, ma’am. Welcome to the paper.” 
 
    Jack offered his hand and the woman behind the editor’s desk sniffed. 
 
    Jack was a handsome fellow. He wasn’t one of those muscle hounds. With his long, brown hair and brown eyes he had a soft look that disarmed people and enabled him to gain trust. And gaining trust enabled him to get the real story, and that made him one of the best journalists on the New York Rag. 
 
    He withdrew his hand. Being rejected didn’t bother him. He just withdrew his hand and smiled. 
 
    Shiela Brenner pursed her lips, kept a level look as she examined the paper’s star reporter. 
 
    Yes, he was handsome, and his arrogance was carefully kept in check. Perfect for what she wanted. 
 
    “Busting Senator Armstrong was a good story, but you haven’t had one since.” 
 
    So much for small talk. 
 
    “As you may recall, his thugs roughed me up pretty good. But my broken bones are ready to go.” 
 
    “Humph.” She swiveled and looked out the window behind her. She had a wonderful view of the city, and she watched the clouds drift behind the skyscrapers and considered her next words. 
 
    She spun back. “The recommendation is that you aren’t fully recuperated, and that you should do the fashion page for a while.” 
 
    “Marsha is top notch at that. My recommendation is that I be given my crime beat back and allowed to do what I do best.” 
 
    “You aren’t scared being waylaid again?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” He put some steel in his words. 
 
    She pivoted slightly. Let her eyes travel over book shelves, file cabinets, and the endless bric a brac that is a working editor’s office. 
 
    She pivoted back and eyed him fiercely. “Puts me in a position. You might be wasted on Fashion, but if you’re not ready then…” she let her words die away. 
 
    “Give me a chance, ma’am.” 
 
    She chewed on her lower lip, steepled her fingers, and let the moment build. 
 
    He held his position without fidgeting. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. I’ve got a crime assignment, but it’s a soft one. I need you to infiltrate an organization. You can take your time. Quite honestly, I don’t care if it takes months, but I do want the straight goods. You do that, and you’ll be back on Crime.” 
 
    It was less than he wanted, but more than he expected. But new editors were usually this way. They liked to check out the hired help by giving them unusual assignments. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She nodded, and suddenly stood up. 
 
    She strode around the desk, and Jack had a good look at her striking figure. Older than him, but not by much. A little solid, but not too much. Hefty boobs, chunky but solid ass, and speculating eyes in a smooth face. 
 
    She surprised him then, and linked her arm with his and walked him to the door. 
 
    “I’ve heard of you, Jack, and if you really are that good, we’ll get along fine.” 
 
    She opened the door and ushered him out, and slapped his ass. 
 
    Not a big slap, just a cup of the hand. 
 
    He blinked and stared at her, but she was already ignoring him. With a smile on her face she called over to the editor of Obituaries. “Tom! Let’s talk!” 
 
    Jack returned to his desk. He knew she would send a packet to him shortly, and he cleaned up his desk and got ready for the new assignment. 
 
    His last one he had managed to get Senator Armstrong on video taking a sexual bribe. But he hadn’t counted on a silent security alarm, and two beefy boys who enjoyed massaging his face with their knuckles. By the time they were finished with him he was laying on the road, more dead than alive, and his cell phone was gone. 
 
    The good news was that his scoop of the amorous Armstrong was already in the cloud. 
 
    He had spent some time in the hospital, which time wasn’t wasted as he downloaded the video, wrote a scorcher of a story, and let the world know that Senator Armstrong was a very dirty old man with uncomfortably young tastes. 
 
    Once the story was out he was safe. 
 
    Before the story was printed the thugs could have paid him a visit. Afterwards any more bruises to his frame would result in an intensive police investigation. 
 
    And Armstrong did NOT want the police looking into his activities. 
 
    Better to just retire and retreat from the public view. 
 
    Jack straightened up files, sent certain items to the archives. He filed other records on the internet, and went to the janitor’s closet for a little furniture polish. 
 
    Most reporters didn’t care about such things, but Jack had weaseled an actual wooden desk, and he liked to polish it and keep it shiny. 
 
    His first wife said he would have made a better maid than a reporter. But that was before he hit it big, and now she wanted to be his maid. 
 
    Too bad, so sad. 
 
    He was just replacing the blotter when a runner brought him a storage box. 
 
    “Thanks, Billy,” he said. 
 
    As Billy ran back for his next task Jack lifted the top of the box off and began digging through it. 
 
    A new job, eh? Soft, but important. Well, let’s see how fast he could handle that. 
 
    As he perused the files his eyes opened a bit. For a soft piece this looked pretty hard. 
 
    A mysterious corporation had bought the old Masters Mansion out in the countryside. 
 
    The Masters Mansion. A hug pile of rock shaped into a castle. A castle in the California countryside. Huh. Hollyweird. 
 
    Nobody could find out who the corporation was, for that corporation was owned by another corporation, which was owned by another corporation,  and the members of the boards of the corporations were obviously shills. They had been paid to hold the reins, and to conceal the money behind them. 
 
    The Corporation was called ‘Femcorp,’ and nobody knew what it did. 
 
    What people did know was that people joined Femcorp, and Femcorp was gaining a lot of influence. 
 
    Influence over companies and other corporations. Influence even over elected officials. 
 
    And this was a soft assignment? 
 
    The funny thing was that for its burgeoning power Femcorp was very low key. Except for a few small instances, small town elections and such, Femcorp wasn’t wielding it’s growing influence. 
 
    It was just…growing in power. 
 
    Jack plugged in his earbuds and turned on Pink Floyd. He had several of the group’s albums, and he loved to sink into their universe while he had his thoughts. 
 
    Of course, he had deleted ‘Careful with that Axe, Eugene,’ but everything else was perfect for enhancing the surrealistic thoughts necessary to planning his game. 
 
    He placed a pad of paper on his desk and picked up a Pilot pen, the gel kind, and began to write. 
 
    What is Femcorp doing? 
 
    Who are on the Boards? 
 
    Who is behind who on the boards? 
 
    Donations? 
 
      
 
    He thought for a while, listening to Another Brick in the Wall, then scribbled another list. 
 
    Blueprints for castle. 
 
    Architect/history. 
 
    Deliveries. 
 
    How many workers? 
 
    Security? 
 
      
 
    He thought some more, people were going home now, and Shiela Brennan had departed an hour previous. 
 
    He made a couple more lists, but these were almost doodling. 
 
    He sighed. Okay. Dinner. Sign out a snooper van. Camera and listening devices. Drive around and find a good vantage point. 
 
    Oh, and use Google Earth for a little before the reconnaissance. 
 
