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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John was sitting in a bar, waiting for his girlfriend. He was sitting at the back of the booth, feet up on the bench, listening to the music and sipping a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    The band was good, the crowd was alive, and he let the good feelings wash over him. 
 
    A shadow moved to the right in front of him and slid into the other bench. 
 
    He straightened up, squinted against the light and saw a narrow woman. Not much in the way of boobs. Strict make up and haircut. A business suit. She wouldn’t be bad looking if she smiled. 
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    John sat up. “And you are?” 
 
    “Emmie’s mother.” 
 
    He was silent. She looked around. She was arrogant. She lit a cigarette and looked over the burning end at him. Her eyes were predatory. 
 
    “Emmie won’t be coming.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Emmie had told him about her mother. Nobody pleased her. She ripped up every boyfriend Emmie had had and discarded them. 
 
    Mrs. Schofield smoked her cigarette and they studied each other. 
 
    He tried…he had to try… “I love your daughter.” 
 
    If anything, she raised here head and looked further down her nose at him. 
 
    “I’ll give you ten thousand dollars to walk out. Right now. Go away. Never be seen again.” 
 
    He met her gaze levelly. “Don’t you care about your daughter’s happiness?” 
 
    “My daughter will inherit everything, and I don’t expect her to waste it on a peasant.” 
 
    She was the kind of woman who thought everybody was a peasant. 
 
    “So…what? You’re going to choose her husband for her?” 
 
    “If necessary.” 
 
    “An arranged marriage. Without regard for feelings, happiness…love?” 
 
    She gave a delicate snort, picked a piece of tobacco off her tongue. “Whatever I choose…it will not include you.” 
 
    “I think that will be up to her.” 
 
    “No, Mr. Hunter. It is up to me.” 
 
    “I told Emmie I would do everything I could to get along with you.” 
 
    She curled her lip. 
 
    “But at this point it looks like you’re not willing to get along with me.” 
 
    She said nothing. Merely looked at him like he was a mound of shit she had stepped in. 
 
    “It was nice meeting you, Mrs. Schofield.” Not. “Maybe some day we’ll see each other again.” 
 
    “I would like you to come with me.” 
 
    He tilted his head. “And why?” 
 
    “Because I wish to talk with you and Emmie together. I would like to settle this once and for all.” 
 
    John had severe misgivings at this point. There was just something about Mrs. Emily Schofield that screamed ‘don’t trust me!’ 
 
    The problem was that he loved Emmie, and he really had to do everything in his power to get along with his future mother-in-law. 
 
    “And where would we be going?” he enquired politely. 
 
    “To Schofield Mansion. Emmie is already there. She agreed to this meeting.” 
 
    John was caught now. If she was there and he didn’t show up, then she would know that he wasn’t really trying. 
 
    “You may ride with me. I’ll have my man bring you back when we’re done.” 
 
    “And if Emmie decides to stay with me?” 
 
    “She won’t.” Not when I’m done with you. 
 
    “But what if she does. Will you stand out of our way?” 
 
    The older lady leaned forward slightly. She stubbed her cigarette out and lifted one arched eyebrow. 
 
    “If Emmie decides you are worth wasting her life on then I will not stand in her way.” 
 
    Against all his instincts John gave a nod. 
 
    Mrs. Emily Schofield stood up and marched towards the exit. 
 
    John put some bills on the table and followed her. 
 
    The night was cool. The parking lot was full, but her limousine was idling in front of the bar. Her chauffeur opened the door for her. She slithered into the back seat and slid across the bench to make room for him.  
 
    John glanced at the chauffeur, he was a tough looking fellow, lots of muscles under the monkey suit, but he didn’t even glance at John. 
 
    John entered the limo and sat across from her. 
 
    The chauffeur closed the door, got in the front seat, and the car started moving. 
 
    “When did you first meet my daughter, Mr. Hunter?” 
 
    No reason not to talk. “A friend introduced us.” 
 
    She waited. 
 
    “There was an instant attraction. We ended up talking all night. We were so into each other we were surprised when the sun came up. We saw each other the next night, and the next, and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “You moved into her apartment.” 
 
    “It was better than mine,” he admitted. 
 
    “And you fucked her.” 
 
    He blinked. Her crude manner was a slap in the face, but Emmie had told him how she could be. 
 
    “We made love,” he corrected her. 
 
    She studied him, no emotion. After a minute she turned to the bar on the side of the limo. She reached forward and picked up a bottle. Bourbon. She put ice in a glass, poured the bourbon into the glass, then popped a Coke and filled the glass the rest of the way. 
 
    She held it out to him. 
 
    He took it, held it, and watched her.  
 
    She hesitated, then made herself a drink. Except the bottle of bourbon was now empty. She lifted it up and a single drop came out. She put the bottle aside and reached to the cabinet under the bar. She brought out a fresh bottle and peeled the seal, then wiggled the cork out.  
 
    It was WhistlePig Boss Hog Bourbon VII: Magellan's Atlantic. $850 a bottle. Not your normal swill. 
 
    She poured a shot into a glass and sipped it straight. 
 
    She knew he liked bourbon and Coke. She probably looked down on him for ruining bourbon with Coke.  
 
    He sipped, and the cold liquid turned to fire in his throat, slid down his gullet and splashed into his belly. Fuck. That was good. He took another sip. 
 
    She sipped. 
 
    They watched each other, playing cat and mouse, but who was the cat and who was the mouse still remained to be answered. 
 
    “What are your prospects?” 
 
    Such a question indicated he might actually be making headway. “My family makes bathroom fixtures. I intend to expand when I take over the business.” 
 
    “And your family is fine with this?” 
 
    “My father is all in favor of this. I’ve worked the business since I was a kid. I told Pop my plans before I went to college.” 
 
    “So you are going to marry my daughter and she will live with you as you expand bathroom fixtures.” 
 
    The way she stated it, cold, impersonal, arrogant, snooty…man, she really thought he was the scum of the earth. 
 
    “We’ve discussed this a bit. We both recognize that she may have duties, but…we’re pretty liquid. We both want each other to be happy.” 
 
    “I’ll give you a million dollars over what your business is worth.” 
 
    He blinked. His price was going up. 
 
    “First, it is a family business, and I like it, and I discuss all business decisions with my Mom and Pop. Second, I would discuss such a proposition with Emmie. Third, I’m not interested.” 
 
    “You’re not interested because…?” 
 
    “Because you can’t put a price on love. Because there is betrayal in such a situation, and I would never betray Emmie. Third…” he hesitated. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “To be honest, the way you treat me, look down on me…I don’t like you. And maybe you do business with people you don’t like, but I don’t.” 
 
