
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                            Cruel and Unusual
 
                           Punishment
 
                                 A
 
                         Forced Feminisation
 
                             Chronicle
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                           Copyright Polly Adler 2016
 
                                All rights reserved
 
    
 
   All characters in this work are purely imaginary and ant resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental
 
   Please remember that the practices depicted in this book would in real life be neither a practical nor an ethical means of dealing with crime, no matter how tempting.
 
    
 
    
 
                                   Choices, Choices
 
    
 
   I know there are people out there who would disagree with me but I firmly maintain there is no fun at all in being tied to a chair. Of course, I could always pull the lever in my right hand and I would be instantly released. So pull the lever already, you say. Well, I’m thinking about it. The trouble is, if I do a set of clamps will close on the tubes that run to my testes, bloodlessly castrating me and this will be taken as my irrevocable and legally binding consent to be given a sex change and spend the rest of my life in indentured labour – or slavery, as they used to call it.
 
   On the other hand if I don’t pull the lever in the next thirty seconds a razor edged curving blade will chop my head off.  Ever since the entire Supreme Court mysteriously committed group suicide during the Scrump Presidency allowing a clean slate of the President’s personal flunkies to be appointed, criminal justice in the US has gotten downright freaky. 
 
   The reasoning behind my particular sentence can be traced back to President-for-Life Scrump’s  Milwaukee speech of 2027, reputedly prompted by a shortage of women parading the streets of midwinter Wisconsin in skimpy clothing at the time of the President’s visit, popularly known as the “What this damn country needs is more hot chicks” speech. It is widely believed he was high on cocaine at the time and nothing might have come of it if it hadn’t given one of his aides an idea.
 
   Ever since then anyone of suitable age and appearance to make a convincing and attractive girl (and advances in medical technology had made that category much wider than it would have been even ten years earlier) who was convicted of a crime which would have otherwise carried a sentence of five years or more could be sentenced to this. The “convincing and attractive” stipulation had been added after the disappointing (to Scrump) results of Bernie Sanders’ conviction for high treason. For anyone responsible for the death of a young woman, whether by murder, negligence or accident, the sentence was mandatory – cost the nation a hot chick, you had to fill the gap yourself. Or reduce the competition by dying. Since I’d been sentenced for running over a teenage beauty queen whilst drunk that brought me to today’s dilemma by a fairly direct route.
 
   Ironically, I was completely innocent. Frankly that didn’t matter in most courts unless you had serious money, but in my case even the honest witnesses said I had been in the driving seat of the car on the fateful night and the DNA evidence says they’re right.  Sometimes having an evil twin really sucks!  I’d actually been lying on the back seat trying to stop the world going round in circles. By the time I realised what had happened  the police had  arrived. The one consolation was that one way or another, the next time the son of a bitch did something like this there would be no way to mistake me for him. If I was alive.
 
   I know, I know, it says something about the male psyche that given the choice between dying and being a woman lots have chosen to die. It says a lot about the male psyche that anyone even has to think about it. The trouble is though, it’s not just becoming a chick, it’s what that chick is expected to do. 
 
   Twenty seconds
 
   I knew I’d been bought in advance.  There was a new government frontier programme offering free land in Alaska or the new US colonial possessions of the Pacific, the Carribean or parts of Australia and Canada.  It was a tough life but a successful pioneer could hope to make good on such a scale that their grandchildren would be great magnates. With hundreds of thousands of young men idle there were always volunteers.
 
   Unfortunately the President had chosen the new territories as pilot areas for his view of a woman’s role in life. Any woman incautious enough to go out as a colonial wife would find herself with fewer legal rights than her predecessor of two hundred years before. So one particular young man’s parents had put their life savings into equipping him with tools, farm gear, seed corn, prospecting equipment, stout clothing – and a woman!  Me. If I pulled the lever. Otherwise they were out the cost of one mail order chattel bride. Ten seconds.
 
   It seemed sort of mean to waste their savings that way. On the other hand, for all I knew the young man would be a sob who deserved it. Or maybe not. I might be lucky. Surely fate owed me a stroke of luck. Five seconds. 
 
   Four seconds
 
   Three seconds
 
   Oh what the Hell! While there’s life there’s hope! Pull!
 
   It hurt a lot more than I’d been warned about. I formally departed manhood with an appropriately high pitched girly shriek!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                            Chapter 2: Consequences
 
   I sat at a woman’s dressing table, wearing only a silk wrap around robe. I could still feel the throbbing where the tubes supplying blood to my testes had been crushed. The DNA therapy, supplemented by a little surgery to pretty me up if necessary, wouldn’t take place until later, but the pain was a constant reminder that I’d made my choice. Granted, the alternative had been death, nevertheless I could never pretend that I’d been forced to do this. I’d had a chance to go down fighting. Instead I’d submitted to being made into a woman. Now all I could do was make the best of that choice.
 
   Sitting on the table in front of me were a letter, a small lacquered box and a manual.  The first two were from the parents who had bought me as a chattel bride for their son. I decided to open the letter first.
 