    With that he slid his papers into his top drawer and locked it. Time for a drink. 
 
      
 
    Jack lived in a cheap ass apartment in Brentwood. The apartment had been built in the forties, never remodeled, not even painted, and the rent reflected that. 
 
    Fine for Jack. He moved in, did his own painting, fixed the plumbing, even did some rewiring. He was good at that stuff. 
 
    And it was comfortable. 
 
    Of course it became less comfortable when Shirley moved in. 
 
    Ah, sweet Shirley. Shirley of the quirky grin and the big breasts. 
 
    Jack, every time he looked at her sweet smile, her epicanthic eyes, her Angelina Jolie lips, thought maybe he had won the prize. 
 
    She cooked, she had her own job, she loved the same type of movies as he, and she was like a manic dingo in the sack. 
 
    He never knew if she was going to laugh or bite, and it kept him delightfully awake and horny. 
 
    “Hey, babe! I’m home!” 
 
    “Out here, honey sacks!” 
 
    Honey sacks? That was a new one. 
 
    He thought rapidly as he went out to the patio. She was sitting at the small round table and watching the city.  
 
    “Hey, boober butt,” and he kissed her. They had a thing about coming up with ridiculous names to call each other. 
 
    “Boober butt?” She slanted an eye at him. “I think I won that one.” 
 
    “Hah! You want a drink?” 
 
    She nodded, and he headed for the kitchen. 
 
    He liked bourbon. Good bourbon. Currently he was trying out Widow Jane 10 Year Straight Bourbon. It was good, but it required a splash of Coke to become truly palatable. 
 
    He filled a couple of short kitchen glasses, poured a splat of Coke in, and toted the whiskey out to the patio. 
 
    He stepped out and blinked. 
 
    In his absence Shirley had divested herself of her clothes. She sat with a big smile and not a bit of stitching. 
 
    “Hey, nipple face. Have you seen my girlfriend?” 
 
    “You’d settle for that slattern instead of just taking me and throwing me down and abusing my orifices?” She paused, then quipped, “My little monkey testicle.” 
 
    “Hah! I won that one. Drink. A lot. I’m back at work.” 
 
    She sat up, her sizable breasts leaning forward, and said, “The new editor is working out? And take your clothes off  so I can hear you.” 
 
    He chuckled, sat, sipped, and began unbuttoning. 
 
    “She’s a ball buster, but she gave me an assignment. She says it’s not tough, though, so I don’t know if she’s just breaking my balls or what.” 
 
    He unbuckled, lifted his ass momentarily, and slipped his pants off. 
 
    Shirley eyed his expanding penis and licked her lips. “What kind of an assignment?” 
 
    He wicked off his shoes and pulled off his socks. “You know that castle out near the coast? The Masters Castle?” 
 
    “Sure. The guy who made a fortune in shipping, built a castle on a cliff so he could watch the ocean. There’s a lot of stories about that place.” 
 
    “I know. Hidden passages, secret doors, hidden treasure.” 
 
    “So what are you supposed to do? Find the treasure?” 
 
    “A corporation bought it. The Femcorp. They’re making some waves, gaining influence, and Shiela wants me to do an expose.” 
 
    “Wow. I don’t know anything about this Femcorp thing, but that castle is a landmark. how you going to do it?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’m still in planning. I’ve got to do some research, form a plan, then…go do it.” 
 
    “Well, let me know when you have a plan. This sounds fascinating.” 
 
    “I will. How’s that whiskey?” 
 
    Shirley lifted her glass and peered at the sunset through it. “Amber.” 
 
    She looked at his lap. “How’s your doodad?” 
 
    He didn’t have to look to know that he had a big boner.  
 
    “Ready for doodling.” 
 
    She smiled, scooted her chair around and placed her hand in his lap. She wrapped her hand around him and began stroking. “Not tonight, dear. I have a headache.” 
 
    “Oh, no you don’t.” 
 
    He placed his hands under her breasts and lifted. He leaned into her and nibbled on her luscious lips. 
 
    “I get top position.” 
 
    He backed off and stared at her. The night was getting gloomy. The sun was almost down and the sky had striated into reds and oranges. 
 
    “Which top position?” 
 
    “The one where I’m on top and you’re on the bottom.” 
 
    “Let me ask it plainer. Am I going to fuck you? Or are you going to fuck me?” 
 
    She wiggled her chair around so they were face to face. She cupped his balls with one hand and stroking him with the other. She used her long, red fingernails under his glans. She kissed his nipples, and bit them. 
 
    She looked at him and whispered, “I’m going to fuck you.” 
 
    Jack gave a shiver. 
 
    He had never tried anal penetration until Shirley had come along, but she had taught him, and now he liked it. Liked it maybe better than him doing her. 
 
    The downside was that he didn’t always get to cum. 
 
    She did. There was a nub on the back end of her dildo that massaged her clitoris and gave an inch of penetration into her pussy. 
 
    But he had to work hard to get a cum, for if she got one first she always left him high and dry. 
 
    It was her favorite part of the night, to leave him with a king-sized boner and a bucket of frustration. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you kn-o-ow what I like!” he copied that old rock star, The Big Bopper.” 
 
    She laughed and lowered her head. 
 
    The good news was that she was going to get him super hot, which increased his chances of cumming. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later she stood up and led him into the bedroom. By the penis. 
 
    Fifteen minutes after that he was thrusting and humping and moaning, and she almost let him cum. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days was gathering material. Jack found this fun, and yet frustrating. 
 
    It was fun because he liked research. He liked digging through old files, going to city hall and pulling things like deeds and blueprints. 
 
    It was fun because he got to poke into people’s lives. 
 
    It was frustrating for two small reasons. 
 
    First, it was difficult to know exactly what he was looking for, and he often found himself on a dead end. 
 
    Second, what he ended up with was a mass of documentation, often hard to read or understand, and he had to put it in some sort of order. 
 
    But, when things came together the frustration turned into a happy satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    So after two days of gathering material Jack spent a day organizing. He sat at the kitchen table, it was quieter than the newspaper office, and put everything in order. 
 
    He made lists and trees of people who worked there. 
 
    He made a file of most important to least important documents concerning the construction of the building.  
 
    Another similar file for ownerships. 
 
    And so on. 
 
    As for who worked there, that was a nothing burger. Usually he could find out who worked somewhere, then research them, pretty easily. 
 
    Not so Femcorp. He found a few names, but these kept going back into untraceable holding corporations. Many of the corporations were linked to overseas accounts, and names disappeared or were replaced with names that were more difficult to track. 
 
    And the layout of the building was somewhat of a mystery. Poor city records didn’t adequately track the repairs and modifications made to the building. 
 
