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PROLOGUE:

Nobody knew exactly when it started nor what caused it, but suddenly the birth rate in the United States took a precipitous drop. For years, it had hovered around the replacement level of 2.1 live births per woman. At times it would spike, like after a national crisis, while at other times it declined rapidly, mostly during recessions and wars. This time was different as there was no obvious explanation for it. All of a sudden, there was a ninety percent drop in the number of babies born.

Not long after the drop in babies being born, fertility clinics started seeing a dramatic increase in women and couples seeking treatment. Not only did the number of clients for these services jump up, the average age of the women seeking help getting pregnant declined by over a decade to the age of twenty four. 

Women that age rarely are aware that they have fertility problems, so the trend caused a wave of articles in the media. The news coverage of the surge in fertility treatments caused the census bureau to do some impromptu work only to discover the drastic decline in live births.  Surely those two phenomena had to be related.

Social media broke out in a storm of speculation as to what might be causing healthy young women to suddenly stop conceiving children when they clearly were trying.  Environmentalists though it had to be something in the air, food or water. They proposed banning artificial sweeteners and preservatives from food and abolishing the internal combustion engine. One Congresswoman advocated elimination of air travel and nuclear power.

The religious argued that sinful and wicked living caused a righteous God to close the wombs of the wanton. Their argument was bolstered that certain groups such as orthodox Catholics and Muslims seemed to be having babies at the normal rates. For a brief time, they were able to generate a surge in church attendance while bible studies proliferated.

Yet others suspected it was a plot by the United Nations as it seemed to be targeting the U.S. One idea was that they poisoned the food supply. Another was that the Council on Foreign Relations was spiking coffee with contraceptives. When it became apparent that other developed nations like Japan, Australia, Korea and the European Union were also affected, the conspiracy theorists shifted their focus to the developing world. Sub Saharan Africa, India, Indonesia and the Philippines each figured in some sneaky plot to make Western women infertile en masse.

While all this was going on, doctors and scientists calmly and patiently sorted through facts and data to generate hypotheses. Most of them were tested empirically and found wanting.  The fertility experts devised questionnaires and the big data companies mined them for correlations. 

It took two years, but the one hypothesis that seemed to have merit linked birth control pills and the loss of fertility. Women who were on the pill for more than a year seemed to become sterile. It didn’t seem to matter which of the variety of formulations they took. All of them rendered women infertile. 

At that point, the U.S. government, in quiet consultation with other industrialized nations, began an investigation into the manufacturing practices of the various companies who made birth control pills. Nothing stood out as having changed and there was no one common supplier to all of them that could explain why their products suddenly had more than transient effectiveness.  Careful to not cause a panic, the governments convinced the pill manufacturers to change to sugar pills so as to not further perpetuate the problem.

The one certainty among the governments and scientists involved was that it was becoming more and more of a problem. Advanced societies are dependent on the young to a far greater extent than the population realized. The salaries of current workers paid the retirement benefits and healthcare costs of the elderly. They were the source of innovation and increases in productivity. Young people served in the military and protected civilization. Economies depended on expansion to direct investments. The financial system couldn’t withstand a generation of sustained contraction. The world could survive two years of extremely low birth rates, but not a missing generation.

Quietly, researchers began to urgently look for a way to reverse the crisis. If a solution could be found quickly, there was time to save the world. Unfortunately, nothing seemed to work. Off the pill, the women continued to have their monthly cycles as they had since the onset of puberty. They simply weren’t ovulating.  Scans of their reproductive systems revealed that their ovaries had shriveled and were no longer functional. Scientists tried stem cells and gene therapy, but weren’t able to find anything to reverse the problem.  

It’s impossible for so many people to keep a secret. Perhaps it was a researcher or doctor trying to comfort a sister, daughter or cousin who started the avalanche. Maybe it was one the agencies of one of the governments spying on each other who leaked the news. Regardless of the source, four years into the “Dearth of Births” as the media christened it, word started to spread that anyone who had been on the pill before a certain date was likely infertile. Mass panic followed.

It started with a rush on teenage girls. Babysitters found themselves propositioned by couples who wanted one more baby. Soon, young women were afraid to be alone in public for fear of being kidnapped and sold to be bred. A market emerged for fertile women to sell themselves to couples wanting babies. When supply lagged, women from developing countries were imported. As with most things, the affluent were able to buy their way while the masses suffered.

Most governments intervened with offers of protection for the fertile female population.  Anyone woman wanting safe haven could have it in a secure facility. At first, it came for free with appeals to patriotism for those protected women to consider bearing children to save their country. Scientists experimented with harvesting ova from volunteers to fertilize and implant in sterile women. When that failed, the protected women were coerced into reproducing. They needed to have at least three babies to earn permanent protection and were rewarded for producing more than that quota.

In parallel, other government agencies pursued alternative solutions. For several years, the CIA had a secret program that allowed them to change the gender of their agents. Using a combination of re-programmed stem cells and gene therapy, they could change a man into a woman. It was an irreversible change and thus saved only for extreme cases where they needed to save an agent who had been burned while preserving his ability to operate. Only a handful of conversions, as the CIA called them, had been done. Nobody knew if the converted women were fertile or not.

Quietly, they accepted a handful of volunteers to undergo the transformation and then try to become pregnant. Much to everyone’s surprise, the newly created females were all able to conceive, most of them in their first cycle. The President ordered the creation of a new agency and scale up of the infrastructure to start changing mass numbers of men into women in the hopes of saving the country. Quietly, he offered to share the details of the process with other governments in exchange for peace treaties so that nobody could take advantage of the current crisis.

When the infrastructure was in place, the Federal Fertility Agency was unveiled to the public. Any male under the age of forty could apply to become a woman on the condition that he agreed to bear at least two children. The cost of the procedure and medical care was covered by the agency and a handsome bonus offered as incentive to undergo the treatment. One half the bonus was paid upon delivery of each of the contracted minimum of two children. Increasing amounts were promised for bearing children beyond the minimum. In addition to the bonuses, mothers would receive a stipend for life and housing with security until menopause. They had guaranteed employment if they wished to work with free daycare if they wanted to raise their babies instead of giving them up for adoption.

Volunteers had a variety of options. She could choose the father or let the government select him. The conception could happen through in vitro fertilization, insemination with a syringe or the way it had been done for millennia. The mother could keep her baby or give it up for adoption. If she chose adoption, she could pick the parents or let the government do it for her. 

Seven years into the crisis, things had stabilized. Birth rates were low, but starting a gentle recovery. From a generational perspective, it was a problem that would sort itself out within fifty years or so. But if you were a young person who was afflicted or in love with someone who was, there just wasn’t enough of a supply of fertile women to let everyone have a family.

It was a desperate time to be young and desperation leads ambitious people to creative ways to get what they want so badly…….


CHAPTER 1:

(Kris...or Kristen)

When the news broke about the “Dearth of Births” I didn’t pay very much attention. I was just out of college and looking for a job while trying to make ends meet. My parents had disowned me when they found my secret female wardrobe on a surprise visit to my off campus apartment during my junior year, so I had some serious student loan debts that would soon demand payments. Who had time to worry about women getting pregnant, or rather not getting pregnant?

Fortunately for me, I found a good paying job in my field and buried myself in the start of a very promising career in Financial Analysis. It wasn’t Wall Street, but I made a good living.  Once I passed my CPA exam, I was able to supplement it by doing taxes on the side. I was buried in work.

Unlike many young men, I wasn’t anxious to find a wife and start a family. Since I was about fourteen years old, I had been dressing up in women’s clothing. It started with a pair of pantyhose I found when doing my chore of emptying the trash. Masturbating while wearing them felt so incredible. It helped me pretend that I was the one fucking my cock and how wonderful that must feel. From that point I was hooked. Every pair of panties or nylons that hit the trash ended up in my stash.

Once away at college, I was able to buy some actual clothing and a wig so that I could transform myself from boring old Kris Schrimm into Kristen. She was a hottie and I imagined that she would be a lot more popular than I was. Second semester I found a place on the web that sold breast forms and Kristen had realistic looking knockers to wear. Later that year, I started shaving my armpits and legs.

I was careful to do it only on the weekends when my roommate Greg went back home to see his parents and his high school girlfriend, Kate. The college I attended had a lot of students go home on the weekends, so I had hours at a time by myself when I could lock the door and become Kristen. At first, it was enough to dress up and walk around the room a bit before masturbating and changing back to Kris. It escalated to learning how to put on make-up and walk in heels. The internet was a wealth of information on how to do that and soon I thought I could pass in public if I wore a scarf to cover my Adam’s apple. 

Early my junior year, I worked up the courage to go out as Kristen. By then, I was sharing an apartment off campus with Greg and didn’t have to risk the halls and stairs of the dorm. After I was sure he had gone for the weekend, I spent two hours making myself look pretty and then went out to a local bar. The bouncer checked me out and let me cut the line without asking for I.D. I didn’t pay for many drinks and chatted up a half dozen different guys.  Luckily, I didn’t recognize anyone I knew! 

That experience of going out as Kristen hooked me on dressing in public. I liked the male attention that I got and Kristen really was more outgoing and flirtatious than Kris. Every chance I got, I would take it. Not even my parents’ discovery of my wardrobe on that surprise visit stopped me, though it put a serious limit on how much I could spend on my alter ego.

It was impossible to keep something like that a secret from your roommate. Greg found out about Kristen when I came home from a bar one Saturday. He and Kate had decided to come back to our apartment unexpectedly. I walked in on them half naked, making out of the sofa.  After hurriedly covering her breasts, Kate demanded to know who the girl was with the key to the apartment. Since Kris was a fag, she shouted, I had to be stealing her boyfriend. I had to take the wig off and show her my penis before she believed I was really Kris.

After that, I didn’t see much of Kate. Greg was totally cool with it and I actually spent some weeknights as Kristen. He never mentioned anything while always calling me the name corresponding to my attire. We stayed roommates again senior year before going our separate ways after graduation.

For the next five years, I saw Greg and Kate only once at their wedding. It was a big affair with dozens of cousins and family. There had to be three hundred people in all. They seated me at the back, next to Kate’s gay uncle. She was a little chilly to me in the reception line, so I didn’t feel guilty for buying a gift on the cheaper end of the registry. 

Then, out of the blue, Greg called and asked if he and Kate could take me out to dinner at this fancy restaurant in Malibu. At the time, I was living in Long Beach and working in downtown L.A., so it was too much to come home between work and the restaurant. I brought a jacket and tie to work to change into on the way to meet them. 

When I got there, they were seated at a table near the back of the restaurant. Greg was wearing a nice gray suit and Kate a lovely blue dress. I wondered where she got it as it was quite flattering and something I might like to wear when in my alter ego. The color complimented her auburn tresses nicely.

“That is a lovely dress, Kate,” I said as I sat down across from her. “It’s the perfect color for you!” 

She smiled and thanked me. The waiter came with a bottle of white wine they had ordered and poured each of us a glass. When he left, Greg offered a toast to old times which caused me to smirk as there hadn’t been many times with the three of us after Kate met Kristen.

We made small talk while waiting for the waiter to take our orders. They were both doing well in their careers and their parents were in good health. They didn’t like the new mayor of Los Angeles and were worried about the economy. Nothing all that important.

When the waiter left, Greg leaned over to talk. “Say, have you been following this whole baby crisis thingy?”

It was an awkward opening line, but I was curious to see where he was headed with it.  “Um, sort of. I haven’t paid it too much attention, to be honest. Why, are you two um…affected?”  There was no elegant way to ask if someone wasn’t able to get pregnant.

Kate leaned forward, “Yeah. We’ve been to toe doctor and it’s just not going to happen for me.”

“I’m so sorry for you guys,” I said trying to sound genuine.  “I wish there was something that could help.”

Greg sat back and looked at me, “Well there sort of is something that could help. Have you heard of this new Federal Fertility Agency?”

I shook my head. “Honestly, no. I can’t keep up with all the news.”

“Well, they have an offer that we thought you might have heard about. The government can make a man into a woman, but more importantly a fertile woman. You have to agree to have two children and you get paid for it. They cover the costs and everything.” Greg was making his best pitch.

Kate added, “We thought that this might be a chance for you to become Kristen full time.”

I sat there for a minute and thought. A way to become a real woman was very appealing.  Unlike the surgery, which I had briefly considered, this would make me a genetically real woman and cost me nothing.  I’d even get paid for it.

“There has to be a catch.”

“No catch,” Greg replied. “They’re desperate for people to start having babies.”

“You can pick who the father is and how you conceive – test tube, syringe or penis,” Kate added. 

“We want to ask you if you’d consider applying for the FFA and if you do would you let Greg be the father,” Kate continued. “And let us raise the baby.”

That caught me by surprise. Most people might have connected the dots sooner. This entire dinner was about asking me to become their baby’s mother. And I wasn’t even a woman!  Though that part was the most intriguing.

“Why me?” I asked.

“Well because you always wanted to be a girl, for starters,” Greg blurted out.

Kate elbowed him and took over, “Because we want a connection with the mother of our child, someone we know. We don’t just want a transaction, but something more.”

“Like what?” I asked.

She shrugged, “Something we will figure out if you’re game.”

“Let me read up on it, but yeah, I might be interested."


CHAPTER 2:

(Darren Winters)

Las Vegas is one of those places that you tend to love or hate. Ironically I was kind of on the fence about that subject. I liked the excitement of an all-night town but once you were off the Strip it was just like any other town. I wasn't much of a gambler so I could take that or leave it, but there were still some great food bargains and discount buffets if you knew where to look for them.

The main draw of Vegas for me was the nightlife. I was a guitar player, and a pretty good one, and I managed to find pretty steady work in the lounges and floor shows around town, in addition to being in my own band that had dreams of success, like so many other bands in so many other garages.

Another thing I liked about Las Vegas was the amount of guitar stores and pawn shops around. It was a good place for a working musician and the pawn shops tended to stay open late, like everything else. I was always looking for a good deal on musical equipment, and being flush with cash at the moment I thought I'd pop in a local hock shop and see if they had any guitars that caught my fancy.

I didn't buy anything but there were a couple of options on my maybe list. At least I'd be going home with all my money, or so I thought. As it turned out I wasn't going home at all...ever.

I was walking down a rather dimly lit street heading for where I had parked my car when I felt a sharp pain in my back. It felt sort of like an insect had stung me or something and I instinctively reached around and found kind of a dart lodged firmly in my back.

"What the fu..." I started to mutter, but I never got a chance to finish the thought.

When I woke up I found myself sitting on a rather wretched-looking cot in what greatly resembled a jail cell. There was one of those little ball things on the ceiling that usually held a security camera so I assumed that I was being watched. After a while a slot opened in the wall and a tray of some crappy food was slid in. That was the total extent of my interaction with my captors until sometime later when the door finally opened and two guys in white coats held me down while an Asian chick in nurse's scrubs stuck a needle in my arm.

I struggled, but the dudes in the white coats were pretty strong and whatever they shot into me worked very fast and soon I was passed out again.

When I say I was passed out I don't mean completely, like I had been when I was hit with that dart on the street. This was more like being stoned out of your head or something. I went in and out of consciousness, and even when I was sort of awake nothing seemed to really make any sense.

I got the impression that I was in sort of an operating room, but not like in any hospital I'd ever seen. There were brick walls and I thought I even spotted a Coke machine in a corner. Yet I was lying on a gurney, and there were people who looked like doctors and nurses puttering around me. I seemed to be hooked up to a bunch of tubes and someone kept checking my vital signs.

Then things got even stranger. In my fevered state of mind I started having hallucinations. It felt like my breasts were growing. Voices kept calling numbers out and it reminded me of the Keno games in town, or maybe a bingo parlor.

Time ceased to exist as a tangible concept in my mind. A minute was a day and a month was a second. I just knew that I must be seriously messed up because my body didn't feel right at all and there was a hell of a lot of activity all around me. I wondered why anyone would work so hard to try and save my life. I wasn't anybody famous and in this town that made you nobody at all.

Then everything faded to black, just like at the end of a movie, and I was sure that I had died.


CHAPTER 3:

(Kris Makes a Decision)

A few days later, Kate and Greg accompanied me to the appointment I’d made with the FFA.  It was a nice new office in the Federal Building on Wilshire. A serious-looking woman who had to be in her early forties called my name and we all three got up to go into her office. She waved for Greg and Kate to sit back down. I hesitated a moment, then followed her.

In her office, she asked me to sit down before she spoke. “You have an interesting application Mr. Schrimm.  We don’t see a lot of people like you.”

“Thank you, Ms...I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name.”

“Ross,” she replied. “And I didn’t give it to you. Eleanor Ross.” She offered her hand. I shook it limply, unsure of the etiquette.

Ms. Ross opened up a screen on her computer, then looked at me. “Tell me why you’re really here?”

“Short or long answer, Ms. Ross?” I parried.

“Humor me and tell me everything,” she said.

And so I did, all the way back to finding pantyhose in the trash and trying them on. She took notes throughout. It felt therapeutic to tell a stranger my story for the first time. Her body language told me she wasn’t judging me. I could feel her sympathy.

“Ok, I get it,” she said with a smile. “You’ve wanted to be a woman for a long time. This isn’t Fantasy Island, Mr. Schrimm. It’ll all be very real. Life as a woman isn’t all sex and being pursued. It’s a lot of caring for family and worrying about how you look. Plenty of girl drama and insecurities. We haven’t even talked about periods or menopause. Still interested?”

Without hesitation, I answered, “Yes, Ma’am. I am.”

“And having babies, you’re down with that too?”

Over the past few days, I had had a lot of time to think about it. Initially, the fantasy had been what it would be like to have sex with me as a woman. That evolved into wanting men to desire me and imagining what sex with any man would be like. The logical next step was to be a complete woman with all it entailed. It might not be as sexy as the other parts, but it was deeply felt and true.

“It took me a while to realize it, but yes I am. It’s part of womanhood and I want the full experience.”

She smiled sweetly and crossed her legs. “Tell me about your friends. They seem eager for you to do this.” It was a command, not a question. 

“Greg was my roommate in college and he knew about Kristen back in the day,” I began.  “He and Kate were together back then too and she met me as Kristen.”

“Did she approve?” Mrs. Ross asked.

“Not really. I haven’t seen much of them since graduation.”

“Until the Dearth and the FAA, right?”

I nodded. “Yes, Ma’am.”

She leaned back and spoke calmly. “Here’s how I see it, Mr. Schrimm. You’re the ideal candidate for this. Most of the men we see come in here for the money and we’re desperate enough to not care. I don’t ask most candidates any of the questions I just asked you. The government would be pleased to help you live out your dreams of becoming a woman.  Personally, I hope it’s everything you want and more.”

She paused and the silence endured for a few minutes. I broke it by asking, “But?”

“You are free to decide as you like on who the father is, how you become pregnant and if you give the baby away, let us raise it or parent it yourself.” She leaned forward. “Whatever you decide, do it because you want it. You don’t owe your friends anything and they have an agenda.  I don’t want to see a young lady used by anyone, even if she isn’t yet a lady.”

After that, it was a matter of completing the paperwork and scheduling a date for the procedure. I asked for a Saturday about a month in the future so that I could put my affairs in order and give the company my notice. She gave me a brochure explaining the process and my rights as a volunteer. Another flyer explained the bonus structure and stipends. Doing this meant that I never again had to work, unless I wanted to. The last part was to decide whether I wanted to live in a government compound or accept security guards. I hesitated on that point, but Ms. Ross told me I could change my mind on that at any time, so I chose the guards.

Kate and Greg took me to lunch afterwards. Kate picked out one of those Tex-Mex chains and we sat down to a meal of generic tacos with what I hoped was real beef. We didn’t say much at first. Finally, Kate broke the awkward silence.

“Are you all set?” she asked.

“Five weeks from Saturday,” I replied. 

“And you’re ok with this?” Greg asked.

Sheepishly, I smiled, “Totally fine with it. Like a dream come true. It’s amazing that it took something like this population crisis to make a genuine gender change opportunity become available. That surgery and hormone regimen was barbaric by comparison.”

“What about Greg being the father and us raising the baby together?” Kate pressed.

I hesitated a moment. Her motives bothered me. Suddenly, I had gone from freak to being a part of her little family?  It didn’t make any sense to me.

“I’m ok with Greg being the father. Beyond that, I need some time to think. I’ve never considered being a parent, much less the mother. Is it enough to say, that I’ll consider it?”

Kate bit her lip and turned away while Greg nodded and put his hand on mine. “We can live with that,” he said in his best gentle voice.

We ate our food in silence and declined desert. Greg gave the waitress his credit card.  While we were waiting, Kate looked directly at me.

“I want you to have sex with me before the change.”

I arched my brow. “Um ok. Thank you? But why?”

She looked away. “Because I want you to have one last fling before you lose your thingy. It’s only fair.”

Despite myself, I laughed. That caused her to turn bit flustered. I reached across the table and took her arm in my hand.  Looking into her eyes, I said, “I appreciate the offer. Greg is a lucky man to have you, but girls have never been my thing.”

Kate sniffled and smiled. “I’d offer you Greg, but you’re going to have him after.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe I make him whack off into a cup and use the syringe. It’s a girl’s decision, right?”

She caught my lead and smiled. “Yeah, it is. He might have to earn it or something.”

“I can think of plenty of delicious ways for him to do that,” I offered. 

“I might like that,” she said.

“Me too,” I added with a conspiratorial wink.


CHAPTER 4:

(Darren Learns His Fate)

Apparently I wasn't dead because I woke up sometime later. I must have still been in the hospital because I appeared to be lying in a hospital bed. Well, strapped to the bed actually, which seemed a little odd. Maybe I had been thrashing around or something and pulling out my tubes. There were machines beeping away and some sort of fluids running into the back of my hand. A guy wearing a white coat came in and looked at the clipboard at the foot of my bed.

"Everything looks good," he said cheerfully. "And how are you feeling young lady?"

"Excuse me," I said.

"I just asked how you were feeling," the man repeated.

"No, the other part. Why did you call me young lady?"

The doctor dude, or whatever he was, smiled and put down the clipboard. He came over to the side of the bed and pulled my blanket down. Then he unsnapped the top of my hospital gown and flipped it down on my stomach. I stared down in wonder as I saw these two big mounds of flesh rising up from my chest. I had tits! Maybe I hadn't been hallucinating, or maybe this was an hallucination.

Then man reached over and started fondling my boobs rather aggressively. He wasn't wearing rubber gloves or anything and it didn't seem like any sort of a typical breast exam that I could imagine. When he started to tweak my nipples I was pretty sure that this was not hospital policy.

"What are you doing?" I gasped.

"Just giving you your first taste of womanhood. Believe me honey, I may be the first man to fondle your tits but I sure won't be the last," he said with a laugh. "Relax, I'll give you a pass on the pussy. It's probably still a little tender."

After he finished groping me he snapped me back up and straightened my blanket before departing, I had a million questions, but I hadn't been able to articulate them. I had just completely zoned out on my tits while that guy was copping a feel. That was so weird. I was a guy, I didn't have tits. I didn't have a high voice either, but I had been speaking in one. If I didn't know better I'd think that I was a woman, but I did know better and I knew that I wasn't, despite evidence to the contrary.

This hospital might not be regulation but they sure gave you some powerful drugs. I was riding one crazy buzz. Once I finally came back down my head would probably clear and I could get some answers before I got the hell out of here. For now I just drifted in and out of sleep.

