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CHAPTER 1:

The wind was howling outside and there was a fierce storm brewing but at that moment I would have given anything in the world to be out there instead of where I was, locked in this small chamber, waiting a fate I couldn't begin to imagine. I wasn't really a prisoner, I suppose, in that I had come here of my own free will and agreed to the terms of the bargain, but once I had done so my freedom was forfeit for the time being and my very life was now the property of another man.

I knew little of what was to become of me except that I had agreed to bond myself indefinitely to the strange master of Argus House, the lonely outpost that perched on the cliffs precariously, overlooking the tumultuous sea below. It was called a house but in truth it had been constructed as a castle some ages ago and still retained the shape of a fortress more than a home.

To be an indentured servant would be fine with me, if that was all there was to it. I was never a terribly strong young man but I was a hard worker and not afraid of a challenge. I knew I was to serve my new master in some fashion, but it didn't appear that it would be in the traditionally domestic role. I would have scrubbed floors or mucked out his stable happily and considered it a fair deal in the process, no matter how hard or even cruel a master he might prove to be, but there were stories about the man...terrible stories...and I feared that they might be true.

Some of the more superstitious said he was in league with the devil, or maybe the devil himself. Others accused him of the newest sin of the age, of being a man who played God by using the tools of modern science. There was no proof, of course, that he had broken any laws or performed any horrific deeds but rumors have a way of spreading and taking root and for as long as I could recall Argus House had always been associated with evil.

Why did I come here then? What had compelled me to make a bargain with such a man? The answer is simple enough. Money. Oh, not money for me. What did I care about that? I had grown up poor and assumed that I would die the same way, but my dear father, who had once been a man of some property, had sadly gotten himself into terrible debt and was even accused of criminal intent behind a series of investment schemes that had come to nothing, leaving the investors demanding satisfaction.

It was prison for him for sure if he couldn't make good on the losses, and debtor's prison if nothing else if he somehow managed to avoid prosecution for the investment scandal. My father had his faults but he was my father and I loved him and I couldn't bear the thought of him coming to total ruin like that so when I was suddenly approached by an emissary of my new master's I resolved to accept his terms, no matter what they might be. The man was true to his word and my father was absolved of all blame and the investors satisfied completely. In addition to that my father was to receive a generous stipend for however long he lived, as long as I complied with my terms of the bargain and made no complaint or attempt to escape.

Naturally my father protested and tried to convince me not to do it but I could see no other way and I knew that in his heart he knew that was the truth. He said he was proud that he had such a son and kissed me on the forehead as we embraced, possibly for the last time. Then I entered a carriage, taking no belongings with me save the clothing on my back, and I was delivered to this place where I have been for more than a week now.

As the storm continued to build outside I could hear footsteps coming down the hallway outside my cell. I had eaten dinner already so it was strange to hear any activity out there at this hour but a chill ran down my spine for some reason. There was a sense of foreboding in the air as the noisy lock was unfastened and the door slowly opened to reveal the master of Argus House.


CHAPTER 2:

Sir Reginald Caruthers was his name, though where he got his title from was anybody's guess. His name sounded British and he spoke English perfectly but there was a hint of some more exotic accent in the tone. Not being a man of the world I couldn't possibly place it, but some said he was from Hungary originally while others made the outlandish claim that he was actually Chinese.

Whatever his ancestry might be he was a remarkable man to gaze upon. His eyes were bright and intelligent and the neatness of his black goatee and mustache certainly suggested a gentleman but there was a wild aspect to his long, curly, raven hair that seemed out of place on such a man. He was dressed in black, from head to toe, as was his custom. In fact no one had ever seen him wearing anything else, which only added to the suspicion that he was up to no good, choosing to clad himself in the color of darkness and evil.

"I hope you're not too uncomfortable," said Caruthers as he took a seat in the only chair in the room.

"No, sir."

"That's good. I'm going to explain a few things to you now because I'm sure you're curious about what is to become of you. I will speak first and then you may ask any question that comes to mind and I will try to answer truthfully. Between us there must always be truth. That is fundamentally important. Do you understand?"

"Yes, sir. I always try to speak the truth."

"That's a good lad. That's very good, indeed. As you may or may not know I am a doctor of sorts. Not the kind you're probably used to dealing with. I am a doctor of science. Of course I possess all of the medical skills of a traditional surgeon but I am a man who has moved far beyond anything traditional. What I do is not well-understood because it is too new and different. To the simple mind of the peasant that makes me some sort of a demon. To the more sophisticated mind I am a radical at best and possibly a dangerous lunatic. I don't care about religion or laws or the conventions of society. I only care about truth and knowledge, and in my own way...beauty."

He continued on in this way for some time and I was frightened but fascinated. I had not been formally educated the way my father would have liked since his fortunes prevented me from that luxury but there were books in the house and my father was a learned man of sorts. I could sort of follow what Caruthers was saying but I still had no idea how any of it applied to me directly. He soon steered his discourse in that direction.

"You're a brave boy to agree to something like this. A brave boy or a foolish one perhaps. Either way it doesn't really matter. You have agreed and now it is time for you to begin your part of the bargain. As I said, I am a man of science and lately I have been working on something remarkable. Something so astonishing that you will probably think me mad or a liar for even suggesting that it was possible. I have found a way to transform living creatures from one sex to another. Do you know what that means?"

"I think so, sir. You're saying that you can change a male to a female or the other way around, aren't you?" I volunteered bravely.

"Yes, indeed! You have the point exactly. I have done so with insects and rabbits and other small animals and I've even turned a stallion into a filly. A stallion mind you, not just a gelding. It has taken me years and untold amounts of time and failure and frustration to reach the point where I could attempt this process on a human but that is where I am at precisely at this moment and where you come into the story."

"You mean you plan to turn me into...into...a woman?" I stammered.

"You were not supposed to ask questions until instructed to do so but I forgive you. The utterance was totally natural and unavoidable. Yes, that is exactly what I plan to do. The process takes some time but it should not be too uncomfortable or physically painful. The problem with performing this experiment on an animal is that I have no way of knowing what the psychological impact is. Do you know what I mean by that?"

"I think you mean the mental aspects of such a transformation."

"Very, very good. I did not expect you to be so well-educated. That should make things much easier for us. Yes, I want to know what happens to the human brain when it is transformed from a male one to a female one. They are very different things, of course, but nobody knows how much of that is nature and how much of that is simply the result of how children are raised. Boys and girls are taught different skills and encouraged to embrace a different set of behaviors. We become who we are trained to become. But what if a switch is thrown later in life, after those skills have been learned and those behaviors adopted? Does a man still think like a man, even if he is completely female in every other respect? A person can learn to adapt to anything, and I'm certain that you will adapt in time to your new identity, but I can't begin to tell you what a great boon for science this will be as together we begin to unlock the mysteries of what makes us one thing or another. You may ask questions now."

"Why do you want to do this. I mean, I understand that it's a valuable scientific experiment, but why is this particular thing your area of specialty?"

"A very good question. I like your mind. You should be able to articulate your feelings much better than a common peasant. I suppose I should have looked for that from the start, but I was only interested in other aspects I suppose. To answer your question I must ask you one. Did you know that every man was partly female and every woman partly male?"

"No, sir."

"I wouldn't expect you to know that. It's not widely known, even in scientific circles, but it's absolutely true. We all possess at least a little bit of the opposite gender. In some people it appears that the percentage is greater than in others. That is what began me thinking about the question of gender. It seemed to me that the differences between the two sexes might not be as great as we assume. I wanted to see if I could manipulate a subject in such a way that they would become something entirely new and yet adapt and accept that newness as if it were the way they were born."

"What will become of me when you're through experimenting?"

"Another excellent question and one that you have every right to ask," said Caruthers, almost smiling for the first time. "You will become a female over time, which is why you must stay here unobserved during the process. Once you are physically transformed into a woman you will continue to live here as my ward, ostensibly. You will be taught all of the things that a proper young lady is taught, not by me of course, but by another woman. And here you will stay and learn and share your experiences with me in comfort and style until you are ready to go out into the world again. Then you will be introduced to eligible young bachelors, like any lady of society would be. Presumably you will marry one of them and live the rest of your life as any other woman in similar circumstances would live. Whether you have a happy marriage or an unhappy one is beyond anyone's ability to predict, is it not? Hopefully you will choose wisely and end up with an acceptable mate."

"Do you mean that I will have children?" I asked in astonishment.

"Now that is a question that I'm not quite certain of. There is a strong possibility that you will be able to reproduce, but a human is not a rabbit or a dog. Since you will be the first man to have this procedure done to him you will have to answer that question in due time."

"But what if my brain refuses to accept its female body? The thought of a man touching me seems repulsive, let alone the thought of bearing some man's child."

"Of course it seems that way to you now. And perhaps it always will. That is one of things that we hope to discover. If for some reason you find yourself repelled by the physical approaches of men I shall not force you to perform any acts that are repellant to you. You may retire as a respectable spinster with a sufficient pension to see you through life with no trouble. What you do with your life will be up to you once we have completed our work here. I would say that under the circumstances it's a rather small price to pay for a lifetime of security."

"I have agreed to your terms and I will faithfully follow your instructions although I doubt strongly that I will ever transform as completely as you suggest. I believe that God chooses who we are at birth and has a plan for us and that nothing any man can do can really change that," I said rather defiantly.

"You may be right," said Caruthers. "However, I think you will enjoy life so much more if you are wrong."


CHAPTER 3:

The process began the next day and my life was changed almost instantly, even if my body showed no sign of alteration. First I received a number of injections from long needles that were not as painful to receive as I had expected, but still not a pleasant thing at all. There would be more of these injections so I figured that I might as well get used to them. It was a quick prick of pain and left no lingering discomfort. I could stand that easily enough.

After my injections I was taken to my new room, which was startling in its contrast to my previous cell. It was a very elegant bedroom with a large four-poster bed and a frilly canopy on top. It was decidedly female but it looked considerably more comfortable than the cot I had been sleeping on so I didn't object. The entire room seemed to be decorated with a woman's touch and I assumed that it was also part of the process. Obviously this was the sort of setting that I was to expect to find myself in from now on.

For the first week or so I was allowed to continue to wear my male clothing but one day I found that my wardrobe had been completely replaced with female attire. I had been confined to my room up until now and passed the time primarily by reading from a stack of books which had been provided for me. There were a lot of silly romances and tales of knights and chivalry and the ladies who doted on them but I enjoyed reading and had no other way of passing the time.

I was now assigned a maid, a pretty little thing called Jenny, who was to tend to my needs, as if I were some great lady of the house or something. It was strange to think of being served in this fashion when I was essentially a servant myself, but she was pleasant and cheerful and never acted as if she thought this situation was strange in the least.

I had been allowed to choose my own new name and given some time to reflect upon it. I had come upon the name Lucinda in one of my books and found it rather interesting and attractive so I chose that. Davenport was my late mother's maiden name so I chose that as well, in an effort to at least keep some sense of my true identity alive.

One of Jenny's responsibilities was to teach me how to dress like a woman, something not as easy as it may sound given the amount of clothing involved. It all seemed absurd to me but I really had no choice but to go along with it as my old clothing had been removed.

"We start with the stockings," said Jenny as she produced a pair of black leggings from a drawer. "Black for daytime and white for evening, that's the usual way."

I pulled them on and they came up to just above the knee. When I stood up they almost immediately started to sag.

"How am I supposed to keep these things up?" I asked.

"That's what the garter's for Miss Lucinda, but we won't get to that right away. Next come the shoes."

"Before I've put my pants on?"

"Excuse me miss, but of course you won't be wearing pants, at least not in the way you're accustomed to. Trust me, once you have your corset on you'll be glad you got the shoes out of the way."

Next came the drawers, which were made of cotton and sort of resembled short pants, which was somewhat reassuring. Of course they were embroidered at the waist and had frilly little lace things at the bottom of the legs so the similarity between them and any sort of male attire was strictly limited to the basic design.

"Now let's get you into your chemise," said Jenny cheerfully as she produced something that looked like a flimsy, shapeless dress and helped me pull it over my head. "This keeps your skin from rubbing up against the corset."

"Oh, God, how much more is there?" I groaned.

"We've got the basics out of the way. It'll seem like nothing to you in no time I'm sure."

"How do you stand putting all this nonsense on every day?" I asked.'

"Oh, I don't wear anything so fine and fancy as all that," Jenny said modestly.

"But you still have a lot of layers to put on I assume?"

"That's true, but it's second nature to me."

"Show me," I said with a sly grin.

"You're teasing me Miss Lucinda."

"No I'm not. I want to see what it all looks like on someone else. What's the harm in it? I've been sitting here naked as the day I was born in front of you. Surely it's only fair that I get a chance to see you the same way."

It took some more prodding but Jenny finally acquiesced and patiently showed me all of the parts of her undergarments as she carefully removed them and placed them on a dresser. Once she was naked, she tried to cover herself with her hands but I quickly slipped out of my stupid chemise, or whatever it was called and pulled off the drawers.

"I'm supposed to be helping you get dressed, Miss Lucinda, not undressed," Jenny said softly.

"Forget about that Miss Lucinda business for a moment. Call me Brian. I'm still a man, as you can see, no matter what name you attach or what clothing you force me to wear."

It didn't take too much convincing to get her into bed. She was probably conditioned to do whatever she was instructed to do and hopefully she found me a reasonably attractive companion. Whatever the reason she lay on her back and I entered her with ease.

She had such round hips and a delightfully full bosom and seemed to be no stranger to the act of love. I was no expert but I had dipped my wick a few times and knew what was expected of me. Jenny seemed to receive my thrusts happily, although she did glance at the door a few times, as if afraid that someone would barge in but we were not disturbed.