    Interestingly, most of the repairs were done by a handful of companies that, when he tracked them, led back to Femcorp. 
 
    Femcorp was doing their own repairs, getting tax write offs, and…he found himself in a sticky wicky spiderweb of innocent confusion and conspiracy. 
 
    And he still didn’t know exactly what it was Femcorp did! 
 
    But, at the end of the third day he had a break through from the most unsuspecting of sources. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Bitch Food. Still working, eh?” Shirley placed a bag of groceries on the counter. 
 
    Jack looked up from the kitchen table, his eyes a little dazed from scrutinizing endless data and sighed. “Bourbon. It’s the only cure.” 
 
    She laughed. She could tell he was tired because he didn’t even try to call her a funny name. “Coming right up, Doodle Hawkins.” 
 
    He pushed his chair back and eyed her. “Doodle Hawkins?” 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    He just shook his head and waited while she put groceries away and made a pair of drinks. 
 
    Finally, she supplied him with nourishment and sat down across from him. She began picking up papers and examining them. 
 
    “So this is the famous Femcorp, eh?” 
 
    “It is.” He took a big glug, coughed once, took a deep breath, then yawned. 
 
    Shirley raised her eyes and chuckled, then went back to glancing over some of the things he had piled up on the table. 
 
    “And you make sense out of this?” 
 
    “That’s it, I haven’t made much sense. Femcorp is a bunch of people nobody knows who do something nobody knows and there doesn’t seem to be any way to pierce the corporate seal.” 
 
    “Pierce the corporate seal?” She asked. 
 
    “It’s actually a lawyer term for when you become able to sue a corporation, but it works here.” 
 
    He sat back, stretched, took another glug. 
 
    He was horny. He looked across the table at Shirley’s wonderful chest and smiled. 
 
    She looked up, saw where he was looking again, and smiled, then: “I might be able to help you.” 
 
    “Do my research or let me fuck you?” 
 
    “Do your research. I don’t want you fucking me for a while.” 
 
    He felt his heart leap a little. He forgot about working in the face of being denied. “How come?” 
 
    “I just like you this way. Maybe I’ll fuck you again. I seem to be liking that more and more. But about helping you…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Have you read your own paper?” 
 
    He frowned. “Every day.” 
 
    “Not the news, the want ads.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly. “Why would I want to look at the want ads?” 
 
    “Oh, you just might.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll do that, but later. Right now—“ 
 
    “Right now,” she blurted, grinning. 
 
    Now intrigued, Jack pulled his laptop over and opened to his newspapers website. He tapped and scrolled to the want ads and went down the list. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” he laughed. 
 
    “Told you.” 
 
      
 
    [image: Wanted!…] 
 
      
 
    Jack grinned. “Well, my little batch of cunt hairs, you’ve made my day. Anything you desire shall be yours.” 
 
    “Little batch of cunt hairs? That’s terrible!” 
 
    “But the spirit in which it was delivered was wonderful!” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll take a couple of drinks and your ass, in that order.” 
 
    “Start guzzling, super tits, drinks coming up starting right now.” 
 
      
 
    Later that night, laying on his back and looking at the ceiling, his cock still hard, she still hadn’t let him cum, Jack thought about Shirley and himself. 
 
    Their relationship had always been a little kinky, but it had now become pretty much her doing him, and him being horny. 
 
    That wasn’t what worried him. What bothered him was that he liked it so much. 
 
    He had always been the guy on top, and now he wasn’t. 
 
    He wasn’t gay, and he didn’t think Shirley was a lesbian. Although she did like to dress him up every once in a while. 
 
    So why was he changing his sexual preferences? And what deep changes were happening inside him? 
 
    Next to him Shirley sighed and had sweet dreams. Whatever they were. Probably sexual, but one could never tell with a woman like her. 
 
    So Femcorp needed a handyman. Huh! 
 
    He grinned into the darkness and made his plans. 
 
      
 
    “A handyman, eh?” Shiela Brenner looked over the top of her glasses and studied her ace reporter. 
 
    “I’ve worked in construction. Worked my way through college.” 
 
    “Hmm. What about references?” 
 
    “I can take one of our built up identities. References shouldn’t be a problem.” 
 
    The Daily Rag had a few fake identities. They were secretive about them, but they were solid, and they had phones outside the newspaper for references. 
 
    “What’s your plan for once you get in there?” 
 
    “I checked with Charlie, down in maintenance, and he gave me the skinny on these types of jobs. I should be able to go anywhere in their building. I can make up some paperwork, fake a problem, whatever. Also, I can make a problem last into the night, do my sneaking when everybody’s gone home.” 
 
    “Your paperwork says a lot of people actually live on premises.” 
 
    “I’ll have to work around that. I suspect the work and the living spaces are separate.” He shrugged. 
 
    Shiela spun her chair and looked out the big window. Big buildings. Taller skies. 
 
    What she was really thinking Jack had no idea. 
 
    She spun back and snapped, “And you think this will work.” 
 
    “Best chance I have,” he responded with confidence, and he crossed his fingers. Come on, come on…I need this! 
 
    She twisted her mouth, looked down at the file his report was in. “Okay,” 
 
    He tried not to show his sigh of relief. 
 
    “I’ll apply this morning.” 
 
    “Okay. But, Jack…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “If you have any problems I want a call on the instant. You understand?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And keep this assignment under your hat. I don’t want any office gossip.” 
 
    That was sort of a strange request considering the nature of the newspaper business, but Jack nodded. “My girlfriend knows, and you. The only ones.” 
 
    “Good. If anybody asks, just make up a story. I want to be the first to bust this story. You got that, Jack?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Get out of here.” 
 
    He got. 
 
      
 
    Jack returned to his desk, picked up his phone, and called Femcorp HR. 
 
    “Hi, my name is Jack Hansen. I’m interested in the handyman position.” 
 
    “Can you come down for an interview?”  
 
    “Sure. Be there in five.” 
 
    It was a chancy reply, a little bit insouciant, but the lady chuckled.  
 
    “See you in five.” 
 
    It actually took Jack 45 minutes to get out to the castle, and when he did he drove slow the last half mile and just scoped out the area. 
 
    The road was windy, but the terrain was totally stunning. Green fields with specks of red flowers and the yellow of the beautiful California poppy. 
 
    Beyond the castle, a couple of hundred yards, the cliff dropped off. It was maybe a hundred yards down to a thin stretch of beach. 
 
    The castle itself was part faux, and part real, but Jack had a hard time discerning which was which. 
 
    The backside, facing the parking lot, had a few modern windows. 
 