The next time I woke up I was fully awake. I was also buck naked and back in the little cell I had been in before they took me to the hospital. And the icing on the cake was the fact that I was definitely female.

I didn't have too long to wait before the door opened and the two guys in white coats who had held me down before walked in and stood by the wall with their arms crossed. Instead of the nurse chick some guy in a black leather jacket walked in and looked at me for a moment before speaking.

"Well, they did a good job on you I've got to say," he commented flatly.

"Look, what is this..."

"Shut the fuck up bitch! Who told you could talk?" the man snarled. "It's time to listen, and listen good. Whoever you used to be, whatever your life was, forget about it. It's over. That person doesn't exist anymore. This is what you are now. A cum bucket. Men are going to pay us to fuck you. And a lot of men are going to fuck you. And they're going to keep fucking you until you get knocked up. And then after a while you'll get a few months to rest up and gather your strength so that you can have a child. Only you'll never see that child because some other people are going to pay us even more money to take that kid off your hands. And then you go right back to fucking and making babies for as long as you can manage to be profitable. Then your life is over and you disappear as if you never existed."

"I never volunteered to be part of that program," I protested.

"Does this look like a government institution? Do I seem like some kind of social worker or something? You just walked down the wrong street, you dumb bimbo. Figure it out. We grabbed you and pumped a bunch of shit into you and this is how you turned out. Be happy you got all the parts in the right place. It doesn't always go so well for everybody," said the man with a shrug.

"You won't get away with this!" I shouted.

The three men in the room burst out laughing.

"Jesus, that's what people say in the movies or comic books or something. Nobody says that in real life," the man in the black jacket chuckled. "You know why? Because it isn't true. People get away with all kinds of shit all the time. And the government's in no hurry to track us down. It's a supply and demand thing, and at the moment pregnant women are in great demand, as odd as that may sound. So we supply them. And you're just part of that supply chain. Think of it as your patriotic duty. It might make it easier to handle all those cocks that are going to be jammed in your cunt from now on. Now these two gentlemen are going to escort you to your dormitory and help you get situated. You've got a busy day tomorrow."

With that the man in black departed and the men in white took hold of me and cuffed my arms behind my back. Then they led me out of the room and down a hall to what looked like a freight elevator. We down a couple of floors and walked into another hall that led to another door.

Behind that door was a large communal living area filled with women wearing dingy hospital gowns or nothing at all. There were bunk beds all around and some miss-matched pieces of furniture. There were also a couple of toilets just out in the open and a few dirty sinks. The one item that seemed conspicuously out of place was a rather large and new-looking television set, which had a small crowd clustered around it.

I was taken over to one of the bunks and had my cuffs removed. Then one of the guys in white coats tossed me a hospital gown that was lying on top of the bed. It wasn't new by any means but it was cleaner than most of the gowns I saw around me.

"This is your home from now on baby," said one of the men in white. "You see these cuffs? You need to lock them on your ankles every night at lights out. Someone will come around and check them and believe me, you don't want them to find them unlocked."

Then my "escorts" departed and I slipped on my gown to cover my nakedness and looked around the room at my fellow prisoners. Most of them looked pretty young, but there were a few older-looking ones here and there. It looked like there were about 20 women or so, but I didn't bother to try and count.

"Fresh meat," said a black haired girl who was smoking a cigarette as she came up and walked around me like I was on an auction block or something. "I'll be looking for you in the shower honey."

The girl walked away and I just lay on my bed and stared up at the bottom of the bunk on top of me. I wanted to cry but I was too scared. I had fallen into the worst pit a person could possibly fall into and I had no idea how I was going to climb out of it. I felt anger, hatred, and resentment and decided that I would try to hold onto those feelings. They might keep me alive and help me to escape someday.


CHAPTER 5:

(Kris Becomes Kristen...Forever)

The next few weeks flew by in preparation for my metamorphosis from Kris to Kristen. I gave my notice at work and started making plans for my stuff. The government offered me free housing on a secure installation or armed guards at wherever I would live. Greg and Kate offered to have me move in with them, which seemed like a better idea than living in government housing. That left it to me to decide what to move and what to sell or donate with the FFA picking up the tab for movers.

The sad thing was that I would lose my entire wardrobe. The FFA advised against bringing it, other than a sentimental garment or two. There was no way to predict my new sizes after the procedure and since most women are smaller than most men, it was likely that everything would be too big. My accessories, perfumes and make-up all would come with me and I did save a special pair of panties from my first time out as Kristen, but the rest would all go to charity.

On the morning of the big day, Kate came to pick me up. She and I had begun to thaw the ice between us somewhat over a couple of lunches. Kate never quite said it, but she let me know she was embarrassed that she had frozen me out for being a freak show. Of course, it could be a convenient change of heart, timed exactly when she needed something from me. I would be cautious around her until I was completely sure about her sincerity.

The FFA facility was on the grounds of the old Naval Station in Long Beach, on a spit of land that stuck out into the ocean. Most of it had been given over to the container ship companies, so we drove through a maze of boxes containing things from China and Vietnam and other Asian countries. It was eerie as we could easily have been kidnapped and nobody would ever find us in that place.  

Once at the FFA clinic, she helped me set up the few things I brought with me. The procedure itself would take about twenty four hours, but I would stay there for a week afterwards to give me time to recover and ensure all was working as intended. For guys who had no experience, there was a three month course in how to be a woman, but Ms. Ross agreed that I didn’t need to attend.

Just before the procedure, I stripped down and put on the gown. It was drafty as those things usually are.

“You’re a hundred percent sure you want to do this?” Kate asked.

“A million percent sure,” I replied. 

“Thank you,” she said and squeezed my hand.

“It’s not entirely altruistic on my part,” I said with a wry smile on my face.

The orderlies came for me to go to the room where the procedure would take place. Kate was allowed to come with me and witness the start of the procedure. Once in the room, the nurses took over and hooked me up to all sorts of monitors before placing a couple of intravenous catheters, one in each arm. To make sure I didn’t hurt myself, they strapped my hands, head and feet to the bed.

The doctor came in and introduced herself to Kate and me. Dr. Alora explained to me how it would work. Basically, they would pump some special combination of stem cells and viruses programmed to edit my genes along with a mix of drugs to make sure my immune system didn’t interfere. Those came in through the catheters and they monitored my heart and breathing throughout. I could choose mild sedation or to be put under completely.

“I don’t want to feel a thing,” I said. “Call me a pussy, but I prefer to be completely out of it while it goes on.”

Dr. Alora laughed. “When you think about it that phrase is a misnomer. The vagina is the strongest part of a woman. Look how much it stretches during sex and then during birth. It takes a pounding and keeps coming back. There are far worse things than to be called a pussy!”

Then it was lights out for me. For the next day, I lay there in a dreamless state of unconsciousness. The professionals had complete control. I could have died and not felt a thing.

When I awoke, it was Sunday morning and I was back in my room. Kate was there to greet me. “You’re back!” she said happily.

“I feel like a truck ran me over,” I said.

“Oh I’m so sorry that you’re hurting,” she said with genuine sympathy in her voice.  “Greg is waiting outside to give you some privacy. The nurse told me to ring when you are awake and Dr. Alora will come check you out.”

Kate reached over to press the buzzer. That gave me a moment to assess my newly re-engineered body. My chest felt like two lead weights had been plopped on top of it. My pelvis ached. I looked at my hands and they were so much smaller than before the procedure. 

“Did it work?” I managed to croak.

“Well, the doctor gets to make that call,” Kate replied. “But from what I could see, yeah.  You’re all girl now.”

Before I could answer, Dr. Alora entered the room. “Well, welcome to the world, Kristen! How do you feel?”

“Awful,” I said in a bitchy tone. 

“Perfectly normal,” she replied. “Do you feel like you can pee? I need to see that before I can lower the level of care.”

“I can try,” I said trying to control my tone. 

Kate and the nurse helped me to stand up. The first few steps were a bit wobbly and I could tell right away that my hips were bigger. Without even trying, my walk had more sway than before. Absent a bra, my boobs felt every step. Lucky for me, I was able to sit down and release a strong stream of urine. The nurse instructed me to wipe front to back to prevent infections. That was some new information.

Back in the bed, the nurse helped raise the stirrups so that Dr. Alora could perform a pelvic examination. She inserted what I would call a medieval instrument of torture inside my new vagina and then cranked on it to stretch me. It hurt so badly, but I was determined not to cry.  Whatever she was checking, I don’t know, but, I passed with flying colors as she pronounced the procedure a success.

“We’ll downgrade your condition and you can get dressed. Congratulations, Kristen.  You’re going to love being female and I’m sure you’re going to have tons of babies to make everyone happy!”

Dr. Alora left and the nurse returned with a pair of cotton panties, a bra in my size and a blue dress that looked like a bag with sleeves. She promised that I could go to a special store to pick out some things when I was up to it and then left Kate to help me get dressed.

“Ok weird question,” Kate asked. “But would you let me look at you there?” Her eyes were focused on my midsection.

“I don’t see why not,” I said. 

It was an odd request, but I was actually more ok with her seeing my pubic area now than I had been when I still had male parts. I spread my legs and Kate lifted the hospital gown. She leaned her head in close. For a moment, I thought she might actually touch me there before she lifted her head and caught my eye.

“That’s amazing,” she proclaimed. “I didn’t really think…I mean I ..wow.”

I smiled and replied, “I couldn’t say it better myself.”

She exhaled. “One last weird question?”

“There isn’t a quota on them,” I said. Honestly, I was beginning to wonder if she was ever going to be comfortable with me. She was trying too hard, which made me doubt her sincerity.

“You said girls weren’t your thing. Is this better for you to finally have the right parts for that? I mean are you glad you did this?”

Despite myself, I had to smile. “I’m happy my parts match my brain,” I began. “But I don’t really have a comparison. I’ve never been with a man that way.”

Kate exhaled. “You and Greg never?”

That cause me to giggle. “Goodness no. Not him nor anyone else.”

“I just assumed….”

“Wrongly,” I completed her thought. 

“You weren’t attracted to him?” she asked.

That was a minefield question if there ever was one, I thought!  “Um not in that way.  He’s handsome and a great guy, but he was my friend not someone I wanted to ….”

Kate hugged me. “I’m sorry for how I treated you. Will you be patient and help me handle this?”

For the first time, I saw things from her point of view. She’d assumed her husband was fucking his tranny roommate in college and not telling her. Then, she found she was afflicted by the birth control incident and had to turn to me for help. It had to be humiliating in a way, yet she was willing to go ahead with it. I hugged her back hard.

“Only if you help me with this new life I’ve chosen.”

Kate gave me a peck on the cheek. “Deal. Now let’s get you dressed and make you look pretty. Greg must be anxious to see us!"


CHAPTER 6:

(Darren Works the Glory Hole)

There seemed to be a routine to the place, but nobody bothered to explain it to me. In the morning someone came around and unlocked our leg shackles and then people lined up for a chance to use one of the toilets. I noticed that everyone washed their hands very carefully, which seemed odd given the dingy nature of our general surroundings, but I followed their lead, as humiliating as it was to sit on an exposed toilet doing your business while facing a line of impatient women waiting for their turn.

A meal was served but there was no main dining table so everyone kind of fended for themselves. I ended up just sitting on my bunk eating alone. Then we entered what appeared to be some sort of period of "free time" and the TV got crowded. After a while a bell rang, sort of like in a school classroom and everybody started to strip. I took off my gown and followed the crowd that was heading down a corridor I hadn't noticed before.

At the end of the hall was a large communal shower area. There weren't enough shower heads for everyone so we all just kind of milled around and got under the water when we could. I noticed that there was some touching and kissing going on and the general mood seemed to be lighter. I was squeezing in under the spray when the black haired girl came by and pinched my ass.

"Not today, honey, but I've got plans for you," she said as she walked out of the shower and stood under what I assumed was some sort of air blower where we were supposed to dry off.

After that we milled into an informal line and some guards came around and chained one of our ankles to whoever was in front and behind us. It was a long chain that stretched from the front of the line to the back, like something you'd see in a prison movie.

The guards seemed to be equipped with some kind of a cylinder that sort of resembled a policeman's nightstick, except that it appeared to be an electronic device of some kind. Using the inert sticks to prod us along we all filed out of the room and down the hall. Then we trudged up a staircase and walked along another short hall until we came to a heavy-looking door.

"First half of the line, Fun Zone. Second half, Glory Hole," said one of the guards as our ankles chains were being removed.

Someone cut us into two groups and I was in the second half so I assumed that I wouldn't be going to the Fun Zone, not that I attached any significance to that moniker.

My group was herded through the door and we were now standing in a room with what looked liked rather cheaply paneled walls that had cutouts of various kinds and straps and harnesses hanging around.

The first girl who was selected was taken to a spot along one of the walls and a guard pulled a narrow padded bench out from below the cutout. The girl lay on her back on the bench and the guard shoved it partly back into place. The cutouts had pieces of what looked like black rubber hanging down like a curtain, but as the girl's body went through the opening I could see that the rubber was hanging in strips.

Once she had gone through the opening only the lower part of her body was still visible. The guard grabbed the girl's left leg and pulled it straight up as he fastened her ankle to a restraint hanging from the wall. Then he did the same with the right leg, Then it was my turn.

I was taken to another spot where there didn't appear to be a cutout, but there was a bench that they pulled out just far enough to make a little seat for me. I was instructed to sit on the bench while my wrists were cuffed to some chains hanging above me. I had a tiny bit of movement in each arm, but not much. My legs were totally free, which surprised me, so I just sat there and watched as the rest of my crew got rigged up.

Some went through the wall on their backs, and some went through on their stomachs, with their ankles spread and shackled below them instead of above them. Two more girls were secured the same way I was, except that one of them had her legs chained in the upright position as well as her arms.

Once everybody was where they wanted us to be we just waited. We didn't have to wait very long. The door swung open and the first customers of the day strolled in and looked around the room before deciding what their pleasure was.

"I've never seen that bitch before," said one of the customers to his buddy. "She's a hot little piece of ass."

"That's why they've got her out on display," his companion replied.

"See the advantage of getting here early," he first guy said as he nudged his friend in the ribs. "The meat's all fresh."

The first guy was kind of short and wore a t-shirt over some baggy shorts. He came and stood directly in front of me as he pulled his dick out. I watched in horror as he began to stroke himself. His buddy was taller and kind of lanky and they both looked like they were probably college age. He stood in front of the butt that was sticking out of the wall next to me and joined his companion in jerking off.

"They should have chicks giving head like a normal glory hole," the short fellow complained.

"They don't want dudes popping in their mouths, numb nuts. We're like sperm donors," the tall friend replied.

"I know that, but they could warm you up before the real thing," his buddy shot back.

When the little dude in front of me was finally erect he grabbed my legs and pushed them apart. I stared down as I saw his cock aimed right at my pussy. I squirmed, but there was no room to move on that little stub of a bench and before I knew it I felt his hard flesh shoving inside me.

"Man, this meat must be super fresh. I can't believe how tight this snatch is. Come feel it," said the short man.

"Just hurry up and finish and I'll try it for myself," his pal said with a chuckle.

My customer may have been small but he sure held my legs tightly enough. There was nothing I could do to break free. I continued to squirm around, but I think that only made it worse.

"What do you suppose these bitches are thinking when they're getting nailed like this," the short guy asked his buddy.

"They're thinking that they're going to track you down and stick a fork in your fucking eye you worthless bag of shit," I growled.

Immediately a guard appeared and zapped my thigh with his stick, which apparently was some kind of electric cattle prod or something. I screamed from the pain and the dude in front of me pulled his dick out.

"No talking. Ever," said the guard menacingly.

"What's this shit all about?" the short guy whined.

"First day. You can finish, you can grab another girl, or you can get a refund," said the guard in a monotone voice.

"I'll finish all right, but if the bitch tries anymore shit I want my money back," said the angry client.

The short man stuck his prick back inside me and started to thrust as hard as he possibly could. He also spread my legs even wider. Fortunately he didn't have much stamina and before too long he started to ejaculate.

"First day, huh? I guess I can forgive you honey," the customer said as he put his pecker away. "You'll learn the ropes soon enough."

"Let me in there dude," said his tall friend. "I want to see if she's as tight as all that."

The tall guy simply pulled out of the girl in front of him and took his buddy's place. He flung my legs over his shoulder, and I wondered whether I could break his neck that way, but that didn't seem too likely. I just sat there and took it until he had shot his load, and then I had a moment of peace that lasted about five minutes. Then the next sick motherfucker got in front of me and dropped his pants.


CHAPTER 7:

(Kristen Begins Her New Life)

My first week as Kristen passed in a blur. The FFA had a full agenda for candidates like me who didn’t need the full course in living as a female. One of the nurses walked me through the basics of my new body. She explained monthly cycles and how I had essentially begun one with the procedure. Her syllabus included the basics of hygiene when on my period and how to keep clean down there in general. She advised me to strongly consider keeping myself trimmed or shaved completely as it was both cleaner and what men tended to like these days.

A volunteer came in to help me with my appearance and to take me shopping. The procedure didn’t alter body hair beyond stopping me from having to shave my face. With her advice and the help of the beautician, I sported a new pixie cut with a plan to grow my chestnut tresses out. She liked my make-up selection, so we left that alone. 

Looking pretty, I needed the wardrobe to match. At the small boutique the FFA maintained, another volunteer took my measurements. Kristen turned out to be particularly well endowed with D cup knockers. The lady told me I had classic hourglass measurements at 38-26-36. She also warned me that I’d never look this good again after carrying a baby to term. I hated her for saying that, but she was probably right. 

I already knew I was shorter from the post procedure exam. What I didn’t realize is that being five foot one inch tall made me a petite size. That limited my choices somewhat, but I was able to pick out a couple of outfits and a week’s supply of bras and panties. The labels were surprisingly from name brand retailers. Clearly, the FFA had some kind of budget to afford all this, I thought!

The nurse who worked with me on female gestures and talking in a feminine lilt helped a lot. I was good enough to have passed in small periods of time, but not fulltime. Though I would have passed any DNA or anatomy check, it made me feel better to talk and walk and gesture naturally. Some of it was easy as my curvier form led me to it. 

It was different not having a penis. As a man, my natural orientation and posture was to thrust into the world. There was no sense of being vulnerable. The world was mine to attack.  Women are completely different. The orientation is to draw everything inside and I had the sense of constantly being judged and somewhat insecure. It was so strange and deliciously different!

The most interesting session came from a perky blonde who was there to teach me how to masturbate. “You’re going to want to know how to do this,” she said when I asked.

“Oh, I’m sure I will,” I replied. “But why does the FFA care if I know how to um...pleasure myself?”

She took that in stride. “Honestly, the first few women to go through had some painful intercourse. Stretching yourself out and breaking your hymen before you have sex with a man will make that more pleasant for both of you.”

I hadn’t considered that my new body was virginal in that way. It made sense that it would be. How would DNA know to not grow a maidenhead? There was so much to this that I just was wandering into discovering.

“So, I’ll sort of lose my virginity to a government issued dildo.” I added wryly.

She picked up on my joke, “It does give new meaning to the phrase of being fucked by the government.”

Before she left, she did show me a few things and helped me understand how it would be different pleasuring myself as a woman than jerking off had been as a man. I learned just how sensitive my nipples were and how to tease my clit and then stimulate it through trial and error.  Her advice gave me confidence that I was doing it right when the first orgasm took a long time to achieve. The dildo did its duty and I was able to handle my first time being penetrated without embarrassment.

Towards the end of the week, the FFA gave me a security briefing. A serious-looking man explained to me that fertile women were in danger of kidnapping for sale on the black market. With my short hair and inexperience as a woman, I was an easy mark as someone who had gone through the conversion process. The FFA would provide security for me, but he advised me to wear a wig when going out in public until my hair was much longer and to keep my wits about me at all times. 

I thought it was a bunch of nonsense, but did accept the offer to get a wig. It gave me dark brown, shoulder length hair and made me feel even more feminine. One of the nurses showed me how to brush it out and how to wear it so that it would look natural.

Going home proved to be a much bigger production than checking into the FFA facility.  They had to examine me again, recording all my vital statistics. I was a little upset that I had gained a couple of pounds, but Dr. Alora assured me that it was normal and I was at a healthy weight.  Kate teased me about already having body image issues after only a week as a chick!  When it was over, they insisted on me riding to the exit in a wheelchair as if I couldn’t have walked it just fine.

Life on the outside had two new figures who I met for the first time during that check out.  Mike was a tall black man who shaved his head completely. He definitely was eye candy, I thought as he pushed my wheel chair towards the door where Kate was waiting in the car with my other guard, Danny. He was cute too, with sandy brown hair, freckles and a little dimple when he smiled. Anytime I went out, one or both of them would accompany me. 

Once in the car, Kate leaned over and asked, “Do you mind if we do a little shopping trip on the way home?”

“Sure thing,” I said. Pointing to my purse, I added, “The FFA gave me a pre-paid debit card to outfit myself with some things. It’s burning a hole through my bag!” I dipped into my bag and produced my wig. “Plus, I get to put on a disguise!”

Kate forced a smile. I think she wanted to say something to me about the security, but held her tongue.

We spent a couple of hours shopping with Danny in tow to hold our purchases. Thanks to the taxpayers’ generosity, I was able to fill in the gaps in my wardrobe that weren’t available at the FFA boutique. That included some kick ass platform heels, a few sports bras and running shoes, and many pairs of nylons. It was fun having a buddy to shop with instead of skulking around the store by myself like Kris often had to do. Even more fun was trying things on and modeling them for Danny and Kate.

We stopped for lunch in the food court. Mike had joined us by then and scouted for a table while we waited in line at the Chinese food place. My youthful appearance drew a lot of attention from the young men in the mall. When I had been cross-dressing as Kristen, I had always loved that feeling of a man checking me out. Knowing that I now had the right equipment made it even more delicious. The security briefing had warned me of the dangers of being in public, but I didn’t care. It was fun to attract the attention!

After lunch, we decided to get our nails done at one of those kiosks you see in the center of the mall. It was a nice treat to have my nails shaped and properly prepared for putting on a nice coat of red polish. I luxuriated in the feeling. 

Ear piercing was the next stop. It hurt for a moment, but then it was over. The girl advised me to keep the earrings in for at least two weeks and to carefully clean the holes daily. I picked out a couple of sets for when I could wear more than the studs. My tastes tended toward the cute, with little pandas and butterflies among the ones I bought. Kate insisted that I get some fake diamonds and a pair of big hoops that were currently in fashion.

As we were heading back to the car, Kate pulled me into a lingerie store. “This one is on me,” she said. “I want to buy you something special for tonight. A girl should feel pretty her first time with someone.”

That made want to hug her right there, but I didn’t. Instead I smiled and asked her to show me what Greg liked. My old roommate had a thing for stockings and corsets apparently.  We tried on a couple of different ones before I settled on a black one that barely covered my nipples.  It came with a matching thong and we picked out stockings with a seam up the back to go with them. 

Ad she was paying, an impulse hit me. “Kate,” I said while we were leaving the store, “Would you be with me tonight?”

She looked at me surprised. “Are you sure?” she asked.

“Yes, I’m sure. Greg is your husband and anything he does with me, you should be a part of, I’ve decided. Besides, I might need some help figuring out how to do some things.”

Kate laughed, “Ok.  Deal!"


CHAPTER 8:

(Darren Becomes Sandy)

I have no idea how long I was on that bench. It seemed like eternity. Eventually a guard came around and let me out of my chains. I almost stumbled when I took my first step but the guard kept me from falling.

