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CHAPTER 1:

Guilty. The verdict didn't really come as a surprise. It was a stacked deck. Stacked against him and all of those defendants who were charged with Crimes Against the State. That was the handy catchall the government used to silence any free thinkers who dared to oppose the repressiveness of the regime.

Professor Martin James had been one of the brave few who still used the college classroom as a pulpit to preach dissent to the minds of those who hopefully were still open to hearing the truth about their once great country. Now he was in shackles on a transport vehicle being taken to a secure facility. His sentence was to be confined indefinitely and subjected to something called Adjustment Transformation, whatever the hell that was. Some kind of brain washing no doubt. That was the favorite tool of most totalitarian states. 

Martin was partially right but he had no idea what really was in store for him. He arrived at the Wingate Correctional Institute, as it was called, along with numerous other dissidents guilty of similar indiscretions. They were processed routinely like any prisoners but as they were being led to their cells the group was divided. This was alarming. It reminded Martin of the Nazi Holocaust ages ago when prisoners were divided by those who would be sent to work and those who would be sent to the gas chambers. Martin's group was led into a very plain and sterile looking room and forced to sit on chairs while a medical team of some sort appeared to be preparing hypodermic needles. So, lethal injection was it? Well, better than a firing squad or some kind of torture.

Each man had his arms and legs strapped to their chair and a nurse passed silently down the row giving injections to them all in sequence. There was really no need to secure the prisoners. Where were they going to go? Besides, these were mostly intellectuals, artists, poets and other political radicals, not people accustomed to using their fists, even in defense of their own lives. Still the State took no precautions.

It didn't take long for the injection to work and Martin felt a strange sense of bliss as he began to lose consciousness. So this is dying? It's not so bad he thought. He had fought the good fight and lost. Dying was much better than spending the rest of his days as a prisoner listening to some dreadful nonsense about the glory of the government or whatever. Don't fight it. Embrace the end. His eyes closed and his head slumped forward on his chest.


CHAPTER 2:

He wasn't dead! At least he assumed he wasn't as he slowly regained consciousness. Perhaps this was a dream state between life and death. He seemed to have some vague recollection of a whole series of strange dreams but couldn't quite remember any of them. As his mind cleared Martin took notice of his surroundings. He was in some kind of a large, circular holding cell or something of the kind. He felt heavy weights as he tried to lift his arms to rub the sleep from his eyes and realized that he was shackled to his fellow prisoners, all of whom were either lying on the floor or just sitting up as he was doing.

The strange thing was that everyone else in the room seemed to be a woman. They were all quite naked so there was no mistaking that point. Perhaps he had died after all and this was heaven! The cold hard floor and the heavy chains didn't feel too heavenly though. He noticed one of the women clutching her breasts and staring in wonder. Then one or two others began to touch themselves all over. It was sort of a strange morning ritual he thought. That was when he finally glanced down at his own body and joined the other women in their astonished examinations.

This was obviously a dream Martin thought as a wave of panic rippled through him. He had large, firm breasts, definitely not the type found on the male of the species. His hand instinctively moved between his legs and there was another shock to discover that his male genitalia were gone. Clumsily he began to poke and prod at his crotch and was bewildered by what he felt. He appeared to have a vagina. What sort of strange mind control drug was causing this kind of hallucination? He had never heard of such a thing existing but he knew that this government was heavily involved in unethical scientific research.

Suddenly a door opened and Captain Marcus, accompanied by two armed guards, entered the room.

"On your knees bitches!" he ordered.

The women, if that's what they truly were, struggled to comply against the weight of their chains and the feeling of weakness still in their bodies from whatever drugs had recently been administered.

"Good girls. This is your natural position from now on, at least when in the presence of men or female superiors, which is just about anyone other than you. You lucky girls have been chosen to launch a new program here at Wingate. We could have just locked you up in cells but that would only have kept your bodies out of society. It would have done nothing to stop your subversive minds from thinking and talking and trying to carry on your perversions from behind bars. No, we have wisely decided to simply erase all traces of the being you once were and turn you into a useful member of society."

Martin's mind was clearing more and more with each passing moment. He began to suspect that it wasn't a drug producing this female hallucination it was something much more drastic and sinister.

"You've probably noticed by this time that you have tits and a pussy where your male bits used to be. If you saw yourself in a mirror you wouldn't recognize your own reflection. Most of you turned out rather attractive I must say. That's good for you because pretty girls get nice things and have some use in this world whereas a bunch of frumpy old book worms and rabble rousers are of no use to anyone. So we changed you. It took a lot of time, effort and money to transform you bitches so I hope you appreciate it and make the Institute proud. You're the first of your kind, but surely not the last. Through surgery and genetic tinkering you've become lovely young ladies...but your brains are still rotten! But fear not, we will fix that in time. When you leave this place, if you ever do, it will be as sweet, brainless bimbos who live to serve important men and fulfill their every need. That is your new purpose in life. How well you do and how far you rise is up to you. You're all sex slaves from now on but there are many types of slaves. Do well and you may end up the private plaything of some important official. Do badly and you may be tossed to the guards for their amusement...or worse. We know you're going to fight it at first but we have devised an excellent program for your re-education. You will be served breakfast and then your first lesson will begin immediate after. Oh, by the way...you'll probably find that speech is a little difficult for a few more days. Apparently it takes some time for that adjustment to kick in but since you're just stupid sluts now nobody wants to hear anything you have to say anyway. Good morning ladies."

With that the Captain turned on his heels and exited the room. Soon a series of carts with institutional food trays were wheeled in and the women allowed to eat on the floor...with no utensils. There was no need to fight it, everyone was very hungry and still in a considerable state of shock.

Martin used this meal break to try and organize his thoughts. If the Captain was to be believed than he and his fellow inmates had been surgically transformed into women. Not impossible at all, although the results were remarkable. Throw enough money at any scientific project and anything was possible he supposed. The mid 21st Century had seen remarkable progress in field of sexual reassignment surgery...until the government banned the practice. They had no desire for "degenerates" to integrate with the populous but perhaps they had secretly carried on the work for their own purposes. Well, if he was in a woman's body so be it. He still had control of his mind and that was what he needed to hang on to at all costs.

After the meal, while still shackled together, the women were led one by one to an exposed toilet and forced to use it while a "hygienist" instructed them on the workings of their new anatomy. There was nothing to do but take your turn and pee in front of all the others. It was a strange feeling and many of the women instinctively reached for the penis that was no longer there. A sharp slap on the wrist corrected them and they continued to urinate as "proper ladies" do.

Okay, so you piss sitting down. Whatever. As long as it gets the job done. Males and females aren't that different when you get right down to it. If these bodies were constructed in a lab then the main differences, the ability to give birth and have periods and breast feed children, were not in the equation. Not unless science and technology had taken an extraordinary leap beyond the cosmetic. All of my parts are basically the same he kept reminding himself. They just look a little different. A man who has his leg amputated from a car accident injury is still the same man. A man who has his penis removed or reshaped into a vagina is still the same man if he wishes to be. Hopefully. No doubt hormone injections were involved with the process but that shouldn't alter the contents of what was in a man's head. Perhaps there would be some unexpected mood swings or other emotional side effects from whatever drugs they were being filled with but logic and reason and willpower would still remain in the brain.

After the rudimentary bathroom training the women were taken down a long hallway and brought into an auditorium of sorts. It looked much like the kind of college classroom Professor Martin had taught in many times with one notable exception. All of the chairs had arm and leg restraints similar to the ones used during their first day in prison. That would have come in handy during some of my classes Martin thought, somehow managing to maintain a small sense of humor in the midst of so much horror.

The chains were removed from the women and each prisoner was then secured to their assigned seat. They were all still naked but it hardly seemed to matter. They were processing so much difficult information so quickly that modesty was the least of their concerns at the moment.

Soon a jolly looking man in a lab coat came on stage and introduced himself as Dr. Abernathy. His tone was quite pleasant compared to Captain Marcus. Perhaps this was designed to make the prisoners feel more at ease and hence more receptive to whatever propaganda they were about to receive.

"Look at all you beautiful young ladies. My, my, my...and to think that some of my colleagues actually didn't want this assignment!"

The doctor chuckled at his own joke but he was still playing to a hostile crowd.

"I'm not going to bore you with all the technical details of how we did it but as you look at your own body and the bodies of those around you it is very obvious that we have achieved something remarkable and groundbreaking. You walked in as a random assortment of average men of all ages and woke up today as beautiful young women. It' a gift that I hope you cherish. Yes, it is a punishment for your bad behavior and there may be some unpleasant times ahead during your adjustment phase but I choose to look at it as a new beginning and a wonderful opportunity to serve the State and redeem yourself in some small way by assisting in this research project and hopefully becoming a useful member of society. Now who doesn't want that?"

There was a very large screen behind the doctor and suddenly the image of a very erect penis appeared on it.

"Now, all of you know what this is," Dr. Abernathy continued. "You all used to have one, although I must say many of you were not so well endowed as this specimen. Fortunately for you that's all in the past. Your new equipment is perfectly designed to be a receptacle for this object...even one of this size. I think we should dispense with the clinical name for things and use language that is more appropriate to your new status. We don't want your pretty little heads cluttered up with a lot of technical mumbo jumbo now do we? What we're looking at here is a cock. A nice, thick, hard cock. Turn you on? Well, there may have been a few closet fruits in the bunch that we didn't catch but no matter really. When we're done with you I promise you will all crave big juicy dicks like this. In fact, a short time from now I wouldn't be able to have you sitting her in the nude looking at something like this because it would make such an awful mess to clean up."

Some of the guards appreciated his sense of humor at least and gave out a few involuntary chuckles.

"What you are going to learn is very simple at the core of it. Whoever you were, whatever position you held or status you maintained in society is gone forever. There is no turning back from this process. Slowly but surely your brains will be molded to match your new bodies. Brains is actually kind of a polite term because what we are going to do is turn you into brainless bimbos, and I don't mean that disparagingly. You had brains and what did you do with them? Spread lies and subversion. Who wants that? You, after your training, will now be something people will want. Super sexually charged little creatures who live for carnal sensations. Doesn't that sound wonderful? You'll never have to pay a bill again or be asked to fill out a complicated document. You'll never agonize over deep mental thoughts of any kind. You will be taken care of...pampered even under the right circumstances. So I encourage all of you to give up any silly thoughts of resistance. If we can give you tits and a pussy we can surely do whatever the hell else we want to do to you so why fight it? Of course we'll be giving you some nice little injections and supplements along the way to make things easier for you but you have it in your own pretty little hands to make this whole experience a joy. How many other prisoners ever get an opportunity like that?"


CHAPTER 3:

Introduction to Bimbo 101 Martin thought as he was finally allowed to be placed in his cell. He had no roommate and assumed that the other prisoners didn't either. They probably didn't want the inmates to talk amongst each other. Too much opportunity for rebellion and organized resistance. So solitary confinement it was.

The cell was not like any prison Martin had ever seen or imagined. It was bright and cheerful with pastel colored wallpaper. There were lacy curtains on the windows and the furniture looked as if it belonged to a young girl. There were also posters of very naked, well-built men bolted to the wall, which seemed out of place in this girlish little retreat but the message was very clear. They were indeed not ordinary prisoners. They were special lab rats. Maybe there were cells of a totally different kind used for comparison to see if the surroundings helped with the forced feminization. No way to know at this point. Hopefully there would be some communal activities where one could get a word or two in with the others.

There was a very pretty dresser but no clothes inside it. Martin sat on the bed and found it remarkably comfortable. At least they had provided pillows and bedding. As prisons go this one was much more comfortable than he had imagined, especially after the cold and brutal way they were treated during their introduction to their new bodies.

There was a mirror in the room and Martin couldn't help but go look at himself. They were absolutely right that he didn't recognize himself at all. He saw a beautiful young woman with a soft and curvy body. His hair was much longer than it had been when he entered the prison so he assumed that the process had taken some time to complete. That would explain the sensation of having had a number of strange dreams. He must have been sedated heavily for long stretches at a time but there had been phases when he was at least partially lucid. Thank God for that at least he thought. It would have been much harder to deal with the knowledge that all of this work was being done on him while helpless to prevent it. If you really wanted to punish someone showing them pictures of their operation would sure do the trick. Maybe that was still coming.

Lunch was served in his cell so there was no chance to communicate with anyone. Utensils were provided and carefully checked for after he was done eating. Shortly after lunch a middle aged woman in a very smart suit was allowed into Martin's cell.

"Hello dearie! I'm Dr. Lambert. My what a pretty girl you are. And such a nice figure. You're going to be very popular with all the boys I'm sure. I envy you. I was always kind of flat chested myself. I did what I could with padding by my purpose in life is very different from yours. In our own way we each have the equipment we need to succeed. May I sit down?"

"Fell free, it's your prison," Martin tried to say but it came out as kind of a raspy, high-pitched whisper.

"Oh, that's all right darling, I know that your voice won't be up to speed just yet. Try not to strain yourself. I can hear you if you whisper or you can just nod if you like."

Dr. Lambert sat on the bed and indicated that Martin should sit next to her. There was no reason not to so he did.

"Do you like your room?"

"Not what...not what I expected from a prison," Martin managed to whisper after another scratchy start.

"Oh, my dear, don't think of this as a prison. If you had any idea what real prisons were like you would count your lucky stars that you're here instead. This is more like a school and you're in your dorm room. We are going to do everything we can to make this a pleasant experience for you."

"Why go to this much trouble over simple political prisoners?" Martin croaked.

"Well sweetie, political prisoners, as you call them, are the most dangerous kind. They have powers of persuasion over other people. The anarchist with a bomb is easy enough to catch and with a little prodding always gives up his co-conspirators. But you were a special type of problem for the government. You and your new girlfriends were the kind of people who were especially good at organizing. You had a way with words and words can be more powerful than bullets. We're going to change your vocabulary, that's all. We don't need to hear you preaching the virtues of our government or denouncing your former radical views. We're just going to erase that part of you and turn you into something soft and nice and harmless. Honestly, this whole thing is new to us as well so we're probably going to experience some growing pains along the way. In time, with your help, we'll refine the process and streamline it so it can be applied quicker and easier but we're still experimenting."

"You don't really think this will work do you?"

"Darling, you'd better hope it does. There are some people in this government who are not as progressive in their thinking. Torture is not a pleasant thing I can assure you. And it would be such a shame to damage that lovely body you've been given."

Dr. Lambert got up to leave and signaled to the guard. She turned as she was making her exit.

"Kind of reminds me of my old bedroom....well aside from all the pictures of naked men. I had to keep those hidden under the bed. You know, I think you would look really darling in some cute nightwear. I'll see what I can do about that."

With a smile and a wink she was gone. Even the little bit of talking that Martin had attempted had been a bit painful. In some ways it was even stranger to hear that voice than it was to see his own body. In his head he was speaking like the man he always was but the sounds coming out were definitely female. That kind of disconnect was very hard to deal with.

From a scientific standpoint he had to admire their technique so far. They awoke to a dash of fear and shock, reinforced by their cold surroundings and the brutal manner of their initial explanation of their condition. Heavy chains and public embarrassment on the toilet. Next came the jovial professor who tried to make light of the whole situation. Then it was off to the ultra-feminine room and the pep talk from a "fellow" female who they were no doubt supposed to bond with. The talking down to was obviously going to be a regular feature of their routine. It was maddening. In some ways perhaps the worst thing that had happened so far. Nobody ever talked down to Professor Martin James before! It was an outrage and an indignity but naturally that was the whole idea behind it. Strip away the self-respect and crush the will to fight in the process. Ingenious, but ridiculously convoluted. This must be somebody's pet project because it sure seemed like a lot of trouble for nothing.

Martin remained in his cell the rest of the day and before bedtime a package arrived for him. It contained a very flimsy and feminine see-through night gown. The guard ordered him to put it on and Martin wasn't sure what to do. 

"Put it on bitch," the guard hissed. "You don't want me to have to tell the doctor that you refused to wear her gift do you?"

Martin reluctantly held it up in front of himself and looked at it for a moment.

"Oh, you're going to look so sweet in that baby," the guard cooed.  "Look, you don't want to make me come in there and make you put that on I can promise you that. Fuck, do you really want to be naked all the time?. Don't you want some kind of clothes?"

Martin sighed and wriggled into the gown. It was a little snug in the bust line but fit surprisingly well once he got into it. The fabric felt very strange and foreign to him. It was silky and felt very nice on his skin. The guard whistled his approval.

"Oh, baby they did an extra good job on you. You should see some of the ones they had to reject at the start. Not a pretty sight. But you...man if I didn't know they had cameras everywhere I'd jump your bones in a heartbeat and give you the fucking of your life."

"What happened to the others?" Martin whispered.

"Oh...they were disposed of. You can't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs I guess. Well you have a good night princess. You look like an absolute doll. Lights out in ten minutes."

The guard walked away and Martin caught his own image in the mirror. Somehow he seemed even more feminine in this attire than he had buck naked. He had to admit that it did feel good to have something on, even if it was so sheer and revealing. It simply made him feel more human. And he did look amazing. Anyone who didn't know better would assume he had been born in this body.

As he slipped under the covers he noticed that he was feeling surprisingly sleepy. Martin had always been a very nocturnal creature who suffered from insomnia. He knew what a sleeping pill felt like and it was pretty obvious that something must have been slipped into his food.

He fought to overcome his sleepiness because he wanted to get his thoughts together but it was a losing battle. He knew he needed a plan. Whether it was to escape, resist, or commit suicide he didn't know. Suicide wouldn't be that hard as long as they kept bringing utensils with the food. A quick jab to the throat and he could probably bleed out before anyone could stop him. Resistance was logical but would also mean the potential of losing benefits and freedoms that might lead to an escape. Perhaps the key was to give the appearance of complying and being a model prisoner while still holding tight to the mental facilities that he would need to get free.