    The front side, which he had seen from a far curve, looked like the real thing, big, chunky blocks of dark granite, or whatever castles were made of. 
 
    Jack parked his car and walked around the castle to the front. He walked across an actual drawbridge, and stopped for a moment to stare down at the moat.  
 
    It was filled with over sized koi. They darted and angled and played tag. 
 
    He came to the front gate and a female security guard stepped out from a small guard shack. She was wearing the uniform of a security guard, a little tight around the chest, but she looked like she could win beauty contests. 
 
    “Welcome to Femcorp, sir. How may I direct you?” 
 
    “Jack Larson. Here for HR?” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled and wrote something on a clipboard. She spoke into a lip mike. “Jack Hansen for HR.” 
 
    She smiled, a gorgeous smile, and said, “The front desk is directly across the foyer.” 
 
    “If I could ask you?” 
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “Have there been many applicants?” 
 
    “Not many,” she admitted. “We’re a little far out.” Then she looked around, almost as if she was afraid of being heard, and stepped closer. “If you can live on premises and you pass a simple security check you’ll probably get the job.” Then she grinned. “If you know what a hammer is, of course.” 
 
    Jack chuckled. “Isn’t that the thing used for cutting wood?” 
 
    She winked and said, “Exactly.” 
 
    Both of them smiling, she pressed a button and a big, glass double doors slid to the sides. 
 
    Jack crossed the foyer, a stunning stone mosaic, and stopped at the front desk. 
 
    “Hello, Mr. Hansen. Marsha will be down in a moment.” Another beauty sat behind the front desk. Jack was getting impressed with the quality of beauty demonstrated by the employees had seen so far. 
 
    He turned to a chair, but before he reached it a slender woman whose only imperfection was a pair of thin lensed glasses, came down some circular stairs and called to him. 
 
    “Jack Hansen!” 
 
    He turned, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She reached the bottom, shook his hand, and said, “I hope you know what you’re doing because we’re getting desperate.” 
 
    Jack grinned. This was going to be easy! 
 
    She took him to her office and asked him the usual questions, and he gave the usual answers. She didn’t even let him leave the building, just made calls for references in his presence, and winked when the people at the newspaper gave their most excellent answers. 
 
    Finally: “Well, Jack, we’re down to it. Final question, can you live on premises?” 
 
    Jack didn’t want to make it look too easy, so he frowned. “Well, I suppose…” 
 
    “You’ll be able to take weekends off, but we’re out in the country, as you may have noticed, and let’s face it, commuting, commute time and extra gas and all, we don’t want you to spend all your exorbitant salary on getting here.” 
 
    “And how much is the exorbitant salary.” 
 
    She named a comfortable figure, and added, “You’ll be saving money on not paying rent. Of course you’ll want to do your shopping for a week at a time,” she shrugged eloquently. 
 
    “And I should ask about the duties. What kinds of things will you be asking me to do?” 
 
    “Everything from changing gaskets in faucets to building a wall for a cubicle. It’s actually pretty easy, and you’ll have a bit of spare time. But when we want something done we’re going to want quick service and a finished product pretty darn fast.” 
 
    “When would you like me to start.” 
 
    “This afternoon.” 
 
    “Wow. That fast. I guess I’m already in demand.” 
 
    The interview went on a little longer, and Jack had himself a job. And it sounded like he would be in a perfect position to conduct his sneakery. He would have spare time, access to most of the building, even his own set of keys. 
 
    Zowie. A journalist’s dream gig. 
 
    “All right. Let’s fill out the paperwork and get you started.” 
 
    Jack answered questions, filled out papers, W-2, etc.  
 
    “I am going to need to head back to town for a couple of personal items.” 
 
    “How about tonight? After work?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Okay. Are you ready to get your uniform and check out your work station?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Marsha led him through the castle, and it was a curious mix of modern and ancient. Some walls were the original cold stone, and others were obviously built to match, but with lesser materials. 
 
    He had an office on the back of the building. It was small, dingy, even, but how much did a handy man need? 
 
    He had a steel cabinet filled with tools. Good sockets, power drills, sawzalls, everything. Batteries were lined up on a table underneath a small window. There was a slop sink, a bit battered, that was perfect. 
 
    “We’ve got community showers on the third floor. Mostly women work here, so no need to feel embarrassed if you need to take a shower. You’ll have plenty of privacy.” 
 
    She showed him the cafeteria. “It’s open, full meals from 7 to 7. Snacks if you leave change for them.” 
 
    She took him to his room. It wasn’t big, just a call with a moderate size TV perching in the top corner and facing the bed. 
 
    The bed was comfy, and he had a dresser and a small closet. 
 
    “We’ve got full internet, but it’s all on the next floor.” 
 
    He nodded, and was happy. He was actually going to live in comfort while he did his digging. 
 
    Maybe this was going to be a soft job after all. 
 
    And, the tour was over. 
 
    Marsha handed him keys, shook his hand, then, blushing a little, she even gave him a hug. “We’re all one big family here, Jack. So feel free to call on me at any time.” 
 
    He thanks her, and headed for his office. 
 
    It was a big place, bigger on the inside than it looked on the outside, and it looked big on the outside. 
 
    He found his office and checked the computer on his little desk. 
 
    Sure enough, he had an email marked ‘urgent,’ flashing in red. “Got a leak in the basement.” It was signed by a woman named Charlotte. 
 
    He collected a batch of plumber’s tools, put them in a carry box, and headed for the basement. 
 
    He had no idea where the basement was, but a simple trip to the elevator and a press on the button labeled ‘B; and he found it. 
 
    The elevator opened on a long corridor and he quick walked down the corridor. 
 
    His tour hadn’t included the basement, and he wondered what was behind the various doors. Probably storage units. 
 
    He arrived at the end of the hall and a door was propped open. He entered another corridor. This was narrower and darker, and he made his way deeper into the bowels of the castle. 
 
    “Jack? Is that you? The new handyman?” 
 
    “Right here. You’re Charlotte?” 
 
    “I am. Come back here, Jack. The leak is under this tank, I think a simple  wrench will do it, but I lack the strength. 
 
    Jack splashed through a half inch of water and came face to face with Charlotte. Even in the darkness he could see how good looking he was. 
 
    It had been so long since he had gotten off, and he instantly had a boner. But he was here to fix a pipe, not exercise his ding dong. 
 
    It was a dark corner under the tank, and Jack could barely see. He lifted a flashlight out of his box and looked under the tank. 
 
    Yep. There was a leak, all right. It wasn’t a bad one, but with lack of drainage in the room it was causing a good sized puddle.  
 