   Dear Ruth it began. Well now I knew my new name at least. It could have been worse. It could have been Polly. Ruth. I was Ruth. Oh God.
 
   This is a family name and with it we welcome you to our family. It is also a Bible name. We don’t know your beliefs, but if you know the tale of Ruth you will know that she too left her land and family, to work amidst “the alien corn” and though it was hard for her she found a fine husband, just as we know our son will be to you and her grandchild became a King. We hope your children and grandchildren will make you just as proud.
 
   Every word of this so far was simultaneously kindly meant and made me shudder.
 
   You don’t know us yet, but please believe we love you as our new daughter in Christ and we have done everything in our little power to equip you and our son Ephraim Ephraim? Really? for your new lives. From everything we know you will live on your new land  much as our colonial ancestors did. Those were the fathers and mothers of a mighty nation and a God fearing folk. We know you will be worthy of them.  We know you did something foolish to be where you are but we know you never meant any harm. I had to stop there for a moment. The fact is, guilt for what I had done had gnawed me for all the months from that day to this. I hadn’t been driving, but my drinking can’t have been a good example and I’d freely got in the car even though I knew my brother was too drunk to drive. Forgiveness, even from strangers, touched me a little. I don’t know why. The victim’s parents had sent a letter explaining that, as Christians they had to forgive me and it had only made me feel worse. Once you have become a Christian wife you will have the firm and loving guidance and authority of Christ acting through your husband to keep you on the straight and narrow so that your weaknesses cannot lead you into danger any more. Remember the words of the book of Timothy.  
 
   Actually, no I don’t, but something told me there would be a Bible available in my new marital home if I wanted to refresh my memory.
 
   The little something in the box is a family heirloom. We have no daughters and so we would like it to come to you, our new daughter in law. Welcome once more to our family dear Ruth and our prayers go with you to your new home, With love and good wishes, Gideon and Esther Holmann
 
   They seemed like good people. Utterly different from most I knew, but good people. I might want to laugh at their decades out of date religious views, but compared to Scrump they were probably liberals, and if my parents had shared their views they might not have died drunk driving when I was twelve. Yes, the irony is not lost on me. I guess the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. There was a reason I’d clung to my brother against all sense. That doesn’t mean I wasn’t still paralysed with fear at what lay ahead of me.
 
   I opened the box. Inside lay a silver chain with a locket.  I opened the locket to see two cameo style pictures. One was a man in his early twenties with a lantern jaw, vaguely reminiscent of the late John Brown. The other was a woman with wavy red hair, a straight nose, a sprinkling of freckles and a sad smile. She looked familiar. With a queasy feeling I realised that I’d seen her before. Way back at the start of this ordeal some official had shown me a computer generated image of how I was expected to turn out if I opted for life as a woman. I was looking at my future self!  Which meant the young man was…my future husband. Oh God, I was going to be sick. I put the locket down hurriedly and reached for the manual.
 
   Biblical marriage on the frontier: a woman’s guide.
 
   Welcome and congratulations. If you are reading this book then you are about to become (or have already become) a bride for a bold settler of our new frontiers.  You have been given the chance to help make a better world and a better future for yourself and for God –fearing Americans.  Had my new in-laws helped to write this book, I wondered 
 
   However, it is important to understand your role as a wife. You may have been born a woman but educated in the Godless days Before Scrump. You may be a New Woman, as we like to call our fresh sisters in Christ who had the misfortune to be trapped in the wrong bodies before their follies revealed to the world they were unfit to be in charge of their own actions and a benevolent justice system gave them a new way and a better chance.
 
   “And the Lord God said ‘It is not good that Man should be alone; I will make unto him an helpmeet for him’”
 
   You are now exactly that – a helpmeet. Your husband is going out to make a new Eden for you and your children; he needs your support. He does NOT need a competitor, a critic or a rival. This is why you swear in your wedding vows not only to love and honour, but to obey.
 
   “Wives, submit yourselves unto your own husbands as unto the Lord”
 
   Moreover, you must understand that your highest priority can no longer be yourself but must be your husband and children. This is not degrading, but on the contrary, a life of highest service and pleasing to God. To quote the book of Timothy  - Him Again! - “I will therefore that the younger women marry, bear children, guide the house..” In short, your place really is in the home and this is a good thing.
 
   God and your Nation and above all your husband, to whom you belong in the eyes of God need you to bear children. How many is not your concern. Your husband’s job is to provide for them, yours is to raise them as happy, healthy  God fearing American children. (You will, most likely, need to nurse them yourself for a longer period of time than you might have expected. Formula is rarely available on the frontier. For those of you who were men, you finally have a use for those nipples) 
 
   This does NOT mean your only role is motherhood or even offering material supports such as cooking and mending to your husband. You and he are each others source of greatest pleasure.  As your family grows do not forget your body is there to please your husband, and when you say ‘I do’ you have entered into a lifelong contract in the eyes of God and man that you consent to do so whenever he should seek you.
 
