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A Note from the Author!

This was a fun book to write.

First there’s all those ‘Jack’ connotations.

Jack and Jill went up the hill with a dollar and a quarter. Jill came back with two fifty, they didn’t go up for water!

Jack be nimble, Jack be quick, Jack don’t sit on that candle stick!

And, of course Jack and his big, big, big beanstalk.

So I simply had to make the hero of this fable ‘Jack.’

And I love to paint new worlds. Worlds where villains have no restraints and the rules simply don’t apply.

So we start out with feminization. Jack comes home for the summer and encounters Ann, who feminizes him.

But feminizing has a strange effect on Jack. He enters a fugue state and has strange dreams.

What he doesn’t know is that the fugue state is an entry into a land of dreams, and he is about to be transformed.

Incidentally, Amazon messed up my title. The title of the first book was ‘Transvestic Disorder.’ It’s on the cover. But they printed ‘Transvestite Disorder.’ I checked my originals and, yep, seems like they changed the title. And I missed it on my final check. No big deal.

And, I missed the fact that I titled two of the stories the same. I must have had too much whiskey before bed. Or not enough!

Let me know if you like this book in the comments at my site, https://gropperpress.wordpress(dot)com. I’d love to write some more, but only if you guys and gals like it.

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Transvestic Disorder!

Feminization was the beginning of an

amazing journey into other worlds!


Part One

“Oh, my God!” breathed Jack as he pulled his Chevy into the driveway.

Jack was just now getting home for the summer break. He was 19 and in the prime of life. He was handsome with brown eyes and long, brown hair. He wasn’t a muscular lad, but he was lithe and flexible.

At the moment what was opening his eyes and taking away his breath was who his mother was talking to in the front yard.

The woman was probably five six, which put her at Jack’s height. She had auburn hair, the face of a movie star, and the best looking rack Jack had ever seen.

Her boobs were large and sloping, which presented the nipples perfectly.

He could see this from the car when he pulled into the driveway and parked next to them.

“Jack. Come meet Mrs. Jacobs.”

Jack stepped out of the car and extended his hand. It took all his will power to not stare at the way her nipples thrust through the tee shirt. “Hi, Mrs. Jacobs.”

“Please,” the woman smiled with perfect M shaped lips. Her teeth were strong and even. She had a mix of wry humor on her face. “Call me Ann.”

“Ann,” he said.

“I was just telling Ann that you were going to be home for three months, and perhaps you would like a job.”

Jack smiled on the outside, but groaned on the inside. He was looking forward to a summer of watching porn, stroking his dong, and watching porn. Not necessarily in that order. He was going to have to work?

“It’s not much of a job, just cleaning out the basement.”

Jack eyed the two story house next door and listened to her describe the task of sorting through the junk, taking trash to a dumpster to be parked in the driveway, or stacking what was valuable in the garage for later sale.

“So you could have time off whenever you wanted, and I sure would appreciate help with the heavy lifting.”

“Well, uh, I guess…sure.” What the hell. He could always use the money. She wasn’t paying a lot, but, heck, he’d get to ogle her chest, surreptitiously, every day. That was certainly worth something.

“Excellent!” Ann said, then she turned to his mother. “I drink beer at lunch. Is, uh…I don’t want to cross any lines.”

Joan, his mother chuckled. “Jack’s of legal age and can drink what he wants. Just don’t send him home shit-faced.”

“Mom!” Jack blurted, turning a little red.

But Ann laughed, and that was it. He was working this summer.

But at least he still had the evenings for porn and stroking and…and maybe she’d drink more than a beer. Hmmm.

“Okay. We start tomorrow, Jack. Eight o’clock all right?”

It was.

Jack unpacked his bags and threw himself onto the bed. Work. Yuck! He folded his arms behind his head and just rested for a long moment. He had finished his first year and it had been a rugged one. He was on the karate team, light weight division, and he spent hours every day working out. Between his studies and karate work outs he was ready to rest.

He heard a splash through the window. Ann must be taking advantage of the pool. The house next door was a bit ramshackle, which made it a good investment for fixing up. But the glory of the place was the swimming pool. Jack had spent many days in that pool, and he was sorry when old, Mrs. Peterson had died. Well, maybe Ann would let him use it. Probably would if he worked for her.

Laying there, taking deep breathes, he listened to the sound of water splashing.

He got out of bed and moved to the window, and his eyes opened.

Ann was swimming in the nude! Like…naked! All her flesh!

He watched as she backstroked, her wonderful chest floats thrusting up as she windmilled her arms

Lord, she was beautiful!

She reached the edge of the pool and hoisted herself up. Water dripping, her hair smoothed back, her breasts juddering as she walked to the diving board.

A couple of steps, she leaped into the air, her breasts defied gravity and she came down for the bounce.

She went up gracefully, her body arched in a sort of reverse swan dive.

Jack had never seen anything so beautiful.

Then she slipped into the water, and Jack realized that he had his hand in his pants.

He jerked his hand out, and just in time, for Ann broke water and looked up. She grinned and waved at him.

Caught, he tried a grin and came up with a weak slice of teeth, and he waved back.

She crooked her finger. Come here.

He pointed at his own chest. Me?

She nodded and waved to him to get down there.

He nodded, and scrambled through his drawers and took out his swim suit.

But, wait. She was naked. Did she expect him to be naked?

What if she did?

Oh, my God! Would he…should he…take off his suit?

He would have a boner, that he knew without doubt. Would she be upset?

While he had these thoughts he pulled off his pants and stepped into his trunks. Crap! He already had a boner!

Well, he’d jump in the water and she wouldn’t see his excitement.

He grabbed a towel out of the bathroom and tried to sneak down the back stairs. When he went past the kitchen, however, his mother saw him.

“Going swimming, Jack?”

“Uh, yeah. Mrs…Ann waved to me.

His mother looked at him with a crooked grin.

“Seems like just yesterday you were afraid of girls.”

“Mom!”

“Well, you go have fun. But be careful. She’s a grown woman.”

“What does that mean?”

Her eyes twinkled and she said, “Nothing. Now, go.”

Jack went. He stepped out of the sliding door and went to the door in the hedge. Mrs. Peterson had had Jack’s father put that there. She had made cookies for the kids in the neighborhood, made them lemonade, and Jack missed her.

Well, he thought, Maybe Ann will give me some cookies.

He grinned at the lewd thought and stepped into Ann’s backyard.

Ann was now laying in a lounge chair, naked, her breasts catching the sun. Her flesh was bronze and perfect. Nothing but tidy curves and those large breasts.

“Jump in, Jack. I’ll get the beer.”

Jack stood, suddenly afraid. His boner all boned up. Afraid he was going to do something wrong, say the wrong thing.

Ann stood up and sashayed into the kitchen.

He stood, frozen for a moment, then stepped to the edge of the pool and gave a little jump.

Oh, Lord. The water was perfect. The only imperfect thing was that his penis was pressing against his trunks. It made a huge bump and throbbed forcefully.

He came up and did a lap, hoping to work his dingus down.

No such luck.

Then Ann was standing at the lounge chairs. She put two frosty beers on the little, round table between the chairs and called to Jack. “Beer’s here, honey.”

Jack swam to the edge of the pool and hoped she would just hand him a beer.

She didn’t. She waited, sat down on her lounge chair. Her legs were long and ended in red toenails. Her knees were up and Jack could actually see a light patch of fuzz between her legs.

But it was her breasts that was doing him the most damage. Those slopes were causing him a most severe erection.

“Come on, Jack. Have a seat. Let’s get acquainted.”

“Just a minute,” he swam across the pool and pulled himself up on the edge. He grabbed the towel from where he had dropped it, and wrapped it around his waist.

Which didn’t really hide his excitement.

So he walked, a little pooched over, trying to turn his body so he didn’t look so obvious.

He went around the deep end, the diving board, and approached Ann.

She was laughing. Trying to keep it on the inside, but…she was laughing.

He sank onto the other lounge chair and picked up his beer.

All the time he was trying to act nonchalant, and failing miserably.

The beer was cold, and it went down smoothly. And he sighed.

“Jack.”

He turned to her and smiled, and his smile was a feeble attempt to act natural.

“Why is your face so red?”

“My face?” He felt his cheeks with his fingers.

“Yes. Your face. Are you embarrassed, Jack?”

“No! What would I have to be embarrassed about?”

“That thing between your legs.”

He couldn’t help it. The wind went out of him, his head spun to her, and she laughed some more.

“Oh, Jack. You think I haven't seen a penis before?”

“Well, uh, I…ah…”

“And, let’s face it, you’ve seen more of me than I have of you.”

“Well, I didn’t mean to…I don’t…”

“So, in the interests of transparency and full disclosure, lose the towel.”

Jack couldn’t move.

She reached over and grabbed the end and pulled. She was quick, and Jack was somewhat frozen, and the towel whipped away.

Jack’s swim suit poked straight up. The outline of his head  was plain to see. If his suit hadn’t already been wet there wold been a wet spot right at the tip of his dick.

“Very nice, Jack.”

She sat back and sipped her beer. Jack watched her perfect, red lips kiss the mouth of the bottle, and he envied the bottle.

She lowered the bottle, sighed, and said to him, “Now the suit.”

“But…I can’t…you…”

“Jack. I invited you over for a swim, and haven’t you ever heard the saying, ‘When in Rome…?’”

“Uh…”

“So this is my Rome, I have gone naked, and I want you to respect my customs.”

He sat, dumfounded.

“Now!”

He moved, and it was difficult. His muscles were as dipped in molasses, slow moving and sluggish.

He peeled his trunks down and sat there, his face burning like a five alarm fire.

His cock was standing straight up, and now there was a little drop forming on the end.

Heysoos! He hadn’t whacked off for a couple of weeks. He had had finals, but now he was ball heavy and his member was ready to erupt!

But Ann simply laid back, ignored his pecker, and sipped some more beer. “Nice dick,” she said, and that was it.

Jack was even more flabbergasted. All that, his mind totally blown, and she acted like it was nothing.

He managed to lay back. And he drank some beer.

After a moment, her eyes closed, she said, “What did you expect? Did you think I was going to jump your bone? Score one for the MILF?”

“Uh, no.”

“Yes, you did. She turned her head slightly and opened her eyes a crack and watched him. “You’re what? Twenty?”

“Nineteen.”

“Nineteen. Perfect. You think I’ve never seen a nineteen year old before? You’re a man in the prime. You are young, dumb and full of cum. Your imagination, fueled by testosterone, is going stark, crazy mad! You’ve got fantasies of me screwing you, tying you up and blowing you, hours of sinking your nineteen year old pecker into my snatch. Admit it.”

Jack was looking at her, not able to think coherently.

“Well?”

“I suppose I…might have had…some thoughts.”

Ann laughed merrily, her laughter floating over the pool merrily.

“Had some thoughts. That’s good.”

She turned to him, “Jack. You’re going to work for me, and I can’t pay you much. But I can make your summer fun. And I will. But you have to do one thing for me.”

“What’s that?” His voice sounded a little strained.

“Masturbate.”

“What?” he squeaked.

“It’s a simple request. Just reach down and stroke that nice shaft.”

“But…I…”

“You do that and your summer of fun starts. You don’t and…well, you’ll be sorry you didn’t.”

Jack was gobsmacked. He was incapable of thought. “I don’t…”

“Jack. Put your hand on your shaft. right now.”

As if in a dream, like he was hypnotized, Jack reached down and took himself in hand.

She smiled.

He moved his hand up.

She watched him, noted his expression, ignored his penis for the moment.

Down.

She nodded.

And he began to stroke.

“That’s a boy,” she murmured, moistening her red lips with her tongue.

Jack moved his hand faster.

He stroked and stroked.

But nothing was happening.

“What’s wrong, Jack?”

“I’ve never…done it…”

“In front of somebody? I see. Well, I can help.”

She swung her legs off her chair and leaned towards him. Her breasts hung forward and now he was licking his lips.

She threw a leg over his lounge, shoved his legs out side of hers.

She didn’t stroke him. She just gripped him.

His breath caught. Blood was pounding in his head. His cock felt electric.

She held his balls with one hand and polished his knob with the other. Slow, circular movements, occasionally squeezing the head.

Jack was barely breathing. His hips were making little jerks and sensations whispered up his inner thighs.

She reached up and tickled his nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” eked out of him.

She watched him, watched him lick his lips and actually drool. Watched his good sense leave and only the desire to squirt was left. Watched as his body twitched and writhed as he climbed the mountain.

“Are you almost there, Jack?”

He nodded.

She smiled and pushed him over the edge.

“Ahhhhh!”

Then he lay there, white squirt all over his front, exhausted and ready to sleep.

Still smiling, Ann stood up and went into the house. She returned a minute later and sat down in front of him. She was holding a six inch cubed box, and she opened it. She took out a plastic penis shaped tube and a ring. It was plastic, a bit soft, and the lock was inset.

He watched, stunned, but somehow hypnotized as she fit the ring over his package.

What? What?

Then the tube over his now slack dong.

And pushed the tube and the ring together.

Click.

She looked up at him, his caged cock in her hand. She smiled, and now he was seeing depths to her smile. Humor, sick and twisted and fun. The excitement of being in control. Happiness, and not just for herself.

“Now the fun starts,” she leaned forward and ran her fingers slowly and sensuously over his lips.

Jack stared, was in thrall.

“This summer you will wear this. When school comes I will take it off, if you wish. But for this summer you will be mine. Mine to do with what I want. If I want you to paint the inside of the chimney, you’ll do it. If I want you to shave a chicken, or stand on your head and drink your own drainage…you’ll do it and be glad. You’re going to work hard, and it will be the most exciting work you have ever done, because when you complete your tasks I will do things to you. Do you understand?”

Jack found his head going up and down. He felt like a marionette whose strings were being pulled.

“Excellent. Jack. Go get us a couple of more beers.”

She lay back.

Jack stumbled to his feet. He walked, stiff legged, and looked down at the thing on his dingus.

It was small, just big enough for the limp him. Not anywhere big enough for the erect him.

It hung, and swayed a little as he walked. But not much.

He stumped into the kitchen, walked across the tile floor barefoot.

In his mind he was going, beer…beer…beer!

He saw the refrigerator and figured out, all on his own, that that was a likely location for beer.

He took two cold beers out and looked around.

Bottle opener on the counter. Bottle caps from their previous beers laying next to it.

He took the opener and popped.

Out to the patio.

She was waiting, her legs spread and her hand down there.

She was moist, the labia puffy and spread out. Her clitoris was plain to see. It was big and erect. Not erect because it was big, which it was. But big because it was erect, and big.

“Sit on the end of my chair.”

He did, and he was treated to the site of a woman in heat.

Her eyes were lidded and glazed. Her nipples were stiff and standing out. She was moist down there, and breathing hard.

“Yes,” her voice broke a bit. “Almost!”

Jack watched, and her hand moved faster, tickling the spot above her slit.

“Would you like to lick it, Jack?”

He did. He had just cum, but this scene was too much for him. His penis was fighting the cage and he wanted to be free. Yet the horniness grew and grew, and eventually, as she had known it would, his horniness became the only thing in his world.

He reached forward, but she put a hand out, stopping him.

“Would you like to be inside me?”

He nodded. Now his mouth was dry, and he was bending forward because his penis was trying so hard to erect that it hurt.

“Would you like to cum in me?”

Jack let out a torture sound, and Ann began to twist and writhe and close her legs.

“Yes! Yes!” she cried out. Then she was on her side, her legs clamped and her hips twitching.

He sat there and looked at her, and he had never wanted anything so bad in his life.

She lay, breathing for a long minute, then she opened her eyes and gave him a sly look. “Do you want me, Jack?”

“Oh…” he whined.

“Good. We start work tomorrow.”

Jack lay in his bed and 100% couldn’t sleep.

That was because his dick was keeping him awake.

It wiggled, it waggled, it bashed its head against the barricade that was a chastity tube.

Part of him was mildly upset. How could she do this to him? He was going to demand to be released! Just wait until he saw her tomorrow.

But whenever these thoughts became too strong other thoughts intruded and calmed him down.

God, is this sexy! I’ve never been so horny! How could she do this to him?

So he laid on his bed, wrapped in sheets, his nipples hard and it felt like his whole body was blushing.

He was working for the summer. The pay wasn’t great, but what he was feeling was worth it.

If he had felt like this and been free he would have indulged in some severe self-abuse.

But he wasn’t free.

He was alive.

He awoke, realized that, late in the morning, he had gone to sleep. Drifted away, exhausted by being horny.

He sat up and rubbed his face. On one hand he was tired. On the other hand he couldn’t go back to sleep.

Yes, he might have slept for an hour, but his penis, he was sure, had wiggled the whole time.

And now his balls were sore.

Blue balls.

Oh, God!

He got up and pulled on some underwear, some shorts and a tee shirt. He tied his athletic sneakers and headed down for breakfast.

“You must have stayed up late,” observed his mother.

Stayed up late. Yes. Obsessed with the cock that couldn’t. Dreaming of the woman who could.

“Yeah, I guess I played a few too many video games.”

“Well, don’t waste your time playing video games. There’s more to life than shooting electronic aliens or whatever.”

“I know. I’ll limit myself.”

But how do you limit the number of times your cock tries to get hard?

She made him some bacon and eggs, made him drink orange juice, which he didn’t like but they had no apple juice, and they talked about his year in college.

“I envy you,” she said. “These are the best years of your life. You better make sure you take good advantage of your opportunities.”

“Oh, I will, mother,” he nodded. And his penis did the caged dance down under.

After breakfast it was near eight o’clock, so he nonchalantly said, “Well, I guess I’ll go to work.”

“Okay, dear, but be careful.”

He blinked and frowned. Be careful? He already wasn’t careful! The state of his mind he could never be careful!

“I mean those old basements are dirty places. Don’t step on a nail or anything like that, and don’t let her work you too hard.”

“Oh, I won’t.”

He stepped out of the side door and headed for the hedge door.

He stepped through, glanced fondly at the pool. and headed for the basement.

The basement had two access points. There was a door at the back of an old pantry, and there was a door on the outside at the back of the patio area. It was a badly weathered door, once thick planks, now there were spaces between the weathered planks, and one hinge looked like it was ready to fall off.

Jack knocked, opened the back door, had to lift it some, and stepped into the basement.

It was well lit in the basement, that was about the only good thing, and that wasn’t too good because it allowed him to see the mess.

The basement was huge, and it looked like some of it had been remodeled, or at least the attempt to remodel had been made.

There were two aisles, badly cluttered, that ran the length of the basement, which was the length of the house. Two the sides was stacked stuff. Old furniture, beds and dressers and tables and shelves. Some of the stuff in surprisingly good shape, some of it nothing but an excuse for trash.

Obviously, Mrs. Peterson, the cookies and lemonade lady, had kept every piece of furniture she had ever owned.

The middle aisle was mostly boxes. Some of the boxes were falling apart. Lift one and the bottom fell out. But the books were mostly in good shape, and this was a treasure trove.

Original copies of Gone with the Wind, To Kill a Mocking Bird, the Godfather, books by historical authors like Kenneth Roberts, there was even a collection of comics form the forties and fifties, and Jack realized that the old man who had come around every once in a while to see Mrs. Peterson must have been her son.

Her son, who had read comics, gone to college, spent time in the army, became a civil engineer, and…and Jack could tell all this by going through the boxes of books and letters, kindergarten finger paintings kept by his mother, and other assorted trophies.

To go through the basement, the repository for a lifetime, was to read that lifetime.

The far aisle, on the right side of the basement, was from her husband. Personal memorabilia, trophies from bowling, guns, everything that defined the life of a man.

He walked along the aisles, seeing the objects, but not understanding their significance…yet, and came to the front of the basement.

Ann was in a little alcove. She had moved stuff, found a little writing desk in the basement, and was setting up a place where they could record their finds.

She looked up, laughed. “You look like warmed over shit.”

He grinned ruefully. The day previous he had been terribly embarrassed at the thought of having a boner in her presence. Now he was embarrassed at the fact of not being able to have a boner in her presence.

“Stayed awake all night, eh? Well, don’t worry. You’ll sleep tonight, and after a few days you’ll sleep normally.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

She stood up and approached him. She stood in front of him, so close her large breasts touched his chest. She was his height, plus three inches. She was wearing heels, a pencil skirt and jacket, her hair was done up and she had full make up.

She groped him, held him, and kissed him gently.

Jack thought he had died and gone to heaven.

“I’ve got a meeting. But let me get you started. I’ll be back at twelve and we can have some lunch and…” she smiled intently, “play a little.”

He gulped.

The joyful glint in her eyes…she was enjoying this.

“We’ll start here. Bring an item up to this space, describe it in the journal here, then decide whether it’s of value. If it is obviously garbage just take it up and put it on the left side of the garage. If it might have some value put it on the right side. Don’t worry about making a mistake because I’ll go through everything later. Ok?”

“Sure.”

“Beers in the refrigerator, bathrooms down the hall, I’ve written my cell number in the journal, and…see ya.”

She kissed him again, this time harder, and she pulled on his cock cage and made him groan.

Then she trotted up the stairs, her round ass swaying authoritatively, and was gone.

There was a radio on the writing desk, and he found an oldies channel.

He examined the journal, saw her number, and he would never forget it. He would never forget anything about this summer.

And he started work.

Boinga boinga boinga. His cocked throbbed. His nipples flamed. His lips…he was afraid to touch them, he didn’t want to wipe away the taste of her mouth on his.

The first box was old 78rpm records. The first half century of America. Some of the records were in fine shape, hardly been played. some of the records had the grooves almost worn out. Enrico Caruso was there, and it looked like the old lady had saved his special. The records were pristine.

Problem. She had said to catalogue everything. There were over fifty of the old, thick vinyls. Did she want him to write down every record?

She did.

So he listed the records, one by one, including what pertinent data he could find, things that might help her identify the records later.

He tried to pick up the box, but it turned to dust and fibers.

He picked up the stack of records, tried to be careful, and walked them up to the garage.

In the garage he found new boxes, still folded flat, and he knew she had bought them just for this project. He put the records in the box and set the box on the right side.

Back to the basement.

A box of used sponges.

Sponges? Mrs. Peterson saved all her sponges?

Then he realized something interesting. Back in the forties she had probably saved them for the war effort. That gave Jack something to think about.

Sponges on the left side.

A few boxes: more records, books, a misplaced box of golfing trophies, and so on, and Jack listed contents and sorted them.

He had a beer. Just took a break, sat in the cool of the basement, listening to oldies, and sipped the cool, refreshing suds.

Man, this wasn’t a bad gig at all.

Of course, if he could just get his pecker loose…

And he thought about the lush Mrs. Jacobs for a while.

Then he got back to work.

By the time Ann returned he had made a dent in the basement. A small dent, but it was obvious he had been working.

“Jack! You’re a hard worker!”

She inspected the garage and agreed with all of his decision.

“And you’ve got a good eye. Do you know why I bought this house?”

She turned to him, held him in her hand. She really enjoyed having him in the palm of her hand.

“I’m rich. Don’t need money, but I really enjoy antiques. Anything that has a bit of age and I’m all ears.

All tits, he thought, stifling a groan as she shook his cock in excitement.

“When I saw this house, and read that the contents of the basement had not been sorted, and that they went with the house, I got quite excited.”

The way she was shaking him showed her excitement.

“And when I saw it, well, Jack. You have no idea.”

He was weak in the knees. She was almost holding him up by his dong. Suddenly she shook too hard and his balls were impacted.

He groaned and she quickly put an arm around him. “Easy Jack,” she showed her incredible smile. “Sorry. I’m a passionate woman.” She held him, by cage with hand and arm around the waist. She leaned into him and pressed her red lips against his. She kissed him like he had never been kissed. His dingus went absolutely crazy, and she started walking him backwards. Then she stopped.

She smiled, but a bit differently. A bit evilly. “You’re going to learn a lot this summer, Jack. And we’re going to start now. Are you ready?”

Jack couldn’t figure out whether he was gulping or nodding, then realized he was doing both.

“Come with me.”

She led him upstairs.


Part Two

She had tied him to a poster bed, his limbs outstretched, his dingus, wiggling in its cage, on display.

Then she had taken all her clothes off. Naked, like the afternoon before.

He lay there, and his mind mirrored his cock in the cage.

His dingus wiggled, and his mind waggled.

His penis wanted to escape, it became delightfully tortuous as she held it, fondled his balls gently.

“Oh, they’re so full, Jack. imagine how full they’ll be by the end of the summer. But, don’t worry,” she had laughed. “I’ll get around to draining you.”

She had sat on him, rubbed her large breasts over his flesh. Put her lips to his nipples, sucked, even as her pink tongue teased the ends.

Put her hands on the sides of his face and kissed him. Soft, hard, fiercely, lovingly.

She reached down and cupped his testicles and said, “I could cut these off.”

She didn’t mean it, but it excited him no end.

Jack twisted and writhed. He closed his eyes, then opened them, then closed them.

He was trapped in rapture, didn’t know how to escape, didn’t want to escape, was desperate for relief.

“Please!” he begged.

At one point she had just laid next him, head on elbow and her hand holding his package, rubbing his nuts, stroking the plastic chastity cage, which did nothing but make him even more alive to the possibilities, to the desperation for a cum.

“You know, Jack, I used to be like you. A horny kid. Severely repressed and wanting to find out. But how do you do that? Was I supposed to just walk up to a man ask him to take me to the moon? Sure, they probably would, but…there’s risks there, Jack. I’m sure you understand. But it’s even rougher for guys. Do you walk up to a woman and ask her to take you to the moon? She screams, slaps your face, you get arrested, shunned, and your life is ruined. You’re a pervert. A sex criminal, and you wear the scarlet A for the rest of your life. So what do you do.”

She bent down and took him, cage and all, in her mouth. He felt her soft sliding up and down his shaft, but he didn’t feel but a touch or two. His mind was a raging lunatic now.

“You see how you feel, Jack? Right about now you’d risk it. You’d approach a stranger on the street and beg for sex. Nothing could stop you but good sense, and you don’t have any of that left right now, do you, Jack?”

He begged, and she responded by putting a penis gag in his mouth.

“Boy toys should be seen and not heard,” then she really went to town.”

She had tickled him, rubbed him, kissed him, tortured him with sex for an hour. Then she had simply released him.

“Lunch is over, Jack. When you’re able to move, come on down to the basement. We have a lot of work to do.”

It him long minutes to move again, and then he moved like an old man, shaking, drooling, struggling just to get his clothes on.

He made it to the basement, and found that Ann hadn’t gotten dressed. She was in panties and bra and high heels, and that was all.

“My, a bit overdressed, aren’t we?”

Jack slowly peeled his clothes of until his was in underpants. Whenever he looked at her, all that afternoon, she seemed to be hiding a smirk.

But they worked. Jack brought out the boxes and she listed the contents, then he took everything up to the garage and put it left or right.

They worked slowly, but efficiently. They constantly had beer at hand, and Jack was bringing them down regularly. It was hot in the basement, even with the back door open, and the beers kept them cool.

They went through a couple of feet of the center aisle, and then it was three o’clock.

Ann folded the journal and stood up. “Let’s go, horny man.” She led him out to the pool. They divested themselves of their underwear and jumped in the pool. And the afternoon had whiled away.

Jack sat in his bed, and closed his eyes. The better to remember how she had used him, tied him, tickled him, touched him, and…and he didn’t know when he drifted off.

But he woke up somewhat refreshed.

Sure, he had a couple of sore muscles, and his cock was struggling, but not so much. It was as if the little worm had realized there was no escape, and was putting up with the situation.

That was the day everything changed for Jack.

An interesting statement, as he had already changed so much in the last couple of days. But what happened that day sent him far beyond the moon.

He went down to breakfast, and he was aware that the world was sharper, he could think better, though his thoughts were often tinged by the fact of being imprisoned.

He ate, gave his mother a hug, which surprised her, then headed for the hedge gate.

Ann was already downstairs, going over the journal. She looked up as he entered the basement and smiled. “We’re doing good, Jack. I’m going to make a lot of money on this junk.”

“Good. I need a raise.”

“Ha!” then she got a look in her eye. Not exactly sly, but…”Would you rather be paid in money, or what we’re doing?”

Jack’s mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Sex or money?

Three days previously he would have said money. But now he was conflicted. Now sex had become as important, maybe more important, than money.

She laughed. “Let me know, Jack. Until then you can think of the sex, and I’ll take care of the money.”

He slowly closed his mouth. Then: “You’re doing this to me.”

She stood up, patted his cheek. “Of course I am. And I’ll stop when you tell me. But, for right now? You want to bring the next box up?

He brought the box, and it was full of doilies. Doilies from before World War Two. Back when women knew how to sew, and Ann mused, “You know, I can either get money for these, or contribute them to a museum.”

“A museum?”

She examined one of the doilies up close. “You’re getting an education Jack, and that’s worth more than money. Look at the weaving on this one. Have you ever seen such exquisite work in your life?”

Jack hadn’t.

She went through the doilies, made a few marks in her journal, then sent them to the right side of the garage.

And they continued. Box after box. Kitchen implements, rusty, maybe more museum pieces.

A box of bottle caps. Worthless, except to the hoarder.

And on and on and on.

Then Jack reached a large box. It was three feet tall and somewhat heavy. Not wanting to ruin what was left of the cardboard bottom, he got a hand dolly and rolled it back to the writing table.

Ann was making a few last remarks on the last box, and that box was ready for toting upstairs, but everything changed when Jack opened the big box.

Changed. The very atmosphere changed. The dusky ambience of the basement changed. The very air seemed charged and filled with…Jack.

Ann looked up from the writing table.

Jack stood looking into the box, holding something in his hand just below Ann’s line of sight. He seemed petrified, and there was a wondrous expression on his face.

“What is it?”

Jack didn’t say anything, just lifted his hand.

It was a bra. But not just any bra.

Women used to wear corsets, which would morph into girdles.

Sigmund Lindauer, a German, developed a bra for mass production in 1912 and patented it in 1913.

Mary Phelps Jacobs (same name as Ann, interestingly enough), created the first modern brassiere in America in 1914. Perhaps inspired by the support items coming out of Germany, she made her bra out of two handkerchiefs and wore it under an evening dress.

It was shoddy, poor support, but within three years bras were considered an essential item in America.

And, a nail to the coffin of corsets, they were discouraged during World War One due to metal shortages.

The item in Jack’s hand was old. Probably 1920, but it was…different. Different in construction and material from modern bras. There was hand stitching, satiny materials, and the thing was electric in Jack’s hands.

Jack had always been fascinated by female underwear. What male isn’t?

But this historical bit of clothing had profound impact on his sexually overcharged consciousness.

He stood and gulped.

Ann took shrewd note of the way his face was set, the glaze in his eyes. She smiled, then ignored him. She began to go through the contents of the box.

She pushed Jack and he moved away, still looking at the bra, as if hypnotized.

The box was full of undergarments and gowns. Amazing pieces of work.

Some of the stuff was no longer usable. Well, some items were still  functional as clothing, but had lost all value as museum pieces.

“Jack. Take that box up. Bring back two beers.”

Jack nodded turned to the box to be taken, then turned back and put the ancient bra on the lip of the box. He seemed to not want to take his eyes, or hands off it.

He picked up the box Ann had just finished with and climbed the stairs.

Ann turned and noted that his gait was ruined. He was walking differently than he ever had, and the stairs actually seemed to be providing more of an obstacle than an aid to ascending heights.

Jack gone, Ann went through the items quickly. It was easy to ascertain which were valuable, and which were worthless. On the whole it was an amazing collection.

It was century old handwork, delicate items rafted by a woman, women, who knew what they were doing. The fabrics were sometimes soft, sometimes stiff, sometimes shiny, with various fluffs and trimmings added.

Ann moved everything off the writing table and made several stacks of clothing on the table.

Usable lingerie, worthless lingerie. Museum quality outer garments, stuff that could still be worn.

Jack was dazed. He ascended the stairs, walked to the garage, and was still thinking of the under garment he had held.

It had been soft, yet shiny. The cups were saggy, thin material, not much support, but the idea of where those bits of cloth had been, what they had held, even though it was likely a hundred years ago.

He put the box on the floor of the garage, and slowly came back to himself. His thoughts were scattered, but he returned to the basement.

Ann, a smirk on her face, told him he had forgotten to get the beers.

A quick bout of embarrassment; man he was out to lunch. He scampered up the stairs and returned a minute later with two beers.

The box of clothes was empty, the contents on Ann’s writing desk.

She was sitting there, complacent, a funny look on her face. She took the proffered beer and sucked on it.

“Jack, sit in front of me.”

He sat down, a little puzzled now, but aware that he had been truly stoned out of his mind, and without taking a drug of any kind.

“Take my shoes off.”

He did. She was wearing flats and her feet were clean, but had the light smell of good leather on them.

“Kiss my feet.”

He hesitated, he had never been asked to do this, but he found that he was in a peculiarly submissive mood.  Or perhaps he was naturally submissive. He touched his lips to her arch.

“Down to the toes. Give me a blow job.”

Jack found that his dingus was raising a ruckus. It was banging around down there in the bucket, rattling like a rattlesnake, but having no fangs.

He put his lips over her big toe, sucked, ran his tongue around it.

She sighed.

“Jack, you have a problem.”

He stopped, stared at her.

She reached over to the writing table and picked up a bra that had been made in the thirties. It was worn in places, had a couple of threads hanging from it.