    It was coming from a pipe at the far end, scrunched up and low against the wall. And Charlotte was right, it was going to take a good sized monkey wrench and some muscle to get the thing tightened up again. 
 
    He walked around the big boiler it was under. There was only one way to get to the pipe, and that was to crawl down a red bench directly under the tank. 
 
    He took his wrench and crawled onto the bench and, glory of glory, it had wheels! 
 
    He pushed under the tank. It was tight, and he only had an inch of wiggle room. But he would end up right over the pipe. A simple turn or two and he would be done. 
 
    “Is the new handy man…Oh, hi. My name is Carol.” 
 
    Jack was under the tank now, and about halfway to the leak. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    Now there were two girls, and they walked alongside him, watched his progress. 
 
    He reached a point where he couldn’t kick or push with his legs or arms. “Can you push this thing along?” he called out? 
 
    He placed his elbows and knees on little pads on the sides of the rolling bench, and the girls had no trouble squeezing him further along. 
 
    Finally, he was there. He was slightly arched, looking down, and suddenly the girls grabbed his wrists and pulled straps around them. They had velcro closures and like that his wrists were snugged against the front legs of the bench. 
 
    “Hey! What gives?” 
 
    The girls moved back and pushed his legs against the legs of the bench and velcroed them in place. 
 
    “What are you doing? Let me loose!” 
 
    The girl on his left side walked to the back of the big tank and turned a spigot. The leaky pipe immediately stopped leaking. 
 
    Carol chirped, “That sure was easy.” 
 
    “Let me loose!” 
 
    But the two ladies just smiled, and he heard the sound of their palms meeting in a high five. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    Jack lurched up, but he was under the tank and he could only raise an inch. 
 
    “Take it easy, Jack.” 
 
    The girls passed a small leather belt over his back, then fastened it underneath. Now he couldn’t even move his back. 
 
    For a moment Jack was panicked. He struggled, but quickly realized it was useless. He lay on the bench and breathed heavily. 
 
    “We’re going to slide you backwards, Jack. Calm down.” 
 
    They used a six foot rod with a hook. the put the hook through a ring on the back of the rolling bench and gently rolled him out. 
 
    “What are you doing? What is going on?” 
 
    The girls pulled the bench around and dragged it towards the door.  
 
    “That was nice.” 
 
    “He went pretty quickly.” 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” 
 
    “You have become indentured to Femcorp.” 
 
    “Indentured? No! I came to work here!” 
 
    Then Charlotte surprised him. 
 
    “No, you came here to spy on us, to write an article.” 
 
    He was silent for a long moment. A moment in which he looked down at the worn stone traveling under the rolling bench. 
 
    “What do you know about that?” he finally muttered. He wasn’t sure what to say, what to admit, how to proceed. 
 
    “We know everything, Jack. Now just be quiet. You’ll eventually get your answers.” 
 
    They turned into a small room, closed the door and turned on the lights. Then, chatting easily, they left him. 
 
    “Hey! Get me out of here.” 
 
    The sound of light laughter. 
 
    Son of a bitch! 
 
    Jack struggled some more, but the bench was made of light but strong metal. The velcro straps were tight, and there was no way to force them open, or to start twisting them so they would become loose. 
 
    He lay there, breathing, and listened. 
 
    No sound. 
 
    Most always there is some sound. Some click of far away clock. A drip of water. The skitter of tiny mouse paws on tiles. 
 
    There was nothing. The sound of stones existing. 
 
    He then listened to the sound of his own body. He gulped, and was comforted by the sound of his swallow. 
 
    He heard his heart beating, and he listened to that, counted the beats, but eventually he ignored that. It was too regular to pay much attention to. 
 
    Time passed. And there was no sound, or motion, to mark the measurement of time. 
 
    He tried counting his heartbeat, but kept forgetting to continue. 
 
    He tried counting seconds, listening to his own voice. “One thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand….” but that was boring. 
 
    He tried to sleep, to get out of his body and go somewhere as a ghost. 
 
    He found himself crying at one point. 
 
    He had an itch at one point. 
 
    He—sound! 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    The sound of high heels! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The door opened and the heels entered the room. “Hello, Jack.” 
 
    It was Marsha, the Human Resources person. 
 
    There was a folding chair in one corner, out of his range of vision, and she opened it and sat down. “Well, Jack, you’ve been a naughty boy.” 
 
    “I need you to let me go.” 
 
    “Not going to happen. I will answer your questions, however, before the girls get started.” 
 
    “This is against the law!” 
 
    Not really.” 
 
    “Kidnapping me? Imprisoning me?” 
 
    “No. We didn’t do either of those things.” 
 
    “I’m not laying here a prisoner?” 
 
    “Sure, you are, but in my country a person who breaks in, or falsifies his identity to enter an official structure may be confined. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about? We’re not in ‘your country!’” He spat out the word ‘country.’ 
 
    “Yes. You are. You see this castle was purchased, contracts were signed, and this castle is the official embassy of the free land of Amazonia.” 
 
    “Amazonia? That’s made up if ever…” he sputtered to a stop. His mind was working, and jerking, and stuttering around, all at the same time. 
 
    “We are a group with a presence, a presence that was made into a country in the Amazon. We do not advertise ourselves, and people who know of us are encouraged to keep their silence.” 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘keep their silence?’” 
 
    “Many ways of doing that. Sometimes outright bribes will suffice, at least for a while, but since ours is a country populated by beautiful women it is quite easy to put somebody in a compromising position.” 
 
    “You’re talking blackmail.” 
 
    “Tomato…tomahto. When a country is fighting for existence certain methods are used that might normally be looked down upon.” 
 
    “But I never did anything to you!” 
 
    “You threatened to expose us. To write an article. We couldn’t have that.” 
 
    “So let me go. I won’t write anything, and nobody would believe me if I did. A foreign country? An embassy in an old castle by the ocean? Come on. Release me.” 
 
    “Sorry, Jack, but I have a confession to make, too.” 
 
    He listened carefully as Marsha spoke. 
 
    “Your editor works for us. She assigned you this assignment and sent you here.” 
 
    Jack began blinking. Shiela? An Amazon? What the…” 
 
    “Also, your girlfriend, Shirley. She’s one of us. She is frequently assigned to lure men in so that we may make proper use of them. You see, Jack, we need you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked, his voice now soft. “What do you mean you need me?” 
 
    “You are a unique individual, Jack. You are a news person, but you aren’t bitter, or jaded. You actually believe in honest news. You write fair articles, and even your recent expose of Senator Armstrong was fair. Powerful, but fair. Furthermore, you are evolutionarily ahead of your fellow man. You are rarely sick, you are more intelligent…you are representative of an evolutionarily advanced individual.” 
 