   The rest of the chapters in this book will help you gain the immense number of practical skills you will need from cooking meals to canning vegetables to weaving cloth. There will be many times when you will feel overwhelmed, but in all you do remember the words of the Bible about a virtuous woman “Her price is far above rubies.” What you are beginning now is a good and glorious enterprise and you are blessed by God.
 
   Blessed to be a massively overworked baby machine who spreads her legs whenever she’s told! Oh my God, what was I going to do?? I looked out of the window. I couldn’t see a guard anywhere and I was on the ground floor. On the other hand, nothing could restore my balls. I couldn’t be a man anymore; at best I could be a eunuch. God dammit, why hadn’t I stayed sober and gone out as a pioneer myself? I could do with a nymphomaniac sloe-eyed helpmeet waiting on me hand and foot.
 
   Because you were a lazy useless slob who was no good to anyone my inner thoughts replied and if you run you will be defrauding your nice, albeit nutty future in laws who probably spent their last penny on this. This isn’t what you wanted. That girl who died as a result of your night’s binge drinking didn’t want to be killed. Aren’t you EVER going to face the consequences of your actions.
 
   Yes, but..
 
   If not now, when? If not this way, how?
 
   I..I..
 
   I wasn’t decided yet. I might still run later. But however much I hated the idea of being a woman I couldn’t be a man again. I had to at least stay until my transition was complete. And whether I would try to run before I was made into Mrs Ephraim Holmann? I could decide that another day.
 
   I slowly picked up the chain of the locket, that unmistakable piece of female jewellery, and carefully fastened it around my throat. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                              Chapter 3: Changes
 
   “Oh no!” I thought, gazing at my reflection in the full length mirror “They’ve turned me into Anne of Green Gables!”
 
   I hadn’t really had time to think of what I looked like for the past few months.  A mass of fevers and growing pains had gripped me and kept me confined to bed in semi-delirium as the gene therapy converted my Y chromosomes to X chromosomes and my body started to reshape itself accordingly. Consequently I’d had little thought for anything besides fever dreams and exhaustion, but now, staring at my lightly freckled face, framed by a mass of wavy red hair held back with a green ribbon, big blue eyes staring out at the world in astonishment, the resemblance was unmistakeable.
 
   Of course, the clothes helped – a long, turn of the century dress with puffed sleeves and ruffles, trim little pixy boots with a slight heel and a straw hat adorned with flowers around the brim. The dress was modestly buttoned up to the frilled collar but couldn’t hide my new figure in its corset , which part of me, incidentally, was still suffering growing pains. Maybe I was as much Christina Hendricks as Anne. Either way it was frightening.   I think a bit of me had still been convinced it couldn’t be done, that try as they might the  government institute in charge of my transition could never turn me into a girl. Well, so much for that theory. I shifted uncomfortably. This was one of the very few times I’d been dressed  in anything other than a hospital gown since my induction began and I couldn’t see how anyone could ever get used to it. Stockings, frilly knickers, two petticoats, a dress –arghh! Just arrghh!
 
   There was no help for it though. Today was the day I was going to meet Ephraim Holman, the pioneer settler whose parents had bought me for him, for the very first time. With a sigh I looked around the room I had been assigned as my own only a couple of days ago. I had everything I needed; no more excuses. I crossed to the door and said “I’m ready.”. 
 
   Wordlessly the orderly outside led the way to the restaurant/tea room provided for the transformees such as myself to meet guests from the outside world. Awaiting me there was a long, lean man, dressed in clean jeans and a heavy cotton shirt. Even more than in his photo he looked like a younger version of the late John Brown.
 
   “Ruth!” He clasped both my hands in his and planted a kiss on my cheek “It’s good to meet you at last.” I could feel myself go bright red. It was a friendly enough greeting, and considering I was a bought chattel bride I could hardly complain that it was over-familiar. Nevertheless I found it deeply embarrassing, not least because it was a reminder of what I was in for unless I could escape. Even women who had legal rights got handled a lot more than men, and I had no rights at all. Technically Ephraim would have been within his rights to throw me on the floor and take me on the spot. Suddenly I was glad of the ridiculous outfit I was wearing. The heavy duty petticoats might slow him down a little. I cast my eyes down in embarrassment and fear and said
 
   “Pleased to meet you too Sir” I bobbed a curtsey the way I’d been told to, but I hadn’t practiced so I probably looked like a goose trying to do calisthenics.
 
   “Now, Ruth, I want you to call me Ephraim.” he rasped in an accent I couldn’t quite place, but which I reckoned would be ideal if you were casting a remake of ‘The Grapes of Wrath’
 
   “Yes, Ephraim” I managed to say through a throat that had somehow gone tight and dry. 
 
   “Please look at me, Ruth.” A hand very gently took me by the small rounded chin that was all that was left of my once manly jaw and tilted my face upwards. For a moment I was afraid I was going to be kissed properly and my breath caught as I met his intense dark eyes.
 