Afterwards she insisted that we resume our dressing so I just laughed and put my girly things back on and waited for the next indignity. The corset was a particularly nasty piece of work with wires and bones and laces of all kinds. It seemed more like a medieval torture device than an article of clothing but it was mandatory so I allowed myself to be strapped in.

The rest was sort of a blur of petticoats and corset covers and God knows what else. It seemed like everything had something else to cover it so that by the time one actually got their outer clothing on they would be so ensconced in under things that they would never actually feel the material. Apparently there was a practical consideration to all of this as Jenny explained that some things were easier to wash and some things were so expensive that they needed to be protected but I honestly wasn't paying that close attention.

My first outfit was a bodice sort of a thing and a skirt. Very respectable-looking I suppose. Damned uncomfortable at any rate. Having put my dick inside this charming young thing I didn't feel as totally emasculated as I might have, but it was still strange to walk around in this costume.

Of course the clothing was only part of the inglorious process as Jenny was also assigned to make my features appear more feminine. My hair was already fairly long, as was the fashion for young men of the times, but it just hung rather straight from my head, having little natural wave to it. Jenny produced some torture tools and eventually my hair began to shape itself into something considerably more female in style. Some color on my cheeks and lips furthered the illusion. I recalled that not too long ago women were not allowed to act upon the stage so men were forced to play all the female roles. I assumed this was the sort of trickery they used to create that effect and as I looked at myself in the mirror I had to admit that it was fairly convincing.

I don't know that I would have fooled anyone walking around a public street but on a stage I might very well have passed for a woman, were I able to master the voice somehow.

This tedious exercise did bring with it a new privilege as I was allowed access to the whole wing of the house in which I was staying. It was nice to get out and walk around, especially since there were only a few servants in the place and Dr. Caruthers, so no one was likely to see me. Learning how to walk in womanly shoes and to not trip over my skirt was another thing but I did the best I could and learned from experience, although I thought I was going to fall and break my neck the first time I attempted to navigate the stairs. On one hand I almost hoped that I would. It would free me from my obligation and hopefully couldn't be held against my father. Thank God the old man couldn't see me like this and had no idea what I was allowing myself to become. I think it would have been harder on him than prison.


CHAPTER 4:

I fell into the routine fairly easily. I would be dressed in the morning and take my breakfast in my room before being escorted to the laboratory where Dr. Caruthers would either give me some injections or make some sort of examination of my body, which meant undressing and dressing again, at least partially. He seemed to be pleased although I couldn't see any clear example of progress but perhaps he was just delusional and all of this would pass soon enough as a failed experiment. At least I hoped it would.

Another part of my routine was bedding my maid, something I did as an act of rebellion I suppose as much as carnal lust. I wanted to remind myself that I was still a man and what better way than to bed a woman? Unfortunately there came a time where my body refused to co-operate. Despite her best efforts, which included actually putting my cock in her mouth, nothing Jenny could do would make me hard. It also seemed to me that my penis was getting a little smaller, but it was hard to judge something like that. Perhaps it was all in my imagination.

After another few weeks had passed there was no doubt in my mind any more. My cock and balls had shrunken to a size more befitting a child than a grown man and my bosom had begun to swell up. I was a strange looking creature indeed with my tiny penis and budding breasts. I felt like a freak and thought of cutting my wrists, but that would be no accident and my father might suffer the consequences.

I had discovered the music room which contained a piano and a harp and flute as well as a few other instruments and a stack of sheet music. I had no musical training but I amused myself sometimes by plucking at the harp or pressing my fingers on the keys of the piano. It was hardly music but it was sort of soothing in a way.

My carnal sessions with Jenny were at an end, at first because I was too ashamed of my small equipment, and eventually because I just seemed to lose the desire. There was no question now that my body was changing and even my voice seemed to grow a bit higher each day. Caruthers may have been a madman but it appeared he knew something about his business. It wasn't too long before I had enough flesh up top to really see and feel the effect of the corset on my breasts. When I dressed now I didn't look so much like a man in a costume as a woman in her natural attire. Even the features of my face had softened and my cheekbones gotten higher. With or without makeup I was beginning to look like a woman in the mirror.

After several months a new aspect was added to my routine as I went down to dinner with Dr. Caruthers each night, always impeccably dressed in my finery.

"Oh, my dear, don't you look lovely," said Caruthers as he stood when I entered the room.

"Thank you," I muttered in reply, trying to at least be polite.

The doctor held my chair for me as I tried to sit as gracefully as possible in this getup and we were served a magnificent meal. Caruthers chatted away quite pleasantly, a side of him I hadn't really seen. In the laboratory he was all business and rather brusque at times, but at dinner he seemed to relax and even made the occasional joke. At first I was fairly sullen and quiet but as the time passed I too began to relax more and engaged in conversation with the man.

It had taken quite a while before I became accustomed to being called "miss" or "Miss Lucinda" or "my dear" and so on but after several months it was beginning to sink in, just as my tiny pecker had seemed to sink into my body, only to be replaced with a strange set of folds and flaps where my manhood used to be.

"I think it's time for you to begin your formal training," Caruthers announced one night at dinner. "You have the basic physical form a woman. Now you need to learn how to be a lady."

"I'd like to learn how to play the piano," I suddenly blurted out.

"Would you?" the doctor said with a warm smile.

"Yes. And possibly the harp as well."

"Then so you shall, my dear. If the woman I have retained for your training is not skilled in the musical arts sufficiently I shall bring in a teacher for you."

"Oh, thank you sir!" I beamed with genuine pleasure.

"Whatever makes you happy, my dear. I want you to be as comfortable and happy as possible."

I believed him for some reason. Maybe it was all part of the experiment but I think that down inside him somewhere he felt some genuine sympathy and compassion for me. It made this whole ordeal much easier to stand. The boredom was actually one of the most difficult aspects of the process so far so I looked forward to my "training" whatever that might entail.

That night I had the strangest dream. I was in my room and getting ready for bed when the door opened and Dr. Caruthers entered holding a candle. I suppose he spoke, but I don't remember what he might have said. I just remember him slowly undressing and neatly placing his clothes on the dresser, as I had seen Jenny do numerous times before.

Then he came over to the bed and pulled back the covers. Next he climbed in beside me as naturally as if we were husband and wife. When the dream started I had my night things on but suddenly I was as naked as he and he was kissing me on the lips. I didn't fight him and I even let him mount me, again as if performing my wifely duty. Then somehow the dream changed again and I was in my old body and it was Jenny with her legs spread instead of me and then I woke up, feeling a little feverish.

My heart was actually racing and for a moment I thought I was in some mortal danger but I soon calmed down and took hold of my senses. It had just been a dream, after all, and nothing of importance but dreams can feel very real. I thought I could still feel the doctor's hot breath on my neck and suddenly I became aware of a strange feeling of wetness between my legs. I reached down in horror, fearing that I had accidentally urinated in my sleep like some infant, but it wasn't urine at all and it was confined to the area between my legs. The substance was slightly sticky and I began to realize what it was. It was the female equivalent of the male ejaculate. Apparently I had experienced some sort of "wet dream" as they were sometimes called. A thought that was both frightening and intriguing. Whether it had been triggered by the thought of the doctor penetrating me or me penetrating the maid I couldn't be certain, but it was a very strange thing to dream of one's self as a different person for the first time.

Despite his dark and intimidating appearance Caruthers was a handsome man, especially when he smiled. It was odd that something like that would pop into my mind but there was no point in denying the obvious. I'm sure that most women would have thought the same. It was just something that I had never really thought about before.

I returned to sleep and my slumber was unmolested by any further dreams and in the morning it was all but forgotten. Silly to put stock in something like dreams, I thought. That's the stuff of superstition and old wives' tales.

As Jenny helped me into my clothes I couldn't help but feel a little excited. Today I was to meet my tutor, Mrs. Archer, and I would begin my formal training as a proper lady!


CHAPTER 5:

I have no idea whether Mrs. Archer knew that I was actually a man or whether she just assumed that I was a woman, or was paid enough not to ask questions about that sort of thing either way. She treated me like a lady from the start, and I appreciated that. I needed kindness so badly at the moment and she provided it in abundance. That's not to say that she couldn't be strict, especially if I seemed to be daydreaming or not paying close enough attention to my lessons, but it was never cruel or malicious.

It's a strange thing to be taught how to be yourself. For example, my choice of words was often deemed to be too masculine so I would be instructed as to a more ladylike way of saying the same thing. I was mastering the art of walking without falling over but Mrs. Archer emphasized the importance of poise and grace in my every movement. A lady was in no hurry to do anything it appeared, which was probably just as well given the amount of clothing that had to be moved in the process.

I did silly things like walking with a book on my head to improve my posture and learning the various ways to sit on different furniture. Even on a sofa a lady was expected to display perfect posture, which was one time where I thought the corset a fairly handy device. One couldn't very well slouch in that thing no matter how hard one tried.

Mrs. Archer knew the piano enough to teach me the basics and it wasn't long before I was actually managing to bang out a recognizable tune or two, although it would obviously take more of an expert to teach me to be any good at the thing. Still it was a great source of joy, and I even found myself singing very softly, when I was sure that no one was around. It was a strange, feminine voice, made all the stranger by song, since I had rarely engaged in singing before, save once or twice at a tavern after a few too many rums.

"How are your lessons going?" Caruthers asked one night at dinner.

"Oh, I think they're going ever so well," I began to gush. "Mrs. Archer seemed very pleased by the way I was able to walk across the whole room and back without letting the book fall from my head. And I'm just now learning about how to serve tea and the proper way to set a table."

"That's wonderful, my dear," said the doctor with a chuckle. "Of course you're very bright and have a lot of natural intelligence so I'm not surprised at all by your rapid progress. From what Mrs. Archer tells me you're a splendid student."

I basked in his praise. I didn't want to disappoint him for some reason. The fear and resentment that I had felt for him at the start had slowly turned into a form of admiration and respect. He was obviously a very brilliant man, way ahead of his peers in the field of science, and in my own small way I was contributing to his work. I actually wished that there was more I could do, and found myself articulating the thought out loud without realizing it.

"Well, actually there is. I think we might began having a few...talking sessions. That is, if you're not too tired out from your daily lessons."

"Not at all. I'd be delighted to hear you talk about anything."

"I certainly will talk but it's your thoughts that I'm mostly interested in hearing. I'd like to ask you some questions. Nothing very serious I assure you."

I agreed without hesitation and the next day I went to his private study and took a seat in a comfortable chair, sitting very carefully and properly as I had been taught to do. We were served tea and the doctor sat behind his desk with some sort of notebook in front of him. I felt surprisingly relaxed, despite not knowing what this was all about. The unknown usually made me very nervous, but I felt safe in his presence by this point.

"Do you remember being a man?" the doctor asked casually, as if it were a normal question that anyone might ask over tea.

"Oh, yes. But it seems like a long time ago now. How long has it been? I'm afraid I've lost track of the time."

"You came here approximately eight months ago. Of course the process is slow so you still had vestiges of your male anatomy for the first few months. Did you feel any pain during the process?"

"No...well...the injections hurt...but just a little," I confessed.

"I'm sorry about that my dear but it couldn't be helped. Fortunately I don't think you'll be getting any more of those from now on, unless there is some...complication that needs to be addressed. What I meant was, did the process of losing your male parts and growing your female ones cause any physical pain."

"Not that I'm aware of. It all happened so slowly over time that it was only noticeable once things were well along in the process. My...my..."

"Go on. I am a doctor after all. You may speak freely," said Caruthers reassuringly.

"My...nipples feel kind of sensitive sometimes."

"Perfectly normal and to be expected. Nothing to be alarmed about I assure you."

It did put my mind at ease. I was afraid to admit anything that might make it seem like the experiment was failing in any way.

"Now at some point fairly soon you should experience something that perhaps is a little painful, or at least uncomfortable. I want to prepare you for this so that you're not unduly frightened or alarmed. If everything is working the way it should you're going to have your first menstrual cycle. Do you know what that means?"

"Not exactly," I admitted.

"Why should you? It's not a subject that most bachelors make a point of being an expert in. It's a natural process that all women go through roughly once a month during their childbearing years. It usually starts when a girl is around, oh, 11 or 12, but in your case it's impossible to say exactly when it will start, if it ever does. You'll experience some...wetness between your legs."

"Oh, I already have," I blurted out, not grasping his meaning yet.

"You have? Your maid was instructed to inform me if there was any bleeding."

"Not blood, it was...something else," I said, suddenly ashamed that I had mentioned it.

"Really?" said the doctor as he made a note in his book. "We shall come back to that shortly. As I say, you will experience some bleeding and probably some abdominal cramping as well. You might also have some slight mood swings or changes to your appetite but it's all quite normal and temporary. I understand that it can be fairly distressing the first time, especially if the girl hasn't been warned in advance, but once the first signs of the onset begin I want you to ring for your maid and she will help you through it. Now tell me about this other wetness."

"It was nothing, really," I said, hoping to change the subject.

"It's entirely possible that there could be some sort of discharge or leakage. Still I should probably take a look just to make sure that everything is in order."

"It was during my sleep. After I had woken from a...dream."

"Oh, I see. And was the dream of an erotic nature perhaps?"

"Yes," I said softly as I stared at the floor.

"And in this dream were you engaged in sexual congress with a man?" the doctor persisted.

"Yes, at first," I confessed. "But later I was a man. I know it all sounds very silly."

"Not in the least. There is a whole new field of study that puts a great deal of stock in the power of dreams to tell us things about ourselves that we would otherwise not know. I'm not sure how strongly I believe in it but it's not without its merits. How did you feel about being in the female position with a man? Not physically, I mean, emotionally. Can you recall that at all?"