That was about as far as his thinking got before he drifted off to slumber. At least the bed was cozy and the nightgown felt so cool and fine against his body.


CHAPTER 4:

The next day the training began in earnest. Martin was taken to a private room with sort of a cubicle arrangement and strapped down to another chair. He had been politely asked to remove the nightgown before leaving his cell and had complied without objection, folding it neatly and placing it in a dresser drawer. The chair he now occupied was padded and much more comfortable than the other he had been secured to but seemed to be built on kind of angle and he noticed that his legs were spread wider than a normal chair. A sort of a helmet was carefully placed on his head and in front of him was some sort of video monitor. Just before the "show" began he felt a slight prick on his arm and realized that some sort of drug had been administered. Well, there was nothing he could do about that.

The helmet was designed to provide the audio portion of the program and even before the video appeared on the screen he was hearing a very soft, seductive female voice backed by some strange audio humming that Martin guessed was designed to induce a state of hypnosis of some kind. It certainly had a hypnotic effect although the mystery drug might be as much the source as the sexy voice telling him to relax.

"You are a woman," the voice was saying. "A beautiful young woman and you always have been."

Now images began to appear on the screen. Gorgeous naked girls were innocently touching themselves and making coy looks out the window as gossamer curtains billowed in the light. As porn goes this was very high class. Martin wasn't sure whether to close his eyes but there was nothing he could do to block out the sound and he was somewhat curious about what this programming was trying to accomplish so he watched for the time being.

The show rolled on for a while with more soft and soothing positive affirmations of womanhood. Martin was feeling pretty mellow and happy as he took part in the experience. He could almost imagine that he really was a woman...of course technically he was but that was not something he had yet to embrace. This body is just a shell, it is not who I am inside, he kept reminding himself.

"Now you're in for a real treat," the voice instructed. "You're going to experience something wonderful. Relax. Don't fight it. You want it. You need it."

Now images of naked men replaced the women and all of them had very big and very hard cocks. Martin was in sort of a dream-like haze and hadn't even noticed that a penis shaped dildo was rising up from the base of the cubicle and heading directly between his legs. Just as the rubber phallus reached the outside of his vagina the device stopped until the screen showed a woman entering a room and straddling a man's body. As she slowly lowered herself down onto the man's rigid member the dildo gently forced its way into Martin.

It was lubricated but he was actually a little wet already much to his surprise. As the girl on the screen rode up and down on her male partner the dildo more or less matched the motion.

"She how good it feels to be penetrated? Each thrust a new delight. This is how girls have sex. This is how you have sex because you are a girl. A girl named Candi. From now on that's all anyone will ever call you. You don't need to bother with a last name. You're Candi and you're a girl and you have a cock inside you. Aren't you the lucky girl?"

Martin made some effort to close his eyes but that almost made it worse for some reason. The soothing voice and the hypnotic music just seemed to fuel his imagination even more. That's probably what they had in mind all along. 

It should have been awful but it felt so damn good! The drugs...it must be the drugs he thought but his mind was not in any condition to fight the new and pleasant sensation he was experiencing. He was beginning to know what a woman felt like during sex. It was very educational he thought. Every man should try this at least once although had he been thinking clearly it would have dawned on him that such a thing was not possible for most men.

After a while the dildo stopped moving but remained firmly inside him. The screen was now filled with a cavalcade of attractive naked men and close ups of erections.

"Look at those men Candi. Look at all those big beautiful cocks. When a man puts his cock in your pussy you will always feel the wonderful, warm feeling you have right now. I'll bet you can't wait for that can you? Let's go a little longer, shall we?"

The dildo started to thrust again and Martin felt a tingle run down his spine. Instead of one couple on the screen a series of pornographic couplings appeared. The women looked so happy and the dildo was working its magic. Martin hadn't even noticed that he had been making little moaning sounds throughout the process. His heart rate was accelerating and his breathing was becoming heavier as the dildo picked up speed. 

"Oh, fuck," he cried without thinking, his voice a bit stronger than the day before.

"Nothing in the world feels this good Candi," the voice assured him. "Having a man inside you is what you were built for. It's your true calling. It's what you do well in life. Enjoy it. Men will praise you for your skill but you are the one who is truly being rewarded. Rewarded by their attention. Rewarded by their touch. You live to serve men the only way you really can."

Martin was moaning and whimpering like an idiot but there was no way to stop it. Neither could he stop the incredibly intense orgasm that ripped through his entire body and had him shaking his legs so hard it seemed as if the restraints would have to break away.

He had no idea how long this session lasted but there was a cooling off period somewhere along the line where the dildo was removed and the feminine pep talk took over his senses.

"You are so pretty. Just like the pretty girls on the screen. You're just like them in every way. See how happy they are? How wonderful it is to service a man...to belong to him? Someday you'll belong to a man of your own. Won't that be nice? You'll get to feel this good all the time."

Martin was in a trance-like state when he returned to his room. There was a present waiting for him on the bed. It was a battery powered vibrator and came with instructions that informed him that he was to use the vibrator anytime the bell rang in his room and he was not to take it out of his body until the bell rang again. Of course he was free to use it anytime he wanted to but he was required to at least do the minimum daily workout.

As he sat on the bed holding the vibrator in his hands he was tempted to try it out immediately. The feeling of that dildo in his pussy had been very enjoyable plus he was still under the influence of whatever drug he had ingested.

"So they gave you a toy right away," the guard said admiringly. "Not everybody is that lucky you know."

"Why me?"

"Someone must like you. I can sure understand why," the guard replied. "Hey, why don't you go for a little test drive. I'd love to see that."

"Okay...why not?"

Martin knew he was speaking but he didn't recognize his own voice. Neither did he understand why he was going along with this terrible request so easily. He wasn't being forced to do it. The bell hadn't even rung. For some reason he kind of liked the idea of having this man watch him masturbate.

The switch was flipped and Martin began to rub the device around the lips of his pussy. It felt really good. He glanced at the guard and saw a look of torrid lust in his eyes. He tried to gauge whether the guard was getting erect but it was hard to tell. If he wasn't erect he must be gay Martin thought as he slipped the vibrator inside his moist slit.

"Oh baby you are going to be the belle of the ball, that's for sure," enthused the guard. "That's it baby, work it! Damn Candi you take to thing like a duck to water!"

Candi. The guard had called him Candi. That wasn't his name...was it? Oh, who cares? Can't think about mundane things like that right now. Got to concentrate on getting off.

Eventually Martin did climax again and sort of flopped, exhausted on her back. If this is prison I hope it's a life sentence he thought. What a wonderful experience.

"Man Candi I would love to come in there and lick your wet pussy but I've got to go. Thanks for the show baby. You really made my day!"

The guard was gone and Martin was alone with his thoughts but they weren't the thoughts he wanted or expected. A side of his brain kept struggling to break free. A voice in his head pleaded for reason and restraint but it was a surprisingly faint voice. Food came and was received appreciatively. No thought at all of jamming a fork in his neck. What a silly thought that was. Where did that come from?

Martin was feeling sleepy so he decided to take a little nap. It wasn't hard at all to drift off feeling this relaxed and happy. When he woke he began to realize what he had done and felt totally ashamed of himself. Had he really been that easy to win over? Had he offered any resistance at all? How was he going to resist if such powerful drugs were involved? There was nothing to be ashamed of he reminded himself. His new body was built to respond to certain physical stimuli, that's all. The drugs and the quasi-hypnosis just tapped into that to create the desired response. Yet he was forced to admit that it had created the desired response. These people knew their business.

The guard...what to make of the guard? Was he genuinely smitten or was this all just part of the program? Having a guard as an ally could be really useful but one had to take cautious steps where that was concerned. Perhaps everyone had a guard like this, maybe even the same guy. If he could be manipulated into thinking that Candi had a sexual interest in him perhaps that would be the key to escaping. A promise of running away together and being his woman or something like that. Lust will test anyone's affiliations and allegiances. On the other hand it could be a trap. He would have to play that hand very cautiously indeed.

The bell rang after dinner but Martin was not feeling the same drug induced euphoria. Still it wasn't the worst thing in the world one had to do on command. Better to play along and try to seem like a happy camper.

Even without chemical inducement the vibrator still felt amazingly good as Martin serviced his pussy once more, this time without an audience. It's just friction he kept telling himself. I'm just jacking off that's all. People masturbate all the time. If this is how it's done now then so what? There were worse things in the world than getting your rocks off. Way worse he thought as he lay back and started to really enjoy himself.


CHAPTER 5:

Time passed and there was still no contact with other prisoners. There were similar training sessions all the time. Some basically the same as the first and others with slight variations like being on his hands and knees and receiving the dildo from behind while watching beautiful couples happily going at it doggy style. Sometimes drugs were used and sometimes they weren't. It was all no doubt part of the research data they were gathering.

Dr. Lambert made frequent visits that were often accompanied by little gifts of one sort of another. She definitely had a very relaxed way about her and made a person feel at ease. Yes, she was the enemy and another part of the evil scheme to break down his will but he couldn't help liking her a little. Hopefully she was just doing her job out of fear or misguided politics. He hated the idea that she might be the evil mastermind behind this whole enterprise.

"Hello Candi! You're looking well," the doctor said brightly on one of her surprise visits.

"Thank you Dr. Lambert. I'm feeling well."

"And your voice is so strong and clear an feminine now," the doctor said with pride. "We can actually have some serious girl talk now."

"I'd like that."

"I brought a little something for you. It's a bra and panties. Go ahead and try them on. I want to see how pretty you look in them."

Martin did as he was told and soon had the undergarments on although he fumbled with the bra for quite a while.

"Here, let me show you how that's done sweetie."

With the doctor's expert guidance Martin was getting in and out of his new bra with ease. Like the nightgown this underwear felt considerably better than his old briefs and a t-shirt.

"My goodness you look delightful! And see how that bra accentuates your ample bosom?"

It did make Martin's tits stand up even more than normal. He admired himself in the mirror while Dr. Lambert continued to lavish praise upon his looks.

"I don't have any clothes to wear these under," Martin pointed out.

"You don't need any sweetie, at least not at the moment. Just wear them around in your room when you feel like it."

"Thank you for the present. I really like it."

"Oh, you're welcome honey. You're such a good girl you're one of my favorites you know. Some girls are...well I don't want to use the word bitchy, but not everyone is as appreciative as you are. You're my little angel."

Fight it though he might he couldn't help but feel a sense of pride at her comments. She was such a wonderful mother figure, even though they were probably both about the same age. Martin just looked so much younger in his new body.

At this point it was becoming difficult for Martin to tell how much of his personality was an act and how much was real. He had definitely been trying to give the appearance of conformity and co-operation. It just made life so much easier for one thing. There was no chance that he was going to tunnel out of here using a stolen spoon or something or make a rope out of his bed sheets and climb out a window. Presumably all this training was leading up to something. There had been talk of becoming someone's mistress. If he could play his part convincingly enough maybe he would get that kind of assignment. A horny politician who thought his sex slave was well-behaved might easily let his guard down. It would certainly provide a better opportunity for escape than being trapped in this place with all the cameras and armed guards everywhere.

"Dr. Lambert...where am I going to go after this?" Martin asked as sweetly and innocently as possible.

"After this? Well that's not something to worry about now my dear. I'm sure you'll do very well wherever you go."

"I just want to please you."

"And you do darling. You please me so much."

Dr. Lambert had warmly stroked Martin's cheek while saying those words and Martin could feel an involuntary tear running down them.

"Now put your nice under things away in your dresser. It's almost time for class," the doctor reminded him.

"Class" was a little different today. Drugs were administered and the forced feminization programming ran as usual but in the middle of the process Martin was released from the chair and led to a different room that looked like a small TV studio.

There was a very handsome young man with the body of an Adonis standing around wearing just a very small, tight pair of briefs and several technicians operating the video equipment. One of them stepped forward and introduced himself as Mr. Carpenter.

"You're in for a real treat today Candi," Carpenter said in a very pleasant tone of voice. "You're going to make a little TV show. Won't that be fun?"

"I think so."

"Of course you do. Who wouldn't want to be on television? Now all you have to do is stand over here my dear and look right at this camera. Do you see the box in front of it? Good. The box is going to show you what to say and all you have to do is read those words out loud. What could be simpler?"

"I've never acted before," Martin pointed out in his slightly drowsy voice.

"We don't want acting...we want reality. You're just going to say what you see in the box while this nice man over here gives you some extra special attention. Are you ready to try it? Good. Places everyone!"

Martin was led to what looked sort of like a podium but was basically just a padded bar on a stand. Meanwhile the muscle man stripped off his shorts and began stroking his cock. Still amped up on drugs and the training session that was interrupted Martin found himself terribly aroused by the sight. The hunk took his place directly behind Martin and without warning slid his prodigious cock in Martin's pussy while simultaneously pushing him down on the padded bar.

This wasn't latex, it was the real deal and that made a huge difference. Martin had been wondering what it felt like to actually be fucked by a man and now he was learning in a hurry. After a few minutes of being humped from behind a red light appeared above the camera he was supposed to look at and the teleprompter began to display his "lines" for the scene.

"Ok Candi...just start reading. And remember to sound cheerful!"

"Hi...I'm Candi but I used to be Professor Martin James. Can you imagine that? Me a professor?"

It was hard to read in this position, especially with someone so forcefully banging his ass along with the fact that Martin's sexual stimulation was in overdrive.

"I've said some silly things in my time but as you can see at heart I've always just been a silly little girl. Now with the government's help and compassionate understanding I'm able to live the life I was meant to live. And I'm loving every inch...oops...every minute of it."

"Let's go again. Not so mechanical this time sweetie. Say it like you mean it! Giggle if you want to."

"It's hard to talk with a dick inside me. I've never felt anything like this before," Martin suggested.

"Ease up a little on the thrusting stud and let the girl talk. You can start pounding her again at the end. Quiet. Rolling."

The process was repeated several times and with Mr. Carpenter's enthusiastic direction Martin was able to do a convincing job. It really helped when Carpenter read the lines out loud so that Martin could hear how he was supposed to say them. The words seemed silly and didn't make much sense to him but he knew a good thing when he felt it and he was in no hurry to finish this most enjoyable session. Finally it did end though and the muscle man just pulled out unceremoniously.

"I think we got enough to cut together," said a technician.

"That was very, very good Candi. Did you enjoy that?" asked Carpenter.

"Very much. Can we do it again?"

"Not right now sweetie, we have to let other girls have a turn."

It was disappointing not to have seen the act to completion but for a first time with a real man the results had been spectacular. The human connection was so much more pleasant than simply playing with latex, even if the situation was a little strange and not exactly romantic.

When the best parts of each take were "cut together" the effect was exactly what they were hoping for. There was no penetration shown and with Martin bent over the podium no nipples were seen but it was quite obvious what was happening in the video. This video, and the ones made of other inmates, were shown on national television as "teasers" for a longer feature program that was to air in a few weeks. Naturally some people assumed it was all a hoax and just actors claiming to be the prisoners but many people, especially those who followed the State blindly, easily accepted the idea that these former radicals had been taught the ultimate lesson in humility. The name of Martin James and the others on display quickly became the punch line for countless smutty jokes. That was exactly what the government was hoping to accomplish. A political prisoner rotting in jail can easily become a martyr to the cause of rebellion but it was hard to take any of these people seriously now. It was also a powerful warning to others not to speak out. This was the fate that awaited you.

For the friends and loved ones of the prisoners these videos came as a total shock. None of the inmates had been allowed any visitors so far or had any contact of any kind so it was impossible to tell what exactly was happening to them. The prospect of a family member being the object of some bizarre sex change experiment was quite disturbing.

The "documentary" that eventually followed the teaser ads drew an enormous audience. It appeared to prove quite conclusively that the spunky young girls getting bonked in the ads were indeed the former male dissidents they claimed to be. There was no mention of drugs or mind control so the whole thing made it appear that the prisoners had accepted their fate rather quickly and easily, implying that they were simply tapping into their closeted true nature.

As propaganda goes the program was a rousing success. It was a strong statement about the scientific prowess of this government and a very powerful means of silencing the opposition.


CHAPTER 6:

"When are these girls going to be ready?"

A group of government officials and doctors were seated in a conference room at the Institute. The documentary program had created a great deal of interest in the project and the government was anxious for a status update.

"Each of the test subjects is progressing at their own individual pace," Dr. Lambert explained. "Some are more compliant than others. What we're most concerned about is how much of their new behavior is drug induced and how much free will. It's difficult to tell because each subject is bound to react to the process differently. These things just take time."

"And money," one of the government men reminded her. "We'd like to start recouping some of our investment."

"I'd say you already have Counselor," Dr. Lambert shot back. "Your television campaign appears to be a great success. Polls indicate that the vast majority of the populous fully accepts the idea that these former male radicals are now harmless, wanton women. Wasn't that the primary goal of this project?"

"Politically it's a very promising start," the Counselor admitted. "However the budget overruns on this project are raising some eyebrows you know. Nobody expects you to run this program as a profit-making venture but we were at least hoping that these girls could bring in some money to at least give the appearance of earning their keep to some extent."

"There are any number of ways that we may accomplish that once the girls are ready," said  Dr. Abernathy as he took a deep draw from his pipe. "Prostitution, either high class outcall or in some sort of bordello arrangement is one way of generating some revenue. Another option is short term rentals of groups of girls for private parties, conventions and so on. Much higher fees can be demanded for that sort of thing and of course the girls can go back to escorting in between such jobs. Individual sale of the top subjects might be quite rewarding, especially if they're sold in an auction environment. No way to tell how high the bidding might go for the right girl. That way we're not only making a profit from the sale we're also relieving ourselves of the cost of further maintenance and upkeep."

