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Prologue — The perfect transformation They  said  he  would  see  the  changes  after  three  months,  six  max.  It  had taken one month. He rubbed his fingertips around his nipples. The nipples were  sore.  His  breasts  were  growing  fast,  much  faster  than  anyone  had expected. Each one fitted inside the long fingers of his cupped hand. Maybe a B cup? He had girl’s tits without any doubt. 

A moment of panic shook him. They had told him he was to become a girl but he had never really believed it. How was that possible? He had been a fully signed-up alpha male. He wasn’t an alpha male now. It was doubtful he was even truely male any more. 

He jumped out of bed, naked.  He looked in the large full-length mirror in this bare, sparsely furnished room. A single wooden bed and a door-less wardrobe. Several little cotton skirts hung from a metal rail. He stood side-on  watching  his  reflection  lit  by  the  early  morning  light  from  the  open window. 

There was no doubt; he had tits like those of a young woman. This was crazy;  he  was  a  thirty-eight-year-old  man.  His  new  breasts  were  sore  but cute. He loved them and hated them at the same time. 

It would take time to become used to the changes forced on him. They said he would grow to love being a girl. He poked his unusually engorged and  extended  nipples,  his  chin  rested  on  the  top  of  his  breast  bone  as  he peered at his bodily transformation. A small tear of white liquid seeped out between his fingertips from the end of his nipple. It couldn’t be, could it? 

 Milk? 

His face flushed hot and a bead of sweat formed on his forehead. He wiped  it  away.  He  felt  hot  and  flustered.  He  approached  the  mirror  and gazed at his face closely. Were his lips thicker? They looked fuller. He liked them,  they  looked  more  sultry  and  it  took  his  mind  off  his  new  tender breasts for a few moments. 

And  what  had  happened  to  his  facial  whiskers?  They  had  become wisps  of  fuzzy  hair.  The  weight  had  disappeared  from  around  his  middle too. That can only be a good thing he thought. His waist was now smaller than his hips. He stared again. His waist was smaller but did that make his hips look bigger? Or were they bigger? 

Yes,  that  was  it.  An  illusion.  His  hips  couldn’t  have  got  wider,  could they? His bum had filled out too, it was more rounded. His eyes fell onto his  penis  and  balls.  It  must  be  colder  than  he  thought;  they  were  smaller. 

But it wasn’t that cold today. 

The  tall  dark-skinned  lady  entered  his  sleeping  area  and  headed straight towards him. Her bearing and her smart leather clothing contrasted with his nudity. She had seen him naked many times, of course. This was how he had to present at home. Clothing was not permitted for him when in the house. 

She knelt on one knee and inspected his penis and balls. She cupped his balls feeling their size. She pursed her lips and nodded in satisfaction. 

She lifted his penis and held a piece of string along its length as a measure. 

A small knot extended beyond the tip. She nodded to herself again; she was pleased with the progress. “Three inches long,” she said. “An inch smaller than  last  month  and  two  inches  smaller  than  when  you  started  your treatment.” 

She stood and looked intently at his breasts. She put a hand to one and rubbed them and gave a slight squeeze in several places before letting go. 

“Everything is going well, your breasts are growing and your male bits are  shrinking.  You  should  be  fully  transformed  within  a  few  months  and become a real girl. Feminisation is compulsory here.” 

It  had  started  only  a  few  weeks  ago.  That  time  was  already  like  a dream. He lived in a new world now. 

Chapter 1 — First contact

Edward Hayes grasped at the tough woody root vegetation at the lip of the summit.  His  arm  muscles  bulged  against  his  rolled-up  khaki  sleeves.  He pulled himself up and onto the flat grassy surface above. 

He crawled over the rim and onto the thin mossy grass. A warm breeze blew in his face and a high watery sun glistened. He leant back over the rim of the summit to link hands with his assistant, Eva. He pulled her up and onto the plateau. 

Euphoria gripped him. This was to be his life’s greatest achievement, and  he’d  had  many.  He  lay  his  exhausted  body  on  the  flat  edge  of  the plateau-topped mountain they’d just climbed. 

After  recovering  his  breathe  in  the  thinner  air,  he  sat  up  and  looked down  over  the  lip  of  the  plateau.  He  saw  a  3,000  feet  drop  to  the  central Brazilian rain forest below. It had been an arduous all-day climb up the side of the mountain. It was more of a vertical trek than an actual climb but it had  been  tough.  They  had  followed  a  spiral  goat  track  that  meandered  up the mountain. 

He recorded the moment on his iPhone using a selfie-stick as he lay on his front. He would upload this when he got back to civilisation. For now, he  felt  a  little  like  a  tourist.  Eva  lay  beside  him  and  he  threw  her  a  tired smile. 

Soon he’d make first contact with a previously unknown and secretive tribal  community  in  the  highlands  of  Central  Brazil.  He,  Edwards  Hayes, explorer,  linguist,  anthropologist  and  adventurer,  was  to  become  world-famous.  And  it  was  about  time  considering  his  immense  knowledge  and skills.  He  had  been  ably  assisted  by  the  loyal  Eva  Schmidt.  He  would become  famous  he  thought,  and  she  was  his  capable  but  plain  assistant. 

This would be the culmination of his career. 

They  had  travelled  for  five  days  through  the  rain  forest  to  reach  this mountain. They had never shaken off the feeling they were being watched, sometimes  there  were  sounds  of  breaking  branches.  They  had  both  felt  it and had put it down to the wildlife. Nevertheless, it had been disconcerting, the continuous feeling of invisible eyes on their backs. 

He  slipped  off  his  rucksack  and  turned  onto  his  back.  A  few  more

moments  to  recover  from  that  final  exertion  before  the  final  stage  of  his adventure  of  discovery.  He  shuddered  with  excitement  at  the  prospect  of first  contact  with  the  tribe  who  lived  here.  An  isolated  community  on  the top of an unexplored plateau high above the unexplored jungle of northern Brazil. 