“Put this on.”

Jack suddenly couldn’t breath. He held out his hand, ignored her foot and touched the material to his cheek.

“Come on.”

He felt like he was in a funhouse, squiggly mirrors on the walls, invisible clowns laughing from inside misshapen walls.

He took off his tee shirt and put the bra on. It did not have big cups, and the cups were a thinner material than modern bras. It was more like a harness with handkerchiefs for the cups.

He couldn’t fasten it, his arms weren’t flexible enough to reach around behind him.

Ann stood up, came around and fastened the bra.

Jack sat, felt the material confine him, caress him, squeeze him. Then he saw the world tilt back, the ceiling come into view, and he realized he was looked at the ceiling and…everything was so faded…getting faint…getting…

“JACK!”

Beer poured onto his face and he sputtered and began to breath.

He lay there. He had fainted.

“Jack, are you all right?”

Ann helped him to sit up.

He nodded. Looked down at his bra and saw his lap. “Oh,” he said.

“What?”

“I came.”

It was true. He had not only fainted, his penis had discharged, even though it was in chastity. Limp, it had spurted out a large load.

Ann helped him to his feet. Her concern turned to an insouciant grin.

“Go jump in the pool, Jack.” She unfastened the old bra and that seemed to help him.

“My clothes. What…” he was in a state of confusion.

“Just jump in the pool. Get your clothes cleaned, then take them all off and hang them up to dry.”

Jack stumbled into the daylight. He stepped into the pool, sank under the water and just held his position, stared at the water that enveloped him.

After a minute he came to the surface. He took off his clothes and tossed them over to the lounge chairs.

He got out of the pool, and for the first time in three days his penis was quiet. It had discharged. It was empty.

He hung his clothes over the patio furniture. Oh, well. Naked for the rest of the day. But it was not to be.

Jack entered the basement, a little red in the face to be naked, a little embarrassed about what had happened, even though he didn’t really understand it.

Ann was waiting for him. She had turned her chair so it was sideways to her writing table, and she had placed another chair facing hers.

She motioned Jack to sit, and when he did she handed him a fresh beer.

For a moment she said nothing, just watched him. Jack kept looking up, staring down, looking around, back to her. His dick stirred in its cage.

“Jack, you’ve got something called Transvestic Disorder.”

“What?”

“Oh, I’ve known transvestites, and they get aroused by women’s clothes, and they like to wear them, but I’ve never seen a case as severe as yours.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jack, when you put on that bra you had severe reactions. You seemed dazed, unaware as if you weren’t even in this world. You actually stopped breathing, and it wasn’t until I took that bra off you that you started to recover.”

“That’s crazy!”

“No. It is what it is.”

Jack shook his head.

“Will you be willing to find out?”

“Find out how?”

She reached for the table and picked up a garment. Another bra. Not so old, maybe fifties, and held it out to him.

“Remember to breath. Focus on breathing.”

Jack stared at the bra.

In fact, the world seemed to fade a bit, and his eyes focused, like binoculars brought into focus, on the thing.

He didn’t reach, his hand just sort of went out and took the bra.

The cups were bigger, but not by much, and it was obvious that it had been mass produced. The material was more modern. Even the clasps in the back were different, more uniform.

He held it and there was a piece of his mind shrieking. No! No!

But his hand kept moving, and once again he had a piece of finery against his cheek. And he put it to his nose and closed his eyes. The odor was, as she had intimated, world transporting.

Suddenly he wasn’t Jack. He was just a bundle of compulsions, all screaming at him to…put it on. Put it on!

“Remember to breath,” a voice entered his ethereal world.

He slipped his arms under the straps, and hands helped him pull it on, fastened the clasps in the back.

He sat there, breathing deeply, feeling like an elephant had just stepped on his head and he was trying to figure out why.

Ann stood back. Studied his dazed expression, the way he just licked his lips and stared at nothing, and everything.

She stepped back, away form him, and he didn’t seem to notice.

Ann had a few boxes ready for packing, and she took the garments and lingerie off her writing table and boxed them up. One box she slid under the table. The other boxes she put by the stairs, ready for transport.

Jack was still sitting. Silently.

She looked at his lap. His dingus was dingling again. That was a good sign.

She pulled a box to the table and began cataloging it. She ignored Jack.

Jack sat, and the world was wonderful.

It was hazy, and he wasn’t aware, just looking at the thin reality that surrounded him.

Minutes passed slowly, very slowly.

At noon Ann undid the bra and put it in the box under her table.

Jack still sat for a while, but he slowly started showing signs of awareness.

She inspected his face minutely. His eyes. She said, “Jack, come upstairs. Do you understand?”

Jack nodded. Or he was aware of his head nodding.

“Stand up!”

He did, with her help, then she turned and went up the stairs.

He followed her, his body stiff and moving without good coordination.

When he reached the kitchen he saw Ann standing at the stove. The aroma of cooking hamburgers reached him. It was a delicious, earthy smell, and it brought him back a little more.

How long had it taken him to go up those stairs?

“Sit down, Jack.”

With a bit more motor skills working, Jack sat at the kitchen table.

She poured him a glass of Coke. He sipped, then sputtered. Whiskey!

“Drink it all, Jack. You need it.”

Jack sipped the drink. He actually liked whiskey. Bourbon. But it had caught him by surprise.

As he sipped, as the liquor swirled down to his belly, he came more and more back to reality.

“What happened?”

She didn’t explain, just made a hamburger and placed it in front of him.

He didn’t think he was hungry, but he found himself eating, and then eating ravenously.

Then the burger was gone and he was wondering where it had gone, but…he was back.

He was Jack again, be it a bit hazy and dazy.

Ann had sat down across from him, and she was sipping on a bourbon and Coke, too.

Jack, a Transvestic Disorder is not just simple transvestism. It is not crossdressing. It is much deeper than that.

“Is that what I just did?”

“Can you tell me what you felt? What it was like?”

Jack thought about it. He finished his drink and she poured him another one, placed it front of him.

Finally, he said, “It was like I was somewhere else. I was here, but I didn’t know who I was. I couldn’t walk, or talk, and I felt…happy. Consumed. Elevated to some ethereal plane.”

He went on, describing senses as she prompted, and they discussed evry aspect of his little ‘journey.’

At the end he blurted. “So what do I do?”

Ann seemed bemused by the question. “Do? I don’t know. Do what you want to do, I suppose.”

“But what if it’s dangerous?”

“Dangerous? Being happy?”

“A drug addict is happy, and then he isn’t.”

She frowned. “Good point.”

Then she said, “Would you like to explore this a bit?”

“I’m afraid.”

“Which is worse? Not knowing? Or fear?”

That made Jack think.

“What about…” he stopped talking and bit his lip.

“What about what?”

“What about my mother?”

“What about her?”

Jack’s eyes closed in a little. He was having deep thoughts, but not exactly pleasant thoughts.

“Jack, it’s you who have the condition, and we can’t be sure you even have the condition at all. It’s my diagnoses, and I’m not a medical professional.”

“Are you saying I should see a doctor? A shrink? Because I don’t want to.”

“Why not?”

“My mother had strokes. Little mini-strokes. The doctors kept putting her in the hospital for short stays, but they couldn’t find anything. In the end it turned out to be migraines, treatable by a dose of the right kind of aspirin type pill. All those doctors, for all those years, and they all got it wrong.”

“So all doctors are quacks,” she murmured, then she surprised Jack:“Actually, I agree. When Tom, my husband, died, he went through an amazing series of misdiagnoses. He was given wrong medicines. Doctors all had different opinions. By the end I felt like he was being treated more like a lab rat than a human.”

“So what do we do?”

Ann noted the use of ‘we.’ Jack was hijacking her into this mess.

Yet, she was there, at the beginning, at the start of it. And it was the most fascinating thing she had ever seen in her life.

A young man transported, as if to an alternative reality, just by wearing other clothes, the ‘wrong’ clothes.

“If we look at this, really look at this, then I have a couple of conditions.”

“What?” He seemed hopeful.

“First, we’re going to have to talk to your mother, and even show her what is happening.”

“My mother.” He was frightened by having his mother find out something so weird about him. On the other hand, she was his mother, and who do little boys run to when they get hurt or scared?

But he wasn’t so little anymore.

“Yes. You’re of age, but you and I both know that your mother is a part of your life and always will be. If not for you, for her. She has to know.”

Jack absorbed that, put it into his mind for further and later cogitation, then asked, “And second?”

“I do know people that we can talk to. They will be medical professionals, but they will be amenable to your wishes. If things get weird…” as if they weren’t weird enough already, “…then I want to be able to call in professional help.”

“Okay. I need to think about it.”

Ann smiled. “Take all the time you want, but I think you know that this thing that you’ve experienced, it’s going to be like a drug. It’s going to fill your mind, obsess you, consume you. Also, if I’m going to be involved I want to move forward, not dilly dally while you go through mental torment.”

She used the term ‘mental torment’ casually but deliberately.

And Jack understood.

What he had experienced was worse than being a drunk, or an addict. Potentially. He knew he was going to have to find out.

“I’ll tell you tonight. After work. I just want a few hours to think on it.”

“Sounds fine. And, speaking of work…”

They both grinned, and they quickly cleaned up the kitchen.

“Jack has a disorder.”

Joan stared at her neighbor.

Ann was dressed down, which was a change, and Jack sat quietly by the side.

“What do you mean.”

“We were going through boxes, and we some old dresses, lingerie, things like that. When we were cataloging them Jack touched one, and he had a…a fugue. He experienced a fugue state. Like he wasn’t even there.”

“Wait a minute…tell me…start from the beginning. And I want detail.”

Ann complied. She spoke carefully and circumspectly. She described the episode, including how he had had ‘accidental discharge.’ She described the second episode, and Jack nodded when she described his ‘other reality.’

“So this thing, this Transvestic Disorder…wait a minute.”

Joan picked up her ipad and went searching for definitions.

She snapped the ipad closed and looked up, and her eyes weren’t friendly.

Why would they be? A lady she barely knows comes in and accuses her son of having a strange sexual disorder.

“First, I want to thank you for your assistance, but I’ll take it from here.”

“Mother—“

“Shush, Jack. Furthermore, I will have qualified professionals look into this.”

But she wouldn’t. It was obvious that it was easier to deny the situation than confront it. After all, the very idea of such a thing, of a transsomething disorder, it was ridiculous.

“Joan—“

“That’s enough.”

And Jack whispered, “Like your migraines.”

Joan’s head jerked towards her son.

“Those doctors danced you around like a puppet for years, when all you needed was some special aspirin. You think I’m going to let them poke into my head? Those guys are a bunch of voodoo witch doctors!”

“Jack, I’ve been around longer than you and—“

“What would happen if I hadn’t had this episode? What would happen if I lived a life unaware of this condition. I get married, and I touch my wife’s bra and suddenly it kicks in. I fall to the floor, she screams. Doctors. Insurance. Broke. And the doctors, who know nothing at all about this condition, but just want to poke around like a bunch of Frankensteins, write their papers and charge us money as they get rich.”

Jack was out of breath, and he was scared, but he had summed up the situation perfectly.

Joan stood up and went into the kitchen. She drank water. She returned.

She was still icy towards Ann, but instead of snapping out, she asked, “Show me.”

Jack looked at Ann, who looked at him, and they shrugged.

Ann had had a suspicion this might come up, and she had an old bra in her pocket.

“Okay. But you have to promise not to freak, not to call the doctors or the police or anything. Jack is going to be out of it, but he will come back when I remove the bra. Okay? Do you agree?”

Joan paused, then gave a hard nod of her head.

“Jack, take off your shirt.”

Jack removed his tee shirt, pulled it over his head and deposited it on the floor next to the chair he was sitting in.

Joan sat forward, on the edge of the sofa, and Ann handed Jack the bra.

Jack felt his penis stirring. Oh, damn. He had the chastity cage on. Well, too late now.

He slipped his hands through the straps and felt goose bumps. He felt the straps caressing his shoulders. He gasped.

Joan gasped. This was her son.

Jack shrugged into the garment, and things became hazy. He was aware of his dingus singing. Squirming but singing.

Ann went behind him and closed the hooks.

Jack’s eyes glazed over. He saw the world as if it was in a light, hazy fog. Discernible, sharp, but the colors paled. He stopped talking.

His mother on the couch, staring at him.

A golden feeling of wonder washed over him.

His penis struggling, and loving it.

His mother yelling, terrified, trying to do something in spite of her promise.

But she hadn’t expected to see her son zone out like this.

Joan pushing on his mother’s shoulders.

Jack felt himself shifting, drifting, and it seemed like there was something ominous on the edge of his vision, just beyond the hazy walls of his house.

His mother screaming, crying. Ann holding her, consoling her, trying to explain.

But how do you explain the joys of insanity to a sane person?

Or was it the joys of sanity to an insane person?

Jack, without moving, could see around him. 360. Behind him. To the front again, and he felt himself discharging. His penis squirting.

That’s funny. There’s more here. He couldn’t move, but his awareness moved.

It was like a dream he couldn’t wake up from, yet he had awareness beyond the awareness of a simple earthling.

What was he? Who was he?

His mother finally sitting, sobbing, wringing her hands and watching him.

Ann behind him, fumbling, and he blurted. “Wait!”

Ann froze. Wait? He had spoken! It was the first time he had spoken in this fugue state!

His head turned. He didn’t turn it, just sort of wished it, whimmed it, and it turned towards his mother. He focused, and his mouth moved.

He tried to whim it again, to speak as if with thoughts, rather than mechanical voice offerings.

“Mother…I…need…this.”

“What?” she asked through her tears.”

“I…need…to…know.”

Then he was done. No more. That had taken all his effort. He fell back and Ann struggled to get the bra off him.

Finally, she pulled it off, and he felt sanity, or was it insanity, returning to him.


Epilogue

An hour later they sat in the living room.

Jack had gone to the bathroom and cleaned himself up.

Joan had poured herself, and Ann, a stiff shot of bourbon.

They sat and looked at each other.

“I don’t understand it, mother,” said Jack. “But I have to.”

“But if you’re deliberately forcing yourself into some kind of mental breakdown…”

“It’s not a breakdown. It’s…different. I don’t know what it is, but every time I do it I feel better. I feel more aware.”

“But you look so tired!”

“But I feel so alive.”

“So what is it you’re planning to do?”

“I’m going to wear one of those bras, and if the experiment calls for it, other clothes. Ann will help me. We’ll report to you.”

“And if I don’t agree?”

Jack took a deep breath. “You have to. I can’t live with half a foot in heaven and wondering what it would be like if I took a whole step.

“A half a foot in heaven,” Joan mused. She wasn’t happy, but she was calm now, and she could see Jack’s viewpoint. And even Joan’s.

But it was her son.

But…he had to do it. And she knew that he would find a way. He was that kind of boy. He would find a way, and do his experiments, and then she wouldn’t find out. Maybe not until something bad happened.

But if she agreed, then she would be there, able to step in if things got…bad.

So she said the only thing she could.

“Okay.”


The Dream of Feminization!

A man is compelled to enter

the real world of feminization!


Part Three

Jack lay on his bed and wondered.

The moon was shining through the upstairs window, and his mind was gone to the moon of sexual possibilities.

He had never felt the slightest inclination to wear women’s clothes, but now that he had worn a bra, now that he had experienced a sexual fugue that had resulted in him discharging, he wanted to explore further.

He was naked under the sheets, and his penis quivered and struggled in the chastity tube.

That was another thing he had never experienced, but he was experiencing it now!

He hadn’t cum for a couple of weeks, then, during the fugue, his semen had spurted out.

He hadn’t had an orgasm, but it had felt wonderful, especially when he was fully drained. He had felt like he had had an orgasm, but…no bang.

And it had spurted in spite of the fact that he was wearing a chastity tube.

He shifted, and felt his cock. Well, felt the cock cage his cock was in.

There were little openings on the side of the tube, and he could feel his cock trying to press out. The skin bulging and sensitive and desperate.

Lord. He wanted to jack off. Or just dangle free and feel it.

But, no.

In fact, Ann, whose basement he was cleaning, and who was helping him with this ‘problem,’ had said that sexual deprivation might have to do with his having the condition she called Transvestic Disorder.

Hmmm.

Maybe. After all, he had, though not very often, touched women’s underwear before, thrown his mother’s bras in the washer, handled panties that were on a clothesline one day while passing through a yard.

He hadn’t had any reaction then.

But now he was reacting. And he was about as horny as could be. In fact, even after the squirtem had drained he was horny. It was like his body had cum, but his mind hadn’t, and it still wanted to.

He sighed, closed his eyes, and dreamed.

“Cum, Jack!” the woman was sitting on a boulder over a creek. She was thin, ethereal, but with very large and pointed boobs.

Jack was walking up the stream, except…he was different.

He looked down into the water. He had long, brown hair. Auburn, that was it. And his face was harrow, but soft, and…

“Cum, Jack. You know you want to.”

Then the woman was not sitting on the rock. She was standing next to him, a hand on his forearm, her large breasts pressed against his side. “What’s the matter, Jack? Don’t you want to cum?”

“It’s not that…” he stumbled on the river rocks, and his voice jerked a little from that.

“Then what is it? Are you afraid of us?”

Then Jack was alone, standing in a stream, the sun shining down hot upon his head. And he was looking to the skies and saying: “I don’t understand!”

He awoke. The morning sun was shining in the window, blasting the lids of his eyes with bright heat.

He turned his head to the side and blinked. And gulped.

What kind of a dream was that?

He heard his mother call him from downstairs and he mumbled an answer. She must have heard it because didn't call again.

Jack sat up and rubbed his eyes.

He pulled the sheets back and looked at his chastity tube.

His penis was doing a rhumba down there, slapping back and forth and trying to squeeze out. But it wasn’t going anywhere. His balls were hurting. They were official blue balls, even after cumming, and he groaned with frustration.

But, nothing to do, he got up and got dressed.

He and Ann hadn’t told his mother about the chastity tube. They hadn’t discussed it before hand, but they had both avoided that little factor.

And rightly, because his mother wouldn’t understand.             

Maybe later, but right now…she was trying hard to come to grips with her son’s condition.

Transvestic Disorder. Worse than simple transvestitism. And in Jack’s case maybe even worse than that.

How could a mother deal with that?

Wearing a tee, shorts and athletic shoes, Jack trotted down the stairs.

His mother was at the stove, making him breakfast, and he gave her a quick hug.

That surprised Joan, as Jack had never been particularly affectionate. But these last couple of days he seemed to have opened up.

Was it because of him touching—wearing—a bra?

That was a scary thought.

Every woman just wanted a normal, fun loving son. A kid who made mistakes, but would eventually give her grandchildren.

But…did he really have Transvestic Disorder?

Was that a gay thing?

Would he even want kids?

Would that condition somehow render him unable to have children?

She didn’t know, and she smiled, enjoyed the feel of his arms around her briefly, and served him a plate of sausage and French toast. And she had bought Apple Juice, which he preferred over OJ.

“How are you doing?” he asked, and it was obvious what he was asking. How are you dealing with the fact that I have a sexual problem?

She turned to him, her fanny against the sink counter. “I’m okay. I’m a little freaked out. But…you’ll keep me apprised of what happens, won’t you?”

“If anything happens you’ll be the first to know. But, honestly, mother. I think it’s all just a fluke. I think everything will sort of fade and I’ll end up just normal.”

Oddly, there was almost a bit of sadness in his voice.

Normal. What kid wants that?

But what mother doesn’t want that?

“So you’re going to go over there this morning?”

There. Ann’s house. The basement work and the…the bra. And maybe other clothes.

“I am,” he nodded, aware of but glossing over his mother’s worry. “We figure it’s best if we keep everything normal. We keep working, and just experiment every once in a while. I don’t want to feel like a lab rat, you know.”

She smiled, but tiredly. “I understand.”

He was finished, he had eaten quickly, and he stood up and hugged his mother.

Again. Unfamiliar affection. Appreciated.

Then he was out the door, heading for the door through the hedge and Ann’s house.

Her son. Her bra wearing son.

Her knuckles tightened until they were white, and she didn’t understand the emotions she was feeling. It wasn’t just worry.

But what was it?

Jack headed for the back door to the right of the pool area and entered the basement.

It was lit up, but still a trifle gloomy. Being able to see the dust didn’t necessarily ‘de-gloom’ everything.

Down the long aisle he walked, his eyes glancing over the boxes and furniture and various doodads that filled the big basement.

“Good morning, Jack.”

Ann looked up from her writing table and the sight of her took Jack’s breath away.

She was his height, actually about the same build as him, except for her enormous and well shaped breasts. Her smile, through those perfectly shaped red lips, excited him and made his dingus go ding-a-ling.

“Hi.”

“Are you ready to get to work?”

“Uh, did you  want me to…”

“Not for a while. Let’s get some work done first.”

He was disappointed, but didn’t let it show.

He was aware that Ann was checking him out, measuring his attitude.

He brought a large box from the center row of stuff and they began cataloguing old, worn sheets and other bedding.

They worked for an hour, and Jack was going crazy. He wanted to put on the bra. He wanted to feel that golden feeling that had assailed him previously.

Ann seemed content to go at a snail’s pace, however.

Finally, she said, “Bring a couple of beers down, will you?”

He took a box of antiquities to the garage and picked up a couple of frosty ones on the way back.

Ann had set up the chairs so they were facing each other, and she had a couple of garments ready for him.

His heart leaped, and he was grinning widely when he handed her a beer.

They sipped, and she commented wryly, “Look at you. Is your pecker singing?”

“It’s been going crazy all morning.”

“Are you getting used to the chastity tube?”

“I don’t think so. I mean, I’m trying to get harder the same as I was when I first put it on, and it’s actually a little worse.”

She nodded, sipped, contemplated. One leg was crossed over the other, and her foot was bobbing slowly up and down. She was wearing a sandal, and the sandal lightly swayed, the strap hooked over her toes. It was a very sexy, almost provocative, movement.

But then she was nothing but provocative.

Jack waited, and she stirred, handed him a pair of panties. “Off with the duds, Jack. Here you go.”

He stripped out of his clothes, all of them, and was only a little embarrassed when she studied his bobbing cage.

“Lord,” she murmured. “You weren’t kidding.”

Jack pulled up the panties, and the world changed.

His breath grew shorter, quicker. His whole body felt a little off, like he was. swaying, but he didn’t think he was.

The whole catalogue of inner body senses seemed somehow skewed.

Suddenly the basement was pale, washed out, but the shadows disappeared and everything was easy to see, easy to discern, to…to understand.

Understand? What was there to understand?

A box is a box. A shelf is shelf.

But he suddenly felt that the furniture and the boxes and things were not just pale, but somehow more insubstantial. Lighter. Not…not real.

He touched the writing table. It was still solid to the touch, but it was like Jack could feel ‘through’ it.

“How you doing?”

Jack turned to Ann. She was insubstantial. As if her body was somehow made up of less atoms than it had been before.

“It’s different.” He tried to explain about how reality had become somehow ‘feathery.’

“Would you like to work for a while? Let everything settle in?”

“I guess.”

He didn’t. He wanted to put on the bra that was on the writing desk, but he knew it was better to take it slow.

After all, this was like taking a drug. Of course it wasn’t a drug, but what if it had the effects of drugs? The bad effects?

So they went back to work.

Ann kept watching Jack. She noted that he was happier, and he actually seemed to be a bit quicker. Not that he was slow to begin with, but now he was cheerful and that seemed to speed him up incrementally.

They found a record player and Jack plugged it in. It worked, and Jack found a box of records and they listened to a couple of tunes.

It was slightly scratchy, but not bad.

But Ann noted that Jack, sitting and listening to the music, was almost buzzing with happiness.

The panties were tight around his waist, and she could see the cage bobbing a little as his penis tried to stand up.

And he seemed more…harmonious.

Yet, he was Jack. The way he spoke, the way he moved, though happier, was pure Jack.

She had him take the record player upstairs and put it in the pile of good antiques. She went through the records while he was gone, and…he didn’t come back.

After a few minutes she realized this, and she walked slowly up the stairs. Listening.

Jack was in the garage talking to himself.

“You can’t make me do this!”

“But it’s me! How can you refuse?”

He was twitching slightly as he talked, almost like he was dancing, but dancing in an expression of anger.

“Not yet! Don’t you understand?”

“I understand you have to shit or get off the pot!”

“Jack?”

Jack spun, seemed disoriented, then awareness came into his eyes. He looked around in confusion, then at her. “What’s wrong?”

“You were taking a long time.”

“Oh.”

He didn’t seem to want to say anything else, so Ann said, “You were talking to yourself.”

“I was?” honestly perplexed.

Then he said something weird. He grinned and said, “Did I answer myself?” And burbled, “Because it’s all right if I talk to myself if I don’t answer myself.”

That didn’t make much sense to Ann, and she filed it away for future reference. “Let’s get back to work.”

Jack followed her down stairs.

He felt like pushing past her, running, or maybe just flying over her head.

She reached the bottom and pointed to the records. “Why don’t you take those up.”

Jack grabbed the box and trotted up the stairs.

The box wasn’t that heavy, but Jack made it look lighter. And ambulating up the narrow stairway should have been awkward, but it wasn’t. Not for Jack.

Ann waited. She wondered if she was going to have to go after him again. But he returned in a minute and she smiled and considered the bra on her writing table.

Jack was responding to the panties. Should she give him the bra?

Not yet. She had to make sure whatever he was going through didn’t somehow backfire on her. Or him. More him.

“Is that an old lawnmower?” she asked, pointing with a finger, and Jack pulled an old push mower out of the stack of junk.

For another hour they worked. Jack seemed happy and cheerful and was even a bit talkative. Grinning and making jokes and wondering at some of the antiques they were pulling out of the basement.

“Just think, somebody probably read a newspaper under that lamp.”

Or, “That alarm probably woke somebody up every morning for twenty years.”

Ann watched him, conversed with him, kept up her end of the conversation. But she also analyzed his every word, his every gesture. And in the drawer under the table she had another book, one to detail Jack’s adventures in female clothing, and she took it out every once in a while, contemplated Jack, and made notes.

“Seems happy. His penis is definitely happy.”

“Doesn’t show any frustration or lower emotions.”

The panties seem almost designed for his body.

Then it was lunchtime, and Ann decided it was time.

“Jack. Put on the bra and let’s go upstairs for lunch.”

Jack couldn’t wait. He was literally ‘chomping at the bit.’

But he made himself look nonchalant. He picked up the bra, smiled at it, then slipped his arms through the straps.

And the changes started happening.

His eyes glazed over. His mouth opened. He stood as if poleaxed.

Ann watched him. Sat down at her table and took out the Jack Journal, as it was labeled on the front.

She listed her observations on the right side of a column, and her opinions on the left side.

It was pretty straight forward. List his physical reactions, across the page list her thoughts.

He stopped moving, though didn’t seem too unaware. Sometimes he looked around. But it was as if he was in another world.

To Jack it was, exactly, like he was in another world.

He looked down at his chastity tube in the ‘bra world.’

He willed it to break.

In the real world he squirted.

He felt good and smiled.

Everything was golden light. Pale, but somehow glowing, and yet, somehow, insubstantial in even that.

Like he was changed, the world was changed, but only half way.

He suddenly turned his head and looked directly at Ann.

Ann had watched his motions, had seen his penis leak semen.

He said, “I’m…only…half…half…half…” he seemed to struggle, or at least his brow dipped, “halfway.”

He smiled, and though it was just a subtle separation of the lips, a glimpse of his white teeth, it was glorious.

Ann actually felt like the sun had suddenly sliced a beam into the basement.

But there was no sun down there.

“Are you okay, Jack?”

He gave a half nod. Slowly. As if his head was on a string.

“Shall we go up for lunch?”

He jerked, his leg twisting a bit, his shoulder dipping.

Ann didn’t recognize the movement, but it was a subtle turn towards the stairs.

He walked, slowly, and awkwardly, towards the stairs.

He passed Ann. He didn’t look at her. He seemed fixated on going up the stairs.

“Jack?”

He stopped. He didn’t turn around, he just stopped, and his shoulder sort of slumped forward. She knew he was listening.

“Are you somewhere else?”

“Half…half…” The compound word was giving him trouble. “Halfway.”

He stepped onto the stairs. He placed one hand on the wall, and in his weird universe he wondered if he would fall through this thin illusion called a wall.

But he didn’t.

He continued up the steps, one at a time, holding to the wall.

Ann, Jack’s Journal open in her arms, followed him.

She fixed him a hamburger.

She put a Coke down in front of him, and he sipped, then drank, then guzzled the whole thing. He was like a drug addict discovering the ultimate fix.

She put a hamburger in front of him and he picked it up, dripping with juices, and stuffed it into the left cup of his bra.

Ann gasped, but stayed back.

He looked at the cup, bits of lettuce and onion hanging out, the meaty juices seeping through the cup.

He seemed sad.

“What’s the matter, Jack?”

He looked at her. Forlorn, like a lost eight year old is forlorn. “I lost my boobs.”

She went to him then. She was freaked out enough by his actions that she wanted to call it. She wanted to give it a break, maybe think about it.

She undid his bra, took a kitchen towel and cleaned the hamburger off his chest. She rinsed the bra in the sink and draped it over the faucet.

Jack sat and stared, his eyes puzzled. “Hi.”

“Hello, Jack.”

His eyes had a confused look in them.

“Did I…” connections starting to happen in his mind. “How’d I do?”

“You were perfect.”

But was he? He hadn’t really known who he was, and he had tried to make a hamburger into a tit.

“Oh. Okay. What are we doing now?”

He was like a child, trying to figure out kindergarten, when he wasn’t anywhere near kindergarten.

She made him another hamburger, and he ate it.

She watched him. Gave him a Coke. Watched him some more.

Refreshed, fortified, he began to ask intelligent questions.

“So I went a little…somewhere, eh?”

“You did.” Careful. Nonchalant.

“Well, next time I think you should make me wear more clothes.”

He said it so innocently. Not worried at all that he had been half out of his mind, and the other half not functioning.

“Maybe.”

He studied her then, and she had the feeling that he was judging her, figuring out things about himself by looking at her responses.

“I think we should get somebody to help.”

He frowned. His eyebrows dipped, his mouth pursed, and he didn’t look happy. “I already told you how I feel about these so-called ‘medical experts.’”

“Jack. We’re talking about you. When you fade out, go somewhere, have one of these ‘fugues,’ we don’t know what’s happening. What if you’re damaging yourself? What if your brain is, I don’t know, discombobulating, and you don’t even know it.”

“I may be a little weird, but it doesn’t feel any worse than being stoned. I can see the world. I can hear things. And it’s like if I was just a little deeper in I could figure these things out. Besides. I’m normal now. I’m not acting like my mind is gone now, am I?”

Ann kept her face in neutral. “Sometimes you don’t see the car that’s going to hit you until you remember it.”

“I would trust my perceptions over your interpretation and worry.”

Ann sighed. “Let’s think about it. Let’s work, and think, and discuss it again. No harm in putting it off just a little bit, is there?”

“I guess not.” But it was obvious that he wanted to get the lead out. He was an addict, but the addiction was feminization. Sort of.

So they went back to work. They moved through the center row in the basement, going through boxes, cataloging several boxes of ancient magazines. Magazines from the twenties and thirties. There was even a box of yellowed pulp magazines. Amazing Stories, of all things.

By four o’clock they were done for the day and they headed out for the pool.

They swam, again in the nude, and they splashed each other, and Ann went for a couple of bourbon and Cokes. Then they were sitting in the lounge chairs, sipping a second bourbon and Coke, and she moved on to his chair.

They were crowded. Happily, and she had her hand on his worm, curling around it, feeling the plastic, squeezing his testicles, and making him groan.

“I know you want to get going. I know you want to find out things about your…your ‘condition.’ But when you’re dealing with something that nobody has ever heard of, we should not be in a hurry. So what if you get there tomorrow instead of today. You’ll still get there.”

He considered that, and knew she was right, but he still had this urge, stronger than sex, to get the show on the road. But he admitted to her that she was right.

But he didn’t think he could contain himself much longer.

She was on her side then, facing him, her large breasts hanging against his chest. She reached up and moved his face towards her and kissed him. A long time. And she got into it.”

Then they just lay there, looking at each other.

She whispered, “My husband’s name was Tom. He was a transvestite. Not like you, but serious enough. But he died.”

Jack knew he was being indelicate, but he had to know. “Did his death have anything to do with dressing up?”

She shook her head. “Car accident. I can’t tell you how much it hurt. But now, seeing you, your situation, I want to help you. I wasn’t always good with Tom. And when he was gone I realized how much I robbed him of his time, our time. I could have had so much fun with him, doing the things he loved, and, instead, I was…pissy. Crossdressing is wrong. Transvestites are evil.” Tears welled in her eyes.

“Now, seeing you wear female clothes, I feel it all again, and I don’t want to be pissy. I want to…be with you. Enjoy you. That’s why I’m so scared when you…go away like you do.”

“But I’m in no danger! I like where I’m going, even if I don’t understand…and…and…”

She shut him up with another kiss. She took his hand and placed it on her breast. “As long as you understand why I’m so worried, maybe you can be convinced to at least take it a little easy.”

He nodded.

“Do you think you could get me off? With your hand? Right here?”

He kissed her, and went to work.

And he sure wished he could get his cock out of lock and drive it into the dock.

And now he understood a little of what made Ann Jacobs who she was, and why she did the things she did.