"How quickly can we implement that?" another government man asked.

"We can't rush these subjects along, especially if you want to send them out into the world away from our direct control and supervision," Dr. Lambert insisted.

"Are you suggesting that something could go wrong?"

"Obviously something could go wrong," Dr. Lambert replied. "This is a very complicated scientific experiment that's never been tried before. There is a learning curve involved. The ideal subject is one who embraces her new role in life freely and happily without the need for drugs or constant psychological reinforcement. We don't want people slipping back into their old mindset once they leave here. And of course there's always the possibility that someone could trick us into believing that they were assimilated as a way to escape or at least avoid more severe punishment. You've got to remember that these were some of the brightest minds in the country before coming here."

"A strange way to describe radical criminals."

"Yes, but true I'm afraid. Their mental power is what made them so dangerous, is it not? A simple thug can be broken by the lash but intellectuals often have a way of compartmentalizing their brain. They're natural leaders, not followers so it's much harder to turn them into sheep. In the general prison population I've got thousands of candidates who would be better suited to this task due to their psychological profile or pre-existing sexual orientation," Dr. Lambert concluded.

"And we will look into that down the line...if this project proves to be worth continuing over the long haul," said the Counselor.

"We have a number or top subjects that we think are making excellent progress," Dr. Abernathy chipped in. "I think they're ready to accelerate their training a bit. The next phase is moving from isolation to more communal activities. They need to develop their social skills as females and bonding with other women will only strengthen that."

"I'm not really sure that we're ready for that step," Dr. Lambert protested.

"With a few of the best cases, that's all. Let's go ahead and see what happens shall we? Perhaps we're not giving ourselves as much credit as we deserve."

For Martin the video experience was still kind of hazy. He knew generally what had happened but it all seemed a pleasant memory in his mind. His mind was considerably more focused on the sex act than on the reading of some lines of dialogue. Even saying his old name out loud seemed kind of strange to him. He was disconnected from it now. He was becoming Candi more and more each day.

He had a dress now and was thrilled when he was instructed to put it on over his lingerie and be ready to report for a special treat. Treats were always nice. His room looked so much more attractive and feminine now with the addition of little gifts from Dr. Lambert.

Martin was especially thrilled to see that he was joining a line of other women, also in pretty dresses, who were heading into a room he had never been in before. There were no chains or armed guards, just Dr. Lambert leading the pack into what appeared to be sort of a beauty salon.

"Well ladies, since you've all been such good girls and look so pretty in your new dresses we've decided to make you even prettier. These nice ladies are going to teach you all about makeup and hair styling. You're all going to get a wonderful makeover. Won't that be fun?"

There was a ripple of girlish glee throughout the crowd. The women in the videos all looked so beautiful with their gorgeous hair and well-applied cosmetics. It was hard not to feel envious when looking in the mirror. They were all very attractive without any makeup but this was bound to enhance their appearance.

The girls were all assigned to a station and there were numerous female attendants who helped explain what all of the strange creams and powders were for. There was some experimenting to find the right shade of blush or lip gloss that worked best with an individual's complexion and all of the girls seemed to enjoy the opportunity to play around with these fascinating new gadgets. It definitely took some practice to get it right but everyone was eager to learn.

The process of transformation was broken up into several different stages. The first one was getting the subject to accept the new gender as valid. A man had to actually believe that he was now a woman before anything else could be accomplished. This was the process of sexual identification. See the girl be the girl.

The next stage was much more difficult to accomplish and that was the process of changing the subject's sexual orientation. Formerly heterosexual males needed to be convinced that they were actually attracted to men. The Institute was operating under the theory that the average person's sexual preferences actually balanced on the edge of a razor. There was not that great a difference between being "straight," "gay," or "bi-sexual" and most people at some point either experimented or harbored some sort of secret curiosity or desires. They were banking heavily on studies that seemed to show that social pressure and rigid societal gender role reinforcement played an enormous part in keeping people on the "right track" when choosing sex partners. Hormone therapy had also shown a tendency to alter one's sexual preference so the Institute was banking on a variety of things to make their new women crave men.

After that came what the program called "Ultra Feminization." It was a rather derogatory term for the process of turning these newly minted women into extreme examples of the negative female stereotype. It involved trying to "dumb them down" and replace their normal thoughts, desires and ambitions with ones revolving exclusively around their appearance and popularity. In many ways they were trying to produce emotionally stunted little girls with grown up bodies and sexual desires. Treat them like children. Strip away their independence. Make them totally reliant on strong authority figures, mostly men, to control them completely. Some of the people in the program referred to it jokingly as "bimbofication."

The final phase was what one might call "Finishing School." This would be the icing on the cake. To make these girls not just passable facsimiles of females but to cultivate their charm and grace and style to the point where they were the most desirable women on the planet and available...for a price.

It obviously wasn't really necessary to go that far. Slaves had been taught to behave for centuries with much cruder methods and these women would be fucked eventually whether they liked it or not. They could be kept in chains and punished at will and forced to do unspeakable things that made their stomachs turn but that would not be the scientific triumph they were hoping for. If this process worked it could be applied in many different ways that had nothing to do with sexual assignment. An army of fearless warriors could be developed. Average citizens with no deep political convictions could be turned into fanatics. The possibilities were endless. The doctors behind the program knew what they were doing by choosing sex as the jumping off point. It was deliciously salacious. Many of the men who voted their approval of the program were counting on reaping the benefits personally at some point. Sex sells.

Martin gave every indication of having passed the first stage with flying colors. He knew he was a woman and seemed to be embracing it remarkably well. He had also demonstrated that under the right circumstances at least he would not only not object to sexual congress with men but would actually look forward to it. With the drugs so heavily involved it was always difficult to tell for sure but he made the short list of promising candidates. There was also some radical hormone therapy going on that had never been tried extensively but had shown promise in laboratory rats. The ultimate quest was total gene manipulation but that was still a year or two away from being applied to humans.

Martin and his fellow "star pupils" were being exposed to the more advanced phases of the operation a little sooner than hoped for but today's test was going like gangbusters. All of the makeup tables were wired for sound and every word spoken in the room was being recorded and monitored. There was nothing but happy girl talk going on in there at the moment. No sign of anyone trying to communicate any secret messages. They were just happy girls, giddy almost, pleased that they had been chosen for this great honor and delighted with the results of their makeover.

For Martin resistance had cracked rather quickly; a testament to the skill of his captors more than a sign on his personal weakness. Everything was so new and exciting. How many people get to start life over as an entirely different person? If there was still a spark of rebellion in him it was deeply repressed at the moment. He may have planned to "play along" to increase his chances of escape but right now he couldn't think of anyplace he'd rather be.


CHAPTER 7:

It's hard to say exactly the day Martin really became Candi for good but it had happened. He was now she in every sense possible. The past seemed distant, hazy and slightly unpleasant like a bad childhood memory that one tries to block from their mind. Who she had been before didn't matter now. She was being given a second chance. She hoped that she would do a better job this time.

Life really was more like living on a college campus these days. The girls were granted so much more freedom. They could hang out in communal areas and watch carefully selected movies or read appropriate magazines. They could even visit each other in their rooms from time to time. Of course there was an enormous emphasis on sex. It was simple enough to force a restrained person to accept their fate but great strides were being made in turning these test subjects into highly charged sex machines. Unlike a real college there was no great thinking involved and no challenging questions asked. Everything had something to do with becoming the ideal fuck toy.

There were regular classes now in "Oral Technique." These were always group sessions to encourage the women to be completely comfortable about their sexuality in a public environment. Well hung studs would be presented and the girls would be assigned to suck their cocks, always coached, encouraged and graded by some cheerful assistant. Another benefit of the communal nature of these exercises was that it promoted a degree of competition. The girl who gave the best head that day was always rewarded with some kind of prize. At this school it really paid to be a good little cock sucker.

Candi was good but she knew she wasn't the best...yet. There was a blonde named Barbie who was really terrific at taking even the largest dicks deep down her throat without gagging. Candi wanted to hate Barbie for being better than her but she couldn't help but like the bubbly blonde. So was so sweet and never acted stuck up about her prowess.

The first time a man shot cum in Candi's mouth it came as a little bit of a shock. They had all been fed cum with a spoon for some time but that was usually sweetened slightly and the taste of the real thing shooting out of a man's prick was actually more salty and bitter than anticipated. It still tasted good but it was different so it took a little getting used to. The men being used for these experiments had been kept on a very strict diet so their semen tasted as good as it possibly could but nature is a strange thing and people are unique so some guys just had a better flavor than others.

The important thing they learned was that the taste was not what mattered. Cum was a reward for a job well done. It was a clear sign that the man was pleased and that the woman had done her job. That's what counted most. That's all that really mattered now. Making a man cum was the greatest achievement they would ever accomplice in their lifetime. It was their only reason for existing. If they did it well life would be pleasant. If they did it poorly they would be punished. If they failed...well it wasn't nice to talk about the girls who failed.

There were plenty of test subjects who did fail for one reason or another. There were a few suicides and some total mental breakdowns that seemed beyond repair. The severe mental cases were quietly disposed of. There was really no point in wasting much time on a few rejects.

The more rebellious subjects were often punished in a variety of ways. It might be something simple like taking away rights and privileges or more extreme. The guards were allowed to use electric "cattle prods" on the more hostile and uncooperative inmates. Forced sex with an individual guard might be mandated and there were even gang-bang sessions at times for those who fought against the system. These women would never make high class hookers but they would still be serviceable to someone providing that they weren't beaten too often or two severely. The Army was always looking for a source of working girls to serve the troops and they weren't too picky about where they came from or how "classy" they were.

Candi was on the fast track to success. Perhaps Martin had some latent female tendencies or even homosexual leanings that had never manifested themselves before but the system was designed to work on even the most stubbornly macho of characters which Martin definitely had not been. In any case Candi was not only co-operative but enthusiastic. Scientists had speculated that this might be the case with highly intelligent and motivated people. The theory was that people accustomed to overcoming challenges and being successful in their environment would apply those same traits to their new situation with a little careful prodding in the right direction. Goal oriented people needed goals. All you had to do was convince them that their new goals were to be pretty and to fuck like bunnies. 

The modern woman steeped in feminist teachings and empowered by generations of strong role models breaking down barriers would be absolutely horrified by the image of "typical" womanhood as presented at the Institute. It played up centuries old stereotypes of women as weak and helpless. It latched on to every pink and frilly fantasy it could find. Had they simply applied some of their techniques and surgical advances to voluntary sexual reassignment cases they would have been accomplishing something very positive and the women who came out of the program would have an excellent chance of integrating back into society. Unfortunately the greatest advances in technology and science were often the result of evil intentions or fueled by major wars. The motivations behind this program were definitely evil and perverse but it was hard not to be impressed by the successful results from a clinical standpoint.

"Good morning Candi!"

Dr. Lambert was paying Candi a visit in her room and seemed to have a gift box with her. Candi was always excited to see what nice new thing the good doctor might have brought her.

"Good morning Dr. Lambert."

"I want you to know how proud I am of you. Look how far you've come. How much you've learned about making yourself pretty and desirable to men. Not everyone can do that you know. You're a very special girl and I've got a lovely surprise for you."

"Is it in that box?" Candi asked hopefully.

"Well, that goes along with it. The surprise is that you're going to a party."

"A party? Oh, my goodness."

Candi clapped her hands and kind of bounced up and down on the bed.

"I thought you'd be pleased," said Dr. Lambert with a smile. "It's a party for some very important and powerful men. Men that we want to please very much. I don't expect you to understand the reasons why they're so important so just take my word for it. It's very, very important to me personally that all of these men are completely satisfied and happy after the party. That's where you come in. You must make yourself available to their pleasure in any way that they desire. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, I think so."

"And do you think you're ready for such a big responsibility?"

"I promise I won't let you down."

"Of course you won't. You're such a good girl."

Dr. Lambert put her arms around Candi and hugged her warmly.

"If you make a good impression who knows? One of these nice men might want to make you his own someday. Wouldn't that be something? To belong to a very rich and powerful and important man. What an honor that would be."

"Do you think I'm good enough?" Candi asked.

"You've got all the makings my dear. This party will be a little test to see how much you've really learned and how badly you want to succeed. Just relax and have fun and apply all the skills you've learned. It should come quite natural to you now. Now for what's in the box."

It was a dress for the party and Candi was speechless. It was so slinky, and sexy and elegant. There was also some very sexy new lingerie to go with it.

"Now you can try it on and get comfortable in it but remember it's for the party so don't wear it around anywhere else."

Candi was floating on air. She didn't know how many other girls were going or who they might be but she was determined to hold up her end of the bargain. She wasn't sure what belonging to a man ultimately meant but it sounded great. It would be a little hard if it meant leaving this place and her new friends but having the chance to serve someone so far above her in status was an honor worth making sacrifices for.


CHAPTER 8:

The party was held in a spectacular mansion up in the hills with a breathtaking view of the city lights below. There were seven girls in all and they were transported to the party in a limousine. If Candi had thought about it this would have seemed like a strange transition from the way she arrived at the Institute but that was nowhere on her mind at the moment. It was all just so thrilling to be out and driving around the big city. It was like seeing it for the first time.

There would definitely be plenty of security guards at the party but that was only natural with so many important men in attendance. There were also some "medical attendants" just in case anyone needed a quick injection to keep their spirits up. The girls were all slightly medicated but not enough to blur their speech or make them appear to be unnatural in any way. They were simply administered "party drugs" that anyone might take before a big night on the town.

Unbeknownst to them Dr. Lambert and Dr. Abernathy and a few other doctors from the Institute would be there as well, monitoring the activity from a secret room. They had a lot riding on this and wanted to monitor everything that happened very closely. If there was even a hint of trouble they planned to intercede and see if the damage could be repaired. If not the offending girl would be removed from the party and returned to the Institute for discipline and further analysis.

Candi tried not to be disappointed by the fact that most of the men at this party were quite a bit older and much less attractive than the men they saw in the videos or the ones they practiced with at Wingate. It had been drummed into her head, especially recently, that a man's physical appearance was not important. His place in society was what really mattered. Only girls worried about their looks because that was their job and their heads weren't suited to being filled with important thoughts and complicated decisions. When a man has to run a corporation or a country he can't be bothered with such frivolous things. A woman was there to provide him with some much deserved relief from the burdens and cares of his daily life. Candi knew this even if she didn't totally comprehend the complexity of the concept. These men were here to have a good time and the girls were there to provide it.

The men were mostly in tuxedos or very expensive suits and there were a number of pretty maids in very short skirts moving about serving drinks. The party girls were not to eat or drink unless a man insisted upon it. No one wanted to take a chance in disrupting the chemical balance in their system. They needed more time to experiment with that.

From their observation post the doctors held their breath as the girls made their grand entrance. It was really too soon to be trying something like this but the pressure had been building to deliver some kind of product and all they could do now was cross their fingers and hope for the best.

"Gentlemen...you've all heard about these lovely ladies...some of them you've no doubt already seen on television." a man in a tuxedo was saying as the girls were paraded in.

His little joke was well-received. It was actually a calculated risk. Reminding these men that only a short time ago the women in front of them were also men might be a big turn off but it was also the whole reason this project existed. Some of the men would probably prefer to just block this reality from their minds but there were those who would no doubt enjoy themselves all the more by knowing that they had conquered and humiliated their adversaries in such a delightfully practical way. In any case there was definitely no respect for the girls as human beings, just admiration for their beauty.

The girls were free to mingle but there wasn't going to be much chitchat. They weren't there for that and they wouldn't have anything too interesting to say. The doctors made a note of that. The top level girls should be skilled in polite but meaningless conversation. Little harmless jokes and male ego stroking. It was another reason why this party could turn into a disaster.

Without much socializing going on there really wasn't anything else to do but get down to the fucking. There was a definite pecking order in the room. The most important men chose their partners first. There should have been more than seven girls but these were the ones the Institute had the most faith in. Some men would have to wait their turn. Power has its privileges.

Candi was one of the first girls selected, which was not surprising as she was really a standout beauty and exuded a natural sexiness. The Minister of Finance took her by the hand and led her to an upstairs room. Dr. Lambert sighed with pride that one of her favorites had been singled out by such an important man. He held the governmental purse strings and his voice carried much weight in matters of finance.

The Minister was a fairly average looking man about fifty years in age and sporting a full head of silver hair and a distinguished goatee. Candi thought he looked very impressive. The Minister sat on the edge of the bed and instructed Candi to twirl around a few times so he could get a good look from all sides.

"Candi...that's a delightful name. Why do they call you that?" the Minister inquired as he began to undress.

"Hopefully because I'm so sweet and tasty," Candi replied without really thinking about it.

"Damn! Wit and tits...what a delightful combination."

The doctors monitoring the room gave each other "high fives" all around. They had no idea where she came up with that but it hit the bulls eye. Maybe she had read it in a magazine or seen it in one of the movies. They would make a note to look into that later.

"So what do you like to do Candi?" asked the Minister as he slipped off his pants.

"It doesn't really matter what I like does it? I'm sure I'll like whatever you'd like to do to me," she replied.

"That's the perfect, pragmatic answer. I'm sorry, you probably don't know what that word means but you're absolutely right. I wish my wife thought more like you do. She could stand to take a few lessons. Of course she doesn't have your...natural assets either. Slip out of that dress and let me take a good look at you."

Candi did as she was told and her beautiful party dress slid to the floor. She had crotch-less panties with a garter belt and sheer stockings along with a pushup bra that exposed her nipples. The Minister began to get hard very quickly.

"Should I take the rest of my clothes off?" Candi sweetly inquired.

"No, no they look quite practical. Well, maybe lose the bra. I want to get a better look at those big titties."