"I guess I sort of felt like it was my duty. The man seemed completely at home in my bed so I assumed he was my husband."

"Fascinating. But you weren't unusually upset after the dream?"

"No, just a little confused. And there was that wetness down there."

"It was probably what we refer to as a nocturnal emission. Some people think that women aren't capable of having them, but I'm not one of those people. Of course it's also possible that it's a residual effect of your former male status so it's something we'll want to keep track of. In fact, I'd like to give you a little notebook to write down all of your dreams. A dream diary, if you will. Anything you can remember while it's fresh in your mind. It will probably be easier that way for you to relate the more intimate things. You and I will be the only people in the world who will ever read it."

"If you think it will be good for the project."

"I think it will be good for you, as well, my dear. Now just another question or two. Have you accepted the fact that you are now a woman instead of a man?"

"Yes, it's pretty hard to deny the evidence," I stated plainly.

"And how do you feel about that?"

"I...don't know for sure. It all just sort of happened over time. When you first suggested the notion I naturally fought against it in my mind and imagined all the worst scenarios possible but everyone has been so kind to me and generous and helpful. I know I still have a lot to learn about doing things properly, but I'm trying as hard as I can."

"That's excellent news. It makes me very happy to hear you say so. I think you're doing a wonderful job and becoming a remarkable young lady right before my eyes."

Despite some of the embarrassing aspects of our little chat I practically floated back to my room. Dr. Caruthers thought I was a remarkable young lady. He had said so without hesitation. For a moment I was reminded of my father's words to me before I left to come to Argus House and realized that I had a similar feeling then. I guess I just wanted the approval of the father-figure in my life, who now appeared to be my guardian, Dr. Caruthers. That was only natural, I assumed. I had put my whole life in his care and desperately wanted to make sure that I never disappointed him.


CHAPTER 6:

The fact that I was the doctor's ward and that I viewed him as a sort of surrogate father may have been totally natural but that would hardly explain the next dream that I had involving the man.

It began much the same as the first one. The doctor entered the room with his candle, undressed and came to my bed. Only this time he was fully erect as he removed his trousers and I was compelled to stare at his manhood. In my previous dream I had never seen him hard, it just happened under the covers, but this time I watched in fascination as that stiff pole came towards me, like a man searching for water with a stick.

When he reached the bed he sat on the edge for a moment and then kissed me on the lips again. This time I received his kiss with some passion and I felt him pull off my nightgown. Then he touched my breasts very gently before laying me on my back, fully exposed above the covers. He took his rigid appendage and slid it up between my legs and I felt a twinge or something of the kind as he began to thrust inside me.

I didn't resist him and I didn't lie there blankly as I had done before, I actually began to move my hips to meet his strokes and my arms wrapped around his back, which was arching and straining. I didn't turn back into a man this time. I just let myself go and surrendered to his power. Then suddenly I was awake and realized that I had pulled up the bottom of my nightgown and had been touching myself. The wetness was there again, on my fingers as well as between my legs.

My first instinct was to do as the doctor had asked and write the whole thing down but before I could finish I was filled with shame and tore the pages from the book. I lay back down and tried to put the whole thing from my mind but found that I couldn't so I got up again and wrote everything I could remember about the dream in as graphic a way as I thought appropriate for a lady.

My initial reaction quickly passed away and a new thought took its place. Why shouldn't the doctor know that I was dreaming about him? Aside from the old butler he was the only man I had seen in ages. He played a profound role in my life, was it any wonder that he might make his way into my sleeping thoughts? If he thought it was important to know what I was dreaming then it was my duty to tell him everything, no matter how embarrassing it might be. I thought all this to myself but there was another reason lurking under the surface that I hated to admit. For some strange reason I rather liked the thought of letting the man know how fond I was of him, even if he never made that association.

Life went on more or less as usual for the next few months and our chats became more intimate all the time. Honestly we spoke of things that even a husband and wife would never speak to one another, but there was a report between us that seemed to be an even more profound bond. I was becoming his colleague, in a way, if I may be so bold as to suggest such a thing. Just as I was learning to be a woman under Mrs. Archer's expert guidance, Dr. Caruthers was learning things that helped him to further his work. I tried to be as honest as humanly possible, despite the delicate nature of the things we were talking about.

When my first cycle finally began it was just as he had described it and Jenny was there in a flash to comfort me and see me through it. How strange it was now to think that I ever climbed between the poor girl's legs and forced myself upon her, an act for which I had apologized many times. I suppose my animalistic male mind and my ungenerously rebellious spirit had driven me to such action. It was quite unfair to Jenny. She was such a steady companion to me as well as a servant and I don't know what I would have done without her.

One day while she was fixing my hair I took the liberty of broaching the subject of sexual relations. Partly out of my lingering sense of guilt and partly out of curiosity.

"Jenny, when I...bedded you, had you been with many other men before?"

"A few miss, not a terribly large number. I try to be a good girl," Jenny replied shyly.

"I'm not asking out of any sense of judgment or reproval, I'm asking as one woman to another. Do you...enjoy lying with men in that way?" I asked as gently as I could.

"I suppose it depends on the man," Jenny answered with a slight giggle. "Some are just brutes who grab and thrust and stick it in you as if you were a side of beef and some are more gentle and skilled in the art."

"I hope I wasn't one of those brutes," I said, sincerely horrified.

"Oh, no miss. You were fine to me. You were a very beautiful boy, which is I suppose why you turned out to be such a beautiful woman."

"Doesn't this whole thing shock or surprise you in any way? How could you possibly have been prepared for such an unusual enterprise," I inquired.

"Oh, it's not for me to think of things like that. If a man like Dr. Caruthers says he can turn a man into a woman, who am I to doubt it? And see, hasn't he done just that? I was hired to take care of you no matter what you looked like or how you appeared or behaved. I'm just glad that you've been such a fine lady with me. It's an honor to be in your service."

"Jenny, I want you to think of me as a friend."

"Excuse me miss, but that's not my place. That we can be friendly is a great compliment, but you should never forget that we live in different stations, as it were."

"Even so, if there's ever anything I can do to help you, please don't hesitate to ask."

I brought the subject up a few more times and found that Jenny had experienced sexual dreams of her own from time-to-time and had also become wet from the experience. It made me feel better in a way, because it implied that it was a natural part of womanhood and not just the remnants of my former male lust. That person was fading away from memory very quickly, and I didn't fight to try and retain him. What would have been the point? There was no turning back now. I had a womanly bosom and a functional vagina, or "pussy" as Jenny called it, though she advised me that no proper lady would use such a term. She also called it a "notch," which seemed descriptive but less playful than pussy. I delighted in knowing such a ribald term, even if I never had a chance to say it out loud to anyone but Jenny.

My music lessons were also progressing and I had a wonderful tutor named Alice Cartwright who played both the piano and the harp beautifully and tried her best to get me to do likewise. She claimed that I had a natural ear for it, and perhaps I did, because I was beginning to make more melodious sounds on those two instruments. The others I had no real interest in so I concentrated on the ones I really liked.

One day I was alone in the music room, practicing a piece I had just learned, and singing a bit louder than was my usual custom when I was astonished to find that Dr. Caruthers had entered without my noticing and was now giving me a rousing ovation. My face must have turned every shade of red known to man as I quickly shut the lid on the piano and stood up from the bench, probably in a less than ladylike fashion.

"Please don't stop on my account," said the doctor. "I had no idea you had such a lovely singing voice."

"I don't know about that," I stammered as I stared at the floor. "I do enjoy singing as I play sometimes."

"As well you should. You have talent, my dear. That's a charming quality in a young lady. Many a man's heart has been melted by the lilting voice of a fair damsel."

I think I almost fainted. Of course he was referring to the gentlemen that I would be introduced to someday but just hearing him refer to me as a "fair damsel" conjured up images of those romance stories I had read in my earliest days at Argus House. They seemed so foolish to me then but I could understand them now from a totally different perspective. As a boy I may have pictured myself as the knight in shining armor, but today it was easier to see myself as the noble lady for whom the knight would slay the dragon.

There were no dragons left to be slayed these days but what would a man be willing to do to win my affection I wondered? I had spent so much time thinking about pleasing men in the way I dressed and spoke and carried myself that I hadn't really thought about the other side of the equation. Presumably they would buy me gifts or the more romantically inclined might be inspired to write poetry. It was strange to think of such things but that was what I had been preparing myself for all this time.

Eventually I would go out into the world again and meet men who only knew me as Lucinda Davenport, the young ward of Dr. Caruthers. And I would marry one of them and possibly bear his children. Dr. Caruthers seemed to think there was a strong possibility of that happening now that I was on my monthly cycle like any other woman.

"Do you know what tomorrow is?" asked Dr. Caruthers, breaking me from my thoughts.

"No, I'm afraid I don't," I replied.

"It's the first anniversary of your arrival here. In the morning I'm going to give you a very thorough physical examination, which won't hurt but might be a little embarrassing. Tomorrow night I will try to make it up to you with a modest little celebration, if that meets with your approval."

"Of course. Whatever you say."

"Fine. Don't let me interrupt your practice any more than I already have. You're really doing a superb job."

With his praise ringing in my ears I sat back down and played and sang with unbridled joy and enthusiasm. Tomorrow would bring whatever it brought but I suspected that it would be a happy time for me.


CHAPTER 7:

What the new day brought was a little intimidating at first as I was compelled to remove all of my clothing, including my under things, while Dr. Caruthers poked and prodded at my various body parts. I didn't really mind being naked in front of him, I was his creation after all, but it felt sort of strange to have those lingering memories of my dreams in my head while he touched me, even if it was in a purely scientific manner.

The final part of the examination was a little more uncomfortable as I was made to sit in something that resembled a barber's chair but with the addition of some elevated stirrups like one would use to ride a horse. My feet went into the stirrups and my legs were spread open and the good doctor got between them with some sort of metallic instrument that looked more at home in a kitchen to me. This was inserted into my vagina, the action being too clinical for the use of a word as charming as pussy, and after what seemed like an eternity I was released from my bondage and allowed to retire behind a screen to dress myself.

"Should I send for the maid?" called the doctor, once I was behind the modesty shield.

"No, I think I can handle it," I replied, hoping that I actually could.

"I don't believe there is a physician on earth who would doubt that you were a woman in every possible way, were they to examine you as carefully as I have just done. I believe that you will produce children someday, if you wish to, and that your breasts will produce milk and that you will age and mature exactly like any other woman. It's remarkable really. More than I could have hoped for I suppose."

"I never doubted you," I called from behind the screen.

"Would you like to have children someday? Does that thought appeal to you at all?"

"I suppose it does, though I haven't given it all that much thought. What woman wouldn't want to have a child? One of the most important things a woman can do in life is give life to another."

"Are you saying that because you feel that way or because you've been taught to think that I wonder."

It wasn't really a question so I didn't answer. I didn't know the answer anyway. The thought of a baby at my breast seemed sublime and beautiful in a way, but maybe that was just my desire to convince myself of my own femininity. Once I had resolved to accept my fate I had decided to embrace it as much as humanly possible, especially since it was what Dr. Caruthers desired. If I was to be a woman for the rest of my life I wanted to be one completely. Yet part of me knew that I had no choice in the matter anymore.

I can't speak with any assurance about the nature of my brain and whether it was truly altered in some female way or not but I knew that I had grown a womanly heart. I felt more compassionate and emotional about things. I appreciated the little touches that made life more beautiful, like a vase of flowers or the gentle scent of perfume. Much of my older behavior seemed coarse to me now; a foolish boy strutting about the streets, swaggering and bragging in an effort to prove his manliness. Attempting to bed women for the purpose of accumulating the highest tally possible, as if that proved something of importance.

I had become a much more gentle and refined creature. I was learning to appreciate the subtle things that made a house a pleasant place to be. We all had our roles to play in life and mine was becoming clearer all the time. That's actually a source of comfort in a way.

My future had been very uncertain before. My father's previous station in life had given me a tiny measure of respectability but his recent actions had all but destroyed that. I stood to inherit nothing but his debts and his poor reputation in business. I had learned no real trade that I was prepared to engage in and simply floated about looking for opportunities wherever they might present themselves, even if some of them were shady to the point of being on the other side of the law.

Yes, I might have ended up a criminal, or a penniless beggar in the streets. Or I might have had a stroke of good fortune and landed a job somewhere with the chance for promotion. There was always the army, of course. The destination of many young men with no better prospects. I might have died in battle quickly or worked my way up the ranks to the status of an officer with a pension to live on and a catalog of war stories to regale my grandchildren with. It was all so murky and uncertain.

I was to be the wife of some man of means and position and I would manage his household and raise his children and never know of want or privation. If I was lucky he would be a kind man, maybe even an attractive one, and I would share his bed for passion as well as for procreation.

Of course that was largely a fantasy. My own mother had died shortly after I was born and my father had squandered everything his father had left him and he would be rotting in jail right now if this miraculous thing hadn't fallen into my lap. I could die during childbirth. My husband could be a drunkard who beat me whenever he felt like it or a gambler or speculator who lost his fortune as easily as my father had. I knew all of this, of course, but it was surprisingly easy to block it from my mind and think only of the happiness that was ahead. Maybe that was a female virtue. I was certainly going to have an opportunity for things to go well for me, and that was probably more than I could say of my old life as a man.

With the examination out of the way I looked forward to whatever sort of celebration Dr. Caruthers had in mind. Whatever it might entail it was bound to be more enjoyable than being strapped to that beastly concoction and opened up like a walnut.