"Feeding time at the zoo," I heard someone call out behind me, which elicited some chuckles from those assembled.

I was given a much needed bathroom break then handed a sandwich and a bottle of water. After finishing my "meal" I was taken back and hooked up again and some other girl presumably got her break.

There were no clocks and no windows, just harsh fluorescent lights overhead, so there was no way to tell the time, or whether it was day or night. I don't know how many men fucked me either, I tried to block it out. Sometimes there would be one right after the other, and sometimes I just sat there while the other girls got banged, or the room emptied out completely.

When my "shift" mercifully came to an end we were chained up again and taken back to our room. Apparently the drill was for us all to shower again before the next meal was served. While I was showering a red head with big tits came up and kissed me. As she did she stuck a finger in my pussy.

"All nice and broken in now," said the red head.

"Back off bitch, this one is mine," said the black haired woman who had taken a fancy to me.

"Whatever," said the red head with a shrug of disgust as she turned and went elsewhere.

"You're mine, baby," said the black haired girl as she grabbed my face and stuck her tongue in my mouth.

"What if I don't agree?" I asked defiantly after she had pulled away from my face.

"Then it won't be as much fun for you I guess," my admirer said with a chuckle as she walked away.

I ate on my bed again but as I was doing so one of the other girls came and sat next to me without asking my permission.

"First day?" she asked.

I just nodded yes and kept eating.

"I'm Amber," said the girl. "Well, that's what I call myself. They don't give us names and I don't look much like a Roger anymore."

"So you were a guy, too?" I asked.

"We all were, sweetie," said Amber rather sadly. "Why else would we be in a shithole like this."

"The cops have got to find out about this place sooner or later," I said very softly.

"Shit honey, the cops know all about it. They get paid off in both cash and pussy. It's just part of the overhead, I guess."

"What's up with the fooling around in the shower?"

"Oh, that's kind of the lesbo room. You've got to be careful around here, like prison or something. Some people kind of rule the roost and they do what they want," Amber explained.

"How does that work?"

Amber never got the chance to answer my question as the black haired girl shooed her away and took her place next to me.

"Don't waste your time with a skank like that baby. She can't do anything for you...but I can...if you play nice," said the dark haired girl. "I'm Angie, by the way. You got a name?"

"Darren Winters," I replied flatly.

"Not in here. Not anymore. That person is long gone. I think I'll call you...Sandy, like the color of your hair.

"What do you want from me anyway?" I asked.

"I just want us to be friends. Close friends. It's a good thing to have friends here, as long as they're the right kind," said Angie.

"And I take it you're the right kind?" I said sarcastically.

"Most definitely. I'm the kind of friend that you don't ever want to turn into an enemy. Get the picture?"

I just nodded and Angie grinned as she took a bite of food from my tray. Then she got up and left without a word. I liked Amber, because she was obviously trying to be nice and I disliked Angie because she seemed to think she could boss me around. Even so I suspected that Angie got that power from somewhere and I figured it was best to be cautious until I learned more about the lay of the land.

For the next few days the routine was pretty consistent. I was pinned up on the wall in the same way each time, except once where I got the bench with my legs chained up in the air as well as my arms.

I was no expert on biology, and didn't really know shit about female fertility and ovulation and all that stuff. I was an artist and science had never really been my thing. And I wasn't a wizard at math either but I could certainly figure that if a large number of random men ejaculated inside me on a regular basis the odds that I would get knocked up must be pretty high.

Since us getting pregnant appeared to be the primary objective of this place the men who fucked us obviously didn't wear condoms, which made me worry about STDs. I seriously doubted that any kind of testing went on with the customers. There was a real quantity over quality vibe about the way they cycled these assholes in and out of here.

What kind of a man would come to a place like this? From the conversation that I could hear it seemed pretty obvious that they knew that this was a breeding farm, and since the only women who could give birth these days were primarily re-engineered men they must have known who we really were. Of course all kinds of people volunteered for the government program which was ultimately designed to accomplish the same purpose, so maybe everyone just assumed that we were volunteers too. They might have thought that we were getting paid. The fact that we were chained up in that room didn't prove anything. Lots of kinky sex involved the use of restraints and punishment.

Or maybe the customers did know exactly what was going on here and just didn't care, or even worse, got a thrill out of it. That was an awful thought but I could sort of see where it might appeal to some people. There was the whole power trip of knowing that you could just walk up and stick your dick in any girl in the room without their consent and that they were helpless to do anything about it. The fact that the sex was all bareback might have scared some people for health reasons, but others might get off on the idea that they could knock a chick up with impunity. They'd never have to fund an abortion or make child support payments. Hell, they'd never even know that they had fathered a child, but it might make them feel virile just knowing that as they were pumping their seed into some poor girl's cunt they might have the magic bullet that plants a child inside her.

And this was Las Vegas. Sin City. Sex was flaunted everywhere. In this environment a place like this might just seem like another attraction. A kinky underground sex club. Something to experience. Something to brag about when you went back to Ohio, like going to one of those places where you can fire a machine gun.

After a couple of days of getting banged the sex just started to seem kind of monotonous more than anything else. Sometimes I felt some stimulation, especially if the man's cock was unusually large, but nobody was doing this for my pleasure, and the constant discomfort didn't do much to help either. Thank God most men didn't last very long, and once they were done they left very quickly. I didn't have to make small talk or pretend that I liked them or found them attractive. I really was just a cum bucket, like the man in the black coat had said.

A few days later I found myself in the group that was not selected for Glory Hole duty, which meant that I was in for some kind of change of pace. I had no idea whether that would be good or bad, but it was hard to imagine anything not being better than where I had been.

We were shuttled off to another door leading to another room and then we entered the Fun Zone.


CHAPTER 9:

(Kristen is Welcomed to Her New Home)

When I got to my new home and saw the bedroom they had prepared for me, I welled up with tears. They’d converted a bonus room on top of the garage into a master sized bedroom. It had a beautiful new king sized bed in it along with matching night tables and dresser. They even got me a make-up table and put a full length mirror on the closet door. Other than lacking a master bath, it was just as nice as their own room. They were putting out quite an effort for me.

Greg came home just as Kate and I were coming back downstairs. The last time I’d seen him was shortly after the procedure while still in a hospital gown. Even though he’d seen me dressed up before, that was his roommate in drag, not the young woman now nervously looking for affirmation that he found her beautiful. I needn’t have worried.

“You look amazing!” he said without thinking. 

I looked over at Kate who had one of those looks a woman gives her man to let him know he’s on thin ice. At the same time, I was feeling a bit tingly inside because the look on Greg’s face told me he saw me as a woman, not his old male roommate.

“You took awesome too honey,” he added. “Did you do something with your hair?”

“A week ago,” she said.

“Busted!” I said with a big grin. “Now give me a hug and one for Kate too!”

Greg gave us a big hug at the same time. It felt so nice to have the personal human contact after a week of being around strangers. We just lingered in each other’s arms for a while.  For me, it was important that we find a way to make this work because I didn’t want to be the cause of tension between them nor would I live a second class citizen in my own house. Kate seemed to melt into the hug. For his part, Greg was somewhat turned on by the moment, as I could feel pressed against my hip. 

I spent the late afternoon unpacking and settling into my new bedroom while Kate prepared dinner in for us. She wanted to make our first meal special, which I thought was her way of making peace with the idea that tonight her husband was going to have sex with another woman because she wanted a baby and couldn’t do it herself. We were making slow progress and each of us was on her best behavior. 

Over a dinner of linguine and clams, we talked a bit about what we all hoped for in a baby. Greg was big on having a son to carry on the family name, not thinking that I had given up any chance of that when I became Kristen. For my part, I was content with a happy and healthy baby and a solid citizen when she or he was all grown up. Kate was in agreement on happy and healthy at birth but had dreams of an ivy leaguer. I didn’t have the courage to tell her the odds weren’t great given who the parents were. Neither Greg nor I was an A student in college.

We made Greg clean up and do the dishes while we went into the master bathroom to change into our new lingerie for the night. Though she’d seen me, I had never seen Kate naked before. She had a trim figure and perky breasts with very large nipples. Her bush was trimmed neatly into a landing strip and matched her red hair. If I was into women, it would be someone like her, I thought.

“I wish my boobs were more like yours,” she said as we were sliding on our stockings.  “Here, let me help,” she said when she noticed that I was struggling a bit to line the seam up properly.

“Thank you,” I said to both her compliment and her offer to assist. I wasn’t sure how to respond to the remark.

“Greg is going to really like them,” she added. 

It hit me then that this was another small way in which she was trying to cope and really had nothing to do with the size of my tits. I turned to face her and said, “He really likes you and yours. I’m not the woman he fell in love with and married. Thank you for making me feel comfortable.”

Kate hugged me to her tightly and whispered, “Thank you.” We stood there for a minute before she let me go. “Now, let’s go rock his world!”

We emerged from the bathroom to find Greg laying in the middle of their bed completely naked. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Kate wasn’t impressed. It struck me as quite funny and totally something Greg would do. His penis was even half erect, despite it being a little chilly in the room. I giggled at it and dragged Kate over to the bed with me.

“Somebody doesn’t suffer self-esteem problems,” I said when I calmed down. Kate smiled and I knew the tension had just lowered a bit. 

I looked at Greg’s dick and then at Kate. “Kate, darling, would you teach me how to give a blow job?”

“You’ve never given head?” Greg asked.

“Never,” I said. “I wanted to, but I was afraid that when the guy found out that Kristen didn’t have the right parts, I would have been in danger.”

Before the conversation could kill the mood, Kate intervened.  She took her husband’s cock in her hand and started to stroke it. “The key to a good blowjob is to be firm without hurting him,” she said. “Lips and hands are great, teeth not so much.” 

When he had stiffened, she took the tip in her mouth and held it just inside. A moment later, she pulled off, leaving a little thread of saliva between them. “Tongue,” she said. “You try it now,”

She handed me his prick and I took him in my mouth. Carefully, I flicked my tongue across the head, making sure to use my lips to shield him from my teeth.

“Now relax your jaw a little bit and breathe through your nose.” 

I did as she told me. Kate put her hands on my head and slowly pushed my head down toward the root. Every time she sensed me struggling, she’s relax the pressure and let me get used to it.  Before I realized it, I had his entire dick in my mouth.

“Good girl!” she proclaimed. “Now it’s my turn.”

I popped off and she took my place. Kate was pretty comfortable with giving head and I watched her for a minute bobbing up and down on her husband.

“Ok your turn,” she said. 

When I had my lips around his dick, she continued the lesson. “Now that you have the basic idea, there are some advanced tricks. He loves it when you lick his balls.”

She leaned around my head and sucked one into her mouth. I felt him stiffen in my mouth. Kate proceeded to show me that humming and teasing his anus had similar effects. 

“If you show her any more, I’m going to lose control, baby!” Greg exclaimed. 

I pulled off him and looked at Kate. “Should we let him cum?” I asked. 

That brought us to a crossroads. Either she was going to join in my new female conspiracy by teasing him, or she was going to be uncomfortable about it and spoil the mood. I held my breath for a minute.

“I don’t know if he’s been a good enough boy,” she said and shot me a wink. “Maybe he should show you what it’s like to have your pussy eaten out.”

“Please,” Greg whined.

“That decides it, mister,” Kate announced. “On the bed, Kristen. You’re in for a treat.  Talking is the second best thing he does with that tongue!”

She wasn’t kidding about Greg being good at it, though he was the first one ever to go down on me so I lacked a comparison. Skillfully, he used his fingers, his lips and his tongue to bring me a toe curling orgasm that left me panting for breath. I insisted that he do the same for his wife while I recovered. 

After Kate’s own climax, it was time to do what I had changed into a woman to do – make a baby. We all knew that despite the fun we had just had, this was a threshold that once we crossed it, things could never be the same. 

“Our best odds are missionary position,” Kate said. I started to move onto my back again, but Kate put her hand on my arm. “Personally, that’s not as much fun as other positions. Screw the odds, how do you want to do it your first time?”

That was the perfect gesture on her part. Kate was getting what she wanted from me, a baby. If it took a few more tries, she’d still get it. Her concern for me enjoying my first time let me know she saw me as a person, not a set of ovaries and a womb.

“What do you recommend?” I asked.

“She likes to ride on top,” Greg answered.

Kate’s blush confirmed it so I moved to straddle over him. I looked at Greg and he was ready to put it in his old friend’s new pussy. Then I looked at Kate and the perfect idea struck me.

“Would you guide him inside me?” I asked.

Without saying a word, Kate reached over and took her husband’s cock in hand. She ran it up and down the length of my slit, which felt amazing. She did that a few times before lining him up at my entrance. I let myself down slowly and felt his cockhead split my labia then enter me. For the moment, we all three were connected.

Kate removed her hand and lay on the bed next to us. She played with her breasts and pussy while I rode her husband’s dick. He reached up and played with my breasts while I was impaling myself on him. That sent me to my second orgasm of the night. 

My climax inspired my friends. Kate cried out soon after and her husband responded by emptying his balls into my pussy. We lay there afterwards quite contentedly.


CHAPTER 10:

(Sandy Samples the Fun Zone)

I've never been in any sort of a BDSM dungeon, or playroom, or whatever they call it, but the Fun Zone was sort of what I imagined that kind of place would look like. It was a much nicer room, unlike the bus station toilet vibe one got from the Glory Hole. It was bigger, for one thing, and rather attractively furnished with much softer lighting.

Everywhere you looked there were strange devices and various ways of restraining people, but there was also a bar and some comfortable-looking chairs and sofas about. I think the ultimate purpose of the room was exactly the same as the Glory Hole, but this was obviously being done to attract a higher class clientele, presumably at much higher rates.

I was taken to something that resembled a saw horse with some added attachments. I was to lay on my stomach along the narrow top beam, which was fortunately padded, while the attachments below me were used to support my forearms and my shins and ankles. It left me basically in the doggy position except that I was elevated off the floor so that a man could take me from behind while standing.

Naturally I was fully restrained by a variety of straps, but my head and neck were free so I could either bury my face in the padding, turn my head sideways, or raise up a bit and look around.

Once all the girls were fastened to their designated device the doors were opened for business. The flow of traffic was much slower here, especially at the start, and I found the sawhorse thing to be more comfortable than the little bench I perched on in the Glory Hole.

When the customers did arrive there was a definite VIP feeling. Drinks were available at the bar, and the customers were pretty well-dressed for the most part. Apparently a certain amount of voyeurism was allowed as there were some women in the crowd, and people could mingle or linger around. They probably paid by the hour here, or had a membership or something I guessed.

My first taker actually turned out to be a couple. They looked middle-aged and dressed upscale.

"This is a sweet little thing, don't you think darling?" the woman said to her partner.

"Yes, she looks delightful, especially in that position," her man replied.

"My husband has an IQ of 140, darling. Perhaps if you're lucky he'll pass those genes on to your baby," said the woman as she moved to stand next to my head.

"She's probably more interested in what I'm packing down here," the husband said with a chuckle as I felt the tip of his dick rubbing up and down my slit.

When he entered me I could tell that he was indeed larger than average and I also found that being penetrated from this angle was a different sensation. It was like a new set of buttons were being pushed inside me and I found myself much more aroused.

The wife kind of alternated between kissing me and spanking me. Sometimes she stood right next to her husband and used her middle finger to rub all around my asshole, never poking in, but always right on the verge of it.

I felt myself getting wet between the legs but I knew that he hadn't cum yet, so I realized that I must be generating that moisture. It was the first time that I had come close to experiencing anything resembling real sexual gratification and I started to moan a little and my breathing sped up.

There was always a sensation whenever someone stuck his prick inside me. That was pretty impossible to avoid. The action of fucking generated friction and pressed against nerve endings, but my mind was so closed to the situation that I was able to block most of that out. Plus the men in the Glory Hole either shot their wad rather quickly, or got bored with me and wanted to sample some other pussy. Vegas was famous for its buffets after all.

Now that I was getting a sustained humping from a well-endowed man, while his wife played her games with me, I had time to build up some electricity in my loins. The more human interaction of being touched and kissed also made me more receptive.

As hubby started to pop I was lip locked with his wife and our tongues were dancing circles around each other. Then she stayed looking at me as she gently stroked my hair.

"You're such a good girl, darling, and you're doing such a wonderful thing. You're certainly going to have a pretty baby at any rate if it takes after its mother."

"I think I need a drink," said the husband as he pulled out of me and presumably packed his rod away.

"You earned it darling," said the wife. "You really are such a stud."

I was kind of confused by that encounter. The wife had basically confirmed that they were aware of the breeding intentions of this facility, but she made it sound like she thought I had volunteered for this, or maybe she just assumed that I had accepted my fate and wasn't putting up a fuss. There may have been some snobbery there too; looking at me as some lower class peasant doing the dirty work that the rich and powerful would never stoop to doing. They probably really did think that they were doing a public service by spreading that high IQ sperm around. If you're going to make babies why not use superior genes?

I was also confused about my feelings. I knew that people did this kind of bondage thing for fun, but I could never really see the appeal of it, especially from the woman's point of view. Why would anybody want to be tied up and dominated like that? Yet this time I got a little dose of excitement from the experience. And physically there were moments, here and there, where I think I might have enjoyed myself a bit, in spite of my desire not to.

The atmosphere in this room was definitely better than in the Glory Hole, and I was happy for any positive change, no matter how slight. Hopefully the people here would be nicer, and a little more polite. At least I hoped that they would acknowledge me as a fellow human being, even if they saw me as an inferior one.

The traffic was fairly light that first day, and for whatever reason I wasn't selected for all that much fucking so I only ended up taking a half dozen cocks or so. This was a vastly more manageable situation and I hoped that I'd get to work here more often.

Back in our room I had a chance to track down Amber and tried to pry some information out of her.

"You were going to tell me why some girls have more clout around here than others," said softly as we both sat in front of the TV pretending to be watching whatever was on.

"I don't know the details but from what I've heard through the grapevine is that some women get in good with the guards. They do things with the guards that we're not allowed to do with the customers, like blowjobs and ass fucking. Supposedly they even let themselves get gang banged in exchange for favors," Amber explained.

"What kind of favors?" I asked.

"I don't know exactly. I do know they get cigarettes and shit like that. I think they might get information like which part of the line is going to be assigned where. There are some girls you just never see in the Glory Hole."

"Okay, that makes sense. A chick trading a BJ for a Hershey bar sounds like typical prison shit. But why are the other girls scared of these bitches?"

"Look, I only know what I've heard, but supposedly if one of those girls, like Angie, wants to mess you up a guard will shove one of those cattle prods way up your ass and turn it on. I can't say any more," said Amber nervously as she got up and walked away.

Just feeling a jolt from that thing on my leg had been miserable. I didn't even want to think of how bad it would hurt to have my asshole zapped. It sounded like getting in good with the guards might provide some advantages, but to do that I would first have to get in good with one of their pets. It might behoove me to play along with Angie after all.

When I got to my bed I found a can of Pringles under my pillow and knew at once where it had come from. Angie was beginning to court me in earnest, and I decided to let her. Those fucking Pringles were like manna from heaven. If she wanted to buy me I was open for business.


CHAPTER 11:

(Kristen and Kate Get Closer)

There was no way of knowing if that first night of sex had done the job or not, so we kept up at it every night until I started to get PMS. It was amazing to experience sex as a woman. Out of concern for Kate, I mostly fucked her husband in the missionary position and lay there for twenty minutes with a pillow under my back to tilt my pelvis and help his little guys swim toward the objective. In turn, Kate made sure that Greg showed me the full range of ways he could penetrate me while we compared notes on which was our favorite position. 

Greg made sure to pay plenty of attention to his wife as well. He’d finger bang her or go down on her whenever she wanted. I insisted she got a turn on his pole, which she reluctantly took, such was her desire for me to get pregnant. Most of the time, she lay right next to us and rubbed herself. 

Over time, she got comfortable with touching Greg and then me during sex. It started with her running her hands over his chest while he was thrusting into me. Then, one night, her hand slipped and she touched my breast. It lingered a moment before she pulled it back. The next morning when Greg was in the shower, I told her that I liked that she had touched my breast and wouldn’t mind if she did it again. 

My period brought an end to those first few weeks together, much like the end of a honeymoon. I curled up on my bed with a heating pad and some powerful drugs for two days while Kate brought me food. I was probably milking it, but it felt nice to be so cared for. No matter what the pamphlets said, they couldn’t prepare me for feeling like my guts wanted to exit via my vagina. Kate helped me understand it was all normal.

After it ended, I stayed out of their bedroom for a few days to let them have some space.  In that time, I became intimate with my little friend from the government, naming him Sam after his uncle. Unlike a man, he never flagged and was always available when I needed him. The FFA hadn’t skimped because Sam had a couple of speeds and was covered with a really flesh-like material. 

While using my toy, I found my thoughts wandering to Mike and Danny. Greg was the only person I had ever had sex with and I wondered if it would be different with someone else.  Mikes’ bald head and big muscles did something for me. I imagined it was him thrusting into me a lot of the time. Danny too turned me on with his smile and general “Aw Shucks,” approach to things. 

They had set up a little post in a corner of the living room and pulled watch over my safety. Before becoming Kristen, I hadn’t heard of the FFA and was only dimly aware of the Dearth of Births. Now that I was one of the male-to-female converts, as the press had started to call us, I was fascinated to read about the crazy things people would do to have a baby. There were stories about women being smuggled into the country from Africa and the Philippines.  Brothels had sprung up where men could pay to take a chance that they would get a girl pregnant. That struck me as crazy. How would you know if you were the one? 

It all made me appreciate how necessary the guys were to maintain this sliver of happiness Kate, Greg and I were developing together. Once I was pregnant, I thought I might show them my appreciation. What harm could come from that, I thought. They deserved a reward for the long and boring hours they were pulling.

Kate had become somewhat obsessed with predicting ovulation and made a point of taking my temperature each morning at breakfast. It was a mystery to me how that worked, but she swore it was necessary that I do it. When I protested that I wanted coffee first, she reminded me where else she could be putting the thermometer. Quickly, I complied.

One night they showed up at my door, neither of them wearing a thing. Without saying a word, Greg picked me up and put me on his stiff rod. I gasped more out of pain as I hadn’t been particularly aroused when they arrived. It didn’t take long however for me to lubricate and the penetration from doing it that way was intense. There was also something delicious about holding onto Greg’s shoulders for dear life while he fucked my needy cunt. 

After he shot his load, he laid me on the bed next to Kate. She interrupted her masturbation to help put the pillow behind my back. Neither of us had climaxed yet and Greg was nowhere near ready to go. In another minute, he would likely go down on his wife, but I had a different idea.

“Would you let me touch you?” I asked Kate.

She darted a glance at her husband who had a dopey grin in reply. Then she looked at me for a moment before nodding her assent and skootching closer.

The position wasn’t the best because I had to stay on my back, but I could reach her mons and the angle wasn’t too dissimilar to masturbating myself. Kate responded to my touching her slit by widening her legs and putting her hand over mine to guide me in what she liked. I followed her lead and soon had fingers buried deep inside her. I must have caught on quickly as she withdrew her hand and played with her breasts. When she came, I felt her lift her hips and press into my fingers.  She mewled in her pleasure.

Our little show had a rallying effect on Greg. He got up and walked over to me. “That was awesome,” he said. “You’re the coolest chick.”

“You like me better as Kristen, huh?” I teased.