Candi had fumbled with her first bra but she had practiced and practiced and could now flick it off with and effortless move of her hand. Her gorgeous breasts now hung firmly but naturally from her body. The Minister was seriously impressed.

"Come over here and suck my dick."

She gracefully crossed the room and kneeled down before the Minister. Before she took his rod in her mouth she gave him the most delightful little smile that almost made him shoot his wad right there and then. Then she got down to business. His dick wasn't all that big so she found it incredibly easy to accommodate it in her throat. She knew she could take him all the way down to his balls but she was in no hurry to get there. She licked and sucked and stroked like a real professional, always remembering to look up at her man periodically. That really seemed to drive the Minister insane although it didn't prevent him from suddenly grabbing her head and forcing it down on his pecker.

"That's it bitch...take all of it...suck that big cock you little slut!"

Since the cock wasn't that big she had no trouble taking all of it and soon her lips were on his scrotum. He was getting rougher with his hands on her hair but she knew how to breathe through her nose and not make really unpleasant gurgling sounds while deep-throating. She tried to help him prolong the experience but it was actually remarkable that he held out as long as he did. Hot sticky goo was slamming against the wall of her throat but as soon as the Minister released his grasp she took the opportunity to lick him clean as she had been taught, flashing little smiles in between.

"Holy crap you are one fine little cocksucker!"

The words were like music to her ears. Her first assignment and it appeared to have gone very well. She hoped Dr. Lambert would be happy, completely unaware that the doctor had watched the whole thing and was now wiping a small tear from her eyes.

"I want to be selfish and keep you all to myself but I must admit it's going to take me a little while to recover. I think I'll do the gallant thing and let someone else have a crack at you. Maybe later I'll be ready for another round. Why don't you go downstairs and see what kind of mischief you can get into," the Minister suggested with a wink.

Candi started to dress but the Minister interrupted her.

"No, why don't you go down there just as you are? Clothes just get in the way of more urgent things and I'd like everyone to see what a righteous little piece of ass I just had. You can leave your things on that table over there. No one will disturb them I promise."

"Thank you Minister. You honor me."

"The pleasure was all mine. I certainly found out how sweet you are but I may just need to see how tasty you are as well."

Candi put her dress and her bra on the table and walked alone down the stairs. There were still a number of men in the room but the ratio of males to females had been equalized a bit by some spirited group sex. A girl named Bambi was on a couch getting fucked by one man while sucking another off in front of her. It looked like fun.

Despite all the activity going on in the room Candi turned quite a few heads as she made her entrance. She just looked so fine and fuckable. The Minister was a lucky bastard for getting her first but now she was up for grabs...literally. A circle of men soon enveloped her, joking, leering, praising, touching. 

"Well...doesn't anyone want to fuck me?" Candi pouted. 

The doctors practically fell off their chairs and Candi was lifted off the ground by several horny men who carried her over to a table. They set her down on her feet, turned her to face the table and pushed her torso down so that she was bent over the furniture. The man who got his dick out the fastest took possession and began to thrust at her pussy from behind.

"Look fellows...it's just like being on TV!"

Everyone laughed appreciatively.

"How do you like that Professor?" the man snarled as his humping became more violent. "Not so high and mighty now are you? You're just a dumb little cunt now aren't you?"

Dr. Lambert was alarmed and got up to intervene but Dr. Abernathy tried to calm her down.

"This could be a disaster," protested Dr. Lambert. "Referencing television probably sailed right over her head but directly calling her Professor is a dangerous turn."

"Relax. She's doing fine. She's already completely won over the Minister of Finance, who quite frankly was the most important man in the room as far as we're concerned. She's performing like a champ. One obscure reference to a life she barely remembers isn't likely to trigger anything," said Dr. Abernathy.

"You better be right that's all I can say."

The party pretty much devolved from there into an out and out orgy. Candi and the others found themselves being fucked in every imaginable way shape and form. The combinations seemed endless. Some men jumped on for a while and others stayed to shoot their load. Those seven girls got the sexual workout of a lifetime. Finally it was time to call it a night and the girls went searching for their clothing. They were all hot, sticky messes but they weren't allowed to shower before leaving so they just had to pull on their precious party attire and make the best of it as they slumped into the waiting limo and returned to Wingate. It had been quite a night for all parties concerned.

Candi was spent but happy. She was sure she had done a good job. But one thing kept nagging at the back of her mind. Why did that man call her Professor?


CHAPTER 9:

The party girls were allowed to shower and go straight to bed when they got home but the next day they were gathered together for a debriefing and evaluation session led by Dr. Lambert.

"First off I want to say that you all exceeded our wildest expectations. Sugar, you really shouldn't have shown reluctance when that very important man wanted to enter you anally."

"But I've never had anything in there," Sugar protested.

"I know you haven't darling and that's not your fault. We're all definitely going to work on that in the future but the most important lesson we've tried to teach you is that you always do whatever you're asked or told to do and do it gladly."

"But it hurt!"

"I'm sure it did sweetie and as I said, we're going to take steps to correct that but in the future you must try harder to be exactly what the man requires. Do you think you're more important than he is?"

"No," Sugar softly whimpered.

"Of course you're not. You're not important at all unless you're making a man happy and some men just prefer that type of sex."

"I'm sorry. I'll do better next time."

"I know you will honey. We're just pointing these little things out to make you better. You did an excellent job of giving head. Really high marks for that."

Sugar seemed pleased by that and tried to hold back the tears that were welling up.

"Bambi that was excellent work on the couch. You really seemed to be enjoying yourself."

"Oh, I was," Bambi purred.

"I know none of you were prepared for all the group sex that happened but again, that's our fault not yours. That's an advanced lesson that we weren't planning to get to quite so quickly but...well things happen sometimes and you have to make the best of it, which all of you did admirably," said the doctor.

All of the girls were very pleased to hear this. No one wanted to be singled out for criticism.

"Now I simply have to mention Candi," the doctor continued.

Her heart sank as she feared she had committed some dreadful mistake that she was not aware of.

"Candi performed on a level that I didn't think anyone would be able to achieve for another six months or a year at least. She made perfect eye contact, she said delightful little things and performed all of her many sexual obligations with grace and skill. She's setting an excellent example for you girls to follow. I wouldn't be surprised if she graduated at the head of the class."

Graduate at the head of the class. Candi knew that Dr. Lambert was referring to the time when the girls left the Institute but for some reason those words seemed to have some other significance to her. She couldn't quite place it but she knew she had heard the phrase before in some other context. Oh well, it wasn't really important anyway. The important thing was that she had passed her first test with flying colors and made Dr. Lambert proud of her. It had been a little difficult when the party started to get out of hand but it was also nice to be the object of so much desire. All those important men with the weight of the world on their shoulders and for one night all they could think about was how much they wanted to fuck her. That was really something. There was power in having power over someone with more power than yourself. Where did that come from? It was a funny thing to think...but it was sort of true in a way. They may have called her a dumb little cunt but they wanted that cunt more than anything in the world. There were practically fist fights over who got to screw her next. Whatever. Thinking was for men, thank goodness. It wasn't her job. She had done her job well and was being praised for it. What more could a girl want from life?

The party had been a great success but at the same time demonstrated how ill prepared these women were for everything that might be thrown at them. Fortunately they had chosen wisely and sent only the best but from now on they would have to think ahead. There had been a very awkward moment where some of the men were trying to get two girls to do each other and they were somewhat at a loss. They ended up kissing but it was hard for them not to giggle too much and spoil the mood. If these women were going to cater to every possible desire and fantasy they needed better training and in a hurry.

Anal expanding devices were supplied to all of the inmates with a strict regimen of exercises to be conducted on a regular basis. The girls were frequently tested and monitored to see how well they were doing and soon live practice sessions were added. It was made quite clear that anyone who shirked on their stretching exercises would regret it once they were subjected to serious anal penetration, which a few girls found out the hard...and painful way.

A whole new lesson plan called "How to Have Sex with Women to Please Men" was hastily prepared. It was back to the cubicles for some new hypnotic porn geared towards this activity. Dr. Abernathy even gave a lecture on the subject in the main auditorium.

"Now ladies it is not important that you actually enjoy the act of being intimate with another woman. It is however important that you give the impression of enjoying it. Just as it's not important that you enjoy the act of having sex with men. In both cases the only thing that matters is that the man enjoys it. You can't look bored, or tired or disinterested when a man is fucking you so treat sex with women the same way. Not all men are going to request this sort of thing but you have to be prepared when they do. Now I want each of you to turn to the girl next to you and begin kissing her. If some of you have to change seats to find a partner please do so."

There was a slight giggle from the audience but the girls obeyed and were soon locking lips with each other.

"Now do it properly, just like you've been taught to kiss men. Very good. Plenty of tongue is always a good idea. Now without stopping your kissing I want you to fondle each other's breasts. Very nice. That's the idea! Really explore each other's bodies. Wonderful! You may stop now. See...that wasn't so bad was it."

"Why would a man want to see two women having sex?" a girl asked.

"A very good question, but if you could see the size of my erection right now from watching you all making out you'd know the answer."

The doctor got a lot more laughs these days from his audience.

"The serious answer to that question is that many men are sexually aroused by the sight of attractive women pleasuring each other. It makes them excited, it gets them hard and usually they will want to jump in and do something about all that build up. If you find yourself in a situation with two or more men you really don't have to worry about anything. They will be keeping you quite busy, as some of you girls have already discovered. But let's say you're with one man and one other girl. More than likely the man is going to expect the two girls to keep themselves occupied at some point. Maybe while he's entering one from behind or perhaps while he's taking time to recover his erection. Some of you may never have to deal with this sort of thing but we're striving to set a very high standard here so we expect you to be good at whatever you may be asked to do. Now, I'd like to demonstrate something a little more intense if you will. Will Barbie and Candi please come up to the front?"

Both girls were caught completely off guard and a little frightened but they rose from their seats and nervously approached the stage.

"Come, come, nothing to be afraid of," Dr. Abernathy assured them. "I just need two girls for a little demonstration and I think you both are up to the task."

A small couch-like platform on wheels was rolled out on the stage and the girls instructed to sit next to each other on it. A cameraman came up as well and the giant screen was filled with the live images from his camera.

"Now ladies I would like you to start kissing and fondling just as you did with your neighbor a few moments ago."

Candi and Barbie did as they were told and began going at it on the little couch. The camera showed everything in great detail.

"That's excellent," said the doctor. "Now rub each other's pussies. Very good. Make sure you get in tight enough...with the camera I mean. I'm sure you know all about having things in tight places."

The girls followed orders dutifully and both were a little surprised to find how wet the other was. This wasn't supposed to be sexy it was supposed to be hard work.

"Now let's see...Barbie why don't you do the honors first? Spread Candi's legs open and lick her pussy if you would be so kind."

Barbie's tongue went to work on Candi's wet slit and Candi felt a strange sensation. She was really enjoying this. She and Barbie had become close friends over time and like it or not Candi had caught herself having little sexual fantasies about her blonde companion. After a while they were ordered to switch and Candi went to town on Barbie's glistening gash. She tasted sweet, much better than a man's semen she thought to herself. Candi really enjoyed herself and she could feel Barbie responding to her touch. They finished to an enthusiastic round of applause and for one tiny instant exchanged a glance that wasn't caught on the camera. It was a glance of mutual admiration. It was a small thing but it was the closest thing to love Candi had ever known in this place. She cherished the moment.

"That was excellent ladies!"

The doctor now played portions of the video back and slowed some of it down or froze a frame here and there as he analyzed the technique involved. These weren't expert lesbians they were simply the two best subjects in the program and they had delivered a more than convincing job. Any man in his right mind would want to blow his load after seeing something like that. In fact that was exactly what the doctor wanted to do so the lecture was hastily concluded a little ahead of schedule.

Making friends at Wingate was probably a bad idea. Falling in love would be a disaster, especially with another woman. Candi had no desire to throw away everything she had worked so hard to achieve. Barbie was a friend but there was no telling when the day might come when they would never see each other again. It was all out of their control. Better not to worry about things you have no say in.


CHAPTER 10:

"I'd say they're more than ready."

The board was meeting again and the politicians in the room were pushing for greater access to the girls. The success of the party simply demonstrated that the doctors were being too cautious. You would have been hard pressed to find hookers of that quality at any price and here they were living on the government's dime.

"Please gentlemen, I know the party went well but we were lucky on many levels. It was just a first experiment," Dr. Lambert pleaded. "We learned a lot from that experience but one of the things we learned is that we still haven't covered every possible contingency."

"I know you scientific people don't like to move until everything is just right but in our position we have accountability issues," one of the government men replied. "Once word got around about that party everyone and their cousin wants a crack at these girls. We could auction them off at astonishing prices right now. You have a fresh supply of subjects coming in all the time. Think of this as a Beta test or a run of prototypes. You can tweak and refine the next batch if this one isn't perfect. It doesn't have to be perfect it just has to do for the time being."

"That's a rather cavalier attitude towards what we do here," Dr. Lambert snorted.

"No, it's just practical business sense. Everything has a limited self life...especially attractive women, no offense intended. They all look really young but we know some of them are much older than they appear. Even with surgical touchups they're not robots, they're not going to stay pretty forever. And men tend to get tired of their playthings. There's not going to be a pension or retirement plan for these women. When they're done being useful they're done. That's fine. In business it's called planned obsolescence. You don't want something to last forever because you want people to keep buying more of them as replacements. Let them be somebody else's problem. They'll get their money's worth one way or the other."

"Aren't you the least bit concerned about something going wrong?" Dr. Lambert inquired.

"What could go that wrong? They're brainless bimbo nymphomaniacs. If they fuck up their owner can beat the hell out of them if they like. It's not like they're going to rise up and start a revolution once they're out of this place. You've programmed them to be stupid sluts with only one thought on their simple minds and done really well at that I must say. Take pride in your work, roll up your sleeves and crank out another batch."

Dr. Lambert was furious, partly because she knew he was right. She had bonded with the girls. Become quite fond of some of them in fact. But what they were attempting to do was groundbreaking science. She didn't like to think of their operation as merely mass producing disposable love dolls. Once again it was Dr. Abernathy who provided the compromise option.

"Look gentlemen, I understand your situation. We are somewhat isolated in our academic world of scientific research but you have to deal with budgets and schedules and so on. I think that perhaps the best plan of action is to move some of our finest subjects to an off-site location where they can continue to be supervised and monitored but they also can begin to work as very expensive prostitutes. I suggest the bordello environment at first where we can have audio and visual surveillance of all the activity and then if things work out we can move to outcall and finally sale at auction. It's a great way for prospective buyers to sample the merchandise. We don't want to wear them out of course before the sale but it will be good experience and we can see how they function away from the Institute."

The business-types agreed that it was a sensible plan of action and plans were made to open a government sponsored whore house in a very fashionable part of town.

"Candi I have some good news for you but it also makes me a little sad I must admit," Dr. Lambert began as they sat together on Candi's bed. "You're going to be leaving us but it's a wonderful opportunity for you and it's what all your training and hard work has been building to."

"Have I been sold to someone?" Candi asked nervously.

"No, not yet but that day will come eventually I promise you. First you're going to go live in a very nice house with a number of the other girls from the Institute. You're going to be what is known as a call girl."

"Is that the same as a whore?"

"Yes, but it's the highest level of whore there is. Only very wealthy men will be able to afford your services so you won't be working all the time. And you'll have other girls from Wingate to keep you company. It's going to be a lot of fun I'm sure."

"Will you come and see us?"

"As much as I can. I'll be pretty busy much of the time preparing new girls to follow in your footsteps. You're moving on to a great new chapter of your life all made possible by the generosity of this government and your willingness to co-operate."

"I never would have gotten anywhere without your help."

Candi couldn't help herself. She broke out in tears and flung her arms around Dr. Lambert. The doctor was overcome with emotion as well.

"Look, I shouldn't do this and if anyone found out it could be very bad for me but this is my card. If you're ever in any real trouble of some kind I want you to find a phone and call me. I don't really know if I'll be able to help but it makes me feel better knowing that you have this...just in case," said Dr. Lambert wiping away her own tears.

It had started as the scientific project of a lifetime. Her role as the surrogate mother figure was carefully calculated to gain the girl's trust but it had turned into something more personal for Dr. Lambert. She actually cared about these women, at least on a level that she never expected to care. Hopefully she could break herself of that habit. There was work to be done and new subjects were arriving all the time. It didn't pay to get too sentimental.

There was a little graduation party to celebrate the advancement of the Institute's finest. It was good motivation for the girls who hadn't quite made the cut yet. The twelve girls who would be moving to the new house were presented with nice suitcases to pack their various belongings in. It wasn't much of a party or a ceremony for that matter as nobody had really had the time to think of how to organize such a thing but it was a nice gesture. None of the twelve were thinking about the fact that they were convicted felons leaving a prison for a special type of house arrest. The days of Captain Marcus and heavy chains were as distant a memory now as the other past that had been gradually erased. Even the guard that Candi had once thought about seducing to aid her in escape seemed far away and forgotten. As she climbed the ladder guards were less and less present in her life anyway.

Candi was especially happy that Barbie was one of the twelve selected to go but she sort of expected that. Barbie was a very good bimbo and always did extremely well during practice sessions and so on. Candi was thrilled, but also a little frightened. If moving to a new house meant spending more time around Barbie that could lead to trouble. Well, no need to worry about that now...she had to pack her beautiful new suitcase!


CHAPTER 11:

The house was gorgeous. Of course it had to be if it was going to serve as a high class bordello. It was funny to be in a house and think of it as your home. Since Candi was "born" in Wingate it was the only home she knew or remembered. Everything was very elegant and there was even a swimming pool and a hot tub in the enclosed garden area behind the house. Candi didn't know whether they would be allowed to use the pool but it was very pretty to look at anyway.