Eva unpicked her ash-blonde hair. She had tied it up in a sensible bun. 

It  fell to the tops of her shoulders. She shook her head to release the strands of  thick  helmet-shaped  hair.  Eva  took  over  the  recording,  sweeping  the iPhone around the vista behind them. They sat up next to each other to grin with tired relief watching the screen. 

A  face  appeared  in  the  image,  right  behind  them.  A  dark-skinned female. They spun around in shock, their backs now towards the precipitous drop.  They  faced  an  arc  of  ten  tall,  muscular  women.  They  seemed  to  be aged  between  twenty-five  and  thirty-five.  Each  one  carried  long  wooden-handled spears.  All had similar long straight black hair, enormous almond-shaped brown eyes. 

They  wore  smooth  suede  skirts  in  various  shades  of  greens,  browns and  creams.  The  skirts  finished  at  their  knees.  Some  wore  separate  suede tops others were dressed in full suede dresses.  They wore bright necklaces of  gold  and  precious  stones  around  their  necks.  Bracelets  and  brightly-coloured  amulets  adorned  their  arms.  Their  firm  breasts  hung  free  inside their tops. 

A slight breeze whistled across the plain as they observed each other. 

Bird calls screeched from the trees a few feet from the grassy ledge. 

The women wore expressions of a deep perplexed interest. Edward and Eva  hadn’t  expected  a  welcoming  committee  so  soon.  Now  they  knew exactly who had been watching them on their journey through the jungle. 

The group moved to within touching distance of the two explorers. 

A  sour-looking  woman  with  a  scar  on  her  left  cheek  strode  forward aggressively;  the  others  hung  back.  She  put  her  fingers  through  Eva’s unkempt hair and then poked her breasts. 

Eva pushed her away, anger flashed in her square face; her blue eyes blazed. The scar-faced woman then lifted a strand of Eva’s blond hair and turned to the group. They spoke together in a language unknown to Edward and Eva. 

The  scarred  cheek  woman  let  out  a  “humpf”  sound  and  appeared  to

lose interest in Eva. She turned to meet Edward eye to eye and scowled as she bent to face him. Her lips opened a fraction and her teeth bared like an animal about to attack. He recoiled instinctively. 

She stared a moment more and then whipped his wide-brimmed bush hat from his head. She threw it over the edge of the plateau. She stood tall and it seemed like a challenge. He looked around in alarm and watched his hat catch a thermal. It flew off and up towards the afternoon sun and clear deep-blue cloudless sky. Then it lost the thermal and dropped towards the jungle below like a sycamore seed. 

Edward sensed the threat. Scar Cheek put her hands on Edward’s chest and  pushed  him  towards  the  edge.  She  raised  a  clenched  fist  and  drew  it back.  Eva  gasped  and  moved  between  them  to  protect  him.  Scar  Cheek shoved her aside as if she was a small weak child. 

Edward raised his arms and closed his eyes waiting for the strike that never  came.  He  opened  his  eyes  with  anguished  anticipation.  One  of  the other  women  was  holding  Scar  Cheek’s  arm  and  they  were  locked  in  a tussle  of  strength.  They  stared  at  each  other  for  a  long  moment.  The  new woman gave an order in their language and Scar Cheek withdrew, seething. 

Eva and Edward breathed out in unison. The danger had averted. For now. 

Edward’s  saviour  observed  him.  She  moved  in  close.  Her  sweet-smelling  breath  fell  on  his  face.  She  was  a  striking  dark-skinned  woman with prominent high cheekbones on a sultry face. She matched his six-foot height inch for inch. She turned to the others and barked orders. The leader. 

Edward surmised she had got there because of her physical size, confidence and strength. 

The  Leader  took  his  and  Eva’s  arms  gently  and  pulled  them  away from the edge. The situation relaxed and a faint smile crossed the Leader’s lips.  Edward  hoped  that  was  a  good  sign.  He  glanced  at  Scar  Cheek  who stared back at him with undisguised venom. 

She was going to be a big problem. 

Chapter 2 — It’s a woman’s world A  short  moment  passed  while  both  sides  observed  each  other  once  again. 

One or two of the women spoke to the Leader in their language. 

The others approached and stroked Edward’s five-day growth and then the blond hair of Eva. Scar Cheek hung back. They were intrigued. This led to  more  chattering  and  comments  between  them.  They  appeared  bemused and  fascinated  by  his  beard.  One  stroked  his  short  hair  leading  to  more pointing and loud discussion. 

The  leader  barked  a  short  order.  They  stopped  at  the  same  time  and nodded at each other. The Leader grasped Eva’s arms and pulled her to one side.  She  barked  another  command.  Any  thoughts  of  a  nascent  friendship passed  as  quickly  as  it  had  come.  Eva  struggled  against  her  grip  without success, her thin feminine frame was no match for the muscular Leader. 

The  group  descended  on  Edward  like  a  pack  of  feeding  seagulls.  He froze  in  shock  as  they  ripped  at  his  clothing,  no  attempt  at  removing  or unbuttoning but frenzied tearing. Eva tried to pull away from the Leader’s grip. It was no good, she was too strong. 

Within  seconds,  they  had  ripped  the  clothes  from  him  and  he  was naked.  They  pushed  him  to  the  ground.  His  clothes  were  in  shreds  in  the hands  of  one  exultant  woman.  She  held  them  aloft  like  a  trophy.  They looked at him. He lay on the touch grass, his legs open. His penis hung limp in the cool air. 

This sudden turn of events was a shock. A moment ago he had reached the culmination of his travels and now he was naked before ten unfriendly women. And Eva. Frumpy plain Eva. Eva’s eyes were as wide as saucers, she couldn’t believe what she had just observed. 

The  women  passed  his  shredded  clothing  behind  them  while  they pointed at his genitals and giggled. 