“Oh hell, yes! Kris was a guy with fake tits and no pussy,” he responded.  “As cute as you looked dressed up, there was no way I was going to ass fuck my tranny roommate. Now, roll over and I’m going to fuck some more seed into your belly.”

I went onto my side and Greg spooned in behind me. This was becoming a favorite position for me as I liked the penetration and being able to watch Kate while her husband boned the shit out of me. He slid in and started to rut. I knew he wouldn’t last very long, despite it being the second time. 

I was beginning to resign myself to another fucking without achieving climax when I felt Kate’s hand on my thigh. In response, I lifted my leg a little higher. She teased my clit from the hood and pressed the pad of her thumb against it. Between the light pressure of her thumb and her husband’s very stiff prick, I shook with a powerful orgasm. I looked over at Kate and whispered thanks. A moment later, Greg filled me again with his seed.


CHAPTER 12:

(Sandy Becomes Angie's Bitch)

After some more gifts came my way I decided it was time to declare my intentions. While we were in the shower one day I walked straight up to Angie and tapped her on the shoulder. She grinned broadly as she turned around and saw that I was the one who had approached her.

"I want to be your bitch," I said in a loud and clear voice that could easily be heard be everyone around us.

"Oh, yeah?" Angie sneered. "Then get down and lick my asshole."

Angie turned around and stuck her butt out as she continued to shower herself off with soap. I crouched down behind her rump and started sticking my tongue in her ass. My face was jammed in as tight as I could get it, and I was licking her asshole like she had an extra clit hidden in there as everyone stood around and watched. I heard a few crude comments and whistles and I knew that the message was getting across clearly. I was Angie's personal property now and under her protection. Anyone who messed with me faced the wrath of Angie and her guard buddies.

"I'll come visit you tonight honey and we'll have a proper getting acquainted party," Angie whispered to me when she decided that her ass was sufficiently licked.

In the real world that would probably have been the most humiliating experience of my life, but in this crazy place it hardly seemed weird at all. I was humiliated every hour of every day for nothing, but in this case I was hoping to get something out of the deal.

Sometime shortly after the guards had checked our leg restraints Angie appeared and climbed in bed with me. She lit up what looked like a joint, but I thought it could have been just a crappy rolled cigarette.

"You want a hit?" asked Angie.

I nodded yes and took the joint from her hand. It was indeed what it appeared to be, and pretty good shit, too. I didn't smoke cigarettes, but like many musicians I was no stranger to weed.

"I knew you'd come around baby," said Angie as she took a hit.

"Why me?" I asked.

"Because you're new, and you're hot, and I had my eye on you from the moment you walked in here. You've got really beautiful eyes honey...and beautiful titties. You're just my type."

That actually made me feel better in a way, whether she was bullshitting me or not. I really didn't know what I looked like. They didn't have any mirrors in here. I was made to feel like I was just a hole. The idea that someone might actually think that I had beautiful eyes made me feel more human. The buzz I was getting from that joint probably helped too.

I don't know that I'd describe Angie's face as incredibly beautiful, but she had marvelous long curly locks of raven hair that suited her rather Greek-looking features perfectly. She was the kind of girl that you might not pick first at a dance, but after looking at her for a while she would start to become more attractive.

"How were you able to get out of your cuffs?" I asked.

"Oh, that's easy enough for me. I just don't fasten them. I have a friendly relationship with the guards. Giving me a free pass for the night like that is going to cost me a blowjob later so I hope you'll make it worth my while," said Angie as she started to play with my nipples.

"That feels kind of nice," I said with genuine surprise.

"It does doesn't it? Why don't you do it to me too?" Angie suggested.

Angie got on top of me and straddled my torso. She had to lean forward, since I was on a lower bunk, but that made it easier for us to fool around with each other's boobs. When Angie started sucking on my nipples I did the same for her. Once again I felt that moisture building up in my gash.

"I'll do whatever you want Angie," I whispered.

"Of course you will, honey. You're my bitch now. I'd expect nothing less."

Angie swung around so that her rear end was in m face. She just held it there and I wasn't exactly sure what she wanted.

"Ah...can I lick your pussy this time?" I asked rather shyly. "I mean of course I'll lick your ass again if that's what you want."

"Lick the pussy, honey. And don't forget to show my clitty the love it deserves."

She pushed her butt back into my face and I started to really work her muff. This was something I knew how to do pretty well, I thought. I know some guys don't dig it, but I always enjoyed getting down in there and doing my best for the ladies.

Suddenly I felt something happening between my legs and realized that Angie was doing to me what I was doing to her. I hadn't expected that. I didn't know exactly what being a bitch entailed but I assumed I was supposed to serve my master, or mistress, or bitch-stress, or whatever you called it. I hadn't counted on reciprocal cunnilingus but it felt kind of nice. I always wondered what a girl was feeling when I had a tongue in her snatch and I was pleased to discover that she was probably feeling pretty fucking great.

I don't know how much carpet munching Angie had done in her male past but she sure knew her way around a pussy. I was getting so wet that I was almost a little embarrassed, but she was creaming in my mouth as well so I guess it was a fair fight.

"Oh, jeez," I blurted out, not that anyone could hear me with my mouth on Angie's cunt.

Angie had been flicking my clit and it was driving me crazy. It suddenly reminded me that she was expecting her pearl to get polished so I sucked the little devil like it was a tiny dick and Angie started moaning like a banshee.

I had decided to put myself under her protection because I thought that she might hold the key to me making my escape, and she had already provided a valuable piece of information in telling me about how she could leave her leg chains unlocked with the guard's blessing. I needed to worm my way into that situation somehow. Not being tied to my bed for a night was hardly a full escape plan but it would definitely be a necessary component of any escape scheme.

Much to my surprise it looked like being Angie's bitch might have some definite benefits, aside from gaining information that could lead to my escape, and I didn't just mean more Pringles. No matter how tasty they are I think I was enjoying this snack even more.

After days of having a stream of cocks relentlessly stuffed up my snatch I would have thought that the last thing in the world I would have enjoyed was having anything anywhere near my pussy, but this was different. This was all about feeling good and making someone else feel good in the process, it wasn't about being forced to make a baby. It wasn't like I just saw this woman and fell head over heels in love with her, but in this fucked up place just sharing a joint with somebody was like registering for wedding gifts or something.

After we had both gotten off Angie crawled next to me and we finished off the weed together.

"That was good baby. I'm going to take excellent care of you. Just don't ever forget that you belong to me, and I expect you to show the proper respect and appreciation," said Angie.

"I will. I promise," I told her sincerely.

"And here's a little tip for you. Make sure you're in the back group tomorrow if you want to work the Fun Zone. Sweet dreams honey," Angie said as she kissed me goodnight and slipped off back to her bunk.

I couldn't quite figure Angie out. Was she just playing the tough predatory lesbian to get all the perks of being the big woman on the cell block, or was that really the way she was? It seemed like maybe she really liked me for more than just my allegedly beautiful eyes and tits, although I'd had some decent relationships with women that were based on less than that.

That tip about working the Fun Zone was priceless. I would have gladly licked Angie's asshole again just to get that bit of news. For the first time since this horrible debacle began I started to see a ray of hope. If I could cut down on the amount of semen being sloshed inside me I could cut down on the chances of it doing any damage. And if I could figure out how to get in good with the guards, like Angie did, I just might be able to figure out how to blow this joint.

I munched on a couple of Pringles before going to sleep and felt good about things for the first time in a long while.


CHAPTER 13:

(Kristen Gets Some News)

A couple weeks later, my period didn’t come. That wasn’t entirely unexpected as Kate had me peeing on sticks from practically the moment I could possibly have been pregnant. The FFA rules were that they wouldn’t schedule an exam for me until I was at least a week late because those tests weren’t all that reliable. I had a hard time believing that there would be a multi-million dollar industry to sell tests that don’t work well and chalked it up to the government being silly and cheap. Regardless, I had to wait.

Confirmation in my book, came when I started getting up at four thirty to empty my stomach into the toilet. That became a daily ritual and lasted about an hour or so before I could get some sleep. Greg gallantly traded beds with me so that I could use the master bathroom, which was a lot closer than racing down the hall. 

Kate slept with me, which was very comforting. A lot of the time, she would be waiting for me with a can of ginger ale to get the taste out of my mouth. It was a simple gesture, but meant the world to me. Despite how our relationship had started and the awkward circumstance of me carrying her husband’s child in my belly, which she had watched happen, we were becoming good friends. I wouldn’t admit it out loud, but I was starting to like her better than I liked Greg.

We had some fun trying to guess which romp had resulted in my current condition. Greg maintained that it had happened when he was spoon fucking me the first time Kate rubbed my clit. She thought it was a couple of days too soon, but admitted it was possible. Her theory was that it had happened missionary position in their bed three nights after that.

They were both wrong. It happened the morning after the missionary position sex in our kitchen. Greg had woken up with morning wood, something I didn’t miss about being a man.  When he came downstairs, it had softened, but we could see the tent in his pants. 

“Why don’t you help him out?” I asked.

“If I gave him sex every time he sported a boner in the morning, we’d never start the day!” she exclaimed. “But don’t let me stop you if you’re in the mood to help.”

I beckoned him over and tugged down his pajama pants. Without getting up from my seat, I leaned over and took him in my mouth.  Kate’s lessons on giving a man oral sex had continued and according to Greg, I was an honor student. I caressed his balls while blowing him and soon had him ready to go. We usually stopped short of him cumming in my mouth to preserve every drop of his sperm, so I wasn’t surprised when he pushed me off him and told me to get up.

Greg bent me over and had me brace myself on Kate’s shoulders. He slid my panties to the side and stuck it inside me. Kate reached up and played with my nipples while her husband rammed his dick into me. It was so intense that neither of us lasted. For the first time, I experienced a simultaneous orgasm with my lover. 

When it was over, I knew I was pregnant. Perhaps it was feminine intuition, but I felt different after that. My heart fluttered and I felt so full of life. Nobody would ever convince me differently!

When the FFA finally made the appointment, they drew blood in addition to repeating the urine test. That seemed extra to me as now their test of my pee agreed with Kate’s. My cranky tummy was further confirmation of my knocked up condition. 

In their infinite wisdom, the FFA assigned me a male gynecologist. The last thing I wanted was a man looking up my new cootchie. In my new form, that felt strange to me.  Unfortunately, the decision wasn’t mine to make and I had to get up on the table and put my legs in the stirrups for Dr. Grant. He was a portly man in his early fifties, which didn’t make it any easier to show him my lady bits. I thought he looked like a swarthy pervert.

I guess I didn’t have anything he hadn’t already seen because he was so nonchalant in how he used his gloved and lubricated hand to slide inside me and feel my cervix. There was nothing remotely sexual in his demeanor nor in my reaction to this penetration. He pronounced it normal and stripped his gloves off. 

After reviewing my vital statistics including height, weight, and temperature, he pronounced me healthy and very likely pregnant, pending the outcome of the blood tests. Then he went through the basics of pre-natal nutrition with me while Kate took notes. I wasn’t thrilled that he prescribed me a multi-vitamin and less so that he cautioned me about drinking.

“Not one drop?” I asked, half whining. I did like my nightly glass of wine.

“On very special occasions and then one glass only,” he warned.

I cringed as Kate would police me to that. Until this baby was born, I feared that she would be worse than state security in policing my bad habits.

To my surprise, she asked, “So a glass of champagne to celebrate the conception is ok?”

Dr. Grant smiled at us both. “Not only ok, but prescribed.” He exhaled and spoke softly, “These have been some hard days for all of us. We need to celebrate life when and where we can. So, please do have that glass of champagne, Miss Schrimm. But keep it to one.”

On the way out of the FFA clinic, Kate could barely contain her excitement. At the next appointment in six weeks, we would get to see the ultrasound of the baby and maybe even learn if it was a boy or a girl. She kept hugging me and reassuring me that this was all going to be alright, though I really wasn’t worried.

For my part, I was starting to hope it was a girl. Having lived as both a man and a woman, I was much happier as the latter. Who doesn’t want her baby to grow up with the maximum amount of happiness? Besides, the world post Dearth needed more female children to recover. 

I wondered for a moment how her generation would grow up with so few peers. Her classes at school would be a fraction of the size of kids ten years older than her and probably the same for those ten years younger. They called the post World War II generation Baby Boomers.  Would they call hers Deathers? Or Baby Busters?

Mike interrupted my thoughts when he said, “Act natural, but let me know if you’ve seen the car that I’m about to let pass us on the left before.”

My heartbeat quickened and I could see the look of fear on Kate’s face. The world since the Dearth was a scary place for pregnant and fertile women. My only partly grown out hair marked me as someone who had been converted and we were leaving a FFA facility. It wasn’t crazy that someone would be following us. 

A blue sedan slowly pulled past us with a young woman behind the wheel. She waved at Mike and he waved back. 

“Never seen her or the car before,” I declared when she pulled ahead of us.

“Me neither,” Kate said in a monotone. I didn’t like her body language. She was petrified at the thought that harm might come to me and her unborn child.

“To be safe, I’m going to take us on a little ride. You’re not in a hurry or anything, so just act normal and enjoy the scenery.”

We went south through Seal Beach and then through Anaheim, circling Disney before getting onto the 405 and heading for home. What had been a joyful conversation between Kate and I had become a strained effort with both of us lost in our thoughts. She worried that someone would kidnap me to steal the baby. I worried about how crazy she was acting for no real reason other than Mike being paranoid.


CHAPTER 14:

(Sandy Goes to a Party)

Angie didn't always have the tip about where to stand in line to get assigned to the Fun Zone, but between her inside information and pure luck of the draw I was working there much more often than in the godforsaken Glory Hole.

I discovered that my dorm wasn't the only one in my place. We worked the early shift, which was nice, because the daytime business was apparently much lighter than it was at night. Once we finished the equipment got a quick cleanup and then the next shift came on for night duty. That at least gave me some way of sort of tracking the time.

One thing I'll say for this place was that they were very interested in our health, for obvious practical reasons. They had all of the problems of running a traditional whorehouse along with the challenge of trying to promote the conception of healthy babies. Our gowns could have been cleaner, but they did change the bedding regularly, and we were expected to keep ourselves squeaky clean. We also received regular visits from a gynecologist who wheeled his little chair around and examined us all out in the open. To most people that would have been a nightmare, but we had no fucking privacy anywhere else so it wasn't that big a deal to have your pussy popped open with a speculum in front of an audience.

It was always a relief to find out that my body wasn't riddled with disease yet, and that I wasn't pregnant. Apparently our dorm was kind of lagging behind in births lately and there was a rumor going around that we might get kicked up to the night shift to improve our prospects. Then a couple of the girls found out that they'd be getting a visit from the stork around the same time and that took some of the heat off of the rest of us.

I asked Angie whether she could use her connections to smuggle in some birth control pills, but she warned me that it wasn't a very good idea.

"Look baby even if I could get them, you don't want to take them. If they test you and find out that you're infertile you're in deep shit. They don't make enough money whoring us out to justify the overhead on this place. If you can't breed they're going to drive you out into the desert and dump your body in a hole in the ground," Angie cautioned me.

"Do you think they'd really do that?" I asked.

"I know they would. It happened to this chick named Margie, and I got that straight from the guy who put the gun to her head and pulled the trigger."

"Jesus!"

"Okay, he wasn't actually the guy who pulled the trigger, but he did drive the car so he was there," Angie said for clarification. "I figure we've got a pretty short shelf life as it is, but you don't want to make it any shorter. You never know what could happen in the future. Maybe some big corporation like Disney will buy this place out and we'll all end up in an ice skating show or something."

"We'd probably just end up doing the same thing but in princess costumes," I joked.

I'd been trying to slowly work up to asking Angie to let me have a shot with the guards when to my surprise she brought the subject up out of the blue.

"Make sure that you don't fasten your leg thing tomorrow night. I need you to come along with me on a little adventure," said Angie with a grin.

"Really? Me?"

"Yeah, well, the guards are having a little going away party for one of their own and we're the entertainment. Usually it would be me and Beverly and Carol, just the regulars, but Beverly's on the rag so you're going to pinch hit."

"So what kind of entertainment will we be providing?" I asked.

"You ever sucked cock or taken it up the ass before?"

"No, of course not, why would you ask that?"

"How the hell do I know?" said Angie with a shrug. "You might have been a fag as a guy."

"So I take it we're the party favors."

"Yeah, expect to get a lot of attention. And don't worry I've got a thing of lube so we can all grease up our assholes before we start."

This was the moment I had been waiting for. I was going to be unchained and taken to another part of the building. I needed to carefully study everything. Any windows, fire exits, or back stairways that I might be able to use to get out. Of course I was going to be gang banged in the process, but if I made a good impression hopefully I would get more opportunities like this. I might even be able to get close enough to a guard to enlist his aid.

When party time arrived the three of us followed the guard who came to check that everyone was locked in for the night, and he took us down a hall and up a flight of stairs to a break room of sorts.

There were six or seven guards and I found it amusing that they were actually eating cake. Apparently it really was a going away party.

We girls were all naked already, which wasn't unusual for us at all, and Angie had made sure that we got plenty of lube up our butts. I figured the ass thing would be pretty much out of my control but I was a little worried about giving head. I had absolutely no experience with that and I wanted so much to impress everyone.

"We're going to miss you Danny boy," said Angie as she went up and kissed the guy that I assumed was the guest of honor at this little shindig. "And gentlemen, let me introduce you to a very special friend of mine, the lovely Sandy. She'll be making her...debut tonight and I know you'll all be pleased."

There was some whistling and clapping as Angie made me come over and take a little bow.

"You're awful cute honey," said Danny as he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me close to him. "I wish I had more time to get to know you better."

"No time like the present Danny," said Angie as she pushed me to my knees in front of him and he started to unfasten his pants. "Now let's get this party started boys!"

After all the cock I had seen by now I was hardly shocked by the sight of one more but I'd never had one in my mouth before, and I'd never had to do anything to get them off. I tried to channel my inner porn star and just went for it with gusto.

Since this was Danny's party, and since I was the new girl in this little club, everyone kind of gathered around and watched me as I kissed, and licked, and stroked, and sucked the honoree's rather large penis. It was actually kind of exciting to be the center of attention like this. It made me feel appreciated for a change. And I wasn't strapped down, hooked up, or chained to anything. I was doing this freely, and while I definitely was doing it for ulterior motives, as I started to get into it I think I might have started having a little fun.

When Danny blasted his load into my mouth I managed to get it all down. I wanted to demonstrate that I was eager to please, and Danny seemed very pleased indeed. Now that the guest of honor had been taken care of properly everyone else wanted in on the act.

Angie and Carol had been warming up the crew by going around and stroking the boys and there were now a lot of hard horny men waiting to get relief. Angie got on her hands and knees on the floor and two guys immediately jumped on her; one at each end. Carol was bouncing up and down on someone's lap on a metal folding chair. I ended up sort of draped over the edge of a table, with one man standing in front of me while I sucked him, and another standing behind me fucking my ass.

There was a little switching around, here and there, and guys would drop out once they popped, but that was basically the extent of the party. It had to be pretty quick because nobody wanted to get caught having sex on the job. The guards all had a free pass that let them fuck in the Glory Hole anytime they wanted, so long as they were off duty. Their sperm was as good as anyone's so the company was happy to have them chip in. Blowing a wad inside one of us, but not doing it in the pussy, was strictly against the rules, which I guess is why they all wanted anal and oral with us so bad.

Once everyone had been taken care of we were given a piece of cake and taken back to our beds and locked down for the night. I discovered that the taste of cum kind of lingered on my tongue for quite a while, and I think I still sort of tasted it even while I was eating my cake, but that might have been my imagination.

It had been so strange to interact with the guards in that fashion. On the job they were just large and intimidating figures, especially with those cattle prods in their hands. It was all business and they weren't friendly at all. Seeing them all standing around with their dicks hanging out, laughing and joking was kind of a shock. They just seemed like a bunch of regular guys at a bachelor party or something.

That made me think that they might be manipulated fairly easily. I knew from personal experience how much a man tended to think with his dick, and I doubt if these guards were deep thinkers to begin with. I just needed a plan and a man...and probably some good luck too.


CHAPTER 15:

(A Celebration For Kristen, Kate & Greg)

Fortunately for me, Greg was waiting when we got home. Probably with instructions from his lovely wife, he had decorated the kitchen with streamers and balloons congratulating me on having successfully having been fucked pregnant. Not that they said that precisely, but I didn’t feel like celebrating after the ride home and Kate’s attitude. All I had done, really, was accept the FFA’s offer to become a chick then let my former college roommate put a baby in me to please his anxious wife. 

“Somebody’s not in a good mood,” Greg said as we entered the kitchen. 

Danny was already there and nodded to Mike in some signal between them. I glared at the two of them and they ignored me. They suddenly found something on their shoes more interesting than making eye contact.

“Someone was following us as we left the FFA facility in Long Beach,” Kate announced.  Her temper made her red hair and freckles seem to flare even brighter.

“You don’t know that,” I said firmly. “Neither of us had seen that car nor the woman behind the wheel before.”

She exhaled and rolled her eyes at me. “We can’t take any chances, can we Mike?”

He looked right at Greg as he answered. “There have been a few reports of people stalking FFA facilities. We think they’re doing it to find pregnant women to kidnap and then sell the baby and eventually the mother on the black market.”

“See,” Kate said. While she was looking at Greg, she was talking to me. 

“Could have been nothing,” I replied. “Right Danny?”

“Or something,” Danny said.

Now I was mad. Nobody was on my side. This seemed like the FFA security guys chasing ghosts while riling up Kate into overprotective mode. 

“Fine,” I said and stomped my heels as I marched into my room and slammed the door.

Once inside I started on a good cry. Maybe it was the hormones at work from the pregnancy or maybe it was just being female, but I felt overwhelmed. They were all making a big deal over two nothings. I spread my legs and that was it so far, other than puking every morning. And they were being ridiculous with this kidnapping risk.

My cry had barely begun before there was a knock on the door. Part of me really wanted to yell for the person to go away, but I resisted. That would have been childish. Instead, I pulled my hair to cover my face and answered the door.

Greg met me with a smile and took me into his arms. I sagged against him and he said nothing for a few minutes. Then he released me and I took a step back so he could come in the room. We sat on the bed a few feet apart from each other.

“Want to tell me what this is all about?” he asked.

I inhaled deeply to compose myself. “Everyone is overreacting,” I said. “The pregnancy and then the car on the highway.”

He smiled patiently at me. “Maybe, but is it all possible that you’re missing why they’re happy and worried?”

I nodded at him to continue.

“Is it possible that Kate is happy because you’re pregnant and...”

“She gets the baby she wanted.”

“Well yes, but maybe also she’s happy that it’s you who are doing it, despite her really wishing it was her carrying our child.”

“She’s happy for me? Not just about the baby for you two?”

“Yes, I am,” Kate said from just outside the doorway. “And she’s your baby too. You’re more than just the womb. She’s half you and half Greg. No matter what happens with you afterwards, part of you will be part of our lives, so yes I am happy for you.”

Her words made me tear up. Kate walked over to give me a big hug, sitting between her husband and me on the bed. “When Mike pointed out that car and took the long way home, I freaked out. Can you understand and forgive me?”

I nodded that I could and she hugged me again. At that moment, I felt something different between us, but couldn’t say what it was. Perhaps a deeper sort of affection was growing between us.