   “Ruth, and I hope you’ll come to be happy with that name, Ruth I can’t pretend to imagine how hard things seem for you right now. I know everything you ever were has been taken away. I know you’ve been assigned to a new life without so much as a by your leave and that that new life would be incredibly strange even to most women – in fact just about all women unless they’ve been raised  Amish.”
 
   I nodded wordlessly. I still didn’t trust my voice.
 
   “I know you weren’t a woman and you don’t want to be one. I didn’t cause that and I couldn’t have helped you. I want to help you make the best of things now.  So for our first meeting I want us to talk properly. All I ask from you is that you’ll answer my questions honestly  and I promise I’ll be honest with you. Deal?”
 
   “OK,” I managed 
 
   “So did you deliberately set out to look like Anne of Green Gables this morning, or is it just the way it turned out?”
 
   I choked on a half-hysterical giggle and Ephraim laughed with me – before looking alarmed and patting me vigorously on the back.
 
   “I’m OK, I’m OK, “ I managed to splutter through my laughter “It’s just – that’s exactly who I thought of when I saw my reflection this morning. No it wasn’t deliberate, I think you just can’t avoid it if you’ve got red hair and freckles and dress this way. “
 
   “And a pretty nose” Ephraim interjected “Don’t forget people remarked on her pretty nose as well.”
 
   “Thank you, I think. Anyway, you can’t talk; you look just like John Brown.”
 
   “Old Ossawatomie Brown the abolitionist? Hanged for trying to free slaves? I surely should, he’s kin to us on my mother’s side. One of my childhood heroes. Thank you Ruth, that’s about the nicest thing you could have said to me on first acquaintance.” Ephraim smiled at me broadly.  “Come on, let’s go to the cottage where we can relax and talk in privacy.”
 
   “Cottage??”
 
   “Sure. The one for, well, I guess you’d call them conjugal visits. A place where the girls here can spend a day or a weekend getting to know…they didn’t tell you did they? Here, sit down, you look white as a sheet.”
 
   I half sat, half fell on to a chair. What a fool I was. They hadn’t told me, but I should have guessed they wouldn’t waste any time getting me used to my new role in life.
 
   “Ruth, Ruth come with me, I’m going to take you to the cottage where I can take care of you. “ I bet  “Now don’t you take on so, I promise you, there’s nothing to fear.”
 
   Easy for you to say  I thought  but kept the thought to myself. Instead I let him help me to my feet and lead me away by the hand. Holding a man’s hand helped me walk in my first ever heels but also freaked me a little, especially seeing how pale and dainty my small fingers looked in his massive sunburned paw, but I supposed it was something I was just going to have to get used to. I was a girl and men could hold my hand. Much worse, I was a chattel and I was about to be conjugated!
 
   That thought left me a little shaky, legs trembling and tummy doing flip flops. I didn’t say a word as Ephraim led me across a green field, like a high school recreation ground, towards a little cluster of homes. 
 
   When we arrived Ephraim did a strange thing. He carefully scanned the door lintel and then removed a little something from where the door met the door jamb. It was a hair!
 
   “What was that for?”
 
   “Shh. Come on in and I’ll tell you.”
 
   So I did. Inside the little cottage was furnished much in the fashion of the new frontier. There were a few electrical devices, but the iron stove and the big old fireplace were the obvious sources of heat and the oil lamps were the obvious sources of light. Obviously the conjugal visits were to get us used to our future role as domestic serfs as well as bedwarmers. A big scrubbed pine table dominated the room and Ephraim gently guided me to it and pulled out a chair for me on to which I gratefully sank.
 
   “Coffee?” He said, picking up a pot from the stove.
 
   “Please.”
 
   I wrapped my hands around the warm mug gratefully and surveyed Ephraim from across the table. He didn’t seem to be a monster, at least, in fact he seemed kindly and considerate on first meeting, but I’d known him less than ten minutes and there was still plenty of time for that to change.
 
   “So tell me, Ruth.  You’ve been here six months now. Have they told you much about what happens from now.”
 
   “They haven’t had much time. I’ve only been up for three days. I know that I’m anatomically and genetically female now. I’ve been told there’s still time for me to get bigger or smaller, slimmer or softer in certain areas, but basically I’m finished. I’ve been told I have no rights of any kind for as long as my sentence lasts except that it’s still murder to kill me, and that my sentence is lifelong. Chattel slavery was the word they used. I know that the plan is that I should be a wife, rather than a maid of all work, but that doesn’t make any difference to my rights. They made me watch a black and white film called ‘The Devil and Daniel Webster’ to show me what a proper wife should act like.”
 
   “And what did she act like?”
 
   “Well her husband sold his soul to the Devil, alienated everyone they’d ever known, took up with another woman,  built a big new house so he could move his fancy woman into it and she still stuck by him with never a cross word. I’m not sure if she was a saint or a doormat. “
 
   “Think you can do that.”
 