The twelve girls were assigned to six bedrooms, which meant that each girl needed a roommate. Candi and Barbie quickly volunteered to be partnered. They would both sleep in the same bed but if one of them had a client the other would have to work in the main salon as a hostess, greeting men, serving drinks and keeping the atmosphere nice and sexually charged. Nobody really knew how much work they were going to get as this was new territory for everyone involved. The existence of this place would be circulated privately at first amongst the most important men on a very select list but in time they would probably need to cast a wider net.

The excitement didn't stop with the splendor of their new surroundings. Each of the girls received a fabulous new wardrobe, mostly suited for business, but some casual attire for times when they were free to hang around the house. It was kind of odd to be wearing clothes so often after being naked most of the time but it was incredibly fun too and the girls all loved showing off their new attire for each other.

For the Institute drugs were a big question. There were drugs to make and keep the women more female, drugs to alter their minds and make them more receptive to reprogramming, drugs to enhance the experience of sexual activity, drugs to put them to sleep and drugs to help them forget the past. They had been shot up or fed pills of one kind or another from the very beginning. It was possible to continue doing that in this new environment but at some point they really wanted to see how effective their program had been. If the girls had to be constantly medicated to be of any use it would make private ownership almost impossible. It was decided to scale back on the drugs as much as possible and observe the results. Hopefully their training was good enough by now that they didn't need drugs to be cock crazed little sex maniacs anymore. Unfortunately there was no way to tell for sure unless you weaned the girls off of the drugs so it was a tense time for those running the program.

For many of the people involved with the program the results almost seemed too good to be true. There were many skeptics who predicted doom and gloom and failure from the start. The program was accused of being a government "boondoggle" designed to funnel valuable resources into deviant scientific research of little or no practical value. For some the TV show had been sufficient. The traitors had been discredited and no one was likely to think of them as martyrs. Why not just put a bullet in their head as soon as they finished taping? The idea of the program potentially being a money maker was tacked on to the original proposal in order to get the funding approved. The fact that the infamous orgy party had already become a legend only made the skeptics even more skeptical. Those who weren't there wondered whether the participants were telling the truth or whether the whole thing had been elaborately staged with real prostitutes pretending to be former political prisoners. Why was there so much secrecy about the project when there had already been a national TV blitz? The program still had a lot to prove to a lot of people.

"I'm glad we got to be roommates," Barbie said one day as they were sitting on their bed shortly after having moved in to their new home.

"Me, too."

"I'm also glad we were chosen to do that demonstration," Barbie said as she let her hand rest on Candi's bare leg.

Candi was terrified. She wanted this and wanted to reciprocate but at the same time she was worried about the consequences if they were discovered. Something her guard friend had said about cameras being everywhere stuck in her head for some reason. It only made sense that they would want to keep an eye on things. Then she thought about the debriefing session after the party. Dr. Lambert seemed to know absolutely every detail about what had happened that night, even in the bedrooms. She wasn't there...was she? Was it all recorded secretly? How else would should really know what had happened?

"We shouldn't talk like this right now," Candi whispered very softly into Barbie's ear. "I think they tape everything. Now giggle like I just told you a funny story."

The girls both giggled and fell back on the bed laughing. If anyone was watching it wouldn't be something that was likely to raise any red flags. If the girls had the run of the house in their free time she might be able to figure out whether they were being watched by cameras. It was just a good idea to play it safe for the time being.

There were security guards on the premises at all times but they mostly remained outside and by the front door. A cosmetologist made regular visits to make sure the girls were keeping their appearances up and to resupply them with cosmetics and do hair touchups and so on. There were even maids and a cook on staff. These girls were not supposed to waste their time or energy on domestic chores. Most of them would have been clueless about those things anyway and it wasn't worth the bother of training them. They weren't being prepared to become a housewife, they were fuck toys and that was that. If they learned domestic chores that would give them a degree of independence and self-sufficiency and nobody wanted that. "I'm helpless, brainless, horny and hot I won't try to be something I'm not." That was literally their motto and they were forced to repeat it on command. Sometimes it was spoken like a mantra. Every girl knew it by heart. It was the guiding principle of their lives.

The pool was indeed for their use but they were required to wear bathing suits whenever in the pool area. It was reasonably secluded but no one wanted to call any more attention to the place than necessary. Swimming was actually one of the only activities they had available aside from reading edited magazines and watching carefully selected movies. TV was definitely not an option. It was kind of boring compared to life at the Institute. At least there they always had classes to take or sessions in the cubicle or something. That was about to change as the bordello was ready for its Grand Opening in a few days.

Dr. Lambert dropped by to see how they were doing and was delighted to find that they were so comfortable and well taken care of. These were the lucky ones indeed. Many girls had washed out of the program by this point and found themselves in much less happy circumstances. There simply wasn't the time or the resources available for any kind of serious reprogramming. Easier to work on a blank canvass. It was a shame to waste all of that beautiful surgical artistry but sometimes you just had to cut your losses and try again. At least there was some hope for these girls...for a while anyway. None of them had a real future and they certainly wouldn't see old age but in some ways she almost envied them. Getting old wasn't fun and the burdens of her job weighed heavily on her shoulders. These girls would look good for as long as possible and then that would be it. They would never have children or be part of a family again. No one would mourn their passing or miss them. They would have lived a brief but colorful life with no cares or worries to drag about with them. Sex got very complicated when it involved romance and relationships and broken hearts. These girls would never have to experience that.

Lost in this whole equation was the question of punishment. The original idea was to humiliate political prisoners by subjecting them to the horrors of a non-voluntary sex change. In all honesty that would have been a terrible torture indeed if the prisoner's mind was left intact and they were raped and abused and publicly displayed. Without the drugs and the massive mental reprogramming life would have been hell for the victims. But once the idea of making the thing profitable came up the whole purpose of the project sort of went out the window. An insane amount of money was being spent on producing hookers. For the kind of money they were spending lots of women would gladly take the job without needing any surgery or mind control. As scientists it just made the whole thing more interesting and certainly the research had some value in other areas but Dr. Lambert had to admit that the whole  thing was like a house of cards. If anyone really stopped to think about it they would pull the plug immediately. Whatever money these girls made as prostitutes would be a drop in the bucket compared to what they cost to create and mold. Maybe if prices at auction got out of hand there would be some chance of someone actually being "profitable" but a hard look at the books would eventually show the folly of that scheme.

Yes, this was definitely a punishment. These were men with jobs and homes and families that they would never see again but since their brains had been washed of the memory of that and so much effort had gone into convincing them that this was a happy and pleasant thing to do they were the only ones who didn't know that they were being punished. They were so drugged at the time of their televised "confession" that none of them had the slightest idea what they were saying or how that tape was going to be used. If you don't know you're being punished how much of a punishment is that really?

These girls might be the only ones to get this far before the funding was cut and the program disbanded. It happened all the time in the scientific community. You get a government job and act like you're playing with house chips. You can do anything you want as long as the money keeps rolling in. Hopefully these girls will keep the right men happy so that political support will continue on for some time at least. There was still so much to learn and so much research to gather. The fact that these girls were being whored out didn't really bother her that much despite caring for them. They were taught that being a whore was the highest calling in life they could aspire to. They had no frame of reference left to think otherwise. They knew nothing of the outside world. Money meant nothing to them. They had only one goal and that was to please whatever man they were assigned to please. They hadn't sunk into this life out of desperation or chosen it on their own for profit or excitement. They were in essence born to do it so it wasn't nearly as bad as it could have been if they knew what the outside world knew. Sometimes ignorance really was bliss.


CHAPTER 12:

Opening night was an exciting time at the house. No money was to be paid directly to the girls. All the fees were arranged in advance before a man was allowed to enter a bedroom. Tips were fine but the girls were strictly ordered to turn them over immediately after their client had gone. It wasn't a problem. What would they do with money anyway? It was just thrilling to know that they were considered so desirable that men would pay large sums of money to be with them, even for a short time.

They all looked stupendous in their new clothes. It was the first chance they had gotten to actually wear them other than trying them on in their room. Even those who knew them as men would find it almost impossible to believe that these were the same people. There were a variety of "types" but each of them was gorgeous in their own way. It would be a finicky man indeed who could not find a suitable bedmate from this collection.

Barbie was selected right away which meant Candi would have to serve as a hostess for a while but that was all right. She was proud that her roommate got picked so quickly, but a little jealous too. Surprisingly not as jealous about not going first as she was jealous about the fact that some strange man was going to go and have his way with her while Candi was forbidden that pleasure despite sharing the same bed each night.

There were a few familiar faces from the party but also so new faces as well. Some of the time she made small talk and some of the time she was busy serving drinks but eventually Barbie and her client were done and Candi already had a waiting list for her services so after the maid did a quick change of the sheets it was Candi's turn to go upstairs.

Her client was a stocky man, not too tall, with a thick head of curly black hair. He wasn't as distinguished looking as the Minister of Finance but he was probably a bit younger. It didn't matter in the least. He was an important man of some kind and needed her undivided attention.

As soon as the door was closed the main grabbed Candi forcibly and literally tore her dress off. Candi looked in horror at the remains of her beautiful outfit but the man just laughed.

"Don't worry baby I already paid for the dress in advance. Just get yourself on top of the bed on your hands and knees. I'll join you in a moment."

Candi complied with his commands and waited patiently for the client to join her. Soon she felt those rough hands grabbing her waist.

"Now that's an ass," he hissed as he slapped her rear quite hard.

The clients weren't allowed to get too rough with the girls but Candi wasn't exactly sure what constituted too rough so she didn't panic and press the security button on the nightstand next to the bed. This was valuable property and no one was supposed to damage the merchandise. There were plenty of places that catered to that kind of rough trade but this wasn't one of them, no matter how much the fees were. Still it made Candi a little nervous. If he had paid for the dress in advance who knows what other special privileges he might have paid for.

When his cock entered her ass it came without warning and without any preparation. He wasn't lubed and she wasn't wet and although she still hadn't seen his cock yet she could tell it was pretty big. She let out a little involuntary yelp which only made the man laugh again.

"What's the matter baby? A sweet piece of meat like you must have taken it up the ass before."

"Yes sir, but I wasn't expecting it and...well...you're very big."

"Damn right I am," the man chuckled as he picked up the pace of his thrusting. "I'm a big man in every possible way...except height. I run a big corporation...thousands of people work for me. I work sometimes fourteen, fifteen hours a day. I've been working like a dog sine I was fourteen...flipping burgers...driving a truck...whatever I could get to make a buck. I've got a big house and I drive a big car. I've got big bills too and big headaches that go with everything I've accomplished. You know why I do it?"

"No sir," Candi panted in between breaths.

"Neither do I...ha, ha, ha...some joke eh? Seriously though, I do it so that I can have the things I want in life without worrying about how I'm going to pay for them. Like your ass, for example. I saw it, I wanted it and I took it because I've got the money to pay for it, even in a fancy clip joint like this."

"Excuse me sir, what's a clip joint?"

"Oh, man that's a switch...the John telling the whore what a clip joint is. Are you really that dumb?"

"Yes sir. I don't know a lot of things."

"Well don't fret your pretty little head over it. I just like to gab when I'm getting my rocks off."

The client did indeed chat away the entire time he was ass fucking Candi. Candi tried to only speak when asked a direct question but the man didn't seem to mind if she asked a few questions of her own now and then. He usually just laughed, but not a happy laugh of joy. There was something strange and sad about that laugh like his whole life was one big inside joke that only he was privy to. Eventually he blew his load in her ass and pulled out. She started to turn around but the man shoved her face down on the bed and told her to stay that way until he had left. She felt a wad of paper striking her back.

"Just remember baby if you can't see their face you could be fucking anyone you like. As long as you had a little imagination."

The man laughed again and soon Candi heard the sound of the door opening and closing. As she got up she found that the wad of paper was money. She really had no idea of the value of the various denominations but there were certainly a lot of bills. She put her ruined dress in the closet and selected something new to wear back down. They didn't have purses or handbags so she just held the wad of bills tightly and presented them to the person in charge that evening.

"Holy crap! You must have been something special," the desk manager exclaimed as he counted the money. "That's almost more than he paid to fuck you...including extra for the dress."

Candi just smiled and went back to work. It was all a little confusing. She hadn't really done anything at all. She didn't even have to take off her clothes. The client did all of the work and certainly most of the talking. Maybe that's all some people really wanted...a place to unburden themselves. A sympathetic ear that would neither try to exploit the information for personal gain or pass judgment on the speaker. She only turned two more tricks that night but her huge tip made her one of the top earners.

As she lay in bed with Barbie later that night they both talked quietly about their experiences. The talkative man still perplexed her to some degree.

"Sounds like he could have just jacked off in the bathroom and saved himself a lot of money," Barbie giggled.

"I know, it's really strange. He seemed kind of lonely and sad in a way. Running a big company must be a very hard thing to do. I know I wouldn't want that job."

"Not when we have a great job like this," Barbie said.

A moment later Candi felt a hand slipping between her legs and fingers soon toying with the lips of her pussy.

"What are you doing?" Candi whispered.

"Just keep talking about normal stuff and don't do any moaning or look like anything odd is happening under the covers," Barbie suggested.

Well if she was going to do it the least Candi could do was reciprocate so her own fingers found her roommate's box and began to explore. Conversation was much harder to maintain in this condition but they were both trying desperately hard not to get in trouble. No one had told them not to do this but no one said that it was all right either, therefore it was a huge risk.

"If anyone ever catches us just say that we were practicing like back at the Institute," Barbie said as quietly as possible. "No one can blame us for that. They wanted us to be prepared in case we had to make it with another girl so how else are you going to learn?"

Barbie had a good point. They probably wouldn't be all that mad if they thought it was just practice to make their work better. However there was something else on Candi's mind, aside from the mutual hand jobs or their cover story should they get caught. There was something really familiar about this feeling. It wasn't just because she had touched her own pussy before there was a very strong feeling that she had done this to someone else before. Someone a long time ago who was now only a shadow of a memory.


CHAPTER 13:

As the days went by Candi noticed that she was feeling a little different than usual. Not exactly ill, but different. If anything she was feeling healthier than normal. She was having fewer headaches and the queasy feeling in her stomach was there less often. It also seemed a bit easier to concentrate and focus mentally on things. She chalked it up to the benefits of being able to go out in the fresh air and sunshine.

Nobody had complained about the activity going on under the covers between Candi and Barbie each night in their room. Sometimes the groping was very sexual but sometimes they just held hands or let their arms rest on each other. Many times they just lay on their sides looking at each other, trying to speak with their eyes.

Candi liked what she did for a living. She liked wearing sexy clothes and being the object of desire. She liked having men put their dicks inside her. She liked the knowledge that she was very good at something and had earned a special place in life as a reward. Men could make her cum but so could dildos and vibrators. Barbie was providing a very important missing ingredient in the formula for her overall happiness. Candi and Barbie touched each other because they liked each other. They were attracted to each other. They were friends. They weren't being ordered to do this, in fact they were taking a big risk by doing so, but the human connection was wonderful. Even though they couldn't speak freely or touch each other the way they would like to they often communicated with their eyes or their body language. Exchanging little glances or gestures throughout the day was practically like exchanging love letters. 

She knew that she liked and respected men. They were bigger, stronger, smarter and more powerful than she was. Being obedient to someone far superior to yourself wasn't difficult. She found many men attractive, especially some of the men at Wingate who were used during practice sessions or the men she saw in videos. The man who had fucked her while she was being videotaped was especially fine looking. That was a funny thing to do she thought. She wondered why they had gone to all the trouble of making a recording of her being fucked in a TV studio when they could have taped her being banged countless times during practice sessions. And why did they want her to say those words? Nothing she said many any sense to her but they were very serious about wanting to get it just right for some reason. If only she could remember exactly what she had said.

One day while Candi and Barbie were enjoying a dip in the pool an idea popped into Candi's head.

"Let's splash some water on each other and look like we're playing," she whispered. "I want to ask you something and I think the splashing water might cover up what we're saying if anyone is listening."

"Sure," Barbie replied as they began to splash water at each other.

"Did they ever take you into a TV studio and film you having sex?" Candi asked.

"Yeah, I remember that," Barbie replied. "There was this really hot guy and they made me read something while he was screwing me, which wasn't easy."

"Do you remember what they had you say?"

"Not really. It seemed kind of silly as I recall. Something about me being someone else is all I can remember. I think they must have shown it on television for some reason because I've heard a couple of guys say that they had seen me on TV."

"I've heard the same thing," Candi replied. "I wish I could remember what I said. Someone at the party called me Professor for some reason and now I sort of recall reading that word on the tape."

"That's really odd," said Barbie.

"I know. We better stop this now or someone might get suspicious."

The simple fact that Candi was beginning to comprehend the fact that they were prisoners, or at least under supervised confinement was a bit of breakthrough in and of itself. At Wingate they were taught that everything was done for their own good and for their protection. They were kind people attempting to help lucky girls fulfill their potential. If they had hidden cameras they no doubt used them for scientific purposes or as a security device to keep the girls safe. Now she was seeing things in a different light. She felt that she was probably being spied on. It was an invasion of her privacy. She wondered why such nice people would do that. Of course she had no proof other than Dr. Lambert's uncanny knowledge about the party and an offhand remark made by a guard but instinctively she knew they were being watched. If they were it was a total waste of time she thought. Why would anyone in the world care what two air-head bimbos said to themselves in their own room? Whether they were spying or not Candi was beginning to develop "us" against "them" feelings and that could be very dangerous indeed.

One night Candi had a very unusual client who had brought along a costume for her to wear. She was instructed to go up to her room, put on the outfit, stand by the bed and wait for the man to enter. The costume was that of a schoolgirl uniform with a very short skirt, white cotton panties that weren't sexy at all, a white blouse and a dark blue blazer with some kind of a patch on the front. When the man entered he didn't come over to the bed but instead grabbed a chair and pulled it up near where she was standing.