CHAPTER 8:

The party began when I found a beautiful new gown in my room. It was white and satin and trimmed with lace. It also had the most delicate embroidery and I couldn't wait for Jenny to help me try it on. As I looked at myself in the mirror I suddenly thought that this was how I would look when I became a bride and my heart started to beat a little faster.

Dinner was superb, as usual, and I noted that the doctor had my favorite foods served to us, something I deeply appreciated. Otherwise it was a meal like any other. It was after we had finished eating that things began to change.

"I hope you like this, my dear," said the doctor as he came over and offered me a small velvet box.

"What is it?" I asked in dismay.

"Open it and find out," he chuckled.

Inside was the most gorgeous little necklace. It wasn't gaudy or ostentatious but it still sparkled when the light hit it and I was overcome with emotion at the thought that he had done this thing for me. I allowed him to fasten the jewelry around my neck as the next surprise unfolded.

The doctor held out his hand and invited me to dance!

"But there's no music," I protested.

"Just wait. I've taken care of that," he said with what almost appeared to be a wink.

He went over to a strange contraption that had a large horn protruding from it. There was a handle on the side, which he cranked a few times, and as he did so what appeared to be a completely flat plate begin to rotate. Next he very carefully placed a mechanical arm so that it was on the very outer edge of the plate and music suddenly filled the room. It wasn't "real" music like it would sound if an orchestra was performing it in front of me, but it was music of a kind. It had sort of a dreamlike, distant quality, more like the memory of a tune and I was transfixed.

"It's called a gramophone," beamed the doctor. "It's a very new gadget that actually reproduces sounds that were recorded somewhere else. This is the Vienna Symphony, yet here they are to accompany us in the privacy of our own home."

"It's astonishing," I gushed. "How is it possible?"

"We live in an astonishing age, my dear. The wonders of modern science are all around us. Are you, yourself, not such a wonder? It seems like a very appropriate way to celebrate this auspicious occasion."

He waited for me to take his hand but I hesitated again.

"I'm just beginning to learn how to dance. I'm afraid I'll make a mess of it," I explained.

"You might not think it likely but dancing is something that I'm a bit of an expert in," he said with a smile. "Just take my hand and follow my lead."

As he placed one hand on my waist I felt a charge of electricity run through my body. It was absurd, of course, because with so much material under my dress I could barely feel his touch at all, and only this morning I had been totally nude in his presence while he touched nearly every part of my bare flesh. Still I felt a flash of excitement. It wasn't just a scientist and his test subject at the moment, it was a man and a woman in an intimate ritual.

The doctor had not been boasting about his prowess as he danced divinely and in his capable hands I was able to make a decent showing. It wasn't without the occasional miss-step but I managed to recover and we glided through to the end of the music. I was so happy that I would have assumed that I was floating on air had I not embarrassingly stepped on the man's feet more than once.

He only had the one recording so we danced to the same music again. This time Caruthers offered little pointers as well as encouragement and after a few more turns on the floor I felt like I was beginning to get the hang of it. I was also getting a little tired as the heaviness of the dress and the difficulty in moving it about was starting to fatigue me a bit.

Once the dancing concluded I assumed the party was over but Dr. Caruthers took my arm and we went for an evening stroll out on the grounds of the property. I suddenly realized that I hadn't been outside of that house for a whole year. The feel of the cool air on my face felt wonderful. With the sound of the sea below us and the moonlight shining through the trees it was the most romantic setting I could imagine.

"Do you miss the outside world," asked the doctor.

"Oh, not really all that much I suppose," I replied. "I've been kept so busy here that I hardly have time to think of it."

"I hope we're not overworking you."

"Not at all. I enjoy the activity. The lack of it in the early days was much harder to deal with."

"That's because your mind is like mine. It needs to be active all the time. It gets restless when underused."

I thrilled to have him speak so highly of my mental capacity when obviously I was not his intellectual equal, yet I fully understood what he meant. I did always have an active mind and found it difficult to rest sometimes because of it. His thoughts were far more lofty and complex but mine were in their own way just as busy.

"People hate me because they don't understand the work I'm doing and because they're afraid of the secrets that I'm trying to unlock. But you don't hate me for what I've done I hope?"

"Of course not!" I said as I gently touched his arm with my free hand. "How could you even think such a thing?"

"It's hard sometimes to be so unappreciated, even by men in my own field. Men who think I'm going too far or that my theories are too extreme. People think of me as a villain and a monster but they don't realize that all I'm seeking is answers. Science can be brutal at times but it can also be beautiful, just as you are. How could anything that results in the creation of something as lovely as you be villainous or monstrous?"

With that he kissed me very gently on the forehead. I waited for a moment, hoping he would kiss my lips but we simply resumed our stroll. My heart was beating fast again and my legs felt a little wobbly. Some time ago I would have taken that as a sign of illness but I knew now that it was just my womanly heart responding to the romantic impulse. That impulse was as thrilling to me now as galloping on a fast horse had once been.

Eventually I retired to my room and as Jenny undressed me I poured out my heart in a rush of words and emotions. I was probably jabbering like an idiot but I didn't care. It had been the most wonderful evening of my life. The dress, the necklace, the dancing, the stroll in the moonlight...all just perfect. So unexpected and so appreciated.

And Reginald was so different tonight, especially when we went for that walk. How could people be so blind and stupid! He was the most brilliant and remarkable man I had ever known. He was no monster. It tore me apart to see his momentary frustration. He should be heralded as a genius, not scorned as a demon.

"Sounds like someone's a little smitten," Jenny gently teased when I had finished my foolish rant.

"I suppose I am," I confessed. "But he's just such a fine man, how could I not be?"

"Well miss, forgive me for saying so, but it's better not to get your sights set on one man until you've had a chance to meet a few others. As my mother used to say there are plenty of good fish in the sea."

She was right of course and there was no reason in the world to assume that I meant anything more to the doctor than an interesting subject to examine, yet he had bought me that necklace and kissed me on the forehead and the look in his eyes when we danced seemed to burn with more than intellectual curiosity, but perhaps that was just my wishful thinking.

When I finally settled down and tried to sleep I found that sleep was hard to come by. So many thoughts battled for position in my mind. Finally the physical exertion of the day overwhelmed me and I closed my eyes and drifted off.


CHAPTER 9:

That night I had a dream. It was similar to the others but the location had changed. We were in some sort of a cold chamber on a different bed. Neither one of us had a stitch of clothing on but the doctor was not erect. He seemed to be trying and trying to get hard, just as I had done when my male apparatus began to fail me, and he seemed so sad and forlorn that it tore my heart apart.

I kept reaching for his cock but he brushed my hand away, too proud to let anyone solve his problems for him and then I did what Jenny had done for me and I took his member into my mouth. That thought had always seemed so vulgar to me yet in my dream I didn't feel that way at all. I saw my love struggling to regain his power and I was moved to help in any way that I could.

Before too long I could feel his manhood becoming stiff and starting to pulsate, like a great train engine building up a head of steam. The doctor tried to remove his staff so that he could mount me properly but I just smiled up at him and took him deeper and deeper down my throat.

Soon his hands were resting on my head and his pelvis was gently rocking back and forth as he pumped this alternative orifice and I continued to gaze up at him with love and adoration.

It was only a dream but it was too shocking for me to write down. At least at first. I was afraid it would diminish me in the doctor's eyes to know that I had such thoughts, even if they were uncontrollable. It might make me appear to be a common whore. A filthy strumpet he had been wasting his time on, trying to teach and refine. It was all so lewd and unnatural, yet it didn't seem that way in the dream. It seemed very beautiful to me somehow. Eventually my sense of duty overcame my shame and I put it all down in the book, much as I have just described it here, although I did add a little postscript saying that I hoped he wouldn't be too offended by what I had just related.

I had no idea what the doctor really thought when he read my diary entries but a part of me hoped that he would realize that I was making love to him in my own way. He probably just read it with the cold, detached professionalism of a man of science, but maybe on some tiny little level he could feel the passion that was written between the lines.


CHAPTER 10:

Another two months went by in a whirl when the doctor suddenly announced that he was shutting down the house for the season and that we were to relocate to the city. I suppose I should have anticipated something like this but it still came as a bit of a shock.

"I think it's time for you to be introduced to society, my dear, and in this provincial place that hardly seems possible. Besides that, due to my local reputation, any ward of mine would likely be viewed with suspicion. We need to be in a place of greater refinement and civility. The city is a far more likely place for you to meet the right sort of young gentlemen," the doctor explained when he broke the news to me.

"Do you think I'm ready for that?" I asked.

"More than ready. I think you will dazzle with your charm, and wit, and beauty. You've come a long way in a very short amount of time and I can't tell you how proud I am of all you've accomplished so far. It's time for you to have a little fun, I think."

Leaving Argus House behind was actually a little harder than I thought it would be. It had seemed like a prison at first but it had grown to be the only home I had known as a woman. Still the city was exciting and I knew this day would come, I just hadn't expected it to come so soon.

As we journeyed to our new home I gazed out the window of the carriage and actually had the feeling that the world looked different somehow through female eyes. It was probably just the overall change in my nature that made it seem so but I noticed little things that I might have taken for granted before, like the sunlight making little patterns as it shone through the leaves of the trees or the hint of lilac in the air when we passed a fresh meadow.

Aside from the doctor I had known only women since I had joined their ranks and was genuinely frightened by the prospect of being introduced to men, despite having been one myself little more than a year ago. Oddly it was not the physical contact with men that I feared as much as the social interaction. As one who was recently male himself I should have recoiled from the thought of a man's hands upon my body, and any young virgin would naturally tremble at the knowledge that one of these men would someday take me as his mate, but I was remarkably calm about that aspect of things. Perhaps it was all of those salacious dreams and the fact that I knew with absolute certainty that I would have given myself freely to my guardian at the slightest provocation.

No, it was more the small talk and the banter that concerned me. The flirting and the game of being courted. I was so unsure of myself in that area. To please a man carnally I had but to open my legs and welcome him inside me, but to please him mentally, without seeming to threaten his own intellect, that was something else entirely.

I knew that it was a man's world and that as a new member of the weaker sex I would have to yield to that, which I was prepared to do, but it seemed much easier when the man was someone like Doctor Caruthers who I admired and respected so much. What if I couldn't find another such man? Would I not constantly be yearning for the doctor? When I became a bride I wanted to give myself completely, but what if the man were a fool or an ogre with a violent temper? Once the vows had been said I would be his personal property forever. Hopefully fate would be kind and I would be spared from that sort of unhappy marriage.

Of course I knew I was fortunate to be in this position at all. I was ready to agree to the doctor's terms unconditionally, even before I knew what they were. I was sacrificing myself for the sake of my father. I was prepared to be a prisoner for life, kept in a cell and treated like a slave. The fact that instead of that I was actually elevated in society and given the chance to live a life of comfort and security was more than I could have hoped for at the beginning.

I had not concerned myself with religion, as of late, but I wondered now what God thought of me. Had I completely shamed myself in His eyes by allowing a mortal man to remake His handiwork? Was my soul condemned to hell for all eternity? Or would the Lord in His mercy understand the motives that had driven me to this state and forgive me since I acted out of love and devotion and not selfishness or unnatural base desires?

Perhaps there was no God. Perhaps we simply lived in an age of reason, and science, and technology. Perhaps God was just the explanation we had created until we figured out for ourselves the way things work. I put such blasphemy from my mind and tried to concentrate on the view again. Surely such splendor was evidence of God's hand, I thought, as I tried to restore some sense of faith in the Divine.

The doctor had rented a spacious suite of rooms in a most fashionable part of town and I could tell that I would be very comfortable here. The climate was certainly more amenable than that of Argus House, and since I would likely be going outside much more that was of some consideration. The other side of the coin was the fact that the city was crowded, and noisy, and reeked of smells of all kinds, especially in the more commercial districts. I had grown up in the country and had little experience with this sort of hustle and bustle but it did seem to be throbbing with possibilities.

My first night out was a trip to the opera. The doctor had reserved a private box so we could speak freely and look around at all the splendid ladies and gentlemen in their finery. We even played out a little game where I would point out what sort of a man I would like to marry, based on his appearances alone and why.

"What about that chap with the luxurious sideburns? He looks rather respectable to me," the doctor suggested.

"Yes, but he also looks a little fat," I giggled, as I covered my face with my fan.

"Yes, I see what you mean. But doesn't that imply that he's rather prosperous?"

"Perhaps. But it might only imply that he's a glutton!"

We both laughed this time and I made no effort to conceal my mirth. Someone was probably watching us through their opera glass, as we were doing them, and who knows what they might be saying? I didn't care, one way or the other. I was having the time of my life.

"Now that one's kind of promising," I said as I spotted a dapper young gent in the crowd.

"Really? Why him and not the dozen other just like him standing about?"

"He has a kind face," I replied. "He looks like he would be gentle. Not the sort to ever strike me, even in the foulest mood."

"He damned well better not strike you, nor any other man," the doctor said, actually sounding a bit angry. "He'll have to deal with me, by God, husband or not!"

"Hopefully I shant give any man a reason to strike me," I said as I touched his arm reassuringly. "But better a kind man with ambition than a prosperous one with an ill temper."

"Very wise, my dear. There is more to life than money."

"Oh, now there's one I particularly like," I said as I spotted a fellow making his way down the aisle of the theatre.

"And why so?"

"Because he sort of reminds me of you."

At that moment the lights dimmed and the conductor came out to take his place in front of the orchestra. I tried to glance at Reginald to see how my comment had been received but he had buried his face in his program. It was a bold thing to say, but I meant it. I would probably always be looking for something of the doctor in every man I met.


CHAPTER 11:

Life was so different in the city. Instead of lessons my days were free for shopping or exploring the town. There were so many museums and art galleries and fine old houses to look at and a constantly changing canvass of humanity as all those people rushed by, in a hurry to get who knows where?