   “I – I can try.” One of the things they’d also told us was that a man was entitled to beat his wife in the colonies with a stick not thicker than his thumb. My new lord and Master’s thumb looked pretty thick and I felt very fragile.
 
   Ephraim smiled at me. “You don’t have to. I’ve seen that film too. She was a good woman, but her husband didn’t deserve her. I’ve always thought she should have left if only for the sake of the child. She could always have come back if he repented. Listen Ruth, I’m an abolitionist, so are both my parents. My great-grandparents were in the Underground Railroad – to hear my grandparents tell it they used to run slaves across the border playing tig with the paterrollers twice a week. If we could free you and let you go back to your life we would, but it isn’t allowed. You’d be picked up inside a week. Being under my authority is part of your sentence, otherwise I’d let you walk out the doors of this compound now. Besides, things have gotten a lot worse even since your arrest. It isn’t really the USA out there any more. It’s Scrumpland now, even though the rumours say he’s dead and his crazy advisers are running the country. It isn’t a safe place for any one, let alone a woman without legal  rights. That’s why I’m getting out, going to the colonies. The government has a hard enough time keeping the original owners away; settlers there are left to govern their own lives. It’s a chance to make something decent out of the wreck this place has become.”
 
   I was cringing with terror and astonishment
 
    “Bugs! There are bugs all round this institute! Oh please hush, they might not have heard you” I prayed not. What Ephraim had said was quite enough under the Presidential Defamation Act to get him put where I was – if he was lucky!  
 
   Ephraim’s slow smile spread across that lantern jaw of his. 
 
   “Just because I’m a redneck, doesn’t make me stupid. I swept for bugs and cleared them all when I came to this cottage earlier this morning. The hair on the door jamb was just in case I’d had visitors while I came to collect you.”
 
   “So, you’re saying-“  I paused, not wanting to smash my hopes by uttering them aloud
 
   “I’m saying the minute we hit the colonies you’re a free woman. You want to stake out your own homestead, make a dash across the border, anything, you can go right ahead.”
 
   “But – but – your parents’ letter”
 
   “My parents would very much like you to become a good Christian wife to me, but they hold no marriage is valid without a real, genuine choice. That locket you’re wearing is a gift, not a shackle. 
 
   Now let me tell you the downside. Out there pretty much the only jobs going are farmer or craftsman, cook or domestic servant. I’ve been out there this last six months breaking ground and building a snug little cabin for us. I seriously doubt you’d be strong enough to be a farmer, or a blacksmith or a cooper, not the way you are now.  You just won’t have the physical strength. Sexual division of labour makes sense in a situation like that, especially when domestic chores are so time consuming. To give just one example, in an old fashioned farm if you don’t keep the kitchen sparkling clean you will get food poisoning mighty fast and out there a family mostly has to make its own soap.  One person can’t plough and clear land and do that at the same time. So it’s very unlikely you would be able to find a job which isn’t some version of a wife’s chores, without the freedom a wife has of knowing she works for herself and her family instead of an employer.
 
   So…you could share my home and keep it and we could live as brother and sister.”
 
   “Or?” I said, breath still a little tight from the shock of all this
 
   “Or, Ruth, you could marry me and I would be pleased and proud to make you my own.”
 
   “I – I Ephraim, I like you, really I do, even though I’ve only known you ten minutes, and I know my options are narrower now but – but I don’t know if I can be a wife. I don’t know-“ I paused, twisting my hands nervously together on my lap “I don’t know if I can do what a good wife does. And I don’t mean cooking, or sewing, or churning butter. Do you know what I mean?”
 
   “Yes, I know exactly what you mean.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “And you’re blushing, which I think is very sweet and a good start.”
 
   “Oh my God! I mean, oh my goodness, I mean I’m sorry, I don’t want to offend you.”
 
   My hands flew to my flushed cheeks. Clever  I chided myself  the man offers to get you out of slavery and you spit on his beliefs by blaspheming in front of him
 
   “Don’t worry, I do prefer ‘Oh my Goodness’ but everyone is responsible for their own soul. I’m not going to try to tell you how to talk.”
 
   “Well, I’ll try to stick with ‘Oh my Goodness’ anyway. “
 
   “Back to the topic. What did they tell you here at the centre about it?”
 
   They haven’t told us much yet, but there were two manuals. One was from the medical people. They said that in some cases the transition itself seemed to change people’s sexuality, but in most cases it left people - confused. The manual said that the first..um..experience after transition tended to fix er preferences, for good or ill. Like chicks imprinting, you know? Mostly. Some people never adapt.”
 
   I was blushing furiously now and Ephraim’s grin said he was enjoying my discomposure. 
 
   “What did the other manual say?”
 
   “Lie back and think of Jesus.”
 
   Ephraim burst out laughing and my tenseness dissolved into a fit of – oh crap, they were giggles. Somehow, when the laughter stopped we were holding hands across the table and smiling at each other. My hand looked tiny and delicate in his. Looking at him I decided I’d better get used to being smaller. Let’s face it I was the little woman, in every sense of the word.
 