    She nodded. She sipped. 
 
    Later he would realize that sipping was like yawning. One person yawns and the person watching him yawns. She was taking a drink, and he was unconsciously following along. He sipped. 
 
    Outside the limo the night was passing like a breeze. Shapes slid by. The road rolled underneath them. 
 
    They sipped. 
 
    When the car rolled onto the Schofield mansion grounds John was unconscious. The empty glass fell from his hand as he slumped to the side and laid on the bench seat. 
 
    Mrs; Schofield smiled. She placed her own glass on the sidebar and flicked the intercom. 
 
    “Take him to the basement, Henry.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” the chauffeur answered. 
 
    The car stopped, her door was opened and she strode up the shallow stairs and into the house. Behind her Henry pulled John’s body out of the limo, threw it over his shoulder, and followed. 
 
     
 
    When one regains consciousness, after being drugged, he first stares at the world, then realizes he is staring at the world, then realizes it is him staring at the world. 
 
    Then John realized he was lying on a cold, hard cement floor. 
 
    And, though there was little light, just a gloom, he was in a basement. 
 
    He moved, and his head hurt. Another side effect of being drugged. 
 
    He lay, felt the cold on his bare flesh—realized he was naked—and slowly the headache waned. Or perhaps he just grew strong enough to put it aside and endure. 
 
     He sat up. He leaned against a wall and looked at his ankles. Metal bands around his ankles with a chain leading back to the wall. 
 
    He looked at his wrists. Metal bands and chains. This time the chains led upward to a the junction of the ceiling and the wall. 
 
    It was cool in the basement, but not cold. 
 
    There was a slight feel of moving air brushing over him. Must be air conditioning somewhere. 
 
    He inspected his body. He was unmarked. Just naked. Nobody had stolen a kidney, nor castrated him. He was okay. Except for being chained in a basement in a mad woman’s house. 
 
    At least, he assumed he was in Emily Schofield’s basement. That was where they had been going. Of course, she might have turned around when he passed out, but he doubted it. She was too arrogant, and she could modify her mansion as she wished without anybody knowing. 
 
    He wondered how many other people had been in this basement. How many competitors? How many suitors for her daughter’s hand? How many people she just plain didn’t like? 
 
    “Hello?” he tried. His voice was cracked, but it worked. He didn’t bother saying anything more. 
 
    His headache lessening, he pushed himself up against the wall and regained his feet. He wavered. His head pounded a couple of times, then the throbbing receded. 
 
    He could barely make out the dimensions of the room. Eight feet wide, by twelve feet long, eight feet to the ceiling. 
 
    Now closer to where the chains were connected to the ceiling, he peered in the darkness and inspected them. 
 
    The chains went into little holes. There was no eyebolt he could try digging at, if he could reach that high. 
 
    He looked at the chains where they went into the juncture of the floor and the wall. Same thing. No way to pick at or chip at the chains. 
 
    Of course, how long would it take a fingernail to pick at cement before he could pull out a twelve inch eyebolt? 
 
    He stood, and breathed, and the air wasn’t bad. It wasn’t moldy or stinky like an old basement might be. 
 
    Finally, nothing to do, he sat down. His buns felt the cold floor again, but that was okay. He could stand it for a while, shift position, stand it for a while more, shift position…the only question was how long were they going to leave him down here. 
 
    The answer was a long time. 
 
      
 
    How do you tell time when there are no clocks? No windows to see the sun or moon? How do you tell time when there is nothing but the ticking of your own heart? 
 
    Hours passed. It was an existence bolstered only by the fact that he had a body. If there had been no light he wouldn’t even have had that. 
 
    But, at last, he heard a noise. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He was starved, and starved for human contact. He needed to re-establish that there was a world outside this cool room. 
 
    Footsteps. Taking their time. And a squeak. Squeak. Squeak. 
 
    Light came on in the room outside the basement. His eyes were so used to no light that he had to cover them with a hand and blink his way to seeing anything. 
 
    A wall across from the open doorway. A wall like the one he was chained to. 
 
    “Hello?” he tried again. Swallowing. Trying to get his voice back to normal. 
 
    A cart appeared in the doorway. Rolling past. Then hands, wrists, arms, and…a person. 
 
    It was the chauffeur.  
 
    John stopped saying hello. 
 
    On the cart was a tray. On the tray was food, and it smelled delicious. The chauffeur…Henry, that was his name…picked up the tray and brought it into the cell. He placed it just out of John’s reach, then pushed it forward. 
 
    He returned to the cart, picked up a bucket and brought it in. He placed it just out of reach and pushed it forward. 
 
    A six pack of bottled water, Kirkland. Somebody went shopping at Costco. He tossed the six pack to John’s feet. 
 
    “Hey,” John said. 
 
    Henry didn’t even look at him. He returned to the cart and wheeled it away. 
 
    The meal was spinach stuffed salmon in garlic butter. A delicacy. It was still warm and it tasted incredible. No prisoner ever had a meal like this. Of course he only had his fingers, no utensils, but that was okay. He was hungry and thirsty. 
 
    He ate, savoring every last bite, then washed his hands with a bit of bottled water. Washed them over the bucket. Drank a whole bottle of water. And five minutes later had to pee. 
 
    He pushed the tray away and lay down. He felt okay. He felt the lassitude that a good, rich meal brings, but that was okay. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    Awoke to gloom. 
 
    Counted seconds. Counted his heartbeat. Seconds were an imagination, a made up invention of time. Heartbeats, now there was a reality. 
 
    He slept. 
 
    Awoke to a bit of hall light and the sound of wheels turning. 
 
    “Hello?” Was that desperation in his voice? 
 
    Henry brought in Beef Wellington. Gordon Ramsey’s signature dish. He replaced the bucket. He took out empty bottles and plastic wrapper and tossed in another six pack of bottled water. 
 
    He left. 
 
    The light went out. 
 
    John ate, using his fingers, in the dark. He washed his hands. He slept. 
 
    He awoke. 
 
    And so on. 
 
      
 
    John estimated a week had passed. Seven exotic, gourmet meals. One meal a day. Just enough to keep him going. Not enough to get him fat, no matter how little he worked out. Not that he worked out. 
 
    Seven days, and the lights went on. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    The lights in his cell went on and he covered his face and blinked. He heard the high heels enter his cell and stop. He opened and closed his eyes and slowly vision came to him. 
 
    Emily Schofield stood framed in the doorway. She was wearing a suit with the pencil skirt. Slender, it made her look skinny. Her face was still narrow and her make up strict. She scrutinized him with held closed eyes. Arrogant eyes. Satisfied eyes. 
 
    “Hello, John.” 
 
