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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

All right! The fourth installment of this little series! Actually, big series. If you’re in it for a fantasy with lots of wild sex with no limits…here you go!

This is the sequel to ‘Sex Switched by a Witch!’ and ‘Half Man…Half Woman,’ and ‘Blue Light Love!’

Johnny and Shiela flee to the City of Naragon Castles. There they have to meet with The Council of Witches, and plead for Johnny to be accepted as a Warlock. It helps that he’s now a girl.

The bonus is that thee is aWarlock on the council, and he offers some intense lessons on how to use the magics of blue light, and Blue Light.

Unfortunately, Johnny is about to learn the downside of being a man in a real world.

Enjoy! And…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

The city was named Narganon, and was sometimes referred to as Narganon, or Narganon Castles, or just ‘The Castles. The name Narganon was older than language and nobody knew what it meant anymore.

It was not located on a hill, it was the hill. Small one story structures on the plains surrounding the city. Then a ring of two story structures, leading to three story, four story, and taller as one went deeper into the city.

Ground level streets were shaded by structures that were built over the roads. More structures were built on top of those, and higher and higher the city had grown.

After about ten stories the castles started. Structures built of white stone, massive structures with thousands of big, huge building blocks. Spires and turrets arose, and beyond them the castles rose even higher.

There were thirteen castles making up the heart of the city, and atop these thirteen castles fluttered high pennants. The flags of the Warlocks and Wizards and Witches…except there was only one Warlock, and the rest were Witches.

Even if the flag designated a house renown for the power of its Warlocks, the ruling magical entity was a Witch.

Warlocks were not easily suffered in the advanced age of this reality.

Shiela and Johnny saw the spires rising so far away that the pennants couldn’t be seen.

“That’s bigger than New York,” murmured Johnny.

“Easily,” agreed Shiela.

“Yet you lived in a shack,” he referred to the mansion which had been so recently destroyed by monsters that had taken over the barrier between worlds, “and not here, in this magnificence.”

“This is stone. Stone holds no heart. Roger, your grandfather, was bigger than stone.”

“As are most people,” acknowledged Johnny. He understood what Shiela meant, for she had captured his heart; he would rather be with her than any place else in the world.

They walked across vast fields. The fields were tended by small creatures who seemed happy to be bent over and hoeing or digging or harvesting.

“Those aren’t people,” observed Jonny.

“No. They are called Tandens. They are magically bred to work the fields.”

“Magically bred?” Johnny looked at Shiela with a dipped eyebrow.

“I don’t know what they were bred from, or who bred them. That knowledge is lost in history. But they experience great happiness, orgasmic happiness, from tending the fields.”

Johnny studied the small creatures. They were only two feet tall, and they had fur. Which meant they didn’t need clothes to stay warm. And their fur probably shed water.

They had large hands with two fingers and a thumb. Small blades were retractable in the two fingers, so they could snip a stem, or prune a branch.

Their faces were like happy chipmunks. They had large teeth, beaver like, to aid should they need to bite through a thick branch.

“Imagine. Slaves to an orgasm. Don’t let the politicians back in the US know about that. They’d create legions of workers and let the normal people die. They’d probably even program them to vote the right way.”

“I think that’s already been done,” Shiela commented wryly.

The city slowly rose before them, and they eventually entered the ring of one story structures.

People with families. Poor people. Struggling to make it.

“Your importance, your wealth, dictates how close you are to the center of the city.”

Johnny just watched dirt scrabble women herding snot nosed brats.

They reached the two story houses, and things were better. Marginally. Here were cast offs from the more elite. Evidence of workers of a more permanent nature, but still blue collar.

Then the three stories began, and they would see new toys, men with well cared for tools, and even smiles.

“If this is paradise…” murmured Johnny.

“It is the real reality. It is the essence that is a mirror in the world you were raised in.”

“I think I’d prefer the fake world. This poverty seems so…endless.”

They reached four stories, and five, then entered the street tunnels of the overbuilt city.

Now the people wore clothes that represented fashion and not function. There was a certain gaudiness to the dresses, men wore hats, and even spats.

Conversations were conducted with a degree of forced cheer. Still, it was better than out in the fields.

Johnny had no idea how high the houses storied now, but he could keep track of their progress by the condition of carriages, the attitudes of rich men with canes, the women who gazed upon him with contemplation in their eyes. Could they use him?

Then, immersed in a world of fancy clothes and snobby people, they came to the wall. Just a white surface. One piece of stone that stretched upwards for maybe ten yards before it became individual blocks of stone.

“Somebody made rock,” Johnny felt the stone with his hand.

Shiela waited, watched him with a half smile on her face.

“Old. I can feel how old this is.” He looked at Shiela, about to ask the question, then gave a nod and turned back to the wall. “I imagine there are entrances here and there, secret tunnels maybe, for workers to enter, or perhaps the workers just live inside and never leave.”

He turned to her. “I could just bull my way in, but I would imagine the use of magic, of the blue light, would set off alarms. So I turn to you for guidance.”

“Blue light,” she said.

They held hands and Johnny raised an arm.

“No, let me do it. We want to hide your abilities until we need them. In this place, in this situation, it is best to pretend that you are powerless.”

Johnny waited, but Shiela just stood there.

“Well?”

“I need more power.”

“So we make love right here?”

“No. They would detect me feeding from you, and that would apprise them of how much power you have.”

“So what do we do?”

“There is a way for me to get blue light. It will weaken you, but only a little, and it will supercharge me. Really supercharge me. The only thing the Witches will perceive is my power, not where I am getting it from.”

“Okay.” Shiela led him along the wall, found an alley, and stepped into it. They were behind a business and there were lots of crates in the alley. She pushed him back between a stack of crates and unbuckled him.

“What is this?”

“Don’t cum, Johnny.”

“God, and I want to so badly.”

She pulled his pants down and knelt. She took him in her mouth. Johnny had to use every artifice he knew not to cum. He thought of baseball. He bit the inside of his mouth. Then, when he could no longer stop himself, Shiela twisted his balls.

“Ow!” He gritted his teeth.

“Okay, Johnny, here it comes. Hold on.”

She placed a finger up his rectum. Quick and slick, and he jerked and his eyes grew wide.

It felt good. Real good. It felt like she was scratching every itch he had ever had.

Yet she squeezed his testicles so hard that the pain distracted him.

Mouth on his tool, hands squeezing his nuts, her finger wiggling, and sperm oozed out of his cock.

He wasn’t cumming, and he was losing essence, but…it was okay.

She drank, and he could feel the explosion of blue light within her.

“Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, his knees weak.

Then she stopped, buttoned him up, and stood up.

She had a couple of drops of cum on her lips and she licked them off. Pushed one drop into her mouth with a red tipped finger.

“Wow.”

“What?”

“I have never been this horny in my life!”

“I know,” she giggled. “Roger used to let me do this when he wanted me to do something that was above my abilities. I feel chock full and ready to go.”