That night he lay in his bed. The house quiet. The only thing moving in it was his cock and his mind.

The sheets were light on him, and he sighed and closed his eyes.

He thought about Ann and what she had told him. He wondered how many people in the world were gay. Well, not gay, but crossdressers. Not severely afflicted like him, but just wanted to wear nice lingerie and clothes. Maybe get a little sexually stimulated.

He got out of bed and went to his desk and opened his laptop. He came across a timeline of laws passed against crossdressers, then found an estimate.

Two to ten per cent. Which meant a good average would be five or six per cent.

Five per cent of the population wore panties, or bras, or other articles of female apparel. Or even dresses.

He sat at his desk, naked except for the chastity tube. He could see out the window here, and he watched Ann’s house.

One light was on. It was at the rear of the house, and suddenly it went out. She had just gone to sleep.

He should, too.

He stood up and headed for his bed…and the door opened. “Jack—oh!”

His mother stood in the doorway and stared at his groin. His crotch. His packaged pecker.

“Uh, mom.”

He hurriedly slipped into bed.

“What was that?” she blurted.

“Underwear.”

“That was not underwear! That was…something. Now tell me!”

She opened the door all the way and stepped into the room. Her arms were folded across her chest and she had that no nonsense look that mother’s get when they think their children are in danger.

He fluffed the pillow, sat half up and met her gaze.

“It’s called a chastity tube.”

“What’s it for. Oh, for chastity. Why are you wearing it?”

“Ann wanted me to wear it. She wants me to be chaste around her.”

He was skirting things here, and he didn’t talk about how she touched him, how she kissed him and sexually tortured him.

Joan crossed the room to his chair, turned it towards him and sat down. For a long moment she looked about to say something, but didn’t, then finally burst out, “Does it work?”

“Too well,” he admitted. “You don’t have to worry about me getting some poor young girl pregnant.”

She blinked. “But you’ll take it off if you get married.”

“I’ll take it off at the end of the summer.”

“Are you screwing Ann?” It was blunt. A mother’s worry.

“No. Not with this thing on.”

“But…I saw you kissing her on her patio.”

Jack couldn’t help it. He quipped. “And what part of the body is the patio? Exactly.”

For a moment Joan was flustered, then she started snickering.

“Okay,” she said. “I deserved that. And I shouldn’t even be talking about this. You’re of age. I can’t look over your shoulder and second guess you.”

“Thank you,” he answered.

She sat for a moment longer, then said, “Can I see it?”

Without hesitating Jack threw the sheets back and sat up. He spread his legs and Joan studied the thing.

“And that…does it hurt?”

“In the best way.”

“Well. I don’t think, if I was a man, I would want something like that locked onto me.”

“Good thing you’re not a man, then.”

She smiled, a wan, perfunctory smile, then got up. “Be careful, Jack.”

“I will.”

“Good night.” She left the room.

Jack lay back and sighed. His dingus was rockin’ and rollin,’ and it looked like it would do so all night long.

Well, so be it.

He closed his eyes.

His feet were wet. They were cold. Normally cold feet would have bothered him, but this cold made his feet awake, made him aware of his feet as he had never been.

But why were they wet and cold?

He looked down and saw that he was in a stream. Pebbles under his feet should have hurt, digging into his sole, but he was light and airy. His heart was soaring and the world felt so wonderful It was glowing, holding him like a baby, but he was all grown up. Sort of.

“It goes to the sea, you know.”

Jack turned. His whole body, not piece by piece, but just…his whole body turned without effort or muscular contraction.

The girl was next to him, and now he was aware enough to actually take note of the fine points of her.

She was slender and wore a thin dress that was almost transparent. He could see hints of her body through it.

He could see the dark patch of her crotch, the delicate Y from which life flows.

He could see her breasts, large for her thin frame, sloping down to points that thrust up.

Her face was thin, almost oval, except for the chin being slightly thinner. Her nose was sharp and her eyes were glistening emeralds.

Her eyes were laughing and concerned at the same time.

“What does?” he asked, feeling a bit obtuse, maybe even stupid.

“The ocean. It takes you want to go, and the ocean is where you want to be. Don’t you?”

“I…I don’t know. I don’t…what is this place?”

She was suddenly standing closer to him, and they were the same size. They were eye to eye, and Jack knew that he was only a couple of feet tall.

She placed a hand on his forearm, “You’ve got to hurry, Jack.”

“Why?”

“The ocean. It’s calling, and it hurts. Come on, Jack. We need you.”

“We?”

She turned and swept a hand along the bank of the river.

Women stood on the bank. Hiding behind thick roots, peering over boulders. Eyes in the foliage.

Jack stared, was stunned by the looks in the eyes of the beholders.

They were frightened, and they were beseeching. But…what did they…want…want…


Part Four

“…want you to get up!”

Jack’s eyes opened. His mother was shaking his shoulder. She was smiling, but she was also insistence.

“Good Lord, Jack, do you always sleep so soundly?”

He sat up, and bent over.

“What is it?” she asked, suddenly alarmed.

“Nothing. I have to pee.”

She looked confused.

“With this thing on I can’t get my morning woodie. It hurts a little.”

“Oh, well,” she was confused, didn’t know what to do with this brash confession. “I’ve got breakfast ready,” she backed away. “It’s a little cold, but…”

Flustered, she left his room.

Jack only had to cross the hall to the bathroom, so he pulled a robe on and dashed, and sat—that was another thing, he always had to sit—and drained the lizard.

“Ahhh,” he groaned as the joy of relief spread through his aching groin.

Then his penis got a little less wild and wooly and he returned to his room to get dressed.

His mother had a plate of bacon and sausage for him, and she put it in the microwave. She stared at him as he sat down.

“I’m okay, mom.”

“How did it go yesterday?”

“It went fine. I’m more aware, I think I’m seeing things, and I feel like I can actually move. I feel like I’m breaking through.”

Actually, he hadn’t though of this, but the dream of the night before prompted him, made him speak with a confidence that he wasn’t sure he had.

“And you’re being careful?”

“Mom!”

Ding!

She hid her concern, though not the biting of her lip, and removed the plate from the microwave and placed it before him.

He slopped some syrup over the warm plate and started eating rapidly, just shoving food into his maw.

“What’s the hurry?”

“I overslept. I don’t want Ann to think I’m a lazy…”

He stopped. He was about to say ‘lazy slut,’ which as an unfiltered boy he might have said. But wearing the lingerie was affecting him, making him more careful of what he was saying, how he was acting.

He realized he was going to have to tell Ann about this.

Joan was sitting across from him and she suddenly reached across the table and placed her hand on his arm.

He stopped eating.

“I just…I’m worried.”

The old Jack would have chuckled and put her off. But the new Jack was more sensitive. He put his hand on hers. “Mother. I feel wonderful. I like what is happening. I’m discovering things about myself, things I never knew. You just have to trust me. Trust that I know what I’m doing, and that I’ll back off if anything starts to happen.

Still, his mother had that worried look plastered on her face.

He leaned forward and kissed her cheek.

That seemed to relax her. At least enough for her to let go.

He smiled and kept pushing the groceries down the gullet. He may be more gentle, but he ate like a piggy boy. And that was okay.

“Hey! I’m sorry I’m late!”

“No prob,” Ann smiled. She was wearing a halter top and her hair was up. She looked absolutely delicious in the hard but gloomy light of the basement.

“I’ve got some things you might want to know.” He sat down next to the writing table and faced her.

She put down her pen and closed the journal she used for cataloging the contents of the basement. “Oh?”

Jack told her about the way he was feeling.

She listened, and wondered if it was just his maturity showing through. But he seemed so earnest, and he did seem to be speaking with a slightly softer voice.

And his eyes were glittering.

He was happy.

Then, when she thought he was done, he told her about the dreams.

“Jack,” she said when he was done. “Are you sure you don’t want me to call in somebody who knows about this stuff?”

“No!” he seemed a bit alarmed by the thought. “Why would you want to do that?”

“Because I had a dream, too.”

“What?”

“It was sort of like yours. A girl with a thin but beautiful face. Big…you know…” she cupped her breasts.

He grinned, then sobered. “What happened?”

“I was standing in a stream, but it was cold. My feet felt like blocks of ice, and the girl was holding my wrists. She had a grip like bear traps. She held me and I couldn’t get free. And I was shivering. She wasn’t mean, or anything, but she kept saying, ‘Hurry up. Hurry. The ocean hurts.’ Jack, it was so very, very cold!”

Jack was frozen in thought.

She had had a dream. Like him. Real like him, but not so pleasant.

“What does it mean?” he asked.

“That’s why I want to bring somebody in. Somebody to help us understand what is happening. Jack, I don’t mind telling you that I woke up in a fright. I was still shivering, and my feet…they were so cold they hurt. I actually got up and ran hot water over them.

Jack waited for her to finish,, it looked like she wanted to say more, then he realized she was waiting for him to say it was okay to bring somebody in.

“But I really don’t want anybody else. I’ve agreed to go slow. I trust you. I seem to be feeling better about all this—“

“And the dreams?”

He didn’t know where it came from, but he blurted, “More beer.”

Ann couldn’t help a giggle escaping. “Jack! That’s not right!”

But the discussion, and all the seriousness of it, was over.

They worked on the basement all morning. They catalogued a box of TV guides and Archie comics.

Jack laughed at the mix. Archie and old TV sets. A more innocent time, for sure.

By lunch he was anxious. He wanted to try something, to touch a bra, to put it on, but Ann kept glancing at him out of the corner of his eye.

So he controlled himself, out waited her, and she broke right after lunch.

“Okay,” she sighed.

Jack grinned. “So what are we going to try?”

Ann heaved a sigh. “Panties and bra and…do you think you can put on a slip?”

He nodded automatically, his penis waggling furiously in the cage.

Slips have been around a while, usually as a shift, or some loose fitting garment to protect the girl from rough cloth. The one Ann had chosen was satiny smooth, probably from the sixties.

Jack put on his panties, and he felt the world getting lighter, easier to deal with.

He put on the bra and things changed. He tried to conceal the impact, but Ann was watching closely.

He gasped as colors became bright, but in a foggy sort of way. He felt his feet grow warm, like he was standing in the stream again.

His penis grew and pressed against the sides and end of the chastity cage, and it throbbed, but it didn’t wiggle and waggle. It just…pressed.

Ann watched it. She came over and felt it. She suppressed a frown. Somehow his reactions were different, but he seemed so happy, and so…inquisitive.

He moved around the basement touching things, feeling them, sniffing them.

He turned to her. “It’s wonderful,” he whispered. “Where’s the slip?”

He was more aware, more able to move. Whatever was happening, he was adapting.

She put the slip over his head and they both gave little tugs and it slid into place.

Ann started blinking. It was like he had little boobs inside the dress, inside the bra.

When it was just the bra he was flat, male flat. But with the slip on it looked like he actually had little lemon-sized boobs. And his nipples were big and hard. Bigger than they had been.

“Ooh,” Jack moaned, and he moved his hands up, over his waist, and felt himself.

Before he could reach the boobs, however, Ann moved in.

“Let me feel, Jack.”

She cupped his breasts, and, yes. He definitely had a small swelling over the pectorals. Not huge, but not male.

She stepped back.

He felt his breasts, and he smiled. “Am I here?” he asked.

“Yes, Jack.”

“But it’s so different, and the stream…” he frowned.

“What about the stream, Jack?”

It’s muddy. Something is stopping the stream from…from going…”

“To the ocean?”

He smiled, and his smile looked downright idiotic, but he nodded. Then he frowned. “How did you know? You’re not even there?”

“Are you, Jack?”

He paused, and nodded. “It’s beautiful.”

“Where are you, Jack?”

“In the stream, but I’m not moving. It’s getting muddier.

He described the world he was in. It was a mix of flat basement with a stream running through it. The basement was miles wide, and sunlight shone along the edges of the ceiling, all the way around. The clouds were light, fluffy and insubstantial.

“Nothing going to hang from them,” Jack described at one point.

Finally, Ann had it all written down.

Jack was functioning now. He wasn’t frozen. The slip had changed something, and she wondered what would happen if he put on more feminine finery.

But she wasn’t willing to find out. Right now she just wanted to know how well he could function.

“Jack, can you work?”

“Sure!” He smiled, and his lips looked softer, rounder,  as did his eyes.

“Get another box.”

Jack did. A box full of fireplace paraphernalia. Iron pokers, heavy screen and hopper, the cradle that holds the wood in the fireplace. It was heavy, but he lifted it easily, more easier than if he had lifted it with his male persona.

Was he shorter? Maybe by an inch?

She didn’t know, but it seemed like he was.

He placed the box by the writing table and began taking items out of it. They were dirty, soot encrusted, yet his hands remained clean.

At one point Ann touched the tip of the poker. It was dirty and left a smudge on her finger. Yet Jack had picked it up with his hand, and it had even touched his slip, but it had left no smudges on him!

When she was done describing the items in her book he trotted up the stairs with it. He almost pranced, gleefully.

She watched his ass move, and it was different. Rounder. And it seemed to shift and even jiggle differently than when he was just Jack.

She raised a hand and almost called out to him for two more beers.

But he was gone, so she didn’t.

She sat at her table and pondered the changes. Something was happening to Jack, and it seemed to be physical. That was ridiculous, though.

How could somebody change physically just from putting on a slip?

But she was observing the changes, so…

Jack placed a cold beer on the corner of her desk. He had moved silently, and she was deep in thought, and it startled her.

“Oh!”

“I heard you wanted a beer.”

“You heard?”

“Sure. I was at the top of the stairs and you called out.”

Her mouth started to open in surprise, so she took a quick sip to hide her reaction. She lowered the bottle. Carefully: “Jack, I never said anything.”

“But you thought it?”

She nodded.

“Oh, I guess that’s what I heard.”

She let it slide, but was secretly marveling.

He read my mind? That was something new.

That was the big shock, but the rest of the afternoon was little surprises.

Jack was more talkative. He was cheerful. He giggled a lot. He even pranced like…like a girl.

A happy girl.

And the boobs…wow!

Four o’clock arrived.

“Okay, Jack. Time to return to earth.”

She was half joking, and half realizing that this was a serious statement.

He was here…but where was he? Really?

Jack sighed, and it looked like he wanted to keep his feminine finery on, but he took off the slip, the panties and the bra, and handed them to Ann.

And he had no tits. The little boobs were gone.

And she could tell that he was back to being a nice, sort of conservative male.

Softer, more considerate, even moved a little more gently, but…no girlish mannerisms.

They headed out to the pool and jumped into the water.

Jack sighed and floated on his back. He was happy. His whole body was happy. Oddly, his penis wasn’t jumping around as much.

It had been super wiggly before he had put on the lingerie, but now…now it just sort of lay there. Like something had happened.

Happy.

But not moving so much.

Ann noticed it, too. She swam over to him and put a hand under his butt and supported his float. The other hand gripped his chastity tube. “You don’t look too excited. Did you exhaust yourself?”

He shook his head and considered his penis. His happy penis. It was like he had screwed, and cum, and now it was done.

“I don’t know. It feels good, but maybe wearing that stuff…maybe my penis was excited the whole time and I didn’t notice it.”

Ann thought about that. She hadn’t seen his penis the whole afternoon because he had on panties and slip. Well, that would change. She was going to have to check him periodically through the day.

She leaned over his groin and lapped at his penis. She engulfed his cage with her mouth, and she massaged his balls.

“Oh, that feels good,” he sighed.

His penis shifted a little, but only barely. It mostly just stayed sluggish and unexcited in the tube.

Food for thought.

Jack went home and napped. His mother noticed, but didn’t say anything. He was working, and she understood a hard day’s work might make somebody sleep.

But she also nibbled her lip, and while he slept, the sheets half off him, she studied the way his cock nestled in his cage.

It was a pretty penis. She hadn’t seen it since he was a baby boy, but it was like his father’s and she well remembered that hunk of meat.

Jack stirred and she started to back up, then she noticed that something was different.

His musculature.

he was think, but he had defined muscles. Now they weren’t so defined. And his chest…it looked a little…puffy.

Jack stirred again and she backed out of the room and closed his door gently.

As she walked downstairs to prepare dinner she considered him and his…adventures.

He seemed happy.

Heck, he was happy.

So why was she so worried.

And had he lost muscles by working? That made no sense at all!

As worried as Joan was, Jack ate dinner, then spent the evening with her. They watched TV, the Towering Inferno. They even made a bowl of popcorn and they shared it.

Joan kept glancing at him, and he seemed truly excited. He was calm, peaceful, and he was enjoying the movie. Eating popcorn. Sipping a Pepsi.

He was a beautiful boy. Well, a man. Some girl would be lucky.

But she had this sense of unease in the deep down psyche.

About ten Jack decided to go to bed. A little early for him, so she asked, “Going to play video games?”

“I don’t think so. I just need my beauty sleep.”

Beauty sleep? That was a feminine thing to say.

But she didn’t object when Jack sauntered upstairs and went into his bedroom.

If she only knew what, specifically, was bothering her.

He stood ankle deep in the stream. He felt…shorter. He felt like he had shrunk. He looked down.

The water was muddy. Not too muddy, but it hadn’t been muddy the day previous.

Suddenly an object nudge his leg, then floated by. He leaned over and picked it up, and dropped it.

It was a dead fish. Dead with gills that gasped but only ingested mud. Fins that shivered in the water, but couldn’t get through the mud fast enough to breath.

“The river can’t get to the ocean, Jack. So the fish are dying. When the fish die the fisherman won’t have enough to feed their families, and you know what that means.”

Jack turned. It was the woman. Small, slender, an Elf-like face.

She had been more human, or at least not elf-like, the night, or day, or whatever it was, before.

Now she was doll like, large breasts, wearing the flimsy shift.

He could see her breasts, standing up, not needing a bra.

She was strong, agile, but she wouldn’t be when the river died, and the fish died, and the people…but she wasn’t a people!

What was she?

“I’m a fairy, Jack.”

His mind went through corkscrews of thought.

Fairy…queer…no…old time fairy…like…fairy tales.

“Why am I here?” he asked. “And what does it mean if the fishermen can’t feed their families?”

The woman studied him. Then: “Are you here for a while, Jack? Do you have the time for me to explain?”

“Yes!” Then: “I took as nap earlier. I went to bed earlier. Tell me what is going on!”

“Very well, come with me, Jack.”

The woman/girl/elf/fairy/whatever took Jack’s hand and they crossed the stream and climbed the bank.

Jack was aware, as they walked, that his feet were not so warm today. But he felt strong and agile, like he could do somersaults, and he had never done a somersault in his life!

They entered the wood, following a tunnel through the greenery, branches for a cover, bushes for walls. The woman was light on her feet, and shortly Jack felt the dancing rhythm of her infecting his body.

She leaped over a root, and Jack leaped with her.

They ducked under a branch, and Jack found himself able to bend his knees deep and walk, lower than a crawl, under the foliage.

The tunnel/trail weaved this way and that. It led between boulders and over hummocks.

The world was rich with greenery, and Jack noticed that animals were accompanying them. Chipmunks chattering, skipping ahead on the branches then waiting.

Birds fluttering by to take up roost and peer at them with little, pebble eyes, their heads turning and craning and scrutinizing.

And once a fox. Lush, red fur, a pointy nose, a thick tail that swept the earth.

“They depend on you, Jack. For they depend on the river, too. They fish and they drink, and they need you to hurry up, Jack.”

Then they were walking through a village. But whereas the animals saw them and watched them and even danced along next to them, the people in the village didn’t see them, ignored them, and Jack and the woman entered into the village without fanfare.

The woman stopped at the well, which was the center point of the village.

Women came to the well, walked past within inches without giving an indication that they had seen Jack and the woman.

They dipped water, and looked disgusted into the bucket.

“It’s brown,” muttered one old granny type.

“It’s the curse,” muttered a man standing nearby.

“None of that now, Hiram. We don’t need any of your doom and gloom.”

“Tain’t doom and gloom to see the way of the world. The river’s turning brown, and now the well water…can’t catch a decent fish…it’s all going bad.”

The woman advanced on him, shook a bony finger under his nose. “You ain’t too old to get a whippin’, Hiram Pheller.”

That seemed to do the trick, for Hiram wandered off, giving only a small backward glance of reproach.

Then Jack noticed: the men were smaller than the women.

And where the women walked the men stepped aside.

Stepped aside as if for royalty, and the women walked in pairs and threes and ignored the men.

“What is happening?” muttered Jack.

“What is happening?” Jack simply didn’t understand. The changes in himself, the mystery of the river, the women in charge…what was this place?

“When the fish die the fishermen can’t feed their families, and they die. And then…You’ve got to hurry, Jack. We can’t do it without you.”

“Do what?”

“Stop them. Stop…stop…”

“Stop…stop…stop it….”

Jack sat up and looked around. It was middle of the night and the dream had awoken him.

He had been in another world, and yet…it was the same. But how he didn’t know.

And he was cold. The warmth he had felt before…no longer.

The feeling of desperation, fish dying, and a whole e co system with them.

He looked down at his chest. Boobs. Small. Just bumps. But…boobs.

But he didn’t feel bad about it. It was necessary.

He had to help the…the…

Who was he trying to help? Nothing made sense; everything was muddled.

For long minutes he sat there. He became of the clock ticking. He got up and closed the window. He got a blanket from the closet and wrapped himself in it.

He felt like he could never sleep again. Not after…but…but nothing had really happened?

Just the strange village with women in charge and the fishermen complaining and his feet were so cold.

And the bumps on his chest.

So why was he shivering? Why was he feeling like the world was coming to an end?

He looked at the clock again, and now it registered. Three.

He lay back and knew he would be awake till morning.

But he wasn’t.

He awoke in the village. The sound of smack…smack…smack…

Nobody there. Deserted, except for the sounds coming from one hut.

Smack…smack…smack…

The woman wasn’t there.

He looked down at his chest.

The little bumps were bigger. He was growing boobs in this dream.

And the real world, the world in which he had gone to sleep…that was the dream.

Now he was awake.

His body was slender but lithe. He felt energized, but empty. The way of the world was changing.

Smack…smack…smack…

He walked towards the hut. He was wearing a shift, like the woman, but the woman was gone.

She had had enough of the village, the village that presented a happy front, but the fish were dying and the well was brown, and he heard a voice.

“You tell everybody it’s the curse, but we know what the curse is, don’t we?”

Smack…smack…smack…

“It’s the men. The men, like you. The men who have refused their ownership and now destroy the world.”

Smack…smack…smack…

“You’ve got to learn. You’ve—“

Jack looked in the door of the hut.

The old fisherman who had spoken of curses was tied to a large X. His hands and feet were fastened to the beams, and the woman was whipping him.

But she stopped now that Jack was looking in.

“What do you want, Jack?”

“What are you doing?”

She stared at him, and she didn’t want to answer.

“This is the dream place, Jack. Go away. Your kind has done enough wrong.”

“Not until you tell me. What dream place? Why are you whipping him? What is my kind?”

“Men!” she spat.

She raised her arm, coiled the whip back and walked towards him. Her arm came forward and—

Crack!

The sound woke Jack up. It was morning, the sun was out and he felt…sort of refreshed.

But…not really. Something was wrong.

But what was that sound?

He pulled on his clothes and raced downstairs.

“Good morning, Jack. I hope I didn’t wake you up.”

“Wake me?”

“Yes. I was carrying the trash out and the door slammed. I let go of it and…” she shrugged. “Sorry.”

“No. I’m okay.”

Yet he was not really okay.

He was disjointed from the dream.

He had questions that circled in his head and raised up a fog.

Why was the village dying?

Then, fortunately his mother was looking the other way, he felt his chest.

He had boobs.

Not big, like in the dream, but…bigger than the lumps he had had yesterday.

He turned and scampered up the stairs.

He stood in the bathroom and looked at his chest.

Yes. He had real tits. Not huge, just about as big as baseballs, but…how?

Somehow he knew that the dreams had something to do with it. And he knew that wearing the female clothes had something to do with the dreams, and…and he felt a compulsion pushing him, pulling him, telling him to hurry and go next door.

He had to put on more clothes. More.

You’ve got to go all the way, Jack!

He blinked at the voice in his head. It didn’t sound feminine, but he knew it was the woman in the dream. Not the old woman with the whip, but the elf-like woman. The fairy.

But fairies are gay and he didn’t want to be a gay and did having tits on his chest make him gay?

He shook the errant thought off, went to his closet and took out a loose fighting flannel shirt. He had to cover up his boobs.

If his mother saw that he had tits she would go ape shit! She would call doctors no matter what! It would be the end of his experiments in another world with Ann.

He arranged the shirt so it hid his chest, and slumped a little.

He went down for breakfast.

Ann had a bowl of mush ready for him.

“Got to go shopping today, Jack. You don’t mind a little oatmeal, do you?”

“Oh, no.” He sliced a quarter cube of butter and poured a tidal wave of honey into the bowl. Nothing like a little oatmeal with your sugar.

He ate, and they talked, and while he was calm and kind on the outside, he felt the inside winding up, pushing him, telling him to get going.

But he didn’t want to alarm his mother.

Finally, she did the dishes and he headed for the door. As he went out he heard his mother say, “Don’t slouch, Jack.”

He straightened up, and was glad she didn’t see the perky, little tits pushing his shirt out.

Which left Ann as the problem.

What would Ann think of his dream? Of his…chest?

He was scared she would call it off. But when he entered the basement she was the one demanding that they go on.

He approached the writing table and she leaped to her feet and ran to him.

“Jack! Jack!” She hugged him, and he felt her big breasts pressing against him.

He hugged back, not understanding the franticness of her.

She held him, and he held her, and finally she whispered, “I saw the woman. The dream. Oh, Jack, I’m scared.”

He held her at arm’s length.

“Did you go to the village?”

“No… what village?”

He explained about the village and the fishermen, but he didn’t bother with the whipping he had viewed. He didn’t want to scare her, she might call it off if people were getting hurt.

In his mind he was thinking: that’s why the woman, the Fairy, wasn’t there last night, in the second dream. She was with Ann.

When he was done she asked, “What does it mean?”

“I don’t know, but we’re both dreaming, and that world seems more real than this one, and…and I think we have to keep going.”

Now he was scared. He was afraid she would disagree, but she didn’t.

“I think so, too. The woman…the woman…”

Ann was shaking now, and he held her again.

She slowly calmed down, then said, “The woman said we have to hurry. She said…Jack…she said we have to go all the way.”

She moved back from him slightly.

“She said you can’t help until you’ve gone all the way.”

“But what does that mean? All the way where?”

But in their heart of hearts they knew.

All the way as a woman. All the clothes. The make up. Jack had to be transformed all the way.

They stared at each other, on a precipice and not knowing how to get off it, except to jump.

Jump into womanhood. Into feminization. Beyond simple transvestitism.

“Okay, Jack,” Ann breathed. “I was afraid of this, and yet…I picked out some clothes.”

She tuned to the table and Jack saw a small pile of women’s clothes.

She handed him panties.

He stripped, and she gasped when she saw his chest.

“You’ve got…”

“I guess I’m going to need a bra,” he said wryly.

She handed him a bra, and her mind was dazed with what was happening.

Dreams they shared, his body changes.

He put on the bra and the world changed. It became faint and grainy, light and bright, and fuzzy.

The same, but more so. A reality that surpassed the one they were in.

She handed him the slip.

He put it on.

“I chose more modern clothes. I don’t know why. They’re still out of the box, but I felt they would be more appropriate.”

Jack put on a skirt and a blouse.

Now the world that was sneaking up on him, the ‘fairy world,’ for lack of a better name, was more real than the real world.

The same, but different. A desk became a rickety table. A box became a well bucket.

The clothes he put on morphed a bit, became older, and yet fit him better.

Perfectly.

Either they were cut expressly for him, or he was morphing to their dimensions.

She handed him a pair of high heels and he put them on.

She had to help him walk up the stairs, and her hands touched his body, his butt, his breasts.

Then they were on the ground floor.

“I’m upstairs, Jack.”

He went up the stairs, and she wanted to touch him, to feel him. She was being sucked into a reality she didn’t understand, and touching him reminded her of the ‘real’ world.

They reached the second floor and she couldn’t handle it anymore.

She held him. Then she kissed him. She needed not just the raw feel of his flesh, but the ethereal emotion of the kiss.

He was the anchor that she needed.

She felt his breasts, and they felt like they were growing even bigger. But that was crazy! But…but then everything was crazy.

She grabbed his butt and pulled him to her, and his chastity tube fell off.

Clack!

It hit the floor.

They both stepped back and stared down at it.

“But…how…”

Jack lifted up his skirt.

She pulled down his panties.

His cock was gone.

Disappeared.

What was left was a slit. Labia. Clitoris.

Pink and moist looking.

She stared at him in horror.

But all Jack could say was, “I think we’d better hurry.”

She couldn’t take her eyes off him, walked backwards as she pulled him into her room.

She sat him down at her vanity table.

Jack had never had make up on. But the things that were happening in him, he was quiet, patient…feminine like a sphinx as she prepared his face, painted it, shadowed it, rolled on lipstick.

And his breasts felt even bigger.

In the mirror he saw how they stood out.

How the nipples were stiff and rigid.

And…he had no penis.

What was alarming was that didn’t alarm him.

It was just…a natural thing. It was the way the world was.

She brushed his hair, and it was long and fine, gone from mail to female.

“Do my nails,” he said. Dull with wonder.

She did. She was moving fast now. Terrified in a way, but…compelled.

She had to do this!

It was the way of the world!

Finally, she was done, and there was no trace of Jack the man.

Jack was transformed. It wasn’t just the dress and the make up, it was his skin, his eyes, the essence of his soul.

It was his boobs and vagina.

It was his very being.

“What now?” Ann was almost begging.

“Now? Now you have to…whip me.”

He didn’t know why. The words just came out of him, poured from a vessel of flesh from a world where it just was the way it was.

“Tie me to the bed. Get something to use as a whip…”

She helped him onto the bed and he lay on his back. She used nylons from her drawers to fasten his arms and legs, and the nylons started to look like leather straps.

Ann stared in wonder.

Her bed was transforming. Changing from a luxurious four poster into a rude contraption of rough wood.

“The whip…a whip?” He begged.

She was staring at him, at the changing bed, at the room that now had plates on racks and now books. Only a couple of rough dresses and no walk in closet full of beautiful duds.

There was a whip on the dresser, coming into existence as the modern dresser became a roughed up, misshapen thing.

“Yes,” said Jack. “Hurry.”

She picked up the whip.

Part of her was aghast. She was a modern woman, educated, gentle.

And part of her was a muscular arm that scraped clothes on a washboard and tanned hides. Part of her churned butter and…and the whip felt good in her hand.

Balanced. Hefty. Nice.

She drew back her arm and swung it forward.

The whip whistled through the air, came down on Jack’s buttocks.

He screamed, and…

She cried out in terror…

Jack disappeared.

Ann stood, her mind shattered.

He was gone! The straps hung loose from the posters!

Where had he gone?

What had happened?

Then she slowly crumpled. Knees to the floor, hands to her face, and she sobbed.

The room was her modern room, new dresser off the assembly line. A table with all all the latest in make up. Clothes made with modern manufacturing methods.

Rugs. Pictures on the wall. Books. A big closet, and a big bathroom with a toilet that flushed!

But where was Jack?

She sobbed.
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Part Five

Jack stood in the stream, except it wasn’t a stream anymore.

What had once been fresh, clear water, filled with fishes, was now a muddy trough.

Fishes flopped their heads through the surface, breathing air and wondering where went the water.

He looked down at himself. He was wearing what he had been wearing when Ann had tied him to the bed.

A skirt, blouse, heels dug deep into the mud. Yet his make up was fresh, his boobs large. His groin warm, and getting hotter.

He had been tied to the four poster bed in Ann’s bedroom, she had whipped him, once, and driven him so far into the fugue state that he ended up…where?

Where was he?

The sun was shining, be it a little too hot.

The fishes were dying, and that meant the fishermen couldn’t feed their families.

And in spite of the hot sun, he was cold.

His feet were cold, his legs. Under his skirt and slip his snatch was cold. And it was hot at the same time. Burning cold. He wanted to grab it and hold it and use the warmth of his grip. But his grip wasn’t too warm, either.

“You’re too late, Jack.”

Jack turned.

The woman, not a woman but a Fairy, was perched on the side of the mud river.

Her face was pinched and sad. Her once cheerful demeanor sorrowful. She was wearing a thin shift, one that showed off her sumptuous boobs, and he could even see traces of her snatch under the shift.

Not that it matter to Jack.

Now he had no penis. It had fallen off and left him with a snatch.

“You’re too late and it’s all gone, and it’s because of you. If you had only cum when we called.”

Jack pulled a foot out of the mud and stepped. The other foot, foot after foot, the mud clinging and sucking and holding.

He reached the bank and stepped up.

Last time he had been in this…place, he had been spotless, filth refusing to adhere to him.

Now the mud clung like a dying leech. Coating his shapely legs, trying to slow him down and hold him in place.

“Who are you,” Jack asked. “What is this place?”

“As to who I am…I am Tuala of the Fairies. As to where you are…” She swung a dainty hand, with cracked nails and grime in them, and indicated the surrounding area. “Behold the dream.”

“Dream?” he frowned. “It looks like a nightmare!”

Tuala straightened up. She had been Jack’s size on his previous visits, but now she was taller.

“Where do people go when they dream, Jack?”