    “Hello, Emily.” He mocked her name, but she didn’t care. If anything, a subtle smile appeared on her thin lips. 
 
    “Are the accommodations to your liking?” 
 
    “I’ve had better.” 
 
    She looked at the plastic wrapper with two water bottles still snagged in it. She took note of the spots on the floor left by eating in the dark. She glanced at the bucket and sniffed. 
 
    “My. You are the tidy, little animal, aren’t you.” Not a question. 
 
    He waited. 
 
    “No doubt you are wondering when you’re going to get out of here.” 
 
    “Had crossed my mind.” 
 
    “I entertained myself with the idea that perhaps I should just keep you here forever. I could, you know. But that would be tedious for Henry, feeding you is not his favorite task, and it would be a waste of food. 
 
    “You would live to an old age, maybe I could turn you loose when you are old and feeble, toothless, and laugh as you went out into a world you no longer recognized.” 
 
    “But you are much too generous for that,” John commented. 
 
    “Much. Much.” She smiled. 
 
    John waited while she enjoyed his misery. Studied him for the effects of her words. 
 
    “And the fact that kidnapping is frowned upon by normal human beings doesn’t bother you.” 
 
    “Why, John! I am not kidnapping you. I am seeing to your creature comforts.” She grinned. She was getting so much fun out of this. 
 
    He waited some more, and she finally got tired of silently gloating and said, “I have given much thought to how I should dispose of you. I could have all your limbs broken and leave you on the street like a piece of garbage. But that is so blasé. I am not the Mafia, after all.” 
 
    “Oh, certainly not,” he gave a half sneer. 
 
    “I thought of various punishments, ways of dealing with you, and I finally came up with a doozy. I decided that I would make the ultimate statement. I would transform you into a woman.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s perfect, you see. My daughter, in spite of any accusations you might make, would have a difficult time believing such a bizarre plot. And there would go any attraction you might have for her. She would certainly not wish to be held in the arms of a woman. She would never want to be a …a Lesbian. She actually gave a shiver at the thought. 
 
    John wondered if she knew that Emmie actually had Lesbian friends, and didn’t care one hoot or another as to a person’s sexual preferences. 
 
    Oh, she had her own preferences, but she was not biased or prejudiced in any way. 
 
    Still, the plot, as Mrs. Schofield described it, was insidious, and even if it didn’t work all the way, it would work sufficient to ruin his life. 
 
    “Kidnapping, illegal operations, against the will of the ‘patient,’ I might add, mutilation. Have I left anything out?” 
 
    “Oh, tut tut.” she waved a hand dismissively. She smiled. “So, I bid you good bye, John. Or perhaps I should say Joan. I shant see you again, and if I do it would be way too soon. Enjoy your life as a woman.” 
 
    She turned and walked out of the cell. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    John yelled out, “Fuck you!” 
 
    Which was responded to with a titter of a laugh. 
 
    The lights went out and he was alone once again. 
 
      
 
    For several days the routine continued. Henry brought gourmet dishes in, saw to his water and bucket, and nothing was said. 
 
    Time was passing, however, and John’s day of reckoning was approaching. 
 
    On the fifth day after his meeting with Emily Schofield Henry brought in Texas Roadhouse Prime Rib. Baked potato on the side, smothered in butter and Prime Rib drippings. It was the best meal he had had. It was a mouth watering avalanche of flavor. 
 
    He ate the whole thing. Licked the plate. Ate the potatoes, pushing them into the grease left on the plate. He slurped and gulped, and pushed the plate aside. Then, as usual after a big, rich meal, he felt that familiar feeling of lassitude. He lay on the floor, yawned, and actually smiled, then went to sleep. 
 
     
 
    He dreamed of being moved, and realized it wasn’t a dream. He was being moved. The bracelets were undone, he was lifted to a gurney, and pushed out of the cell. 
 
    The lights were on and he watched the ceiling pass. The gurney, like the food tray, had a squeaky wheel. He listened to it. 
 
    Squeak, squeak, squeak. 
 
    He was unable to move. His body retched. 
 
    “Turn him on his side.” 
 
    He was turned, but nothing came up. 
 
    “False alarm, doctor.” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    He was turned back on his back. 
 
    It was bright in this new location, wherever it was, and a face appeared above his, blotting out the light. 
 
    The face was of a man around fifty. A lined face, a grey goatee. Glasses. No, not glasses, those magnifying type lenses that medical people wear when they are operating. 
 
    His eyelids were pulled up and a light shone in his eyes. A pencil light. 
 
    His ears were looked into, his nose. he was getting a complete exam. 
 
    He felt something being pushed into his arm. A needle. No, not a needle, like a syringe, but a needle for intravenous feeding. No more prime rib for him.  
 
    He would have giggled but his mouth was asleep. 
 
    His mind was not asleep. It watched, it recorded, it was interested. 
 
    But he was too drugged to be alarmed. 
 
    “Okay, time to get to work. Let’s take out a rib or two. That will give him more skin for his breasts.” 
 
    He felt his body being opened. Not a lot. Modern medicine the procedures are not as evasive as they once were. He felt something sawing inside him. he wanted to say ‘ada be ada be…that’s all folks,’ but his voice was asleep. 
 
    He saw a nurse moving around him. 
 
    “What’d you give him, Doc?” 
 
    “Midazolam.” 
 
    “Versed?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The other side of his belly, the sawing feeling. 
 
    It will help decrease the patient’s memory of this procedure.  
 
    John caught a glimpse of the nurse’s face. She was smiling, appreciating the doctor’s cleverness. 
 
    He realized then that he would remember. For whatever reason, he was out…but he was awake. Awake inside a slumbering body. And he would remember. He would remember everything. 
 
    “Okay, ribs out, he is going to have a very small waist.” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘she?’” 
 
    “I stand corrected.” He chuckled. “Shall we put in the implants?” 
 
    “Oh, these are big.” 
 
    “Yes, they are. Mrs. Schofield’s orders. Male him into a bimbo. 
 
    John knew an incision was being made beneath his pectoral muscle. He could feel the knife, fortunately not the pain, then he felt fingers inside his chest. 
 
    “Here we go…yep….uh huh…” 
 
    The fingers were out, but big, plastic bags were in.  
 
    “Are you ready to pump in the silicone?” 
 
    “Ready. Let me just…there we go.” 
 
    John heard a machine start up. He felt pressure in his chest as it swelled and grew. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. He is big!” 
 
    “Yes he is. He’s got good skin, but that’s all he can take. Let’s do the other one. 
 
    John felt the pump being detached from one implant, attached to the other. 
 
    “You know, he really is quite lucky. He’ll have almost no scars, bruising will disappear in a few days, and he will be larger than the old implants could have made him.” 
 