“And I’m not weakened appreciably. What did you do, exactly?”

“I didn’t take your blue light, I took your sperm, which has blue light in it. It supercharges me. God, I feel big!”

“But what did you do…physically, to make me…ooze?”

“I pressed on your prostate.”

“Not the vagina, but the prostate. How fascinating.”

“And delicious. Blue light rich sperm is tastier than Necco wafers. Come on.”

They went back to the wall, she put her hand up and emitted blue light.

Blue light, the essence of the universe, the usually invisible substance from which everything in the universe is constructed.

The wall shimmied and turned into a tunnel. They didn’t have to walk through the rock, like they had before. They just had to walk. They entered the tunnel.

The stone of the outer wall of the castles was about thirty feet thick, so they only had a short ways to walk, yet by the time they reached the inside of the castle guards were waiting for them.

There were twenty of them. They stood in two lines facing the tunnel, weapons at the ready.

They wore hardened leather, shellacked, with metal strips to hold metal breastworks in place.

In a way they looked like Roman soldiers, the plumage on their helmets, the tridents they held, the way they stood so solidly in rank.

“Hold,” commanded the leader, a stocky looking fellow holding a short sword.

Shiela stepped forward, “You would raise weapons to a holder of the blue light?”

The head soldier looked nervous under his apparent calm. Just a bead of sweat coursing down his cheek.

“My apologies, great Witch. The Council wishes to meet any who come through the great wall.”

“She shows no magic, there is no light about her. She is merely my maid.” She knew his female form wouldn't fool the Witches, but it might lull the soldiers.

“The Council’s orders.”

Shiela didn’t hesitate. “Very well. You may escort us.”

The soldier’s relief was obvious. He really didn’t want to fight a Witch. Witch’s politics, quite frankly, scared him.

The wall had closed behind them, and Shiela and Johnny marched alongside the wall for about twenty yards, then were turned down a ‘spoke’ street, which led to the hub of the castles.

“From this point on,” breathed Shiela, “everything can be heard. Remember, be gentle, show nothing.” Then she said nothing more.

They walked to a cart which was pulled by a horse, the head soldier climbed on with Johnny an dShiela and they set off. The soldiers trotted in the street behind them.

It was an amazing place.

Tall structures with fountains built into the walls. Ornate stonework, Byzantine tile work on the ground. And the people were dressed like Gods.

Shimmering materials that hung so the breasts could be seen, nipples thrusting, hard penises pushed gowns out.

And there didn’t seem to be any dividing line between what a sex wore.

Men dressed as men, or women. Women dressed as women, or men. Lingerie and make up adorned shapely limbs.

And everybody was looking at Johnny and Shiela.

“Do they know who we are?” he asked naively.

Shiela laughed. “We’re dressed like peasants.”

“Oh.” That deflated his ego.

“We need to get you a dress.”

He looked at her, and realization was in his eyes. He still thought like a man, and he acted like a man, but his form was female.

They arrived at an inner castle entry, and it was grand. A fan of steps, so they stepped down from the carriage and ascended.

At the entrance were more guards, and people slowly gathered to watch the fun. Such poor people brought before The Council…they might be beheaded at a moment’s notice.

Through long corridors, up flights of stairs. Deeper into the castles they went, and higher and higher.

Finally, they stood before a pair of monster doors. They were big enough for a Gargivan and thirteen soldiers stood to each side.

The doors slowly opened. There were no ropes or pulleys pushing or pulling the things, but Johnny saw a gleam of blue at the hinges.

Then they were walking through the doorway.

The hall was square, the ceiling vaulted, and there were no. windows.

There were thirteen chairs arranged in a circle, a perfect circle in the perfect square of the room.

The chairs were tall backed, shrouded in shadow, and all Johnny could see was the bottom of dark robes. No sign of flesh. No visible faces. Just…shadows.

And that was the way they wanted it.

That was not the way Johnny wanted it, though. He needed to see faces if he was to play politics here.

He focused, and suddenly, to his surprise, perceived the room through Blue Light.

Not blue light, for that was the realm of these Witches. But…Blue Light. The realm of Warlocks.

And he hadn’t even known of Blue Light, let alone that he could use it to see with.

Thirteen beautiful women. Wearing full body robes, their faces hidden in cowl. Yet…yet…then he perceived that one of the women was not a woman.

He saw this not through the shape of them, but through the Blue Light in the eyes of…a man.

Dressed as a woman.

The way the Warlock wore his robe he was wearing lingerie underneath. His Blue Spark eyes were outlined with mascara, and he wore his hair long.

Not to fool the Witches, but to emulate them, and Johnny detected the first sign of the deeply political nature of the place.

The man was mimicking the women apparently to honor them, but he was really trying to make them think he was trying to be like them.

But Johnny could see through that charade easily. This was a man who had knowledge of Blue Light, and he would bear caution and scrutiny, no matter how weak he might appear on the surface.

“Welcome,” spoke one of the women. It was Mazilda, who had tested him on the journey here.

He turned and stared as if he couldn’t see, squinting his eyes and peering.

Johnny turned his attention to the women now, focusing, trying to remember details, trying to see them for their true personalities.

Whether he was successful or not in his estimation of them or not might be the crucial point in avoiding any test they give, and in persuading them to accept him as a Warlock.

“This is the grandson of Roger. Why does he come as a woman?” That was spoken by a blonde with green eyes and a catty look to her face.

“What is your name, son of Roger.”

“Grandson,” said Johnny, turning as if he was trying to see who spoke. “Johnny.”

Shiela spoke. “I spelled him as a woman to curtail his powers. The world does not need another Warlock to lead us down the path to war.”

“I do not detect truth,” spoke one old crone, who happened to be in the body of a woman with amazing breasts and a wet cunt. Wet because she was enjoying having Johnny ‘on trial.’

Johnny played dumb, and spoke as Shiela had schooled him. “Do you know my father? Harkness?”

There was a visible moment of psychic disturbance. The Witches did not like that name.

Johnny tried to look into each woman’s eyes. Harkness had managed to get half The Council to vote for him, so even if they didn’t like him, he had at least seven friends here.

“What would you have us know of Harkness?” asked Mazilda.

Johnny had had his cock in Mazilda, and he was careful not to read false affinity into that, but he suspected she liked him.

Else she would have kept him away from Narganon Castles, and perhaps even prepared a more vicious welcome for him.

Instead, she had paved the way for this meeting, or it wouldn't have happened.

“You speak of the path of war, and I am shaped like you. I would not have war. My grandfather schooled me on this. Yet my own father, Harkness, prepares for war.”

There was a long moment of jumbled communications. Thoughts sent by blue light, mutters under the cover of the gloom and the cowl, facial expressions indicating unhappiness.

Johnny read faces, watched the body language, and added numbers.

He saw five against five, if Mazilda really was on his side.