We went back downstairs where we ate the meal that Greg had picked up for us on the way home and had the celebratory glass of champagne. Mike had one too, but Danny couldn’t as he was on the duty with us that night. It was a lovely little celebration they were giving me and I decided I had behaved badly in getting upset about it earlier.

After dinner, we repaired to their bedroom for a celebration of a different sort. It would never have occurred to me to mark the occasion by having a threesome, but Greg and Kate thought it was a grand idea. Who was I to object?

Kate and I decided to make Greg start the evening off by showing his pussy licking skills.  We lay next to each other with our legs spread and overlapping. He would alternate between us with the girl who was being eaten rubbing the other one. Over the time together, Greg hadn’t gone down on me all that often as our sex was about making a baby. This was a nice treat. Soon, he had me writhing and clenching my thighs against his head to make sure he didn’t move until my orgasm was finished!

Kate insisted that tonight was about me first, which touched me. She really was being so unselfish. Were our roles reversed, I don’t know that I could have welcomed someone into my marriage to have sex with my husband and liked the girl. Kate was even more incredible because she had helped push me into becoming a girl for just this purpose, essentially creating the other woman.

When she had come, I got on all fours and Greg lined up behind me. Just before he was about to enter, Kate interrupted. “You really should show Kristen how good anal sex can be.”  She looked at me, “Would you like to try it?”

It hadn’t really occurred to me before, but the appeal was there to give it a try, so I said yes. Kate went into the bathroom and returned with some lubricant. She rubbed it all over her husband’s rod, then teased some into my anal orifice. 

When we were both ready, Kate spread my cheeks, causing a slight gape in my rosebud.  I felt the coolness of the air in a place that never experienced it before and it was a turn on. She took her husband’s stiff prick and guided it to the place.

“Breathe and push back…once the head is through, it’ll feel amazing,” she coached me. 

It felt like burning hot pain as Greg slid inside my ass, then I felt a pop as the head went through and it was blissful from then onwards. He started in a rhythm and rutted forcefully inside of me. It felt so naughty to be doing it like this.

Kate slid around to the front of me and then lay on her side. She latched onto one of my nipples and lightly nibbled on it. At the same time, she slid her hand between my legs. Soon, she had fingers inside me. Between them, they brought me to a swift second orgasm of the night.

“My turn,” Kate proclaimed when I finished shaking. 

Greg hadn’t cum so he was able to slide it right into his wife’s well lubricated pussy.  While they went at it doggy style, I lay there and recovered. Those two orgasms felt different.  For the first time, I was having sex for a reason other than trying to have a baby. That had to be what was different, I thought.

Kate interrupted my thoughts with her mouth on my thigh. She had slightly repositioned herself so that her head was between my legs. Slowly, she kissed up my inner thigh while her husband pounded her pussy. I hoped he could last long enough, I thought.

As good as Greg had been, Kate was even better at cunnilingus. Having a pussy gave her a big leg up, as she was more precise in purring her tongue and lips and fingers in just the right spots. She knew how to read my body perfectly.

We all three had our orgasms in a wave, starting with Greg, though Kate and ending with me. It was quite an intense experience. Afterwards, we lay naked under the sheets in a sweaty jumble and fell into a peaceful slumber.


CHAPTER 16:

(Sandy Finds An Ally)

Getting the man actually turned out to be the easy part. One of the guards, a guy named Larry, took a real fancy to me at that party and started wanting to have some "quality time" alone with me. It usually had to be a quickie, because he couldn't afford to be away for much longer than his break time, so he'd come and get me and we'd sneak off somewhere and I'd either blow him or let him take me up the ass, although he did fuck my pussy one time just for fun.

It was great because he knew the blind spots where the security cameras wouldn't see us, and one time we even went outside and humped on an old fire escape that wasn't used any more. The door locked from the inside so we had to prop something in it to keep from being locked out, but I knew that this was my avenue of escape. The stairs down were rickety and falling apart, but it only had to support my weight briefly for a one-way trip, and if I fell somewhere along the line I wouldn't have too far to fall.

Larry was a married man with a wife and kids to support so I didn't figure that I could talk him into going with me, but I knew he was sweet on me and he had been very easy to manipulate so far.

I really wanted Angie to go with me but I had been reluctant to bring it up with her. I had developed my relationship with Larry on my own and hadn't become one of the regular pets that all the guards used from time-to-time, like Angie was. As I got closer to putting my plan into motion I finally took her into my confidence.

"That's pretty risky, babe," said Angie when she heard my plan. "These fuckers have a small fortune invested in you and you haven't produced even one child for them yet. I don't think they're just going to shrug and forget about you once they realize you're gone."

"I know, I've considered that. But I don't want to have a baby. Ever. I didn't want to become a woman, but it looks like I'm stuck that way, unless there's some procedure that can turn me back. Either way I have to get out of here before it's too late, and I want you to come with me," I told her as we held hands on my bunk.

"But what would we do once we were out? The men who volunteer for this shit have it all taken care of legally. They just go on living their lives as a woman instead of a man. They even get paid for it. We'd just be two bitches with nothing, living on the street, constantly looking over our shoulders to see if someone is chasing us. These are heavy dudes we're talking about. They might not kill us if they think we're still valuable, but they can do things with those cattle prods that I don't want to think about," Angie reminded me.

"We know how to fuck, we could turn tricks," I pointed out. "Why not get paid for what we're doing anyway? Then once we have a little cash we can split town and go wherever we want. Just go and never look back."

"I don't think I have the balls to do that," said Angie sadly. "I know it sucks here, but it's relatively safe. I don't know the first thing about living as a woman on the outside. If there's anything I can do to help you with your plan you know I'll do it, but I just don't think I can come with you."

It was very disappointing to think of leaving Angie behind, but it would probably be easier doing this on my own anyway. Larry was going to have to provide me with street clothes and make sure that I was unlocked on the night I made my break. Then he would have to go and be conspicuously seen by people so that he had an alibi and couldn't be implicated in my escape. There was a clear route to that fire escape door where I only had to pass by one security camera, and the odds that anyone would notice me at the time would be slim. Of course they'd be able to go back later and watch the tape but Larry assured me that the dudes who monitored this shit weren't very attentive. They just liked watching the fucking in the Glory Hole or the Fun Zone.

I would actually be locked down for the night, but Larry had made me a copy of the key. When the guy came to check my restraints he'd see that I was secure. Then I'd use the key and slip out and nobody but Larry would know that I was loose. My clothes would be waiting for me in a supply closet that we had fucked in a couple of times. Once I was dressed it was out the door and freedom.

The plan worked like a charm. The key fit the lock and I was able to slip away very silently. Since we were chained to our beds they didn't bother to lock the door to the dorm so I just had to make my move and hope that I didn't stumble across anyone along the way.

Larry had come through and the clothes were just where he said he'd put them. I would have gone anyway, even if they weren't there. I'd rather be on the streets naked then call this thing off now. When I put my hands in the pockets of the shorts he had gotten me I found that Larry had put 100 bucks there. I felt kind of bad because I knew that all of the guards were going to get grilled over this but hopefully Larry's alibi would keep him off the hook.

I kept my head down and dodged the security camera as quickly as I could. No one would be expecting to see a woman wearing anything other than a hospital gown in this part of the building so even if I was spotted they might not suspect anything. Larry had given me a baseball cap that I shoved my hair into so I looked even less female. I could be the pizza delivery guy for all anyone knew if they saw me on the monitors.

Once at the door I looked around quickly to make sure that no one was watching, then stepped outside and shut the door behind me as quietly as I could. As I started down the stairs I discovered that they were even more rickety than they looked and pieces of metal started clattering on the pavement below. I knew I had to move fast so I just kind of took it in leaps and landed rather hard at the bottom. I seemed to be in one piece, although I had skinned one of my knees a bit. I wanted to run but I didn't know exactly what the layout was, and I didn't want to run straight into the main guard shack or something, so I pressed myself up against a wall and tried to remain in the shadows.

It looked like I was in kind of a small parking lot that wasn't used for that purpose anymore. There were some large industrial trash containers and I guessed that this was where the garbage was picked up from. I soon came to a chain link gate and my heart stopped when I saw that there was a padlock on it. Fortunately it wasn't locked, it was just hanging there. I guess nobody was all that worried about the security of the trash and didn't bother actually locking it up.

Once through the gate I was in an alley and had no choice but to follow it to the opening. They alley led to what looked like some pretty derelict old buildings and I figured I must be in some kind of large industrial complex. It would make sense that the fire escape and trash area would be at the back of the building, and that the public access would be at the front, so I just kept moving in the direction I was going.

Finally I wandered out of the complex and found myself on a public street. It was quiet and dark and I couldn't see anything other than rows and rows of other industrial buildings and warehouses. I had no fucking clue where I was in relationship to any part of town I was familiar with but I didn't care. I just had to keep walking until I could get my bearings, Then maybe I could find a bus or something and get even further away. It didn't matter. I was out. I was free.


CHAPTER 17:

(Kristen Gets a Scare)

My next visit to Dr. Grant came at the end of the first trimester. For all the money the FFA had at its disposal, it seemed to be going cheap on pre-natal care. Kate thought that there should have been one more appointment in between the last one and this one. I was inclined to agree.

She was still very much the protective mother hen to me. Not having grown up female, I had very little idea of what was involved. Neither my mother nor my sister had been on speaking terms when I was still a man named Kris, so whatever wisdom they might have had wasn’t available to me. For all I knew, my sister was affected by the dearth as well.

While Kate’s hovering over me could get a bit much, I generally liked it. Greg had helped me see if for what it was – her nervous way of trying to be involved. I was very sympathetic to the fact that she would rather have been the pregnant one. 

After our three-way festival we hadn’t spent much time in the same bed. Greg and Kate needed some couple time. I wasn’t his other wife and she was already sharing him in ways she normally wouldn’t have done. A couple of times, she sent him to my room to take care of my carnal desires, but he always returned to his room after doing the deed. Once a week, we’d all have sex together, usually in their room. It was a nice little routine.

The nurse took all my statistics down in the electronic medical record without saying much. I wondered where the FFA got its people, because they reminded me of workers at the department of motor vehicles with their demeanor.

When he came into the room, Dr. Grant looked over my figures and pronounced them all satisfactory. He noted that I had put on six pounds, which was where he wanted me to be at this stage. Then he had me up in the stirrups to check my cervix. It was as uncomfortable as the last time and I wondered if I would ever get used to it.

“Ultrasound day,” Dr. Grant pronounced as he got up. “The technician will be in shortly.  Congratulations, Ms. Schrimm, you’re well on the way to earning the first bonus payment for your service to the nation.”

When he had left, Kate rubbed my shoulder, “Don’t pay him any attention. You’re doing this for you and for us and who cares what the nation needs.”

I nodded in silent agreement. 

It seemed to take forever before a large, black woman came through the door with the ultrasound cart behind her. She cooed over me like a mother, causing some tension with Kate. I went back up on the table and into the stirrups. May, as she introduced herself, lubricated the magic wand and slid it inside me, pressing it against my cervix. While not exactly a turn on, it was more pleasant than Dr. Grant’s fingers inside me.

May had positioned the cart so that I could see what the wand was detecting inside my uterus. Kate had to stand on tiptoes and lean over me for her view. They weren’t very accommodating to her, I thought. She was a sweetheart to not make a big deal about it.

“We have a head,” she pointed to the monitor, “Two arms, two legs, good heartbeat.”

“What about a penis?” I asked. 

“Hmmm, not seeing one,” May replied. “It looks like you’re having a girl!”

Kate asked her to print four copies of the picture, so that each of us could have one and one for the refrigerator. When she left, Kate gave me a big hug.

“Will Greg be disappointed he’s not getting the firstborn son he wants?” I asked. He had seemed awfully into the idea of coaching his son’s teams.

She smiled, “He’ll get over it. Besides, he can’t get everything he wants.” 

Mike gave me a big hug back at the car then helped me into the back seat. Kate sat next to me. We liked to ride like this and tease Mike about being an overpaid chauffeur. As we pulled out of the facility, I lost myself in discussions for the decorating of the baby’s room and trading ideas for her name.

“Don’t panic,” Mike said in a firm tone. “I’m about to make a sudden turn and when I do, I want both of you to get down below the window level. Go as low as you can go. Just do it.”

His last command cut off any questions I might have had. Moments later, he swerved the car down a side street. Kate put me on the floor and lay on top of me protectively. We stayed there while Mike executed a series of turns. I heard him call his office and arrange for us to meet someone, but I couldn’t make out who or where. For the first time, I was very afraid.

It seemed like a long time, but was really only twenty minutes later that he told us we could get up. Neither Kate nor I wanted to distract him with our questions. We exchanged nervous glances and held each other’s hand. Soon, he pulled us into a parking garage, next to a non-descript dark blue van with smoked out windows.

Mike got out and met Danny, who was driving the other vehicle. They spoke for a few minutes and then came to get us out of the car. They put us in the back of the van and Danny pulled out to drive us home, taking an unusual route.

“They started using drones,” he explained. “The new M.O. is to track women coming from the FFA facility and figure out where they live. Then, it’s a snatch and grab for them, often at gunpoint in the middle of the night.”

“We weren’t in any danger?” I asked. Kate flashed a disapproving look.

“They’ve shifted away from car jackings. Too many witnesses and the victims are awake and ready to flee or fight. We’re pretty sure they lost the trail. Mike will wait an hour before leaving the mall and trade that car for a different one. The FFA will double the security team and put up a drone to watch your house. You should be plenty safe.”

“See,” I said more for myself than for Kate. “No danger."

Back at home, things were very quiet. The incident on the way back from the FFA had spooked both Kate and me. For the first time, it got through my thick head that there was really some danger involved with being a pregnant or fertile young woman. I popped onto the Internet and started looking at the news. There were various reports of pregnant women being kidnapped and speculation what price a black market baby could command as well as the resale value of a fertile woman. At the lower end of the spectrum, special whorehouses had emerged where a man could have unprotected sex with a fertile female. He’d never know if he was the father, but the idea that he might have procreated was worth a premium to the regular cost of prostitution. I made a note to thank Danny and Mike for keeping me safe and with my friends.

Kate kept to herself until dinner. She took a bath and sat in a chair with a book of baby names. Whenever I looked over, she seemed to be staring someplace else and not paying attention to the book, but that may have been my imagination. 

When Greg came home, he gave me a big hug and then checked with Mike, who had taken the watch along with a new guy, Angelo. He came back to the kitchen and proclaimed his satisfaction that his girls would be safe. Kate and I exchanged a look. She wasn’t in danger, just me. I hoped Greg’s remark had helped more than hurt.

We showed him the ultrasound picture and broke the news to him that I was carrying a girl inside of me. “The bedroom will be a nice shade of pink,” Kate pronounced. “And we can narrow the list of names quite a bit.”

He sat back for a moment. Then he broke out in a big grin and said, “What do you think about the name Gretchen?”

“Fat girl’s name,” Kate said.

“Does anyone actually use that name?” I added.

We traded outrageous suggestions over dinner, which eased the mood. Afterwards, we retreated to the living room and watched a movie about three men raising a baby. Seated between them, I felt safe for the first time since Mike had told us to get down and swerved the car that afternoon.

The movie ended and I made my excuses to head to bed early. The whole day had been a roller coaster of emotions. Now that I had calmed down, I wanted to sleep it off. Besides, I rationalized that I needed to keep up my strength for the baby’s sake.

Sometime later, a knock at the door interrupted a really good dream about the lead actor in the movie earlier that night. He was just about to kiss me when I came awake. Looking at the clock, it was about the time Kate would send Mike over for a visit. Given what had happened today, I guessed that she might have encouraged him to help take my mind off of things.

“You don’t have to knock, Mike,” I said. 

The door opened and Kate entered. “It’s me,” she said. “Still ok to come in?”

“Of course,” I said through a yawn.

She sat next to me on the bed for a moment, then said, “Move over. I want to hold you.”

Her request caught me by surprise, but I was happy for the company. She curled up behind me in the big spoon position. We lay there for a while not speaking. It felt very good.

I’m not sure when I first noticed it, but the feel of her nipple on my back and her breath on my neck started to arouse me a bit. I hoped she wouldn’t notice. We had continued to play a bit with each other during sex, but always with Greg in the bed. He found it a turn on to see his lover and his wife pleasure each other and it did seem to help him recover faster. Never had we been in a position like this. I wondered if Kate was as excited as I was.

She provided an answer when she slid her hand onto my breast. When she found my very erect nipple, she giggled and whispered, “I hoped you were happy to see me.”

I responded by pressing my butt tighter against her. That inspired her to slide her hand between the buttons on my pajamas. Like an expert, she teased each in turn, making me incredibly horny. I felt on the verge of climax and just needed some stimulation between my legs to cross the finish line. 

Kate stopped and then sat up. Without saying a thing, she tossed her nightgown off and slid down her panties. Then she pulled my pajama pants down and unbuttoned the top. 

I looked up to see her lowering herself onto my face. I reached up and pulled her hips to me. Just as my tongue met her labia, I felt her hair on my thighs and her breath on my muff. We licked and sucked each other until we both came, screaming into each other’s pussies.

We lay there naked afterwards with her spooning me again. “Where did you learn to do that?” I asked.

“Sorority house,” she said. “Initiation night. And a few times after.” 

“Does Greg know?”

She giggled, “Well he’s seen us do it in front of him, so yes.”

I let that sit for a while. Somewhere, I read that most women had at least one same sex hook-up in their lifetimes. Kate wasn’t a lesbian nor even a regular bi-sexual. 

“What brought this on?” I asked. 

“Today. I realized that I haven’t ever shown you that I love you like I do. Greg encouraged me to do it, if that’s your next question.”

I smiled and snuggled in tight against her. The little bit of bush she had tickled my butt in a good way. Kate had accepted me. We would figure out what that meant over time, but it meant I had a more permanent place. After the scare earlier, that felt pretty good.

“We gave the guards, quite a show,” she said while cupping my tit in her hand. “They probably jerked off hearing you eat me out.”

“We could give them some more inspiration,” I offered.

And we did.


CHAPTER 18:

(Sandy Visits An Old Friend)

I knew my apartment was long gone. So too would be my possessions that were left there. My car would have been impounded for having been left out on the street, and the repo people would have probably come and claimed it, or they would soon enough. I had just disappeared. Everyone would assume that I had flaked out, or overdosed on drugs or something. I think the only things I really missed terribly were my guitars. They were very personal to me, as they are to most guitarists. I had to try not to think about that now. Ultimately those were all just possessions, and could be replaced eventually. What I needed to think about was food and shelter and safety.

Eventually I worked my way to the home of a friend named Carl. He was the bass player in my garage band and lived in a pretty non-descript apartment not too close to the Strip. Fortunately he was home when I got there and when he opened the door and saw me standing in front of him he just kind of stared at me with very wide eyes.

"Can I help you miss?" he asked when he finally spoke.

"Ah, Darren Winters wanted me to come here and explain why he hasn't been around lately," I said.

"That's kind of weird," said Carl.

"Yeah, I know, but he really didn't want to leave you in the dark."

"Well, come on in."

Carl offered me a drink and we sat in his living room. His place was kind of a mess, as it usually was, and it looked like Carl had either just been asleep or was about to go to sleep, which also wasn't unusual. Working musicians often slept at odd hours during the day.

"So how do you know Darren?" Carl asked politely.

"Okay, I'm just going to lay this on you," I started after taking a deep breath. "I'm Darren Winters, only I'm going by the name Sandy now, and you've got to promise that you won't tell anyone in the world that you saw me."

"Wow...that's kind of trippy."

"I got abducted. I was just walking along the street, minding my own business, when these dudes knocked me out with a tranquilizer dart. They hauled my ass to some warehouse thing and pumped a bunch of fluids into me that turned me into a woman."

"Really?" Carl said skeptically. "They certainly did a good job. I'd never guess that you were really a man."

"I'm not a man anymore. Dude, try to focus here. You know that whole Birth Dearth thing where there aren't enough babies because too many women can't get knocked up?"

"Yeah, sure. It had something to do with chicks being on the pill or something."

"Right. Well the government came up with this way of turning dudes into chicks. Something the CIA invented or something. Anyway men who volunteer to become women and have babies get all kinds of money and shit. But there still aren't enough volunteers so there's this whole black market thing where guys are kidnapped and forced to become breeders. That's what happened to me. I've been living in this fucked up whorehouse getting pounded by men day after day to try and make me pregnant," I explained.

"That paints a picture," Carl quipped.

"Will you just listen? I ended up becoming a fuck buddy with one of the guards so that he'd help me escape. That was a couple of days ago. He gave me some clothes and a little money and I've just been on the lamb since I broke out."

"Why didn't you go to the cops?" asked Carl.

"The cops are in on it. I mean, I don't know how many or how far up the chain it goes, but I know that they're paying police protection money. I can't take a chance on talking to some cop who might haul my ass right back to the place. I've got to lay low until I can get enough bread to split town and get as far away from here as I can."

"Look babe, I don't know what your deal is with Darren, and I don't know why Darren just dropped off the face of the Earth, but it's pretty hard for me to believe that you're actually him. I mean, you don't look anything like him," said Carl with a shrug of his shoulders.

"Go get that Fender Tele you keep in the closet," I said.

Carl looked kind of funny at me then got up and retrieved the guitar in question.

"Plug me in to whatever amp you've got handy," I instructed. "That little piece of shit practice amp you've got in your bedroom would be fine.

Once Carl had set me up with an amp and a guitar I grabbed a pick that was lying on the coffee table and started to strum. The thing was out of tune, so I quickly tuned it by ear.

"Okay, before I left we were working on a new song that I wrote. It didn't have a name yet but it's in Am and has kind of a Santana feel to it," I said as I started to play the chord progression. "This is the guitar solo...sound familiar."

I proceeded to rip off a pretty mean solo. We had been working on that section just before I vanished so I figured it would have to be fairly fresh in Carl's mind. As I played I could see the look of astonishment on his face."

"Holy fuck! Is that really you or did Darren teach you that?" asked Carl.

"Stop being such a suspicious asshole," I practically screamed in frustration. "Why in the fuck would Darren go out and find some chick who happened to be a kick ass guitar player, teach her a song that wasn't even finished yet, and send her over to your place pretending to be him? I know everything about you man. We've known each other for a long time. Does Darren seem like a practical joker to you?"

"No, not really," Carl admitted.

"My life is totally fucked up, dude! They turned me into a woman and forced me to be a whore. Everything I own is gone. Everything in my life is gone. And these cats don't mess around. There's serious cash in this baby selling business. If they find me they're going to drag me back, and I can't go back to that place. You've got to believe me," I pleaded.

"Okay, okay, I believe you I guess. It's just kind of a hard thing to believe. What do you want me to do exactly?"

"I don't know. I could use some food. Maybe a jacket or something. If you had a couple of bucks you could spare that would be cool, but I've still got most of the money that the guard gave me. If I could just crash here for a few hours and try to get some sleep that would be awesome."

"Yeah, sure, sure. I was just about to take a nap myself. Let me just grab a pillow and I'll use the couch and you can stretch out on the bed," said Carl as he gestured to the bedroom.

"Fuck it dude, I've been living in a whorehouse. Believe me, I've got no problem sleeping in the same bed with a man."

I walked past Carl and strolled into his bedroom. As I did I pulled off my top and tossed it on a chair. I didn't have a bra yet so I was bare from the waist up. I sat on the foot of the bed and kicked off my shoes. When I looked up I saw Carl staring at my breasts.

"Are you going to sleep like that?" Carl asked.