    The sound of the pump starting up again, the pressure in his chest grew. 
 
    The nurse oohed and awed, moved around, checked his vitals. She looked into his eye and he saw her big, baby blues. Up close. 
 
    She backed up. “He’s still out.” 
 
    “Will be for hours. Okay. I’m going to removed the tube…” The sound of the pump stopped, the doctor fiddled with something at the bottom of John’s breast, then all hands were off him. 
 
    “Well, that was successful. Shall we have some coffee?” 
 
    John lay on the table and listened as the doctor and the nurse had coffee. Interestingly, even though they were out of his range of vision—his eyes were pointed up and closed, and they were off to the side at a little table—he could see them. 
 
    He was out of his body. 
 
    He watched them add sugar and cream. He watched them sip. He watched them push little sugar cookies into their mouths. He listened to them as they chatted, chuckled, talked about how much money they were going to get for this little operation. 
 
    Even in his out of body condition, apart from considerations for the things of the world, he appreciated how much money they were going to make. Mrs. Schofield was spending a lot of money on him. 
 
    They finished their break and got back to work. 
 
    “Okay, time to round him out down below.” 
 
    The doctor put inserts in his buttocks to make his ass rounder. That was an easy one after the ribs and the tits. 
 
    “Are you going to put permanent make up on him?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The doctor had the nurse pull his lips out and hold them. He made little cuts and stitched them up. “His lips will rival Angelina Jolie’s.” 
 
    “Can you tattoo them right now? After making them so large?” 
 
    “Not a problem. I’m using good ink, when the swelling goes down they’ll be plump, red and oh so delicioso. 
 
    After they did John’s lips the doctor began tattooing eye liner around his eyes. John sat inside his eyeballs, his sleeping eyeballs, and watched the needle going in and out, depositing minute amounts of ink under his skin. 
 
    “He’s going to be so beautiful,” the nurse said. “And he’ll never have to put on make up. Sometimes I think I should get my face done this way.” 
 
    “You should. Heck, I know a doctor who works cheap.” 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
    “All right. He’s got sexy, sultry eyes now. What’s left?” 
 
    “The eyebrows.” 
 
    “Of course. I’ll use a long lasting depilatory, we can make them arch up like pretty little moons.” 
 
    The nurse giggled. 
 
    “All right. Now, the final step in this procedure.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    It’s the latest in fat injections. Sort of like liposuction in reverse. I’ll be putting very small amounts of fat into his face. Since it’s his fat it won’t dissolve, it’ll bond.” 
 
    “What’s it going to do?” 
 
    “I can hide male angularity, change his facial structure into something more feminine.” 
 
    For a long time there was no talking. John saw the doctor move around his face, inject needles, squirt incredible small amounts of liquid—his fat, apparently taken from his butt when they put in the hip implants—into his face. 
 
    Finally, they stepped back. The nurse took a series of pictures. The doctor poured a couple of flutes of champagne, and they toasted John. 
 
    “Some of the finest work I’ve ever done,” he announced, sipping the  liquid. 
 
    “She’s beautiful, Doc. I hope she appreciates what an artist you are.” 
 
    “She should.” 
 
    They drank some more. Somewhere in their John’s mind stopped recording. He stopped watching and went to sleep. Real sleep. 
 
      
 
    They rolled John back to his cell, reattached the bracelets, and left him. 
 
    John slumbered. And awoke. 
 
    He was sore all over. He felt like he had run a marathon. In essence, he had. A medical marathon. 
 
    He groaned, and knew he was in his cell. 
 
    And he remembered everything that had been done to him. 
 
    Those first moments of consciousness, as awareness of his plight filtered through his mind, were a saga in fear, terror, panic, despair, rage, and a desire to kill himself. 
 
    Oddly, the one thing that seemed to reduce this chaos in his mind was the fact that he was sleeping on a blanket. 
 
    Maybe they felt he needed some softness after the operation, maybe to aid in the healing process, or maybe somebody felt sorry for him, or maybe they just made a mistake. But, whatever, he was on a blanket, and the floor wasn’t cold. 
 
    Slowly the emotions settled. He came to himself enough to realize that he wanted to live. He looked around. 
 
    He was fuzzy, but he wasn’t hurting as from a headache. That was the Versed. 
 
    But why could he remember? 
 
    Because the drug affected his body, and his brain, but when you think about it the mind isn’t part of the body or the brain. The mind is just a bunch of memories that a person carries around with him. 
 
    So he remembered. 
 
    He remembered the doctor and the nurse. 
 
    More important, he remembered Henry and Mrs. Schofield. 
 
    And he began thinking, really thinking, about what he was going to do when they let him go. 
 
    He had to come up with a plan. 
 
     
 
    Days passed. The swelling and bruising from his operations went away, and John was able to inspect his new body. 
 
    It was sexy, that was for sure. His breasts were large and the nipples pushed out. His waist was tiny, and his hips flared out into a perfectly round ass. 
 
    He didn’t have a mirror, so he couldn’t see his face, but he could feel the differences. Where bone had predominated it was now fleshy, pudgy, and curvy. 
 
    His lips felt monstrous, even when the swelling went down they were big. 
 
    Most interesting was the fact that he still had a penis. It, and his balls, were small. Very shrunken. They must have given him one of those chemicals used to castrate prisoners. His dick just hung there, full feeling, but no erection. He held it, and flopped it back and forth in his hand. It felt good, but…it was void of muscle. No hard on…no boner. A limp, little minnow. 
 
    He wondered what life was going to be like as a girl. It was obvious that he was not going to be able to live like a man. 
 
    He would have to get money and redo his legal paperwork. Driver’s License, insurance, whatever, were going to have to be changed to show him as a girl. 
 
    What kind of a job could he get? 
 
    What about learning about clothes? 
 
    How could he even comb his hair? 
 
    It was bleak, but, good side, it was problems. And a man with problems to solve is a man alive. 
 
    A week later he went to sleep after eating, and he didn’t wake up in the cell.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    John groaned. He knew he had been drugged again. Fuck. What now? He sat, and realized he was sitting, and that was good. What was he sitting in? 
 
    After a moment he opened his eyes. 
 
    He was in his own car. A Toyota Camry. He had just finished paying it off, and he still had lots of miles on it. 
 
    He saw further, through the windshield, and realized his car was in a parking lot. 
 
    He let the images of reality flutter through his eyeballs and waited for recognition to occur. 
 
    It was the same bar he had met Mrs. Emily Schofield at long ago. 
 