That left two Witches, and…The Man. The Man of Blue Light. What a crooked path he must walk, stepping on the sheer edge of a razor in his daily meetings. Playing one against another of the dozen women. Using his Blue Light and hiding it at the same time.

“What business is this of yours?” asked The Man.

“Turning, blinking as if half blind, Johnny said, “My grandfather taught me to detest war. He said it destroyed nature, and the true nature of men and women.”

Careful…careful here. He was walking his own fine wire.

“I ask that I be admitted in good standing to the community of Witches,” he avoided saying Warlocks. He had to make them think he was shaped by his female form. “I would stand against those who propose war over peace.”

Murmurs. Shadows shifting in the blue light. In his tall chair The Man with Blue Light in his eyes watched, and Johnny could see how his eyes were half lidded.

Was he on Johnny’s side? If he was, then Johnny had six Witches, Witches and a Warlock, for him, and he only had to convince one of the remaining two Witches to accept him.

“We can’t trust a man,” snapped one of the two Witches that Johnny was watching. Jet black hair and heavily black lids and hardly any whites in her eyes.

“You can trust a woman,” interjected Shiela.

“Hush, child. You have no place here.” It was a rebuke, but a soft one. No one had raised their magic yet.

Yet.

Shiela raised her hand.

She was ignored.

“He is a man underneath his flesh. Once a man always a man.”

Other voices broke in, argued the back and forth, and finally Mazilda cleared her throat and spoke to Shiela. “Leave to speak.” Yet in her words was warning. Make it quick, don’t waste our time.

“Johnny acts as my serving girl. Would any man allow that of himself? Would any Warlock?”

Now an audible mutter broke out. Shapes leaned to the sides in their chairs and conducted actual conversation. Shiela wasn’t through yet.

“You will find that I double stitched the shapes together, and the only evidence that he was ever a man is his penis, which is useful for…feeding.”

An actual uproar. Shouts. Anger. And…wonder.

These women had lived long, but only a few of them had ever experienced feeding from a warlock.

“I have trained him not to cum, so he can feed all of you!” Shiela had to shout to make herself heard, but it worked. Not the hub bub died down and the Witches leaned forward in their chairs to stare at Johnny.

“All of us?” muttered one woman. It was the one with big breasts and the moist pussy. It was obvious what she was thinking. Let me try out that cock!

“You make broad claim, child,” stated Mazilda.

“You’ve been fucked by him. You know the truth. And whether you take his cock, as you did, or sample his pussy, you can feed directly from his blue light.

The Witches had control of themselves now. Of course they did. They wanted to sample Johnny. Many of them, even the ones who weren’t in favor of him, were licking their lips.

And a couple of them were thinking how wonderful it would be to lock Johnny in a dungeon where they could feed on him as much as they wanted.

Shiela spoke into the contemplative silence. “Johnny can feed you, and he will, provided you accept him, and accept him as a person who wishes to avoid the war Harkness is preparing even as we speak.

The one with the hot pussy spoke sharply. “Put him in a dungeon. Use him for our power. No man, no Warlock, should ever be allowed to sully our ranks.”

While there were mutters of agreement, it was not loud.

Johnny counted, but he still didn’t know about the two Witches who might be for, or might be against.

Mazilda frowned and stated the obvious: It is against our tradition to enslave one who possesses the blue light. We can diminish him. We can cut him off from the blue light, or we can accept him. There is no middle ground in this.

“We could modify this understanding,” The Man with Blue Light in his eyes finally spoke. He had refused argument, not fallen to expressing himself. Now every woman turned towards him.

“You speak nonsense,” muttered Miss Hot Pussy, though she didn’t sound convinced.

Johnny thought maybe The Man had played her. Masterful politics, it was.

“An agreement, maybe a probationary period. He is not allowed to wield any blue light for a set period of time.”

“Except in the pursuance of war against my father,” blurted Johnny.

The Man didn’t even hesitate. “Agreed.”

The Council had been taken by surprise, but it was a good deal, and it let them off the hook on making a decision they were not prepared to make.

“And how do we know Johnny will keep his agreement?” asked one of the Witches.

The Man sighed. “Well, much as I hate to sacrifice myself…”

There were chuckles, and one Witch muttered, “Here it comes.”

“You know that no Witch can bind a Warlock, but a Warlock can bind a Warlock. Of course I must wield blue light, and I must feed to do that effectively. I am loathe to do that, especially as many of The Council do not trust me, but…it would be a solution.”

A few mutters, the hint of arguments, but The Man had set the situation up perfectly.

“In front of us,” stated Mazilda.

Johnny could see The Man arch his eyebrows deep in his cowl. There was amusement in that look.

“Make me an exhibitionist? How perverse.”

Titters filled the room.

“This from the man who marched in the Saint’s Day parade coupled with a Snaggly.”

What a Snaggly was Johnny had no idea, but there was laughter.

And they all agreed.

Coupling to bring the great intimacy, an agreement enforced by blue light.

Then the woman with the hot pussy had one last suggestion to make.

“Up the asshole.”

“What?” Johnny gulped.

“No Warlock would ever allow himself to be taken in the rear. This is the proof I require.”

And she had enough followers, or at least Witches of like mind, that The Man had to agree.

Actually, he didn’t look that unhappy about it.

The Man stood up and threw off his robe.

He was shadowed, hued by gloom, but his lingerie could easily be seen.

He was wearing a thong with a cock ring in it, his cock was big, and gorged with blood, and already dripping. He had the bulge of breasts, but maybe that was caused by the flimsy, white bra he was wearing.

Shiela manage to whisper to Johnny. “For God’s sake…don’t cum!”

Johnny stared at the man’s huge cock as he stepped into the center of the circle.

Big and dripping, veins bulging along the sides, a big head that was purplish and excited.

Up close, in the dim light of a single skylight portal, he wasn’t ugly. He had a firm chin, a trimmed beard and mustaches, and lithe muscles. His hair was female long and styled.

He looked good in the lingerie, and his pectorals looked like he had been focusing on them. Maybe working with weights doing exercises that only affected the pecs.

His nipples stood out; he was excited.

“Bend over, young Johnny,”

Johnny bent, and suddenly he was being moved.

Witches glowed, finally showing their blue light, and he was hoisted in the air, bent over with his rump pointing upward.

Johnny could have fought back, but he knew he couldn’t defeat the combined power of the Witches. He made himself not fight.

The Man stepped up invisible steps of air shaped by blue light, and took a position behind Johnny.

“Well, well,” he murmured softly, placing his hands on Johnny’s cheeks.

Johnny had had his pussy fucked, and that by The Bear, who had a rather sizable cock. Certainly bigger that this Warlocks proud member. But he had never had his asshole fucked, not by a man. But he had been fisted by Shiela, and that certainly counted for something.

The Man spat in his hand and rubbed it on Johnny’s brown button. He was slow and thorough, and Johnny realized that he was trying to make this easy for him.