"Turn around and bend over," the man commanded. "Flip your skirt up. That's it. No, don't pull down the panties just let me look at your butt."

Candi stood this way for a few minutes before the man instructed her to turn around again and sit on the bed with her legs spread wide. He then got up from the chair and handed her a rather phallic looking lollipop before returning to his seat.

"All you have to do little girl is lick that yummy lollipop."

Candi began to lick as the man unzipped his pants and pulled out his dick. He slowly started to stroke himself but never took his eyes off Candi.

"That's it little girl. I knew you'd like to lick. Suck on that big lollipop. It's good practice for boys. Let's them know you can give good head."

This routine went on for quite some time as the man appeared to be in no hurry to get himself off.

"Oh, you bitches...you tight little bitches in your short skirts. Perky little tits so ready for womanhood. I see you every day in my classroom. The way you walk. The way you giggle and flirt with stupid boys who wouldn't know what to do with you even if they got you in bed. I'd show you. I'd show all you little schoolgirl bitches what a real man feels like. Now lick it baby like you were licking my cock. That's it...give me that little smile...oh fuck yeah. If I had you in my class I'd make you stay after school and get on your knees behind my desk and suck my big lollipop. You'd like that wouldn't you? Feeling your teacher's big hard prick fucking your mouth. Now get over here bitch I'm going to cum. Get on your knees for your teacher and finish him properly.

Candi set down the lollipop and went over to the chair where the man was indeed about to cum. He ejaculated hard and with a remarkable amount of semen but with the taste of the lollipop on her tongue his cum was very delicious and she happily swallowed every drop. When he had wrung the last bit of goo from his cock and had it all licked clean he put his dick away and gave Candi a swift slap on the rear.

"Naughty girl. That's what happens when you get detention. Hang on to that costume. I'm sure I'll be back."

With that he gave her bottom another swift spank, left a very generous tip and walked out. Candi wanted to laugh at how silly the whole thing had been but suddenly she started to get a painful headache. She grabbed her head and lay on the bed. She knew she needed to get downstairs soon but they would know that she needed time to change back into her regular clothes.

Words were stabbing at her brain like a knife inside her head. All that talk about teachers and staying after school and detention. These were phrases that meant something to her though she couldn't figure out why. It wasn't the Institute, she knew that. It was from her past. She knew she had a past of course, everyone did, it's just that hers was mostly forgotten. Certain words just seemed like triggers flipping a switch in her head. Even the costume seemed familiar but not as something she had worn but something she had seen being worn by others.

"I'm helpless, brainless, horny and hot I won't try to be something I'm not."

Candi repeated those words out loud over and over and it brought some comfort to her. The headache started to go away and she was finally able to get off the bed and change clothes. Thinking, reasoning, analyzing...these things were so hard. It made her appreciate men all the more because she knew they had to do that sort of thing all the time. She would make an extra special effort to please her next customer. He would no doubt need some relief from all the stress that goes with walking around with a head full of ideas each day. So much easier to be a woman and know your place in the scheme of things. Know the simple joys of servitude and submission. So much easier just to have sex. A man had to get and keep an erection and for some men that seemed like a very difficult task. And the way they always grunted and groaned and strained their muscles made it appear that fucking could be quite the chore. Nice to just have holes for men to put things in. To lie on your back or be bent over something or down on your knees. So much easier to just pretend you were excited when you really weren't. To fake an orgasm if you had to. She wouldn't trade places for anything. Being turned into a man somehow was just about the worst punishment she could imagine.


CHAPTER 14:

The whorehouse was a success. Of course there was still high overhead to maintain the facility and feed and clothe the girls but at least the balance sheets starting showing some money coming in instead of all going out. The reduction in drugs didn't seem to be having any negative effect. The twelve girls, or the Apostles as some jokingly called them, were all performing their tasks remarkably well. Everyone involved with the program was breathing a heavy sigh of relief. It looked like they had really done it. They had taken a group of highly intelligent men and reconditioned them to think of themselves as brainless women with no purpose in life other than to satisfy other men's desires. Not an easy task with or without drugs, but if the girls could sustain their new belief structure without drugs that meant the mind control aspect of the program was working perfectly and able to stand on its own, at least after a sufficient period of time.

The next step was to try outcall prostitution. There would be no cameras to monitor the action. No recorders to pick up the sound. No medical attendants nearby ready to administer an injection if needed. No guards and no way to know for sure whether a girl might try to slip out a window or make a dash for it when the car door opened. It was a calculated risk but one they had to take. As it turned out Candi would be the first to give this new experience a try. Everyone at the Institute was pleased by this since Candi had always exceeded their expectations.

Her "date" was a familiar face, the Minister of Finance. Candi was informed that a car would be sent to pick her up at a certain time and that she wouldn't be taking any other clients that night. Dr. Lambert dropped by to encourage her and remind her how important this was to everyone and how they were all so proud of her and knew that she wouldn't let them down.

Candi chose a sparkly gold dress with black accents for the occasion and did her eye makeup to accentuate the gold highlights of the dress. Her jewelry was tasteful but quite elegant. The dress was backless and had a plunging neckline so she wore no bra. Her breasts were so firm there really was no need for one and presumably the dress would only be worn for a few minutes after she arrived at her destination.

She was very excited by this opportunity, partly because she was going to go out in the world again and at least see something of the city as she rode in the car and partly because she had found the Minister charming and distinguished and polite. She had only blown him at the party so she was anxious to show off her other talents.

Right on time a big limo pulled up and a chauffeur got out and opened the door for Candi. She was kind of surprised to see the Minister already sitting in the back seat. They had been told that outcall meant being delivered to someone's home or hotel room and that all the payments had been made in advance and that it was just like any other trick but simply held in a different location. She wondered why the Minister had bothered to come along for the ride. Maybe he wanted to fuck in the car she thought.

She had been given a purse for the evening to hold things like cosmetics and the "pep pills" they provided in case she needed some extra stimulation to make it an especially good evening. It was also there to carry any tips that she might receive. The purse was to be turned over immediate for inspection as soon as she returned but it was a nice accessory to hold. Women in the movies they were allowed to watch always had a purse or a handbag of some sort so she knew how to handle it reasonably well.

"Good evening Candi, lovely to see you again. Do you remember me?"

"Of course I do Minister. You were the first man at the party to take me upstairs and you let me suck your cock."

"Let you? I'm glad you feel that way, even if you are just saying it to butter me up. Have you had dinner yet?"

"No Minister. I was told to wait and eat when I got home."

"Well we shall have to do something about that. I've taken the liberty of making reservations at a very intimate little place I know. I think you'll like it."

"That sounds wonderful Minister."

"Now stop calling me Minister. I think we're beyond such formalities. Just call me Roger. And don't hesitate to say my name out loud when we're in bed."

So they would end up in a bed eventually, it wasn't just a quickie in the car. Going to a restaurant was a total shock however. Nobody had said anything about something like that happening but she assumed it was all okay. There was nothing she could do about it really even if she wanted to and she had no reason to object.

The restaurant was cozy but a little dark. There were candles on the table and they were situated in a spot somewhat isolated from the rest of the customers.

"My word you look lovely tonight. What a dress!"

"Thank you Roger. I thought that since you were the Minister of Finance you might enjoy looking at gold."

Roger practically fell off his chair with delight. So what if someone probably told her to say that. Her delivery was perfect and spontaneous. If she was a parrot she was a parrot who knew how to say her lines well.

"I hate to be indiscrete but I was wondering with a dress like that how you manage to hide your bra?"

"That's easy. I'm not wearing one."

"Aren't you afraid you'll...pop out or something?"

"Well if I do I hope you'll be there to push them back in...if you really want to."

This was no prepared routine. She had no idea that I was going to say that, unless she's a mind reader thought Roger. This was one sharp little trollop. He wondered how much he'd be willing to pay if she came up for auction. This might be mistress material not just a plaything to be locked away and used on occasion. Still too early to tell though. She would need some testing.

The waiter arrived and Candi suggested that Roger order for her. That was something else she had seen in the movies and it seemed to please Roger to be in charge. A very excellent wine was brought to the table and after Roger approved it they resumed their conversation.

"So how do you like your new...home?" Roger inquired.

"I love it. It's oh, so elegant and we even have a swimming pool," Candi replied.

"That must be quite a sight, all you beautiful girls parading around the house in skimpy little outfits or bathing suits. It's a good thing you're not a man. You'd go crazy from having all that forbidden fruit around," Roger joked. "Or maybe you girls like to pleasure each other when there aren't any men around."

"I don't think we're allowed to but we are well-trained in that skill should a man wish to see us together or be part of a group activity," said Candi.

"Really? Is there anyone you think might be especially good at joining you in that sort of thing?"

"My roommate Barbie. We were sometimes chosen to demonstrate techniques for the rest of the class. You may have seen her at the party. She's a very pretty blonde with large breasts."

"That's high praise coming from you since you're so amply endowed yourself. I shall have to make a note of that. Perhaps the three of us could have a little party of our own sometime."

"That sounds delightful Roger."

That did really sound delightful to Candi. Perhaps this was the way she would finally be able to really express her longing for Barbie. If they worked as a team they would be kept together and no one would ever know how much they were secretly enjoying each other's touch.

Dinner was superb and the conversation light but enjoyable. Roger certainly knew how to turn on the charm when he wanted to and it seemed as if he wanted to tonight for some reason. It suddenly dawned on Candi that this must be what a "date" is like. As she looked around the restaurant she saw mostly couples. Some more interested in eating than chatting but some who barely touched their food and seemed to be completely lost in each other's eyes. One couple even held hands across the table. It was very romantic she thought. She wished she could bring Barbie to a place like this and hold hands.

When they arrived at the Minister's estate Candi discovered that it was any day as big and lavish as the mansion that the party was held at. This time it was Roger that got out and opened the door for her instead of the chauffeur. Roger offered his arm and escorted Candi inside. The decor was very different than her own house or the party place. A lot of white everywhere and sleek furniture that she assumed was ultra modern or something. Roger obviously didn't just look after the country's money he must have had plenty of his own to worry about.

"My wife is out of town so we don't need to worry about getting a hotel this time but in the future that may be necessary. It's important to keep up appearances when you hold high office," Roger explained.

He then gave her a tour of the house, which seemed totally unnecessary since she was just a whore there to get drilled but it was interesting being treated like a guest. Roger had many awards and trophy's that he was very proud of, especially the ones he had gotten playing golf. He also had many pictures of himself with other important men. In a strange way he seemed to be trying to impress her. She thought that was extremely kind under the circumstances.

They had some champagne and chatted a bit more before Roger suggested that they should probably head upstairs. The master bedroom was amazing and Roger adjusted the lighting and put on some mood music. He undressed her slowly and she undressed him. Then he took her in his arms and kissed her passionately for the longest time it seemed but Candi didn't mind at all. She really liked this man and appreciated his treatment of her. She felt a different kind of tingle than usual. It wasn't just the erotic senses charging up it was more like the way she felt when she had kissed Barbie. It was the first time she had kissed a man and had that kind of feeling.

Roger led her to bed and climbed on top of her as she spread her legs and pulled them back to receive him. He was in no hurry to enter her. He kissed her body and stroked her breasts. He put her pert nipples between his fingers and played with them before bringing his mouth down on them. This was all another surprise. Men didn't usually waste this much time before going for what they were after; pussy, mouth, ass...unless they were into something kinky like jerking off while she licked a lollipop.

Finally the moment came and the Minister slid his cock into her waiting moist pussy. It felt very good, especially after all of the warm up.

"Oh, Roger I thought you were never going to get inside me," Candi purred.

"Have no fear of that my darling. I plan to be inside you quite often. I think I'm developing quite a taste for you."

"I guess you just have a sweet tooth for candy," she joked.

"Oh my word. I think I am going to have to own you someday even if I have to hock some of my wife's jewelry to afford it."

"Well you own me tonight anyway. That's a start."


CHAPTER 15:

Not at all what she had expected on any possible level. The dinner, the drinks, the grand tour and especially the foreplay. It was interesting how much better the sex was when you were fucking someone you genuinely liked, someone who seemed to like you and wanted you to feel good. She knew it was selfish for a woman to think about her own sexual needs but she hadn't asked for that attention or done anything to imply that it was expected. Roger did that on his own and it seemed to please him that she was enjoying herself so obviously there was no harm in it.

Candi was expected to give a detailed report on absolutely everything that had happened, which she did for the most part. The fact that she enjoyed it so much she kept to herself. It really didn't seem like any of their business.

Barbie's first outcall experience had been more routine. Report to a certain hotel room...take off some clothing and do a little meat and potatoes fucking and sucking. Nothing out of the ordinary except the change of venue.

Barbie was very excited when she learned about Candi's conversation with Roger and the possibility of getting to do a three-way with him, especially since Candi spoke so highly of Roger as a gentleman and not like most of their clients. Their opportunity came remarkably fast as Roger booked both of them for the night about a week later. Again he was waiting in the limo and had the girls sit on each side of him.

"Oh, Candi you weren't exaggerating about your friend's beauty. I feel positively overwhelmed being surrounded by two such lovely creatures," said Roger as he kissed them both on the hand. "My wife is in town I'm afraid so we're going to a hotel tonight. It's a very nice one I assure you with a lovely view from the penthouse."

It was a lovely view. It may have been a hotel but it must have been the best room in the house. It was at the very top of the building and the three of them sipped champagne as they gazed at the lights below.

"Why don't you two girls get started on each other and I'll just sit over here and watch a bit. I love the fact that you're roommates. The thought of you two snuggling under the covers each night makes me want to cum in my pants."

This was what they had been waiting for. They kissed and caressed lovingly as they worked their way out of their clothes. Barbie got on her knees while Candi was standing by the bed and began to service her pussy. Candi put her hands on Barbie's hair and stroked it gently as she let out some soft moans. Roger leaned forward in his chair.

Next it was Candi who took charge as she brought Barbie to the bed and spread her legs. Candi started to work her friend's pussy with her fingers as they often did under the covers and Barbie began to whimper. Candi was on her side next to Barbie but facing Roger so that he wouldn't miss anything and soon Barbie was reaching for Candi's closest tit and grabbing it. Candi leaned over a little and Barbie began to suck on her nipple like her life depended on it. Candi twisted her torso and offered the other breast which was also eagerly devoured.

Then Candi moved around to the foot of the bed and buried her face between Barbie's legs. Barbie cried out and clutched Candi's hair. It wasn't a gentle caress. She was trying to force Candi's face into her pussy.

No one had noticed that Roger had gotten completely naked but Candi felt the bed bounce and looked up for a moment to see the Minister right behind her.

"Don't stop on my account ladies. You look like you're having too much fun."

Roger pulled Candi up on her knees while she was still licking her roommate and slid his very hard rod into Candi's pussy from behind. It was impossible to completely describe the feeling of having a man hump you while going down on another woman but it was a type of sensory overload. At some point it becomes hard to tell where one person ends and another begins.

Eventually they changed positions and Roger was flat on his back with Barbie straddling his waist as she slid up and down on his pole and Candi was perched on his face. They really enjoyed watching each other this way and Roger was just enjoying everything. As he got ready pop he instructed them to get next to each other on their knees. They scrambled into position and opened their mouths wide. Roger gave them both a good spraying like watering a lawn with a garden hose. Then they kissed while Roger's cum was still in their mouths before giving their client's cock a nice tongue bath.

Roger was so complimentary the rest of the evening and on the way home that it was almost embarrassing. He had bought and paid for this whole thing so why shouldn't he get what he paid for?

It was the all around best sexual experience Candi had ever known, partly because of her chance to go crazy on Barbie and partly because Roger was definitely her favorite client. He was very comfortable to be with and once he realized that Candi wasn't quite the air-head she was supposed to be he had begun treating her with respect and even compassion.

When they got home that night Candi and Barbie threw caution to the wind and hugged and kissed until they fell asleep. Now that they had been rented as a team it would be easy to explain that they were simply working on something that needed improvement. Anyway, what was the big deal if two bimbos wanted to swap a little saliva? It wasn't taking money out of anyone's pocket.


CHAPTER 16:

It didn't take long for the decision to begin auctioning the girls to be mandated. There had been absolutely no problems with the girls being weaned from their drugs or working away from the Institute in the bordello or even going on outcall assignments, at least as far as the doctors could tell. The Minister of Finance had been especially vocal in the debate insisting that the government needed to recoup more of their investment. Of course the Minister was just anxious to become a bidder but he was a powerful man when it came to the subject of budgets. Besides, there were more girls already waiting to move into the bordello so it was probably time to turn over a new crop.

Selling prisoners was actually a fairly prudent financial decision, despite the high cost of training and converting them. Unless you were going to execute every prisoner for every crime prisons in a police state tended to be overcrowded. Twenty years of feeding and caring for a "normal" prisoner was no small expense. A prison was a large institution to maintain and building new ones very costly indeed. It made sense to auction them off instead and let someone else take care of them. With this kind of mind control they didn't even need to be guarded after a certain point. Many of them were very happy to be where they were and doing what they were doing. This program might easily be expanded to include prisoners of all types, not just political dissidents.

The auction would be held online and each girl for sale had a profile developed as part of the sales literature. A top-notch professional photographer was sent over along with makeup and hair people who usually worked with celebrities like movie stars and all of the girls were extensively photographed in a variety of angles and poses. Each girl also videotaped a short greeting where they read from a carefully prepared script explaining why they would be an excellent sex slave.