   “I have a suggestion. “
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “I promise you’ll leave this house a virgin, but there are plenty of other things I can do to you. I propose I do them, slowly, carefully, stopping if you get scared. By tomorrow you should have a better idea of whether you can be a wife. What do you think?”
 
   I looked down at the floor, face burning
 
   “I think” I squeaked Crap, I can’t even talk properly “I think we should try it.”
 
   I felt my hand being squeezed gently and heard the creak as he got up from the old wooden chair. My eyes were still firmly fixed on the floor. An enormous, warm, calloused palm gently cupped my face. A butterfly kiss on my forehead sent a strange tingle through me and I realised I was shaking. I closed my eyes, and felt his warm, rough skinned hands cup my face and thread themselves into my hair. Soft kisses landed on my closed eyelids. Then I felt my face being tilted up and his lips met mine. I was still terrified and kept my mouth firmly closed. He seemed to accept that and dropped gentle little kisses along the line of my pursed lips. I seemed wildly sensitive as if fear was sending thrills along my nerves. My face burned where his hands touched me. His mouth seemed to leave a distinct impression wherever it touched my face and lips. Somehow the situation seemed both new and terrifying and oddly familiar. Then I realised where the familiarity came from. My first girlfriend had been a shy, nervous virgin too. Now the shy virgin girl was me. I was the curves, my partner was the angles, I was the smooth, he was the stubbled, I was the one trying to make sure things went slowly, he was the one working to get me out of my dress, I was the soft, he was the - ei yei yei!.
 
   Ephraim’s arm was around me now, he was crouched down by the chair where I still huddled, terrified hands clutching each other. Well, that was hardly fair. He was bending over  backwards to be nice to me, the least I could do was not sabotage matters. With an effort of will I put my arms around him. He seemed very warm and very, very broad and his strong well made frame felt odd in my arms after years of embracing girls. It made me feel slighter and more fragile yet just to touch him in this way. Of course, he was reciprocating, but more easily. One arm was quite enough to wrap me up the other was carefully pulling the bow on my long hair and as the knot came loose I felt it cascade forward around my face. It didn’t seem to bother him, he was undistracted from his kissing of me, but one hand idly stroked my hair for a moment, before moving down my upper back. 
 
   For a moment I wanted to laugh. I knew where he was going next. Sure enough, that hand worked its way, carefully, slowly, taking a few minutes to do it, down to brush the top of my buttocks, just the way I had done seducing my first serious girlfriend. Granted my bottom was guarded by the thickness of a dress, two petticoats and some very substantial knickers, this was still a little scary and I opened my mouth to say so. That was my first mistake. Ephraim’s lips worked against mine and his tongue darted into my mouth, stifling my little squeak of nerves. He caught my lower lip between both of his and worked away at it. I shuddered, but realised I had to let him continue. I’d agreed to find out if I could be a wife, I certainly couldn’t if I couldn’t bear to let him kiss me properly.
 
   Besides, he was really rather good at it. I was starting to have trouble distinguishing between the thrills of fear and …something else.  Every nerve in my body was alert, thrumming with electricity. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to carry on or run away.
 
   But Ephraim was in no hurry. Now he’d got my mouth open he went to work in earnest, claiming me with lips and tongue. Meanwhile one hand traced feather light touches on my bottom and lower back, while the other kept me firmly in his grasp. We might have stayed like that for half an hour or more before he pulled back.
 
   “Huh?” I said stupidly, looking up at him. My eyes were a little unfocused with being closed so long and my brain felt a little unfocused as well.
 
   “I’m getting a cramp crouching here,“ smiled Ephraim
 
   “Oh.” I replied. I was a little relieved and …wait, surely I couldn’t be disappointed? Was he really going to stop there? Was I that bad a kisser?   Next minute I was being carried in Ephraim’s arms.
 
   “Time for us to go upstairs.”
 
   My terror returned. I was a girl, a man was taking me to his bedroom and  I already knew it wasn’t to look at his etchings
 
   “Don’t look so scared, little petal. I promise I’m going to take things real slow, so as not to scare you.”
 
   I noticed he’d already decided he was in charge. Well, I suppose that was accurate enough. In law I was his belonging. I’d known that for a while but borne effortlessly in his arms up the stairs I felt it on a deeper level than I had before. Also, little petal??  Was that sweet or annoying?  Probably both I decided, as we reached the upstairs landing, and realised I was only focusing on that because of my utter terror at what might come next. 
 
   A moment later and we were in the bedroom. I stared at the bed with its  brass bedstead, vast mass of pillows and fluffy white duvet.  It had class, it had charm and it reminded me that it wasn’t mine. The chances were any bed I slept in from now on would belong to a man, just as I did, for all that he was restraining himself from taking advantage. Men owned beds, I warmed them.
 
   I must have groaned for Ephraim looked at me questioningly.
 
   “It’s alright,” I reassured him “Just nerves.”
 