"Yeah, I was planning to. Are you offended by the sight of a woman's breasts?"

"No, not at all. I mean, I've seen you with your shirt off before. You just never...had quite so much there."

"I'll try to keep my tits on my side of the bed," I joked as I got under the covers and started wiggling out of my shorts.

"Are you getting naked?" Carl said with a look of near panic on his face.

"Jesus, I'll go sleep on the couch if this is freaking you out too much," I said as I pulled the covers back and started to get up.

"No, no, no! Don't do that! Here, look, I'll join you."

Carl ripped his clothes off and jumped under the covers next to me. The bed wasn't terribly big so we were kind of close together. I rolled over on my side and tried to get some much needed sleep. When I rolled back over I saw Carl lying on his back, staring up at the ceiling. I noticed the blankets sticking up down around his crotch like there was a mini tent pole holding it up.

"Do you have a hard on?" I asked as I pulled up the blankets and took a peek.

"No, not really. Not, so very hard," Carl stammered. "Ah, shit...what do you expect? Some totally hot babe that I've never seen in my life shows up at my door, tells me that she's really my old pal who vanished into thin air, and a few minutes later we're both naked in bed together. I'm trying to wrap my head around the idea that you're probably Darren, but at the moment my dick is just seeing you as a beautiful woman."

"If I gave you a quick blowjob do you think you could relax enough so that we both could get some sleep?" I asked.

"It's probably worth a shot."

I flipped the covers back and crawled over to his very erect member. I started sucking his cock in and no time at all I got him to blow his jizz in my mouth. I honestly didn't think anything of it. It was just another cock to service. The only sex that had meant anything at all to me since I became female was with Angie, and even that was kind of a product of circumstance more than anything else. I probably should have thought more about what it might mean to Carl but I really just wanted to get some shut eye.

Once Carl's raging beast had been tamed we both managed to fall asleep and I it felt really good to be in a bed that I wasn't chained to for a change. I felt relatively safe for the first time since I had made my break, but I knew I couldn't hang around here forever. Dangerous people might be out there looking for me and I didn't want to be anywhere that they might think to look.


CHAPTER 19:

(Kristen Settles Into Her Pregnancy)

After the kidnapping scare, things settled back into the normal routine of life. The three of us would have our weekly threesomes and every so often, Greg would come over for a midweek romp. Kate was very friendly with me, but didn’t make a return to my bed after that one night. I don’t think she was embarrassed or regretted it. To me, it was one of those special nights and the rarity of it made it even more special. I was confident that we would sleep together, just the two of us, again sometime. 

The days could be very boring. Greg had his job in the city and Kate worked at a facility about a half hour away near the airport. The FFA didn’t encourage us converts to work outside the home because of the security risks. The stipend I earned from them was as much as I had been making while working as a man and I had very few expenses living with my friends. Over their objections, I insisted on making some contribution to the monthly bills. Otherwise, I would have felt like a 1950's hausfrau. 

Before the conversion, I had been a pretty regular runner. Not a fitness nut or marathon runner, but a weekend warrior type who could be in the top third of the 5K and 10K races I would enter. The danger of running alone had forced me to buy a very nice treadmill and make a small workout area in the basement. Dr. Grant didn’t want me running too much, so I cut my runs to every other day and filled in the time with brisk walks. 

Of course, my new gender meant that I needed new workout attire, which led me to the joys of internet shopping. I now owned an assortment of running bras and workout tights in various colors. If I actually was running on the road, I probably would have added some loose fitting tank tops and opted for a larger size of tights. The ones I had were prone to developing camel toe by the end of the workout.

One of the fun parts of my day was to come upstairs and chat with whoever had the watch while still sweating from my workout. My outfit left nothing to the imagination and it was a contest to see how long I could get them to stare before calling them on it and winking. It probably wasn’t the most mature thing to do, but I liked being ogled and had been form the first time I had put on a skirt and hit the bar way back in college. Now that I had the right parts, I enjoyed it even more!

Mike was the most shameless of the guys and the one who made me tingle the most. He was about to turn thirty and very single. I teased him about being a ladies' man and he admitted it readily. There was no way he would go home alone from a bar, I thought. If things didn’t work out with this triangle relationship that Kate, Greg and I were evolving, I thought I might take a ride on the Mike train.

The other guys were appreciative of my looks too. Danny was married, but had an understanding with his wife because of the long hours they both worked. She was a pilot for one of the airlines and flew routes across the Pacific. Her trips were always a couple of days long and her schedule rarely matched his. Sometimes they could go a few weeks without seeing each other, much less having sex he confided. 

Angelo and Ken were the two new additions to the team. Angelo was tall and older, perhaps pushing fifty. He was the expert at controlling the drone surveillance that flew at random intervals. Recently divorced, he wasn’t in the market for anything. That was fine by me as I wasn’t available and he wasn’t my thing. Ken was in his late thirties and his wife was afflicted by the dearth, he confided in me. He had given up a job in computer programming to work security for the FFA so that he could be higher in line for a chance to become a father either at random through sperm donation or maybe be lucky and have one of the converts pick him and his wife to raise the baby. She worked as a nurse at the FFA facility, though when he showed me a picture of her on his phone, I didn’t remember seeing her.

Online shopping wasn’t just for exercise apparel. Now that I was a real woman, I wanted all the accoutrements that went with it. I bought lots of lingerie and tried to have a different set on each week for our threesome. My preferences tended towards more feminine attire like dresses and skirts, but I did buy some short shorts and a couple of pairs of skinny jeans. 

By the beginning of the second trimester, I was having to buy more clothes to accommodate my growing belly. It was subtle, but noticeable to anyone who had access to my naked body. There was the beginnings of a bump and my breasts were already a little bigger. I looked curvier than before. While not yet in maternity wear, I had to buy things that either would stretch a bit or were loose fitting. Kate was a big help in finding styles that looked cute and sexy while being comfortable.

While online shopping, I would check the news from time to time. I made it a point not to read any of the stories about the Dearth of Births. The rational part of my brain said that those incidents of kidnapping and the brothels to make the whores pregnant had to be rare. Cable news had to fill twenty four hours every day with something. The most sensational stories attracted the greatest number of eyeballs. Young women kidnapped for their reproductive systems or sold to bunches of men who wanted to knock them up made for headlines and drove viewership. I’m sure those things really happened, just not at the frequency one might think from watching and reading the media coverage. 

When not shopping, working out or flirting with my protectors, I had lots of time to read.  My Kindle tastes had changed quite a bit when I became Kristen. Kris had liked a mix of science fiction, history and transgender erotica. Now, I found myself reading romance novels and fashion magazines. The erotica I read tended to involve being tied up, which might be fun to explore after the baby. 

In all, those days were some of the best during my entire pregnancy. There was no longer any morning sickness. My body remained relatively normal and I had a positive glow about me.  I was thrilled to be a young woman with two loving friends. If the price to get that was a little boredom, I would willingly pay it.


CHAPTER 20:

(Sandy Starts to Feel at Home)

I slept much deeper and longer than I had expected to, and when I woke up Carl had already gone to work. He had a gig backing a singer in one of the casino lounges and left me a note saying that I should make myself at home and help myself to anything in the kitchen I wanted.

Part of me said that I should probably get going, but I had just popped back into Carl's life in such a dramatic way that it didn't seem right to take off again with just a note saying goodbye. Plus I was kind of scared to go back out on the streets. It was so much nicer here, and I had felt really secure sharing my bed with Carl. I certainly hadn't planned for anything sexual to happen between us when I came here, but I certainly wouldn't object to doing more with him if the mood was right.

I had thought about getting on a bus as soon as I had made my escape but I worried that they might be looking for me at places like the airport or the bus depot. Maybe I was just being paranoid in assuming that there was some sort of a manhunt on for me, but better safe than sorry. The longer I stayed free the greater the chance that they would give up and forget about me.

I needed to piss so I went in the bathroom and got quite a shock. Carl had a rather large mirror over the sink and I saw myself as a woman for the first time. I just stood there, buck naked, staring at myself in wonder. I was actually attractive. Very attractive. No wonder Carl got a boner when he saw me naked. Even with no makeup on and my hair kind of a mess I looked very fuckable. After admiring myself long enough I took a shower and got dressed. Then I made a grilled cheese sandwich and watched some TV.

Carl was due to get home around 3 AM so I had some scrambled eggs and toast waiting for him as he came through the door.

"Wow, I wish I could come home and find a gorgeous woman like you waiting for me with dinner on a plate every night," Carl said as he put his stuff down and came over to eat.

This weird little domestic scene made me feel kind of warm and fuzzy for some reason. It was just Carl, and we were just eating some slightly overcooked eggs, but for that tiny moment it felt like home. I was with a friend, and I didn't have to fuck anybody that I didn't want to fuck.

As we chatted I kind of had the feeling that he was sort of testing me by bringing up all sorts of things from our collective past. I guess it was still hard to believe that I was who I was. It was a little weird talking about my life as Darren, because that life was over and dwelling on it wasn't going to bring it back or make it any easier for me to move on with my new life, whatever the hell that was going to be.

After we ate we played some video games for a while, and watched a movie, and it all felt really normal. I was in familiar surroundings, with a friend, doing things I liked to do. When I woke up in that horrible place I thought that I would never know a moment like this again. It actually got me kind of choked up and emotional.

When we finally went to bed I stripped naked again and Carl tried not to look at me but I saw that he kept peeking over his shoulder. We had been sitting on opposite sides of the bed with our backs to each other but I came around and stood right in front of him.

"You'd like to fuck me, wouldn't you?" I said as I indicated the raging hard on between his legs.

"More than you could probably imagine," he replied.

"Well you'll have to use a rubber. I risked my life to avoid getting knocked up so I'm not taking any chances. You'll have to wear a condom or fuck me in the ass," I told him.

"Do I have to choose one or the other?"

"Why don't you pick one and we'll see where it goes after that."


CHAPTER 21:

(Kristen Goes to a Birthday Dinner)

My birthday came at the beginning of my sixth month of the pregnancy. By then, my bump was just starting to show. With the right dress, it wasn’t noticeable and I was still resisting the idea of having to buy maternity wear. Though I knew that day wasn’t far off, those dresses and tops looked like tents to me or the bed when you just tossed the covers of a pile to avoid cleaning up. They weren’t sexy. After a lifetime wanting to be a woman, I was determined to flaunt my new form as much and for as long as possible.

My hair had grown out considerably. Kris had always kept his hair longish so the starting point for me wasn’t as bad as for some of the other converts. It had grown out five inches, which was enough to move gradually from the spiky, pixie style to more of a bob. It would take most of another year to get it as long as I wanted it, but it was progress.

Enough progress that I insisted on not wearing the wig when I went out any more. There were plenty of women with hair as short or shorter than mine and I had mastered female gestures and the feminine intonations in my speech. Kate and I had a big fight about it that Greg stayed out of. We agreed to ask Mike who said it was really my decision. The wig was retired.

For my birthday, I insisted that we go back to the restaurant where we had met nearly a year ago and they had proposed our current arrangement. It was a little ways form our house and I could tell that Danny and Ken weren’t thrilled to have me go there in the evening. I argued that it was my birthday, that I’d wear something that wouldn’t show the bump and that I had to live a little bit. Kate chose not to fight me about it, but I knew she was nervous. Greg just smiled and agreed to whatever made me happy on my special day.

At the restaurant, we got a private booth near the back. Kate and I sat on one side with me pressed against the wall and her on the outside. Greg sat in the middle of the other side, the apex of our little triangle. We ordered a bottle of wine and I was allowed one glass with my dinner.

Our guards split up with Danny taking a table near the entrance and Ken staking out a spot near the restrooms. They both could see our booth from where they were, but not each other.  They’d taken a trip earlier in the week to have lunch here and agreed on the best places to sit. It all seemed like overkill to me, but I was getting to go out for a fancy birthday dinner so I didn’t say a thing.

The meal was delicious and the wine seemed to ease Kate’s nerves a bit. She was as relaxed as I could remember seeing her since our first pre-natal trip to the FFA facility. We got to talking about college stories and she laughed when Greg told her about the first time he walked into the bathroom and saw me changing out of a bra and panties. For the first time, she seemed ok with that phase of my life. I was so very happy.

Our plans had been to go back to the house for cake, ice cream and presents, but none of us wanted the meal to end. We compromised and ordered coffee and one slice of chocolate cake with three forks. My bladder was feeling uncomfortably full, so Kate and I got up to use the ladies room.

As we passed Ken’s table, I gave him a wink and mouthed “thank you” to him. He smiled and returned to scanning the patrons. All seemed to be in order as he wasn’t in the least bit tense.

We entered the ladies room, but both stalls were occupied and there was a dark hared woman standing at one of the sinks who looked vaguely familiar. Kate decided to camp in front of one of the stalls while I went to the open sink to check and repair my face. 

As I leaned forward, I heard the woman next to me raise her voice and say, “Fancy meeting you here.”

At that, she lunged and grabbed my arm, twisting it behind my back. Before I could get out a scream, she stuffed something in my mouth and forced me to my knees. 

Meanwhile the doors to both stalls exploded open.  Another woman, this one with blonde hair to her shoulders emerged from one to lock the door.  From the stall nearest Kate, a man in drag emerged with a needle in hand. He plunged it into Kate while covering her mouth.  She went limp in his arms.

“Put her in the stall and lock the door,” the woman holding me said. She whispered in my ear, “If you behave, nothing bad will happen to your little friend.  I need you to climb out that window and you’ll have to have your hands and feet free to do that. I’m going to leave Sherri here to watch. If you scream, if you try to escape or if you just refuse to do anything, she’ll kill your girlfriend.  Got it?”

By now, I was trembling and silently berating myself for being so selfish as to ask for a birthday dinner out.  The best result of tonight would be that Kate would live and I would be sold like a prized heifer after giving birth, never again seeing my daughter.  All because I had to have this birthday dinner. 

There really was no other choice but to comply with her demands. Unable to speak with my mouth stuffed full of some sort of cloth, I nodded that I would cooperate.  She let me up and pointed to a small window over the sink.  I watched her climb on the sink and push it open then go through it feet first.  She hung for a minute then her hands disappeared too.

Her female accomplice hissed for me to get about it, so I did my best to follow her.  I banged my knee on the sink but managed to get up. The window wasn’t all that big and I worried that it might hurt the baby inside me to wedge through it, but I did. For a moment, I dangled about three feet above the street before dropping and breaking a heel I the process.

The raven haired woman grabbed my arms and handcuffed them behind my back. The other woman appeared in the window and was given the thumbs up by my captor.

I made as much noise as the improvised gag would allow and looked up at the window, trying to plead for Kate’s life.

“You were a good girl, so we’ll leave your friend in the stall. They’ll find her when then go looking for you two. Now, its lights out for you sugar britches.”

She produced a cloth bag and put it over my head. I heard the other two hit the pavement and then the sound of a vehicle braking from a high rate of speed. Moments later, I was tossed into it and wondered just how much trouble I was heading into.


CHAPTER 22:

(Sandy Feels a New Sensation)

To my surprise Carl chose to use a rubber. I think most men, if offered the chance for a bareback ass fuck, would have gone straight for the anal. Instead I found myself lying on my back spreading my legs for Carl as he climbed between them and stuck his cock in my pussy.

I suddenly realized that I had never done it quite this way before. I'd been on my back, but I was always strapped down or chained up to something. The only unrestrained sex I had known was with the guards, and that was usually just giving head or bending over to take it up the ass. It felt really different to be so free, but I wasn't sure what to do with my arms so I just kind of threw them behind my head.

"God, you're so gorgeous Sandy," said Carl.

"Thanks. You know I had no idea what I looked like until I saw myself in your bathroom mirror today."

"That's freaky, dude. They didn't have any mirrors at that place?"

"No. And no windows or clocks either."

"Just like a casino," Carl pointed out.

That was true. Casino's went out of their way to keep people from knowing what time it was, or whether it was even day or night. It helped keep people in the building longer, supposedly.

"You've got really beautiful eyes," Carl said as he continued to praise me.

"Someone else told me that. A chick named Angie who was my friend back there. I tried to get her to escape with me but she was too scared to go. It really bums me out that she's still stuck there."

"There's got to be some way you can help her. It's just not right that a place like that should get away with what they're doing."

That made me flash back to my encounter with the guy in the black coat who laughed at me for telling him that they wouldn't get away with it. I had been so terrified and pissed off and humiliated. If I ever caught up with that guy again I'd take one of those cattle prods and shove it all the way up his ass and turn it on and leave it on.

Carl had been suspended above me, resting the palm of his hands on the mattress, but now he lowered his body so that he was right on top of me and I realized that he was about to kiss me. I hadn't expected that but when our lips met I yielded easily and soon my arms were wrapped around his back. I felt myself getting wet. I had no problem at all with Carl fucking me, and it seemed pretty obvious that he really wanted to, but I hadn't attached any significance to it. We had both banged plenty of chicks after gigs, just for fun, and it never meant anything. I figured this was basically the same thing, except I was the chick this time.

I started to get kind of a funny feeling in my stomach as Carl repositioned his arms again in a way that forced my legs to be pulled way back. He was starting to thrust a bit faster and I was sort of losing myself in the moment.

"Oh, Jesus Carl...I think you're making me cum," I said in amazement as I gazed into his eyes.

"Isn't that what I'm supposed to be doing?" he replied.

"I don't know...but don't stop doing it. Oh, fuck...don't stop now!"

I'd never felt like this before and it kind of surprised and frightened me. I wasn't supposed to enjoy this...was I? I knew that sometimes the physical stimulation could get to me a little, even in a totally messed up situation, but the idea of feeling emotionally involved with some man when he had his penis inside me seemed too far-fetched to believe. And this was just Carl. A friend. A band mate. Someone who knew me from my old life. One minute we're getting high and playing video games like the old days, and the next I was sticking my tongue in his mouth and practically begging him to try and last a little longer because I was getting off so much on having him fuck me.

Well, maybe I was entitled to this. Those assholes had taken everything from my life, even my humanity. I rarely felt like a woman because I rarely felt like a person. With Carl I didn't feel bad about having a pussy and tits. I was happy to have a way of showing my appreciation for all his help. But now he was making me happy in a very surprising and exciting way. I was enjoying this. I was actually enjoying this! And not in spite of the fact that it was Carl but because of it.

"Let me get on top," I suddenly gasped.

We quickly flipped things around so that Carl was the one on his back now and I climbed up on him and mounted his cock. Then I started bouncing up and down frantically, moaning louder and louder as I rode him faster and faster.

"Yes, baby, yes," I cried. "Oh, oh, oh..."

Poor Carl couldn't hold it much longer with all my wild gesticulations and unfettered utterances of pure joy. Soon he was filling his rubber with his hot jizz and I was still trying to milk him for even more.

"That was awesome," Carl said once we had calmed down and were lying in each other's arms under the covers.

"Yeah, it was. I didn't know it could be like that," I replied. "But you know, I've really got to get out of here. Even if nobody is looking for me the longer I hang around this town the greater the chance that somebody is going to recognize me."

"You're not the criminal here, they are. You shouldn't be the one scared of getting caught," said Carl as he lightly ran his fingers over my bare shoulder. "If you can't go to the cops maybe you should go to the FBI or something, or write your congressman. There's got to be some government agency that could help," he suggested.

"I hadn't really thought about that, but maybe you're right. I've just been thinking about myself, but those other girls don't deserve to be trapped there. If there's a chance that I could help them I'd certainly like to try."

"Good, we'll do it together. I don't want you going anywhere, and I'm sure as hell not going to let anyone hurt you ever again."

"Are you volunteering to be my protector Carl?" I teased.

"Well, I'm just saying..."

"I think that's really sweet. I do feel safe here with you, and I can't tell you how good that feels. I wondered if I'd ever feel good again about anything. It's kind of nice having a big strong man looking after me. You know when I was locked up I became someone's bitch to get her protection, but we ended up being really good friends. We're already good friends so it looks like we're sort of doing it in reverse," I joked.

"I'd never ask you to be my bitch," said Carl earnestly.

"I know...but maybe I'd like that. Which reminds me, could you pick up a can of Pringles when you're out later? You'd be surprised what I'd be willing to do for it."


CHAPTER 23:

(Kristen's Life Takes a Detour)

The answer turned out to be somewhere between a little and a lot, depending on what time frame you used to answer the question. After changing vehicles and driving for who knows how long, they finally came to the house that would be my prison. I heard the sound of a garage door closing and then was carried over someone’s shoulder through a doorway and then up a flight of stairs. My captor then set me down on a mattress and left the room. 

Through the ride, I had spent a fair amount of time beating myself up for being so stupid.  My security had warned me about the dangers and twice before there had been suspicious activity surrounding me. The plan they’d used was clearly thought out in advance. They had to know that the restroom had a window into the alley. Something nagged at me as to how they knew we’d be going there and how they even knew someone close enough to me who would know about it in the first place. There could be a traitor somewhere in the FFA security, I thought. Still, if I had just stayed home, they wouldn’t have had the chance to grab me.

By the time they put me in wherever I was, I had pivoted to a survival strategy. From what the news said, there was a market for the baby within me. Keeping me healthy for another ten to fourteen weeks was good for their business. Beyond that, I was young and pretty and had many child bearing years remaining, so they’d want to keep me in relatively good condition.  If I could somehow lull them into complacency, I might find a chance to make my way back to Kate and Greg. Compliance with their every request seemed like the best way to do that. 

A bit later, I sensed the lights being turned on and then my hood was removed.  After being so long in the dark, it took me a few minutes to adjust to the light. When I did, I was the dark haired girl who had led my kidnapping from the restaurant. 

“Welcome to your new home,” she said.  “If you promise not to try anything, I will let you out of those cuffs. Otherwise, I’ll have to keep you chained to the bed with just a bowl for you to pee into.”

“I’ll behave,” I said.

She took the cuffs off me. Though they hadn’t been tight, I subconsciously rubbed my wrists. It felt good to have my hands free.

“Until you’re ready to pop, this is your world, sugar britches,” she said sarcastically. 

I looked around and saw that I was in a room without windows. The only furnishings were a simple queen sized bed with a metal frame, a beanbag chair and a television on the wall.  There was a small bathroom with a shower in it and the main door to the room.  Wherever I was, they had chosen it for the privacy. I suspected it was a backroom in a strip mall, but had no way of knowing for certain.

“Any questions?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Oldest reason in the world, sugar britches.  M.O.N.E.Y.  There are people who will pay big money for you even though you used to have a dick.  Though you are cute enough that I’d be tempted to hang onto you for myself if you weren’t worth so much on the market after you calve.”

“What about the baby?” I asked.

“Don’t you worry about her. She’s going to go to a very good home. If you behave, nothing bad will happen. Got it?”

I nodded that I did. 

She leaned over and gave me an unchaste kiss on the lips. “Who knows, if you keep being so cooperative, you and I might have a little fun before it’s all over.” Then she gave me a mild slap on the cheek and walked away.

From that point, I lost track of time. The room didn’t have a clock on it and the TV was a tease as it wasn’t connected to cable. I could watch a lot of fuzz all day. They did give me some trashy romance novels to pass the time. I tried at first to count the days by the breakfasts, but then they started randomizing the types.

It was always one of the two women who brought my meal. When she knocked, I was to cuff myself to the bed and call out when I had done so. Then she would enter and put the tray on the bed. I was left alone to eat, but had no idea how long I would be given. That made me scarf my food down quickly. There was never anything to drink. The Plexiglas tumbler in the bathroom gave me all the water I could want, I guess they thought.