    He lay on the bench, breathing, wondering. 
 
    “As time goes on people will attempt to expose us. It has happened already, and it will happen in the future. But we aren’t ready to be exposed. We will come out of our closet when we feel like it, not when some rabid, little mouse of a corrupt reporter, or politician, or whatever, chooses. To ensure that this happens we need people on the inside. We need people to look for stories about us, people who can write well enough to counter the stories. We need your protection.” 
 
    “Listen, sister,” Jack spoke bitterly and intently. “If you think I’m going to look out for you, after what you’ve done, you’ve got another think coming. I’m the last person in the world who would protect you.” 
 
    “Right now you are, but that will change.” 
 
    “There is nothing in this universe that you can say or do that would make me change my mind. You are scum, and now I’m on a holy crusade. Your days are number, sister!” 
 
    “Yes. We expected you to say that, so I brought your contract down for you to go over. It will help you understand what is going to happen to you, Jack.” 
 
    Jack had been laying down on the bench thus far. Marsha reached under the bench and held a remote. She pressed a button and the bench rose up in the front. Jack lay on a 45 degree angle, able to see in front of him. 
 
    Marsha held a file, and she opened it up and took out a large sheaf of papers.  
 
    “This is the contract you signed when you went to work for us.” 
 
    “I signed two pages, not twenty!” 
 
    “True. You seem to have missed the 18 pages in between the first and last. Or perhaps we just added them after you signed.” 
 
    “You fucking—“ He went into a whole new bout of struggles. It was useless, however, and Marsha merely held up the first paper so he could read it. 
 
    He stopped struggling and read, and as he went through the pages his eyes grew wider. 
 
    He was working for Amazonia, by his own signature. A sovereign country with an embassy formerly known as the Masters Mansion. 
 
    The contract was open ended, and it would not end until Amazonia released him. 
 
    Then he read his permission for them to adapt his sex to the needs of Amazonia. 
 
    “Wait a minute,” he blurted, suddenly scared. “I didn’t agree to this.” 
 
    “That’s okay. We agreed for you.” 
 
    “You can’t do that! You can’t take a man’s life and do this to him!” 
 
    “Actually, by the laws of Amazonia, we can.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be a woman!” 
 
    “Jack, let me explain this very simply and concisely so there is no misunderstanding. If we need an engineer, we take a person, adapt his education to engineering. If we need to send a man to the moon, or to the bottom of the ocean, we adapt their education, and we send them.” 
 
    “But people have to agree to this! You can’t just take them and…and…” 
 
    “Jack. According to the laws of our country we can. And we do. And you are under contract to Amazonia and bound by her laws.” 
 
    “But you’re talking about me becoming a woman!” 
 
    “And, believe me, Jack. You are going to love it. You see, a woman is a superior species. We have superior senses, we have better balance, we are superior in everything, except muscles. And if we so wish, we could adapt ourselves to having better muscles. And, to be honest, we have done that with certain citizens. I suggest you never go toe to toe with one of our security forces.” 
 
    Jack thought back to when he had first entered the castle. The security guard had seem a bit thick, and now he realized the uniform with the big bust could have held lots of muscles. 
 
    “So settle down, Jack, and accept the inevitable. And, by the way, we have arranged for certain circumstances so that your transition will be painless and even enjoyable. Do you have any questions before I leave?” 
 
    Jack did…but he couldn’t out what those questions were. He was too gobsmacked to think coherently. 
 
    “Excellent. I’m going to leave now, and the next person you meet is going to be your personal trainer. She will see to your successful transition. Bye, Jack.” 
 
    Marsha walked to the door, opened it, closed it, and he listened to the click, click, click of her heels on the worn surface of the corridor. 
 
    Silence. The only sound being his confused thoughts. It was all a set up. A trap. And he had stepped right into it. 
 
    He had been suspicious of Shiela. The old editor, Buck, resigning for no reason, and after he had told Jack that he loved his job and couldn’t imagine ever doing anything else.  
 
    The way she had treated him, and the way she had spoken to him. It had been a carefully constructed script designed to make him step into the trap. 
 
    And…Shirley? Fuck! He lived with her! They laughed together! Had sex…and she was lying about who she was the whole time? 
 
    That was the moment he started to consider the type of sex they had. 
 
    Sure, she liked a poke in the pussy, but she liked poking him more. Was that the Amazonian way?” 
 
    Click, click, click. Heels making staccato echo in the corridor. 
 
    The next person in this terrible hell he was in? It had to be. 
 
    He held his breath and the door opened. 
 
    A split second of silence, then he heard, “Well, lover butt, another fine mess you’ve gotten into.” 
 
    “Shirley?” 
 
    “The one and only.” She closed the door and walked around and sat down. She was smiling broadly. “I can’t tell you how happy it makes me to see you this way.” 
 
    “Let me go.” His voice was low, sullen. 
 
    “Negative, butt boy. And before we start…I should tell you about yourself.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hear about myself you…you traitor!” 
 
    She ignored his insult. 
 
    “Honey, I was directed to recruit you because you were honest and upright. You have a sterling personality, very ethical, and you stood your ground. And…because you liked it up the ass.” 
 
    “Right now I’d like to shove it up your ass.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you would. I haven’t let you come for almost a month now. It’s been fun, hasn’t it?” 
 
    Jack held his silence. 
 
    “I know it has, and it is important that you don’t squirt. When we start the procedure to transform you your testosterone should be at a peak. When we change your Y to X, when we adapt your DNA, we want al-l-l of your testosterone to revolt. We don’t want any of it hiding in the nooks and crannies of your spectacular body. You’re going to make a beautiful woman, you know?” 
 
    “I want to leave.” 
 
    “Sure you do, but you won’t when we’re done with you. Then you’re just going to want to stay with us, to be a woman, to be around your own kind.” 
 
    She stood up. She was wearing a pair of culottes and she reached into a pocket She drew out a razor knife. 
 
    Jack stared at the instrument hard. “What are you going to do, cut it off?” 
 
    “Negative, butter buns. That’s the old way. It works, but it tends to be traumatic. Right now I’m juste going to cut off your clothes, get you ready.” 
 
    With that she began slicing up his pant legs, pulling bits of material out from under his body as she needed to. 
 
    “I should have brought a boom box,” she murmured at one point. “This is the kind of work that should be done to music.” 
 
    She sliced his shirt, his belt, took off his shoes and socks. 
 
    “God, your body is so perfect. Most men, with all their muscles, have wasted their testosterone. Yours has gone into good health, a healthy structure.” 
 