    He shifted his position, and felt constrained, confined. He tilted his head down and looked a this body. Those big boobs were now covered by a yellow dress. A conservative dress. He sat up straight and realized what was confining him. A bra. And a tummy shaper. And nylons. Somebody had dressed him. 
 
    They had even given him long, red fingernails. Fuck. 
 
    Dressed him and put him in his car. The keys were in the ignition. 
 
    After being prisoner for weeks, maybe months, he lurched and kickstarted his body into motion. He had to move. He had to…what did he have to do? 
 
    He straightened up. Drugs were leaving his body. He looked in the rear view mirror and gasped. His eyes were round in surprise, and had long, curled lashes. His lips were red, and they were big. Real big. The swelling had gone down and they were still this big. Holy fuck! 
 
    His hair was coiffed. They must have put extensions on him, unless they had kept him prisoner so long his hair had grown down to his shoulders. 
 
    He lifted his dress and looked at his tummy shaper. His cock lay behind it, useless, but no bump in his panties, or dress. 
 
    Minutes passed while he took inventory of his senses. Everything seemed to work. The drugs were more of a memory than a problem now. 
 
    He reached forward and turned the key. 
 
    Vroom! 
 
    Everything worked. 
 
    He sighed. Time to get going. 
 
     
 
    First he called his parents. Man, that was a conversation he wished he didn’t have to have.  
 
    “Mom, I’m coming home. I know I haven’t been around. I’ll tell you all about it. But there’s something you have to know before I come home.” Pause. “I’m now a girl.” 
 
    He listened to the exclamations, he tried to calm his mother. He finally got her calmed down and promised to be home in an hour. 
 
    He called his father. Same situation, same emotions, but without the tears and recriminations. He asked his father to meet him at home in an hour and he would explain. 
 
     
 
    Second, he went home. He endured the tears and the anger and all the other emotions. Finally, he got them to listen, and he told them the truth. 
 
    “You need to sue that bitch,” his father growled. 
 
    “There’s no evidence. There’s no proof. She’ll have a busload of lawyers and…we don’t have enough money to fight that.” 
 
    “But the publicity! Surely she won’t want all that publicity.” 
 
    “I don’t want that publicity,” John said. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I still love you. We love you. What are you going to do?” his mother asked. 
 
    John nodded. “I’ll figure things out. I won’t be working for a while while I do this, can you handle the company without me? For a while?” 
 
    “Not a problem. You know I can.” 
 
    “Okay. Then I’ll need enough to live on, and I’ll call you every week, but there’s things I need to do to come to grips with this, and I need to come up with a plan to handle Mrs. Schofield.” 
 
    “What about Emmie?” 
 
    Yes. What about Emmie? “I don’t know. I’ll probably call her, and…I don’t know. Right now I’m concerned with other things. Besides, do you really think Emmie will want to be with me when I’m like this?” 
 
    He held his hands out to indicate his body. 
 
    His mother started crying again. His father was crying, but his knuckles were white.  
 
    “Just don’t let me near that bitch,” he snarled. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Pop. I want first crack.” 
 
      
 
    Third, he went back to the bar he had been taken from and looked for a room to rent. He found one in a sleazy motel just a block over from the bar. 
 
    He bought a computer and began researching. He researched basic things like how to put on make up, how to choose dresses, how to buy shoes, and so on.  
 
    He spent a lot of time surfing trans sites. They were men who learned how to be women, and they had some invaluable advice. How to walk, how to talk, little make up tricks, and so on. 
 
    He went shopping, and he endured all the humiliation and mortification, and he asked women how to be women. 
 
    They gave him the strangest looks, but they helped him. He learned about bras, how to size them, how to put them on, which ones to wear in which situations. 
 
    He learned about dresses and all the strange things that people had to go through to make a garment with cones on the chest fit properly. It was more than the internet had told him, but everything made sense once he had enough information. 
 
    He began to live as a woman. 
 
     
 
    Fourth, he looked for the doctor and the nurse.  
 
    He visited doctors and had check ups. He found that he had been given a massive dose of estrogen, which was probably why he was losing a bit of weight. His body was really looking girlish now. 
 
    He asked doctors about middle aged doctors with goatees who performed sex changed operations, breast implants, cosmetic surgery, and so on. 
 
    He surfed the net looking for doctors who fit the bill for the one who had done what he had done to him. 
 
    One day he came home from shopping and discovered his room had been broken into. He smiled. They were still watching him, so they were worried about him.  
 
    Fortunately he had two computers. 
 
    One computer he did his work on, the other one he connected to the internet…and erased his history every day. And reconfigured his computer every week. 
 
    They had probably hacked into his internet computer easily. And they had seen a bogus series of searches: jobs for women, how to wear clothes, how to get a new driver’s license. 
 
    The other computer, an apple mini, he carried with him. Right in his purse. And he never let go of that purse. He hooked it up to the internet and did his real work on that, then deleted history and disconnected it. 
 
    But, he couldn’t have people breaking in on him. Then he thought about it and realized he would have to. As long as they thought they knew what he was doing they wouldn’t look harder. 
 
    So he sighed, and resigned himself to a life of constant invasion. 
 
      
 
    Fifth, he signed up for martial arts lessons. And he bought a gun. 
 
    The gun was problematic, as he had to get his license changed first, but he managed to make that happen. He bought a lady’s gun. A pink Glock G42. One inch thick, carries nine rounds of generic, easy to buy ammunition. He got a concealed carry permit and carried it on his side, next to his large tit, ready for a quick draw. 
 
    The martial arts were not problematic. At first. 
 
    The martial arts studios wanted money. But as soon as he started training he had to fend off men. In fact, it was quite irksome that he had to put up with men staring at his boobs and not his eyes. 
 
    Still, he chose classes carefully, made friends with caution, and trained. Hard. 
 
    He came in early, lifted weights—he was still losing a bit of weight and he was worried that he might not have enough muscle when it came time to do the deed—worked out with classes, lifted weights, had private lessons, and…it was fun. 
 
    He had always sort of chuckled at the idea of martial arts. He could defend himself, and all that stupid yelling…but he found out it was a lifestyle that he actually liked. 
 
      
 
    Sixth, finally starting to feel at home in his new body, able to walk in high heels without falling on his face or breaking an ankle, he went back to the bar and asked for a job. 
 
    With his tits he was hired on the spot.  
 
    And he was shocked when he made friends. 
 
    Not guy friends, girl friends. Being a waitress, subject to the roaming hands of drink patrons, the girls tended to stick together. They warned him of certain customers, told him which ones were all right. After work they would sometimes share a beer and count tips, and John—or Joan, as he was now called—was surprised when he was consistently making more tips than the other girls. 
 
    “It’s those big bazookas you’re carrying around,” remarked Leslie. She was a buxom babe who had taken a liking to him. And he to her. 
 