“I don’t know,” he was frustrated. He didn’t want questions, he wanted answers.

“They come here. They live lives of the opposite of what they are. And they seek to balance the opposites of their lives.”

“You’re crazy.”

“Said the madman to the Princess. But I’ll leave it up to you to decide what I am in my other life.”

“You’re probably crazy in your other life, too.”

She chuckled, ruefully because of the bone deep sadness inhabiting her soul, but still. “You were a man in your other life, and now you are the opposite. But you fulfill our needs. If only you had arrived in time.”

Jack grew tired of the tête-à-tête. He wanted answers, not riddles.

He walked past Tuala, clumping his feet a bit to relieve himself of the mud that was caked on him. It was hard clumping, however, as he was wearing heels, and when the mud did leave it left him awkward, staggering on the thin pillars.

Tuala followed him, kept up and moved to the side of him.

Jack was following a path he had followed before. The one that led to the village. Once it had been a tunnel of lush foliage, now it was decayed leaves and dead branches.

“I wouldn’t go to the village, Jack.”

“Good. Then I’ll be rid of your company.”

Tuala shook her head. “I liked you better as a man. As least then you were polite.”

Jack whirled on the fairy. “I’m made into a girl, transported into some bizarro Oz land, and you say stupid things. And I’m supposed to be happy about all that?”

“The secret of Life, Jack.”

“What?” He whirled on the Fairy.

“The secret of life. Have a god day, and if you can’t, then enjoy the misery.”

“Oh, God!” Jack snapped in frustration. He whirled and set off down the path again, then stopped.

He just stopped in the middle of the now wintry path and thought about himself.

He hadn’t been raised to be rude. And, yes, he was upset, and might even have good reason to be. But he had put the lingerie on. He had agreed to female clothes and make up.

And if this was just a dream, then he wasn’t really a girl, was he?

Why should he be made at Tuala? Yes, she might be an idiot, but he had learned long ago not to make an idiot’s problems his problems.

He turned and looked down at the woman. She was sitting cross-legged, Indian style, and he could see her slit widened by the widening of her legs.

But, so what? It made him hot, he could feel the blood in his groin, but there was nothing he could do about it. Not without a penis.

“Okay. Maybe I shouldn’t have snapped at you.”

The fairy grinned insouciantly. “Would you like to leave lip prints on my ass?”

“Argh!” Jack turned and walked towards the village.

Laughing, Tuala followed.

“I still wouldn’t go to the village, Jack.”

“Why?”

“Because the balances are shifting. They swing back and forth. People are one way or the other, and there is no rhyme or reason to it all.”

“Well, I think I have to.”

She pranced ahead of him, looking like an elf throwing flowers to the wind, except that there were no flowers. She walked backwards in front of him, skipping backwards. “Is that what you think? Do you really think so?”

She was serious, and Jack took it for such.

“Yeah. I gotta go.”

“Why?”

Jack tried to get around her, to walk a little faster, but she shifted with him, stayed in front of him. He couldn’t understand how she could step over roots while walking backwards, or duck under the low limbs.

“Because…maybe I can figure out what happened. Maybe…maybe I can get back to Ann. To my Mom.

“Why would you want to do that? They’re not out of balance.”

“Don’t you understand?” Aggravation was gripping him again. “I have to find out!”

Then they were in the village. Tuala spun and moved to his side, and Jack examined the village.

Before there had been children in the streets. Women everywhere, and even a few men. Short men, who did the women’s bidding.

Now the streets were empty.

“They couldn’t feed their families, Jack,” Tuala muttered, as if that was the whole thing.

“But…where did they go?”

“Where do all dreams go when they end?”

Jack walked to the well. The bucket was thrown on the ground next to the well, and a little bit of mud had flowed out of the bucket and dried on the ground.

Mud.

He looked down into the well.

It was dark and he was unable to see the bottom, or the shine of water.

He picked up a rock and dropped it into the well. He listened.

Thud.

Not splash, but…thud.

Thud?

No water. The river had dried up, and the well water. But how could water under the land dry up?

But it had. A logic beyond logic.

“In this land beyond dreams,” whispered Tuala, looking into the well from the other side.

Jack stared at the Fairy for a moment. Then he turned and headed for a hut.

He had visited the hut before, and an old man had been bound to a big wooden X and an old woman had been cutting him with a whip.

He looked into the hut.

Tuala suddenly turned, then slunk off to the side.

Jack was fascinated by the innards of the hut and ignored the absence of the Fairy.

Everything was the same. Everything was old, as if from medieval times. Cooking pots. Small racks of clothes.

Now the pots were rolled about and the clothes were gone.

Somebody had packed and left.

Jack walked to the big X. He touched it.

There was blood on the thick beams, and leather straps that didn’t look old.

He touched the straps. Blood on those. Dried blood which had stiffened the straps.

“I wondered where you had gone,” said Ann from the doorway.

Jack spun, then laughed happily. “Ann!”

They met in the middle of the room. They hugged, and she kissed him and felt his breasts.

That certainly made him hot!

“You disappeared, Jack. You asked me to cut you, then you left, and I didn’t know where you had gone.”

“How did you find me?”

“I went to sleep, and here we are.”

“So you’re…you mean…”

“You’re asleep, Jack. But more than asleep. I went to sleep and I woke up here. But you, with your Transvestic Disorder, you disappeared entirely, and you didn’t even need to sleep to do it!”

“But how do I get back?”

They had been talking while hugging, but now she let him go and stepped back. “I don’t know, Jack.”

“But…you can just wake up, can’t you?”

“I suppose.”

“So why can’t I?”

“Because you didn’t get here by going to sleep.”

Jack sighed. “But there’s got to be some way. I need to go home. I need to find my mother.”

A very emotionless look crossed Ann’s face. “Jack, there might be a way.”

“How?”

“Well, to get here we tied you up and I whipped you. Maybe…if I tied you again…”

Jack grinned. “Of course!” He looked at the big X at the end of the gloomy hut. “You could tie me to that! There’s straps there, and there’s a whip on the mantle!”

“Do you want to try it, Jack?”

He nodded happily, and didn’t take note of the grim glimmer in her eyes. He was innocent, so innocent he didn’t analyze her tone, her secret thoughts.

“Then step up to the X. Lean against it and I’ll fasten you down.”

Jack eagerly placed his limbs against the legs and arms of the X.

Ann moved up against him, leaned against his back and fastened one s trap after the other. Then she placed a hand on his buttocks and knelt and fastened his ankles.

“Can you move, Jack?”

“No!”

“Excellent.”

She went to the fireplace and picked up the whip. It was long, and little pieces of metal, shaped like jacks, were woven into the nine tails.

She walked over to Jack and stepped in front of him.

“Oh, Jack.”

She kissed him, reached a hand up to the neck of his blouse and ripped it down.

“Hey!”

“You’re such a silly girl, Jack. You weren’t too dumb for a boy, in the other place, but here…you’re just a silly girl.”

She reached up to his bra and gripped it. She pulled, and the material, decades old, ripped. The straps didn’t come off him, but the bra hung in two pieces and his large breasts hung on either side of the X.

“What are you doing?”

She gripped his breasts with her fingers and raked them. She didn’t cut the skin, but she left white claw marks  to the nipples.

“Oh, fuck!” He wiggled and writhed.

She kissed him again. She seemed twisted between paining him and pleasuring him.

She grabbed his hair and pulled it back and slapped his face.

“Why are you doing this? He sobbed. As a boy he was used to hard knocks. Getting tackled, being hit by a ball, being body slammed in wrestling. But as a girl he had no defenses, and he cried aloud and was drowning in fear.

Ann leaned against the X. “I’ll tell you, Jack, because it will make your punishment all the more terrible. Anticipation is worse than death itself, and you will have nothing but anticipation of the pain I am about to give you when I am done.”

“She put a finger to his lips, touched his lips softly, like a kiss, then gripped his lip and pulled.

“OW!” Jack howled.

Ann said, “Don’t you understand? It’s all a matter of balance. In the other place I am sweet, sexy Ann. My husband, poor sap, croaked and left me money.” She didn’t seemed displeased by that. “So back there I’m rich and he’s dead. Isn’t that rich!” She slapped a knee.

“So I’m nice back there, and I even cry for the sap, but here, to balance out all that maudlin bull crap, I get to be mean. And you, the dope I was helping back there, you, is now the dope I get to hurt here!”

Laughing, she reached down between the legs of the cross, and reached for the innards of his legs. She gripped his mons and squeezed. Hard.

“OW!”

Then she inserted a couple of fingers and lifted.

Jack was a virgin as a woman. He had no idea of how sensitive that female sex organ was, but now he learned.

He screamed.

Ann laughed. His shrill scream was music to her ears.

She stepped around behind him, uncoiled the whip, brought her arm back and swung it forward.

Ann was terrified. She had whipped Jack once, and he had disappeared!

She stared at the bed where he had lain. He had been face up, straps on his wrists and ankles, and now the straps hung slack.

“Jack?” She screamed.

She looked about the room, shaking and quivering and as frightened as she had ever been in her life.

Then he shimmied into existence.

Not fully appeared, but kept quivering in her sight until he was there.

Except he wasn’t Jack anymore. Now he was a girl. Unmistakeable as a woman. Yes, she had dressed him up, and he had been changing, but now he was totally changed. No penis. Big breasts.

And he was muddy all over.

“Oh, God!” Jack yelled. “Help me!”

Ann ran for the bed, She held him. “Jack! What happened?”

“Release me! Undo the…oh…oh, fuck…no!”

He shimmied out of existence.

Ann had had her hands on him. She had felt his flesh, soft and feminine, and then…gone.

Disappeared right out from under her.

One second soft flesh, then she just went through the space of the soft flesh and was on nothing but sheets.

“No!” she screamed. “No!”

She sobbed and had no idea what to do.

Where was he? What was happening?

And what would she tell Joan? His mother had trusted her to take care of her son, and now…now…where was Jack!?

Jack stood in the middle of the stream. Shaking, shivering, blubbering.

He had been in the hut, then he had been back in Ann’s bed, then…how had he returned her? Why was he in the stream?

He turned, the mud sucking at him, and looked at the bank, the trail to the village.

He walked towards the trail, pulling his feet through the sucking mud. Then he fell. He landed on his front, face and all, and in struggling to his feet he was now a mass of mud.

Still, he pushed towards the bank.

Suddenly he heard the sound of somebody running down the trail towards the mud stream.

He tried to climb the bank, to hide, but he was too slow, and Tuala burst into view.

“Tuala!”

“Thank God,” Tuala muttered. For a carefree Fairy she looked pretty worried.

Jack climbed the bank and hugged the Fairy.

Tuala hugged back.

“Where’d I go? What happened?”

Tuala held him, kissed his muddy hair, and said, “You’re trying to get home, Jack. But you can’t. Not until…until…”

“Until what?”

“Until you’ve done what you were summoned for.”

“I was summoned?”

Tuala brushed his hair back, held his head, then kissed him.

Jack was a girl, but he had so recently been a man that he was fine with a girl kissing him.

And, he probably would have been okay with a woman kissing him anyway, for Tuala was a Fairy, and she knew about love, real love, in the most intimate way.

“What are you—“

She kissed him again. She turned him and pressed him, tripped him, and he fell on the bank of the river.

The earth was soft and he landed with her on top.

“What are—“

She kissed him, then brought her hands up to his breasts.

Jack felt electricity run through him as she fondled his breasts and kissed the nipples.

“Love, Jack. It’s all I’ve got. But it will clean you up. It will make you right.”

She made love to him. Kissed his lips, put her hand down between his legs and he gasped.

Ann, the bad Ann in the hut, had used her fingers roughly, hurting him. Tuala used her fingers gently and woke his pussy up. Made it moist, made it pulse with desire.

She knelt between his legs and lapped at his slit, suckled his clitoris, and Jack arched his back, and he felt…cleaner.

And cleaner.

And between fingers and mouth she brought Jack off.

Jack had never experienced a female orgasm. They were longer, more intense, and he lost control of his senses. He didn’t understand the passage of time, just existed in the glow of love.

Then he came back to himself.

He lay on the bank, Tuala sitting next to him, brushing tangles out of her hair. She looked unhappy.

Jack sat up and was shocked to find he was clean again. The mud was gone, and his flesh positively glowed.

“What the fuck?” he muttered, looking at his feet, his high heels, now so immaculate. “What happened?”

“Love cleans all,” Tuala whispered. She looked very, very glum.

“Wow. It really does, but…” he stared at her. “Why are you so unhappy?”

“Because I have to take the dirt, I have to take the filth and…and get rid of it.”

“How do you do that.”

“I live with it until it’s gone. I don’t know. I just know that God cursed Fairies with the ability to cleanse man, or woman, which makes all men and women want us.”

“But you don’t like it because of what you get in return.”

“Balance, Jack. It’s all about balance.”

They sat on the bank and Jack thought about what had happened to him.

He wanted to go home.

He couldn’t.

Ann must be terrified.

And what would his mother say, finding out that Jack was trapped in a place…a…somewhere?

“How do I go home?” he asked dully.

“Finish what you were summoned for.”

He turned to the Fairy. “But what was I summoned for?”

“I don’t know.”

“What? But didn’t you summon me?”

“Not me personally, but my kind, and it was hundreds of years ago. They knew, my ancestors knew, but I don’t. That has been forgotten.”

“You’re saying somebody long ago summoned me and didn’t…didn’t tell you why.”

Tuala nodded. “Don’t push me, Jack. I’m not in a good mood right now.”

“You’re not in a good mood?” He sulked, and thought some more.

He turned to her again.

She might contract dirt for love services rendered, but she was already starting to shine again.

“So what can you tell me?” He was polite. He knew you catch more flies with honey, and the same was true for catching Fairies.

Tuala sighed, and leaned back on her elbows. Her hair was once again styled and her face was starting to glow with life.

“The oral legend says that only a man transformed can save the ocean.”

“Well,” grunted Jack. “I’m transformed.” He turned to her again, “So how was I summoned? What…how does this summoning thing work?”

My Great Great Grandmother told me they put a spell on a box of clothes. They were most excellent at divining the future back then, and they knew that a man who wanted to be transformed would come along, would find the clothes, and…and that’s all I really know.”

“So I came along, and I found the clothes. But I didn’t want to be transformed! The clothes…the clothes they did this to me!” He indicated his feminine body.

Tuala shrugged. “That’s the way the magic works. Sometimes you understand it, sometimes you don’t.”

“But couldn’t this…this magic have made a mistake?”

“I wouldn’t know. Look, Jack, I’m still young. I haven’t come into my powers.”

“But how am I supposed to know what to do?”

“Well,” Tuala pondered, “You could ask my Great Great Grandmother.”

Jack’s eyes opened a bit. “Your great great…she’s still alive?”

“Sort of .”

“What does that mean?”

“Fairies, when they reach the end of their life cycle, return to The Tree.”

“What tree?” Jack’s eyes were narrowed.

“Our family tree. Where we are born, where we hang out between bodies. Great Great Grandmother is in fruit, maturing, letting her body take shape. But she can, if you can shut your mind for a while, talk to us.”

Jack was silent, trying to grok it all. A Fairy in a fruit. Maturing bodies.

“So…what? Do they ripen or something??”

“She will walk apart from the tree.”

“But if she’s big fruit, how does this happen? How is she…born?”

“She isn’t born, not like a meat person. Great Great Grandmother does it all. She forces her way out of the fruit and drops to earth.”

Jack frowned. “So…if you’re all falling out of fruit, what makes her your grandmother?”

“Great Great Grandmother. And it’s our relative position on the branch. Back when the tree was young she was formed several generations before me. Being of the same branch I’m of her blood. Or sap, if you wish. We’ve both been back to the tree many times, more times than we can remember, but we always remember who came first.”

She was done talking. It was obvious she was tired, probably from making love to Jack and taking in his filth to herself.

“Okay,” he mused, looking out over the muddy river. “So I need to talk to great granny.”

“Be respectful, Jack. She’s your elder by tens of thousands of years.”

“Okay, meaning no disrespect, but your GG Mother—is that okay? Is that respectful enough?—we have to go see her. Where is she?”

“I can take you. It’s not far, as Fairies travel. It might take you a while, though. You’re a walker.”

“Well, excuse me. Show me how to fly and I will.”

“You already know how to fly. You’ve done it. But I wouldn’t suggest trying it again.”

“What? I never flew! What are you talking about?”

“Jack, you came to this place, this land of dreams, by being forced into a dream.”

“Hunh?”

“You were whipped, and you didn’t want to be whipped, so you left. You fainted, or whatever, and entered this place. The dream.”

Jack was shaking his head, trying to understand.

“Then, when that woman, that Ann in the dream whipped you, you tried to go home.”

“And ended up in the mud.”

Tuala smiled, the first glimpse of humor in her personality since she had cleansed Jack. “You can’t leave a dream once started. You can only die.” She was chuckling at his obtuseness, but he failed to see the humor.

“So I need to not get whipped or I might fly somewhere. Go to sleep wherever I am and dream myself back into the mud.”

“Now you’ve got it!” She smiled a bright smile.

Jack heaved a sigh. “Okay. Let’s go.”

Tuala rolled her eyes.”

“What? You told me how to get out of this place, I think, so let’s go!”

“Jack. I’m weak.”

“But we’ve got to go.”

“Let me get my strength back.”

Now Jack was frustrated.

Tuala snickered. “You men are always so impatient.”

“Can you blame me?”

“I guess not. But, come. Sit down beside me.”

Jack did. He expected that Tuala would tell him to go to sleep. But she fooled him.

“Eat my pussy, Jack.”

“What? I mean, sure. But…if you’re strong enough to have sex you’re strong enough to take me to your tree, or your GG Ma or whatever.”

“Jack, if we were going to dream ourselves there, go to sleep and wake up at the tree, then yes. But if I have to walk with you, I need more strength.”

“And me eating your pussy will give you strength?”

“Of course. I’m a creature of love, and I tell you this: Love never wears out. It cannot be exhausted. No matter you be on the doorstep of death, love will see you through.”

Jack regarded the other woman. The Fairy.

He had been taking all of this on faith, just trying to get from A to B. To get home. But now he was touched.

He had experienced being made love to, and regaining his full vim and vigor. And even losing the mud off his body.

Could it work both ways?

And for a second, a long second in dreams, but a short second in reality, he considered the subject.

He loved his mother. When he was happy…she was. She loved him.

When he was a child and had a boo boo, she held him, gave him her love, and he recovered.

And Ann. She loved him. Her love wasn’t as pure as his mother’s,  and it had limits. It was more physical.

People had he had met during his life: he judged them according to how much kindness and compassion they demonstrated, which were obvious traits of a loving personality.

People he had avoided during his life. Mean and destructive. People of little love.

Himself.

He looked at himself in these terms for the first time in his life.

Was he a loving personality?

He thought so, but…he had faults. There were times he should have shown more love, or less, depending on the person involved.

He had had a girlfriend who was sort of a bully. Arrogant and demanding. He should have avoided her right from the beginning.

Did he show enough love to his mother? No. He took her for granted. And that was a cruel trait for sure.

Well, he would have to do better.

From here on he was going to have to demonstrate love to those he loved, and not waste any on those who didn’t have much love in their souls.

“Well?” asked Tuala.

Jack nodded, and though he had no real expression on his face, he was filled with the unfamiliar feeling of  needing to give back, to love, to enjoy the world and make the world enjoy.

He knelt between Tuala’s knees and moved her legs apart.

Tuala sighed and leaned back and closed her eyes.

And Jack gave love.


Part Six

They walked back along the trail towards the village.

Both of them were clean, sparkling even, made pure by love. Tuala insisted on holding Jack’s hand, and Jack didn’t find that objectionable.

He loved the touch of her. He loved her soft flesh. He loved to love her.

And he knew he was being infected by the dream he was in.

“Why do we have to go back through the village?” His meaning was clear. He didn’t want to be whipped again.

“It’ll be different this time, Jack. Before you were frantic, running willy nilly all over the dream of creation, now you have a plan. You have a purpose.”

“Go see your grandmother.”

Tuala smiled.

The village might present as different, but the land was the same.

It was dry, water turned to mud, and the trees sagged and the leaves, brown and decaying, fell.

“The land hurts,” said Tuala sadly.

“The land hurts, the ocean hurts, the river has turned to mud, all the good people have turned evil…are you sure this is the dream?”

“It is until you change it,” she glanced at him.

“Me change this whole place? How am I supposed to do that?”

“I don’t know.”

They came to the edge of the village, and the village was different.

It was still cursed by blight, but now there were people moving through the village. Slouching, looking at the brown earth.

They wore peasant clothes, rough trousers and shapeless dresses, a contrast to the shift Tuala wore, and the dress and tied together bra, both from the real world, the world that wasn’t a dream, that Jack wore.

And the village was mean.

A woman spanked a child.

A man took a birch to a woman, dancing her around as he held her arm up and swacked her on the backside with a birch.

A teamster beat his mules, and his mules attempted to stretch their heads around to bite him.

Nowhere was the cheer and love that Jack had first observed in the world made of dreams.

The look on Jack’s face as they walked through the village was one of sheer misery. Tuala noticed this and tried to distract him.

“What’s it like being a woman, Jack?”

Jack sighed, tried not to look at the hut that was coming up, the one where he had been whipped. “It’s different. I don’t know how to walk because I’ve got no balls keeping my legs apart. My balance is off because of my breasts, and…” he trailed off.

Ann had come to the door of the hut where he had been whipped.

He looked away, but she saw him and stepped into the street and blocked his path.

“Try to ignore her!” Tuala whispered, then she stepped sideways, became an observer.

“Can’t you get me out of here?”

“It’s your dream, Jack. I’m just a guide.”

“A guide that doesn’t know where she’s going,” sniffed Jack, then Ann had his bra fisted in her hand.

“I know you.”

“No. You don’t.”

It would have been better if he had said nothing.

Exulting, Ann tugged his blouse. It ripped apart, the straps holding it to his shoulders, then she had him in the hut.

No sign of Tuala.

“Leave me alone.”

But Ann reached into some memory from before the dream. “I thought you liked me, Jack? I thought you wanted me to help you.”

She remembered his name!

“I need you to let me go.”

“Oh, I will.” She grinned, traces of the evil Ann, “when I’m done with you.”

Ann was a bit taller than Jack in this world, and a bit stronger. Quite a bit. She tripped him and threw him on a sleeping mat. Wasn’t there a bed in here last time?

Ann ripped at his skirt, pulled it off his hips, and now he was in panties.

He tried to struggle, but he wasn’t mean enough.

She pushed Jack onto his belly, then reached under the mattress. She took out a shiny hook. It was big and it had a ball on the end.

“I’m not going to whip you this time, Jack. I don’t want to lose you. This time we’ll do things differently.”

Jack struggled, then he arched in pain as she placed the ball of the hook at his rectum and began pushing.

“No!”

It hurt, but it went in, then there was just a dull ache.

Ann, however, wasn’t finished. In fact, she was only starting.

She reached under the bed again, and this time she extracted a piece of rope. She tied the rope of the end of the hook, then threw the rope over a rafter.

“OW!” Jack yelled as she stood up and pulled.

He scrambled to his feet and the hook kept pulling.

He was hoisted. He was on top toes, dangling by a butt hook. Tears came down his cheeks as Ann tied the rope off at the side of the room.

“Let me down!” he sobbed.

Ann just smiled that evil smile. “No, Jack. We need to come to an understanding.”

“What! What?”

“I want to bring other people in on this.”

He blinked, and stared. Was Ann talking from the other world? Where she had wanted to bring other people in to watch him go into his Transvestic Disorder? Or was she speaking of this world? Other people here—people who would…would…

Ann grabbed the back of his head with one hand and kissed him. The other hand went down and her fingers hooked into his snatch.

Jack had no experience as a woman, except for the sweet love of Tuala. but this wasn’t love!

“This is love, Jack,” she snarled as she bit his lip and pulled.

Jack felt like his lip was going to detach from his mouth.

“This is love in the dream world. It doesn’t matter here, you see? And pain is love and love is pain and…”

She hoisted the rope, lifted his pussy, and Jack howled.

“Are you ready, Jack? Are you ready for some real loving?”

Jack began to howl.

It was dark. The day had somehow passed, and Jack hung from the hook.

He was somewhat awake, somewhere between gloom and pain and the desire to leave this terrible place.

The hell with the river that was mud, the ocean and the land that hurt.

He just wanted to go home.

A slithering sound in the hut.

Ann slept on the mattress, tired out from abusing Jack.

Fingers at the wall. Scrabbling. The rope suddenly slackened.

Jack was still held up, but the rope was loose enough that he could almost get loose. Then he felt hands on him.

Gentle hands. Fairy hands. Pushing down and tilting the rope and helping him off the dreadful hook.

“Oh…” he groaned.

“Shh,” Tuala whispered.

Ann stirred on the mattress, said something indistinguishable.

Tuala helped Jack walk out of the hut.

The moon was out. There were no clouds, but there were no stars in the sky.

“Where are the stars,” moaned Jack. He walked funny, his asshole stretched and hurting.

“Stars are for dreams. You’re in the dreams. When you go back to your real world you’ll dream of stars again.

She helped him stagger between the huts, past the well that was now filled with mud, and he said, “Dream this, dream that, which is the real?”

“You are the real, Jack. You’re just putting on different worlds as you wish.”

They reached the outskirts of the village. Beyond them lay browned fields, sagging corn stalks, the whimper of katydids.

“We‘ve got to hurry, Jack. She’ll be after you.”

Jack walked awkwardly. He tied the remnants of his bra on and achieved a modicum of support.

And he was thirsty, but there was no water.

“At dawn we’ll lick the leaves for dew, as long as the leaves last,” said Tuala.

They hurried down the road and towards far mountains.

How many leaves does a man, or a woman, have to lick before he, or she, is filled?

The answer, Jack realized as he wandered along the road licking the dew off of leaves, was there were never enough leaves.

Never enough water.

His throat was dry, as if scorched, and he kept gulping, trying to take advantage of his own moisture.

Of which there was very little.

They came to the slopes before the mountains, and here Jack noticed two things.

The cloud of dust far behind them.

The mountains were green.

The dust had to be Ann.

The mountains were, according to Tuala, always green, kept that way from snowmelt, and that is where the Fairy tree lived forever.

He stood for a moment, feeling his sore feet. He was still wearing high heels, and he couldn’t seem to throw them away.

He wanted to go barefoot, but when he took off a shoe and threw it into the fields it faded, in flight, until it was nothing, back on his foot.

He tried again, as he watched the growing cloud of dust.

He sat on a rock, pushed the back of the heel with his palm and pulled with his hand. It came off.

He stared at his tired toes, his feet looked a little swollen, then stood up and placed his foot flat on the slightly upward earth. No way that shoe could lift his foot and slip itself back on!

He threw the shoe as far as he could. Not a male throw, for he no longer had male muscles, but it was still a good throw.

The shoe bounced down the slope, down an embankment, faded…and Jack felt the shoe on his foot.

He looked down. His foot slanted on the sole, the spike sunk a bit into the earth, and…he was heeled.

Tuala laughed. “Just think of it this way, Jack. You’re always going to be walking down hill.”

Jack didn’t laugh.

“Well, time to go.”

They turned up the slope.

Jack used his toes more than his heels now, and that made it easier. His spike didn't sink into the soil, like it had on the flatlands.

Two hundred yards ahead was the first scraggly trees of the forest. The last trees to drink of the snow melt, the nearest to the drought covering the flatlands.

Three hundred yards behind was the end of the land and the start of the mountains, and the cloud of dust was getting so close they could make out the shape of the humans.

Ann was at the head of the troops, and the troops consisted of mean-faced villagers. They held hoes and rakes and sickles, and they didn’t seem to be slowed by the lack of drinking water.

“It’s a dream, Jack. People don’t die of starvation or thirst here. They die of violence.”

“Why?”

“Who knows? But people don’t dream of dying of thirst, they dream of gold and glory and sex, and that results in violence.”

They were a hundred yards from the edge of the desiccated trees now. But Ann had reached the start of the slope; she was only three hundreds yards behind.

“Will we make it?” Jack muttered, he was a little bent over, digging his toes in, even pulling at the tops of rocks and the misshapen roots of trees that had once flourished this far down the slope.

“We’ll make it to the trees, but we have to reach the forest where the growth is so packed they can’t see us. Then we’ll make it.”

Oddly, Jack felt more and more tired, until it felt like his heels were twenty pound boots. Still, he kept lifting his feet, plodding on, and the trees came closer.

But Ann was gaining, too.

“Come on, Jack. She’s trying to undream you.”

Jack just shook his head, gasped for breath, and touched the first tree.

It was magic. He felt the energy of the forest suddenly flood into him.

Behind him Ann shrieked a curse, and the villagers hurled their rakes and hoes at him, but they were short.

Jack and Tuala had gotten away.

Now the dream was real.

Now they walked through a lush forest filled with heavy growth.

Flowers looking like rainbows in a cup grew tall and spread their petals on the ground.

Birds as brightly colored as flowers fluttered through the air and sang to them.

And thought they were approaching the snow line, Jack was not cold. He wore only a bra and panties, but air was fresh and warm.

“This is what it would be like if the river wasn’t mud,” Jack observed.

Tuala smiled and spoke to a chipmunk. She chattered and her cheeks even puffed a bit.

The chipmunk put its head back and chittered a laugh, then scampered off to tell the other chipmunks what the Fairy had told him.

Walking slower, Jack was recovering from their fight across the flatlands. Occasionally he touched a tree trunk, or a limb, and he could feel the pulse of the land.

“We’re almost there, Jack.”

“What did you mean when you said Ann was trying to undream me?”

“She is not part of the this place. She’s like you. A visitor. Unlike you, she wasn’t summoned.”

“Then how did she get here?”

“Anybody can get here. She dreamed herself her. The good and kind Ann who you know wants to help you.”

“But balance makes her not so helpful.”

“Oh, in her eyes she is helping you.”

“If that’s help,” muttered Jack.

“There it is!” Tuala pointed through a dip in the tree line. Through the notch Jack could see a white slab set against the side of the mountain. It seemed to come right out of the trees. High up the slab were parapets, towers, windows in the towers. From their viewpoint the castle seemed as high as the mountain itself. The most amazing thing, however, was the sprinkle of green erupting over the top of the castle, and the way the sun shone down on the top of the tree with powerful, golden beams.

“Good, Lord,” whispered Jack.

“Yes, agreed Tuala.

They continued walking, and they passed a tree that had been struck by lightening. It was shattered and blackened, and a hawk sat on the topmost shard of the thing. The hawk was a mix of burnished brown and black and had a tail that was a glowing rust-red.

It said nothing, just peered at them with pitch black eyes.

“Hello Farth.”

The hawk dipped its head.

“Farth?”

“The castle is protected by the eyes of the hawks. That was Farth. We used to go wandering together before he committed to serving The Dream.”

“Serving the Dream.”

“Serving The Dream,” she corrected, and we need to talk about your name.”

“Do you serve The Dream?”

“Why do you think I’m here?”

“Do all Fairies serve The Dream?”

“Oh, no. Many of us wish to isolate us from the dreamers. Think about it, Jack, if we weren’t prone to the whims of the dreamers, who come and go and can’t seem to make up their minds, we would be free.”

Jack stopped and leaned against a tree. He liked touching trees. So powerful.

“But what is freedom?” Tuala sat on a boulder and looked quite serious.

“I don’t know. The ability to come and go?”

“You have the ability to dream? To re-order and make whole new realms, and that’s it? To come and go?”

“What do you think it is?”

“Responsibility.”

“Hell, that’s just the opposite.”

“It’s balance.”

That made Jack think.

As a human in the real world, if it really was real, he did think that freedom was simply the ability to do what he wanted. But…had he been too simplistic? It would seem so, but…could the idea of freedom be expanded?

“Freedom is not a simple concept, Jack. Freedom is a scale. The more you give people freedom, the more freedom you get.”

“Like love.”

“Like love.”

“How can people not agree with that?” he wondered, thinking of her earlier statement that there were people who didn’t serve The Dream.

“Oh, it’s quite easy; It’s a balance. How many people in your world think they are free?”

“Pretty much everybody.”

“And how many take responsibility for freedom, and make sure that others have it?”

“I thought pretty much everybody.”

“And now?”

“Now…I wonder.”

“What do you wonder, Jack?”

“I wonder about people who pollute rivers…” something seemed to happen in his head, a switch clicked or something, but he didn’t know what. “And corporations who pay a dollar an hour to children and work them 12 hours. And farmers who give their cattle hormones and grow crops out of chemicals. And it doesn’t have to be! there could be…” he paused as the word surged up through his awareness, “…balance.””

“True, but things are worse than what you just imagined.”

“How?”

“All these people who do all these bad things…where do they come from?”

“Well, they’re just…born!”

“And they absorb attitudes, and they are educated, and they actually believe that a vote guarantees fairness. They are the problem, Jack. And it all starts a lot earlier than the people who drill wells and fill a need, or build corporations to make a cheaper product.”

They walked then, and Jack walked silently. His breasts may have been juddering with each step, but so was his brain.

“That’s not all of it,” he stated.

“No. It’s not,” agreed Tuala.

They reached the base of the castle sometime during the daylight. Since the sun hadn’t moved in the sky Jack wasn’t sure of time. And since it was still daylight he supposed that didn’t matter.