“All right, my friend, let’s do this,” and he pushed forward.

It was different.

It was not a pussy, and his hole didn’t open up and begin juicing up and welcome the intruder.

But, except for a moment of pain, it felt good. It was a ring opening up and feeling sort of like a pussy. but different.

The Man began to fuck him, and shortly Johnny had to remind himself not to squirt.

He remembered how Shiela had fingered his prostate and drained a few drops from him. It was like that, but about ten times better.

Long strokes, and Johnny groaned, and then, feeling his prostate being pressed he suddenly knew he was going to cum!

But he didn’t cum!

The blue light drained out of him, but the semen stayed inside, and he realized that The Man was stopping him from cumming.

Stopping him with…Blue Light!

Not the blue light, which the Witches could perceive, but the Blue Light, which only males understand and could perceive.

But it made him hornier, hornier, and he reached new heights of frustration.

He groaned, and ground his butt back into The Man.

“There we go…”

Johnny felt it fill him a lot of it, then the man simply pulled out and descended the steps of air.

The air device that was supporting him suddenly disappeared and Johnny fell a couple of feet to the floor. He butt was raised up and everyone could see the white goo dripping out of him.

He stood up, managed not to rub his asshole, and looked around.

The Witches all satisfied looks on their faces.

“He has been bound,” stated Mazilda. “We accept Johnny, son of Roger, with reservation. At the end of one year, unless The Council finds compelling reason, Johnny will be fully accepted and granted all rights, except that of freely using his magic without The Council’s permission.”

“He can use it to fight his father,” blurted Shiela.

“So stipulated,” agreed Mazilda.

And the meeting was over.

Johnny lay on the bed in the quarters set aside for him and Shiela.

Johnny was a little sore back there, and Shiela gently rimmed him, soothed his sore tissues with a finger filled with blue light.

“Thank you,” he muttered through the pillow he was face down on.

“Not a problem.” She wiggled her digit and he grunted. She laughed. “Sorry. I had to.”

“No sorry necessary, if you do it again.”

So she did, and Johnny sighed and grunted and occasionally wiggled his butt back on her finger.

“You did well,” she said, hooking her finger onto his prostate. Maybe she should grab a bit of sperm while she could.

“Thank you.”

They discussed the various Witches then, trading impressions. Then Shiela brought up the subject of the Warlock.

“He is bound by agreement, can only use his magic if the Witches allow it.

“Yet they allow him a place on The Council.”

“They say it balances The Council. It gives man a seat and proper representation.”

“Doesn’t sound like representation to me.”

“Nor me. But I don’t think he’s a stooge.”

“He’s not. He uses Blue Light.”

“He does?”

“But he’s very subtle. He kept me from cumming in a roomful of Witches. I don’t know how much power he’s got, but he sure knows how to use it.”

Shiela thought about that. “I think he might be on your side.”

“Maybe. I wold say there’s a better chance of that now that he’s been where the sun doesn’t shine.”

“Did you enjoy it? A man in your heinie?”

“It was enjoyable…but it was grating, too. Something wrong, but…” he shrugged.

“Well, you did it. You had to, so you did it.”

“Am I going to have to feed all the Witches?”

“You’re going to have a busy week,” Shiela chuckled. “Do you mind if I take a drop or two?”

Johnny sighed in his pillow. “Knock yourself out!”

Shiela smiled and pressed on his prostate, and a drop of semen came out of Johnny’s penis. Shiela quickly scooped it up and swallowed it. “God, that tastes so good.”

“Lots of calories, you fat pig.”

“Mmm. Snort, snort. Gimme more.”

She oozed another drop of sperm out of him, tasted it, and felt the power in her roiling around. His sperm made her feel so powerful.

That was when they felt it, walking down the hallway outside, coming towards them.

They looked at each other.

Knock knock.

They looked at the door.

“Come in,” called Shiela. She was suddenly filled with blue light.

A week in which Johnny would be called upon to fuck, and feed, all the Witches, and probably all their friends and relatives.

A week in which they had to play politics and get ready to war with his father.

Johnny, except for refusing to cum, would not be so put upon. He was a weak male, not blue light in that one.

But Shiela would have to watch over him, make sure the Witches didn’t reneg eon their deal, didn’t make him cum in spite of himself.

And now someone had come to their chamber door.

A threat? The first of the blue light sucking Witches?

The door opened and a figure stood in the doorway.

“You,” Shiela blurted, and the figure smiled.


Part Two

His name was Quireldo, and he was the powerful Warlock who sat on The Council.

Sat and rode a razor wire of politics to survive. Wiggled between the offsetting forces of the various factions. Factions which could change at a moment’s whim and required the most delicate of manipulations.

To ride the storm of women’s anger, multiplied by twelve. It was like dancing on the tops of a herd of bucking broncos.

“Hello, Shiela. Hello, Johnny Boy,” he spoke without inflection, bland, yet able to insinuate a thought without seeming to.

Shiela let him in, then looked out the door and muttered something.

“Spells do you no good,” advised Quireldo. “This place is a broken twine ball of spells and counter spells. In fact, to put up a spell is to advertise that you are up to some skullduggery. Skullduggery being defined as anything the Witches don’t like.

“You speak freely in front of me.” Shiela eyed him like she was measuring him for a bow shot.

“Number one, you are of no consequence, meaning no offense. Number two, I am on your side.”

“As long as it suits you.”

He smiled and stroked his Van Dyke and turned to Johnny. “It is you who are the problem.”

“Did you enjoy my energy?”

Quireldo wasn’t about to be put off by such a simple distraction. He crossed the room, angled a chair into a corner, and sat down in it. His back was to the walls, and that was the way he liked it.

“What do you know of Blue Light?”

Then was the moment of silence while the two men took measure of each other.

Shiela took in her breath. She knew only of blue light, not of Blue Light,  except what Johnny had hinted of, but she saw that the men were conversing about it easily.

The blue light was the source of the universe, it was what reality was built upon. Women being the creators who dealt in blue light.

Blue Light was the province of Warlocks, and there were many legends here, none of them good.

Blue Light was the source of war. Blue Light could be used as a weapon. And not just any weapon, but the weapon of choice for the massive destructiveness of Warlocks.

And, without speaking of it, even denying its existence, every Witch shunned it and The Council banned it. But no woman could see it.

Now she was sitting in a room with two men who weren’t just speaking of that which couldn't be seen, nor spoken of, but who apparently could wield it.

Johnny pulled up a chair, Shiela to guard his back, and stared at the Warlock. He spoke first. “I could see it in your eyes in the meeting hall.”

Quireldo nodded. “I saw yours, but you don’t hide it well. Mine was hooded, protected even from the inspection of Witches. Yours was blazing, and as such it is a danger.

“What do you care for Johnny?” Shiela interrupted him.

“Well, aside from the fact that he provides a source of blue light unequaled, I am kindly disposed to him.”