    Joan was learning how to give and take, and when. He quipped, “Best money can buy.” 
 
    “Who’s your doctor?” 
 
    Oh, yes. His doctor. That was a problem. “He, uh, retired. Doesn’t even live around here anymore.” 
 
    “Too bad. I would have gotten a pair bigger than yours.” 
 
    He smiled. And he thought, they really are the best money can buy. Thank you, Emily. You fucking bitch. 
 
    Life went on. Months passed. He became proficient in the martial arts, he hoped, and he took the Glock out and practiced, usually with one of the other girls who also went armed, and his weight loss seemed to have stopped. 
 
    Still, he didn’t have the muscle he once had, and that worried him. Until the day Chuckles accosted him in the parking lot. 
 
    Chuckles was a bonehead the girls avoided, and being a typical bonehead, he was drawn to the girls with the big tits. 
 
    Joan walked through the silent bar. She had a couple of hundred dollars in tips, a computer, and a Glock in her fashionable purse. She went through the front door and headed for the edge of the parking lot. Being staff she had to park under the trees in a far corner. As she approached her car Chuckles stepped out of the shadows. 
 
    Oh, fuck, thought Joan. She was too far away from the bar to head back, especially in heels. She could walk, but she wasn’t too good at running in them. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” Chuckles grinned. He had a red, round, slobbery face, thick lips, and a body the Goodyear blimp would have been proud of. 
 
    “I don’t want any trouble, Chuckles.” 
 
    “Me neither, baby. I just want a little smooch.” 
 
    Joan wasn’t alarmed. She could pull his pistol and shoot Chuckles in the foot if it came to that. But she wanted to try something first. All the martial arts she had done…they had to be good for something. 
 
    Chuckles closed in. 
 
    “I’m warning you, Chuck. I’ve had a long day and I am not fond of you.” 
 
    “Oh,” he reached a hand out. 
 
    Joan pushed his hand aside, stepped forward and struck Chuck in the belly as hard as she could. 
 
    “UNH!” Chuck stepped back. It was a good punch, even with the high heels on, but Joan no longer had the muscles to do the job. 
 
    Chuckles rubbed his belly, then leaped forward. 
 
    It was too fast for Joan to get her gun out. 
 
    “Fuck!” She tried to back up, but Chuckles had a grip on her arm. 
 
    The moves she had practiced in the martial arts dojo came through. Without thinking she turned her hips, sunk her weight, and snapped a punch—a half-fist, really, not the fingers or the fist, but the bent knuckles in between—right into Chuckles throat. 
 
    Chuckles eyes widened, he let go and grabbed his throat. He fell to his knees and began gagging. He couldn’t breath properly. 
 
    “You fuck!” yelled Joan. She took the computer out of her purse, then swung the purse. The purse struck Chuckles on the side of the head and he was out. Like a light. 
 
    Suddenly girls flooded out of the bar and ran across the parking lot. 
 
    “We saw it on video!” 
 
    Two of the girls started kicking Chuckles in the ribs. 
 
    “Are you all right?” Leslie asked. 
 
    “Now that it was over Joan started shaking. In the moment she had been fine. But now she was scared, a mess. She had risked everything just to find out whether a punch worked, and it could have cost her her life. What a dope she was! 
 
    Leslie put her in her car and drove her home. “I’m staying with you tonight,” she announced. 
 
     
 
    They entered Joan’s apartment, and Joan was pretty much over her fright now. 
 
    “You can head on home. I’ll be all right.” 
 
    “Nonsense, girlfriend.” She headed for the kitchen. “Where’s the booze? I’ll make us a drink.” 
 
    It did feel good to have somebody there, somebody to talk to. “Under the sink.” 
 
    “Ha! With the cleaning supplies! Well, this should clean us out.” 
 
    She made two bourbon and Cokes and brought one in to Joan. “I still can’t believe that creep. But, man, did you clobber him.” 
 
    “I guess I did.” 
 
    “So you know that karate stuff?” 
 
    “I’ve been taking lessons.” 
 
    They sat on the couch and Leslie scooted over to sit quite close. 
 
    Joan noticed, but didn’t think anything of it. The girls were all touchy feely. 
 
    They talked for a long time, had another drink, and after the long day and the excitement Joan was feeling tired. 
 
    Finally, she said, “You can sleep on the couch,” and she went to bed. 
 
      
 
    Early morning. Only a couple of hours sleep, and Joan felt the bed shift. She was still out of it, and when she felt a warm body next to her she just snuggled, and then woke up and realized what was happening. But it was too late. 
 
    “Fuck!” she yelled. 
 
    Leslie sat back, a shocked look in her eyes. “You’ve…you’re a…you’ve got a dick!” 
 
    “Oh, shit!” moaned Joan. 
 
    Nothing else for it, Joan explained what had happened to her. When she was done Leslie stared at her in disbelief. 
 
    “So you’re really a man.” 
 
    “I guess. If my dick ever comes back. If I ever get these implants taken out and the hormones they gave me wear off. 
 
    “Heck, why would you want to do all that stuff?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’re the sexiest girl at the bar. All the girls have thought about diddling you. Why not stay as you are? You’re doing well with tips…why not just stay a girl?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I never thought about it.” 
 
    “Well, think. And…can I sleep in here? That couch is terrible!” 
 
    Joan said yes and moved to one side. The sun starting to peek over the edge of far mountains, they went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Joan woke up with Leslie kissing her. 
 
    She had been alone for so long, hadn’t felt another human being for months, she needed this human touch. She kissed Leslie back. Their mouths fused and their hands felt each others tits.  
 
    Then Joan froze as Leslie slipped a hand into her panties and felt her little dick and balls. 
 
    Leslie giggled. “These are cool. I mean, they’re cute.” 
 
    There was so much humor and empathy in Leslie’s statement that Joan relaxed. 
 
    “I’m going to give you head.” 
 
    Leslie ducked under the covers and Joan felt her putting her mouth on his package. his whole package. 
 
    It felt good. Even with no boner, his package was a bundle of nerves. 
 
    “Oh,” she moaned. 
 
    Leslie slithered up her body and they rolled over, taking turns on each other. 
 
    They reached a point where Joan realized he couldn’t fuck Leslie, but…but…he went down on her, listened to her moans, then slipped two fingers into the other girl’s pussy. 
 
    Leslie arched her back and pulled Joan’s head down to her tits. 
 
    Joan worked her hand, jammed it in and out, hooked and searched for the G spot, and found it. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck…Oh!” 
 
    Leslie orgasmed long and hard, and finally relaxed. The girls lay in each other’s arms then. 
 