The base seemed to grow out of the rise of granite, and it was made of a huge blocks of white stone. Stone so well carved that the pieces fit together so well that sometimes there was no seam.

There was a slope of talus at the base, and that made it impossible to climb up and touch the wall. The small rocks would shift and slide and any climber would be taking three steps back for every two forward.

“How do we get in?” asked Jack, looking up the bright witness of the wall. High above he could see ramparts and occasional pennants.

“Knock?”

“Very funny,” said Jack sourly.

“Truth, Jack, I don’t know. I’ve never tried to walk into the Fairy castle. I always dream myself into it.”

Jack stood and gazed one way, then the other. Just a flat expanse of white with no nooks or crannies, no handholds or doors or even protrusions to grab.

“Can you dream in now? And find a door and open it for me? Or something?”

“I could, but I would just be thrown in a dungeon.”

“You would? Why?”

“For bringing a Dreamer to the Source of Dreams.”

“The source of dreams?”

“The Source of Dreams,” Tuala corrected.

“But you keep talking about me being the Dreamer. Doesn’t that make me the source of dreams?”

“It makes you the source of dreams, but not the Source of Dreams.’”

“I don’t get it.”

“Let’s go sit by the tree over there and I’ll explain it to you.”

Tuala went to a thick trunked tree and sat down. The roots were comfortably shaped and Jack sat next to her.

She reached out to him and drew him to her. She held him against her breasts, breathed into his hair and kissed his forehead. “I’m going to tell you a Fairy Tale, Jack. I’m not supposed to, but I don’t see anything stopping me. I can’t tell you the truth about yourself, but I can tell you the truth about this Fairy Land.

For a long moment she held Jack, and he relaxed, almost slept, then she inserted words into the soul that was him.

“It’s balance, Jack. Once there was one, but all he could do was fight himself. Not much point in that, eh?

“Then he was two. Male and female, most think, but female and female was closer to the truth. Think about it, Jack, woman is XX, and man is XY. Woman is of one element, and man is…schismed.”

“I know people who would say the woman is schismed,” he murmured. He felt sleepy and his voice was low.

Tuala smiled. “Nevertheless…it is balance. Man and woman. And they exist in the balance of dreams and the real world. And the real world must balance, so there are two of everything. Two sexes, two sides to the body, a bottom and a top to a tree, a north pole and a south pole…two of everything, and so there is balance.”

“I don’t get it.” Jack was in danger of falling asleep, but that was fine. Tuala wanted him to be halfway into a dream, even in the Place of Dreams where she, and now he, had existence.

She said: “There are two of everything in this place of dreams. There are the two of reality and dream, there are the two of people occupying both the real world and The Dream. There are two factions in this castle outside of which we sit: those who serve and those who don’t. And there are two Sources of The Dream. Like a north pole and a south pole, there is the white castle, here, and the dark castle, there.”

Jack gave a slight half sort of snore, but he was aware. He was more aware than he had ever been, for it was as if the secrets of the universe were being revealed to him. And, of course, they were.

And Tuala let him sleep.

Ann lay on the bed and sobbed and felt for Jack. He had been here, then…gone! She had been about to untie him, then he had faded quickly, and all that was left were the leather straps hanging slack form the posts of the bed.

“Jack!”

She felt a presence behind her.

She spun in place on the bed, she crouched and stared, somewhat like a wild animal, and she saw…

“JACK!”

Jack stood in the center of the room. He wore his panties and bra, and his bra was tied together. His face was still made up, and his expression was dopey. Sappy. “Hi!” He spoke as if wondering.

She ran to him, grabbed him in a fierce hug. “Jack! What is happening?”

“It’s balance,” he answered, his voice sounding sleepy, his eyes half closed.

Yet he brought up his hands and held her.

“It’s love,” he said.

She kissed him, hugged him, cried into his hair.

‘It’s okay,” explained Jack. “There’s two poles, and if I can fix one then the world won’t be bound by two limits, two sources of dream.”

“What?” Tears were dripping from her cheeks and falling on his breasts.

“But she told me too much. If I fix it I might not want to come back.”

“What?”

“I’ve got to go, Ann. I’ve got to go make a wrong right, and the only way to do that is to make a right wrong.”

“I don’t—“

“Because you were making me right, and that made me wrong there, and now…now everything is falling apart!”

“Jack! You’ve got to make sense.”

“No,” he smiled, and he started to fade.

She felt him become insubstantial, to change from meat to wisp, and then disappear.

Her hands closed on nothing, her arms lost him and flew in to wrap themselves around herself.

Jack was gone.

Jack opened his eyes and looked at Tuala, and he understood.

“That’s right, Jack. I’m sorry, I told you too much.”

“If I fix the other Source of the Dream this place will be a paradise, and I won’t want to leave it. I’ll be stuck here forever.”

She nodded.

“But if I don’t fix it The Dream will die. Everything. The other castle, even this one. Black and White will become one and there will be nothing. They will cancel each other out. and…”

Tuala watched him as he ran through the litany of his enlightened thoughts.

“…and yet I’ve got to do it.”

“It’s balance, Jack. If you fix one you kill the other, and the opposite is also true. And in the great scheme of things you risk reality…or your dreams. Live in one and the other dies. And the opposite is also true.”

They sat against the tree, Jack in her arms, trying to figure out a way to deal with this conundrum, this riddle inside an enigma. The unsolvable paradox.

And the castle grew a door, and the door opened.

It was more difficult to climb up the short grade of talus than it was to step over the threshold. They scrambled and scampered, and finally pushed and pulled each other until Tuala entered the castle. She turned and lent a hand, and then they were both inside.

Breathing hard, absorbing the gloom, for they were in the bottom of the mighty structure.

Yet they could see. In the positive side of the Source of the Dream there was a bluish light that, if there was no yellow light, all could see.

“Like an animal can see,” said Jack, blinking and seeing the world in a different hue.

“Like a wolf or a giraffe.”

Jack turned to Tuala. “You have giraffe’s here?”

“If you dream it.”

Which brought Jack around to the question. “Why did the door appear.”

“Because I told you too much.”

“But you only told me how this dream works!”

“But you’re not here to learn that. You’re here to fix things, then go home. To be real.”

“But that makes no sense!”

“I know.”

They stood and gazed at each other. They were breathing normally now, and they could see the endless corridors, cells down the way, and everything built out of white rock. White in the daylight, blue in this forever midnight beneath the earth, free from the sun.

“Which brings us to our real problem.”

“What’s that?”

“Your name.”

Jack narrowed his eyes slightly. “What’s wrong with my name?”

“Jack is a male name. Have you looked at yourself lately?”

Jack hadn’t, but now he did. Panties, a bra, he knew he was wearing make up and his hair was long. And he had breasts. And a pussy. And his body was curvy in the ways that a woman’s is.

“Why does it matter what I am called?”

The closer you are to the Source of the Dream the more it matters. Balance is retained through tradition.”

“So I’m a woman…and so I need…”

“A female name,” Tuala nodded.

“But…okay.” Balance was achieved by him giving in. At least, in this moment of time in this place.

“So what’s your name?”

“I don’t know.”

“Choose one. Make it female. It will strengthen you in this place, the source of the dream place.”

“Jackie?”

Tuala smiled. “Jackie it is.”

“But you knew that’s what I would choose.”

“I suspected, but I couldn’t tell you. You have to figure these things out for yourself, Jack. You’re the Dreamer of the Dream.”

“Where goes I,” he mumbled, his lips pressed together in a sort of pursed position, “there goes the dream.”

Tuala took his hand. “Come. We need to find the tree.”

If the castle looked large on the outside, that was one two dimensions. With the third dimension available to their perceptions the castle was monstrous huge. Seemingly never ending.

Jack and Tuala made their way through the dungeons and storerooms that were on the lowest level. They didn’t see anybody, but they heard screams and groans.

“What is that?”

“Prisoners of your mind, Jack. People you have harmed will always be inside you, crying to be let out.”

That was a sobering thought. He was a gentle sort in the real world, even before he started wearing dresses, but how many people had he hurt?

They found a stairway and climbed up a large, circular ‘chimney.’

And came out in the sunlight.

And thousands of people. Of Fairies.

They wore multi colored shifts, multicolored like the wings of a butterfly.

Their hair was done up in intricate ways. Sometimes a tight skull bob. Sometimes a flare of curls arranged like a castle to itself.

Sometimes like Jack’s, a simple flow of hair to the shoulders, waving and curling quite naturally.

And they knew who Jack was.

“Hello, Jackie!” A buxom woman hugged him.

“Jackie! A pleasure to meet the Maker of the Dream!” A man hugged him, and squeezed his breasts.

Tuala giggled. Squeezing breasts is like shaking hands here.”

Jack held his boob and groused, “You could have warned me!”

“And told you too much? I think not!”

“Jackie! You are so beautiful!”

“Jackie! Please come see me. Bless me with…do you have a cock or a cunt this time?”

Jack turned a bit red, but mumbled. “I’ve got a pussy.”

“Wonderful! I’ll tell my husband!”

For hours, it seemed, they worked their way through the crowd. And it seemed like everybody in the castle had come out to see him.

Then a large man in black robes pushed his way through the well wishers.

“Uh oh,” murmured Tuala.

“JACK! YOU SON OF A BITCH!”

The man had a sharp goatee and piercing eyes. He uncoiled a whip from his shoulder.

The crowd immediately attacked the man, tackled him and held him down. Took his whip and it was thrown…somewhere.

“Let me go!” raged the dark one. “I’ve got to free us from his dream!”

“He is the dreamer! You may not touch the dreamer.”

And while the crowd wrestled with the man Tuala hustled Jack away.

“What was that?”

“The other side.”

“Why isn’t he locked up? There’s lots of empty dungeons!”

“Because we are too kind to deprive anybody of their freedom. If we deprived somebody of their freedom then we would be upsetting the balance, and—“

“And then somebody in the real world, somebody bad, would get out of jail.”

She nodded.

But it was too much for Jack. Trying to understand how somebody could be kind or vicious, analyzing the affects in the the real world…it was confusing.

“Come on, Jack, the tree is this way.”

They were close now, and they walked between the sheer, white walls, through large arched tunnels, then smaller tunnels. Down stairways, and around a corner and…Jack saw it.

The tree of the Fairies was monstrous tall, and wide, and thick with color.

The top of the tree he had seen from a distance, sprouting above the incredibly tall castle walls.

The roots he had seen in the dungeons, an occasional underlimb, thicker than the thickest tree, growing into the ground, searching the earth for nutrition and reason.

But the body of the tree was a massive eruption of golden branches with multi-hues of multi-colors. It filled the courtyard, which stretched almost as large as the castle.

All the corridors and rooms and arches and spires…they were just a shell for this magnificent creature.

And from the limbs of the tree hung the fruit.

Large hanging sacks, glowing with orange light, within which moved the shapes of humans. Or Fairies.

Individual hands and feet, faces pressed against the skin to reveal features. Sexual organs to determine sex.

Wiggling, turning, struggling.

Coming to fruition, and birth, and looking for a way out.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Jack.

Tuala, as if in a trance, advanced towards the tree. She walked hundreds of yards under the limbs that were bowed with human fruit. Fairy fruit.

Jack followed her, and he touched one of the fruits. The Fairy borning inside shuddered and recoiled from him.

The Dreamer should not touch the child before she is born. came the thought.

A thought created by the child within the sack. The Fairy in the tree womb.

Tuala reached the base of the tree. It was like a mighty wall, it was so big, and Tuala touched the tree with her palms, and shuddered as the Mother Tree spoke to her, welcomed her, saw the world through her eyes.

For a long minute Tuala just stood there, and tears of joy streamed down her cheeks.

Then she turned to Jack. “Come Jack. She wants to meet you.”

Jack stepped forward, and Tuala lifted his hands and touched his palms to the tree.

He was the Dreamer, dreaming, and he suddenly felt like he was being dreamed.

He saw the beautiful side of Ann, of his mother, even of himself. He saw the beautiful side of the Fairies. But when he tried to see the man in black who had wished to whip him, and send him back to his real self…

Jack flew back through the air. His head hit the ground and he felt like lightening had scorched him. Every part of him hurt.

“What did you do?” yelled Tuala.

“I…I…” he was dazed, sickened, and he didn’t understand. Once again he had screwed up, but didn’t know how.

Other Fairies were rushing under the tree towards him. There was anger on their faces.

“Oh, no!” Tuala moaned. “Jack!”

Then the Fairies reached him. They dogpiled him, a mass of hot flesh and shifts, and he lay under the pile and tried to breath.

Jack awoke in the dungeons. Not passing by the cells, like before, but ensconced in a cell.

He lay on a straw mat, the straw leaking out, and there was a moldy smell to it.

“What…?”

“Are you awake, Jack?”

Jack was, and he pushed up on his elbows and looked around.

Tuala was sitting in a corner, arms on knees, head raised to looked at him. And she looked truly, totally, miserable.

Jack stretched, found he wasn’t hurting too badly, but…”What are we doing here?”

“What did you do to the Mother Tree?”

“I asked to see the goodness in that man who tried to whip me.”

“Oh, Jack. You fool. You can’t ask good to envision evil!”

“How was I supposed to know that?”

Tuala groaned and lowered her head to her knees. “Now we’ll never get to see Great Great Grandmother.”

“Yes, we will.” Jack spoke with a certain degree of confidence that surprised Tuala.

“How?”

“Come here.”

“But…”

“Just come here.”

Tuala was close enough that she didn’t have to stand. She just knee walked a couple of paces and knelt in front of Jack.

“Come here,” Jack held his arms out.

“But what are you doing?”

“Don’t you remember?”

“Remember what?”

“You showed me the way. You told me too much.”

“I did?”

“Come into my arms.”

Confused, not understanding, the Fairy moved into his hug.

Jack kissed her and smiled. He felt her large breasts, then kissed her nipples. His hand went down to her pussy and began rubbing her button.

“Oh, fuck, Jack. What are you doing?”

“I’m taking control of the dream. Didn’t you say that love was everything?”

“Yes! But love can’t break through iron bars and rock walls!”

“It can’t?”

“No!”

But Jack just smiled and said, “Eat my pussy.”


Feminization as

the Source of Dreams!

Will he be a woman forever?


Part Seven

Jackie lay on filthy straw in the dungeon of the castle known as the Source of Dreams. He was a woman now, and wore only his panties and a knotted bra, and he was grinning.

“What did you say?” asked Tuala.

“I said, ‘Eat my pussy!’”

Tuala stared at him.

“You’re the one who told me that love is everything.”

“It is, but only for Fairies! You don’t belong here, Jackie. You’re from a real world. These bars, this cell, will confine you just as they would in your regular world.”

“Prove it.”

Tuala was sitting up now. She wore a shift, and her breasts were large, and her nipples were starting to stand up.

It was she who had been teaching Jack, but now…now he was offering the unthinkable, and in the process she would have to learn.

“Afraid to try?”

“No.” Tuala stood up, but she was shivering. In the dim, blue, forever light of the dungeons she was shaking, and…eager.

And afraid.

“Come.”

Jackie slid his panties off and put them to the side. He spread his legs.

As a man he had had muscular legs, as a woman he had soft, curvy legs. His toenails had been painted in the real world, and they were painted here.

Tuala moved closer, knelt at his feet.

She stared at his pussy. A woman, she wished that pink triangle was a cock, but…that was the way it was.

She placed her hands on his knees and moved forward. She licked her lips.

Jackie opened wider.

He was moist.

He whispered, I’ve been hoisted on a hook, the bad Ann skewered me with her fingers and just about everything else you could imagine. I need love.

It was this last statement that moved Tuala. As a Fairy she was committed to healing people, helping them. Jackie was asking to help her, but she needed to do the helping. She bent over to her knees, lowered  her face and applied herself to his slit.

Jackie really did need this. He had been abused badly, and he needed the soft touch.

Tuala wrapped her arms around his legs and cupped his buns and licked him.

Jackie moaned and arched his back. He tilted his pussy into Tuala’s face.

For a while there was nothing but the soft sounds of sucking in the gloomy dungeons. For a while even Tuala was afraid it wasn’t going to work, but her essence as a Fairy could not be denied.

The walls of belief began to crumble. Belief in walls and prison cells and hate and mistakes and all the things that make a man feel guilt…and less than virtuous.

All the fears turned to dust and a spark of light ignited over the pair, shards of illumination lanced through the cell. A change in the blueness, and yellow light glowed softly.

“Oh, yes,” Jackie watched the dungeons lighten up.

Tuala licked, bit, soothed, and Jackie’s pains left and were replaced by light.

“It’s working,” whispered Jackie, holding Tuala’s head.

Tuala slipped her hands further under his buns and worked a digit between them. She tickled his tickle spot, and that did it.

“AHHH!” Jackie arched and pressed her pussy into Tuala’s mouth, and the lock on the cell door clicked.

Jackie lay, panting, in a state of wonder and awe. The female orgasm had rocked his world, opened his eyes to possibilities of love.

Tuala, grinning and refreshed by being able to help her friend, stood up and walked to the cell door. A simple push and it opened.

Jackie moved as if in a daze, his eyes trying to focus on what went for reality. He smiled at the sight of the open door.

They walked out of the cell and along the long corridors of the dungeons.

“Where now, Jackie?”

Jackie stopped and looked in front of them. A huge hump of a root had drilled through the dungeon corridor and into the depths of the earth.

“The Tree. The Fairy Tree. We still need to see your great grandma.

“Two Greats, Jackie. You must show proper respect. It’s Great Great Grandmother.”

“Okay. Great Great Granny.”

“Grandmother.”

But Jackie wasn’t listening, he was clambering over the massive root of The Tree.

Tuala followed him and they continued the search for a way to The Tree.

“I don’t want to go to go through the castle. People may recognize me, we might just end up in the dungeon again.”

“There’s a stairway that leads to the courtyard of The Tree, I think I might be able to find it.

They walked, holding hands, and circled through the underground maze of dungeons.

Finally, Tuala stopped at an iron gate set in the side of the corridor. It looked like the gate to a cell, but beyond it stair sled upward.

“I think this is it.”

Jackie placed his hand on the iron bars of the gate and pulled. The gate swung open.

The pair grinned at each other as they began to climb the stairs.

Since The Tree was set in a depression in the Great Courtyard they didn’t have far to climb. Only a handful of minutes on the darkened stairs, then they saw a glimmer of light. Not the blue light that existed in the absence of light, but the yellow light of the outer world.

They came to another gate, and they peered through the rusty bars.

They had come up in a small building half under the giant tree. Above them The Tree grew a mile up, the occasional fall of colored leaves were light dust motes in the golden light of day.

Jackie opened the gate and peered around the corner of the building.

There were people in the courtyard. Come to call on the Fairy Tree, pressing their hands against the trunk and receiving divine instruction.

There were people sitting under golden sacks hanging from the limbs, talking to relatives either freshly rejuvenated and being rebuilt by The Tree, or to relatives past and about to be born again.

“This is better than I thought,” murmured Tuala.

Jackie turned his head towards her, and saw that she was pointing to a limb only a hundred yards away.

A limb hung so low it’s Fairy fruit almost touched the earth. In one particular fruit the body was hanging inches from the ground, and the features of the Fairy about to be born were quite plain to see.

It was Tuala!

“It’s you!”

“No. It’s my Great Great Grandmother, and it is almost time for her to walk apart from The Tree.”

“You look so alike!”

“We’re from the same branch. Of course we look alike.”

“This is so weird.”

“What?”

“You were born before your grandmother.”

Tuala was in his face. She hissed. “Great Great Grandmother! Don’t screw it up!”

“Okay…okay.”

Tuala gave him a nasty look, then turned back and inspected the courtyard.

There were only a few people near them.

“If we walk slowly, our heads bowed, they probably won’t give us a second look.”

“And if they do?”

“They won’t. I’ll stand between you and them. Cover your hands over your face and act like you’re crying.”

Jackie nodded. “Okay. You ready?”

Tuala nodded.

Jackie lowered his shoulders, placed his face in his hands, and Tuala led him into the Great Courtyard and her Great Great Grandmother.

They walked across bricks that were once white, but now were stained with the colors of a million multi-hued leaves. Rusty red and puke green, yellow smudges amongst brown tramplings, they shuffled over the brick towards the low hanging limb.

The orange sack loomed, and Jackie saw how it pulsed and swayed from the pulsings.

There was a harmony to birth, and it was a rhythm that only women could understand. But now Jackie was a woman, and the truth of birth washed over him, dazed him, made him weak in the face of creation.

“Easy, Jackie. Sit if you must. Don’t touch her. Be at peace and let’s see if she will speak to you.”

“But her voice is on the inside.”

“The voice of her mind isn’t.”

Jackie sat a mere two feet from the lightly swaying fruit. He listened to the pulsing music that issued from the Fairy’s birth. He was mesmerized.

Tuala sat next to Jackie. She swayed slightly in tune with the birth, and Jackie found himself moving with her.

“Great Great Grandmother…I have brought Jackie to you.”

She turned to Jackie. “Still your mind. Have no thoughts that thoughts may have space to take place.”

Jackie sighed, and breathed. He heard his heart beats. He heart the blood whistling through his veins.

Normally he could never have achieved such silence, but here, int he presence of Tuala and her Great Great Grandmother, he felt the peace of Fairy birth. He felt the coalescence of spirit that was a baby to be born.

And he heard, “Jackie-e-e-e-!” A soft, sinuous slithering of thought. So gentle, so kind.

He knew he was to answer. He opened his mouth to speak. “Great Great—“

The sack that held the Great Great Grandmother suddenly burst at the bottom. The new Fairy was poured out upon the once white bricks. Orange fluid, fruity smelling amniotic fluid splashed on the stained bricks and splattered upon Jackie’s legs.

And that was when Jackie learned that he had done something truly horrible.

If he had completed ‘Great Great Grandmother’ it would have been okay. But the sudden birth had startled him, and he only completed ‘Great Great.’

Tuala looked at him, opened her mouth to urge him to complete the honorific, but the Great Great Grandmother took umbrage first.

“You disrespectful human!”

Her tones indicated that being a human was the lowest form of life, with  ‘disrespectful’ being an even lower description.

“You refuse to address me properly. Many deaths upon you, and may they all be painful!”

Jackie moved back, both in disgust from the orange fluid on him, and from the sheer virulence of the Great Great GRandmother’s tones.

“Great Great Grandmother!” tried Tuala. “He was surprised by your birth! Let him finish…”

“He is finished!” If words could kill that phrase would have given Jack a heart attack, death by cancer, and a bullet in the head as he fell from a forty story building all at the same time.

“But—“

Jack tried.

“Great Great Grandmother!” Tuala was beseeching, on her knees and half bowed, her hands out in supplication. “He is the one you summoned many lifetimes ago. He must fulfill a prophecy! Your prophecy! He is but a baby from another world. Please allow him to finish!”

“He is a Dreamer?”

Her words had the impact of shit hitting Jackie in the face.

“Then the Dreams have died and he is the reason.”

Jackie could take no more. The terrible hate the newborn, young woman held for him was overwhelming. He turned and headed for the iron gate that led to the dungeons.

“Jackie!”

“Let the filthy swine depart. I want no more of him.”

“But Great Great Grandmother!”

“Now help me clean myself. I must speak to The Tree and…” she continued giving her Great Great Granddaughter instructions, and Tuala watched as Jackie opened the iron bars and disappeared down the stairs into the dungeon.

Jackie traipsed down the stone stairs into the ever blue light that illuminated the dungeons. As he walked his mind was a whirling mess.

He had offended the Great Great Grandmother, who had summoned him to this place of Dreams.

He hadn’t intended to, it was an accident, but…it was done.

And he had the feeling she would never forgive him.

How would he fulfill whatever prophecy concerned him?

How could he even find out what he was supposed to do?

Sorrow burrowed into his heart as he realized that he had just lost the key that would transport him back to his own reality, his mother and Ann. The good Ann.

He reached the bottom of the stairs, and the bottom of his heart.

He had been filled with love by Tuala, but now he was alone. Now he was—

“Jackie!”

Jackie turned, and his heart lifted.

Tuala was running down the corridor towards him.

Jackie met her halfway and they hugged. Their breasts touched and they held each other.

“I’m sorry,” whispered Jackie.

“It’s okay.”

“But she won’t help me.”

“No.”

After a minute they separated and just stood facing each other. Then Tuala dropped the other shoe

“Actually, we have to leave.”

“But, what about—“

Tuala placed her hand over Jackie’s mouth.

“Jackie, Great Great Grandmother will not speak to you.”

“But surely there’s some way I can—“

“No.”

“How do you know?”

“Because if it was me in her place, I wouldn’t.”

Jackie’s eyes opened wider.

“No.”

“Yes. The Land of Dreams is run by tradition. You broke tradition.”

“But I didn’t mean to!”

“There are no accidents. What you did…it was meant to be, or it wouldn’t have happened.”

“But what will we do?”

“As I said, we must leave. In offending Great Great Grandmother you have moved her from being a friendly force to the other side.”

“But she’s a Fairy! And I thought Fairies were good!”

“Not always, Jackie. I told you that some adhere to the other side. It’s about balance, and Great Great Grandmother, having been attacked by you, must return the attack. We have to leave before she can become a force and come after us. In a way, I think she was foreordained to do this. I’m helping you, and I’m good, so balance says that somebody from the same branch must be bad.”

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Jackie. “I really screwed up. I’ve been realizing things, thinking about how to be a kinder, better person, then I go and do this.”

“Cheer up, Jackie. We have a chance. We’ve got a head start. If we can get out of here, or even just hide from her long enough, perhaps we can escape.”

“But how will I ever find out what I have been summoned for?”

“You’ll have to find out another way.”

Jackie nodded. “Okay.” Then: “So how do we leave?”

“That may be a problem…”

The walls of the White Castle were hundreds of yards high. They were monstrous thick at the bottom, and there were no doors.

“Well, how about a sewer system or something? Can we go out through a sewer pipe?”

Tuala looked at Jackie with disgust. “What do you think we are?”

“Huh? I don’t know. What’s wrong with my question.”

“Well, it’s sort of distasteful to answer, but Fairies don’t excrete.”

“Excrete? Like…poop? Pee?”

“Precisely.”

“But…what do you do with the…the food waste you produce.”

“Jackie? Didn’t you hear me? We don’t excrete! That means we don’t eat. We can drink as much as we want, but we don’t eat solid food. And whatever ‘pee’ you think we might produce, it seems to be burned off by our glow.”

“Your…glow.”

“Yes,” she made a facetious face, “Our glow!”

Jackie was aware of her glow. She always had it, except after helping him recover. But even then it was only gone a short while. The Fairies’ glow rebuilt very fast.

“So I guess that means there is no sewer.”

“That’s right.” Tuala seemed a little miffed by the whole conversation, so Jack let it go.

“So how do we get out of here?”

Now Tuala screwed up her face and thought. I don’t think we can make a door in the wall by making love, so that’s out.”

“No way under, no way through, that leaves only up.”

“Go to the top of the wall and climb out?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not?”

“Because there is no stair to the top of the wall. It’s a drop off on the inside, fifty yards. If somebody did get to the top they would have a sheer fall, and the wall slants over the roof of the highest compartment, so they would just sloop off and fall all the way to the Grand Courtyard.”

Jackie sighed. “Man. We are really messed.”

“We are unless you can think of some way to dream us out of here.”

It was a classic problem. A locked room, no way in, no way out, and if Great Great Grandmother had anything to say about it she would murder Jackie.

Nothing else to do, Jackie sat down on the floor.

He intended to think, to reason a way out of this conundrum, but his real motivation, Tuala would later reason, was to go to sleep. To dream. For all problems are solvable by dreams.

And he slept.

“I don’t know what happened!” Ann cried. Tears were streaming down her face. Her body was shaking and she was wringing her hands.

“But where is he?” Joan stood in the bedroom where Jack had disappeared.

“That’s it! I don’t know! He just…he just…”

Joan’s mind was corkscrewing into panic, and she would have been totally in chaos if she had seen Jack disappear. But she was his mother, and she had to keep a level head. She had to find her boy.

She looked at the straps hanging from the posts. She glanced at the crying Ann.

What had her son and Ann been doing? She had thought they were going to make Jack wear garments and get over this ‘Transvestic Disorder’ thing.

And now she finds wrist restraints, and a whip on the floor.

She almost asked Ann, but it was more important to get past all that and find Jack.

Joan took Ann’s arms and made the woman face her. “I think it’s time we called somebody else in on this.”

Ann actually didn’t want to. Jack hadn’t wanted to, and she respected what Jack wanted. But now there was no more Jack. Now she had ot. She had to.

BOOM!

Jack woke up.

Tuala sat up straight.

BOOM!

“What’s that?”

Jack stood up.

BOOM!

The thuds were getting louder, and the whole castle was shuddering under impact.

BOOM!

Jackie ran inside a cell and put his hand on what he thought was the inside of the castle outer wall.

BOOM!

Dust fell, and he felt the very rock shaking violently.

Tuala was right behind him. She put her hand to the wall.

BOOM!

Now not just dust, but actual pieces of the big stones crumbled and fell.

“Back!” yelled Jackie.

BOOM!

They darted out of the cell and across the corridor.

BOOM!

Then the inside wall splintered. Big chunks of rock flew inward.

BOOM!

The wall shattered and there was a hole to the outside.

Light poured in for a brief moment.

Then a giant hand came through the tunnel. It was a woman’s hand, but so very big. Big enough to shatter the wall of the castle.

The hand had red fingernails and a wedding ring. It groped around, ripped the bars off the front of the cell, but came just short of Jackie and Tuala.

Jackie and Tuala held their breaths, pressed their back bones against the wall, and watched as fingers the size of logs scrabbled and searched, then the giant hand was withdrawn.

Sunshine through the big tunnel for a moment, then a giant eye.

Jackie stared at the eyeball. There was something familiar about the eye, and the ring and the fingernails, for that matter.

The eye shifted upward and a red mouth appeared at the end of the tunnel. “Jack?”

“It’s my mother!” hissed Jackie.

He started to move forward, but Tuala stopped him with an arm across his chest.

“But—“

“Not now, Jackie. She sounds really pissed!”

And Joan was pissed. “Jack! You come home right now! If you don’t…if you don’t…I’m going to tell your father!”

Jackie looked at Tuala.

Tuala murmured, “A father. Now that is weird. I always forget how screwed up people not born of The Tree are.”

“JACK!”

The voice boomed so loudly that both Jackie and Tuala covered their ears.

Then the eye looked into the castle. Then sunlight. And the voice, receding, drifting down the mountainside as his mother left. “That did it. I’m going to call him right now!”

She was gone, that was obvious, but it still took Jackie and Tuala a moment to get over their fright and move timidly down the tunnel.

She was gone.

No footprints the size of King Kong’s.

No trees crushed and bent over to mark her path.

“Wow,” said Tuala, her eyes large and round.

“My mother must have found out…Joan must have told her…I’m not there.”

“You’re lucky she didn’t get you. Can you imagine a spanking from her big hand?”

Jackie couldn’t help it. It was probably just relief from avoiding motherly ‘love,’ but he snickered. “I can just see it. She bends me over her thumb and spanks me.”

Tuala chuckled, then laughed.

Then the laughter was stopped.

“There they are!” came down the tunnel towards them.

They turned and looked, and there was Great Great Grandmother. She had a dozen soldier types with her, all holding swords, and they began running down the tunnel.

Jackie and Tuala jumped to the talus below and slid almost all the way to the tree line.

“You come back here, Jackie!” screamed Great Great Grandmother.

A spear clattered near them. Another one thunked into a tree, then they were into the woods.

They walked through the flatlands, little puffs of dust rising from their feet.

Jackie’s feet really hurt. The high heels were causing his arches to stretch it felt like his feet were swollen.

“Can’t you go barefoot?”

“I throw them away and they appear again on my feet.”

“Let me try.”

Jackie stopped and Tuala pried a high heel off his foot and threw it.

It faded into the air and they looked down. It was on Jackie’s foot.

“How about breaking the heel off?”

Jackie took his shoe off and broke the heel off. When he put the shoe back on the heel had reappeared.

“Wow,” said Tuala. “You must really like high heels.”

Unfortunately, Jackie couldn’t disagree. When he had first put them on it had caused him an enormous erection. Now he had no erection, but they still caused a damp feeling between his legs.

They walked under the sun for a while longer, then Jackie asked, “So where are we going?”

Tuala stopped and turned to him. “I don’t know. I thought that was up to you.”

“You’re the guide.”

“But you’re the Dreamer. I can guide you through the land, but you have to make the destination.”

Jackie sighed, turned and looked behind them.

In the far distance was a little puff of dust.

“Great Great Grandmother,” he whispered.

Tuala nodded. “She’s not going to stop until she’s killed some respect into you.”

“I guess we better go.”

They went, walking through the long hours of the day. They were getting closer to the village, and the dust cloud behind them was getting closer.

They entered the path that led to the village.

“Ann’s there, you know.”

“We’re going to have to get past her somehow.”

“And we’re going this way because…?”

“I just want to get away from her,” he jerked a thumb back towards the cloud, “and past her,” he pointed a finger towards the village.

“You know, it sort of amazes me,” said Tuala.

“What?”

“You dreamed this, and you dreamed a lover to score your hide with a whip, a mother to squash you like a bug, and a counterpart for me to oppose you at every turn.”

Jackie grunted. “Hunh. Doing pretty good, eh?”

“I suppose.”

They heard the clatter of hooves behind them.