Evenings were usually spent with the doctor at a concert or a party or a ball or something. I was being showcased, the way the farmers might have displayed their prize pig at market back in the country, but it didn't bother me. It was practical. And I was, after all, a type of commodity.

And then came the gentlemen callers. I suppose I was a particularly interesting entity in that I was completely unknown. Many fashionable families had been trying to marry off the same eligible daughters for years but I was a fresh face and seemed to attract many suitors with ease.

The first was Donald Braithwaite. He was a charming boy, not much older than myself, with fine curly locks and the hint of the mustache he had obviously been trying to grow with some difficulty. He was very polite, even to the point of being shy, but he seemed rather insubstantial to me from an intellectual standpoint. Too much a boy, I suppose, and not yet a man.

Then there was Sir George Wilton. Older, darker and far more worldly. He had a reputation for being a bit of a rake, which he seemed to make no special effort to conceal. He took me to a smoke-filled club of a sorts, where women danced on a tiny stage, clad only in their under things. It was in a cellar in a very rough part of town, and not the sort of place I would have ever ventured unescorted, not that I was all that certain of how much protection my date might be. I probably needed an escort to protect me more from him than from anyone else as it turned out.

"You seem like a practical woman," said George as we sat at a small table and watched the "show" from a corner of the room.

"I like to think I am," I replied, holding my handkerchief up to my face to try and block out some of the offense smoke.

"That's good. I like practical women. Not as much as I like good sports, but hard to find that among the better class. A practical woman understands that a man has needs and urges. If I were to take one of those girls home and bed her it would be nothing more than a natural physical act. I might do one as well as another, or maybe even two of them. It wouldn't mean a thing to me. Just a place to dock my boat. But some women don't understand that at all. They have sex and love all mixed up in their silly little heads like it was one and the same."

"And how do you define a good sport," I inquired from behind my mask.

"Well, that's something special entirely," he grinned. "This room is full of good sports, but most of them wouldn't be invited into the finer homes. They don't look the other way when their man needs his pleasure, they jump in and assist, and take whatever pleasure they may in the process. If a woman is devoted to a man she should be willing to do anything to make him happy, don't you think?"

"Within reason," I said carefully.

"Ah, yes, but who defines what reason might be? I can provide a comfortable home, a distinguished family name, and a sizeable income to the right woman. Why shouldn't I get something in return?"

"Isn't a wife enough?"

"Yes, but what kind of a wife? One who is always disapproving? Sitting by the window waiting for me to come home at all hours and demanding explanations for where I've been? A wife who becomes moody and sullen because she thinks she's not the apple of my eye and the source of my undivided attention? That would grow tiresome so quickly. No, give me a practical woman who can make a life for herself with the tools I provide. If she wants children, I'll do my part. Let that be the focus of her world. Now of course, with a pretty young thing like you I would be far less tempted to stray," he said as he patted my hand gently. "The question is when I did stray would you throw a fit or take it in stride?"

As the evening wore on the dancers wore even less and now the line of girls was completely topless. George said it was common in Paris, but it was still a bit shocking to my sensibilities. The room was also hot and noisy and there were moments where I felt a little light headed. Perhaps it was also the liquor, which I was not accustomed to drinking in any quantity.

Whatever the reason I found my head spinning in a variety of ways. On one hand this man was a complete rogue and unsavory in every aspect, yet his honesty about it was remarkably refreshing. With such a man there would be no real romance but as my heart secretly belonged to another anyway perhaps that was not such a bad thing. Go in with my eyes wide open. Have no foolish expectations. I could probably even negotiate my own terms, especially if he thought I was a good sport.

Another reason my head was spinning was that I actually felt myself drawn to this man. His confidence and easy manner, especially the casual way he spoke of needs and urges, seemed almost to be an aphrodisiac to me. He was obviously experienced and wouldn't be shy in the least about intimacy. There would be no fumbling and stammering with this one, he would just take me when he pleased and tell me what he wanted me to do. Isn't that what Dr. Caruthers was always preaching? Truth and honesty? The direct approach? Why conform to a lot of silly old rules and conventions? If the man liked to see bare-breasted women dancing in their drawers, that was only natural, wasn't it?

George suddenly grabbed a bar maid as she walked past our table and pulled her into his lap where he planted a big kiss on her lips. The wench just smiled as she pushed him away but gave him a wink over her shoulder as she headed for the bar.

"You see...a good sport. I needed to kiss someone and she needed to be kissed. I could be in her quim before the night is out or I could let her pass and think of her never again. What would you do if a man pulled you onto his lap and gave you a kiss like that?"

"I'd slap his face," I stated flatly.

"Of course you would. You're a lady," he said with a trace of disgust as he took another deep drink from his mug. "That's what you've been taught to do. But how do you know you wouldn't like it? Instead of slapping my face you should be thinking of me slapping your rump while you squirm and giggle and pretend that you don't want me to fuck you. It's a pleasing thing to have a man give you a poke...or so I have been told on more than one occasion. Why not get down off that high horse and ride something that's real and solid and made of flesh?"

Part of me wanted to take him up on his offer and ride his cock harder and better than any strumpet had ever done just to prove that I wasn't so easily shocked but I hadn't come this far to throw it all away on an impulse. He had gotten to me, which made him dangerous, so I told him it was time for me to go home and we rode back in total silence.

"Too bad...you seemed...different to me. I thought you might be one of these modern girls," he said once I had exited the carriage. "If you ever change your mind look me up. We might have some fun together."


CHAPTER 12:

In some ways it seemed like it would have been easier to be a more common girl, like Jenny. Her maidenhead didn't need to be intact in order to wed and she could spread her legs more freely whenever the situation arose without as much fear of reproach. Having been raised to be a lady my virginity was of the utmost importance if I wished to land a respectable husband. Of course many such ladies no doubt took lovers on the side once the wedding had been consummated. There was no way to tell after that, unless you were caught in the act or became with child at a time that might call the paternity into question.

It was mere chance that I was considered a lady at all. Dr. Caruthers could have cast me out into the street once his experiment was done. He had already paid my father's debts, he really didn't need to go to all the trouble and expense of treating me as his own ward.

What would have happened to me then? I suppose I might have ended up one of those girls flaunting my body on the stage for the leering eyes of men. Or a randy bar maid being grabbed and kissed at will. More than likely I would have been a common whore. I couldn't very well go home looking like this and I had no money of my own and no friends in the world I could turn to. If Dr. Caruthers kicked me out tomorrow the only way I could eat or sleep would be to sell my body. At least he had given me something between my legs that had commercial value.

Being such a freshly minted coin I suppose I had a hard time thinking of myself as being in some sort of elevated position, despite my rigorous training. I certainly had learned how to be a lady but most ladies are born that way and live that way all of their lives. From childhood they know what it means to be from the upper class. They can easily accept it because they grow up in that world. I might have grown up in that world as a man had my father not lost his fortune, but I was simply created to be a lady, which made it a little hard sometimes to for me to align my thoughts with my instinctive feelings.

I knew I was a very wicked girl for having so much curiosity about the ways of the flesh. Perhaps I deserved a wicked man like George Wilton. He must have sensed that in me. Why else would he have taken me to such a disreputable place. He didn't seem surprised in the least that I didn't object and stayed so long.

Once I had a baby he would probably lose interest in me and my interest would shift to the child. If the man wanted to prowl about the streets at night what would I care then? As long as I could raise my family with some security.

One thing that was definitely different about being a woman was how I felt about children in general. As a man I might have considered a son an asset worth having to carry on my family name or assist me in business, but otherwise I tended to pay children little heed. Now they seemed so adorable to me and I couldn't help but admire every infant I saw being wheeled about or clinging to their mother's hand. A man would want a son but a daughter would be fine with me. A little girl to dress and teach and raise. Someone who would be a female all of her life and have the girlish childhood I never had.

Of course I knew absolutely nothing about motherhood. I never really knew my own mother so she was not there as an example. Surely I could learn. Even the animals of the jungle instinctively knew how to mother their babes. Love and common sense would guide me. But first things first. I had to find a man who wanted to marry me.

Fortunately there seemed to be quite a supply of eligible bachelors. Some came to call and we chatted over tea and some took me to fancy restaurants or to the theater. Some I saw more than once and others just sort of came and went.

I was rather amazed at just how easy it was to get a man to bend to my will. It had to be done in such a way that the man never realized it of course, but I was learning little tricks all the time. I interacted socially with other young ladies too but I generally preferred the company of men. The girls I met tended to be kind of silly and frivolous and reluctant to engage in any sort of serious conversation. I certainly learned a lot of things from them but I had yet to find a true companion, as Jenny could have been had there not been the social barrier between us.

I wish I could say that my sinful dreams had abated once I had moved to my new surroundings and situation but they had not. If anything they had intensified in frequency and in their shamelessness.

I dreamed one night that I was a ballerina performing in an elegant theatrical palace, like the ones I had been frequenting so much lately. Only part way through my performance I came onstage with absolutely no clothing on while the rest of the cast remained in costume. No one on stage seemed to notice but the audience had changed from the elegant ladies and gentlemen of earlier and were now the coarse and rowdy spectators that I had seen at that filthy little club that George had taken me to. They cheered and whistled and called out the most vulgar things but I just kept dancing as if I hadn't heard them.

Then George was backstage and he grabbed my naked body and bent me over a piece of scenery that was stored in the wings. I protested and struggled but he just kept laughing and spanking me so hard it brought tears to my eyes.

"You want to be a good sport, don't you girl?" he kept saying over and over.

"Yes," I whimpered in reply.

"That's good. I knew you were my kind. It's time to take a trip down cock alley, don't you think?"

And then he was humping me and I was sort of crying and people kept yelling at me that I was supposed to be onstage again but I felt completely helpless. George just hammered away, punctuating his attack with chuckles and spanks all the while. When he finally completed his task I wriggled free and ran back out to complete my performance but the audience had turned back into the respectable sort and there was Reginald sitting in the front row, shaking his head sadly before getting up and walking out. I started to run after him but a dancer pulled me back and I think I resumed the performance. It all kind of faded into something else before I awoke.

I wrote it all down, as I always did, knowing that Reginald would read it and fearing what he would think but by now I had come to understand that he wasn't likely to throw me aside no matter how wicked my dreams might be. Maybe they made some sense to him. He said there were men who were studying dreams. Perhaps it was even helpful to his work in some way to have such an extreme case to analyze. I took some comfort in that. Honestly I wished in some ways that I hadn't turned out to be such a successful test subject. Perhaps if I were flawed or prone to relapses he would have to keep me around indefinitely and I would never be deemed fit for a life outside of his observation and care. As much as a home and husband and a family appealed to me I could have been quite content to have just gone on forever as I had been. But that was not my lot in life. I was to be wed so I continued to play the game and hoped that something better than George Wilton would turn up.


CHAPTER 13:

"I'd like to talk about your dreams," the doctor began. "We haven't done that in quite a while."

"I sort of hoped that you had lost interest in them," I said shyly.

We didn't have as many chats as we used to, at least not the formal variety. Of course sometimes I was so occupied being courted by suitors that I barely saw the doctor at all. I was happy to be back at our old ways, even if the subject matter was bound to be a little uncomfortable.

"What do you think these dreams mean?" he asked.

"That my mind is full of lustful thoughts that aren't appropriate for a young lady."

"Is that how you see yourself?"

"I do have lustful thoughts. It's not just my dreams. Perhaps it's some vestige of my male self. I seem to have manly urges for carnal pleasure. I'm ashamed to admit it but I always try to tell you the truth in everything."

"I know you do, and that's one of the extraordinary things about you. Everyone has secrets. Everyone tries to present themselves in a certain light but you, more than anyone I've ever known, is fearless in being yourself. Why do you think that only men have urges for carnal pleasure?"

"Isn't that so?"

"No, rubbish, of course not! Everyone's curious about that sort of thing. Everyone has urges and desires. Women are expected not to so they tend to keep it to themselves, but trust me, it's just as natural for you as it is for any man, and not just because of your former state."

"Do you have urges for carnal pleasure?" I asked plainly and with no hint of suggestiveness.

"Yes, I do. I was about to evade the question but that would be totally unfair of me given your honesty and frankness. I wanted to hide behind my screen of scientific detachment."

"Why?"

"Damned if I know now that you mention it," he chuckled. "A doctor is still a man, even if he is a scientist. Did you really think that I could read all of those dreams and not feel...aroused in some way? Especially since I have been the object of your carnality in so many of them. The professional relationship between a scientist and a subject or a doctor and a patient is supposed to be completely devoid of any sort of personal involvement, but I haven't always behaved in as ethical a fashion as I should have I suppose. You know there was even a time, when I first saw how beautiful you had become, that I was tempted to go back on my word and lock you up, keeping you for my own pleasure?"

"Why didn't you?"

"I wanted you to be happy. I owed you that much, at least."

"Perhaps that would have made me happy."

"To be my prisoner? My slave?"

"Maybe you wouldn't have always treated me as such. Maybe you would have come to love me in time."

"That is very likely."

"Do you love me now?"

"You ask too much."

"It's a simple thing to answer. One word either way," I pressed.

"Yes, I love you, but I try with all my strength to love you as a guardian and a caretaker."

"Why not as a husband?"

"Because you deserve as normal a life as possible. I am a complicated man. I have devoted my life to my work. As long as you were my work I gave you my full attention, but soon I'll be onto something else and I might shut myself away for days or weeks at a time. And I'm so much older. You should be enjoying yourself at parties and balls and being with people. You'll find a man out there soon enough who will love and appreciate you for all your many qualities. And you'll start a family and be grateful that you didn't foolishly throw away your opportunities on someone like me."