    She kicked the remnants of his clothes into a corner and closed the razor knife. She slipped it into her pocket and walked behind him. She had left a small bag on the floor and she opened it and took out her harness and dildo. 
 
    She walked back in front of him as she buckled it up and snapped the dildo into place. AS she shifted the harness slightly for the most comfort she looked up at him. She was smiling a small smile, but a most happy one. 
 
    “You know, if you didn’t like anal I probably would have moved on to the next mark. But a man’s acceptance of anal sex is a mark of higher evolution. It is a sign that they are ready to become female.” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this to me,” he begged. 
 
    She picked up the remote and touched a button. The bench lowered to the horizontal position. 
 
    “I’m just going to give you more of what you already like. I’m going to raise up your testosterone level by increasing your sexual desire. As I said, we want you at a peak, Jack.” 
 
    She walked behind him, and he discovered that the bench not only rolled, the legs spread out. 
 
    He felt his package fall down and hang. Well, his testicles hung. His dick was hard as a rock. 
 
    Shirley touched him down there. She applied lube, she worked her fingers in him. 
 
    Jack couldn’t help himself. He moaned as she penetrated him. He felt her plastic balls smack against his flesh ones, and each collision between their balls heightened his excitement, his enjoyment. 
 
    “Oh, Jack, just relax. You’re going to go somewhere that other men can only dream of. You’re going to become a superior human being, and you will love it.” 
 
    She continued to push in and out, and his desire only built and built. 
 
      
 
    Jack’s home became the bench. He was rolled hither and yon on it, from station to station. 
 
    The next morning Shirley brought him breakfast and fed him. He hated it. 
 
    He hated the yogurt and tofu and other estrogenic foods. 
 
    “Don’t bite me, Jack,”; she had warned him, and fed him with her fingers. 
 
    He was so horny now that he couldn’t help himself, he sucked on her fingers, licked sustenance from them, and moaned while he did. 
 
    Then she gave him more cock. A lot more. 
 
    Another woman came in, one he hadn’t seen before, and she fed him cock at the front, forcing him to suck as he took. 
 
    “Please, please,” he begged when they were done. But whether he was begging for them to fuck him more, or to release him, wasn’t clear in his own mind. 
 
    Sex does that to a man. 
 
    Lunch. More estrogenic foods. 
 
    A trip to a beauty parlor. 
 
    The bench was elevated and four women sat around him, one at each limb. They prepped and trimmed his nails. They painted his toenails red, and gave him long fakes on his hands, and they painted them red. 
 
    He didn’t speak. He didn’t know these people, and though they chatted and joked with each other, he was sullen. 
 
    He was returned to his room. His ‘cell.’ And he lay on his bench and Shirley came in. She brought in a small TV. 
 
    She rolled it in front of him. “Hey, Jack, remember how you never wanted to watch chick flix? How I’d beg and beg, and you’d just want to put on some monster movie, or sci fi thing?” 
 
    He looked at her. He wasn’t much for speaking anymore. 
 
    “Well, I guess the table has turned.” She played the ‘Twilight’ series, ‘Proposal,’ ‘Knocked Up,’ the most terrible ‘What Women Want,’ and…’Fifty Shades of Grey.’ 
 
    At least once every movie, usually at a very, very mushy part, Shirley would stand up and grease up her dildo and step behind Jack. He would be forced to watch the mush of all mush while she thrilled him to the core with her penis. 
 
    At one point he cried, but they weren’t tears of pain, they were tears of joy. He simply couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He changed, and the changes were fast. 
 
    Within a few days he felt strong emotions assailing him. He started to cry at odd times. He felt sad and depressed, and joyful and happy. The moods alternating within the hour. 
 
    By the end of a week he felt the sexual changes starting in. 
 
    His chest became fatter, his muscles felt weak and lost their shape. His hair, already long, grew longer. Even his eyes seemed to grow larger, more sparkly. 
 
    “I don’t understand what’s happening,” he sobbed.  
 
    “We’ve been giving you a lot of hormones. This is what a woman has to go through at puberty. You’re just going through it all in a few weeks. I know it’s rough, but you’ll always remember your coming of age.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to come of age!” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. I understand.” 
 
    And, in a subtle way, so did Jack. The constant screwing of his back end, the way his body was becoming sleeker, softer, how his skin was becoming finer…there was a lack of alarm in all that, and he was starting to feel a certain pride in what was happening. 
 
    Women’s bodies are better constructed than men’s. This ostensibly because they are designed for child bearing, but, in reality, they are just better bodies. 
 
    They sense things, their perceptions are sharper. 
 
    After two weeks Shirley came in with a smile. “Honey! We’re going to take you off the table! How would you like a walk in the sun?” 
 
    “You’ve given up. You’re going to let me go!” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. No! You’ve just lost enough muscle that you are no longer a danger. You’ll be given a suite to move around in, and we can have our own apartment, just like before. You’ll be accompanied by a couple of Amazonian warriors. Not just the security forces, but the real soldiers. I would advise you to be polite to them.” 
 
    He watched her, suspicious. He felt something more coming. 
 
    “Shall we get you made up so you can get released?” 
 
    That was it! He had refused make up, though offered every day, and now they were going to hold him hostage for…make up! 
 
    Yet, he was coming around. Or perhaps he was just running out of fight. 
 
    Shirley wheeled him down the corridor to the make up station. His bench was raised and two women carefully applied make up.  There was a mirror in front of him and he could watch the procedure. 
 
    They scrubbed his face, cleansed the pores, and he stared at the little black sponges. 
 
    They applied primer, effectively bleaching his face somewhat. 
 
    Foundation, and he felt the soft clothes wiping his flesh, and it was intimate and sensual.It was, in a way, very sexual, and he understood why women liked putting on make up. 
 
    Fingers and brushes working on his eye shadow, then curling his lashes and adding mascara. 
 
    His face was definitely female. 
 
    They painted his lips red, with long lasting lipstick, then they brushed his hair, and the bench was leveled off. 
 
    Shirley put high heels on him, and buckled them in place. “This will stop you from trying to run away. It’ll be uncomfortable at first, but you’ll learn to love it.” 
 
    He felt, and heard, the little locks snapping shut. 
 
    His bench was raised and the velcro restraints were loosened. 
 
    He stood on his own two feet for the first time in two weeks. 
 
    He wobbled, his muscles lax, smaller, weaker. 
 
    He tried to take a step and Shirley and another girl grabbed his arms and held him up, helped him move. 
 
    They turned him and he burst out, “Stop!” 
 
    He was facing a mirror and he saw himself for the first time since this whole thing had started. 
 
    His penis was stiff. 
 
    He had breasts. Mounds on his chest. They ween’t huge, but it looked like they might be. He said, “I’m going to need a bra.” 
 