“Horses?” Jackie arched an eyebrow.

“Fairies can imagine a lot of different things. I guess horses were the best way to catch up to you.”

“Why can’t I imagine a racing car to get away?”

“Because you’d have to image tar roads and filling stations and distribution centers and tankers and plants to distill and oil wells in the ocean who isn’t really too happy right now. that’s why.”

“Oh.”

They were on the out skirts of the village now, and things were crazy in the village. People were running every which way but loose. Women were scampering towards the center of the village, holding babies and tugging little children. Men had picked up clubs and held pick axes.

Tuala grabbed a boy of about ten, “What’s going on?”

“Jack is coming! We’re going to fight him off!”

Jackie shook his head in disbelief. Now the whole village was after him!

As the boy scampered away Jackie turned around. Great Great Grandmother entered the village. She was riding a great white stallion, and a dozen Fairies, soldier Fairies, were behind her, also on white horses. They wore shiny armor and held sharp swords.

“There he is!”

“Come on!” Tuala grabbed Jackie’s hand and tugged. They ran amongst the villagers, heading for the center of the village. They came to the well, buckets of mud dumped in clumps on the ground beside it.

Ahead of the well was a thick crowd. They raised clubs and other weapons in their hands and screamed and yelled.

Great Great Grandmother charged her white stallion into the back of the crowd.

People were crushed and stepped on by the stallions, and she was on ten yards behind Jackie and Tuala.

Jackie and Tuala burst through the crowd and into the center space.

Ann stood, wearing black leather pants, a halter top held up by strips of leather, and the highest heels Jackie had ever seen.

And red, red lipstick.

And a broad, white smile.

And a whip in her hand.

Her breasts high and jiggling with her hard breaths.

Waiting, her feet slightly spread.

“It’s about time, Jackie!”Jackie and Tuala came to a stop, and Great Great Grandmother’s stallion burst through the inner ring of villagers.

The  great horse pranced and circled and its eyes flashed fire.

Jackie and Tuala looked back and forth. Talk about being caught between the devil and…the devil.

“Caught you!” yelled Great Great Grandmother exultantly.

“I caught them first,” yelled Ann, snapping her whip.

More stallions burst through the ring of people, and the people stepped back and watched this terrible confrontation.

Ann stepped forward and to the side.

Great Great Grandmother held to the back of her stallion as it pranced to the side on the other side of Jackie and Tuala, it’s sides heaving and sweat covered, its nostrils chuffing furiously.

The two women glared at each other.

“I chased him across the land.”

“I chased him to you!”

“He has disrespected me!”

“I love him!”

In a sense, they were opposites, and by all rights should have gone to fighting, but they were also seeking balance, and so the unthinkable happened.

“Why don’t we share him?”

Both women stopped.

Jackie and Tuala looked back and forth between the two women.

“You mean…we both torture him?”

Ann shrugged. There was a look of satisfaction on her face.

They were like serial killer politicians who had suddenly agree on a common platform.

“We can take turns.”

“We can make him respect us.”

“We can make him love us.”

The crowd was murmuring, excited at this prospect. Not just one woman to administer ‘justice,’ but two!

Great Great Grandmother raised a leg, pivoted, and slid off the saddle of her horse. The horse snorted and stomped the ground.

Both women advanced until they were standing on each side of Jackie and Tuala.

Up close they were gorgeous.

Ann in her dominatrix outfit.

Great Great Grandmother in shiny armor, glowing like a powerful Fairy should.

“We can tie him up.”

“We can shred him and rend him.”

“We can turn him inside out and make him sorry he ever had a Dream.”

Both women were grinning sharp grins now.

“We can use my hut. I have tools to apply to Jackie’s pretty hide.”

“The hide we can strip from her.”

Ann raised a hand. “Take Jackie to my hut!”

Villagers rushed in. They grabbed Jackie’s arms and legs and lifted him up.

Tuala stepped back. She was not wanted. She bit her lips and watched as Jackie was toted away.

Into the hut on the heads of screaming villagers. The bra that had been ripped and which Jackie had tied together was fully ripped off him. His panties were pulled into shreds.

Then Great Great Grandmother and Ann, arm in arm, followed the villagers. They were smiling at each other as they entered the hut, and Tuala, behind the crowd of villagers and moving backwards and away, waited for the sounds of Jackie’s screams.

She had not long to wait.


Part Eight

Jackie wouldn’t have been able to fight against the hundreds of hands that carried her into Ann’s hut even if he had been male.

One male against a hundred males and females, and he wasn’t even a male anymore.

Female muscles.

Female strength.

He was carried across the floor of the hut, people crowding in, everybody trying to get their hands on him.

And, once again, the fact that he was female worked against him.

Peasant’s hands groped his breasts, pulled on his nipples. Dirty, work hardened hands pushed at his vagina and fingers were inserted.

Jackie moaned with fear and…lust?

Then he realized that he had realized, and not known that he realized, that the only way out of pain was to enjoy it. What was that old saying? ‘Have a good day, and if you can’t, enjoy the misery.’

So he had unconsciously started to translate what was about to happen to him into pleasure.

They tied him to the big St. Andrew’s cross. His flesh, slick with sweat, slid along the polished beams and the straps were pulled tight on his wrists and ankles.

“Oh, God,” he moaned. Sure, he had the idea of enjoying, but the reality of pain was still terrifying.

“Back!” commanded Ann. She smiled at Great Great Grandmother. “Watch, and enjoy.”

Enjoy? thought Jackie, trying to still his wildly beating heart.

Ann moved to Jackie, faced him from the other side of the big X, and touched his cheek. “Jackie, Jackie.Then she hooked a finger into him and lifted.

Jackie cried out, and as the pain hit he told himself it was good, that everything was fine. it was pleasure.

He was halfway right.

Ann pulled his long hair back, kissed his neck, and bit it.

Jackie felt her teeth digging in, and he thought for a moment she had decided to rip his jugular, to actually drink his blood.

But Ann was just playing. The bite turned into a kiss, and she brought her hands up and cupped his breasts. He felt her ling, red nails scoring him, and turning into a tickle.

He tried to turn the pain into pleasure, but he had to endure a moment before he could do that. He would yip, or yell, or even shriek, then it would be pleasant and he would groan.

At the other side of the room, watching with much interest, Great Great Grandmother frowned.

Ann continued her ministrations. She slapped his tits, put the butt hook in place and tied it to his longhair. He was tied to the cross and bent back, and it hurt…until it didn’t. Until he could dream up how to morph the hurt into good feelings.

Great Great Grandmother frowned even more.

Around the hut peasants clapped their hands and oohed and awwed.

Jackie’s eyes rolled helplessly and he lost himself in the changing of pain to pleasure.

Balance, he thought, and that thought was visible to the Fairy at the door, and more than she could stand.

“Stop it!” she yelled. She marched forward and swept Ann back with a hand. “All you do is tease him, excite him. You need to go further. You need to go all the way.

The whip was on the floor and Great Great Grandmother picked it up and strode back a couple of paces. She uncoiled the whip.

“Not the whip!” yelled Ann, panicking because she knew what happened when you whipped Jack.

The crowd cheered at the thought of the cat whistling through the air and cutting into Jackie’s hide.

“Why not?” laughed Great Great Grandmother.

She pulled back her arm.

Ann yelled, “NO!”

But Great Great Grandmother swung the whip down across Jack’s back.

Jackie arched, and screamed, and disappeared.

“What the fuck?” mumbled Great Great Grandmother. She, of all, should have understood how a Dreamer can Dream himself out of pain. But it had happened so fast!

“You idiot!” snapped Ann.

Jackie was gone and the straps hung from the big X.

Professor Ernest Lamont climbed the stairs slowly.

He was a ponderous fellow, large in the gut and awkward in physical activities. Like climbing stairs.

He wore a suit that had been expensive once, but now smelled of foreign cigarettes and cologne.

Cologne to hide the odor of the cheap cigarettes.

His face was fat, and he tried to make it skinnier looking by cultivating a goatee. It worked…a little.

But his eyes bulged, and that countered the effect of the goatee.

“It happened up here,” explained Ann, leading the way. “We were…conducting an experiment,” she spoke slowly as she tried to make the act of tying somebody up and whipping him sound scientific.

“I don’t understand how whipping an innocent boy helps him understand himself,” Joan, Jack’s mother, inserted.

They reached the top landing and started down the hall.

“Quite so,” pronounced Professor Lamont wheezed. He had a stitch in his side from the climb up the stairs and he placed one hand on it. “Else a spanking would create a Beethoven.”

Ann risked a glanced back and was met with Joan’s dagger sharp eyes.

“Of course there have been times, in therapy as executed by licensed professionals, when corporal punishment has had desired effects.”

Lamont tried to affect a slightly Germanic accent. He sort of got it, and thought he had nailed it.

German accents sounded so…important!

They entered the room where Jack had disappeared and stared at the poster bed.

Ann hadn’t done anything to change the room. She was afraid to. The leather straps hung from the posters limply. The sheets were mussed. One pillow was askew and to the side.

Professor Lamont stepped forward and examined the wrist restraints. “Good leather,” he mused, thinking of his own efforts in exploring the field of Sado-Masochism. This was not a bad set up.

“Can you get him back? Professor?” Begged Joan.

“I think we first need to cons—“

Jack appeared. He just wasn’t there, then he was. He had lost his bra and panties, he was a woman, complete with sex organs, long hair and red nails. His body was shapely and his breasts were large.

He also had his head pulled back by a ope that went down his back and was attached to a silver hook that was in his…impaling him in his…

Joan recognized her son immediately. She rushed forward.

“What the fuck?” blurted Lamont.

“Jack!” yelled Ann, pushing around Lamont and getting to the other side of the bed.

The professor was in a light state of shock, but as a psychiatrist he was quick on his feet and was already recovering.

“What is this?” he blurted.

“Jack! Are you all right,” asked Ann. She tried to unknot the rope from his hair, but it was badly tangled.

“Jack! Why are you a girl?” asked his mother.

But as Jack realized where he was he saw the fat man with the goatee. There was something very familiar about him. There was something…and Jack got it.

The eyes were less piercing, he was fat instead of virile and muscular, and he wasn’t wearing a robe.

But he was the man in the black robe who had gone after him when he was under The Tree in the Grand Courtyard. The man who would have whipped him, but the crowd had stopped him!

“Who’s he?” Jackie yelled, suddenly frightened.

He understood that he might be in the restraints for a moment, but soon he would be back in the stream of mud, his entry point into the Land of Dreams.

“Professor Lamont,” answered his mother, working her long fingernails into the knots of the restraint around his wrist.

Jackie stared at her in horror. He didn’t want anybody involved but him and his mother, and he had made them agree not to involve anybody, not to call anybody, no matter what!

But they had!

And they had called, of all people, the man who had come after him  in the white castle. A man in a black robe, the opposite of what was good!

“No! You promised!”

He struggled, and Professor Lamont, watching the scene smiled, and Jack saw the glint of those piercing eyes he had first seen in the Land of Dreams.

It was a look that said that this man promised him no good no matter where he was. Land of Dreams or reality, this man was evil!

Jackie struggled, which slowed his mother’s efforts. He looked up at Ann. “You promised! You—“

Jack disappeared.

The leather restraints hung loose. His mother was working on a knot on a strip of leather that held no wrist.

“Jack!” yelled Ann.

Joan sobbed.

And Professor Ernest Lamont’s eyes widened in shock. And he thought: I could write book on this! I can get rich!

Jackie came to himself slowly. He groaned, and Tuala was there, helping him, holding him, drying his tears.

He was in the muddy creek again, but he was not standing up. He was not standing up because he still had the butt hook penetrating him. He was arched by the hook and trying to fold into the fetal position at the same time.

“Easy, Jackie. Let me get this out of you.”

She tried to pull the hook out, but Jack was bent back and couldn’t bend anymore.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. I made it feel good.”

Tuala assessed him, then nodded. “Good, Jackie.

The knots that Ann couldn’t undo Tuala, with her glowing fingers, was able to undo quickly.

Jackie bent forward, made it into the fetal position, and she pulled the silver hook out of his ass.

“Oh, fuck!” Jack suddenly felt empty. He had been having so much pleasure that he missed the fullness of the hook in him.

Tuala pulled him, urged him, and finally got him to crawling.

He crawled across the mud, arms and knees making big ruts, his long hair draggling.

“Don’t worry, Jack. I’ll clean you up.”

“How did you know…”

“I knew somebody would try whipping you. Don’t ask me how, I just knew.”

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Then they were on the bank, and Tuala pushed him onto his back and started massaging his flesh.

“Oh!” yelled Jackie.

“You’re still making pain into pleasure,” explained Tuala. “Balance, Jackie. Go the other way and make pleasure into pain.”

Jack didn’t want to. His mind was messed by what he had done to it, and he didn’t want to return to an existence where he experienced so much pain.

“You’ve got to, Jackie. Or you’ll go to the other side.”

Jackie didn’t care.

“Then you’ll never be able to love your mother, only hurt her.”

Jackie cared, and slowly, laboriously, he looked into his mind. He undid what he had done, and the feel of her hands on his flesh became pleasurable.

“Oh…yes,” he sighed.

She kissed him then. She held him and smoothed his flesh, and where she touched her glow took away his filth.

That time in the sixth grade when Sally Baker had made fun of him and hurt his feelings. Cured.

That time he had skinned a knee by falling off his bike. The pain was cured.

And dirt was nothing to her touch. It just glowed away and Jack’s skin became soft and clean and even sparkling.

As she worked it became easier.

She suckled Jackie, pulled on his nipples, and giggled when he moaned.

She put her fingers in him and reamed his hole.

She even reamed his asshole, and Jack found a whole new variety of pleasurable feelings.

Then he came, and she was done.

They sat on the bank of the muddy stream, and for the first time they weren’t on the side where the village was.

They took turns brushing out each other’s hair. Occasionally pressing their soft lips together, feeling the sexual thrill course through them and make everything all right.

“That is amazing,” Jackie sighed.

“Yes,” smiled Tuala. then she asked, “What now, Jackie?”

“I don’t know. I can’t go to the village, that’s for sure. And even if I could, what’s beyond the village except your Great Great Grandmother and a big white castle that I put a hole in.”

“It was your mother that did that.”

“Yes. But she wouldn’t have been here if not for me.”

“So, back to the original question. Where?”

“Let’s go down the river.”

Tuala tilted her head in question.

“The river is muddy. The ocean hurts. I’m supposed to do something about all that. I think maybe I should see what’s happening.”

“Very good. Shall we go?”

They stood up, Tuala in her beautiful shift, and Jack naked.

“We’re going to have to get you some clothes.”

“I suppose,” said Jack, looking down at his frame. He liked the size of his breasts, how the nipples stood out. And walking, even in the high heels, was getting easier.

They set off along the bank.

The river, as rivers are wont to do, wandered this way and that. Back and forth, but where it went, it was mud.

Not completely dry, the mud wasn’t cracked, but it was wet, damp, and just barely not dry.

They avoided walking in the river, for that was a mud sucking mess. Instead they walked through the bushes and brambles alongside the river.

The foliage was still a bit green, it was still getting a trace of water out of the mud, and it clung to them in places, and they had to make their way through thickets and pick their way through the sticker bushes.

Every once in a while they could hear voices coming down the river. The first time Jack heard that he stopped and looked back.

“Sounds like Ann, or Great Great Grandmother is after you.”

“Poop on a fork,” muttered Jack, and he turned and continued.

Their path wandered, and sometimes disappeared in the overgrowth. Sometimes it appeared in small patches of mud. This enabled their pursuers to sometimes gain on them, and sometimes to lose the trail.

The day, as days are wont to do in Dreams, elongated. Clouds drifted across the sky, but the sun stayed in the same position.

The sounds behind them.

Jackie’s feet grew sore from the heels. His breasts hurt from the constant bouncing of his gait.

But this was the path they had chosen, and they persevered, and eventually…

They stood on a sandy hillock and gazed into the distance.

“That’s the ocean?”

“I don’t understand,” answered Tuala.

As far as they could see was ocean floor. No water. Just sandy bottom, littered with the dead remnants of ocean life.

Fish that had wiggled their last. Seaweed shrouds and broken bits of shell.

Further out they could see a whale laying on the sand, gasping its last.

“Where’s the water?”

“It’s like the river. The river is mud, no water, and since the water hasn’t been feeding the ocean…no ocean.”

“But that’s not the way it works!” object Jackie. “Rivers feed the ocean, and the ocean evaporates and sends rain clouds to the land. It’s a cycle, and the ocean is the big brother! It’s the ocean that feeds the cycle!”

“That’s in the real world, Jackie. In the Land of Dreams something else has happened. Remember, this land is only as big as the area between the two poles, the sources of The Dream, the White Castle and the Black Castle. That’s going to create different eco systems that are proportional in some way to…to what you expect.”

For a long time they just stood and stared.

How the ocean floor slooped down. Where it was sand and where it was small, round pebbles.

No seagulls, no fish except the wiggling, dying ones.

“We’ve been going the wrong way,” said Tuala at last.

“What do you mean?” He tilted his head and turned it slightly. He thought he heard something.

Tuala faced him. “The river is muddy, so we came to the ocean to see what was wrong. But your lecture on how oceans and rivers work, it made me think: If the river is dry it didn’t become dry because of the ocean. It became dry because of what’s upriver. The water has disappeared because…because…”

“Because somebody stopped it!”

“Exactly.”

“So we need to go upriver, past the village, and see what stopped the water!”

“And we’d better hurry. Listen.”

Jackie tilted his head again. Yes. The sounds of pursuit. Grand Great Grandmother, or Ann, or possibly both of them, were getting closer to them.

Quickly, they raced back to the foliage along the river.

“We’ve got to let them past us.”

“But how?”

“Jackie, I need you to trust me. I want you to go upriver as far as you can, then hide. Get against a bank and pull earth over you. Hide, not a trace of you.”

“And where will you be?”

“I’m going to leave a false trail. They’re going to go past you at a gallop, and hopefully they won’t pick up your scent. When they’ve gone past continue on upriver. I’ll be waiting for you.”

“But wait! How are you—“

She placed a thin finger against his lips. “Trust, Jackie. It’s the great balancer!”

He nodded, and she pushed him upriver.

Jackie ran, towards the sounds, At this point, his feet so sore from the heels, it was easier running than walking.

When he was near the sounds of pursuit he lay down on the river bank, under a small ledge with roots coming out of the bottom. He pulled at the roots and the small bank crumbled down over him. He made sure his feet were covered, and he covered his face so he could breath, and he waited with heart pounding.

The sounds of the white stallions. The mutter of marching peasants. Both Great Great Grandmother and Ann were after him. He heard their voices and held his breath.

“Wait until I get ahold of that stupid girl!”

“We had her, until you whipped her!”

“How was I supposed to know?”

They argued past Jack and continued down the river.

Jackie waited a minute, pushed some earth off himself and looked over the bank.

They were gone.

He got to his feet and began trotting up the river. As he ran he brushed the earth and sand off him. He didn’t have Tuala there to clean him with love. He had dirt on his body, even sand in his pussy, and he felt gritty all over.

Still, he was safe, he had made it, so he hurried up the river, wondering what was happening with Tuala.

Tuala watched Jackie disappearing over the dunes and into the shrubbery next to the river.

She smiled at his lithe body. She loved his big boobs, even though they sometimes juddered too much for him when he ran.

She turned and faced the dry ocean and began running.

Tuala ran as fast as she had ever run. She wasn’t slowed down by Jackie now. and she became light footed over the slowly descending floor of the ocean.

She ran past wiggling fishes, scampered over seaweed, and headed far, far out.

On the beach behind her the combined forces of Ann and her Great Great Grandmother appeared.

In the distance they could see the lone body, but it was so far away it could have been two, or maybe one in front of the other. The distance was just too far for them to differentiate.

“Come!” yelled Great Great Grandmother.

White stallions led the way, armored men holding their swords up high, the swords glinting in the sun, and they pursued the far prey.

Tuala ran, and after a time she saw the ocean.

It was dry, and drying, but there was still plenty of water this far out.

Behind her the villagers and the Fairy soldiers came, but she reached the water and dove in.

She swam, and the fish of the ocean, crowded into a smaller space, brushed her legs and wondered at this dry skinned interloper.

Then, just as her pursuers came close enough to see her, she dove under water, and she did what Fairies do best. She flew into the Dream.

Behind her, unaware that she had gone, Ann and Great Great Grandmother stared at the undulating waves. They seemed a bit choppy, smaller, but maybe that was the result of being forced into a smaller space.

“Where are they?”

That was the moment that Great Great Grandmother figured it out.

She said a very ‘un-Fairy’ like word and turned to Ann.

“I should have known. I’m from the same branch. I know what she knows.”

Ann was confused. “What are you talking about?”

“Only one was here, only Tuala, and she has flown.”

“Flown?”

“She has dreamed herself elsewhere.”

For a moment Ann was startled by the concept, then she asked, “But where?”

“Up river,” said Great Great Grandmother. “Where they should have bene going in the first place, where they’ve been going all along, though they didn’t know it.”

Ann didn’t understand, but she followed along when Great Great Grandmother headed back to the far shore.

Jackie walked along the shore of the muddy river. He chose earth that was not so sodden that his heels might not sink. He often walked with his arms folded in front of him so that he might not quiver and bounce. Enough jouncing boobs and there was pain.

He walked for hours and hours. Alone and wondering where was Tuala.

But the Fairy had seemed awfully sure in her directions, and he was supposed to trust her, so he just kept walking.

And walking.

And walking.

And the sun did not go down, and the day stayed bright, and would have been cheerful if it wasn't for Jackie’s dire circumstances.

He passed the place where he kept reappearing in the muddy river whenever he was whipped. Across the mud he noted the trail that led to the village.

He wondered bizarre things. Like where does the village go when he wakes up and is no longer in the Dream. And if he walked beyond the mountains that held the White Castle would he descend into darkness? Maybe fall off the edge of the earth?

Mostly he just walked, and wished Tuala would find him.

It was lonely being the only one in a dream.

And he walked.

Up river, many Dream miles, Jackie came to a place where he heard voices. He crawled up an incline and peered through some shrubbery at the top.

The river curved around in front of him, and across the river was a huge dam.

It was big, huge, and black.

Atop the dam were little specks. Men. Men in black robes. Men with dark tools, tools like pick axes, that can be used for weapons.

The dam spread out across the land, a vast, permanent barrier, and behind the dam, across the swirling water, water that was angry because it had been denied the ocean, was the Black Castle.

It was the duplicate of the White Castle.

The castle was built up against tall, snow covered mountains, much like the White Castle. In many ways, the size and shape of the walls, the forest beneath the castle that live off of snow melt, the Black Castle was like the White Castle.

There was only one glaring difference.

Above the high wall of the castle there was no fringe of tree. No branches adorned with the infinite color of leaves.

The Black Castle had no Fairy Tree.

“But…why?” muttered Jackie, lying on the low hill and peering at the castle.

“Hello Jackie.”

Jackie spun to find Tuala, a tired smile on her face, hunkered down, watching him with love in her eyes.

“Tuala!” He leaped into her arms, and she into his. They held each other, and Jackie found that he was sobbing.

“I missed you!”

“And I you.”

Then Tuala pulled him back, to some bushes.

“Help me, Jackie. I tired myself out. I’m tired.”

Jackie laid her down on the soft earth. He covered her with his body and he kissed her, felt her, and gave her love.

She sighed, and within minutes she started to glow again.

To glow, and her eyes sparkled, and she returned the favor.

The world might be dry, and the oceans hurting, and the Black Castle and the White Castle might be at odds, but love always finds a moment. And this was their moment.

“I don’t understand,” said Jackie, laying on the earth and staring up at…at stars! He remembered not seeing stars, and being told that stars don’t occur in the Dream. They only occur in reality where you can dream.

Why was he seeing stars now?

But this momentary distraction was distracted by Tuala answering him.

“The Black Castle has declared war on the White Castle. They have hogged all the water for themselves.”

“But the White Castle can exist on snow melt! Doesn’t the Black Castle care about what it does to the land? How the rivers turn to mud and the oceans dry up? Don’t they care?

For a long moment Tuala said nothing. Then she spoke.

“Jackie. The White Castle is one two sources of The Dream, and while there is a balance of men and women there, it is still a female castle. It has the Fairy Tree, and there is birth. The Black Castle, the other source of The Dream, has no tree. It can’t, because while it has both men and women in balance, it is still inherently a male place. Thus, it can’t give birth.”

Jackie was silent, and he could feel things happening in him. He knew she was telling him too much, but he had the feeling she had to. They were coming up against it, and she had to.

“Don’t you understand, Jackie? Men can’t give birth. This is why they fight and rage and have wars. This is why they make diseases and plagues.”

“So that’s what this is?” his sweeping hand indicated the dam.

“Yes. Men raging, declaring war on the women. Destroying the land and creating a dead space between the two sources of The Dream. And if they succeed the Land of the Dream will be rent forever. It will never be cured! It won’t be able to be healed!”

“Men and woman separate forever,” that confused him.

“No. No. There is a balance within each castle of men and women. But one castle will dedicate itself to love, and healing, but without something to love and heal, without the men and women of the Black Castle, there will be nothing left to love and heal! The White Castle will languish and eventually fade into obscurity, into decay. It will degrade and love will disappear!”

“But what will happen to the Black Castle?”

“They will war amongst themselves. They will murder and kill until there is only one left, and he will commit suicide.”

Jackie got it then. “One land will become two, each incomplete without the other, each doomed to destroy themselves.”

“Yo’ve got it, Jackie. And now you know why you were summoned.”

Jackie stared at Tuala in the darkness.

It had been light for so long, the everlasting day, but now it was dark. The everlasting night.

And Jackie felt that these long days and nights somehow mirrored what was happening in him.

White and dark. Good and evil. Mirrors of each other in every man’s soul.

He lay back, closed his eyes to the stars and thought, and in thinking…he dreamed, and was asleep.

And he awoke somewhere else. Somewhere where two women screamed and a fat doctor conspired to write books.

In reality, somewhere else, the ambulance arrived.

Men wearing white trousers and tunics climbed out of the vehicle and went into the house.

Ann showed them the way to the bedroom.

Joan was sobbing in the bedroom. She had untied the leather restraints that held Jack prisoner and she cradled his head.

“My son…my son!”

The ambulance driver moved over to where the doctor was making notes. “I thought we were supposed to pick up a man?”

Professor Ernest Lamont smiled, the glitter was in his eyes as he beheld Jack.

“It’s a confusion,” answered the doctor simply.

“Is he, uh, she…is she trans?”

The doctor smiled. Is Jack trans? He was woman now, and there was no arguing that. The doctor had even, when Joan and Ann weren’t looking, put his finger up Jack’s hole to ascertain.

“She’s a woman. I’ve written your instructions down here,” he handed the ambulance driver a note.

The ambulance driver read the note and frowned. “But that’s the Institute for…”

The doctor moved in quickly, his sharp glance stopped the driver from finishing the title of the hospital to where Jack was going. The Institute for the Criminally Insane.

“Just do your work. Follow instructions.”

The ambulance driver shook his head and looked at the naked woman lying on the bed.

The note said Jack, but it looked like an ie and an e had been written in as an afterthought. Jackie.

He walked to the bed.

“Ma’am? We’re going to remove Jack now.”

Joan, sobbing, stood up and back.

Ann was at the door, and her eyes were shiny with tears also.

She had started out with the best of intentions. Help a young man realize himself. Feminization for fun. And they had had such fun. But now…now…

She sobbed as the ambulance driver and his second moved Jack off the bed and onto a gurney.

Dr. Lamont moved up next to Joan.

“We’re going to move him to a very special facility. This is an emergency so you won’t be able to see him for a few days, but I’ll keep you informed.”

Ann moved forward, “Where?”

Joan snapped. “You’re not his mother! You’re nothing! I don’t want to ever see you again! And if you come near my son…if you…”

She broke down into body wracking tears, and Professor Lamont, with a soothing look to Ann, helped Joan out of the room.

Ann turned and looked at the bed. What had happened? What had gone wrong?

And the sad truth was that she had been isolated from Jack. Forbidden to see him. And she was the one person who understood what had happened, and could have helped him.

But now the doctor had him, and there was nothing she could do.

More tears from her already weary eyes.

Jackie stood up, took Tuala’s hand, and walked up the slope to the dam.

They crested the mighty structure and stared across the raging waters at the Black Castle.

It was a dark blot against the shine of the mountains.

It held raging men and a plot to kill the Land of Dreams.

Tuala had her arm around Jackie’s waist. She leaned her head on his shoulder and she whispered. “I’m scared, Jackie. Hold me.”

Jackie held the Fairy, and he stared across the violent waters at the Black Castle.

And he knew: it was a forever night, and he might never wake up.

Never.


The Dream of Feminization!

Transformation becomes the ultimate sacrifice!


Part Nine

Professor Ernst Lamont sat in his office. One wall had books lined up on shelves. Hundreds of books dealing with mental health. Another wall had dozens of certificates, framed in gold and attesting to his expertise and understanding of the human mind. In the front corners of his office were filing cabinets. In the back corners of his office were potted plants.

The potted plants had plastic leaves. They were as fake as his knowledge of the human mind.

Across his shiny-topped wood desk, sitting. opposite him, Joan sat. She kept dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief and sniffling.

“So you see, Joan, our only hope is to keep Jack here. He will be afforded the finest care, and we can observe him daily. If he wakes we will notify you. You may visit him any time you want.”

“But, he just…sleeps!”

“He is comatose.”

“Will he ever awaken? Can he be cured?”

“Joan, his case is rare. I am communicating with the most advanced experts in the field. We hope that with time Jack can be brought around.”

And I can write a book and make lots of money!

Lamont and Joan talked for a long time, and in the end the professor convinced her that having Jack stay in the hospital was the best option.

She cried as she left the hospital, and cried all the way home.

Jack was her boy, her only boy. What had happened?

And she cursed the day she allowed her neighbor, Ann, to dress him up like a woman. Transvestic Disorder. Hunh! She didn’t care what he had, she just wanted him back.

She cried the rest of the day.

In the Land of Dreams the length of the day, and of the night, is fluid.

If the Dreamer is intrigued he will not get tired, he will stay awake, and the day will accommodate him by lengthening the hours as long as he wants.

When he does go to sleep the night will last as short or as long as he desires. It all depends on what the Dreamer wants.

Jackie, for he was a girl now, transformed by Vestic Disorder and found in this strange land, woke up.

He and Tuala, his Fairy friend and lover, were underneath a bush.

He had slept, but the night was still dark. He was interested in doing something before dawn, so dawn would be long in coming.

“Wake up,” he whispered, and he nudged Tuala.

The beautiful Fairy stirred, opened her eyes, and hugged Jackie.

She was a creature that existed by love, and Jackie was providing her with that commodity.

“Wake up. We have to cross the new ocean.”

Tuala stirred again. Then she leaned up against him and kissed his mouth. She cupped his breasts and asked, “Are you really in a hurry?”

Jackie smiled, but said, “We need to do this.”

Tuala came to her feet with a liquid motion. “I know.”

They walked up the face of the dam.

The dam was many stories tall, and it stretched for many miles to the sides of the mountain.

Across the waters, highlighted by the white snows of the far mountains, the Black Castle was like a bloody blot.

“Why don’t we just destroy the dam, Jack?”

Jack turned and looked down the length of the river that had turned to mud. He looked over the land to the sides of the river. They were drying out, everything was dying for lack of water. Even the ocean, far downstream, was dying for lack of water.

He turned back to the far Black Castle.

“Because they would just build it again. Because it is so big, and I don’t know how to destroy millions of acres of dam with just the two of us. Because I need to know why the Black Castle did this.”

Tuala sighed, but didn’t say anything. She knew that Jack was right.

“You said they had boats here.”

A mile to the right was an encampment of dam workers. They lived in tents and built the dam, tended to it, and killed the land.

But they were just men. Stupid enough to kill the world for an hourly wage.

Jack wondered if there was that much difference between the men in the Land of the Dream, and the men of his reality.

In reality, people polluted streams, dumped raw sewage in the ocean, killed the land with chemicals, then bolstered the weakened crops with more chemicals to hide that fact.

Was there a difference between those men and the ones that built this dam?

“Let’s get a boat.”

Tuala, being a Fairy, could see better than Jackie in the night. When light in the Land of Dreams faded a different light appeared, a blue light which illuminated just as well, and maybe better.

Tuala led him along the edge of the dam and Jackie kept looking across the waters.

The surface had been raging hours before, but with night they had calmed down.

“This way.” Tuala led him down the embankment towards the water.

The shape of boats became visible, and they picked out one and shoved it into the water.

They floated across the dark waters, and the waters began to rise up.

Calm became rough, and the boat began to toss and pitch.

Jackie found oars and shoved them into the oarlocks. He heard somebody yelling back at the dam, but he didn’t care. They were on their way, and the rowing of the boat took all his strength.

Waves rose up. Vicious moving hills that slapped the boat around, spinning it and trying to overturn it.

The wind rose up, and rain began splattering down on them. The waves rose higher, and the clouds lowered almost to the waves. Brilliant shards of lightening skewered the earth, and Tuala hunkered down in the back of the boat. Her weight helped keep the bow down, and her eyes watched Jackie as he struggled with the oars.