    “You’re probably still horny,” murmured Leslie. 
 
    “It’s okay. We know my situation.” 
 
    “There might be something I could do about that.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Next time.” 
 
    “Really?” Joan was disappointed. 
 
    “Listen to you, so hot and eager. A nympho like you…you deserve to suffer a little.” 
 
    They laughed, hugged and went back to sleep for just a few minutes more. 
 
      
 
    “So what are you going to do about the people who did all this to you?” 
 
    They were eating Cheerios in Pepsi on the little patio, enjoying the late morning sun. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what to do. If I could find the doctor that would help, but…” 
 
    “And he gave you breast implants and hip implants?” 
 
    “All sorts of stuff. He’s probably the guy who gave me the limp dick chemical.” 
 
    “What did he look like?” 
 
    Joan described the doctor. 
 
    “You know, that sounds like the vet in Pasco county.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know, but he’s got a goatee, I think he’s had brushes with the law, but…maybe it wasn’t a doctor. Not a real human type doctor.” 
 
    Joan went to the computer, hooked up his mini, and went searching. 
 
    “That’s him! He’s the one!” 
 
    Leslie looked over his shoulder. “Wow. Dr. William Schneer. Wow.” 
 
      
 
    Joan drove over to Pasco county. It had been a week, and she was still surprised that the doctor had been a vet. In a way, the guy was a genius. Adapting his knowledge of animal medicine to humans. Figuring out all the implant stuff. Especially the face thing where he changed the fat content of portions of Joan’s face. Incredible. 
 
    And he was an evil, slimy, toadstool sucking asshole deposit. That he could do such things to human beings was utterly despicable. 
 
    It was easy to find the doctor. He was advertising on the internet. He administered to animals great and small. He would dispose of your loved furry friend’s remains. He loved kittens. His picture showed a little kitty rubbing up against his goatee. 
 
    Joan pulled up in front of the doctor’s house at nine in the evening. It had been dark for an hour. She was holding a ‘Truro Pro - 4K Ultra HD Key Chain WIFI Camera Video Recording FOB’ in one hand. In the other she was holding her G42 pink Glock. She tapped on the door of the doctor’s house and waited.               
 
    Footsteps. The door opened. The doctor recognized her right away. Joan was wearing athletic shoes and she planted a karate kick against the door. The doctor flew back and fell on the floor. 
 
    Joan walked in and looked around. Her investigations indicated the doctor lived alone, but one could never tell. 
 
    “Are you alone?” 
 
    The doctor scrabbled backwards. 
 
    Joan took a step and delivered a kick between the legs.  
 
    Schneer gave a squeaky sort of scream and fell on his side. 
 
    The house wasn’t big, and Joan managed to give it a glance over without leaving the doctor alone for more than ten seconds at a time. 
 
    She moved two club chairs around so they faced each other about eight feet apart. She made sure the Key Chain Camera was on and said, “Have a seat.” 
 
    Schneer crawled over to the chair and up into it. He sat and held himself and looked miserable. “How’d you find me?” 
 
    Joan aimed the pink Glock at his nose. “I want you to tell me what you did. Leave out nothing. Name names. Right now I want to shot your cock off and watch you bleed to death. This might be the only way you hold on to that piece of your anatomy. Talk.” 
 
    Schneer, for a genius, was a coward. But what would you expect from a fellow who performed nazi style experiments on human beings? 
 
    He began to talk. He explained how he was approached by a gentleman named Henry, who he eventually found out worked for Mrs. Emily Schofield. He talked about the operation, how delicate it was, even making it sound how superior he was to figure everything out. He talked about recovery times, the effects of drugs. He was especially pleased with the castration drug.  
 
    The drug was supposed to last one year, and then Joan’s manhood would grow back to proper size and start functioning again. 
 
    When he was done talking Joan clicked the fob. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “A camera.” 
 
    “But…you…I didn’t know…” 
 
    “You’ve got several choices, Doc. You can turn yourself in. You can wait until the police come for you. You can try to leave the country. You can kill yourself…lots of choices for a guy who didn’t give me any.” 
 
    “But you can’t tell anybody about this! My work!” 
 
    Joan aimed the Glock at his nose again. “I’ve got an itch I want to scratch. Should I scratch?” 
 
    “No! No!” He cowered in his chair, raised his hands as if they could stop a bullet. 
 
    “The one thing you can’t do it call Mrs. Schofield. Aside from me coming back and killing you, she would send Henry out to kill you. Do you understand.” 
 
    “I’m not to contact Mrs. Schofield. I understand.” 
 
    Joan stood up, she hated the doctor, she aimed the Glock at his foot and pulled the trigger. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The doctor fell to the floor and huddled over his foot. 
 
    “Happy trails, asshole.” 
 
    Joan walked out of the house. She might get in trouble for shooting the doc in the foot, but so what. She had to make sure he was too busy to call Schofield. And he would have called. He was that kind of weasel. 
 
      
 
    Joan’s next stop was a small house on a small street on the edge of the city. Again, she knocked on the door, and when the nurse answered, and didn’t recognize her, she pushed the door and the nurse and aimed the Glock. 
 
    The nurse went into hysterics, and didn’t seem to want to stop. So Joan kicked her feet out from under her and sat on her chest and aimed the pistol into her sobbing face. 
 
    An hour later she shot the nurse in the foot—he was starting to like shooting people int he foot—and walked out. 
 
      
 
    It was now midnight, and that was fine with her. Two hours later she pulled to the side of a lonely road. It was a wide spot and she figured her car would be fine. Nobody traveled this lonely route. 
 
    She was wearing black sweats and a black ski mask. The parts of her face that were visible had black make up on them. She was wearing black gloves. The pink Glock was in her holster next to her boobs, and the fob was tucked in a sock. 
 
    She climbed over the wall at the side of the road and began walking through a small forest. She was wearing ‘Nightfox Night Vision Goggles,’ $200 from Amazon. They weren’t the greatest, but they were adequate. After all, she wasn’t invading a country, only a mansion. 
 
    The forest lasted 100 yards, and then, just like it showed on Google Earth, she came out on a broad lawn.  
 
    She studied the far house for five minutes. Here was where any motion sensors would pick her up. She sighed. Oh, well. She traipsed across the big lawn. 
 
    She walked up a series of shallow steps to a patio area with a swimming pool. Ahead was a pair of double doors, open for a summer breeze to cool the big house, but she knew better. Somebody had seen her coming and set a trap. She would walk in, Henry, probably Henry, would be waiting with a sap or a gun or just a sharp stick. 
 
    She rounded the pool, aware that eyes were probably on her, got close to the open doors, and slipped into some bushes that ringed the back of the house. 
 