At least, they left me some clothes and a few toiletries so that I could feel human. The clothes were for a third trimester woman, which I had been about to enter when they snatched me out of the restaurant. They were a bit big, but rather that than too small. I hit on the idea of leaving a note in one of the pockets so that when they took my dirty laundry whoever did it might find it and pass word where I was. Unfortunately, they hadn’t left me a pen nor paper.  When I asked for some, the blonde laughed at me. 

After that kiss from the brunette, I tried to ingratiate myself with them. The raven haired one kept calling me sugar britches, which I chose to accept as a compliment that I had a nice butt.  She would flirt and kiss me a bit. Her gestures escalated to copping a feel of my breasts and then fingering my pussy as a tease. That was it, though. She never engaged in conversation nor answered a question.

Her blonde friend was not physical in the least, but would talk a bit. From her, I learned that the dark haired girl was named Layla. I tried to get her to tell me what day it was, but she laughed. She also denied my request for the pre-natal vitamins. My pleas that it was for the baby earned a laugh, but not the vitamins.   

My mind wandered to what Greg and Kate must be going through not knowing where I was or if the baby was ok. By now, I knew that Kate cared for me, maybe more than her husband did. I was making her a mother without stealing her husband. Of all the things I felt, guilt for having ruined her happiness was near the top.

My college buddy too would be plenty worried for me and his child. While Greg could give an easy going façade, he was a pretty driven guy to have the career he had with the kind of firm that employed him. He had taken the lead in solving his wife’s infertility problem and enabled us to find a way to get along. If he had any way to rescue the baby and me, I knew he would.

This was the one time since the procedure that I wished I was a man. Then I could overpower these women and regain my freedom. A man would have the courage to pretend to be handcuffed, rush Layla or her partner and run out of the room. Then again, a man wouldn’t be in the early trimester of pregnancy and in this mess to begin with.


CHAPTER 24:

(Sandy Returns to the Scene of the Crime)

I don't know where I pictured the FBI being located but in Las Vegas they're on kind of a quiet street across from the Chamber of Commerce and not far from a Del Taco. Carl had driven me there, and was coming along for moral support, but I was still nervous as hell.

We had an appointment with a female agent, who actually sort of reminded me of Jodie Foster in Silence of the Lambs. She listened very closely and took copious notes, asking me to clarify points along the way. It made me feel like she was at least taking me somewhat seriously. I wasn't 100% sure where the place was located because I never saw the front of the building, and when I made my escape it was dark and I wasn't exactly stopping to take notes, but I was able to show her the general area and agreed to ride along with her to pinpoint more exactly where I had fled from.

That got me a little paranoid but I still agreed to do it. I thought if the local police could be paid off maybe the local branch of the FBI could be paid off too and she would just deliver me back to my captors, but I had to trust someone sometime and I got a good feeling from Agent Markus. She let Carl come along, which made me feel a little better, and after driving around a bit I was able to point out the chain link gate I had come through.

I had been fingerprinted and my prints had come up as a match for Darren Winters, who was listed as a missing person, so they at least knew that I was telling the truth about who I really was. Agent Markus thanked me for my information and said that she would be in touch if she needed to follow up on anything.

It had been kind of a nerve-racking experience all around. I felt embarrassed to go into all of the details of my abduction, especially with Carl sitting right there, and actually being so close to the place again had me kind of rattled. I had no idea whether anything would come of my visit but agent Markus had been so kind and sympathetic that I had a feeling she wouldn't rat me out at least.

"Wow, I had no idea how bad it was for you," said Carl when we got back to his place. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"Jesus, dude, I don't even like thinking about it, let alone talking about it. How would you like to tell someone you were hung up on a wall at a glory hole and fucked by assholes who bought a ticket to get in?" I replied.

"Hey, I'm really proud of you. That was a very brave thing to do today," he said as he put his arms around me. "I always thought you were a pretty cool dude, but I think you're an even more extraordinary woman."

"So now that the FBI has verified that I'm really Darren Winters does it freak you out to know what we've been doing together?" I asked.

"You were Darren Winters. Now you're Sandy Winters, and I'm not freaked out at all," Carl said just before he kissed me.

We had gone out and bought a few clothing items, like a bra and panties, before going to my appointment because I wanted to look a little more presentable, but I wasn't at all used to the feeling of having that harness on my chest and it was kind of bugging me. While I was still standing in front of Carl I casually took my top off and then removed my bra.

"Hope you don't mind," I said. "This bra thing is going to take a little getting used to."

"No, I don't mind at all. Feel free to go without your bra anytime you want," he said with a grin. "Only when I saw you getting undressed like that I thought that maybe you wanted to have sex or something."

"Maybe I do," I said as I pulled off my pants and bent myself forward on a nearby table. "I still owe you an ass fuck I believe."

"Well that's pretty direct," Carl teased.

"You know what they say. You can take the girl out of the whorehouse but you can't take the whore out of the girl," I said with a laugh.

Carl definitely wasn't going to let that opportunity pass a second time and soon he was standing right behind me, his pants down around his ankles, drilling my asshole with his naked cock. He cupped my tits firmly in his hand as he pumped me from behind, and soon I was feeling the same kind of sensations that I had felt when he fucked my pussy. Different physically, but the same kind of emotional and mental sensations. It suddenly struck me that I must have some sort of romantic feelings for the man.

That didn't quite make sense to me, or seem very fair to him. I was just a freak with no identity and no means of making a legitimate living. I could work the streets for cash selling drugs or my body, but I couldn't even get a job as a stripper without a proper driver's license. And that was assuming that somebody did something about the people who had kidnapped me. As things stood I was kind of helpless and totally dependent on Carl for everything. I'm sure he enjoyed fucking me but after a while I'd just become kind of an imposition.

"Oh, baby, I've never fucked a chick in the ass before. It's so freaking tight," said Carl.

"You're telling me," I joked.

"Are you just doing this because I'm letting you crash here?" he suddenly asked.

"Would you pull out and stop fucking me if I said it was?" I asked him.

"No, probably not. It feels too damn good to stop now. But I'd probably be a little disappointed," he admitted.

"Well, I don't want you to stop either so why don't you fill my ass with cum and we'll talk about our feelings later?" I suggested.

I think my salty language might have aroused him a little too much because it wasn't long after I made the suggestion that he did exactly what I had proposed. I noticed that he made kind of a cute little grunting sound that sort of punctuated each spurt. I had heard every sound a man could make while ejaculating but Carl's was the best by far. At least it seemed so to me.

We did have that chat about our feelings later when we were in bed, and it got kind of mushy and sentimental, but it was good to get things out in the open. Carl professed his love for me, but he had a babe who took it up the ass and swallowed cum, of course he was going to think he was in love. I told him that I liked him a lot, as I had always done, and I was beginning to feel even deeper emotions now that I was a woman, but I asked him not to rush me into anything. This was all so new to me and I didn't want either one of us to get hurt if we were just going through some kind of weird phase of our relationship fueled by the fact that I had a pussy now.


CHAPTER 25:

(Kristen Gets a Surprise Visitor)

One day, the routine was interrupted. After picking up my meal tray, the blonde left me shackled to the bed. “I’ll be back in a minute, don’t you worry,” she said as she headed for the door.

A short time later, she came back with Layla and a short, squat man who I recognized immediately.

“Dr. Grant?” I shrieked. “What are you doing here?”

“What do you think, sugar britches? He’s here to fix the TV,” Layla said sarcastically.

My mind raced with a mixture of anger and fear. Clearly, Dr. Grant was involved in some way with trafficking in men converted to child bearing women by the FFA. Was he part of the ring to identify targets? I wondered what about me had led them to pick me? Then it occurred to me that his involvement implied that there was corruption in the FFA and maybe enough to compromise their ability to locate and rescue me. His presence was the worst news I had had.   

From the small bag he carried, he produced a blood pressure cuff and a thermometer.  Everything was normal. The blonde returned from the bathroom with a scale that I hadn’t seen and they weighed me. 

“You’re gaining weight right on schedule,” he pronounced. “Now, I need to examine your cervix.”

It hit me then that Layla had been the woman in the car shadowing us on that first visit to the FFA to confirm my pregnancy. She was the driver of the car. Perhaps she wasn’t intending to follow me home then, only to confirm me as the target. Or maybe Mike had foiled their attempt at an easy snatch and grab. 

I lay back on the bed and spread my legs as far as they would go. This was humiliating to be examined by a traitor of a doctor in front of two of my captors.   

Layla tugged my panties off and smiled at me, “Nice cootch sugar britches.” 

Dr. Grant put on a latex glove and coated it with lubricant. Then he performed his standard cervical exam, which I had grown to loathe. His hand lingered just a minute before he removed it. 

“She’s in perfectly good health. I’ll make one more visit before you transfer her, but I wouldn’t expect any complications medically. Now about my fee?”

The blonde grabbed me by the wrists and swung me around so that I was laying the normal direction. Layla produced the cuffs attain and put them on me, making sure that one of the metal bed posts was between them. 

She leaned over and said softly, “You need to pay the good doctor for his services.  Either cooperate and spread your legs for him voluntarily or my friend and I will spread them for you.”

I shivered at the thought of that gross little man putting his penis inside me. He was as unattractive as he was corrupt. Briefly, I considered fighting it, but I decided to see if I could get some information out of him. The only way to do that was to go along with it.

“Would you leave me alone with him?” I asked. “Promise I will be good.”

Layla shot a look over at her blonde accomplice. The other woman shrugged. 

“There will be severe consequences if you try anything, sugar britches.” Then she turned to go. 

Just then, the door burst open and a man in a full army suit ran into the room, pointing a rifle at us. 

“Freeze,” he shouted.

Another man in the same uniform entered, also with a rifle pointed at us. For a moment, Dr. Grant looked like he might try to make a run for it, but the numbers were already against him. He raised his hands in surrender. Layla and the blonde followed his lead. 

With my arms restrained all I could do was call out, “I’m cuffed to the bed.”

Two more men in army gear entered and made the doctor and my captors lie on the ground with their hands away from their bodies. They were frisked, none too gently, then cuffed and marched out of the room.

The original man lifted his goggles and took his hat off.  It was Mike!

“Are you ok?” he asked.

I assured him that I was in good health, other than quite frightened. Another of the guys came over and released me from the cuffs. They turned their backs to let me slide on some maternity clothes and then had me sit on the bed to wait for a doctor.

Throughout, I kept trying to tell my story, but they told me to save it for back at the FFA facility. That neither reassured me nor made me stop trying until Mike and Danny squatted next to me and explained that a proper FFA security debriefing would be in private and recorded with a trained professional to help me through it.

A female doctor arrived and checked me out. Other than my pulse and blood pressure being off the charts high, she decided I was in good enough health to take to the FFA facility instead of to a hospital.

In the ambulance, I was pleasantly surprised to see Kate again. She quieted me, telling me we would talk later. After a hug, she just held my hand for the ride to the FFA facility. It felt reassuring to know she was there.

Once at the FFA Long Beach facility, they took me into an exam room. The female doctor who had seen me at the scene came into the room. All the men were dismissed, but she let Kate remain. By then, my vital signs had returned to normal. She took blood and urine samples from me, weighed me and then did a quick cervical exam before pronouncing me healthy.

The FFA security agents gave me a minute alone with Kate before the debriefing began.  For all I knew, they were listening into the conversation on hidden microphones. It didn’t matter to me. I was safely back and free. My concern was how would Kate react? She had already been over protective before the kidnapping. I feared she would give me a big “I told you so,” and smother me until I gave birth. Greg would be fine. Knowing my old roommate, he would be gallant and honorable regardless what he really thought.

“How long was I gone?” I managed to ask while Kate just held me in a loving embrace.

“A little over a week,” she whispered. “It’s over and you’re here.” She hugged me tight against her and I felt safe again for the first time since the restaurant.

FFA security took me to a room and over the next few hours, I told them what had happened from the snatching at the restaurant until I was rescued. They took lots of notes and occasionally exchanged knowing glances among themselves. I was given plenty to eat and the first coffee I’d had in a week!

When it was over, Mike came in the room to tell me what they knew about the kidnapping.  Dr. Grant was paid by a criminal syndicate to tip them off to potentially valuable pregnant converts. The main criteria were that the man to woman convert was under twenty seven, had gotten pregnant within three cycles and was pretty. The FFA had been onto him for some time, but lacked proof.

My kidnapping had broken the ring open. The operation at the restaurant required precise timing and coordination.  FFA security began looking at who knew that it would happen and then started turning over bank records and personal details.

That led them to one of the new members of my security team, Ken. On the night of the kidnapping, he was the one on duty nearest the ladies room and should have suspected seeing my captors entering it, but not leaving for some time. While I had never seen her, his wife worked a lot with Dr. Grant. It was enough to get a court to approve putting a GPS tracker on Dr. Grant and one on both Ken and his wife.

They had an agent following each of them with Mike and Danny ready with a team to pounce on any leads. When Dr. Grant went into a vacant store front at a strip mall, they decided to raid the place. 

Ken had betrayed me to get my baby. Plain and simple. He and his wife would adopt me and quietly disappear somewhere. In return, he gave up any claim to the proceeds from selling me as a baby factory. While I hated him for it, I kind of understood his motive. Jail time was a fitting punishment for him and I would help put him and his wife there, but hoped it wouldn’t be for too long.

The good doctor was in it for the money and the occasional chance to dip his wick into one of the kidnapped women like he had planned to do with me. Castration followed by a slow death was a fitting punishment in my books. Unfortunately, those penalties weren’t on the books for his offenses. 

I asked about my captors. Layla Sanchez was a Mexican national and notorious human trafficker. Her partner was Lila Jorgenseon from Anaheim. The two were lovers and had a long record in bringing women into the U.S. to work the streets from San Diego to Malibu and everywhere in between. Once the Dearth hit, they added a new service line to their work: pregnant women. They’d gotten Sanchez in the raid, but Jorgensen had evaded them. 

“Thank you,” I said to Mike and Danny when they finished.  “I owe you both so much.  There is no way I could ever repay you.”

They exchanged glances and Danny spoke. “We work for the FFA and want to see this Dearth resolved. It’s our job.”

“Don’t forget Angelo,” Mike added. “He was a big part of this. It was him who first suspected Ken for being a rat.”

“Will I ever be safe?” I asked. 

“It’s a matter of degree,” Mike replied. “Nobody is ever safe. We all will die. It’s a matter of when and how.”

Danny added, “But we should think about some other place to keep you until you ..um…”

“Calve?” I asked.

They laughed.

“Yeah, until then, Mike said.


CHAPTER 26:

(Sandy Finds Some Relief)

I talked to agent Markus a couple of more times, and she asked me if I would be willing to testify in court for the prosecution. I told her I would and then time went by again and nothing seemed to happen. Then one day Carl and I were just kicking it in front of the TV when a news report came on about a big raid that had been staged in town at an underground sex club that was suspected of abducting men and forcing them to have a gender change in order to breed children for the black market. I was astonished. I think I was actually shaking a little. I guess it took some time for the FBI to investigate something like this and set up the whole operation for busting the joint, but it looked like they had actually done it, and it was weird to know that I was at least partly responsible.

I broke down in tears. I was so relieved for the girls who were finally going to be rescued. I was so relieved that I wouldn't have to live in fear any more. I also felt kind of bad for Larry, because I figured he would probably be arrested, but I thought that maybe if I put in a good word for him he'd get off easy. Maybe he'd even testify for the prosecution in exchange for immunity or something.

It's impossible to describe how drastically my whole life changed after that. Now that the raid had taken place and the perpetrators were in custody Agent Markus had referred my case to something called the Federal Fertility Agency, which had an office in town. The FBI had wanted to keep me under wraps until the whole thing went down, and apparently they even had people watching Carl's apartment, which came as a total surprise to me.

Apparently the FFA was the place that men went who wanted to volunteer to become women in order to have babies. It seemed a little late for that now, and I certainly hadn't been interested in volunteering for such a thing, but since the damage was already done they offered me basically the same deal I would have gotten if I had applied for the thing. I'd officially be a woman named Sandra Winters, with all the legal documents to prove it. There were financial incentives and even offers of personal security services, although at the moment the FBI was still protecting me as a "star" witness.

The big payoff came from having children, but they assured me that in my case they could work around that. Apparently abductions were a problem all over the country and the agency was trying to develop a program to deal with that, since there was no way to turn us back into men yet developed and we weren't responsible for our plight.

Obviously I was more than willing to take any help that I could get. Such a giant weight was being lifted from my back. I could actually go back to playing music again. I was still the same guitarist I always was only now I was also a cute chick, which meant that my marketability had greatly increased. I was even able to track down one of my favorite guitars that had ended up at a pawn shop, which sort of made me feel like I had come full circle.

And it felt good to have people know that I wasn't just a flake who dropped out. I'm sure it came as a shock to my family up in Oregon, but at least they knew I was still alive and why I couldn't contact them for so long. I had wanted to call and tell them after I escaped, but I figured there was no point. I was so ashamed of the things I had done, and the things that I assumed I would have to do to survive, that I thought it was probably better that they just wrote me off as dead.

There were even book and movie deals starting to come in but I wasn't sure that I really wanted to become famous as some dude who got kidnapped and became a whore. If I was going to make a name for myself I would rather do it for my talent and not my misfortune, but I kept my options open. There was a lot of money on the table.

Carl was my rock through everything. He comforted me, and protected me, and supported me every step of the way. I honestly didn't know the guy had it in him. I knew that he was a good bass player, and he was a fun guy to party with, but I had no idea that he would turn out to be such an outstanding boyfriend.

We were very much in love now, and very much a team. I couldn't imagine going through life without him at my side. Thank God he had let me into his apartment when I came knocking on his door in desperation. I shudder to think what might have happened to me if he hadn't.


CHAPTER 27:

(Kristen Comes Home)

The psychiatrist from the FFA told me that I might suffer from PTSD. It would be completely normal for me to have irrational fears and panic attacks. I might even mistake ordinary human interactions for an attack on me. If I had trouble sleeping or was overly anxious, I was to call her and come in for counseling. 

They kept me at the FFA facility in Long Beach for a couple of days on the pretext that it was to ensure my safety by giving them time to track down the blonde and try to exploit the information Layla was telling them about their operation. The supervisor in security tried to talk me into finishing my pregnancy at a FFA facility located at some Air Force base near Las Vegas.  He didn’t seem happy when I questioned how moving me closer to a cesspool of vice like Vegas would possibly make me safer. Instead, I opted for increased security at Greg and Kate’s house with a promise to not go anywhere but the FFA facility. I would be confined to the house, which made me giggle because confinement was an old fashioned term for childbirth. 

While I was there, I experienced another aspect of being pregnant. My belly button popped out. It reminded me of one of those things you put in a turkey that pops out when it’s done. In my case, my innie became an outie overnight. When I asked a nurse about it, she laughed and said it happens to almost everyone. She showed me how to keep it clean and reassured me it would go back to the correct place after I gave birth. Still, it wasn’t the sexiest look to stand there with my belly button hanging from my bump.

When I finally was cleared to go home, Mike drove me in an armored minivan with a police escort. It reminded me of seeing a motorcade whenever the President was in town to raise money from Hollywood. I kept looking around, expecting that someone would stop us and seize me at gunpoint. It was a silly worry and nobody did more than honk at us. Not having to stop for traffic lights was a perk and we made it home in record time.

At home, Greg and Kate met me at the door with big hugs. They too had been to see the head shrinker while I was at the FFA facility to help them understand what I had endured and how they should help me work through it.

Back in my room, I closed the door, lay on the bed and had a therapeutic cry. Barely a week ago, I was locked in a room without access to daylight and about to be coerced into having sex with the horrible Dr. Grant. I’d had little hope of seeing my friends or sleeping in this bed again. It was such an overwhelming change to be safe in my room that I had to vent it through my tears.

After the cry, I went down the hall for a nice long shower and then put on a cute new dress Kate had picked out for me online. The blue and white checkerboard pattern and cut reminded me a bit of the one Judy Garland wore in the “Wizard of Oz,” which was one of my favorite movies. It seemed fitting to wear it on the day I too came home.

After a quiet homemade meal and watching a romantic comedy on Netflix, I yawned and excused myself to go to bed. The emotions of the day had worn me out and I was soon in a deep sleep. Sometime later, Kate joined me in the bed. I stirred and felt her next to me as a comforting presence.

“I can tell you’re not asleep,” she whispered into my ear. 

“But I want to be,” I whispered back as I cuddled into her.

When I woke up for good, light streamed in from the windows and Kate lay on her tummy with her arm across my belly. I just lay there for a while, basking the feeling of warmth and love. 

“What are you thinking?” Kate asked, interrupting my brooding.

“I messed up. It was selfish of me to ask to go out for my birthday. I nearly cost you the baby and ended up who knows where.”

She sat up and tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. Whenever she did that, I found it to be annoyingly cute.

“Nonsense.”

“But,” I got cut off before I could say more.

“But you cute butt, Missy! You did what normal people do on their birthdays, celebrate it with your friends and family! And you survived a terrible experience. We have you back and the baby is healthy and growing on schedule.”

I shrugged my shoulders. 

Kate sat up and gave me a big hug. Then she pulled my hand down between her legs and inside her pajama bottoms. To my surprise, she was slightly aroused.

“That is what being with a strong, sexy mother who would do anything to save her baby makes me feel.”

Kate slid her hand inside my panties and we lay there masturbating each other for a while. Strangely, this felt like a healing moment. I wanted to get to know her even better, so I asked the first thing that came to mind.

“Have you been with men besides Greg?” She made a face, then I realized what I was asking and added, “Of course I meant before you were married.”

“Four,” she said. “My number is five including Greg.”

“Could you tell the differences in their um...things?” I asked.

She laughed. “You are a sweetheart. Sitting here in your eighth month and not able to say penis or dick or cock.”

I blurted out, “Prick too.”

We giggled like teenagers for a few minutes before regaining our composure. Kate answered, “Sure you can feel the difference. Most of the nerves are at the entrance to the tunnel of love, so it makes a lot less difference than the guys fear it does. You’re an adult and are free to try anyone’s prick you like if he consents. With your looks that won’t be an issue. Greg and I might not like the idea of you sleeping around much, but it is your life, sweetie.”

“What about you?” I asked. “Greg gets to sleep with this gorgeous brunette to make a baby. Have you earned a pass?”

Kate snorted. “Never thought to ask, but I don’t want one, really.” She smiled at me. “I already get to share you with him and that’s more than enough.”

“What about after, you know ….” I looked away shyly.

“The baby?  Why don’t we save that conversation for when we have Greg in the room.  For now, let’s just welcome you home. Now spread those lovely legs and let me show you how happy I am to see you!”

Greg and Kate made plans for a special dinner the Saturday after my return. The FFA agents were able to bring us a meal from a local restaurant.  Kate set the dining room table with an embroidered white table cloth and candles. In the kitchen, I helped her transfer the food from the restaurant cartons onto her wedding china. We even used her crystal and silver to make it fancy. 

Greg had to comment, “I haven’t seen us use this in forever. Have we even used it?”

Kate gave him a wifely glare and responded in a curt tone. “Every year at Christmas and Easter.”

We sat down to eat with Greg at the head of the table and Kate and I seated across from each other. They poured a small glass of champagne for me to celebrate my safe return. Through the meal, I kept seeing them stealing glances at each other. There was something afoot, but I couldn’t figure out exactly what. 