"What do you do when you become aroused while reading my dreams? Do you touch yourself?"

"Yes," he almost hissed under his breath.

"Show me," I demanded firmly.

The doctor silently unfastened his trousers and I noted that he was already stiff as a board as I beheld his penis for the first time in reality instead of my dreams.

"Show me how you touch yourself," I said calmly as I began to remove my outer garments.

The doctor took his prick in his hand and slowly began to stroke it. He never took his eyes off of me for an instant as I peeled away layer after layer of my clothing. I didn't take them all off but it was enough to give me some mobility and to give him a little glimpse of my skin here and there.

"We can't do this," he moaned in soft protest.

"Why not?"

"Because you need to be a virgin. You know that. If you give that away you ruin your prospects."

"I've already thought of that and you don't have to worry," I said pleasantly as I got down on my knees in front of him. "There are ways we can pleasure each other without sacrificing my virginity, are there not?"

"Yes, but..."

"Hush, and relax my darling. You have nothing to worry about on my account."

With that I kissed the tip of his cock, which he had momentarily stopped stroking. I gently replaced his hand with my own and began to stroke him again, as he had been doing. And then I licked him. I licked him again and again, harder and faster each time before I finally opened my mouth and let the fullness of his manhood enter my throat.

The doctor moaned and grabbed the arms of the chair so tightly I feared they would break but there was no turning back now for either of us. It was so like my dreams, except that I could feel his heat. I really had no idea that his cock would be so warm to the touch. It was so alive and powerful and raging with all that pent up lust. I almost felt sorry for having been so explicit when I should have known what it might do to the man but without that openness we probably wouldn't be where we were now, and I wouldn't have missed this for the world.

I should have thought of this sooner. I suppose I had George Wilton to thank in a way. He had reminded me to be frank and honest even with delicate subjects. And he had fueled my growing fascination with all things sexual. Ironically, he was probably the one man who had courted me who wouldn't give a damn about whether I was a virgin or not and would marry me anyway. It might even make me more appealing to him. It would show that I was a good sport.

I wondered how many women ever took a man's stick into their mouth like this. When Jenny did it to me it was the first time I had experienced such a thing, even though I wasn't able to do anything about the unique opportunity. Prostitutes probably did it and maybe some of the more risqué members of Parisian society and maybe those "modern girls" George referred to, whatever that meant exactly. If polite ladies did it they more than likely would never admit it to anyone, unless they were Catholic and needed to confess to a priest or something. For my part I didn't mind it at all. I just enjoyed the opportunity to give pleasure to the man I loved.

When he suddenly began to ejaculate I was totally unprepared. Obviously I knew quite well that men ejaculated but when I had done it the stuff just sort of disappeared into the dark hole I was penetrating. I never once imagined my whole mouth being full of it all at once.

It was warm, and very thick and sticky. I started to choke on it then gulped very hard and got the first wave of it down my throat. The taste really wasn't on my mind as I was just trying not to gag but as quickly as it had begun it stopped and I was able to pull my face away, the evidence of my lascivious conduct still dripping from my lips.

To my surprise Reginald pulled me up and put his own lips on my wicked ones. I had assumed that he would be horrified by the thought of touching me in that way after I had just smeared my face with his issue, but he didn't seem to care in the least.

The worm had turned for us and things would never be the same again.


CHAPTER 14:

How many ways are there to engage in sexual congress with someone without losing your virginity in the process? That was the question at the forefront of my thoughts. Now that we had broken the barrier that was between us there was no reason not to explore it to the fullest.

He had made me promise that I still sincerely try to find a suitable mate and I had given my word and planned to keep it. I still held out hope that eventually Reginald would come around to my way of thinking and simply marry me and be done with it, but I understood his point of view. He didn't want to be selfish. He was probably right that I wouldn't always be the center of his attention. Unlike other men I had no fear of a rival stealing his affections but the intellectual rival of his work would be more challenging to overcome than any mistress of flesh and blood. Perhaps I could learn enough in time to prove that I was capable of being an assistant to him in that work so that he needn't worry about breaking away from his valuable studies to try and keep me amused. In the meantime what I really wanted to learn was how many ways we could fornicate without destroying my precious jewel.

Ultimately I did what any practical woman would do. I asked a prostitute. It shocked me that when I first approached one she assumed that I was looking for sexual pleasure myself. It had never occurred to me that a woman might pay another woman for sexual favors, but I was learning new things all the time. I politely declined the invitation but paid well to have a few questions answered. Once again George had been useful in that he had taken me to a part of town where such women were plentiful and conspicuous. Otherwise I might have spent ages driving around town in a cab wondering where the whores were hiding.

Apparently these professional ladies avoided being penetrated in their pussies whenever possible. It was obviously not to protect their virtue but the rather pragmatic reason that getting pregnant was not good for business. Consequently they knew exactly what I wanted to know, and I got my money's worth and then some. I also picked up some extremely salty language that made me giggle when I thought of springing it on the good doctor sometime.

At our next encounter Reginald slipped into my room one night unexpectedly. He even brought a candle along as he had done in my dreams so many times. He stood where I expected him to stand and he undressed just as I had described in my diary and I was thrilled that he was willing to act out the indecent little scenario I had penned, especially since I had done it in part to arouse just this kind of reaction in him.

I watched in delight as he walked towards my bed, firm and rigid as I had hoped he would be. He pulled back the covers and climbed in beside me. With some effort I managed to wiggle enough to pull my nightgown up over my hips and from there the doctor assisted me in taking it the rest of the way over my head and off completely. He immediately began to touch my breasts and I thrilled to the sensation.

The sprouting of my breasts had been the first sign that the experiment was actually working and I had resented my bosom for that fact for some time, especially when I still had something of my manhood dangling down below. It made me feel inhuman; trapped between being one thing or another. But eventually they continued to grow and the rest of my body changed as well and I actually came to be rather proud of my upper development. I had just enough there to fill a dress properly and indicate my womanhood without being overly large and vulgar. In recent times I had come to think of them more in terms of feeding a baby, but they were being sucked on now by a decidedly older personage and the feeling was electric.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered.

"You made me so," I replied.

"No, I only unlocked what was already inside you. There is nothing about the process that makes one more or less beautiful. You are exactly as you would be had you been born female."

I found that thought fascinating but a little hard to comprehend. Jenny had said something casually that was sort of in the same fashion when she had said that I was a "beautiful" boy so it was no surprise I had turned out this way as a girl. At the time I thought it was just her lack of sophistication that made her choose a word so inappropriate for a man so I let it pass. But was there some truth to that? Could a man actually be considered beautiful? And if so, did that make him less of a man? A man could be handsome or dashing or solid or respectable but beauty was a feminine trait. Was I actually one of those men who was more female than the average man? Is that why this all went so remarkably easy for me?

Maybe this is who I was supposed to have been all along. I was a lamb in wolves' clothing. None of that mattered in the least now as there was nothing I could do to go back the way I was...or was there?

"Darling...if I came to you one day and said that I was totally miserable being a woman could you perform the same process on me and reverse the action? Could you make me a man again?"

"Well, yes it should work. There's no fundamental reason why it wouldn't. The process is intended to reverse one's gender, regardless of where one is starting from. Of course if you wanted me to try I would do it, but has it been that bad?"

I laughed and kissed him on the forehead as he had done to me on my first anniversary.

"No, my love, I wouldn't change for the world! I just wanted to know if it could be done out of intellectual curiosity. And hearing you say that you would willingly do it just shows me how much you truly care for me. Tell me that you love me. It doesn't have to be true, I just want to hear the words from your lips."

"I always try to be honest with you and I do love you more than you can imagine. You're so clever and sophisticated but you're really just a romantic little thing at heart, aren't you?" he teased.

"I suppose I am. You should have left me with a room full of scientific journals instead of romantic novels," I joked. "Then maybe I wouldn't be such a romantic little thing."

"And maybe I wouldn't be in your bed, so perhaps my choice of reading material had its advantages. Now it's your turn to lie back and relax," he said as he pulled back the covers.

I watched in amazement as he slid down to the foot of the bed and pushed my legs apart. I was surprised because I assumed that meant that he was planning to enter me, or "joining giblets" as a woman of the streets might have put it. That was fine with me but I couldn't imagine his resolve fading so quickly.

The mystery was solved once he stretched out with his head resting against one of my thighs. He began to run his fingers gently all around the various folds of skin that surrounded my notch.

"Do you know what your clitoris is?" he asked, in a rather scientific voice.

"No," I replied truthfully.

"It's this part right here, near the top and under this little hood of sorts. It resembles a button when it's exposed. It looks tiny but it's actually quite long and it runs back inside your body where you can't see it, but you can feel it all over when it's touched. Like this. Do you see what I mean?"

I wanted so badly to be the perfect lab assistant and comment with cool detachment but once he began to rub my little button my whole body began to tingle.

"You might think of it as the female equivalent of the penis, only it's far more sensitive and capable of generating sensations in more places than the penis, which tends to have a more locally concentrated effect. It's the most sexually responsive part of your body, although it's not widely discussed or written about yet."

"So it appears," I gasped as he continued to manipulate me. "How is it you know so much about this?"

"Well, I had to become an expert in anatomy in order to accomplish my gender experiments. I couldn't very well induce the proper change without knowing exactly what each part of the body was supposed to do. That, and I lived abroad for some time when I was younger and the attitudes towards sexual activity were a bit more...liberal."

I wanted to laugh but I was dying from stimulation. I was over stimulated. I was practically convulsing. Fortunately he gave my clitoris a much-needed rest and switched his attention to the other parts of my external lady bits which he massaged and even licked with his tongue.

I begged him to spend the night with me but he reminded me that people had a way of gossiping and that rumors could be very dangerous to ones reputation. No matter how loyal the servants were they might talk among themselves and there was no need to risk any sort of hint of impropriety. More importantly the temptation to mount me might be too much to resist.

He was probably right but I figured there must be a way around that so I started to put my mind to work on that particular little obstacle. I hadn't even brought him to completion but he seemed completely content to have simply pleasured me instead. I didn't know a man could think like that, but of course he wasn't like any ordinary man. He was extraordinary and I adored him more and more each day.


CHAPTER 15:

Now some people might think that having successfully wormed my way into the doctor's affections at last that I would try to back out of my agreement to seek a future husband. Nothing could be further from the truth. I had given my word and I was bound to it unless I was released and there was some truth in what he had suggested about the age and temperament differences between us.

Reginald really didn't care for getting dressed up and going out all that much. When we arrived he did everything he needed to do to introduce me to society and I believe he enjoyed seeing me enjoy myself so much but there was also an element of relief once there were other young blades to do the escorting. I'm not sure that he found the fantasy world of the arts nearly as compelling as the scientific world of his studies and he could quite happily stay in for ages without ever setting food outside. I half suspect that the main reason he offered to dance with me that magical night was because he wanted a chance to try out his new mechanical music device.

On the other hand I loved all of it! I liked to go out and look at people. I liked getting dressed up and showing off my finery. There were so many things to see and do and I must admit that I also enjoyed all the attention I got. In a small town even a slightly above average woman might be considered the local beauty but here in the Great City it meant something to stand out from the throng of delightful ladies with their unnaturally tiny waists and absurdly gigantic skirts. I loved the way I looked in a dress but for comfort I would have gladly worn my old trousers and shirt.

Although I did keep looking I think I had almost made up my mind that George Wilton was the best match, despite his many shortcomings. Such a man would likely leave me to my own devices and probably wouldn't care if I took a lover, as long as I was able to satisfy his needs whenever called upon to do so. There would be no feeling of guilt over continuing my affair with Reginald knowing with certainty that my husband was not even attempting to be faithful.

Now you may also think that this wasn't my choice as the man had to do the proposing but I had figured out pretty early on how to steer a man in the direction I wanted him to go. If someone seemed ready to pop the question I had a dozen ways of changing his mind and if I ever did find the one I wanted I had no doubt at all that I could make him slip a ring on my finger. With George I wouldn't even have to play any games, I could just lay my cards on the table and he could lay me wherever he fancied and we'd make an unholy bargain.

Yes, being courted had its virtues, but unfortunately virtue was part of the bargain. I wanted more prurient fulfillment and savored each opportunity to be with my true love. Whether it was mostly his medical training or his "years abroad" I have no idea but that man knew more about a woman's body than any man alive has a right to. He not only knew how to push my buttons he could name them all and explain in detail why I was feeling the way I did. It did shatter some of my romantic notions to have the sensation broken down in clinical terms but it was more than compensated for by the shattering experience of being in bed with a man so uniquely skilled.

And let me not give the impression that the doctor was some passionless character, automatically going about his business with no emotion. I was learning to push his buttons as well, without the benefit of anatomical study in a classroom. I was studying his anatomy specifically and I could bring him to remarkable heights of poetic exaltations.

We had fondled and touched and massaged every part of our bodies imaginable. We had used our fingers and our lips and our tongues. He had put his penis between my breasts as I squeezed them together. There was really only one thing we hadn't done and I had been a bit scared to try it. Finally I worked up the nerve one night and when Reginald came to my room I was waiting for him without a stitch of clothing on, placed on top of the bed on my hands and knees with my rump facing the door. He knew at once what I was suggesting.

"Are you sure?" he asked as he neatly removed his clothing.

"Yes," I said without total conviction.

Just seeing me in that position had gotten him hard very fast and he was behind me in no time. The prostitute I had talked to claimed that this was the favorite way of the working woman but it still seemed frightening to me. I had actually tried to press a finger up there once but it met with so much resistance that I quickly gave up the idea. Reginald's tackle was much larger than any of my fingers but I was still very intrigued by the idea of having him penetrate me so. It would be the closest thing to matrimonial coupling that we could do without crossing the virginal border.