   “Don’t be nervous, my lovely, haven’t I been gentle with you?”
 
   Really not the point I thought You seem to have forgotten I was as much a man as you six months ago. No, scratch that, I was a foolish irresponsible reckless boy six months ago. But still male, dammit
 
   Then he set me on my feet and kissed me again. For a moment I cooperated, allowing myself to react to Ephraim’s undoubted skills. Then I froze! While one arm held me firmly clasped to Ephraim’s manly chest the other was undoing the buttons which ran down the back of my dress!
 
   “Stop! Please stop!”
 
   “Ruth?”
 
   “You – you promised I’d still be a virgin. “
 
   “And you will. But I want us to lie down and relax and I don’t want us going to bed fully clothed.”
 
   He had a point. 
 
   “I’ll wait outside”
 
   He had tact too. As the door closed behind  him I hastily pulled the dress off, reflecting ironically that only this morning I’d been gripped with horror at wearing a dress and now I was gripped with horror at taking it off. The petticoats quickly followed. Remembering that I was now responsible for the neat upkeep of this mass of ruffles I carefully hung them up in the wardrobe which I’d been too distracted to notice coming in then contemplated myself in the mirror built into its door. A flushed and frightened girl stared back at me, looking, if anything, even younger than her nineteen years. Her red hair hung in wavy tresses around her flustered face. Her lips were swollen and around them – yes-  she, I had man rash where Ephraim’s stubble had reddened my soft skin. 
 
   I was slim but amply curved with it. I wore a bodice top with frills around the bosom and shoulder straps and long Victorian knickers, also frilly. If I’d still been a man and a girl like this had been given to me- well let’s just say my admiration for Ephraim’s kindness and self restraint was growing moment by moment. I just hoped he could keep it up. As I thought that here came a knock at the door. I leapt for the bed and dived under the covers.
 
   “Come in!”
 
   Ephraim smiled at me from the doorway and crossed the room towards me, shedding clothes as he came. I noticed he didn’t stop to hang them up; anti-slavery or not he was either naturally scruffy or used to women picking up after him. If I married him that woman would be me. Oh, who was I kidding?  Frontier life was obviously big on gender roles. If not Ephraim I would be picking up after someone else, maybe someone a lot less kind or considerate. The only question left was could I bear to be a woman sexually or was I going to opt for a lifetime of celibacy at the age of nineteen?
 
   Then Ephraim was in the bed with me, one arm under my slender form and the other brushing my long hair back from my cheek as he kissed me again. This time my mouth opened under his. It felt like we were starting on a deeper level than before and I closed my eyes and allowed him to take the lead. All my skin was tingling now and I felt almost liquid, melting into his kisses. I let one hand drift up to feel his chest. It was like warm, slightly hairy flesh over solid teak. He’d carried me effortlessly and I had no doubt he was much stronger than I’d been as a male and far, far stronger than I could ever be now. As a man, being this close to someone that strong was a threat or a challenge. As I began to relax and snuggle against him now it started to feel like a kind of security. Ephraim was the kind of man who would see a wife as someone to be protected and looked after, that I was sure of. Sexist? Probably. Did I mind? I was starting to think probably not. 
 
   Then his kisses moved down from my mouth to the slim column of my neck. My very sensitive neck. Meanwhile his other hand was doing some delightful things to my bottom.  I wanted to be ashamed of how I was reacting but I was too busy trying to keep my reaction in bounds. I still wasn’t sure if I could go through with this but I had to admit  Ephraim was certainly having an effect on me. This was worrying. If I married him I was going to a frontier where I was dependent on the food he could grow or raise, he was already my legal owner and he was bigger, older fitter and stronger than me. If he could make me hot for him as well, that was just way too many advantages. 
 
   So you have to have the same effect back I chided myself An attractive  woman can drive a man crazy with desire – and unless that mirror lied you’re somewhere between very pretty and beautiful. You don’t have a man’s means of getting what you want any more, you have to learn to use a woman’s . With that thought I stopped being a wallflower and reached out to embrace Ephraim. As I did so his lips reached the rounded tops of my breasts and I froze. The effect was…effective. Very effective. He felt me freeze and his mouth moved back up to close over mine again, but while I was kept from speaking by his busy lips and tongue firmly keeping mine occupied one hand lightly traced the curve of the underside of my left breast. Electricity shot through me and I felt my heart pounding in my chest. Since he was now undoing the top button of my bodice maybe he did too. I closed my hand over his; now he’d have to pull away if he wanted to undo more buttons. He didn’t, but instead moved back to my throat, kissing and nibbling his way down towards my breasts again. This time he was able to kiss a little more of them, meanwhile was between my cheeks and reaching forward. A long forefinger grazed the lips of my vagina and I didn’t move away. I wasn’t sure any more if I was more frightened or more excited but I knew something was coming and I was no longer sure I could stop it.
 