When we finished, Kate I rose to clear the dishes. It was something women did in most families and I had fallen right into that sexist expectation. It really didn’t bother me because I felt that it was helping everyone enjoy themselves a bit. 

As we were returning to the table to enjoy coffee and desert, Greg stood up and dropped to one knee. I turned around and saw that Kate had done the same. For a moment, I had no idea what was going on.

“We’ve been thinking about you and us,” Greg began, “and what happens after the baby comes in a few weeks.”

“It started out as you doing us a favor,” Kate continued, “but you’ve become a part of our lives. The baby is as much you as she is Greg.”

“What are you asking?” I said in a suddenly trembling voice.

“Would you marry us?” Greg asked.

I looked to Kate for confirmation she was ok with this idea. She nodded.  “I couldn’t imagine asking you to leave us and the baby behind. You and I didn’t start off in the best way, but you gave up your old life to do this for us.”

That made me blush. “I sort of did it for myself too.”

Greg laughed. “Never thought I would actually want to be with Kristen, but I am glad Kristen had the chance to become more than your fantasy.”

“Somewhere along the way, we both fell in love with you,” Kate added in a tone that indicated she wasn’t completely happy with Greg’s comment.

“What do you say?” Greg asked.  “Because my knee is starting to get sore.”

“Get up! Of course it’s YES!!”  I paused. “How does this work? I didn’t think polygamy is legal.”

“It’s not,” Greg said. “We don’t need a government to tell us what we are to each other.  Besides, in these times, there are a lot of unconventional arrangements being made.”

Kate slid a ring on my left finger. It was a beautiful diamond that looked exactly like hers. “If you are ok with waiting, we’d like to have a ceremony after the baby comes and you can fit into a sexy wedding dress. I want Greg’s family and mine to be there. I know you’re estranged from yours, but they’re welcome if you want to try to reconcile with them. It should be a big celebration of this new family we’re making together.”

I cried as Greg swept me off my feet and led us to the bedroom. He put me on the bed and they stripped me together. For that night, I was the center of both their attention. They wouldn’t allow me to do anything but receive. Between their mouths and hands and Greg’s penis, they brought me to several blissful climaxes before we all fell into a deep sleep.

The next morning, they helped me move my things into their room. Greg recruited Mike and the guys to carry my dresser and make-up table in and to help rearrange things. Out of consideration for my condition, Greg agreed to give me his side of the bed so I could reach the bathroom in a few less steps. He took up the middle as his new position each night. 

Kate and I would spend our time talking about plans for the ceremony and a honking big reception of family and friends. She brought home bridal magazines, which were completely new to me. Unlike most women, I hadn’t spent my childhood dreaming of a fairy tale wedding.  She promised to take me shopping for the dress after the baby arrived and helped me to narrow down the things I liked and those I didn’t. It was so much fun that I had missed growing up as a boy!

Those were some of the happiest weeks of my life. We had sex nearly every night in some combination. Kate had become as much lover as friend to me and our morning showers together often turned naughty. The days flew by in dreams of what was to come.


CHAPTER 28:

(Sandy Reunites With a Friend)

Apparently all of the other girls had been offered the same kind of deal from the FFA that I had gotten, and most of them had accepted. The girls who were pregnant at the time of the raid had the choice of keeping their babies or putting them up for adoption. I was anxious to see Angie again but wasn't sure how I was going to track her down until Carl reminded me that I had friends at the FBI. One call to Agent Markus and Angie and I were soon reunited.

She had gotten pregnant, but miscarried, which took her out of action for a little while but also jeopardized her safety, which made me all the happier that I had been able to help her escape in time.

"So what did it feel like being knocked up?" I asked her when we finally had a chance to hook up for lunch.

"I know this is going to sound weird, but it does something to your brain. There must be some maternal instinct thing wired into chick's DNA or something. I was fascinated by the idea that I was carrying a life around inside me and kept touching my stomach all the time. I knew that I'd never even see the kid but when I lost the baby I became a total wreck. I thought they were just going to shoot me on the spot but I was so depressed that I didn't even care," said Angie.

"So what are you going to do now?"

"I don't know. Maybe go back home to Ohio. Maybe hang around here and try to find a job," said Angie with a shrug.

"Well you've got to hang around here for a while," I told her with a sly grin. "At least long enough to be my bridesmaid."

"Get out! Are you serious?"

I showed her the ring on my finger and she almost squealed so loud that I was afraid people would stare at us.

"I thought you were a bean licker all the way sweetie," said Angie with a laugh. "Are you really in love with the guy or are you just playing an angle here?"

"I think I'm done playing angles, and yes I'm really very much in love. We were friends before this all happened and now we're just a little more friendly," I giggled.

"Well good for you honey. I think I'm going to stick with pussy, but you never know. I haven't been out in the world as long as you have so maybe I just need to meet Mr. Right or something. Hey, are you pregnant or something?" Angie suddenly asked as she looked at me very hard.

"No, I'm not pregnant," I replied.

"Well, you will be, trust me on that. And it's nothing to be afraid of, especially if you've got a man in your life who wants to start a family. Don't forget there's some serious bucks in it too, even if you're not playing any angles."

My feelings were kind of torn about interacting with the other girls who had been rescued. I was delighted that they were free but it was hard to deal with my memories of that horrible dark time in my life, especially since things had turned so positive for me now. I really wanted to look ahead, not behind. Hopefully, in time, they would find their own peace and happiness.

As for me things really couldn't have been better. Out of the ashes of total tragedy I had managed to forge a whole new life that was surprisingly similar to my old one, yet even better in many ways. I had no say in becoming a woman, and would have no way of ever knowing how my life would have turned out if I hadn't been abducted and transformed, but being a woman had its own rewards, especially since I had found the love of a very good man.

Sex had started out as a form of torture that I was forced to endure, but now I had discovered how wonderful it could be when I gave myself of my own free will. When I made love now it wasn't because I had to, or I was trying to get something in return, or even because I wanted to show Carl my appreciation for all of his help. It was a beautiful, exciting, and satisfying expression of affection and devotion, and the only thing I was trying to get in return was a mutually orgasmic experience with my man.

Well, that wasn't entirely true. As hard as it may be to believe, I was actually hoping to get a baby.


CHAPTER 29:

(Kristen Makes Another Move)

My new status as fiancé elevated my participation in baby preparations and naming. We spent a weekend painting what had been a guest room next to our bedroom a light pink. Greg recruited Danny to help him with putting the crib together while Kate and I hung a mobile and put up happy pictures of unicorns and fairies. Throughout, we kept debating baby names, but I had in my heart what we would name her.

Because of the security, the FFA agents didn’t want to allow visitors to the house. Kate was determined that I should have a proper introduction to their families, including a virtual baby shower. Her mother and sister called us on a video call app so that I could meet them for the first time. They were very generous and I held up each gift so that they could see my reaction to it.  The call with Greg’s mother was awkward as she had known me as Kris. She was no less kind in her gifts though. They all accepted my uncommon role in their family’s life and we ended up with a ton of things for the baby.

As I entered the thirty sixth week, Mike asked for a meeting with Greg, Kate and myself.  We agreed to sit down after dinner to listen to what he had to say.

“I know you really want to stay at home,” he began while looking right at me. “I get that.  It’s really comfortable here.”

While I was trying to listen, my head danced with the images of bringing the baby home to her new room and the upcoming wedding. We had set the date for six months in the future and the invitations were set to go out in the mail. Mike’s voice was a mild buzzing in the background of my daydream. 

“So that’s why my boss wants you to strongly consider a temporary relocation to this FFA facility near Vegas.”

I had missed a very important part of the conversation while letting my mind drift. There was, however, no way that I would admit to it.

“We discussed this right after the rescue. Sin City? You guys really think bringing me there is any safer than here?” I asked.

Mike rolled his eyes at me, which made me a bit angry. It was something I had noticed the guys doing recently and it made me feel very patronized.

“It’s on Nellis Air Force Base,” he said like he was talking to a teen aged girl and not a pregnant woman in her twenties. “They took a section of officer housing and it’s surrounded by a fence. The hospital is on base, a sort drive away. Other than being in the White House, it’s about as secure as the government can make it.”

“Nellis is where they hid the alien spacecraft,” Greg added.

Mike just shook his head. “You three talk it over and let me know what you decide.” He got up and started to walk away. Reaching the hallway, he turned back and said, “Since you didn’t ask, I would feel a lot better if you did move to FFA Nellis.”

Greg and Kate exchanged that look married couples often do, when the husband is looking to the wife for direction and she is glaring at him to stop procrastinating and get on with it. He sighed and turned to me.

“We think this would be the best idea.”

“Sending me away all alone for the rest of the pregnancy is the best idea? No thank-you!” I said petulantly.

“Who said anything about alone?” Greg replied. 

“We checked into it at the start of the pregnancy. With the federal family act thing, Greg is eligible for four months of paternity leave. He can join you and I’ll visit on the weekends.”

It was a surprising offer. Who knew that men could take leave when a child was born?  Maybe that was something I would have known if I had been interested in being a father before the conversion. Regardless, it would make it easier than being all alone. 

“It’s be just like old times,” I said. “You and me hanging out and eating pizza.”

He laughed. “Only this time your boobs are real and you won’t be in the bathroom whacking off at all hours.”

“Too much information,” Kate said with a laugh.

“Is it decided then?” Greg asked.

As much as I liked things here and the feeling that this had become home, it probably made me safer to go to Nevada. Having Greg there would be helpful.

“You’ll visit?” I asked Kate.

“Of course, silly! And I will take vacation time to be there for the birth."

It took Mike a couple of days to finalize the arrangements before they could move me.  When the sad day arrived, I felt bad for him and Danny lugging all three of my suitcases plus my make-up bag down to the FFA mini-van. They were too heavy for me to carry in my current condition. One of them was full of the things their families had sent for the baby while the other two were crammed full of my clothes, toiletries and accessories.

The plan was for Mike and Danny to take me to the airport in the van with an unmarked car ahead and behind us carrying two more FFA agents each. The cars would rotate positions so it was less obvious we were travelling in caravan. I pretended to understand why they thought this was better than the full police escort that accompanied me home after being freed. These guys were the experts, so I didn’t protest.

Greg needed to finish out the work week before he headed up to Nellis.  I felt bad that he would miss out on the ride on a government Lear jet. We thought it would be better if he had a car, so he planned to drive up with Kate and she’d fly back on Sunday. 

Through the ride to the airport, I kept looking out the window nervously. I was suspicious of several of the cars and Danny humored me by calling in the plate numbers. There were no kidnappers lurking out there this time, to my relief.

When we reached the airport, they were able to drive through a special gate and take me straight to the airplane. The guys took a few minutes to unload my bags and hand them to the crew members. I caught the guys shrugging when the crew member shot them a glance as if to ask if I was really bringing that much stuff.

Mike was to travel with me to the FFA facility at Nellis while Danny went back to the house. This was a goodbye for me with Danny as he would be reassigned elsewhere while I was at the FFA place. Danny gathered me into his arms and squeezed me tightly. I shed a small tear and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

The jet took me directly to the Air Force base. It was neat to get to be the only passenger on a private plane, but the flight was over before I could really enjoy it. Mike helped the crew unload my bags and then collected his goodbye hug. I was really going to miss him and I made a mess of my make-up with the tears running down my cheeks. 

A female FFA agent took me to my temporary home. My new quarters was a small, ranch style home with three bedrooms, a kitchen and dining area and a living room. It was originally built as housing for married officers but was dated and thus available for the FFA to use. They had erected a barbed wire fence around the little block of houses and there was an armed guard at the gate to keep us safe.

The agent helped me to unload the suitcases and I put my things in the master bedroom.  This being government housing, the master bathroom was only slightly larger than the other two and had only a queen size bed in it. The house had one bathroom in the hallway. It was pretty basic compared to the house I shared with my fiancé and fiancée.

The FFA had fully stocked the house with linens, dry goods and a couple days of perishables. The agent showed me how to fill out a form and give it to the gate guard for delivery of food items. I took down the address for having things shipped from the internet in case I wanted to do any online shopping.

One benefit to moving to the compound was that I had the freedom to walk around outside. Lugging all the extra weight in my bump around put a strain on my back. I developed a little loop through the compound that I would do each day just after lunch.

That let me meet some of the neighbors. Most of them were volunteer male to female converts like me, however, I was the only one who knew her baby’s father. The other volunteers were in it for the money and the gender change. I found it kind of sad that they had nobody in their lives like Kate and Greg.

The one exception was this interesting woman named Sandy. She lived around the corner from me with her guy Carl. When I met her, she had this incredible story about being kidnapped and involuntarily converted into a girl, then being whored out. It was such a crazy story that she had to be exaggerating or outright nuts. 

Greg arrived on Saturday with Kate in the car. As much as I could, I helped get him settled. We had an awkward moment when it became obvious that the three of us wouldn’t fit into the queen sized bed. Clever as always, Kate hit on the idea of moving the mattress into the living room and lining up the one from the other bedroom next to it. 

She helped me set up the nursery and pick out the clothes for me and the baby to go into the hospital bag. We decided to keep it right by the door to the carport so it would be handy whenever I went into labor. 

Too soon, it was Sunday and Kate had to head back home for the work week. I gave her a big hug and we agreed to video chat every night. We both were sobbing when Greg made her get in the car so he could take her to the Las Vegas airport. 

Back at home that night, I found Greg sitting in the living room with his hand in his boxers, a can of beer and a baseball game on the television.

“Just like old times,” he said. “Me here chilling out. You walking around dressed like a girl.”

“Only this time I am a girl. Doesn’t that freak you out sometimes that your old buddy is not only now a girl, she’s carrying your child and sleeping with your wife too?”

He burped and got up to get another beer. “Not really. I liked you better as Kristen back then and we always got along in whatever clothes you had on. Didn’t find you attractive until the procedure gave you the right plumbing, but you’re the same person I knew in college.”

“But with boobs and a pussy,” I added.

“Bests parts of a woman!” he said with a grin. 

I threatened to punch him a good one. Then I sat down next to him and watched the game. “You know the hardest part of this for me?” I asked him.

“What?”

“Lugging this thing around,” I stroked my bump. “Give me morning sickness and a skinny body back. I want this thing out of me.”

He sat there while we watched a commercial between innings. It was for beer and I found myself upset by the overt sexism of selling beer by using young women clad in tiny bikinis.

“There is one way that they say helps bring on labor. But, you have to be serious about doing it every morning and every evening.”

“Really?” I asked, suspicious of where he was going.

“Yep. Helps to do it again a time or two in the day.”

I smiled at him. “And you’re certain it works.”

“Every woman who has tried it eventually went into labor.”

“Well then, show me how to do it.”

Greg stood up and pulled me to my feet. He lifted up my dress, tugged my panties down and bent me over the back of the sofa. 

As he slid his pecker inside me, he said, “Apparently something in the sperm breaks your plug thing down. I don’t know exactly how that all works.”

I moaned softly as he began a slow rhythmic thrusting in and out of my pussy. “Just don’t stop trying,” I said.

He didn’t. All the way through the forty first week.


CHAPTER 30:

(Sandy the Star)

Nellis Air Force Base had been chosen by the FFA as one of its primary secure facilities in the west for housing pregnant women in the program and seeing them through their childbirth. It was an enormous sprawling military complex that was ideally suited to the task of both providing security and first rate medical care. Women came from all over the region to give birth but I was fortunate in that it was right in my hometown of Las Vegas.

I had assumed that once the gang who had abducted me had been smashed that I was free and clear, but the FFA informed me that it wasn't just men who were at risk of being kidnapped. Men who were already transformed, and other women who had been able to beat the odds and conceive, were both targets of the black market criminals who preyed upon anyone capable of giving birth. Pregnant women were particularly vulnerable so when Carl and I got the news that I was expecting we had reluctantly taken up temporary residence on the base.

I honestly don't know why I had changed my mind about being a mother so quickly. I still had career ambitions but I had found a certain kind of joy in the domestic bliss of being married. Perhaps the thing that surprised me even more was how quickly I became impregnated once Carl and I had decided to try for a child. All that sperm that had been pumped into me while in captivity had failed to do the trick, but Carl's magic semen knocked me up right off the bat. Maybe it was just meant to be. And Angie was right, being pregnant was doing something to my brain.

Perhaps I felt an underlying obligation to help with the population problem, but that certainly wasn't at the forefront of my thinking. The financial inducements were nice, but I was getting a pretty good payout from the government anyway. At the end of the day I just wanted a baby. I imagine a lot of women have probably had that urge without totally being able to define it.

Life on the base was surprisingly pleasant. There were all kinds of women there in various stages of pregnancy. Some were like me, just at the start of the process, and others were due any day, or had already given birth. Needless to say babies were very much on the brain. Every conceivable type of advice about childbirth and motherhood was offered up in healthy doses and there were so many baby showers that they actually had rules in place to limit gift giving, outside of immediate friends and family.

We had given up Carl's apartment when we moved onto the base since we were planning to get a bigger place anyway. It took some getting used to but I suppose military wives spent most of their lives living in places like this. We didn't really interact much with the military families, who had their own community on another part of the base, but there were a few communal activities.

I played a lot of guitar, which might have seemed strange to some people, but I had gotten a little rusty during my time away and never wanted to go that long without keeping my hand in again.

It was surprising, and a little disturbing, to find how many other women had either been kidnapped at some point, or had been the victim of an attempted abduction, but they tended to be women who had been born female and escaped the affliction of infertility or were men who had volunteered for the program from the start. In our little corner of the world I was actually a sort of a minor celebrity. I was the man who had been plucked at random off the streets, staged a daring escape, and helped bring down a major black market breeding ring, giving crucial testimony in court that helped lead to convictions and lengthy prison terms. The fact that I was especially pretty and had the terribly romantic story of falling in love and marrying an old friend just added to my mystique.

I was a little embarrassed by that attention, at first, but I was used to it by now. I was still young and maybe I would become known for my talent someday, but at the moment I was focused on being the best wife and mother I could be. And if I never became a musical celebrity I could at least say that for a brief period of time I was the most famous pregnant woman in Las Vegas. I would have quite a story to tell my grandchildren at any rate.


CHAPTER 31:

(Kristen's Big Day)

“Ok one more big push,” the nurse-midwife called out. I had been in labor for hours and was exhausted. Kate wiped the sweat off my forehead while Greg held my hand. I was on the maternity bed, with my legs spread wide open for the world to see. In the moment, I didn’t care.  Thank goodness for the epidural, I thought, or this would be excruciating!

While on my walk earlier in the day, I had stopped to talk to that Sandy chick again. Her big news was that she was pregnant, though I couldn’t tell. That one was nice enough, but told the most outlandish stories.

Before I could ask her about it, however, I felt my panties grow damp and a trickle of fluid run down my inner thigh. I hadn’t been able to attend a proper child birth class, but the nurse midwife here at the FFA facility had given me a crash course, starting with when to go to the hospital. The fluid leaking from my vagina was probably my water breaking. I wasn’t having contractions, to there was no need to panic.

Politely, I made my excuses and walked as quickly as I could back to the temporary housing the government was providing. I met Greg there and told him the news. Immediately, he brought out his phone and we called Kate.

“It’s happening,” he said.

I looked down to see her smiling at us through the phone. Her joy made the inconvenience of the past forty one weeks worthwhile. 

“Are you ok?” she said.

“I’m fine,” Greg said with a laugh.

“This isn’t the time for silliness,” she admonished. “Kristen, how are you doing?”

“Fine for now,” I replied. “The contractions haven’t really started ….” I felt a tightening and pain radiating through my abdomen like someone had tied a belt around it and was squeezing the contents towards my pussy. When I could, I continued.  “I spoke too soon.”

Rather than wait for a flight, she left right from her work and was at Nellis in six and a half hours. I didn’t ask how fast she had gone, not wanting the answer. What mattered was that when I did go to the hospital, I had my support team with me. 

The contractions got closer through the afternoon and we headed for Labor and Delivery after they had dinner. I sucked some juice soaked ice chips instead of trying solid food. Around eight, I was dilated enough for the epidural. I could have hugged the anesthetist who administered it, but she didn’t look like she would appreciate it. Now two hours, later, the big moment was about to happen.

Greg leaned over and whispered, “You can do this.”

I looked at Kate and then at Greg. With all my might, I pushed and suddenly felt that the pressure was gone. I heard a cry and then was told to push again. 

Then I lost track of things for a few minutes. Nurses came and took the baby and cleaned her up. Others cleaned up my bottom and started converting the bed back to a more normal position. There was a ballet in motion among the professionals to make sure we both were in good condition and clean.

When it slowed down for me, Kate came over and handed our daughter to me. She was wrapped in a pink blanket and had a matching pink hat on her head. Greg was right behind her.

“Do we have a name picked out,” an approaching nurse asked with a clipboard in hand.

Greg and Kate looked to me, giving me permission to make the final call. It was something I had picked out without consulting them. Hopefully they would like it. Regardless it was the perfect name for her in my book.

“It’s Kathleen Kristen,” I pronounced.


AUTHOR'S NOTES - STACEY:

It has been my great pleasure to get to know Jenna Braveheart and to hopefully serve as a sort of mentor on her journey to becoming the successful author she is today. I've collaborated with her in the past by serving as a sounding board, cheerleader, and proofreader, and I've done the cover art for each of her releases so far, but this was the first time that we tried writing a whole book together and I certainly hope it isn't the last.

Jenna wrote the Prologue, and created the framework of the world we were going to write about, and then we each told a story about life in that world, seen through the eyes of two very different people with different agendas who somehow managed to arrive at roughly the same conclusion. It was a fascinating new challenge, and a great labor of love. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing my part of it, and that fans of mine who haven't discovered Jenna Braveheart yet will treat yourself to some of her other excellent work.


AUTHOR'S NOTES - JENNA:

This book began in an email exchange with Stacey about science fiction plot lines. Over the last year, she has become a good friend and mentor to me as I launched my writing career.  We got to talking about dystopian plot lines and it hit me that we had to do a book together!  Thankfully, she agreed and the project was born (bad pun intended).

Once we agreed on the premise, we wrote our story lines independently before merging them together to make the book. We deliberately aren’t identifying who wrote which character and hope readers have fun guessing (though if you’ve read either of us, we do have distinct styles and it shouldn’t be too hard to tell)! 

The premise is interesting – that something we take for granted in contraception could also cause problems. The pill has had such a liberating effect on women, allowing us to control our bodies as never before. It would be a shame if anything like this story ever happened! As for the gender changing mechanism, I’m convinced that if we’re ever going to have something better than today’s regime of surgery and hormones, it’s going to have to be a government agency like the CIA or NASA to do it. I’m also of the opinion that if it was related to national security, we’d already have it! 

I’ll end with a big thank you to Stacey for her guidance and friendship over the past year.  She’s made me a better writer and her suggestions always improve my characters and plots. She saved me from a really bad detour on this one. And she’s much like her characters – wild and crazy with a dirty sense of humor!
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Sweet Dreaming
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In the Name of Science

Second Time Around

Buried Treasure 2: Secrets and Longings

The Dude Ranch

Becoming Penelope
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Rejuvenation
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All for the Best

The Slut Squad
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The Experiment
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Just Enough Magic
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Destiny
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Going to the Mat
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FOR MORE INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/7391028.Stacey_Zackerly

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

http://www.pornhub.com/users/staceyz/videos (If you'd like to see any of my 3D erotic videos!)
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