As I felt the tip of his old fellow gently sliding into place I took a deep breath. Then he inched it in and I let out a cry.

"Mother of God!" I shouted in a voice way too loud for discretion but quite beyond my control.

"This was a bad idea," he said as he immediately pulled out.

"No, no...I was just...unprepared. Now I know more of what to expect," I said reassuringly, despite not being reassured myself at all.

"Wait right here," said Reginald as he dashed for the door.

As I looked over my shoulder I could just make out his bare buttocks flying out of my room. He was still naked as the day he was born but it didn't seem to bother him in the slightest. I laughed at how comical this all would look to an invisible spectator watching from the corner. I with my rear end up in the air in a position more befitting a dog than a lady and the great man of science racing like a fool through the house without even his slippers.

Soon he returned holding a small jar of something and I watched, still in my position, as he slathered something shiny all over his cock. It was like a cream that a lady might have used to remove makeup from her face but I assume that it came from his laboratory and had a more scientific purpose generally. Once he was caked in the gooey stuff he mounted me from behind again and this time when he entered me it went so much more smoothly and comfortably.

I had no idea what that concoction was or what it was made for but I was going to make sure that he kept a good supply of it on hand. Putting something that large into something that small was still a bit of a challenge but the lubrication worked like magic and soon I was encouraging him to go faster if he wanted.

Apparently this was known as a "back-scuttle" or a "bum-fuck" in the parlance of the street. Perhaps Reginald already knew that. He was full of unusual information that often took me by surprise. Perhaps he had even bum-fucked some prostitute in his time but this avenue of entry was completely new to me, either on the giving or the receiving end.

When he reached around and began to fondle my clitoris I started to feel like I was being genuinely fucked like a woman at last. Oh, everything else was wonderful and intimate and a form of love making but that feeling of penetration, so close to my pussy, and the stimulation provided by his fingers on my pearl made it easy for me to imagine what it would be like when I finally was allowed to perform my womanly duties properly.

Thankfully the tightness of my anus and the excitement he no doubt felt from this new experience resulted in a quicker climax than usual. I had felt his sperm on my back, my face, my hand and my chest and I had consumed it more than once by now but this was the first time he had been able to make his deposit inside the lower region of my body. Were he aiming just a tiny bit lower he might be planting the seed of life in me, and that gave me a warm feeling. Someday some man would fill me in that way and I would experience the greatest miracle of all. One that required no science or injections or laboratories to accomplice. The same miracle that had been repeated since time began. But the miracles would have to wait. At the moment I was just a girl with a sore rear end.


CHAPTER 16:

Despite the shaky start bum-fucking became a fairly regular part of our routine. The more he did it the easier it got and when I tried being on top it was easier yet because I had some measure of control over the depth and speed of the assault. I had been a fairly naive country lad who assumed that sex was to be performed in the "normal" way with a girl on her back. Now that I was learning all these exotic variations I wondered if I would ever be truly happy being married to a man who would expect me to just open my legs once in a while and wait patiently until he had finished.

A proper gentleman would expect his blushing young bride to be an innocent virgin is every way, not just a technical one. To most of the girls from "good families" intercourse was thought of as a duty to be performed to take care of your husband and to procreate. Some women never even took off their clothes during the act and simply revealed just as much as was necessary to provide access to her husband.

That definitely made George Wilton seem all the more likely as the husband for me. I was certainly a good sport now and it was unlikely that he would ever prefer me to be a completely passive recipient in bed. Perhaps if I kept him entertained enough he might not even feel the need to stray from the house as often.

Why such modest and inexperienced women were so desired was a little hard for me to comprehend but having been a man I sort of understood. A wife was a possession, literally a piece of property. She had virtually no rights or legal standing of any kind. If a wife committed a crime it was the husband who paid the penalty. Women were simply assumed to be vastly inferior creatures incapable of anything but the simplest of tasks and primarily put on this earth to produce children and handle domestic responsibilities. Most men didn't like the idea that their wives might have ever even had a lustful thought, let alone acted upon it, especially with another man. I had been guilty of that sort of thinking as well when I was male and felt very foolish about it now.

As hard as I tried I couldn't completely make myself feel totally inferior. I knew that my body was physically smaller and weaker than it had been and aside from dancing and fornication with Reginald none of my usual activities required any real physical exertion at all, yet mentally I was aware that I was just as bright, or more so, than most of my suitors.

I suppose that's one of the reasons why I was so attracted to Reginald. He was brilliant and accomplished and mature in a way that I don't think I ever would have been as a man. For someone trying desperately to play the female role I had been assigned it was easy to look up to him. With such a man as that I didn't mind being physically smaller. I felt so safe and secure in his embrace. More importantly he didn't have time for silly girls with nothing but foolish notions in their heads. Any woman who took a significant part in his life would have to be someone worthy of his attention. I thought I could be that woman, if given half a chance, but I was equally resolved to try and make the best of whatever situation I ended up in.

Becoming a woman hadn't been the torture I had assumed it would be at the start. My sense of masculine pride went away, along with my cock and balls. Once I no longer looked like a man and wasn't expected to behave like a man it wasn't that difficult to stop thinking of myself as a man, especially since I was being diligently trained to think and act as a woman instead.

As a mother I would someday raise my children according to their reproductive organs. A boy would be taught manly things and dressed appropriately for his gender and a girl would be taught girlish things and likewise always clad in the appropriate garb. That was simply the way the world worked. No one stopped and asked the child what they wanted or how they felt about it. You were told which attributes you were expected to possess and which ones you were to avoid at all costs. It made things simple and clear but I wondered whether it always made things for the best.

I had been a man turned into a woman and had adapted to the change rather easily. Once I was instructed as to what was expected of me it was simple enough to comply and to appear as if I had been living this way my whole life. What if the process had been reversed? As a woman becoming a man there's no reason to think that I wouldn't have learned just as fast. It seemed to me that our capabilities and such were not so much a product of our bodies but our brains and how we were conditioned to use them. Of course I am in a unique situation, having experienced life as both sexes, but it does seem to me that the differences between the two may not be as great as people think and are probably the result of expectation and training as much as any sort of natural divide. This was the theory that sparked Reginald's interest in such an experiment and it seemed to me that he had been right.

Any sort of moral qualms I had about my recent amorous behavior were fairly mild and nothing that would cause me to lose any sleep. Of course what we were doing was wrong, it was still fornication, even if my maidenhood was undisturbed. And it was certainly unnatural in the eyes of the church and society to perform sodomy. At this point I simply didn't care. I was too much in love. And my entire existence as a woman was about as unnatural as you could get so perhaps being essentially a monster it was not that surprising that I would engage in such monstrous deeds.

If Jenny knew what was going on or even suspected it she never let on to me. I wanted to tell her everything and I felt that I could trust her but even without meaning to harm me she could make an innocent slip sometime so I kept my secret to myself.


CHAPTER 17:

"I think I have decided to marry George Wilton," I announced very casually one evening as we were sitting down to dinner.

"Excuse me, I don't think I heard you correctly," said the doctor, once he had picked up the silverware he had dropped and recovered his composure enough to speak.

"I know that you heard me perfectly well so there's no point in carrying on some sort of theatrical charade to indicate your displeasure," I gently scolded him.

"But you can't be serious! That man is a rake and a complete reprobate. Of all the men who have called upon you he must be the worst of the lot by far," Reginald stammered in disbelief.

"Of course's he's a rake and a reprobate and a scoundrel, and God knows what else he is, but that is exactly why he's the perfect match for me."

"You can't think so little of yourself."

"It's not that I think little of myself it's that I know myself and I'm not afraid to be honest about who I am and what I really want. Most men want a chaste, paragon of virtue, and quite frankly I find that incredibly boring. George and I think alike in some ways. We're more practical about things. Less bound by convention. He may be a scoundrel but his family name is of the highest repute. My children will inherit that name, and all the privileges that go with it, as well as a considerable fortune someday."

"But to be his wife...to even think of sharing a bed with such a man..."

"He's not entirely without attraction. His personality may have some unattractive elements but he is fairly pleasing to look at...from a woman's point of view. Most importantly he will be very...accommodating. If I don't object to his flings and dalliances I shall insist that he not object to mine. Then you and I can be together with a clear conscience and an open heart as often as circumstances allow. You're not a religious man so it shouldn't bother you in the least that you're in an adulterous affair, especially with the tacit consent of the husband. What we've been doing nightly is obviously a sin by traditional standards. How would this be any worse? It's really the only logical conclusion if you stop and think about it."

I had naturally given this a great deal of thought and I did truly believe that it was the most logical solution all around. Of course George would have to agree to my terms but that seemed easy enough to accomplish. A quick back-scuttle on the loveseat would probably be enough to convince him that I was sincerely a good enough sport to become his bride.

At this point I must confess that I also had a devious ulterior motive. While I was prepared to walk down the aisle with George and become the next Lady Wilton, there was a side of me that still held out some hope that this news would come as enough of a shock to Reginald to make him come to his senses and realize that the actual best solution was for him to propose to me at once. To my disappointment I seemed to have failed on that account.

"Yes, I'm afraid I do see what you mean," said the doctor rather sadly but not totally distraught. "I'm sorry that I have taken so many liberties with you that I fear I have contributed to this outcome, but I suppose I knew there was always a risk involved. He will give you a title and a home and wealth and since you have no romantic notions of this being anything more than an arrangement no one is likely to be disappointed. And while I am not a religious man I am not completely immoral by any means. I don't believe that religion is required to be a man of integrity. If you choose to marry this man I will give you my blessing but I don't think I should call upon your bedroom any further. Now, if you will excuse me I have some work to do."

With that he got up and walked out of the room. It wasn't the reaction I had expected or hoped for. In the best case scenario he would have been outraged enough to insist that I marry him instead. The worst case scenario, I thought, was agreeing that my plan was logical and looking forward to the opportunity that would present for us to continue our affair. I simply hadn't anticipated his refusal to come to my bed anymore. That was a blow that was hard to take.

While a major part of my plan had hinged on Reginald still bedding me whenever possible it seemed as if George was probably still the most likely mate. Perhaps Reginald would soften his stance in time or perhaps we would simply part and that would be an end to it. Once I was wed there was nothing to keep Reginald in the city and he would likely return to Argus House at his first convenience. With so many miles between us there would likely be very few opportunities to even see each other, let alone arrange for erotic interludes.

It made me incredibly sad to think of that. I not only loved the man I liked him terribly. I enjoyed his company. I treasured his conversation. Realizing how distant we were about to become made my heart break and I just wept at the table until I could find the strength to slink back to my room, where I cried for what seemed like days.

To be George's bride meant getting in touch with the man and allowing him to court me again. I was in no particular hurry to get him to propose, since each day that passed staved off the inevitable, so I simply went wherever he took me and did whatever he wanted me to do in an effort to prove myself in his eyes.

It wasn't all low entertainment by any means. The man had taste and refinement, as well as his darker side, and we did the usual thing that couples did who were becoming well-acquainted. We saw enough of each other that rumors began to circulate and I'm sure we made for some very lively conversation in certain circles. The mysterious ward of the even more mysterious doctor and the titled gentleman of ill-repute. Tongues were wagging all over town.

Probably the most outrageous thing George asked of me was to have me watch while he copulated with two prostitutes. I simply sat in a chair and observed as George explained, in some detail, why he preferred this thing or another and why two women were generally better than one and so on. It was obviously a test to see how easily shocked I might be and probably an instructional session as well.

It was interesting to see the two women pleasuring each other while pleasuring George at the same time. It made me think of the prostitute who had assumed that I was seeking similar engagement. The girls touched and kissed each other quite happily, although I don't know whether they would have done so were they not being paid for their performance. George definitely seemed to enjoy watching them almost as much as he enjoyed touching them, if not more so, and I could see how such a novelty would have some appeal.

It was never even hinted that I should join them, which was just as well. Although I must confess that I found myself aroused at times. It is a hard thing to watch people fornicating without feeling anything at all. If one isn't shocked then one is likely to be stimulated and the room was charged with sexual energy.

I wondered whether George would want me to participate in such a ménage à trois, as the French call it, once we were married. I'm sure I would, though I'd like to have some say in choosing the other female. George was not bound by convention but he understood the rules clearly enough. He was not going to bed me until we were wed, or formally engaged at any rate. We kissed and touched and he was far more aggressive than any of my other suitors had been but he naturally assumed that he was paying for my virginity and I did nothing to discourage that thought. If I was going to be ruined I wasn't going to be ruined by him.

It was only a matter of time now before he presented me with a ring and I assumed that would come almost any day. It was a sad period of time for me because the doctor had kept his word and refrained from any further physical contact with me. He was polite enough otherwise, but there was a slight chill between us. We spoke less and less and he started to have his meals served in his room. It probably was just as well since we were soon to part anyway, but it was still so very sad to live through it.


CHAPTER 18:

Sleep was hard to come by in those days and I often tossed and turned for hours before finally drifting off to slumber. It appeared that Reginald had abandoned me, even in my dreams as I rarely enjoyed his company there anymore either.

After one particularly restless night I woke from a dream of a very different kind and sat up straight in bed as if I had been yanked up by a pulley. An idea had come to me in my sleep that made perfect sense. It was so obvious I wanted to kick myself for having not thought of it earlier. I was so excited to put the plan into action that I failed to return to sleep that night but spent much of my time pacing the floor nervously. It might work. It had to work. For such a dream to come at this propitious moment must be more than mere happenstance. Perhaps God hadn't abandoned me entirely, despite my complete moral decay.