The  leader  let  go  of  Eva  and  pushed  her  to  one  side.  She  moved  to Edward and lifted him by his armpits. She pulled him up with strength and ease. The muscles rippled in her arms and shoulders. He stood naked, not knowing what to do or what they wanted. 

He  covered  his  penis  with  both  hands.  Eva  stood  motionless  with  a hand  over  her  mouth  in  shock.  Why  had  they  attacked  him  but  left  Eva

alone?  This  wasn’t  how  he  had  expected  first  contact  with  an  unknown tribe. 

He saw his iPhone in the hand of one of the women. She was prodding it without understanding. She then threw it over the edge and into oblivion. 

Five days of video records gone. The expedition was turning into a disaster. 

He  should  have  brought  a  bigger  group.  He  hadn’t  wanted  to  share  his success with anyone. 

“What’s going on, Edward?” Eva asked plaintively. He looked back at her in disbelief, unable to know what to say. 

The women were pointing at his penis and balls, pointing at it. They looked  surprised,  as  if  they  had  never  seen  a  man’s  genitals  before.  Their faces were lined with amazement. The Leader leaned in and pushed out her hand.  She wrapped it around his penis and pulled. He gasped and tried to move back but it stretched his penis painfully as the Leader remained where she was. 

The group chatted together animatedly in their strange language. They looking disturbed, surprised, uncomprehending. The Leader lifted Edward’s penis  and  pointed  to  his  balls.  He  thought  it  best  to  stand  still  and  try  to keep the situation calm. He squeezed his eyes shut, unsure why his genitals elicited so much interest-

“What  do  you  want  with  me?”  he  said.  He  didn’t  expect  them  to understand  English  but  had  to  say  something.  His  pleading  question  was ignored.  He  didn’t  recognise  their  language  as  like  anything  he’d  heard before despite his skills as a linguist. 

“I suggest you keep quiet, Eva,” he said. “Let’s not make the situation worse than it already is.” 

The group fell on him again. Except Scar Cheek, who watched from a short distance. They pulled, poked and pinched at his penis and balls. His eyes  watered  with  stinging  pain.  First  contact  with  a  previously  unknown tribe and all they seemed interested in were his genitals. 

Eva watched, not knowing what to do. “Why are they so interested in you?” she asked. 

He grimaced and shook his head slowly. 

The Leader shouted something at the others and they stood back. She pulled his foreskin up and then down. This was bizarre, but not unpleasant, he  thought.  She  rubbed  with  more  force.  Eva  stared  at  the  scene  with

eyebrows that had disappeared into her fringe in shock. 

“Hey, not so hard,” he complained. 

The Leader stopped and glared. She began to rub again while the other women watched. They moved in close, hunching down for a better view. 

Eva  stood  behind  the  group.  He  looked  at  her  plaintively.  She  was powerless; ten to one didn’t work, especially when each one was far more powerful than her. 

The Leader pulled his foreskin back and forth with a force that worried him that she might tear it. He grew hard and large despite this. A collective gasp emanated from the group, more jabbering and shocked faces. 

“What  do  you  expect  if  you  masturbate  me?”  he  said  to  no  one  in particular. 

Eva shouted out to ask if he was alright. He replied that at least they didn’t  seem  to  want  to  harm  them.  “Think  of  this  as  their  social experiment,” he said, not convinced at what he’d said. 

The  leader  rubbed  rhythmically  and  more  gently.  He  felt  his  sperm rising.  A  jet  of  cum  shot  out  from  his  hard  erect  cock  hitting  one  of  the women in the face. This led to instant laughter. They went back to animated chatter. 

The  woman  wiped  his  cum  away  from  her  face  disgustedly.  She looked  at  the  back  of  her  cum-covered  sticky  hands  with  a  grimace.  She knelt  and  wiped  her  hands  on  the  grass.  More  laughter.  She  grinned  too, seeing the joke. Traces of his viscous fluid hung from her cheeks. 

Although Edward and Eva didn’t understand a word they were saying, it  was  clear  they  found  his  genital  amusing.  Had  they  never  seen  a  man before? Had they never seen a man ejaculate before? 

He panted, recovering from his orgasm. The Leader wrapped a piece of green twine around the back of his balls and across the top of his penis. 

She tied it and let out a three-foot length as a lead. One of the others pulled his hands behind his back and tied them together. The leader tugged on the

‘leach’ to indicate that he follow her. The Leader waved at Eva to follow them. 

“Why haven’t they stripped me and tied me up too?” Eva said. 

“I don’t, Eva,” he said. This made no sense. 

The Leader pulling hard on the leach, causing the twine to dig into his skin. She led them towards the undergrowth. The group followed in single

file behind him and the Leader. 

Chapter 3 — Three months earlier Edward  Hayes  scrutinised  the  satellite  photos  on  the  large  high-definition computer  screen  in  his  office.  At  his  side,  also  studying  the  expanded images, was his research assistant, Eva. 

The photos had been blown up so much, they were grainy. What they showed was clear. This supposedly unpopulated area of central Brazil had definite  signs  of  habitation.  Wooden  and  stone  buildings  were  visible  and set under trees. Smoke rose from chimneys and outside the village, areas of cultivated land were evident. 

And there were people. The populated area was on a thirty-mile wide plateau on a mountain rising 3,000 feet from the surrounding impenetrable jungle. 

He sat back, aware of the enormity of his photographic discovery. Here was the evidence for an undiscovered tribe living untouched by civilisation. 

Looking  at  the  buildings  and  cultivation,  there  was  a  level  of  advanced thought and sophistication. These were not simple indigenous savages, they clearly used sophisticated tools and construction methods. 

This discovery would make his name. He felt the excitement so deeply his body shook. The years of studying and scrutinising satellite photos for evidence  of  archaeological  ruins  in  South  America  had  paid  off.  His colleagues had thought him mad but he was convinced it was the best way to find something new. This was something that would make his name. He had been right all along. 