“Why?”

Quireldo sighed and settled further. He had picked an uncomfortable chair, but seemed quite at ease.

“Johnny does not just possess blue light, and, I dare say, Blue Light…”

Johnny could feel Shiela tense up behind him.

“But he has managed to exist in the company of a Witch who, though she is not as powerful as a member of The Council, is not to be dismissed. But we shall deal with that little conundrum some other time. Right now I must instruct Johnny.”

“You?”

“If his ability in the Blue Light is discovered it will cause the Witches to distrust me. He must not be discovered. And, I have to tell you, Harkness worries me.”

There was a space of no conversation then. The two factions, Johnny and Shiela, and Quireldo, needed time to cogitate the matter, and to further estimate each other.

“Would you like refreshment?” asked Shiela at length.

“No.” I am fully charged up, thanks to Johnny Boy, and I only need to get started on teaching young Johnny how not to get detected by some very powerful Witches. And if you think they aren’t powerful, just because they deal with blue light, instead of Blue Light, then you are a stupid Witch, indeed.”

Quireldo eyed Johnny then, intense, focused, and waiting.

“How would you instruct him?”

Now Quireldo leaned forward slightly. “First, you must control your eyes physically. Keep them half lidded, give the impression that if you aren’t half an idiot, you are at least half asleep.”

Johnny half closed his eyes and looked bored. “What?”

Quireldo pursed his lips in a smile. “But the real key is you must shutter your mind. Don’t use Blue Light, use blue light, if the Witches see it, and they occasionally pick up such artifices, they will think you are just weak in the power. Imagine a wall descending from the clouds, bring it down, like an eyelid, until you can only see the horizon and not the far skies.

Johnny tried.

“Very good. You must practice this, and I will give you exercises. But, right now, the next thing you must do is extend a shield about yourself.  Make it look like you are sloppily trying to look in all directions, but don’t know how.”

Johnny did as Quireldo commanded, and while it took him a few tries, he had it rather quickly.

“This is baby stuff,” complained Shiela. “Ow! How did you do that?”

Johnny looked between the two, confused. What had happened?

“I pinched your lady’s fine ass.”

“But how? I didn’t see anything.”

“While you were looking at the baby stuff I made a quite blatant needle and placed it in her posterior.”

Now Shiela was rubbing her butt, and her eyes were wide.

“Please,” said Quireldo to her. “I am not a danger. I teach Johnny, and I have no interest in the squabbles of The Council, nor of lesser Witches. I walk the fine line and nothing else.”

“I doubt that,” muttered Shiela. She came to a chair and sat, doubtless to protect her ass from further assaults.

Quireldo turned back to Johnny. “Now then, one doesn’t cast spells with Blue Light. You must master blue light to do that, and I am not the best teacher for that. Blue Light is used for fighting, and to fool women.”

Shiela’s eyes widened.

“But blue light, if understood will be the stronger. If the Witches truly understood blue light they would never have to worry about Blue Light, for blue light can subdue Blue Light quite easily.”

“What are you saying?” hissed Shiela. “Is this some form of heresy?”

“Heresy? To speak of what the universe is made of? Where is the sacrilege in being truthful? You speak like a Witch!”

Johnny turned his head quickly and saw Shiela. She was mad, and frightened, and biting her lip.

Quireldo, with a slight touch of humor in his eyes, ignored her.

“Now then, the rules for the manipulation of blue light are similar to Blue Light, but there is a different way of thinking about them. When you use blue light you must use flow, shaping it like a delicate sculpt. When you use Blue Light you shape your anger and strike it into shape. Thank God Shiela turned you into a woman. That will help you use soft flow, and we can then use the shaping of soft flow to shape the hard explosiveness of Blue Light.”

The lesson went on for some time, and would have continued longer, through the night if necessary, but Quireldo suddenly stood up and shifted his robes so they looked like they weren’t put on properly.

In a bluff voice, he sneered, “I thought you had more energy to give than that!”

The door opened and Mazilda stood in the doorway. Her eyes were careful as she scoped the scene.

“At last, somebody who understands,” pouted Quireldo. “But I have wasted my energy on this doofus.”

Quirelda stomped out of the room.

Mazilda didn’t bother to watch him march down the corridor, she was watching Shiela.

“You have pulled the wool over my eyes.”

Yet she was aware in a peripheral blue light manner, of Johnny. It appeared that she was mocking up hostility for Shiela to mask her interest in Johnny.

Childish.

At least Johnny thought so until she turned on him, “So you held yourself back when you fucked me. I’m here to watch you do that again.”

“He’s been accepted. No more tests,” complained Shiela.

“There will always be tests,” snapped Mazilda. To Johnny. “Take off your clothes, all your clothes. We’re going to have this out.

There followed an intense examination of Johnny’s penis. Mazilda used magic to pull his penis out of its sheath, out of his pussy. She pulled so hard Johnny was afraid he was going to be damaged.

But it was just foreplay.

“I’d like to have you in my dungeons,” mused Mazilda, turning it over, rubbing it as if scaling it with her long, black fingernails.

Johnny gasped. Mazilda didn’t just like it doggy style, she liked it rough!

“Easy with my property,” Shiela muttered.

“Property, hah! There are depths here, Shiela dear, and Johnny is hiding in them.”

Then proceeded the most thorough scrutiny of Johnny’s penis that he had ever experienced, and it was only the fact that Quireldo had given him enough instruction that enabled Johnny to maintain his peaceful nature.

He had to react to pain, but without any show of blue light, let alone Blue Light.

To Johnny, it was galling, for now he had enough power that he didn’t have to play the victim, but he remembered one of the things Quireldo had told him.

“Play the victim by being the victim. Learn to enjoy, or you will be found out.”

It was sort of like topping from the bottom, but in reverse.

Finally, Mazilda tired of her fruitless ministrations and just threw him on the floor and ground down on him.

Johnny’s eyes were half closed as he endured the incredible lushness of her pussy feeding on him.

He felt the blue light leaving him, but he let it. Crying out and acting like it distressed him.

Mazilda took from him, took from him, but, in the end, she helped him in not cumming.

He was accepted now, and a source of blue light. In that respect, though he wasn’t trusted, he was protected by those who would feed off him.

Finally, orgasmically sated, Mazilda straightened her robes and prepared to leave their quarters. She rubbed her pussy and pulled her delicate small clothes up, “You’re hiding in there, Johnny. But I’ll find you out.”

But she didn’t sound as confident as when she had first entered the room. Or maybe it was just that she didn’t care as much.

Shiela closed the door behind her and turned to Johnny. She held a finger to her lips. “They listen,” she mouthed.

Johnny nodded. He had used his abilities so much to keep himself hidden from Mazilda, and now he was more perceptive. He could feel somebody in the hall, obviously she had waited for Mazilda to finish.

Shiela sat down again, and the knock on the door sounded.