   “Please..” I whispered
 
   The other hand moved; somehow I had forgotten to hold it safe and it undid the next buttons on my bodice, exposing my breasts to Ephraim’s gaze. I’d  barely explored my new body at all in the short time I’d had it, certainly not the way Ephraim was exploring it now. My breasts – and they were my breasts now, however weird a thought that was – looked unfamiliar to me, smooth mounds surmounted by pink puffy nipples. Ephraim kissed my nipple and I felt it harden, he brushed my clothing aside and as his hand held my breast steady for his attentions I felt it harden like a blown up football. I tried to steady my breathing enough to ask him to stop – and that’s when the finger of his other hand slipped inside me!
 
   I was ridiculously, shamefully wet. He was able to slip inside me as easily as an eel that’s been coated in Vaseline and as one end of his finger penetrated me the other end brushed across my clitoris. I felt my hips give an involuntary twitch and my breaths came short and hard and embarrassingly loud. A line of fire seemed to run from my groin to my breasts and Ephraim was using it to play me like a violin. His finger was deeper in me now, moving backwards and forwards. My eyes were closed and my lips parted and all thought of embarrassment or resistance had gone.  I don’t know how long things went on like this before I gave a little cry and a shudder and collapsed against Ephraim’s chest.
 
   For long minutes I lay there quivering, wrapped in Ephraim’s arms. I no longer had the slightest doubt as to whether I could bear the bedwarming part of marriage. The manual was right after all; we could be each other’s greatest source of pleasure! I almost didn’t notice as Ephraim slipped the last of my clothing from me, leaving me nude but for the locket and chain I still wore about my neck, until he lifted the covers to get a better look at me.
 
   I shook my hair forward over my face in embarrassment and tried to cover my breasts and groin with my arms. 
 
   “Please don’t. I want to look at you.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Why? My petal, you are beautiful and smart and used to be a man. Surely you know why I want to look at you.”
 
   Of course I knew. It just felt incredibly strange to be the object of such unashamed male desire. I pouted.
 
   “Tell me why. I want to hear it.” Oh God, I was flirting, fishing for compliments.
 
   “Because I want to enjoy the view.”
 
   I opened one eye.
 
   “I’m not a landscape.”
 
   “No, but you are an area of outstanding natural beauty.”
 
   “Flatterer,” I smiled
 
   “Nope. It’s true. Can’t you see it?”
 
   “Maybe. Seen enough yet, I’m getting chilled?”
 
   “I can tell” he grinned, looking pointedly at my erect nipples
 
   “Oh, you. I can’t believe I’m about to say this, but all the same, men!”
 
   I grabbed a pillow and tried to swat him with it. A brief tussle predictably ended up with me pinned helplessly beneath him, hands held above my head with effortless ease. I was keeping my legs closed. If they’d been open I absolutely wouldn’t  trust his self control. I wasn’t certain I trusted mine. Ephraim must be wildly frustrated now, I could feel his hardness pulsing against me. Weirdly, I liked it. I liked knowing he wanted me. I liked him being stronger than me. I liked lying there helpless, knowing I was his for the taking, though I wasn’t sure I’d enjoy the last so much if I didn’t trust him so well.
 
   Ephraim swooped on me like a stopping falcon, crushing me to him almost painfully, I could feel him moving against me in desire and frustration.
 
   “Ephr-mffflll –wait! Give me a free hand. Mff!!”
 
   He did, and a moment later my smooth delicate fingers were wrapped around his frankly enormous feeling manhood.
 
   “Ruth,” he managed to gasp “Ruth, you don’t have to do this.”
 
   “I can’t leave you like this.”
 
   “I’ll be OK”
 
   “Shut up, you’re hurting my feelings.”
 
   His hand closed over mine and mere seconds later I was being splashed with hot – well, you get the idea.
 
   “You’ve made me all sticky. “  I complained, smiling contentedly up at Ephraim.
 
   “Mmm.” He seemed a little out of breath, but it didn’t stop him - how shall I put this- glazing me. I didn’t mind. I’d done the same thing to girls myself. I seemed to have come a long way in an hour .
 
   “Happy, little petal?”
 
   I thought about it. For the first time since the crash, yes, I actually was.
 
   “Very happy.”
 
   “Good!”
 
   “Hey, where are you going?”
 
   “To get this”
 
   Ephraim knelt beside the bed holding a small box opened so that I could see the contents held towards me. A diamond was set on the little gold ring, flanked by two emeralds.
 
   “Ruth, will you do me the honour of marrying me?”
 
   My heart was in my mouth. Ridiculously so. I’d been a full on girl for less than a week and I still felt the traditional thrill of excitement. I realised I was holding in a breath and felt an enormous, I’ve swallowed a banana sideways type grin spread across my face.
 
   “One condition”
 
   “What is it?”
 
   “I’ll be your wife, your lover and your companion, for richer or poorer, for better or for worse. I’ll try to be the best wife ever. But I don’t want to be a Ruth. Ruth was an exile. I feel more like I’ve found a home. So I want to be Anne. Anne-with an- ‘e’.”
 
                                          The End
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