He  began  his  preparations  immediately.  He  needed  to  take  Eva  with him, he couldn’t trust her to keep the findings secret while he was away. It was this discovery be kept secret; he didn’t want anyone to beat him in the race to the new tribe he’d discovered. 

Eva  was  very  solid  physically.  She  convinced  him  she  was  up  to  the hardships that several days trekking through virgin forest would bring. He told everyone they were going on a long holiday to recover from his years of ‘fruitless’ study. He said they were going to Australia to put any potential competitors off the scent. 

He’d endured their sly looks and direct questions about his relationship with  Eva.  She  was  most  definitely  not  his  type,  too  ‘solid’,  not  feminine

enough.  But  he’d  had  to  let  them  believe  what  they  believed  to  ensure secrecy for the trip to Brazil. And his future world fame. 

He’d  become  paranoid.  He  locked  away  the  digital  files  of  his discovery on a memory stick and stored it in a bank safety deposit box. He destroyed all other evidence in case anyone went through his computer files while  they  were  away.  He  wanted  no  one  to  be  able  to  find  what  he’d discovered. 

He  dreamt  of  winning  the  Nobel  Prize  for  exploration  and anthropology.  Or  for  being  a  genius.  This  was  an  advanced  civilisation. 

Imagine  that,  a  tribe  cut  off  from  contemporary  life.  This  was  a  life-changing  and  historical  opportunity  for  an  eminent  anthropologist  such  as him.  Eva  didn’t  count,  but  she  could  help  to  carry  the  bags  and  to  record him for TV documentaries as he made first contact. 

The plans were made, their flights booked. They were to travel up the Amazon River to a point fifty miles from the base of the mountain where the undiscovered tribe lived. He was fit at thirty-eight years old. Eva was a twenty-eight-year-old  young  lady  who  enjoyed  rugby  and  football  in  her spare time. They were both fit and healthy. They needed no one else. 

They  set  off  on  a  direct  flight  from  London  Heathrow  to  Sao  Paulo. 

From here, they took an internal flight and then the river trip. 

He was ready for the greatest anthropological discovery of the century. 

Chapter 4 — Into the village

The two-hour hike through the jungle had been tough, even for someone as strong and fit as him. The group never gave up the pace though or appeared tired. He was fit but something about them seemed to have made them even fitter, stronger. 

Eva appeared fine but hadn’t been tied up, or stripped naked. Eva was walking by Edward’s side to show support. Every so often, her glance fell onto his tied-up penis and balls. She struggled to comprehend this situation. 

Her boss being led through the jungle naked and tied up. 

Their eyes met and she looked away at her embarrassment. He cringed at the ignominy of his research assistant seeing him humiliated and naked. 

They broke through the dense undergrowth. They were in a large area cleared  of  undergrowth  but  many  mature  trees  remained.  In  between  and undercover  of  the  trees,  were  the  buildings  they  had  seen  in  the  satellite photos. The wooden and stone buildings were expertly constructed. These were  not  the  huts  of  primitive  natives  but  stylish  single-story  homes  and administrative buildings. They had glass windows demonstrating the tribe’s knowledge of modern techniques. 

The twine chaffed against his balls. They were also sore from the firm pull  his  captor  was  exerting.  There  was  a  red  weal  across  the  top  of  his penis against the tight twine. 

A  youngster  spotted  the  group  and  called  out.  People  appeared  from the doorways and the streets to observe them. Surprise showed on each of their faces at the sight of the group’s captives. 

The  villagers  were  young,  old,  children,  babies  and  adults.  The  full range of ages you’d expect from any community but with one very unusual fact. 

“Edward,  they  are  all  females,”  Eva  said.  “No  wonder  they  were surprised to see you.” Edward nodded and grimaced. This was an increasing mystery;:  a community of females. No males. 

They  marched  into  the  centre  of  the  village.  The  village  had  been difficult  to  asses  from  the  satellite  photos  but  here  on  the  ground  it  was impressive.  Edward  guessed  there  were  some  1,000  buildings,  mostly hidden from the air by the trees. He spotted it thanks to his expert eye in the

grainy blown-up satellite photos and the trails of smoke from various fires. 

Edward’s  anthropological  training  overrode  his  predicament.  “Eva, there seem to be two societal levels. Those, such as the hunting group who captured us, are all muscular and athletic with long dark hair or grey in the older ones.” 

Eva listened wide-eyed at his scientific cold blood. 

He continued, “They all wear a similar type of suede dress or skirt and tops. Their olive-coloured skin seemed to be unwrinkled. All the skirts are knee length with well-made leather boots.” 

He thought that the boots wouldn’t look out of place in designer shops He  had  also  noticed  in  the  struggle  at  the  edge  of  the  plateau,  they  wore white cotton panties beneath their skirts. 

“Yes,  I  noticed  that  too,”  Eva  said,  attempting  to  have  a  serious conversation with her naked boss. 

Edward  carried  on  explaining  his  observation.  “In  the  second  group though,  the  adults  are  almost  naked  and  what  they  do  wear  is  of  inferior quality.  They  are  also  physically  different,  much  less  muscular  although many were taller with wider shoulders. Their hair is also dark but it’s styled differently; plainer and cut sharply to shoulder length with straight fringes to their eyebrows. They seem to have slightly different characteristics. This anthropologically fascinating.” 

As  they  were  led  to  the  central  administration  building,  she  saw  the clothing of the second group was light-weight cotton. Leather and suede of seemed  to  be  for  the  upper  caste.  The  second  group  wore  open  leather sandals. 

The  lower-caste  children  wore  long  dress-like  clothing  in  the  same cotton.  The  adult  lower  caste  wore  only  tiny  flimsy  skirts.  Some  wore square  patches  of  material  covering  their  front  genitals  and  their  bottoms. 

Unlike  the  upper  caste,  the  adults  in  the  lower  caste  wore  nothing  under their little skirts. The breeze that blustered at this height occasionally blew their light skirts up to revealing their naked bottoms. 