Knock knock!

“Come in,” called Shiela.

It was one of the unfriendly Witches, one who had voted against Johnny being accepted, and she had come to test him for herself.

She was tall, imperious, and she had a proud, slanted grin of dismissal, and a spell that aroused.

Johnny looked down as his clitoris shot out and became a penis. He looked back up at the woman.

“Now we shall see,” she whispered breathily. “Now.” She advanced upon him, losing her clothes as she closed the distance.

All afternoon they came. One would leave and another would appear. Like clockwork. Like an arranged schedule.

Johnny did his best, and thanked the Gods that Quireldo had gotten to him first.

He also grew a profound appreciation for the man. Navigating the quagmire of 12 Witches and a Warlock was like trying to roller skate on mud.

Every question had eight meanings, and the meanings had eight translations, and the translations had eight deviations.

A simple observation concerning the time of day led to intense barrages and counter barrages of subtleties. Of multi-meanings couched in varied raiment.

Politics? Yes. But even that word, as filthy as it is, didn’t describe the layers of tricks and traps that made up for normal conversation in this Witch’s world.

Finally, however, though the hours were intense, but dragged like logs through muddy forests, the day ended.

Johnny and Shiela ate a quick dinner, then retired to bed.

“You did well,” Shiela murmured in a low voice.

“Can we talk?”

“Sure. I’ve spelled the room. It’s okay to insist on privacy in the night. Though many like not to. Exhibitionists, you know.”

“What do you think of Quireldo?”

“I think he’s on our side. But he frightens me.”

“Why?”

“He’s a man.”

A bit of silence in the darkened room.

“I’m a man.”

“Are you?”

Johnny considered his form.

“I’ve still got a penis.”

“And though I love it, I would rather take it away from you.”

This was an interesting statement, because Johnny had learned so much that day he didn’t think she could. He was not only growing strong in Blue Light, he was learning to manipulate, and not be manipulated by, blue light. Wisely, he didn’t speak of this thought.

“Are you tired?” she asked.

It had been a long day, all the Machiavellian maneuvering, the constant demand on him for blue light. He thought he had fucked every member of The Council, but he wasn’t sure. Others than The Council, powerful in their own right, had found him out.

And how could he refuse? He was accepted, but with conditions. He had to make everybody happy. He couldn’t risk offending one single person in all of Narganon Castles.

“Would you be offended if I said no?”

“No,” she said, trying to hide her thoughts, but Johnny was too good now.

“Liar,” and he rolled over on her and his penis unsheathed automatically.

All the fucking he had done, that had been done to him, he was learning how to control his penis.

And he still hadn’t cum.

He was giving new meaning to blue balls. It wasn’t that his balls were blue, though they were, it was that they were so filled up with blue light.

Coupled together they lay happily, just feeling, and Johnny nuzzled her neck while she stoke him and eked every bit of blue light she could from him.

“Your balls are swollen,” she observed.

“I know. If they don’t go down I won’t be able to walk.”

“But you can’t cum yet.”

“No.”

“How do you manage it? That would kill me!”

“Oddly, I’m growing to like it. It’s like carrying a big, bag of magic over my shoulder, except that it’s between my legs.”

“So you like it when I run my hands down this and squeeze that…”

Johnny groaned. “Oh, fuck! Yes.”

“And how about this?” She inserted a finger in his pussy.

He ground away at her hand.

“I’ll give you a month to stop it.” He was almost sobbing with the pleasure. Blue Light was filling his balls, which were, it should be mentioned, actually inside him, hidden in the folds of his pussy, yet fully functioning.

Regular blue light filled him slowly. The male Blue Light filled him faster, but it was unwieldy. It made him want to use it, to smash something and laugh.

Thank God he only had a dick. If his body was completely male he would have lost control a long time ago.

“What about this?” She hooked his anus and his pussy with a thumb and forefinger, like she was holding a bowling ball. His penis was now rock hard and pushing past her digits and throbbing.

“Back off, please,” he begged. “I’m too close.”

She stopped stroking him, but she didn’t take her fingers out of him.

“I like you like this.”

“I do. I think that when I do finally squirt I would like to do it like this.”

“Not in my pussy?”

“Like this.”

“My feelings are hurt.”

“No, they aren’t. You’re loving the power you have over me. Now take your blue light.”

She wiggled around, kept her finger in his anus, and scissored him. This enabled her to shimmy down his big pole.

“Oh, yes,” she sighed with relief. “This is love.”

She lost herself in orgasms then, having them one after another, building in intensity, and Johnny just held on, kept his Blue Light shields up and enjoyed her enjoyment of him.

It took a week for him to fuck everybody of any worth in the Castles, and during that week he worried.

Harkness had assaulted the Barrier Between the Worlds. Had he conquered it? Was he now invading the fake world? The world he had been raised in?

Or was he back at his castle, licking his wounds, making further plots to conquer the world.

Whatever, win or lose, Johnny knew that Harker would eventually turn his attention to him.

And beyond that, he would eventually declare war on the Narganon Castles.

On The Council itself.

And now that Johnny knew something of the subtle nature of blue light, and the powerful nature of Blue Light, Harkness might well win.

And as long as he held his castle and created ghosts, and used the power of the ghosts to create such beasts as Gargivans and Rorkens and Snarkens, he would grow more and more powerful.

Johnny thought he would be able to beat the Witches, given enough time.

But the Witches, he knew from his conversations and political maneuvering, were not concerned.

They thought that Narganon was too powerful. They thought that thirteen Witches could defeat a Warlock.

Heck, they even had their own Warlock, Quireldo, though they didn’t really understand him.

But Quireldo understood the direness of the situation, and he maneuvered and manipulated, and even acted like a pimp for Johnny so he could feed all The Council and their friends.

Thus, a week later, Johnny and Shiela were escorted to the wall. Quireldo and Mazilda escorted them, but stopped at the wall.

Quireldo looked satisfied.

Mazilda had a wistful expression on her face. She liked feeding from Johnny, she liked his blue light, and given enough time—and this went for almost all the Witches on The Council, they all would have felt kindly towards him.

“Where are you going?” asked Quireldo.

“We need to find out if the Barrier Between the Worlds held. Depending on what we find there, we have to see to raising an army.”

“The Council won’t like that,” mused Mazilda, no unhappily. “A Warlock raising an army?”

“They should have got unhappy when Harkness raised his,” returned Johnny.

“Yes, well, Harkness is a devious sort. He hid what he was doing from us.”

With that, final waves and farewells were exchanged, and Shiela used blue light to open the wall. She and Johnny rode a pair of horses out into the city.

They were among peasants now, and beyond magic. But to those who understood the truths of blue light, let alone Blue Light, there is magic everywhere.

The wall closed and they touched their horses into a canter with a bit of blue light from their heels.

They rode out of the suburbs surrounding the Castles. They passed descending stories of houses, from ten stories to five to two to one.