    One of the girls brought him one, helped him put it on. 
 
    All the girls were unusually silent, watching him, solicitous, caring for him. 
 
    And they exuded a feeling of pride. 
 
    Pride for him. 
 
    And he felt a strange stirring inside. 
 
    He wanted to run…but he didn’t. 
 
    He wanted to look at himself. 
 
    He was becoming a woman. Incredible. 
 
    They let him look at himself for as long as he wanted, and finally he nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    They walked him to the door, and his ankles shivered and shook and felt they were going to snap. 
 
    But they kept him walking, and he started to learn about balance. 
 
    Down the corridor, more corridors, then an elevator. 
 
      
 
    Jack stepped into the sunshine in a courtyard on the side of the castle. 
 
    It felt like God kissing him. 
 
    He was in heels, a bra, with a boner and tits. And it felt wonderful. 
 
    Two women moved up next to him, and he was struck by their appearance. They were in full Amazonian warrior garb. 
 
    They had body armor, sheathes for arms and legs. Their hair was golden in the sun, and pulled into topknots. 
 
    Most striking of all was their attitude. There was steel in their eyes, and a set to their jaws. 
 
    And they were strong. Their muscles were larger than a woman’s, smaller than a man’s, though not by much, and sexy shapely. 
 
    Jack was walked back and forth, and he began to cry. 
 
    What was happening to him? It wasn’t just the sun glowing upon him…it was this feeling inside. For the first time he began to feel the sensations that a woman feels, and it was wonderful and self fulfilling. 
 
    Shirley came and dried his tears, then sat him down. “Try not to cry, Jack. It messes the make up.” 
 
    He looked at her, and felt like crying more, but he controlled himself. 
 
    “We’re about to go through the final stage, Jack. We’re going to shrink your penis and adjust your hole. We’re going to do this with a certain amount of force. We’ve found it’s better this way. One painful evening, instead of months of long, drawn out pain. Are you ready?” 
 
    His eyes still trying to tear up, Jack nodded. 
 
    He was becoming something else, and he knew it, and he now knew it wasn’t bad. 
 
    They walked him back into the castle, back to the basement, and took him to an operating room. 
 
    He climbed onto the operating table without help. Finally, for the first time since he had joined to Amazonia, he was seeing what he was becoming, and he understood what the girls had meant when they had told him he would love it. 
 
    He would love being a woman more than being a man. 
 
    “Okay, Jack,” a woman in a doctor’s gown, hands wrapped in gloves, her face hidden behind a mask, looked down at him. “I’ll give you some pain killers, but it’s still going to hurt. We’re not just repairing a broken leg here, we’re adapting your DNA.” 
 
    Jack lay on the table, now restrained again, a hooked bar coming up from the table and into his asshole. This would help hold him in a very precise position as the operation was commenced.  
 
    The doctor gave him shots. 
 
    He lay, and numbness assailed him. 
 
    The doctor positioned a machine that looked like an X ray machine over his groin. she extended a probe from the machine and gently inserted it into his penis.  
 
    She put suction cups on his boobs. They were big, and she said, “Your breasts will grow, Jack. These cups will make sure they don’t burst.” 
 
    Jack’s eyes widened slightly, but the painkillers were holding well. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, here’s what’s going to happen. The probe in your penis will move, re-angling your slit. Your penis will shrink, as will your balls. We will push your balls into the ovary position, and this will require a few stitches to make sure they don’t try to immigrate back to their original position. You’ll also feel a whole body pain as we put more estrogen into your body and replace the testosterone. This is going to hurt, Jack, but it’s a one time thing. You’ll have a few stitches, but within three days you will be a woman, and will not revert. Are you ready?” 
 
    Jack nodded. 
 
    Watching carefully, a team of assistants ready in case anything untoward happened, the doctor turned on the machines. 
 
    Jack felt the butt hook holding him in place, and realized he was trying to move. 
 
    Vibrations started up in his penis, and the big apparatus that looked like an X ray machine began to make a groaning sound. 
 
    Then the probe in his penis started to shift, to force his penis down to the angle of a pussy. 
 
    His dick first surged, then began to retract, to shrink back inside his body. 
 
    His breasts began to expand under the glass cups, and he arched his back as much as he was able, until the hook bit into him and overcame the pain of his groin. 
 
    It hurt. His flesh was being forcefully moved, his body was being adapted. he couldn’t help but scream. 
 
    Shirley left the room. The sound of Jack screaming was terrible. Some of the women wore earplugs. A few just listened, and they felt his pain. Shirley went outside and sobbed. 
 
    And Jack’s private parts, finally and irrevocably, began to adapt.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “Hey, cunny face! I’m home!” 
 
    Jacqueline’s voice was softer, a little more high pitched, as she entered the apartment. Hormones were affecting him on every level. 
 
    Shirley was already home, and she stepped out from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a rag. 
 
    “Hey, floppy lips. How was your first day back at work?” 
 
    Jacqueline crossed the room and they kissed, their lipsticks meshing, their breasts touching. 
 
    “It was good. Shiela is a dear, and she lets me do Crime in my spare time.” 
 
    “But mostly you’re looking for mentions of Amazonia.” 
 
    “Right. Drinks?” 
 
    A moment later they were sitting on the outside balcony, sipping Widow Jane and Coke and enjoying the final sun of the day. 
 
    Shirley, after a moment, asked, “How is it being a woman?” 
 
    “It’s good, except for one thing.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m still a man in much of my thinking, and I still get the urge, almost like I’ve got a boner…” Jacqueline’s words faded.  
 
    Shirley filled the space, “Except you’re getting wet, instead.” 
 
    “Precisely. I’m getting wet, and I want to use my dick.” 
 
    “Which is difficult because your peeny is now a clitty.” 
 
    “You nailed that.” 
 
    They watched the sun sink through red striations and into the ocean. It was so beautiful, and they almost expected it to hiss and raise steam as it disappeared. 
 
    “Well, we can fix that,” murmured Shirley. 
 
    “We can?” Jacqueline stared at her girlfriend. 
 
    “Sure. You can wear the dildo tonight.” 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    “That’s right, boner butt, you finally get to fuck me.” 
 
    They both started to laugh. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Do you have all the bundles of 
 
    THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD? 
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    each bundle has 
 
    15 steamy five star stories 
 
    PLUS a complete novel! 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    The Best of Grace Mansfield 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
 
      
 
    I was Feminized and Dominated! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Here is the first, big chapter from… 
 
      
 
    Feminized at a 
 
    Lesbian Summer Camp! 
 
    He became the butt of a joke! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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