The  lower  caste  adults  had  large  rounded  breasts  which,  unlike  the upper castes, were uncovered. Their breasts swung and bounced free. There was a definite hierarchy here, he thought. How had they decided who was in which class? And where were the males? No wonder they were shocked by  the  sight  of  his  penis  and  balls-  How  did  they  mate?  The  mysteries

deepened. 

Eva and Edward looked at each other again as they walked towards the centre  of  the  township  with  the  hunting  group.  Their  scientific  brains buzzed despite their predicament. 

“How can a society reproduce without men?” said Eva. “But they do and there are lots of children.” 

“I don’t understand it, Eva,” he said. He shook his head. 

Everyone of the villagers was transfixed by the sight of his penis and balls. The pointed and giggled. Eva looked down at it again and he flushed with  embarrassment.  But  why  had  they  left  her  fully  clothed?  They  had been  dressed  similarly  in  combat  style  trousers,  boots  and  safari-style jackets. They had only stripped him naked and left Eva clothed and untied. 

It seems they had never seen a man before. 

Chapter 5 — A very public exhibit They stopped in front of the largest building which seemed to represent the central  position  of  the  town.  A  one-hundred-square  yard  paved  plaza  was laid out in front of it. Ancient tall green-leafed trees grew all over the area. 

It had been around the trees. 

It seemed the entire village had gathered to see what the hunting group had brought back. He surveyed the crowd with a mix of all ages from young children  to  old  grey-haired  people;  all  of  them  females.  His  forehead knotted as his anthropological scientific brain kicked in and was confused. 

The muscular athletic upper castes moved to the front of the crowd, the lower castes held back. The hierarchy was plain and obvious to anyone. The lower castes bowed their heads to the higher classes as they passed. Some held the belongings of the upper caste for them Personal servants. 

This  was  anthropologically  fascinating,  he  mused.  Not  to  speak  of  a society without men. What had happened to the men? He would write best-selling books and research papers for years to come. If he could escape his current predicament. That was a significant impediment to any future book deals, he pondered. 

They  stopped  at  the  entrance  to  the  central  administration  building. 

The leader of the hunting group addressed the crowd in the local language. 

Her voice was deep and strong. The crowd began to disperse but the noise was immense as the people gabbled between themselves in excitement. 

“You both come with me,” the Leader said, 

Edward and Eva looked at each other in astonishment. 

“English?” they said simultaneously. 

“How can you speak English, how did you learn?” Edward spluttered. 

The  Leader  motioned  for  them  to  follow  her  inside  the  building. 

Edward noticed with concern that Scar Cheek went in with them. The other eight  members  of  the  hunting  party  dispersed  to  their  families.  Scar  Face was  one  of  the  leaders  after  all,  hence  the  conflict  earlier  in  the  day  the Leader. Thankfully, the Leader had won on that occasion. 

Edward  whispered  to  Eva,  “This  society  is  not  so  secluded  after  all; they  speak  English.”  He  could  see  his  book  and  future  fame  going  up  in flames. This was no first contact. 

They entered the building central building opened up which went into a  large  room  with  rows  of  dark  wooden  bench  seats  built  up  around  a central floor area. The rows were empty but three white-haired women in the  suede  dresses  sat  on  chairs  around  a  rectangular  solid  wooden  table. 

They  discussed  something  in  their  language.  Edward  guessed  they  were around sixty years or more. 

The Leader untied Edward. He felt a flash of his new humiliation as she undid the knots around his cock and balls. 

Two  young  lower-caste  women  stood  close,  occasionally  topping  up the water from metal jugs into containers made of glass sitting on the table. 

They  bowed as they approached and again as they left. He stared at their pert  uncovered  breasts  and  smooth  slim  bodies.  They  were  attractive  and worked in a shy alluringly feminine manner. They averted their eyes from the upper-caste. 

Edward noticed their vaginal areas and their bottoms were covered by six-inch squares of fine white cotton held up around their small waists with twine. The material barely covered their genitals. 

The material was so short, it would not have covered a male penis. The lower caste was being kept in a position of exposure, probably to show their inferiority to the caste. Despite this, Edward felt a surge of attraction at their semi-naked lithe bodies and pert little breasts. 

“These are our village elders,” said the Leader. “They will decide what to do with you.” The Leader stepped back. “First you will kiss their feet in demonstration  of  their  superiority.”  She  spoke  directly  to  Edward.  “You may step back,” she said pointing at Eva. 

“I’m  not  kissing  anyone’s  feet.”  His  disagreement  was  halted  by  a forceful slap around his face from Scar Cheek. 

“Kiss.  Now,”  she  shouted.  The  Leader  caught  Scar  Cheek’s  hand  to prevent her striking Edward again. She let go once she had been stopped. 

The  Leader  allowed  Scar  Cheek  to  take  him  by  his  arm  to  the  first Elder’s sandalled feet. She pushed his head to her foot. He kissed each of the Elder’s feet in turn to avoid a painful slap from Scar Cheek. 

One of the Elders looked at him now as he knelt on the wooden floor at her feet. 

“My  name  is  Masaka  and  I  am  one  of  the  three  Elders.  We  provide leadership  and  guidance  for  our  society.  We  will  use  English  for  your

benefit. The Fenda community have learnt English, Portuguese and Spanish languages from books we have traded with others from the Outer World. It was necessary to learn your languages for trade. The Tubos can speak only our own language as they are intellectually inferior.” 

So  the  Fendas  were  the  ruling  caste  and  the  Tubos  the  lower  servant caste. 

The  Leader  continued.  “No  one  has  found  us  before  as  we  travel  for many days to other towns to do our trades. Our friends in the towns told us about  your  plans  to  find  us.  They  do  not  want  anyone  to  damage  their trading arrangements with us.” 