They observed the increasing shabbiness of the people.

“Something’s wrong here,” muttered Johnny, seeing naked children pissing against a fence.

“Nothing’s wrong,” said Shiela.

Johnny glanced at her. She was so powerful, so beautiful, yet she didn’t appreciate the people as people. To her they were just…property.

And Johnny was surprised to have these thoughts gel in his consciousness.

This was supposed to be the real world, the one that mattered, the one that caused the reflection of the fake world, the one in which he had grown up in.

Yet there was poverty here, and the poverty, in some ways, was worse than the fake world.

Even a poor man could drive a car in the fake world. Could eventually own a house. Had hope that education and striving could improve his lot in life. This hope was not present in this, the real world.

Yet Shiela was blind to that.

But she wasn’t bad for that, she just…that was the way she saw the world. The Worlds.

They left the rings of houses and trotted through the vast fields where the Tandens worked. Their small bodies quickstepping through the rows of vegetation, experiencing orgasm as a reward for being slaves.

Shades of the fake world. But did the fake world mirror the real world? Or the real world mirror the fake?

The hours passed, and they finally came to the huge forest that surrounded the fields, the houses and the thirteen castles.

They followed the path through the giant oaks. Spanish moss clung to their clothes where they happened to pass by a hang branch close enough for it to touch.

The sound of animals was faint, but there.

The rumble of bears, the howl of wolves. The hoot of owls and the scurry of tree rate, sometimes called squirrels.

Carried on the hum of the wind, massaging their ears with the songs of nature.

“Do you think The Bear is okay?” Johnny asked.

The Bear was his half brother, who loved him and protected him in the Farwoods forest, which was the Barrier Between the Worlds.

“I think so. If the Gargivans didn’t trap him.”

Johnny gave a shiver at the thought of those giant creatures, the Gargivans. Thirty feet tall hulks, they had destroyed his home and caused him to flee to the real world. Normally peaceful, until touched by the hand of Harkness.

They stopped at dusk near a quiet stream to rest for the night. They were in a hurry, but not as much as when they had been heading for The Council.

They slept together, wrapped in blankets under the stars, made love many times, and awoke suddenly.

It was quiet, too quiet.

Johnny unrolled and stood up. He was wearing brassiere and panties, and nobody would mistake him for a man, unless his penis somehow emerged from its pussy hiding place.

“Something’s wrong,” he whispered.

Shiela got up and they both put on their robes and their sturdy walking boots.

They picked up their packs, saddled their horses, then led the horses down the path slowly.

Except for drinking from the stream, they didn’t bother with breakfast.

There was no sound of bird chirp or squirrel chatter. No deer crossed the far path and looked up at them in startlement.

It was as if they were alone.

Johnny let tendrils of blue light filter through the forest, searching for the cause of the silence.

Nothing.

Slowly, the feeling left. The soft hairs on their bodies laid back down and they reached the edge of the forest.

A huge plain stretched out before them.

“I don’t like it,” said Johnny.

“Nor I.”

They stood and watched the fields, the skies, and didn’t want to move into the open.

“Snarken,” whispered Johnny, pointing upwards.

The sinuous, snakey flying things flew high above. They move slowly, and it was obvious they were searching for something.

Johnny and Shiela.

Johnny and Shiela moved their horses back under the trees, and felt…the silence. The touch of searching awareness.

“It’s the Snarken. They wield a very low form of blue light and search for us.”

“We can cross at dark.”

“But not here.”

They took a few minutes to roll out a map and examine the terrain of the real world.

“Here are the forests, here and here.”

“We could head for the big ocean far to the south.”

They traced their fingers over the parchment and frowned. They didn’t want to take the time, but if Snarkens were spying from above there had to be Rorkens ahead, or maybe worse.

“Would Harkens send Gargivans after us?”

“He sent them after you at the Barrier Between the Worlds,” Shiela answered.

Johnny nodded. “Then it’s south. Maybe not to the ocean, but at least far enough that we can hope to avoid the Snarkens. The distance between forests at this point is only a long day.” He pointed at the map.

“Or night,” agreed Shiela.

They began drifting along the edge of the forest. They stayed under cover most of the time, only risking a quick dash across a bare valley that would have cost them a lot of time to go around.

And time, precious time, passed.

The third day after they started their big detour Shiela detected pursuit.

It was almost dusk, and there was no trace of Snarken, when Shiela suddenly turned in her saddle and looked behind her.

“They’re coming.”

Johnny was standing next to his horse, patting his flank as the horse drank from a mud hole.

“How far?”

“Far, but they will catch us in a day.”

Johnny took out the tube with his map in it. He unrolled the thing and held the corners down on the earth with rocks.

Shiela got off her horse and they studied the map. Patterns of forest swirled, plains, stands of mountains. Narganon, Dreadnought, the Barrier Between the Worlds.

Then Johnny noticed a small shape back to the west, maybe a half a day’s ride. The icon was a small house with a cross on it. “What’s that?”

Shiela tilted her head slightly. “That? I’m not sure. It’s a religious place…”

“Sanctuary,” Johnny muttered, sounding ironic.

“No, no. It’s not religion, it…it’s a Crossroads. That’s what the cross stands for.”

“A Crossroads? Like a fork in the road?”

“No,” and now Shiela sounded excited. “They are tunnels that lead to the Barrier Between the Worlds!”

Johnny looked up. “Can we use them?”

“We can. Gargivans can’t, not Snarkens. Rorkens might be able to. but usually it’s just men that can use them. When I say tunnels I mean it. They are just barely big enough to walk through, and we might have to even use blue light to walk through blockages. The tunnels are old, and I don’t believe they’re in good condition.

Johnny pondered their choices. “Down to the ocean…and then where? A dash across the plains…during which we will probably be sighted by Snarken. Or back, the way we came, avoid whoever is chasing us, and risk journey through tunnels to the Barrier Between the Worlds. What do you think?”

“The Crossroads. Sure failure the other ways, only possible failure at the Crossroads.”

“Okay,” Johnny left the tube and folded the parchment and slid it into his sleeve. “Let’s dump everything and make a run for it.”

Shortly they were cantering through the forest, taking lesser paths, ducking their heads beneath the foliage.

“I left a false trail,” stated Johnny as they trotted.

“How do you mean?”

“I blue lit our trail across the plains. Hopefully they’ll fall for it.”

“Okay.”

They hurried on, through the dusk, and into night.

Johnny led the way now, moving slowly, using his perceptions of blue light to see their path.

Towards dawn they stopped and listened.

The sound of moving men. Many men. Tramping through the forest. With the clop of horse’s hooves, and…bigger footsteps.

“This way,” Johnny led into a thick copse and they stood next to their horses and held their hands over the beasts snouts to stop any whickering.

Trackers crept through the forest just below their vantage point on a slight slope. They wore green, carried bows and arrows, and moved with much stealth.