It was another exciting step in Candi's life but she was also heartbroken because she knew that she would probably never see Barbie again. They would both be purchased by someone, she had little doubt of that, but once they were the personal property of their new owner it would be unlikely that their paths would ever cross again. It was something she had feared for a long time and now it looked like it was going to come to pass. Well, she wasn't entitled to have feelings for anyone, certainly not another whore, so she only had herself to blame. Once she was sold she would belong completely to one man for the rest of her life. Her every thought and action should be focused on only one thing...serving him.

The opening bid set for each slave was incredibly high but that was just the beginning. The bidding for some went to astronomical heights. No one in their wildest dreams could have predicted how high the bidding would actually go but each of the girls went for a very tidy sum. Not surprisingly the bidding was fierce for both Candi and Barbie so their fate was sealed.

When the auction ended the girls were instructed to pack their bags and be ready to move out the next day when their new owners came to pick them up or sent a ride for them. Candi and Barbie were in tears all night but they decided to fuck passionately no matter what the consequences. What did the Institute care now? They belonged to someone else and at the prices they had been sold for no one was likely to do any complaining about their final night in the whorehouse.

"I'll try to contact you," Candi insisted. "If I can find a way."

"I will too," Barbie assured her.

"I'll never forget you. As long as I live I swear I'll never forget you. You're the only person I've ever loved."

"And I love you my darling," said Barbie as their tear-soaked lips met again.

Barbie's owner arrived before Candi's so she had the pain of seeing her walk out the door one final time. They weren't told anything about who had bought them or where they would be going. Why they should they be told? They were just given very strict instructions about how to behave and a reminder that they were property now, like a chair or a pillow and could be treated as such by their new owners. They could be whipped or beaten or even killed at his pleasure so it was a good idea to keep him happy and give him no reason to be angry or displeased. In the mood she was in Candi didn't really mind the idea of being killed by her new owner. It would be the easiest thing all around.

Finally her car arrived and her heart beat a little faster as it was exactly the same kind of limo with government plates that the Minister of Finance always used. He had talked about buying her but she never really held out much hope that it would be him. The chauffeur put her luggage in the trunk and held the door open. There was no one in the back seat. Oh, well that would probably have been too good to be true.

The limo took her to a very nice apartment complex in a good part of town and she was led to the front door of one of the apartments on the top floor. Before she could knock the door flew open and there was Roger holding a bottle of champagne.

"Welcome home my darling Candi! Come in and take a look at your new place."

Candi was so pleased and surprised and already feeling so emotional from the loss of Barbie that she couldn't help herself. She flew into the room and flung her arms around Roger's neck kissing him wildly and crying.

"Oh, Roger I wanted this to be true so much! You have no idea how badly I wanted it to be so."

This was exactly what Roger was hoping for but it still surprised him how enthusiastic she was. Some men were purchasing slaves and for some of the girls that would not bode well for them. Roger had more taste than that and he knew what he wanted...the perfect mistress. A kept woman in every sense of the term who wouldn't leave or press him to get a divorce. A witty companion who he wouldn't tire of easily but who wouldn't be hard to keep happy. And of course a woman who had a body made for sin and the skill of hooker. He had paid a small fortune for her but all things considered it was a good investment.

Once he was able to pry Candi from his neck they poured some champagne and toasted their new arrangement. Roger showed her around the place.

"I hope it meets your approval. I took a furnished place just to get you started but of course if you want to do some redecorating you're free to do so. I know how ladies can be about living with someone else's choice of furniture," he chuckled.

An hour ago she was being told that she was the furniture. She had no idea how to redecorate an apartment but it was a delightful thing to think about.

"The kitchen is small but I don't expect you to do a lot of cooking. I know that was all taken care of for you but it's nice to have in case you want to whip up a snack or keep a bottle of milk on hand or something. There are lots of nice little cafes and restaurants around here where you can take your meals or you can always have something delivered if you don't feel like going out. A cleaning lady will keep the place tidy so you shouldn't have too much trouble keeping everything in order," Roger explained. "Now as for money I'm going to give you this credit card. Use it for anything you buy. You'll need food and clothes and personal items and whatnot and I'm sure you'll want to visit the spa and have your nails done and all that. Basically I'm saying that you can buy whatever you want as long as you don't crazy and buy a yacht or something without asking. I'll keep an eye on your expenses at first just to make sure that you're not going overboard but I think I can trust you."

"I'd never do anything to disappoint you intentionally," Candi insisted.

"You know, somehow I know that's true. That's one of the reasons that I adore you so much. There's a genuine innocence about you, which is a strange word to use for a woman in your former profession, but it's true. Now here's a phone with my private number already in there. Keep this with you at all times. Whenever I can I'll give you my scheduled visits for the week but sometimes my schedule changes and sometimes I may free up some time that I'd like to spend with you but I promise I'll always call and keep you updated. Now there's something else I want to give you and I don't mean any offense by it. It's just a little card that says that you're my personal property and that if there are any questions or problems they are to contact me personally. If for any reason someone asks you to identify yourself or show some sort of identification just show them this card and everything will be fine. Technically you don't have any legal standing as a citizen so I'm responsible for you so hang on to that card and don't lose it."

"I promise I won't."

"Good girl. Unfortunately I have a meeting to dash off to and it's bridge night with the wife and her friends so we won't be able to christen that bed properly for a day or two but I wanted to make sure that I was here to greet you personally. I hope you'll be very happy here...very happy with me."

Candi broke out in tears again and kissed Roger vigorously. As much as he hated to pry himself away he had no choice. Affairs of State would have to take priority over affairs of lust.

"Oh, yes one more thing. Here's your key. Now I have one too but don't think that I'm going to come barging in here unannounced all the time or check up on you. Your free time is yours to do as you please as long as it never interferes with my plans."

With another quick kiss he was gone and Candi felt the room swirling around her. She realized that she was about to faint and just sat down on the floor. What had just happened? Was it really true or was she having a dream? The one man in the world she wanted to belong to had actually purchased her as a slave but for some reason she was being treated almost like an equal, certainly like a person with more rights than a slave. Suddenly she got up and ran around the apartment turning things on and off and opening and closing drawers. It was all hers and it all worked. She turned on the television and was shocked to discover that there were hundreds of channels, not just selected movies. She opened the front door and peeked outside. There were no guards visible.

She had a credit card and a phone. It was just beginning to dawn on her that not only was she allowed to go outside she was expected to. She could shop and dine and wander around the city. Unless this was a very elaborate and cruel hoax that was exactly what she planned to do. She was hungry and there was no food in the apartment. With shaky steps she headed for the front door, opened it and stepped outside.


CHAPTER 17:

She was terrified. She thought about turning around and going back up to her apartment but she was still very hungry and had no idea how one ordered food for delivery. As she walked along the sidewalk she found that she knew more than she thought she knew. Little things started to seem familiar to her. She had vague recollections of having done this sort of thing before. Maybe not on this street or in this neighborhood but in someplace similar.

Her fears intensified a little as she started to notice that people were looking at her. She checked her clothing to see if she was improperly dressed but she didn't seem out of place. Then she noticed that it was men who were doing the looking, sort of the way the guards always ogled the girls whenever they walked by. They were looking at her because she was pretty! That made her feel warm inside.

There was so much to see and do but first things first. She found a little cafe and decided to get something to eat. She had been taught that it was important to watch her figure so she just ordered the Special of the Day which was soup and a salad. It was yummy. She was a little nervous when it came time to pay the bill the little plastic card worked like magic and soon she was one her way again.

She stopped at a grocery store and picked up a few things that she thought she would need like soap and toothpaste and some basic food items for the kitchen. She then realized that she had several bags of merchandise and no way to get them home. She looked a little confused and a clerk came to her aid.

"I guess I bought more than I thought I did," she said sheepishly.

"We can deliver if you like. What's your address?"

Candi was overcome with panic. She didn't know what her address was. She knew that she could retrace her steps and find the apartment building and she knew the number on the door but she hadn't noticed the street name or address.

"Or I can call you a cab if you prefer miss," the clerk suggested.

"Yes, why don't you do that. Thank you so much. I don't have a very good head for numbers."

I'll bet you don't the clerk thought as he called a local car service. A piece of ass like that with expensive clothes and shoes doesn't need to use her head for anything but bobbing up and down on her sugar daddy's dick. Some guys have all the luck. It must be nice to have money.

She had the same problem with the cab driver in that she couldn't say the exact address but she just kept an eye out the window and looked for her building. Once she got there she realized that she had the same problem as before in that there were too many bags to carry upstairs alone but fortunately the building had a doorman who offered to help and she finally was able to safely retreat into her new residence.

She was literally shaking from excitement and fear. Nothing she had been taught at Wingate or in the whorehouse had prepared her for this kind of life. Still she was proud of herself for her first effort. She had ordered food and gone shopping and made it home, albeit with a little help. She put her purchases away and decided to try out the couch. It was so soft and comfortable.

It was so strange being alone. She had no idea what to do with herself. Her life had been structured and scheduled for her. Do this, go there, lights out. It could get boring in the whorehouse but at least she had her friends. She wanted to tell Barbie all about her wonderful new home and hoped with all her heart that she had found something similar waiting for her. She couldn't bear the thought that Barbie had a cruel or abusive master. Maybe she had been given a telephone too. Maybe someday there would be a way to call her. It gave her hope.

It felt funny to be drug free after such a long time but of course she had no way of knowing what she had been taking or what it was doing to her. She just knew that she had more energy than usual and found it easier to think clearly and accomplish little mental tasks. It was a powerful feeling but confusing too. She knew she was brainless and helpless but she didn't always feel that way anymore. She was figuring out how to take care of herself and do things that had always been done for her. Even cooking wasn't as hard as she expected. It was actually kind of fun and there were a lot of cooking shows on TV that gave her ideas.

TV itself was an amazing window to the outside world. There were so many programs about so many things. She wanted to learn about everything; art, music, history. She had a real hunger for knowledge.

As the time passed she became quite comfortable in her new surroundings and used taxis to get around to places that were too far to walk. She loved museums especially. It was all new to her yet totally familiar. She felt like she belonged there for some reason. Little flashes of memory popped into her head from time to time. She was startled when she knew the name of the artist who had done a painting without looking at the sign. Where did that come from?

Roger was charming and delightful and she genuinely looked forward to his visits. She tried to make each one special and always seemed to succeed. He wasn't the most athletic lover but he was gentle and compassionate. The more time they spent together the closer they both became. Roger wished that he could take her more places like the opera or the theatre but he was a married man who held high office and it was too risky to be seen in public too often. Government officials were expected to have mistresses but they were also expected to be discrete about it.

One night Roger was especially relaxed and in a talkative mood as they lay in bed together after sex.

"I don't mean to embarrass you darling but there's something I've always wondered," he began. "Do you ever think about...well...your previous life."

"You mean at the Institute?"

"No, I mean...before that. Before you were...a woman."

The knife inside her head starting jabbing and she instinctively rubbed her temples.

"Oh, my poor dear, I've upset you," he cried.

"No, I...it was nothing. I'm just not sure I know what you mean," she replied.

"Think nothing of it. It was just a little joke, and a poor one at that. I'm sure it's better this way. We'll never speak of it again. Now kiss me my little vixen I think I feel the old soldier coming to attention again."

She tried to forget about it but it stuck in her mind. Before she was a woman? What on earth could that possibly mean? She'd always been a woman. What else could she have been? Why did these headaches always start whenever something confusing or complicated popped into her head? It must be because she's a brainless bimbo and trying to do something beyond her capabilities, but that sounded like total bullshit. She wasn't really brainless at all. For some reason the Institute tried to drum that idea into her but she knew that she had demonstrated on many occasions the ability to reason and problem solve and even be witty and clever. Roger loved that about her. What had her life been like before the Institute? She tried to concentrate. Why was she at the Institute at all? Did she volunteer to go there? Was she selected for some reason? Did they find her homeless and living on the streets? Was she sent there by someone? 

An image flashed in her head. She was naked and chained to a bunch of other women and they were all terrified. It was a cold dark room and they were all just waking up together for some reason. Terror...shock...but why? Had she done something wrong? Broken the law? Had she been in prison? Another image, again just a quick flash like lightning in her brain. A different set of people, this time men but still chained together. It wasn't like she was watching them it was as if she was one of them, but that was crazy and impossible. Wasn't it?

It was too much to think about. She poured herself a glass of wine and took a nice long hot bath. She tried chanting her mantra but the words stuck in her mouth. Why was it so damn important to be stupid? Sure, maybe some men liked it, but Roger appreciated her mind and he was the only man she would ever serve again. Why couldn't a woman be smart and sexy at the same time? A voracious appetite for sex didn't make you brainless. If the Institute was planning to auction me off why didn't they prepare me better for life in the real world if they're so smart? They didn't teach anything about shopping or taxis or using a phone.

Roger knew that she was interested in improving her mind and he totally approved. A little art and culture was probably good for the girl he thought. When she suggested that a computer might be helpful to expand her horizons he didn't hesitate to have one installed. Now she was really connected to the outside world, the whole world, not just the world around her apartment.

She had never used a computer but for some reason she seemed to know her way around quite instinctively. It seemed like old hat to do a search for something and follow links. I used to be quite good at research she thought for some reason, though it made absolutely no sense.

Looking for information about the Wingate Institute brought up a lot of different news stories and other features. The government obviously controlled the media very tightly so the news items would have to be taken with a grain of salt but it was a jumping off point at least.

After poking around some boring stories about the success rate and efficiency of our national institutions and correctional facilities the thunderbolt struck her right between the eyes. There was a picture of her, obviously from the video session, where she was bent over and being banged by that hot stud. She had a goofy grin on her face as she looked straight into the camera. The title of the article was "Former Professor Gets Lesson He'll Never Forget." The article went on to explain how radical new surgery was turning corrupt criminal agitators into productive members of society by turning them into simple, happy sex toys. It was definitely written as propaganda rather than serious news but the article went on to identify the woman in the picture as Professor Martin James, a convict who had been cured of his seditious ways and who now lived only to give pleasure having left all thoughts of treason behind for a better life as brainless bimbo.

It was shocking but Candi tried to keep a level head. There was no reason to believe that the story had any truth to it. She had been led into a room and instructed to read some words. Had she been brought in half an hour later perhaps she would have claimed to be someone else. It was obviously an attempt to discredit this Professor James, whoever he was, but that didn't mean they hadn't simply used the girls at the Institute to stand in for the supposed body-swapping criminals. The idea seemed pretty far-fetched. Candi certainly didn't look like the product of some plastic surgeon's knife.

The next thing she did was look for information on Professor Martin James but there wasn't a lot to be found except similar articles about his humiliating transformation. The government had obviously purged mention of whatever he had done that made them so angry. Eventually she did find an article about the trial of several political radicals and there was a picture of the professor. He looks so old she thought. He could easily be any one of the clients she had serviced. Nothing special, just a man. Am I that man she wondered?


CHAPTER 18:

There was no way to be certain of the truth in a society that controlled the media so tightly. Even if she convinced herself that it was true what was she going to do about it? Say for a moment she had once been a man named Martin James, what was that to her now? She didn't remember the man or anything about his life. Plus he was an enemy of the government, the same government that Roger served in a very high position. She knew nothing about politics so she was in no position to pass judgment on who might be right in this case so she let that go for the time being.

She couldn't see any way that she could be turned back into this man and even if she could to what end? He was a criminal. They had arrested him once, why wouldn't they do it again? Everybody thought this Professor James was long gone so maybe that's how he should stay. Whoever loved him or cared about him had by now surely reconciled themselves to the knowledge that they would never see him again.

Candi had a fantastic life. She had a rich and powerful protector. All the same she decided to start skimming a little money to build a secret nest egg just in case the situation ever changed. Nothing drastic that would be noticed but she could always get a little cash back with her purchases. She wished she had thought of that before when she got tips on outcall jobs and voluntarily turned them in. She could have hidden some of the money in her bra or panties or something and no one would have ever known. Well she was smarter now and her defensive mechanism was up.

The thought that she might have once been a man struck her as strange but no stranger than had she found out that she was once a flower or a tree or a milk carton. She had been trained to like sex so she liked it. Liked it a lot. Whatever previous sexual leanings might have been there they were replaced by very real and very strong impulses. Interesting that the first person she fell in love with was a woman but then again if Candi was a converted male than so was Barbie in all likelihood. That made it gay any way you looked at it she thought with a chuckle.

It looked like fate may have dealt her a very strange hand but for now all she could think to do was play it. What she really wanted was to learn more and be more intellectually prepared to cope with things. What was it about this government that was so corrupt that it made people risk everything to oppose it? Were they just misguided radicals or were they actually freedom fighters struggling against an oppressive regime? These were thoughts and words that never entered her mind at Wingate but now they seemed to come more easily and naturally. She would have to be careful about that. Roger expected her to learn a little about culture or maybe take a ceramics class or something so that's what she would do. If he suspected for one moment that she was studying politics or becoming radical in her views in any way that would surely be the end of her.

The perfect mistress is what he bought and that's exactly what he'll get...for now.


CHAPTER 19:

Roger did indeed enjoy the way Candi was improving her mind. It made her all the more delightful when she recited poetry or compared something to the style of a famous painter. She had also developed a flair for decorating and the apartment was more enchanting than ever. He originally had some doubts about spending so much money on one girl but they were long gone by this time. He had worked hard and climbed high up the ladder. Why not treat yourself to the best? His marriage had been an empty shell for years and years. It was all just keeping up appearances. Candi was a breath of fresh air. She made him feel young and virile again, even if he did need pills sometimes to get an erection. Nothing else was this easy in his life. Candi's apartment was an oasis of happiness. When he bought her he knew he could brag to his friends about her looks and sexual abilities but now he would have no trouble introducing her as his mistress. If he wanted to bring friends over he had no doubt that she would be the perfect hostess.