Edward  looked  up  at  Masaka.  Her  eyes  sparkled  with  wisdom, intelligence  and  a  sense  of  her  importance.  He  addressed  her  directly,  “I have come here in peace to meet you and learn so why are you treating me as a captive and humiliating me?” 

She  smiled  at  him  as  a  mother  would  to  a  child.  Something  strange was happening here and none of it made sense. 

Chapter 6 — Females rule

Masaka’s eyes creased into a smile. She had a motherly look “We wish to remain hidden, our independence and culture are vital to us. We have seen your world and it is wrong. It’s a world ruled by men and masculinity. This has no place in our culture. It’s an obscene concept, a perversion of the laws of nature.” 

So that explained why the leaders were all women. But what did they do with the men. He shuddered to think about it. 

“Only  the  female  gender  can  be  supreme,”  said  Masaka.  “So,  to answer your question, you are a Tubo: you have no rights. Under our laws, we can do as we please with you. Ayla and her hunting team did what they wanted to you but not your companion.” She glanced at Eva. “And that is because she is a Fenda and therefore has rights.” 

Edward was shocked at her words for a few moments but recovered to ask  the  main  question  he  had,  “Where  are  your  males?  There  have  to  be males  to  reproduce,”  he  said.  A  feeling  of  discomfort  at  standing  naked engulfed him. 

“The  male  gender  does  not  exist  in  our  society.  We  are  split  by  the Fendas, the ruling caste, and the Tubos the working caste. All are female. 

We  cannot  allow  you  to  return  to  the  Outer  World  as  you  would  tell everyone  of  our  secret  world.  You  are  to    stay  here  and  work  for  us  as  a Tubo. The young lady will also have to remain but she will be a Fenda of course, so she has full rights. Except the right to leave.” 

“Hold  on,  I’m  a  highly  respected  anthropologist  and  explorer,  not  a worker or a servant.” 

He tried to stand and complain but was held down on his shoulders by Scar Cheek. She looked as if she needed little encouragement to humiliate him further. 

“It ‘s impossible for you to become a Fenda, quite impossible. You are a  Tubo  so  you  are  inferior.”  Masaka  the  Elder  continued.  “We  had  been tracking your approach to our society which is why Ayla,” she looked at the leader of the hunting group. “And her team were waiting for you.” 

One of the other Elders motioned to Eva. “Young lady, please join us and  take  a  seat  at  the  table.  You  must  be  thirsty  and  hungry  after  your

journey. Forgive us our bad manners, we were disturbed by having visitors, especially with one of you being a Tubo.” 

Eva approached the table and sat, followed by Ayla and Scar Cheek. 

Edward started to get up. 

“You will remain on the floor, you’re a Tubo so you do not sit at tables or eat with Fendas,” Scar Cheek spoke with dripping menace. Edward sat back on the floor. 

The Tubo servants saw the time was right and arrived carrying trays of food  with  glasses  containing  water.  Plates  of  food  quickly  filled  the  table full of meats, fruits, and vegetables. 

A Tubo placed a tray on the floor next to Edward. His tray contained different food. There was no meat. Instead he had the orange flesh of yams, pots  of  sesame  seeds  and  flaxseeds,  green  peas,  chickpeas  and  soy, shredded  alfalfa  sprouts,  various  dried  fruits  and  a  mash  of  something unidentifiable. His glass contained milk. 

“You must be hungry and thirsty, please eat and drink,” Masaka smiled kindly  at  Eva  sat  visibly  discomforted  at  the  situation.  She  looked  with anguish at Edward on the floor. 

Edward  took  a  large  gulp  of  the  milk.  It  was  immediately  obvious  it wasn’t cow’s milk. 

“What’s in this milk?” He asked. 

It’s soy milk,” said Ayla. 

“Edward?” Eva said circumspectly. 

“Yes Eva,” Edward replied as the Fendas listened and watched the two anthropologists. 

“Your food and drink,” she said. 

“What about it? Why is it different?” He looked at her confused. 

“Your food and drink has one characteristic in common.” 

“Eva, what is it, tell me for pity’s sake woman,” he snapped. 

“It’s all exceptionally high in oestrogen, the female hormone.” 

Edward spat it out instantly. 

Scar Cheek looked at him. “I suggest you eat and drink as this is the only food that Tubos are permitted.” 

Edward looked down at his food and then at the attractive young Tubo standing by him. Her head was bowed and she had small perfectly shaped

breasts.  Edward  couldn’t  tear  his  eyes  away  from  her  nipples  and  the tautness of her breasts. 

The  Tubo  had  a  slim  unwrinkled  face  and  wide  attractive  eyes.  She flicked  her  long  eyelashes  and  a  slight  smile  flitted  across  her  face.  She would be stunning if she were allowed to be in the upper caste. 

He looked down the Tubo’s lithe slender body to the tiny piece of cloth covering her and Edward felt a pang of excitement at the sight of this near-naked young lady. 

A  gust  blew  in  from  the  open  entrance  lobby  and  caught  the lightweight cloth and blew it up to the Tubo’s stomach. The Tubo pushed her cover back down as quickly as she could. Edward gasped in shock. He saw that where her vagina should have been, the Tubo servant had a small but shrivelled penis and balls. She was or had been at one time. Male. 

Chapter 7 — Making pretty girls He took the glass cup of milk reluctantly while still in some shock at what he’d seen. The Tubo looked like a beautiful young girl but she wasn’t. He had been attracted by this attractive young lady and now felt ashamed. She wasn’t a young lady but a young man. 

Masaka  looked  at  him.  “Ah,  you’ve  noticed  that  our  younger  Tubos have  slightly  different  anatomy.  Similar  to  what  yours  is.  Currently.  Yes, your food and drink is packed full of oestrogen. The mashed food is pure concentrated  oestrogen  extracted  from  the  food  we  grow  here.  Or  to  be more precise, the foods the Tubos grow here.” 

“Oestrogen?” he spluttered.”What’s this all about?” 