“Oh, fuck,” breathed Shiela.

Johnny looked to her.

She pointed towards what looked like a sleek hound. But it wasn’t a dog or any relation thereof. It was a Flither. Shaped like a greyhound, built for speed, but possessing a proboscis whose purpose was not to suck blood, but to breath the earth.

At that moment the Flither looked up slope, directly at them.

They didn’t move, just held their positions and prayed to the Gods.

their prayers must have worked, because the Flither put its proboscis to the ground and continued sniffing.

Then the bulk of their pursuit passed. A couple of hundred men, with a squad of Rorken.

The men wore armor and held spears and had short swords at their sides. The Rorken held maces, a deadly advantage in their muscular arms. The maces weighed ten pounds and could be thrown with deadly accuracy up to twenty yards, then pulled back by the thin lengths of cable attached to their handles. Good for close up work, or far.

The bulk of the pursuit passed, then a few men following along as a rear guard.

Still, Johnny waited, put a hand on Shiela’s arm to stop her.

High above a contingent of Snarkens passed through clouds and watched over all.

Long minutes passed. An hour, and Johnny finally breathed easily. “Okay, let’s go.”

They mounted and pushed their horses over trails, and through brush which offered rough shortcut.

“The Flithers will not be fooled by your false path.”

Johnny said nothing. There was nothing to say.

An hour later they came across a thin trail that led in the direction of the Crossroads. They could now gallop, and they needed to, for they heard the keen baying whistle of Flithers coming to them through the woods.

“Nope,” said Johnny. “Didn’t fool them at all.”

For a half hour they galloped, and the sounds of pursuit held steady, then they came to the clearing in which stood a small building. It was made of stone, stone carved neatly and fitted so neatly that not even age had wormed it apart.

Atop the small building stood a cross.

The Crossroads.

Their horses, gasping for breath, their flanks foamed, stopped and their legs trembled from the effort they had been put through.

“Okay, fellows,” said Johnny. “We’re going to have to set you loose.”

He and Shiela took off their small packs. Just a change of dress and a small packet of food. They stripped the horses of saddles and bridals and slapped their butts, and watched the horses stagger up a path, not the one they had arrived on, away from the Crossroads.

“Okay,” said Shiela. “Let’s…” she stopped talking.

Behind them the trackers had arrived.

Two Flithers stood, trembling from the chase. They had found the quarry, and now they turned the job over to the warriors.

“Run!” yelled Shiela!

She and Johnny sprinted for the small building.

But the trackers were closer.

There were six of them, and they stood in front of the entrance to the Crossroads. They were smiling, but they looked like they were just…waiting.

Of course. They were trackers. They would fight, but the real fighters were right behind them.

And with this realization, Johnny watched as the first of the main bunch appeared on the trail.

“Be gone,” said Shiela. She twined her hands, called on her magic, and blue light lanced through the air and pushed at the soldiers.

Yet it was blue light, not Blue Light, and it had little capacity for destruction. A combination of Witches would be required to make blue light into a weapon. That or Shiela suddenly developing a form filled with testosterone.

The trackers were pushed back, and one of them fell into the open door and was gone, wherever the Crossroads had taken him. The other five were merely forced against the white rock. They braced themselves and waited.

Shiela slowly ran down. Her energy was not to be used like that, and Johnny touched her arm. “No,” he said, and there was a gleam in his eyes.

The first of the real soldiers entered the clearing. They charged, and Johnny pushed Shiela behind him.

The trackers howled and moved forward, weapons at the ready.

Rorkens burst into the clearing. They brushed aside humans in their eagerness to close with the enemy.

Still, Johnny watched, and waited.

Across the clearing, more and more into the clearing.

Johnny backed up, moved towards the rear of the space around the Crossroads.

More soldiers, more Rorken, then the whole bunch was jammed into the clearing, racing towards Johnny and Shiela, weapons raised. Spears ready to throw, swords at hand. The swinging maces of the Rorken starting to blur in the air as they prepared to launch them.

Still, Johnny wait.

Shiela took in her breath, and she closed her eyes.

She did not want to see her own death.

And it was good that she closed her eyes, for Johnny finally raised his hands.

The blue light was not meant for war, but the Blue Light was.

Harsh BLUE erupted from Johnny’s hands. Twin firehoses of deadly BLUE lances.

A blast of death that disintegrated spears and arrows flying through the air, that turned swords into embers that flew out of the hands of warriors, that ripped apart flesh and the bone underneath. Garments turned into shredded tatters and flew off the bodies, the skin burnt like paper. The bones charred and blew away.

The Rorken, eight feet tall and more muscle and gristle than a bull, were flimsy in this wind of death.

They had chased their prey, supposing it to be a man, or even better, a puny woman. And when they had been touched by the woman’s blue light they had laughed.

Then they had been touched by the Warlock, and they were no more.

Nothing but char and ash and the smell of bodies barbecued faster than if the sun had scorched them. Bits of scorched clothing floating in the air. Superheated sparkles that once been belt buckles, or other pieces of metal.

Johnny’s Blue Light winked off, and his arms came down.

Suddenly he was tired. He was so dreadfully, dreadfully empty. His very soul was depleted. Not just by the emptiness of using the Blue Light, but by what he had done.

He had discussed Blue Light as a weapon, but he hadn’t considered that he would have to actually use it.

Now he had, and he didn’t want to ever use it again.

But, perhaps that was just the woman that he had become.

Behind him Shiela opened her eyes and stared in wonder.

She had not seen the destruction, only the aftermath, tendrils of ash and smoke wafting away in the air. A smell of…barbecued ribs.

Terrible, yet she had missed it.

And thanked the Gods that she had.

“Oh, Johnny.” She moved up nest to him and inspected the emptiness of the clearing.

A few charred bones lying at the far side was all that remained of a small army. A flutter of burnt fragments of clothing in the air. That and…the odor.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered, tears falling from his eyes.

Then Shiela looked down and saw the worst thing of all on that terrible afternoon.

Johnny had an erection. All that death and destruction had brought his penis out. The death of many in the chaos of deathly combat had merely excited him.

Yet he cried, and she turned to him, hugged him and held him.

But the shock for her was only beginning, for he whispered. “I’m empty.”

But he wasn’t. He wasn’t full, but he wasn’t empty. He just wanted more blue light. He had used his talents, and it had excited him, and he wanted to be full again.

He wanted to be full of the potential of Blue Light.

He wanted to destroy more.

His erect penis proved that.

And poor Shiela, she knew she had to do this. She touched him down there, and stroked him, and pulled him down to her.

There, in the clearing of the Crossroads, on the remains of what once been an army, they made soft, gentle love.

And Johnny whispered to Shiela, “Maybe you better take my penis, too.”

And Shiela thought about it.

She truly thought about it.

END
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The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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GRACE MANSFIELD
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Go to Amazon:
The Castration
Chronicles!
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I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!
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