And struggle he did. Once again he was faced with the fact that he had no male muscles. As a man in the real world he was 160 pounds, and strong. As a woman he was 120 pounds and strong, but barely strong enough in a man’s world. He rowed, the oars nearly ripped out of his hands when the wind turned the small boat.

Finally, Jackie was exhausted. He would let the wind blow them back to shore. They would have to get to the Black Castle some other way.

He sagged, and his hand touched the water.

The wind died down and the waves lowered. Jackie was startled by the dissipation of the weather, but Tuala sprang to her feet.

“Touch the water, Jackie. Dream it to sleep. Sing it a lullaby.”

She edged up beside Jackie, and he moved back to the rear, keeping his hand in the water.

Tuala wasn’t strong, but with the weather dying down it didn’t matter.

What did matter was the shouts of pursuers.

Jackie turned and saw the dam workers launch boats and come after them.

Now began a race. The men of the dam against the slight Fairy woman.

Jackie sat, turned and watching, and slowly, slowly, the men advanced upon them.

“Faster,” he whispered, knowing that Tuala was giving it her all.

He tried to dream the men slower, but while exhaustion had enabled him to feel the ocean as exhausted, he couldn’t feel the men as exhausted.

Still, they had a fair lead, and the Black Castle shortly was looming over them.

“Come back here!”

“Hold up!”

Men screamed across the now passive waters, but it looked like they were going to make it.

Then, the oarlock on the little boat snapped. They wood came apart and the metal ring fell out and slid down the length of the oar.

Tuala was thrown off balance, and the boat spun in half a circle.

“Hah!”

“Gotcha!”

The boat of dam men pulled alongside and one of the men tied a line to the bow, then the larger boat sped up and the vessel Jackie and Tuala were in sped up…and they were heading toward the castle.

“We knew you were coming!” crowed one of the men. “We were waiting for you!”

Tuala turned and sat next to Jackie at the stern. She whispered, “They’re taking us where we want to go!”

Jackie shook his head and grinned ruefully. “We didn’t have to risk all this. We could have just walked up to them and…”

They both snickered.

Professor Ernst Lamont was staring down at Jack and smoothing his goatee with one hand.

Jack was sleeping, as he had since Lamont had taken possession of him.

“A disappearing girl, eh? Comes and goes as he likes. Well, we’ll see about that. We’ll see about a lot of things.”

Jack lay on the hospital bed. Though he was asleep he had thick straps locked about his wrists, his ankles, his midsection, and even his neck.

His head was supported by a thin pillow and an IV was dribbling into his arm.

He was locked down and confined and there was no way Lamont was going to let him go.

A disappearing boy. What a study that would make! Lamont would be the envy of psychiatrists everywhere.

Lamont checked the clipboard hanging from the bottom of the bed. He nodded. He made a note.

Jack was on benzodiazepines, which were a common sedative, guaranteed to keep somebody knocked out.

But he wanted Jack on the latest version of Rohypnol. The date rape drug.

He wanted the boy unconscious until he was ready for him.

He wanted the boy so addled he couldn’t do any of his disappearing tricks. He wanted the boy anchored firmly in reality.

He stepped back and considered Jack.

A handsome boy. Not too big or strong, but quite healthy.

He slept and his long hair framed his face.

And…he was a girl.

The boy who was a girl.

Lamont thought about writing a paper on gender dysphoria and how it can drive a person insane unless treated. Treated by the proper psychiatrist, of course.

How had Jack changed into a woman?

And he had changed.

The Professor had examined all of Jack’s medical records. Definitely a boy.

But now…a girl. A boy who had become a disappearing girl. Lord, what a rich trove of thesis’s; what a doorway for him to become rich and famous.

He moved along the side of the bed and looked down.

Jack was wearing a hospital gown, but his breasts pushed up above the confining strap.

Lamont reached out and cupped Jack’s breast.

No response.

He flicked the stiff nipple.

Jack groaned.

Lamont frowned. He should be able to make a sound. He should be so far under…well, maybe a larger dose of Rohypnol.

Yes, that was the key. Rohypnol was a hypnotic drug. So he could make sure that Jack was trapped not only by straps and chains, but by drugs that rendered the mind incapable, and make it susceptible to suggestion.

Lamont smiled, and felt Jack’s breast again.

And had a boner under his white smock.

The first boat, the bigger one doing the towing, nudged into the shore. Men clambered out and pulled on the line. The little boat was drawn in, surrounded, and shoved up on the shore next to the bigger boat.

Jackie and Tuala stepped out.

“I’d like some of that,” snickered one rough looking man, and he cupped Jackie’s buttock.

“Hey!” Jackie leaped forward, up the shore and away from the man.

All the men laughed.

“Hands off, Jim. They’s for the king.” But the leader of the group, a stout fellow with a beard, most of the men had beards, was grinning.

“I warn’t doin’ nuthin’!”

“And neither will yer dick when King Lamont cuts it off.”

That sure rained on the man’s parade, and he not only removed his hands, but stayed far away from Jackie and Tuala.

The Black Castle was the same in dimension as the White Castle, but there resemblance ended.

The shore led to a grassy slope, and just up the slope was a moat and a drawbridge. Just before the moat leading along the base of the mountains, was a road, and traders pushed and pulled their carts along the road.

They could have rounded the ocean after all!

Jackie saw that, but kept studying the set up. He realized that once it had been a trek up a mountain to get to the castle, but the new ocean had shortened the climb, and now they only had a couple of hundred easy yards.

Unfortunately, it looked like the water would never reach the castle, and would not wash out the foundation or drown the inhabitants.

Not that Jackie was thinking such dire consequences for the castle.

Not yet.

The group, a half a dozen men and the two women, approached the moat.

It was dug deep and wide, and slithery shapes that look curiously like a combination of barracuda and shark swam in the waters.

Tuala and Jackie exchanged glances, such deadly dissuasions for sneaking into the castle.

Yet, none had to sneak to get into the towering edifice. The drawbridge was sturdy and wide. it had thick chain in the event of having to be hauled up, but it was doubtful anybody could bring any kind of sizable army across the raging ocean, up the short slope, and into the castle.

In the event anyone tried, the drawbridge could easily be raised, and then one would have to test the waters that were filled with sharp teeth.

So Jackie and Tuala were led onto the drawbridge, over the shark infested waters, under the massive portcullis with it’s massive body skewering spikes, and into the Black Castle.

The Black Castle, for all of Jackie’s expectations, was…normal.

It was normal in all ways except one.

It had a market. Rows of tents and shabby wood structures, all up against the square, black stones of which the castle was built.

In the market men and women sold vegetables, meat, tools, and all the things a medieval society might need.

Citizens wandered through the market, buying, testing products, and…they were glum.

They were serious.

The White Castle had not been so serious. but it had not had such a market, for their was no way for traders to enter in and set up shop.

That was incongruous. For how did the citizens of the White Castle get food into…oh, that’s right. They didn’t eat, and the spirits they drank were transformed into the Fairy glow.

They walked across a short space of packed earth and through the tents and past the booths.

Snarly-faced men eyed them distrustfully. Ugly women spit on the ground. No customers were they!

It was all in the shadows of the Black Castle; an ambience that sank the soul and dimmed the hopes.

Yet, Jackie realized that, in a way, the White Castle was in similar straights.

The people inside the White Castle were prisoners, and while they were happier, they were prisoners of the Fairies who stayed in the castle and rarely ventured out upon the land.

They talked about helping people, about sharing their joyous spirit, but Jackie had seen scant evidence of that in the land.

So the White Castle, even though it presented a better front, was just that, a facade.

“They need each other,” whispered Jackie.

“What?” asked Tuala.

“The White Castle, the Black Castle, they are two halves of the whole. They need each other.”

Tuala frowned, for she was of the White Castle, and the notion that the White Castle was somehow a truncate part of the Black Castle, for such she took it as, was virtual heresy.

Jackie, unaware of the effect of his words, muttered, “The White Castle hides inside. The Black Castle girds itself for war. What is the difference?”

“Move along!” grunted one of the dam men, shoving Jackie’s shoulder.

Jackie stumbled, and the group came out from the market and were in a ‘town square’ of sorts. But it wasn’t a normal town square, not with orchestras and children playing.

It was a place of torture and torment.

Alongside a wall of the Black Castle men and women were lined up. They were chained, and chained together. Men with whips moved them along.

In the center of the sward that was more like a wasteland was a giant turn table. It was turning slowly, turned ponderously.

Slaves were chained to the spokes which protruded, and they pushed, and overseers snapped whips on their backs.

The magic of the Black Castle: the slaves were cut deeply, to the bone, and blood flowed…but the Black Castle healed the wounds after a few steps, and then another whip snapped down to cut deeply.

“Oh, my God!” Jackie blurted.

One of the dam men slapped the back of his head. “No blasphemy, ya dirty, beggar!”

Again Jackie stumbled, caught himself, and they were marched past the turning table. They came to a stair and climbed it, and stopped while the guard at the top of the stairs challenged the dam men.

“Who goes there!”

“We’re from the dam!”

“Go back!”

“King Lamont wanted that one!” he pointed at Jackie.

The guard spoke to somebody on the other side of a sturdy grate, and word was sent to The King.

Jackie, meanwhile, looked down on the turntable.

It was like a Merry-Go-Round, but of dastardly intent.

Every couple of feet men and women were chained, their legs spread and confined in tubes. They were naked, and huge dildos moved up and down, made to do so by gears under the giant turning table.

When the dildos went up they howled.

When they went down they groaned for the emptiness they were subject to.

On the inside of the turning table guards stood in a smaller circle. They held whips and cudgels, and they used them.

In the center of the Turning Table was a raised dais, and on it a man took a woman cruelly.

He was gigantic, and she was small, and he laughed and plumbed her depths ferociously.

Around the Turning Table was a crowd of people. They pointed and laughed and threw rotten vegetables at the prisoners.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Jack, keeping his curse under his breath so it would not be heard. “Where’s the balance?”

“This is the Black Castle’s balance,” said Tuala, huddling against Jackie.

“In the White Castle we cure by making love. In the Black Castle they make love, too. But they make love with the whip and the chain.”

Jackie watched in horror as the suffering continued below him.

Love and lust, two sides of the same coin.

Pleasure and pain.

Black and White and Fairies and humans and…and it was the same coin, but nobody could see it.

But how do you peel off the sides of a coin and turn them so they can see each other?

“Move along!!”

The grate was open and Jackie and Tuala were moved up the stone steps.

Into the innards of the Black Castle, and if what Jackie had seen in the courtyard was bad, this was ten times worse. A hundred times worse.

They walked along a long corridor, and every five paces was a niche carved into the black stone walls. An alcove inside of which perched a human. But not exactly perched, more like impaled. Impaled on huge, black penises that thrust up from the floor of the small openings.

Men and women moaned and groaned as they sat upon the large, stone dildos.

It was lust, not love, and brought to a peak.

Men, unable to raise up high enough, their heads hitting the top of the little niches, beat on their penises desperately. They pounded their fists and created an almost ghostly echo of fapping that provided context for the Black Castle.

Woman, too short to rise up off the penises, played with their openings.

All were trying to cum, to have orgasm.

And all were deprived, unable, stayed by the devious magic of the Black Castle.

And they drooled and fapped and cried out…and were insane.

Driven insane by their own lust, their frustration.

It was the cruelest trap imaginable.

The corridor stretched for a hundred yards. A hundred yards of men on one side, beating their meat as they were excited by penicular impalement. A hundred yards of women, pulling their vaginas with both hands, inserting fists and crying out for orgasm.

But no orgasm was to come. Not here in the depths of the Black Castle.

They climbed stairs, stairs over which men and women were swinging in cages. The cages were body tight, and sex organs were exposed.

Servants came to the swinging cages and stuffed food into the mouths of the people so dangling.

The people grew fat, and the fatter they grew the more the bars of the cage cut into them.

For they were allowed to excrete. Monster butt plugs kept them from doing so.

And they cried, and their penises and pussies were tickled by slaves with long feathers.

Oh, it was cruel. So cruel.

Down another corridor, and now the tortures became so bad, the blood and severed parts, stitched together in a Frankenstein assembly line, that Jackie wished to close his eyes, and Tuala did.

But Jackie had to watch.

He was the Dreamer. Had he Dreamed this? How could he have? He had never imagined such cruelty in his life, and far lesser examples of cruelty he had decried.

But the citizens of the castle were oblivious to the pain and suffering they were causing. They were good, little Nazis, following orders and going home to their minimum wage meals.

Fucking their mates with no concern except their own satiation. Trying to make human children and failing, and building ever higher the rage that was part of their Black-hearted Castle.

They were stopped at the side of the corridor just before a large arch. They stood as if in shadows, and listened to the terrors of man chained, and chained completely.

Man with no thought of morals or ethics. Men who lived only for the pleasure of inflicting pain.

Tuala was sobbing. Her kind heart couldn’t handle this.

And, for the first time, Jackie had doubts about his Dream.

For if he was The Dreamer, and this truly was the Land of Dreams, then what had he done?

What had he done?

They stood just before the arches to the throne room, huddled in shadow, and the dam men stood about them. Grinning. They were going to get just reward for turning Jackie and Tuala over to King Lamont.

Then a couple of dozen guards surrounded the dam men.

“Move along!”

The dam men suddenly looked apprehensive as they were ushered into the throne room.

For a few minutes Jackie and Tuala heard the sound of voices. Then the sound of the voices rose up and they could hear them plainly.

“No! No! Not the Table!”

“Not the Turning Table!”

“But we brought you the Dreamer!”

“We are loyal!”

The sounds of fighting and scuffling, the sound of chains, and shortly after that the dam men were marched back out of the throne room.

They had been proud and arrogant going in, now they were broken and snuffling. They were the ones in chains now, and the guards didn’t bother saying ‘move along.’ They used whips and clubs and beat the dam men down the corridor.

“No! Not me!”

WISSS…CRACK! The whip scored the back and a dam man shrieked in agony.

Jackie and Tuala looked at each other. This was the reward of the Black Castle? This was the coin of the king?

There was some muttering inside the throne room, indistinguishable, then a fancy footman came to the arches. “Bring them in.”

Not ‘come along,’ or ‘get going,’ but more of an invitation.

The footman bowed to them and smiled.

They stepped onto a long, red carpet, embroidered with gold patterns, and looked to the other end of the throne room.

King Ernest Lamont sat upon a high throne. The throne was carved of one giant, precious gem.

He held a short staff made of gold with a dragon atop it.

He wore rich, purple robes decorated with silver linings.

He was the duplicate of the man in black robes who had once tried to whip Jackie at the White Castle. His face cruel and rapacious, his demeanor intent and arrogant. His eyes piercing with an evil light.

He smiled a wide grin.

“Jackie! And Tuala! Come! Let me see you!”

They had a hundred yards to walk, and Tuala breathed out, Oh…my…fucking…God!”

“What?”

“He’s born of Fairy!”

“What? But I thought Fairies came from The Tree!”

“I don’t know how, but it is the ultimate blasphemy!”

“For a human and a Fairy to mate?”

“For a human and Fairy to have children!”

“But you couple with me!”

“But we don’t have…” she actually choked a little, “…children!” The disgust in her voice was total.

As they trod the red carpet towards the king Tuala had been speaking barely enough for Jackie to hear her, definitely not loud enough for King Lamont to hear her, but he did.

“Sister Tuala! Don’t be so amazed.” Or shocked, was the underlying thought. Or commit the blasphemy of insulting the king. “All things are possible in the Land of Dreams! You, the friend of the Dreamer should know this better than any!”

Whatever Tuala felt, she now hid it all. She bowed low in front of the throne, touching her head to the floor. “May the Dreamer Bless King Lamont!”

Jackie started to bend knee, to follow example, but King Lamont stopped him.

“No need to bow, friend Jackie. Come, up the stairs and sit near me.”

Servants rushed a chair out to the space in front of the throne.

“Come…come!” King Lamont beckoned, and Jackie, glancing at Tuala, who didn’t move, slowly walked up the shallow but numerous steps.

Jackie reached the top of the steps and the servants backed away. He sat down in the chair and stared at the King.

“Jackie, Jackie. You are so beautiful, and it is high time we met, for we have great things to do together.”

His face was thin under the beard, and his eyes held back his true feelings.

“What great things?”

“We have to unify this great land you have Dreamed into existence. We have to bring the White and the Black under one banner. Just think, it is an end to war and famine and…” King Lamont went on and on, preaching, and Jackie thought: One land, doing your bidding, wielding your whips, replacing love with lust, and you think that is the great balance.

“…and we will have peace ever lasting!” The King sat back and looked very satisfied. And, indeed, though he was short-sighted and saw nothing but his own half of things as the whole, he was sincere in his beliefs.

But so was Hitler.

The King summoned wine, and when it arrived it tasted like bourbon and Coke.

“Ah, you have Dreamed a most delightful concoction,” murmured the King, quaffing the drink in a gluttonous sip.

Jack sipped his own bourbon and Coke, and asked, “And how should we join the two castles?”

That Jack had asked such a question implied that he was buying into King Lamont’s proposal.

The King, taking it for such, smiled and began laying out his grant strategy.

“When the river is dry enough, when the oceans have receded enough, then we shall raise an army. We will march across the land, calling people to our banner…”

Enslaving them, making them fight for your twisted vision of a Dream, Jack thought.

“…then we shall march the army to the walls of the White Castle. We shall breech the walls—“ he stopped for an intense aside, he put the back of his hand sideways to his mouth and murmured, “—I understand you have already breached the walls. So delightful. You really must show me how you did that!”

Jack thought: Show you how I drove my mother so insane she broke into my Dream and tried to wrest me out of the Dream.

“But we shall breach the walls and bring the Fairies to conversion!”

He was like a jesuit in his attitude, and Jackie could see what he intended. Whips and scourging. Ways to tighten screws into the body, to hang people in cages and place them on racks. To force them to mouth the King’s words until there are no other words, even if it means there are no other people.

“What say you, Jack? Shall we join and bring this wonderful land together? Shall we achieve a heavenly balance on earth? Shall we?

And Jackie said the only thing he could.


Part Ten

“Joan, there has been progress, but not enough.”

Jack’s mother sat in Professor Lamont’s office, hanky to her eyes, trying to grope with this terrible loss.

“We have him heavily sedated, of course, and we don’t think he will ‘disappear.’ He is, however, still a woman, and I don’t see what we can do about that at the present time.” Not until I’ve written a couple of books and gotten rich, and then…who cares.

“He hasn’t woken up at all?”

“Not with the sedation we’ve got him on. We’re walking a very precarious tightrope. We want hm awake, but not until we can be sure he doesn’t…leave. This is a matter of finding the right balance.”

She nodded. Sniffed. Nodded.

“I’d like to do some rather unorthodox procedures, try to bring Jack around. If you could sign these forms.”

Hardly able to see for the tears, Joan leaned forward and signed her name to the documents.

She trusted the Professor. He always kept her up to date, even if she didn’t understand all the scientific jargon he employed.

He smiled and pulled the documents back across the desk. Excellent. Permission for electroshock therapy. And the other one, that was the juice. Transorbital Lobotomy.

He already had Jack on enough drugs to freeze his pathetic, little brain for a hundred years. A little electric stimulation should shut down his abilities to…to teleport, or whatever it was he did. And if there was any doubt, he could simply put an icepick through the eye sockets, over the eyes, and sever a few neural connections. That oughta put a crimp in his tail!

He slid the papers into a drawer. Out of sight. Joan probably wouldn’t even remember signing them, but if it came down to it, he had her signature!

But it wouldn’t come down to it. Jack was in his hands now, and there was no getting him out.

“No.”

King Lamont sat on his throne and regarded Jackie. “You realize, of course, that if you don’t align with me then I will put you to the worst torture you can imagine? Actually, that you can’t imagine?”

Jackie waited.

“A torture so insidious that there is no way out?”

Waited.

“A torture that will make you so happy…well. I can see this is going nowhere.” He snapped his fingers and his guards stepped up to the base of the stairs.

Jackie waited. What would Lamont do? Would he put him on the Turn Table? Would he put him in the deepest dungeons and put him on the rack until his bones came apart? Put him on the tip of the Judas Cradle and pull his legs down until…until…

“Take Jackie to the Royal Suite.”

He snapped his fingers again and the most beautiful woman Jackie had ever seen, in this world or that, appeared at the King’s royal elbow. “Please see to Jackie’s torture, my dear. I will be along later.”

She murmured acknowledgment and turned to Jackie.

“Come along, handsome.” She took his hand and pulled him down the stairs to the waiting guards.

“Wait a minute!” Tuala blurted.

She tried to join Jackie, but a guard moved in smoothly and cut her off.

“Hey!” said Jackie.

“Sorry, Jack.” King Lamont emphasized the word ‘Jack,’ “but Tuala is wanted elsewhere.”

“We’re together!”

“You were together. Now you are going in one direction, and she is going in the other. What were you thinking a moment ago? Something about racks and chairs with nails on the seat? Thumb screws, for the feet for the neck? Or, I’ve got it, since nobody really dies here, they just come back on the tree, or are born again as a human, I can cut body parts off. Like your shoes. We cut something off and throw it away, and it reappears on the person. Again and again. Oh, the sweet, sublime awesomeness of eternal torment!”

Ling Lamont actually clapped his hands in glee.

Now Jackie was faced with a choice. He could save Tuala by agreeing with Lamont, and a Dream World would die. Or he could save the world, and Tuala would die again and again, forever, suffering because of Jack’s choice.

“No, wait.”

“Wait for what, Jackie? You to make up your mind? You can do that anytime. If you get tired of listening to Tuala’s screams you can tell me and we will conquer the world. Or not?” The King shrugged happily. “Now, on with the show.”

Guards grabbed Tuala and handled her roughly. They slapped and kicked, and in the absence of such love, confined by hate, Tuala was led away.

Jackie tried to get to her, but the guards were all bigger than him. They didn’t touch him, or abuse him in any way, they just moved in front of him, made a wall through which he couldn’t go.”

“Stop!” screamed Jackie.

Tuala was knocked to the ground, kicked along the ground, and moved out of the throne room.

“I’ll get you for this!” screamed Jackie. “I’ll…I’ll…”

“Have a Dream?” mused The King. “I’m afraid you’ve already done that, and look how it’s turning out.”

Then the guards moved as a wall, not hitting Jackie, but moving him back, back, out of the throne room.

The guards moved Jackie to a corridor, then down the corridor. The beautiful woman kept pace, and when Jackie finally stopped protesting, she moved in and linked her arm with his.

“It’s not so bad,” she smiled. “We’re going to have such fun. We’ll make love all night. I’ll suck your pussy and fist you. I’ll squeeze your breasts and kiss you…we’re going to have so much fun!”

“I don’t want to,” Jackie said. “Let me go.”

“My name is Salada. The King has instructed me personally, so I am sure I shall be able to please you.”

Jack was ‘wall marched’ into a huge bedroom, but it was a strange sort of bed. It was wide with low bars around it. Little chains with leather cuffs were on the bed, and Jack was marched up to the bed, then forced back onto the bed.

Yet the guards moved gently. They didn’t hit him, or hurt him, or even shove him. They just moved, and even if he was to hit them, they would just absorb the attack and keep moving.

Then they were actually laying on him, and Salada fastened the cuffs to his wrists, then to his ankles. She pulled a big leather strap over his midsection and fastened it.

And a smaller one around his neck.

Jackie couldn’t move.

He struggled, but he was firmly fastened.

And no one hit him, or whipped him, or did anything but be gentle with him.

And he heard the screams of Tuala echoing through the Black Castle. Her voice was probably amplified by some magic, and Jack closed his eyes and cried and wished it were not so. He tried to Dream things differently. But without love to cleanse him and make him stronger, and without pain to make him not want to be there, he didn’t stand a chance.

And what were they doing to Tuala? Breaking her bones? Scourging her? Letting rabid rats chew on her? Only to have it happen all over again?

Then Jackie had a hard time thinking. Salada had a hand at his crotch, gripping his mons, inserting a dildo.

“Oh, fuck!” Jackie struggled, but couldn’t do anything. He was fastened and at the mercy of the evil Fairy.

Salada moved her hand up and down, in and out, and the other hand played with Jackie’s nipples.

Jackie felt the desire surging within. He wanted to cum. He wanted to orgasm in the worst possible way, but Salada was too wily for that. As soon as Jackie came close, she backed off.

And Jackie realized the insidious nature of the torment. Sexually stimulated, never able to cum. Wanting to get away, even from this painful pleasure, but his frustration acted as a distraction.

More women entered the suite. All of them intoxicatingly beautiful. Long hair, soft lips, large breasts.

They touched him, aroused him, played him like a fiddle, and all he cold do was sob with the wonderful feelings coursing through him.

As Tuala screamed.

How long Jackie suffered this terrible torment he didn’t know. For time in a dream, especially a Dream, is a fluid thing. If the Dreamer likes something it continues and the days grow into weeks, months, longer.

Tuala screaming, but he couldn’t focus his concentration. He was distracted by pleasure and frustration. And the time passed.

Professor Ernst Lamont, working diligently on his book, in between the times he administered stimuli, usually in the form of drugs, but occasionally sharp instruments or electrical, stepped into his office.

Joan sat quietly, and he walked around his desk and sat down.

Joan was different. She was older, haggard, this in spite, or maybe because, of the sedatives Lamont had prescribed for her.

“How’s Jack?” she spoke and looked up, begging in her eyes, hope dying daily.

“We are doing everything we can,” put forth the Doctor. “We have tried stimulation to the brain, we have used drugs. I am fairly sure that he won’t disappear on us, I do have one last option.”

She stared at him. Sometimes she wasn’t even sure this was all real.

“If we can sever certain nerves in the frontal portion of his brain we might be able to…” He went into technical terms, and Joan yawned.

“Of course there is a certain amount of conjecture here, but I can’t tell you how hard we are trying.”

A short time later, Joan about as ‘up to date’ as the Professor would allow her to be, he prescribed stronger sedatives for her, and she thanked him.

And begged for her son.

And when Joan left his office he gave a little smile. It was time for a little prefrontal surgery. He rubbed his hands together in anticipation.

His Royal Majesty King Ernst Lamont, a very wise and benevolent ruler, in spite of the condition and crowding of his dungeons, paid Jackie a visit.

He entered the bedroom where Jackie was kept.

He heard the delightful sound of Tuala shrieking helplessly, and watched Jackie struggle as his pussy was fisted.

Jack struggled, and his struggles became struggles of desire. He would never escape this trap, because he wanted to be in it.

Lamont moved up next to the bed and looked down on Jackie.

He was struggling half heartedly now, and his eyes were half lidded. He wanted to cum in the worst way, but…couldn’t.

A distracted Jack was a happy Jack.

Lamont waved the women away, and they all stepped back from the bed.

Jackie wiggled and writhed and wanted more, but no more was coming, so he opened his eyes.

The King.

But he couldn’t stop his hips from trying to pump, his chest from burning with desire.

The King reached down and rolled one of Jackie’s nipples between his thumb and forefinger.

Jackie groaned.

“How are you doing, ‘Jack?’

Again that emphasis on Jackie’s shortened name. Jackie was having a hard time thinking now, and he couldn't figure it out.

“I’m…I’m…” he looked around, wishing for Salada and her women to return to him, to bring him to the edge, and he dreamed of jumping off, of finally cumming.

The King smiled. “You’ve been here a while, Jack, and your powers as a Dreamer are fading, being forgotten. But in a defining act of cruelty I feel I must confess.”

“You…confess?” Jackie’s twat was burning, literally burning with desire.

“Yes. Now, I know it is difficult to think, and once I leave here you may never think again. But for a while…I want you to concentrate.”

Jackie’s eyes were dazed and confused, but the presence of the King, ruler of one half of the Land of Dreams was forceful. Slowly, Jack focused.

Not enough to escape.

Enough to listen.

And The King spoke: “Once upon a time I lived in two realms. I lived in reality, the same as Jack, and I lived in Dreams, like you. But as the years passed and my dreams failed to come true, I grew disillusioned, and I realized the lie of living a balanced life. I began to live for myself. Only for myself. And in that life I found my true liberation, and a rise to power. As a singular person, not seeking balance, I became a wise and admired man, a psychiatrist.”

Jack gasped. He remembered the man his mother and Ann had brought to help them.

“That’s right, Jack. In reality my name is Professor Ernest Lamont. Here I am King Ernest Lamont. In both places, because I seek no balance, I am free to do what I wish.”

“But…but—“

“Shut, Jack. Let me finish before you get your knickers in a twist.”

Lamont did pause at that moment, gathered his thoughts, and continued.

“In both reality and the Dream I am in charge of many people. I find it expedient to make people suffer that I might rule. People love to suffer, and they will gladly choose he who makes them suffer that they may do so. The human condition, Jack. Applicable here and in reality. But not to Fairies. Fairies, you see, are the balance for humanity. They give love and hope and all those things that detract from my singular existence. I must conquer them, Jack. Surely you see that.”

“So conquer them!” blurted Jack. “Why bother with me?”

“Because you are The Dreamer. Imagine my shock when I discovered that just as people are unconscious fools in reality, they are just as unconscious here. They are sheep, unaware sheep, and then you came along. Summoned by the Fairies as a weapon to derail my plans. They knew, you see, even hundreds of years ago, that I would win. That I would defeat their love and hope and all that silliness. The truth is, Jack, that they believe, as do you, that there must be balance. But balance is a split mind, and a split mind is a schizophrenic mind. And the only cure is singular mind. Not distracted by the whims and vagaries of a sheople who believe in stupidity such as ‘free choice.’”

“But I won’t stop you! Give me Tuala and do what you want!”

“Ah, you duplicitous, little human. I can see the lie in that. But even if I wanted to, things have gone too far for that. My armies are ready, the land is drying up, the Fairies are helpless, and I don’t need you and your agreement, and that includes your little friend Tuala.”

“Oh, God! You’re evil!”

“Evil is in the mind of the beholder, Jack. Now that you understand, it is time for me to send my armies out. You are helpless, I am powerful, and it is the duty of the powerful to step on the helpless.”

With that King Ernest Lamont turned and walked towards the door.

The beautiful women all moved back in to torture Jackie, and that was the moment when…

Professor Ernest Lamont stepped into the operating chamber. He was gowned and scrubbed and nurses pulled gloves down over his hands.

Jack lay on the operating table in front of him. Sleeping the drugged sleep.

Lamont stepped up and looked down on the sleeping lad. He smiled behind his mask. A quick insertion of the probe, a sweep to sever the nerves, and the task would be done.

It would probably be safe to awake Jack then, if Jack could be awoken. But he might want to keep him asleep for a while, yet.

For a sleeping patient is a compliant patient. And a comatose patient won’t be complaining to his silly mother that he doesn’t want his brain severed.

Lamont leaned forward a little and held out his hand.

A nurse slapped a probe onto his palm. It was long and sharp.

“Retract his eyelids.”

The nurses attached clamps and pulled Jack’s eyelids back.

The doctor pushed the probe over the eyeball, through the socket, and into the brain. He moved it right, then left, sweeping through the delicate connections, then it was done.

The doctor extracted the instrument, smiled behind his mask, and put it on the tray.

As far as the world was concerned, Jack would sleep forever.

It was done, and now the doctor was free to write his books, get government subsidies for his frontal lobotomies, and get rich and live life the way he wanted.

It was done, and Jack slept the deep, deep, deep sleep.

In the Land of Dreams beautiful women surrounded Jackie. They moved in as one, to torture with sex, to imprison Jackie in his own desires. The King stepped towards the door, and was the moment when, in reality, Professor Ernest Lamont sliced Jack’s neural connections.

In The Dream Jackie sat up. Leather straps burst. Beautiful but evil women turned into hags and ran shrieking.

The king turned around.

“But…you…how…”

Jackie slid off the table. He walked up to Lamont.

“Guards!”

But the guards turned around and ran.

For when Professor Ernest Lamont had cut through Jack’s mind, attempting to destroy awareness and thought process, he had succeeded. And when they awareness that was Jack in reality slept the deep sleep, never to awake, all the energy of that Jack went into The Dream.

Awareness shifted from Reality to Dream.

And the sleeper awoke.

Jackie sat on the throne of the Black Castle. Tuala sat at his feet, hugged his ankle and looked up adoringly.

The dam that held back the river and destroyed the ocean was gone. Once again the land was moist and filled with greenery and life.

All that was left was the task of dealing with the previous king.

The guards brought in the previous king, also known as Professor Ernst Lamont.

They didn’t brutalize the prisoner. Much. Only when they felt like it.

The prisoner was thrown to the floor in front of the throne. A piteous object, he looked up at Jack with begging in his eyes.

“Mercy, Jack!”

Jack smiled. “The prisoner will arise. Bring a chair for him.”

Shortly Lamont was sitting on a chair in front of the throne. He was wringing his hands and terrified as to what Jack might do to him.

“Ernest,” Jackie spoke kindly. “You’ve been bad.”

“I know…I know. Please give me another chance and I’ll—“

Jackie held up a royal finger and Ernst quickly clamped his mouth shut.

“The mistake you made, Ernst, is that you thought there was no balance. Perhaps you see that now, perhaps you don’t. But in rendering me as good as dead in reality you destroyed the balance between Dream and Reality, and I was forced to be singular. Not a pleasant state, mind you, but you left me no choice.”

“Please, what can I do to—“

“Shush, now.”

Again, Lamont pressed his lips together.

“Thus, to make amends for your terrible crime, you must return to me my balance.”