In the morning I had Jenny loan me her maid's attire, which fit me enough to wear without serious alteration. I put no makeup upon my face and simply pulled my hair back into the bonnet that was part of the maid's uniform. I then went to the kitchen and informed the girl who normally served Reginald his breakfast that I would be taking the tray up instead. She stared at me in amazement, but one doesn't question a lady when she says she wishes to do something, no matter how strange it might appear. I was still a lady...but hopefully not for long.

Reginald barely glanced at the table as I set his breakfast down for him. He really only noticed me when I stood patiently afterwards with my hands folded in front of me and my head slightly bowed.

"What the devil is all this?" he suddenly cried.

"When I came to you, nearly two years ago now, I asked you what was to become of me once the experiment was complete. You said that I was to be raised as a lady and that I would marry a suitable gentleman. But you also said that if I preferred I could retire as a respectable spinster and receive a sufficient pension for life. I humbly ask you now for a third choice. Let me remain in your employ as a servant. I need no salary, just a place to sleep and enough food to survive on," I said softly.

"But this is absurd! You're a lady, not a servant!" Reginald practically bellowed, getting more upset than I had ever seen him do.

"Excuse me, sir, but I am only a lady in the sense that I was fashioned to appear as one. I was born to a respectable family, but not one with any titles or in inherited privilege. You loaned me the use of your title by making me your ward, but by birth I am as common as anyone."

"But you're not common. You're the most damned uncommon woman I've ever known. Do you think I created you to become a common servant?"

"Excuse me again, sir, but did you not say that you did not create me? You only unlocked the female side of my nature. You also said that you were only concerned about my happiness. If this is true don't force me to leave you. If there's no place in the kitchen for me I'll wash your clothes or mend your socks or scrub your floors," I cried as I fell on my knees before him. "Don't you understand that I would rather be your maid than someone else's bride? Let me serve you in any way that I can. As a common maid who would care if you took my body at your pleasure? You have no wife to concern yourself about and don't seem inclined to acquire one. Let me serve a purpose in your life. Find some excuse to keep me here, I don't care what it is, I will do it faithfully and gladly. Oh, God Reginald don't make me go away! I would rather be your whore than his wife!"

I finally collapsed in a heap and a pool of tears. I had been doing so well up until then in my effort to sound calm and rational. It was the only real solution I could see. Far better than any sort of false marriage. Reginald was at my side at once, helping me to my feet and gently guiding me to a chair. He dried my tears and knelt beside me, taking my hand in his.

"My poor darling, what have I done? I thought I was doing the right thing by trying to see you married and secure and respectable. You can't imagine the guilt I felt at taking any human being and conducting such a radical experiment upon them. I had hoped that you would be like any other foolish young girl and fall for the first man who came your way with a bouquet of flowers in his hand, but I underestimated you so much I'm afraid. I thought that enough money would buy your happiness I suppose."

"You once said there's more to life than money," I reminded him.

"By God you have a good memory. It's obvious I'll never be able to sneak anything by you," he said with a smile.

"Then you won't send me away?" I said, suddenly feeling my heart beat a little faster.

"Of course I won't send you away. I'm going to marry you obviously, as if you hadn't orchestrated the whole thing to turn out that way."

"Can this be true?" I gasped, choking for air.

"Yes, yes it's true you crafty woman. Although since your memory is so good I trust you remember the warnings I gave you. I doubt if I'll turn out to be the ideal husband. But if I'm what you really want I'd be a total fool to not to accept."

I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him as if my life depended upon it. I was crying still, but now they were tears of joy. How funny that such radically opposed emotions could produce the same exact physical sensation. I was going to ask Reginald about that but I was too busy sticking my tongue in his mouth.

"This means you'll be able to fuck my pussy," I suddenly exclaimed, probably sounding like an idiot.

"Yes, you wicked little minx. I shall fuck your pussy. And I shall fuck any other part of your body whenever it pleases me to do so, as will be my right as your husband. How does that make you feel?"

"Tingly and wet between the legs."

"My God, sometimes I think you must be suffering from some form of nymphomania. Perhaps I should send you to Vienna where they are making studies of such sexual disorders," he joked.

"And would you want me cured?" I asked.

"No, not unless you were actually suffering."

"My suffering is over now, my darling. Can we be wed right away?"

"Afraid I'll back out on my word?"

"Never. I know you too well for that. I just want to be Mrs. Caruthers as quickly as possible."

"Lady Caruthers," he corrected me. "You forget that I also have a title. You will not only be giving the appearance of being a lady, you will be one in legal standing. And should you choose to present me with any children they will inherit all that I have to give. You worked this whole thing out rather neatly, didn't you?"

"Perhaps I played some small role in shaping events," I admitted with a slight smile. "You're a victim of your own success doctor. Women are amazingly crafty creatures when they want to be. This is what happens when you play God."

"I accept that punishment freely. Now go and pick out a gown, or whatever it is that a girl does when they plan to wed. I leave the details entirely in your most capable hands."


CHAPTER 19:

Having not been raised as a female for an entire lifetime I had no long standing dreams about weddings but there was a temptation to stage some elaborate society affair. On the other hand I felt slightly sheepish about the whole courting charade that had taken place and saw no need to flaunt myself in front of anyone. I had been presented, in good faith, as an eligible young lady and who knows how many young men called upon me under that impression, I had honestly lost count somewhere along the line. To suddenly announce that I was rejecting them all and marrying my guardian would seem as if I had been perpetrating some kind of a hoax, which was not my intention at all.

George pretty much took the news in stride. He realized that he had waited a little too long to pop the question. I don't think he had any real desire to get married, that was more the pressure he got from his family who hoped that he would settle down with the right sort of woman and end his wicked ways. I was definitely not the right sort of woman for that and I wondered if there was any fair maiden who could actually tame him.

"If you ever get tired of married life look me up," he said. "I'm sure I could devise a suitable diversion for you."

I didn't doubt that in the slightest, but I had no intention of taking him up on the offer. I was planning to be the best damn wife a man ever had.

"A shame I didn't get to taste that fruit while it was still so nice and fresh on the vine," he added. "I have a felling you've got something very lush under that gown."

It was of course a highly rude and inappropriate thing to say to a young lady, especially one who was recently engaged, but I wasn't the kind to blush at such a remark. I suppose I actually took it as a compliment in a way. I think he did sort of regret not grabbing me sooner, although he certainly had the chance.

I did allow myself the luxury of a gorgeous gown. If I had a daughter someday she might wish to wear it and the expense wouldn't seem as frivolous. As for the ceremony I opted for the most simple and convenient one allowed by law. A clergyman to officiate, enough witnesses to make it all legal, but no party or dance or gala. What did I need with any of those things? It wasn't something Reginald enjoyed, though he would have gone along with whatever foolish plan I concocted. Instead of the biggest day of my life I was just anxious to get it out of the way so that the rest of my life could begin.

We were to go on an extensive honeymoon on the Continent, which was thrilling beyond belief. I was going to see the great cities of the world and the place where Reginald had spent much of his youth. Of course I would shop in Paris for the latest fashions and take in the sights like any wide-eyed tourist but it was Reginald's bed that held the most appeal to me, no matter where that was located at the moment.

Despite the temptation we waited until our wedding night to finally consummate our relationship completely. Perhaps it was some sort of attempt at rectifying all the sin we had committed. Despite everything we had done already my legs did tremble slightly when he came to take me properly for the first time. I didn't know if it would hurt too much, but having been bum-fucked already I knew that whatever discomfort there might be would pass soon enough.

"Now, it's not all the same for all women but there is a small membrane called the hymen that partially closes the entrance to the vagina," said Reginald just before he entered me. "I'm going to have to push past that, which might be painful but you shouldn't..."

"Darling," I interrupted him. "Will you please shut the hell up and stick your big cock in my pussy?"

He laughed and did as I suggested. There was a tiny moment of pain, but it was forgotten in a flash. And just like that I wasn't a virginal girl anymore, I was a married woman. All of that fuss and bother about a silly little membrane. Why did people deny themselves so much pleasure over such foolish little things?

My virgin box was certainly snug, but unlike my anus it seemed to accommodate a man's erect penis much easier. Maybe nature did get a few things right. I may not have been born for this purpose but I filled it with joy, as my husband...I did enjoy the sound of that word...filled me with his manhood and then his life-giving essence.

"Do you truly love me darling? I mean, you don't think I just tricked you into this somehow, do you?" I asked, with my arms around his neck as the final drips of his semen were leaking into me.

"Of course I truly love you," he said as he pulled out of me and came to lie by my side. "Do I have to say it every single time we engage in coitus? I thought they called it making love so that one didn't have to constantly have to repeat the words."

"I know...but I do so like to hear you say it."

"Then I shall say it often. I shall say it so much that you grow weary of hearing it, if that will make you happy."

"And do I make you happy?"

"Darling...will you please shut the hell up and kiss me?"

Of course I did as he commanded. He was my lord and master now. If he had told me to get out of bed and clean his boots I would have done it gladly and not felt myself ill-used. Fortunately he wasn't the sort of man to do that so we snuggled together warmly instead until his cock had time to sufficiently recover and then we engaged in the dog's rig until we were both too tired to do any more but sleep.

I had been looking forward to waking up in my husband's arms but sometime during the night he had turned over and was facing away from me. I just slid over as close as I could get and pressed myself up against his back while I draped an arm over his waist. He felt so warm against my bare skin and I couldn't imagine being any happier than I was at that moment in time. I was so completely female and I wouldn't have changed that for all the tea in China. They say the Lord works in mysterious ways so maybe this was all just part of His plan. I thanked Him in any case for the blessing he had bestowed upon me, even if it had been a blessing in disguise.


CHAPTER 20:

To conclude my narrative I would like to bring things up to date. I have been happily wed now for more than three years and I am the proud mother of a beautiful baby girl that we named Alicia. I will not pretend that the childbearing process itself was without its share of pain and discomfort but like many things in life it was a price worth paying for the end result.

I had resolved to raise my child to know all of the things that a proper little lady should know. The world was changing all the time but it was still good for a woman to be prepared to do what she was expected to do. Although I also resolved to open her mind to a wider range of interests and activities if she showed any inclination towards them. In many ways I think it's best for a girl to know something of what the man's world was like, and in that I was uniquely positioned to be the ideal teacher.

We live most of the time at Argus House and I have of course been back to my old town on many occasions. Nobody has ever given me the slightest reason to suggest that they recognized me, even my old associates. Sadly, my father passed away shortly after I was wed but perhaps in a way that was for the best. I would have loved to have shown him the woman I have become and let him hold his grandchild but I doubt if he would have taken it well. I do regret that I wasn't able to at least tell him that things had all worked out for the best. At least he died in comfort with his name restored to some dignity. I had accomplished that much anyway.

My wedding the doctor had brought about a great change in the way people perceived him and I went out of my way to further the rehabilitation of his image by hosting various gatherings and being a benefactress to the town. If such a woman had married him he must not be quite the beast they had expected and that pleased me very much, not that Reginald ever warmed up to the idea of an active social life but he did seem to delight in leading me on the dance floor and I'm proud to say that I have yet to step on his toes again!

Would I have been so happy being forced into this female life had I not fallen so completely in love so soon? Who can say? If I had fought and resisted the change I might still be struggling with internal demons, trying to cling to a manhood that was long lost. Instead I tried to face the challenge with as much courage and optimism as I could muster and I think that made all the difference in the world. Whatever we have between our legs life is largely what you make of it. Some people are born paupers and others are born princes but neither one is guaranteed happiness or unhappiness, despite the position they start in. Life has a way of taking strange and unexpected turns. It certainly did for me. Hopefully now it will settle down a little for a time. I've had more than enough surprises and excitement thus far. I will proudly declare my husband's experiment a complete success, although it didn't end up exactly the way he had expected. It's a wife's duty to stand by her man and that's a responsibility I don't think I'll ever have any trouble carrying out.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

The story is presumably set in England in the late 19th century, or what is often referred to as the Victorian Era. I was more concerned about the attitudes of society, especially towards women during that period, than I was in getting involved in an overly detailed history lesson. Those attitudes would have been quite prevalent in many parts of the world, and probably still are to some extent in some places.

Gender roles were so clearly defined for Victorians that I thought it would be interesting to do a "forced feminization" story in that setting. On the one hand it would have been a tremendous shock for a man to have suddenly become a woman in those days, but on the other there would have at least been an easily definable set of rules to observe. Men and women were considered completely unique creatures with virtually nothing in common, which thankfully we know now is not the case.

I was inspired by gothic romances in general, Mary Shelley's Frankenstein and to some extent by Shaw's Pygmalion. I've always found it fascinating that one of the great "horror" stories of all time was written by a woman in 1818, at a time when it would have been considered almost unthinkable for a female to have penned such a tale.

There is an historical anachronism in that the Vienna Symphony didn't come into existence until 1900 and wasn't known by that name until 1933. Of course there were no recordings of large orchestras of any kind until the early 20th century because the process was too complicated to accommodate so many musicians at once but I wanted Lucinda and Reginald to dance to something so I took the liberty of cheating ahead a few years and gave them a suitable accompaniment.

I thought this might be more of a sinister tale of a mad doctor playing God but it's the spring time as I write this, when thoughts of love are supposedly most prevalent, so it ended up being more of a romance than I had originally intended. I guess my womanly heart just cried out for a happy ending.

Hope you enjoyed it. I know it's a bit of a departure for those who follow my work, but it was a lot of fun to write and hopefully you learned a few good Victorian slang words and phrases to break out when you can't think of anything else to say. (And yes, the words "cock," "pussy," and "fuck" were all quite popular in use even back then.)
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