    She was probably out of sight of the security system, but one never knew. 
 
    She circled the house till she came to a basement window. She knew all about the basement window because she had explored the house via Zillow. She had memorized the floor plan, knew where the windows were, and even had an idea of the furniture in the house. 
 
    She unrolled duc tape on the window so it wouldn’t fall when she broke it. She ran a glass cutter around the edges of the window. She took out a folding knife. It was advertised as an EMT folding knife, and it had a steel nub on the bottom for breaking the windows of cars. The idea was that you break the window, use the knife to cut the seat belts, and rescue the crash victim. Now she was going to use it to shatter the window and invade a house. Screw the seat belt. 
 
    She drew the knife back and suddenly she was being lifted into the air. 
 
    Henry had outsneaked her. He held her in a viselike grip and flung her from side to side. Her goggles flew off. 
 
    “The bitch returns! We knew you would. Doctor Schneer managed to call us from the hospital.” 
 
    Joan felt like her rib cage, which was already minus one rib, was going to collapse. Yet her hands were free. She broke a nail, but managed to open the folding knife. 
 
    “Fuck!” Henry yelped as she stabbed him in a wrist. 
 
    He threw her aside and held his hand. He looked at her in the gloom of near darkness. “You fucking bitch. That’s going to cost you.” 
 
    Joan got a foot under herself and when Henry moved in on her she stuck an arm out. The blade went through the web of his thumb and forefinger and all the way into his stomach. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he groaned.  
 
    Joan pressed and pushed and he fell back. She ended up half laying on him holding the knife in his gut. 
 
    She whispered, “Leave the knife in and you won’t bleed out. Stay here and I’ll call for help. Come inside the house and I’ll shoot you in the foot.” 
 
    She left him laying on the ground and ran back around the house. Their struggle had not been overly loud, mostly grunts and muttered sentences. With luck, nobody was awake. 
 
    They weren’t. Joan raced up stairs to the third floor. Down the hall. Into Mrs. Emily Schofields’s bedroom. She turned on the light and stood over the bed of the wealthy magnate. 
 
     
 
    Emily was sitting at the console of the home security system when the police raced up the driveway, sirens screaming and lights flashing.  
 
    She had plugged her fob into the security system computer and uploaded her three videos to various news sources. Rumble. Bitchute. BeforeItsNews. Others. They were already getting massive numbers of likes, and it looked like other news services were downloading them…and uploading to their own sites.  
 
    She listened to the police running up the stairs. She pulled the fob out of the computer and put it in her pocket. 
 
    “Clear! Clear!” came the sounds of the police in various parts of the house. 
 
    Joan put her hands on top of her head, moved the swivel chair to the middle of the room and yelled, “I’m in here! I’m not armed! I’m in here! I’m not armed!” 
 
    A moment later armored police were taking her down. Though she was no threat she was thrown on the floor and sat upon and cuffed. A minute later, her fob still in her pocket, she was marched out of the room.  
 
    Mrs. Schofield stood in the hallway. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” she snapped. If it wasn’t for the horde of police she would have attacked Joan. 
 
    Joan just smiled. 
 
    And she smiled all the way down the stairs and into the cop car. 
 
    She saw them bring Henry out on a stretcher. He looked at her and glared, and she pursed her lips and blew him a kiss.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I heard from Emmie the other day,” Joan said, as she knelt on the bed. 
 
    Leslie stood behind her and greased up her dildo. She used long strokes and rubbed the lubricant in. 
 
    “Does she still hate you?” 
 
    “She blames me for everything. Her mother being arrested, the company goin under, everything. I thought I loved her, but when I took her mother down…that was it for me.” 
 
    “Can you blame the girl. You hurt her family.” 
 
    “No matter that her family hurt me.” 
 
    Emily scooped out a handful of lube and rubbed it into Joan’s asshole. “You know, you should be getting feeling back in your dick next month.” 
 
    “Cross your fingers. Oh…man, that feels good.” 
 
    Leslie smiled and reamed his rectum gently, swirling her fingers around the edge of her anus, touching all the nerves and lightly stretching his tissues. 
 
    “Are you sure this is going to work?” gasped Joan. 
 
    “It should. After all, why is anal sex so popular unless it works, right?” 
 
    “Unh…oh…man! Why didn’t we do this before.” 
 
    As she ran her fingers around inside her Leslie said, “So are looking forward to having a dick again?” 
 
    “I am…and I am’t.” 
 
    “Am’t. Ha! You just made up a word.” 
 
    Joan grinned and pushed her butt back and tried to get more finger. “I want to have my dick again, but I don’t want to give up being a woman. Isn’t that weird?” 
 
    “Not so weird. There’s a lot of perks to being a woman.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” Joan agreed. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Leslie moved forward and placed her hips behind Joan’s buns. She held the tip of her fake phallus to Joan’s button and began to push. 
 
    For a second it didn’t work. Joan’s asshole was closed. But Joan kept telling her muscles to relax, the lube started to work, and suddenly the head popped past the ring. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    “Leslie slid the rest of the dick into Joan. “Pretty good, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Better than dicking somebody?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes!” 
 
    Leslie began to slide her dick in and out, long strokes. The veins on the sides of the cock swirled through Joan’s opening, stimulating all the nerves. 
 
    “Oh, sweet mama!” Joan backed up, pushed with her butt and tried to take more and more dick. 
 
    “Easy now, you little slut.” 
 
    But Joan couldn’t take it easy. She reached under and grabbed the plastic balls and tried to pull more dick into her. 
 
    Leslie laughed, and white fluid began to pour out of Joan’s tiny, little cock. 
 
      
 
    END
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    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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    RYAN inherited eighty-three million dollars, a mansion, and some panties. People don’t care about the mansion and the 83 million dollars, they want the panties! 
 
    A steamy novel about men turning into women, and women turning into men! 
 
      
 
    Femwood Mansion! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    There are also 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    Have you checked out the… 
 
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
 
    Gropper Press? 
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    DOZENS of story collections 
 
    A simple click on 
 
    Gropper Press! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections… 
 
    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotica in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘His Punishment was Forced Feminization!’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
 
  
  
 images/00014.jpeg
It was a job a man couldn’t do





images/00003.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00015.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
complete
novel!





images/00006.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg





images/00010.jpeg





cover.jpg





images/00016.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
R

I was Feminized and
Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

. o






images/00013.jpeg
Feminized in 100 Days
Love and the Exchange of Power






images/00001.jpeg
ICHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO AWOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





images/00008.jpeg





images/00011.jpeg





images/00009.jpeg
U

A,

The Electric Groin!
Seven Erotic Stories!

H