Lamont blinked and his expression showed he did not understand.

“Professor Ernst Lamont, once King of The Dream, I sentence you to rule the White Castle.”

Lamont shook his head. “But…but…I don’t…they are good!”

“I know. But for you to rule the Black Castle again you must first rule the White Castle.”

“But I can’t declare war with good-hearted people!”

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll find a way.”

Jackie raised his hand, “Take him to the gate, across to the dam. Set him free and send him on his way.”

A moment later the evil ruler of the Black Castle was gone.

Tuala pressed her cheek against Jack’s knee and said, “I don’t understand.”

Jackie smiled. “One day, many years from now, years filled with long days, Lamont will succeed. He will rule the White Castle, and he will figure out how to wage war against the Black Castle. Against me.”

“But he would destroy the world!”

“Will he?”

“He would have before!”

“But if he had he wouldn’t have left me a way out of that terrible trap I was in.”

“He left you a way out?”

“Yes. He figured that when I was rendered unaware there the balance would be that I would be rendered unaware here.’

“But you weren’t!”

“No. What happened was that the awareness I was deprived of there came to here, and I became singular in a way he did not expect.”

“So he defeated himself.”

“The evil always do, though not without cost to others.”

“Such as yourself.”

“Yes,” he mused sadly. “I will have a difficult time achieving balance between Reality and Dream.” He shrugged. “But until then I am more here than there, and I can defeat Lamont when he tries to turn the White Castle to evil. And then I’ll put him in charge of the Black Castle. And when he raises the Black Castle up—“

“You’ll put him in charge of the White Castle.

“Back and forth, forced to be good then evil then good then evil, either until the end of time, or until he realizes the true balance in his nature.”

“And I thought his trap for you was devious.”

“Oh, it was.” Jack grinned a bit sadly. “But he didn’t understand my real choice.”

“Which was?”

“Sacrifice myself in Reality, or sacrifice the love and hopes of the people in The Dream.”

“And you choice to sacrifice yourself, to become unaware in Reality, so that the people of The Dream could live.”

He nodded.

“But what about your mother? And that Ann woman?”

“That is the real tragedy. I love them, but I am effectively forbidden from them. To live here, to achieve balance in The Dream, I must sacrifice their happiness. That is the pain I must endure.”

“Oh, Jackie. I’m sorry.”

“So am I, I am sorry to the bottom of my hurting soul.”

He looked at her.

“What?”

“But perhaps I could be healed.”

“Oh, Jackie!”

With that Tuala rose and sat on The King’s lap. She held his face and kissed him, then she did all the nasty things that bring a man’s soul to the fore, even if that man was a woman. And though Jack was unaware in one realm, he was bright and shiny and filled with Dreams in another.

END
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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

PROLOGUE

My husband likes jokes. Bad jokes. And everybody hates his bad jokes. But he keeps doing them. Why does he keep doing them? Because his name is Roscoe Tannenbaum. That’s right, ‘that’ Roscoe Tannenbaum. Hollywood producer, jet setter, man about town…joker.

My name is Sandy Tannenbaum. Wife to the big man. And, believe me, that is a mixed bag of benefits and curses.

On one hand, I get to go to all the parties, I am held up as an important woman, and, I don’t mind saying, I am genetically blessed.

What? You thought Roscoe would pick a shlump for a wife?

No way. I won several beauty contests when I was younger, and I decided, then and there, that being beautiful was the way to get ahead in the world. So I dedicated myself to improving myself. I spend more time at gyms than the owners. And I spent a LOT of time and money getting facials and learning the latest methods for staying beautiful. And, I hate to say it, but I am a friend of botox, silicon, and a lot of other chemical and surgical enhancers.

No way I am going to turn into an old rag and get tossed out by my asshole husband.

I know, you wonder how I can call him an asshole, especially just for a few bad jokes. Well, read on, and when you have heard me out then maybe you’ll understand how revenge can be sweet, and whether the punishment fits the crime.

Ready? Then let’s rock!

CHAPTER ONE

The day it all came apart, the day my husband made a date for his comeuppance, started out typically. The night before had been late and wild. We had gone to a party, everybody got sloshed, harder drugs made their appearance, and we were the last dogs to be hung.

Well, at least Roscoe was.

I’m careful. I always have a drink, but usually I only sip, and then only until I can find a way to replace my whiskey with a Pepsi. This is just one of the ways that I preserve my appearance.

Roscoe, on the other hand, drank from every bottle, smoked from every joint, and took every pill. The amazing thing about this was that he was always the last one standing.

So last night he was in typical high spirits, literally, and when the wee hours hit I helped him to the car, pushed him into the back, then drove home.

Oddly, it was a relaxing time. Him absent from the world, the world wound down to the few people getting the really early start to work, and me enjoying the drive to our Beverly Hills mansion.

I waited for the gate to open, then drove up the long drive. I pulled the car up to the entrance, then set about getting Roscoe upstairs.

Tugging a body pretty near dead to the world out of a car is not easy. The body to be moved snorts and grunts, rolls and flings its arms and legs out, and is generally resistant to the idea of being transferred to a nice, comfy bed.

I struggled for several minutes, got him half out of the car, and thought about leaving him there.

If he had been all the way in the car I would have done it. He hates waking up to find himself in the back of the car, but the wages of sin, you know.

I thought about getting him all the way out and then just throwing a blanket over him, but that seemed a bit much.

So, sighing, I went into the house and knocked on Juanita’s bedroom door.

“Juanita?”

A moment while I heard the squeak of bedsprings and the rustle of clothes being put on, then the door opened.

Juanita came over the border illegally, and we hired her. When the SHTF and people started looking around for illegals to deport, we realized that Juanita was worth her weight in gold, and we found a good lawyer to help her get legal.

“Si, senorita Sandy?”

“I’m sorry, I need help getting Roscoe upstairs.”

Juanita smiled ruefully. “Senor Roscoe,” and she shook her head. “Let me get the shoes on.”

I waited, and within 20 seconds we were hurrying back out to the car.

“Senor Roscoe, he need take care of heemself.”

“You’re telling me.”

We managed to get him out of the car, then, blessing of blessings, Roscoe woke half up.

“Hey! I’m being kidnapped by beautiful girls!” We supported him, and we walked him up to the front door.

He stumbled and rolled, but managed to stay on his feet.

“It’s Juanita! Are you taking me to Mehico?”

That’s my rotten, husband. The bad side of good is that he flirts with every woman in the world. Of course, he protests that he is just friendly, that that is the Hollywood way. But I always suspicion…but I never found any evidence. Lots of rumors, but rumors are cheap fare in Hollywood. It’s how actors and actresses get famous, and to pay attention to loose lips is to sink rowboats.

So we walked/dragged my stumblebum, drunken man through the foyer, up the long, winding stairway, and down the hall to our bedroom.

“Hee getting heavier,” Juanita puffed. She was a chunky girl, not in great shape, but I was in great shape, and I was puffing, too.

“Don’t feed him so much,” I grunted.

She giggled. “I just put plate out. He keep eating and eating.”

We reached the bed and pushed him onto it. We had done this before, and we knew that a big push might get him all the way onto the bed. If we were lucky.

We were lucky, and Roscoe landed, rolled, and snored.

“Okay, Senorita Sandee?”

“Thank you, Juanita. Sorry to have disturbed your sleep.”

Again, she giggled. “Thee more I do thees the bigger Senor Roscoe pay me at Christmas.”

I shook my head ruefully. The good side of bad. Roscoe had more money than God after a tax return and he did like to share. He paid people who worked for him well, which was good, because they had to put up with his bad jokes.

“Get what you can, Juanita, and more power to you.”

She giggled, she was a giggling girl, and left the room.

I took off his shoes, then his socks. Pew. He must have forgot to wash his feet. He was always in such a hurry, making deals, producing movies and TV series, that he sometimes passed right by personal hygiene.

When I complained he was abashed, but how could I blame him? He was in a hurry to make a billion dollars. Well, to be honest, a trillion. He often joked about being the first trillionaire on earth. It was a joke, but behind the joke was a serious hard charger.

I worked his body around and got his jacket off, then his shirt, then his undershirt. I pulled  his pants down, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and my hubbie was officially naked.

I stared at Roscoe. He was a handsome man. A few years and I was sure his hard living would catch up to him. But right now he was slender, well cut, and only a trace of the ‘heaviness’ that Juanita had observed could be seen. Of course his eyes were a bit puffy.

Sometimes, after a hard night of partying his eyes were so puffy that I had to put make up on them.

Oh, not mascara and eye shadow and all that, but a light foundation type of cream to disguise the shadows. He had to appear happy and healthy, and not drunk as a dog, if he was going to keep making those million dollar deals.

Though, to be honest, the bad side of my good, I often thought about making his eyes up the feminine way, and not letting him know. That would serve him right.

I stared at his manhood. It was big, and it just laid there, a sleeping slug. The good side of bad, when that slug engorged it was a monster. It filled my hand, and my pussy, and made me cry and moan and scratch his back.

But now, after a long night, I stood there and watched it sleep.

I was horny. I wanted a little pleasure. I had had a long night of flirting, it’s what we do in Hollywood, with young stars and starlets, and my pussy itched. Hell, I was downright wet.

I leaned forward and placed my hand under the slug. I lifted it up, shook it. Damn, if it had woken up I would have jumped him, asleep or not.

But it was not to be.

So I took off my own clothes, put some blinders on so the sun wouldn’t wake me, and crawled into bed. Within seconds I was snoring. Ladylike snores, of course. But snores, nevertheless.

And that was how the day began, the day that started the ‘unravelment’ of my dear husband. When we awoke things were going to get interesting, and even more interesting as the day progressed, and good things and bad were going to come to light, and the devil would get his due. My husband, the rich and fabulously wealthy power player known as Roscoe Tannenbaum, was about to get his just rewards.


CHAPTER TWO

I was tired, it was still earlier, and I was lazing, half in and half out, occupying the twilight zone of barely asleep but hearing bits and pieces of the world.

I heard Roscoe stir. He placed a hand on my hip. He pulled lightly. He wanted some.

But I felt like I had barely gotten to sleep, and it was his fault. No way I was going to rouse myself and do the good and happy in and out. “Go way,” I grumped.

I heard him say something. A return grump, no doubt. Then I felt the bed rustle.

I was going back to full sleep. I needed it. It was beauty sleep, after all, and I was addicted to being beautiful.

The bed shook a little bit more. I was half dreaming now, and I imagined myself in an earthquake, running down the street, the street shaking and buildings falling down. I was carrying something…a bundle, like groceries, like…like…A BABY?

I was carrying a baby in my dream running away from an earthquake, and suddenly somebody stepped out and shot me in the back. I lurched forward and found myself lying asprawl on my bed, blood dripping down my back, blood…BLOOD!

I snapped fully awake then, and I knew what had happened.

Roscoe rolled out of bed and padded towards the bathroom. After a night of carousing he was chipper and bright. “Good morning, love!” And he laughed.

I sat up and felt my back. Yuck! He had squirted on me! All over my hair! My gown! Mother fucker!

“You son of a bitch!” I yelled after him.

He laughed merrily. “Never say no to The Man!”

I climbed out of bed and staggered into the bathroom. I was not like him, I was not chipper after a night of carousing.

I stepped into his roaring shower and mumbled, “Wash my back, you son of a bitch.”

So he did. And he worked shampoo into my hair and washed that, too. And then he soaped my goddamn breasts.

Ah, gad! I leaned against the tiles. The man was hornier than a goat playing a slide trombone. I felt my nipples perk up, I felt the electricity head towards my groin, and I knew that son of a bitch was going to get his way. He was going to get to climb into my cockpit and fly. After squirting his seed all over me!

“You just came,” I complained.

“So? Maybe I can cum again. And if I can’t, at least I can say I’ve been to see God this morning.”

“Jesus,” I moaned. I was wet. Of course I was wet. I was in the shower. But I was wet down there, with my own juices.

“I’ll see him, too, my sweet, little pussy pie.”

“You are so fucking…” I didn’t finish as I was busy latching on to his lips, sucking his tongue like I was going to eat it.

“Oh, baby,” he moaned.

Then I was down on my knees. Could he cum twice? It had happened before. Maybe, if I…then I got an evil idea.

I sucked and I sucked. I rolled his balls in my hands. Then I leaned back and spread my legs and he moved into me. He thrust his hips forward and slid his monster half into my vagina.

“Ahhh,” he groaned. It was an awkward position, and he could only get halfway into me. He tried and tried, lurching and tilting his hips, but I kept a careful position and all he could do was get the head and an inch or two into me.

“Come on, baby,” he was pleading, but I don’t think he really knew how I was controlling the situation.

He was in, the head was in paradise, but he couldn’t get in far enough to do the old in and out. He just kept pushing and pushing, his face turning all red, and just when it looked like he was going to pop, I tilted my hips away and pushed his chest.

“Wha—“ he looked confused.

“Thanks, lover, got to go.” I stepped out of the shower.

Oh, he roared. “You…you…BITCH!”

But I was laughing, and I knew he would laugh when he thought about it. That’s the good side of his bad, he didn’t mind a joke being played on him.

Of course, my joke wasn’t over.

In the bedroom I laid on the bed, legs spread, and played with myself. I placed a dildo into my pussy and played the clitoris with a vibrator. A few minutes passed and he stepped out of the bathroom…just as I let loose.

“AHHHH!” My hips jerked and my eyes were glazed, but I could see his jaw drop.

I surged and moaned and bucked. I actually sprayed a bit of fluid.

Through my half slitted eyes I could see him standing so forlorn, his pecker standing up like a pirate about to board, all eager and dripping.

Then, when the spasms faded and I was left panting and loose and spread out like a flower that had been trampled, I said, “You can squirt all over my hair anytime you want, big boy.”

A rueful grin flitted across his face—I told you he liked a good joke—and he said, “I should have known better.”

“Ah, but you didn’t,” I rolled out of bed and came to him. I kissed him soundly, stroked his mighty machine, then pushed him away. “See you tonight, lover. Maybe.”

He laughed.

Then we both got dressed and began our days. Him making million dollar deals, and me…I had to look beautiful. It was my job, after all.

While he put the screws to money men, and hired and fired camera crews and make up artists and went over scripts with producers, I went to the gym.

While he snarled and bellowed, and ended up with a good deal for all involved, I went spinning, and rode twenty miles without moving an inch.

While he went to a fancy dining car and tossed down martini’s and joked with his lawyers, I went to a cozy, little salad bar and sipped smoothies and talked with my girl friend.

My girlfriend—not sexual, you dirty minded pervert—was Tina Garfield.

Tina was brunette to my blonde. Like me she liked to wear her hair long, with abundant tresses curling this way and that. She was into fitness, too, and she liked nothing better than looking good.

In fact, we liked nothing better than to look good. I tell ya, there is no higher feeling than strolling down the walk, heels clicking, feeling the male heads snapping around to take in our voluptuous curves, our outstanding mammary glands, our red, juicy lips.

But don’t believe me, just follow me around some day and see for yourself. Giggle.

Anyway, we were sitting at a table in a corner talking girl stuff.

Girl stuff is a broad subject, no pun there, and it includes everything from the color of your lipstick to who’s dating Shiela. Whoever Shiela happened to be at the moment.

And I told Tina all about the morning. And we giggled and laughed at how I had handled rough and tough Roscoe, and then we talked about her boyfriend, a hunk who worked as a lifeguard at—a shadow darkened our table.

“I’m sorry,” a voice stuttered.

The woman was standing with her back to the sun and I lowered my sunglasses to better see her.

She was maybe 25, and a delightful, little thing. She had a darned good body, a pretty face, but her clothes weren’t the best. Of course, I’m sort of a clothes snob, so…

I said: “Sorry for what?” My eyes got used to the sun and I saw that she was holding a bundle.

Across from me Tina was watched with a tilted head, her eyes all quizzical and puzzled.

“I didn’t know what to do.”

A bundle like a bag, a bag full of groceries…

“I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

…not a bag…a baby.

“Marsha, I told you you couldn’t come here when Mrs. Tannenbaum was here.” It was Pierre, whose real name was Roger, or something. He was our waiter and he took care of us personally. Now he hovered, and tried to get in front of the woman with the baby.

A baby. I may be into fitness and beauty, but, like any woman, I am a sucker for a baby. Durn things fill their diapers and do their little baby barf thing…and I just love ‘em.

“I didn’t know what to do!” She was actually crying now. Big tears. The kind that don’t just mess up the make up, but wash it entirely away.

“I’m sorry, but you can’t disturb our customers and—“

“Pierre,” I spoke sweetly, “Please shut.”

Pierre opened his mouth, considered me, knew that he had overstepped, and back away.

“The plot thickens,” murmured Tina.

“Sit down,” I offered.

The woman, Pierre had called her Marsha, didn’t sit. She just stood there and sobbed. Cried all over her baby.

Tina stood up and pushed a chair under Marsha. Now she was sitting, gasping and trying to control her tears. Might as well try to control Niagra Falls.

We sat for a long minute, then Tina offered, “Can I take the baby?”

Wordless, sniffling, Marsha handed the baby to Tina.

“What’s his name? Or is it her?”

“Charley,” sniffed Marsha. She had the look of somebody who has held a baby for a month straight, and now that somebody else was holding him she looked lost.

“Would you like something to eat?” I asked.

“No…I don’t—“

I waved to Pierre, who was there instanter.

“Pierre, Marsha would like…?” I looked at Marsha.

Timidly, Marsha whispered. “Could I have a hamburger?”

Huh. Younger than 25.

“Yes, ma’am,” he said. Now that the young lady was adopted by us she was a customer, and would receive all the respect that an upper crust establishment has to offer.

“Oh,” I said. “That sounds delish. Can you change my order to a burger? Fries and a Coke, of course.”

“Me, too,” said Tina, cradling the baby and rocking him gently. She had one of those goofy smiles that women get when they fall in love with a baby.

Pierre nodded and whisked himself away.

“Now then,” I said, shoving my untouched glass of water in front Marsha. “Please tell us everything.”

And darned if Marsha didn’t start crying all over again.

Marsha nibbled on French Fries. She had demolished that burger like it was the last burger on earth, or the first burger she had had in years.

“So I mismanaged everything. I thought I had the part sewn up, I was told I did, then the production company went broke, and then I found myself pregnant, and…”

She told us the tale of woe that is not all that common, but does happen, in Hollywood. Yes, young starlets come to town, but then they end up getting real jobs, or just return to Podunk, Nebraska to raise a family.

But this one hadn’t gone home. This one had stayed and tried to make it, baby and all.

You had to admire her courage. Maybe not her smarts, but certainly her drive to make something better of herself.

“So you were slated for the lead in a series produced by…what was that production company again?”

“Starbright.” She spoke like she had a secret and didn’t want to say it. Of course.

“My husband had dealings with that production company,” I said.

“Yes, I know.”

And there it was. The dawn’s light. The thought that bursts. The curse that ruins your life.

At that moment I knew it. And, female intuition, Tina knew it. And that was Marsha’s secret.

So for a full 30 seconds nobody said anything.

Tina stopped rocking the baby, as he was asleep and making adorable, little baby sounds.

I stared, put my sunglasses back in place so I could stare from behind shields.

Marsha kept looking up, then looking down, nibbling a fry, looking up, looking down…

“I would like a paternity test.”

Yet we all knew the results.

“I’m sorry, I don’t—“

“Stop being sorry,” interjected Tina.

“Yes, no more of this ‘sorry’ shit.”

“But I don’t know you, and I come here and…”

“And there was nowhere else to go.”

“No. I have no family. I was an orphan, and—“

“So, here’s what we’re going to do.” I spoke with the confidence of a woman who has made up her mind. Lord knows my confidence was shattered beyond all repair. “First, we’re going to put you up in a swank hotel. No charge to you. And while you’re getting room service and massages we will get the paternity test done. If everything works out, we will confront my husband.”

“Confront…Roscoe Tan—“ She couldn’t even finish his name. He was a powerful figure, she was a failed starlet. What she hadn’t grasped, yet, was that she had his bloodline.

“Yes. We will confront. We will make a plan. And if you really are in possession of Roscoe Tannenbaum’s child, then you will never want again.”

Marsha started crying again.

I said to Tina, “Hey, baby hog, give me the squirt.”

Tina handed me the sleeping baby and I cradled him, and my heart felt warmer than toes over a fire.

Roscoe Tannenbaum’s future looked up at me and smiled a toothless grin.


CHAPTER THREE

I had dreamed of a baby in my waking dream that morning. Intuition? Some weird sort of prescience? Probably. Being in California I get accused of being part of the loony tune, peace and love, save the planet cult, but that doesn’t mean these things don’t happen.

And, to be honest, while I don’t spend my millions on gurus in spandex selling tea leaf theory, I do believe there are things of the human spirit that should be explored, and definitely not denied.

So, to explore the fact that my husband had a baby by another woman.

The baby was two months old. So Roscoe had boffed little Miss Marsha some 11 months previous. We had been married 23 months. So he was a cheater, and a bastard, and a lot of other bad names.

What do you call it when a woman is cuckolded? I know. Cuckolding is when the wife steps out. But what do you call it when a man steps out?

As we drove away from the restaurant I glanced at the other ladies.

Tina was in the back seat, arms spread out and sitting like the Queen of the May. The top was down on my Maserati, and she did so love the way the wind whipped her hair in the wind.

Marsha sat in the front seat, rocking Charley and cooing to him, and nervous as a cat on a hot solar panel. Hell, the woman had been preyed upon, found herself on the streets, and had just had her first meal in what was likely ages.

And it was a miracle baby Charley hadn’t suckled all the milk out of her skinny, little breasts. (Well, once they were big, and she still had the shape, but you know how gluttonous little babies can be, right? Suck the nipples right off the tit if it was left up to them.)

“Siri,” I asked my dash mounted cell phone, “what is the female equivalent of a cuckold?”

Siri, stupid as always, asked if that was the correct address. I said no, and the bitch actually asked me if I wanted directions or to make a phone call.

Tina laughed outright, and even Marsha tittered.

“Well, do better, bitches,” I commanded caustically.

Tina, of course, rose to the challenge. She opened her cell phone and googled, then told me the answer.

“It’s a cuckquean. It’s supposed to be a fetish.”

“I’ve got your fetish right here,” I groused.

“Sounds like it’s more of an everybody knows kind of thing, the husband seems to control it, the wife has to ask permission to be involved, that sort of thing. So what are you going to do?”

“Huh,” I grunted. Truth, I felt like driving my precious, little Maserati into a light pole and handing Roscoe the bill, and laughing in his face. There were several things stopping me, however.

First, the price of a Maserati isn’t much to a tycoon like Roscoe. Pocket change, if you get my drift.

Second, it was my car, and I loved it, and what was the point in hurting myself? It was Roscoe that needed the hurting.

We pulled up to my doctor’s office and we strolled into the veddy expensive clinic like we owned the place, which, if you consider how many friends I had sent there for plastic surgery, we did.

“Is the Doc in?” I asked the nurse at the front.

She smiled professionally, recognized me, and immediately picked up the phone and pressed a button. “Dr. Patterson? Mrs Tannenbaum is here. Uh, huh.” Hung up and said, “He’ll just be three minutes. Would you like coffee, tea, or…?” she arched her eyebrows in question.

“No, thanks. We’ll just lurk a bit.”

I led my two girls and brat over to the door leading to the back area. I nodded for Marsha to sit. Tina folded her arms and leaned against the wall facing me. I folded my arms and leaned against the wall.

Behind us, at the counter, the nurse kept glancing us. Our behavior was out of the norm, but she managed to contain her curiosity and  pretend she was ignoring us.

“So, girlfriend. What’s the haps?” asked Tina.

I smiled. It was the kind of smile that could freeze boiling lava in under second.

“Anything exciting been happening lately?”

I lowered an eyebrow and frosted her again.

She laughed. “Would you like to purchase a gun? Fully automatic? Guaranteed for 50,000 rounds?”

“Now you’re talking,” I muttered.

She grew sober. “Seriously, what are your plans for dealing with this little imbroglio?”

“You mean beyond an enema with a ten foot railroad spike?”

Tina grew silent and watched me. I had started talking, all she had to do was give me the silence and I would be forthcoming.

I sighed. “So I find out my loving hubbie has been making babies without my permission. What should I do?”

Tina shrugged. She waited. She was a wise girl.

Sighing again, trying to calm myself down, I said, “At first, all I wanted to do was make him suffer. But how do you make a guy richer than God suffer? I could divorce him, but, I hate to say this, I love him.”

I didn’t say anything for a moment. Then: “If only I could make him feel the hurt I feel. How it feels to be betrayed. How it feels like to be a woman…” I stopped. Little lights going off in the back of my mind. Little avalanches sliding around inside my head. Thoughts ganging up on me and forcibly opening my mind.

“What?”

“If only,” I started again. “If only I could make him understand what it is to be a woman, and to…” My mind sort of short circuited at that moment. I had said it. I had pronounced sentence on the cheating bastard. I just had to figure it out. My half statement, if taken as whole, to make him feel, to understand, what it was like to be a woman…then…then….

Then the door opened and Doctor Patterson smiled out. “Mrs. Tannenbaum! How wonderful to see you! Come in!”

Quickly we trailed after him to his office. Me, then Tina, then Marsha and the swaddling babe.

His office was stylish, done in green clothe with nary a sign of a medical instrument. This was where the close was done. This was where he sold the tricks of his trade. Very professional.

He made sure we were comfortably seated, then sat down himself. He sat down behind an acre of polished hardwood. Not a pencil nor basket upon the thing. Just a sheen that reflected faces accurately.

“What can I do for you today?”

“This is Marsha Carson. I would like you to do a paternity test on her.”

A blank shield dropped around the doctor, and I knew what had happened. I was the client, but my husband paid the bills, and he and my husband, dear old Roscoe, were part of the ‘old boys’ club.

But I, of course, was a member of a bigger club. I was part of the females of the world, biggest damn club in the world, and I had a cause.

Heck, I had a mission, and possibly a jihad. And he, wise, old doctor, could read that in my oh so beautiful face.

He regarded me, framed his words, sighed, framed more words, then simply gave up.

“And the presumed father?”

“Roscoe.” I said it flatly.

He sighed yet again, then he tried. “There are laws concerning the revealing of medical information…”

I slid in, as if with a knife. I leaned forward slightly and, as coldly as I could: “I need the results today. I don’t need a copy. This can all be off the books. Nobody need ever know that you even gave the test.”

I watched his throat work very slowly. It was a gulp. A slow motion gulp that revealed that he didn’t like being the subject of my broadsides.

“Yes, but—“

“Furthermore, while you are quick walking the test to a conclusion, I will be going to the bank and taking out $5,000 cash. I presume that will be enough for this service?”

“It…I don’t…you must understand…” he faded away. He gave his final sigh.

I waited.

Slowly, as if by pixels, he seemed to relax. He had come to a conclusion regarding my dastardly request. He looked at Marsha, “If I can have a look at this little charmer.”

And, as the good doctor bounced Charley on his knee, a nurse was called to begin the test, and it was the beginning of the end for Roscoe Tannenbaum.

That afternoon we sat around the pool and sipped Margaritas. Real Margaritas made by Jaunita.

Well, Tina and I drank. Marsha sipped a Coke. She worried about the effect of alcohol on her baby milk. It was obvious that she was a good mother. Yes, she had fallen on hard times, and her story indicated that she hadn’t been the sharpest Ginsu in the drawer, but she had a good heart and was trying.

“So, what you going to do?”

“I want to change him into a woman.”

Tina spit out half a gulp of good Margarita. “You what?”

“I want him to know what it feels like to be a woman.”

“Roscoe T? The Man himself?”

“Maybe it’s time ‘The Man’ learned what is like to be ‘The Woman.’”

“Jesus. You’re serious.”

“As serious as a castration.”

Tina gave a mock shiver. “Please don’t say that word. I like my men to have all their parts.”

At that moment Juanita came out with another tray of Margaritas. She placed them on the wrought iron table we were sitting around and started to leave, but I said, “Juanita, could you please have a seat?”

Tina blinked. I could see she was having trouble with my bringing the servants into this.

Hesitantly, Juanita sat down. I pushed one of the Margaritas towards her. “Drink, girl, we have some serious business to discuss.”

Juanita gripped the glass, her hand tight around the stem, and lifted it to her mouth. She looked at me for a moment, and then, perhaps because she needed to imbibe a little to enable herself to deal with things out of the ordinary, she took a big gulp.

“I’m going to change my husband into a woman,” I said. “And there are going to be times when I will need your help.”

Juanita’s dark, Mexican eyes grew round and liquid. “Muxe?” she blurted.

“If you mean a man who becomes a woman, then, yes.”

The woman had a fit, without moving, right in front of me. I half expected her to make the sign of the cross and running screaming from my home.

But I should have known better. This was an old Mexican lady who had seen good times and hard, who had raised children, and put up with the peccadillos and felonies of the opposite sex.

Juanita, who had helped me drag my drunken husband to bed, was built of stern stuff. After the gulping and wide eyes and the heavy breathing and looking around as if to see who was listening, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Tina laughed.

Marsha smiled wanly. She was a good girl, and she didn’t know how mean and vicious high class people like myself could be.

“What do I need to do?”

So we began talking about clothes and make up, methods for forcing the transition, how to deal with Roscoe’s temper tantrums, and other bits and pieces of the coming production.

And the pool man showed up. A studly, Greek God sort of fellow,  a little middle-aged, but still rippling with muscles, a surfer’s haircut, and the look in his eyes that told us he was a struggling actor.

Of course. Everybody in Southern California wants to be an actor. Why would he be different?

“Hey! What’s your name?” I called out.

He stood there, festooned with long poles and hoses, and said, “Dick.”

“Oooh, I like that name,” bubbled Tina.

“Well, Dick, come over here and have a Margarita. I need your advice on matters of world importance.”

Dick came and sat down next to Tina. Well, actually, he sat down on the chair next to Tina, and then my girlfriend sort of crawled into his lap and started licking his face.

Now, truth be told, we were getting sloshed. Juanita had kept up the flow of world class Margaritas, our favorite liquor store, the Pink Dot, was keeping us supplied with endless bottles, and I was starting to slur my words.

Well, truth be known, I needed this. Not only had I been betrayed, but I hadn’t partied like this for years. Maybe a decade. I had been too preoccupied with how I looked to have a truly good time. So I was having a good time.

Tina: “Hi, DICK! I love your name. DICK. Do you think you could do your name to me?”

And Dick said the funniest thing I had ever heard. “Actually, I’m gay.”

We all laughed hysterically. And Tina cursed. Then Tina said: “I’m going to convert you.” And we all ooohed and awwwed and pitied the DICK.

“So what is this problem you need my advice on?”

In his defense, he wasn’t drunk, and so was still serious.

“My husband cheated on me so I want to make him into a girl.”

“Cool,” he nodded thoughtfully, not put off a blink, even though he was sober, by my outlandish statement. “Where do we start?”

And so the afternoon went. More and more people showed up. More and more bottles showed up. More and more Margaritas disappeared. by the time Roscoe arrived home, fashionably late, I might add, there were 40 or 50 people in the house and overflowing the pool area. The sound system was working at full pitch and The Doors were telling everybody it was ‘The End.’ Neighbors came to complain about the noise and were absorbed by the frivolity and festivity. Cops came to issue citations, so we called the mayor who called the police chief who called…and the cops disappeared. Or went off duty and joined the party.

And, I might interject, Marsha and Charley had been whisked away to the Beverly Hills Hotel, where they were enjoying a sedate and sober, and relieved, night.

Anyway, to get back to the story, all the people who were at the party, close friends or passersby, were asked their advice, and help, on the production dealing with turning Roscoe Tannenbaum into a woman.

And they all had sage wisdom and good ideas to add to the mix. And they all laughed and said it was a good idea. And…I want to make a point here.

Some of you dear readers may be wondering how I expected to be able to pull off this absolutely stupendous practical joke. And it was becoming known as a great joke. Heck, even though I talked about Roscoe as a cheater, and even seemed a bit vindictive, everybody automatically classified it as just one more practical joke.

To be truthful, they probably had to. To consider my plan as nothing but the projection of a jilted female would have resulted in people walking away, and nobody wanted to walk away. So it was classified as, accepted as, a practical joke.

And why didn’t they want to walk away? Because they had all, close friends and passsersby alike, been the victim of my husband’s practical jokes.

The mail man had reached into the mail box and put his hand in a pile of dog doo.

Our neighbors woke up to find their lawn painted purple.

DICK had been cleaning our pool, and found out that his cleaner had been replaced with soap, very sudsy soap.

Everybody…EVERYBODY…had felt the bite of my overzealous husband’s sick and twisted sense of humor.

So they were all willing.

And here is the crux…if I had asked everybody to keep a secret,  everybody would have told. They would have giggled and blurted, and called the local news, and written emails and twitters and committed every other sort of communication to the world at large. Roscoe would have found out about my plans long before he ever arrived home.

But in telling people that it was all just a practical joke, NOBODY said a word. Nobody could have dragged the truth out of them, not even with Budweiser horses.

EVERYBODY wanted to be part of the grandest practical joke of all time…EVERYBODY wanted a little revenge for the constant trickery Roscoe had subjected them to.

And, by the time most of them sobered up, most of them had forgotten the conversations. They just figured it was drunk talk and life went on and that was that.

Heh. Heh.

This has been the first three chapters from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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