“On reaching, ‘The Age’, that’s eighteen years old, all those with nasty tubes and two stones undergo ‘The Change’. The Change is a process that’s continued since ancient times. We put all young eighteen-year-old Tubos on a high oestrogen diet for life. This is also when they begin to work for the superiors, us, The Fendas. Maleness is prohibited here; it is against the laws of nature, against all that is proper and real in life. We correct it. Sometimes nature needs a helping hand.” She smiled. 

Edward stopped eating. Eva watched the exchange equally shocked. 

“Yes,”  Masaka  said.  “Our  pretty  Tubos  were  all  born  with  the  faulty male  gene  which  gives  them  a  male  gender.  Once  they  reach  puberty  we milk  them,  capture  the  sperm  and  use  this  to  impregnate  young  Fendas using a syringe. It’s how we reproduce. Of course, once they have had the high oestrogen supplements to correct their gender, they lose this ability and this is what we’ll do with you too.” Masaka hesitated to let Edward take in the information. 

“Within a couple of weeks, your nasty male bits will begin to reduce in size and your breasts will start enlarge. Perfect symmetry, don’t you think?. 

With  the  doses  you  will  receive,  three  to  six  months  will  see  you  fully female, aside from the unfortunate vestige of a penis and balls. At this stage we remove the ugly testicles but leave the vestige of a penis. 

Edward tried to get up. His throat closed. “Remove my testicles? You can’t. That’s wrong.” 

Scar Face pushed him down. 

“It’s  not  wrong  at  all,  it’s  natural.  Your  gender  will  be  female,”  said Masaka. “Nature’s error will have been corrected.” 

Edward dropped his head. This can’t be happening. 

“We  have  never  seen  male  genitals  so  mature  before  so  we’d  like  to undergo  a  little  anthropological  experiment  for  our  entertainment.  We understand  from  the  ancient  scripts  that  at  one  time,  before  we  became more civilised, the males would put the sperm into the woman by inserting their tube into the female vagina. This sounds perverted. but we want to see how this might have worked.” 

At that moment, three of the young Fendas entered the hall and stood expectantly in a row beside the table. 

Ayla led Eva to stand next to Edward. 

The three Elders waited. The three young Fendas watched expectantly as, without warning, Scar Cheek ripped Eva’s trousers down to her ankles, her panties came down with them. She stood, aghast, mouth open. 

Eva  looked  at  Scar  Cheek  and  the  two  women  glared  at  each  other. 

Scar Cheek seemed like a wild cat. Ayla put her arms between them. 

“What’s going on? I thought I was a Fenda?” Eva pleaded. 

“You will be,” Ayla replied. “But first you both need to show us how the ancients used to pass sperm from the male to the female.” 

Edward and Eva opened their mouths in complaint but Masaka stood up  from  her  seat  and  called  out.  “Stop.  This  will  be  done.  You,”  she  said pointing at Edward. “Insert your tube into your companion.” 

Edward and Eva looked at each other in horror. They had no chemistry when  they  were  in  the  laboratory  together  and  they  didn’t  want  to  do  this now in front of an audience. 

“We  thought  they  were  to  be  our  anthropological  experiment,”  said Edward to Eva. “But it’s us who have become the experimental specimens.” 

“We  refuse,”  Eva  said  to  the  Elders,  her  shaking  voice  betrayed  her fear behind the bravado. Edward nodded in agreement beside her. 

Scar  Cheek  took  Eva  and  Ayla  grabbed  Edward.  Their  superior strength  trapped  them  both.  Scar  Cheek  bent  Eva  over  and  her  wide  bum cheeks, bum hole and pussy were exposed to Edward. Ayla pushed him to Eva so that his penis touched against Eva’s warm pussy. Despite the utter ignominy of the situation, he had an instant reaction at the sensation on the tip of his penis against Eva’s sex. 

Ayla kept one arm entwined through his arms. She put one hand on his erection  and  guided  it  into  Eva’s  moist  vagina.  She  had  been  unable  to contain her body’s reaction. His erection grew stiff. Ayla pushed him and he entered  Eva  fully  to  the  base  of  his  shaft.  His  penis  stiffened  into  a  full hard-on. He was deep inside Eva and she groaned. He wasn’t sure if it was with pleasure or horror. 

“Do it,” Masaka instructed. “Move in and out like the ancients used to. 

We want to collect your sperm for the three young Fendas so don’t let it go inside your colleague.” 

Ayla  positioned  Eva  and  Edward  sideways  to  the  Elders  and  stood back. Edward felt his face flush. Eva groaned again. Edward took her hips in  his  hands  and  began  to  move  back  and  forth,  in  and  out.  They  were trapped and it would be best to go through with this. 

The  watching  ladies  looked  on  in  astonishment,  the  three  Elders,  the thee younger Fenda girls, Ayla and Scar Face. Looks of pure astonishment at the sight of the two explorers having sex. 

Edward whispered to Eva. “I’m sorry, Eva, but we have little choice so let’s get it done and we can move on.” 

“OK.” 

Eva  hadn’t  had  sex  for  several  months  and  the  feeling  of  an  erection inside her was not unpleasant if she could forget it was her arrogant boss. It may even be pleasant. He was not so arrogant at the moment, she thought. 

Edward thrust his long firm shaft and his balls slapped against her bum cheeks. Edward eased his cock into her once again. He increased the speed of the rhythmic thrusts into her dripping wet pussy. She was enjoying it. 

Eva  closed  her  eyes  to  shut  out  the  sight  of  the  rapt  audience.  She could feel his erection expand. Edward felt her shudder. She’d orgasmed. 

He was about to cum and his heartbeat threatened to punch out of her chest. Edward felt a hand touch him then it pulled him away. He shot his load  into  a  container  positioned  in  front  of  his  pulsing  cock  by  a  waiting Tubo. 