For Candi life just got better and better each day. She had no trouble finding ways to fill her time now that she knew where to look. She loved reading and could spend all day curled up with a good book. She still didn't have any friends but she was friendly with many of the local merchants who now knew her by name. Many men stared at her but surprisingly few actually hit on her. She was part of that strange phenomenon where a woman appears so attractive and "classy" that many men just assume she's out of their league. She wasn't sure whether Roger would oppose her having a lover or two as long as they didn't conflict with his schedule but she wasn't really looking for that. At least not with a man.

Thoughts of Barbie still drifted in and out of her head but she was so happy in her current situation that she couldn't really imagine trying to run off together if she could find her old roommate. As much as she missed the sex what she really wanted was a female friend to do things with. Someone to go to lunch with or browse little boutiques. Since Roger had to be very careful about being seen with her in public they couldn't really do a lot of those things together.

She had tried to find Barbie using the computer but hadn't had any luck. There was some information about the auction but it didn't say who the buyers were. She couldn't find any reference to her videotaped humiliation spot so the trail was pretty cold.

One day she got a very bold idea and decided to spring it on Roger once he was in a good mood after sex. 

"Darling," she began as she ran her fingers through his chest hairs, "do you remember that very attractive blonde girl who was my roommate?"

"Not easy to forget, especially since we all had a jolly good time together. If I hadn't met you I might easily have bought her instead."

"You don't know any way of finding out who did buy her do you?"

"I don't have to find out, I know the man quite well. Paul Brownfield is his name and he's the CEO of a large electronics company. Member of my country club too," Roger replied.

"I was just wondering...well...we were such close friends and all so that I was just wondering if she was living in a similar situation to mine. I'd feel so much better if I knew her life had turned out anywhere near as happy as my own."

"Oh, I'm sure she's fine. A man isn't likely to pay that kind of money for a girl and then not treat her well."

He knew that wasn't necessarily true but there was no reason to upset Candi, especially since he had no idea how Brownfield chose to treat his sex slaves. 

"I'm sure you're right. Maybe I'll bump into her some day," Candi said cheerfully. "It would be nice to see her again."

It would be nice indeed, especially if it was for another three-way thought Roger. That had been the single greatest sexual experience of his life. Even if he hadn't joined in the two of them together were so magical that he could have just watched them for hours.

Candi was glad that she at least had something to go by even if it wasn't much help. She might be able to find where this Paul Brownfield guy lived but there was no assurance that Barbie would be living at that address. If Barbie's arrangement was anything like her own she could be stashed away in some apartment almost anywhere. Still it was a start. Brownfield was an important man so there would probably be plenty of information about him available. If she could track him down maybe she could ultimately track down Barbie as well. In any case she had a backup plan but it would require Roger's help and would involve his country club.

All Candi could really find out was that Brownfield was indeed an extremely rich man, which was not surprising since only someone with real money could have won a girl like Barbie at auction, and that he was a competitive sportsman who liked to play golf, race yachts and so on. Also not surprising since these aggressive over-achieving men usually thrived on competition of all kinds and the bragging rights that went with winning. That might be the key she was looking for.

"You know I was thinking that it might be fun to take some golf lessons," Candi casually mentioned one evening shortly after swallowing a load of her owner's seed.

"Really? I had no idea," Roger panted.

"Well the way you talk about golf it sounds like so much fun. I'm sure I'd never be really good enough to play with you or anything but it would be nice if I could at least talk about golf with you and have some idea of what it's all about."

"I don't see why not. It's very sweet of you to want to share my interests. There's a very good pro at my country club. I could set up a lesson for you if you like. Then you can see how that goes and whether you want to try it again. How does that sound?"

"That sounds wonderful lover! You spoil me so much and I adore you for it," said Candi as she gave Roger a peck on the cheek.

For her first golf lesson she came dressed in a pink and gray plaid skirt that was probably just a little too short and a pink top that clung to her body as if it were painted on. She topped the whole thing off with a cute little golf visor. When Jake the golf pro got his first glimpse of her his eyes bugged out of his head. He knew that the Minister of Finance had arranged this lesson so he would have to play it cool. He had put the moves on plenty of wives and girlfriends before but never one so gorgeous and rarely one associated with so powerful a man.

Still old habits die hard and it was impossible for Jake not to flirt when he was giving a pretty girl a lesson. It was a free pass to touch their hands as you showed them how to grip the club or put your hands on their hips to get them bent over the ball just right. The classic move was always the best and that was getting up tight behind the student and putting your arms around her to demonstrate proper swing technique. It's a legitimate teaching practice but it did mean that Jake was pressing up against her ass with his head hovering around her neck. It was the perfect position for whispering sweet little nothings that you didn't want anyone else to hear.

"Maybe you can help me with something Jake," Candi said as they were working on her backswing. "These clubs are rented but I was thinking of buying a set. The thing that really confuses me is all this business about the stiffness of the shafts. Do I want more flexibility or something more rigid? I mean, just how stiff a shaft do you think I could take?"

She could feel the bulge in Jake's pants growing rapidly. He managed to stammer something about analyzing her swing to help determine what degree of flexibility would be best but he was also starting to sweat a little. He was supposed to be dropping lines like that on the ladies, not the other way around. Was this a test? Had word of his philandering gotten around?

"I knew you'd be the man to talk to about shaft stiffness. Now let's talk about your balls."

"What?" Jake gasped.

"In your pro shop. I know it's silly and so girlish but I just love the way those pink balls go with my outfit. Are those balls any good or just pretty?"

"Oh, they're...they're fine. The color doesn't change the way they play."

She tortured him some more throughout the remainder of their lesson and felt quite pleased with herself for how easily she had reduced this guy to a quivering mass of jelly. She had also made it quite clear that she was very interested in anything having to do with Paul Brownfield and his game and would be very happy to show her gratitude for useful information. Jake had no idea why this lovely creature was so interested in Paul Brownfield's golf game but he was more than happy to do a little snooping around if it meant that it would put her in his debt.

Candi's plan was simple enough. Roger would play Brownfield in a golf game with a little wager on the side. If Roger won he would get the use of Barbie for a whole weekend to do as he pleased with her. If Brownfield won Candi would be the prize. She had no doubt that the two men's competitive spirit would go for the deal but what she needed to do was stack the deck in Roger's favor any way that she could. The two men were fairly well-matched as far as handicap went so she hated to rely entirely on Roger's skill.

Having Barbie living with her for a whole weekend was an irresistible thought. They could discuss so many things and make plans to see each other more often if it was possible. Even if Roger lost she would probably get a chance to see Barbie since Brownfield would no doubt want to take advantage of the three-way possibilities but there was no guarantee that would happen or that she'd have any alone time with Barbie even if it did. If that was the case, oh well. She was a whore and a trick is a trick is a trick. Hopefully with Jake's help they could find a way to ensure Roger's success even if they had to resort to cheating. She'd have to give Jake something for his troubles but again, so what? She knew that what she had between her legs had even more buying power than that credit card in her purse.


CHAPTER 20:

Roger went for the plan without hesitation and Candi even managed to make it appear that it was all Roger's idea. She didn't mention Jake of course, but at least the wheels were in motion. Roger was almost as excited as Candi at the thought of a reunion.

There really wasn't much Jake could do in the way of strategic help. It wasn't like tennis where you could deliberately exploit someone's weak backhand. Golf was basically a game played by individuals against the course. She had to resort to more devious means. She did know that Brownfield preferred fast greens so she got Jake to get the groundskeeper to conveniently decide to water down the greens just before they were to tee off. Her evil master stroke was getting Jake to replace some of the clubs in Brownfield's bag with duplicates that had slightly different shafts. They looked the same and would feel basically the same in his hands but they would definitely play a bit different than he was used to. They swapped the driver, the five iron and the seven iron figuring they would get a lot of use but the rest of his clubs would play like normal. Switching them was easy enough because clubs were always left outside of the clubhouse when the members went in for drinks and so on but getting replacements that had the same amount of wear and tear was the hard part. Hopefully Brownfield would never suspect a thing. The idea was so crazy that even he would have a hard time believing that someone had tampered with his gear.

Whether it was Roger's skill or Candi's tampering no one would ever be able to say for certain but Roger was the victor. Candi was elated and of course so was Jake because he was a big winner on the day too. While Roger celebrated over drinks with his buddies Candi and Jake slipped off to a little shack where tools and things were kept and found some nice grass seed bags that would serve as an impromptu bed.

"Look, I know there was sex implied in our deal but in all honesty Paul Brownfield is a total asshole and I'm happy to see him get knocked down a peg. If you don't want to go through with this I won't think you're a cock tease or anything," Jake said quite gallantly.

"Oh, don't be silly Jake. It's not like I'm some shy maiden guarding her virginity. You're a good looking guy and I'm sure this will be as fun for me as it is for you."

While saying this she had already dropped to her knees and pulled his pants down to his ankles. With a tug on his shorts a very nice looking cock popped out to greet her. This shaft was definitely extra stiff. With the expert skill of the whore she was she quickly had her lips wrapped around his throbbing penis.

Jake hadn't expected this from such high class tail. Most of the time he was doing rich, stuck up, older, country club ladies who expected him to provide the oral services. Not only was he getting his dick sucked it was the best blowjob of his life.

After a while Candi jumped up on the stack of seed bags and spread her legs open as she lifted up her skirt.

"Come on Jake, see if you can put it in the hole That's what this game is all about isn't it?"

Jake didn't know whether he had made a bargain with the devil but he didn't care in the least. You just don't get chances like this every day. His pants were still down around his ankles so he practically had to "bunny hop" over to the bags but once he got there he wasted no time in doing as she suggested. He definitely found the hole and stayed there as long as he could but he was almost ready to shoot his wad during the blow job so it was a rather quick conclusion.

She pulled herself together and went to join Roger in the clubhouse. Jake was spent but deliriously happy. Still he was a little confused.

"Hey there's something about this whole deal that I don't get. If you love this guy so much you were willing to rig the game so that he could win why would you go down for me so easily, especially when I gave you the chance to back out?"

"Oh, I didn't do it for him. I'm the one who won the bet," she replied with a wicked grin as she headed out the door.

As she headed for the clubhouse she whispered a new motto to herself. "I'm brainy, strong and beautiful too there's nothing in life that I can't do." That would be her mantra from now on.


CHAPTER 21:

Paul Brownfield wasn't a good loser but he wasn't a man to welch on a bet either. Barbie was delivered to Candi's apartment early on Saturday morning and would be picked up at the same time on Monday. They had 48 hours to do whatever they were going to do. Roger couldn't make it on Saturday but he would try to squeeze in as much time as possible on Sunday so the two girls had a free day together.

"Wow girl you hit the jackpot," Barbie said as she stared at Candi's apartment in wonder.

"Don't you have a place like this?" Candi asked hopefully.

"Are you kidding? He bought a slave and he treats me like one. I've got my own place since he's married but it's a total dump in a complete slum of a neighborhood. He used to chain me up in there at first but it was too much trouble having to send somebody to feed me so he let me free enough to take care of myself. The chains go back on when he's fucking me of course because he's a total pervert but it is what it is I guess."

"That's terrible! I feel so guilty now knowing what kind of life I'm living."

"Don't feel bad. I'm happy for you. At least one of us is getting the life they deserve," Barbie said sweetly. "I just can't believe how lucky we are to have had this opportunity to see each fall into our laps."

"It didn't exactly fall into our laps," Candi confessed. "I kind of orchestrated the whole thing."

She went on to explain how she had set the match up and seduced the golf pro into helping to rig the match in Roger's favor. Barbie's jaw literally fell open in astonishment.

"But...but...how could you have done all of that? How could you even have thought of something like that?" Barbie stammered in bewilderment.

"I've found that men are pretty easy to manipulate if you play on your female charms. I got Roger to tell me who had won you in the auction and did a little research to find out as much as I could about the guy and then enlisted the horny golf pro at the country club to do my dirty work. A few well placed suggestions and a little quality cock sucking and the whole thing played out exactly according to plan."

"I mean...how did you get so smart?"

"We've got a lot to talk about and not a whole lot of time to do it so why don't you unpack and we can get comfortable and have a little chat.," Candi suggested.

"I don't really have much of anything to unpack. I don't have any real clothes other than the stuff I've got on," Barbie explained sadly.

"Well you can raid my closet if you want or we can go shopping and get you a new wardrobe," Candi replied. "You'll need something fancy for dinner tonight at least. I've made reservations at a pretty swanky joint."

"You can buy things?"

"Baby, you have no idea."

The girls got caught up on everything that had happened to them since last they saw each other. The stories couldn't have been more different. Apparently Jake was correct that Paul Brownfield was indeed a total asshole and far worse than that when it came to his treatment of someone considered subhuman like Barbie. Brownfield was heavily into the whole BDSM thing and had no trouble at all treating his new possession as a slave in every sense of the word. The only real furniture in Bambi's hellhole apartment was bondage gear. She slept on a filthy mattress covered in dirt and stained with semen. Everything was dark and dingy and she never knew when he might show up ready for another session. Sometimes he brought friends along and they pounded her mercilessly from every angle. She had gone from high class hooker to the                                        most degraded fuck toy imaginable and it was painful to hear about.

It was also disconcerting how simple Barbie seemed to Candi now. Obviously being the sex slave of a cruel bondage freak had done nothing to improve her mental prowess. She showed definite signs of being overly timid and submissive, even to her old roommate who somehow had become a grand lady who knew how to use a computer and made reservations at fancy restaurants and could manipulate powerful men to do her bidding. Candi was like some sort of a queen to Barbie and it put a new wrinkle in their relationship.

It was obviously not going to be easy to see Barbie on a regular basis since Brownfield could show up unannounced at any moment but it wasn't totally impossible either. If Candi could get some inside information on his schedule she might be able to pull off something when she knew he was safely out of town. Time to worry about that later. Their chat had gone on so long that it was already time for lunch so Barbie took advantage of Candi's offer to raid her closet and they both looked very sharp as they headed out. It reminded Candi of the their first days in the bordello when they had all been given nice new clothes and everyone wanted to try on everyone else's outfits. She didn't miss the whorehouse in the slightest but she did miss the companionship of those other girls. Hopefully things had gone better for some of them than they had for Barbie.

Everything was a total wonder to Barbie, just as it had been for Candi at the beginning. Candi had to keep reminding herself that Barbie was no less intelligent than her she simply hadn't had the opportunity to unlock that aspect of her nature the way Candi had.

After lunch they got in bed for the first time. Candi still had a ton of things she wanted to talk about but she also didn't want to waste all of this precious time on gabbing when there was pussy to be licked. Candi had bought a two-headed dildo for the occasion and they put it to good use right away, sitting with their legs kind of entwined around each other and holding hands as they "see-sawed" their bodies back and forth in rhythm. Later in the afterglow Candi decided to broach the big subject.

"Barbie...do you find your memory of your past life has come back to you more now these days?"

"I'm not sure I know what you mean," Barbie replied.

"I'm pretty sure they used to keep us heavily medicated but now that I've been off the drugs for a while I find that I can remember a lot of things more clearly and wondered if the same was true with you," Candi explained.

"Oh he gives me pills and injections all the time so I wouldn't really know. I think he likes it when I'm kind of out of it."

"By any chance do you remember when they made us shoot that video where we had to read some silly words? We've talked about this before. They made us say that we were someone else. Can you possibly recall what name they had you say?"

"I don't know."

"Just close your eyes really tight and concentrate on anything you can remember about that day. The room, the little table they had us bend over, the guy with all the muscles and that strange box we had to stare at that had words crawling by."

Barbie did as she was told and really strained to remember. 

"Calvin something maybe?" she said as she opened her eyes.

"Oh, that's great baby you're doing fine," Candi encouraged her. "Now try it again and see if you can remember the last name."

Once again she closed her eyes but they suddenly popped open in a flash.

"Oh. it was Calvin Turly," she announced.

"What?"

"It suddenly came back to me. I thought it was a funny name and I kept giggling every time I said it so they got mad at me. That idea about closing your eyes really works. I can't believe how smart you are!"

Calvin Turly. That was enough for now. There was no way Candi was going to spring the complexities of their situation on poor Barbie while she was obviously still in a stunted mental state. When Candi came to the realization that she had probably once been a man it was a shock but not as bad as it could have been since she was living a life she had no desire to give up even if that option was available. She was finding that being a woman could be a very rewarding and satisfying thing indeed. In any case it gave her certain advantages because she would never be thought of as a serious threat to anyone. For Barbie to try and wrap her head around something like that might damage her permanently.

The rest of their weekend went by all too fast. They talked, and kissed, and fucked and giggled and had a great time. Sometimes Roger joined them and sometimes they were alone. Candi made sure that Roger had an especially good time because she might need his help in wrenching Barbie away from Brownfield and it was better if he had happy carnal memories to inspire him. She felt confident she could get his help either way but why not have a blast in the process?

It was a tearful moment when they parted on Monday morning but Candi was already thinking ahead like an expert chess player, a game she was getting quite good at. Before she left Candi shared her new motto with Barbie and made her repeat it several times to be sure she would remember it.

"This is what I want you to say to yourself every single day. Say it anytime you're feeling low or bad about anything. This is who you really are. This is what you want to be," Candi assured her.

Candi had a lot of work to do. First she would have to make sure that she could stay in touch with Barbie. Then she would need to develop a scheme that would get her out of the clutches of her evil owner forever. It was a tall order but she knew she was up to the task.

"I'm brainy, strong and beautiful too there's nothing in life that I can't do."

That motto would definitely be put to the test in the days to come.
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I freely admit that the fact that all the women looked young despite their actual biological age was a bit of a stretch but hey, this is a work of erotic fiction not a serious social commentary on potential criminal reform in future generations. In any kind of fantasy transformation story there are bound to be some bumps in the road that are a little hard to explain or justify.
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