He  gasped  and  breathed  out  noisily  as  the  final  drops  of  cum  oozed from  the  end  of  his  penis.  Ayla  milking  his  shrinking  penis  like  a  maid milking a cow’s udder. She let go as soon;  he was expended. She wiped her hand on the material of the Tubo’s covering. 

The Tubo took the bowl without expression and sucked the contents up

into three large thick plastic syringes ready to impregnate the three young Fenda women. Edward sighed. He may be having a son or daughter in nine months. Whatever it was to start with, it would become a girl. 

Chapter 8 — The girly servant

One of the Elders clicked her fingers and spoke to the Tubos serving them. 

They hurried off and one returned with a short white cotton skirt. 

“This will be yours,” Masaka said. 

Edward looked at it as his breathing recovered. At least it wasn’t one of those garments with two tiny patches to cover him. “It’s a skirt, don’t you have something more decent for a man to wear?” 

“We have no men here;  a skirt is perfectly adequate.” 

“You have a man here now, Masaka,” Edward said firmly. 

She  smiled  as  if  she  were  speaking  to  a  child.  “Maybe  we  have someone  who  thinks  they  are  a  man  but  that  situation  won’t  last  for  too long.” 

“So I’ll be allowed to go back after all?,” he said confused. 

“No, you won’t.” 

As  Edward  considered  what  she’d  said,  he  realised.  Tubo  was Portuguese  for  tube,  Brazilian  slang  for  penis.  Fenda  was  Portuguese  for cleft or slit, a slang word for vagina. Their contact with the outside world even extended to their tribal names. 

A Tubo handed Eva a suede garment. 

Masaka smiled. “You will put this on and begin life as a Fenda served by Tubo slaves. 

Edward puled his skirt over his naked body. It just covered his flaccid penis. He hoped his didn’t get hard. He smoothed his little skirt down and watched Eva as she put on the suede outfit. He contrasted it with his tiny thin cotton skirt. 

Ayla  took  his  arm  and  led  him  out  of  the  building,  his  limp  cock moved side to side within the little cotton skirt. 

“You’re going to be my Tubo slave girl,” she said with a gentle smile. 

Epilogue — Mistress’s girl

She worked in the field collecting the soya, her skin was the colour of dark mahogany.  It  had  been  burnished  by  the  high  sun.  Her  short  white  cotton skirt was grubby from the dry soil. She would need to wash it when she got home and washed her mistress Ayla’s clothing. Before she made the dinner. 

The  Fendas  were  not  harsh,  the  work  in  the  field  was  only  in  the morning. After that, they returned home to do the domestic chores for their mistress  owners.  Ayla  was  a  kind  mistress  and  rarely  struck  him,  unlike some of the other mistress Fendas. She was lucky her mistress wasn’t Scar Cheek. 

The Fenda overseers stood around the fields watching over the Tubos working. Mistress Eva had lost a lot of weight and was now slim, muscled and tanned. She was easy to spot as she was the only one with blond hair. It had grown long down her back in a similar style to the other Fendas. 

Eva  saw  her  looking  and  her  eyebrows  raised  in  recognition  but  she didn’t speak. Eva was the superior caste. Eva’s eyes flitted to his new large breasts,  exposed  and  firm  in  the  bright  afternoon  sun.  Eva  looked  at  her shrivelled penis and balls, visible every time her micro skirt rose with her movements. 

Once she had finished in the field, she waved at Eva and walked back into town with the other Tubos. She peeled off to her home. She entered to find Mistress Ayla sitting reading. 

“Did you have a good morning’s work, girl?” Ayla said. 

“Yes, Mistress Ayla. Can I get you anything?” 

Yes,  but  first  take  off  that  dirty  skirt,  have  a  quick  wash  and  come back. I want you to service me.” Ayla smiled at him. Her words were not harsh, just a fact of life. 

She went to the bathroom to wash and after removing the dirty skirt, she  returned  naked.  Her  tiny  small  shook  as  she  walked.  Mistress  Ayla waited.  She  sat  on  a  plain  seat  with  her  legs  wide  apart,  naked  under  her raised suede skirt. 

She knew what she had to do. Ayla liked to be pleasured two or three times  a  day  by  her  tongue.  She  sat  between  Ayla’s  legs,  her  new  breasts resting against Mistress Ayla’s thighs. She put her mouth to her Mistress’s

pussy: lips against lips. 

Mistress Ayla liked her to start slowly, teasing with the tongue, sucking on  her  clitoris.  Then  she  circled  her  clitoris  with  her  tongue.  Faster  and faster  until  Mistress  Ayla  came.  She  drank  Mistress  Ayla’s  juices  as  they flowed, the smell of woman’s pussy was strong in her nose. She felt a tingle in her shrivelled penis. This was feeling all too rare these days. 

Ayla  gushed  her  juices  onto  her  slave’s  face.  Once  finished,  Ayla pulled her skirt hem down and told her she was a good girl and very good at providing  pleasure.  Ayla  smiled  with  a  benign  grin.  The  Tubo  girl  stood, naked. Mistress Ayla lifted her little penis, no more than an inch long. She ran  her  fingernails  over  the  tiny  nuggets  behind  it.  “It’s  time  to  get  these little things snipped off. I’ll have a word with Doctor Nila in the morning.” 

She stroked the side of his face. 

He swallowed hard. He knew this was coming but had pushed it to the back  of  his  mind.  He  supposed  it  was  a  small  price  to  pay  for  the benevolence of Mistress Ayla. She loved being Mistress Ayla’s girl. 

She  felt  a  short  pang  of  sorrow  as  she  remembered  the  past,  a  time when she had experienced pleasure and orgasm as a male. That was a dim fading  memory.  It  was  a  time  when  she  had  been  a  male  called  Edward Hayes, anthropologist, explorer and adventurer. It didn’t seem possible now. 

She went to the kitchen, serving Mistress was her pleasure. Ayla’s slave was proving to be an excellent servant girl. 

THE END
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